
        
            
                
            
        

    
Juicy Jiggle

Carry Cockburn


Juicy Jiggle

Copyright © Carry Cockburn

Published by Carry Cockburn

All rights reserved. Except as permitted under the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, no part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without prior written permission of the author.

This is a work of fiction. Any similarities to actual persons, alive or dead, are purely coincidental.

The stories found in this eBook contain sexually explicit language and material. It is intended for a mature audience only.

All characters portrayed in this eBook are 18 years of age or older.


Danny opened the door of his parent’s house to walk inside and heard the murmur of voices. That wasn’t a surprise. He regularly arrived home from college to find that one of his mother’s many friends had visited. That’s all he expected on this occasion, so thought nothing of it as he took off his jacket to hang it up.

“Is that you, Danny?” his mother called.

“Yeah,” he replied.

“Could you come in here.”

That was unusual. He normally didn’t disturb his mother when she was having coffee with a friend. Typically, he just called out that he was home as he passed by the lounge and got an OK in response. Being asked to go in was a little out of the ordinary although it didn’t particularly trouble him as he walked along to the door. The sight that greeted him when he stepped in the room was unexpected though. It made the hair stand up at the back of his neck and his hands felt clammy right away.

“Here he is,” his mother trilled. “Good day at college?”

He swallowed hard to take the lump from his throat before speaking.

“Yeah, yeah, it was fine.”

His mother pointed towards the other person sitting in the room. Danny knew exactly who the woman was. The glance he aimed at her was fleeting, but that was enough to bring a flush of heat to his face.

“You’ve met Mrs. Ashley, haven’t you?” his mother said.

“Well, uh…, no, not really,” Danny replied and was sure the warmth on his face brought a blush of red to his cheeks.

He took another quick glance at the woman who’d moved in to the house across the road around a month before then dropped his gaze to the floor. Not that he was particularly shy. Well, not on most occasions. This was different, however, with the thoughts that flitted through his head making sweat prickle on his brow.

He might not have met Mrs. Ashley, but he knew she’d moved in. Oh boy did he know. His fetish for big, beautiful woman had been ignited by the first pornographic magazine he’d ever seen. It belonged to a friend, Samuel, who never admitted where he got it from, but the pair of them had been mesmerized by the sheer size of the women’s luscious curves.

Danny wasn’t sure if seeing so much voluptuous, naked flesh had sparked a fetish for Samuel, but it certainly had for him and it was his favorite fantasy for masturbating. That’s all he’d ever done. Then again, he’d never known anyone in real life that matched up to the pictures he liked to jerk off to. Not until Mrs. Ashley had moved in across the road.

From head to toe, she was the embodiment of the fantasy figure in his head. Her short, dark hair was always perfectly styled, with her pretty, chubby face being made all the more glamorous by the makeup she always seemed to have on.

She was definitely the epitome of big beautiful in Danny’s eyes and she didn’t dress in baggy clothing that covered up her large curves. If anything, she seemed to glory in her size and he’d seen her in plenty of outfits that put her buxom figure on perfect display. The dress she wore on this occasion was one he recognized although only the bottom half of it was in view, with the thick, woolen cardigan she wore covering the top half.

“Mrs. Ashley just dropped in for a coffee,” his mother informed him.

“Uh, OK,” he replied and wondered why he was being told.

“She was telling me she’s almost finished unpacking everything after her move although the house is smaller than her previous home and she’ll need to store some of her belongings in the attic.”

“OK,” Danny replied again.

“So, I volunteered your services to help her out,” his mother informed him.

His jaw almost dropped as his gaze flitted to Mrs. Ashley.

“You don’t mind, do you?” she queried and smiled. “I hate to impose on you, but it would be a great help if you could.”

“Of course he doesn’t mind,” his mother said. “He’s a strong boy.”

Danny felt the dryness in his mouth and cleared his throat to make sure his voice didn’t crack.

“Do you want it done now?”

“Let Mrs. Ashley finish her coffee first,” his mother teased him.

“Oh yeah, yeah, I didn’t mean…,” Danny spluttered and rubbed a hand on the back of his neck.

He hated that he was acting so awkwardly. It made him want to get out of the room, so he pointed his thumb over his shoulder towards the door.

“I’ll, uh, just go and have a shower and come across after,” he said.

“That’s great,” Mrs. Ashley said. “And thanks for doing this.”

“No problem,” he said, with a tight smile and turned away to leave the room.

His face screwed up as soon as he was out of sight of his mother, but he waited until he was up in his bedroom before cursing himself for getting so embarrassed. That didn’t take away the nervous exhilaration he felt about the unexpected turn of events. Having the opportunity to go to Mrs. Ashley’s home literally dropped in his lap was unbelievable.

Dumping his bag on the floor, he threw himself down on his bed. The thoughts that came alive stiffened his cock and he was unable to stop the arousal. The idea that might happen in her presence when he went across the road brought on a cold sweat and a hint of dread came into his excitement.

His head became a jumble of thoughts that he couldn’t get straight and he cursed himself again. He buried his face in the covers then forced his groin down against the mattress as images of his neighbor’s hot curves in his mind’s eye brought him fully erect.

No matter how he tried, the throbbing pulse of his excitement wouldn’t die away and he knew there was only one way to get rid of it. He pushed himself up and heard the sound of the front door. It made him scramble off the bed in a hurry to go to the window, where he peeked out from behind the curtain.

“Fuck. Me,” he spat out through gritted teeth when his gaze fixed on the back of Mrs. Ashley as she walked towards her home.

His eyes locked on the way the material of her dress stretched across her lusciously big bum. It made him rub his hand on the straining bulge at the front of his jeans as he watched her all the way to her door. The sound of his mother calling up the stairs startled him and he strode across the room.

“What is it?” he shouted when he opened the door, but he already knew what she was going to say.

“Mrs. Ashley just left, you can go across to help her.”

“OK,” he shouted. “I’ll do it after I finish showering.”

There was no response, so he closed the door then went in the bathroom. Ripping off his clothes got him naked and he caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror over the sink. It showed the way his erection stood up proudly and he shook his head.

“Can’t control the fucking thing,” he muttered and shook his head again.

He needed to get rid of his erection, so went in the shower stall and switched on the water. Getting the bottle of shower cream from the shelf, he squeezed some in his hands and started to soap up his chest. His head rocked back as he worked down his torso and there was no muddle in his mind now. He was thinking only one thing and took hold of his hard cock when he got a hand to it.

It weakened his knees right away and he slapped his other hand against the wall when he started stroking. Closing his eyes, he brought the image of Mrs. Ashley to mind. Having her move in across the road had been a dream, but he was becoming a little bit obsessed.

He watched for her coming home from work every day and fantasized about what it would be like to meet her, to get to know her, to be allowed to see her perfect curves in their full glory. That was hoping for something that likely wouldn’t ever happen though. In truth, there was every chance he’d be reduced to a babbling idiot in her presence when he went to help and end up making a complete dickhead of himself.

He tried to quiet those unwanted thoughts and put an image of her in his mind as he stroked his hard cock. The soap made the grasp of his fingers slippery and it allowed them to glide easily along his length as he quickened the pace until it got him to the edge. That didn’t take long and he tried to hold himself there to enjoy the sensation. It quickly became impossible though and he masturbated furiously until the familiar feeling of it being too much made his muscles clench.

Sliding his fingers down to the base at the last second, he pushed hard against his balls to make his erection jut out. A moment of quivering tension ended in a convulsion when he splashed the wall tiles with a spurting stream of thick white. In his mind he was shooting a load all over Mrs. Ashley’s impressively buxom chest and the idea of covering her big tits in cum made him gasp as he emptied his balls.

A harsh, hissed curse spilled from his lips as his excitement peaked. He started stroking again to bring out the last, weak dribbles of cum before releasing the grip on his shaft. Hanging his head, he stood under the water to let it rain down on him and waited until the power faded from his erection. He then grabbed the shower cream to wash himself and finished by taking the showerhead down to clean the wall tiles.

When he switched off the water, he slid the door of the stall open and reached out to get a towel to dry himself. His mind fixed on what he was about to do and it brought a mixture of exhilaration and anxiety when he returned to the bedroom to get dressed. Once ready, he walked across to the window. He stood for a moment looking at the house opposite and felt the hairs stand up on the back of his neck like they had when he’d walked in the lounge not long before.

“OK, let’s do this,” he finally muttered and turned to walk out of his bedroom.

***

“That’s me going,” Danny shouted when he passed by the lounge.

