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      He is like 95 percent sure that she is checking him out. Milf is a word that’s thrown around a lot these days but that fit, mature redhead checks all the boxes. He has seen her at this gym before but today Adam is almost positive that she has taken more than a few glances in his direction. It’s only fair since he can’t seem to take his eyes off of her ass every time she goes to squat.
    

    
      A small pang of guilt rises in his stomach but he shrugs it off by telling him that it’s just a look. Looking never hurt anyone right? Still, he knows that his bride-to-be would give a swift slap across the face for the way his eyes bulge out of his head every time he looks at the redhead's 
      perfect 
      form.
    

    
      If he’s not careful something else might start to bulge too. That would really give this woman something to look at.
    

    
      Then Adam realizes he’s just been sitting in contemplation, hogging the leg press machine. He hates when people hog machines. He tries to clear his head and pops in his headphones to drown out all those distractions.
    

    
      His legs are burning with his final push of the weighted plate. He should probably call it a day and head home. Kira will probably want some time to talk about wedding plans tonight. As much as he doesn’t want to, Adam thinks he should probably start doing things that a good husband would do. A good husband wouldn’t ogle that redhead. Shit. Is there any chance that helping Kira plan the wedding could cancel out his hungry stares?
    

    
      He tries once again to focus on the music blaring in his ears. As he gets up off the machine he grabs his towel and wipes the sweat that’s amassed mostly on his forehead and shoulders.
    

    
      He feels a light tap on his shoulder and nearly jumps. A quick turn reveals that the tap was issued by none other than the redhead.
    

    
      Shit. She saw him staring. Even though he saw her staring back it’s somehow worse for him. Double standards and all that.
    

    
      He removes a headphone and waits for the reprimand.
    

    
      “Oh sorry, I was just asking if you would show me how to use this machine you were just on. I’m always afraid that I’m going to do something wrong and like get crushed or something.” Her eyes beamed up at him, a piercing light blue. A perfect smile. “
      The
       name’s Victoria, but my friends call me Tori.”
    

    
      “And are we friends?” Adam couldn’t stop one of the corners of his mouth from turning up in a smirk.
    

    
      “Show me how to use the machine and we’ll see,” Tori 
      matches
       Adam’s smirk, “I could always use a guy who knows his way around the gym.”
    

    
      Shit.
       Adam’s really in trouble now. A man can never be sure but this sure feels a lot like Tori is flirting with him.
    

    
      She places a gentle hand on his forearm, if she’s not flirting she is playing one dangerous game. “So where do I start?”
    

    
      Adam quickly hops back on the machine and slowly goes over correct form and a couple helpful tips. He climbs off and adjusts the weight as Tori gets situated.
    

    
      “Like this?” Tori asks, her back laid flat against the seat arms at her sides holding the handles to stabilize her body. This position causes Tori’s large breasts to be very noticeable and her reclined position shows quite a lot of her freckled cleavage out of the top of her sports bra.
    

    
      “Perfect. Now slowly take the weight. Try to control it and don’t lock your knees.”
    

    
      As Tori begins to pump the weight Adam feels that his instructions were hardly needed. Her form is perfect and the thigh muscles pressing at the seams of her leggings say that she could probably handle three times the weight that she is currently pressing up with ease. Tori doesn’t even break a sweat. 
      A shame really, 
      thinks Adam.
    

    
      He barely has time to take his eyes off her chest as she stands from the machine. Right at that moment Adam’s phone rings and Kira’s name pops up on the screen as he pulls it out.
    

    
      Shit.
    

    
      He answers, trying his best to keep the nervous stutter out of his voice. “Yeah I’ll be home in just a minute. Ok. Yeah, sounds good. Ok. Love you bye.”
    

    
      Tori looks at him with one curious eyebrow raised, “Girlfriend?”
    

    
      "Yeah." Adam realizes that trying to lie would only cause more of a headache for him.
    

    
      "How come she doesn't come to the gym with you?"
    

    
      "She is crazy busy with work. Besides, it's not really her thing."
    

    
      "You better tell her she needs to come down and keep an eye on you next time. Rumor has it, this gym has a few female patrons on the prowl for a young guy like you."
    

    
      Does she really have to make it so blatantly obvious? She is just dangling this forbidden fruit right in front of his face.
    

    
      "Well it's been nice…sorry I didn't catch your name."
    

    
      "Adam."
    

    
      Tori reaches out a hand to shake and Adam takes it in his. His large hands almost totally envelope her tiny ones. Standing this close Adam also realizes for the first time how much he towers over her, with the top of her head at chest height.
    

    
      "It's been fun, Adam." Her eyes smile up at him as she says his name.
    

    
      Adam hurries to get changed in the locker room, but apparently he's not fast enough as Kira calls again asking where he is. He realizes that the  wedding being so close probably has her stressed out but lately Kira has been borderline bitchy whenever he isn't where she wants him to be, doing what she wants him to do.
    

    
      Adam rushes home to find Kira waiting at his front door, toe tapping, looking beyond annoyed. "Where have you been?"
    

    
      "Babe, I told you I was going to the gym after work. I said I would be home around six and it's…" Adam glances at his smartwatch but Kira finishes his sentence for him.
    

    
      "Six fifteen."
    

    
      "Yeah, around six." Adam beams a smile at her but she isn't amused. He doesn't dare bring up that those extra fifteen minutes are because he was helping a smoking hot redhead learn how to use a machine that she was already well versed in.
    

    
      "So being at the gym is more important than our wedding?" 
    

    
      "Babe, you know it's not like that at all." Adam kisses her on the cheek and opens the door to his apartment. The apartment that Kira insists on having a key to since they are getting married in a week. But it's his last bastion in personal space so he conveniently keeps forgetting to get a copy.
    

    
      "You could always come with me to the gym. Maybe blow off a little steam."
    

    
      "You know I don't have the time, Adam. Would I like to be ten pounds lighter in my wedding dress, sure. But I'm too busy trying to make sure this wedding actually happens."
    

    
      Adam swears that Kira was never this rude before. Apparently she just doesn't handle stress well. He tries to remind himself of the reasons he asked her to marry him and decides right now it's best to keep his mouth shut and just roll with it.
    

    
      Kira has an early shift at the hospital tomorrow so she doesn't stay for long.
    

    
      Adam is dealing with his own stressors with work and the wedding and the idea of no longer being single. He decides to grab a quick shower since he wasn't able to at the gym in his rush to meet Kira.
    

    
      As he comes out of the shower he gets a text from work saying that his crew is called off tomorrow due to some sort of scheduling conflict..
    

    
      Adam quickly learned working construction to cherish his days off and 
      decides
       to wake up early and hit the gym tomorrow. That way he can be done before Kira is off work. Then maybe she wouldn't be so annoyed with him.
    

    
      The gym is peacefully empty aside from a few other early birds. There's no chatter of conversations or blaring music, just the metallic clink of weights in motion. That's why he gets so startled when somebody starts to talk to him.
    

    
      "You better be careful or people might start to think you live here." 
    

    
      Adam turns to see Tori watching him.
    

    
      "I could say the same to you."
    

    
      "Oh, but I do live here. I work from home so coming here is really my only chance to get away." Tori hovers after she's finished talking.
    

    
      "So, you want me to teach you how to use this machine too?" Adam was sitting on the rowing machine which for once made him have to look up at Tori.
    

    
      "Actually I had something a little more fun in mind." Tori's voice made everything sound suggestive.
    

    
      "And what's that?"
    

    
      "Hot yoga."
    

    
      "Hot yoga?"
    

    
      "Yeah, it's just Yoga but the room is like 100 degrees."
    

    
      "That sounds terrible."
    

    
      “That’s what I thought at first too but then I tried it and stretched in places I didn’t even know could stretch.” There it is again, Tori’s sultry voice turning an innocent sentence into something more. Making Adam think of things he shouldn’t be thinking about. Things that would make Kira slap him across the face again.
    

    
      The secret though was that Adam liked being slapped across the face. Especially by women and especially during sex. Adam might have told Kira that but they hadn’t had sex yet. Something about waiting  for marriage.
    

    
      Adam wonders what it would be like for Tori to slap him in the face.
    

    
      “So are you going to join me? Or are you too busy rowing your imaginary boat?” Tori chuckles at her own joke.
    

    
      Adam gets up off the machine. He mimes reluctance but really he is pretty excited. Starting his day off with sweaty yoga with this goddess of a woman…he could definitely think of worse things to do.
    

    
      Adam can hardly take his eyes off of her. Sweat streaming off her collarbone and into the alluring valley of her cleavage or down her toned back. He’s not nearly as flexible as her but the heat does feel good on his muscles.
    

    
      Tori goes into her next pose, planting her feet a couple inches apart and slowly bending at the waist until she is nearly folded in half. Her head is between her ankles as she grabs the backs of her legs. Her perfect ass sticking in the air, her pussy slightly puffy with nothing but the thin fabric of her leggings hiding it from view.
    

    
      He wonders what it would be like to be inside of a woman that’s in that position. He has thought that about every position Tori has been in since the session started. 
    

    
      Coincidentally Tori has had similar thoughts but she doesn’t have to wonder. She knows. She knows what it’s like to be taken in nearly half of these positions. It’s fucking incredible. Each and every one of them allows a man's cock to put pressure inside of her in places that no other position allows.
    

    
      “So how long have you and your girlfriend been together?” Adam is startled back to reality by her question and Tori absolutely loves the way his face reddens when she catches him staring at her ass.
    

    
      “Umm, it’s been like two years now.”
    

    
      “Oh wow, good for you.” Tori honestly doesn’t mind the whole girlfriend thing. It almost makes it hotter for her knowing that even though they are committed to another woman they can’t help but lust after her body. It makes her feel like somehow she is in charge of them.
    

    
      “Yeah, we are actually getting married in like a week.”
    

    
      Tori lifts out of her pose and pauses for a moment, “Oh yeah? Congratulations! What’s the lucky girl's name?”
    

    
      “Kira.”
    

    
      Fuck.
    

    
      She can’t question any further or else he might start to get suspicious. And then her fun with Adam would probably come to an abrupt and awkward halt. For now she will have her fun. Adam is young 
      and so very
       attractive. But sadly her fun with him will probably now only be in her imagination as she massages herself in the tub later.
    

    
      Tori has a niece named Kira. And Tori’s niece is getting married in about a week. More than likely Tori was in the early stages of seducing her niece's fiance. She hopes that maybe she will be able to find someone else at the wedding that she can take this sexual frustration out on. She would still be willing to take it out on Adam, but she can’t help but feel like Adam isn’t exactly up for that. At least not knowingly.
    

    
      Anonymous sex isn’t quite so anonymous when you have to see that person at a dress rehearsal for their wedding in a week. Not to mention family get-togethers for the foreseeable future.
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      “And this is my aunt Victoria.” Kira says.
    

    
      Tori reaches out her hand to Adam, “My friends call me Tori.” Alright so the decision is to play it like the two of them have never met. Probably smart, thinks Adam. He takes Tori’s hand and she gives 
      his
       a squeeze in return.
    

    
      Once all the introductions are finished and everyone is mingling around, Tori slides up next to Adam. She puts her hand on his back so he does the same to her. He can practically feel her skin through the thin cotton dress. Both of their hands linger.
    

    
      “Hey, thanks for not calling me out back there.” Adam questioned to himself whether or not this side hug looked weird, considering they’ve supposedly never met.
    

    
      “I figured it was better than talking about how we spent an hour half naked and sweaty as we got stretched out together.”
    

    
      “Wonderful choice of words.”
    

    
      “Or how you couldn’t–and still can’t–take your eyes off my ass.”
    

    
      “Hey, you were checking me out just as much.”
    

    
      “Yes, but I’m single, and everyone already knows I’m a horny old lady, and I mean…look at you, you’re a fucking mountain of a man. They would hardly blame me for wanting to throw on a harness and climb you.” Tori quickly grabbed Adam’s ass before placing it back on his back.
    

    
      Adam couldn’t help but feel like Kira was watching this whole charade of sexual tension going down. His eyes quickly searched the courtyard for his bride. A sigh of relief as he spots her on the other side of the pond that lies in the center of the outdoor venue. She’s having a little too much fun chatting up some guy that Adam feels like he recognizes but can’t quite place.
    

    
      Who that guy is doesn’t matter right now. All that matters is Kira won’t see him do this.
    

    
      Adam slides his hand down the small of Tori’s back and up over the curve of her full, shapely ass. He inches down until he has a handful, stares Tori dead in the eyes and squeezes. It feels incredible, firm with just a little give. And from the feel of it Tori is either wearing a thong or no panties at all.
    

    
      “Jesus!” Tori gasps with a sharp exhale of breath. “You better be careful before I fucking fall in love with you mister.”
    

    
      “You’re not in love with me, you’re in love with the idea of me.” Adam jokes. He’s pretty sure he heard the quote in some cheesy rom-com that Kira made him watch.
    

    
      “Oh, shut the fuck up.” Tori rolls her eyes. “I’m in love with having the shit fucked out of me. Nothing more, nothing less.”
    

    
      “Well I’ll be the first to say you’ve picked probably the most inconvenient guy to pursue that for you at the moment.”
    

    
      “Speaking of which, where is that lovely bride of yours?” Then a little more under her breath, “that lucky little slut.”
    

    
      “Oh trust me, she’s anything but a slut.”
    

    
      “I wouldn’t be so sure of that.”
    

    
      “Oh yeah?” 
    

    
      “Yeah, for example, that guy she’s talking to right now. He was her last boyfriend. She brought him to the last family reunion and I caught her giving him the most desperate handjob I’ve ever seen.”
    

    
      “Shit…must be nice.”
    

    
      “What? Getting caught? I bet you like being watched don’t you?”
    

    
      “No, I mean getting a handjob from her. It’s been two years and I haven’t gotten shit.”
    

    
      Tori turns to face Adam with a look of shock across her face. “What the fuck?!”
    

    
      “What?” Adam got a little worried.
    

    
      “My sister…Kira’s mom, always used to vent to me about how she would hear Kira sneaking guys into her room to have sex.”
    

    
      “Wait, seriously?”
    

    
      “Seriously. I thought that’s why you were with her. Like no offense but you could do way better than her. I thought she won you over by fucking like rabbits.”
    

    
      “Not even once.”
    

    
      “That bitch. You really do deserve better.”
    

    
      “Oh…someone like you?” Adam looked at her with skeptical, questioning eyes.
    

    
      “Ok. I know this seems like some plot to get in your pants but trust me. Kira has been playing little miss goody two shoes. And let me speak from experience, a woman doesn’t just up and stop having sex. Definitely not for two years out of the blue.”
    

    
      “So what are you saying?”
    

    
      “I’m saying look at her with that guy she’s talking to. You think those two are fucking?”
    

    
      The two of them look at Kira and the guy she is with. Kira has a hand placed playfully on his chest and laughing too hard at a joke that probably wasn’t anywhere near that funny.
    

