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Naughty Excerpt from “Dreaming of the Naughty Wife”

“It's time for your very special gift,” Mrs. Celeste purred.

She stood before my bed wearing a pair of ribbons. Bright and red. One covered those large breasts that I did so love to ogle growing up in her house. The other hid her pussy from me. She was gorgeous. She had this hungry smile on her lips, her black hair falling to her shoulders in curly waves. I had a crush on her for years.

I so wanted to do wonderful things with her.

And here she was in my bedroom. Mr. Celeste, her husband would kill us. He had never liked me. His sexy wife had this hungry glint in her black eyes. The sexy cast to her face took on something sultry, her eyes full of adoration. She smiled broadly as she cupped her breasts wrapped up in her ribbon.

“Unwrap me, Damien,” she moaned. “Mmm, just unwrap me. Enjoy your special gift.”

My dick throbbed so much. I couldn't believe this. I kicked off the blankets and rolled out of my bed. I stood up tall, my heart racing. I was so eager for this. So ready to finally enjoy a woman. And why not the hottest woman in my life.

Mrs. Mary Celeste. The gorgeous MILF was almost forbidden fruit. But so ripe. Her lips plump and kissable. Her fingers dug into her breasts. That thick ribbon hid those nipples. Would they be fat? They had to be. Fat and suckable.

I swallowed and headed to her to pull the ribbon. I wanted to rip it free and see what she had beneath the satin. I wanted to ravish her. Just throw her down on the bed. My heart pounded in my chest. It thundered. The blood raced hot through my veins. My hands flexed as I came closer and closer to her.

“Ooh, you are such a naughty boy,” she moaned. “You're awake now.”

“Yeah,” I said moving to her. Only she seemed not to get any closer to her as I crossed my room. My cock ached. I had to get to her to unwrap her special present for me. I was a man.

“So what are you waiting for?” she asked, a big smile spreading on her lips. “I'm right here. You just have to unwrap me, and I'm all yours.”

“I want to, Mrs. Celeste,” I groaned, getting closer to her, and yet she was staying so far from me. “Why are you moving away from me?”

“Moving?” she asked. “You're just not trying hard enough. Come on, big boy. I know you can do it. Mmm, you can just grab the ribbon and tug.”

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Dreaming of the Hot Wife

Damien Colt

“It's time for your very special gift,” Mrs. Celeste purred.

She stood before my bed wearing a pair of ribbons. Bright and red. One covered those large breasts that I did so love to ogle growing up in her house. The other hid her pussy from me. She was gorgeous. She had this hungry smile on her lips, her black hair falling to her shoulders in curly waves. I had a crush on her for years.

And now that I was eighteen, I so wanted to do wonderful things with her.

And here she was in my bedroom. Mr. Celeste, her husband would kill us. He had never liked me. Neither had his son who had gone off to college last year. Mr. Celeste had never been happy taking me in despite being friends with my mother. When she died when I was really young to know her, he had agreed to raise me. Not adopt me, I was still Damien Colt, but the Celestes had taken care of me.

His sexy wife had this hungry glint in her black eyes. The motherly cast to her face took on something sultry, her eyes full of adoration. She smiled broadly as she cupped her breasts wrapped up in her ribbon.

“Unwrap me, Damien,” she moaned. “Mmm, just unwrap me. Enjoy your special gift.”

My dick throbbed so much. I couldn't believe this. I kicked off the blankets and rolled out of my bed. I stood up tall, my heart racing. I was so eager for this. So ready to finally enjoy a woman. And why not the hottest woman in my life.

Mrs. Mary Celeste. The gorgeous MILF I had known since I was a boy. Like a mother to me, but not quite. She was almost forbidden fruit. But so ripe. Her lips plump and kissable. Her fingers dug into her breasts. That thick ribbon hid those nipples. Would they be fat? They had to be. Fat and suckable.

I swallowed and headed to her to pull the ribbon. I wanted to rip it free and see what she had beneath the satin. I wanted to ravish her. Just throw her down on the bed. My heart pounded in my chest. It thundered. The blood raced hot through my veins. My hands flexed as I came closer and closer to her.

“Ooh, you are such a naughty boy,” she moaned. “You're awake now.”

“Yeah,” I said moving to her. Only she seemed not to get any closer to her as I crossed my room. My cock ached. I had to get to her to unwrap her special present for me. I was eighteen. A man.

“So what are you waiting for?” she asked, a big smile spreading on her lips. “I'm right here. You just have to unwrap me, and I'm all yours.”

“I want to, Mrs. Celeste,” I groaned, getting closer to her, and yet she was staying so far from me. “Why are you moving away from me?”

“Moving?” she asked. “You're just not trying hard enough. Come on, big boy. I know you can do it. Mmm, you can just grab the ribbon and tug.”

I burst into a run. I had to cross my bedroom. When did it get so big? I charged at her and reached her. I grabbed her ribbon. I held the end. One tug, and I would pull it away and see those big, lush breasts I had been lusting after. All those times alone in my bed thinking about her...

No more imagining.

“Damien, come help me study!” shouted Anna Meer. An eighteen-year-old girl with her brassy-brown hair in pigtails. She darted to me in a tank top so tight that it seemed molded to her small breasts. She wore a pleated schoolgirl skirt that barely covered anything. “I can't get this math problem. You're so good at it.”

She grabbed my hand that was about to pull away Mrs. Celeste's ribbon and yanked my touch to her breasts. Anna pressed my hand right on her left boob. I could feel her nipple through the cloth. She then slid me over to her right boob.

“What do two boobs and two pair of strong, manly hands equal?” asked Anna, this bright smile on her lips. She also lived with the Celestes. They rented out two of their rooms to college students. Had done for as long as I could remember living with them. Anna was the freshman girl renting it. We had both started college last month.

“Uh... That's four,” I said, my dick twitching. I had Anna here and Mrs. Celeste.

“No, silly, it's foreplay,” she purred. “You have to play with me. Mmm, you have two pairs of hands. I have two breasts. It's meant to be.”

“Don't let that little brat distract you,” another voice cooed. Sultry and throaty. “You know you want to see these tits. They're bigger.”

I turned to my left to see Shelly Mitchels, the other border. She was nineteen, a junior at college. She had bleached-blonde hair, her darker roots showing. She wore a bustier top that lifted her two round breasts into jiggling mounds. A zipper ran between them. She had on hip-hugging skinny jeans that showed off quite the cameltoe.

“You know you've been waiting to see these tits since I moved in two years ago,” she cooed, her finger playing with the zipper. “Always ready to watch me come out of the shower like a big perv. Wanting just a glimpse of my breasts.” She let go of her zipper's tag and shot her hand out to grab my left one. She pulled me to her zipper.

My fingers grasped it. I felt the cool metal.

“Just pull it down and see them,” Shelly purred. “I won't get mad. I was just pretending to be annoyed. I found it hot. You're so cute, Damien.”

“Handsome,” moaned Anna as she rubbed my hand over her breasts through her shirt.

