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  Chapter one
Chapter 1


Daniel walked into the house half suspecting what he was going to find Megan doing. The lawn guy’s truck was parked at the curb but he didn’t recognize the young, shirtless man walking behind the mower. 
He dropped his keys in the tray, shrugged off his jacket and hung it on the coat rack. He walked over to the kitchen and pulled a cold one out of the fridge. Cracked the cap and wandered into the living room.
“That should have been taken care of a few weeks ago actually.” Megan had her earbuds in and was holding a tablet in front of her but staring out the window. “Yeah we had Susan on it but she got that thing going around so it kind of got put on hold. Could you? That would be so helpful.”
He walked a wide circle around her so as not to startle her and waved when he though he was in her peripheral view.
She turned her head, flashed a smile and waggled her fingers at him.
He sank into the couch. The house was strangely quiet.
“That would be great, Loren. I really appreciate this. No, I know it’s not your wheelhouse but it’ll really help the team if you can do it. Amazing. You’re awesome. Really. I mean it. Okay, talk soon.” Megan tapped her ear bud and pulled it out of her ear. “How was work?” she asked.
“It’s Friday. Doesn’t matter,” he replied, taking a slow swig of his beer. “You spend the whole day in front of that window?” he asked, flashing her a knowing smile.
She raised an eyebrow and one corner of her mouth came up. “Just the last hour or so.”
Daniel felt a very welcome feeling stir inside him. He set his beer on the coffee table and got up from the couch, then walked over to where Megan was standing and looked over her shoulder out the window.
The young man was just her type. Fit and athletic but not overly muscular. Probably six feet and a couple inches. Nice broad shoulders and a handsome face with a strong jaw. Serious-looking. 
“That’s quite the view,” Daniel murmured right next to her ear.
“Hmm,” Megan said, her eyes following the guy as he did a one eighty and started walking the other way with the mower.
“Must be new,” Daniel said.
“Must be,” Megan agreed.
“Where are the boys?” Daniel asked.
“Kyle’s at a sleepover and Logan’s at his girlfriends.”
Daniel’s brow arched. “For the night?”
“Obviously.”
“So…both of them. Gone?”
Megan turned and flashed a flirty little smirk.
Daniel shook his head. “How quickly they grow up,” he said.
Megan chuckled.
He leaned in and nuzzled her neck and his manhood began to rouse. She had on her usual collection of scents. Deodorant. A very delicate perfume she wore even though she worked from home. But beneath those, hidden to the unacquainted nose, was a more pungent odour.
Something very organic and very female. Something he had come to know in the preludes to their more intimate moments and, lately, in the preludes to their newly discovered, naughty hobby.
He called it the stink of want, but only to himself. Megan might have slapped him if he said that out loud.
He put his hands on her shoulders and rubbed them, then let them drift down her arms and gently kissed her neck again. “Is there something that you had in mind for the evening?” he asked.
“It was pizza and a movie until about an hour or so ago.”
“Is that so? And what happened an hour or so ago?” he asked, kissing the other side of her neck.
“Well, that very polite and officious-looking young man showed up to mow our lawn,” she replied.
“Did he disturb your work?” Daniel asked.
“He most certainly did,” she said. “It was adorable.”
“Really?” That was a surprise. Not a word she normally used to describe the handsome young men who showed up to mow their lawn.
“He rang the doorbell and very carefully explained that he was here to mow the lawn.”
“That…is adorable,” Daniel said, smiling.
“I felt bad because it made me laugh a little. I told him that normally he can just get started and he seemed very sheepish. So of course I told him to come and ring the doorbell when he was done and maybe I’d have a little something for him.”
Daniel felt his girth engorge. “And what little something would that be?” he whispered. He glanced sideways to see her bite down on the corner of her mouth.
“I think I’ll go change out of these work clothes into something a little more comfortable,” Megan said. She set the tablet down on the console table in front of the window and started walking towards the hall.
He watched her go. She wore black denim pants and a white sweater, the usual sort of work from home getup. He wondered what would be more comfortable than that and smiled to himself.
Outside the whirring of the lawnmower stopped. He glanced out the window to see Mr. Adorable pushing the mower up the collapsible ramp onto the back of the pickup truck.
He walked to the coffee table and picked up his beer and took a swig. It was already warming. He walked to the kitchen and pulled out a frosted glass from the freezer and poured the contents of the bottle into it.
He undid the buttons at his cuffs and rolled his sleeves halfway up his arms.
The doorbell rang.
He took another swig of beer and set the glass down, then walked to the front door.
* * *
Megan stood in front of the mirror in just her bra and jeans. The white sweater was folded on the dresser and she had the drawer with her t-shirts open.
The arrival of the young man with the lawn mower had been a very pleasant Friday afternoon surprise. She wouldn’t have noticed him if he hadn’t rung the doorbell and, for that, she was grateful.
She thumbed through a few of the t-shirts in the drawer, trying to find something inviting but not too slutty. Not that she had that many slutty items of wardrobe left.
She’d thought those days were well behind her. But something had happened as she approached the big five-oh. A renaissance of sorts. Freed from the daily grind of cooking and the constant laundering of clothes, a carefree lightness had returned to her moods.
Daniel’s advances in the bedroom, less frequent now but still persistent, were a little more welcome. She’d bought a few t-shirts that were almost a size too tight. She liked the way her breasts looked.
She’d even worn them out without a bra a few times.
She’d stopped minding when men looked at her.
She looked up at her reflection in the mirror. She heard the doorbell ring downstairs.
She trusted Daniel would invite their unexpected guest inside and engage him in some light banter. He’d become so good at setting the stage for these little extra-marital excursions.
He took pride in the way he made the young men she selected feel at ease. The way he could insinuate that she didn’t mind some extra attention.
She plucked a t-shirt out of the drawer, unrolled it and held it up in front of herself. A smile crept across her lips. It was white and tight and had the word unicorn emblazoned across the chest in blocky, black letters.
She was about to pull it on over her head when a pang of excitement got the better of her. She tossed it onto the dresser, reached behind her back, undid her bra and let it slip off of her shoulders.
She stood up straight and regarded her reflection. Her assets had always been generous. They were heavier now than in her youth but still shapely. She grabbed the t-shirt and pulled it on over her head and down over her tummy.
Along with the carefree lightness had come a renewed interest in hitting the gym. She went four times a week now, three full-body and one leg day. Her arms had more definition than they ever had. Her tummy was trim save for the tiniest little Venus belly.
Somehow the young men she played with didn’t seem to mind.
She turned to look at her profile, smoothed a hand over her stomach, then walked towards the door.
Daniel and the mowing fellow were still at the door, though the young man had disappointingly donned his t-shirt.
She moved through the hallway and watched his back stiffen and his chin rise as he struggled to keep his eyes from indecently dipping towards her chest.
There wasn’t the hint of a smile on his mouth. She didn’t know when the last time she’d met a young guy who was so serious. Coaxing him into bed was going to be delicious.
She walked up behind Daniel and put her hands on his shoulders and leaned her chin on them, keeping half her body in view.
“You’ve already met my wife, haven’t you? Megan this is Owen. He just started with TerraTrends last week.”
“I didn’t actually properly introduce myself,” she said, stepping out from behind Daniel and putting the bursting t-shirt directly in Owen’s view. “I’m Megan, Owen. It’s a pleasure to meet you. Formally, that is,” she added, chuckling. She stretched out her hand.
She watched Owen’s Adam’s apple bob as he reached out, took her hand and shook it. His jaw tightened as he struggled to keep his eyes from sinking towards her t-shirt. His grip was very pleasantly strong and he smelled of cologne and motor oil.
“I promised you a little something when you were done,” she said.
“Yes ma’am,” Owen said, nodding. “Not necessary though, ma’am. Just happy to do the job right.”
Adorable.
Not over-parented but not spoiled, either.
“Well I’m happy to hear that but I like to keep my promises. Would you join us for a drink?”
His eyes widened and his nostrils flared in a way that made it look like he sensed danger.
She pursed her lips to keep herself from laughing. This was really going to be a treat. Serious and uptight. She could see his conflicting instincts clashing behind his eyes.
A large-breasted MILF had just warmly invited him into her home for a drink with her husband. His rational mind was probably racing to explain to his testosterone-addled reptile brain that this was nothing more than a friendly invitation.
His young man nervous system had probably already increased his heart rate and began directing blood flow to his penis.
