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 HORNY TEACHER IS MY FIRST TIME



 



 



   This story begins with me in college as an 18-year-old teenager, horny as hell and pretty much constantly masturbating! We all probably remember what it was like back then, only needing to see a bit of thigh and having a boner for the rest of the day, or watching a hottie bend over and practically blowing in our pants!



 



   Anyway, practically every attractive woman in school has at one point or another been the main focus during one of my jerking-off sessions, but no one as much as Ms. Rapinet. Everything about her seemed to ooze sex appeal, and to my virgin sensibilities, the thought of being with a mature woman with experience in the bedroom fuelled many of my fantasies. So much so that often I was late for whatever class came after hers as I would duck into the bathrooms for a quick beat-off, an image of her breasts from today’s outfit burned into my mind.



 



   I wouldn’t say that she dressed particularly provocatively but with my hormones any cleavage was plenty! And when she would sit and cross her legs, causing her skirts to raise, any sign of garter was enough to keep me from learning anything all period!



 



   As you have most likely gathered I was quite infatuated with her body (getting to know someone’s personality not really being a high priority back then) and we were now into the second half of the year. I think by now Ms. Rapinet had caught me a few times looking her in the chest rather than the eyes, though only fleeting glances. I was still a virgin, and I literally couldn’t say how many times I’d fantasized about Ms. Rapinet with my eager cock in my hand...



 



   “...Jeff, have you heard a word I’ve said?”



 



   “Huh?” I reply, waking from my daydream, which happened to contain the teacher now addressing me, “Sorry Ms. Rapinet, I’m all ears now!”



 



   Ms. Rapinet shakes her head and goes back to speaking from the textbook about something or other. I go back to staring at her chest, her bra really doing a great job of pushing her puppies up and out, her cleavage daring me to stare a little more, regardless of the risk of her catching me. Under the table, my boner throbs to my heartbeat.



 



   The rest of the class goes without incident and I’ve nearly got my boner down when Ms. Rapinet starts explaining something to the student seated in front of me. As she leans over his shoulder, talking, it puts her semi-bent form directly in front of me, her pert ass right before my eyes, her skirt going just a little higher up her thighs as she leans further forward, making my stiffy come back with a vengeance. As the bell goes and everyone trundles out, I hang back, wanting to be last so I can discreetly reposition my cock so I don’t walk down the hallways with a tent.



 



   As the last of the other students leave and Ms. Rapinet is facing the other way, I take my opportunity to grab my cock and tuck it under my belt, then pull my shirt down as much as I can, I’ll definitely be stopping off at the restrooms to clear my system today!



 



   Cock now safely stashed away I head for the door, but Ms. Rapinet beckons me over to her desk, most likely to remind me to be more attentive. I smile and prepare for a speech which frankly, I’ve heard on more than one previous occasion.



 



   As expected, she wants to give me a mild warning about not paying attention but funnily enough, all I can think about is how from this angle with me standing before her, while she sits at her desk, I have a very nice view of her cleavage. My boner starts throbbing a little more rapidly than a moment before. I try to look her in the eyes, but her deep chest canyon keeps calling to me, so I look out the window, not wanting to get into more trouble.



 



   As I look back I’m sure I see her eyes flit from my crotch to my face, and I immediately start turning red, the thought that she knows about my hard cock too embarrassing for words. Now I’m looking at her eyes but I’m still not listening to her as my mind chews over the situation: She’s a mature woman, I think to myself, of course she knows about my cock. She’s not blind and it's at her eye level, and now she’s still talking but with a smirk, she probably thinks I’m a silly little boy with no control who saw a classmate’s bottom.



 



   My face red, Ms. Rapinet continues her speech and I make myself listen, saying “Yes Ma’am,” at the appropriate times.



 



   “...anyway, Jeff, I think you understand what I’m saying so I’d better let you go to your next class,” she says, then, glancing at her watch, “Oh, I see you’re already going to be a few minutes late for your next lesson so make sure you go straight to it. No detouring to the toilets, ok?”



 



   And with that she picks up her books and paperwork and leaves the room, leaving me standing there alone and stunned, unable to process what I just heard. Was that a general comment because she’s noticed me stopping off at the bathrooms often after her classes? Or a subtle hint she knows what’s going through my mind when I’m looking at her?



 



   The more I think about it the more I believe she must know, she’s mature and probably has this situation happen to her every year with a few of the male students, what with the amount of testosterone that must be in the air at any given time! And if that’s the case, was she politely telling me to stop with my hand shenanigans or just letting me know she knows...damn I wish I could read her mind and see if I had a chance, boy what a way that would be to lose my virginity!



 



   It dawns on me that I’m still standing alone so I grab my stuff and exit. Ms. Rapinet was right, I am late, so I head straight to my next class to avoid too much trouble, grinning at my mates as I enter to let them know no harm done. I take my seat and try to focus on the teacher, writing down the stuff I’m supposed to but only really doing it on automatic, my mind keeps wandering off to the topic of Ms. Rapinet and how it would feel to cup her breasts and kiss them, playing with her nipples, making them stand out hard so I could suck them.



 



   The class slowly finishes and with it being the last of the day I make my way home, walking a little faster than normal as I want to get this load out of my system. It’s making my balls feel like they want to explode. I get home and no-ones there as I expected, so I trot to my room and get my pants off, releasing my boner.



 



   Moments later I’m on my bed with my eyes closed, pumping furiously, pretending it’s Ms. Rapinet jerking me off, her cheeky smirk on her face as she begs me to come all over her face and breasts. I tell myself tomorrow I’ll try to get her to be with me, thinking I have a chance, this in itself turns me on harder and soon I’m gushing hot and creamy ropes of come all over my belly.



 



   As I clean up I realize my plan to seduce her tomorrow was just a come-fuelled fantasy, what I’ve just had is as close as I’ll ever get to boning her!



 



   The rest of the day passes with no event, and the biggest highlight after my after school jerk off is the one I have just before going to sleep, happy as I close my eyes as I know that I have Ms. Rapinet’s class in the last lesson tomorrow.



 



   I wake up the next morning and prepare for school, happy as I always am when I know I have one of Ms. Rapinet’s lessons that day.



 



   The other lessons pass without incident, some better than others and break-times are good as the weather is great, so me and some friends hang out in the sun.



 



   Finally last class comes along and we all pile in and take our seats, chatting and mucking around as we do until Ms. Rapinet enters. She must be feeling the heat too as her skirt seems a few inches higher than yesterday’s, giving me a good view of her lower thighs, the slit in her skirt teasing me. She’s wearing a simple no-sleeve top but on her it still looks sexy, her full breasts filling it out in the front very nicely, her cleavage making an appearance even with her relatively high cut neckline.



 



   She looks at us all as we fall silent and as her eyes gloss over me I see no hint of yesterday’s smirk. Was I imagining it? She sits back against her desk and reads a phrase from her textbook, bringing her arms together to hold the book, pushing her boobs together a little more. Her shapely legs straight from her feet to her bottom, which is propped on the desk.



 



   Her phrase said, she begins asking questions as to its meaning and we answer her, all in the style of a teacher teaching, really. A few minutes later, she hands out some papers with a few quiz questions on them, we are to do them silently, with no talking.



 



   As Ms. Rapinet returns to her desk she goes to put the remaining papers on it but she fumbles and they spill to the floor, she lets out a sigh of mild frustration and bends over to pick them up. Of course, I can’t pass up this opportunity to perve on her tight ass as it wiggles in the air while she retrieves the papers. I see in the corner of my eye that my friends are getting an eyeful too, so I crack a joke by making groping gestures with my hands at her ass, then beating off gestures. This gets a laugh from the guys and it sounds quite loud in the silence of the room. Ms. Rapinet turns and looks at us but we all have our heads down looking at our quizzes.



 



   My cock trying to grow in my pants I focus on the quiz and the remainder of the class goes on by, the bell soon enough rings and we all prepare to leave, as it’s last class.



 



   “Jeff, could you please stay behind for a bit?” I hear Ms. Rapinet ask as I walk past her desk.



 



   My friends all give me the elbow, making faces, letting me know they think I’m in trouble, which I probably am.



 



   I go to Ms. Rapinet’s desk and stand there waiting for her to look up from her papers as the rest of the class exits.



 



   Finally the last of the others leave and Ms. Rapinet speaks without looking up,  Jeff, please go and close the door.”



 



   Thinking I must be in for a right yelling at this time I go and slide the door closed, realizing that this is the last room at the far end of the corridor, nobody else will be coming down this way until the cleaners arrive tonight sometime most likely.



 



   I go and take up my position in front of her desk, unable to stop myself from sneaking a quick glance down her top, the smooth skin of her boobs looking so soft and tasty. She’s still writing something in her paperwork so I take a longer look, relishing the slight heave in her chest as she breathes. My cock twitches in warning but I don’t care, I can't pass up such a perfect chance to stare this long at her rack from this close.



 



   Looking further down her tight body I can see her skirt has ridden quite high while she’s sat in her chair, I can clearly see her stockings end, the erotic straps of her garter disappearing up her skirt, running over the smooth skin of her thighs, I try to will her skirt to go a little higher, it looks like it only needs to raise a few more inches and I’d be able to see a flash of her panties!



 



   My cock well and truly growing now, I hold my books in front of me, pressing against my crotch, trying to subdue him whilst simultaneously driving him mad with my perving on Ms. Rapinet’s hot form.



 



   Still not looking up, Ms. Rapinet finally speaks, “Having a good look are we, Jeff?”



 



   I stand there, stunned, unable to comprehend what I’ve just heard from her mouth!



 



   “Do I need to repeat myself, Jeff?” She asks.



 



   “Err, I don’t know what you mean, Ms. Rapinet…” I fumble out.



 



   “Oh please, I’m not stupid! All this year you’ve been getting more and more brazen with your ogling of my body! Earlier this class you gestured masturbating over my bottom, and just now you were staring at my chest! I can see you in the reflection of this steel container, do you see?” she tells and asks, her voice firm and sharp toned.



 



   “Well, yes, but you see Ms. Rapinet, I, uh...” My face is turning the color of beetroot. I don’t know what to do! In my fantasies, I swept her up in my arms and made wild love to her! The reality is quite different.



 



   She at last looks at me, her face giving away nothing as to her feelings about this situation.



 



   “Why must you continue to look at my body, Jeff? There are plenty of attractive young women in your year level, and you're not unattractive yourself, I’m sure you could find a girlfriend.”



 



   “I’m sorry Ms. Rapinet, but it’s like I can't help it! I love the idea of losing my virginity to a mature lady, someone who can teach me how to do it well, you just look so much more like a woman to me than the girls in my classes.” I blurt, becoming honest in my panic.



 



   Glancing at the awkward way I’m holding my books against my crotch, she asks, “So am I right to assume that you’ve got an erection now, Jeff?”



 



   “!” I say in my mind.



 



   “Well, have you?” she demands, her sharp tone getting sharper.



 



   “Yes, Ms. Rapinet,” I whisper, wanting the earth to open up and swallow me! This was turning out to be a lot scarier in real life.



 



   “Have you ever stroked your virgin cock while thinking of me, Jeff?” she asks, slowly getting up from her desk. Her tone stern, but not as sharp as a moment ago.



 



   Still seemingly paralyzed, I nod my head to the affirmative.



 



   “And do you imagine you're having sex with me whilst you stroke yourself?” Now slowly approaching me, a wild glint in her eyes.



 



   Again I nod.



 



   “And as you come do you fantasize that your seed is gushing over me? All over these breasts of mine, perhaps? Or maybe all over my bottom, just after screwing me in doggy style?” She’s now in front of me and putting her hands on my shoulders, gently pushing me to sit back against a table.



 



   To her last questions, I simply nod again.



 



   Staring into my eyes, she speaks again, but this time almost more to herself, “My husband left me 2 years ago, ran off with his young secretary, the little bitch.”



 



   She goes quiet for a moment after that, seemingly lost in thought.



 



   “Show me.”



 



   “Uh, pardon, Ms. Rapinet?”



 



   “I said I want you to show me your virgin erection, Jeff.”



 



   Frozen to the spot, all my bravado gone, I can’t believe she really wants me to pull out my cock and show it to her! Moments pass, with Ms. Rapinet looking from my eyes to my crotch, waiting for me to act.



 



   “Hmph,” She says, deep disappointment resonating off the one word, “Figures.”



 



   Seeing my chance at a fantasy come true crumbling right before my eyes because of my inaction finally galvanizes me. I put my books on the table, revealing my tent. Ms. Rapinet takes a step back so I can undo my fly and belt. Closing my eyes tight, I grab my pants and boxers and yank them down in one swift movement, baring my stiff cock, pointing right at her.



 



   “That’s a much larger cock than my ex-husbands,” she says matter of factly, her eyes feasting on my swollen member.



 



   I slowly open mine to see if she’s mocking me, all my usual self-confidence has gone out the window, but no, her expression seems quite genuine, and as I realize I’m actually impressing my fantasy woman. I feel another gush of arousal sweep through me.



 



   “Take off your shirt, Jeff, I want to see you naked.” She instructs me, a flush of color running through her cheeks.



 



   I do as she asks, her eyes poring over my body as I denude myself for her. She stands there, arms crossed, drinking me in, whilst I feel more than a little exposed!



 



   “Well Jeff, your cock certainly doesn’t seem to have stage fright.” she comments, looking at my pulsing boner, “Tell me, I know you’re a virgin, but has it ever been touched by a girl?”



 



   “No, Ms. Rapinet. Some kissing is about all I’ve done, and played with some boobs...” I answer, telling her a lot more than I would’ve ever admitted to my friends.



 



   “Would you like me to touch it?” she says, taking a step closer.



 



   “Yes, Ms. Rapinet.” I breathe through clenched teeth, the excitement in my knob almost painful, it's so sensitive.



 



   She reaches out slowly, and I prepare for the first woman ever to touch my cock, as her fingers touch the knob, I jerk back involuntarily, the zing of sensation that went through me almost indescribable, my lower belly full of butterflies.



 



   I go to begin apologizing but she silences me with a look, saying, “Don’t worry about that Jeff, it's perfectly natural, and it proves your not lying about being inexperienced, it's rather innocent.”



 



   I blush a little but feel better.



 



   She reaches out again and this time I’m ready for the twitch, so it isn’t quite as bad, her warm, soft hand wrapping around my hot knob. Very gently she cups my tight balls with her other hand as she strokes me lightly, my whole body twitching as I grow accustomed to another’s hands on my privates.



 



   “How does that feel, Jeff?”



 



   “Very nice, Ms. Rapinet,” I answer, between shudders of pleasure.



 



   “I bet you want to ejaculate already, don’t you?”



 



   All I can do is nod my head, my body’s on fire, but in a very pleasant way!



 



   “That’s quite all right, Jeff. In fact, it's what I expected. I would very much like to see your virgin cock coming, so don’t be scared to, I don’t care where it lands, just let it out.”



 



   And with that, her grip on me tightens a little and her strokes get a little faster. I would like to say I was a stallion but really it wasn’t even a minute, I didn’t care. It felt so good and she had asked me to come. Screwing my eyes tight, I buck against her hand, mock fucking it as the pressure in my balls increases. Moments later I let out an involuntary grunt as my cock spasms and gushes a stream of semen, going straight out before me and splashing over Ms. Rapinet’s top, the second and third jerk releasing a salvo to land on her skirt, oozing down.



 



   But Ms. Rapinet’s hand doesn’t stop, she keeps on stroking, coercing every drop out of me, the last few dollops just oozing out and running over her hands, making a sticky white mess. The last of my bucks finally over, she releases my cock and begins wiping her hands on her top, leaving dark patches as my semen soaks into it.



 



   “That was quite a lot of sperm, Jeff.” She states.



 



I just nod, my cheeks flushed, my first hand job from someone else was better than I could have ever imagined!



 



   Leaning back against the tables, I get my breath back, watching Ms. Rapinet stare at my cock. It's now hanging loose, a drip of semen threatening to drop from the head, but not quite doing it.



 



   Still staring at my cock Ms. Rapinet asks, “No regrets Jeff? Not thinking that maybe you should have stuck to just fantasy?”



 



   “No way, Ms. Rapinet!” I blurt, the excellent feeling still lingering through my shaft making me a little light-headed.



 



   She almost smiles and comes closer to me. “Would you like to touch me, Jeff?”



 



   I get a sudden lump in my throat. I cough, then nod my head, looking at her body.



 



   She takes my hands and guides them to her chest, her eyes never leaving mine, my brain yelling at me that I’m groping my teacher, I admit to myself that yes, that does appear to be the case!



 



   Her breasts feel firm but supple beneath my hands, my thumbs able to feel her pert nipples even through a bra and top. Her hands go behind her and she unclasps her bra, moving it off her arms in those funny movements women do, before pulling it down and out from under her top, the change is subtle but nice, her nipples now punching through her top, her breasts moving a little but not sagging, just taking on a more natural shape. I cup them, feeling their erotic weight in my hands, amazed at the hardness of her nipples.



 



   Ms. Rapinet grabs her top and lifts it over her chest, making her boobs bounce as the top ‘pops’ over them. Something about the subtle movement driving me wild, aking my cock twitch. I put my face to her chest and suck one of her nipples, my first impression being of how good it tastes. Pressing her breasts together, I lick and suck them, wanting to bury my head between them. She grabs my head and strokes my hair, guiding my mouth to one nipple after another, her breathing now heavy and labored.



 



   My cock rising, I feast on her chest puppies as she places herself in front of me a little off-center, so that one of my thighs is between her standing legs. She comes even closer, one hand raising her skirt, until her pantied pussy is against my thigh, the heat and wetness coming from it almost breaking my concentration on her breasts, but her hand holds my head in place, gently but firmly.



 



   Never letting go of the back of my head, she continues guiding my mouth where to go as she begins slowly grinding her searing pussy against my thigh, the force she’s using telling me she’s serious, her breathing getting in rhythm with her grinding as she leaves a hot wet trail up and down, up and down.



 



   It dawns on me that I think I’m about to witness my first female orgasm and it sends me into a frenzy of excitement. My efforts on her chest double as I try to keep her happy, her breathing increasing in speed with the increasing motion of her pelvic thrusts, little sounds now escaping her throat, my face buried in her chest, her grip on my head tightening.



 



   “Oh, oh, oh, yes...” She begins to grunt with each exhalation of breath as her pussy burns up my thigh, her free hand reaching down and gripping my shaft, taking me by surprise but unable to respond as I have a mouth full of boob. Her grinding reaches a crescendo, her hand stroking my cock at the same pace, her grip on my head now very tight as her breathing seems to stop as she holds her breath for a moment...more...more...



 



   “Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh!” She exhales in a long breath, her entire body shuddering violently as her orgasm tears through her, her pussy seeming to explode with wetness onto my thigh, her grip practically pushing my head through her chest, her orgasm continuing, sending me over the edge and with a yell muffled from her breasts I come also, her pumping hand sending my sperm flying up, to land over her lower body, heavy splashes landing on her now exposed thighs, some running down her tummy, her body’s shaking slowly abating as her hand firmly gripping my shaft squeezes out every last drop, making a mess of her hand, my heavy breathing within her breasts as they heave from her own heavy breathing. We stay like that for what seems minutes, her leaning against me, her soaking pussy resting against my thigh, before she untangles herself from me.



 



   “That was the first orgasm I’ve had in over two years, Jeff. Thank you.”



 



   “My...my pleasure,” I answer, trying to get my breath, watching as my seed runs down her body in a dozen different places.



 



   Pulling her top down, Ms. Rapinet speaks, “I think that’s enough fun for today, Jeff. We should get to our homes.”



 



   Reluctantly, I agree, pulling up my pants and retrieving my shirt.



 



   Ms. Rapinet comes close to me and cups my balls in her hand through the fabric of my pants, sending a fresh swarm of butterflies flapping in my stomach.



 



   “I had such a very pleasant time just now, Jeff, and I think you did too. Whilst I don’t regret it for a second, we really have to keep this as our little secret, ok?”



 



   “Of course.” I agree.



 



   “So no bragging to your friends about making the teacher come, ok?” she asks, looking deep into my eyes, maybe to see if I look the type that would do just that.



 



   “Heh, as long as you don’t tell the other teachers about me ejaculating everywhere!” I joke back.



 



   “Good boy,” she says, then leans in close and begins to kiss me, my nerves freezing me again so that I stand there, not responding, until her tongue enters my mouth and explores it, the heat from her lips melting my stage-fright, I kiss her back, our tongues wrestling, her lips are so soft. I put a hand to the back of her head, my other one sliding down her back, its destination her firm-looking ass, but as I slide my hand under her cheek and squeeze, she disengages from me and takes a step back.



 



   “No Jeff, I don’t want you getting hard again, or else you’ll have to walk home aroused.”



 



   “Fair enough, I guess I’d better get moving.”



 



   And with that, we exit the room, a little paranoid about being seen. After walking a bit we come to a T in the corridor, one wing leading to the exit gates I go through, the other to the teachers parking lot. Acting like student/teacher again, we just nod at each other and go our separate ways.



 



*   *   *



 



   Walking down the path just outside the school I smile to myself as I think about how the dull but pleasant ache in my balls is because my teacher made me come, twice! And had an orgasm of her own, on me! My brain deep in thought I don’t notice the car pull up beside me until a little honk from its horn startles me out of my daydream. Of course, it’s Ms. Rapinet, lowering her window.



 



   “Do you want a lift?” She asks.



 



   Seeing no one in the vicinity I walk to her car and hop in. Throwing me the briefest of smiles, Ms. Rapinet takes it out of park and we head off down the road.



 



   I check out her figure as she drives, grinning to myself as I see all the damp areas on her top and skirt, now slowly drying, her nipples big and obvious through her top. She mustn’t have put her bra back on, her boobs moving seductively as she drives, every little bump making them jiggle. Already I can feel my cock filling with blood.



 



   “Where do you live, Jeff?”



 



   “Only about twelve blocks from here, take the next left and then just keep going for a bit.”



 



   Watching her legs flex and tense as she brakes and accelerates through the fairly empty streets, I think about how smooth her skin is on her thighs. Starting to feel a little more confident now, I slowly reach out and place a hand on her thigh, above her stocking but below her skirt, which is quite high from how she’s sitting anyway.



 



   Ms. Rapinet shoots me a quick glance but says nothing, so my hand creeps a little way under her skirt, relishing the feel of her woman’s body. My hand creeps some more until it finds the soaking wet mound of her pussy, still enwrapped in panty. My stiff cock now controlling me, I pull her panties aside, Ms. Rapinet spreading her legs a little to help. My hand reaches out and I cup her mound, feeling a small triangle of soft hair, her pussy lips so smooth and wet. I want to stick my fingers in but my nerve starts to go again, I’m just pressing my palm against her wet snatch, Ms. Rapinet grinding slightly against me.



 



   “Jeff,” she breathes, “You’re making me lustful again.”



 



   Her driving slows down as she focuses more and more on her pelvic grindings against me, her nipples now well and truly popping through her top, her face all a-flush. She sees a worksite where a new house is being built and pulls into the driveway, parking in the semi-complete garage, which looks to give us great cover from both any neighbors and from the street.



 



   Turning the car off, Ms. Rapinet looks at me. “You’re not going to get in trouble if you’re a little late are you, Jeff?”



 



   “No, Ms. Rapinet, I’m not a baby!”



 



   “That’s good, because I think we should have some more fun.”



 



   Quietly moving into the back seat, giving us more room, Ms. Rapinet reaches under her skirt and pulls down her panties, tossing them where I was sitting a moment ago.



 



   “I want you to eat my pussy, Jeff,” she tells me, as she seductively hikes her skirt up, revealing all before me, her smooth pussy lips looking as tasty as they felt.



 



   “Sure,” I reply. Never having had my mouth on a pussy before, I wait until Ms. Rapinet is lying down on the seat, watching me watch her as she caresses herself, opening her pussy wide, exposing the pink within, glistening in the sunlight that’s filtering through into the garage.



 



   I kneel onto the car floor, leaning with my elbow on the seat, her pussy now inches from my face, the smell so erotic, not fishy at all like I heard other guys joking before in the past, enjoying this chance to see a pussy this close, I simply stare for a while, enraptured.



 



   Spreading her lips, Ms. Rapinet speaks, “Do you see the little bud at the top of my lips, Jeff? Well, that’s my clit, and I want you to lick it with your tongue. Go on, don’t be scared.”



 



   Amazed at all the things I’m doing today for the first time, I put my mouth to her clit, and lick it softly, getting a moan of approval from her mouth. I continue this until she instructs further: “Now suck it, Jeff. Harder than the licks.”



 



   I do as I’m told, making her moans a little more pronounced, her hips lightly gyrating. “Now nibble my pussy lips a bit, dart your tongue into me, as deep as you can. Taste me, Jeff.”



 



   My cock throbbing hard I continue my first pussy eating session, Ms. Rapinet’s hands now tweaking and squeezing her boobs and nipples, her eyes closed as she enjoys my attentions.



 



   Her words guiding me, my tongue and mouth happily listening to her instructions, five minutes later I’m able to bring the first woman I’ve ever gone down on to orgasm, her hands grasping my head and holding me against her sex while she grinds herself against me, her pussy coating my mouth in her musky sweetness.



 



   Slightly exhausted, especially feeling it in my jaw, I get off my knees and sit on the seat, Ms. Rapinet making room for me.



 



   Grabbing my belt, she unbuckles it and pulls down my zip, opening my pants. Taking my cue, I slide my pants and boxers down around my knees, my hard cock standing proud before her.



 



   Her hand reaches out and grabs it, giving it a test squeeze. Seeming to be happy with my hardness, she moves until her head is above my lap and a moment later without saying a word, she starts sucking my dick! I’ve never felt such intensity of feeling on my cock before and I actually cry out in stunned shock, barely able to believe such a feeling could exist!



 



   Ms. Rapinet, her hand gripping my base, sucks me deeply and hard, really putting a tight seal on my cock. Her head bobbing rapidly, I find myself grabbing her hair and grunting, my pelvis bucking into her mouth without thinking about it. Her other hand comes out of nowhere and starts playing with my balls, sending me almost immediately over the edge.



 



   “Oh fuck!” I yell out, almost as much from the shock of how quickly my orgasm hits me as the orgasm itself. Without any time to even think about warning her, I start coming in Ms. Rapinets mouth, my seed feeling like it’s exiting at a million miles an hour, and red hot. Thrusting into her mouth, all I can do is ride it out as I grunt with each spurt, my body vibrating with pleasure.



 



   Her mouth staying wrapped around my shaft, Ms. Rapinet swallows every drop my eager cock gives her, her hand gripping the base tightly and working upwards, coaxing the last few drops left in my manhood out. With a popping noise her mouth releases my cock and she sits up, giving me an almost smug grin.



 



   “You came very quickly, Jeff,” she says. She looks very pleased with herself.



 



   “That was...I mean...holy shit!” I blubber, still reeling from my first ever blowjob, but feeling myself instantly becoming a lifelong fan.



 



   “Very succinct.” She says, with almost a chortle.



 



   Dressed and back in the front seat, Ms. Rapinet drives me home, stopping a few houses short of my place. Telling me she’ll see me at class tomorrow, her voice and actions all professional now, betraying nothing about what we were doing to each other a few minutes earlier.



 



   No one’s home but me, so I go to my room and relax, enjoying the empty feeling in my sack. It somehow feels different having empty balls because someone else drained them compared to when you jerk off, I notice. More empty. This doesn’t stop me from beating off though just before I go to sleep later that night, my mind filled with memories of the inside of Ms. Rapinets car as I climax.



 



*   *   *



 



   Next morning I wake up and go through the usual routine of preparing for college, everything usual that is, except for my thoughts, which are a little more ‘adult’ than normal, wondering if sometime today I may lose my virginity.



 



   I get to college, and, as is quite often the case the day is uneventful and almost boring in parts until I get to Ms. Rapinet’s class, my cheeks flushing as I think about how her breasts would look, free of her bra and top, her medium-length skirt unable to stop me from remembering her shapely ass bare of clothing, her pussy’s sweet taste.



 



   During the lesson I form a crude plan, basically entailing that I misbehave enough to warrant Ms. Rapinet holding me back after class. I begin by telling coarse jokes, loud enough for everyone to hear. Ms. Rapinet shoots me a warning glance but I continue, pretty sure she’s on the same wavelength as me. After ten minutes of acting the clown, she speaks.



 



   “If you don’t stop talking Jeff, you’ll be forfeiting your lunch break to stay in this classroom and write text from your book, understand?”



 



   “Yes, Ms. Rapinet,” I answer, wanting to grin but thinking that may be too blatant.



 



   Within minutes I’m playing up again and then being told that I will be staying right here during lunch, due to my continued bad behavior. Much to my happiness!



 



   The next twenty minutes seem to last for hours as I wait for the bell to siren. When it finally does, everyone else piles out of the room, my friends again poking faces and laughing at my lunchtime incarceration. If only they knew the truth, and how happy I am to be held back.



 



   The last few people exiting the corridor, Ms. Rapinet and I are left alone, with her going and closing the door as I go and sit at the table directly in front of her desk. Sitting back down, she looks at me with a wry smile, her hand going down to her skirt. Pulling it up at the front while she sits, my eyes glued to the scene, she lifts them up more, until she reveals her unclothed pussy, no underwear covering them, her lips puffy and swollen, her arousal obviously high.



 



   “Are you ready for a lunchtime lesson, Jeff?”



 



   Looking at her smooth pussy, its lips seeming to glisten, how can I say anything but yes?



 



   “You like looking at my pussy, don’t you, Jeff?”



 



   “Yes, very much Ms. Rapinet.”



 



   “Is it getting you hard?”



 



   “Yes, very much that too, Ms. Rapinet.”



 



   “Good, it makes my whole crotch glow with heat knowing a young man with a sexy cock is wanting me, wanting my pussy, making it wetter than it’s been in a long time. You do want my pussy, don’t you?”



 



   “Of course, Ms. Rapinet, it's all I’ve been able to think of for the last 24 hours!”



 



   “I think you should show me your erection again, Jeff, but it's risky right here, come with me.” And with that she drops her skirt back down, rises from the chair, and walks to the back of the classroom, going to the door leading to a small storage area.



 



   Fishing out a key, she unlocks the door and enters the dark space, flicking on the lights before she pops her head out and says loudly for the benefit of anyone who happened to be within earshot that she needs me to help her carry some things. I keenly enter the small room, pushing the door closed behind me.



 



   Ms. Rapinet makes herself comfortable sitting on some boxes, lifting her skirt again so that I can see her pussy, the low watt light still giving me plenty to see and enjoy.



 



   “Show me your cock, Jeff. I want to see how hard I’ve made you.”



 



   Still a little nervous despite myself, I undo and pull down my pants and underwear, stepping out of them, my fully erect cock throbbing to my heartbeat. Ms. Rapinet motions for me to come closer to her, I take another step toward her, my cock now close to her face.



 



   “You have an attractive dick, Jeff. Many men have somewhat ugly cocks, but yours is quite alluring.” She comments, gently taking hold of it and giving it a general inspection, her touch still creating butterflies within me, her smooth hand cupping my balls, seeming to weigh them. One hand goes to her pussy and she plays with herself without thinking as she slowly strokes my shaft, her eyes roving over it. A little pre-cum dribbles from my knob, she smears it over my length with her thumb, her eyes now lifting to meet mine.



 



   “Would you like to fuck me, Jeff?”



 



   “Y...yes, Ms. Rapinet,” I answer, unable to stop the slight stammer. Is this it? The big one? Am I actually about to have sex for the first time?



 



   “You want to put your virgin cock inside my pussy? You want to feel her wrapped around your hard-on, milking you?” She asks, reaching out to touch the head of my cock with her fingertips, sending a shiver through me.



 



   “Yes, Ms. Rapinet.”



 



   “Come closer, stand right between my legs, Jeff.” She commands.



 



   I move forward, placing myself between her legs, which she wraps around me. My cock is just inches from her wet sex. Ms. Rapinet leans forward so she can put her hands on my ass, so now I’m fairly encircled by her sexy frame.



 



   Pulling me closer, she says the words I’ve longed to hear: “Fuck me, Jeff. Push it inside me.”



 



   Pushing my hips forward, my knob makes contact with her moist pussy lips and I instantly feel a shock of pleasure run through my entire body. Watching me with mild amusement on her face, she urges me to go in deeper, her hands on my ass pulling me further in.



 



   My whole body alight, I push my manhood deeper into Ms. Rapinet, looking down and watching with wonder as my cock disappears inside her, between her velvet lips.



 



   “Now pull it most of the way out and slide it back in. But take your time, Jeff, enjoy it. Pace yourself.”



 



   Doing as she says, I slowly extract most of my length, her pussy feeling like it’s trying to keep ahold of my cock. It’s almost harder pulling it out than pushing it in. Every inch of my dick is made of pure electricity, I can’t fathom how good it feels.



 



   I push it in and pull it out a few more times, slowly. It feels so good I can’t trust myself not to come if I’m not careful. Most of the time I’m watching my cock as it goes in and out of Ms. Rapinet’s pussy, but whenever I make eye contact with her she looks amused.



 



   “It feels so good, Ms. Rapinet.” I confide to her.



 



   Wordlessly, she grabs my butt harder and pulls me into her, my cock fully embedded inside her pussy, then one of her hands grabs the back of my head and she starts kissing me. I return the kiss, awkwardly at first but getting into her rhythm. My arms wrap around her, our passion increasing.



 



   She starts bucking her pelvis, fucking my shaft with her sex, it feels so good and I can feel my orgasm immediately rising, I’m barely going to last seconds with this level of pleasure.



 



   Pulling away from her mouth, I gasp that I’m going to come.



 



   “Shut up and fill me with it Jeff!” comes her sharp answer.



 



   Unable to hold it in, wanting this fuck to last forever but instead ending now, I hold Ms. Rapinet tight, my hands going under her ass, practically lifting her off the boxes as I pound my cock into her, three pumps, four pumps and then I come. My body jerking in spasms as I shoot deep into her, an animal cry coming out of my throat and into her mouth, the slap slap slap of my body against hers as I try to empty every last drop of my seed inside her. She keeps her legs wrapped around me the whole time, not giving me the option of not coming inside her. Leaning forward as I come, my weight bearing down on her as I lose myself to the moment. Fucking her into the boxes with my lustful thrusting.



 



   Standing there, still inside her, my body trembling every now and then as a nerve ending gets tickled from her shifting pussy on my knob, I breathe heavily. I’m not a virgin! My cock has been inside a vagina. In fact, it’s still inside a vagina.



 



   “Did you enjoy that, Jeff?” Ms. Rapinet asks, flexing her pussy around my shaft. At least I think that’s what she’s doing.



 



   “Yeah. Wow. I mean...yeah.” I bumble, seemingly not much good with talking after orgasm, I’m learning.



 



   “You did good for your first time, you’d be amazed how many boys come as soon as they put it in. We had actual sex, not just a technical penetration.” She informs me, finally releasing her legs and hands from around me, watching as my now flaccid cock slides out of her pussy and swings wetly between my legs.



 



   “Get dressed Jeff, we need to clean ourselves up before lunch is over, I have a class at the bell.” She tells me, pushing me back a little so she can dismount from the boxes.



 



   Still in my post-orgasm blank state, I remember where I am and who I just had sex with.



 



   Putting on my clothes, Ms. Rapinet stops me for a moment to place a long deep kiss on my lips, before saying, “That really was a good first try, Jeff. I’d like you to keep practicing though. Shall we say lunchtime tomorrow?”



 



   “You bet, Ms. Rapinet!” I answer, my happiness written all over my face.



 



   “Good, we’ll soon have you fucking like a champion, just you see.”



 



   Watching her walk out of the storeroom, her perfect ass tempting me from within her skirt, I can’t help but think the rest of my time at college is going to be nothing short of fantastic!



 



END



 



------------------------------



 



 



 MY BEST FRIEND'S SON



 



 



I couldn’t believe it, my bastard pig of a husband was cheating on me! 20 years of marriage and he throws it all away on some silly girl with big tits and no morals. And it couldn’t be more cliche, his secretary! I had noticed her a few times when I came in to see him at work, acting far too familiar with my husband and smirking at me like she knew a juicy secret that I wasn’t privy to. Which obviously she did, the little slut. Without a care in the world she came along and destroyed over two decades of marriage, simply because she could.



 



   He didn’t even try to deny it when I finally confronted him, actually acting more like he was relieved to finally be caught, his head hanging low and his eyes unable to meet mine. But at no point did he say he was going to change, that he would stop seeing her. He apologized for hurting me, and he said he was sorry I had to find out this way, but at no point did he speak like he was trying to keep me. That’s when I realized it was over, he didn’t even want to be with me anymore, he had just been too much of a coward to tell me, letting his floozy do the demolition work on our marriage instead.



 



   Throwing him out of our house (
 mine soon, you bastard!
 ) I fell to the floor and wept, great hacking sobs that shook my body, wailing like an injured lioness, the pain of loss a physical feeling wracking through me. Literally crawling to the couch, I pulled myself up and curled into a tight ball, hugging my knees to my chest and crying. Eventually exhausting myself, I fell into a shallow, nightmarish sleep where my entire life had been turned upside down.



 



   Waking up a few hours later, for a few beautiful moments life was normal until everything came rushing back and a dark cloud of gloom descended over me. Padding through the house I saw all the things that are part of my co-existence with John, my soon-to-be ex-husband. Very nearly everything here is connected to him in some way. Every item a reminder of the man who has hurt me so much.



 



   Taking a long shower, letting the hot water cascade over me, I feel that I need to get out of this house for a while and clear my head with a friendly and familiar face. Drying off and feeling a little better as I know I will be soon in the comforting embrace of my best friend Sally, whom I’ve been friends with since high school.



 



   Driving across town to Sally’s, I let the windows down and the radio blare, singing at the top of my lungs and wondering how long John’s floozy will take to get bored of him and leave him heartbroken as he has done to me. Pulling into the driveway I look forward to a coffee with a close friend and some serious dissecting of just what it is that is wrong with men. Are they bastards all or just too simple for their own good?



 



   I ring the doorbell. An ally in this time of feeling under attack, just what I need. Instead of Sally answering her door though, it’s her son, Stephen. I’ve known him since the day he was born and have watched him grow up into a fine young man, his 21st Birthday coming in just over a month. Stephen is handsome and well built, with a natural confidence and cheeky smile, his bright blue eyes made all the more striking by his shock of thick black hair. Still remembering him as a weedy boy with a squeaky voice, I smile at this familiar face. Here is one of the few men, albeit a young one right now, that will be ok, his mother has raised him all by herself as a caring, empathetic gentleman.



 



   “Hi, Dianne! I haven’t seen you in a while.” He bubbles, young energy pouring off him. Standing aside to let me in.



 



   “Hi, Stephen. No, you’re always out with your friends when your mother and myself hang out, too young and free to be cooped up inside a house.” I answer with a smile, entering the familiar and safe surroundings of Sally’s house.