“Don't you want to open your special gift,” Mrs. Celeste purred, the MILF's voice throaty with hunger. “You're such a stud, Damien. I knew you would grow into one. Just like your father.”

“You know my father?” I gasped, staring at the MILF.

She winked a dark eye at me.

“Now, now, don't waste your time with them, Damien,” purred another voice. Throaty and familiar. “I have a math equation for you to solve.”

I turned around and found Mrs. Sullivan, my blonde and busty math professor, standing on the chalkboard. She had written out something complicated. The numbers and symbols were all jumbled up. She sat on her desk perched next to my bed. Her large tits were about to spill out of her V-neck blouse. She pursed her lips, her green eyes hungry. She undid one of the buttons of her blouse, exposing a black bra beneath.

“If you can solve it, you will have all your dreams come true,” she purred. “I know you want to breed me.”

My dick throbbed. A wave of heat rushed over me.

“No, no, unwrap your gift and breed me,” moaned Mrs. Celeste. “It's your special gift. I've been waiting for you to turn eighteen.

“Breed me, Damien,” moaned Anna. “You're so handsome and smart.”

“I'm ready to have your child,” groaned Shelly. “Just rip down the zipper.”

“God,” I groaned, so many choices. Then I saw another desk. Mrs. Corona, my Hispanic English teacher, was bent over it. She had on a tight, gray pencil skirt that hugged her rump. The hem had ridden up enough to reveal her brown nylons were thigh-highs.

“I am not wearing any panties, and I so want your big cock to slide into my married pussy and breed me like the dirty MILF that I am,” she cooed. “If you can parse that sentence, it'll be a reality. What are the clauses? The subject? Verb? Object? What are adjectives and what are adverbs? Show me you can understand your language. To master it is to master seduction.”

“Jesus,” I groaned, seeing the sentence appear on the chalkboard. Who to pick? They were all so sexy.

“I got a mocha with extra chocolate,” another woman called out. My head snapped around to see Rita, the busty, black-haired barista at my favorite coffee shop. She wore one of her low-cut crop tops that showed off those magnificent breasts. In her mid-twenties, she had a dazzling smile.

And my cup of coffee nestled between her breasts. They steamed away.

“Tips are always appreciated,” she purred. “Of course, if you want to slide in more than just the tip into my pussy, well, I'll take the entire cock.” She winked a hazel eye at me. “Mmm, What do you say, Damien. You ready to give me some frothy man cream. I know you want. I saw it every time I gave you a mocha.”

“Don't listen to her, Damien.” Mrs. Donovan drew my attention. The MILF next door was gardening by my desk, working on her flowers. She was bent over, on her hands and knees, her tight pair of white shorts hugged that magnificent ass. She threw a look over her shoulder, her red hair swaying. “My garden's not going to fertilize itself. I need your seed, Damien.”

“Mmm, Damien, you don't want her garden,” purred Mrs. Teller. My Black biology professor wore a lab coat half-unbuttoned to show off her large, coffee-brown breasts. They were about to spill out of them. She pushed up her silver-rimmed glasses. “We need to study reproduction together. Mmm, I need a practical demonstration of your sperm finding my egg.”

“No, no, I need all your thick and salty school spirit!” Ashley squealed. The blonde cheerleader, captain of my college's team, bounced in place. She jumped. Her green-and-white pleated skirt flared, flashing the lacy panties she wore as she landed. She did a high kick, her boobs bouncing in her tight top that hugged her breasts and left her midriff bare. The green was exciting. “I need you to get me off so I can lead us all to victory.”

“Victory against who?” I moaned. So many choices. They all needed me.

“You disgusting pervert!” a woman shouted. Serena White, a girl in most of my classes, charged at me. She had black hair that flowed behind her and blue eyes. She held a silver sword in her hand. She thrust it into my guts.

“What?” I gasped.

“You think I'll let you get away with it?” she demanded. “I won't! You don't deserve any of them, scum!”

“If you kill him, he can't enjoy my special present,” Mrs. Celeste purred.

“I don't care!” screamed Serena as she twisted the blade in my guts. I screamed in pain.

And snapped awake panting in my bed.

“Jesus,” I groaned, drenched in sweat. I kicked off the covers, my cock tenting the front of my boxers. I was so hard, and not just with morning wood. Sweat drenched my bare chest. I rubbed at my stomach, feeling the abs I had worked hard to gain. No sword had stabbed me. No Mrs. Celeste was standing at the foot of my bed in ribbons. “Just a fucking dream.”

A wild one. So many of the hot women in my life were there, all wanting to breed me. God, I had no idea I had a breeding fetish. I rolled out of bed, my chest rising and falling and my heart pounding. I wanted to stroke one off and dunk my head in cold water.

“Goddamn,” I groaned, standing up and glancing at myself in a mirror. I had turned eighteen. No longer the kid going to college. For two months, I had been the only one who wasn't technically an adult. I didn't look like a nerd, but I had skipped the fifth grade and made the jump straight into Middle School.

The dream lingered in me as I grabbed my weights. I always did curls when I first woke up. Burn off some of that excess energy I had. As much as I wanted to jerk one off, that end with Serena stabbing me unnerved me more than I liked.

I pumped the irons, curling them up and down, my muscles flexing and relaxing. My heart slowed as I worked out. I caught a glimpse of myself in a mirror. I was fit and strong with a rugged cast to my chin. I had dark hair and hazel eyes. My nose was bold. I had a thick mat of chest hair that I was quite proud of and had to shave every day now.

I don't know if I looked like my father. No one knew him. My mom had passed on when I was three. I had one picture of her holding me as a toddler. She was a beautiful woman. A natural blonde with an almost angelic smile on her face. Maybe she was an angel. The Celestes who had taken me into their home after Mom's death had never met my father either.

No matter what Mrs. Celeste had said in my dream.

It had been just a dumb harem dream.

I rolled my shoulders and set the pumps down. I wanted a shower. I grabbed my clothes for the day. Blue jeans, red t-shirt. Nothing fancy. Clean boxers and socks. I opened the door and stepped into the hallway just in time for Shelly to step out of the bathroom wrapped up in a towel that was barely staying up around her round breasts.

A sneer spilled on her lips. Not that sultry purr from my dream. This was the true Shelly. “Perv!” she hissed. “How do you always time it to step out of your room when I am getting out of the shower.”

“Good luck,” I said, giving her a playful smile and a shrug.

“You're lucky it's your birthday,” she hissed and marched past me to the room she rented. “Or you would be getting a slap. That starts tomorrow. You're not a kid any longer.”

“No, I'm not,” I said, wishing I had ripped down the zipper in the dream. I bet she had some great tits. Just a lush pair.

She whirled, her towel barely covering her ass. The bottom swell of her cheeks was showing. She vanished into her room and slammed the door behind her. I shuddered, my dick twitching in my boxers. I headed into the shower.