She allowed herself a glance that way but his heavy cargo pants obscured any evidence of an erection.
“I’m sorry,” she said. “I should have asked first. Do you have another job to go to?”
He swallowed again. There was a hint of panic in his eyes. “No ma’am.”
She smiled her warmest smile at him. “Then please, come join us. We’d love some company. It’s just the two of us here.” She held out her hand, hopefully making the invitation irresistible for him.
He looked down at it and now she saw his eyes scamper oh so quickly over the heave of her breasts as she breathed. “Yes ma’am,” he said. His voice sounded tighter than a few seconds earlier.






  
  Chapter two
Chapter 2


Watching her work a new boy toy had become an unexpected pleasure in Daniel’s life. 
Their marriage had followed what was probably a usual trajectory. They’d fallen in love, married then had their honeymoon phase. The kids had come along and life got too busy to really work on their relationship. His mid-life crisis had hit with a wallop and they’d teetered on the edge of divorce for a year or so.
He’d almost had an affair.
Then something had changed in Megan. She’d lost the hard edge of resentment that had come between them. She’d started initiating intimacy every once in a while, something that had usually come from him. She became playful in the bedroom.
Even as the frequency of sex had declined the quality had shot up. She’d started sharing her fantasies and invited him to share his. They started letting some sunlight into their marriage again.
One tipsy night she’d come home from a night out with her girlfriends and confessed that a younger man had been checking her out at the bar. And that she’d liked it.
That had set his libido on fire. They’d made the kind of love that night they hadn’t had since their late twenties.
And then the playing had started. Careful at first, just testing the waters. Chatting up guys at the bar or out on the street. Then she’d downloaded a hookup app and they’d taken the plunge together.
That had been almost two years ago. Every time since he’d taken a profound sexual joy in watching her with other men.
He couldn’t help but smile as he watched her now, walking hand in hand with uptight Owen. Leading him to the kitchen and sitting him down at the table and asking what he’d like to drink.
She looked stunning in that unicorn shirt. It was almost a bit too much, a bit too cruel to put Owen through that, but she’d make it right soon enough.
He walked into the kitchen after them.
“So you started mowing lawns just last week?” she asked Owen as she opened the fridge.
“Yes ma’am,” he said. He had his hands on his knees and was sitting stiffly upright in the chair.
“What can I get you? Beer? That’s what Dan’s having. I think I’ll make myself a wine spritzer. It is Friday, after all.”
“Uh, just a water will be fine,” Owen said. “I don’t drink alcohol.”
“No problem,” Megan said. “You sure just a water? I’ve got diet soda. Ginger ale?”
Owen thought about it a second. “Maybe a ginger ale then.”
Megan smiled and winked at him. “Sure thing,” she said. 
Daniel nearly groaned when she bent at the waist and took her sweet time fumbling through the fridge for a can of ginger ale.
Poor Owen gripped his knees and tilted his head up to look at the ceiling.
He wished he’d had more time with him to fluff him up for what was about to happen. Meg had come out of the bedroom so quickly he’d barely had time to say hello.
Megan finally pulled a ginger ale out of the fridge and got a glass from the cupboard. Opened the freezer and grabbed the ice bucket and tossed half a glass of cubes in. She cracked the tab on the soda can and poured it out over the ice, then walked it over to Owen and set it down on the table in front of him.
“Thank-you, ma’am,” Owen said. He picked up the glass and took a healthy gulp before setting it down again.
Megan smiled and walked back to the fridge. She performed the same outrageous routine to pull the bottle of white and seltzer from the fridge, then made a big to-do of preparing herself a drink.
With the spritzer made, she pulled a chair out and sat down just a few feet from Owen. She leaned back in her chair, sipped the drink, then threw one leg over the other, her foot dangling close to Owen’s leg.
She’d changed out of her sneakers and into a pair of rhinestone studded flip-flops that caught the light, drawing attention to her pretty toes. “So. Owen,” she said. She glanced at Dan.
He raised an eyebrow. It was a gamble starting in this early. Guy didn’t drink. The sun was still up. They were both there in the kitchen, looming over him. And he seemed pretty skittish already.
“Yes ma’am?” Owen said, picking up his glass and hiding behind it as he drank.
“How old are you anyways?” Meg asked.
Owen gulped and set the glass down again. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “Twenty-three, ma’am.”
Meg smiled. She took another sip of her wine spritzer and leaned forward. “You know I really appreciate the politeness but do you think you could just call me Meg?”
Owen’s eyes widened and he looked awfully awkward.
“They’re pretty formal at her job,” Daniel explained. “She gets kind of prickly about it. Don’t be shy.”
Owen looked between the two of them, looking very uncertain as to why he was even there. “Um, okay. Meg.”
“Sure. And I’m Dan.”
“Yes sir, er, Dan…” he muttered.
Meg sipped her drink, smiling at Owen. “I have to tell you, you look a bit nervous. Do you have somewhere to be?”
“Uh, no ma…uh…no. No I don’t, Meg.”
Megan’s smile widened. “Friday night? No girlfriend?” she asked.
Owen shook his head.
Megan drew in a breath, her bosom rising, calling both men’s attention to it. “You know, would you mind if we went in the living room? We might be a little more comfortable in there. Dan, honey, didn’t you say you needed to do that thing with the car? Remember?”
It took him a moment but Daniel realized what she was doing. “The car. Right. No. It wasn’t the car it was the computer, remember?”
“Right. The computer,” Meg said.
“Let me just grab another drink.” he moved to the fridge, pulled out a beer and shuffled out of the kitchen to give Megan some space alone with Owen.
* * *
Owen walked behind her as she led them to the living room. She rounded the coffee table and set her wine glass down on it then lowered herself to the couch, tucking her feet in under her legs.
Owen walked stiffly through the living room and took a seat at the far end of the couch opposite her.
She had to admit her game was a bit clunky today. She should have given Daniel more time with him. It was too bad he didn’t drink. Great for his health, of course, but a little booze always loosened inhibitions up nicely. And this one was inhibited.
She sipped on her glass and set it down and smiled at him. “So how long have you been working lawn care?” she asked, twirling her hair with a couple of fingers.
“Just started last week,” he said.
“What did you before that?” she asked.
“Brickwork,” he said.
“That would explain it,” she said, smiling again.
“Explain it?” he asked.
“Your lovely phyisque,” she said, glancing at his chest and biceps. “That’s not a gym sort of body you’ve got there, I can tell. You’ve got strength. I like that,” she said, narrowing her eyes at him.
She’d decided one of two things were going to happen. Either Owen was going to freak out and bolt or he was going to stay put on that couch, ratcheted down by the faint whiff of sexual possibility.
She intended to make it less faint.
His eyes widened and his cheeks began turning red from her compliment.
“Oh, honey, I’m sorry!” she said. “I didn’t mean to embarrass you!” Her eyes dropped to his crotch, widened and returned to meet his almost immediately. The t-shirt, the fridge performance and the toes had done the trick. There was now a pronounced bulge in his lap. A bulge that looked like whatever he had in there was impressive.
She’d spent the last hour teasing herself by staring out the window at him as he paraded shirtless back and forth across her front lawn. Her pussy was already wet and ready. She didn’t want to scare him but she’d sort of dropped the ball on a slow buildup anyway.
She picked up her wine glass and scooched sideways on the couch until she was sitting right next to him. She pulled one foot out from under her legs and let it dangle down off the couch. She wished she’d painted her toes that morning.
Owen picked up his glass and took a big gulp of his drink.
“Look, Owen, I’m going to be honest with you. I just want you to know that if it makes you uncomfortable you are more than free to get up and leave with no hard feelings and we can just pretend none of this ever happened.”
His nostrils flared and his eyes were as wide as a scared horse. He pursed his lips and nodded.
“You seem kind of nervous so I’m just going to give it to you straight, okay?”
He nodded again. His neck looked stiff.
“I like having sex with young men. Men like yourself. You might be worried about Daniel but don’t be. See, he likes to watch. Is that…is that something you might be interested in?” She kicked her foot out gently and let it dangle back and forth a few times.
Owen swallowed. He looked down at the glass he was holding over his lap and his face burned with embarrassment.
“It’s okay if you’re not interested. I won’t get offended. It’s not everyone’s gig, I get that.”
Owen glared at his lap for a long while. Then, finally, he shook his head. “It’s not…I mean I’m not…” His head turned slowly, like the muscles in his neck had seized. “You are…you are a very beautiful woman.”