“OK,” his mother called back.

When he reached the front door, he let himself out of the house and set off purposefully to cross the road. However, the closer he got to Mrs. Ashley’s home the more jittery he got and his heart was pounding when he came to a stop. He’d done no more than wipe his sweaty palms on the sides of his jeans when the door opened and the chance to gather himself was taken away.

“Oh, hey,” he blurted out and took a faltering step back.

Mrs. Ashley was no longer wearing the cardigan, so he got the full effect of the pretty dress. The neckline couldn’t exactly be described as plunging. There was a certain amount of cleavage on show, however, and he couldn’t stop his gaze flitting to it before forcing himself to look away.

“Come on in,” Mrs. Ashley said and stepped aside.

There was just enough room for Danny to squeeze past her portly figure. He made sure he didn’t brush against her, but he did catch a whiff of perfume and the quiver it brought to the nape of his neck turned to a full-blown shiver that trickled down his spine.

“Sorry about this,” Mrs. Ashley said after closing the door.

“Uh…, sorry?” Danny queried and frowned.

“I was just chatting with your mother about how the move had gone,” she explained. “I really wasn’t angling for her to offer your services to help me.”

“Oh,” Danny let out when he understood her comment. “There’s really no need to apologize. I’m happy to help.”

“That’s sweet of you,” Mrs. Ashley said. “I’ll show you the boxes.”

He pushed himself back against the wall to let her move past. The chance was too tempting when he followed. He let his gaze fix on the way her big, curvaceous ass swung as she led him along the hallway. It made him glad he had masturbated before visiting. If he hadn’t, his cock would have definitely sprang to attention. He managed to control himself though and averted his gaze when they walked in the kitchen.

“It’s those four boxes,” Mrs. Ashley said when she came to a stop and pointed. “Filled them up with the things I don’t need then realized how heavy they were.”

“OK,” Danny said and stepped past her to walk to the boxes.

He picked each one up to check the weight and make sure he could lift them. It was only when he finished that he spoke.

“Where do you want them?”

“In the attic,” Mrs. Ashley told him. “I’ve lowered the ladder already. I’ll show you.”

“OK,” Danny agreed and picked up one of the boxes.

His arms strained under the weight as he followed her out of the kitchen. It gave him another chance to check out her delectably luscious bum as she led him up to the first floor of the property then along to where the ladder hung down from the attic entrance. She stepped out of his way to let him move into position.

He looked up at the open entrance and took a moment to heft the box up higher in his grasp. Not being able to see the rungs as he slowly climbed made it awkward, but he got high enough up to shove the box onto the floor of the attic and that made things easier to get all the way up.

Mrs. Ashley moved right under the entrance and it gave him the perfect view down to her big tits. He would have happily stood there for as long as he could looking at them, but knew it was a stupid thing to think.

“Is there any place in particular you want the boxes?” he asked.

“Just store them against a wall,” she told him and he nodded.

Picking up the box, he moved across to the side of the attic to put it down against the wall then returned to the open entrance. Mrs. Ashley still stood under it and it gave him another chance to enjoy the view down to her large breasts.

“OK?” she queried.

“Yeah, all good,” he said and turned to climb back down to the hallway.

“This is so good of you,” she said and pressed a hand against his arm.

He felt stupid that the touch unsettled him so much and it threatened to turn him into the babbling idiot he feared.

“It’s…, well, OK,” he stammered and felt the warmth on his face.

He hoped Mrs. Ashley thought the color on his cheeks was down to effort rather than embarrassment. She pulled her hand away and turned to lead him back downstairs.

“Would you like a coffee?” she asked when they walked back in the kitchen.

“Oh, no, you don’t have to,” he said then cursed himself silently for turning down the opportunity to stay in her home longer.

“Not a coffee drinker,” she said. “Some orange juice or lemonade then?”

Danny didn’t make the same mistake twice.

“Some lemonade would be nice, but I’ll put all the boxes up first.”

Mrs. Ashley nodded and walked towards the fridge. Danny went to get another box. He already knew she wouldn’t come with him this time, but still felt the disappointment when he left the kitchen alone. Another chance to see her breasts from on high when he was in the attic would have been perfect, but it wasn’t to be.

There was a glass of lemonade on the table when he returned to the kitchen, but he got on with finishing the task in hand. His brow was sweaty by the time he got the last box hefted up to the attic. He took a moment to get a breath when he finished storing it against the wall then climbed back down the ladder.

“OK,” he let out under his breath when he stood at the top of the staircase and rubbed his hands on the sides of his jeans.

Going to get a box each time he’d entered the kitchen had given him something to concentrate on. With no more left to bring up, that wouldn’t be the case this time and he felt his nerves rising when he got to the room. Mrs. Ashley was sitting on a chair at the table and lifted the glass of lemonade to hold it out. He flexed his fingers before going to get it.

“Thanks for helping,” she said and smiled.

“Yeah, yeah, no problem,” he replied and gulped down the lemonade in one.

“That was quick,” she said. “Want another?”

“Oh, I…,” he let out nervously, but his tongue-tied attempt at speaking ended when she stood up beside him.

“Sweaty work, huh,” she said and reached out.

Danny jerked his head back and felt such a fool for his reaction.

“It’s OK,” he mumbled and wiped a hand across his brow.

“I’ll have to find a way to thank you properly,” Mrs. Ashley said.

She dropped her hand to her chest and Danny couldn’t keep his eyes from the way she brushed her fingers on the neckline of her dress. It was mesmerizing, but he realized he was staring and looked up to the smile on Mrs. Ashley’s face. In an instant, his nerves were shot to pieces and he stepped back.

“I better go,” he blurted out and put the empty glass down on the table. “My mum will wonder where…”

He cringed as he stopped the remark before he painted himself as a mummy’s boy. It still heightened his mortification and the need to get out was all he could think about. It made him turn to head for the kitchen door.

“Thanks for the help,” Mrs. Ashley called after him.

Her words brought him to a stop and he glanced back. The smile on her face seemed knowing and he wondered if she could read his mind as he stared for a brief second at the way the dress clung to her voluptuous curves so perfectly. He gulped down a heavy breath.

“Glad I could,” he blurted out.

“If I think of anything else, I’ll come looking for you,” she went on and let out a wicked laugh when she winked.

It was too much for Danny. The rush of anxiety made him step out of the kitchen and he hurried to the door to let himself out. He cursed himself as he crossed the street, but it was too late to go back. The idea that something might have actually happened if he hadn’t walked out started to torment him before he even got home.

“How did you get on?” his mother shouted when he let himself in.

“It was fine, I put the boxes in her attic,” he called back, but didn’t look in the lounge as he passed it by.

Hurrying upstairs, he went in his bedroom and threw himself down on the bed.

“Fucking…, fucking idiot,” he berated himself, but the whole situation had just been too much for him to cope with.

He still knew he’d torture himself over the way he fled Mrs. Ashley’s home so pathetically and did so for the rest of the day.

***

Danny set his gaze on Mrs. Ashley’s home when he turned the corner to bring his walk home from college almost to an end. It brought memories of the day before flooding back into his mind and he cringed.

“Idiot,” he berated himself and his lips tightened together as he shook his head.

He’d tried to keep thoughts of his neighbor at bay during his day of classes and had been largely successful as he concentrated on his studies. Arriving home changed that though and there was no getting her off his mind now.

The idea she might be in his home again was dispelled immediately when he got to the driveway. That there was no car in it showed his mother had probably gone out for the afternoon, so the place was likely empty. He got his key from his pocket when he reached the door and used it to let himself in.

“I’m home,” he shouted.

As expected, there was no response. He had the place to himself and knew what he was going to do when he walked in his bedroom. Moving over to the window, he looked across the street. All seemed quiet in the neighborhood and he felt the flutter of movement in his pants when he closed the curtains. It gave him the privacy he needed and he went to the wardrobe. Opening the doors, he cleared away the junk he kept on the top shelf to get to the metal box stored at the very back.

He knew his parents respected his privacy and wouldn’t go snooping in his room. That didn’t stop him keeping the magazines he enjoyed masturbating to well hidden and he felt the excitement coming to life as he walked to his bed. Putting the box down, he sat and closed his eyes for a short while.

“OK,” he eventually let out when he opened his eyes then leaned down to take off his shoes and socks.

When he straightened up, he removed the lid of the box to bring out the old college books that concealed the porn mags stashed away at the very bottom. He’d done no more than pick out his favorite magazine when a knock on the door made him grimace.