I did stroke one off in the shower. I just couldn't resist. Soapy and thinking about that dream. All those women wanting me to breed them. I pictured pulling the ribbon on Mrs. Celeste's gift and seeing those breasts. I popped off in less than a minute.

I felt amazing as I finished showering. Then I grabbed my razor and shaving cream. I ran it over my cheeks and jawline, hearing the rasp as I banished all those whiskers. I ran my fingers over my face, making sure I had every bit of it.

Dressed, I headed downstairs. Mrs. Celeste was in the kitchen wearing her blue housecoat. She threw a look over her shoulder. “Happy birthday, Damien. I'm going to bake you a cake. Still like chocolate.”

“Yes, Mrs. Celeste,” I said, grinning at her. She was gorgeous. You could tell she had a curvy body even through the housecoat she wore. It was a rocking body.

“Wonderful,” she said. “Breakfast in a few minutes. Waffles and bacon.”

“Yum,” I said and took a seat at the table.

Mr. Celeste looked up from his papers. “So you're eighteen now, huh?”

“Yeah,” I said, feeling his ire. His brow furrowed. He glanced past me to his wife. She was humming with excitement. She was in a very good mood. “Eighteen.”

He shook his head, something furious crossing his features. Then he lifted the paper. He never liked that I stayed here. I had heard them fighting over it, but Mrs. Celeste insisted that I had to live here and he always backed down in the end when she said, “Remember your promise!”

They had promised my mother to look out for me.

And he did a good job at that. Well, he never treated me badly or anything. He worked hard. He was the executive at his company. Had risen up to one of the VP slots. He made great money. His wife had never had to work before, and today he would learn if he would become the next CEO. He never seemed that ambitious. He certainly wasn't a workaholic, but I guess the business world wasn't like TV or movies.

He just had an easy time rising to the top.

“Damien!” Abby shouted. She darted up, wearing a tank top and a pleated, tartan skirt. Her brassy-brown hair danced around her shoulders in a pair of pigtails. She was a few months older than me though you'd never know it from looking at her. “I need help on this math problem. Ugh, Mrs. Sullivan assigns such hard problems.”

My cheeks burned. “It's not two plus two, right?”

“Of course not,” she said, giving me an annoyed look. “I'm not that dumb at math. I just don't get this operation. It's not making any sense. Can you help me untangle it?” She spread her notebook on the table and pointed to it. The answer was written on the top. We were always given the answers, we just had to figure out how to get to it.

I studied it and then smiled. “You messed up your order of operations here.” I tapped the top of the page. “You added then multiplied, not the other way around.”

“Ugh, that's so dumb of me.” Then she flashed me a smile. Foreplay echoed in my mind along with the memory of touching those small tits of hers. Of course, her tank top wasn't nearly as tight as it had been in my dream.

“Watch out, the perv will molest you,” Shelly said as she sat down on the other side. Breakfast and dinner were included in the rent that the two girls paid.

“He would not!” Anna snapped back. “And he's not a perv. You're just a bitch!”

“No fighting at the table,” Mr. Celeste said, still hidden behind his paper. Only the top of his balding head peeking out

“That's right,” said Mrs. Celeste. “And so what if Damien is a perv? He's eighteen. He should be perving on cute girls and hot women.” She headed to the table with a platter of waffles and bacon. She leaned past me to set it down, her housecoat half open and showing off at the inner slope of her breast. Her boob was almost about to pop out. “Enjoy.”

“Yeah,” I said, my dick ached to pop out. Of course, Mrs. Celeste meant the breakfast. She had no idea what just flashed through my mind.

Shelly saw where I looked and rolled her eyes, shaking her head.

I just ignored her and grabbed two waffles from the tray and then some pieces of bacon. Anna grabbed the strawberry syrup for her waffle while I went with the traditional maple. I covered my waffles with the brown syrup, getting each cell filled with the sugary delight.

“Eat up,” Mrs. Celeste said, taking the chair to my left. “You're a man now. And it's your special day. You're going to want your strength.”

Flashes of her wearing those ribbons popped into my head. My cheeks burned and cock twitched. “Yeah, I guess. I'm eighteen now.”

“Mmm, awakened into manhood,” she purred and reached for her own waffles. Her loosely tied robe slipped more. A nice expanse of her cleavage jiggled beside me. Was it deliberate? She always tied her housecoat tight, but now...

I swallowed at the sight. The way they moved was hypnotic. I couldn't look away from them. I wanted to see them. To hold them. Why didn't I pull that damn ribbon in the dream? Because all those other women were there distracting me.

Then I felt eyes glaring at me.

Mr. Celeste had noticed me noticing his wife. I swallowed and cut into my waffle. There was no way that Mrs. Celeste was flirting with me. I was just reading into her words. She accidentally didn't tie her housecoat as well so now she was risking a wardrobe malfunction, oblivious to it.

Another set of eyes stared at me from across the table. Shelly was not happy, either. A sneer curled on her lips. She definitely wasn't like her dream counterpart. She would never show up in a bustier top that...

She was wearing that bustier top. Oh, it lacked the zipper in the middle, but it did lift her round breasts into those two lush mounds that jiggled as she moved. Which meant she had on the skinny jeans, too? The strangest sense of deja vu ran over me.

I had seen her wear that outfit before. It must have just made an impression on me. That was it. Just a coincidence that I had dreamed of it. I took a bite of my waffle, needing to calm down before my cock ripped out of my jeans, but Mrs. Celeste's jiggling cleavage drew back my attention.

They bounced and jiggled right there. Just waiting for me to do something with them. To bury myself into her cleavage or something. They were just so lush and perfect. My heart raced faster and faster, pounding against my rib cage. My cock pulsed against the confines of my boxers and jeans.

I grabbed a piece of bacon.

Breakfast was a sublime torture. Those big breasts were there, teasing me. A delight to watch and frustrating because I couldn't touch them. I swallowed, wishing I could. I would bury myself into them. I would just press my face right into those lush mounds.

Finished, I wiped my hands off on my napkin and stood up. Shelly was already washing off her plate. She didn't look at me, but I noticed how plump and curvy her rump was in her tight jeans. She thrust her plate into the dishwasher and then snagged her purse.

“I'm off,” she called. “I'll see you all tonight for the perv's birthday dinner. Don't know why I'm showing up.”

“I do,” Mrs. Celeste said, that flirty smile on her lips. She was lingering over her breakfast. She leaned back, her housecoat showing off even more of her breasts.

I just sort of froze, my eyes locked on them. She breathed in and out, her boobs rising and falling. The cloth was so close to falling away and revealing her nipples. I wanted to see them. They poked hard against the material.

I felt utterly transfixed by the sight until Mr. Celeste barked, “You have college, Damien!”

“Oh, yeah,” I said and stood up, my dick so hard right now. It throbbed with my excitement.

My birthday dinner was tonight. She would make my favorite: her homemade spaghetti. She was half-Sicilian and half-Irish. She was an amazing cook with an old-world recipe for the sauce. It would take her all day to cook. The ingredients were already laid out.