“Why thank-you. Just not into it?”
He shook his head again. “It’s not that.”
Megan furrowed her brow. “What is it?”
“It’s that…I just…I’ve never been with a woman before,” he blurted.
She let out a tiny gasp and her brow arched. “Oh! Oh, Owen! I see!” It threw her off for a moment. A handsome young stud and he’d never been with a woman? She collected herself, cleared her throat and sipped on her wine. She’d have to be gentle with this one. “So can I just say that I’m so flattered that you shared that with me?”
He looked like he wanted to crawl into the couch and never come out.
“I really mean that. That’s a really personal thing and you don’t know me at all. I really respect how much courage that must have taken.”
Slowly he turned his head to glance at her out of the corner of his eye. “You serious?” he asked.
“Of course I am,” she said, setting her wine glass down on the coffee table. “You look really tense, Owen. If you need to leave I absolutely won’t blame you. But if you want to stay I’d love to talk more about this.”
He looked down at his lap again and his brow furrowed. Some of the bright red colour left his cheeks. “I don’t want to go yet,” he muttered.
She could see the pent up frustration work it’s way across his expression. If she’d known she wouldn’t have been so forward. But it was done now. She’d asked the way she asked. The only thing to do was forge ahead. “I’m happy to hear that,” she said quietly.
She saw his eyes dart to her naked foot for a moment. The bulge in his lap moved and he squeezed his thighs together.
She leaned closer to him and put a hand on his shoulder. “Is this okay?” she asked in a whisper.
He clenched his jaw and nodded.
She let the hand drift down his arm. The pleasant ache that had been coalescing in her core grew more insistent. His biceps were so fucking hard. His body was so hard. She imagined how incredible it would feel getting nailed by a tough young stud like that.
Her hand drifted down his forearm and settled on his thigh. “That alright?”
He nodded again. His body was rigid with tension.
“Would you like to know what it’s like to be with a woman, Owen?” she asked.
Another nod.
She smiled. “Would you like to know what it’s like to be with me?”
“Yes,” he whispered.
She moved her hand gently over the lump of his hard cock and her eyes widened. It, too, was so fucking hard. Not just that, she couldn’t tell where it ended and where it began. Owen was packing.
“Can I undo these?” she asked, running a finger along the line of his zipper.
He eyed her sideways. “Here?”
“If you’re comfortable. Oh you’re worried about Dan?”
“Maybe a little,” he admitted.
She shook her head. “You don’t need to worry about Daniel. He knows the routine. He won’t come until he’s called.”
Owen raised an eyebrow. “You’ve done this before?” he asked.
She nodded. “Like I said, it’s sort of a hobby of ours.”
He scowled and she wondered if she’d turned him off. His cock remained hard beneath her hand though. He probably just needed some time to process things. They’d moved pretty fast.
“I’m sorry. I’m just…”
“Hey Owen?”
He looked at her again.
She leaned closer to him and smiled. “You can just forget that word exists. Sorry, I mean. As long as you’re in this house you don’t need to be sorry about anything that happens. How about we do this. How about you leave me in charge. If you don’t like anything that’s happening you can tell me. You know what a safe word is?”
He shook his head.
“A safe word is a word you can use if you want to stop whatever is going on. It shouldn’t be ‘stop.’ Sometimes we can use that word and not really mean it, you know?”
“Yeah,” he said, nodding. “I get that.”
“How about we use pineapple. If you want me to stop just say pineapple.”
He chewed on the inside of his cheek and nodded. “Okay. Got it.”
She smiled at him again. “You ever kissed a woman before?”
He shook his head.
She leaned even closer, put a hand on the back of his head and turned it so he was looking at her. She tipped hers and touched her lips gently against his. She swiped her tongue against his mouth.
He opened and she slipped her tongue inside. She slid it along his tongue. Coaxing it out of his mouth and into hers. Letting his natural instincts take over. Feeling him leaning into the kiss. Leaning into her body, letting all that pent up testosterone do it’s work.
Thirty seconds later his inhibitions had fallen away and he was thrusting his tongue into her mouth, searching for hers and kissing her deep.
She let the kiss run it’s course and end organically before opening her eyes and pulling away.
Owen was beet red again and his breathing was heavy. His eyes were filled with fiery lust.
“That was real nice,” she said, smiling at him. “You’re a natural at that.”
He flashed a sheepish grin. “Thanks,” he muttered.
She let her hand settle on his lap again, the hard bulge beneath her palm making her pussy squeeze with need. “Can I take this thing out?” she whispered.
His eyes widened. He gripped the armrest of the couch and nodded tightly.
“Remember pineapple if you want me to stop.”
He let out a terse chuckle and shook his head. “I don’t think you need to worry about that. I’m not worried about that.”
“What are you worried about? You seem so tense?”
He stared straight ahead at the coffee table. “Worried about making a fool of myself, I guess,” he muttered.
She shook her head and gently caressed his cock through his pants. “You can just forget about that along with the word sorry. There’s no making a fool of yourself in front of me. No way a stud like you would do that, no matter what happens. It’s your first time. I get it. I feel so privileged to be able to do this with you.”
He shot her a nervous look, then nodded.
She pinched the zipper between her finger and thumb and pulled it down slowly, tooth by tooth. When his fly was open she slipped her hand into his overalls and rubbed the palm against his cock through his underwear.
Her eyes widened again. Owen was hung like a fucking horse. It was wild how big his cock was. She pulled at the elastic of his underwear and slipped her hand into it.
Owen bucked in his seat as her hand settled on it.
She stilled, letting him get used to the sensation of her holding onto him.
He gritted his teeth and his eyes narrowed.
“I’m gonna take it out now,” she whispered. She pulled the elastic open with her other hand and gently eased his cock out of his underwear, then guided it through his open fly.
Her eyes fell to his lap and her eyeballs popped. The thing must have been almost nine inches long. Thick as her wrist at the root and curved in a beautiful arc towards his belly that would hit just the right spots inside her. If they got that far. The head, surprisingly, was even thicker and looked like the stretch it would bring would bring tears of joy to her eyes.
“Owen,” she whispered.
“Yes ma’am?” he asked, staring down at his cock in her hand.
“That is a fucking gloriously gorgeous piece of equipment you have.”






  
  Chapter three
Chapter 3


Owen shot her another nervous glance, like he didn’t quite trust her. “It…it is?” 
She stared at the cock ran her tongue along her lower lip. “That is one of the most beautiful cocks I’ve ever seen.”
He let out a sigh, like he was relieved by what she’d said. He let out a shy laugh. His eyes darted sideways to her shirt and the stiff nipples poking out against the fabric.
A smile formed on one side of her mouth. “You want a peek?” she asked.
“Oh, yes ma’am,” he said, his voice shaky and low.
She ignored the ma’am not wanting to stress him out, and kind of charmed by it, too. She grabbed the hem of her shirt and pulled it slowly up, letting it catch her tits and hold them up for a few moments before they tumbled out.
Owen’s eyes bugged and his cock throbbed in her hand, getting even harder. “Holy shit,” he whispered.
She grinned at him. “You want to touch ’em?”
“Oh yes please,” he said.
She let go of his cock and picked up his hand by the wrist. His fingers trembled as she moved them closer to her breast, then pressed his palm against it. His palm was damp with sweat. She put a hand over his and closed his hand over her tit, showing him how she liked it squeezed.
His cock pulsed in his lap, standing rigid and starting to leak pre-cum as he played with her boob.
She left his hand on her breast and reached down and gripped his prick again at the root. She slid her hand up in a long, slow, stroke, lingering at the tip and rubbing her thumb gently against his frenulum.
His hips bucked. “Oh god,” he groaned. His hand gripped her breast harder.
“Owen?” she whispered.
“Yes, ma’am?”
“You feel like you’re pretty close?”
“Oh y-yes ma’am,” he stammered.
“Alright. I want you to just let go. Give into whatever comes. This is just the beginning. Just a little something to take the edge off before we really get started with your education.” Her thumb worked slow circles against his glans.
“E-education ma’am?” he asked, his voice tight.
“Your sexual education, Owen,” she explained. “Now look at me.”
He turned his head but his eyes didn’t make it past his hand on her breast.
“Actually that’s better. You stare at those titties. Stare at those titties and I’m just gonna work that beautiful cock of yours with my hand like this. And whenever you’re ready I want you to go ahead and give me all of that cum you’ve got stored up in those balls. Just shoot it all out for me cause that’ll make me so very happy Owen,” she purred.