“Are you fucking kidding me,” he complained and looked at the magazine he held.

The plus-size woman on the cover wore large, high-waisted panties that totally covered her curvaceous hips and much of her chubby belly. She wasn’t wearing a bra, but her arms were crossed over her chest to conceal her nipples. It did little to hide the rest of her massive tits though.

That sight alone was enough to bring a pulse of heat to his groin and he considered just ignoring whoever was at the door. The sound of more knocking made him grimace although he still remained motionless. Hearing a third knock was a sign that the person wasn’t about to give up.

“Fuck,” he spat out harshly.

He didn’t really want to answer the door, but the idea it might be important brought him to the decision he better do it. Stuffing the college books back in the box, he set the porn mag he held on top of them before closing the lid. He debated whether to return it to the wardrobe then decided not to bother. Leaving his bedroom, he made his way downstairs with his mind set on just dealing with the caller as quickly as he could. That idea changed in an instant when he opened the door to see who was standing there.

“Oh, uh, my mum isn’t…”

“I know she isn’t here,” Mrs. Ashley interrupted to stop his words. “I saw her go out earlier.”

The comment unnerved Danny. If Mrs. Ashley had seen his mother go out, that meant she knew he was there alone. He wasn’t quite sure how to respond and it was her who spoke again to break the slightly awkward silence.

“Don’t I get an invite in?”

“I, uh…, don’t understand,” he stammered.

The smile that spread across Mrs. Ashley’s face brought heat to his cheeks and the manner in which things ended the day before flashed through his mind. She’d told him if she thought of a way to thank him properly she would come looking for him. It seemed that wasn’t just words.

“Let’s say if I come inside you can take my jacket,” she went on.

Danny felt the hairs prickle on the back of his neck when he let his gaze flit to her buxom chest. His pulse quickened and he swallowed hard to get rid of the lump in his throat.

“I…”

Mrs. Ashley stepping forward ended his comment before it really got started and he felt the rising panic as he moved back. The whole situation felt overwhelming and he hated that he couldn’t handle it.

“See, that wasn’t too difficult now, was it?” Mrs. Ashley said when she came inside and closed the door. “You’ll be a gentleman and take my jacket, won’t you?”

Danny said nothing. It was clear his older neighbor was playing a game. He was caught like a rabbit in headlights and all he could do was watch as she unbuttoned her jacket to take it off. She held it out and he took it, without question.

“Oops,” Mrs. Ashley said when she looked down to see the top two buttons of her blouse were undone.

It put a flash of her pink bra on show and the uneasiness Danny felt about her unexpected arrival did nothing to stop the arousal taking hold. There was no taking his eyes from her as she did up a button, but left the top one undone. The cleavage he’d got a glimpse of the day before was on show again, but the chance to ogle it was gone in an instant when Mrs. Ashley moved past him.

“So, which room is yours?” she asked over her shoulder.

It took a few seconds for the comment to register in his brain and she was already moving along the hallway when he reacted. He started to follow then realized he was carrying her jacket and cursed under his breath. Moving back to the hooks on the wall, he hung it up.

Mrs. Ashley was already climbing the stairs by the time he finished and all he could do was hurry after her. The skirt she wore put a lot of her chunky legs on show and he felt his cock stiffen even more as his gaze fixed on them while he followed. When they reached the first floor, she stopped at the door of his room.

“I think this one,” she said then pushed the door open to walk inside and saw she’d guessed right.

Danny’s heartbeat hammered as he barreled inside his bedroom and saw her walk to the window. She moved the curtains aside a little to take a peek outside then let them close again before turning back to him.

“Lucky you,” she said, with a smirk. “You get a nice view of my home from your bedroom. Check it out much, do you?”

His face screwed up, with the blush of heat that erupted on his cheeks making him drop his gaze to the floor. He didn’t say a word. Then again, there was no point in denying things. She seemed to be inside his head and knew just what he’d been up to. It made him feel so insecure and he stood limply not knowing what the hell to say or do.

“What would your mother think?” Mrs. Ashley went on when she crossed the room and came to a stop at the bottom of the bed.

“Oh god, please…”

“Relax,” she interrupted him in a laughing voice. “I didn’t come here to get you in trouble.”

The silence that followed stretched out until Danny had to fill it.

“Why, uh…, did you come?”

“I like to enjoy myself when I have a few days of work,” she answered, with a wicked smile. “And I can always tell. It’s a sixth sense or something. I just know when a guy has a fetish for that juicy jiggle.”

The remark made Danny’s cheeks flush redder as he fidgeted restlessly and he couldn’t tear his gaze away from his feet until Mrs. Ashley spoke again.

“Do you want to see it?”

The offer made his mouth dry and he slid his tongue around his lips to wet them as he looked up from the floor. Heavy breaths made his chest heave. He couldn’t quite believe what was happening. It was better than any fantasy he’d ever had, but everything seemed so unreal.

“Well, do you?” Mrs. Ashley asked and lifted a hand to undo the second button of her blouse. It put the top edge of her pink bra and more cleavage on show.

“Yes,” Danny uttered.

The minute the word was out of his mouth, Mrs. Ashley dropped down hard to sit on the bottom of his bed and he understood what she meant.

“This is a nice bed,” she said and started to bounce as if she was testing the mattress.

The jiggle of her big breasts held Danny’s attention like nothing before. His jaw flapped open as he watched the incredible scene playing out in front of him right there in his bedroom. There was no taking his eyes from the way Mrs. Ashley kept bouncing, with the perfect motion of her deliciously voluptuous tits igniting arousal that made his erection strain at the front of his jeans.

“Oh yeah, you really have got it bad for big girls, don’t you?” she said when she stopped.

Her gaze dropped to the way he used his hands in a lame attempt to cover up his groin.

“Don’t hide it from me,” she went on and smirked as she undid another button to put more of her cleavage on display. “I’m showing you, so…”

Danny slid his tongue around his lips again. The situation felt so excruciating and thrilling at the same time. It ripped the breath from him like nothing before. He flexed his fingers before letting his hands slip away from in front of his crotch. A smile spread across Mrs. Ashley’s face as she took in the hard bulge that showed through the tight denim. She leaned back, with the intention of resting her palms on the covers until her hand knocked against the box.

“And what do we have here?” she asked when she looked to see what it was.

The words sent a burst of terror through Danny. His jaw tightened when she pulled the box forward.

“It’s just college books,” he blurted out in a panic. “I was going to do some coursework.”

“No harm in looking then,” Mrs. Ashley said.

The urge to flee like he had the day before flashed through Danny’s mind. He was in his own home this time though, in his own bedroom and it wasn’t like he could run away. His teeth gritted together as he watched the box being opened and it felt like the world came crashing down on him when he heard the chuckle.

“Well, well,” Mrs. Ashley said when she reached in the box. “The things they teach in college these days. I would never have guessed.”

Danny cringed as he watched the porn magazine being brought out and held up. When her eyes fixed on him, he dropped his gaze to his feet and fidgeted uncomfortably. He wished the ground would open up and swallow him, but he was stuck where he was and the sound of another chuckle intensified his embarrassment.

“Curtains closed, box on the bed ready for use and a boy all up for some fun,” Mrs. Ashley said. “Coursework has definitely changed from my time at college.”

“Look, I…”

“Take off your t-shirt,” Mrs. Ashley cut in.

“What?” Danny uttered.

“Well, I wouldn’t want you to miss out on your studies just because I’m here,” Mrs. Ashley replied.

Danny watched in amazement as she set the magazine down on her thick thighs and flipped it open to the first pictures. She casually perused them for a few seconds before lifting her gaze back to him.

“Still wearing your t-shirt,” she mused and pursed her lipstick-red lips as she stared across the room at him.

“Fuck,” Danny let out under his breath. His head spun and he couldn’t quite take in what was happening.

“Take it off and maybe I’ll help with your, ahem... coursework,” Mrs. Ashley said and set her attention back on the magazine.

Danny lifted a hand to rub at the back of his neck as he watched her flip through a few more of the pictures. It felt like a dirty dream, but it really was happening right there in front of him. His big beautiful neighbor was casually leafing through one of his porn mags, which was filled with pictures of women just like her. She was doing so, as if it was the most natural thing in the world.

He cursed under his breath again and knew he had to take the chance to find out where things went. His movements brought Mrs. Ashley’s gaze back on him. She closed the magazine to throw it on the floor and watched as he gave her what she wanted. Self-consciousness hit hard when he dropped his t-shirt on the floor.

“Now, come here,” Mrs. Ashley said and beckoned him across the room.