Anna headed to the sink. I followed after. Her skirt swirled about her thighs. It wasn't as short as in my dream, but it was the same outfit, too. Damn. I shook my head, shocked by the fact that another girl was wearing the same thing.

“We should get going, Damien,” Anna said. “Don't want to be late to Mrs. Sullivan's class. She always looks at me like she's my mother. So disappointed.”

“That's because you got a 72% on the last test,” I said. “When you can do at least a 73%. You're not living up to your potential.”

Anna giggled. She always did at my bad jokes. I smiled back at her. She was a petite thing, and despite being older than me by a few months she felt more like my little sister.  She thrust her plate beneath the spray.

“Finally eighteen,” she said. “It was so exciting when I turned eighteen. I can't wait for November. My first time voting.”

“Yeah, mine, too, I guess.” It was just a week away. October was almost over. It was cooling off in Davis, but still warm enough in the day for the girls attending UC Davis to wear skirts and crop tops and other delicious garments.

“We'll be voting buddies,” she said. “Go down to the poll station and cast our vote.”

I shrugged. Sounded like a lot of work.

She took my arm and pulled me from the sink. “Laters, Mr. and Mrs. Celeste!” she cried. “Have a good one.”

“Mmm, you, two take care,” Mrs. Celeste said. She had stood up. “It's so exciting that you're eighteen, Damien. I have a special gift planned for you.”

Flashes of my dream popped into my head. That was what she had called it. But there was no way that Mrs. Celeste would show up in my bedroom wearing only a pair of red ribbons around her body. That was something out of porn. Not real life.

I needed to jack off again. Right now.

“Sounds great, Mrs. Celeste,” I said, throwing a look back at her. Her housecoat was open so much, I could see down to her naval. Her husband still sat at the breakfast table. And boy did he glare at me across the house. The house, like his wifes gown was all open. Living room, family room, kitchen, dining room.

He hated me more than ever while she had this big smile on her face. Didn't she realize how open her robe was? She was moments from it falling open. It was clear she wore nothing underneath. I wanted to stay and see.

Anna dragged me out the front door. It banged shut behind us. I groaned, my dick so hard.

*   *   *

Mrs. Mary Celeste

The door closed behind Damien. I shuddered, so shocked at just what a day could bring. Eighteen and almost awake. I could feel his power bleeding out of him as he stared at my robe. I was about to fall out, and he noticed.

My pussy was on fire. I hurried out of the kitchen and away from my scowling husband. Juices soaked my bush. Finally, it was here. He was eighteen. I had waited this day for all these years. Since that wild night he was conceived. Esther, George, and I certainly had not expected who came knocking on that door that night.

I shuddered and reached the second floor. I hurried down it to my bedroom, my tits about to bounce out of my housecoat. I ripped it open, letting it fall from me as I burst into my bedroom I shared with George. I shuddered and rushed to my closet. I had to make sure they were still there. I had bought them years ago when I chanced across them in an adult store while buying a naughty bachelorette gift for a girlfriend getting married.

I opened my closet and reached up to the shelf. I pulled them down and put them on the bed. I swallowed as I unwrapped the newspaper covering the box. I opened it and smiled. There they were. The two red ribbons I would tie around my body.

“So you're actually going to do it,” George growled.

I glanced at my husband. He stood in the doorway in his expensive suit. He was making so much money now and he would soon have his ultimate dream. He would be CEO of the company. He would be running a multi-million dollar business.

“Of course,” I purred. “He's finally eighteen. Mmm, he's as handsome as his father.”

“You're my wife!” he hissed, holding up his hand, his wedding band gleaming. “You once swore to be faithful.”

I snorted. “Don't forget this is your fault. You made the deal with Damien's father. You got what you wanted. Now it's time to pay the price.” I pinched my nipples. “Mmm, and I am going to enjoy paying it for you. Over and over and over again.”

He stared at me. “Mary.”

I smiled at him. “There are consequences to whoring out your wife, George. Now run along. You have to be at work. Very important day for you. You want to be CEO, right.”

He swallowed, staring at my naked form. Then he groaned and stumbled away.

I smiled and glanced at the picture on my nightstand. It was of the three of us. Esther, George, and I. We had been so close. Esther and I had even whispered about having a threesome with George, but we had always been afraid of crossing that line. But we did have that threesome, only it wasn't with George.

My eyes closed as I remembered that glorious night eighteen years and nine months ago. I fell on my bed, squeezing my breasts. Tonight would be wondrous.

*   *   *

Damien Colt

The morning air was cool but did little to calm me down. I was so fucking hard. Mrs. Celeste standing there in the half-open robe was burned into my mind. I stumbled down the walkway to the sidewalk covered in dried plums. They fell from the tree in our yard and baked on the cement in the summer.

“Eighteen,” Anna said again. She clung to me. It was almost this possessive gesture. “That's so neat. Mmm, you can smoke and gamble and buy porn.”

“I don't need to buy porn,” I said scowling. Not when I had PornHub.

“Good,” said Anna. “You should get the real thing. A girl. You're eighteen now. I don't know why you never had a girlfriend before, but now's the time.”

I shrugged. I supposed I was too hung up on Mrs. Celeste to worry about girls my age. But maybe Anna was right. And the way she clung to me... It was nice. I liked the warmth of her. I could feel the swell of her ripening breast through her tank top. I don't think she was wearing a bra.

We passed the Donovans' house. Mrs. Donovan was out gardening. Bent over, her ass hugged in that white pair of shorts. My head swiveled on its own. I couldn't help but look at her wiggling that rump. She had such a gorgeous rump.

It was killer. Just a beautiful rump that deserved to be spanked. I shook my head. Spanked.

“Hey, Mrs. Donovan,” Anna called.

She looked up and then smiled. “Damien!” She waved a hand covered in a gardening glove, beige-white leather covered in dirt. “Happy birthday. Mmm, you turned eighteen, right?”

“Yeah,” I said.

Her smile broadened. “My, my, you have grown up into such a strong, young man. I remember when you moved in. Just that little boy running around the neighborhood. You and my son used to play kick the can. And now... Now you're so grown up.”

I winked at her as we kept walking. “You have a good day, Mrs. Donovan.”

“You, too,” she said, her voice breathy.

“Wow, did she seem friendlier to you?” asked Anna, clinging even tighter to me.

“I suppose,” I said. “She was just wishing me a happy birthday.”

“Right, right,” said Anna. “That's it.”

“Why, jealous?” I asked in a teasing voice.

She went bright red. Her brassy pigtails swayed as she shook her head back and forth violently .”W-why would I be jealous, Damien? Come on, we have to get to school.”

Davis, California wasn't a big town. It was surrounded by tomato farms and cut off from Sacramento by miles of rice paddies that were flooded every fall. A college town, it was the sight of UC Davis, one of the best agriculture and veterinarian schools in the country. I was just going there to get a degree in business.