His eyes bugged and his stomach clenched as she stroked her hand up and down his enormous penis.
She gasped when she felt the first throb, imagining what that would possibly feel like inside her. She felt the cum shoot through the shaft and bit the corner of her mouth and smiled as it erupted from the thick head.
It sailed in a lovely arc and landed in a splattered line along the front of his shirt.
His body bucked and jerked as he wrestled with his orgasm, eyes darting from her tits to her hand manipulating his cock.
“Oh that’s it, Owen. Give me all that cum. Give me the whole load of it. Good boy,” she said.
Plume after glorious plume of white hot ejaculate blasted from the tiny opening in his cock head. Coating his shirt and some of it oozing out of him and flowing down onto her hand, covering her wedding ring and the engagement diamond she wore behind it.
The cum was blisteringly hot, thick and bubbly as she’d expect from a young man. But the sheer volume of it surprised her. Looked like he could have filled three quarters of a cup with all that sperm.
She kept massaging his cock until he let out a huge sigh and shuddered. The thing barely softened in her grip even after she’d emptied that huge load from his balls.
He closed his eyes and took a few deep breaths to calm his breathing.
“Did you like that, Owen?” she whispered.
He let out a soft laugh, then another, then opened his eyes and glanced at her. “That was amazing,” he whispered.
She smiled and gripped his cock tighter, massaging it gently. “I’m so glad you enjoyed that. Can you just sit tight right here for me? I’m just gonna go fill Daniel in on what’s going on and then maybe we can try some other fun things?”
He let out another heavy sigh and nodded. “Yes, ma’am.”
She unwrapped her hand from around his cock and pulled her shirt down over her chest with the other. She wiped his sticky emission onto the front of her shirt and swung her legs over the edge of the couch. She stood up and rounded the coffee table, then made her way towards the hall, letting her ass swing side to side a little wider than normal.
* * *
Daniel spun around on his office chair when he heard the door open. He watched Megan slip into the room and close the door. “What the heck is going on out there?” he asked.
His eyes moved to her breasts, then lower. They widened when he saw what looked to be semen smeared all over the front of her shirt.
“Shh,” she said, pressing a finger to her lips. She walked across the carpeted room and slipped into the chair standing against the wall next to his desk. “It’s his first time,” she whispered.
His brow arched and his eyes opened wide. “Oh shit!” he whispered back. “Are you serious? Is everything okay?”
She grabbed the hem of her shirt and stretched it out, staring down at the cooling cum. “Things are better now,” she said, chuckling. “I gave him a handjob. Took a lot of coaxing. He was really nervous. But he’s better now, like I said.” She looked up and locked eyes with him. “Daniel, his cock is fucking enormous.”
Daniel raised an eyebrow. Even though they’d done this dozens of times now, there was still nothing quite like the experience of watching her with another man. Or listening to her recount what happened afterwards. Made him feel so much more alive. “Is he gonna stick around?”
“I think so,” she said. “I just wanted to come in here and tell you what was going on because he’s still pretty cagey. I don’t know if he’s gonna be able to relax enough for you to be in the room or not.”
Daniel shrugged. “It’s okay. I can hang out in here if you want. Maybe see if you can snag some pics or video or something? I guess that means you’re having fun?”
She looked up sideways at the ceiling and smiled. “I guess you could say that. He can’t stop calling me ma’am. I told him no pressure but I am really, really curious what that cock feels like.”
Daniel chuckled. “I bet you are.”
“Why don’t you give me a little longer with him? I’ll try to put him at ease and then maybe I can ask if you can join us?”
“Oh my god, Meg, that’s smokin’ hot. Sure. Whatever you need to do.”
She stood up off the chair and turned to walk towards the door.
His eyes wandered down her beautifully shaped body and his cock swelled in his lap.
“Keep an eye on your phone. I’ll text you if the opportunity arises. Might have to lurk in the shadows, though.”
“Whatever it takes, babe. Whatever it takes,” he said, smiling at her as she slipped out of the room and closed the door behind her.
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Owen was sitting in the same place she’d left him on the couch. He’d put his cock away into his pants and the splatters of cum on his shirt had started to dry. 
She walked up and put a hand on her hip. “You doing alright?” she asked with a smile.
“Yes ma’am,” he said. “Er, Meg. Sorry I keep forgetting.”
“Don’t worry about it. Ma’am‘s kind of growing on me.”
He smiled at her.
“You want to go somewhere a little more comfortable?”
He stared at her for a moment. “I know I’m not supposed to say sorry but I am sorry that that was over so fast.” He looked down at his lap.
“You’re right you’re not supposed to say sorry. And nothing’s over unless you want it to be. I’m just getting started.”
He looked up at her with fresh excitement in his eyes.
She leaned over him, took him by the hand and pulled to get him up and off the couch.
He was up in an instant, his shyness and embarrassment seemingly gone. Eyeing her provocatively and with none of the shame on his expression she’d seen before.
She laughed as she turned around and dragged him behind her towards the bedroom.
“Is, uh, is Daniel gonna…”
“You don’t worry about that for now,” she said, as she pulled him into the bedroom and closed the door. She pulled her phone out of her back pocket and laid it down on the nightstand in case she needed it later. Then she turned around, grabbed the bottom of her shirt and pulled it off over her head, tossing it into the laundry hamper in the corner of the room.
She watched his eyes widen as they sank to her chest and lingered there. She smiled at him, her body warming at his hungry attention.
This was one of her favourite parts of sleeping with younger guys. Even when they were more experienced than Owen, they still looked at her like they were about to eat her for lunch.
That sex drive kicked in, testosterone flooding through them and she knew all they could think of was her body. It gave her a thrill and she didn’t feel bad about it one bit.
“Come here, baby,” she said, holding out both hands for Owen to take.
He stepped towards her.
She grabbed his hands and pulled him in close, pressing his palms against her tits. “You like those?”
“Oh, gosh, yes ma’am,” he said, sounding out of breath again.
She put a hand around his neck and pulled him lower. “Kiss those titties for me, stud,” she said.
He gave the tops of her breasts a few soft pecks.
His warm breath felt nice on her skin.
She let out a little chuckle at how gentle he was being. “You don’t have to be shy, sweetie. Suck on those nipples. I like it nice and hard. Helps me feel something.”
He looked up at her, as if confirming that’s what she really wanted.
“Go on. Suck it right into your mouth,” she said, propping her tit up with a hand and pointing the nipple at his lips.
He slurped it into his mouth and gave it a nice, long pull until his cheeks caved in.
“Oh!” she moaned, a little louder than she would have so Daniel got a hint of what was going on in there. “Oh, honey, that is heaven. You’re good at that.”
That got Owen all revved up. He suckled on her even harder and she felt pleasure tingling from the peaks of her breast straight down to her pussy. Her pussy had started lubricating back on the couch. Now, with Owen sucking hard on her teat, she could feel it dripping and soaking her underwear.
When he unlatched from her breast, she grabbed his shirt and tugged it off over his head and threw it onto the floor. She pressed her hands against his hard pecs and slid them down his torso in wavy lines.
She got the button of his overalls open and pulled the zipper down again, then bent at the waist and tugged them down his legs, giving him a nice view of her round ass. She grabbed his briefs and pulled those down and guided his feet out of them until he was standing naked in front of her.
She cocked her hips to one side and put her hands on them and bit the corner of her mouth. “Holy shit, stud you’re handsome.” She eyed his dick and her mouth started salivating.
She spun around, undid her jeans and slowly worked them down with her underwear. Down over her ass and down her legs, bending over to take them off and give Owen a full view of her bare ass and the slit between her legs. She stood back up and glanced over her shoulder at him, flashing a grin. “You like what you see?”
“Oh yes ma’am!” he said. His cock had started bouncing up and down.
She spun and stepped towards him and watched his eyes sink to her pussy. “You’re gonna get a real good view of that in just a second,” she whispered. She wrapped her hand around his cock and gave it a few strokes until it started to harden in her hand.
She took his hand and led him to the edge of the bed. “Get on there. On your back. That’s right just like that. Head at the edge, just hanging over a little. Just a little.”
She got him in the position she wanted him in and walked over to the end of the bed where his head was tipped up. She spread her legs and slowly backed up over him until she could sit comfortably on his chest. “That okay? I’m not too heavy for you?” she asked.