    
      Adam feels his heart sink. His jaw clenches along with his fists. Tori watches him transform from a confident powerful man to a sullen mess.
    

    
      “Yeah…fuck this.” Tori takes Adam by the hand and with deliberate steps leads him away from the crowded courtyard, towards the adjacent clubhouse.
    

    
      The lights are off but the door is unlocked. Tori looks around at the other guests. Their escape is going unnoticed.
    

    
      She pushes Adam into a dark corner with haste. “
      You
       sure you want this?”
    

    
      “Fuck yes.” Adam says in a gasped whisper as Tori slides her hand into his pants.
    

    
      “You’re fucking right you do. Because I look hot as fuck.”
    

    
      Adam was too distracted to respond. Tori reached deeper into his pants and dragged her nails back up against his thigh. It sent shivers through Adam’s body, stifling all other thoughts.
    

    
      A swift slap to the face brings Adam back around. It wasn’t hard, just enough to get his attention. “Because I look hot as fuck don’t I?” she says again, this time more assertively.
    

    
      “So fucking hot.”
    

    
      “That’s a good boy.” Tori makes quick work of his belt. “I fucking love your body in a suit.” she says as she tugs his pants open and down in one swift motion. “But I have a feeling I’ll love it even more out of this suit.”
    

    
      Her teasing already has him rigid and his cock springs out with some force and bounces with recoil.
    

    
      “Oh wow. You have a beautiful dick. Good for you.”
    

    
      Adam stood back against the wall as Tori admired his cock with gentle strokes of her fingertips. He was about seven inches long with a slight upward curve along the whole shaft. Just a couple very prominent veins and a smooth, plump head. But what really took Tori’s breath away as her fingers discovered him was how thick he is. That would provide for a really nice stretch. But for now she had other plans.
    

    
      She grabs him with both hands and with a gentle wringing motion begins working his big cock. Her hands feel silky and Adam’s cock gets more and more sensitive with each of her strokes. Tiny veins pop on Adam’s lower abs as he throbs over and over again, getting impossibly hard.
    

    
      “You’re a fucking specimen, love.” Tori’s hands leave his shaft and she traces the veins with her nails. Adam hardness aches for her to keep massaging him. The muscles in his ass clench, thrusting his hips forward. “Miss my touch already?” Tori is loving this. Adam is 
      like putty
       in her hands. Such a big strong man and she has complete control over him with her every move. “You know, two years without a woman probably has your balls aching. I’m sure you jerk off but it’s just not the same is it? Not the same as a woman’s skilled hands.” Tori pauses and grins, “Come to think of it, I’m not sure how long you're going to last if I keep stroking you.” Her hands return to his still pulsing cock. Adam shudders at the sensation. “I’ve actually been wondering…” Tori pauses but Adam hangs on her every word. “I’ve seen the way you look at me. I know you love my ass but I’ve also seen how you look at my tits. And rightfully so because they are spectacular. In fact, I bet if you got to see them you wouldn’t last thirty seconds.”
    

    
      Tori brings a hand up to the deep v-neck of her gray cotton dress and lightly starts to tug it down. The V grows deeper and Tori’s full tits start to spill out. The material of the dress strains, pulling her tits down until it gives and she bursts out. Her tits bounce back up, hanging just slightly from their weight. They are full and round and perky, slightly fuller at the bottom than the top. The top of her chest is lightly freckled but the rest of her tits are pale with perfect pink nipples standing erect from excitement. They are a fucking work of art.
    

    
      Adam reaches to grab one but Tori swats him away, “No touching mister. Put your hands behind your back to make sure you don’t do anything naughty.”
    

    
      Adam obeys and Tori rewards him by using both hands again.
    

    
      “Who needs that little slut anyways?” Adam is caught off-guard by Tori’s sudden words. “She wouldn’t know how to handle a man like you. I’ll bet most women can’t handle you. You’re fucking thick, Adam.” Tori looks from his cock up into his eyes. “Good thing I’m 
      not most
       women.” Tori gets on her knees and without a moment's hesitation she steadies his throbbing cock with one hand and swallows him to the hilt in one swift motion. A slight gurgling sound comes from Tori as she slides her tongue in and out along the underside of his cock. Like she is trying to milk the cum out of him.
    

    
      Tori was right. Being with a woman is worlds different from jerking off. But being with Tori was worlds different than being with any other woman. Nobody has ever been able to take him all the way. Blowjobs usually led to sore jaws or were stopped early from the sensation of too many teeth because his girth was just too much. But now he could feel nothing but the constricting warmth of Tori’s throat, her lips against his base and her tongue doing mind blowing things. He could hardly take in the sensation of it all. Then Tori looks up at him with smiling eyes. It’s like she knew he was going to cum because in that moment he could feel an orgasm building in his core. Tori uses her nails to tickle his balls as his eruption builds from deep inside. The familiar throbbing in her mouth tells her everything she needs to know. She digs her nails into Adam’s muscular thighs and scratches upward practically in sync as the rope after rope of cum spew into Tori’s waiting throat. She doesn’t even flinch, her tongue just continues its milking sensation until he is spent. She slowly starts pulling off of him leaving a trail of sticky spit coating his shaft. She stops at his tip and proceeds to suck every last drop out of him. She graciously swallows the rest of his load with a smile.
    

    
      “Good boy.” Tori stands and pulls her dress back up over her tits. No bra needed since they sit high and perky on their own. But now her erect nipples are poking through the thin fabric. Tori stands on her tiptoes to kiss him on the cheek.
    

    
      Just then they both turn towards the sound of the clubhouse door opening. Probably just someone looking for a bathroom. It's dark out and with none of the clubhouse lights on they can stay undetected in their dark corner. It’s a couple–a man and woman–but still too dark to tell who. The man closes the door gently behind them and then the two of them rush off to the bathroom together. 
    

    
      “Looks like weddings bring out the horny side in everybody.”
    

    
      “Oh Kira! Oh fuck!” The groans come from the bathroom.
    

    
      Adam pushes off the wall but Tori holds him back with an assuring look.
    

    
      Tori sneaks over to the bathroom door and does her best to slowly open the door. She opens just enough to see Kira on her knees sucking off the guy she was being so flirty with earlier. She stares just a little longer. For some reason it pisses her off. But it’s still sex, it still turns her on. Kira is taking him all the way into her mouth with speed, gobbling up his cock. It’s really not that impressive, this guy has half the cock that Adam does. Sure, size isn’t everything but Kira is turning up her nose at the absolute Adonis of a man that is her fiance and choosing instead to sneak around with this loser.
    

    
      Tori backs away from the door and gets the most devious idea. Adam has already put his package away. “Get that cock back out big boy.”
    

    
      “But…”
    

    
      “But nothing. We’re going to show that whore niece of mine what she has been missing. So be a good boy and take that cock back out.”
    

    
      Adam undoes his pants and he is already getting hard again. Tori wraps a hand around him, still surprised at just how thick he is.
    

    
      “I’ve been needing a good stretch anyways.” Tori takes him by the cock and leads him over to a couch in the middle of the small foyer of the clubhouse and crawls onto it. She pulls her dress up over her ass and lays her chest down on the couch, keeping her now bare ass in the air. She wiggles her hips from side to side and her full cheeks follow suit. Her plump, shaved pussy is on full display. One of her hands reaches up between her legs and spreads her full lips apart revealing her tight little opening.
    

    
      One of her fingers starts to swirl her clit. “I know it looks incredible from back there but you need to fuck me…
      now
      .” Tori moans the last word into the couch cushions. She was teasing her pussy to get wet and ready for him but sucking him off and swallowing that huge load just a second ago has her more than ready and playing with her clit is bringing on an orgasm much faster than she expected. She needed him inside her. She was already aching, almost sore from picturing what he is going to feel like.
    

    
      Adam uses one hand to massage Tori’s ass while he uses the other to slap his hard cock against Tori’s glistening slit.
    

    
      “Oh fuck baby. Take me.”
    

    
      He slides his cock across her to coat himself in her slick. When he places his head at the edge of her opening he can hear Tori’s breath speed up. He can see the juices slowly streaming out of her and can’t take it any longer. He presses himself against her and his head slips in with a satisfying pop.
    

    
      “Fuck!” Tori says with a sharp wince.
    

    
      “Are you ok?”
    

    
      “I’m fine you’re just…
      stretching me
      .”
    

    
      Adam bears down and gets another inch inside of her which is met by submissive squealing. 
    

    
      “Mmm!” Tori sounds like she is in pain. “How are you so FUCKING thick?!”
    

    
      “Sorry.”
    

    
      “Don’t be sorry…” Tori grunts as Adam slowly pushes into her, “...be careful.”
    

    
      Adam grabs Tori’s hips for leverage to push further into her impossibly tight pussy.
    

    
      “Fucking jesus, how much more is there?”
    

    
      Adam looks down and he is half way in. “I’ve got some bad news.”
    

    
      “Fuck it. Just fucking split me in half already. I don’t need to walk tomorrow anyways.”
    

    
      Adam takes her invitation and fully separates her with one final plunge.
    

    
      “Ohhh fuckkk youuuu!” Tori’s body tightens in a mix of pleasure and pain.
    

    
      Adam flexes his core and his cock flexes inside of her. Apparently that hit the right spot as Tori’s legs begin to quiver and her pussy begins to twitch in orgasmic convulsions, milking his cock with her pelvic floor.
    

    
      Tori is breathing in heavy, satisfied sighs. She never cums that quickly but his thickness managed to press on every one of her sweet spots all at once. Her pussy is sore but it’s a warm, tingling soreness. She wants more. She needs more. She starts gyrating her hips, swirling her tightness around him. She feels a pulling sensation down there as she realizes her lips are gripping his girth. Each thrust is a mess of pulling, stretching ecstasy as she starts to do the fucking now. “Smack my ass baby. Hard. Spank my ass red.” She continues fucking his thickness, barely able to keep her composure with each splitting thrust down onto him.
    

    
      Adam smacks her ass.
    

    
      “Harder baby.”
    

    
      Another smack.
    

    
      “Fucking harder!”
    

    
      Adam rears back a shoulder and smacks her ass.
    

    
      “Fuck yes baby! Mark me! Claim me!”
    

    
      Adam smacks her again and then grabs a handful of her firm ass and squeezes. A mind clearing shock shoots up her spine and spreads out as heat across her body.
    

    
      Tori is fully in heat and proceeds to fuck herself senseless on his bulging cock.
    

    
      In the intensity of it all neither of them notice the opening bathroom door or the light from it spilling out into the dim room.
    

    
      “What the fuck?!?” A shrill scream clues them in. Kira is standing red faced and confused. “What the fuck is going on?!”
    

    
      Adam stands completely still but Tori keeps fucking and lifts her head to talk. Her expression looks drunk off of Adam’s cock. “Well I saw you sucking off your…very little boy toy in there. I thought I’d teach you a lesson on how to not neglect a real man because honey,” Tori’s eyes roll with pleasure, “this is a real man.”
    

    
      Kira’s jaw drops, “Fuck you!”
    

    
      “Your fiance’s got that covered dear…Oh fuck!” Tori squeaks. “It’s probably for the best. You can’t handle this dick anyways. I’ll make sure he stays satisfied.”
    

    
      “Adam…what the fuck?!” Kira explodes, looking up at her groom-to-be.
    

    
      “Fuck you.” with a look of indignation Adam grabs Tori’s ass and starts pounding into her, his eyes still locked with Kira’s.
    

    
      “Oh. OH! Fuck yes baby! Use it! Hate fuck my pussy like I’m your whore bride.” Tori presses her face into the couch and moans, “you’re so big, Adam!” T
      his
       is quickly followed by a screaming orgasm and Tori’s pelvic floor forcing Adam’s rigid cock out of her pussy.
    

    
      “No, fuck you! The fucking wedding is off!” Kira screams with her eyes locked on that big cock. 
      Fuck me, he really is massive.
       Kira thinks to herself. She’s mesmerized by it as Adam feverishly milks out his load.
    

    
      “Good because I really need this cock all to myself.” Tori sits up and opens her mouth, hungry for another load of his sweet, sticky cum.
    

    
      Kira grabs the dude standing dumbfounded next to her and storms out, stopping to slap Adam in the face. Adam just smiles and his cock gives one final throb of approval as Tori suckles the cum out of his tip.
    

    
      Tori licks his shaft clean. “Looks like that’s a no to the whole foursome idea then.”
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      I never expected to meet my new guy in a bar.
    

    
      Ok yes, I'm recently divorced and I'm at a bar and for the first time in forever my mature tits are making their newly single debut in this tight, low v-neck shirt. Something my ex would have never let me wear in public.
    

    
      But honestly it wasn't to meet a guy. It was more of a 'fuck you' to my exhusband Roger. Along with a little bit of confidence boost for myself.
    

    
      And goodness did I need the confidence. It feels like years since I've been out on the town on my own. It feels like years because it has been. Twenty years to be exact.
    

    
      It took more than a couple tries to convince myself to actually get out my front door. Only after seeing how I looked in my new top and tight black jeans did I finally take the leap. I had almost forgotten that I had womanly curves, and damn good ones might I add. 
    

    
      Walking around for years in mom jeans and a loose t-shirt will do that to you.
    

    
      It's not like I had much to dress up for. I could probably count on my fingers the times Roger and I had had sex in the past five years. And it definitely wasn't from my lack of trying. My drawers are full of lingerie seen only by my eyes.
    

    
      Anyways, this isn't about him. 
    

    
      I told myself this little trip to the bar was just me testing the waters. Maybe see just how bad my flirting had gotten, see if any guys thought I was hot enough to flirt with in the first place. A couple drinks, some chit chat and I would be home by ten.
    

    
      That's what I told myself. But when I looked down it was eleven-thirty and I had no intentions of going home just yet.
    

    
      It was thrilling, the way nearly every man in the place had stolen a look at my body. My assets. I'd look over my shoulder and catch them staring at my ass or they would walk up next to me at the bar just to get a peek at my boobs.
    

    
      I'd catch them out of the corner of my eye but when I turned to look at them they would turn away, scared of getting caught.
    

    
      When in reality I'm the one that's scared to make the first move. It's been so long and flirting has probably evolved into something completely different. Just like everything else in the twenty years since I was last single.
    

    
      It’s not like I came here to pick up guys but it’d be nice to at least talk to one.
    

    
      When I checked myself out in the mirror I was confident that I was still hot but never thought that I would be intimidating. But apparently I am. Every guy in here can’t keep eye contact with me for more than a few seconds.
    

    
      I mean I feel like I’m being friendly enough. Even though I just caught them ogling my body I still have a big, inviting smile on my face. It’s still not enough.
    

    
      Maybe it’s my age?
    

    
      Forty-five isn’t exactly old but it’s still ten years older than the oldest guy in the bar. That’s just a guess but needless to say it’s not my crowd.
    