Going to college was just something you did. Mrs. Celeste pushed me hard to go there. And I had always wanted to. I had grown up in her house as she took on a long line of female students as boarders. They were all beautiful. All exciting. It made me think of UC Davis as a place full of babes. Why wouldn't I want to go there?

Plus, it meant being close to Mrs. Celeste. That MILF had definitely made an impression on me. God, I wanted her so badly. It was a pipe dream, but it was still fun to imagine. Sure, I would date girls my own age, but...

We approached Black Delight Coffee, our usual stop on the way to school. I had to get my mocha, extra chocolate, and Anna would get her strawberry chai tea. I opened the door for Anna and grinned when I saw Rita working the register.

She wore a green, low-cut crop top today. The twenty-something had a pair of big and bouncing breasts that always jiggled. A warm smile spread on her lips, her black hair pulled back in a ponytail.

“Damien and Anna,” she said. “My, my, aren't you looking handsome on your birthday.”

“You remember?” I asked in shock.

“You were talking about it all week,” Anna said, still clinging to my arm. Then, in a low-pitched voice, she imitated, “'Tuesday's my birthday!' And, 'I'm turning eighteen on Tuesday. Going to be a man.' 'Hey, Rita, I'm turning eighteen tomorrow. Cool, huh?”

“God, was that what I sounded like?” I asked.

“I thought it was cute,” Rita said, those lush breasts bouncing. I pictured the cup of coffee nestled between them, just waiting for me to grab it. In the real world, it seemed so impractical, but in my dream, it had been perfect. “And since it's your birthday, it's on the house.”

“What about mine?” asked Anna. “I mean, Damien is paying.”

“Fine, fine,” Rita said, rolling her eyes. “Since act like his cute, little sister.”

“I know!” Anna said. She clung to me, humming away. That actually delighted her.

“One mocha with extra chocolate,” Rita husked, winking at me. “And a strawberry chai tea.”

“Don't make my drink sound like an afterthought,” Anna said. “It has to be perfect. It's Damien's birthday!”

Rita winked at her and then rang us up before she went to help the other barista make it. He was a guy wearing jeans as tight as Shelly's. I did not get why guys wanted to wear those skinny-ass hipster jeans. He had a thin goatee and was so scrawny. I doubted he'd ever eaten a hamburger in his life.

In a minute, our drinks were ready. Rita thrusted them at us, her cleavage bouncing. I took mine and she winked at me. “Happy birthday. I'm glad you're eighteen. See you tomorrow.”

“Yeah,” I groaned, my heart pounding.

“Bye,” said Anna. “We're off to college. Have a good one.” There was something... superior about her tone. Like Anna was bragging that we would be spending time together and Rita wouldn't. What had gotten into Anna? She wasn't normally this clingy.

Not that I minded. She was cute and adorable and felt so nice clutching onto my right arm.

I sipped at my mocha held in my left hand as we walked the last two blocks to our college. Students were streaming across the concourse. I smiled at the sight of the girls in tight jeans, short-shorts, and tiny skirts. Gorgeous legs and great asses were all around me. Then there were the tops. Tight ones hugging their round breasts. Low-cut ones that showed off swaths of wondrous cleavage. Belly shirts exposing tanned and toned midriffs.

They smiled at me as I passed. I grinned back at them, loving all the female attention I was getting It was like they all knew it was my birthday and were flashing me their most dazzling smiles. White girls, Hispanic cuties, Black beauties, and Asian hotties were all giving me these wondrous grins.

“God, they're all salivating over you like you're a prime cut of beef,” Anna muttered as we made our way across campus.

“Aren't I?” I asked. My working out was paying off. I had good muscle definition. A nice set of biceps. A six pack.

“Well...” Anna smiled at me. “I suppose. But I don't like it. They all just want to eat you up, not caring that there's a cute girl on your arm already.”

“So you are jealous,” I said with a big, playful grin.

She elbowed me. “Of what? I'm just your adorable friend clinging to you arm.”

“You're older than me. Shouldn't you have some dignity?”

“How could someone as cute and adorable as moi be older than you?” she asked with a twinkle in her green eyes.

“Right, right,” I said as we kept walking.

We passed the cheerleaders practicing. Out front was their captain, Ashley Carter. She was facing my direction as she led her girls in stretches, bending over to touch her toes, her boobs jiggling in the sports bra she wore. She also had on Lycra jogging shorts instead of her cheer outfit. She straightened and smiled at me, her lush breasts gripped by that stretchy bra.

I winked back at her.

Anna dragged me along, muttering beneath her breath.

Soon, we entered the building where our first class was held. Mrs. Sullivan's lecture hall was on the third floor. When filled the room could fit about forty students with desks forming a slight arc so the entire class could still look straight at Mrs. Sullivan. She had her whiteboards covered with equations.

She brightened up when she saw me. “Why, Damien, I hear you're turning eighteen today.”

“Yeah,” I said as Anna and I took our seats at the end of the front row.

“Wonderful,” she said, marching to us on her heels. She had a delightful V-neck blouse. The same one from my dream. I shook my head. Was it really? The dream was getting fuzzy, but those breasts were bouncing and jiggling in her blouse in such a suggestive manner. My cheeks certainly burned at the sight of them. “You have your problems finished.”

“Yep!” said Anna. She pulled out the papers. “All perfect and ready for your approval.”

“So I assume Damien glanced at them,” Mrs. Sullivan said, her eyes flicking to me. “Mmm, handsome and intelligent. You are a dangerous man. It's a pity you want to waste your time on business.”

I shrugged. “Want to make some money.”

She laughed. “Oh, there's money to be made in mathematics if you have the chops for it.” She winked at me. “Maybe we could get together to talk about it. After classes?”

“I, well, it's my birthday,” I said, shifting.

“Right, right, tomorrow then.” She smiled. “In fact, I have office hours before lunch. Say 11 AM. You free?”

I nodded.

Serena White walked in, her black hair flowing behind her. She glanced at me, her face gorgeous and full of disgust. She shook her head, giving me the stink eye as she walked to the other side of the classroom and sat down.

Yeah, she hated me. I never could figure out why. I wasn't surprised she stabbed me in the chest in my dream. If looks could kill, she would flay me alive.

“Perfect,” Mrs. Sullivan said and sauntered back to the whiteboard. I gulped at how great her ass looked.

“Geez, even the professors,” Muttered Anna.

I kept feeling Mrs. Sullivan glancing at me as the class went on. Then it was over.

After math Anna and I parted ways with a promise to meet at lunchtime. I headed off to my English class with Mrs. Corona. I grinned as I enjoyed the glances and gazes of every woman I passed. I hurried into my English class and found my prim Latina tutor bent over her desk, her skirt hugging her peachy rump. It was a magnificent ass. I swallowed at the sight of it, my cheeks burning hot.

“Oh, Damien,” she said and glancing at me. “First one here.”

“Yeah,” I said, looking around in shock.

“Mmm, could you help me,” she said struggling to pull a paper out from the bottom of a large stack. “I accidentally buried this and I need to get it out. Can you hold them so they don't fall over?”