He shook his head. His eyes were as big as saucers as he stared at the shaved folds of her dripping slit. She had a cunt like a peach with an inviting crevice that so many men had complimented.
“I’m gonna teach you how to eat a pussy. That okay?” she asked.
“Oh god yes!”
She let out a small laugh and scooched forward, pressing the lips of her heated puss against his mouth. “You flick out your tongue and see that line running along the center? Where all the wetness is coming from? You see that? You give that a nice long, slow lick.”
He did exactly as she told him. His tongue poked out of his mouth and he drew a perfectly straight line, touching both sides of her vulva and sending a frisson of lovely pleasure up her spine.
“Oh yes, baby, you are doing so good,” she cooed.
He groaned between her legs and the vibrations made her burst out in a giggle.
“That’s good. Now press your tongue in there. Right in between those pussy lips. Oh god! Yes! Just like that,” she said, running her fingers through his hair and pulling his head up gently to get his tongue deeper into her cleft.
She rocked her hips back and forth, sliding her pussy lips along his tongue. Taking her pleasure from his mouth in a way that made her feel powerful and youthful. She grabbed her tit and pinched her nipple and felt a little trickle of juice run out of her vagina. “You like the way I taste?” she asked him.
“Fo good,” he muttered the sound muffled against her engorged folds.
“You think you can keep that up for a little while? I want have an orgasm on your mouth before I let you fuck me.”
He gave an eager nod between her thighs and lapped at her pussy with his tongue.
“Now you press it in deep and go to the tip. Right up here,” she said, pointing at the top of her pussy entrance with a finger. “You feel that little button? Oh yeah!” she moaned. “You feel that little button! You suck on it just like you’re doing now. Keep sucking! Don’t stop!”
She moaned and threw her head back, pinching her nipple again as she rode his face and the wave of pleasure building inside her.
She found it deliciously exciting that this was his first time doing this. She couldn’t imagine how excited he must be. Hot older woman dragging him into her house and giving him the first fuck of his life.
It got her so aroused her pussy started squeezing and dripping into his mouth as he sucked on her clit. She moaned again and her hips rolled faster. Her pussy made slick, sloppy sounds against his lips and the wetness filled her with even more arousal.
She could feel it building inside her. Swelling like a balloon that was reaching it’s bursting point. She rolled faster. “Oh! Oh! Owen you’re gonna make me cum. It might get a little wet down there. You don’t mind, do you, baby?”
He shook his head and made purring sound between her legs, still suckling hard on her clit.
The sound sent her over. She dropped her gaze to his face.
His eyes were closed and he looked so serene eating her out.
“Oh!” she cried out as the climax crashed over her. She pulled his mouth up tight against her pussy as it squeezed and squished, dribbling juice all over his lips.
Her thighs shook against his cheeks and the rolling of her hips slowed as her pussy became more sensitive. She let go of his hair and pulled away, resting her weight on his chest and smiling at him. “What do you think, big guy?” she asked. She brushed a finger against his soaked lips, then pressed it into his mouth.
He sucked on it eagerly, closing his eyes and humming.
“You like that?” she asked, chuckling.
“Oh god. So good. So fun,” he panted.
She laughed and patted his cheek, then got up off of him and rounded the bed. She crawled up onto it on all fours and crawled over his legs.
His cock was fully rigid again and bouncing up and down against the ridges of his abdomen. He probably didn’t need any more stimulation but she wanted to taste that thing and feel it’s hardness in her mouth.
“You mind if I suck your dick a little?” she whispered, narrowing her eyes at him.
“Oh god, no ma’am. I don’t mind at all.”
She wrapped her fingers around the root and bent it towards her lips. She didn’t tease him, just sucked the thick head into her mouth and gave it a good pull, swiping her tongue around it.
“Oh shit! Oh gosh!” he said, his body jackknifing on the bed.
“Oh baby!” she said, pulling off. “I’m sorry! I should have been more gentle!” She let out a small laugh.
“Oh it’s good it’s just…intense.”
She stuck out her tongue and pressed it against the root of his prick and dragged it slowly, slowly up the length of it, then swirled it around the head, staring into his eyes the whole time.
She was rewarded by a full body shudder and a groan. She giggled as his cock flexed in her hand and started leaking pre-cum from the tip. He’d gotten so hard just from eating her out she knew he probably wasn’t going to last long once he got inside of her.
Getting back up on all fours she crawled over him and put one foot on the bed, baring her pussy so he could gawk at it as she slipped onto him.
He was mesmerized, staring at his hard organ against the backdrop of her soft, leaky folds.
She gently gripped his prick and painted the head against her pussy, collecting her own wet until it was dribbling down the shaft and he was good and lubricated. “You ready to go into a woman’s pussy Owen?”
“Oh god yes,” he said, trembling.
She bit her lip and dragged his cock head against her snatch again. “Say, would you mind if I invited Dan in here to watch?” she asked.
He shook his head. “Whatever you want. You can do whatever you want.”
“Thanks, baby.” She picked up her phone and tapped out a text.
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Daniel eased the door of their bedroom open and peeked through the gap. The view took his breath away. 
Meg half-squatting, half-kneeling over Owen’s lap, gently swiping the head of his extremely generous endowment against her soaked pussy lips.
His eyes widened and he froze, momentarily mesmerized by the sight.
Meg was looking down her naked body and smiling. Teasing Owen with those flirty eyes. She glanced up and saw Daniel, raised her hand and crooked a finger, beckoning him in.
He slipped through the door and shuffled towards the chair in the corner.
“Dan just walked in,” Megan whispered. “But you don’t need to worry about him. He’s just gonna sit in the corner and watch us, okay? All you need to do is focus on me.”
Owen nodded.
Meg swiped his cock against her pussy a few more times. The lips were glistening with her wet.
Dan had heard her moaning a few minutes earlier and just the sound of it had made him hard, wondering what they were doing in there.
“Okay,” Meg said, positioning the cock at the entrance to her sex. “I’m gonna put you inside me now Owen. You ready?”
“Yes. Yes, please,” Owen whispered.
Meg’s smile widened. She pulled one pussy lip to the side and slowly began to impale herself on the thick prick.
It was way thicker than Daniel’s and he could only imagine how good it must feel for her.
Her smile faded and her brow arched. “Oh. Oh! Oh shit!” She paused, closed her eyes and rolled her hips gently back and forth. “Holy shit that feels fucking amazing, Owen. You have an amazing cock.”
Owen was frozen on the bed. His neck was craned, chin to his chest, as he struggled to watch his organ going into a woman for the first time.
Megan reached back and grabbed a pillow, then leaned over him and tucked it behind his head. “There. You can watch it a little easier now. I’m gonna go a little deeper but I’ve gotta go slow cause you’re so thick.”
She was still holding the shaft in her hand as she slid her pussy further down. She drew in a breath and her eyes widened. “Oh god. Oh. Yes. My god yes. My god I am going to come so hard on this thing. I’m gonna come so fucking hard on this big fucking dick.”
Owen’s hands shot up but stopped short of touching her body, like he wasn’t sure if it was allowed. “Meg…er, ma’am, I…oh god it’s embarrassing,” he muttered.
Meg froze over top of him. “You getting close again?” she asked.
“I’m sorry,” he muttered.
“It’s alright. Don’t move. Just lie still and breathe, okay?”
He nodded.
She stayed like that, one knee on the bed, one knee up, holding herself in position and not moving to give him time to claw back the climax that had built inside him.
He took a few deep breaths just like she’d said. “Okay,” he said, nodding. “Okay I think I can keep going.”
Meg nodded. She gently put her knee down on the bed, kneeling above him. She put her hands on his chest and slowly started sinking. Her pussy made wet clicks and pops as the prick stretched it. She groaned and brought a hand to her belly just as her ass settled onto his lap. “Holy shit. That’s unreal. Owen, baby, you are definitely coming back to this house, do you understand? No way I’m only getting fucked once by a dick like this.”
“Y-yes ma’am,” Owen stammered.
Meg leaned forward and started rolling her hips slowly back and forth. Riding on that dick as it slid in and out of her. She saw Owen staring at her big tits swaying above his face and smiled. “You can touch ’em, honey. You play with them all you want.” She took him by the wrist and pressed his hand against her breast.
He reached up with the other hand and palmed her other tit and started squeezing and pinching her nipples, rolling them between his fingers.
Daniel’s hard-on throbbed every time Meg glanced at him. He still couldn’t explain why seeing another man’s cock moving in and out of her body turned him on so much. It turned him into a drooling zombie and all he could do was watch her and endure his own arousal as she fucked Owen.