He gulped down a heavy breath and felt the shakes taking hold before he even stepped forward. His eyes never left Mrs. Ashley as he tentatively crossed the room and came to a stop standing in front of her.

Memories of staring down at her from the attic the day before flitted through his mind, but his viewpoint now was even better. Her bra and cleavage were right there on show for him to ogle and there was no need to worry about being caught staring. She was letting him look, but gave him more when she reached out a hand. The caress of her fingertips trailing along the hard bulge of his erection almost made him buckle in half and he let out a gasp.

“Don’t be doing it in your pants now,” she teased him. “We don’t want to ruin the fun you had planned.”

She slid her fingers to the button of Danny’s jeans to loosen it then undid the zipper, so she could pull the denim down. A smile played on her lips when she saw the way his full erection bulged out the looser material of his boxer shorts, but all she did was look for a second before carrying on with what she was doing.

“Take them off,” she encouraged him and pulled his jeans down further.

He waited until they were at his ankles before kicking his feet to get them off. It left him standing awkwardly in just his underwear as he stared down at her impressively buxom chest. The hot-blooded pulse of arousal made his erection twitch against his boxer shorts and he tried desperately to control himself.

“Need to make these things industrial strength to keep such a big pair contained,” Mrs. Ashley joked in a laughing voice as she undid another button of her blouse to reveal more of her bra. “It’s still pretty though, right?”

She pushed out her chest to make the sides of her blouse ease apart and Danny found himself staring at the way the pink bra strained under the weight of her heavy breasts.

“Yes,” he croaked to answer the question.

“You do seem to like it,” Mrs. Ashley went on.

He held his breath when she reached out to put her hands on his hips, so she could hook her thumbs under the waistband of his boxer shorts. Her gaze came to his.

“Have you been looking at me out your window?” she asked.

Danny rocked his head back as the sense of humiliation took hold. It felt excruciating to admit he’d been acting like a perverted voyeur, but there was no point in lying.

“Yes.”

“Bad boy,” she teased him. “Is that what makes you get the magazine out?”

“Yes,” Danny admitted and squeezed his eyes shut.

His underwear being pulled down caught the head of his erection, but it eventually sprang free to stand up proudly. He opened his eyes to the sight of Mrs. Ashley leaning forward to shove his underwear all the way down towards his ankles. The way the soft, smooth chubbiness of her cheek rubbed against the side of his shaft was no accident, with his sharp intake of breath making her back off to look up.

“Let’s play a game,” she said, with a smirk. “Move back.”

Danny took a step backwards and watched as she dropped down to sit on the floor then leaned back against the bottom of the bed. She drew her feet back towards herself to raise her knees. It made her skirt hitch up her thighs and he couldn’t quite believe that it gave him a view of pink panties that matched her bra.

“Sit,” she told him and patted the floor in front of her then pulled her skirt higher until her panties were fully on show.

“I, uh…,” Danny let out uncertainly.

“Turn around, sit down then lean back to rest your head on some soft pillows,” Mrs. Ashley said.

A pulsing throb of hot blood made Danny’s erection jerk as he looked at the way she patted a hand on her chest. She then undid another button of her blouse to pull the sides apart and he stared in awe at just how amazing her massive tits looked in the pretty bra.

“Come on,” she encouraged him. “You can show me.”

Danny didn’t quite understand the last remark, but turned as he stepped forward. He sat down on the floor between Mrs. Ashley’s spread legs and she grabbed his bare shoulders to make him lean back. Feeling his head come to rest against the squishy softness of her tits sent a shudder through him. Even in his wildest fantasies about his big beautiful neighbor, he hadn’t imaged himself sitting naked between her thick thighs and leaning back to use her voluptuous breasts as a pillow.

“There we go,” Mrs. Ashley cooed as she rubbed a hand on his chest. “Right where you want to be.”

Danny squirmed around when her fingertips found a nipple, with the grazing touch sliding across the stiffening bud. The pulsing contractions of his muscles made his buttocks clench. That set hot blood pumping harder to make his pelvic muscles twitch relentlessly. He closed his eyes as Mrs. Ashley’s hand slid back and forth across his chest before trailing lower to set his belly muscles fluttering. The touch he really wanted neared and he couldn’t keep still as her hand got closer to his erection, but there was disappointment when it pulled away.

“Now you can show me,” Mrs. Ashley said.

He opened his eyes to the sight of the porn magazine being picked up.

“Take it,” Mrs. Ashley said. “You obviously wanted to look through it.”

The magazine was shoved against his hand and he gave in to taking it.

“Now I get to find out which girl does it for you,” she said in a laughing voice. “So start looking through it.”

“Really?” he blurted out.

“Yes, really,” Mrs. Ashley answered. “I want to know who you like.”

“You want me to tell you?” Danny uttered.

“Oh, there’s no need for that,” Mrs. Ashley said and slid her hand down across his belly again. “I’ll know.”

He tensed as her touch neared his groin. This time she didn’t stop and he let out a hoarse gasp of breath when her fingers caressed around his shaft to take hold of it. Her grip tightened as she nuzzled her lips against the side of his head.

“Don’t be shy now,” she whispered. “You can look at your pretty pictures.”

The seductive titter Danny heard in his ear set his pulse racing faster. The throb of his erection was constricted by Mrs. Ashley squeezing her fingers tighter still around the rigid hardness of his shaft. It made him gulp down a heavy breath as he lifted the magazine up to open it to the first pictures.

“Mmm,” Mrs. Ashley cooed. “How perfect are that pretty girl’s big, pendulous tits.”

Hearing the dirty words in his ear was a turn on like no other, but he said nothing as he stared at the picture. The woman in it was probably around his age. The little triangles of the bikini top covered not much more than the nipples and areola of her huge breasts. Her legs were spread to reveal the chubby outline of her pussy through the skimpy bikini bottoms.

He’d wondered so many times what it would be like to bury his face between plump thighs and found himself doing so again. Turning the page showed the woman fully naked and he heard another titter in his ear when the pulsing throb of his cock grew stronger.

“Like them your age, do you?” Mrs. Ashley teased.

“No,” he blurted out.

“Then keep going,” she told him.

Her grip loosened and the spasm of his muscles made them flutter when she slowly stroked her fingers up to the head of his erection then back down again.

“Keep going,” she repeated.

The pulsating quiver of his thigh muscles was uncontrollable when she stroked along his erect manhood again. It felt so good, with his buttocks clenching as he began to squirm. The nuzzle of her lips against his ear sent shivers down his spine as she urged him on to keep looking and he started turning the pages of the porn magazine. He’d looked through it enough times to know what was coming, but hearing Mrs. Ashley’s cheekily ribald comments about the women’s voluptuous bodies made staring at the picture so much more of a thrill.

Her fingers eventually gripped around the thickly swollen base of his erection again and his hips jerked when she squeezed tightly. He knew they were about to set eyes on the centerfold as he kept turning the pages and his excitement climbed when he revealed it.

The woman in the picture had the same short hairstyle as Mrs. Ashley. It made thick, dark locks flop across her face and he had masturbated to the idea of it being how his neighbor might have looked in her younger days. He’d never felt as hard as he did at that moment and the rapid, pulsing gush of hot blood made his erection throb uncontrollably. It didn’t go unnoticed.

“Mmm,” Mrs. Ashley cooed seductively as she gripped tighter still around his erect manhood. “I think we have a winner.”

“Fuck, fuck,” Danny gasped as rapid contractions made his thigh muscles spasm.

“We’ll have none of that bad language,” Mrs. Ashley teased him and brought her free hand up to clamp it over his mouth.

It pulled his head back harder against the sumptuous softness of her tits. She started stroking again and this time quickened the pace. His body stretched out as the touch of her fingers racing along his length took him closer.

“Put the magazine down on your belly,” she told him.

He did so and knew what her intention was. She gripped fiercely around his shaft while she masturbated him more vigorously and his head pressed back against her big tits when his body tensed. It made his buttocks clench to lift his ass up from the floor and her palm clamped tighter over his mouth to stifle his groans as she took him right to the edge.

His gaze fixed on the picture in the magazine when he felt the delicious flutter of his muscles. He tried to hold on to the feeling, but Mrs. Ashley slid her fingers down to press them against his groin. It made his erection jut out and he couldn’t control himself. The quivering tension in his body exploded to a thick stream of virile cum spurting hard across the picture of the woman.

“There we go,” Mrs. Ashley murmured in his ear. “Give her it all.”