“Sure,” I said, moving to her. I stepped behind her and grabbed the top of the stack.

“Gracias,” she said, bending over more. I shuddered as her plump ass pressed into my crotch. She wiggled back and forth as she worked. My dick was momentarily wedged between the contours of her ass. I stared down at her voluptuous butt as I held the stack of papers. She yanked hard.

It came free.

I swallowed as she smiled in triumph. She straightened and turned around. We were standing so close together. She had large breasts, her brown hair spilling about her golden-brown features. She was such a gorgeous, Latina MILF.

“Gracias, mi hermosa,” she said. She liked to call the boys “mi hermosa” and the girls “mi sirenita.”

“You are quite the handy one to have around,” she said. “Well, thank you. It's my lecture notes for today. I've done it a thousand times so . I don't even look at them, and yet if I don't have them on hand I freeze up. Silly, right.”

“People are strange,” I said, shrugging.

“So true,” she said, winking at me.

I sat down, savoring the warm delight of her ass against my cock while the rest of the class filled in. We were in a basic English class. I might be good at math, but my English wasn't quite up to snuff. I had to learn all these dumb rules and parts of speeches. I had to parse a sentence. I hated that word. Parse. It was invented by English teachers to describe the tedious process of breaking a sentence up into its smallest components.

“Today, we're talking about clauses,” She purred as she wrote on the whiteboard, my eyes watching her ass. She had nylons on her legs. It would be hot if they were thigh-highs, but her skirt was longer than in my dream. “There are five types of clauses. They are: independent, dependent, noun, adjective, and adverbial.”

English was annoying. I hated learning all about clauses. They were so complicated. And there were all these ways to stitch them together and ways to mess them up. I sort of understood what a comma splice was now. Maybe.

I felt every girl in the class looking at me while I struggled to keep my concentration on what my MILF teacher was saying and not what she was wearing. So many flirty smiles from every direction. I had never noticed all the girls at the school. Rumor said it was over 60% female, and I was starting to think it was higher. There were so many hotties.

My poor dick ached.

Luckily, I had Mr. Johnson's economic class to bore the lust out of me. It was dry stuff, but important for my business degree. I took notes. Paid attention. I wanted to make it big in the world of business.

After that, I had biology taught by the gorgeous Mrs. Teller. The Black woman was built like a brick house. She wore her lab coat, open to show off her leopard print dress. Big breasts jiggled and bounced as she moved around the class. She kept glancing at me as she talked about reproduction in birds.

Cloacae sounded disgusting. Or would if it wasn't being delivered by this Black MILF-Goddess.

It was a shame she never asked me for a practical demonstration.

I met up with Anna for the walk home with my dick so hard. We chatted as she clung to me. It was a pleasant walk.

It smelled wonderful when Anna and I walked into the house. The aroma of spaghetti was delightful. Mrs. Celeste wore a red dress. It was like something she would wear to church, the skirt flowing. It was sleeveless and fit all the way to the neck. Over it, she wore a flowery apron.

“You look great,” I said. “And it smells great.”

“And will be ready in an hour and a half.” She smiled. “So relax. Go your homework. You're going to have a night to remember.”

I laughed and headed upstairs to work on my homework. It had been a surreal day.

As I studied, Shelly came home and slipped into her room next to mine. Then Mr. Celeste. I knew he would be scowling the entire time. I didn't care. I was eager for dinner. I knew it would be great. Time flew by.

My birthday supper really was magnificent. Rolls, salad with vinaigrette sauce, and all the pasta covered in Mrs. Celeste's homemade meat sauce. Mr. Celeste scowled as his wife sat beside me, adding the Parmesan cheese. Anna and Shelly were there, both of them eating with gusto. Mrs. Celeste ate at her modest portion.

Mr. Celeste just stirred his around, glowering the entire time.

When dinner was finished came the presents. Shelly got me a gift card to Secret Delights, a lingerie store. “Want me to buy you something?”

Her cheeks went red. “Just thought you'd like to buy your own panties instead of stealing mine from the laundry basket.”

That had happened one time. Once!

Mr. Celeste bought me an electric razor, still looking miserable. It was like his life was ending or something. He always was a dick. Anna got me a nice button-up shirt. “I think you'll look sharp in it,” she said. “Real sharp.”

“Thanks,” I told her.

Mrs. Celeste handed me her gift and whispered, “The special surprise is later on tonight.”

My blood boiled. She couldn't mean... My heart racing, I opened her package. It was a charcoal-gray suit. Blazer, pants, a dark-red tie, matching pocket square, and a white shirt. “Every man needs to have one good suit. You'll look rakish in it. I promise.”

“Thanks,” I said.

“Ooh, my shirt will go with it!” squealed Anna. I had a feeling they were in it together.

The cake came soon. Everyone sang me happy birthday—well, not Mr. Celeste—and I blew out my candles, making my wish for Mrs. Celeste wearing those red ribbons. The cake was eaten. A movie was watched. It was a great night but getting late.

“I know it's your birthday, but it is a school night,” Mrs. Celeste purred.

I swallowed and found myself nodding. It really felt like the dream was coming true. That she was going to make me into a man for real. George was drinking heavily on his chair, pounding beer after beer like he knew it was going to happen and couldn't help it.

I didn't mind cuckolding the asshole. Not at all. His wife deserved better.

Anna gave me a quick kiss goodnight while Shelly a brief hug that let me feel her breasts. I headed upstairs and into my room. I stripped naked and slipped into my bed. I hoped it was coming and yet couldn't quite believe it. I heard movement in the house. Shelly went to bed. So did Anna. Then Mrs. Celeste retired. I heard the TV downstairs. George had probably passed out on his recliner.

The house grew quiet. I was starting to fall asleep, slipping into that dream. It was nearly midnight. I rolled onto my side. Mrs. Celeste wasn't coming. I was a fool to think she would. This was real life. Not some sleazy—

My bedroom door opened. I rolled over to see Mrs. Celeste standing outlined by the hallway light. She was naked save for two red ribbons. My dick went full erect as she sauntered in. This was no dream. No fucking dream at all.

“Time for your special gift, Damien,” she purred and closed the door behind her.
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It was just like the dream of seeing Mrs. Celeste standing there in just two red ribbons. They were just waiting for me to tug on them and expose the married MILF's flawless body. I pinched myself just to make sure I hadn't passed out.

It hurt.

“This is no dream,” purred Mrs. Celeste. “Oh, Damien, I have been waiting for you to turn eighteen for so long.”

“Your husband?” I groaned, my heart pounding.

“Do you care about that?” she purred. “I know you want me, I've seen it in your eyes. The way they roam my body. How you ogled my big breasts falling out of my robe at breakfast. Did you enjoy the view?”

“Yes,” I groaned and stood up naked. My cheeks burned with embarrassment as her eyes flicked down to my cock thrusting out towards her.

“My, my, you're bigger than I hoped,” she moaned. “So much bigger than my husband.”