 



   “Haha, true. You want something to drink? Mum’s out shopping I think, she only just left though so she’ll probably be ages.”



 



   “Oh,” I reply, suddenly feeling awash in a fresh wave of sadness. I had so hoped to be holding onto Sally by now, crying in her arms while she told me everything was going to be alright. I feel my eyes tearing up and I look away, not wanting to inflict my grown-up problems on Stephen, not wanting him to see me like this, “That’s ok, I can come back later.” I choke out.



 



   “Hey, Dianne? Dianne? Are you ok?” Stephen says, approaching me, trying to look me in the eyes, his young brow furrowed in concern.



 



   Still turning away from him, I head back to the door, wanting to get out before I begin sobbing in front of him. I get to the door but it’s too late, great big heaving sobs start escaping me. I stand there feeling foolish, as with my head against the door I cry, my tears running down my face and dripping off my chin.



 



   I feel Stephen’s arm around my shoulder and he brings his face in close, talking to me, but I turn my face away, not wanting him to see me with my red puffy eyes, terrified at how bad I must look right now, runny nose and all.



 



   “It’s ok, Dianne, it’s ok.” He tells me, rubbing my shoulder, “Tell you what, let’s sit down and we can call my mom. I’m sure she can be here pretty quick. We’ll sort this out.”



 



   Nodding, liking the idea of Sally being here for me, I let Stephen guide me to the couch, still hiding my face. Without being prompted, he brings me a box of tissues and I gratefully take them, burying my face into a few and trying to clean the worst of my blubbering.



 



   “I’m so, so, sorry to do this to you, Stephen,” I say between sniffs, “What must you think of me?”



 



   “Hey, no need to apologize, Dianne,” He answers, fishing out his phone from his pocket, looking at me with his most comforting face, “Let's just focus on getting mom here, ok? Then I think a coffee might be in order, yes?” He finishes with a smile. He really is a caring young man. I see nothing but genuine concern in his expression, not a hint of
 ‘aww man, why me?’.



 



   “A coffee would be fantastic,” I answer, reaching for my 7th tissue. As I blow my nose one more time, we both hear the sounds of Sally’s phone coming from the kitchen counter.



 



   “Mom’s left her phone home again,” Stephen tells me apologetically, but rallies well, adding: “But I can still make that coffee?”



 



   “Yes please, Stephen. I’d love a coffee.”



 



   I sit and compose myself a little as Stephen disappears into the kitchen. Sally probably won't be home for a couple of hours if she just left recently. I accept the fact that I won’t be able to lean on her shoulder just yet and decide to make the best of it. I’m going to enjoy a coffee with Stephen, and then do some shopping myself, maybe even get a haircut. Today will be a me day. I feel I’ve earned it.



 



   Coming back into the living room with two coffees, Stephen sits next to me on the couch and hands me one, sipping from his.



 



   “So, can I ask what’s wrong, Dianne? I don’t want to pry, but I’ve known you all my life and I hate seeing you so upset.”



 



   “It’s John, Stephen,” I say, deciding to confide in him, needing to tell someone, “He’s been cheating on me with someone your age. My marriage is over. We got married the same year you were born.”



 



   Stephen lets out a big breath, “Wow, that’s pretty big,” He reaches out and puts a strong arm around me, “I’m really not sure what to say.”



 



   I lean into him and put my head on his shoulder, happy for the comfort it brings, the warmth of my coffee heating my hands nicely. Stephen rubs my shoulder gently, his hand broad and firm.



 



   “He’s made me feel so old and useless, so easily replaced by a pair of younger tits. I know I’m not a 20 something, but I never let the fact I was married be an excuse to let myself go. Am I really that terrible now?” I say, my voice breaking a little as I pick at the open wound.



 



   “No Dianne, not at all!” Stephen assures me, “You’ve still got it, he’s obviously just too stupid to know a good thing when he’s onto one.”



 



   “You’re very sweet, Stephen, but I’ve met his new girl. She really is very attractive, although obviously a total bitch of a person.” I say, unwilling to be convinced just yet.



 



   “I swear, Dianne, you’re totally hot too. I could tell you some things that would surprise you.”



 



  “Oh? Like what?” I ask, wondering what he’s talking about.



 



   “Umm, actually, I probably shouldn’t have said that. I just want you to feel better but that would be really inappropriate.” He answers, and I can feel him heating up through my head on his shoulder.



 



   “No, please, go on Stephen. I’m curious now.”



 



   “It’s pretty rude actually, Dianne. The last thing I want to do is offend you.”



 



   “You won’t offend me, Stephen. Tell me what this big surprise it,” I tell him, lifting my head to look at him. He’s gone rather red, his face flushed.



 



   Sipping his coffee, delaying the moment. He finally speaks, “Well Dianne, you were actually the first person I ever...you know...
 touched myself to
 .” His eyes meeting mine, his cheeky grin growing as he admits it.



 



   “Get away! No I wasn’t!” I retort, unable to believe this young man may have pleasured himself thinking of me.



 



   “It’s true. You had come around and you were wearing a really loose dress, it was yellow. You went to the bathroom and when you came out, it was caught at the back in your panties, I saw your whole bottom as you walked past my bedroom. I followed you down the hallway staring at it. It was so sexy and I didn’t understand. You got back to the kitchen and mom told you and you both laughed at my expression. But I went back to my room and jerked off for the first time, thinking about your bum and how perfect it looked in those white panties.”



 



   I sit and stare at Stephen. If he’s just making this up to make me feel better, he’s a very good actor. I try but I can’t even remember the moment he’s talking about.



 



   “I’m flattered, Stephen, but I can’t even remember that! And anyway, it was a long time ago, I’m much older now.”



 



   “That wasn’t the only time, actually.” He admits, looking at me with his piercing blue eyes.



 



   Feeling flushed myself, but extremely curious, I need to know more. I never thought I was the object of someone’s secret desires. To think of Stephen, lying on his bed, stroking himself to me was quite a revelation.



 



   “Please tell me, Stephen,” I ask him, adding, “This really is making me feel better.”



 



   “Well, to be honest, it’s happened more times than I can count. I remember having a bunch after seeing you asleep in the spare room. You’d stayed the night and the blanket had come off you. You only had panties on and I could see your boobs. That was the first time I saw boobs in real life. I actually jerked off right there in the doorway, really quietly. Then again when I got back to my room, and...I don’t know, dozens of times after that over the next week or so.”



 



   “You masturbated dozens of times just from seeing my breasts?” I ask. I can feel myself warming up and I like it. What great revenge it would be on John, to fuck a man half his age and with a much better body! Much more handsome too, I think to myself, as I watch Stephen’s eyes glaze over as he remembers himself jerking off to thoughts of me.



 



   “Probably more like hundreds if you think about it. 3-5 times a day for most of my teens would add up haha. There was another time,” He continues happily, “When you and mom and me went to the beach, I had to sneak off to the toilets every half an hour that day. Another time, I was sitting down and you came up behind me to give me a hug and your boobs pushed into my back and I could feel your nipples, that was pretty awesome.”



 



   As I sit there, Stephen continues to rattle off time after time during his adolescence that I’ve caused him to become so horny that he’s had to jerk off. Some of the times I remember, but most I do not. Fascinated to hear these small pockets of history, forgotten possibly that very day by me but remembered for years by him. A time I leaned down in the summer without a bra in front of him to pick up a magazine off the coffee table and he saw my entire breasts, swinging freely in my loose tank top and he had rushed off before I saw his boner so he could jerk it. Even spying on me in the shower, he admits, a little sheepishly but blaming that on teenage hormones, and in truth, I’m far from offended, I’m looking at Stephen differently. This young hunk has possibly spilled more seed over me in his mind than John ever did in 20 years. The very thought of his ripped body, tensing as he shoots, his mind filled with images of me, making me squirm as I sit next to him. The atmosphere subtly shifting from that of a young man trying to cheer up an older lady to that of a young stud seducing.



 



   Feeling the friction happening between us, I ask the leading question: Do you still jerk off while thinking about me?



 



   Putting his coffee down on the table, he nods his head with a smile and admits that yes, I still feature in his solo fantasies.



 



   “Really? What’s the last thing I did that gave you ammunition for your spank bank?” I ask, hoping I’ve got the terms right.



 



   “About two months ago, you came around and I was out the front watering the garden for mom, and when you got out of your car I could see up your dress and I saw the flash of your white panties. I finished the watering first, but I jerked off straight after while you were still here with mom.”



 



   I remember that visit, because I remember Stephen being out the front, watering. But I had no idea that I’d flashed him, or that while I was sitting there laughing with Sally, this well-built stud was stroking his dick, imagining his load all over me. I squirm a little more and I can feel just how sopping wet I am. I’m feeling wetter than I’ve been in years, and it’s all thanks to this young man sitting right next to me, no longer Sally’s son, but a virile man in his own right, his muscular body calling to me, begging me to touch it.



 



   I’m moments away from initiating a more intimate kind of contact with him, something more than a comforting arm around the shoulder, when Stephen beats me to it, placing his hand softly on my leg, looking at me as he does so, my body filling with butterflies at his touch.



 



   Staring deep into my eyes, penetrating me with his stare, Stephen speaks to me, his voice barely a whisper.



 



   “Dianne. I want you.”



 



   Fluttering at each word, knowing this handsome buck is turned on by me, I can’t answer but simply put my hands on his, squeezing it, holding it, before bringing it up to my mouth and kissing it, my eyes never leaving his.



 



   Leaning in he moves our hands and we kiss, a little fumbling at first, but soon getting the hang of each other and with rapidly increasing desperation. The first lips on mine other than John’s in 20 years, filling me with exhilaration. His broad hand on the side of my face, holding me softly as we kiss, his tongue darting a little into my mouth, testing to see if I do that. Enflamed, my tongue responds, licking back, flicking against his.



 



   My hands rove over his powerful masculine chest, so firm and sexy, running up and down his arms, feeling their strength. Needing to see him topless I start pulling off his shirt and he takes it the rest of the way, whipping it off and throwing it to the ground. I admire his taut physique, seen a million times before but never in this context. He’s beautiful. Grabbing my top, he lifts it off me, and I feel a moment’s trepidation, thinking I won’t be good enough in real life compared to the fantasy that lives in Stephen’s head. Baring my skin to him, I watch his hungry eyes fill with me, and he makes the most sexual sound of lust deep in his throat that I’ve ever heard and I realize there’s no need to worry, he’s just as aroused right now as I am.



 



   Planting his face in my cleavage, his hands wrap around my back and he unfastens my bra, freeing my boobs. Pulling back to admire them for a moment before he grabs them with both hands, bringing them close to his mouth, feeling him suck and tease my nipples, his tongue swirling around them, making them stand to attention.



 



   My hands scrabble at his pants and I start pulling them down, Stephen lifting his butt to let me get them right off. My hands running up his thighs, my fingertips teasing his skin, I get to his swollen manhood. It’s a good size, already hard as a rock, and throbs under my palm as I grab it. Stephen sighs into my boobs as I stroke him, jerking his pelvis against my hand. His fat knob red hot under my fingertips as I play with it. His balls are big and tight, close to his body, smooth to the touch as I tease them too.



 



   Grabbing my pants, Stephen soon has them off and I sit there in my panties watching him feast his eyes on my body, his cock pulsing with his heartbeat. White panties the only stitch of clothing I have on. Feeling like he’s been properly fed on me, I want to feed now and I push him down onto his back on the couch, wanting his fat shaft in my mouth. Grabbing his cock at the root, I pump it a few times before my mouth makes contact and I suck him hard and deep, relishing the sounds of stunned amazement that escape his throat, his knob filling my mouth, his cock and pre-come tasting delicious. Bobbing my head as I slurp on him, I want to make this young buck come, and hard, deep down my throat. I want to taste him inside me.



 



   Playing with his balls as I suck, I feel his hands grabbing my hair and he starts to fuck me back. I look up and he has his head thrown back, eyes screwed shut in pleasure. Rolling my tongue around on his cock head, I hear him grunt and feel his balls tighten even more as he grabs my hair harder and bucks into me, coming hard. I feel his load hit the back of my mouth and I swallow as much as I can, feeling his powerful arms hold me in place while he loses himself to his orgasm.



 



   Kissing his dick and making him twitch in post-orgasm sensitivity, I give him a Cheshire cat grin, while he looks back with dewey eyes, his breathing deep.



 



   “My god, Dianne.” Is all he can say.



 



   I just chuckle and lick his fat balls, making him jolt again. Sitting up, he grabs me and starts peeling off my panties, pushing me onto my back now, my sex becoming exposed to him as he spreads my legs, working himself between them. My pussy soaking, my lips glistening for him in the sunbeams piercing through the window. Leaning down he buries his face between my legs, kissing my thighs and nuzzling my triangle of hair, teasing me and not quite kissing my aching pussy. Finally, his mouth wraps around my hood and he sucks my clit, his tongue flicking it and I gasp in pleasure. Moving up and down, he licks my lips before penetrating me with his tongue, tasting me. He moans into me, letting me know he’s happy, his mouth roving over my sex. Sucking on my clit I feel as he penetrates me with two of his thick fingers, his other hand coming up to tease and squeeze my nipples.



 



   My hands on his broad shoulders, I guide him as he eats me out. My legs wide and akimbo, my sex gushing for him. Grabbing the back of his head and pushing him in deeper, I feel the tightness inside me begin as my orgasm impends, my pelvis grinding against him with as much need as his mouth has for my pussy.



 



   “
 Ugh, don’t stop...don’t stop...I’m so close.
 ” I whimper, my legs getting heavy and my muscles tensing as I get to the edge.



 



   Curling his fingers, Stephen makes contact with my g-spot and rubs it, sending me over the edge and having me bucking wildly against his face just seconds later, my orgasm rushing through me, making me hold his head hard against my sex as I come on him, coating his tongue, mouth, and face with my body. Shaking violently, trembling in pleasure against him Stephen never stops sucking and licking, emptying me right out onto him, prolonging my orgasm until I can’t take any more and I pull his head away from my grateful pussy.



 



   Breathing deeply, Stephen kisses my sex, lapping at its trickles while I regain my own breath. My hand idly stroking his thick hair, my pussy twitching with delight and fulfillment. I can’t remember the last time John has ever made me come so hard. With a final kiss of my thigh, Stephen sits up, his eyes still going from my breasts to my sex, possibly unable to believe that he’s actually seeing them and not wanting to look away in case they’re not there when he looks back.



 



   Standing up, his pretty cock swinging, he holds out his hand and offers me to take it. Grabbing his hand, he helps me off the couch and walks me down the hallway, holding my hand behind him as I follow his lead and he takes me to his room.



 



   Standing me in front of his bed, he turns me to face him and leans in, kissing me softly, more gently than before, his hands on my shoulders, before they move down to my hips. I put my arms around him and kiss back, taking my time, enjoying his sweet-tasting mouth and his perfect lips. He grabs a breast and toys with it, his other hand squeezing my ass. I squeeze his ass in return and pull us together, our bodies hard against one another now. Our kissing intensifying, I feel pressure against my belly as I realize that he’s getting hard again already. I’d forgotten how quickly young men can recover, and make just enough space between us that I can reach down and make sure I’m not imagining things. Sure enough, a cock as hard as it was five minutes ago greets my hand hotly, it’s pulse a physical thing.



 



   Suddenly Stephen has scooped me up and is holding me in his arms, grinning broadly as he steps onto his bed before lowering me down on the pillows. Standing before me like this, as large as life, I marvel at how handsome he is and how lovely a cock he has been blessed with. Lying down next to me we resume kissing, his hand roving up and down my body. When his questing fingers get to my crotch I open my legs immediately for him, wanting him to take me. Rubbing my clit with a firm but not rough circular motion, he stops kissing me and smiles, before getting between my legs and lowering himself onto me, keeping his weight off with one arm.



 



   With a slight look of concentration, he guides himself into me, my hands running up and down his back, my eyes saying yes as loud as they can. His knob pushes inside me and we both let out moans of pleasure, the heat from his manhood toasting my lips and the heat from my sex engulfing his knob. Inside me now, his expression of concentration is replaced with a smile as he teasingly fucks me slow, relishing every inch of himself slowly disappearing inside me. My pussy feels more filled than it has in decades, his girth stretching me, giving me a level of intensity inside I’m not sure I’ve ever felt before now. Working up a steady rhythm, my hands on his back, he starts to thrust inside me, his cock’s rapid entry and exit making me gasp in unaccustomed pleasure.



 



   My legs open wide and high up for him, I grab his perfect ass as he plunges inside me, biting his lower lip as he does so, looking so cute as he fucks me, his muscles bunching as he impales me with his thick manhood.



 



   Sliding his cock out he turns me on my side and re-enters me, moving my thighs up closer to my chest. He’s deeper now and I start grunting with each of his thrusts, his cock exploring parts of my sex John’s never could. Leaning down, kissing my shoulder as he fucks me, his hands full of my ass and boobs.



 



   Pulling out of me again, he rolls me over some more and now I’m on my tummy. He pushes inside me and I feel his thick cock pressing against my g-spot from this angle and let out a muffled groan. Stephen grabs my hands and puts them above my head, holding them there as he pounds into me, taking full control. His legs on either side of my thighs he plunges into me again and again, my feet curling, about the only part of me I can move. Turning my head I gasp at the intensity of his fucking, my body heating up and another orgasm welling inside me. Lowering himself and putting some of his weight on me, he kisses the exposed side of my face, his muscular chest pressed against my back as his abdomen slaps into my butt with each deep thrust. His one hand holding my two in place above my head, against the pillows as he plows away.



 



   Being taken so completely, so utterly, drives me wild and I beg Stephen to fuck me harder, beg him to let me come again. In response he fucks me deeper, his cock buzzing against my g-spot with every downward thrust and I feel my pussy clenching around his girth as my next orgasm takes hold.



 



   Shaking but unable to move, squirming but unable to break free, I have my orgasm all over Stephen’s manhood, a long loud moan of pleasure barking out of me as I come, Stephen’s constant plunging driving my orgasm on and on, the wet slaps getting wetter as I add more juice to the fucking. My toes twitching, my legs trembling, I almost cry with pleasure as another wave goes through me, gasping for air, part of me wanting him to stop so I can breathe but most of me wanting him to continue forever. He sends another wave through me and I feel my hands clench and unclench under his, as my orgasms take total control, reducing me to a twitching, spasming mess of grunts and moans, my pussy vibrating around his dick.



 



   Lying on top of me, Stephen releases my hands and I flop them down around my sides, panting. His cock hard and still inside me, he gives me a moment to recover before pulling himself out and rolling me over onto my back, where he spreads my legs and gets on top of me. His turn, I can see in his eyes and he pushes himself inside me, kissing me as he quickly works himself up to his own orgasm, his arms wrapped around me.



 



   Fucking me faster and faster, he breathes into my ear, telling me he wants to come.



 



   “Yes, Baby, come inside me,” I beg him and moments later he bucks against me as he drains his balls inside me, his handsome face screwing up tight with the release of his load, his ass flexed tight under my hands as he fills me, his cock pulsing within my sex.



 



   Breathing into my shoulder, Stephen recovers from his own orgasm and rolls off me, putting one arm under his head as he basks in the afterglow. I roll onto my side put my head on his chest, his other arm wrapping around me. I run my hand up and down his stomach, enjoying its firm bumps.



 



   We lay there for a good five minutes, just enjoying the sounds of the outside world as they trickle in through the window. A car going past. Someone cutting their lawn. A bird calling somewhere nearby.



 



   “How do you feel, Dianne?” Stephen asks, breaking the comfortable silence, his fingertips toying with my hair.



 



   “Better than I have in years, Stephen,” I answer him, and it’s the truth. A great pressure that I didn’t even know was inside me has been released, making me feel free and relaxed. Not just sexually, although the sex we just had was amazing, but a pressure in my mind as well. Not sure how to explain that to a young man, I leave my answer as it is without trying to delve further.



 



   Stephen chuckles and holds me tighter for a second. “Me too. I never,
 ever
 thought I would get to do this. I keep expecting to wake up with sticky boxers and realize this was all another wet dream.”



 



   “Haha, on that note, you do understand we can
 never
 tell your mother, yes?”



 



   “Of course, I’ve never told her about the 7 million times I’ve jerked off to her best friend, so I’m not about to tell her we‘ve actually slept together now.” He answers me with a smile, and I can tell from his tone our secret is safe. I love Sally and would never want to hurt her, as strange as it sounds having done what I’ve just done. I didn’t realize how much I needed this and it just happened to be Stephen that was the perfect release valve for me.



 



   Taking his arm out from under his head, he starts stroking my breasts and I notice his cock starting to slowly stand up.



 



   “We’ve got at least an hour before my mom comes home, Dianne. What do you say we go one more time before we act like this never happened?” He asks, his cock growing longer and fatter by the second.



 



   “Well, since it
 is
 a once-off, I should probably get my money’s worth.” I joke, grabbing his cock and feeling it twitch…



 



END



 



------------------------------



 



 



 MILF NEXT DOOR TAKES IT FROM BEHIND



 



 



   It was pouring with rain and I was soaked through. Running from the bus stop to my home, keeping my head tucked in to keep the rain from lashing at my eyes as I trotted along the sidewalk in the early evening gloom I couldn’t believe my shitty luck, getting caught in a summer shower. The weather app had promised nothing but sunny skies today. As a result, if the people whose houses I was jogging past happened to look out of their windows, they would have seen the soaked 18-year-old running past in a pair of shorts and short sleeve t-shirt, both plastered to my body as I kept a steady pace.



 



   A few minutes later and I was under my porch, glad to be out of the rain. The front light is on so I guess my parents aren’t home, no stress. Patting my pockets though, normally at first and with growing desperation, I realize I can’t find my keys! Did they fall out of my pocket on the bus? Or have they been dislodged and tossed from my pocket at some point during my run from the bus stop to here? Groaning in frustration at the thought of having to retrace all those wet steps, I fish my phone out and decide I’ll call my folks instead. Whatever they’re doing I’m sure one of them can come home long enough to let me in.



 



   Looking at the blank screen of my phone I groan again. It’s completely waterlogged and as a result, it’s fucked. Frustrated, plonking myself down onto a porch chair, I sit and stare at the rain for a while, brooding at how shitty this is. I’m wet, I’m cold, and I was looking forward to getting a bite to eat. Mom and Dad could be forever still, it’s barely 8 pm and they often come back in the wee hours of the morning on a weekend, I think to myself as I remember it’s Saturday.



 



   Wondering if maybe, just maybe, the back door has been left unlocked or a window left open, I walk around the side of the house, testing each window and then the back door, but to no avail, everything is locked and intent on keeping me out. Wanting to get back out of the rain I head back to the front porch and that’s when the lights of next door’s house catch my eye.



 



   Of course! I’ll pop around next door to Candice’s! She’s lived next door to us for years and we’ve always gotten along well. She’s also a totally smoking hot MILF and has been the focus of more than a few of my jerking-off sessions, with her massive natural tits making any shirt she wears look like it’s about to burst open. She’s probably got some nice food too, I think as I head back into the rain and run across to her porch, letting the worst of the water drip off me before I go to her door and press the bell.



 



   A few moments later and Candice opens her door a crack before seeing it’s me and telling me to wait just a moment, closing the door. About 15 seconds later she opens the door and comes out, concern on her face.



 



   “Sorry Andrew, I had to put a robe on for decency. Is everything ok? Are you ok? Are your Mum and Dad all right?” She asks, looking me over, trying to see any gaping wounds or broken bones.



 



   “Everything fine’s Candice, thanks. Mum and Dad aren’t home and I’ve lost my keys. I’ve also managed to break my phone. I’m super locked out. Is there any chance I could dry off and get warm here for a while until they get back?” I tell her, starting to wring out the lower half of my shirt.



 



   “Of course! Wait there a second and I’ll get you some towels. You can come in in a second I just don’t want you dripping all over my carpet, sorry.”



 



   “No need to apologize,” I answer, noticing that under her robe she seems to be wearing very little, the loose tying up job she’s done slowly coming undone, making the front slide open a little in increments, more and more of her ample cleavage revealing itself to me as she spoke.



 



   Candice goes back inside, leaving the door open, and fetches some towels. Handing them over she looks at me again.



 



   “Poor boy, you’re soaked through! Don’t bother trying to dry your clothes that way, take them off and I’ll give them a quick wash and dry.” She instructs, motioning for me to take my top off.



 



   Stepping out of my squelching shoes, I tug my socks off and peel my sopping shirt from my torso, the wet fabric clinging to me and not wanting to let go. I slip my shorts off too as Candice watches, then wrap the towel around myself before reaching under and taking off my boxers.
 Not bad, I’ve been here a few minutes and I’m already nude!
 I joke with myself.



 



   “Right, I’ll get this lot in the washing machine,” Candice says as she steps back inside with all my wet gear, except the shoes, which she tells me to bring in as well, and that I can put them in front of her heater to dry out while I wait.



 



   I enter her house and close the door behind me, happy to be out of the cold. Shivering a little, I put my shoes in front of the heater and stand there myself, thawing out, flexing and unflexing my hands in front of the heater’s warmth. Looking around, it looks about the same as the last time I was here, probably about 2 years ago when mom had volunteered me to help Candice build her bookshelf. The bookshelf is still there, I note, and smile at the memory. I got a few good looks down Candice’s top that day, and nearly jerked myself into a coma that night, plus she gave me $20 and told me not to tell mom and dad, which was some pretty nice icing on the cake.



 



   Coming back from I can only assume the laundry, Candice walks up to me and puts a hand on my chest. “Andrew! You’re freezing! Get on the couch, I’ll grab a nice warm blanket for you.”



 



   Without even waiting for a response she rushes off to get a blanket. I sit on the couch, but off to one side, as I can see from the tea or coffee on the small table in front that Candice was sitting here already when I rang the doorbell. Sitting on the couch, I look at the TV, I don’t recognize the show, but in truth, I don’t want much TV and I don’t think Candice has any streaming services.



 



   I feel a flap of air and suddenly a blanket is coming down around me as Candice drapes it over my body from behind.



 



   “There you go, get you warmed up hey?” She says as the blanket settles around me, “You want something hot to drink? Chocolate sound good?”



 



   “Sounds great,” I answer truthfully.



 



   A couple of minutes later and Candice sits next to me, passing the hot chocolate, my grateful hands warming up around it, while she leans forward to retrieve her own mug from the coffee table.



 



   “So, what have you been up to Andrew?” She asks, and I notice that from next to her I can see inside her robe. Her massive boobs, barely held in check by a black brassiere, daring me to keep staring at them.



 



   “Umm, same old same old, really. What about you, Candice? Anything new?”



 



   This makes her laugh for some reason but I have no idea why. Seeing my perplexed expression she stops laughing and tells me that yes, there are a few new things but it’s all a bit adult so I shouldn’t worry about it.



 



   “I’m 18 now Candice, I can handle whatever it is. Is it like life insurance or something? You mean adult as in boring?”



 



   “Haha, no Andrew, quite the opposite actually. But you’re right, you’re an adult now aren’t you. I can tell you, but you must promise you won't tell your mom and dad. You might be an adult but I’m not sure they’d be thrilled to know you were talking about such things with your neighbor.”



 



   “I promise, Candice, whatever it is,” I tell here, my curiosity growing.



 



   “Ok, well, lately I’ve been feeling a little unsexy. I’ve been single for quite a while, so I went out and got some sexy lingerie earlier today. And something else, but that might be too private, even for an adult like you.” She tells me, saying the last bit rather coyly.



 



   “Sexy lingerie you just got today? Well, that is pretty new.” I say, trying to cover the fact that my mind is racing with thoughts of Candice in her new sexy outfit, on her knees before me, and all manner of other positions as I have my way with her.



 



   “Actually, I’d love to have a man’s opinion on them. I think they suit me but I’d love to know what you think, Andrew.”



 



   “Sure,” I say, trying to sound casual, “Go grab them and I’ll have a look.”



 



   “No need for that, Andrew, I was wearing them when you knocked,” She says, putting down her mug and standing up, “Give me your honest opinion, please,” she says as she unties her robe and lets it fall to the carpet, my jaw dropping along with it.



 



   Candice looks stunning, standing before me in black lingerie, complete with stockings and sexy suspenders, little frills of black lace everywhere, like something from the front of a porno. Her panties are
 tiny,
 barely enough to cover her lips, let alone her mons. I can actually see the bump of her pubis, right there in front of me! My cock reacts and starts growing, thankfully hidden by my towel and the blanket. My face is bare and open to her though, and she must be able to see it reddening as I feel a blush come over me.



 



   “It’s really nice, Candice,” I squeak at her, “Very sexy.”



 



   “Are you sure? How about my bum? Is it all fat and disgusting?” She asks as she turns around and offers me her ass for assessment. She has a lovely big bum, her cheeks bare, the panties little more than a g-string at the back. I’m sitting here naked on her couch and she’s showing me her bare ass, I’m in heaven. I was hoping for maybe a good look at her cleavage for ammo for a tug later tonight, but this? Wow.



 



   “You look really,
 really
 nice, Candice,” I tell her, my voice becoming little more than a husk as my mouth dries.



 



   “Well thank you, Andrew. Sure to turn on any man that sees it, you think?” She asks, turning back around.



 



   “Well, it worked on me,” I say jokingly, but obviously not joking at all.



 



   “Did it now?” She asks me with a smile, her eyes actually going to where my dick would be, if not hidden under all this fabric. I feel myself heating up further under her sexy scrutiny, “Would you like to know the other new thing? It’s pretty private so it’s just between us ok? But I’m super excited about it and glad I can show someone.”



 



  
 Oh boy
 , I think to myself,
 more private than this? I can’t wait!
 “Sure,” I reply, “It stays between these four walls, Candice.”



 



   “Ok. Well, for the first time, I got my hair lasered...down there. I’ve never been so smooth, it’s incredible!” And with that she grabs her tiny little panties and pulls them down a few inches, exposing a completely hairless pussy, as smooth looking as she said. My heart enters my throat and my cock is now painfully hard. She takes a step towards me, bringing herself within arm’s reach, “Go on, Andrew, touch it, you won’t believe how smooth it is.”



 



   Wondering if I’m dreaming, I reach out nervously and with the back of my hand stroke her mons area. She’s right, it’s incredibly smooth, no stubble, no prickle, nothing. I can’t help but think how nice it must be to go down on such a smooth pussy.



 



   “Right, well fair’s fair, Andrew. You’ve seen mine, now show me yours.” Candice says to me, looking down at me with a smile.



 



   “Umm, what?” I say, not sure I heard her right.



 



   “Come on Andrew. You’ve just seen my most private area, I think it’s only fair you let me see what’s under that towel.” She says, sitting down close to me and starting to pull the blanket off.



 



   “Umm, ok,” I answer, letting her take the blanket off, exposing a large tent that has been erected under the towel.



 



   “Oooh, hello there!” She coo’s at my tentpole, “I see he really does like my lingerie, Andrew. Go on, stand up and show him to me please.”



 



   Horny beyond belief, I do as she says, standing up in front of her and letting the towel drop, exposing my rock-hard cock to her. She reaches up and cups my balls, rubbing them gently, sending pleasure throughout my entire body.



 



   “It’s such a beautiful cock. Do you know what today is, Andrew?” She asks me, her hands exploring my member like it’s the first one she’s ever seen.



 



   “No, Candice,” I reply, enjoying her delicate explorative fingertips on my manhood.



 



   “Today is the 5 year anniversary of the last time I had sex. I felt so down this morning, so frumpy, so I got myself some sexy lingerie and treated my downstairs to a lasering, to make it as sexy as possible. I was going to go out later and grab a guy, any guy, from a bar and fuck his brains out. But then you rang my doorbell, all wet and young, and I knew it was a sign. So I got you naked asap, freshly 18 and now a man. From the moment I opened that door I knew I was going to fuck you tonight.”



 



   And before I can answer, she leans forward and takes my cock in her mouth, slurping like a woman possessed. One hand expertly playing with my balls as she does so, the other stroking my root as the knob gets lathered in her spit.



 



   She’s squirming on the couch, getting turned on just from sucking my dick, I notice in a faraway way, my thoughts all now centered on the amazing bolts of pleasure shooting through me because of her expert mouth. My balls tighten and I tell her that I’m going to come. Feeling my cock pulse she pulls it out of her mouth at the last second and jerks me well, my dick twitching in her hand as I come over her breasts and face, thick splats of my seed hitting her and running down between her cleavage, bucking against her hand as she coerces every last drop from me.



 



   Still holding my dick, with her other hand she scoops up my semen from her boobs and sucks it off her fingers greedily. Licking her lips to catch any runaway jizz.



 



   “Mmm, it’s been too long since I tasted that. Thank you.” She purrs at me.



 



   “Umm, my pleasure, Candice,” I reply. Still thinking about how smooth her pussy felt, I get down on my knees in front of her, pulling at her panties and suspenders. Smiling broadly, she complies and gets out of them, leaving her lower half exposed to me. Sitting herself on the edge of the couch, her legs open wide, her sex is inches from my face and I move in quickly, slurping at her pussy with gusto. It feels incredible under my lips, so smooth, so slick with her juices. My hands grab her ass and I bury my face in deeper, tongue fucking her. Her hands on my head she sighs in pleasure, an obvious backlog inside her. Sucking her clit I feel her tremble and she starts to come, rubbing herself against me, her eyes penetrating mine as she orgasms, her bottom lip firmly being bit.



 



   Grabbing my hot chocolate and having a few sips while Candice recovers, she lays down on the couch, pulling the blanket up over herself.



 



   “You’ll get cold again, Andrew, come join me under the blanket.” She tells me.



 



   “Sure, but there’s not really enough room to lay next to you on the couch, Candice,” I explain, not wanting to pin her between me and the back of the couch.



 



   “I guess you’ll just have to lie on top of me then,” she replies with a wink.



 



   Pulling the blanket aside, Candice opens her legs and I crawl in between them, lowering myself onto her, the blanket wrapping us both up snug. My cock is resting against her sex and I can feel her heat. Reaching up to put her arms around neck, she pulls me down further and we start kissing, her tongue exploring my mouth first, then me responding in kind.



 



   Her pelvis grinding against me, her hands running up and down my back, I soon feel my cock stiffening up against her. Her hand reaches down and gives my shaft a few slow pulls, before grabbing it and guiding my fat knob to her yearning pussy. My throbbing head against her slit, I push and she does as well, getting me in deep, her wet sex offering just the right amount of resistance. Working it in a little deeper with each thrust, her hands on my ass as I fuck her, we continue kissing, the rain on her roof and the TV on low volume, the only sounds, other than the shifting of the blanket as we go at it on the couch like a couple of lovesick teenagers unable to get to the room before needing to fuck each other.



 



   Our arms wrapped around each other, we continue to fuck under the blanket, the feeling of her sex as my manhood slides in and out is incredible, her pussy is so soft, giving my cock a warm hug as I pound into her. Looking up at me with a grateful smile as I plunge into her, she kisses me again before speaking.



 



   “Fuck me in my ass, Andrew.”



 



   I’ve never fucked an ass before but there’s no way I’m going to pass up this opportunity to try it out. Pulling my cock out of her with an audible pop, I reach down and smear her juices over her asshole, feeling it pucker against my fingertips as I tease it. Lifting her knees up, making her asshole an easier target, she grabs my cock again and places the head against her butthole, swirling it a little, spreading her natural lube around some more.



 



   “Go for it, fuck my ass, Andrew.” She tells me and I push against her, feeling a lot more resistance than I did with her pussy but suddenly I slide into her, her asshole wrapping tight around my shaft, Candice letting out a yell as I penetrate her asshole. Telling me to fuck her deeper, I slowly work my manhood into her ass, Candice letting out a loud grunt with every shove of my cock. Her face has gone red and she looks like she’s concentrating hard, but she keeps encouraging me to fuck her ass harder and deeper.



 



   Soon, with my balls against her ass, I’ve fully impaled myself in Candice’s asshole and I start to fuck her, withdrawing my cock most of the way out before plunging it back in again, getting turned on by just how loud Candice moans with every thrust. Her legs up in the air and the blanket having slid off, I watch as my cock disappears and reappears from her asshole, her sphincter grabbing it with a firm grip, milking me.



 



   Every thrust making her boobs shake, still in their bra, I pull it down and free them, leaning down to suck her erect nipples while I fill her asshole with my manhood. Candice holding my head as I do so.



 



   “Fuck...I’m gonna come, Candice.” I grunt from between her boobs, my balls rising and getting tighter.



 



   “Yes Andrew, come in my ass. Fill me, you young buck, fill my ass with your hot come!” Candice moans as I fuck her ass harder, my finish moments away.



 



   Grabbing her hips I plunge myself deep into her as I come, my cock pulsing as it erupts, filling her with my hot seed. Bucking wildly on top of her as I come, Candice’s husky voice in my ear, encouraging me to fill her and I try my best to comply, leaving everything I can inside her hot asshole.



 



   Candice lowers her legs and rubs my back slowly as I regain my breath on top of her, purring contentedly. Every now and then her hands coming down to my ass and giving them an appreciative squeeze, enjoying my young firmness, I imagine.



 



   “That was amazing, Candice. I’d never done that before. I can’t believe how tight it felt.” I confess to her, wanting to tell someone that I just had my first anal, even if it’s the person whose ass my cock was just buried in!



 



   “Haha, me neither,” She purrs, squeezing my ass playfully, “I figured breaking a five-year drought called for something memorable.”



 



   Sitting up, we continue to play with each other for another couple of hours. Stopping only to put my clothes in the dryer at one point. Eventually, I see my parent’s headlights as they pull into our driveway and I bid my farewells to Candice, exchanging a long, lingering kiss just before she opens her front door to let me out.



 



   From that point onward, whenever my parents were out, I was always sure to pop around to Candice’s, in the knowledge that I would get a warm drink and a hot pussy each time.



 



END



 



------------------------------



 



 



 ASIAN MILF HOTWIFE NEXT DOOR



 



 



   I watched from my window as the new neighbors moved in, trying to guess what kind of people they were from the stuff I saw the solid removalists hefting indoors. To be honest, unlike in the movies, I didn’t really get any kind of a clue about them, other than the fact they owned furniture and had lots of other things in boxes.



 



   Growing bored of watching people carry things, I turned back to my TV. I was home for the holidays from college but most of my friends were still interstate so I was at a bit of a loss for things to do for the next few days. Heading down to the kitchen to grab a drink I bump into mom, who is making a welcome hamper for the new neighbors. Mom is pretty sweet and does that kind of thing. It’s nice I guess.



 



   “Hey sweety, can you do me a favor?” Mom asks as I grab some juice from the fridge.



 



   “Sure, Mom. What do you need?”



 



   “I have to go to work soon, but I want you to take this over to the new neighbors when they arrive for me please.” She tells me, motioning at the hamper she’s finishing.