She gripped tighter around the base of his erection to push down against his balls and he heard the sound of her breathless excitement in his ear as more creamy strings of sticky white splashed across the glossy magazine. The heady elation of the climax came to a high that made his body stretch out tautly.

Mrs. Ashley started stroking his erection again to milk his balls dry. It gave a few more delicious seconds of bliss before he finally slumped down, with his strength completely sapped. Her tight grasp around his shaft slid up slowly to just below the head to make the very last dribbles of cum trickle down across her fingers.

“I think that’s your coursework finished,” she teased him when she let go.

His gaze followed her hand and he turned his head awkwardly to watch the way she licked his cum from her fingers. It was definitely the dirtiest moment of his life, but it ended the encounter and he was shoved from between her thighs. The magazine slipped from his belly, but remained open at the dirtied picture of the centerfold when it dropped on the floor.

All he could do was lie watching as she rose to her feet then closed the buttons of her blouse and straightened her clothes. She walked across the room then turned back and her gaze went to the sticky streaks of cum on the picture.

“Sorry about your magazine,” she said although the smile that spread across her face showed she was anything but sorry.

“It’s OK,” Danny mumbled.

“No, now I feel guilty,” Mrs. Ashley went on. “Tell you what, I know someone who can get me another.”

“You don’t have…”

“If you come across to my house tomorrow after college, I’ll have it for you,” she interrupted and there was a pause of a second or two before she spoke again. “I’ll let myself out.”

Before Danny could stir himself to respond, she’d left the room. He listened to her footsteps going all the way down the stairs and a few seconds later the sound of the front door opening and closing showed that she’d gone. His gaze went to the closed curtains, but he couldn’t summon the strength to go to the window.

Instead, his gaze fixed on the porn magazine for a second before he slumped down completely to lie sprawled on the floor. He couldn’t quite wrap his head around what just happened, but Mrs. Ashley’s last comments showed that jerking him off might only be a taster of what was to come his way.

“Fuck me,” he groaned and put his hands over his eyes as he played out the unbelievable experience he’d just been given over and over again in his mind.

***

Missing the last two classes of the day meant Danny left college a couple of hours earlier than normal. He couldn’t begin to count the number of times he’d made the afternoon walk home, but turning the last corner had never felt more nerve-wracking. His gaze went to Mrs. Ashley’s house first, but his immediate concern was something else and he let out a frustrated groan when he caught sight of the car in the driveway of his home.

Going across the street to Mrs. Ashley’s home was a non-starter if his mother was in and it looked like she was. He cursed under his breath when he got to the door, but gathered himself together before putting the key in the lock to let himself in. He took off his coat to hang it up then gave his usual greeting.

“I’m home.”

There was no reply and a quick look around downstairs showed no sign of his mother. Walking up the stairs, he got to the door of his room when he heard a sound from further along the hallway.

“You’re early,” his mother said when she came out of the bedroom and saw him.

“Oh, yeah, yeah,” Danny said and felt the sweat prickle on his brow as he gave the lie he’d prepared. “One of the lecturers was off sick, so a couple of classes were canceled.”

“Have you had something to eat?”

“Yup,” he replied. “Went to the refectory before coming home.”

“OK,” his mother said. “I’ll have to love you and leave you. I’m heading over to Audrey’s place for a coffee. How do I look?”

Danny felt the elation, but kept it under wraps as he inspected his mother’s outfit.

“You look nice,” he told her then asked a question as casually as he could. “Are you going right now?”

“Ten minutes or so,” she told him.

“OK,” he said and opened the door of his bedroom.

He smiled at his mother before walking inside and waited until he heard her going down the steps before pumping his fist in celebration. Dumping his bag on a chair, he went to lie down and it felt like an absolute age until he heard the shout coming up the stairs.

“That’s me going.”

Scrambling off the bed, he hurried over to open the door so he could reply.

“OK, enjoy yourself. See you later.”

He waited to see if she said any more, but no response came. Closing the door, he walked over to the window to watch his mother leaving the house. She looked up and saw him, so he waved and got the same in return before she got in her car. His euphoria mounted as he watched the vehicle back out of the driveway then disappear from sight around the corner at the end of the street.

“OK, OK,” he let out under his breath and set his gaze on Mrs. Ashley’s home.

The concern that his mother might have forgotten something and return meant he wasn’t about to rush across straight away, but each minute ticking past felt like an eternity until he finally couldn’t stand it.

Hurrying down the stairs, he got to the front door and paused. Fighting against the pressure in his groin only did so much to stop the arousal. He could feel the stiffness taking hold, so closed his eyes to try and calm down. There was no controlling it though.

“Fuck,” he cursed and grabbed his coat from the hook on the wall.

Putting that on at least covered his groin, but he still fought against the arousal in a vain attempt to stop his cock swelling fully erect. Letting himself out, he closed the door and started walking. He felt so conspicuous as he crossed the street and couldn’t shake off the absurd notion that all the neighbors would be watching him to set tongues wagging with salacious tales about the tawdry goings on.

It was ridiculous, but made his palms clammy and heat burned on the nape of his neck. He felt like a wreck by the time he reached the door of Mrs. Ashley’s home. It opened without him even having to knock, but there was no relief to walking inside.

The door closed to leave him alone with the big beautiful woman of his fantasies. Her hand slapping against his shoulder to shove him against the wall was no dream though. He gulped down a heavy breath as she stood in front of him staring in his eyes.

“Fancy meeting you here,” she eventually said and let out a mischievous titter.

The eye contact didn’t waver for a second as she slid her hand slowly lower until it reached his groin.

“And so happy to see me by the looks of it,” she joked as she squeezed the hardness of his now fully erect cock through his jeans. “Let me take your coat.”

She pulled her hand from his crotch to help him take off his coat and hung it up.

“Come on,” she said. “I got the magazine for you.”

Danny gulped down another heavy breath to take the lump from his throat as he stared at her hand. It seemed surreal. There was no doubt she wanted to play with him again and in stark contrast to his discomfort, she seemed completely at ease with the situation.

“You want to see what I’ve got for you, right?” she went on and grabbed his hand.

It got Danny pulled along the hallway. Memories of his first visit flashed through his head as she took him up the stairs. On that occasion he’d ogled her big bottom and thought that was as good as it would get. This time he knew he was in for more.

When they reached the first floor, Mrs. Ashley led the way to a room. Danny looked around to see it was her bedroom when he was taken inside. It made things feel even more unreal. The door was closed before he was taken across to the bed, but he was left standing when she sat down.

It was a similar scene to the day before and he held his breath when she reached out. The caress of her fingertips trailing along the hard bulge in his jeans made him gasp and his knees weakened.

“Did you like what I gave you yesterday?” she asked.

“You don’t know how much,” Danny blurted out. “It was the best thing ever.”

“You did shoot a big load over that pretty woman,” Mrs. Ashley said in a laughing voice. “Do you want to do the same again over another one?”

“Yes,” he let out in a hoarse rasp.

“Then let’s get you ready,” Mrs. Ashley said.

He cursed under his breath when her fingers slid to the fastenings of his jeans, so she could loosen them.

“Come on, you know what to do,” she told him as she pulled the denim down.

He looked to the window to see the closed curtains before doing what she wanted. Grabbing his t-shirt, he took it off and dropped it on the floor. When Mrs. Ashley got his jeans around his ankles, she let go to sit up straight in front of him.

There was a pause that built the anticipation before she started brushing her fingertips across his bare belly while he finished the job of stripping down to his boxer shorts. Being in her bedroom made it even more exciting than the day before and he let out a harsh gasp when she grabbed hold of his erection through his underwear.

“You do get it really bad for big girls,” she teased him as she held on tightly to enjoy the throb of his arousal. “That juicy jiggle has got you hooked.”

His head had been in such a spin since leaving his home that he’d barely taken in what she wore, but he now did. The buttons of the white blouse she wore looked fit to pop, with the material straining under the pressure of her impressively busty chest. She saw his rapt attention and looked down at her outfit.

“Fitted me fine last year,” she said. “Must have put on a few extra pounds since then. Do you think I should lose them?”

“No,” he exclaimed and felt the embarrassment of answering so quickly and emphatically.

The way he’d clamored to get the answer out made Mrs. Ashley chuckle and the warmth on his cheeks burned hotter.

“That’s sweet of you,” she said. “You like me how I am?”

“Yes, yes,” he told her. “You’re perfect.”

The throaty chuckle she let out was the sexiest thing he’d ever heard.

“As perfect as those girls in your magazine?” she asked.