    
      I was finishing what I decided would be my last drink when I noticed across the bar, among all the commotion, a guy staring at me. Unlike the rest of them he wasn’t simply looking at my chest. His stare was dead set on me as we locked eyes. He didn’t look away. His stare was intense and somehow brooding, like he was examining me.
    

    
      I might have been creeped out if he wasn’t so nice to look at. Dark hair combed over in an undercut, clean shaven and sharp jaw, a strong nose and my goodness those eyes. They cut right through me.
    

    
      I smiled and he smiled back. It was a friendly smile but it also said that he knew something that I didn’t.
    

    
      And then he got up and started walking around the u-shaped bar over to the side I was sitting on.
    

    
      I shuffled frantically. Checking my posture, my hair, my cleavage.
    

    
      Was I sweating?
    

    
      God I hoped not.
    

    
      For the first time I realized that my skin had grown hot.
    

    
      Was I blushing?
    

    
      No time to tell as he walked up and simply stood next to me at the bar and set his drink down.
    

    
      He was very attractive and so much younger than me. He looked to be in his early to mid twenties which put him at nearly half my age. Tall with lightly toned arms and his face was even more striking up close. He wore a fitted gray button-up with a tiny wreath embroidered on the left breast. It was buttoned all the way to the top, somehow lending to a clean cut look. While the tattoos on his neck that just barely peeked out from under the collar spoke of something else. And for some reason I felt that he was hiding quite a bit more than just a couple tattoos.
    

    
      I just had to know more.
    

    
      But the two of us just stood in silence for what felt like forever. It was probably more like thirty seconds but it was excruciating.
    

    
      I took the rest of my martini in one swift gulp, “So…” I started before he cut me off.
    

    
      “So how long has it been?”
    

    
      I was caught off guard. Was he just waiting to interrupt me? “Since what?”
    

    
      “I think we both know what I’m asking.” His voice was deep and just a touch gravely.
    

    
      I felt a heat grow between my thighs and in my stomach. I had a guess at what he was talking about but it seemed so forward, asking a stranger how long it’s been since they have had sex.
    

    
      “So?” He continued, still looking forward across the bar. But unlike every other guy it wasn’t from embarrassment. He somehow had full control over the conversation without even looking at me.
    

    
      “It’s been…a while.” I answered. I was definitely blushing now. Hopefully the slightly dim lighting of the bar hid it well enough.
    

    
      “Does your husband know you’re here?” It was less accusatory and more genuinely curious.
    

    
      “Ex-husband.” I 
      corrected
      , “How did you know I…?”
    

    
      “Wedding ring tan.” He answered before I could finish.
    

    
      I looked down at my hand. He was right. I balled my hand up to hide my new discovery. 
    

    
      “First night out?”
    

    
      “A lucky guess.” I stated. Right then I noticed he smelled quite nice. Not overpowering but just a hint of a scent that laced his masculinity in the air.
    

    
      “A woman, in her mid-forties, either recently divorced or looking to cheat. She goes to a college bar but has been here for over three hours and hasn’t talked to a single guy. She notices they are checking her out but doesn’t pursue any of them, but rather relishes in the attention and nothing more. So you’re either a voyeur that gets off on being checked out to which I would say there are far better options to fulfill that particular kink, or this is your first night out after leaving your husband and you’re too nervous to make the first move after your years stuck in a boring, sexless marriage.”
    

    
      It was a lot to take in. Should I feel insulted? Somehow his words didn’t carry an insulting tone. It was all just very matter-of-fact. “I didn’t know this was a college bar.”
    

    
      “That only furthers my point.”
    

    
      “So you think you’re pretty smart huh?” I turned to look at him.
    

    
      He simultaneously turned towards me and once again his eyes cut through me. There it was again, the long lost heat between my legs and across my skin.
    

    
      “I mean, I might not be the smartest guy in here but I’m the only one confident enough to come and talk to you.”
    

    
      “And you think that is supposed to earn you something?” Here I was, waiting for a guy to come talk to me and I was already trying to push him away.
    

    
      “No, but I think the fact that you can’t stop checking me out might.”
    

    
      “I’m not checking you out.” I totally was and he knew it but I still couldn’t help but deny it. Flirting wasn’t going great so far. My cheeks and chest grew hot and just slightly red. I was somehow both frustrated with him and also wanted him to take me to the bathroom to do naughty things with me. Maybe deal with the heat between my legs.
    

    
      “Well then I guess I’d better just move on then?” He posed it half as a question and half as a statement as he turned to walk away.
    

    
      “My name’s Kim.” I started after him but he quickly turned around.
    

    
      “Can I buy you a drink, Kim?”
    

    
      “Of course.”
    

    
      He signaled to the bartender and pointed at my glass before holding up one finger. Without a word the man behind the bar started making me another drink.
    

    
      “And your name is?” I continued.
    

    
      “It’s whatever you feel like screaming as you hold onto my headboard later tonight.”
    

    
      Oh. Oh 
      fuck.
    

    
      I wasn't exactly sure what my type was anymore but I never would have thought I'd be into a man being so forward. But this man in particular had me more than a little worked up. 
    

    
      I didn’t want him to think that I was that easy. For my own self pride, I couldn’t let him think I was going to be that easy. Even though my knees got a little weak at his words. On top of that 
      the
       warmth between my thighs was slowly growing into a light wetness in my lacy panties and a tingling traveled up through my core at the thought of being taken by him.
    

    
      It had been so long and my mind was racing with ideas. I surprised even myself with how naughty some of those ideas were. I didn't think I still had it in me.
    

    
      “And how do you know that I’m going to be in your bed later?” I asked, trying not to give myself away.
    

    
      “For starters I know you’ve already thought about it. In fact I think you can’t even wait to get 
      to a bed
      . You’re just dying to be taken right here and right now aren’t you?”
    

    
      I tried to speak but nothing came out.
    

    
      “And now you want to tell me that that’s not true. But that would be a lie. And you’re a good girl aren’t you Kim? And good girls don’t lie.”
    

    
      I suddenly became very aware of my partially exposed breasts, my nipples hardening against the soft lining of my bra. My pussy no longer tingled, it ached and coated my petals in my arousal.
    

    
      Hot damn.
    

    
      Hot 
      fucking 
      damn.
    

    
      I needed him.
    

    
      The bartender set down my martini and I threw it back in one swift drink. The sudden gush of alcohol burned down my throat and softened my nerves. But only for a moment.
    

    
      “Do you always talk to women like this?” I asked, trying to keep the slight shake out of my voice. I was as nervous as I was turned on. This was all so new. Even in our good years Roger never made me feel like this.
    

    
      “Only the ones I plan on fucking.”
    

    
      “An-and that pickup line usually works for you?”
    

    
      “You tell me, Kim. I’m sure your body is already telling you exactly what it wants.” His eyes quickly looked me up and down.
    

    
      He was right. My body was screaming at me to just jump his bones already. But for some reason I felt like I had to fight it. Like if I gave in that meant he won.
    

    
      I can be a bit stubborn at times I suppose but I could sense that the sexy man in front of me liked the challenge.
    

    
      “A lady never tells. I guess you’ll just have to find out for yourself.” I gave a seductive wink and walked away from the bar, doing my best to swivel my hips just the slightest amount with each step. I knew my ass looked so good in these jeans and 
    

    
      It took every ounce of will to not look back at him as I walked towards the bathroom.
    

    
      What the hell was I thinking?
    

    
      Did I really expect this guy to follow me into the bathroom?
    

    
      I walked down the small hallway into the ladies room and shut the door behind me. 
    

    
      Doubt set in immediately. What if he never followed me? What if he thinks I was shutting him down? What if…
    

    
      My heart skipped a beat as the door handle twisted.
    

    
      It was him.
    

    
      He shut the door behind him and reached back before I heard the clicking of the lock.
    

    
      I’ve never been kissed like that before. Such power, such passion. His lips set pangs of electricity surging through me. He started with my lips but quickly started down my neck. With each kiss my neck grew hot and more sensitive until he had my whole body aching for his touch.
    

    
      He could tell. His strong hands pressed into my hips pushing me back against a wall. It had been years since I was properly handled by a man so I just leaned my head back and let him have his way with me.
    

    
      He tugged my shirt up and didn’t waste any time freeing my tits and teasing my already stiff nipples.
    

    
      I felt my pussy clench.
    

    
      It had been so long. Just because Roger and I have fucked a couple times in the past few years doesn’t mean he ever made me cum. And I wouldn’t necessarily call what we did ‘fucking’. More like I rode him until he came in a couple minutes and then pushed me off so he could clean up. 
    

    
      But now I felt like I could finish just from this stranger kissing my neck and playing with my tits. Especially with how rough he was being. I could have screamed as he pinched at my nipples and squeezed my still plump breasts, but I didn’t want to give him any reason to stop.
    

    
      His kisses turned to soft bites and it made me gasp. I loved biting. It felt so primal. So full of lust.
    

    
      My chest flushed as his bites slowly traveled down my neck and across my bosom before he took my nipple between his lips and sucked and tugged with his warm mouth.
    

    
      My nipples grew so sensitive.
    

    
      He pressed his body into me and I had almost forgotten what it was like to feel a hard cock pressing against me.
    

    
      The thought of my mature body making him this hard already made me so excited. My hips pressed back against him as my hands fumbled for his belt.
    

    
      He stayed latched onto my tit as he helped me undo his belt and unbutton his pants. I’ll admit that I was a little rusty at undressing a man. Normally Roger was already naked and waiting in bed–the extent of our foreplay.
    

    
      His pants were around his knees and I didn’t waste a second diving both hands into his boxer briefs.
    

    
      He was so warm. And oh god he was 
      so thick
      . I grabbed his cock with both hands and felt him swell, getting impossibly hard in my soft hands.
    

    
      I pulled his member out. He was so much bigger than Roger. Length and girth. He was stunning. I couldn’t take my eyes off of it. I just stared for a moment before realizing I should probably do something.
    

    
      And then before I even had a chance, “My cock is gonna make you fucking scream.” He growled before turning me around and taking a handful of hair and tugging my head back.
    

    
      “Oh fuck! Yes please.” I whimpered at his abrupt show of force. I was done fighting back. My pussy needed to be filled by that young virile cock.
    

    
      He didn’t waste any time either, tugging my pants down and hastily pulling my panties aside. A hand pressed into my back and forced me to bend over and put my puffy pussy on display. The slight weight of my tits hanging off my chest somehow added to the feeling of being used by him.
    

    
      My core ached but not for long. His head pressed into me and my body graciously welcomed him in. His thick head popped into my opening quickly followed by his equally thick shaft.
    

    
      Stretching.
    

    
      Pain.
    

    
      “Ohhh..OH! YES!”
    

    
      Pleasure.
    

    
      It washed all the pain away as the feeling of his thick warmth made my head spin. My body hardly had time to adjust before he grabbed me by the hips and had his way with my cunt.
    

    
      He was so rough.
    

    
      Pleasures both old and new washed over me.
    

    
      My tits swung and I felt my ass jiggle as his hips pounded against me with each thrust. The slapping of skin on skin, I’ve missed it so much.
    

    
      I didn’t care if the whole bar could hear me. I’m not sure if I had much of a choice anyway as he railed into me and made me squeak and squeal in ecstasy.
    

    
      I’ve never felt so full.
    

    
      His grip tightened on my hair and I could tell I was going to cum. I felt my body release all of my pent up energy. I was finally a sexual being again and fuck it felt good.
    

    
      I didn’t know an orgasm could last that long but his thrusts didn’t let up even as I could barely stand. I had to brace against the wall, my whole body shaking from the powerful orgasm along with his fucking.
    

    
      Then out of nowhere my whole body shuddered as he left me empty and aching for more.
    

    
      What can I say? A girl’s gotta make up for lost time.
    

    
      I needed more cock.
    

    
      More of that young, thick cock.
    

    
      I was his.
    

    
      He could do anything he wanted with me if he just kept fucking me like that.
    

    
      I looked back to see what he was doing. Why he had stopped fucking me.
    

    
      He was fully dressed again.
    

    
      “What the fuck?” I turned to confront him, my tits out, pants around my knees and my pussy still dripping in anticipation of more dick.
    

    
      He grabbed me by the throat and whispered in my ear, “That was just a taste. Be a good girl and you’ll get more. The museum across the street, tomorrow at five PM. Wear something slutty.” With that he kissed my cheek and walked out.
    

    
      I wasn’t sure if I should be pissed off or even more turned on.
    

    
      I settled for both. I was mad that he had ended it so abruptly but like I said I would do anything to get more of him.
    

    
      I’ve never done anything as naughty as getting fucked by a stranger in the bathroom. Just the thought of what had happened left my core churning for more.
    

    
      I leaned back against the wall and desperately rubbed my clit to another orgasm. All the while my eyes closed and picturing his beautiful penis.
    

    
      I got dressed and adjusted myself as best I could so hopefully nobody in the bar could tell I had just been fucked senseless in the bathroom.
    

    
      Who was I kidding? They all heard me getting split in half by him. I wasn’t exactly quiet.
    

    
      I walked out and spotted him still sitting at the bar. He just gave me a smirk and carried on a conversation with the bartender.
    

    
      I hoped they weren’t talking about me.
    

    
      And then for a brief moment I hoped that they were as my mind raced with our taboo encounter. I almost couldn’t believe what I had done. 
    

    
      I wanted to hide my face in shame but I also wanted to tell everyone my new dirty secret. That I had just had the best sex of my life with a young guy that hadn’t even told me his name.
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      The next day I spent a few good hours rifling through my wardrobe trying to find something slutty to wear. His words kept running through my head ‘good girl’.
    

    
      I wanted to be a good girl for him. Because if I followed all of his instructions it meant I got more of his magic cock in me.
    

    
      I felt like such a slut just thinking about it.
    

    
      Year after year of terrible sex will do that to a woman. I had actually started to worry that my sex drive was ruined for good.
    

    
      When I laid in bed that morning playing with myself for an hour before I even got up, I knew I had nothing to worry about.
    

    
      As slutty as I felt after last night, I just couldn’t find anything naughty to wear. I continued my search through my closet when I had a realization. When I tried on that tight white cotton t-shirt earlier I could see the color of my bra through the fabric. I had considered it for a moment but somehow it just didn’t feel naughty enough for what he was asking.
    

    
      I took my bra off and tried the shirt on again. It hugged my round tits so tight that in the right light I could see the color of my flesh through the fabric. Very subtle, tiny, dark circles showed where my areolas were and my nipples poked gently against the fabric.
    

    
      I hoped that it was enough to satisfy him because as for bottoms the best I had were my tight jeans. It should be enough. We were going to be out in public for goodness sake and the only thing hiding my mature tits was a thin piece of fabric that hugged the curve of my chest very well.
    

    
      I did however have a sexy pair of stiletto heels that made my already shapely ass really pop.
    