 



   For a moment I’m tempted to try and get out of doing it, but I know mom feels strongly about good first impressions, and it’ll be nice to have an excuse to see who they are, so I tell her not to worry, I’ll be sure to do it.



 



   “Thank you, John, you’re a good boy,” Mom tells me, giving me a smile, “Just be sure to give them an hour or two to settle in, don’t chase them up their driveway just so you can get it done.” She adds, practically reading my mind and seeing my intentions.



 



   “No, I won’t,” I reply, amending my plans for the hamper to better suit mom’s specific request.



 



   I go back to my room and about half an hour later Mom comes up to say bye before heading off to work, telling me there’s food in the fridge and to call if I need anything. I’m 21 but I think I’ll always be her little boy. Kissing her on the forehead I tell her to have a great day and go back to passing the time in front of the TV and my phone as I hear the front door close.



 



   An hour or so later I hear the heavy doors of the back of a truck closing and look out the window. The removalists appear to have finished bringing in all the new neighbor’s belongings and are now having an impromptu smoko while they wait for them to arrive. Their loud voices telling me they should be here any minute. Sure enough, only 10 minutes go by when a slick car pulls up in the driveway and parks next to the truck on the opposite side from me, hiding itself from my view. I hear two car doors opening and closing in the crisp summer air and voices, a man and a woman. They talk with the removalists and share a laugh, before from what I can hear, one of them hands the house keys to the new voices.



 



   The removalists pile into their truck and start it up, a plume of smoke belching from its exhaust. It pulls out slowly from the driveway and trundles away down the street, finally revealing the new neighbors to me, who appear to be in the middle of taking a selfie with their new house in the background.



 



   The photo taken, they unwrap their arms from each other and turn to look at their house, giving me a better view of their faces. The man is an average-looking guy, but tall like me, with thick well-kept hair that has the trace of distinguishing greys at his temples. He’s dressed for comfort on this warm day, wearing a basic shirt and shorts combo. The woman is...wow...the woman is
 stunning
 , I realize as I finally look at her properly. She has a shock of long black hair running halfway down her back, shining in the sunlight, her features telling me she is of Asian descent, her almond eyes even from here looking smoky and seductive. Two full pouty lips are curled into a smile as she looks at her new home. She looks like she might be in her early 40’s but she’s in mint condition, her every curve perfect. A tight cut-off tank top adorns her body, her flat stomach exposed and her perfectly formed C-cups filling what fabric remains. She’s wearing tight cut-off shorts, exposing all of her legs to me, her toned thighs and calves flexing as they walk together to their new front door, her feet covered in short white socks and runners, contrasting beautifully with her tanned skin.



 



   I realize that I’ve got a boner and shift it uncomfortably as I watch them disappear inside. Not wanting the display to be over I head to our back room and wait, looking out the window and into their backyard, and before long I’m rewarded with another look at this stunning Asian woman. As they walk around looking at their backyard I can’t handle the pressure in my pants any longer and take out my cock, stroking it eagerly, my pre-come lubing my pumps.



 



   Jerking off while I watch her walk around inspecting things, I imagine holding that thick hair of hers and fucking her mouth, my balls tightening as I quickly get myself ready to come. At one point she bends over to look at something and I grunt as I come, her ass sending me over the edge. Closing my eyes, I let my orgasm flow, worrying about the clean-up afterward, right now just needing to get the poison out.



 



   My orgasm done, I open my eyes and see that the both of them are looking up at the window, waving! I wave back weakly before moving quickly away from the window, a sudden blush marching up my face. How embarrassing! Do they know what I was doing or do they just think I was looking at the new neighbors? God, if they know I was jerking off I’ll never live the shame down.



 



   I go back to my room, cleaning myself up and sit on the bed and try to take my mind off it by staring at my phone. After a while I convince myself that they just saw a neighbor looking at them curiously from a window and waved, that’s all. Surely the man wouldn’t have waved if he thought I was busting a nut over his wife? Surely she wouldn’t have waved it she thought I was taking her in my mind? No, of course not. Nothing to worry about. I check the time and see it’s been two hours since I first saw them so I figure now is as good a time as any to give them the welcome hamper.



 



   Going downstairs I grab the hamper and make my way next door, ring the bell, and wait. Soon enough the lady of the house answers and my breath is taken away by how much more stunning she is this close up. She smells amazing too, her scent drifting over me and making me captivated. Her perfect face breaks into a friendly grin as she sees me and the hamper. She’s not wearing a bra, I can see now from this range, her nipples poking out and forcing me to very deliberately look her in the eyes.



 



   “Yes?” She asks in a friendly voice.



 



   ‘Hi, I’m John, from next door. My mom wanted me to give you this as a way of saying welcome to the neighborhood. She’d say hi herself but she had work,” I say, handing over the hamper.



 



   “Oh, that’s so nice!” She bubbles, taking the hamper from me, her unrestrained boobs bouncing under her top as she moves, “I’m Silvia, lovely to meet you! Please, come in and meet my husband,” She adds, stepping back and inviting me in.



 



   Leading me to their backyard patio, she introduces me to Alan, her husband. He stands up and shakes my hand, greeting me warmly, thanking me and my mother for the hamper. Silvia is unwrapping the package and fishes out a bottle of wine that mom has included.



 



   “No time like the present!” She says, “John, would you join us for a glass? To celebrate?”



 



   “Uh, sure, if I’m not getting in your way.”



 



   Telling me that of course I’m not, Silvia goes into their kitchen and opens a box, pulling out three cups. Coming back she apologizes for offering wine in a cup but explains that the crystalware is packed deeper and won't be out until they can unpack properly.



 



   “Not a problem,” I say as she hands over a cup to me. Mom doesn’t scrimp on stuff like this and it's a good wine.



 



   Two cups each later and I have a nice little buzz going. I’m nowhere near drunk but I feel really good, the sun shining brighter and Silvia becoming more and more attractive with each passing moment, which is a miracle in itself considering how perfect she was to start with.



 



   Silvia goes inside to fish out another bottle of wine, one of their own, and Alan leans in a little and conversationally comments “She’s very beautiful, isn’t she?” finishing with a big smile and nodding at me.



 



   “Yeah, she is,” I answer, enjoying the wine in my system.



 



   “Have you ever slept with someone as beautiful as her, John?” Alan asks me, much as you might ask someone if they’ve ever driven a particular type of car.



 



   “No way man, your Silvia is like an 11 out of 10, broke college guys like me don’t get to have women like that haha,” I answer, assuming Alan is having a little bit of a humblebrag with me, but I don’t mind, I’m happy to talk about how hot his wife is if that’s what he wants to do.



 



   “Would you like to?”



 



   “Would I like to what?”



 



   “Sleep with an ‘11 out of 10’ like Silvia?” Alan explains, a big smile on his face.



 



   “Haha, sure! Does Silvia have a sister?” I joke back.



 



   “No, I meant Silvia specifically, John. Would you like to sleep with her? Or to be more blunt, would you like to fuck Silvia’s brains out?” Johns expands.



 



   A little stunned at what I’m hearing I try to think of a reply but at the same time my cock immediately starts getting hard at this dirty talk.



 



   “We saw you jerking off before, John,” Silvia says, standing behind me, “That’s why we waved, to let you know we didn’t mind.”



 



   “Oh my god, I’m so sorry-” I begin but Alan puts his hand up to let me know not to stress.



 



   “Don’t apologize, John, look at Silvia. I’d be offended if you
 didn’t
 want to fuck her. She’s perfect.” He says, then, looking at my crotch, he smiles at Silvia and adds, “He got hard the second I mentioned fucking you, Honey.”



 



   “And he’s such a cutie, too,” Silvia says, stroking my hair from behind, making my cock beat harder in my pants. Walking around to be in front of me, Silvia cups my chin in her delicate hand and asks, “What do you say, John, will you welcome me to the neighborhood the way I’d like to be welcomed? With your hard young dick?”



 



   Looking over at Alan, who is nodding his head, encouraging me to accept his wife’s proposal, the last bits of shock and nervousness leave me as Silvia’s body, smile and scent seduce me fully and I realize I’ve never been as keen to fuck a woman as I am now. Smiling, I nod to her and she claps happily, jumping up and down on the spot, her perfect teardrop breasts hypnotizing me as they jiggle with her bounces.



 



   Silvia drops to her knees right there and starts unbuttoning my shorts, pulling down the zip and reaching in, grabbing my cock and making me exhale as she makes contact, my lower abdomen twitching involuntarily. She gets my manhood out and coo’s at it appreciatively, stroking my shaft. I’m pretty proud of my dick, it’s not a ridiculous monster or anything, but I’ve always had the biggest cock in my group of friends, as we discovered in the showers after sports and such.



 



   Turning to Alan with a gleam in her eye, she speaks, “Look at it Alan, I told you he’d have a nice big cock for me.”



 



   “Yes you did, Honey, now let the boy know how much you appreciate his nice big cock.” Alan answers, giving me a wink as his wife’s thick lips wrap around my shaft and start sucking my length, her tongue roving around my cock as she does so.



 



   Immediately in heaven, I start groaning as I get the best blowjob I’ve ever had. Her technique is perfect, the thick slurps as she actually sucks on my cock, not just moving her mouth up and down it, one hand pumping my base into her mouth as the other fondles my balls. I watch mesmerized as she sucks it, her spit running down my shaft as she gives it everything she’s got.



 



   “Don’t be afraid to grab her hair and give it a good pull, John,” Alan informs me, “Silvia doesn’t mind getting it rough.”



 



   At this Silvia moans deep in her throat in agreeance and grabs one of my hands, guiding it to her head. A little gingerly at first but with growing passion, I hold her hair tight, close to the root, and guide her head up and down on my cock, fucking her throat. Soon, I have both hands on her head and I’m pushing her down, making her gag a little on my cock, feeling bad as I’m doing it but feeling so good as well.



 



   Alan has come a little closer and is watching happily as I fuck his wife’s mouth, smiling at the sounds of her gagging and encouraging me to go even harder. Pushing deeper, I get my cock all the way into her throat, my balls hard against her chin as I hold it in, Silvia’s hands frantically playing with her pussy down the front of her shorts. I let her mouth slide a little off my cock and she sucks in a deep breath around it, her moans letting me know she’s loving this treatment. I fuck her mouth again and feel my balls tighten. Deeper, deeper I fuck her throat until I feel my come building. Pushing her head back down all the way, I fully embed my cock inside her and listen to her gag as I come deep down her throat, bubbles of spit coming from her nose as she fights for air, my grip iron tight as I shoot several times down her throat, my cock pulsing inside her, emptying itself. Holding her there as she tries to get off my dick, waiting until every last twitch has left my cock, I finally release her and she disengages from my cock, drawing in deep breaths and smiling widely. Her eyes are watery and she has spit all over her face but she’s never looked happier.



 



   “Oh wow, I like this one, Alan!” She finally says, wiping her face on her tank top.



 



   “Yes, that was great, John, well done,” Alan tells me with an equally big grin.



 



   Standing up, Silvia offers me her hand, I take it as I stand also, my cock still out, and she leads me into the cool indoors, down the hallway, and into their bedroom, Alan close behind, an erection apparent in his shorts.



 



   Their room is all boxes and an unassembled bed, the frame still in pieces and standing against the wall, but the mattress is already in center stage, a large comfortable looking king-size, the sheets and blankets already made.



 



   Silvia stands before me and peels off my top, running her hands over my chest. Then she takes off her top, her perfect boobs bouncing as the fabric lets go of them. I drop my shorts and underwear as Silvia does the same, a small strip of black hair crowning her pussy, the lips small and cherry looking. Stroking my dick she tells me to lie down on the bed while Alan sits on a box, his own cock out now, not as big as mine but a good size, his hand pumping it slowly as he watches his wife straddle my face.



 



   On my back on the bed, I feel the weight of Silvia as she sits on my face, her pussy covering my mouth. Hungrily, I lap at it, tasting her and smelling her erotic musk as she starts to slide her pussy back and forth over my face, grabbing my hair to guide her back and forth motion as she does so. Reaching up, I play with her boobs as she fucks my face, face sitting me.



 



   My face completely coated in her slippery liquid, she slides over me, my tongue slipping inside as she passes, her grip on my hair as tight as mine was on hers, before she spins around, putting herself in more of a 69 position, and starts fucking my face again, grinding her clit against me, her moans getting louder as she coats my face in her sex’s heat. Her hands grasp my cock and she starts sucking me off again, making him grow in her mouth as she coerces my shaft to fill with blood and lust again.



 



   Grabbing her ass with both hands, I eat her pussy as best I can, feeling her tremble and wanting to taste her orgasm on my tongue, bucking my hard manhood into her eager mouth as I do so.



 



   Pushing really hard against my face I feel as Silvia comes, her pussy drenching me in her juices as she lets go, a loud moan escaping her as she climaxes on my tongue, muffled with my cock inside her mouth. I hear Alan grunting as he comes too, obviously turned on by watching his wife come on another man’s face, her throat filled with this stranger's cock.



 



   Her pussy still dribbling her tasty juices onto my face, she kisses and licks my dick, enjoying her post-climax sensations. I kiss her lips and she trembles against me, jumping a little when I suck on her clit, her sensitive little nub making her jolt.



 



  Crawling off me, but staying on all fours, she wiggles her ass at me invitingly.



 



   “You’re all hard, John. You gonna put that cock to good use?” She asks me.



 



   Needing no further encouragement I get behind her and press my fat girth into her, making her gasp as her slick cunt takes my dick in full on the first shove. My balls against her pubes I hold her tight by the hips and hold her there, enjoying the warmth of her pussy as it soaks into my aching rod. After a few moments of enjoying how good it feels inside her, I start to fuck her, slamming into her ass with each thrust, making her small Asian frame shake with my powerful pumps. Gasping as I bottom out in her with each thrust, I grab her hair and pull it back, hard, fucking her like she wants to be fucked. Slamming into her as hard as I can I start slapping her ass, making her cry out in pleasure, her wails turning on Alan as I watch his cock start to stand to attention once again.



 



   Fucking Silvia hard, pounding her as deep as I can. Alan stands up and takes off his clothes before kneeling in front of his wife and guiding his cock into her waiting mouth. Her moans of pleasure becoming garbled as Alan’s cock fills her throat. I let go of her hair and focus on holding her hips and slapping her ass, making it red raw as she begs for more around Alan’s length. Slipping a hand between her legs Silvia plays with herself as she takes it from both ends at the same time, her moans getting louder and more urgent as another orgasm threatens to roll through her.



 



   “That’s it, Honey, come on this young man’s cock.” Alan encourages her, his own hands now holding her hair tight as he pounds into her throat without mercy, giving her exactly what she loves.



 



   “Mmmh!” Silvia grunts as she starts shaking again, her orgasm making her pussy clench around my cock as she bucks and struggles to hold on while her climax ravages her.



 



   “That’s it, Honey! That’s it!” Alan says, fucking her mouth hard as she comes on my cock.



 



   Unable to hold my own orgasm in any longer I tell them I’m gonna come and Alan nods eagerly, telling me to fill his wife’s pussy with my seed, Silvia groaning in agreement around Alan’s cock. Pushing myself as deep into Silvia as I can, I hold her hips painfully tight as I start coming inside her, my cock spasming as it pumps out its load into her hot cunt, filling her. Feeling my seed fill her Silvia grunts rapidly in time with my spurts, mewling in pleasure. Watching another man come inside his wife taking him past the point of no return, Alan grips Silvia’s face hard against his crotch as he pumps her throat full of his hot jizz, his cock pulsating in her mouth with each rope of come.



 



   Both of us kneeling there, at either end of Silvia, we take deep breaths as we recover from our orgasms. Silvia still slurping delicately on Alan’s cock, her pussy clenching and unclenching around my girth as she lets my come dribble out of her and run down her thighs. Finally, I sit back on my heels, my slick cock sliding out of Silvia’s spent pussy. Alan takes his dick from Silvia’s mouth and sits on the bed, Sivia rolling onto her side and purring contentedly, looking from my cock to Alan’s and grinning.



 



   The buzz in my balls from the two loads I’ve pumped into Silvia and the buzz in my head from the wine making me lightheaded, I sit back against their bedroom wall and let out a happy sigh. Silvia comes and sits next to me in the middle and Alan joins us on the other side of Silvia.



 



   “So yeah,” I say, “Welcome to the neighborhood.”



 



   Laughing, Silvia puts a delicate hand on my cock and plays with it, her other hand idly toying with Alan’s. “Welcome indeed.” She says.



 



   Talking for a while, I fill them in a what’s what on this street and nearby, having lived here all my life. Silvia’s soft hand never stopping its gentle playing of my cock and balls. I reach over and grab her breast closest to me, feeling its supple weight, enjoying the freedom of all three of us being naked and not caring. I feel my cock start to harden at the same time Silvia does, her hand grabbing my manhood a little harder as she exclaims in happiness.



 



   “Oh! Looks like someone might be ready for another round!” She says, her hand starting to pump my cock with a regular stroking action, encouraging it to grow harder in her hands, “Alan, do you know which box has the lube in it?”



 



   “Hmm, gimme a second, Honey,” Alan says as he gets up and opens a smaller box, filled with toiletries. Turning back to us with a smile, he holds a small tube of lubricant in his hand, offering it to me, “There you go John, you’re in for a real treat now!” He tells me happily.



 



   Moving onto her back and lifting her legs wide, Silvia tells me to give her asshole a good smear of lube. I squeeze out a large dollop onto my fingers and start rubbing it onto her asshole, a tiny little date that puckers as I rub it with lube.



 



   “That’s it, John, don’t forget to lube me inside a bit too,” Silvia tells me, and I wonder if she knows I’m an anal virgin. Probably, I guess.



 



   Fingering her asshole I’m amazed at how tight it is, wrapping itself around my finger as I push the digit in and out of her, coating her asshole in the slippery goo.



 



   “Mmm, that’s nice. Time for your cock now though, I think.”



 



   I get in front of her and open her legs wider, aiming my cock for her puckered little asshole. On top of her, she wraps her arms around me and looks into my eyes, smiling.



 



   “You can come as quickly as you want, John, I just want to feel you shooting in my asshole, that’s all I need, ok?” She tells me.



 



   Nodding, I push against her asshole and feel much more resistance than I normally do with a vagina. I push a bit harder, then harder still, feeling her open up to me bit by it when suddenly with a pop I’m inside her asshole, her hands grabbing my ass and quickly pulling me in deeper, taking me by surprise.



 



   “Yes! Yes! Fuck my little asshole John, fuck it!” She begs me as she pulls me deeper into her.



 



   Cupping her ass with both hands, I start fucking her ass, the pressure surrounding my dick beyond belief, her entire asshole is milking my cock, and I can feel myself wanting to come almost straight away, like the first time I had unprotected sex with a pussy. Nothing could have prepared me for the level of pleasure and intensity running through my shaft and I start bucking madly as I dump my load into her asshole, my cock twitching and pulsing, emptying itself for the third time inside this absolute babe of a woman.



 



   “Yes! Oh yes! Good boy, gooood boy!” Silvia squeals as I come deep in her ass, her body squirming under me as she’s filled again.



 



   Panting, feeling a bit sheepish for being a 3 pump chump when it comes to Silvia’s asshole, Alan seemingly reads my mind, commenting, “Haha, that’s about as long as I was able to last, the first time Silvia gave me her asshole. It’s a whole ‘nother level, eh John?”



 



   Looking up from my position on top of his wife, her still planting kisses on my face and neck, I nod in agreement, still finding it hard to speak. I pull my cock slowly out of Silvia’s asshole, with her grinning at me as she clenches it, holding my fat knob inside her for a second before letting me leave her body and collapse on their bed. Totally spent and completely satisfied.



 



   Silvia strokes my body gently as I regain my composure, before asking: “That was your first time in a woman’s ass, John?”



 



   “Yeah, pretty obvious was it?” I ask, a dazed smile on my lips.



 



   “No not really, more the look on your face now, like you’ve popped a cherry,” She answers with a grin, “I’m glad I could be the one to do it, I feel special now.”



 



   “Your first time with the butt? This calls for a celebration, John!” Alan says with a beaming grin as he pulls on his shorts, “Join us for another drink!”



 



   Slipping into our shorts but all three of us remaining topless, we go back to the patio outside and enjoy another bottle of wine, the conversation flowing with ease. Eventually, I have to bid my farewells and head home, not wanting to still be at their house when mom gets home. With a final kiss at the door from Silvia and a playful pawing at my crotch telling me to ‘not be a stranger’ and to ‘visit us again soon’, I make my way up my own driveway, smiling contentedly, knowing that this is going to be the best break from college ever.



 



END



 



------------------------------



 



 







 MILF NEXT DOOR AND HER BIKINI’S



 



 



   For the third time this week, I heard her radio come to life, its music slipping through my open windows and into my ears, carried by the warm breeze of the beautiful day. Excited, I run upstairs to my bedroom window, looking out expectantly and being rewarded with exactly what I want, to wit: Ms. Davies next door, stretched out on a recliner in a tiny bikini in her backyard, away from prying eyes. Except mine, of course.



 



   Her foot tapping to the music, I take my time and enjoy the view. Once she’s sunbathing, she can be out here for a good hour or so, only moving when it’s time to roll over and offer her amazing full ass to my vision. Last week I was able to jerk off 4 times looking at her before she finally called it a day, unaware that only 15 or so yards away from her a young man was practically turning his balls inside out, coming so much for her.



 



   It’s a red bikini today, I note. One of at least 5 bikinis she wears on days like today. It contains barely enough fabric to cover her nipples let alone her massive natural tits, fat and plump. Her flat stomach glistening as she adds either sunscreen or tanning lotion, I’m not sure. He sex covered by the smallest of triangles of red material, her long shapely legs open and uncrossed for a smoother tan, letting me see the outline of her pussy lips, making a small mound beneath her bikini bottoms. Her thick mane of blond hair pulled to one side, large sunglasses covering her eyes and her thick pouty lips closed as she relaxes in the sunshine. At 45, Ms. Davies is easily the hottest woman I know in real life.



 



   My cock is hard and aching in my pants. Grabbing some tissues, I get my cock out and unceremoniously start stroking myself, planning to get the first load out quickly so I can start on the second one, wanting to beat last week’s record. I groan in lust as I watch her spread lotion over her massive boobs, even seeing a glimpse of nipple as she pulls the fabric aside for a second to apply the creamy liquid evenly over her mounds.



 



   It’s going to be a quick one and I start holding the tissue in position, feeling my orgasm pending when suddenly Ms. Davies gets up and walks back inside!
 No! Shit! Ok, calm down,
 I tell myself.
 She’s obviously forgot a book or something and has gone to get it, she’ll be back in a moment, don’t panic. Look, she’s even left her phone on the table playing music. Relax, Brad, relax.



 



   My hand off my dick, I wait for Ms. Davies to reappear, figuring in my head the orgasm doesn’t count if I’m not looking at her when I nut. Suddenly, I hear a sound coming from the kitchen and I wonder if it’s the smoke alarm or the fridge telling me it’s been left open before I remember it’s the sound of the landline phone ringing.
 Been a while since I heard that sound
 , I think as with one last glance over my shoulder and out the window, I head downstairs to answer it.



 



   Picking the phone receiver up from its cradle, smirking at how different it feels to a cell phone, I answer. “Hello?”



 



 
 “Hi, Brad, It’s Ms. Davies from next door, how are you?”



 



   “Oh, Hi, Ms. Davies. Yeah, I’m good. Yourself?”



 



   “I’m doing very well thank you, Brad.”



 



   “Great. Are you looking for Mom? She’s not here right now, sorry.” I say, wondering why she’s gotten up at the start of a sunbathing session to call our house.



 



 
 “No, I was hoping to talk to you actually, Brad. I’ve noticed that every time I sunbathe you watch me from your room and jerk off. In fact, if I’m not mistaken, last week you jerked off no less than four times in an hour during one session. Impressive, young man.”



 



   “.........” Silence reigns as I stand there in the kitchen, my mouth agape.



 



  
 “Are you still there. Brad?”



 



   “Umm, yes, Ms. Davies. Look, I’m not sure why you’d think that but-”



 



   “You don’t have to act with me, Brad. I can always tell when you’ve come too, because you shake your head afterward like you’ve just gotten a cold shiver. I noticed you just before, jerking off within a minute of me lying on the recliner, another record I believe. I’d like you to come over. Now, please, I’d rather discuss this with you in person.”



 



   And then before I can answer I hear the scrunchy click of the phone as it’s physically hung up, not just ended with the press of a silent button like I’m used to.
 Well fuck,
 I think.
 Her tone wasn’t angry, but it also sounded like she already knew everything I’ve been doing. Maybe if I go over there I can convince her not to tell my mom I’ve been beating off looking at the neighbor.



 



  
 My cock well and truly down again from nervousness, I put him away and zip up my pants, stepping out my front door and making my way up Ms. Davies’ driveway.
 Relax, Brad. You’ve not really done anything wrong. So what? 18-year-old boy likes to beat off in his room? Hardly a surprise, is it? Just say sorry and blame it on the teenage hormones.



 



   I knock on her door and am surprised when she opens it, still wearing nothing but her teeny tiny bikini, although now her sunglasses are off, showing her smoky eyes. I’ve never seen her this close-up before in such skimpy clothing. Usually, the best I could hope for is shorts and a tank top. Unable to help myself, my eyes go to her massive chest, her barely restrained boobs spilling out of her bikini top, her areolas actually peeking out a bit from the tiny triangles supposed to keep her nipples at bay. Her bikini bottom is no better, basically just covering her lips and about half of her pubis, the feminine mound making my cock start to grow again, knowing her pussy is
 just there, so close
 , making me bite my lip without thinking.



 



   “Hi, Brad, come in, please,” Ms. Davies says eventually, leading me to her kitchen, her ass cheeks completely exposed as she walks in front of me, the tiny bikini thong doing nothing except perhaps flossing her asshole, “Take a seat.” She tells me as we enter the kitchen, pointing to a row of tall chairs running along the dining side of the kitchen counter, positioning herself opposite.



 



   Leaning on the counter, her arms crossed, her massive boobs spill over her forearms and threaten to spill out of her bikini as I watch, transfixed.



 



  “So, I’m pretty sure I got to the phone before I saw your head shake. Did you come yet today?” She asks me, a playful smile on her lips.



 



   “No, Ms. Davies,” I answer, seeing no point in lying. She’s got me completely pegged, “I was waiting for you to come back outside.”



 



   “That’s sweet. Are you playing a game with yourself? The ‘jerking off to Ms. Davies as much as possible Challenge’ type of thing?”



 



   “I didn’t have a name or anything for it but actually yeah, that’s pretty much it.” I say, looking at her in surprise at how astute she appears to be.



 



   “I have two sons, in their mid-20’s now, but I remember their teens. Come smelling socks and boxes of tissues running out in a day or two!”



 



   “You just described me too.” I joke.



 



   “Haha, I know, Brad. I’ve seen your looks. And lately, I’ve noticed that whenever I go outside I always have an audience.”



 



   “Sorry about that, Ms. Davies. I promise I’ll stop.”



 



   “I certainly hope not,” She tells me, her smile broadening, “I haven’t felt so attractive in years. Watching your head shake through your window as you come down from yet another orgasm while looking at
 me
 ? It’s very flattering and something of a turn on, too.”



 



   “Umm, really?”



 



   “Yes Brad,
 really
 . I get quite wet knowing you’re up there, stroking your hard young cock looking at me, lusting after me as much as any model or pornstar, knowing that just by rolling over I can make you come quicker. Yes, I noticed that the other day. You were barely a minute into it and then I rolled over and pop, you were shaking your head 30 seconds later, haha.”



 



   Ms. Davies gets up from the counter and walks around to my side, putting her hands on my thighs, her large pendulous boobs filling my vision as she continues.



 



   “More than once I’ve come inside and fucked myself silly with a toy, imagining it was you inside me, not my vibrator. Do you like the idea of that, Brad? Does the thought of me on my back, legs spread wide, and fucking myself while crying your name excite you?”



 



   My cock already hard, it starts aching in my pants with need as I nod my head for Ms. Davies.



 



   “I thought so, I can tell from here how much you like the idea.” Ms. Davies purrs, her hands going from my thighs to my zipper, unzipping my pants and opening them, my cock bursting forth, making a tent in my crotch as it tries to push itself through my boxers.



 



   Ms. Davies grabs the hem of my boxers and gives me a sultry smile, before pulling them down, exposing my throbbing cock to her hungry eyes. Lifting my butt a little, she tugs both pants and boxers down to my ankles, leaving me feeling exposed and vulnerable, my hard cock pointing out like a beacon. Brushing her hair behind her ear, she leans in, her fat tits pressing against my thighs as her warm mouth envelopes my knob, her tongue flicking over my cock’s eye, tasting my pre-come. I run my hands up and down her flawless back as she starts slurping on my cock, one hand pumping my shaft while the other fondles my balls, her spit running down my length and lubricating her strokes.



 



   Taking my cock from her mouth, she looks up at me, her hand pumping my manhood. “You like that, Brad? You like my mouth wrapped around your hard cock?”



 



   “Mmm, yes, Ms. Davies,” I answer as her face disappears back on my knob, the wet sounds of her oral filling my ears.



 



   I feel my knob tingle and my balls getting harder, pressing up against my body and I start bucking into her mouth, holding her head as I do so. With a grunt I start to come, my cock shooting its load directly into Ms. Davies sucking mouth, feeling her throat contract as she swallows it, my shaft pulsating inside her as it empties. Ms. Davies keeps sucking, making me twitch and jerk as her expert mouth teases my now ultra-sensitive knob. I realize I’m shaking my head and smile.
 She’s right, I do shake my head like a cold shiver after orgasm. I’d never noticed, haha.



 



   Wiping her mouth, Ms. Davies stands up again, giving me a big smile. “Well, that’s orgasm number one, I’ll give you a few minutes and we can start on number two, what do you say?”



 



   I nod my head, still catching my breath after blowing so hard down her throat.



 



   Ms. Davies goes to her fridge and gets me a cold drink, I take it thankfully and gulp down half while she watches, amused.



 



   “Thirsty work, eh?” She comments, with a grin.



 



   Taking the drink from my unresisting hand, Ms. Davies puts it on the counter and walks away, telling me to follow her with a ‘come hither’ hand gesture. Getting up and stepping out of my pants, I follow her, my cock swinging, to her room. Standing before her bed, she reaches behind herself and unties her bikini top, letting it fall to the floor, revealing her enormous boobs, large teardrops, each topped off with a fat nipple, dark red and erect. She lifts them in her hands and the way they shift in her palms hypnotizes me, looking heavy and plump.



 



   “Come and touch them, Brad,” Ms. Davies purrs, and with no further goading needed I step forward and heft them in my hands, their weight surprising me. Soft and firm at the same time, I lean in to kiss and suck at her nipples, getting approving noises from Ms. Davies as I do so. Holding my head a little, she sits down on the bed, bringing me with her, her legs wrapping around my midriff, holding me to her as I suckle on her massive boobs.



 



   Pushing my head, she guides me lower and I start kissing her taut belly, her skin supple, her aroma amazing. I get to her lower abdomen and grab her bikini bottoms, pulling them down slowly, showing her glistening pussy lips to my eager eyes. Kissing her inner thighs, I teasingly make my way slowly to her pussy, loving the feeling off her skin on my lips. My mouth brushes over her sex and I get a sample of her musk, heavy and sexual, making me hornier and wanting to fuck her hard, now.



 



   I kiss her pussylips, her own juices coating my mouth, her back arching and her mouth opening in a moan as I suck her clit, my tongue circling it, feeling it become an engorged little bud. Lapping at her pussy, I push my tongue inside her, tasting her deeper, loving her flavor and sucking her pussy, wanting more. Ms. Davies grabs my hair and writhes in pleasure as I try to bury my face inside her, her other hand playing with her fat tits. I slide a finger inside her, and begin to finger fuck her at the same pace as I suck on her bud, her fingers tugging at my hair in affirmation of a job being well done.



 



   “Fuck me, Brad. Fuck me now.” Ms. Davies moans through clenched teeth.



 



   Standing up and hastily getting my top off, throwing it over my shoulder, I crawl onto the bed and over Ms. Davies as she opens her legs wide and welcomes me with an open-mouthed look of utter need. Positioning my hard cock at her entrance, I push and enter here, my spit and her own slick juices allowing me inside in a smooth motion of my hips. Throwing her head back, Ms. Davies moans louder and louder as I work my cock deeper into her with each thrust. Her hands running up and down my young broad back as my ass pumps, my cock pistoning inside her sex, her velvet warmth holding my cock tight, milking it.



 



   She pulls me down and kisses me, my weight now bearing on her, pinning her to the bed as my bucking hips ensure my cock continues its work in her pussy. Kissing me deeply, desperately, her fingernails trailing down my back and cupping my ass as I pound into her rapidly, she talks dirty in my ear, telling me how much she loves my hard cock inside her, filling her pussy, begging me to fuck her harder.



 



   “Come inside me, Brad, fill me with your come.” Ms. Davies starts to beg, over and over, her pussy clenching around my girth, squeezing it, tempting it further to come.



 



   I grab her ass and start to fuck her harder, concentrating on my orgasm. My mouth roves over hers, and her neck and shoulder, burying my face into the blankets as I fuck her faster and faster, my balls slapping against her ass as I feel my orgasm building. Biting her neck and shoulder I start to come, My hips bucking wildly into her as my dick spasms and shoots my seed deep into her pussy, my balls pulsing as they dump their load inside Ms. Davies. Writhing under me, she grunts under my weight, telling me she can feel me coming inside her, feel the hot come filling her, as she claws my back and ass.



 



   I slowly stop pumping and breathe deep, catching my breath, my weight still on Ms. Davies. Her fingertips, much more sedately now, trail up and down my back, a smile playing across her face. Her large boobs pressing into me, I lean down a little and kiss them, my cock withdrawing from her tight pussy. I roll off Ms. Davies and wrap an arm and a leg around her, my wet cock rubbing against her hip.



 



   “And there’s number two.” She chuckles, looking over at me, her face flushed.



 



   I nod and kiss her boob nearest me, her erect nipple creating the perfect target for my playful tongue.



 



   “Already playful? Oh to be 18 again,” Ms. Davies says with a smile as she plays with my hair while I suckle on her massive breast.



 



   Pushing me onto my back, she reaches into her bedside table and retrieves a small bottle of massage oil, shaking it with a grin.



 



   “I’ll give you a nice relaxing massage, give you time to get ready for round three.” She tells me, squirting some oil into her palms and rubbing her hands together, warming it up.



 



   Starting on my chest, Ms. Davies kneads my muscles well, genuinely relaxing me and making me feel very at ease. She indulges herself on my stomach, admiring my six-pack and letting her fingers linger on them. Ignoring my cock, she goes straight to my thighs and begins to rub them vigorously, kneading the meat and muscle, purring at my strong young thighs. After about 15 minutes of this Ms. Davies notices a twitch from my cock and her oily hands slide up my legs and to my crotch, encircling my package. Playing with my balls, she starts to lightly stroke my manhood and makes a pleased noise when she sees him react, growing in her delicate hand. Sliding her greasy palm up and down with more pressure, my cock has soon returned to full strength and stands before her proudly, throbbing to my heartbeat.



 



   Standing up, Ms. Davies gets over me and lowers herself down into cowgirl position, her pussylips kissing my knob before swallowing it, her pussy wrapping around my shaft and filling it with her heat. Her massive tits swaying as she slides back and forth on my pole takes all of my attention, and I find myself staring at them utterly mesmerized as Ms. Davies’ grinding gets faster and more urgent. The first thing I know about her orgasm is her sudden shout and her small fists, bunched up, pounding on my chest as her climax roars through her, her whole body shaking as she squirms on my pole, her pelvis bucking wildly as she coats my length in her orgasm’s fluids.



 



   Leaning down, breathing heavily, she tells me in a husky post-orgasm voice to suck her tits and I do so, her fat tit covering my face as I suck on its nipple, my cock throbbing inside her pulsating sex, my hands full of her plump ass.



 



   “Come inside me, Brad. Fill me with your come again. Fill me till you’re leaking out of my pussy.” Ms. Davies tells me, her boob filling my mouth and field of vision.



 



   Once again turned on beyond control by her dirty talk, I grab her ass hard and I start to thrust upward with all the force I can, intent on filling her pussy even better than last time. Reaching behind herself, Ms. Davies starts playing with my balls as I fuck her and I lose control, my cock jerking and spraying her insides with come with no warning, my grunts of ecstasy as I come muffled by her massive boob, my thick cock pulsating as it shoots salvo after salvo of come inside her. Ms. Davies holding my head tight against her boobs, squirming on my pole as I unload.



 



   “Mmm, very well done, Brad! Number three has well and truly happened.” Ms. Davies says, hopping off me and resting her head on my shoulder, my cock slick with our combined juices. Her massive tits squished against me as she cuddles up.



 



   Her hand trailing slowly up and down my torso, stopping every now and then to tease my balls, we both lie there in happy silence for a while. My balls ache in a nice way and Ms. Davies skin feels so good against mine I just know I’m going to fuck her again.



 



   After a while, Ms. Davies gets up and returns a minute later with a couple of cold drinks, I drink mine, watching her naked body as she sips at hers. Getting back onto the bed, she crawls between my legs before facing away from me, pushing her plump ass against my crotch, smothering my balls in her booty’s warmth.



 



   “Would you like to fuck my tight little asshole, Brad?” She says with a wicked grin over her shoulder, her half-closed eyes smoldering at me.



 



   Reaching down, I start fondling her ass cheeks, feeling their supple firmness. Reaching over to her bedside table again, Ms. Davies hands me a small tube of lube without a word, getting on all fours between my legs, facing away from me, her pussy and puckered little asshole presented right before me, looking sexy as hell.



 



   Squeezing out a dollop, I start circling her asshole with the lubed up finger, dipping it in a little up to the first knuckle, Ms. Davies backing up against it, driving my finger in deeper, laughing as she does so. Reaching between her legs, she grabs my cock and strokes it, watching it grow again as the thought of pounding her asshole wakes him up fully. Grabbing my hard shaft, she presses my knob against her asshole and lowers herself on it. I watch as her butthole slowly opens around the knob and then suddenly my knob has gone, disappeared into her asshole, replaced by a feeling of intense heat and pressure on the end of my length. Sitting up, Ms. Davies lowers herself further onto my cock, her asshole swallowing it inch by inch. Now in reverse cowgirl, she starts to fuck me faster, giving me a perfect display from where I’m lying, my hands grabbing her hips and pulling her down onto my engorged pole.