“Oh better,” he replied. “So, so much better.”

“Well, let’s see if you like the big beautiful lady you’re going to cum on today,” Mrs. Ashley went on in a laughing voice and let go of his erection. “I’ve got the magazine…”

She turned around to look on the bed and patted her hand on the cover before pulling it back to reveal nothing.

“Oops,” she said when she turned back. “Didn’t manage to get one for you. That’s so bad of me after ruining yours yesterday.”

“I can get another one of…”

“No need for that,” she interrupted him. “I think we have everything we need.”

The smile on her face was wicked when she started undoing the buttons of her blouse. It’s what she’d done the day before in his bedroom, but he watched with a growing hope that she would do more than just put her big tits on display in her bra this time. He couldn’t quite get himself to believe it though. It just seemed too incredible.

“That’s more comfortable,” she said when she finished unbuttoning her blouse to take it off. “Is this bra pretty?”

Danny took in deep breaths as he stood staring at the scalloped edge of the lilac bra. Her massive breasts looked magnificent in it and a hot pulse of blood made his erection strain against his underwear to bulge it out.

“I think you do like,” she teased and he tensed when she reached out to grab hold of his erection through his underwear.

One quick squeeze was all he got before she let go and there was no taking his eyes from her as she loosened her skirt. She wriggled around to push the material to her knees then let it slide down to her ankles, so she could kick it away. The magazine pictures he’d stared at of big beautiful women with their legs spread to reveal the chubbiness of their mound came spectacularly to life when she gave him that view.

“Drop to your knees,” she told him.

He did it immediately and she grabbed his shoulder to pull him forward. When he was right in front of her, she slid her hand up to the back of his head and his dreams came true when he buried his face in her luscious cleavage. Her grip tightened to squash his face against her smooth flesh and he closed his eyes tightly as he took in the heady scent of her perfume. The moment came to an end with her gripping the hair at the nape of his neck. He resisted the tug to stay where he was, but a harder pull made him back off.

“Bad boy,” she teased him. “It’s better like this.”

She let go of his hair and he watched in utter amazement when she loosened the front clasp of her bra. The material fell away to reveal her big, naked tits in all their perfect glory, but the chance to take in the sight of large, dark areola and thick nipples disappeared when she got her hand to the back of his head again.

Not that he complained. He willingly gave in to burying his face in the sweet smelling softness of her naked cleavage. The throbbing of his erection grew stronger as hot blood pumped through his veins. He was in heaven. At least, that was the thought in his mind as he waggled his head to rub against smooth tit flesh.

His hair was grabbed again, but this time he wasn’t pulled back. The grip led his lips to a nipple and he heard Mrs. Ashley’s sharp intake of breath when he gobbled the thick nub into his mouth.

“Good boy,” she gasped when he eagerly sucked.

The stiffening of her nipple excited him and he pushed his head forward to trap his lips against the smooth softness of her flesh until he heard her breathless command.

“The other one too.”

He let the grip on his hair guide him across her chest and this time rasped his tongue across her nipple to make it stiffen before taking it in his mouth. It really was heaven. He’d found the fantasy he wanted right across the street from his home and was being encouraged to unleash his lust on a pair of huge, curvaceous tits.

He tried his luck by bringing his hands up and there was no protest when he sank his fingers into soft flesh to squeeze Mrs. Ashley’s breasts together. Her nipple stretched out when she pulled his head back, but it popped free of his lips and he gave her what she wanted by using his tongue on the stiffened buds. The dream of getting his head between thick thighs made him try to kiss lower on her body, but she tightened her grip on his hair to stop him.

“Stand up,” she barked.

He was quick to scramble to his feet and she grabbed at his boxer shorts to yank them down. His erection sprang to attention and she wasted no time taking hold to squeeze firmly around his stiff shaft.

“Needs to be wet for what I want,” she said.

“Ah, fuck, fuck,” Danny cursed when she pulled him forward then ducked her head down.

The slow tease of her tongue rolling all the way around the swollen head of his erection weakened his knees and he slapped a hand down on her sturdy shoulder. It made her glance up and he was held spellbound by the eye contact while she kept licking. She eventually pursed her lips to let spit spill on the tip and a hissed curse burst from his mouth when her fingers came up to spread the lubrication along his length. She did the same another couple of times before her fingers came to rest gripped tightly around the base.

“Maybe a little wetter,” she said and let out a mischievous titter before kissing hard on the tip.

Danny looked down to the red lipstick smeared on his slick skin when she backed off. The trembling of his legs worsened when she brushed the thumb of her free hand across the mark. Before he knew it, she leaned in again. This time the kiss turned to her lips sliding all the way over the head. His fingers dug into the pudgy flesh of her shoulder when she started to give him more, with his head rocking back as her lips eased up and down his shaft.

The way she let her mouth slip lower with each bob of her head took the tip all the way to the back of her throat and he got the dirty sound of a big beautiful woman gagging on his hard cock. It was deliberate and she kept doing it until his shaft was soaked. When she finally backed off, he looked down to the hanging strings of spit that stretched out from his erection to her lips.

“Wet enough now,” she said and used her tongue to break the strings.

It was only the start of how thrilling the moment was when she grabbed her tits to squeeze them together. She looked up to give him eye contact again.

“Needs a dirty girl with big tits to show you this,” she told him.

Lifting her breast easily brought her nipple to her mouth, so she could lick it. She then did the same with the other before squashing her breasts tightly together and making a show of letting spit drip into her cleavage. It showed just what he was about to get and he felt the hot throb of his arousal.

“Are you going to make me like that girl in your magazine?” she asked when she released the grip on her tits to take hold of his erection.

Danny readily stepped into place, so she could guide his erection into her cleavage. The feel of her soft, luscious flesh wrapping around his shaft to completely engulf it when she squeezed her hefty tits together left him gasping for breath. She pushed her breasts down to make the thick head pop into view then ducked down to give it some more attention with her tongue.

“Are you going to give me it?” she asked again when she looked up.

There was no need for Danny to answer. She was in complete control and he was going to give her anything and everything she wanted from him. He tensed his muscles to push forward and felt the straining pulse of his erection as it stayed trapped in her spit-soaked cleavage.

“That juicy jiggle is something, huh?” Mrs. Ashley said when she started bouncing like she had on his bed the day before.

On that occasion he’d simply watched the perfect motion of her massive, bra-covered breasts. This time his erection was being squeezed between her naked tits and he could feel the effect it had on him. His excitement soared to make him curse as his balls tightened up to his groin.

He fought against the hot pressure in his pelvic muscles to try and make the tit-fuck last, but Mrs. Ashley started to stroke her breasts along his erection with a determined purpose. The rhythm quickened and he threw his head back as curses spilled from his lips.

“Give it,” she urged.

It brought his gaze back down to the way she made the thick head of his erection pop out of the top of her cleavage again and again until his body was primed.

“Can’t hold it,” he groaned.

His words only got him a faster tit-fuck and the feel of his erection sliding into the warm, slippery grip of Mrs. Ashley’s cleavage was finally too much. The tension came to a peak that made his body succumb and it ended with a spurting burst of cum erupting to splash the underside of her chin. She let out squeal as another sticky blast streaked across her smooth skin.

It made her loosen the grip on her tits to free his hard cock from her cleavage and she grabbed hold to make the rest of the creamy bursts splatter her buxom chest. Danny didn’t take his eyes from the dirty sight for a second as his passion climbed to a high that ripped the strength from his body.

“There we go,” Mrs. Ashley said as she milked the last weaker spurts from his cock.

She eventually brought the tip to a nipple and stroked his still-throbbing manhood to make the final dribbles of cum spill over the thick bud. She then spanked the head noisily on her tits until the power finally began to fade from his erection.

“Bad boy,” she said when she let go, so she could bring her hand up to her mouth to lick the cum from her fingers. “Look what you did to me.”

Danny was doing just that. He’d lived a kinky fetish to cover big, curvy tits with streaks of thick, creamy white. It was a sight to behold. He thought it couldn’t get any better until she grabbed her breasts again. She lifted her cum-drenched nipple to her mouth and caught his gaze as she rolled her tongue around it. When it was clean, she let go and he stood staring at her in complete awe. She let him feast his eyes on her for a short while before she finally spoke.

“I need to shower.”

He stepped back as she got to her feet, but realized she wasn’t about to shower alone when she took hold of his softening cock and used the grip to lead him across the room to the bathroom door.