    
      I threw my hair up in a bun to make sure that it didn’t cover my sexy display with the shirt. I tousled my hair for a moment until it was the perfect mix of messy and sexy.
    

    
      I looked down and it was nearly time to leave. I quickly applied my favorite maroon lipstick and was out the door.
    

    
      The sign on the building read ‘Museum of Modern Art’.
    

    
      To be honest I had never noticed it before. I hadn’t really gone out much lately aside from last night.
    

    
      I waited nervously for my date.
    

    
      Was this a date? Should I ask if this was a date? Will it ruin things with him if I ask?
    

    
      A thousand more questions ran through my head before I saw him walking towards me down the sidewalk.
    

    
      He was wearing a collarless long sleeve button-up that hugged his frame perfectly, along with fitted black pants that showed that his legs were a bit muscular as well.
    

    
      We had fucked like bunnies the night before but I hadn’t had much time to admire his body. 
    

    
      He was gorgeous. The clothes hid most of his lightly tanned skin and just enough muscle to show that he knew how to take care of himself.
    

    
      I could practically feel him eyeing me up and down. For a second I worried that it wasn’t enough for him and then his eyes stopped on my tits as one corner of his mouth turned up in a smile.
    

    
      “Very subtle but I like it.. Are you feeling naughty tonight Kim?”
    

    
      “Of course.”
    

    
      “Good girl.”
    

    
      I hadn’t noticed that he was holding anything but he put one hand in front of me and opened it, presenting what looked like a small rubber flower petal with a small nub in the middle.
    

    
      “And since you’re such a good girl, you’re going to wear this for me while we tour this fine museum.”
    

    
      “Wear it?” I asked, “What is it?”
    

    
      He smiled, “It’s a vibrator. You put it in your panties and it will rest against that beautiful pussy of yours. And you see this little nub? That will rest right against your clit.”
    

    
      I crossed my arms and raised an eyebrow at him, “Really? You expect me to have that thing buzzing against my clit all night?” I let out a slight chuckle at the idea. I was nervous but also intrigued.
    

    
      “If you’re going to be a good girl for me then yes. Unless you…didn’t enjoy our time last night.”
    

    
      I blushed at him bringing up our little secret. I did want to be a good girl for him but this somehow seemed even more taboo. To secretly be wearing a sex toy in front of all the strangers in the museum.
    

    
      He didn’t wait for my response, he just placed the small toy in my hand, “Now.”
    

    
      “Ok but, I’ve used a vibrator before and if this thing is pressed against me all night I won’t be able to stand.”
    

    
      “I said now.” His voice grew low and stern.
    

    
      I looked both ways before sliding a hand into my pants in view of anyone that might be looking. I quickly nestled the toy between my petals so the little nub pressed against my little nub.
    

    
      “Ok, how do I turn it on?” I asked.
    

    
      “Kim, you dirty dirty girl.”
    

    
      “What?”
    

    
      “That’s for me to decide.” He pulled out his phone and showed me a screen with an on/off symbol on it.
    

    
      He tapped 
      it to ‘on
      ’ and I took a sharp inhale and tried my best to let it out in a slow, controlled breath. The small toy buzzing against my clit made my whole core tighten. Here I was having my pussy pleasured while I stood fully clothed in public. This man–who was still technically a stranger until I knew his name–had full control over my sensitive bits with the tap of an app on his phone.
    

    
      He tapped his finger a couple more times on the phone and the buzzing against my now swollen little clit grew more intense. My knees 
      grew
       weak and I had to place a hand on his shoulder to steady myself.
    

    
      “Oh wow. Oh fuck.” I huffed.
    

    
      “Now, if you can manage not to cum the whole time, you’ll get something special when we’re done.”
    

    
      If this was a date it was the strangest one that I’ve ever been on. But that didn't really matter at that moment. The humming against my pussy was so sinfully sweet. And nobody knew besides me and him.
    

    
      “And what if I-I can’t stop myself f-from cumming?” I stammered as the sweet vibrations in my panties were already making my brain fuzzy. I had already started to soak my panties as my vagina clenched over and over, forcing my nectar to flow out of me.
    

    
      “Then you will be cumming in front of a bunch of strangers…and no cock for you tonight.”
    

    
      Fuck.
    

    
      The buzzing stopped as he linked arms with me and the two of us walked into the museum together. 
      Just the
       line to enter the exhibit was crowded, I could only imagine how many people were actually inside.
    

    
      I grew immediately self conscious. A day ago I could hardly convince myself to go out to a bar to grab a couple of drinks alone and now here I was. My tits were on display for anyone willing to look long enough and find out I wasn’t wearing a bra under my thin shirt. On top of that I had a tiny rubber vibrator in my panties that was already coated in my arousal. And that vibrator was controlled by the man whose arm I was wrapped around. Who remained nameless.
    

    
      We stood at the back of the line and I got nervous as I watched him pull out his phone.
    

    
      “Just a text.” He laughed, “This is going to be fun though.”
    

    
      I could have taken the vibrator out of my panties.
    

    
      I could have just turned and walked away and continued my normal, boring, recently-divorced life.
    

    
      But I had a craving deep within me. In a deep dark place that I didn’t even know existed until last night.
    

    
      I needed cock.
    

    
      I needed 
      his
       
      cock.
    

    
      And part of me was starting to think that I kind of liked having him be in control of me. I always thought of myself as the dominant one but I guess that’s just because I had never been with a guy that was man enough to put me in my place.
    

    
      “So, if we’re going to do this, do I at least get to know your name?” I asked before I realized that my question might sound a little odd to the people waiting in line in front of us.
    

    
      “I’ll tell you but I’m going to turn it on.”
    

    
      “Fine, I’m sure I’ll find out later.” I had already asked a question that drew a couple stares from the other museum goers. I wasn’t going to have him flip on my little toy and have me let out a squeal while we waited in line.
    

    
      “Whatever you say.” He grabbed his phone and turned it on just long enough to make me gasp.
    

    
      “But you said…”
    

    
      “The sooner you realize that I’m in charge the easier things are going to be for you.”
    

    
      I got mad at him. And then I realized that I wasn’t mad at what he had said, I was mad that he had given me such a tease. I was mad that he didn’t let the pleasure from the toy keep humming between my thighs.
    

    
      I had to stop myself from asking for more. A second ago I was dreading having him flip the toy on and now my slit was screaming for more.
    

    
      I spotted the bathroom doors off to the side of the front lobby and I could picture him dragging me off and taking me again. I pictured what it might be like to keep the toy nestled against me while he penetrated my needy opening. Just the thought alone sent a shiver down my spine that landed between my legs.
    

    
      Roger never let me use toys in the bedroom. Something about it 
      making
       him feel like less of a man. A bunch of bullshit if you ask me. A real man would do anything to make sure his woman was satisfied.
    

    
      My mind buzzed with anticipation as we slowly walked through the museum.
    

    
      It’s like my new man knew just how long to turn it on to make me squirm and just enough to make me want more.
    

    
      More people than I had expected were looking at me. Nearly every man I passed–and some women–took an eyeful of my tits.
    

    
      My little display must have been more noticeable than I thought.
    

    
      I looked down and found out why. My stiff nipples were extremely noticeable against the thin fabric.
    

    
      Oh goodness, I hadn’t even thought of that.
    

    
      My areolas get just a little puffy when I’m being 
      pleasured
       and my nipples get so hard.
    

    
      I might have rethought my slutty outfit choice if I had known I was going to have a sneaky vibrator making my pussy drool all night. At least I was wearing dark jeans that might hide any wet spot from my arousal.
    

    
      Was that even possible? Could I get so wet that it would soak through my panties and into my jeans?
    

    
      I had never been this turned on while clothed before–or while naked for that matter. I could already feel just how wet I was getting. It made me want to squeeze my thighs together to stop from leaking any more. Doing that only increased the sensation of the toy against me so I had to stop.
    

    
      We stood in the middle of a rather large crowd gathered around one of the more prominent pieces.
    

    
      He must have set it to max before he flipped it on this time, either that or I was getting ultra-sensitive from all the teasing. As soon as I felt the vibrations hum against me I couldn’t help but let out a whimper.
    

    
      “Are you alright ma’am?” A man beside me asked.
    

    
      “Y-yes I’m fine, thank you.” I looked up to see who I was talking to. He was about my age, tall, salt and pepper stubble but still dark brown hair. He was handsome.
    

    
      “You just look a little flushed is all.”
    

    
      His words didn’t help any, as I felt more blood flow into my already red cheeks and the skin on my chest. 
    

    
      “Oh, it’s just being in such a big crowd is all.”
    

    
      “I’m not such a big fan of them myself.”
    

    
      This guy was trying to make small talk as I sat on the cusp of an orgasm. It was excruciating.
    

    
      Then I remembered I wasn’t allowed. To cum that is. Or else that meant I wouldn’t get the dick I had been craving since last night.
    

    
      I had to be a good girl and try to fight my orgasm, even though I wanted it so bad.
    

    
      So 
      fucking
       bad.
    

    
      Maybe small talk with the stranger would help after all.
    

    
      “So, what do you think of the piece?” I nodded at the display in the center of the room.
    

    
      I didn’t hear much of his response. Something about the bravery of the artist for being so controversial. To be honest the humming between my legs was making my brain go fuzzy again and it was growing increasingly hard to focus on anything else..
    

    
      Fuck, I was so close.
    

    
      All I could do was smile and nod before I had to close my eyes and take a couple deep breaths to try and focus.
    

    
      “Are you sure you’re alright? Do you need me to grab someone? Did you come in with anybody?” The stranger’s voice was caring. It was sweet but I did come with somebody.
    

    
      “Yeah, I’m here with…” I wasn’t really sure how to explain that I was here with another man–also a stranger–who I fucked in a bathroom last night and who was now controlling my lady bits with an app on his phone. And to top it all off I was probably old enough to be my new sex buddy’s mother. “I’ll be fine though. Really. Thank you.”
    

    
      “Well, it’s been nice talking to you. I’m Tom.” The new stranger reached out his hand.
    

    
      I shook his hand, squeezing a little tighter than I should from the feelings I was struggling to keep pent up.
    

    
      “Kim.” I said with a smile.
    

    
      “Well Kim, if you ever want to check out some of the other local museums I’d be glad to take you.”
    

    
      “That’s very sweet Tom but…I’m kind of…seeing someone right now.”
    

    
      “Oh, well either way, it’s been a pleasure Kim.” He kissed my hand and walked away.
    

    
      If I had known this was what lay in store for me, I probably would have left Roger much sooner.
    

    
      As soon as Tom walked away I felt the buzzing between my legs subside. My knees were still weak and I could feel a slight tremble in my legs but I had managed to stop myself from cumming my brains out…for now. I don’t think I could manage it again. I was teetering on the precipice of a now vengeful orgasm that was begging to make me shake with pleasure..
    

    
      My man walked up to me with a smile that said he had watched the whole thing.
    

    
      “I think that guy was really into you.”
    

    
      “At least he had the decency to tell me his name.”
    

    
      “Hmm, is that sass I hear in your voice?” He waved his phone in front of me, threatening to push me over the edge and send me spiraling into an orgasm with the press of a button.
    

    
      “Oh please. I can’t take any more.”
    

    
      “You think you’ve been a good enough girl for me to stop?”
    

    
      “Yes, I’ve been such a good girl.” I thought for a moment about how weird this sounded, saying it to such a younger guy. Even a guy my own age, it would still be weird to say in public. “I turned down that sweet guy. His name was Tom. I told him I was with you.”
    

    
      “Oh, now why did you do that? You two looked so cute together.”
    

    
      I was confused. He had fucked my brains out last night and was making my pussy scream for the last hour or so with his little toy. And now he was telling me to go out with some other guy. What kind of game was this?
    

    
      I really needed to learn that what I considered ‘normal’ didn’t mean a thing anymore. Not with this guy. He had shattered my limits just like he had shattered my mind with how he fucked me.
    

    
      “That gives me an idea.” He continued, “The last thing you have to do to be a good girl for me is to go back and ask Tom on a date. Only one little rule. You have to tell him about the little secret in your panties first.”
    

    
      “But I…”
    

    
      “I’m not asking. I’m 
      telling
      . And if you don’t do what I say then I push this button and make your poor little cunt cream all over your panties right now. And what does that mean?”
    

    
      “No cock tonight.” I quickly responded.
    

    
      “Right, so go talk to Tom. Now.” He pointed towards the exit.
    

    
      I hesitated. “But you and I are…” I wasn’t sure how to finish that sentence.
    

    
      “And that doesn’t mean you can’t date other guys. It just means that whenever you want to be fucked you come to me.”
    

    
      My mind was racing. I could hardly keep everything straight. My throbbing pussy, my new fuck buddy, and then my new fuck buddy telling me that I need to put myself out there and start dating more.
    

    
      It all couldn’t be real.
    

    
      I didn’t have time to think it over.
    

    
      I had to be a good girl in order to get what I craved. What I 
      needed
      .
    

    
      I chased Tom down just outside the exit as he was starting to make his way down the street.
    

    
      “Tom!”
    

    
      He turned and instantly smiled upon finding it was me that yelled his name.
    

    
      The setting sun was letting out its final rays and the light splashed across my chest. Tom noticed. He saw my tits through my shirt and I watched him get a little flustered but he did the respectful thing and pretended not to notice.
    

    
      “I think I’ll take you up on your offer.” I said.
    

    
      His smile grew even bigger, it was adorable. “Really? What about the guy you said you were seeing?”
    

    
      “About that…” My poor brain was trying to make sense of it all and now I had to explain it to this guy that I had just met. And then I realized I had let a few awkward seconds of silence go by so I scrambled for something to say. “I haven’t had good sex in years.”
    

    
      Tom looked confused but also curious as to what I could possibly say next. To be honest I was probably just as puzzled.
    

    
      “I mean…I just got divorced and…” another awkward pause and I just decided to spill it rather than to keep stumbling over my thoughts, “My ex-husband never satisfied me. I was needy and alone and I met this awesome guy at a bar last night and we had amazing sex because I needed it so bad after it being so long and I just…I feel like I found myself after all those years and then the guy says he wants to meet me again tonight but he wanted me to wear a vibrator in my panties all night. And that’s why I was being so weird and it’s also kind of why I’m not wearing a bra and just…” I took a deep breath trying to compose myself. Tom just stood with wide eyes, trying his best to take it all in. “But I would love to go out with you sometime. I mean if you still want to after hearing all of that.”
    

    
      “Alright. And what about this other guy? Are you still with him?”
    

    
      “I mean…yeah. Is that a problem?” I couldn’t believe my own mouth. I had been divorced for less than a week and here I was proposing to a stranger that he be in some kind of weird love triangle with me and another stranger that I was having taboo sex with.
    

    
      “Umm…no…I mean, I don’t know.” Tom responded.
    

    
      “Well how about we just try going out and see how things go? We can talk it over more.”
    