 



   Sliding off my pole with an audible pop, she gets on all fours and without I word I get up stand behind her, bending my legs until I can impale her asshole with my cock and thrusting. My hands resting on her ass and hips, I pound into her, my thighs flexing as I squat over her tight asshole, her body milking me with its firm grip and warmth. I move my hands to her shoulders and fuck her deeper, driving my cock further into her butt, hearing her grunt with desperate pleasure with each thrust as I knock the air out of her. Her arms give out and she collapses to the bed, I lay on top of her, my chest against her shoulder blades, my mouth in her ear as I continue to fuck her ass.



 



   Her legs closed, with me straddling her ass, I pound my cock relentlessly into her asshole, grabbing handfuls of her hair, close to the root, and holding her head as I grunt and breath into her ear, my hot breath making her even hotter than she already is, a flush across the visible portion of her face and a sheen of sweat on her brow. I take her completely, unable to help myself, the intensity of what her asshole is doing to my cock turning me into an animal as without thinking my pelvis thrusts, again and again, plunging my fat cock deep into her tight asshole.



 



  
 “Come...in...me...give...it...to...me.”
 Ms. Davies gasps between breaths, only able to speak on my upward thrusts as my downward pumps keep knocking all the air out of her. She sounds light-headed and almost delirious.



 



   Holding her hair even tighter, I pull back on her head and start kissing and nipping at her face, neck, and shoulder as my balls tighten and I start to come, animal grunts escaping me as I unload deep inside her asshole, my cock squeezed empty from her buttholes tight hug, my length twitching as it spits hot seed up her asshole, filling her with my semen.



 



   Grunting and panting, I finish twitchingly, my grip on Ms. Davies hair slowly releasing as my orgasm subsides and I come back down to Earth. Her asshole now crushing my cock as it loses firmness and her butthole proves too powerful, I pull it out, making her take in a sharp breath of pleasure, her body squirming as she lays there, now empty. Kissing her shoulders and back, I slide off her, stroking her plump ass affectionately. She turns around and we both lay on our sides, facing each other.



 



   “There you go, Brad, that’s number four,” She says with a smile, her face flushed and wet with perspiration, “And quite a number four too!”



 



   I nod, looking at her beautiful face. It was pretty intense and I’m feeling satisfied, although who knows for how long.



 



   “Was this four where you actually got to fuck me better than the four where you imagined fucking me?” She asks, needlessly.



 



   “Of course, Ms. Davies. Today has been better than the last thousand times I’ve jerked off put together.”



 



   “Great answer, Brad,” She responds, smiling, “Well, today we proved that you can at least equal your record for how many times I can make you come in one session, what do you say to us next week seeing if we can beat your record?”



 



   Reaching out and stroking one of her massive boobs, I tell her that I think that’s a fantastic idea. Telling me I can shower here if I want, I take her up on the offer and we shower together, Ms. Davies making extra sure that every part of me is clean, and I her. Kissing one last time at her door, I tell her I can’t wait for next time and she tells me to just keep an eye out for her sunbathing.



 



   Walking back into my house I smile and enjoy the empty feeling in my balls. So much come and not one sock or tissue needed!



 



END



 



------------------------------



 



 



 BUSTY MILF HEAD NURSE USES MY BODY



 



 



   It had been a great night. I’d been talking to a stunning blonde that lived nearby on Tinder for about a week and she’d invited me around to her place for Netflix and Chill, and we were fucking like rabbits 30 minutes later.



 



   She’d been pretty insatiable too, demanding round after round, needing ‘just one more orgasm’ to scratch her itch. I’d happily complied, loving the fact that I’d met a woman with a libido equal to mine, but after round 5 my cock decided he’d had enough and no matter how much she sucked and licked him, she couldn’t wake him back up.



 



   Feeling frustrated, I’d joked if she had any Viagra so we could keep this party going and she had returned to her bed a few minutes later with two small blue pills. I’d never had Viagra before, what with 5 rounds having always been more than enough for every woman I’d slept with up till now, but took the pills and waited for them to kick in with a minimum of trepidation. Soon enough, he was awake again and we fucked another three times before she finally called it a night.



 



   Heading back to my own place at 4am, I sat in the back of the Uber and tried to position my cock in my pants so it wouldn’t be so annoying. It was still throbbing at full mast, engorged and angry, wanting more. I got home and unbelievably had to jerk off before I could finally get to sleep, my cock still pulsing under the blankets.



 



*   *   *



 



   With the sunlight streaming through my curtains, which I had apparently neglected to close in the wee hours, the first thing I’m aware of is the ache in my cock. In my absolutely rock-hard cock. Nothing strange about that, I wake up with a boner more often than not, although this one feels fuller somehow. I peel down my blankets and admire myself, my fat shaft literally ticking to my heartbeat as I watch, my knob a deep and angry red. I grab my phone and pull up some porn, stroking myself quickly to orgasm, my hot come splashing over my belly.



 



   Wiping up, I notice he’s not going down at all and for the first time, I wonder about the blue pills. I make breakfast with a hard-on and then I eat breakfast with a hard-on, the ache in my rod never subsiding, the throbbing a constant in my pants.



 



   Getting on the net I look up some facts about Viagra and how long my cock is going to be like this. I start becoming a little alarmed when I realize I’ve already been erect much longer than you’re supposed to and that apparently at this point I should be seeking medical advice. I play this off as Viagra’s lawyers being overly cautious but when a few hours later he’s still as rigid and angry as he was when he pounded into Miss Blondie last night, I think about going to the hospital, just to make sure.



 



   Wearing jeans with a nice thick belt, I tuck him in and basically strap him against my stomach, a long shirt hanging down, hopefully hiding the worst of it. Getting to the hospital I whisper conspiratorially to the receptionist about my problem and I notice her eyes flicker down to my engorged member, a smile playing over her lips. Soon enough I’m ushered into a room where a nurse who introduces herself as Sarah and has been made aware of my situation tells me to strip off and get into the gown, please, before hopping onto the bed and lying flat, please.



 



   Embarrassed, I strip off and once in the gown, lay on the bed. My cock almost comically pointing straight up, making a large tent on my crotch. The gown is loose fitting and there’s absolutely nothing I can do to lower my tent, short of grabbing my cock and pushing it down. Nurse Sarah re-enters and immediately looks at my throbbing tent, telling me she’ll just have to check it and not to be worried. Pulling the gown up so that it’s gathered on my stomach and chest, she inspects my hard cock, full and pulsing before her. It’s a pretty good size and the Viagra appears to have filled it to its brim, giving me the biggest erection I’ve ever had. Without warning, she grabs it and moves it this way and that, inspecting the underside, the knob, her face getting pretty close. I gasp, her warm palm feeling great on my girth.



 



   “Does this hurt at all, Adam?” She asks, lightly touching my balls.



 



   “No, Sarah,” I answer, feeling myself throbbing in her other hand.



 



   “How about now?” She asks, cupping my balls and rolling her thumb over them.



 



   “No, that doesn’t hurt either, feels nice, actually.”



 



   “Mm-hm,” She replies, before squeezing my shaft and stroking me slowly from root to knob, “How about this, is there anywhere along your penis that hurts? Feels pain at my touch?”



 



   “No, that’s pretty good too, no pain.”



 



   “Are you sure?” She says, pumping me a little faster, in what no longer looks like a medical test as much as it does a handjob, “Does it hurt when I do it faster?”



 



   “N-no, but you should probably stop otherwise...ungh, fuck!” I say, unable to help myself and suddenly coming, my seed spurting up from my cock and splashing over her hands, my hips bucking as my unexpected orgasm hits me, Sarah just smiling and watching me as I unload, her hand pumping throughout.



 



   “There, now we’ll see if your penis still wants to stay erect, Adam,” Sarah says, about to reach for some tissues.



 



   “
 What the hell is going on here?
 ” Spits a woman I can immediately recognize as the head nurse, pulling the curtains apart with force, exposing the two of us in our somewhat sticky predicament.



 



   Sarah goes pale and starts vigorously wiping her hands free of my come, the Head Nurse pinning her with a stare all the while. When Sarah’s hands are finally clear of my seed, the Head Nurse speaks:



 



   “Take the rest of the day off, Sarah, I will speak to you about this tomorrow.”



 



   And with that, Sarah leaves the room, head bowed. The Head Nurse walks behind her, locking the door when she exits and returning to my bedside, a sinking feeling beginning to work its way into my stomach.



 



   My hard cock still exposed, the Head Nurse stares at it, giving me a chance to evaluate her. She looks about 52, and quite attractive in a stern way, her eyes very sharp and piercing, her lips full but not smiling, thick black hair about shoulder length and a good complexion. Her breasts are, in a word, massive, being propped up by a powerful contraption of a bra, filling her chest and uniform alike, their size only beaten by their lift, a credit to the bra doing it. Her body is fit-looking, tapering down to an ass that might be a few sizes too large, but on her seems to look just right, round and full, continuing down to shapely legs, although not tall, definitely not squat either.



 



   Still looking at my throbbing member, the Head Nurse speaks. “Adam, what we have here is a potential lawsuit against this hospital for sexual harassment, do you think you’re going to press charges?”



 



   “Wha...?” I reply, not seeing this coming, “Nurse Sarah was just giving me a check-up.”



 



   “Including stroking your erect penis until you ejaculated, Adam?” She asks, her eyes still on my cock, not me.



 



   “Oh, that, well no, that was an accident.” I flounder, not knowing what to say to this stern woman who’s ogling my dick.



 



   “So she
 accidentally
 jerked you off until you
 came
 , Adam? I’ll ask you again, any thoughts of suing?”



 



   “Of course not!” I exclaim, “I liked it.”



 



   She seems to relax a little, and for the first time, looks me in the face. “All the nurses were talking about you in the staff room,” She confides. “Chatting about the sexy young guy with the massive cock that doesn’t want to go down. I knew as soon as I saw Sarah had taken your room she would try something, she’s prone to lingering on the sponge baths and such when it’s a male patient. I thought I’d follow her, see if I could catch her in the act and she didn’t disappoint me. She’ll owe me a favor or two for a long time now. I can see why she couldn’t help herself though, I’m impressed, it’s a very nice penis. As you know, I’m the Head Nurse, in charge of the nurses, so I don’t normally fuss around, I just do or say what I want to do or say, so I will tell you right now, I’m going to fuck you, Adam. You’re not going to make a fuss about that are you?”



 



   Part of me freaks out a little at her dominating tone but a lot of me likes the thought of this sexy, mature lady riding me. “Umm…” is all that actually comes out of my mouth.



 



   “My husband died some time ago and I find it hard to meet new people so I couldn’t pass up this chance,” She says, her hand running along my thigh, “If you try to tell the police you’ll end up getting Sarah in trouble as well. You don’t want that, do you?”



 



   “I don’t think it will come to that,” I answer, looking at her chest to let her know I’m eager for some fucking as well.



 



   “That’s a good answer, Adam,” she replies, “I think we can both enjoy ourselves for a while, yes?”



 



   Before I can even reply, the Head Nurse begins removing my gown, pulling it off me and tossing it to the ground, leaving me completely exposed now, my boner throbbing away to my heartbeat.



 



   She walks around me, her hands gliding over my body, my chest, cupping my balls and giving them a little squeeze.



 



   “Yes...” she says, apparently to herself, “You’ll do nicely, young man.”



 



   She begins unbuttoning her uniform, her breasts practically jumping out when it opens. They really are huge, the sort of tits you couldn’t help but stare at if you saw them in public, and they way her bra lifts them and pokes them into your face, phew!



 



   “I don’t have any sexy bras, Adam,” She says, gesturing towards her chest and the plain but functional bra holding it up, “Because they can't support my bust, so I have to wear these sorts of things, but I like to compensate by wearing something nice here...” She finishes, letting the last button out, her uniform dropping to the ground, revealing a
 tiny
 thong, black and lacy, with only just enough to contain her swollen pussy lips.
 Surely she can't have any hair, there’s no room,
 I think to myself.



 



   Smiling for the first time, probably because of the look of lust on my face, she turns for me, showing off her ass. It is round and plump, as I thought earlier, but on her it looks perfect, round with very minimal sag, her cheeks engulfing the thong, watching them jiggle a little as she moves.



 



   Facing me again, she reaches behind herself and undoes her brassiere, releasing those massive chest puppies, dropping a bit when she takes away the bra, but they still retain their awesome shape, looking full and firm, not half-deflated and filled with water. Her large nipples standing up.



 



   “Very nice, Head Nurse,” I say, my eyes full of her voluptuous form.



 



   Happy with the look on my face, she grabs her thong and pulls it off, showing, as I thought, a smooth pussy with no hair, her swollen and puffy lips glistening with her juices, her clitoral hood pink and engorged.



 



   “I’m going to fuck you now, Adam,” She says, matter-of-factly, crawling up onto the bed, her massive tits swaying, “How do you want me on your meat pole? Facing you so you can perve on my breasts, or maybe facing away so you can watch my ass slapping you and your cock disappearing inside me? Hurry up or I’ll decide myself!”



 



   “Actually, I’d like to taste that smooth-looking pussy first, Head Nurse,” I say, seeing and wanting her bald slippery sex on my face.



 



   Head Nurse looks at my cock one more time before coming to a decision.



 



   Lying naked and horny, Head Nurse crawls up onto the bed and beside me, equally naked, looking at my throbbing cock and nodding her head appreciatively. “Yes, I think we can have a lot of fun, Adam,” she says, a hand lightly gliding over my pole.



 



   She moves up and kneels over my face, her moist pussy inches from my mouth.



 



   “Now, Adam, you wish to taste my snatch, yes?” she asks, lowering her pussy onto my mouth, not giving me a chance to answer. Its wetness coating my lips in sweet juice, “And my clit really needs some sucking, Adam, see to it.”



 



   Taking her hint, I find her swollen bud and suck it hungrily, swallowing the sweet nectar of her pussy, making her gasp loudly.



 



   “Mmm, yes,” She says, “You’re a very good patient, Adam.” grinding her pussy against my face, covering me in wet pussy juice.



 



   Though most of my vision is being taken up by swollen pussy, I can still see two massive flesh-mountains bouncing to the movement of Head Nurse’s grinding, her nipples going darker in color as her lust deepens.



 



   She’s rocking her wet cunt back and forth over my face, moaning deep in the back of her throat, stroking my hair, watching my face disappear between her legs and reappear a second later, her orgasm building deep within her pussy.



 



   Sucking her pussy, I can feel the heat rising on my tongue as her orgasm comes rushing through her body, she clamps her legs to my head, grabbing my hair and pulling my face even harder against her quivering snatch as she explodes on me, drenching my head in her climax. I’m worried for a moment I may suffocate, her shaking body is so sealed to my face.



 



   “Ooh, yes, yes! Adam! Adam! Oh god, I’m coming!” Head Nurse grunts through clenched teeth, her massive boobs shaking and her pussy squirting me with her juice, her orgasm lasting for over a minute.



 



   After what seems an eternity, her body relaxes and she slides off my face, sitting on my chest and breathing heavy, my face covered in her come, warm and slick.



 



   “Mmm, Adam,” Head Nurse murmurs, “That was most enjoyable. Now, I think it’s time I got my fuck, that orgasm was very nice, but I still feel a need to be filled by that meat pole of yours.”



 



   Standing herself over my midsection, my cock now aiming straight at her glistening pussy, Head Nurse adds: “Now Adam, you be sure to tell me when you’re going to come, right? If you want to put it in me, that’s fine, but I can move myself so you can put it elsewhere if that takes your fancy.” she says as she slowly bends her knees, lowering herself down onto me.



 



   By the time her knees touch the bed, her pussylips are kissing my knob. Head Nurse begins to rub and fondle her breasts, creating a pendulum of movement I find almost hypnotic. Her eyes on me and my eyes on her massive orbs, she begins very slowly to swallow my prick with her silky sex. She doesn’t stop until my entire length is inside her, the heat from her pussy incredible as it soaks into my pole, filling every inch of me.



 



   My balls pressed against her asshole, our slick sex organs stay still for a moment as I stare, unblinking, wanting this image to burn itself into my memory, and Head Nurse watching my face with a contented look on her own. Her giant boobs swinging as she says, “Mmm, you fill me perfectly, Adam, I couldn’t ask for a better fit!”



 



   She begins to fuck me, working mostly with her thighs to piston herself up and down, up and down on my shaft, her breasts undulating freely as she lets them go and steadies herself, placing her hands on my chest. Her pussy is so wet we can hear the moist slaps as her ass meets my legs and nuts, making it jiggle wildly in my hands.



 



   “This…is what you…like, Adam?” She asks, biting her lip each time she’s fully impaled on me. A red flushed color coming to her cheeks.



 



   “It’s very very nice, Head Nurse!” I grunt out as her sopping crotch slaps into me, making my knob feel like it’s hitting the end of her pussy, deep inside her.



 



   She leans forward, never going off her sexual rhythm, her large nipples grazing back and forth over my chest to the motion of our fucking, and plants a wet kiss on my mouth. Eagerly I return it, my tongue searching out hers, as our kissing gets more frenzied, I can feel the pounding through her body each time she bucks down onto my cock.



 



   Her elbows now also on the bed, she holds my face with both hands and kicks both her kissing and pumping up a notch, her large breasts now fully rubbing against my chest, feeling so soft, yet firm. Her fucking of my cock almost a blur of movement, I can feel her heavy breathing through our kiss, as my pole slips into and out of her impossibly wet snatch.



 



   I feel my come preparing to burst and I know I’m only moments from blowing my top. With some effort, I disengage from Head Nurse’s mouth to tell her in a panting voice about my soon arriving load.



 



   She nods and asks, “Very well, where do you want to put it? I’ll let you put it anywhere you want to.”



 



   “I want to blow all over your face, Head Nurse,” I say, my nuts tensing.



 



   Nodding, she kneels upward, my slippery pole sliding out of her burning sex, then repositions herself between my open legs. Grabbing my cock with both hands and pumping, she kneels forward and places her face close to my knob, awaiting the pasting.



 



   My breathing becomes shallow and taken in small gulps as the sensation in my balls rises, my chest pumping up and down to Head Nurse’s amusement, her eyes watching me from over my swollen knob, her hands jerking me off at full steam ahead.



 



   My fingers and toes clenching, I let out a hiss as my cock shudders in Head Nurse’s skilled hands and erupts, blasting her face with hot come, thick and pearl white. Her eyes staying open, even when the third rope of come splashes onto her forehead and runs slowly down her nose, coming close to them.



 



   Head Nurse’s hands continue to milk me, squeezing my shaft tightly at the base, then pulling upward, never relenting on the pressure, making the last vestiges of my come dribble from the eye of my cock onto her hands, which she then laps up with her tongue, the rest of my sperm oozing down her face.



 



   She rubs my knob against her mouth, kissing it affectionately with little pecks. “Well, Adam, I certainly had fun, what about you?” she asks between smooches.



 



   “Mmm, yes, the service towards patient’s happiness is very commendable.” I joke with her. My cock, as it has been since last night, still hard and throbbing.



 



   Looking at my pulsating cock, Head Nurse comments. “Look at it Adam, it’s still as hard as it was during our fuck, absolutely no wilting whatsoever has occurred. It’s not even been a minute, but if I wanted to, I could fuck you again.”



 



   “That’s certainly true,” I answer.



 



   “Adam?”



 



   “Yes, Head Nurse?”



 



   “I
 do
 want to.” Head Nurse tells me, getting off the bed, her pendulous boobs swaying and her plump ass wobbling, filling me with lust. Bending over the bed, she looks at me questioningly, her eyebrows raised. Taking the hint, I get off the bed and get behind her, running my hands down her back and kissing her neck, making her tilt her head to give me better access and sighing softly.



 



   Grabbing my cock, I guide it between her cheeks and press against her sopping pussy, pushing inside and filling her with most of my length on the first go, making her stand on her toes and gasp as I fill her. Grabbing her large ass I begin to thrust into her, our bodies slapping wetly together as I fuck her against the bed. Reaching around and trying to cup her massive melons, but they’re too big, spilling out of my hands with their sheer size.



 



   Grabbing her hair, I fuck her harder, her moans becoming more audible and filling the room as I take her from behind. Kissing and biting her shoulders, my hand slides over her belly and down to her sex, opening her with my fingers and revealing her swollen clit, circling it and making her buck against me, driving my cock in deeper as her thick pussy lips wrap themselves around my shaft.



 



   Fucking her from behind, rubbing her clit, I start dirty talking into her ear, asking her if she’s going to come for me, if she’s going to come all over the fat cock that’s fucking her right now, going to give me her come, between kisses on her neck and shoulders. Arching her back, giving me access to fuck her deeper, her head drops and she starts grunting, her hips bucking back and forth robotically, spasms trembling through her body as she comes on my cock, her plump ass shaking as she climaxes, her hands gripping the bedsheets, her knuckles white.



 



   Sagging, her orgasm finished with her, I push her onto the mattress and roll her over, still standing next to the bed. Her puffy red pussy is throbbing right before me and I push my cock back inside her, grabbing her ankles and spreading her wide, every thrust of my cock making her body shake, her massive tits swaying to my pounding, spread out as she lays flat, practically spilling over her arms as she grips the bed while I fuck her hard and deep.



 



   Leaning in, I kiss and suck her enormous boobs, pulling the nipples with my lips, teasing them, her spent pussy wrapped around my shaft, holding it inside her every time I pull out to thrust in again. Getting my hands under her and filling them with her rump, I start to pant into her cleavage as I feel my balls tighten for a second before I start to buck uncontrollably, my come shooting out of my manhood and deep in Head Nurse’s pussy, my cock pulsing and twitching as it squirts salvo after salvo inside her, pushing myself as deep into her sex as I can, my thighs straining as I try to impale her and fill her with my come.



 



   Kissing her boobs one more time, I pull my still throbbing cock out of Head Nurse’s fucked-raw looking pussy and sit on the bed next to her, getting my breath back. After a minute she sits up, her massive naturals bobbing in unison, and pats me on the thigh.



 



   “Well done, Adam,” She says, her face still flushed, “It’s been a long time since a man made me come twice on the same day. Wait here and after I get dressed, I can get you a pill that will fix that erection issue, no prescription and therefore, no Doctors needed.”



 



   “What? So you could have given me that when I first got here?” I ask, my cock still pulsing between my legs.



 



   “Of course. You think you’re the first man to come in here after indulging a little too heavily on the blue pills?” Head Nurse answers, adding her own question.



 



   “Then why?” I ask.



 



   “Because I heard the nurses talking. Young, attractive
 and
 well hung, remember. Why waste an opportunity like that?” She answers, giving me a smile, daring me to get upset.



 



   She’s quite right though, why would I be upset? A handjob from nurse Sarah and two fucks from the Head Nurse, I just wish all emergency room visits were this amazing!



 



END



 



------------------------------



 



 



 GIVING THE MILF NEIGHBOR A RIDE



 



 



   Dawdling down the driveway, I take my time and enjoy the sun warming my face as I go to check the mail. Looking inside I see it’s empty and turn back, noticing Shelly, my hot MILF neighbor, coming out of her house. I slow to a stop and wait, assuming she’s checking her mail too, which will give me a chance to say hi and have a quick perve on her.



 



   “Hi Ben, I was just about to pop around and ask a favor when I saw you checking your mail, how are you?” She asks, chatting to me over the low fence separating our properties.



 



   “Pretty good thanks, Shelly. Awesome day today. What was it you were going to ask for?” I reply, checking her out. The warm weather has got her in a short summer dress, exposing most of her legs, and its low cut neckline making her large boobs prominent, her deep cleavage drawing your eyes in. She’s in her mid 40’s as far as I can tell, but is still one of the most attractive women I know, having featured quite often in my head whilst jerking off, memories of her in tight clothing flashing before my eyes as the thought of her taking my dick makes me erupt.



 



   “Sorry to be a pain, but I was wondering if you could take me to the specialist mechanics, so I can pick up my car? It’s about 40 minutes drive. Karol, my Daughter, brought me home when I dropped it off but she’s interstate at the moment.



 



   “Sure, Shelly, no problem. When did you need to go?”



 



   “Well they told me it would be ready at lunchtime and it’s…” Shelly pauses while she glances at her watch, “... 1 pm now so whenever is convenient for you, Ben.”



 



   “Cool, we can head off now if you want then.”



 



   “I’m not being a bother am I?” Shelly asks, her brow creasing, worried she’s asking me for too large a favor or something.



 



   “Not at all, I was just vegetating anyway,” I answer, happy to spend 40 minutes in close proximity to Shelly and her massive rack, bouncing away in my car.



 



   “Obviously I’ll pay for your fuel plus some extra as a thank you.”



 



   “Don’t stress, Shelly, let’s just get you to the mechanic.”



 



   We head off and with the windows down drive towards our destination. Shelly makes for a great passenger, her small talk being pretty interesting. Her crossed legs basically bare and continuously drawing my eyes to them, as much as her cleavage, which I look at frequently, pretending I’m looking over at the passenger side mirror. I think she catches me a few times but doesn’t say anything, a quiet smile on her face as she looks straight ahead at the road in front of us.



 



   I nearly swerve off the road though when she grabs the bottom of her dress and flaps it, airing herself, showing me the briefest of glimpses at her bright white cotton panties, my eyes unable to stay on the road with such a sexy display happening so close to me.



 



   “Phew, it’s pretty warm in here, isn’t it?” She asks, flapping her dress.



 



   It’s not really that warm and we’ve got the windows open but I nod and agree, apologizing and telling her my a/c is busted, which it is. Grabbing a piece of paper, Shelly fans herself as we drive, her large breasts bouncing to the bumps of the road, which I must admit I’m keeping an eye out for in order to make sure I hit every one of them.



 



   Pulling at her neckline, Shelly lowers the top of her dress even more so, exposing literally at least half of the fat titty meat of her voluptuous bust. Pushed together with her bra, her deep cleavage could easily swallow a pen, never to be seen again. Fanning her chest and face, I keep glancing over, unable to stop myself, the rhythmic shaking of her tits as we drive ensnaring a primal part of me that has to watch.



 



   “Careful, Ben, getting a bit close to the curb there.” Shelly points out, pointing ahead of us as I let the car drift a little too much.



 



   Correcting the car, I force myself to look away from her tantalizing boobs, “Sorry, Shelly. I know it’s rude but I can’t help myself.”



 



   “Don’t apologize, Ben, I was being a bit cheeky, playing with you. I was remembering getting ride’s when I was about your age and how they usually turned out. Making me feel a bit flushed haha.”  Shelly answers.



 



   “Oh? And how did they usually turn out?” I ask her, intrigued.



 



   “Haha, maybe another time I’ll tell you that, Ben, it’s not really polite conversation,” Shelly answers, flashing me a quick smile but telling me no more.



 



   My mind begins to fill in the answers for itself and I feel my cock growing in my pants as I think about Shelly reaching over and jerking me off. I’ve heard that truck drivers often get handjobs and blowjobs from hitchhikers they pick up, and whilst I’m not sure if it’s actually true, the idea of Shelly paying for her lift with sexual favors has made my cock achingly hard in my pants. I try to surreptitiously position it so it’s not quite so glaringly obvious, and whilst Shelly doesn’t say anything, I can’t help but notice she has to look away, a broad grin on her stunning face.



 



   The rest of the drive is made with a hard cock between my legs, Shelly’s alluring body never giving me a chance to stop being horny. Wondering if I’m going to be able to hold off until I get home to jerk off, I start thinking about maybe parking somewhere quiet after dropping Shelly off and taking care of my cock first.



 



   “Just a left here, Ben,” Shelly says, breaking my thoughts, “And about 300 yards down, it’s a big red building.”



 



   Pulling up to the curb, Shelly thanks me and is opening her car door when I spy her car through an open roller door, 6 feet off the ground on a pneumatic jack, parts laying around it.



 



   “Isn’t that your car, Shelly?” I ask her, pointing.



 



   “It looks like it. But they told me it would be ready by now.” Shelly responds, frowning.



 



   “I’d better wait just in case, so you don’t end up stranded.”



 



   “Thanks, Ben,” Shelly says, stepping out of my car, “I’ll be back in a minute with the details.”



 



   I watch her walk into the shop, her full figure looking fantastic in that dress, and reposition my cock, having needed to for the last 20 minutes. Finally alone in the car, I unzip my pants and let my cock breathe for a minute. Sighing with relief I idly touch myself, not jerking off, but just toying with my hard-on, my need to come only being restrained by the fact that Shelly will be back soon.



 



   Seeing Shelly walk back to the car, I pull my shirt down over my exposed cock, not wanting to basically jam it into my jeans again until it goes down and won’t hurt. Shelly hops back into the passenger seat and gives me an apologetic look.



 



   “They’re telling me it won’t be ready until tomorrow. I’m so sorry, this whole trip was a waste of time,” Shelly explains, “I feel so silly, I can’t believe I didn’t phone ahead to confirm.”



 



   “That’s ok, Shelly, it’s not your fault. They told you it would be ready.”



 



   “Thanks, Ben. Would you like to get something to eat while we’re here? My treat of course.”



 



  Thinking of my throbbing cock, I decline, “No thanks Shelly, I’m not hungry.”



 



   For a moment, Shelly’s eyes flit to my crotch, making me wonder if my cock is peeking out from under my shirt, my hands going there and nonchalantly checking.



 



   “We can always use a drive-thru if you don’t want to get out of the car, Ben,” Shelly adds.



 



   My heart beating at her implication, wondering if she’s letting me know that she knows I’m hard right now, I tell her ok, that sounds good. We drive to the nearest fast food place and grab an order, Shelly leaning over me to pay with cash, her massive tits in my face, her other hand holding her steady on my thigh. As she sits back, her cash-giving hand brushes over my cock, making my body flex and jerk as the unexpected sensation of pleasure shoots through me. Shelly says nothing, but as we sit in the queue waiting, her fingertips play with the knob of my gearstick, treating it like it was the knob of a hard cock. I watch, fascinated, as she runs her fingers up and down its length, almost stroking it off. She seems to realize what she’s doing after a minute and stops, blushing and looking away.



 



   Grabbing our order, I hand it to her and we drive off, heading back to our places. A few minutes down the road Shelly says she doesn’t really want to eat while moving and can we pull over somewhere. I kinda dislike eating and driving at the same time so I agree and Shelly tells me there’s a rest area coming up in about a mile.



 



   Pulling into the rest area we’re immediately swallowed up by the trees, hiding us from the road and creating almost a cavern around the car, the foliage overhead from either side reaching up and out, practically touching, making a leafy ceiling above us. The only car here, I pull up and turn off the ignition, ready for some food.



 



   “Nice spot, Shelly, you wouldn’t believe we’re only 50 yards from the road.”



 



   “It is, isn’t it,” Shelly responds, smiling at me, “I’m sorry for making you cart me around all the way to here for no reason, I really do appreciate it, y’know.” She finishes, patting my thigh, making my still throbbing cock wobble, moving my shirt, and making it obvious I’ve got a boner, which Shelly openly looks at.



 



   “You know, Ben,” Shelly continues, “I was saying earlier about how these rides would usually end up but then I wouldn’t tell you. Well, back when I was your age, I didn’t have much money or my own car yet, but there was always a couple of local guys that would be happy to take us girls’ places in their cars for a little bit of something in return. You’ve been so nice and I really want to repay you in a way that I know you boys love.” Shelly finishes, her hand sliding up my thigh and under my shirt, grabbing my hard cock and squeezing my girth, biting her lips as her eyes bore into mine.



 



   “You’ve been hard for the last 30-40 minutes, you poor boy. I can’t imagine how frustrated you’re feeling right now. I want to help you feel better, it’ll help me feel better about making you go on this wild goose chase, too,” Shelly purrs, her soft hand stroking my fat shaft, “I saw you looking earlier, and for fun, I put on a bit of a show, but it’s not fair of me to create such a hard cock and then ignore it, don’t you agree?”



 



   Watching her watching me, my breath shallow as I enjoy her smooth handjob, I nod my head.



 



   Reaching out with her other hand, Shelly lifts my top, exposing my cock to her, my thick shaft in her hand, my throbbing red knob crowning my cock, dribbling with pre-come as Shelly squeezes from the root to the tip, milking me.



 



   “Ooh, look at him! So hard! And such a handsome cock too, Ben.” Shelly admires, before leaning down and tasting my pre-come, her thick lips kissing my knob. Opening her mouth a little more, she lowers her face over it and starts slurping wetly on my pole, her hand cranking in time to her head’s bobbing. I put a hand on the back of her head as she gobbles away on my knob, the other sliding under and down her dress, stroking her back and unfastening her bra, eventually managing to get it free. Shelly grabs her dress and pulls it down, freeing her boobs, the bra hanging loose, and letting her large orbs swing as she sucks my cock. I reach under and heft a boob, its heavy mass filling my palm with weight and warmth. Grabbing a nipple, I tease it, pulling and squeezing gently. Shelly sits up for a moment to fully remove her bra, her massive, pendulous breasts swinging as she does so, my eyes watching them like my life depended on it. Reaching under her dress, she peels off her white cotton panties, now soaked in the crotch and throws them on the back seat with a grin. I lean over and suckle her breasts, Shelly’s hands running through my hair, holding my face to her cleavage as she moans. I snake a hand up her dress and explore her sopping crotch, her legs opening wider for me and I start to rub her pussy lips and clit, before sliding a finger inside her.



 



   Grabbing my head, Shelly brings my face to hers and kisses me wildly, her tongue attacking my mouth while her pelvis bucks and grinds against my palm, her wet sex covering my hand in her juices. Grinding harder and harder, Shelly starts whimpering into my mouth and suddenly I feel her body vibrate as she comes on my hand, her hand clamping over mine and guiding me to rub her harder and faster as she climaxes, her mouth locked onto mine, her other hand holding my hair as we kiss desperately.



 



   Disengaging from my mouth, breathing heavy, Shelly starts lowering her seat back as fast as she can, her eyes aflame as she looks at me like a hungry cougar.



 



  
 “Fuck me, Ben, I want that cock in me right fucking now! Fuck me!”
 She says over and over as the seat goes down.



 



   Squirming out of my pants, I hop over onto her side where she’s now practically lying down on the seat, her legs spread, pulling up her dress to expose her glistening pussy to me, her short pubes tacky with her orgasm. Between her legs, I hold myself over her in a push-up position, her hand scrabbling and grasping my cock, guiding me into her. Begging me to fuck her, I plunge my fat cock into her needy pussy, her wetness allowing me in deep, a massive moan escaping from Shelly as I thrust into her, her hands running up and down my back, her body jerking as I fuck her still sensitive pussy so soon after she’s had an orgasm.



 



   “Fuck! Yes! Fuck! Yes! Fuck! Yes!”
 Shelly grunts, in time with my thrusts through clenched teeth, her pussy wrapping itself around my girth and hugging it tight, her massive tits rocking to my pelvis’s bucking. Cupping her ass with one hand, I keep myself off her with the other, my cock and thighs doing most of the work, watching this utter MILF babe squirm under my body being the best thing I’ve ever seen, the wet sounds of our sex the only noises in the confines of my car.



 



   Grabbing my ass, Shelly starts begging me for my come, begging me to come inside her. Grabbing her ass harder I comply, speeding up and going for the money shot. Leaning in we start kissing again, her massive tits grazing against my chest as they rock back and forth as I fuck her harder. Putting my head in the crook of her neck, I grab her ass with both hands and slam into her hard, our bodies slapping together as I feel my balls tighten moments before I start grunting into her neck and shoulder as I come, my cock twitching madly as it shoots, my come hitting the walls of Shelly’s pussy, making her call out as she feels me filling her, her legs wrapping around me, holding me close, her hands gripping my ass, making sure my cock doesn’t get away, wanting all of me inside her.



 



   Kissing her neck, I lift myself up a bit, looking down at her with a smile, her own expression one of deep contentment. She winks at me as she flexes her pussy, squeezing my cock while it’s still embedded inside her. Pulling out, I collapse back into my seat, feeling lightheaded in the best possible way. Her seat fully reclined, Shelly looks at me and laughs happily.



 



   “It’s been quite a while since I paid for a ride that way.” She purrs.



 



   “From what I can tell, you certainly haven’t lost your touch,” I reply, my cock slick with her sex.



 



   Grabbing the food, Shelly fishes out our drinks and hands me one, taking a deep draught of hers, bringing her chair back up into an upright seating position. Her dress covering her pussy, but her large boobs still exposed, I look at them with wonder, her erect nipples pink and full, large areolas circling them, loving the way large boobs sway with a woman’s movements, no matter how small.



 



   Sipping our drinks, we look out of the windows at nothing much, watching the leaves sway in the breeze. A small part of me wondering if there’s anyone hiding amongst the trees, getting an eyeful. Shelly reaches over and fondles my balls, rubbing them with her palm.



 



   “Hmm, still feels like you’ve got some come left in you, Ben, and we can’t be having that, what with how far you’ve had to drive,” Shelly says with a smile, putting her drink in a holder and leaning down to kiss my length, lapping at it.



 



   After a few minutes of sucking my cock, it springs back to life, filling her mouth with its girth, her boobs in my hands as she bobs up and down on my shaft.



 



   “Put your seat right back, Ben,” Shelly tells me, coming over to my side and sitting on my lap, facing away from me, her hot sex grinding on my cock and balls, her beautiful perfumed hair filling my nostrils. Gyrating hypnotically, Shelly teases my knob with her slit, looking at me over her shoulder with a mischievous grin. Pressing herself hard against my shaft until I’m just about to enter her, then taking her pussy away again. Her hands holding her up on my thighs, I reach around her, playing with her massive tits, kissing her back, shoulders and neck, her wet slit brushing over my knob, again and again, driving me crazy with lust.



 



   “You want my pussy, Ben? You want to fuck me with your big fat cock?” Shelly husks at me, her pussy tantalizing my manhood again and again, my hands kneading her boobs, my mouth roving over her smooth skin.



 



   “Yes Shelly, please let me fuck you.” I breathe at her, my cock aching with need.



 



   Once again, she kisses my knob with her pussy lips, but this time doesn’t take it away a moment later, instead slowly lowering herself down onto me, her hot pussy wrapping around my girth as her full ass lowers onto my crotch, my cock throbbing desperately as it enters her, the velvet softness of her sex hugging my cock and making me take in a deep long breath.



 



   Fully impaled, Shelly takes her hands away, letting her weight impale herself onto my lap, her hands going to mine on her breasts, playing with her large tits together, Shelly’s pelvis circling and gyrating sensually on my cock, her head back, letting me kiss her face, my hot breath in her ear.



 



   My hands slide down over her taut stomach and rub her thighs, opening them, giving them access to her dripping sex. My fingers start circling her clit, my other hand teasing her pussy as I feel my cock sliding inside her again and again as she gyrates. Pulling her nipples, she bites her lip as she rides me, fucking me at her pace, my hand on her swollen bud, the other joining her hands on her boobs, teasing and pinching her nipples, grabbing her throat.



 



   Shelly’s fucking gets a bit wilder, her gyrations becoming bucks as she finds the perfect spot for my cock inside her and jerks back and forth on it, looking like someone trying to stay on a bucking bronco in a strobe light, her pussy lubing my cock, our wet squelches in my ears as we fuck.