***

Danny came to a stop when the grip on his cock was released. His heart still raced and he tried to get his breathing under control as he watched Mrs. Ashley walk over to the shower stall. She slid the door open and glanced over her shoulder to make sure he was watching before slipping her thumbs under the sides of her large panties.

Easing them down made her lean forward and she knew she was putting her big, peachy ass on full display. When she let her panties go, they slid down to her ankles and she kicked them away as she straightened up.

She made sure the door of the stall was slid all the way open before stepping inside. When she switched on the water, she put her hand under it and adjusted the temperature to what she liked before moving under the warm cascade. She turned her face up to it for a second or two before running her palms back across her head to slick her dark hair down.

“You just going to stand there?” she asked.

The comment made Danny hurry across to the stall, but he came to a stop at the door. He’d wondered so many times what Mrs. Ashley would look like naked. That sight was now right there for him to see and it was more perfect than he could have ever imagined. Water ran down across her large, voluptuous figure to make the view of her chubby, naked curves even more glorious.

“You like, huh?” she teased him when she saw the way he stared and slowly turned through a full circle to show him every inch of her well-rounded shape.

Having him so openly worship her was such a turn on and made her want more. She grabbed his shoulder to drag him inside the stall then turned to make her hip brush against his crotch as she reached to the wall shelf. She picked up the bottle of shower cream then turned back to face him.

“Close the door,” she said.

Danny was quick to do it. The space was small and every movement made their naked skin rub together. It brought back the pulse of arousal to his body.

“You dirtied them,” Mrs. Ashley said. “So you can clean them.”

He was given the shower cream and popped the cap to squeeze a healthy dollop in his palm before handing the bottle back. His hands shook as he rubbed them together, with his gaze never leaving Mrs. Ashley’s cum-streaked tits. He eventually reached out and shuddered as he began to wash her buxom chest.

“That’s it,” she encouraged him and reached out to take his cock in her hand. “Get them all nice and clean.”

She started to squeeze his cock and let out a seductive chuckle when she felt his flesh hardening to her touch.

“Is that the vigor of youth,” she teased him. “Or is it getting your hands on a big pair of titties that you’ve got it so bad for.”

His breathing grew ragged as he kept working his hands on her breasts to cover them with lather. He was starting to come erect again when she let go then turned around to face away from him.

“My back too,” she said.

Danny cursed under his breath. He got his hands on her shoulders, but his gaze fixed on her portly, rounded buttocks. It brought back memories of his first visit to her home. He couldn’t have imagined when he stole glances at her luscious bum on that occasion that he’d end up naked in the shower with her.

She slapped her palms against the tiles in front of her when he started working his hands lower. His excitement climbed as he neared what he wanted and a gasp of breath burst from his mouth when he got his touch to her ass, so he could soap it up. In seconds, he was doing more than washing her cheeks. His hands dug into her slippery flesh to grope her and she pushed back towards the rough grasp of his fingers.

“Let me feel it,” she urged in a breathless rasp and glanced over her shoulder.

He didn’t need to ask what she meant. Pulling his hands away, he shuffled forward. His cock was still only semi-erect, so he took hold to make it stand up. It enabled him to shove his swelling shaft against the crease of her ass, but it was Mrs. Ashley who pushed back to make it slip between her cheeks.

“Oh yeah,” she groaned and hung her head as she swiveled her hips to grind against the growing hardness of his manhood.

Danny tensed his muscles to push forward as she kept working her soap-covered buttocks against him, but she eventually pulled forward.

“Wash the soap away,” she said and brought the showerhead down from its mount.

Danny took it to aim the jets of water at her ass and watched the soapy lather rinse from her large, rounded cheeks to slide down her thick thighs.

“Enough,” she said and snatched the showerhead from him to put it back in place.

She dropped her hand back down to grab at her ass and Danny caught a glimpse of a tight little hole when she pulled on her cheek.

“Look closer,” she encouraged him.

He didn’t need to be told twice and hurriedly dropped to his knees behind her. It got him the sight of her fingers sinking deeper into her flesh to pull on her cheek. He reached out to do the same with her other buttock and it got him the perfect view of her plump mound and tight asshole.

“Can I…”

“Yes,” Mrs. Ashley cut in.

He licked his lips as he leaned forward and the sound of her hoarse, whimpering groans when he licked on her asshole set his arousal alight. Mrs. Ashley shoved her bum back towards him and he took it as the green light to give her more. He pulled harder on her rounded cheek as he lapped voraciously at her tight little hole to the sound of more of her excited moans.

That she wanted him to be dirty with her and give a taboo touch brought his arousal roaring back and he felt his cock stand up as he kept licking. She eventually let go of her ass to push his head back, but there was no disappointment when she turned around to lean back against the wall. It enabled her to spread her thighs and he watched as she slid a hand down across her belly then lower to rub fingers on her chubby mound.

“Need it,” she gasped.

Danny couldn’t begin to count the number of times he’d masturbated to the fantasy of getting his head between a thick, luscious pair of thighs. Being on the cusp of it brought out his lust like never before.

As he shuffled forward on his knees, Mrs. Ashley lifted her left leg, with the back of her stout thigh settling on his shoulder. It put her pussy right there in front of his face and he chased his fantasy by kissing hard on it.

“Yes, yes,” she gasped as she got a hand to the nape of his neck to pull him onto her.

He closed his eyes as he pushed forward to bury his head between her thick thighs. It was every bit as good as he imagined and more. He stuck out his tongue to get a first taste of the juiciness of her pussy when he forced it between her flushed lips. Her hand pulled harder on the back of his head, but he didn’t need her to encourage him.

He forced his tongue deeper and heard her breathless excitement as he licked out her wet cunt. She started to grind against him and her cries grew louder. Feeling his face rub against the softness of her flesh made him an animal, with primal instincts bubbling up from deep inside.

It made him eat her out more voraciously until a grip on his hair pulled him back. He looked up to see the way her tits juddered as she sucked in heaving breaths, but his gaze came back down when she slid her hand between her thighs. She dug fingers into fleshy folds of skin to open herself up to him. The pretty, glistening pink inside made him dart his head forward again.

“No, your fingers,” she gasped. “I need your fingers now.”

Danny pulled his head back to bring his hand up. The back of her thigh pressed down harder on his shoulder as she spread her legs wider. It enabled him to brush his fingertips along the softness of her flushed, puffy lips before slipping them in between.

“Yes, do it hard,” she groaned and slid a hand to the top of her pubic mound.

He plunged his fingers in deep as she exposed her clitoris and he knew what she wanted. His head lunged forward to get his tongue on the swollen bud and her cries of yes grew louder. As he licked roughly, he pumped his fingers into the slick, velvety grip of her pussy and her shouts of encouragement got him working harder.

The swivel of her big hips made her grind on his fingers as he fucked them in forcefully to a quickening rhythm. He didn’t for a second stop licking on her clitoris and the sound of her exhilaration grew more high-pitched as she reveled in the attention being lavished on her by a younger lover.

She still needed more and Danny lapped at her fingertips when she got them on her clit. He kept fucking his fingers into her pussy as she rubbed frantically and it wasn’t long before it hit the spot. Her body tensed to put her on the cusp of what she craved and the flutter of her muscles made her thighs quiver until the release finally erupted.

A stronger shudder ripped through her naked body as the strong gush of tingling pleasure surged through her veins. She leaned back harder against the wall and closed her eyes as Danny gave her his stiff fingers deep. He got his tongue back to her clitoris and her body succumbed completely to a hot bliss that soared to a shattering high.

The tension returned in the last throes of climax, with her pussy gripping tightly around Danny’s fingers. She tried to hold onto the moment for as long as she could, but her breath came rasping out when the sensation slipped away. Her foot slapped back onto the wet floor when she dragged her thigh off his shoulder and she gripped his hair to pull his head back. Their eyes met when he eased his fingers out of her pussy, with the trembling of her legs turning them to jelly.

“Get up,” she ordered him and he sprang to his feet.

A husky chuckle spilled from her lips when she took hold of his rigid erection.

“Knew that would happen,” she said in a breathless rasp. “Can’t resist my curves, can you? Let’s not waste this bad boy now he’s up and ready to play again.”

Danny let out a gasp when she started stroking his erection. The expectation that she was going to jerk him off in the shower ended when she let go, so she could switch off the water.

“Not here,” she said and grabbed his hand before sliding open the door of the stall to lead him out of it.

***

That water dripping from their soaking bodies to wet the floor didn’t seem to bother Mrs. Ashley in the slightest when she led him out of the bathroom. Once in the bedroom, she let go of his hand.