    
      The smile returned to Tom’s handsome face. “Ok, sounds good. How about next weekend?”
    

    
      We exchanged numbers and as I went to walk back inside my man from the bar came walking out.
    

    
      “So?”
    

    
      “Tom and I are going out next weekend.”
    

    
      “And did you tell him?”
    

    
      “I did.”
    

    
      “Good, so he knows what a little slut you are.”
    

    
      “To be fair I was never a slut before I met you.”
    

    
      “Oh Kim, you’ve always been a slut. You just never met the right guy to pull it out of you.”
    

    
      He pulled me in and kissed me. Hard. A zing traveled through my body, reminding me just how turned on I was and just how far I would go to get the dick I needed so badly.
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      I found myself where I never had before. In a back alley on my knees with a fat cock in my mouth. I could practically feel his taut veins pumping his cock harder and harder in my mouth.
    

    
      My mouth was warm but his member was still hot against my tongue as I gagged him down. I could hardly breath with my mouth stuffed full of cock but I didn’t have any choice. His fingers laced through my hair and forced my mouth down on him further and further.
    

    
      I didn’t think I could take him any further but he continued to press down until I felt a pop in my throat and tears streamed from my eyes as his warmth slid into my throat.
    

    
      A stretching, almost burning sensation welled up in my throat as my mouth began to water and coat him, causing me to drool with each thrust in and out of my helpless mouth.
    

    
      He was fucking my throat so hard, careless of how rough he was being with me.
    

    
      I didn’t care. My mind had gone blank almost the second his lovely cock pressed against my lips. All I could think about was the fucking I would earn if I let him use my throat like the good slut I had become.  
    

    
      I could tell he made a mess of me. My hair was pulled out of its perfect bun, my lipstick was smeared up and down his shaft, the tears had made my makeup run, I could feel saliva running down my chin and neck.
    

    
      His thick alpha cock hung over me, still glistening with my spit as he slapped it against my face. I instinctively opened my mouth for him to use me again.
    

    
      He rammed in and down my throat and pulled out holding my chin down so he could do it again.
    

    
      “You’re such a good little slut for my big cock aren’t you?”
    

    
      “Yes sir.” The words felt so natural.
    

    
      One more thrust in and out before he pulled me to my feet.
    

    
      “Take off your pants.”
    

    
      Without even a thought that we were still in a public place I slid my pants down and stood looking up at him, ready and waiting for him to take me.
    

    
      In one quick motion he lifted me off my feet, spread my legs apart, an arm under each thigh holding me up as he pinned me against the wall and entered me.
    

    
      A joint wave of release washed over us both. My pussy sang and gushed out a powerful orgasm. I’ve never cum so fast from penetration. He was so big. My pussy had been drooling for him and now I finally had him.
    

    
      He continued fucking me through my climax, pinning me against the wall and sending a jolt through my body with each ramming.
    

    
      The heat of skin on skin. The thrill of being caught, hidden only some twenty feet away from the main road down this tiny back alley. A man fucking me senseless while he held me up in his arms. And that cock. Oh good lord his cock was actually perfect like he was crafted for the sole purpose of fucking a woman like she has never been fucked before. Which is exactly what he was doing.
    

    
      I felt my juices grow thick and creamy, lubricating each powerful thrust and coating him in my sex.
    

    
      I rolled my head back and let my every thought submit to the feeling of his manhood that was claiming my pussy as his. He pressed against every sweet spot my vagina had to offer.
    

    
      His pounding grew faster. I felt his strong hands dig into the meat of my thighs until I knew he would leave my legs covered in tiny bruises from his grasp. His breathing grew low and heavy before it turned into soft grunts.
    

    
      “Oh fuck, are you going to cum in me?”
    

    
      His throbbing cock answered my question as I felt a warmth grow inside of me with each pulse. Each one I could feel his cock grow and spew out another rope.
    

    
      My orgasm was the sweetest pleasure I have ever felt but feeling him finish inside of me made me feel truly satisfied. I was serving my purpose as a woman, accepting his powerful cock and his plentiful seed.
    

    
      And just in that moment I wanted him to fill me with load after load until he bred me like the good slut I am.
    

    
      A mix of our sex spewed out of me as his big cock left my insides gaping and sore when he pulled out.
    

    
      He set me down, “Put your panties back on. I want your pussy to be soaked in my cum the rest of the night.”
    

    
      I was full of his hot cum and I still didn’t know his name. I didn’t care. Not as long as he kept fucking me like that.
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      Did I suck a few cocks to get here? 
    

    
      Sure.
    

    
      Did I ever think that sucking those cocks would make me the CEO of a software development company? 
    

    
      Hell no.
    

    
      I sat happily for years as vice president of project management. Then the CEO retired and the board of directors approached me to take his place. I hadn’t even sucked any of them off.
    

    
      They wanted me in charge just based solely on merit.
    

    
      To be honest I almost turned them down right then and there but they told me how much it was going to pay. It worked out that if I took the position I could retire almost ten years earlier than I had planned and with my fortieth birthday right around the corner that was pretty enticing.
    

    
      So all I had to do was sit in a cushy office chair behind a giant desk for five years and then I had it made. What did a CEO do anyways? I assumed they just sat on their ass and bossed people around all day.
    

    
      I mean that is kind of what I do but it is ten times more stressful than I could have ever imagined.
    

    
      Which brings me to why I am choking down this stranger's cock in a bathroom stall at my local shopping mall.
    

    
      My head got so full of CEO garbage that I felt like I was going to explode. That’s when I found out I could empty my head by filling myself with other things. Namely filling my mouth, pussy and ass. If I got fucked good enough it cleared my mind.
    

    
      Well clear of everything besides where I’m going to find my next cock.
    

    
      Some may ask why I don’t find a guy that can fuck me well and just settle down. To that I would say that I’m trying to lessen my stressors, not add to them. I’ve been married before and it didn’t go so well. Especially when I brought up my need to fuck multiple cocks constantly. Finding a stranger to blow my back out or make me gag on their dick and then never talking to them again is so much easier.
    

    
      And I may be forty but I have a body that makes finding willing males fairly easy.
    

    
      All men–ok not all men, but enough men to keep my holes filled–think with their cocks, so I just show off my tits in a nice v-neck or my firm ‘built by squats’ ass in some tight leggings and the cocks are all mine. Sometimes, when I’m looking for a little higher class fuck I’ll hit a fancy bar or country club in a pencil skirt or skintight dress.
    

    
      But to be honest I almost prefer finding them out in the wild. I love feeling a man's stare locked onto my body. I'll catch him staring and then when I'm walking up to him he just about pisses his pants until I lean in.
    

    
      "You think you can handle me big boy?" Usually does the trick.
    

    
      Sometimes if I'm feeling extra naughty I'll just bend over and let them see my shaved, plump pussy or I'll flash them my full tits. Then I know I have their strict attention.
    

    
      If the guy is lucky I'm already beyond horny and I'll just grab their cock and tell them where to meet me for a fuck in five minutes.
    

    
      Back to the stranger I was sucking off in the bathroom. I could taste his precum as I gagged on his veiny shaft. He tasted sweet and just a touch salty. I love the taste of young, healthy cum so I made sure he finished in my mouth.
    

    
      When I felt his cock start to tense I grabbed his ass and swallowed him whole. My lips pressed against his stomach and balls as I forced him to nut into the back of my throat. I drank down his sweet load and let the last few drops coat my tongue.
    

    
      I loved watching him squirm and try to keep from moaning into the echo of the bathroom. His load was big and thick. I smiled as I noticed that I had left a lipstick ring around the base of his shaft.
    

    
      “Fuck, can I call you sometime. That was amazing.”
    

    
      “Sorry, love. Best I can do is show you my tits so you can jerk off to me later.” He was pretty fit and his cum did taste good but I had a ‘no repeats’ rule. It keeps things from getting messy. Kinda like swallowing cum keeps everything clean. I could continue my shopping and not a single person would know I just sucked cock and had a tummy full of hot spunk.
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      As I made my way out of the mall I passed by a couple that was too busy yelling at one another to notice that there were people walking past. I watched out of the corner of my eye as the girl smacked her man across the jaw and stormed off. Foot traffic around them gave a wider berth but other than that the slap went mostly unnoticed.
    

    
      I noticed.
    

    
      I checked my watch.
    

    
      I only had 15 minutes until I needed to be back at the office for a meeting with one of our clients.
    

    
      Fuck it. I could make it quick.
    

    
      “Oh my goodness sweetie, are you ok?” I put on my best concerned voice and feigned to care about this guy's marital problems. All I really wanted was his cock.
    

    
      “Yeah, I’ll be fine. I should have left that crazy bitch months ago.”
    

    
      I ran a finger from his collar down his chest, “I can help you forget about her, baby.”
    

    
      He took the bait. They always took the bait. I rarely missed a shot when I was in my business woman attire. My tight skirt made my already plump ass and fit thighs look even better. And I actually had my hair and makeup done.
    

    
      I led him willingly to where I was parked and opened the driver side door of my Mercedes to mostly block me from the view of passers by. I knelt down in front of him and made quick work of pulling his pants down just enough to grab his dick out.
    

    
      “Fuck you’re thick.” He wasn’t even hard yet and this guy had more girth than most guys when they’re erect. I loved challenging myself with a thick cock shoved in my throat but this was a dick I wanted to fuck. “Get in the back seat. Hurry.”
    

    
      He obeyed my orders and I followed him into the spacious back seat. I purposely bought this particular model of Mercedes for the room in the back. Let’s just say I gave the salesman a test drive back here before I bought it to make sure that it would fit my needs.
    

    
      I didn’t have time for foreplay. I slid my panties aside before I straddled him and started grinding his shaft between my wet lips. He was already getting hard. I let him suck on perky tits to further get things going down there. He sucked so rough on my hard little nipples which was a good sign. I didn’t have time for this guy to go easy on me.
    

    
      I stood on my knees and used a hand to position him at my opening. Just his head was in and I could already tell this guy was going to stretch the fuck out of my little pussy.
    

    
      Good.
    

    
      Thick cocks make me cum quick.
    

    
      As I lowered down onto him I became aware of how much longer he had gotten as well. This guy had a nice dick. It was a shame that he had to be a quickie in my back seat. A cock this big will usually make me cum several times. 
    

    
      If only I had the time.
    

    
      “Fuck, you have a big dick!” I could feel my tight walls stretching to welcome him into me.  His rigid veiny shaft passed further through my opening. When he was all the way in I could feel him touch my little pleasure button at the back of my vagina that few cocks can reach. I didn’t even know it existed until I was about thirty five. “Mmm oh fuck! That little bitch doesn’t know what she’s missing.” I tossed my head back with a gasp of pleasure.
    

    
      “She could never take me all the way like you can.”
    

    
      “She’s probably not a little slut like me either. Now fuck me! Fuck me like you’ve always wanted to fuck her.”
    

    
      I lit something animalistic inside of him as he clasped his hands just above my ass for leverage and started pounding up into me.
    

    
      “Nngh. Fuck! You’re so deep. Slow down!”
    

    
      “I didn’t fucking ask you bitch! Now take my cock like a good little slut! And keep your mouth shut.”
    

    
      He was destroying my little sheath with his meaty cock. And I fucking loved it. He had a big cock and good lord he knew how to use it.
    

    
      I came.
    

    
      Hard.
    

    
      “Oh FUCK! Fuck! Fuck! FUUUCK! Yes baby! Make my little cunt cream all over your big dick!” My Mercedes was also sound proofed.
    

    
      My legs started to shake and the walls of my pussy squeezed in on him. I made the muscles of my pelvic floor dance and milk his shaft.
    

    
      He didn’t last long inside my contracting pussy. His hips bucked forward as his arms held my hips down on his pulsing cock. A powerful load released up into me.
    

    
      “You’re so fucking hot. Do you wanna go again?”
    

    
      I did. I really fucking did. Now that I was stretched open I wanted him to use my pussy until the muscles in my legs turned to jelly and my vulva was red and swollen from his pounding. But I had a stupid fucking meeting to go to.
    

    
      “Sorry baby but it’s time for you to go.”
    

    
      “Well when can I see you again? Your body is fucking incredible.”
    

    
      As much as I wanted to meet up with him again after work I had to remind myself that it was a slippery slope to keep in touch. Especially with a cock 
      that nice
      .
    

    
      “Just think of me every time you fuck her from now on.” I let out a gasp as I pulled off of him. I could feel his load about to leak out of me so I slid my panties back on to keep it contained.
    

    
      I was going to sit through that whole meeting with cum leaking out of my pussy and it would be my little secret.
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      “So Angie. Do we have a deal?”
    

    
      I noticed that I was staring at the burly, dark skinned man in front me but I wasn’t really hearing any of his words. Damn he really filled that suit out nicely.
    

    
      I looked to my assistant, Lucas–the real brains of this operation–who gave me a nod of agreement.
    

    
      I reached out and shook the man’s enormous hand. “It’s a deal.” His hand dwarfed my own with a gentle yet firm grasp.
    

    
      I wanted him. I wanted him so fucking bad. He looked like he was practically all muscle under that perfectly tailored suit. And those hands. Wrapped around my waist as he took me from behind. God, I would just melt into a puddle in his grasp.
    

    
      I wondered what he would think if he knew my pussy lips were currently drenched in a strangers cum.
    

    
      He was hard to read though. He didn’t steal a single glance at my cleavage the whole meeting. He didn’t eye my ass as I walked into the conference room.
    

    
      It just made me want him more.
    

    
      Like I had to earn him.
    

    
      But I couldn’t have him. He was visiting our company with several of his colleagues and separating him away from them without good cause would prove to be difficult. The whole group of them was all business.
    

    
      Not to mention that if he turned down my advances it would look extremely bad for my company.
    

    
      Lucas keeps reminding me that my sexual appetites could be bad for the company’s image if my little shenanigans ever got out. ‘Shenanigans’ being his word, not mine. Lucas is just about one of the only people who knows the extent of my promiscuity. He’s a sharp kid and as my personal assistant he caught on quickly. Especially after that business trip to New York. So much good dick in New York.
    

    
      Anyways back to the tall, dark and handsome man that had just walked out of the conference room. The one with the amazing ass and huge square shoulders.
    

    
      “Jason.” He turned back to look at me. “Here. In case you need to contact me about the project or any other concerns you might have.” I handed him one of my business cards and let my hand linger in his.
    

    
      “Oh thanks. I think our assistants already exchanged contact info.”
    

    
      “Well I’m sure a busy man like you likes to get right down to business. So feel free to call me personally with anything you need.”
    

    
      “Thank you for that. I will.” Jason went to turn and then turned back to me, “You know. If you’re not busy, my team and I were just going to grab drinks at that little bar across the street before heading back to the hotel.”
    

    
      I knew full well that my obligations were done for the day but I still checked my watch so I didn’t seem too desperately eager to join them.
    

    
      “Yeah. Let me just get a couple things finished up here. I’ll see you over there.”
    