“Oh baby that feels good,” Meg whispered as Owen fondled her tits. “You’re getting close again aren’t ya?”
Owen clenched his jaw and nodded.
“Yeah. I can feel it. I can feel your cock getting so hard inside me.” She slowed her riding and eventually came to a stop. “More deep breaths,” she said.
Owen closed his eyes. He let go of her tits and put his arms at his sides and breathed deeply.
Meg looked up at Daniel, pressed her fingers against her lips, then blew him a kiss.
Daniel’s eyes raked down her body. Her tits were still fucking gorgeous and her hours at the gym had thickened her ass and thighs. He couldn’t wait to feel the inside of her body once she was done with Owen.
Owen opened his eyes and nodded at Meg.
She put her hands back on his chest and her ass rose and fell as she resumed her ride. “You like being inside a woman, baby?” she asked him.
“Oh fuck yes. Oh…gosh, sorry,” he muttered.
* * *
Megan chuckled and her pussy clenched hard around Owen’s tool. “No need for sorry’s. You can swear all you want in here.”
She was three-quarters of the way to an orgasm and partly being selfish taking it slow. Partly, though, she wanted Owen to have a nice memory of his first time with a woman.
His cock was so fucking hard and felt so fucking good buried deep in her. Her pussy was a hot, sloshing mess. She could feel how her pussy lips had swollen, creating even more friction against Owen’s cock.
He was being a real trooper lasting this long with his virgin dick. They were so sensitive at that age.
She wished he’d play with her tits some more but that was probably half of what was pushing him towards the edge so she let him keep his arms stiffened at his sides.
She locked eyes with him and smiled. “You want to finish in my pussy Owen or do you want to watch it come out all over me?”
Owen made a strained groaning sound and his body twitched beneath her.
She loved seeing how turned on he was. The way he was looking at her like he wanted to devour her. She loved when young guys gave her that intense stare.
Daniel sitting in the corner watching turned her on, too. Her loving husband enjoying the sight of his wife riding a young man’s dick, pleasuring herself, knowing he was going to get her later once she was finished with Owen.
All of it excited her and she closed her eyes and let out a quiet moan as her pussy pulsed again.
Owen’s cock was throbbing now. She could feel it swelling against the walls of her vagina. She was pretty sure she could time her own orgasm with his.
She opened her eyes and looked at him. “What’s it gonna be stud? You gonna blow a big load inside me?” She twerked her ass a little harder against his lap, nudging him closer and closer to an orgasm.
“Is that…is that okay?” he asked, looking down between them to see his cock move in and out of her.
She wrapped a hand around his neck and pressed her forehead against his. “More than okay, stud. I want all of that seed deep inside me. Squirt all of that baby batter into me.”
He hardened to steel inside her. “Oh shit!”
A smile pulled at the corner’s of her mouth. “Oh you like that.“ She squeezed him with her pussy. “Oh. Owen,” she said, her voice breathy. “I know I shouldn’t let you finish in me but I just can’t stop myself. Oh, gosh, I know I could get pregnant but I can’t stop!”
Owen made a warbling noise and grabbed her hips as his started bucking underneath her.
She gasped, startled by the sudden raw power of his virility. The thought of him getting aroused by making her pregnant unleashed wave after wave of arousal inside her. She fucked back against his thrusts and a moment later felt the first surge of a massive orgasm roar through her. She let out a wail as she came.
Owen shouted and she felt his cock tense, pulse, then release again and again and again.
She moaned as he pumped his ejaculate deep inside her, flooding her tender pussy. Out of the corner of her eye she saw Daniel gawking slack-jawed at them fucking and it sent another surge of pleasure chemicals through her.
She let out a quieter moan as Owen’s hips kept fucking his cock deep into her pussy. She let out a breath and rode out the last spurts of his excitement until she felt him soften slightly. She leaned over him, mashing her breasts against his chest and kissed him gently on the lips.
“That wasn’t…you’re not really, like, worried that,” he blathered, eyes wide with worry.
“Oh, hon! I’m sorry! That was just sexy talk,” she whispered. “There’s no reason to worry at all. Turned your crank pretty good though, didn’t it?”
He flashed a nervous smile. “Yes. Yes it did,” he said.
He was so gee-golly-gosh earnest it was adorable. Made her feel slightly wicked corrupting him, knowing he was probably the church-going type given his allergy to swearing.
She gazed into his eyes. “What do you think? You think you can get that thing hard for me again this afternoon?”
He let out a sigh and nodded. “I think so. Might take a few minutes though.”
She laughed and sat up straight on his lap. Even soft he still filled her wonderfully. “In that case I’m just going to go say hello to Daniel over there. You do whatever you need to do to…recuperate, okay?”
“Yeah. Yes, ma’am,” he replied.
She pulled herself up until his slimy cock slithered out of her. She swung a leg over his lap and saw his eyes dart to her pussy. She smiled, knowing exactly what was on his mind. She sat down on the mattress and spread her legs wide and watched his eyes widen as he got a full view of her messy privates. “You want to take a good long look?” she asked.
His blush deepened immediately, embarrassment washing over him.
“Honey don’t be shy. I’ve been around long enough I know what guys want.” She slipped her fingers down to her pussy lips and slid up and down along them, then dipped them into her sex. She pulled them out and examined the creamy white semen coating them. She brought them to her mouth and sucked and licked the mess off, then showed Owen his semen on her tongue.
His eyes went wide as she swallowed, then showed him her bare tongue.
“You taste delicious, stud. Now get that thing hard for me so you can fuck me again, okay?”
He gave her a disbelieving nod as she dismounted the bed and sauntered over to where Daniel was sitting.
She lowered herself to Daniel’s lap and locked her hands behind his neck. She could feel his erection poking against her thigh.
“That was fucking incredible, babe. You looked incredible,” Daniel said.
“That was his second orgasm so I’m hoping he’s a little desensitized. I want to know what it’s like to get really fucked by that dick.”
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She stood up off of Daniel’s lap and walked back over to the bed, enjoying the fact that both men were ogling her as she crossed the room. 
Owen was sitting on the edge of the bed, fondling his cock. Rubbing the shaft and twisting his hand around the head, trying to get himself hard again.
She put her hands on his legs and dropped down onto her knees in front of him. “Would these help?” she asked, pressing her breasts together.
“Oh…yeah. I think so,” he said, gazing at the groove between her squashed breasts.
She giggled at how seriously he’d taken her. She wrapped her hand around his cock and slipped it between her tits. It was still pretty slimy from her pussy and the film spread across her chest as she bounced up and down on her knees.
“You think you’ll remember your first time?” she asked, looking up at him.
He half-snorted, half-laughed. “Uh, yeah. I think so.”
She put her hands on the sides of her breasts and drew them up and down his shaft. She could feel his cock firming up already. She leaned over him and opened her mouth so his cock head slipped into it each time she moved her tits lower.
He grunted and groaned and his cock continued to harden.
When his cock popped out of her mouth she looked up at him and smiled. She rubbed her flat palm against the head and it went fully turgid. “Feeling a little less sensitive?” she asked him.
“I think it is, yeah,” he replied.
“You seem like such a nice guy, Owen,” she whispered. She puckered her lips and let saliva dribble out from between them, down onto his cock. She rubbed it in with her hand. “Sometimes women want nice guys to be not so nice. You gotta be sure. You’ve gotta ask. But sometimes we just want someone to…fuck us. You know what I mean?” She glanced up and gave him a sly smile.
“Maybe?” he said. His face looked confused.
“Like, sometimes I just want to be a bunch of holes for a guy to use,” she explained.
His eyes bugged wide open.
She took his hand and put it on the back of her head, then lowered her mouth over his cock.
He sat there with his hand on the back of her head but didn’t move.
She could tell this was hard for him. Wasn’t in his nature. That was okay. It wasn’t everyone’s thing. Didn’t hurt to try one other thing, though.
She pulled her mouth off of his cock and shuffled backwards on her knees. She held out her hands, getting him to stand up, then pulled him closer until his cock was right in front of her mouth. She looked up at him from underneath it. “Fuck my face, Owen? Pretty please?”
Again his eyes popped open wide. “Are you serious?”
She touched her pussy, rubbing a finger through her slit. “My pussy’s dripping just thinking about it,” she whispered.
Owen looked up and to the corner where Daniel was sitting.
“Go for it dude!” Daniel said. “She’s begging for it!”