 



   I pull her nipples harder as I circle her clit and she moans deep in her throat, her eyes screwed shut and her mouth pressed into a frown of intense concentration as she bucks back and forth harder and harder, her full ass rubbing on my lap, her back flexing and straining as she gets closer to her climax.



 



   Letting out a series of short grunts, Shelly starts to climax on my throbbing cock, her body squeezing my manhood as she shakes on my lap, her head thrown forward, her fingers pulling her nipples hard, the shuddering of her pelvis as it rocks in orgasm flowing through me. Kissing her back and shoulders, I rub her clit while she continues to come, wave after wave rolling through her, her pussy contracting and releasing around my cock as her sex vibrates in pleasure around my shaft.



 



   Her head still forward, almost resting on her massive chest, Shelly keeps pumping her body, milking me with her pussy, and tells me to come inside her, to fill her once again with my young seed. Grabbing her hips, I start fucking her, Shelly matching my movements and fucking me harder, her booty clenching and unclenching as she squeezes my cock with her pussy.



 



 
 “Ugh fuck yes, Shelly, here it comes, here it comes,”
 I grunt into her ear, my grip on her hips tightening as I start to buck, my cock erupting inside her, sending a long spurt of hot come deep inside her, before it pulses and sends another, my cock spasming in her contracting pussy, emptying itself inside her. Shelly once again moaning in happiness as I fill her, cooing that she can feel my hot semen hitting her insides.



 



   Kissing her shoulders and neck, I get my breath back, my cock slowly wilting while still inside her velvet sex. With a wet slurp, Shelly gets off me and sits on her seat, breathing slow and deep breaths while she comes down from her high.



 



   “There we go, Ben. Now your come is where it belongs, inside me instead of inside you.” Shelly husks at me, her smile infectious and making me smile, despite the light headspin currently going through me.



 



   “Worth...the drive!” I reply, my balls tingling, still glistening with her warm sex juices.



 



   After a few minutes of coming down, we slowly get dressed, or at least, I pull up my pants and Shelly pulls her dress up over her boobs, her panties and bra still AWOL somewhere in the back seat. Grabbing the food, we laugh as moments after we’re decent a coach bus enters the rest area and pulls up parallel to us, giving one side of the coach a full view of Shelly and I and what would have been quite the display if they were a few minutes earlier.



 



   With people stepping off the bus and stretching their legs, with others milling about in that way you do when you have 15 minutes and you’re not sure what to do with them, we eat our food quietly, a small burst of laughter exiting either one of us every now and then. Our food done, I pull out back onto the road and we head to our homes. The conversation on the way back is light and mellow, with Shelly telling about some other close calls she had when she was my age, explaining that back then sex in a car was where it usually happened as no one had their own places yet and it got you away from your parents prying eyes.



 



   Pulling up at Shelly’s curb I can see my parent’s car in my driveway, signifying they’ve gotten home while we were out on our little adventure. I was hoping to give Shelly a kiss but I don’t dare do it with the potential that mom and dad could see. Shelly has the same thoughts as me obviously and grabs her bra and knickers, about to stuff them into her handbag when I stop her and ask if I could have the panties as a memento. Smiling, she hands the damp panties over and I breathe in their scent, filling my nostrils with her pussy’s beautiful musk.



 



   Stepping out of the car, Shelly turns and leans back in the window, “So...tomorrow, would I maybe be able to grab a lift again?” She says, tossing $50 onto the seat adding, “For the fuel.”



 



   “Sure, what time,” I answer with a smile, her massive breasts swinging in her top, unrestrained.



 



   “Up to you Ben, I don’t mind leaving early if you think we might need to pull over for a while.” She responds with a slow wink, making my cock twitch.



 



   Laughing, I wave goodbye as I drive the extra 20 yards into my own driveway, giving her one last look before we disappear into our respective front doors. I was going to go to the pool with a couple of friends tomorrow, but it looks like I’ll be driving Shelly around instead. I can’t help it, I just like being neighborly!



 



END



 



------------------------------



 



 



 SEDUCED BY THE MILF NEXT DOOR



 



 



   My legs squeezed together, my palm pressing firmly against my clit, grinding it slowly, I watch Max, the son of my neighbors Carol and David, as he cuts their lawn. His shirt is off, exposing his muscular young body, glistening in the sunlight with a sheen of honest sweat, his large arms flexing as he maneuvers the lawnmower. His chest rippling as he grabs the grass catcher and empties it.



 



   From my vantage point behind the curtains in the living room, I sigh as he bends over, his firm young ass begging for my hands to give it a squeeze. Creeping under my top, my other hand starts pulling my nipple as I grind my clit harder. I’m going to come looking at this hot young buck as he cuts the grass, my bottom lip bitten as I stare in pure lust at his form. His loose shorts flapping around his bulge as he walks back and forth across the yard pushing the mower, his fat cock swinging as he works, I let out a yelp and start coming, my stomach tensing, making me bend over as I climax, my body shaking as I diddle myself to the finish.



 



   Done, I stand there, arms now hanging slack at my sides as I catch my breath, my eyes still watching Max. I grab my phone and smile as I re-read for the 10th time my order confirmation email. This weekend, if all goes to plan, the orgasm that Max gives me will be in person.



 



*   *   *



 



   Several days later a delivery truck arrives and two large men carry some heavy boxes into my spare room, the first part of my plan. The long boxes contain a new bed frame, one that needs assembly on delivery. Bringing in the new mattress, I sign the receipt and the men drive off. It’s an expensive bed, and for a few hundred dollars more, the men would have assembled it, but that wouldn’t line up with my plan.



 



   Looking out the window, I see that neither Carol or David are home, perfect. I’m wearing tight yoga pants to accentuate my full ass and thighs, and as low cut a top as I dare, my large breasts pressed together and lifted by my sexiest bra, my deep cleavage hopefully making a no from Max all but impossible. Slinking over to his house I press the doorbell and smile deeply when Max answers, his own smile revealing his straight white teeth and extremely kissable lips.



 



   “Hi, Mandy!” He says, “What brings you around?”



 



   “Hi, Max. I was wondering if you’d like to earn some extra money? I just had a new bed delivered and the men said it would cost $350 dollars to assemble it!” I lie, putting my hand to my chest in shock, but actually drawing attention to my boobs, “Would you do it for $200? Apparently, it’s only a couple hours’ work.”



 



   “$100 bucks an hour sounds crazy, Mandy. Let me have a look and if it’s really only a couple hours, we’ll call it $50, what do you say?”



 



   “Too generous Max, I’m already giving you $150 less than the delivery guys wanted, I’m happy with $200,” I answer, genuinely happy to spend $200 if it means Max’s thick young cock will soon be in my hands.



 



   “Haha, ok, I’ll pop around and have a look,” Max replies, closing his door behind him and following me back to my place. I make sure to put as much pow into my walk as possible, getting damp at the thought that his eyes are watching my ass in my tight yoga pants as I strut for him.



 



   Getting inside, I lead him to the spare bedroom and he looks at the boxes, before opening them and looking inside. Finding the box with the instructions he flicks through it, counting out the pieces and making sure everything is there. Satisfied, he looks at me with a smile.



 



   “Looks pretty straightforward, Mandy, I should be able to get this up in no time.” He tells me, his arms flexing as he hefts a plank of wood, leaning it against the wall.



 



   “Thank you so much, Max,” I say, patting his arm in a friendly manner and letting my hand linger there, enjoying how hard his muscles feel.



 



   Max starts assembling the bed and I stay out of his way, watching his lithe body move as he works, my crotch aching with dull need. After a while he starts to look a little flushed, I’ve left the a/c off and the windows closed so the house is getting muggy, and I tell him he can take off his shirt, I don’t mind. Pulling his top off, I admire his muscles, nice and close this time as he places the shirt neatly down and gets back to work, his broad shoulders flexing as he picks up a heavier main beam of the bed frame.



 



   I go and get him a drink, and before coming back in I pull my yoga pants up a bit, making my swollen pussy lips more prominent, giving myself a cameltoe. Walking into the room and standing right in front of Max as he’s kneeling on one knee, reading the next diagram in the instructions, my thick lips inches from his head as she looks down at the paperwork.



 



   “I got you a drink, Max,” I say to get his attention, making him look up, putting his face directly in front of my pussy. I notice for a good few seconds that Max’s eyes are glued to my crotch, my prominent cameltoe totally taking him off guard, taking him a while to stop staring as he finally realizes he’s gawping.



 



   “Thanks, Mandy.” He says as he takes the drink, his eyes flitting back to my sex as I stand with my pelvis thrust out, wanting so bad to grab his head and mush his handsome young face into my pussy, to make him eat me out until I come all over his smile.



 



   Watching in the mirror, I turn around and bend over to put my own drink on a small stand, knowing that with my pants this tight, he’ll be able to see my mound as I bend over. I smile deeply to myself as I watch Max stare bluntly at my sex, his eyes almost burning my pussy with the intensity of my stare. Knowing he likes what he sees, I take my time, shifting my weight from one leg to the other, my ass gyrating for him, watching him in the mirror as he stares hungrily at my protruding lips.



 



   I see him reposition himself and I know he’s getting an erection, his nice big fat cock growing in his shorts from the sight of my pussy. I feel a burst of moisture hit my sex as the idea of him taking me right now as I’m bent over fills me and I stand up, not wanting him to see a wet patch suddenly appearing on my crotch and getting the wrong idea.



 



   Turning around, Max is back at work, nonchalantly not looking in my direction, his cock partially hidden from the way he’s kneeling but not completely, his thick shaft making a bulge along one leg where he’s trying to keep it tucked. He turns away from me as he stands to place the next piece in the assembly and I know it’s because he’s now having to work with a hard cock throbbing in his pants, a hard cock that my body created, making me feel ravenous for his length to be inside me.



 



   About an hour later as Max is finishing off the bed, his cock finally down about 10 minutes ago, I give him another display, bending over and presenting my thick pussy lips and ass. Watching him in the mirror I watch as he bites his bottom lip, his eyes glued to my sex. I’m smiling and gyrating for him when he finally catches my eye in the mirror, seeing me watching him. Turning beet red he looks away and gets back to work, his cock obviously growing again under his shorts. I turn back to him and smile, playing ignorant, my hands on my hips, my pelvis thrust forward.



 



   Soon enough, Max is standing there, dusting his hands and with a smile proclaims the bed done. Putting the new mattress on he tells me how nice it looks, his body glistening with a thin film of sweat.



 



   “Thank you so much, Max, it really does look fabulous,” I tell him, “Now, go have a shower, you’re all sweaty.”



 



   “That’s ok, Mandy, I can shower at home.” He tells me.



 



   “No no no, I’m not sending you home all sweaty, shower here, I insist,” I tell him, my hand toying with my shirts neckline, giving him a great view of my large boobs.



 



   “Haha, fair enough,” Max answers, and I lead him to the shower.



 



   Standing outside the closed bathroom door, I wait about a minute before I quietly slip inside and grab Max’s clothes. Looking through the frosted glass of my shower, I can see the unmistakable shape of Max under the water, quite obviously jerking off. I let out a small cough and watch as his shape jumps, his hand releasing his hard cock and turning from me, now his blurry ass showing instead of his profile.



 



   “Sorry Max, promise I’m not looking, just had to grab something from the medicine cabinet.”



 



   “No problem.” Comes Max’s reply, his voice cracking a little.



 



   “You’re not masturbating in my shower are you?” I decide to joke with him, unable to help myself, “My sons always used to do that, it’s gross.”



 



   “Uhh, n-no Mandy, haha, of course not.” Comes Max’s forced-sounding reply.



 



   Smiling wickedly, I take Max’s clothes to the washing machine as I hear his shower finish. Obviously, I’ve spoiled his mood to jerk off, which is what I wanted. All that semen inside him is for me today!  I start the washing machine and a moment later hear Max calling out to me.



 



   “Mandy? Did you take my clothes?”



 



   Approaching the bathroom I see Max looking out from behind its door, water dripping off his firm body. “Yes, they were so smelly I thought I’d give them a quick wash for you.” I tell him, also obviously wanting to keep him here longer and enjoying the fact he was now naked, “You can just wear a towel for now Max, it’s a hot day, it won’t matter.”



 



   Wrapping a towel around himself, Max exits the bathroom and I feel myself moisten up again. He’s so handsome, his strong body glinting with water, his fat cock making the towel protrude at his crotch.



 



   “Can you help me with the fitted sheets? Then the bed will really be 100% done.” I ask.



 



   “I think I can do that as part of the $200, sure.” He quips back, following me to the spare bedroom.



 



   Once there, we take opposite ends of a sheet and start tucking it under the mattress, Max’s ass poking out tantalizingly as he bends over. Unable to hold off any longer, my body aching to have him inside me, I decide now is the time to let him know I want him. Closing the bedroom door, Max looks at me questioningly as I stare lustfully at his bulge.



 



   “I’m sorry Max, but I actually did peek when I was in the bathroom. What were you jerking yourself off to? Was it my body?” I purr at him, my voice low and sultry.



 



   “What? No, I was just washing, I promise.” Max tells me, his poker face leaving much to be desired.



 



   “No, you were stroking your big fat cock, Max. I saw you, even through the frosted glass it’s obvious you have a nice big cock. Was it hard because of me? I saw you looking at my pussy earlier.” I say, getting a thrill as I talk about my pussy to this handsome young buck.



 



   “You saw?” He gulps.



 



   “Of course. I was doing it just to see if you liked it. You also liked it when I did it earlier. Both times you got hard, didn’t you, Max?”



 



   “Both times were deliberate?” He asks, and I notice a twitch beneath the towel. He might be nervous, but his cock is enjoying this sexy talk.



 



   “Yes, you like staring at my swollen pussy lips don’t you? You can tell me, I really won’t mind.”



 



   “Yes, I do.” He barely squeaks. His eyes dropping from mine.



 



   “That makes me feel very sexy, Max, thank you. And I like looking at you, and we’re both adults, so there’s no problem, is there?” I ask him, catching his eye once again. “I’d quite like to see your cock, Max.”



 



   His towel tenting in front of him, his cock growing by the second, Max smiles at me, a little awkwardly. “Really?”



 



   “Yes, really. I’ve played with myself thinking about your cock Max. I’ve played with myself until I’ve come thinking about you fucking me.” I tell him, taking a step forward. I reach out and grab the tucked-in part of his towel and tug at it. Max makes no move to stop it as it loosens and then wisps to the ground, the towel around his cock holding on for a moment longer before it falls too, his fat shaft springing as the towel’s weight slides off it.



 



   I stare in wonder at his naked body for a while. He’s perfect. His body is wonderful and his fat cock is literally throbbing in front of me. Seeing how lustful I am Max appears to get more confident and simply stands there, letting me drink him in, no awkward shuffling or trying to hide himself. He stands there and I feast with my eyes until I’m full and I need something a little more tangible.



 



   Getting onto my knees in front of him, I look him in the eyes reach up, taking his fat cock in my hands, the heat from his member filling my palms. With two hands I stroke his shaft, his red knob staring at me. Lifting his heavy cock, I lean in and nuzzle his balls, my tongue darting out and rolling over them, his plums big and full of young seed, seed I can’t wait to taste and feel filling my body.



 



   Sighing and taking my head in his large hands, Max guides my mouth to his cock and I slurp on him eagerly, taking him in my mouth and sucking, one hand still pumping his manhood as I taste him, the other now toying with his balls, my fingertips ticking his sensitive gooch, his legs opening a bit for me to let me tease him all the better. His thick girth fills my mouth, my lips stretching around it, my tongue rubbing against the underside of his shaft as he begins to fuck my mouth, his grip on my hair tightening as I drive him wild with my cock sucking skills.



 



   Sucking his dick, my fingertips run up and down his powerful thighs, tickling him and roving over his stomach, his 6 pack flexing and tensing as he bucks into my mouth, the wet slurps filling the spare room as I coat his shaft in my mouth’s lube. I feel his thrusting become more urgent and his breaths getting shorter, his body tensing, and I start sucking him harder, wrapping my arms around his ass to let him know I want his come inside, to not pull out.



 



   Exclaiming loudly, his cock thickens and starts to pulse as he comes in my mouth, his young jizz hot and runny, squirting down my throat, his salty batter tasting fresh and virile, coating my tongue with its slippery content. My lips wrapped around his shaft tight, I suck hard and withdraw all he has to give out of his throbbing manhood, grabbing the base of his cock and milking him, extracting everything, even the goo in his length, swallowing it all, watching him watch me suck him off the entire time, my eyes boring into his as he comes inside me, letting him know I want it all.



 



   Taking his cock out of my mouth, I kiss it a few times and sit on the bed, Max standing there and breathing deeply, the biggest grin I’ve ever seen on his face. I move up a bit and make a show of pulling my yoga pants up, making my pussy lips prominent again.



 



   “I’ve tasted yours, would you like to taste mine?” I ask him in a husky whisper.



 



   Saying nothing, Max crawls naked onto the crisp new bed between my legs, kissing them as he goes. Getting to my crotch, he smooches my pussy through the yoga pants, filling me with heat and lust, my hands running through his thick hair. Grabbing my pants, he tugs them down off my butt, exposing my pussy to him, I’ve had it lasered and it is as smooth as silk. Kissing my mons, Max starts lapping at my sex, pulling my yoga pants further down as he does so, his face buried between my legs as his hands work on denuding me.



 



   My pants off, I open my legs wide for him and watch as his tongue penetrates me, his eyes now boring into mine as he tastes my sex, his lips mashing against my clit, sucking it, making my stomach tremble as he makes my bud light up with pleasure. I feel pressure as Max slides two fingers inside my yearning pussy, curling them and hitting all the right spots as his mouth works on my engorged bud. I pull his hair as he makes me feel hotter and hotter, his other hand sliding up my top, pawing at my large boobs through my bra.



 



   Sitting up a little, I release Max’s hair long enough to reach behind myself and unfasten my bra, taking it off along with my top, letting my breasts free. Max’s eyes watch them as they swing, my nipples erect and sensitive. His free hand grabs one, pulling a nipple and fondling my boob, hefting it, his large hand still not big enough to grab it all. The wet lapping of his mouth on my sex filling the room, I feel my body start to tighten, a core of feeling starting in the middle of me and spreading out, filling me with heat and flushing me. My sex hugging his fingers as he works them inside me, my hands fill with his hair as I guide his mouth on my pussy, my pelvis grinding against his face, wanting to fuck it.



 



  Sucking my clit at the same time he pulls my nipple, Max gets into my rhythm, making my orgasm ebb closer and closer, his movements liquid and well-performed as he takes me to the edge. No longer able to watch him watch me, my head throws back as I feel my legs start to shake, a tremble filling my crotch. Holding his face hard against me I start to come, bucking and grinding against him, my body pulsing as my pussy lights up again and again, every fresh pang of my climax making me shout and jerk against him. My arms stiff, I hold him there as I come, his mouth never stopping in its work on my clit, his fingerfucking in time with my body’s rolling. Just as I think it’s finished another wave hits me and my grip on his hair tightens again as I grind on his face, desperate to get it out, my body shaking all over, my thighs squeezing him as I coat his face in my hot sex.



 



   Letting go of his hair, Max pulls back and takes a few gulps of air, having been denied access during my climax. Panting, I stroke his face as he rests his head on my pelvis, my other arms forearm over my eyes, blocking out the light as I recover. My tits heaving, I let out a long contented moan, Max’s strong arms resting on my thighs. Kissing my smooth mons a few times, Max crawls up beside me on the bed and lays next to me, his face slippery with my sex.



 



   Uncovering my eyes, I look at him and smile, my sex aching in post-orgasmic delight. Smiling back he starts playing with my large tits and I notice that he is hard again, his fat cock throbbing with need. Reaching down I stroke his length and he leans in to kiss me, my own taste mingling with his as our tongues lash at one another. Pulling him towards me, I guide him to get on top and he does, his broad shoulders eclipsing me as his powerful torso positions itself above me, his thick, strong arms holding him up.



 



   I feel pressure against my sex and a moment later Max’s fat cock head enters me, making me sigh. He’s big, bigger than I’ve had in a long time and I feel him filling me as he pushes deeper with each thrust, my body’s lubricant giving him entry. His thick girth inside me, my pussy hugs his cock as it slides in and out, the fat veins of his girth rubbing against my velvet walls. Running my hands up and down his back and over his shoulders, squeezing his arms, cupping his ass and encouraging him in deeper, I revel in his young perfect body as he fills me, his taut stomach pressing against mine as he pumps his length into me.



 



   Lowering himself, he cups my ass and starts fucking me deeper, my legs up in the air, moving around like a rag doll as his powerful physique lets him fuck me like I’m his plaything. Kissing me, he pumps harder and harder into me, his breath getting desperate, his moans becoming coarse.



 



   He pulls out of me and puts me on my side, before bending my legs up, making me into a bit like the shape of a capital L. Pushing his cock back inside me, his hands on my thigh, he watches my breasts rock as he fucks me, the wet slap of his body against mine sticky and loud. He starts to speed up again, his face looking deep in concentration, but before he might come I move off his dick and push him onto his back. Kneeling over him, I lower my hot sex onto his fat manhood and start to ride him, cowgirl. My heavy boobs swaying pendulously as we fuck, Max reaches up and plays with them, sending a spark of pleasure through me. My hands on his chest I rock back and forth, grinding my pussy on his cock and mound, hitting that sweet spot and taking it further, my engorged bud rubbing against him as I push myself backward and forwards over his crotch, impaled on his fat pole.



 



   I feel another orgasm start to well up inside me and my grinding on his cock becomes more urgent, my pussy convulsing on his girth as he fills me, my clit on fire as I grind it against him towards the finish line. Still sensitive from my last orgasm, the pulling of my nipples from Max’s large fingers sends me over the edge and I start to come, my climax making me jerk back and forth on his cock, my body shuddering as my orgasm makes me clench my teeth and grunt in pleasure, my balled fists banging on Max’s well-defined chest as I come.



 



   Unable to hold it in any longer, Max starts bucking under me, filling me with his hot seed as my pussy comes on his length. Bucking and spasming together we come, Max’s pulling on my nipples becoming quite hard as he loses himself to his orgasm inside me and my desperate punching against his chest getting harder as my sex clamps around his pulsing manhood. I feel his hot seed oozing out of me as we squeeze each other, our bodies tensed until we’re fully spent.



 



   Gasping, I collapse on top of Max, my boobs pressing against him as I rest my head on his chest, his heart’s rapid heartbeat filling my ears. His cock still inside me, his fingertips trace up and down my body. Kissing the top of my head, he flexes his cock a few times inside me and I contract my pussy around his cock in return.



 



   We stay like that for a good 20 minutes, simply enjoying the feeling of another’s body against our own. At some point Max’s cock slides out of me but otherwise, we are as we were, my head on his chest, listening as his heart rate became normal and Max’s fingertips exploring my body. Eventually, I slide off him and onto my side, Max behind me and wrapping his strong arms around me, his body pressing into mine, becoming the big spoon to my little spoon.



 



   His hand fondling my boobs, I feel his cock start to thicken and press against my ass. Arching my back for him, I lift my leg a little and press back against him, rubbing my pussy lips against his swollen manhood. His hand on my hip, he pushes and enters me smoothly, his cock fully embedded inside me by the 6th or 7th thrust. Kissing my shoulder, he fucks me as the big spoon, his muscular body wrapping around mine. My eyes closed, I enjoy being taken in this more relaxed position, my orgasms already had. I let Max get this extra bit of poison out of his system. Kissing my neck and ear, I feel his breath on my skin as he pumps into me, his young hard cock filling me, his tight stomach slapping against my ass as he enters me. His hand gripping my hip, he starts fucking me harder, he breathes shortening. A moment later he starts to gasp in my ear as I feel him come inside me, his cock pulsating and his hot come twitching from his knob to fill me.



 



   His orgasm finished, but with his cock still throbbing inside me, he kisses my neck and ear, his hand rubbing over my stomach as he squirms against me in post-ejaculation bliss. My hand over his while he holds me, we both drift off to sleep, only to wake up about half an hour later when the washing machine starts beeping, letting me know it’s done.



 



   Still naked, I put his clothes into the dryer, Max watching me from the doorway, naked too.



 



   “It’ll take about 20 minutes before your clothes are dry, Max,” I tell him, adding, “Can you think of anything you’d like to do to kill the time?”



 



   Smiling, his cock twitching, Max starts stroking himself, his beautiful cock waking up before my eyes. “I can think of one or two things, Mandy,” he replies, reaching out to take me by the hand and leading me back to the new bed…



 



END



 



------------------------------



 



 







 TEACHER’S HELP TO BECOME A MAN



 



 



   I’ve always been awkward around women, always. I don’t know why, but as soon as a woman enters the room I feel myself clamming up, and god forbid if one speaks to me, turning me into a stuttering mess. My friends laugh at me, but not in a cruel way, thinking it strange that I'm so unable to speak to women as they say I’m not a bad-looking guy. But that just makes it worse as I’ll be at a party having a great time and then a stunner will start chatting with me and all my cool goes out the window, leaving me barely even able to make eye contact with them. After a few minutes of talking to me, they end up realizing I’m not trying to be cute or play hard to get, I’m just really that uncomfortable and they’ll walk away, with me left standing there hating myself for being so stupid
 again.



 



   Part of me hoped this would naturally go away as I got older and became a young man, but here I am, 19 and in college, supposed to be living life to the max and sowing my oats and all those other memes but instead I’m still a virgin, and not just a no sex virgin, I mean a never touched sexually by a woman at all virgin. The furthest I’ve ever gone is kissing, and I was so scared and trembling she kept asking me if I was cold, assuming my shaking was shivering.



 



   I keep getting appreciative looks from women on campus, but as soon as they smile at me the best I can do is a stilted wave back before looking at the ground and rushing off. It’s not that I don’t like women, I jerk off multiple times every day and the porn I watch while doing it is always hetero, so my body certainly is attracted to women, it’s just something in my head that make me lose my nerve when it comes to the real thing.



 



   I’m excited because one of my classes today is Science with Mrs. Pert, and she is the hottest MILF teacher I’ve ever laid eyes on, and the great thing is, amongst a whole room of students, she hardly notices me so I can stare and look at her voluptuous body all I want, unnoticed. Perhaps because part of me sees her as a teacher and not just a woman, I can actually talk to her in small bursts before I lose my nerve, usually because her large bust takes too much of my attention and I start getting hard and need to exit. I’ve lost count how many times I’ve jerked off while thinking about Mrs. Pert, bending her over in my mind and gripping her full ass in my hands while I bury my cock inside her, turning her around so I can look at her beautiful face and shoot my load into her mouth, her thick ruby lips getting pasted with my come.



 



   Shuffling into the classroom with everyone else, I discreetly check out what Mrs. Pert is wearing today. It looks like a one-piece dress, figure-hugging, her curves full and on display, its red fabric stretched over her body and with a low cut neckline, giving us lots of cleavage to view. Short pumps make her calves flex as she walks in front of the blackboard, her thick black hair loose and flowing down her back and over her shoulders. Smokey eyes encircled with mascara give her a hint of sexuality. She’s a teacher, but also a beautiful woman and wears both roles perfectly.



 



   The lesson is pretty run-of-the-mill, and other than a few nice glimpses down her top or at her ass it passes without incident. The trouble starts when the class finishes and just as I’m about to get up from my seat, two hot girls from my class approach me and start talking, telling me how a third friend thinks I’m cute and wants to know if I’m going to be at a party that’s happening this Friday. Trying so hard but unable to look up, I open a textbook and stare down at it, mumbling incoherently about being busy, the rest of the class flowing out of the room as I sit there feeling ridiculous and stupid, my palms instantly getting sweaty.



 



   After a few more failed attempts at getting a conversation flowing with me, the girls give up, saying bye and walking off. I give them a weak wave as they go, finally able to look up once I figure their backs are turned as they walk away.



 



   Closing my textbook and getting up from my seat, suddenly feeling down, I see from her desk that Mrs. Pert has witnessed the entire exchange. Until now she’s probably only known me as yet another student, not the best, but also not the worst. But now she knows just how awkward I am with women, incapable of talking to them.



 



   “Brad, could you come here, please?” Mrs. Pert asks as I walk between the seats.



 



   I approach her and glance at her cleavage, before looking away, “Hi, Mrs. Pert.”



 



   “Yes, Hello Brad. Is everything ok? You seemed very uncomfortable just then talking to Anne and Sarah. There wasn’t any bullying happening was there?” She asks, friendly concern on her face.



 



   “No, nothing like that, Mrs. Pert. “ I answer.



 



   “So they weren’t being mean?”



 



   “No, they have a friend who likes me I guess, and wanted me to be at the same party this weekend,” I tell her.



 



   “Well, that sounds great! Can I ask why you looked so unhappy then? You’re not allowed to go to parties and feel disappointed?” Mrs. Pert guesses.



 



   “It’s just...it’s just...I can’t talk to girls. When they talk to me I get very nervous and almost feel sick.” I confess.



 



   “Is this a recent thing, Brad?”



 



   “No, I’ve always been like this, Mrs. Pert,” I tell her, looking up to meet her eyes, but only for half a second before I lose my nerve and have to look away again.



 



   “Really? A handsome young man such as yourself? I can see all the students from my desk during class Brad, and you’re always getting looks from the girls. I had assumed you were having a great time at college, with lots of girlfriends and all that teenage fun.”



 



   This gets an involuntary laugh from me. “Lot’s of girlfriends? I’d settle for one woman being with me, Mrs. Pert.”



 



   “You’re not telling me a boy with your good looks surrounded by this many willing women is still a virgin are you, Brad?” Mrs. Pert asks, looking me up and down like I’m some sort of alien anomaly.



 



   “I am, yeah,” I tell her, “Not that I want to be, but it’s hard to lose your virginity when you can’t even hug a girl without trembling.”



 



   “So given the chance, you
 would
 like to go to this party and maybe even be with this hot friend of theirs?” Mrs. Pert asks, a smile starting to warm her already beautiful face.



 



   “Of course, I hate being like this, Mrs. Pert,” I admit, frustration creeping into my voice.



 



   “Well, as your teacher, it’s my job to teach you things. Tell me honestly now, would you like me to teach you to be able to talk to girls, Brad?”



 



   “That would be awesome, Mrs. Pert,” I say, assuming as she is a woman she’ll have all the answers to help me stop being so awkward around the opposite sex.



 



   “Great. But we wouldn’t be able to do it during school hours, would you be ok with coming to my house so I could tutor you after school?”



 



   “At this point, I’ll try anything, Mrs. Pert.”



 



   “That’s good to hear,” She answers, grabbing a scrap of paper and scribbling her address on it, “Come see me tonight, about 6 pm.”



 



   Tucking the address into my pocket, I thank her and make my way out, excited for a future where I can talk to women with nearly puking.



 



*   *   * 



 



   Pulling up in her driveway a few minutes before 6, I get out of the car and excitedly walk up her path, knocking on the door, eager to learn.



 



   Opening her door, Mrs. Pert immediately sends my brain into overdrive, causing me to look down hurriedly and unable to say hello. She’s dressed in a much sexier outfit than I’ve ever seen her in, a short crop top showing off her tight stomach, the tops v-neck cut very low, her large breasts practically 2/3rds exposed, a lacy black brassiere showing, cupping her boobs and giving them extra volume that they really don’t need help with, her cleavage deep. A tiny skirt just covering enough to hide her underwear, her stockings and suspenders wrapping her perfect legs nicely, making her look like a high-end escort. Staring at the ground, even her sexy legs are too much and I look away, staring at a potted plant she keeps on her porch.



 



   “It’s ok, Brad. This right now is already part of the lesson, learning not to be intimidated by the female form. Come on in.” She says, leading me in and closing the door.



 



   Leading me into her living room, she tells me to sit on the couch. The lighting is dimmed but not dark. Sitting down, I look around the room, taking in her pictures, paintings and furniture, everything but actually look at Mrs. Pert.



 



   “Part of the reason you might not be able to look at women when they’re looking at you is deep down you might be worried that they're going to be offended by your stare, or maybe even disgusted or angry? But here is a safe space, Brad, you can look at me, and keep looking until you become comfortable looking and not intimidated by my feminine body.” Mrs. Pert tells me, standing in front of me.



 



   “You’re sure?” I ask, managing to look at her stockinged feet.



 



   “Yes, Brad. Think of this as lesson one: Looking at a woman comfortably. Look at me, check me out, take your time and get used to it.”



 



   Slowly lifting my head, I take in all of Mrs. Pert’s full figure. She really is gorgeous, her massive tits screaming for attention as they practically spill out of her top, her bra barely keeping them in check. I watch her stomach move as she breathes in and out, and feel myself wishing I could run my fingertips over it, and kiss it softly. I falter a little when I look at her face and her eyes meet mine, but she reassures me not to look away, that my looks are 100% welcomed.



 



   “Do you like what you see, Brad?” Mrs. Pert asks, sweeping her hands up and down either side of her body, indicating herself.



 



   “Yes, Mrs. Pert,” I answer, looking at her curves and feeling a rumble from my crotch, my cock not being anywhere near as shy as me.



 



   “Good, you’re doing very well. There’s nothing to be scared of so far is there? Now, stand up for me, Brad.” She says, motioning for me to get up as she takes a step back.



 



   Standing up, Mrs. Pert holds out her hands, wanting me to put mine in hers. Swallowing hard, a reach out with shaking hands and she grasps them, her soft palms pressing against mine. Feeling giddy, I try to focus on my breathing while we stand before each other, our hands entwined.



 



   “It’s ok Brad. It’s ok,” Mrs. Pert tells me in a low, reassuring voice, “Take slow breaths and relax. It’s just my hands in yours. You shake hands yes? Well, it’s just like that, only with a woman.”



 



   Looking down, holding her hands, the terror starts to subside as I think of it as just like a more intimate handshake. My cock has started tenting my pants though and with my hands clasped with her’s, there's no way I can move my dick into a less obviously erect looking position. Starting to freshly panic that my boner is going to offend Mrs. Pert I start trembling again.



 



   Seeing my growing cock, Mrs. Pert tells me to look at her. Reluctantly, I meet her eye, “It’s ok Brad, don’t worry about that. Men have very little control over when they get an erection. I’m not angry, really. This is about overcoming what’s going on in your head, although it is nice to know that when you’re ready to talk to girls, you’ll also be able to do the thing that comes afterward.” She finishes with a wink.



 



   Calming down, I try to ignore my aching manhood and focus on my hands. After another minute of us standing there gripping each other, it has become normal and I’m smiling and looking at Mrs. Pert happily, having not gone this far with a woman in about a year, as sad as that is.



 



   Smiling back, Mrs. Pert takes my hands from hers and grabs my wrists, guiding my palms onto her hips and holding them there. My cock throbbing in my boxers, I stand there holding Mrs. Pert by the hips, my thumbs on her exposed waist, her smooth skin, right there under my thumbs.



 



   “How’s that, Brad?” She asks, her hands on my forearms.



 



   “Very nice.” I squeak, another bout of lightheadedness passing through me.



 



   “What’s the furthest you’ve ever gone with a woman before you couldn’t go on?”



 



   “Kissing, Mrs. Pert.”



 



   “Did you touch their butt when you kissed them? Or their breasts?”



 



   “N-no, Mrs. Pert.”



 



   “Touch my butt, Brad, run your hands lower and around. Touch my butt.” Mrs. Pert purrs, her voice now low and husky.



 



   “Are you sure? I mean am I allowed?” I ask, panic rising in my voice.



 



   “Of course you are Brad. We’re both adults and I’m helping you. I want to show you it’s just a butt, nothing to be terrified of. Go on, grab my ass.”



 



   Encouraged, and obviously wanting to, my shaking hands make their way around Mrs. Pert’s voluptuous form and grab her ass, my big hands filling with her firm cheeks. Mrs. Pert now quite close, her full cleavage pressing on my chest and my tent brushing against her skirt front, sending bolts of pleasure down my shaft’s length.



 



   “How does it feel to finally have a woman’s ass in your hands, Brad?” Mrs. Pert asks with a smile.



 



   “Very good, Mrs. Pert. Very...very good.” I tell her, pretty inelegantly.



 



   “Good, now just relax and let the next bit happen, ok?” She tells me, before leaning in, her face approaching mine, her full lips suddenly pressing on my mouth, kissing me, taking my breath away. My hands on her ass I hold her, trembling, my cock poking into her and her boobs mashed against my chest. Trying to stay focussed on our kissing, I open my mouth and kiss her back inexpertly, my entire body shaking. I feel her tongue enter my mouth and I gasp, never having done it before, trying to do to her mouth with my tongue what she’s doing to me, and probably not doing it well.



 



   Pulling her mouth from mine, Mrs. Pert smiles and tells me I’m doing very well and will be ready for girls in no time.



 



   “But now that you can approach girls and touch them, we’ll need to make sure you’re going to have the stamina to get the job done.” She tells me, her hands touching my chest before slowly sliding down over my belly and to the belt of my pants, making me almost double over with butterflies.



 



   “This is what I mean, Brad. I’m going to teach your body to not be so nervous at another’s touch. Are you ready?”



 



   “Yes, Mrs. Pert,” I tell her, my abdomen fluttering like mad.



 



   Unfastening my belt, Mrs. Pert opens my pants and pushes them down to my knees, my cock springing out, tenting inside my boxers. Breathing heavy like I’m about to take my first bungee jump, I try to remain calm as I feel her fingers gripping my underwear and pulling them down, the air of her living room suddenly flowing around my exposed cock, my head glistening with pre-come.



 



   “Brad! Look at the whopper you’ve been hiding! Good looking
 and
 well hung? I’m glad we’re doing this, you need to be out there, putting this thing to good use, young man.” Mrs. Pert says grinning, looking at my fat shaft as it pulses before her, “Now, just look at my eyes while I touch you ok, don’t be nervous. You
 really
 have nothing to be shy about.”



 



   Her fingertips trailing up and down on my thighs, my body twitching, as much as I try to keep still, Mrs. Pert’s hands get closer and closer to my cock, her eyes watching mine, until her hands grasp my shaft and simply hold it for a moment, letting the sensation of my first time having my cock touched by someone else fill me.



 



   “There we go,” She purrs, both hands wrapped around my shaft, unmoving, “And now I’m going to stroke it a little, ok?”



 



   Nodding my head, Mrs. Pert starts pulling my dick, rolling the skin over my knob as she pulls towards herself, my pre-come slicking up her hands and my shaft. I feel a powerful sensation hit me like a ton of bricks and my fingers dig into her ass as I suddenly start bucking and shoot my load directly at her, my thick come splashing audibly on her skirt, my moans sounding more like I’ve just seen a ghost as I pant uncontrollably, having never come so hard before, my legs trembling as my pelvis thrusts automatically, my seed running down her legs and splashing to her carpet, her hands stroking my the entire time.