    
      By that I meant, let me go clean up my cum soaked pussy and put on some new panties before I try to get in your pants.
    

    
      I always keep some extra clothes in my office. Once I was cleaned up I decided on a tight backless dress. So naturally no bra. And oops, clumsy me forgot to put on panties. The dress stopped just below where it cupped my ass and if Jason needed a little 
      extra 
      inspiration, my bare pussy was ready to give it to him.
    

    
      The guy in the elevator ride downstairs stole exactly five glances at my tits and it was tempting to see just how fast I could make him cream his pants if I showed him my plump chest. But I had other matters to attend to.
    

    
      “Angie! You made it!” I walked up to the bar and was immediately greeted by Jason. His shell of professionalism had melted away and he seemed much more relaxed. His perfect, white smile stayed plastered on his face. His suit coat was hanging on the chair beside him and the sleeves of his fitted dress shirt were rolled up to reveal his bulging forearms. “Another for the pretty lady!” Jason hollered to the bartender who promptly poured me a shot.
    

    
      “Oh, well thank you.” I threw back the shot and felt the burn of alcohol warm my body as it traveled down my throat.
    

    
      I felt Jason’s warm hand rest on the bare skin of my toned back. “Damn, you work out don’t you?” He said it in a friendly but almost teasing way.
    

    
      “Says the guy with biceps as big as my thighs.” I teased back.
    

    
      Jason flexed and his tailored button up was barely containing his swollen muscles.
    

    
      Holy fuck the guy was massive.
    

    
      I wanted him to toss me around his hotel room like his little sex toy.
    

    
      I reached to feel his hard muscles. “You’re fucking huge.”
    

    
      He swiveled his wrist and made his biceps dance under my touch. “I get that a lot."
    

    
      “Oh…I’m sure you do.” I eyed him up and down which he met with a smile.
    

    
      “Maybe we should work out together sometime.” He looked over my body in the tight dress and his voice got suggestive as if he didn’t mean a simple workout in the gym.
    

    
      “That’s only if you can keep up with me, big boy.”
    

    
      He laughed. “I think it’s you who won’t be able to keep up with me.”
    

    
      We shared a look that said what we both really meant and my used pussy zinged with approval. I wanted more cock and I was so close to Jason giving it to me.
    

    
      “I don’t know. Most men can’t keep up with me. What makes you think that you can?” Now that I had his attention I wanted to make him work for it. Men always fuck me senseless when they feel like they have had to earn me. When in reality he could take me right here, right now, bent over the bar with my dress pulled up over my ass.
    

    
      Jason didn’t say a thing. He grabbed one of my wrists and just held it up for a moment, tracing my fingers with his. “You really wanna know?”
    

    
      “I’m dying to know.” I feigned sarcasm as a warm puddle started to form between my thighs as he controlled my movements.
    

    
      He turned toward me and pressed my hand into his warm crotch.
    

    
      Oh fuck.
    

    
      He felt…heavy.
    

    
      He was soft but already huge.
    

    
      The thought of two huge cocks in one day had me aching already.
    

    
      “Mmm…but do you know how to use it?”
    

    
      He flexed his core and made his cock jump in his pants. “Oh. I most definitely do.”
    

    
      “Prove it.” I just looked up at him with my eyes telling him to make the next move.
    

    
      Jason set down his drink and ran his big hand tauntingly down my cheek. “I’ll make you fucking squeal.”
    

    
      I set my drink down as well. “Prove. It.”
    

    
      We stared into each other's eyes for three impossibly long seconds before I turned and headed towards the door.
    

    
       I didn’t have to look back to know his eyes were firmly planted on my ass wobbling in my dress with each step in my tall, red, fuck-me heels. I got a few steps away and bent over to show my bare pussy since I knew he was looking.
    

    
      Then I continued until I was just about to walk out the door and I felt Jason’s hand grab my hip with a commanding grip.
    

    
      He spun me around and effortlessly lifted me up and cradled me in his arms.
    

    
      “Where are you taking me?” I asked.
    

    
      “To prove it, you little slut.” He said, pushing through the bar’s doors and out onto the street.
    

    
      He carried me down the street to his hotel. As soon as he got in the elevator I pulled out my tits for him to suck on. I pulled his face into my chest as he carried me and he sucked my stiff nipple into his mouth.
    

    
      The elevator dinged that the door was going to open and I barely had enough time to put my tits away.
    

    
      “She sprained her ankle.” Jason said to the couple getting onto the elevator.
    

    
      The couple was young and attractive and wearing nothing but bathing suits. Probably heading up to some kind of rooftop pool. Her with a tiny bikini on her petite frame and he had short swim trunks showing off his toned legs and a hint of abs. I was so fucking horny so I took a leap. “He’s actually going to go fuck me with his huge cock. If you guys are interested in something like that.”
    

    
      The couple looked at me and then at each other with wide eyes.
    

    
      “Umm. I don’t think so. We’ve never…” The woman blushed but I cut her off before she could finish.
    

    
      “I can promise you will not get another offer like this. I mean look at him.” I nodded at Jason. “And I don’t mean to brag but I’m pretty fucking good myself.”
    

    
      The woman looked Jason up and down. I noticed her pause as she eyed his groin. Her cheeks got red hot. Jason must have been getting hard from sucking on my tits and it gave her something big to stare at. I saw her whisper something in her husband’s ear.
    

    
      I told Jason to put me down and I walked over to them and flashed my perfect, mature tits.
    

    
      “Damn, are those real?” The woman asked, getting a little more confident. Her husband just 
      stared
      , speechless.
    

    
      I nodded my head, “Wanna feel?” I gave my tits a squeeze and the woman looked to her husband in hesitation before she stepped forward to fondle my chest.
    

    
      “Oh wow. You have nice tits.” The woman lifted my breasts, feeling their weight before giving them a squeeze. “I’m so jealous, mine are so tiny.” She groped her own chest.
    

    
      “Oh whatever. I’m sure you have such pretty boobs.” I said, cupping her chest. I felt 
      out the
       situation and she seemed totally comfortable now. Probably the more adventurous one in their relationship.
    

    
      Her and her husband watched as I pulled her tiny bikini top to the side to reveal her perky tits. B cups, if I had to warrant a guess, with cute little barbell piercings. “Oh wow, that’s hot. I love your piercings. Don’t you think she has cute tits?” I turned to Jason who had a sizable erection growing in his pants.
    

    
      “So fucking hot.” Jason’s voice was deep and full of lust.
    

    
      I pulled my dress back up. “So what do you guys say? Want to have some fun with us tonight?” I looked at the husband who still seemed very hesitant. “Don’t worry. I’ll make sure to take such good care of you too.” I ran a finger down his bare stomach and let it linger and trace along the waistband of his swim trunks.
    

    
      He looked to his wife, whose look said that she was in but it was up to him.
    

    
      I continued to tease him with my fingers.
    

    
      I decided to turn up the heat.
    

    
      “Don’t you wanna fuck my tight little pussy while you watch your wife try to take his big black cock?”
    

    
      His breathing quickened. He wanted it. I could tell he wanted it. I just had to get him to admit it. The wife, who had become noticeably more excited at my words, grabbed her husband's hand for support.
    

    
      “It could be so hot, baby.”
    

    
      A brief moment of pause, “Fuck it. Let’s go.”
    

    
      “Good boy.” I gave his cock a squeeze and turned as the elevator doors opened to our floor.
    

    
      Jason’s room wasn’t far. We made brief introductions as we walked down the halls.
    

    
      “So I’m Angie and this mountain of a man is Jason.” Jason flashed his big smile and shook both of their hands.
    

    
      “I’m Summer and this is Eric.” The wife of the couple introduced, absolutely giddy with excitement.
    

    
      “Have you guys ever done anything like this before?” Jason asked.
    

    
      “No, never.” Eric answered. A hint of excitement growing in his voice.
    

    
      “Well, actually. I used to swap a little with my boyfriend in college.” Summer admitted. Eric looked at her, a little shocked.
    

    
      “Didn’t know your wife was a little slut did you?” I took Eric by the arm to calm his nerves. “Don’t worry sweetie. Your about to have the best sex of your life. No offense to your beautiful wife.”
    

    
      “Oh, none taken.” Summer quipped. “You’re so fucking hot Angie. I wish I were a guy so I could fuck you myself.”
    

    
      Jason closed the door behind us and I was surprised to watch Summer strip off her top and immediately kneel in front of her husband. She tugged his trunks off and instantly swallowed his soft cock to start getting him hard with her mouth.
    

    
      “Oh wow. You are a little slut aren’t you?”
    

    
      Summer just smiled with her mouth full of cock and started to bob up and down faster as Eric hardened in her mouth.
    

    
      I decided to do the same. I knelt in front of Jason and began to undo his pants. His hard cock was begging to get out.
    

    
      I pulled down his boxer briefs to reveal inch after inch of his thick black member. His waistband tugged him down until I pulled it across his tip and his cock sprang up.
    

    
      “Oh my god!”
    

    
      “Oh my god!” Summer echoed. “Honey, look how big he is!”
    

    
      All eyes were on Jason’s monster cock. He was thick and veiny. So fucking veiny. His penis almost looked…strong. It was the most intimidating cock I had ever seen.
    

    
      I traced his taut veins with my tongue as I stroked his huge balls with my nails. When I reached his throbbing purple tip I sized him up. My two tiny hands were no match for this thick veiny monster.
    

    
      Jason held the base of his cock and pressed himself past my lips onto my tongue. The musky scent of sex surrounded me as I tasted him.
    

    
      I looked over to Summer who was gulping down Eric’s stiff cock with ease. Sliding her greedy mouth from his tip to his base over and over again. My pussy was drooling as I watched her little tits bounce with her enthusiastic sucking and the taste of cock on my tongue.
    

    
      I pulled out my tits and reached a hand down to pleasure my insatiable pussy.
    

    
      “Oh fuck! Baby! Your mouth is too good!” I pulled off of Jason and watched Eric cover Summer’s smiling face in streaks of white cum.
    

    
      “Fuck. Good girl Summer. Now you can come help me with this one.”
    

    
      Summer jumped up and rushed over to kneel in front of Jason with me. I kissed her lips and licked a rope of her husband’s salty cum off her chin.
    

    
      “Oh fuck, that’s so hot.” Summer gasped as I pulled her back in and plunged her husband’s cum into her mouth with my tongue. Our tongues swirled around in a sticky mess while I started to play with her perfect little tits. Her nipples were already hard and she let out a little whimper into my mouth as I pinched and lightly twisted her tiny buttons.
    

    
      She pulled away from our kiss and leaned her head back as I continued to toy with her. She bit her lip and squealed some more.
    

    
      I pulled her back to me and continued to clean the cum off of her with my tongue as I grabbed her hands and placed them on my tits for her to return the favor.
    

    
      My nipples were already hard and so sensitive between her slender fingers. She caressed my tits and my pussy begged to feel her playful tongue.
    

    
      “Mmm, you boys wanna watch her eat me out.” I looked at Eric who was staring dumbfounded and Jason who was slowly pumping his big dick.
    

    
      “Oh fuck, can I? I haven't eaten pussy in so long.” Summer pulled back with a look of excitement on her face.
    

    
      “Let’s give these men a show.” I stood and led Summer to the bed where I backed my way onto the fluffy blankets and pulled off my dress. My eyes and spread legs beckoned Summer to come devour my slit and like a good girl she did just that.
    

    
      I hadn’t been eaten out with such enthusiasm in years. The woman knew her way  around a vulva and was sending spikes of pleasure through my body with her skilled tongue.
    

    
      “Oh fuck, your mouth feels so good. Doesn’t your wife eat pussy so good baby?” I looked to Eric who had started to stroke his cock and get hard again. His penis was actually quite nice. It was decently sized with a slight upward curve that I knew would hit my sweet spots when I rode him later. And then I looked at Jason to call him over to me.
    

    
      He slapped his cock against my face before stretching my mouth again. Eric’s cock would hit my sweet spots but I could tell 
      Jason’s was
       going to fill me.
    

    
      I savored the taste of Jason’s dick as Summer continued to fuck me with her tongue. My hips started to grind against her and she wrapped her tiny arms around my thighs and surprisingly held me down as she forced my orgasm with her mouth.
    

    
      “Such a good girl. Like so fucking good. Like my pussy hasn’t been eaten like that…ever.”
    

    
      Summer smiled with pride and licked me off of her lips. “You taste so fucking good.”
    

    
      I leaned forward and untied the tassels on Summer’s bikini bottoms, “Your turn.” I slid her bottoms off. “You want this big black dick inside of you don’t you?”
    

    
      “Oh fuck yes!” Summer immediately got up on her hands and knees and wiggled her tiny ass in the air as Jason took her by the hips and tugged her to the edge of the bed.
    

    
      I could hear Jason slapping his meaty cock between her wet lips.
    

    
      “Oh! Oh fuck! Oh fuck that’s big!” Summer winced and bit into her lip to work through the pain of being stretched open. “Oh baby he is so big!” She looked at Eric before her eyes rolled back and she could only focus on the feeling of Jason slowly spreading her.
    

    
      I swept Summer’s hair back and kissed up her neck and licked across her lips where the taste of my pussy still lingered. She was in another world as her walls peeled open further than they ever have.
    

    
      I looked up to see Jason’s now naked, chiseled body standing behind her and slowly guiding her petite hips back onto him.
    

    
      “Ughh too deep.” Summer grunted, her eyes going wide.
    

    
      Jason started pulling out of her to begin another slow thrust and Summer shuddered at the feeling of the beast leaving her empty.
    

    
      Jason spread her rear end open with his hands and slid back in. A little faster this time. Summer tried to control her breathing.
    

    
      “Fuck that’s a lot of cock.” Summer groaned.
    

    
      I looked over to see Eric rock hard and stroking himself at the sight of his wife being taken by a bigger cock.
    

    
      “Is he stretching you honey?” Eric asked.
    

    
      “Baby…he is splitting me in two. His cock feels like it’s in my fucking chest.”
    

    
      I stood up from the bed and went in front of Eric as I started grinding my fat ass against his hard-on. I slid him between my thighs and let him feel how wet I was before I pushed him onto the bed next to his wife and straddled his stiff dick.
    

    
      I quickly planted myself down on him and started riding his cock with smooth movements of my hips. I could feel my ass bouncing on him with each thrust down. I sat up and looked at Jason who was watching my ass bounce.
    

    
      Smack!
    

    
      Jason pummeled my ass as I continued to ride.
    

    
      “Oh fuck yes! Harder baby.”
    

    
      Smack!
    

    
      A jolt rang through my crotch and up my spine.
    

    
      I started riding faster. Eric’s plump head pressed on my g-spot with each in and out bringing me close to an orgasm.
    

    
      I looked over to see Summer being fucked into another reality.
    

    
      I know that feeling.
    

    
      I love that feeling.
    