“Stand at the bottom of the bed,” she told him.

His eyes stayed on her as he did as he’d been told. Mrs. Ashley walked over to a large tapestry wall hanging and reached out to it.

“Now you can really see that thing you like,” she said. “We both can.”

Loosening the top corners of the wall hanging let it fall to the floor to reveal a large mirror behind.

“No way,” Danny let out as he stared at it.

The mirror almost showed the whole bedroom and he kept his gaze on his reflection when Mrs. Ashley walked across to sit at the bottom of the bed.

“Kinky, huh?” she teased him before taking hold of his erection and they both watched in the mirror as she stroked slowly along his stiff length.

She eventually pushed down hard against his balls to make his erection jut out from his groin and a smile spread across her face as she admired the scene in the mirror. Danny tensed when he saw her lean in to roll her tongue around the thickly swollen head. It’s what she’d given him before the tit-fuck. On this occasion it felt like he was watching his very own porn movie as he kept his eyes on their reflections.

Mrs. Ashley spit on the head of his erection before using her fingers to spread the lubrication along his shaft. She did the same again then took his cock in her mouth. It was playing out the game again. The trembling of his knees made him slap a hand down on the plump softness of her shoulder as he watched the way she slid her lips along his erection. She started to make herself gag on it to fill her mouth with spit and he knew why.

He let out a hoarse curse when she backed off to make spit strings stretch out between her lips and his cock. Watching her in the mirror as she broke them with her tongue heightened her excitement. It was such a dirty sight.

He waited for her to squeeze her tits together to drip saliva in her cleavage. She didn’t do it though, with the kinky game changing. She turned to clamber on the bed and got on all fours. Their gazes met in the mirror and he saw the smile that spread across her pretty face.

“Guys always last longer the second time,” she said. “Are you going to get things jiggling?”

Danny dragged his gaze from the mirror to stare at her big ass. It was right there in front of him and at his mercy. The throb of his lust grew stronger when he stepped right up to the bottom of the bed to bring their bodies together. He heard her groan as he tensed his groin muscles to trap his hard cock against her luscious buttocks. She pushed back to make it slip in between her cheeks and he started to hump against her. His gaze returned to the mirror. It gave a perfect view of her big, hanging tits swinging as she worked her hips to grind against his erection.

“Oh god, you’re so hard,” she groaned.

He saw her eyes were on their reflections too as she held herself in place to enjoy the pulsing throb of his erection against her tight, puckered hole.

“Yeah, that’s it stud,” she teased him when he grabbed her ass to ruggedly grope it. “All yours to show a dirty slut what she should get.”

Feeling his fingers dig deep into her flesh brought out his excitement all the more and he started to thrust against her. At the same time, she rocked her hips to make their bodies slap together and he watched in the mirror at the way rippling waves seemed to sweep through her chubby figure.

“Harder,” she urged him. “Show me that juicy jiggle.”

He stared to thrust his hips to hump against her more forcefully as she rocked her body more enthusiastically. The sound of their wet skin slapping together filled the room and neither of them could take their eyes from the naughty scene in the mirror. It was Mrs. Ashley who eventually ended the moment to go after more. She dropped her head down to press her forehead on the covers and shuffled her knees further apart.

“Move forward,” she told him.

He brought his gaze to her. It showed the way her hand came back between her naked thighs.

“Oh fuck, fuck,” he gasped when he realized what she was about to give him.

He moved into position, so she could take hold of his erection. The way she guided the tip to her slick pussy lips made him shudder. She’d already given him a handjob and a tit-fuck, but he was about to get the ultimate.

He let out gasping breaths as she brushed the sensitive tip of his erection along her pussy lips a few times. Her groan came out in a hoarse rasp when she finally made the head of his hard cock slip inside to stretch out her pussy.

“Yes, yes,” she spat out in a husky growl as she let go and backed onto him to take the full length of his manhood inside.

Danny felt the trembling weakness in his legs. His big beautiful neighbor was now giving him the best thing ever and he pushed forward to trap his groin against her firm, luscious buttocks. It made his cock strain inside the warm tightness of her pussy and his breathing grew labored.

“Now show me how much you like that dirty kink of yours,” she urged.

The situation seemed unbelievable. He was balls deep in the chubby, wet pussy of his dream woman. Not only that, she was encouraging him to use her. He grasped at her hips to dig his fingers into her flesh and turned his attention back to the mirror. Her gaze came to his in it and the eye contact sent shivers down his spine.

“Let me finish first,” she told him.

He felt the touch of her fingers on his shaft when she got a hand between her thighs. It made him push forward as she started to play with her clitoris.

“Show me,” she eventually demanded.

It made him let loose. He tightened his grip on her hips to pull himself onto her and his groin slapped hard against her butt to make the rippling waves sweep through her chubby flesh. The sight of it brought out his lust and already cumming once meant there was no need for him to worry about holding himself back. He was less sensitive this time and able to just go for it.

Mrs. Ashley encouraged him on to fuck her roughly as she played with her clit and he gave her what she wanted. His hips pumped harder and faster as he drove his erection into her tight cunt relentlessly for a short while before he slowed the pace to make sure the sex lasted for as long as possible.

Her touch slid away from her clit and he could feel the brushing caress of her fingertips on his thickly swollen shaft as he slow-stroked it into her. He closed his eyes to enjoy the sensation and shuddered when he finally drove all the way inside to press his groin against her cheeks. The pulsing throb of his erection in her slick depths engulfed him in shudders, but it wasn’t long before she started calling out for him to fuck her hard again.

He opened his eyes to look at the mirror and saw she was watching the sex too. Sliding his hands up from her hips, he got them under her body to grab hold of her big tits and groped them as he started to quicken the pace again. It wasn’t long before he was slapping hard against her buttocks and her breathless squeals grew more high-pitched.

It showed she was getting close and he gave her his cock harder still to ravish her wet pussy. Her hand came to his hip to make him keep thrusting into her forcefully. He dug his fingers harder into her tits and could feel the stiffness of her nipples against his palms as she started to push back to make his erection pound into her.

The wild, frantic coming together of their naked bodies built the pressure in his groin, but that turned out to be perfect timing as Mrs. Ashley punished her clitoris to get herself edging. He watched in the mirror as he hammered against her plump, fleshy cheeks to make her booty jiggle. She seemed unable to tear her gaze from the dirty sight in the mirror as she pushed back harder still to crash their bodies together.

The needy ache in her pussy made her desperate for a release and she called out for it louder to encourage him on. He threw himself at her as she tormented her clitoris until the intense feelings brought a tension that made her muscles clench. She tightened her grip on his hip to make him fuck his erection deep and hold it inside her.

“Stay like that,” she groaned just as the hot pressure in her pussy erupted to orgasm.

Her cry was loud as the pulsing contractions made her pussy grip and release around the hardness of his erection. It set her body on fire as the pleasure became her whole world and she lost her mind to it. The breath caught in her throat as her climax came to a high. She pulled her hand from his hip and he took the hint.

She looked away from the mirror to bury her face in the covers when he started to thrust again. It stretched out the high of her orgasm as his hips pumped frantically to give her his cock until he couldn’t hold back his excitement. When their bodies locked together again, she pushed back against him.

The pulsing quiver of his erection inside her lasted no more than a second before she felt the shooting spurt of his cum. It was so sexy to hear the guttural grunts of a young lover losing himself completely to the sensation of cumming deep in her pussy. She worked her muscles to squeeze them around his shaft as he pushed against her to savor every one of the strong spurts.

A shudder ripped through him when his climax weakened and she groaned when he started to stroke his erection into her again. She let him keep using her until his power melted away to make the sex impossible. It made him pull back and she heard the thud of his knees hitting the floor as his legs buckled under him.

She rolled onto her back to see him watching her, so squirmed into position with her butt perched right on the bottom of the bed. Spreading her thighs, she slid a hand between them to rub fingers on her flushed mound. It held his rapt attention, so she gave him more by opening herself up to let him see his cum trickle out.

“Such a bad boy,” she teased him as she brushed fingers through the sticky mess.

His gaze followed her fingers all the way to her mouth and she made a show of licking them clean.

“Now you know what a big girl can do for you,” she said. “You’ll never want anything else.”

She saw the way he hesitated when their eyes met.

“Say it,” she encouraged him.

“Will you do it again?” he blurted out.

“We’ll see,” she teased him, but knew she would.

Having a younger lover who craved the juicy jiggle was something to relish and she was going to take every opportunity she could to let him worship her big, beautiful curves.
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