 



   Seeing my disappointed look, Mrs. Pert quickly reassures me, “Don’t be sad Brad, no one lasts long the first time! That’s why it’s necessary we practice so you’re ready for the girls on the weekend, yes?”



 



   Nodding my head, Mrs. Pert takes my hand and leads me to her bedroom, my cock still swinging from my pants. Motioning me to get onto her bed, she lies down on it herself and smiles.



 



   “Now, while we’re waiting for you to recharge, you can practice something else that’s very important, eating a woman’s pussy, ok?” Mrs. Pert purrs, her pelvis gyrating a little, “I’m going to take off my clothes and I want you to try eating me out, alright Brad?”



 



   Sitting on her bed, still recovering from the most intense orgasm I’ve ever had, I watch in wonder as Mrs. Pert, the perfect MILF, peels off her skirt and stockings, her suspenders following moments later, Her bare legs flawless. Lifting her butt a little and peeling off her panties, her glistening sex shining in the dim light, a small triangle of short hair crowning her hood, her lips puffy and engorged looking.



 



   “Take off your clothes, Brad, and come and lie face down between my legs, I’ll guide you from there.”



 



   Stepping out of my pants, I pull off my shirt, Mrs. Pert looking appreciatively at my muscular body, some of my sexual frustrations having been removed via working out. Nervous as hell, I crawl between her legs and get my face close to her pussy, enraptured, staring at it, having never had a chance to really study one in real life like this before.



 



   Mrs. Pert slides a hand down her belly and onto her pussy, her fingers parting and opening herself with them. Her glistening pink on the inside greeting me, filling my body with equal parts nervousness and fire.



 



   “You see my clit up the top, hiding under my hood, Brad?” Mrs. Pert asks, her clit peeking out from between her fingers.



 



    “Yes, Mrs. Pert,” I answer, bewitched by this real-life display happening inches from my face.



 



   “Now, every woman is different, but you usually can’t go wrong by putting some attention there. Licking it, sucking it, rubbing your tongue around it. Give it a try, Brad, lick my clit.”



 



   Her sexy musk filling my nostrils, I lean closer and start licking at her clit, more flicking it with the tip of my tongue before Mrs. Pert tells me to go closer, and I press my mouth against her bud, my tongue now licking it properly.



 



   “Mmm, yes. Now suck it a little, Brad, suck my clit.”
 She tells me, her hand stroking my hair as I taste her.



 



   Finding her clit with my tongue, I try to get my lips around it or at least in the general area, and start sucking, feeling her soft pussy pulse under my lips. Moaning, Mrs. Pert tells me I’m doing a good job, her pussy grinding against my face as she rocks her pelvis up and down, her full ass clenching and unclenching. Busy trying to do a good job, most of my nerves have gone, my attention focussed on giving Mrs. Pert pleasure.



 



 
   “Lick my pussy now, Brad, slide your tongue up and down my slit, taste me.”
 Mrs. Pert moans, her hand gripping my hair as I follow her instructions as best I can.



 



   Licking her pussy, my tongue goes inside her a little, tasting her and feeling the heat of her sex as it enwraps my tongue. My face getting wet, my nose pressed against her clit, I excitedly stick my tongue as deep as I can inside her, relishing her pelvis’ grinding against my face.



 



 
   “Mmm, fuck. Yes, Brad, that’s it, now suck my clit again, suck it harder than last time.”
 Mrs. Pert commands, her hand holding my hair guiding it back up, manhandling me until my mouth is back on her clit. Sucking her clit harder now, thinking I’m maybe getting the hang of things, Mrs. Pert speaks again,
 “Now finger me too Brad, shove a finger inside me, fuck me with your fingers.”



 



   Reaching up I press against her pussy lips with a finger, testing it. Her lips part and my finger slides in, her body’s natural lube providing me with an easy entrance. Like with my tongue, the heat of her sex engulfs my finger as I push it in further, getting deeper inside her than my tongue was able.



 



 
 “Nnng, yes, another finger, Brad, add another finger.”
 Mrs. Pert says, her teeth sounding clenched, her grip on my hair tight and her other hand furiously playing with her chest.



 



   I add another finger and start fucking her with them, my mouth wrapped around her clit, her body grinding against me, her moans getting faster and more guttural.



 



 
 “Good...gooood...don’t stop, Brad, keep doing exactly...what you’re doing.”
 Mrs. Pert grunts, her voice trailing off a few times as she seems to focus more and more on her pelvis.



 



   Holding me hard against her, she explodes unexpectedly, a loud cry ripping from her throat as she comes on my face. Shocked at a woman’s orgasm, I finger her and suck her clit, not wanting to stop too soon, sucking and trying to keep my mouth on her clit as she squirms and thrashes, her pussy clamping on my fingers. Feeling like she’s just about pulling my hair out, she holds me in place, grinding against me and practically fucking my face, her thighs tensing and her toes curling as her climax rolls over her.



 



   I hear her panting as her grip on my hair relaxes, her thighs relaxing. Her chest rising and falling rapidly as she takes in great gulps of air. Her hand now stroking my head affectionately, I look up at her past her breasts and she looks down at me, a large grin plastered on her face.



 



   “Get up onto your knees Brad, I want to check something.” She purrs.



 



   Doing as she says, I get up onto my knees, my manhood awake again and throbbing



 



   “I thought so. Well, I can honestly say you’re a natural at eating pussy, Brad. Keep at it and you’ll soon be the talk of the campus. And a great thing about eating pussy well, is that quite often afterward the lady will be so appreciative she’ll be overcome with the urge to return the favor, like this.” Mrs. Pert says, getting onto her hands and knees and crawling up to my dick, now at face height. With another smile, she looks up at me before wrapping her ruby lips around my shaft, making me grunt in shocked pleasure, her mouth so warm and soft and wet around my knob.



 



   Slurping on my pole, she gets my length a little deeper with each bob of her head, her thick hair spilling down. Wanting to watch, I bundle up her hair and hold it while she sucks my cock, her full ass wiggling as she gyrates herself. Stroking her arm and shoulder, Mrs. Pert moans as I start bucking into her mouth, unable to help myself. I feel a hand on my inner thigh a moment before it’s cupping my balls, squeezing them gently, fondling them. Moaning deep in my chest I close my eyes and enjoy the sensations running through my body.



 



   Taking her face from my dick, Mrs. Pert pushes me onto my back, getting between my legs and reattaching her mouth to my manhood, grabbing it with one hand and jerking me off while she slurps hungrily on my first few inches, her other hand playing with my balls. My hands holding her hair, I start to fuck her mouth harder, my hands guiding her head up and down on my pole as I feel myself getting giddy with lust.



 



   “I’m gonna come, Mrs. Pert,”
 I tell her, my hips bucking into her as I fuck her mouth harder.



 



   “Mm-hm.”
 Mrs. Pert answers, her sucking increasing in intensity and speed.



 



   “Holy shit! Oh fuck!”
 I exclaim as my dick suddenly spasms and unloads into Mrs. Pert’s throat, coating her tongue in my hot seed, my grip on her hair involuntarily getting tighter as I fuck her face, pistoning her head on my shaft, my balls tight as they empty inside her, Mrs. Pert moaning seductively throughout, goading me to fill her with all I have.



 



   Gasping, I watch as Mrs. Pert unimpales her face from my manhood and looks at me, smiling. Swallowing a couple of times, she opens her mouth to show all my semen has gone down the hatch.



 



   “Like a duck to water.” She comments as she crawls up next to me, wrapping an arm around me, feeling my chest and my increased heartbeat.



 



   “Hey?” I ask, not sure what she meant.



 



   “Just saying that you’re a natural in the sack so far, Brad. The girls of this college are going to be happy to have you in the dating pool.” Mrs. Pert clarifies, giving my cock a playful tussle.



 



   “I have you to thank, Mrs. Pert. Thank you for being willing to teach me.”



 



   “My pleasure, Brad. Literally,” She responds, her hand still toying with my spent cock, “It broke my heart to learn a handsome boy like you wasn’t living life to the full because of some invisible barrier in your head. Now, I’ll go get us a drink, feel free to turn Netflix on and I’ll be back in a minute, then we can get ready for the next lesson.”



 



   Getting comfortable up on the pillows, I grab the remote from Mrs. Pert’s bedside table and click on the TV, scrolling through and eventually deciding to watch some comedy cartoons. Possibly immature, but I’m not in the mood for anything serious right now, I’ve just had the best evening of my life and feel like smiling.



 



   Mrs. Pert returns, still naked from the waist down, and hands me a cool drink of soda, sipping from her own glass. Snuggling up next to me, her head resting on my chest, I put an arm around her and marvel at how natural it feels. One of her legs draped over mine, her hand on my stomach, I lean in and kiss the top of her head, her hair smelling fantastic and alluring. Laughing at my kiss, Mrs. Pert strokes my stomach, turning her head a little to kiss my chest in return.



 



   Halfway through the second episode of the cartoon, I feel my cock start to stir and Mrs. Pert sees it too, grabbing it and pumping him slowly as he begins to fill. My hands getting busier, one has slid up Mrs. Pert’s top and has been playing idly with her breasts for the last 10 minutes.



 



   Sitting up, Mrs. Pert pulls off her top and unclasps her bra, her large boobs swinging free, pendulous and heavy looking, engorged nipples topping each one off. Stroking my body with her hand as I lay there, she takes me in with her eyes, seemingly happy to have me naked on her bed, hard and getting harder.



 



   “Ok. So next lesson, Brad. Let’s work on your sexual stamina. Sex is pretty intense, but with the hand job and the blowjob, hopefully, we’ve made your next load not too eager, not that it matters if it is. Practice makes perfect. Ready?” She asks, her fingertips trailing up and down my shaft.



 



   Telling her yes, She hops on top of me, her pussy burning on my stomach, her knees on either side of me. Her tits in my face, she reaches behind herself and grabs my pulsing dick, before pushing back with her body until her hot lips meet my knob. Grinning, she pushes back further and I slowly start to enter her, my cock penetrating a woman for the first time, the heat of her sex for the third time now engulfing a part of me, making my breath become ragged as my whole dick lights up, every one of my nerve endings buzzing at maximum volume.



 



   Watching me with a broad grin, her head lowered and her hair falling on either side of my face, almost creating a private space with our faces at either end, Mrs. Pert pushes back further onto me, her pussy taking all of my dick in inches, her slick lube coating me as she impales herself on my fat girth. Her face the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, I look up at her in awe as my cock sends me signals that almost melt my brain. My first fuck a million times better than in even my most wild imaginings.



 



   Her boobs swinging, she groans happily as I fill her, my cock unable to go in any deeper. Holding herself there, she simply enjoys the sensation of being so full of cock, and I enjoy the warmth of her sex as it soaks into my throbbing manhood, my hands sliding down her body to cup her full ass, gripping her while her pussy grips me.



 



   “How are we, Brad. Ok?” Mrs. Pert asks, a smile on her lips, already knowing the answer.



 



   “Heaven. Mrs. Pert.” I breathe at her, her pussy hugging my cock in its velvet embrace.



 



   Smiling even wider, Mrs. Pert starts to move back and forth, pistoning her sex on my cock, the feeling as her tight pussy grips me on the exit before sliding back down my length taking my breath away. Holding her ass, I moan deep with pleasure as she lowers her chest to my face, telling me to suck on her tits.



 



   My mouth full of breast, I swirl my tongue around her nipple, treating it like a clit, wanting to please Mrs. Pert sexually. Sucking it, she starts to moan, telling me that it feels good when I do that. Encouraged, I suck her nipples harder, one after the other, Mrs. Perts bouncing on my cock getting faster and faster.



 



   A hand sliding down her stomach, Mrs. Pert starts to diddle herself while we fuck, my own concentration focussed as much as I can on sucking her tits so I don’t come too quick, my balls tight and my lust at an all-time high. Grinding on me with her pelvis, Mrs. Pert moans as I suck her tits and she rubs her clit. Swearing loudly, she starts coming, her pussy twitching around my girth as she shakes on top of me, my own excitement reaching fever pitch. I try to hold in my orgasm for just a few seconds more while Mrs. Pert’s climax reaches its crescendo on me.



 



   Gasping that I can’t hold it in, that I’m going to come, Mrs. Pert tells me to blow inside her, to give her my load, lowering her perfect body onto me and locking her lips with mine, bucking wildly on top of me, milking me with her body, her soft hand reaching behind her to fondle my tight balls as we fuck.



 



   Her hot tongue in my mouth, her tits rubbing against my chest as she pistons her soft pussy rapidly up and down my length and her hand playing with my balls all combine to send me over the edge and with a loud moan into her mouth I start to come, my hands gripping her full ass tight as I slam her onto my cock, my pulsating manhood coming deep into her pussy, her sex clamping around my shaft as I spasm under her, my cock spitting thick ropes as her body drains me of all I have.



 



   My hands release her ass and flop to the bed, my body melting as it unclenches from my orgasm. Mrs. Pert slowly pistons herself on my still hard cock, stirring my come inside her pussy, moaning softly as my slick member slips in and out of her, my fat knob pressing against her cervix as she presses down on me, full to capacity.



 



   Sitting up on my lap, my cock still buried in her, Mrs. Pert strokes my hair, looking at me fondly, my own stare bordering on worship, her body making me feel ways I never knew I could. My hands on her thighs, we enjoy each other for a few more minutes, my cock slowly wilting inside her, our sex fluids leaking over my balls as she wetly peels herself off me and joins me back on the mattress, wrapping her arm and leg over me, snuggling in deep, my arms wrapped around her.



 



   Becoming aware that the TV was still on through all this, we half watch, our fingers exploring each other as we enjoy the warmth of one another.



 



   “Well Brad, you’ve done very well for your first day of lessons, but I think it’s best we continue tomorrow to make sure you’re ready for the weekend.” Mrs. Pert says eventually, her hand on stomach, drawing vague circles.



 



   “I agree Mrs. Pert. As you said, practice makes perfect.” I reply, my fingers stroking her hair.



 



   “Excellent, then I can expect to see you here tomorrow, around 6 again?”



 



   “Count on it, Mrs. Pert.”



 



   “Excellent.” She says, kissing my chest.



 



   I end up staying at her house until the wee hours of the morning, talking to her like a friend and not my teacher, learning much about her as a person and liking very much what I learn. Finally getting back to my dorm, I manage to squeeze in a few hours sleep before it’s time for my first class.



 



   That afternoon when I got to her house, our intimate interactions were much more natural, Mrs. Pert barely needing to say anything to guide me, our minds seemingly in sync sexually, my instincts on what she wanted turning out to be correct each time, learning her curves and her buttons and more importantly, what order she liked them pressed in. In return, Mrs. Pert also learned every intimate detail of my body and we learned together what I liked in between the sheets.



 



   Somewhat tired from not getting as much sleep as I was used to, I eventually fell asleep in her bed with Mrs. Pert wrapped around me, letting me stay the night. The next afternoon a similar thing happening, with me waking up still in her bed on Friday morning.



 



   That night was supposed to be the big night, with a newly trained and made confident Brad going to a party and talking to women, but I found myself not wanting to go. Not because I was still scared, but because I couldn’t get Mrs. Pert out of my mind. I found myself comparing all the girls around me to her and they all fell short, her body, her smile, her laugh and her personality all intoxicating me, making me drunk for her and her alone.



 



   Knocking on her door, not sure what to expect as tonight we hadn’t planned on any lessons, my heart skipped a beat when Mrs. Pert opened the door and looked at me with such happiness. Asking her if I could come in, she nodded, smiling and we made our way to the couch. I confessed to her that I didn’t want to go to the party tonight and that I would rather spend the night with her, if she’d have me.



 



   Nodding, Mrs. Pert seemed like she was ready to cry, telling me that she wasn’t sure if I would come tonight, but she had secretly been hoping I would, hating the thought of me sleeping with someone else tonight. Understanding one another and what we were both feeling, we fell into each other's arms and kissed deeply, our bodies wrapping around one another. Picking her up, I carried her to her bed and didn’t fuck, but made love to her for the first time of many.



 



   Understanding the taboo of our relationship, we kept it quiet as I continued through college, but barely days after I graduated, I officially moved in with Mrs. Pert, with people talking and gossiping. We didn’t care though, because we were in love, and always would be.



 



END



 



------------------------------



 



 



 BEST FRIEND’S MOM NEEDS A HAND



 



 



   I’ve been friends with Jason since we were kids, having first met because we went to the same school and then discovering we lived on the same street. Growing up together, we would spend as much time in the other’s house as we would our own. After high school, Jason went off to college to study while I stayed behind, a local apprenticeship keeping me busy as I learned to become a carpenter.



 



   Jason’s mom Pamela has always been attractive, but it wasn’t until I became a man that I realized just how absolutely gorgeous she is. With a full, voluptuous body, smokey eyes, and a thick mane of hair, she would make my cock twitch whenever I saw her, which was often. Divorced long ago and with Jason being her only child, she was often by herself in her home and would occasionally call me to come around and help around the house with anything that needed in her words, ‘a man’s touch’. Sometimes the things she needed help with were pretty trifling and I would wonder if she had really just wanted some company, but I never minded as she was my best friend’s mom and I had known her practically all my life.



 



   With Jason interstate with college, I would try to visit Pamela at least once every other week and fill her in on how Jason was, as she said he never told her as much about his college life as he tells me. Never ratting him out on any of his crazier shenanigans, I would fill her in otherwise on what he’d been up to and it seemed to make her happier, which was nice. Also, if I’m completely honest, it was always good visiting her and getting an eyeful of her hot body and sexy face, giving me ammo for my spank bank to enjoy later.



 



   Texting me yesterday, Pamela had asked if I could come and fix a few loose planks on her back patio. Being a wood-based chore, I was keen to try out some of my new skills and told her I would be around the next day. Being a nice day I decided to walk the few minutes it would take to get there, carrying my basic toolbox with me.



 



   The sun shining and the smell of freshly cut grass filling my nostrils, I walk up Pamela’s driveway and press the buzzer, letting myself in as I have for the last 15 years. Heading for her back door to get to the patio, Pamela meets me halfway there, a high cut summer dress draped over her exquisite MILF figure, her long, tanned legs catching my eye as she approaches. The dress is pretty damn high, I wouldn’t rate her chances at being able to bend over without flashing her panties, a thought that immediately makes my cock twitch in my pants. The plunging V of the dress offering a substantial amount of cleavage for viewing, two thin little straps over her shoulders the only thing keeping the dress from falling off her body. It doesn’t look like she’s wearing a bra today, the way her naturally large breasts sway as she walks, their rhythmic movements almost hypnotizing me and making me unable to look away.



 



   “Hi, Brad. How have you been, sweety?” She says, a warm smile on her lips, coming in close to hug me, her scent intoxicating me, my free arm wrapping around her and squeezing back as much as I think I can get away with whilst being friendly but not sexual.



 



   “Pretty good, Pamela. Same old same old, work work work.” I reply, forcing myself to talk to her face and not her massive free-range rack.
 She’s really looking even sexier than normal today, and she’s normally already pretty fuckin’ hot,
 I think to myself as I take her in.



 



   “I hope this isn’t too annoying for you then? Making you do more carpentry after already doing it all week?”



 



   “Of course not, this stuff is my pleasure,” I reassure her.



 



   “Well you know my patio, it’s getting a little long in the tooth and a few of the boards are loose and keep trying to trip me every time I go outside.”



 



   “No problem, sounds like an easy fix, I’ll go take a look now,” I tell her, rattling my toolbox.



 



   Walking ahead of me, I get to confirm that Pamela is definitely not wearing a bra, the open back of her dress revealing most of her back to me, with not a bra strap in sight. The smooth skin looking so tempting, the nape of her neck as she grabs her hair and tosses it over one shoulder, exposing the other, her ear and neck just begging to be nuzzled.



 



   Stepping out through her back door, I can see the area of the patio in question immediately. A few of the planks have become old and warped and twisted right off what looks like their nails. In reality, with a handful of decking screws I can fix this in 10 minutes.



 



   “Too easy, Pamela,” I tell her, looking at the problem area, “I can fix this in no time.”



 



   “That’s great! Thanks, Brad.” Pamela answers, sitting down on a deck chair nearby, crossing her long legs and letting me
 nearly
 see up her dress. I must be missing out on seeing panty but an inch, 2 at the most. Picking up her cell phone, which was on a small table next to her chair, she starts texting. Judging by the rate of the back and forth, she was probably texting this person already when I rang the doorbell.



 



   Maybe she has a date later? Might explain why she’s looking even sexier than normal?
 I think to myself as I wonder who is at the other end of the phone, it being none of my business but my curiosity flaring up all the same.



 



   Between texts, Pamela asks me about Jason and we swap stories on what he’s been up to in the last couple of weeks since Pamela and I have spoken to each other. Having removed the old rusted nails, I make short work of securing the planks back down to the fixture with my impact driver and a handful of decking screws.



 



   Stepping on it a few times, testing for any creaks or noises, I give Pamela a thumbs up to let her know it’s done.



 



   “Thanks, Brad! That looks great!” She says, getting up from her chair and walking over the freshly secured area. “Are you in a hurry to leave, or could I tempt you to stay and have a drink with me?”



 



   “I wouldn’t say no to a cold drink on a day like today, Pamela,” I answer, more than happy to hang around such a sexy MILF woman.



 



 



   “Haha, well you’re a man these days, Brad, so I’ll get you a beer?”



 



   “Thanks, yes,” I reply.



 



   “Make yourself comfortable, I’ll be back in a minute,” Pamela says, waving to the other deck chair positioned on the other side of the small table which holds her phone.



 



   Sitting down on the chair and relaxing, Pamela’s phone vibrates, signifying she’s received a text. Looking down at the phone and not meaning to be a snoop but at the same time being able to read the words as they flash on the screen, I see that the message is
 ‘Are u gonna fuck him?’



 



   Woah! She must be talking to a friend about the date I was speculating about!
 I think as I look at the phone and grin, wondering what the rest of that conversation must be like but deciding to leave well enough alone. But barely 20 seconds later the phone dings again and I look at the screen, with
 ‘Well?!? Don’t leave me hanging!’
 appearing on it. Feeling terrible as I do it but needing more information, I press the text bubble and watch as the screen lights up, showing the last 8 or so exchanges:



 



He’s nearly finished



 



Make sure you get him to stay!



 



What do I do? So nervous lol



 



Suck his dick, that’ll make him stay. Jks jks.



 



OMG



 



offer him a Drink



 



K he’s done. Gonna make him stay, brb



 



Are u gonna fuck him?



 



Well?!? Don’t leave me hanging!



 



   Warming up inside from my toes to my head, it dawns on me who their conversation is about. Me! Scrolling up I glance at earlier texts, finding the ones from about when I would have been ringing the doorbell, to see them talking excitedly about
 ‘go time’
 and scrolling up further, seeing selfies that Pamela has posted to her friend, asking if this looks hot enough, showing her in the dress she’s wearing right now. My cock now aching between my legs, my hands trembling and shaky, I put the phone back down on the table, trying to remember the position it was in and try to look nonchalant as Pamela comes back outside, holding a beer for me and a glass of something bubbly for her. My heart absolutely hammering away inside my chest, I take the beer with a croaky ‘thanks’ and take a deep draught from it, nervous but also excited beyond measure. Pamela, the hottest MILF on the planet talking about fucking me! Dressing sexy deliberately to make me want to fuck her! Unbelievable! My breath rapid, my body feeling hot even though I’m now in the shade, I try to keep my cool and think about how awesome today could be.



 



   “You ok, Brad?” Pamela asks, seeing my unexplained increase in breathing rate.



 



  “Uh-huh.” I answer, giving her a smile.
 Look at those fucking tits!



 



   Smiling back, Pamela picks up her phone and opens it, a small look crossing her face before I notice she has to scroll down a bunch to get back to the latest entries in her conversation.
 Fuck! I forgot to scroll back down! I left it open around her selfies area! Fuuuuck!



 



  
 Typing rapidly, Pamela responds to the question of whether or not she’s going to fuck me before putting her phone back down, pointedly laying it screen down this time. Sipping her drink she looks at me and smiles secretly, and I know I’m busted. Thinking of what to do, knowing that she knows that I know, I decide fuck it, and go for broke.



 



   “Being completely honest with you Pamela, you’ve never looked so sexy as you do right now, which is pretty amazing, because you’ve always been hot, but today? Holy shit!” I tell her, standing up to look down at her, letting her see that straining beneath my jeans is a hard cock.



 



   “Brad, that conversation-’



 



   “Doesn’t matter,” I interrupt her, leaning down to take her hand and guiding it to my bulge, “The feeling is mutual, as you can see.”



 



   Her hand roving over my aching package, she looks me deep in the eyes, maybe trying to assess me, maybe trying to see if I’ve got a poker face on. Her hand squeezing my dick through my jeans, she bites her lip and I can see that she’s glad I’ve taken the task of getting to this point from her, now there is no doubt we both want one another. Finishing my beer, I put it on the table, watching as Pamela drains her glass and puts her empty next to mine. Looking up at me through her eyelashes, she grabs the hem of my jeans and unbuttons them, grabbing my zipper and pulling it down, my cock pushing forward, still wrapped in boxers.



 



   Grabbing my pockets, Pamela playfully tugs my jeans down past my knees, my cock making a vertical tent in my underwear, throbbing with need to my heartbeat. Sliding her hands back up my thighs she grabs my boxers and starts to pull them down, my cock hooking on them and offering resistance. Pulling outwards and down, she reveals my manhood to herself, her eyebrows raising as she glimpses the girth of my swollen cock, full and ready for her.



 



   “That’s quite a tool you’re packing there, Brad.” Pamela purrs as her fingertips stroke the sides of my length, running down and grazing lightly over my heavy balls, hefting them, feeling my weight.



 



   Smiling, I stroke some hair out of her face and put my hand to the back of her head, guiding her closer to my shaft, her hungry mouth opening as I press my glistening knob to it, her ruby red lips parting to allow my cock entry. Her hands toying with my balls, Pamela starts to suck, slowly at first, taking in just the head, her wet tongue swirling and exploring my girth as I breathe deep and enjoy the warmth of her mouth wrapped around my manhood.



 



   “Jesus that feels good, Pamela,” I say, my voice little more than a whisper as I watch my cock disappear further and further into her mouth, my hands stroking her hair and face, her beautiful eyes looking up at me while she coats my cock with her saliva.



 



   “Mmm.” She responds, her eyes twinkling, her thick lips sealed around my shaft as she pulls back, the suction making her blowjob intense, my balls melting under her touch.



 



   I grab my shirt and take it off, wanting to view her oral skills all the better. Pamela slides a hand over my hard stomach, rising up and caressing my chest, obviously enjoying having her hands on a much younger man. Leaning down, her cock still wrapped around my pole, I peel the spaghetti strings holding her dress up off her shoulders, letting it slide down her arms and hang for a second from the swell of her breasts before it drops down like a satin curtain, revealing her considerable chest. Pamela’s full breasts swaying as her head bobs back and forth on my shaft, her nipples erect and pink, encircled by light pink areolas, the white flesh of her tits contrasting to her tanned shoulders, making her nipples stand out, two areas of extra sensitivity on two large natural mounds, their shape calling to something primal and deep within me.



 



   Cupping a breast, I fondle it as Pamela’s mouth continues on my cock, her slurping filling my ears as I receive this backyard blowjob. Pulling her up, she gets to her feet and we start to kiss, her large breasts pressing against my chest as I wrap my arms around her naked waist. Holding me close, we kiss wildly, all the times I’ve fantasized about her coming to the fore, actually getting to have the real thing, my body on fire. Grabbing my ass, Pamela holds herself hard against me, my throbbing cock pulsing against her bare belly, her dress finally giving up and falling off completely. Running my hands down her back and cupping her ass through her soft cotton panties, we hold each other by the asses, our crotches pressed hard against one another, our heat mingling.



 



   Still kissing wetly, our tongues wrestling with one another, I slide her panties down over the swell of her ass, her legs opening to let them drop to the patio floor. Grabbing her full ass and kneading it, her cheeks filling my hands and driving me crazy with passion. Grabbing her cheeks and shaking them, never wanting to let them go, their natural wobble making my cock ache even more.



 



   Kissing down her neck and chest, I put my mouth around one swollen nipple and suck it, teasing it with my teeth and tongue, licking it and circling it. One hand running through my hair as I taste her body, my kisses work their way further down, over the gentle swell of her stomach and around her belly button before making their way down to her lower abdomen, feeling the mound of her pubis as it rises beneath my lips, smooth and mostly bare except for a small strip of short hair, I lower myself to my knees and look up into her sex, leaning in and kissing it, her pussy lips meeting my lips, mine parting to allow my tongue to dart out and taste her sweet nectar, her pussy glistening in the sunlight as I bury my face in it. Thrusting her pelvis forward, Pamela grinds herself against my eager mouth as I eat her out, my mouth wrapping around her clit and sucking, pulling her hood and lips, filling them, making them swell, her wet little bud making her flinch in pleasure every time I flick my tongue over it.



 



   Her hands on my head, Pamela is on tippy-toes as she fucks my face, her long legs flexing as she grinds against me, riding my face like it was the corner of a washing machine spinning an uneven load. My hands full of her ass, I pull her against me, shaking my head and lapping at her moist sex, my cock throbbing down between my legs, her aroma driving my nuts with lust.



 



   Holding my hair, she watches me, her eyes boring into mine as I feast on her, her large natural tits swinging as she bucks against me, my nose and eyes all she can see of my face as the rest buries itself between her legs. One hand still holding her ass, the other runs up and over her tensed in pleasure stomach to fondle her boobs. Grabbing a nipple and teasing it, hearing Pamela’s moans go up a few octaves and knowing I’ve found the right button, I twiddle and tease her nipples more, Pamela’s grinding against my face getting more and more desperate, her grip on my hair getting tighter and tighter as she gives me no chance of escape from her sex until she’s ready to let me be free again.



 



 
   “Mmm, that's it. Yeah. Eat my pussy, Brad. Yeah, you like that don’t you? Yeah, eat my little pussy.”
 Pamela says, her teeth gritting as her grinding on my face becomes more of a shaking tremble. Letting out a sudden loud exclamation, Pamela almost doubles over, her legs wobbling as she starts to come, her hands holding me hard against her sex as I feel it gushing hot juice over me, her pussy vibrating on my lips as she climaxes, her ass cheeks clenching again and again as each wave of the orgasm washes through her. Smashing herself against me, she grunts and bucks as her tension is released, her pussy coating me in her honey. Holding on, I enjoy the ride all the way to the end, unbelievably turned on by watching such a beautiful woman come on me.



 



   Shuddering to a final stop, her eyes closed and her head hanging low, Pamela drops down from her tippy toes and sighs, shaking her head. Still kneeling, my face still inches from her throbbing pussy, I watch her with a smile, enjoying the sight of a sexy woman standing before me nude, too spent and busy with post-orgasmic bliss to even open her eyes for a moment. When she finally does open her eyes she catches mine and grins a lustful glint in her expression. Reaching down and taking my hand, she hurriedly urges me onto my feet and leads me inside, with me kicking off my pants and boxers as I stumble eagerly along with her. Still holding my hand, we’re almost running now down her hallway as she takes me to her room, pushing me onto the bed and onto my back and straddling me, still without a word said.



 



   Lowering herself down, her absolutely sopping wet pussy meets my cock and parts, swallowing my knob, her hot lips wrapping around my girth. Finally speaking, it’s only to let out a long sigh as Pamela quickly works my length into her, rising and falling rapidly, coating my cock in her orgasm’s juices, her massive tits pendulous as she rides me, desperate to have me inside her.



 



   Leaning down, her tits grazing my chest, she smiles at me, one hand on my chest and the other holding my hair. Riding me hard and fast, her full ass wobbling as her sex swallows my cock repeatedly.



 



   “Just come inside me Brad, give it to me now, I want your come inside me! Worry about lasting longer next round, I just need your load in me now!”
 Pamela says, her voice thick and husky with lust and horny desperation, panting as she rides me at 100 miles an hour.



 



   Desperate for my come inside her, I don’t hesitate to give this beautiful MILF what she wants, and grabbing her ass with both hands, start bucking into her, slamming my cock into her hungry pussy. Her massive tits pressing against me and her face just above mine, I start kissing her, the eroticness of this situation helping to drive me over the edge, and with my lips on hers, start grunting as my cock pulsates and spurts deep inside her, my hot seed painting her walls as my cock jerks and spasms inside her, my hands gripping her ass as I empty myself into her, Pamela moaning and sighing as she feels my hot liquid fill her, the slap of our bodies getting wetter as I come.



 



   Kissing me all over the face and head like a woman possessed, Pamela mutters under her breath as I lay there, my cock throbbing inside her, her lips being planted on me every second, her pelvis still gyrating on my cock like a stripper until she eventually flops onto me, her warm body on mine, my hands stroking her back and ass, enjoying how soft her pussy feels wrapped around my still hard shaft.



 



   Still inside her, I wrap one arm around her and roll over, bringing her underneath me, her legs spreading with me in between them. Smiling, I lean in and we start kissing again, her plump lips mashing against mine, her legs wrapping around me and holding me to her, her hands full of my hair as our kiss increases in passion. Flexing herself, I feel her pussy squeezing my length and after a few minutes I start to grow fully hard again inside her, the velvet smooth walls of her sex sliding along my shaft as I start to thrust into her, my butt flexing under her palms as she pulls me closer, encouraging me to fill her with dick.



 



   Leaning down, I start kissing her massive tits, their firm but supple form wobbling as I fuck her harder. Pulling her nipples with my lips I grind my pubis against hers once fully embedded inside her, gyrating myself in such a way that I can mash against her swollen clit with the base of my manhood, Pamela’s legs gripping me tighter as I impale her on my pole.



 



   Still wrapped around me, I push up onto my knees, Pamela now completely off the bed and held up by my hands and cock. Fucking her in this position, simply needing to only loosen my grip on her for her to become fully stuck on my manhood, she starts to moan as I fill her completely, her sex stuffed with my length, her lips stretched around my girth as her body swallows mine. Sitting on my heels, her ass now resting on my thighs, I pump her up and down on my eager cock with my hands under her ass, making her ride me like a woman sized fleshlight, her natural tits bouncing as I penetrate her, her head thrown back as she feels herself being stuffed with no remorse.



 



   Laying her down and positioning her in doggy, I grab her hips and pull her back onto my cock, not wanting to leave the beautiful sanctity of her pussy for a second longer than necessary. Her full ass slapping against my abdomen, I fill her again and again as I fuck her relentlessly, her moans in time with my thrusts as with head lowered, she takes it all.



 



   “You like my cock inside you, Pamela? Hey? You like my hard cock inside you?”



 



 
 “Yes, Brad! Your cock feels so good inside me!”
 Pamela answers, a quaver in her voice as my cock plunges inside her again.



 



   Leaning down, I fill my hands with her large natural tits, pulling at her nipples as my cock stays embedded inside her, turning to try and look at me over her shoulder, I kiss her face and she kisses madly back, our tongues lashing at each other. Grabbing her hair, I pull her head back, my body slamming against hers.



 



 
   “You like that Pamela? You like that?”
 I ask her, pulling her hair and kissing at her neck and face.



 



  
 “Mmm, yes Brad, harder, harder!”
 Pamela moans, completely caught in the moment.



 



   Pulling her head back harder, my other hand now gripping her shoulder and holding her in place while I fuck her like a ride, Pamela starts to shudder and moan, her back muscles tensing and her hands gripping the bed sheets tight as I feel her pussy start to convulse around my cock, pushing back against me, wanting as much of me inside her as possible. Pamela starts to come hard, her whole body vibrating beneath me, her teeth clenched and her eyes screwed shut as she rides the waves of her orgasm, her sex squeezing my dick as it pulsates in climax. Burying my length inside her, I hold on once again and enjoy the ride, her perfect body flexed and her toes curled, her body wobbling as she tries to hold on before collapsing to the bed, still shaking, with me still inside her, not letting her escape until her orgasm in finished.



 



   Twitching and jerking, Pamela finally does the time out signal with her hands and I release my grip on her hair, her body completely melted under me, now totally undone by orgasm. Panting and laughing, she moans in pleasure as she gyrates her ass for me, my cock still deep inside her sex.



 



   Kissing her, softly now, on the side of her face I can see, and along her neck and shoulders, I slowly pump into her, fucking her gently, my own orgasm unhad, but taking my time on her, waiting for her rush to die down before speeding things back up.



 



   Squirming underneath me, I get off her and roll her over, holding her legs wide as I plunge back into her, her breasts flowing back and forth to my thrusts, watching her pussy as it swallows my cock, her drenched lips stretching as I pull out, her pussy reluctant to let me go. Speeding up again, I lean in and put my weight on her, kissing her boobs and sucking her nipples, Pamela’s hands scratching up and down my back as I get closer and closer to orgasm. Feeling my balls tighten, I fuck her hard and fast before pulling out and quickly moving up, grabbing her hair and holding her head as I start coming, my dick spasming and sending a salvo of hot come splashing all over her eager face, her mouth open, ready to taste my seed. Grunting, I jerk myself off as I come, my dick spitting rope after rope of thick jizz to land on her face, Pamela writhing in pleasure on the bed as I paste her. Finished, I pant and watch as she licks the come from her lips and wipes it from her face, sucking greedily at her come soaked fingers afterward, then, her fingers clean, she grabs my cock and starts sucking it, drawing out every last drop of my jizz, making me twitch and buck as her mouth slurps on my now ultra-sensitive post-orgasm knob. Laughing at how I keep spasming involuntarily as she teases my dick with her mouth, she licks my balls to calm me down and kisses them, her soft lips sending shivers of pleasure through my freshly juices plums.



 



   I let go of her hair and we collapse to the bed, a light sheen of sweat making us shine in the daylight. Her head on my chest, I stroke her hair as I come down from my high, my balls throbbing from having two orgasms so close together. Wrapping a leg around my thigh, I feel her hot, moist sex pressing against me and hold her tighter, kissing the top of her head, her hair smelling luxuriant.



 



   “So...how long before you tell your friend on the phone that you did end up fucking ‘him’?” I ask her, a smile in my voice.



 



   “Haha, honestly, about two seconds after you’ve gone,” Pamela answers, rolling over to look at me, her massive naturals resting on me, their heat warming my skin, “Which I hope isn’t for a while yet though.” She adds, grabbing my cock playfully.



 



   Looking at her smoking hot MILF body and knowing it won't be too long before I’m hard again, I smile back, “I think I could be convinced to stay a little longer, Pamela.”