    
      To have every thought fucked out of me and have my head full of nothing but the feeling of a cock shattering me.
    

    
      “Oh. He’s gonna make me cum. Eric I’m going to cum on his big cock. His big black cock. I can’t help it, baby! It’s just…sooo big!” Summer’s face got red and she screamed out a string of swear words too long to count until Jason tossed her off of his shaft and onto the bed, leaving her lost in a sea of pleasure with her thighs clenched shut and shaking.
    

    
      I looked back at Jason and his eyes looked hungry. His cock, ready to conquer. He looked down at my ass as I rode Eric.
    

    
      Jason grabbed my hips and pressed me down onto Eric’s dick with force which made me start to cum and milk Eric up into me. And then Jason pressed his head against my puckering flower, his cock still coated with Summer’s slick juices.
    

    
      He wasn’t nearly as soft with me as he was with Summer. He held me down on Eric’s cock and forced his own thick member into my asshole without restraint. My core was a swirl of pleasure and pain as Jason held onto my ass cheeks and pummeled into me.
    

    
      Eric was spent inside of me but Jason just kept holding me down as he stretched my ass. I could feel his big balls slapping my taint as he used my ass like his own personal fuck toy.
    

    
      My orgasm from Eric hadn't subsided before Jason was making me cum again. My holes felt so stretched, so used. The feeling of two big cocks rubbing together inside of me was driving me crazy. Nothing but a thin wall of flesh separating the two men that were making me cream and gush.
    

    
      I started grinding my hips into Eric as I felt Jason erupt into my ass.
    

    
      I've never felt so full.
    

    
      My pelvic floor convulsed and forced Eric out of me with a powerful, gushing squirt while Jason buried his dick in me and held me on him until my orgasm was through.
    

    
      I collapsed onto the bed beside Summer and felt hot cum leaking out of both holes.
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      “Are you fucking kidding me?” I mashed the panel of buttons with my fist. “I fucking knew something like this was going to happen.”
    

    
      I had just left work on a Friday afternoon and the elevator came to an abrupt halt between floors.
    

    
      “Is there somebody we can call?” I looked over to the source of the question. A new-hire that was now trapped in the elevator with me.
    

    
      I didn’t answer, I just pulled out my phone in a fit of frustration and dialed the number for the building manager.
    

    
      No answer.
    

    
      I hung up and called again.
    

    
      No answer.
    

    
      There was a number for the elevator company on the panel. I tried the number only to get a recorded message stating that it was after their normal business hours.
    

    
      “Fuck!”
    

    
      “Hey, it’s going to be ok.” He tried to empathize with me. I looked over at the guy stuck in the elevator with me. He was tall and skinny and looked to be in his early twenties. Very clean cut with a messenger bag slung over one shoulder.
    

    
      “I know it’s going to be ok. It’s just. I have stuff to do.”
    

    
      “Oh, going to a party or something?” He asked.
    

    
      “Sure. Yeah, something like that.” I wasn’t going to tell this stranger that I had an orgy to get to. It would take far more explaining than I wanted to do right now.
    

    
      I was so fucking ready for it.
    

    
      I had been wearing my butt plug around the office since lunch to tease myself with pleasure and to prepare for the night ahead.
    

    
      “Oh, I’m sorry. Well, hopefully you won’t be too late for your party.”
    

    
      “It’s not that I’m going to be late, it's just that…” I stopped. Again, too much explaining to do right now.
    

    
      Sure the orgy was probably going to go until the early hours of tomorrow morning before things finally wrapped up but work was already running late and if I didn’t get there soon it meant that all the good partners would already be paired and grouped off.
    

    
      Nothing quite like walking into an orgy that has been going for two hours already. Everybody is already warmed up, their bodies humming together in a mass of ecstasy and you’re just left trying to find where to fit in.
    

    
      “It’s just that what?” He questioned at my pause.
    

    
      “Really, it’s nothing.”
    

    
      “Well I’ve got nowhere to be.” The young man continued, unprompted.
    

    
      I looked him up and down. “Yeah, that checks out.” I wasn’t trying to be rude, he just happened to be the only thing to lash out at right now. He was actually decently attractive, nothing jaw dropping but he was cute. But cute didn’t mean a damn thing when I was stuck in an elevator with a plug in my ass, a slick pussy, and absolutely nothing to do about it.
    

    
      I fidgeted around as I started to realize just how turned on my little plug had made me. My panties were soaked and my pussy was starting to ache from the soft pressure inside my ass.
    

    
      The guy pulled out his phone and dialed a number. I watched as he described our situation in full to whoever was on the other end and then hung up.
    

    
      “That was the fire department. He said it could be at least two hours until they can get down here and get us out. Apparently there is a fire at some substation that shut down power to this whole area.”
    

    
      Fuck.
    

    
      Two more hours meant I was definitely going to be too late.
    

    
      Fuck. I had to have this plug in me for another two hours with no release. I was already soaking through my panties. And the more I fidget the more the plug rubs my walls and the wetter I’ll get.
    

    
      I felt a small trickle creep past my panties and slowly start to run down my thigh. I was wearing a dress that came to mid thigh so I had to squeeze my legs together to stop my juices from running down my leg any further.
    

    
      Squeezing my thighs together only increased the pressure of my little plug on my tight asshole.
    

    
      I took a few deep breaths to quell the shudder of pleasure rising in my core.
    

    
      “Are you ok?” He asked, noticing my breathing.
    

    
      “Yeah, I’m fine.” I lied. It’s not like I could tell this guy that I had a slow orgasm building inside of me from wearing a plug in my ass for the last four hours.
    

    
      “I’m sure everything is going to be fine. They design these things so that in the event of power failure there is almost no chance that they will fall.”
    

    
      “Why the fuck would you say that?”
    

    
      The guy looked nervous, “I just…”
    

    
      “No. Why the fuck would you say that? I wasn’t even thinking about this elevator plunging us to our deaths but now I sure am.”
    

    
      “Fuck. Sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you.”
    

    
      “It’s fine. I’m not scared it’s just…” I stopped myself again. I didn’t have another excuse to explain away my whole…
      situation.
    

    
      I leaned back against the wall of the elevator.
    

    
      Another mistake.
    

    
      It put pressure on the little nub that was sticking out of my behind.
    

    
      My pussy clenched and drooled with anticipation.
    

    
      “Fuck.” I whispered under my breath.
    

    
      I realized quickly that there isn’t much room to whisper in a stopped elevator with two people in it.
    

    
      The guy looked at me with concern. “Seriously, talking it out can help.”
    

    
      “Oh really? Talking about how my pussy is begging to be filled with cock because the anal plug in me is making me desperate for a nice hard cum, is going to help? Please tell me more.”
    

    
      His face got red at my words and he immediately looked towards the floor at his own feet.
    

    
      Poor guy was probably intimidated enough being stuck in an elevator with his older, female boss. I could tell that I had made things much worse.
    

    
      Great, now it was two more hours with a plug in my ass and I had made things extremely awkward with the only other person I had to talk to.
    

    
      I’m not normally this prone to anger but the situation at hand gave me a few reasons. But I quickly realized that I needed to stop being angry at him. His pitiful expression made me want to mend things but I wasn’t really sure how.
    

    
      “Sorry about that. Probably a little TMI. Probably a lot actually. But I’m sure you’ve already heard the rumors.”
    

    
      “What rumors?” He asked, still not looking up at me.
    

    
      “That your boss is a slut. Just because an older woman isn’t afraid to admit that she still has needs people immediately accuse her of being slutty. A bunch of double standard bullshit.” He remained silent so I continued to vent, it’s not like I had much to hide at this point. “Like if I was a guy at my age and in my position people would almost expect me to be sleeping around. But no, I’m an older woman who isn’t married but still enjoys sex so they crucify me.”
    

    
      “I…I haven’t heard any of those rumors before.” He finally said, his voice timid.
    

    
      “Just wait, you will.”
    

    
      “Well I wouldn’t believe them anyways.” He 
      stated
       as he took a quick glance in my direction but didn’t hold it long.
    

    
      “Interesting. And why is that?” I was genuinely curious. I knew about the gossip that circulated the office about my little sexcapades. It didn’t paint me in a great light.
    

    
      “I don’t know, you seemed really nice in orientation. And I’ve only been here a week but you’re a really good boss. And I think that just because you like to have sex, it doesn’t make you a bad person.”
    

    
      I felt a smile creep across my lips, “Well thank you, that’s very kind of you. What was your name again?”
    

    
      “Cameron.”
    

    
      “Well Cameron, I guess this is our Friday night. Any ideas how we could not make it so terrible?”
    

    
      I wasn’t hinting at anything. I swear. I was just trying to make amends and not come across as such a bitch after my little spat I had earlier.
    

    
      “Is…is that thing you mentioned earlier making you uncomfortable?”
    

    
      “You mean my butt plug?”
    

    
      His face grew red again when I mentioned it.
    

    
      “Yeah, I’d have to admit that it’s not the greatest at the moment.” I continued.
    

    
      “Then why did you wear it or whatever?”
    

    
      Well I mean the truth was out there so I might as well indulge the guy’s questions, “You remember how I said I was going to a party?”
    

    
      Cameron nodded.
    

    
      “Well it’s more like I’m going to an orgy. I wear it to get ready for what I’m going to be doing later.”
    

    
      “Oh…” I could see his face deep in thought before it got red again. It was actually kind of cute the more it happened. I could tell by the way he reacted and the way he asked his question that Cameron was rather inexperienced. If the poor guy wasn’t a virgin I could only imagine that the extent of his sexual knowledge was maybe getting a few sloppy handjobs or maybe some awkward sex in missionary.
    

    
      After he came to the understanding of just why I was wearing an anal plug during work I saw him get that look that he was thinking again.
    

    
      “So…do you need to…take it off?” It was kind of cute just how naive he was.
    

    
      I chuckled, “More like take it out but it’s not like I am just going to do that in front of you while we’re stuck in here.” As I spoke I felt myself continue to coat my panties in my arousal from the little toy inside of me. The hollow between my legs and the insides of my thighs were starting to grow just slightly sticky from my pussy leaking. Normally I love how wet I get but not right now.
    

    
      “I could just put in my headphones and turn the other way while you do it. I mean if it would help. It’s hard enough us being trapped in here, no reason you need to be more uncomfortable.”
    

    
      Just the idea made me laugh. It was somewhat surreal but I could tell by the look on Cameron’s face that he was being serious. He actually cared and he was willing to do his best to make me feel comfortable.
    

    
      And then I got an idea. A very, very naughty idea that was sure to spice up this otherwise terrible Friday night and that would hopefully take care of the ache that had been growing between my legs..
    

    
      “Do you think I’m attractive?” I asked Cameron.
    

    
      My question caught him off guard and he struggled to answer.
    

    
      “It’s ok. Pretend for just a moment that I’m not your boss. Do you think I’m hot?”
    

    
      I watched his eyes cautiously travel down my body.
    

    
      “Well?”
    

    
      I watched him fidget just a little. “I think you’re very beautiful, yes.”
    

    
      I could hear the stammer in his voice.
    

    
      “Ok, beautiful. But do you think I’m sexy?”
    

    
      “What…what do you mean?” He was almost worried about answering me.
    

    
      I stepped up to him and took his hands in mine. “Like this, your big, veiny hands. Very sexy. You’re tall, a strong jaw and nose, nice skin, an attractive haircut. Also sexy.” I placed a hand on his chest, surprised to find some definition in his muscles. I stood on my tiptoes and whispered in his ear “Your lean, toned body. Mmm, so sexy.”
    

    
      My hand on his chest felt his heart starting to race.
    

    
      “So, Cameron, do you think your older, horny boss is sexy? I’m just dying to know.” I pressed my body into him and felt a ridge in his pants that told me more than enough. God, I loved a nice young cock. They get so hard so fast. Knowing that my mature body already had him that stiff in his pants  just egged me on.
    

    
      I wanted to hear him say it. I wanted him to make me hot as he admired my  curves.
    

    
      “I think you’re a very attractive woman Miss 
      Blocke
      .”
    

    
      “Oh do you? What do you like most? And call me Leanne, sweetie.”
    

    
      “I don’t know, I like all of you I guess.”
    

    
      I could tell he was going to need a little guidance so I took his hands in mine again and used them to feel my body.
    

    
      I started with his hands on my neck.
    

    
      “Don’t you just love the sensual curve of a woman’s neck?”
    

    
      “Yes.” Cameron huffed as his breathing began to grow heavy.
    

    
      I moved his hands slowly down my neck and over my shoulders until they rested on my plump tits.
    

    
      “And I know you’ve just been dying to know what my big tits look like out of this tight dress. Haven’t you?”
    

    
      “I…I…”
    

    
      “It’s ok sweetheart. You were a good boy. So respectful not staring at my tits this whole time even though I know you’ve just been fighting it. Well now I’m telling you it’s ok. Find out just what my plump, mature tits feel like in your big hands.” I made his hands squeeze me.
    

    
      “Oh fuck.” It was a whisper and I hardly heard him say it but he was finally catching on.
    

    
      “Mmm, such a good boy. Now tell me what else you like about my body.”
    

    
      “I…I really like the way your hips move when you walk.”
    

    
      I let go of his hands and they traveled down to my hips.
    

    
      “Well if you’re watching my hips then I know you’ve also seen my ass. What do you think of my ass, Cameron?”
    

    
      “I love your ass, Leanne.”
    

    
      “Good, I’ve worked so hard on it trying to get hot, young guys like you to stare. I’m glad all my hard work wasn’t for nothing.” I paused for just a second, feeling the heat from his hands penetrating through the thin material of my tight dress before I took a step away from him. “So tell me, have you ever pictured what your hot, older boss looks like naked?”
    

    
      “Y-yes.”
    

    
      “Ooh, naughty boy. And what do you do when you’re thinking about my womanly, naked body, Cameron? Do you play with that big dick of yours?”
    

    
      I watched his erection stir in his pants.
    

    
      "I think that cock of yours is answering for you."
    

    
      "Umm..I…I'm sorry it's just." He tried to angle his body to hide his erection.
    

    
      "Oh sweetie. I'm flattered. Knowing I can make a young guy like you so worked up." I pulled our bodies close again and started to tease my fingers along his waistband, slowly untucking his shirt. "You could be chasing after all the pretty young girls in the office but instead you can't take your eyes off your milf of a boss."
    

    
      "I'm sorry. I don't mean to stare, it's just…"
    

    
      "I wear these tight dresses and pencil skirts to work for a reason. So don't be sorry. Besides, I have an idea just how you can make up for being such a naughty boy." I grabbed his thick cock through his pants and looked up at him. "Is this all for me?"
    

    
      "Y-yes Miss Blocke…er..Leanne."
    

    
      I smiled, watching him grow more and more flustered.
    

    
      I was going to have fun with him. And judging by the size of the cock in my hands it was going to be 
      a lot
       of fun.
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      "So tell me Cameron, have you ever been with a woman before?"
    