She scowled, worried that Daniel interacting with Owen would spook him.
Owen turned his eyes back down to hers. He stepped forward and took his cock in hand.
Warmth bubbled up inside her. She could see on his expression a transformation was happening inside him. He was starting to understand what a woman might want from time to time.
He waved his cock side to side, brushing it against her lips.
She smiled for him. “I’m all yours to do whatever you want with,” she whispered.
He put a thumb on her chin and pulled her mouth open. Shuffled forward and dipped the head of his cock into it, then rubbed it side to side on her tongue. He turned his head to one side, staring at the way he entered her.
He took another step forward, pressing a couple of inches of cock into her mouth.
She moaned and touched herself, delighted by being a part of his sexual awakening.
He groaned, pulled out an inch, then pressed in three until he tapped the back of her throat with his cock head.
She gagged, not expecting the sudden boldness of his thrust. Her hands shot to his ass, keeping him planted inside her face, telling him she wanted this.
He stared at her for a while. Then he slid his fingers through her hair and gripped it. He moved her face back, then forward, fucking it like she’d asked him.
She moaned and flicked her tongue side to side, encouraging him to keep going.
His brow furrowed and he pulled her onto himself and held her there, stretching her throat with that fat club of a cock head. He looked up and over at Daniel again.
She felt a momentary panic that another interaction with Daniel would scare him.
“I’m fucking your wife’s mouth,” Owen said.
Her eyes widened at hearing the profanity. He sounded…tough.
“Yes you are,” Daniel said, breathless.
Owen looked down, glaring at her as he moved her head back and forth, back and forth, savouring the feeling of her mouth on his prick.
Her pussy, still running with his semen, started heating and moistening again. Readying itself for another potential intrusion.
Each time his cock touched the back of her throat her pussy squeezed in anticipation of getting fucked again.
Owen gripped her hair tighter, using her mouth until he was rock hard, then pulling her off and holding her just in front of his prick. “I want to do something. But it’s kind of dirty,” he confessed.
“All my holes are yours to use, baby,” she whispered. “Use me however you want.”
The desire in his eyes ratcheted up. He let go of her hair, grabbed his cock and smeared it across her face.
She opened her mouth wide and stuck out her tongue for him, thrilled at how she’d corrupted him.
He groaned at her reaction. He reached down with his free hand and grabbed her breast, pawing at it and squeezing. Playing with it like she was his toy.
She gave him a big smile and a big nod to go with it.
He grabbed her hand, seeming even more emboldened. He pulled her to her feet and his eyes ran over her body like he didn’t know what to do next.
“How do you want me big fella?” she asked in a whisper.
“On your back. On the bed on your back,” he said. His breathing had quickened.
She turned and sat down on the bed. Crawled backwards, staring at him through narrowed eyes, then slowly spread her legs for him showing him the prize he craved.
He got on all fours and crawled over top of her.
His body was so much more dominant and imposing now that she was beneath him. And he had that hungry lust in his eyes that made him look voracious.
She gasped as the head of his cock touched her tender pussy lips.
He didn’t seem to register the reaction, his attention once again fully zoomed into their sex equipment touching. He splayed her pussy lips with the head of his prick, then leaned in and pressed into her.
“Oh!” she gasped as she felt him stretch her again.
He looked up into her eyes, her reaction darkening his stare. He pressed deeper, unrelenting.
“Oh god, Owen! Oh god it hurts so good. You’re stretching me so good!” she moaned.
He crawled forward, feeding more inches of his cock into her cunt and gazing into her eyes, feasting on her discomfort as he claimed her body for his pleasure.
“You like the way that feels in you?” he whispered.
She ran her hands along his strong arms, then up over his shoulders and down his powerful back. “Fuck, Owen, I love it. It hurts, I’m so sore but I love it. Please fuck me? Please!”
He fucked his cock into her tight hole as deep as he could get it and held it there.
She kicked her feet against his thighs and dug her nails into his shoulders.
He stared at her, then looked down at her tits and grabbed one and squeezed. He looked up at her again, his hand moving up past her clavicle and slowly closing around her throat.
She grabbed his wrist with both hands and nodded eagerly. “Yes. Yes, Owen. Fuck me,” she whispered.
He pulled his cock out of her and thrust it back in so hard the bed shook beneath them. He pulled back and slammed in harder.
She whimpered from the shock of his transformation. The polite young man who’d knocked on their door had vanished. In his place was a man discovering the raw pleasure of taking what he wanted.
He released her throat and grabbed both her wrists, pinning them above her head with one massive hand. His other hand gripped her hip, holding her in place as he found his rhythm. Each thrust drove him deeper, harder, as the wet sounds of her pussy being penetrated drifted around them.
“You feel so fucking good,” he growled, his voice dropping low.
She arched beneath him and spread her legs, offering herself more thoroughly for his pleasure. Her tits smacked together as he fucked her. “Harder, Owen. Fuck me harder.”
He obliged, pounding into her harder. His breathing grew ragged. 
He released her wrists and grabbed both her thighs, pushing them up and back until her knees were nearly at her shoulders.
The new angle made her cry out. He was incredibly deep now, his cock stretching her so wide it made her toes curl.
He’d grown so confident he could stare right into her eyes now. Watching as her face contorted with pleasure, his eyes dark with hunger. “You like being fucked like this?”
“Yes! God, yes!” she cried out.
He drove into her with renewed vigour. The bed frame knocked against the wall with each hard thrust. Sweat dripped from his forehead onto her breasts. He leaned down and slurped her nipple into his mouth, sucking hard.
She gasped as a wave of pleasure flooded through her and her pussy clenched around him.
He grunted and moved his mouth to her other breast, grazing the nipple with his teeth.
Her hands clawed at his back and she locked her legs around his thighs, pulling him closer into herself.
He suddenly pulled out of her, leaving her empty and gasping.
“Turn over,” he commanded.
She scrambled to comply, her limbs shaky from the intensity. She got onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him.
He grabbed her hips and yanked her backwards until her ass was at the tip of his prick. He knelt behind her, his hands running over the curves of her waist and hips and ass cheeks.
The possessive touch made her mewl and back onto him, demanding his cock inside her again. She looked over her shoulder at him, biting her lip.
He lined himself up and pushed back inside in one firm stroke.
She dropped her face into the mattress and moaned into the sheets.
He gripped her hips and started pounding into her hard. The sound of skin meeting skin slapped through the room, punctuated by her muffled cries.
One hand left her hip and tangled in her hair, pulling her head back.
“Oh! Fuck! Owen! Yes!” she shouted. She looked over her shoulder and saw Daniel’s rapturous stare as he watched Owen taking her like an animal.
Then she felt it. Amidst the hard thrusting she felt the pad of his thumb creeping down the crevice of her ass crack until it came to rest on the dimple of her sphincter.
She closed her eyes, arched her back and let out a breathy sigh as he massaged the tender little button. A smile sprouted on her mouth. She glanced over her shoulder at Owen this time, and saw an inquisitive look in his eye.
He’d grown bold enough to fuck her like a real man but not so bold he’d take just anything without asking.
“Like I told you, stud,” she whispered. “Any hole you like.”
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Daniel had seen her give her ass hole to only one other man besides himself. Allan, a construction worker in his mid-twenties who’d fucked her so good she’d squirted. She hadn’t been able to take any more but he hadn’t gotten off yet and she’d been kind of tipsy after a few cocktails so she took him in her ass. 
It had been one of the most satisfying moments he’d had watching her with another man. Normally she didn’t just do that kind of thing. It took a special kind of guy.
Owen must have been a special kind of guy.
He watched Owen up on his knees, his cock buried deep inside Megan’s dripping pussy, playing with the tiny button of her sphincter with his thumb. He couldn’t imagine that big club-headed cock fitting into that tiny hole.
“You want to put it in there, stud?” Megan purred over her shoulder.
Owen’s gaze was fixated on her ass. His transformation into primal fucking machine seemed to regress as he contemplated her offer.
Megan reached a hand back and pulled on one ass cheek, opening herself wider for him.
Owen glanced at her, then stuck his thumb in his mouth and licked it before letting it fall to her ass again. He applied gentle pressure and it slipped inside the tight ring. Just the tip of it at first. He studied her, watching her reaction.
Megan’s mouth opened and she drew in a breath. Her body tensed. A suitably inviting reaction for any man to continue but Owen seemed to have found his manners again.