I was? I sort of knew I had a big cock. But it wasn't like I was going around comparing it with the guys in the locker room. I had always been younger. The guy who had skipped a grade so I had never had too many friends. Made me feel out of place at times. I was used to spending time around Mrs. Celeste and her female college students boarders. Those girls formed a lovely parade of young women who had become more and more enticing the older I became.

“Mmm, come and open your present,” purred Mrs. Celeste. “I'm so ready to be taken.”

Standing before her. I could smell her perfume. This flowery scent. And underneath there was another aroma. A tangy feminine delight. It smelled so wanton. I didn't know what it was, but it filled my nose with its heady aroma and had my cock throbbing.

She smiled and cupped my cheeks. She slid her fingers over my stubble. I shaved this morning, but now I had a 5 o'clock shadow. She smiled at me, her lips ruby and plump. She gently pulled me down to her mouth.

She kissed me. I closed my eyes, savoring my first real kiss. With Mrs. Celeste, a grade-A MILF. Downstairs her husband snored passed out on the recliner while her tongue thrust into my mouth. I groaned, my hands grabbing her naked waist above the ribbons. Her skin so warm and silky.

This was really happening. The throbbing tip of my cock brushed the ribbon that covered her crotch. Her pussy. The satin felt so smooth and cool on the crown, the delight rushing down to my balls full of cum.

My hands slid up her sides. I loved how smooth her skin felt. How amazing and wonderful it was to kiss her. Our lips worked together, tongues playing. She pulled hers back into her mouth like it was an invitation.

I accepted.

I thrust my tongue into her. I shuddered as I slid into her mouth, loving this moment. She tasted so good. My hands brushed the tails of her ribbons. I wanted to rip them off her. Just yank them and see those big breasts I had been lusting after forever. My dick throbbed with that realization I could do that and so-much more.

She was giving herself to me. She was mine to play with. That was such a heady revelation.

I grabbed the tails and broke the kiss.

She opened her eyes and whimpered. Her tongue slid over her lips before she purred, “Do it. Unwrap your gift, Damien. I'm so ready for you. I love you, Damien. Few women get the chance to raise and nurture their lover.”

“Fuck,” I groaned before I pulled.

I couldn't help the smile that spread on my lips as the satin rasped together. The bow pulled and then it came apart. The ribbon fell away and there were her breasts. Big and soft, her fat, dark-red nipples thrusting out at me. She was a mother. Had a son who went out of state for college. He would kill me right now if he saw me cupping her breasts in trembling hands.

“Oh, damn,” I groaned in delight at the feel of her tits in my hand. “They're so soft.”

“Mmm, aren't they?” she asked with this purring tone. “It's okay to play with them. You don't have to be shy or anything. Just squeeze them. Dig your fingers into them. Mmm, they're your gift. Unwrap them and enjoy them how you'd like.”

“Mrs. Celeste,” I groaned as all these wondrous dreams of mine was coming true. My fingers dug into her tits. I loved the feel of them. The way they jiggled in my hand. They were just so perfect to enjoy. Just such a wondrous treat for me to play with.”

My fingers dimpled her soft flesh. I hefted them, loving their weight. She wore a big smile on her plump lips. Amusement and delight both. Her dark eyes stared into mine. My digits slid up her mounds to her nipples. I grabbed them between my fingers, not wanting to hurt her. I twisted them lightly.

She whimpered, her eyes fluttering. “You don't have to be that gentle. Really twist them, Damien.”

“Goddamn, Mrs. Celeste,” I groaned, my smile still on my lips. I was giddy. “This is amazing.”

She laughed. “Oh, Damien, I love your enthusiasm. This is better than I imagined it would be.”

“For me, too,” I said and twisted.

She gasped, her head arching back. Her black hair swayed as I twerked her nubs hard. She quivered, her eyes fluttering. She didn't object. She sounded like she enjoyed it. So I twisted them the other way, loving the feel of her nipples in my hand.

They were so fat and delicious. Made for suckling. My cock throbbed as I lowered my head. She would let me do anything, right? I pinched her nipples, bringing another gasp from her, then I went for it. I buried my head between her tits.

I had big, soft boobs on both sides of my head. I groaned into them, “Yeeeeesssss!”

“Oh, Damien,” she moaned, her arms wrapping around my neck, holding me to her boobs. “Just enjoy them.”

I rubbed my head back and forth between them. I savored the softness of them. They felt wonderful on my face. Just perfect. My lips kissed at her inner slopes, savoring the salty taste of her skin. My hands abandoned her nipples to press her boobs tight about my whiskered cheeks.

I heard the rasp of my stubble over her boobs. She didn't object. She just held me, purring her delight. She sounded so hot and sexy. This was wonderful. I was so thrilled to enjoy this with her. I closed my eyes, my dick throbbing and aching.

“Damien,” she purred. “Ooh, you just love my boobs. I was so worried. You have all those young girls at your college. Anna. Shelly.”

“Shelly hates me,” I groaned.

“Mmm, so why did she give you a gift card to a lingerie store if not to an invitation to buy her something,” she purred. “You're a stud, Damien. Women sense it. They want you. We all want you.”

“Jesus,” I groaned and kissed up her right breast. Every woman at school had been staring at me. My female professors had flirted with me whether they were married or single. Rita the barista and Mrs. Donovan the MILF next door.

My lips kissed up to her nipple. I slid my lips over and latched on. I suckled on Mrs. Celeste's nipple. The married woman gasped, her arms still around my neck. She held me to her tit as I nursed on her. I suckled hard, savoring her nipple between my lips.

Why did her nipple feel amazing between my lips? Like it was made to slide between them. To be suckled on. I nursed on her, my cheeks hollowing. My hands squeezed her plump nipple as I loved the nub in my mouth.

“Yes, yes, Damien,” she moaned, her voice throaty with passion. She wasn't trying to hide it, either. She was being loud. Didn't she care that her husband would find out?

No. And I didn't either. That bald fucker had never liked me. Now his wife was mine. I would ravish her and cuckold him. My dick twitched with the idea of finally enjoying pussy. I suckled on her nipple as I imagined sliding into her.

She kept moaning my name as I nursed on her nipple. Her fingers slid through my black hair. I nibbled on her nipple with my lips. I suckled hard, the wet sounds echoing through the room. It was so much fun.

“Mmm, your cock must be so hard right now,” she cooed. “I bet you're just throbbing and aching, right?”

“Yeah,” I groaned after sliding my lips off her nipple. “I guess.” I ducked my head over and licked her other nipple.

“Mmm want me to do something about it?” she purred.

“It?” I asked before swirling my tongue around her areola. I teased her.

“Yes, it,” she cooed. “Your hard cock. Mmm, you have had to rely on your hand, but no longer. You have me, Damien. Whenever you need it, I'll be there. I'm yours.”

“My MILF,” I groaned.

She laughed as she sank to her knees before me, her black hair swaying around her face. “Your MILF. Exactly. You're getting it.”