 



   As she snuggles up close to me, I say a silent thank you to any gods that might be listening while Pamela curls up around me to doze off, presumably before she takes me for another ride…



 



END



 



------------------------------



 



 



 BUSTY MILF NEXT DOOR AND HER ‘MAGIC’ SHIRT



 



 



   I’ve had a crush on my hot MILF neighbor Jenny for as long as I can remember. Everything about her just turns me on, and I couldn't possibly even estimate how many times I’ve jerked off thinking about her over the last few years. At 5’2” with massive tits, she catches everyone’s eye, her already huge chest looking even bigger on such a compact little package. Her thick, wavy chestnut hair almost always worn loose, tumbling over her shoulders and framing her gorgeous face, barely touched by age, her eyes as twinkling and youthful as any woman in her early 20’s, her full lips pouty and sexy, looking to promise an amazing blowjob. With a narrow waist and broad hips, she has the classic hourglass figure, her silhouette unmistakably feminine. Her full ass looking firm in whatever she wears, the view from behind always being something to behold for any man.



 



   We’ve done a little light play flirting but I’ve never made a move on her. At 22 I still live with my parents and they certainly wouldn’t approve of me sleeping with our 40-something-year-old neighbor, plus if I did ever actually put the moves on her and was rejected, it would make living here very awkward. So I console myself with jerking off while looking at her every chance I get. It’s not perfect, but it’s pretty good.



 



   We do chat out the front of our houses around once or twice a week whenever we bump into each other, and I’m always happy to linger and absorb as much eye candy as I can from our interactions, enjoying the view of her deep cleavage when she’s wearing a low cut top, or enjoying her bare thighs as she talks to me in a short skirt, or biting my lip in animal lust if she’s wearing leggings, her voluptuous ass begging to be given a squeeze.



 



   Lately, she’s been talking about going to these self-improvement classes, to help you get what you want in life. It all sounds a little bit wishy-washy to me but if it makes her happy, good for her. She’s been speaking of visualizing things and making focal points in life, I’m not sure what it means but I’m always happy to nod and continue looking into her smoldering eyes and wonder what they’d look like staring up at me from cock height while she swallowed my manhood.



 



  Seeing Jenny sitting on her porch reading from my window, I decide now is a great time to go check the mail, waving to her as I open the steel flap and peer inside.



 



   “Hi, John!” Jenny says, getting up from her chair and walking over to greet me, wearing tight jeans and a simple blue button-up shirt, the top 4 buttons undone, revealing a large portion of titty meat and cleavage to my eyes, which I hungrily devour. “How have you been?”



 



   “Great thanks, Jenny,” I reply, my cock shifting in my loose shorts as I try not to stare too obviously at her mammoth chest. “Yourself?”



 



   “Amazing, actually! I’m really learning some great things about the human psyche. I’m sure it’ll all come in very useful for helping me in life.” Jenny says, her hands trailing down the line of her shirt, opening it a little more, giving me even more breast to enjoy.



 



   “Sounds interesting,” I say, distracted by her boobs and frankly not really understanding anyway.



 



   “It is! Did you know that humans can easily transfer responsibility to inanimate objects? Through simple suggestions, otherwise ‘impossible’ situations become as easy as picking up a glass.”



 



   “Wow, really? I had no idea, Jenny.” I answer, completely lost.



 



   Smirking at me, I feel sure Jenny knows everything she’s saying is going over my head. “For example John, do you see my shirt?” She asks, tugging at it and making her massive tits wobble.



 



   “Of course.”



 



   “Well, this is a very special magic shirt, John. When I’m wearing it, I’m completely susceptible to another person's suggestions, it makes me willing to do anything, the other person merely has to ask.”



 



   “Haha.”



 



   “No really, the other person only has to ask and I’ll do it. Whatever they want. And they don’t have to worry about consequences because it’s the shirt, not them or I.” Jenny continues, looking at me with a sultry look, making my cock ache.



 



   “So if I told you to touch your nose...?” I say, watching as with a smile Jenny immediately touches her nose.



 



   “Spin around on the spot?” I ask, and again listening to my question, Jenny obeys, spinning around a few times on the spot.



 



   “See John? It’s a very special shirt, just imagine the possibilities…” Jenny says, trailing off as she turns and heads back to her porch, looking over her shoulder and giving me a wink.



 



   Walking back to my own place, my mind races.
 I mean, obviously, it’s not a magic shirt, this is just a technique she’s learned to get what she wants from her courses. But then that means she wants me to fuck her? But can’t say it outright? Needs me to do it? This gives her an out somehow?
 I remember the words
 responsibility to inanimate objects
 but it was all going in one ear and out the other. I think maybe she’s just let me know that we could fuck if I want, and I do want, very much so.



 



   I’m able to sit still for all of about 2 minutes before I find myself walking up Jenny’s driveway, Jenny watching me approach with a smile, putting down her book. “Hello again, John,” She says as I step up onto her porch, my heart beating fast in my chest as I get ready to actually make a move on a fantasy woman I’ve lusted after for so long.



 



   “Hi, Jenny. Undo another button, please.” I say, my voice cracking and my head feeling light.



 



   Smiling, Jenny reaches up and unfastens another button, her shirt now halfway undone, her large breasts pushing out, her black lacy bra barely holding them.



 



   “Unbutton the rest of them too, please,” I say, watching with amazement as she does so, unbuttoning her top right there on her porch, the shirt falling open and her massive tits revealing themselves, the depth of her cleavage easily able to take a hand between them and make it disappear up to the wrist.



 



   Giddy with power, I push further, thinking no way she’ll do it. “Touch my cock, Jenny.”



 



   Leaning forward, Jenny reaches out and grabs my hardening cock through my shorts, making me start a little in surprise. Looking around, wondering if any of the other neighbors saw, I step back out of her reach and tell her that we should go inside. Nodding, Jenny complies and gets up and leads me into her home.



 



   Inside, Jenny turns and looks at me, waiting to see what I’ll say next. A world of possibilities opening before me, I take in her beautiful body, her massive tits lifting and falling as she breathes.



 



   “Take off all your clothes,” I tell her.



 



   Shrugging off her shirt, Jenny puts on a sexy display for me, biting her lip and looking up at me through her eyelashes as she undoes her jeans and slowly peels them off, turning away and bending over as she slides her panties down, exposing her pussy from behind, her lips looking bald and smooth. Unfastening her bra, Jenny holds the cups and slowly lowers them, showing me for the first time her bare breasts, their size bordering on ridiculous, her puffy pink nipples erect and encircled by areolas of the same color. Pendulous and full, they sway as she stands there and I take her in, admiring her little triangle of chestnut hair adorning her mons. Absolutely stunning and intoxicating me with lust, my cock is pounding with eagerness in my shorts.



 



   “Come here and suck my cock, Jenny,” I command.



 



   Looking at me with a smile, Jenny shakes her head no. “Is that any way to get a girl to sleep with you? Just demand she sucks your cock? You made a rookie mistake John, getting me to take off my shirt.”



 



   “Oh, umm, put your shirt back on Jenny,” I say, realizing too late my mistake.



 



   Grinning, Jenny replies. “No, I don’t want to. Now you’re going to have to do it the old-fashioned way. You’ve got a naked woman in front of you John, how do you go about seducing her?”



 



   Seeing her grin, understanding that every step of the way I’ve been dancing to her tune, I come close, stroking her face and arms. Leaning in, I kiss her a little hesitantly on the lips, Jenny kissing back. Feeling the warmth of her body so close to mine, I embrace her and kiss deeper, our tongues darting out to flick against one another, her full pouty lips pressed against mine, her scent filling my nostrils. Filling my hands with her ass, I fondle it as we kiss with more and more passion, the urges of so long now being played out in real life. Her arms around me, holding my head and back, our kiss gets wetter and more animalistic, my crotch pushing forward to grind against her, my cock wanting her so badly.



 



   Still kissing, I slowly lead her to the couch, sitting down together and kissing her face and neck. Grabbing her massive tits, I start to kiss and tease them, kneading them with my hands while my mouth explores their surface, my tongue swirling around her nipples and my lips biting at them, pulling them as Jenny runs her finger through my hair, her legs opening as she enjoys me tasting her chest.



 



   Kissing further down, my lips travel over her stomach and to her abdomen, the hair of her triangle tickling my chin as I get lower still. Teasing her, I avoid her glistening pussy lips and instead kiss her inner thighs, getting close but never quite making contact with her sex. Her hands in my hair, Jenny begs me to eat her out and tries to push my face to her pussy but with a chuckle I keep teasing, my lips making her legs quiver as I smooch the flawless skin of her inner thighs, her slit dribbling with lust as she grinds and gyrates, wanting my mouth closer to her heat.



 



   Her legs spread wide, I finally make contact, just kissing her lips lightly, making Jenny moan in pleasure and frustration, her pelvis bucking outwards to meet me, Jenny moreso kissing my mouth with her pussy than I’m kissing her pussy with my mouth. Looking up I can see her expression, past her massive boobs, concentrating as she tries to rub herself against my warm lips, her body squirming in need, turning me on even more than I already am.



 



   Giving her sex another kiss, I linger a little longer, pressing against her, making her shudder and moan and she feels me touching her. Another kiss and another longer pause, with Jenny not bucking as hard now as she simply watches my mouth taste her sex. Another kiss and this time a small opening of my mouth, my tongue ever so lightly flicking along her slit, penetrating her. Another groan escapes Jenny’s throat as I kiss her harder still, my tongue darting back and forth along her sex, her body trembling in lust.



 



   Kissing upwards, I make my way to her mound, my lips wrapping around her hood and my tongue swirling around her swollen bud, Jenny jerking as I press my tongue against her sensitive slit, making her squeeze my hair even tighter. Looking up at her, I start to suck her clit, filling it, making it even more delicate as my mouth forms a seal around her, everything within the seal getting sucked and licked with more and more intensity, Jenny staring at me open-mouthed as I pleasure her pussy.



 



   One hand fondling a massive boob, my other teases her slit, dipping a finger in every now and then, her slick lubricant letting me in with slippery ease. Driving further in, I turn my palm and curl my fingers up into the classic ‘come hither’ motion and find her g-spot, Jenny jerking wildly as I first make contact, letting me know with her body that I’ve struck gold. Pulling back with my hand, my fingertips pressing against her special area, I suck her clit at the same pace that I finger fuck her, Jenny’s moans rapidly increasing in intensity as I pull on a nipple too as I bring her closer and closer to orgasm.



 



   Her hands full of my hair, her thighs squeezing my head every few seconds as she tenses and relaxes, I feel a shudder start in her pelvis and work its way out as her climax hits, her thighs clamping on my head and her pussy contracting around my fingers as she starts to buck on the couch, my mouth sucking her clit, my tongue rubbing and flicking over it as she spasms underneath me, her grip on my hair with her hands and my head with her thighs vice-like, with no way to escape until her climax is finished. Watching her face as she comes, her eyes screwed shut, opening every few seconds to look at me, but only able to keep them open for half a second before another wave hits her, Jenny moans and grunts as her body shakes with pleasure.



 



   Her grip on me relaxing, Jenny turns into a ragdoll and melts on the couch, her massive tits rolling as she takes in great gulps of air. Lying there, with her legs spread and a large wet patch, she puts one forearm over her eyes as she laughs and smiles, her toes still curling and uncurling.



 



   Sitting on the couch properly, I smile and watch her enjoy her post-orgasm high, my cock throbbing in my shorts, a large tent pointing to the ceiling.



 



   “Well done, John. Hoo boy. That was
 very good.
 ” Jenny pants, sitting up, her boobs hypnotic as they sway. “Now you can ask me to suck your cock with a much better chance of a yes, I’d imagine.” She adds, her hand reaching out to grab my cock through my shorts.



 



   Pulling down my shorts and lifting my butt to get them all the way off, I sit on Jenny’s couch with my cock throbbing before her. Jenny, smiling, leans down to kiss my knob, her fat boobs pressing against my thigh as she does so. Her hand cupping my full balls, Jenny starts to slurp on my thick cock, her pouting lips wrapping around my shaft and her tongue washing around my knob as she gobbles me. Grabbing a handful of her thick hair, I move it out of the way so I can watch my manhood disappear down Jenny’s throat. My other hand slides down her back and makes its way to her ass, cupping a cheek and squeezing it, Jenny’s pelvis gyrating as she impales her face on my length.



 



   Breathing in through my teeth, I feel it as Jenny takes my cock to heaven and back, her mouth all over my shaft, kissing and licking the underside, sucking my balls and teasing the eye of my cock with her tongue, my hands creeping between her ass cheeks to toy with her slit, still sopping wet and burning hot.



 



   Unable to take any more I pull Jenny off my cock, needing to fuck her now. Seeing the look of animal need in my eyes, Jenny grins and stays where she is, pretty much already in doggystyle. Moving to be behind her, I kneel on the couch between her legs, my fat cock in my hand as I guide it to Jenny’s eager sex, Jenny reaching under herself to open her pussy with two fingers, giving me a vivid pink target to aim my throbbing cock for.



 



   An involuntary sigh escapes me as my tingling cock head makes contact with her hot sex, her body wrapping around my shaft and hugging it, her velvet softness sliding over my length as Jenny pushes back as I push in, my cock sliding inside her, her lips stretching around my girth as my cock impales her. Grabbing her full ass I start to pump, my plums slapping against her bud as I work up steam, Jenny’s ass wobbling with each thrust.



 



   Grabbing her hair and slapping her ass, I fuck Jenny deep on her couch, her pussy juices running down her thigh as her body gets wetter for me, her back flexing as she arches, letting me impale her fully. Pulling out, I roll her over and spread her legs, quickly sliding my cock back inside her, her sex greeting me warmly. Pounding into her, I watch as her massive tits ebb and flow to my thrusts, Jenny reaching out to play with my stomach and chest as I embed my cock in her. Biting her lip, her eyes bore into mine as I fuck her, the sounds of our bodies slapping together wetly the only noise in the house except Jenny’s groans and my breathing.



 



   Pulling out again, I sit on the couch and pull Jenny towards me, wanting her to straddle me. Her legs on either side of mine, she lowers herself down, her wet pussy kissing my cock before opening to wrap around and engulf it as she lowers herself further, my hands on her full ass, kneading it as her body swallows mine. Her arms around my neck, she kisses me as she starts bouncing up and down, her massive tits swaying as she fucks me, my eyes glued to them when not kissing her.



 



   Grabbing a tit, I lift it up as I lean my head down, my mouth wrapping around its nipple and sucking, making Jenny moan as she bounces faster and faster on my pole. Feeling my balls getting tighter, I warn Jenny that I’m going to come but she doesn’t slow down, telling me she wants to feel my cock erupting inside her.



 



 
 “You want my come, Jenny?”
 I ask her, breathing heavy, her tits rubbing against my chest as we fuck.



 



   “Yes baby, fill me, fill me up with your come!”
 Jenny pants, her face flushed as she rides me.



 



  
 “Tell me how much you want it, Jenny.’



 



   “I want it so bad, baby! Please give it to me!”



 



   “Yeah? You want my come, Jenny? You want my come?”



 



   “Please baby, come for me, come for me now!”



 



   Driven over the edge with her talk, I grunt loudly as my ass clenches and my pelvis bucks wildly, my cock erupting deep inside Jenny’s pussy, filling her with my hot seed as spurt after spurt of my come splashes inside her, Jenny moaning as she feels my hot load coating the insides of her sex. Still coming, I clasp my mouth to hers, kissing her deeply as my body shakes and releases my semen, our arms wrapped around each other, our hands roving over one another.



 



   My head falling back to the couch, I smile and let out a big breath, Jenny’s hot body still impaled on mine, squirming as she stirs my come inside herself with my cock. Kissing my chest, she moans with satisfaction, her fingertips tracing all over me as I come down from my high, her body having milked me so well.



 



   “I’ve wanted to do that for sooo long,” I tell her, kissing the top of her head as it rests on my chest, my heart hammering in her ear.



 



   “Haha, me too, John,” Jenny replies. “I’ve seen you more than once peeking at me from your windows, your shoulder shaking as you took matters into your own hands.”



 



   “That obvious, huh?”



 



   “Yep. Not really your fault though, many’s a time I’ve deliberately bent over in front of you when I didn’t really need to, getting wet at the thought of you stroking your fat young cock while thinking about fucking me.” Jenny confesses, her warm sex still wrapped around my cock.



 



   Putting a hand under her chin and lifting her face to mine, I start to kiss her again, the warmth of her body as she straddles me, the softness of her skin, and her scent all turning me back on. Grinding against me, Jenny feels me hardening up inside her and looks at me with an astonished smile.



 



   “You can’t really be getting hard again already, can you?” She asks, gyrating a little on my lap and feeling my hard cock offering resistance.



 



   “What can I say? I’m young and you’re incredibly sexy.” I respond, my hands running down her back to cup her ass cheeks, grinding her sex against me.



 



   Holding her by the ass, I get up from the couch, Jenny’s small frame wrapped around me, holding on with arms and legs as I stand there in her living room, fucking her. Walking into her kitchen, I see her countertop and put her on it, it being the perfect height with her pussy sitting right before my cock. Holding her thighs I pump into her, my cock sliding inside her before our eyes, both watching as my manhood parts her swollen lips and fills her, my come from the couch fuck foaming and slicking my dick.



 



   Leaning back on her hands on the counter, Jenny arches her back, making her mons grind against me with every inward thrust. My hands slide over her taut stomach and fondle her breasts, so big that they spill from either side of my palms, my thumbs rolling over her nipples, keeping them erect. Leaning in, I kiss her while we fuck, our bodies rocking together in her kitchen, the wet slide of my cock slipping within her clearly audible. Taking her hands off the counter and wrapping them around me, Jenny holds on as I fuck her faster, my balls slapping against her ass, her pussy wet and dribbling down my thighs as I stand there and piston my body into hers. Pushing further against her, I drive her down to the countertop and crawl up, joining her, my cock never leaving her sex. With one hand under her head and the other cupping a full ass cheek, I thrust my cock into her, gyrating a little as I do it, finding her sweet spot and making her moan. Her hands grabbing my ass, Jenny bites at my neck and shoulder, nipping at me and kissing me wildly. I kiss and nip back, biting at her neck and ear, burying my face into the crook of her shoulder, and breathing in her delicious aroma as I piston my cock inside her, her legs wrapped around mine, the coolness of the counter quickly heated up from our writhing bodies.



 



   Feeling my balls tighten, I breathe into Jenny’s ear that I want to come and she tells me to do it, squeezing my ass harder as my thighs tense and I start pumping into her at full speed, my cock aching to blow again.



 



   Her boobs pressed against my chest, her hands full of my ass and her mouth biting at my shoulder as I bite at hers, I moan into her as my cock pulsates and with a twitch stars to come, great ropes of hot jizz filling Jenny’s already full sex, my convulsing manhood making me buck and spasm as my orgasm takes over, my hand squeezing her ass as I hold on and pump her full of my come.



 



   Her fingernails trailing up and down my back, Jenny kisses my neck and shoulder, sighing happily. Resting on my elbows, keeping the bulk of my weight off her, I stroke her hair and gaze at her adorable face, her eyes twinkling as they meet mine.



 



   “How do you feel, John?” She asks me.



 



   “Much lighter,” I joke.



 



   Slowly peeling myself off her, loathe to leave the comfort of her massive chest, I step down off the counter onto the cool tiles of her kitchen floor. Hearing a car pull up in my driveway, I look out the window and see that my mom is home. Kissing Jenny’s naked body as she lays on the counter, paying extra special attention with my mouth on her large breasts, while she runs her fingers languidly through my hair, I hear my phone ringing in my shorts back in Jenny’s living room.



 



   Grabbing my shorts and fishing the phone out of the pocket, I see it’s my mom and I answer it. She wants to know if I’m nearby as she needs help setting up a new electronic gadget she has (most likely) impulsively purchased. Pulling on my clothes, I explain to Jenny that I have to go as she hops off the counter, watching my dick swing as I pull my clothes back on.



 



   Coming close, she gives me one last kiss, grabbing my cock and giving it a friendly squeeze. “Don’t be a stranger.” She says.



 



   Heading home and I was right, mom has bought a new piece of electronics whilst having no idea what to do with it. Eventually getting it to work, I go to my room and reminisce over the amazing day I’ve had, Jenny’s amazing rack forever burnt into my brain. Staring out the window, I see Jenny’s front door open, with Jenny exiting her house and sitting back down on her porch chair, picking up her book. She’s back in her clothes, the blue top with only two buttons done up and even from here, sporting obviously unharness breasts, her massive chest swaying majestically as she shifts around and gets comfortable. Looking up in my direction, she sees me staring and waves, before grabbing the collar of her shirt and tugging it theatrically, showing me she’s wearing her blue shirt and what that signifies. After giving it all of three seconds thought, I’m heading for my front door, calling out to my mom that I’m...going for a walk, I eventually decide.



 



   But what I’m really doing is going back to Jenny’s, to make my 10/10 day an 11!



 



END



 



------------------------------



 



 



 MILF BOSS JUST THE BUTT



 



 



   “John? Can I speak with you for a minute, please?” I hear Jocelyn, our boss, saying as she approaches the three of us just as we’re sitting at a table during the start of our lunch break. “Sorry to cut into your personal time.”



 



   “No problem,” I answer, always more than happy to have a bit of one on one with Jocelyn as she is easily the hottest MILF I’ve ever laid eyes on. There’s not one guy I work with who hasn’t talked about her at length at one point or another, and no wonder, with long, thick naturally blonde hair and alluring smokey blue eyes, a perfect little nose and full lips, her face is enough to make most of us forget our words and lose 20 IQ points whenever she walks into the room, and then there’s her body! Wrapped in a woman’s dress suit one piece, the cut well above her knee, we can see very nearly all of her gorgeous long legs, her thighs toned and well tanned. Buttoned in the middle, pinching the dress and showing off her amazing hourglass figure, her suit opens at the front, her massive chest pushing it open, her crisp white blouse barely holding her massive tits in. The blouse also always remains at practically half undone, a huge display of cleavage on show, a thin gold chain around her neck plunging into it, drawing one’s eye inexorably towards her breasts, tanned and with the lightest of dustings of freckles at the top. Her ass is big, not fat or anything, just a nice big ass, firm and rhythmic whenever you get to watch her walking away, sitting astride her long legs.



 



   Following her closely through the building to her office, she stands aside to let me enter and then closes her office door. Motioning to a chair on the other side of her desk Jocelyn sits down in her own chair and steeples her fingers, looking at me over them.



 



   “Do you know why I’ve called you here, John?” She asks me after her stare goes for just a second longer than I would like, making me feel a bit like I’m a gazelle and she’s a lion.



 



   “No, Jocelyn.”



 



   “There’s been a complaint about you regarding inappropriate comments towards one of the female members of staff.”



 



   Shit
 , I think to myself. I’ve certainly talked about most of the women that work here amongst the other men as they have with me, but I’ve never said anything to any of the women. So one of the guys has squealed? What a bastard!



 



   “No way, Jocelyn. I wouldn’t do anything like that, I’ve never been inappropriate towards any of the women here.” I tell her, that much at least being true. I’d rate the women in order of preference for sex with the other guys, but I’d never actually say anything like that towards one of the women themselves. 



 



   “Really? So three days ago you
 didn’t
 approach a female member of staff when you two were alone and proposition her to come with you for a quickie in the storeroom?” Jocelyn asks, her face totally blank.



 



   If I had been drinking right at that moment it would have sprayed out of my mouth in shock. “What? No! That’s utter bullshit!” I exclaim, adding: “Pardon my French.” Remembering who I’m talking to.



 



   Watching me over her steepled fingers, Jocelyn looks to be assessing me.



 



   “No...you’ve always been such a gentleman since you got here, haven’t you. Young and probably full of desire, but you’ve never ‘tried it on’ with any of your female co-workers. Tell me this then, have you recently rejected anyone that works here?”



 



   “Umm, is it appropriate for me to say if I have?”



 



   “I’d be very curious to know if this person you’re hesitant to mention was indeed the same one that leveled the complaint against you, that's all.”



 



   “Alright, well, a few weeks ago on a Friday, Sarah and me were chatting as we were walking to the parking lot, and she asked if I’d be interested in coming back to her house for a few drinks and ‘who knows’ and I told her as nicely as I could that I wasn’t keen.”



 



   Still watching me closely, after a few seconds Jocelyn simply says “Hmm.” Getting up from her chair and walking to the side of her desk, she leans against it, her full ass on the edge, her body language looking more relaxed now.



 



   “And why didn’t you say yes? Sounds like Sarah was offering you a sure thing.”



 



   “I dunno, she just doesn’t really do it for me I guess.”



 



   “Such resolve! And how old are you again John? 23? 24?”



 



   “I’m 21 actually, Jocelyn.”



 



   “21 and not jumping at it every chance he gets? You
 must
 have a type then? Describe it for me.” Jocelyn says, a smirk entering her expression.



 



   “Umm, what?” I say, stalling.



 



   “Come on now, John, you heard me. Describe your type, the sort that if they offered it to you on a plate, you wouldn’t be able to help but say yes.”



 



   “Permission to be blunt then, Jocelyn?” I ask her, heating up inside, her cleavage really drawing my eyes in again and again.



 



   “Of course, a blunt question often requires a blunt answer,” Jocelyn answers, leaning in a bit, her massive tits hypnotizing me as her gold chain slips free of her cleavage’s grip and swings, her thick hair spilling over her shoulders, her scent seeming like it’s getting stronger in this small room, filling my nostrils and making it hard to think of anything else but her body.



 



   “Well, blonde with a big ass and tits. Not very original, but I like what I like, haha.” I tell her.



 



   “Ahh, the classic taste, nothing wrong with that,” Jocelyn says, her smile getting broader. “And you can’t say no to that, you say?”



 



   “No, ma’am,” I answer jokingly.



 



   “Good to know. John?”



 



   “Yes, Jocelyn?”



 



   “I want you to fuck me in my ass. You can also fuck my mouth if you want, but I especially want it in my ass. But you may not fuck my pussy. You can lick it if you wish, but no vaginal sex must occur between us.” Jocelyn says, coming to stand before me in my chair, her perfect body taking up all of my vision. My heartbeat pulsing in my ears, I gawp at her for a few seconds before my mind catches up with current events.



 



   “But you’re...umm” I falter, my cock already growing in my work slacks.



 



   “Your boss? Yes, so you don’t have to worry about getting in trouble with the boss because I am her. And as long as there’s no vaginal intercourse, we technically haven’t done anything wrong within the framework of this corporation’s regulations. It’s a loophole I found one day, interesting, isn’t it?” She says, slipping out of her pumps and kicking them into the corner, her eyes getting hungrier with every passing second.



 



   “Ah yes, very interesting,” I answer, my cock rock hard now, Jocelyn’s eyes glued to it, her wet tongue slipping out to lick her lips in hungry anticipation, her massive chest rising and falling as she seems to work herself into a lather.



 



   Grabbing me and tugging at me to get to my feet, I stand before her, at least 6 inches taller, her hands gripping my shirt as she holds me close, her full rack pressed against me, her cleavage deep and mesmerizing. “I’ve wanted you from the moment you walked into this building,” She breathes at me huskily. “So innocent yet so handsome. All the other men stare at me so bluntly with lust, but you’re always soooo careful. I still see you doing it, but you’re ever so sneaky with your looks aren’t you, John? Always so careful to make sure no one is watching
 you
 watch
 me
 . But there are cameras everywhere, and I’ve played them back. When you’re
 sure
 no one can see you, oh my, then you’re ever so blunt and open with your looks. I’ve seen how badly you want me, and now you can have me, you sweet young thing.”



 



   Seeing no point in denying it, having never thought about the cameras and realizing that if she really has looked at footage then yeah, she would have seen me practically drooling over her ass when no one else was around. Opening my mouth once or twice to think of something witty to say, in the end I just shrug and pull Jocelyn even closer, leaning in with a grin to press my lips to hers.



 



   Responding hungrily, Jocelyn’s hands wrap around me, holding my head to hers and across my back, her body squirming against mine as she presses as much of herself against me as she can. My arms wrapped around her, holding her close, sliding down to the swell of her ass, grabbing it with both hands and squeezing it, her cheeks big and firm. Rubbing her ass, I kiss her face and neck, nuzzling her ear before my lips kiss their way down to her cleavage. Letting go of her ass I scrabble for the buttons of her dress suit, unfastening them and letting her massive boobs push through as it opens, then unbutton her blouse, the sexy material of her black lacy bra greeting me as her blouse opens up. Burying my face in her cleavage, I kiss her massive puppies, their feel beneath my lips and the seductive perfume she’s wearing driving me nuts.



 



   My face roving over her chest, planting kisses all over, I push her dress suit off her shoulders and pull it down, the onesie getting a little stuck on the voluptuous mounds of her ass cheeks. My hands sliding around her back over her flawless soft skin, I grab her brassiere and unclasp it, watching it become loose at the front and allowing my hungry lips to kiss even more of her massive breasts, Her areolas now peeking out over the top of her dropping cups.



 



   Her hands running through my hair as I kiss her, I pull her blouse off her shoulders and she wiggles out of it, her bra following seconds later. Now topless, I stop kissing her for a second to lean back and admire her body, her massive pendulous breasts swaying and bobbing a little as she stands there, watching me watching her, a smile on her face, it being quite obvious how enamored I am with the view. Erect pink nipples stand proudly on each boob, encircled by large areolas, her naturally huge breasts full and heavy looking. Cupping them, hefting them in my palms and feeling their weight, my cock aches harder in my pants and I lean back in and kiss them, my lips, teeth and tongue teasing and playing with her nipples, Jocelyn holding me close as I bury my face in her chest.



 



   “Yes. You’ve wanted to do this for a long time, haven’t you John?” Jocelyn whispers huskily as I enjoy her massive naturals, her hands running up and down my body, grabbing my cock through my pants and squeezing my shaft. “Oooh, and look at how hard he is for me! I can’t wait to meet him face to face.”



 



   Grinding myself against her as she grinds against me, my lust building, I grab her dress suit and tug it down over her ass, pulling her sexy panties down with it, the onesie falling to the floor and Jocelyn stepping out of it, her hands still touching me all over, but continuously going back to my throbbing cock. Now naked, I grab her ass and relish in how good it feels, two large, warm mounds of flesh beneath my fingers, kneading her cheeks as I grope her, pulling her to me and feeling the mound of her mons as it presses against my manhood, the heat of her sex penetrating through my pants.



 



   Lifting her up by the ass, Jocelyn’s arms going around my neck for balance, I lift her naked body and deposit her on the edge of her desk, kissing her deeply as my hands explore her naked body. Her legs spread wide for me, my hands trail down over her stomach and to her pussy, running through the small patch of her pubis, feeling the heat roiling off her. Touching lightly, I make contact with her sex, her lips slick with lust, a finger slipping in to the first knuckle with no effort, her body so hungry to be penetrated, her pussy so wet. Cupping her pussy and rubbing it, my mouth starts to travel down her body, kissing along the way, stopping off for a brief intermission at her breasts before continuing down her stomach, Jocelyn leaning back, anticipation in her eyes as my mouth reaches her lower abdomen and continues, with me slowly lowering myself to my knees until I’m kneeling in front of her, her glistening sex right before me.



 



   Rubbing her legs, I kiss her inner thighs, getting closer and closer with each pass to her pussy, breathing in its heady musk as my lips tease her, making her squirm, her stomach tensing as each time she thinks this is the time I’ll make contact. Leaning back on her hands, Jocelyn watches as my mouth comes ever closer to her sex, finally making her gasp with pleasure when my mouth suddenly lands on her clit, kissing and sucking it before my mouth laps at her lips, tasting her sweet nectar as her soft pussy parts and allows my darting tongue access.



 



   Lying down, Jocelyn moans deep in her throat, her now free hands grabbing my hair and guiding me as I eat her pussy, her pelvis gyrating as I find her sweet spots and tickle them, making her shudder and tremble as bolts of sexual bliss hit her. Her legs lifting, her full ass on the edge of the desk, Jocelyn opens herself even more for me, my face buried in her sex, my mouth sucking her entire pussy, pulling her lips with my suction, my tongue fucking her as I alternate between her pussy and her clit.



 



   Pushing my head down, Jocelyn guides my mouth to her asshole, her body scrupulously clean. Licking and lapping at her puckered asshole, I swirl my tongue around it and Jocelyn’s moans increase in length and volume, this obviously being a main button for her. Encouraged by her reaction, I lick her entire area, lapping at her sex and her ass, my arms wrapped around her thighs as I go for it, my face lathered with her pussy’s slick juices.



 



  
 “That’s it baby, eat my ass. Yes, yes that’s it. So good, sooo fucking good baby.”
 Jocelyn moans as my mouth explores her, her hands gripping my hair hard now as I drive her closer and closer to orgasm.



 



   My mouth back on her pussy, I slide a hand between her legs and start pressing against her asshole with a thumb, Jocelyn’s reaction being to moan and tell me yes, stick it in. Sucking her clit, my thumb slides into her tight asshole, her pussy juices lubricating its entry into her. Slowly at first but with an ever-increasing pace, I start to fuck her asshole with my thumb as I eat her out, Jocelyn’s moans now transforming more into grunts of pleasure as her body tenses more and more, her tight ass gripping my thumb.



 



   Reaching up and squeezing a nipple between my thumb and forefinger, I drive Jocelyn over the edge and she starts to buck against my face as her climax hits, holding me firmly in her hands as she grinds herself against me, my one hand pulling her nipple while the other continues to use its thumb to fuck her ass.



 



 
   “Mmmmm!”
 She grunts through clenched teeth, her eyes screwed shut as her orgasm’s waves roll through her, her body trembling as it wracks her, her massive naturals wobbling as her body shakes.



 



   Panting, Jocelyn lets go of my hair and her arms flop to the desk at her sides. A glowing smile on her face. Sliding my thumb out of her and getting to my feet, I look down at the perfect MILF boss before me, naked and spent on her desk, her crotch shiny with my spit and her juices.



 



   Sitting up, Jocelyn drops to the floor. Stepping up to me she grabs my shirt and pulls me down and kisses me, my own mouth responding a split second later. Grabbing my shirt, she lifts it and I break away from our kiss just long enough to take it off, our mouths connecting once again straight after. Her hands roving over my chest, her soft, delicate palms and fingertips exploring me, they make their way down to my pants and unbutton them before pushing them down. My cock tenting my underwear, Jocelyn grabs them and pulls them down too, my manhood springing like a diving board as the elastic of the underwear pulls my length downward before letting go, my knob glistening with pre-come.



 



   Cupping my balls with one hand, Jocelyn strokes my shaft with the other, her thumb rolling over the slick eye of my cock, making me twitch with sensory overload. Chuckling while she kisses me, Jocelyn does it again and again, each time making me twitch, even though I know it’s coming, unable to help myself.



 



   Breaking off from our kiss, Jocelyn kisses my chest and gets to her knees, looking up at me with a hungry grin. On her knees, she looks at my cock and kisses it, her full lips wrapping around my knob as her kiss becomes more. Tasting me, she kisses and licks along my length, running her tongue over my balls as she jerks me off, her eyes piercing mine as I watch her sexy display, my cock and heartbeat pounding. Sucking on one ball, then the other, her tongue swirling over each plum as she does it, I moan with pleasure and stroke her hair, the sounds of her oral filling the closed office. Going back to my shaft, Jocelyn opens her mouth wide and starts to impale her face on my manhood, pushing down deeper and deeper, feeling my knob get to the back of her mouth and then continue, the tightness of her throat wrapping around my girth as she deepthroats me. Her tongue sliding around on the underside of my cock, she takes me deeper and deeper until my balls are against her chin, her nose pressing into my trimmed patch and her eyes looking up at me, turning me on beyond belief.



 



   Throatfucking her, I buck into her, my pelvis humping as her mouth takes my entire length. Grabbing her head and fucking her harder, Jocelyne with one hand toying with my balls while her other holds my ass, pulling me into her, wanting me to fuck her throat harder. Watching her tits sway as I pound into her mouth, her wet lips slurping around my manhood.



 



   Unimpaling herself from my shaft. A long string of pre-come and saliva still connecting my cock to her mouth, Jocelyn slowly stands back up and with a smile turns around, leaning forward onto her desk, proffering her ass to me, wiggling it a little, making her full ass wobble, her cheek’s rhythmic jiggle hypnotizing me. Reaching behind herself with one hand, Jocelyn grabs an ass cheek and pulls it open, showing me her asshole. Gyrating her hips, she looks at me over her shoulder and without a word looks down at my cock, expectantly.



 



   Stepping out of my pants, I walk up to her perfect ass and grab it with both hands, fondling and kneading it, my cock jerking to my pulse, desperate to bury itself inside her. Standing on tippy toes, Jocelyn bends over more, presenting her ass to me, one hand coming from underneath to toy with her sopping pussy, smearing her juices all over her asshole, getting it ready. Holding her hip, my other hand guides my cock to her asshole and presses against it, Jocelyn moaning and pushing back against me, as keen to be embedded as I am keen to embed.



 



   Her slick pussy juices coating her asshole and my pre-come and Jocelyn’s spit lathered all over my cock, I push a little harder and her asshole opens, swallowing my knob suddenly, her butthole’s seal wrapped tight around my girth. Exhaling loudly, Jocelyn’s head drops and she grunts as she starts to back up harder onto my cock as I work my way deeper into her, Jocelyn resting on the desk on her elbows and forearms, her hands clenched into fists as my cock drills deeper into her, her asshole hugging and squeezing my entire length as I get deeper and deeper.



 



   Holding her hips with one hand, my other hand runs over her full ass, watching it wobble with each thrust into her. Up and down her thighs my hand goes, her soft skin flawless and delicate. Over her back and along her shoulders I touch her, feeling her muscles tense as my cock buries itself inside her. Grabbing her shoulders with both hands I start to fuck her harder, my stomach slapping into her ass with each thrust, Jocelyn moaning, her head still bowed as I impale her, her breaths coming out in short little gasps, my cock filling her asshole.



 



   Grabbing one leg, I guide it up onto the desk, opening her legs even wider, still inside her. Now standing on her toes on one foot, I feel her leg shaking as her muscles hold her aloft as I fuck her faster, my balls slapping against her dribbling sex. Her asshole clenching as she tries to stay in position, wrapping even tighter around my shaft, I grunt with pleasure as her body milks me, my cock wrapped in ass and my balls aching for release.



 



 
   “Hnng, I wanna come, Jocelyn. I wanna come inside you.”
 I tell her, my teeth clenching as the sensation of her tight asshole wrapped around my cock becomes more and more intense, her body feeling like it’s trying to squeeze the come out of me through sheer force and pleasure.



 



   “Yes baby, come! Fill my ass!”
 Jocelyn says, her head thrown back as I pummel my cock into her faster and harder, my orgasm close.



 



   Holding her hips tight, I thrust my pelvis in a blur, my body slapping against Jocelyn’s as I power to get my orgasm out, my knob tingling almost painfully with sensation as her tight body grips my shaft, I start grunting deep in my throat as my cock spasms and starts to erupt, hot come flying out to fill Jocelyn’s waiting body, my body hard against hers, my cock unable to go any deeper as I hold her to me and feel my manhood as it twitches and pulses inside Jocelyn, each spasm releasing another salvo of my semen deep into her, Jocelyn squirming and gyrating as I finish inside her, milking my body and taking my every last drop, her hands holding the edge of her desk and gripping it hard as I buck wildly behind and into her.