“You like getting it in the ass, ma’am?” he asked.
Megan’s smile widened. “Only from a special kind of guy, stud,” she replied.
The root of Owen’s cock throbbed against her pussy. He pressed his thumb deeper into her.
She sucked in air again and trembled. “Oh. Oh shit. Oh that feels good Owen. Can you fuck me like that a little bit.”
With his whole thumb buried inside her ass, Owen drew his cock out and slowly pressed it back inside her.
Meg let out a shaky moan, let go of her ass cheek and clutched at the pillow in front of her. “Oh shit. Fuck yeah. Please. Keep going.”
This time, instead of drawing his cock out, he put his palm on her ass and pushed her forward, then pulled her back onto himself.
She moaned.
He did it again. And again. Picking up a little speed. Letting her ass bounce off of his pelvis. Using her two bottom holes like he’d used her mouth.
Daniel was beside himself. He could feel the hot load bubbling in his balls and couldn’t wait to empty it inside his wife when this was done.
Owen was bouncing Meg off of himself like the slow dribble of a basketball. His eyes were glued to the sight of his thumb inside her ass and you could tell he was kind of obsessed by it.
Meg was letting out little grunting and groaning noises with each bounce. “Fuck. Owen. Keep going, baby. Owen you’re gonna make me come like that. I’m gonna come all over your big fat cock.”
Owen liked that. His cock flexed again but his previous orgasms seemed to prevent him from getting too excited.
Meg spread her hands out wide. She clutched at the sheets and let out a whiny moan, then her pussy started squeezing and squishing around Owen’s thick cock.
Daniel’s cock throbbed. He couldn’t resist touching himself through his jeans as he watched Megan’s full body orgasm.
The shaking started in her arms and worked it’s way down her torso until her thighs were shaking and she was kicking her feet up in between Owen’s spread legs.
Daniel stroked himself through the denim.
Owen continued bouncing her on himself until her arms gave out and she collapsed face first onto the pillow. He looked down as he drew his cock out of her. It was slimy, coated in her curdled lubricants. He pulled his thumb out of her ass and gripped his cock, pointing it at her ass hole.
No longer supported by his grip, Megan’s hips flopped down onto the bed. She looked exhausted. But she slowly reached back with both her hands and pried her ass cheeks apart, assuring Owen that the invitation was still open.
Owen pressed the head of his cock against her puckered anus. He eased his hips forward and mashed the head of his cock with two fingers, stuffing the tip of it into her ass hole.
Meg gasped and her hand shot further back, fingers pressing against his thigh. “You gotta go slow honey!” she said, panting.
Owen stopped moving and held his cock there as Meg worked herself back up onto her hands and knees.
“Okay, hon. Let’s keep going,” Meg said.
Owen put his hands on her waist and spread his knees apart a little wider. He leaned forward ever so slightly, pushing on his cock with his fingers and working another half-inch or so into her.
“Oh,” Meg sighed. “Oh my fucking, glorious yes.” She raised a hand up between her legs and pressed two fingers against her clit. “Oh my god, Owen. That fucking cock. Little deeper now.” Her fingers started spinning.
Owen moved closer to her, more of his cock burrowing into her back hole. He grunted, then paused, holding himself in place while Meg squirmed and shifted in front of him, adjusting to his girth.
Daniel stifled a groan.
* * *
Megan’s body was filled with the delicious tension of arousal even though she’d just orgasmed.
She looked over her shoulder and smiled. The sight of that fat prick buried inside her ass made her pussy squeeze with lust. Beyond Owen’s formidable frame, Daniel sat slack-jawed and gawking at her ass being defiled. She glanced up at Owen. “Little bit more, hon?” she asked.
Owen’s gaze darkened as he looked down at his organ penetrating her backside.
It thrilled her to be able to do this for him. To give this sort of all-encompassing sexual experience as his first time. A warmth blossomed inside her at the thought that he’d probably remember her for the rest of his life.
He gripped her hips tighter and pulled them back, wedging more of his cock into her back hole.
She sucked in a breath through her teeth and her fingers spun in wet circles around her clit. She felt the head of Owen’s cock stretch her insides and she moved her hand back to his abdomen to stop his advance. “Okay, stud. That’s it. That’s all you’ve got to work with. That’s as far as it goes. You think you can get off like that?”
Owen looked down and she followed his eyes. He had fully half of his cock buried inside her shitter now. “Yes ma’am,” he growled.
He pushed forward, then pulled her back, massaging his cock head with the inside of her anus.
The stretch and her fingers sent pleasure blooming through her body once again. She closed her eyes and allowed herself a quiet moan. “Fuck that ass, Owen, baby. Fuck that ass real good. Make me feel like the slut I am!”
Owen grunted behind her and she felt his cock flex.
She moaned, excitement building inside her that she was being such a dirty cougar for this young guy.
He gripped her hips hard now and really started pumping.
It didn’t feel as good as in her pussy but it felt dirty and that’s what she liked about it. Her fingers spun and flicked at her clit, wet clicky sounds coming from between her legs.
Owen’s cock firmed up so hard it really did feel like she was getting fucked by a baseball bat. It throbbed as he thrust in and out of her.
She flashed a smile over her shoulder again. “Someone’s getting close again, aren’t they?” she teased him.
“Oh. Shit. Fuck,” Owen grunted.
Daniel was still staring behind him. Rubbing his cock through his pants and waiting to get his turn on her.
She rubbed herself a little harder but by the feel of it, Owen wasn’t going to last much longer. She felt his heavy balls slapping against her fingers as he plowed into her backside.
He looked up away from his tool and into her eyes.
She understood the look of consternation right away. “It’s okay, big guy. You just dump that whole load inside my ass.”
Another thrill shot through her when Owen’s eyes widened and he lost control from her dirty instruction.
He gripped her hips hard and slowed his stroking inside her as he began to ejaculate. He let out a low, rumbling growl.
She closed her eyes and let out her own, satisfied hum. She could feel the sticky, hot liquid filling her back hole. Sex with Daniel was going to be so dirty after this.
She shook her ass and the motion elicited another groan from Owen as he finished shooting off inside her. She reached a hand back and pulled on her ass cheek, giving him another lovely view of his cock buried inside her.
He let out a heavy sigh and his cock began to soften. He stepped and pulled it gently out, the meat column slapping against his thigh.
She kept her ass up and bore down, pushing a dribble of his cum out with a bubbly wet fart. She laughed at the way it made him wince. She swung a foot over the edge of the bed and stood up. “I think that’s probably enough for one day, big guy,” she said. “Get your clothes on I’ll walk you to the door. Dan looks like he’s going to explode if I don’t get over to him.”
Owen muttered a “yes ma’am” as he scooped his clothes up and hopped around trying to get into his underwear and pants.
She put on a robe and walked to the door, waiting for him.
After he’d pulled his shirt on he walked quickly to the door, not giving Daniel another glance.
She put a hand under his arm and walked him to the front door.
He was blushing hot again when she pulled it open.
“Was that a good time?” she asked. She could feel his seed leaking slowly out of her ass.
“That’s a big yes ma’am,” he said, grinning and blushing even hotter.
“You make sure to ring the doorbell again next time you’re here to cut the grass. I’ll have another helping all ready to go for you.”
“Yes ma’am,” he said.
She laughed.
He looked like he wasn’t sure what to do next.
She put a hand on his arm, stood on her toes and kissed his cheek. “Off you go. I’ve got Dan to take care of.”
He nodded, turned and hopped down the steps to the driveway.
She closed the door, stole one last glance at him through the window and sighed, then turned and walked back into the bedroom.
Daniel had disrobed and was sitting naked on the bed with his hand around his cock, stroking himself.
She shrugged the robe off and walked up to him, smiling. She turned and put her hands on her ass cheeks and pulled them apart.
Daniel groaned as she showed him her sullied hole.
“You want in there?” she asked him.
He put his hands on her waist and turned her around, then pulled her down and onto his lap.
She settled down onto him and put her arms on his shoulders, staring into his eyes and smiling. “What’d you think of that, baby?” she whispered, just as she felt his cock slip into her pussy.
“So fucking hot,” he groaned.
She wiggled her butt, moving herself onto his lap, then squeezed and felt a thick blob of Owen’s sperm ooze out of her ass. She reached back and gently rubbed it onto Daniel’s balls.
Her pussy squeezed. She put her hands on his chest and pushed him down to lie on the bed. She arched her back, hands still planted on his chest, and started to ride.
END
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