She leaned in and pressed her mouth against the crown of my cock. She kissed at the spongy and sensitive flesh. I shuddered as she licked it. She swirled her tongue around the tip between her kisses. Her tongue fluttered against the slit.

I groaned at how amazing it felt. This was beyond my imagination. My hand had nothing on her mouth. My face contorted with delight as she caressed the tip of my cock with her amazing tongue. She held my shaft in both her hands. There was still plenty of dick.

I was nearly a foot long.

“Fuck,” I groaned as she loved the tip. “That feels amazing, Mrs. Celeste.”

“Didn't think your landlady knew how to suck a dick, did you?” she purred.

“I just can't imagine you and your husband doing anything in the bedroom.”

“Ooh, we used to be wild.” She let out a sigh. “But not for a very long time. I've been saving up for you. Just waiting for you to turn eighteen so I could do this!”

She slid her plump lips over the crown of my cock. I gasped as I entered the wet warmth of her mouth. My entire body shuddered. Her tongue danced around the crown while her lips sealed around my shaft. I stared down into her brown eyes. Such delight shone in them. She winked at me.

And suckled hard.

My entire cock throbbed and spasmed in her mouth. The pleasure shot through me. I groaned, savoring the sensation that engulfed the crown of my cock. The suction reached down to my balls. My hands balled into fists.

The hot wife suckled on my dick. She nursed with passion. This was better than all my dreams of this moment. The sensations were so intense as they shot down my cock. Her tongue danced around my crown as she nursed on me. Her cheeks hollowed with the force of her suction.

She bobbed her head, sliding her lips up and down my cock. My balls twitched at the intensity of that. My eyes were so wide. I couldn't believe that it could feel this amazing. My heart pounded in my chest. This wild beat that rushed through me. I sucked in deep breaths, my face twisting with the bliss.

“Mrs. Celeste,” I groaned.

She purred around my cock. I felt it humming around the crown of my dick.

“Oh, my god, Mrs. Celeste,” I panted. “Oh, that's so good. You're... Jesus, you're just sucking so hard on me.”

and kept nursing. It was fantastic. I loved every second of her sliding her lips up and down my cock. She bobbed her head faster, sucking with such intensity at me. My heart thundered in my chest.

“You're amazing!” I groaned. “You're so goddamn amazing, Mrs. Celeste!”

She purred louder, the humming around the tip of my cock swelled that explosive ache. My balls tightened. I had a huge load of cum that I would shower her with. I would pump it into her mouth. Just bathe her tonsils in my cum. It would be amazing.

Every one of her suckles brought me closer and closer to that moment of eruption. My chest rose and fell as she blew me with such hunger. I loved every second of it. I groaned, not caring if Shelly heard me in the other room, or Anna across the hall, or Mr. Celeste down in the living room.

“God, do you think your husband is hearing us, Mrs. Celeste?” I asked.

She groaned and suckled even harder. I groaned, loving the feel of her mouth nursing on me. Her tongue danced around my cock. Teasing me. My heart pounded faster and faster.

“Shit, yes,” I groaned. “That's so good. That's amazing. Yes, yes, you're going to get a mouthful of cum! I'm going to spurt my jizz into her mouth while your husband listens. While he knows you're pleasuring a real man.”

She squealed around my cock, her head bobbing so fast. One of her hands cupped my balls, playing with them. I gasped at the powerful sensation. The other hand stroked my cock. She fisted up and down me. The pressure built at the tip.

I threw back my head and erupted. “Mrs. Celeste!”

I fired spurt after spurt of my cum into her mouth. I shuddered, my dick unloading into her again and again. The pleasure slammed through me. My back arched. My brow knitted. The ecstasy crashed into my mind. Stars burst.

“Fuck, yes, drink my cum, Mrs. Celeste!” I groaned as I pumped blast after blast of my cum into her hungry mouth.

She gulped it down. She swallowed it. I loved the sounds she made as she guzzled down my jizz. I loved it. I shuddered as more and more of my spunk fired from my cock. She moaned as she drank it all down. I shuddered and fired that last blast. I swayed, feeling amazing.

She nursed a final time, my body buzzing from the bliss, then she slid her mouth off my cock. A wet plop echoed through the room. Drool and cum spilled down her chin. She licked her lips and rose, the ribbon around her waist and the bow covering her pussy rustling.

“Mmm, time to finish opening your gift, Damien,” she said, her eyes full of such lust.

“Yes,” I groaned as I dropped to my knees and came face to face with the ribbon covering her groin. Her womanhood. I smelled that tangy musk. I reached for the ribbon.

*   *   *

Serena White

Light fell on me. I snapped my eyes open wide to see the archangel hovering over me. Descending to me. I whimpered as the rapture caressed my naked, eighteen-year-old body. My legs spread wide for Archangel Gabriel.

“He has awakened,” Gabriel said. “Damien Colt is his spawn. He must be dealt with.”

“Yes, my love,” I moaned as the archangel settled on me. He thrust his cock into my pussy. The ecstasy of it swept through me. “I will stop him!”

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for The Naughty Wife's Hot Tale!

If you liked this hot read, check out Reed James's Patreon!


Sneak Preview of “The Wicked Preacher's Wife Summons Their Master”

“Mrs. Loves, what are you doing?” I asked and backed up.

She followed, her fingernails scratching at the material of my shirt. My heart beat too fast. I took another step back and hit the front door. She licked her lips again, her green eyes almost glowing. My cock throbbed so hard.

“I normally prefer married men, but you...” She breathed in deeply. “You have become irresistible to me.”

“Married men?” I had heard... rumors of her affairs. But that was just it. Rumors.

“It's more... delicious when vows are broken, but...” She leaned her head towards me as her hand slid up to my throat. Her fingers slid over my pulse shooting up my carotid artery before she reached around to garb the back of my neck. “You, Max. What have you become tonight? You're so... kingly.”

She kissed me.

Her lips melted on mine. I was so shocked to have the reverend's wife kissing me. This was so wrong. Reverend Loves had almost been like a father to me. I didn't know my real parents. I went through thirteen foster homes, some bad, some just okay. But Reverend Loves, he had always been there. A role model with advice. My guide to being a man and...

His wife thrust her tongue into my mouth.

She moaned as she swirled it around in me, her lips so soft and plump. They were different from Virginia's. Aggressive instead of timid. Hungry instead of loving. Her breasts pressed into my chest, her fat nipples rubbing at my chest through my shirt.

I had to stop this, but my blood boiled. She was so soft against me. So hot in my arms. She made me feel so good as her hand slid down my stomach between us and found my aching cock. I balled my hands into fists. I didn't want to cheat on Virginia, but Mrs. Loves was so fucking hot.

She gave me the promised release I needed. I was so weak. Unable to resist this sin. To betray the two people I cared about the most. That somehow made this more exciting. I would cuckold Reverend Loves. I would have my first time with the preacher's wife.

The ring pulsed on my fingers.

If you want to read more, click here for The Wicked Preacher's Wife Summons Their Master (Harem of Naughty & Wanton Witches 1)!
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