    
      "Um, yeah, just once though."
    

    
      "And did you fuck her?"
    

    
      "Err…uh…yes." He answered.
    

    
      I lightly squeezed and slowly started stroking him through his pants. "And when I say fuck, I mean really fuck. I mean did you grab her by the hips and shove your big dick in her until she was screaming and shaking with pleasure?"
    

    
      He just stood, unable to answer as I pleasured him with my hands.
    

    
      "Because that's what you're going to do to me. Right now." I continued. "You're going to bend me over, pull my dress up over my ass and have your way with me with this huge cock of yours."
    

    
      “I…I don’t know if I should.”
    

    
      “Oh you definitely should. I’ll be a fuck you’ll never forget.” I stood on my tiptoes again and kissed him on his face. “What do you 
      say
      , big boy?”
    

    
      “What if…what if they show up to get us out while we’re….ya know.”
    

    
      “Fucking?” I corrected him, “Oh honey, that’s cute that you think you can last two hours with me. Especially once my tits are out of this pesky dress.” I winked and took my hands off of his ridge for a moment. I slowly began to remove my dress and bra straps from my shoulders, taking things at a slow, teasing pace as I revealed just a little more of my tits. I pushed them together and pressed them up on my chest before letting them fall and jiggle back down.
    

    
      Cameron’s undivided attention was on my little strip tease and the way his eyes 
      worshipped
       my body made me want to give him a show. I kept pulling down the neckline of my dress until I could nearly feel my stiff nipples about to spring free before I pulled it back up. Then I pulled the dress down completely off of my tits as I kept them covered with an arm across my chest. I pulled the arm away and slowly covered my big tits with just my hands, then just a couple fingers that showed the edges of my areolas..
    

    
      I could tell the anticipation was killing him and I fucking loved every second of it. To know you have complete control over a man with just a couple fingers covering your nipples is thrilling. Little did he know I was so turned on that if he wanted control over me that he could have it. He could have freed my tits and been fucking me by now if he wanted to.
    

    
      But his inexperience left him 
      like putty
       in my hands. It had been a while since I’ve had that feeling. Because it had been a while since I had been with a guy that was nearly half my age.
    

    
      I didn’t realize how much I missed fooling around with a younger man until I saw how Cameron looked at me. Like he would do absolutely anything to have me.
    

    
      I finished my little titty tease by tugging my nipples up and letting my womanly breasts hang  with their weight until I let go and let gravity do what gravity does.
    

    
      I love my boobs, they sag just a little more than they did when I was in my prime. I used to be a little self conscious about the change with age until I had a young guy look at them much like Cameron was looking at them right then. Like they were the best tits they had ever seen.
    

    
      I stood on display for him to take in my body for a moment. “Now, it’s your turn.”
    

    
      My words shook him back to reality. “What do you want me to do?” Cameron asked.
    

    
      “Oh I think you know what I want.”
    

    
      His hands felt for his belt and he looked up at me with soft eyes that looked like they were asking if it was ok for him to take his cock out. God I just wanted to be getting fucked already but it was so cute watching him stumble through our little encounter.
    

    
      I know I could have just taken him and fucked him senseless. That was too easy. It would blow his mind now but I wanted to give him an experience that would stick with him forever. I wanted to be the fuck that he thought about years from now as he desperately jerked off in the shower. Or the woman he couldn’t stop thinking about even when he was with someone else.
    

    
      I crossed my arms under my tits and raised my eyebrows at him, “Well. Let’s see it.”
    

    
      He fumbled with his belt as I could see the slight tremble in his hands. Once again I placed my hands on his to let him know it was ok. He took a deep breath and continued to undress.
    

    
      He was so hard against his tight boxer briefs. His cock was begging to be free. It sprung free and waved a few times back and forth in front of him.
    

    
      I knew he was big after I felt him through his pants but he looked more than just big. His cock looked…powerful. Almost intimidating. A thick, veiny rod hanging off of his otherwise slender frame.
    

    
      “Oh fuck. Good for you.”
    

    
      “What?”
    

    
      Oh goodness. The guy really had no idea. He was clueless. He probably had the biggest cock out of any guy in the office, hell, probably any guy in the whole damn building and he didn’t even know it. That poor girl he slept with. He probably split her in half and had no idea he was doing it.
    

    
      “Cameron, your cock is absolutely massive.”
    

    
      “What? Really?” He couldn’t help but smile.
    

    
      Ok sure, size isn’t everything but fuck if my pussy didn’t whimper at the thought of being stretched by that monster dick. It was exactly what my greedy cunt needed after the toe-curling suspense I had put myself through.
    

    
      I was done teasing. I was done waiting. I turned around and took hold of the rectangular handrail that wrapped around the walls of the elevator and stuck my ass out. I shook my hips and felt my big ass wiggle back and forth in the small amount of dress that I was still technically wearing.
    

    
      “Let’s go. I need that cock in me now, Cameron. Your boss needs your fat cock to stretch her out.”
    

    
      He didn’t say a word. Only the sound of him trying to control his excited breathing filled the tiny elevator.
    

    
      I continued to shake my ass for him until I felt his hands on my hips. His touch was gentle.
    

    
      “Now normally with a cock that big you need to be careful. Lots of foreplay and lots of lube so the poor girl doesn’t have to limp the next day. But right now don’t you dare be careful with me. My pussy is soaking wet and I need you to be so fucking rough. Do you understand?”
    

    
      “I think so.”
    

    
      “How about this? I need you to fuck me like how you fuck in the fantasies you have while you jerk off.”
    

    
      “Oh, ok. I think I get it.”
    

    
      “Then what the 
      fuck
       are you waiting for?” I was getting cranky again. I needed dick 
      so bad
      .
    

    
      His hands moved from my hips to the hem of my dress and pulled it up over my ass. He hesitated before grabbing my panties and pulling them down. I wriggled my legs and let my panties fall down around the tall black heels that I was wearing before widening my stance just a little bit.
    

    
      I felt a soft swish of air against my soaked lips.
    

    
      “Did you want me to take this out for you?” I felt Cameron lightly tug at the jewel on the end of my plug.
    

    
      “No baby. I’m only interested in you putting more things in me at the moment.”
    

    
      He steadied his cock with one hand and pressed into my lips. It only took him a second to find my little honeypot. I could already feel him getting coated between my lips as my opening wrapped around his cockhead.
    

    
      It had been a while since I had one as big as him so I already felt the stretching sensations traveling through my bits.
    

    
      “Oh holy hell.”
    

    
      “Oh fuck, I’m sorry. Did I hurt you?” Cameron’s voice instantly grew worried.
    

    
      “What the fuck did I say? Just fuck me already! My milf pussy needs you so bad!”
    

    
      Cameron took a firm hold of my hips and rocked forward, burying his cock into me.
    

    
      “Nngh! Oh wow! Good fucking boy! Make my pussy yours!” My walls quickly spread for him and his cock plunged impossibly deep into me. He shattered me but I needed more. I wasn’t done until my tight pussy was used up and ruined by his massive, young cock.
    

    
      I must have unlocked something deep inside of him. Some primal urge to claim my pussy as his now that he felt my sex wrapped so tightly around him. His manly instinct to breed my mature cunt.
    

    
      I really don’t care what it was. All I cared about was the ferocity that he began to fuck me with.
    

    
      His big hands took a commanding grip of my body and he took me. Each thrust bottomed out deep in my core, simultaneously melting my brain and my pussy at the same time.
    

    
      My entire body was electric to the touch and feeling his fingers dig into me was so painfully sweet. I had to keep one hand to steady myself with the handrail but I used the other one to steady my shaking tits as they swung with each time he pummeled my insides. I squeezed my tits and pinched my nipples.
    

    
      I needed more. My body craved sensual pain against my sensitive skin.
    

    
      “Fucking….spank me!” I groaned between his quick thrusts.
    

    
      I didn’t have to hold his hand any more. His mind was swirling with lust and he didn’t need to think twice about striking my ass with his big open palm.
    

    
      Smack!
    

    
      The sound cracked against the walls of the elevator.
    

    
      “Mmm, is that all you got?” I didn’t just want a spank. I wanted him to redden my ass while he railed me.
    

    
      Smack! Smack!
    

    
      Quick, hard strikes left my flesh stinging.
    

    
      “Oh-ho, fuck yes. Keep going baby!”
    

    
      He struck me again, this time taking a handful of my firm ass in each hand and using his handfuls of my flesh as leverage to push and pull me in sync with his fucking.
    

    
      It might have only been his second time but he had great rhythm. He was also lasting longer than I thought he would.
    

    
      I’ve fucked 
      a lot
       of cocks. All shapes and sizes. But I couldn’t remember the last time I felt as full as I did with Cameron. The plug in my ass was helping.
    

    
      My pussy was a mess. My ass was red and possibly even a little bruised. And finally, I was about to cum so hard that I was starting to lose my ability to form full sentences.
    

    
      Grunts and groans. Whimpers and screams. It was all I could manage as his strong cock rearranged my insides.
    

    
      And then I came. I came hard. The orgasm that had been building in me made me see stars. Like a good bimbo my brain went blank aside from thoughts of big dick. And how I was going to get more of that big dick. 
    

    
      My pussy convulsed and I felt my asshole pucker as it 
      push
      ed out my little toy. My whole core tightened and started milking him up into me.
    

    
      “Can…can I cum in you?” Cameron’s words were heaved and frantic.
    

    
      “I don’t think you have a choice.”
    

    
      He forced himself into me and pushed me forward. I felt my feet leave the ground as he pinned my bare tits and face against the wall. My hips pressed into the hard handrail.
    

    
      It turns out that I didn’t have a choice. I was helpless to get away as he pumped me full.
    

    
      “Oh fuck that’s a lot of cum.” I could feel him swell and continue to unload. “Oh fuck, you’re going to fucking fill me. Fuck that’s hot.”
    

    
      His groans turned into yells.
    

    
      He. Was. Still. Cumming.
    

    
      It was the hottest thing I’ve ever felt. He was forcing me to be his little cum dump until every last drop was deep in my belly.
    

    
      Just then I could hear the sound of a motor running. It was like life had returned to the building.
    

    
      “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”
    

    
      “What?” Cameron got startled and yanked his still hard cock out of me.
    

    
      “Oh fuuuck!” I squealed at the shock of his cock pulling out and leaving me so sensitive.
    

    
      “Leanne, what’s wrong?!”
    

    
      “They’re here to get us out!”
    

    
      Cameron checked his watch. “They’re early.”
    

    
      “Yeah, no shit.” I quickly pulled up my dress and adjusted my bra.
    

    
      I watched Cameron try to stuff his slowly softening erection back into his pants and quickly tuck his shirt back in.
    

    
      I knew I still looked like a mess but I really didn’t care. All I could focus on was the feeling between my legs that let me know I had been used. A sore aching accompanied by the hot stream of cum seeping out of me.
    

    
      The elevator started to move and then the doors opened up.
    

    
      I held my breath but then…
    

    
      Nobody.
    

    
      There was nobody standing there.
    

    
      The power must have just come back on and the elevator continued its normal routine.
    

    
      I peeked a head out of the door and looked either way down the long hall. All of the lights were dimmed. The building was empty, at least on this floor. But I would bet we were the last ones left. People clear out of work pretty quick on a Friday night.
    

    
      The thrill of possibly getting caught was gone but my heart was still racing with the excitement of it all.
    

    
      I ducked back in the elevator and looked up at my tall stud with a knowing look and a mischievous smile.
    

    
      "What? What is it?" Cameron asked, just a hint of worry in his voice.
    

    
      I kept looking up at him as I pushed the button for the elevator doors to close and I sank down on my knees.
    

    
      "Leanne, what's going on? Is someone out there?”
    

    
      “No, we’re all alone. And I’m not done with you yet.” I said as I undid his belt and yanked his pants down.
    

    
      His fat cock was staring me right in the face.
    

    
      “I’m not done with this beautiful dick of yours. I mean if that's ok with you. You said you didn’t have anywhere to go right?” 
    

    
      “I mean my roommates might wonder where I am but…oh fuck.”
    

    
      I stopped his train of thought as I swallowed his still half-hard cock in one go. The taste of my sticky sex mixed with the taste of his cum coated his shaft. I couldn’t get enough.
    

    
      Since we had just finished fucking I didn’t expect him to get hard again so fast but I was wrong. My throat stretched, making me gag but I grabbed his hips and forced myself to keep him down as he continued to swell. I was already addicted to his cock.
    

    
      My jaw was stretched open as far as it could go and I could feel my neck bulging with his size.
    

    
      I fancied myself a woman that can handle a cock down her throat but this was different. My lips pressed against his stomach as Cameron pushed my throat well past its limits. I wanted his cock more than I wanted to breathe. I dug my nails into him to deal with the pain burning through my throat. He had marked me with his spanking and now it was my turn to leave a mark on him. As my nails dug into his thighs I dragged them down leaving red scratches down his legs.
    

    
      My own legs started to tremble beneath me and I could feel a puddle of his cum forming under my used pussy.
    

    
      The entire time I looked up at him and watched him lose control. He could hardly stand as he braced his arms against the wall behind him, his head rolled back.
    

    
      “Oh fuck. Oh fuck! Your mouth feels too good!”
    

    
      Wait…seriously?
    

    
      I had just started sucking him off and he was already about to cum again?
    

    
      He pushed off the wall and knocked me off my knees and onto my ass as he pinned my head back against the wall. His hips pushed forward and forced his cock to stay in me as he pumped a thick load into my throat.
    

    
      I choked and coughed. I needed air. I pushed him off me and jerked the rest of his load out onto my face and tits as I gasped for breath.
    

    
      Fuck it.
    

    
      I had enough air.
    

    
      I craved more cock. More cum.
    

    
      I put his tip in my mouth and sucked the rest of his tasty cum out of him and onto my tongue.
    

    
      He was watching me now and I wanted to show him just how much of a slut I really was. What a cock-hungry, mindless bimbo his cock made me.
    

    
      I showed him my mouthful of cum before I pulled my tits free and drooled the cum out onto my bare chest, keeping my eyes locked on 
      his
       the whole time.
    

    
      “So am I going to see you in my office on Monday when I come in?”
    

    
      “Am I…in trouble?”
    

    
      “Oh you so are.” I teased. “You’ve been a bad, bad boy keeping your giant cock hidden from me. Don’t you know your boss is a slutty milf? Don’t you know she demands to be fucked so that she can think straight?”
    

    
      Cameron looked worried. He had just fucked me senseless and pumped more cum into me than any one guy ever has and he still thought he was in trouble.
    

    
      “Cameron, I’m joking. You aren’t in any trouble. And as long as you keep my pussy used and my throat stuffed you're going to do very well here.” I stood up and opened the elevator doors. “Now, let’s go get cleaned up and you can walk me to my car. And if you’re up for it I have one more hole in need of stretching.” 
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