 



   With shuddering breaths, my whole body twitching, I come down from my high, my grip on Jocelyn’s hips relaxing, my cock still inside her. Putting her leg back to the floor, Jocelyn stands there, bent over the desk, still standing on her toes due to the height difference. Looking over her shoulder she smiles and ever so slowly moves forward, sliding her asshole off my cock. Once we’re fully separated, turning to embrace me, her head resting on my chest, her massive tits pressed into me, her pert nipples poking.



 



   “Mmm, that was
 just
 what I needed John, thanks.” She tells me, murmuring against my chest.



 



   “Haha, likewise, Jocelyn,” I answer, my balls aching dully with the aftermath of such a hard orgasm.



 



   “Lunch Break will be over soon, we'd better get dressed,” Jocelyn says, reluctantly unwrapping herself from me, her large breasts taking all my attention as I watch them move about.



 



   “Good point. Umm, so. About this inappropriate behavior thing…?” I ask, letting the question hang in the air.



 



   “Forget about it. I’ll tell her you’ll be getting closely monitored in case of any repeat incidents, but it’s pretty obvious she just took rejection very badly.”



 



   Our clothes back on, I make my way out of her office, feeling a little bit hungry having missed lunch but certainly having no regrets.



 



*   *   *



 



   A few days later and Jocelyn approaches me about an hour before our shift ends and asks if I can work back, as it’s vital we get this project finished asap to send it off to the clients for approval. I’m not 100% sure if this is an excuse to fuck again or not until I see Jocelyne waiting until no other staff member is looking, and when they’re not, gives me the sexiest wink I could imagine. My cock immediately twitching in my pants, I tell her of course and spend the next hour looking at the clock, wishing the minutes would go by faster, all my thoughts now centered on Jocelyn and her amazing ass.



 



   Saying bye as my co-workers leave, I stay behind at my station and try to look busy until they’ve all left, at which point I see Jocelyn emerging from her office, her dress suit already unbuttoned and her blouse only held together with one button, her massive chest wobbling as she approaches, her bra obviously already off.



 



   “Follow me, John,” Jocelyn says as she walks past and continues further into the building.



 



   Following her eagerly, her perfect ass shaking as she leads me, we come to the sickbay, never actually used but required by law to exist in this workplace. Consisting of a small room with few features, the one piece of furniture I instantly notice is the small bed, my cock growing as I follow Jocelyn into the room.



 



   Turning and wasting no time, Jocelyn starts kissing me, my hands going straight for her large natural breasts, once again amazing me with their weight and feeling, firm yet supple to my fingers, her nipples already erect. With a small pinch, I undo her blouse’s one remaining button and watch as her breasts burst free, Jocelyn’s hands already scrabbling at my now throbbing cock.



 



   Getting my pants undone and dropping them, Jocelyn drops to her knees and hungrily devours my cock, slobbering all over it as she coats it in her slippery saliva. Holding her head, I fuck her mouth, my balls getting massaged as she plays with them, her tongue sliding around my pole as she sucks it.



 



   Pushing her dress suit and blouse off her shoulders, I lean down and play with her tits while she sucks me off. Standing up, Jocelyn peels off her clothes, once again standing before me naked and irresistible, her pussy glistening in the room’s dim light, her hair coated in her slick juices. Getting onto the bed in doggystyle, Jocelyn waves her ass at me and gives me a devious grin.



 



   “Get over here and fuck my ass, young man.” She says playfully, her hand once again slicking her asshole with her own natural lubricant.



 



   Getting onto the narrow bed behind her on my knees, her hand reaches under herself and grabs my shaft, guiding me to her dripping pussy and jerking it up and down, she slicks my knob against her sex, not letting me in but lathering my head with her wetness. Suitably lathered, she guides my knob to her tiny asshole and once in position, starts to back against me, once again doing as much to get my cock inside her as I am. My hands on her hips, I drive my cock inside, getting deeper with each return thrust, Jocelyn arching her back, presenting her ass, making it fill my vision, intoxicating me with animal lust.



 



   Leaning forward to grab her shoulders, I bear down on her, driving my cock deep into her asshole, my weight forcing her to the bed, smooshing her face into the pillow as I pile drive her butt with my length. Her full ass pressed against me as I impale her and hold my cock inside, enjoying the velvet hug of her asshole wrapped tightly around my shaft. My hands on her upper back, pushing her down into the mattress, I have my way with her, my balls slapping against her pussy as I fuck her harder and faster, her asshole gripping my dick with each pump, her body holding onto mine, her hands full of blanket, clenching them tightly.



 



   Grabbing her hair, close to the roots, I pull her head back as I fuck her, Jocelyn moaning like a wounded animal deep in her throat as her head is pulled back, her arched back lifting her ass, her chest on the bed, her thighs flexing as she takes my cock inside her. Slapping her ass, I pull her hair harder as I impale her, our bodies slapping together loudly.



 



   “Harder baby! Pull it harder!”
 Jocelyn moans, making me wrench her head back further still, my slaps on her ass getting faster, making her full cheeks turn red with my handprints.
 “Yes! Yes!”
 She continues, her pelvis squirming on my length as I drill deep into her ass.



 



 
 “Fuck yeah, Jocelyn. You like that? You like me slapping your ass raw huh? You like my cock deep in your ass?
 ” I say, my cock throbbing as much as her ass cheeks must be by now, glowing red.



 



   “Yes baby it feels so good! Slap it harder!”
 Jocelyn commands, my cock burying itself in her butt while my open palm spanks her ass harder, looking for any patches not yet red.



 



   Shaking and without warning, Jocelyn starts to come, her asshole clenching around my manhood as her body explodes, a massive long moan escaping her as her climax takes over, her breath rapid and short, her voice almost a wail as she loses control, thrashing underneath me. Now using my spanking hand to hold her hip, I grip her while she comes, enjoying the ride, her hair still in my grasp, making me able to watch her face as she comes, her eyes shut, her mouth open wide, almost looking like she’s in pain or about to cry, her o-face contorting in the throes of pleasure.



 



   Trembling to a standstill, Jocelyn pants underneath me as she comes down, my ass fucking slowing down as I give her a minute to recover, her body convulsing tightly around my shaft as she twitches and jerks, her nerve endings slowly calming down.



 



   Crawling forward she unimpales herself from my cock and tells me to lie on the bed, brushing her hair out of her way, her face flushed. Lying on my back Jocelyn stands over me., her wet pussy before me as she straddles me and lowers down, her massive natural breasts swinging as she leans forward, her hand reaching down to grab my throbbing cock and re-aim it at her asshole.



 



   Feeling my cock pressing against her sphincter, Jocelyn takes a large breath and slowly lowers herself onto it, my cock sliding into her ass, her body wrapping around me until she’s sitting on me, my cock fully embedded inside her, her glistening sex grinding against my pubis, her large boobs pendulous as she makes herself comfortable on my cock.



 



   “I want your come, John.”
 She says to me as I reach up and fondle her amazing tits, pulling her nipples gently.
 “I want to feel you throbbing inside me as you fill me with your hot load.”



 



   Resting her hands on my chest, Jocelyn starts to piston herself up and down, her thighs flexing as she lifts and lowers herself on my cock, her ass slapping against my thighs on every downstroke. Grabbing her full ass, I knead it as she fucks me, her boobs swaying rhythmically as she gathers pace. Leaning down, she brings them to my face and I suckle them greedily, her erect nipples getting pinched between my lips as her massive breasts threaten to smother me in their fleshy warmth, my mouth roving over them, wanting to kiss and taste every inch of her voluptuous mounds.



 



   Holding my face between her hands, Jocelyn leans in and we start kissing, her breasts against my chest and her ass pistoning up and down on my cock, her body milking me with its tightness. One hand on her ass and the other holding her head to mine, our tongues wrestle wetly against one another, our breathing desperate and lustful as she tries to make me come with her body and I hold my orgasm back, wanting to enjoy this heavenly feeling wrapped around my cock for as long as possible.



 



   Riding me harder and harder, I can feel it’s a losing battle, her body feeling just too good, all of my instincts telling me to come, my animal impulse to fill her coming to the fore. Holding my urges back, I continue to fuck her, drilling her ass from below, Jocelyn breaking away from our kiss to beg me for my come, begging me to release inside her.



 



   Unable to hold on any longer, I grab Jocelyn tighter and hold her to me, fucking her from below now, Jocelyne holding herself in place while my hips thrust upward maniacally, pounding into her asshole, my balls slapping against her cheeks.



 



   “Yes baby! Yes! Come! I can feel you getting closer! Fill me baby, fill me!”
 Jocelyn husks at me, her face inches from mine, her eyes boring into mine as she watches me try to hold on.



 



  
 “Ung! Fuck!
 I exclaim, Jocelyn smiling as she watches my face contort in orgasm, my cock pulsating inside her, shooting come deep into her asshole, my tight balls twitching as my shaft spasms, spurt after spurt of my semen filling her, gasping in pleasure as Jocelyn watches me, smothering my face in kisses as I climax.



 



   “Yes baby, yes. That’s it. Yes, give it to me, give it all to me.”
 She whispers sweetly as I come, kissing my neck and ear as my orgasm subsides, my cock pulsing a few more times before finally coming to a halt, my balls dropping, their job done.



 



   Spent, I lie there under her and breathe, my chest hammering with my heartbeat, Jocelyn’s boobs smothering it. Kissing my face and neck, Jocelyne murmurs contentedly as she lays on top of me, her body still impaled on mine. Stroking her hair and enjoying her scent, I relish the feeling of her awesome MILF body on mine, her soft skin and full curves. My cock slowly going down, Jocelyn wiggles free of it and moves down a little, resting her head on my chest. My hands running slowly up and down her back, we both enjoy the afterglow for a while before Jocelyn mentions that the cleaners will most likely be here soon. Once again reluctantly, Jocelyn gets up and we slowly get back into our clothes, making sure to tidy the bed and check for any overtly obvious wet patches. Walking slowly to the exit together, my hand on her ass as we do, we get to the car park and exchange one final kiss.



 



   “It’s the busy season coming up John, I might need you to do a lot more overtime.” Jocelyn tells me with a devilish grin after our kiss, her hands on my chest, mine around her and cupping her voluptuous ass.



 



   Pretending to look like I’m giving it lots of thought, I eventually answer. “Oh all right, I suppose I can.” Before grinning and leaning in for one
 final
 final kiss.



 



END



 



------------------------------



 



 



MILFS IN HEAT BUNDLE: 4 STEAMY STORIES OF MILF SEDUCTION



 



 







 BUSTY MILF JUST THE BUTT



 



 



   Pushing my lawnmower down the sidewalk with one hand and carrying a small jerrycan of gas in the other, I make my way down the street in the sunshine, knocking on doors and asking people if they’d like their grass cut for $20. Work has been a bit hard to find lately so I’m doing whatever I can to have a little spending money in my pocket, as it’s getting embarrassing asking my folks if I can borrow a few bucks at 22 years of age.



 



  
 The next house along the way looks like a possible yes
 , I think to myself as I walk up its driveway, my mower rolling in front of me. A large house, well kept, except for the slightly longer than normal grass, looking just ripe for a fresh cutting. Ringing the doorbell I try to make myself look as friendly and approachable as possible, having only got 2 people to say yes so far this morning.



 



   The door opens and I’m stunned by how hot the woman who opens the door is. A total MILF, she’s absolutely smoking, dressed in a short robe, loosely tied around her narrow waist, her massive tits almost forcing their way out of it. Her deep cleavage prominent and daring me to stare, my eyes sweep up and down, enraptured, her narrow waist widening out into a thick pair of hips, her bare thighs visible, coming out from under her robe’s inadequate length, barely hiding her underwear. Her hourglass figure surprising me, it takes me a full three seconds before I’ve even bothered to finally look her in the eyes. When I do, they pierce straight into me, smokey and alluring, her long eyelashes and mascara making her look sultry, her large brown eyes twinkling as she watches me gawping at her. Thick hazelnut hair spills over her shoulders and two plump lips adorn her mouth, turned up into a smile as she greets me.



 



   “Hello, young man.” She says, her eyes now sweeping me, dressed in shorts and shirt, my shoes still flecked with grass from the previous mowing.



 



   “Uhh, hi! My name’s Jake, and I’m out today to see if people want their grass cut. Would you like your grass cut? Only $20.” I say, my pitch not coming out as smoothly as it had been all morning, the stunning MILF’s piercing eyes and massive cleavage putting me off my stroke.



 



   “Well hello there, Jake. I’m Mandy. I must say, this is perfect timing. Normally my son would come around and cut my lawn but he’s on his honeymoon and I was thinking about getting something done as it’s starting to look a little scruffy out there.” She answers, motioning with her arm to indicate the general front yard.



 



   “Perfect! I’ll get straight to it then, shall I?” I reply, happy to soon be another $20 richer, and also happy to have gotten to see such awesome tits in the flesh and not on a screen today.



 



   “Sounds good Jake, I’ll just go and make sure I have $20 in real money on me, so much is paid with electronics now, aren’t they?” Mandy says, turning to go inside.



 



   Upon turning, Mandy gives me a great view of her ass as she walks away, her robe
 barely
 covering it, the lines of her cheeks peeking out from under the robe, a hint of white panty flashing at me a few times as she walks deeper into her home. My cock twitching, I try to burn the image of her fine ass into my brain. Returning a minute later, Mandy hands me a 20, her soft hand brushing mine and giving me a small jolt of electricity. Going back inside but leaving her door open, Mandy leaves me to my job which I make short work of, her lawn a little long but otherwise very well kept, her edges easy to trim and soon looking mint again. Breaking a little bit of a sweat but otherwise feeling like it’s certainly not the hardest way to earn 20 bucks.



 



   Knocking on her doorframe, I call out to Mandy that I’m all done and she appears around a corner, approaching me with a smile as she takes in her lawn, once again looking grand. “Thank you, Jake, it looks wonderful. Tell me, would you be able to come back in 2 weeks to do it again? My son won’t be finished with his honeymoon for another month or so.”



 



   “Sure,” I answer, happy to lock in future earnings.



 



   “Great, I’ll give you the money now, think of it as a deposit,” Mandy says, reaching into her robe pocket to grab some money, but dropping it to the ground by accident as she reaches out. “Shoot,” She says, as she turns around and bends over to pick up the note, giving me a full flash of her amazing voluptuous ass, her white panties wrapped around her flawless cheeks.



 



   Almost without thinking, my phone is in my hand and I’m taking a snap, a great opportunity to get a photo of Mandy’s ass for jerking off to later. I press the button just as she’s scooping the note off the ground and my blood freezes as the phone makes the familiar shutter sound of a picture being taken. Putting my phone back in my pocket lightning fast I try to act nonchalant as Mandy turns around but one look at her face and I know I’m busted.



 



   “I think you should come inside, Jake. We need to have a little chat.” Mandy says, her expression inscrutable.



 



   “Ok.” I squeak, unable to believe I was dumb enough to do that with the sound effect still on.



 



   Following her inside and wondering my fate, she sits me down on her couch and sits opposite me, her gown really not helping me keep my eyes off her, her legs and breasts staring at me, her skin looking so flawless and her scent so alluring.



 



   “Taking photos of someone without them knowing is pretty gross, Jake.” Mandy finally says, her eyes piercing mine.



 



   “I’m really sorry, Mandy, I just saw your butt and did it without thinking.”



 



   “You like my butt, do you, Jake?” Mandy asks, watching me.



 



   “Yeah, you have a great ass, Mandy.”



 



   “So you thought you’d just take a photo of it without asking?”



 



   “I have no excuse, I’m sorry,” I repeat.



 



   “You younger people. Too afraid to just ask, wanting to do everything on your phones. Did it ever cross your mind to flirt with me?” Mandy asks.



 



   “Ummm, no, I mean, I wouldn’t want to be rude or anything.”



 



   “As opposed to taking a photo of my butt without asking rude? Haha, I shouldn’t laugh but it’s actually funny how your mind appears to work.”



 



   Not knowing what to say in reply, I sit there silently, waiting to see how this will play out.



 



   “So, let’s look at the facts. There’s a young man called Jake, and he likes a woman called Mandy’s butt. What should Jake do if Jake would like to maybe get a chance to touch Mandy’s butt? Should he take a photo and jerk off at home alone, or should he ask her if she’d like a drink?” Mandy says, watching me with her piercing eyes, a playful smile upon her lips.



 



  “Would...
 would you
 like to go out for a drink, Mandy?” I ask her, a lump in my throat.



 



   “Yes. See how easy that was? But, If we’re going out for a drink, you’d better shower first.” Mandy says, standing up. “Come with me.” She adds, taking my hand and leading me down her hallway to the bathroom. Turning on the water, she tells me to strip off as she leaves the bathroom with a smile.



 



   Hopping under the hot running water, my cock throbbing and fully awake, I lather myself up as I try to digest the last few minutes. The image of Mandy’s ass continuously coming to the fore, goading my cock to stay full and aching with lust.



 



   “We’ll have to make sure you clean your back too,” Mandy says, appearing next to me and making me jump. Taking the soap from my hands, she starts to lather my back, her robe getting drenched as the water splashes off me and sprays her. Her hands rubbing over my back, I keep myself turned from her, trying to hide my erection while wondering what the hell is going on. Lower and lower her hands go, until she’s rubbing my ass cheeks, her fingers digging in as she squeezes my butt and moans approvingly behind me.



 



   Her slippery hands reach around and rub my lower abdomen, setting off a flock of butterflies inside me. Kissing my back, Mandy a good 10 inches shorter than me, I feel her hands go lower and grasp my throbbing cock, one hand stroking me off under the shower’s spray while her other fondles my heavy balls, making me sigh in pleasure as her soapy hands ‘clean’ my length.



 



   “Your cock feels so good in my hands, Jake,” Mandy says over my shoulder and into my ear, her increasingly wet robes and body pressed against me, her hand gripping my shaft and pumping, teasing the knob on each upward stroke. “Isn’t it nicer to have someone else jerk you off?”



 



   “Mmm,” I reply, her skilled hands making my length tingle with pleasure.



 



   “You were going to jerk off while looking at the picture of my ass, weren’t you?”



 



   “Mmm, yes, Mandy,” I moan, her hands so nice on my cock and balls, the warm water showering down on me.



 



   “Probably imagining that you were fucking it, yes?” Mandy continues.



 



   “Yes,” I reply, my hand steadying myself against the smooth tiles of the shower wall as I lower my head, my eyes closed, enjoying the best handjob I’ve ever received.



 



   “So naughty, Jake.” Mandy purrs into my ear, her hand pumping faster, my hips bucking, the wet sounds of her handjob filling the shower. Breathing heavy, I can feel my balls lifting under Mandy’s palm, an orgasm fast approaching as her skilled hands do their work. Mandy can feel it too, her kisses dotting all over my back. “Do you want to come, Jake?”



 



   “Yes Mandy,” I moan, my hips bucking in time to her strokes, my knob aching for release.



 



   “You can feel it building, your hard cock wanting to explode any second?”



 



   “Mmm, yes.”



 



   “Well you don't get to come yet, young man,” Mandy says, her hands disappearing from my crotch, leaving me standing there under the water, pumping my pelvis almost comically into the air, so close yet so far now from a release, my head shaking as the teasingly good feeling runs through my body. I’m so fucking hard right now, my legs trembling, my cock needing to come. Chuckling, Mandy pats my ass and gives it a playful squeeze. “You’ll have to work a little harder than that if you want me to help you come, Jake.”



 



   Turning around, my manhood standing out and brushing against Mandy as I face her, I take in the fresh view, her wet robe glued now to her curves, her breasts, now unadorned with a bra, covered in the robe’s wet form-fitting material, hanging pendulously and full, her nipples creating two beacons in the fabric. Her plunging cleavage, with warm water running down it, calls out to me and I reach out with both hands and cup her massive natural tits, lifting them in my palms to feel their weight, the heat of her body warmer than the water, my thumbs caressing her erect nipples as I lean in to kiss her. Wrapping her arms around me, she leans in too and we kiss, the water cascading over us, her full, pouty lips mashing against mine as I kiss her ferociously, my lust and passion at an all-time high, my need for a woman’s touch having never been so intense before, my every fiber telling me I must have this MILF, simply
 must
 .



 



   Peeling her soaked robe from her shoulders it falls to the shower floor with a wet thud, her bare breasts swaying as they’re freed. Pulling away, I openly admire her body, my hungry look taking in her tits and roving over her belly to her sex, a small rectangle of trimmed hair demarking her mons, the swell of her pubis making my heat levels rise even further as it glistens in the water, the promise of intense pleasure just hidden below.



 



   Pulling her back to me, my hands holding her close, my palms slither down her sides and I cup her full ass, kneading her perfect cheeks in my hands, shaking her ass as my lust makes me grind my hard cock against her, wanting to be inside her so bad. Kissing her mouth, my hands playing with ass, I start to explore her neck with my lips, kissing her as the water showers down on us, my mouth traveling over her breasts, my tongue flicking over her nipples, sucking them and teasing them. Bending my knees, I make my way lower, kissing her stomach, Mandy’s hands running through my wet hair as I go lower and lower. Now on my knees, her pussy before me, I grab Mandy’s thighs and urge them apart, Mandy complying, her legs spreading and her sex revealing itself to me, two thick lips, smooth and shiny in the water, puffy with need.



 



   Looking up at her and smiling, I kiss her lips, my tongue flicking out to taste her, her pussy’s aroma wonderful, her sex’s taste amazing. Her back curving, Mandy thrusts her pelvis forward, all the better to watch me eating her out. Her mons pressed against my nose, I start to lick and lap at her sex, great big swipes of my tongue, taking her all in, sucking and kissing her lips, gyrating my face as I bury it into her pussy, her hands holding my hair.



 



   Her eyes piercing into mine, our stares in a deadlock, I swirl my tongue around her clit for the first time and suck it, Mandy’s stare finally breaking as she closes her eyes and bites her lip, the pleasure too intense. Chuckling in my throat at ‘winning’ the staring contest, I focus on her clit, sucking it harder, feeling it fill and swell between my lips, her sensitive bud making her buck and twitch as my mouth attacks her sex.



 



   Grinding herself against me, standing on her toes, my head tilted back, Mandy practically straddling my face, her hand gripping my hair as her other tweaks and teases her nipples. My own hands holding her full ass, I feel her pelvis jolt back and forth as she rides my face like her favorite pillow, grinding one out while I taste her nectar.



 



   Staring at me intensely, her massive tits swaying as she leans forward over me, her pussy against my mouth and my tongue either buried inside her or swirling around her clit, I feel her bucks getting more and more jerky as an orgasm fast approaches her.



 



   “That’s it Jake, eat this pussy, yes. Yes, that’s it. Eat it Jake, eat my pussy
 .” Mandy moans, her sex pummeling back and forth over my face, my mouth slick with her pussy moreso than the water.



 



   Feeling a tremble run through her legs, I hold on to Mandy and smile inwardly as her grip on my hair becomes almost painful and she starts to shudder, her pelvis bucking madly on my face, Mandy pulling my head harder into her sex as she grinds out her orgasm on my mouth. Basically standing over me with my face being the corner of a washing machine on its spin cycle. Mandy holds me in place and comes again and again, her large breasts swinging as I look up and watch, Mandy’s eyes screwed shut as her climaxes run through her, her stomach flexing and bending her double, her ass flexing in my hands and she bucks back and forth over my hungry mouth.



 



   Moaning and sighing, bucking slower and slower, Mandy’s orgasm slowly comes to an end, the odd twitch or tremble still hitting her every now and then as her body comes down, her hands relaxing on my hair, her thighs no longer flexing as she lowers herself from her toes back to her feet, her sex sliding over my face as she stands, her breasts heaving as she takes in large gulps of air. Still kneeling, my cock throbbing between my legs, I look up at this MILF beauty, her face flushed with orgasm, her pussy dribbling her lust down her thigh, mixing with the shower’s spray.



 



   Smiling at me hungrily, Mandy turns off the water and helps me to my feet, stepping out of the shower and handing me a large towel, soft and luxurious feeling. Drying myself, I watch Mandy’s body jiggle as she pats herself dry, her ass and thighs calling to me, making my already hard cock ache even more for her. Dry enough for Mandy’s purposes, she grabs me by the cock and leads me to her bedroom, her full ass wobbling as I follow her, its seductive sway hypnotic. Reaching out, I squeeze her ass as we walk, her smooth freshly washed skin amazing to the touch.



 



   Entering her room she leads me by the dick to her bed, a large one covered in thick blankets, the day’s sunlight beaming through her open curtains. Pushing me onto the bed on my back, I scooch up as she crawls up to join me, hunger in her eyes, locked onto my throbbing cock. Kissing her way up my legs, she tickles my inner thighs with her pouting lips, her kisses sending waves of sexual energy through me. Petting my heavy balls, she licks them, her wet tongue making me breathe in through clenched teeth, her lips so soft as they pucker against my swollen balls. Licking her way up my shaft, she laps at my length, tasting my cock, her tongue swirling on its sensitive underside before coming to a rest of my knob.



 



  Kissing the head of my dick, tasting my glistening pre-come, Mandy locks eyes with me as she opens her mouth and lowers herself onto my cock, her warm lips enveloping my girth as my head disappears into her mouth, her tongue teasing the eye of my cock, making me twitch with bursts of pleasure. Her soft mouth pumping up and down my shaft, gripping me with her lips, filling my cock with ecstasy. Watching me grimace in pleasure as I watch her gobble my cock, she plays with my balls. Stroking some errant hair from her face, her smokey eyes daring me to come while her lips pulse up and down my member, she squirms on the bed while she sucks my cock, grinding her pelvis against the mattress, my own pelvis bucking, fucking her mouth while she works my shaft ever deeper down her throat.



 



   Slurping on my pole, fondling my balls, my hands stroking her hair, gripping her head, rubbing her shoulders, I lie there in bliss while her expert mouth brings my cock to the edge. My balls rising once again in her palms, Mandy sucks me faster, her head bobbing rapidly as her mouth is fucked by my throbbing cock.



 



   Throwing my head back, my teeth clenched, I feel my climax building in my balls, very close now. Mandy takes her lips from my cock and her hands from my balls and shaft, getting up from her prone position to now be sitting on her heels between my legs, watching me with an amused expression as I pump my cock into the air helplessly, so badly needing my release but once again not getting it. Groaning with need, my hips bucking into the air, my cock stands there glistening, slathered in Mandy’s spit. Throbbing almost painfully with lust.



 



   “Not quite yet, Jake. When you come, I want it to be in my ass.” Mandy purrs at me, watching my eyes widen as I understand her, realizing this means I’m getting to take Mandy in the butt.



 



   Running her hands up and down my thighs, getting close but never touching my aching cock, Mandy explores my young body with her fingertips, biting her lip as she runs her hands over my stomach and chest, leaning in to do so, giving me the chance to play with her massive naturals. Pulling her nipples, I fondle her tits as she leans over me, my cock throbbing but neglected, my hips still pumping, my instincts to fuck not leaving me alone.



 



   Unable to take the pressure inside my midsection anymore, I grab Mandy and roll her onto her back, Mandy laughing as I manhandle her. Once on her back, I smother her with kisses, my hands enjoying every inch of her body. Crawling between her legs, I lay on top and we kiss deeply, Mandy’s hands running up and down my back while I squirm against her, my every urge to simply plunge myself inside her, but forcing myself to remain in control. Grabbing her thighs from underneath, I open her legs wide, the heat of her sex burning against me. Getting up and kneeling between her legs, I grab her ankles and spread her further, her soaking pussy glistening in the sunlight, her asshole getting coated in her own natural lubricant.



 



   Getting closer, Mandy grabs my shaft and guides it to her asshole, swirling it around, spreading her lube over my knob and her puckered butthole. “Fuck my ass, Jake, stick it deep in me.” Mandy purrs as I start to push against her asshole, letting go of her ankles and transferring my hands to her hips, Mandy holding my cock with one hand while the other swirls around on her clit, coating her fingers with her juices.



 



   Pushing harder, my cock pops through her asshole, her sphincter wrapping tightly around my girth, gripping it. With a moan of pleasure, I gawp as the intensity of her asshole around my cock fills me, my body contracting and trembling with bliss. Her full ass cheeks spread, they start to wobble as my cock penetrates her deeper. Her body’s lube letting my length in, inch by inch. Lowering myself, I start to fuck her ass in pretty much missionary, our mouths connecting as we kiss passionately while I fill her asshole with my throbbing cock, my hands under her, gripping her ass as I pump my body into hers, the wet slap of my balls as they meet her cheeks with every inward thrust.



 



   Her fingernails trailing up and down my back, I hold Mandy close as I butt fuck her, her massive natural breasts bobbing with every pump. Her legs wrapped around me, she pulls me closer to her, trapping me in her clutches, her hands going down my back to grab my ass, just like I am grabbing hers. The tightness of her asshole filling my cock with pleasure, her body hugging my shaft, every inch of it feeling pressure from all around as the velvet walls of her asshole slide back and forth over my length. Pumping into her, watching her face when we’re not kissing I can’t believe how lucky I am to be fucking such a hot MILF, her body so snugly wrapped around mine, my cock throbbing with an aching need deep in my balls all the way to the tip of my pounding head.



 



   Holding Mandy tight, I roll over, her asshole still fully impaled on my cock, Mandy now on top of me. Sitting up a little on my dick, I get access to her breasts and don’t waste the opportunity, leaning in to take a nipple hungrily into my mouth, sucking it while Mandy rocks back and forth on my engorged manhood. My hands holding her ass, I pump her up and down on my pole, her asshole swallowing and disgorging my cock again and again as I fuck her ass faster and faster.



 



   Her thick hair rolling over her shoulders and into my face, I look up into her beautiful eyes and Mandy sees my need and smiles.
 “You’re allowed to come this time Jake,”
 She says as she pistons up and down my length.
 “I want to feel you filling me up with your hot young semen.”



 



   So keen to come, I pull Mandy off me and get behind her, grabbing her hips and pushing my cock back inside her asshole, Mandy grunting as my length once again fills her. Inside her ass in doggystyle, I start to fuck her hard for the finish line, my hips slamming into her full ass as I go for it, her whole body shaking as I pound into her, my animal urges taking over, my only objective now being to fill her with my come. Grunting and moaning in pleasure as I take her asshole rapidly from behind, Mandy begs me for my come, telling me to give it to her, to fill her up with it.



 



  Reaching under herself, I feel one of Mandy’s hands start playing with my balls, sending me over the edge. With a loud grunt and with my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips, my cock spasms and shoots the first load of come deep into Mandy’s asshole, my body shaking and jerking as twitch after twitch of my cock releases spurt after spurt of my load into her, my teeth clenched as my body takes over, needing only to empty itself into this stunning MILFs ass and nothing more. Playing with my balls, her soft hands help encourage every last drop of my semen out, filling her tight ass with my hot jizz.



 



   Squirming in pleasure beneath me, Mandy moans as I fill her, feeling my hot come inside her as my cock pulses and convulses inside her butt.
 “Mmmm, Jake, that feels so good. Fill me, yes.”
 She purrs as my climax subsides, my thrusts becoming less urgent as my balls finish their job.



 



   Still inside her and feeling dizzy with pleasure, I rub her ass cheeks, patting them, before leaning down to kiss her back and her neck, slowly pulling myself out of her asshole and collapsing next to her, where Mandy rolls onto her side facing away and snuggles up close, becoming the little spoon as she presses herself against me. My arm wrapping around her, my fingers trail from her breasts, down her belly and to her sex, toying with her glistening lips before coming back up to wedge themselves between her massive naturals, becoming the meat in a titty sandwich.



 



   “That was wonderful Jake, thank you,” Mandy murmurs as she gets comfortable against me, her sweet-smelling hair filling my nostrils, her soft delectable body tingling all against mine, my wilting cock snug between her full ass cheeks.



 



   “No, thank
 you
 ,” I reply softly, enjoying the afterglow, my orgasm way more intense than I’m used to, frankly knocking me out a little.



 



   “Are you in any rush to go out for that drink?”



 



   “Hell no, Mandy,” I answer with a smile, more than happy to stay wrapped up like this for the rest of the day, actually.



 



   “That’s good. I’m sure your young body will want a round two soon enough.” Mandy says, reaching behind herself to pat me on the leg.



 



   Kissing her neck, I tell her that with an ass as perfect as hers, especially when it’s pressed against my cock like it is, that’s a sure thing.



 



   “You don’t have to tell me, but was that your frst time having anal sex, Jake?” Mandy asks, her fingertips trailing up and down my arm as I hold her.



 



   “Haha, was it that obvious? Yeah, it was.”



 



   “No, not at all, that’s why I had to ask. You did very well young man, you’re quite the stud. And of course, there was the simply
 amazing
 job you did on me in the shower, a full 10 out of 10 for those oral skills of yours, Jake.” Mandy answers with a laugh, squirming her ass against my cock a little harder, teasing me.



 



   Feeling pretty proud of myself to be complimented as such from an experienced MILF, I blush a little as I grind my body against hers, the softness of her skin and her natural post-shower scent alluring me.



 



   Lifting her leg a little, Mandy reaches between her legs and rubs my plums, her fingertips grazing my balls softly as she teases them, making me grind against her harder. Taking my hand from between her tits, I start to play with them again, the heat rising in my head. Moving a little, Mandy gets on her back, but still against me, her hand playing with my balls while I play with her tits. Our faces close, we kiss slowly, now without the urgency but still with all the passion, really taking my time to explore her tongue with mine, our lips pressing against one another’s again and again, breaking off every now and then to smile at one another and stare into each other’s eyes.



 



   My hand goes from her breasts to her sex, my fingertips walking through her trimmed bush and circling around her clit, dipping into her slit to feel her soaking wetness. Opening her leg, Mandy gives me unspoken easier access and I play with her pussy, running my hand up and down it, one finger pressed between them, feeling how slick she is with lust, the finger then swirling around her bud, making her jolt as I find her buttons. Kissing deeper, she grabs my shoulder and pulls me to her, my body slowly ending up on top of her as we continue to kiss and fondle each other. Eventually, on top of her, her sex red hot and burning against my crotch, we dry hump one another, our kisses getting more and more desperate as the heat inside us begins to build again. Feeling my cock starting to grow, Mandy pushes me up a little so she can get her hand between us and grabs it, jerking me off while we kiss, my free hand playing with one massive natural breast, her nipples becoming erect and firm again.



 



   This time grabbing me and rolling over, I end up on my back with Mandy on top, squirming against me, grinding herself against my young body, her weight to one side so she can pull on my dick with her delicate hand, her breasts pressed to my chest. Kissing for a few more minutes, Mandy crawls off me and tells me to sit up on the pillows, like if I was reading in bed. Doing as she says, she sits on my lap facing away from me, my cock hard and throbbing between her legs, her body between me and my shaft.



 



   Leaning back, she ends up laying against me, her back on my chest and her head almost next to mine, her ear and neck close by, offering me the perfect chance to nuzzle and kiss them, which I do. Rubbing her own natural lube against her asshole, Mandy gets her butt ready and then, lifting her ass from my lap, lowers herself onto my cock, the head pressing against her asshole before I pop inside her once again, her asshole wrapping tight around my girth as she lowers herself onto me, eventually sitting back on my lap, only now with my cock fully impaled inside her.



 



   Laying on top of me face up, I wrap my hands around her and play with her massive tits, while with one hand she reaches up to hold my head as she turns and holds her face close to mine, her other hand grabbing one of mine and guiding it to her sopping sex.



 



   Riding me slowly, I play with Mandy’s clit as her ass embeds itself again and again on my manhood, Mandy groaning deep in her throat as I fill her well from this position. Kissing her cheek, she turns her face and we kiss, her large boobs in one hand, her slick pussy in the other. Pistoning herself up and down on my cock at her perfect pace with her legs, Mandy milks my cock with her asshole, our tongues lashing at one another while I explore her pussy with my fingertips, discovering just how she likes to be touched, with how much pressure and for how long. Rubbing her clit rapidly before changing to a swirl, Mandy squirms on my dick, moaning in pleasure, her hips bucking as my cock fills her ass.



 



   Her face so close to mine, I whisper in her ear how good it feels to be inside her, how good her asshole feels wrapped around my hard cock, a cock that was made hard by how fucking hot she is.



 



 
 “Yes! More...more.”
 Mandy pants, writhing in pleasure on my dick while I play with her clit.



 



   “It feels so good inside you Mandy, makes me want to come, makes me want to grab your hips and fuck you hard, fill you with my come. Makes me want to come inside you so bad Mandy, your asshole feels so fucking good.”



 



   “Ugh! Fuck! Yes Jake! More! More!”
 Mandy grunts, her bucking on my cock becoming more intense, my dirty talk driving her wilder with lust.



 



   “I just wanna grab you and fuck you so hard, you’ve made me so hard Mandy! Do you feel it? Do you feel my hard cock inside Mandy? Do you? You made that hard cock! You made that hard cock that wants to fill you with come! You want my come Mandy? You want my come?”



 



  
 “Yes Jake! Yes I want it...ugh ..ugh...ughoooooh!”
 Mandy wails as she starts to come, her body trembling on mine, her shakes transferring into me and sending me over the edge too, my hands rubbing her pussy furiously as my cock starts to pulse, filling Mandy with my come as she squirms uncontrollably on my dick, her body convulsing in climax.



 



 
   “I’m coming Jake, oh fuck, I’m coming!”
 Mandy cries as her body squeezes my length.



 



  
 “Me too! Fuck!”
 I grunt as my body pumps into Mandy, no more able to help myself right now than she is.



 



   Thrashing and flailing, Mandy comes on top of me, while holding onto her, I come deep in her ass, our mouths wetly kissing at one another as we try to crawl inside one another, my hands wrapped around her, her asshole wrapped around my shaft. Shivering in post-orgasm bliss, we lie there, getting our breath back, Mandy’s head lolling on the same pillow as mine, half resting on my shoulder, my hands slowly running up and down her body, feeling her heartbeat between her breasts, and the slickness of her pussy as it dribbles and coats my balls in her climaxes juices.



 



   Still inside her, we roll to the side, ending up back in spooning position, complete and satisfied. Without a word we lay there for a good 10 minutes, my arm around Mandy and Mandy’s fingers stroking my arm, staring into nothing, coming down in our own time. My cock slowly exiting her, slick with her lube.



 



   “Jake, Jake,
 Jake
 .” Mandy says eventually, a satisfied smile on her face. “Whatever will we do with you?”



 



   “Haha, whatever you want, Mandy.” I reply, giving her a squeeze.



 



   “Hmm, I like the sound of that, young man,” Mandy answers, before we lay there without another word for another 20 minutes.



 



   Sitting up reluctantly, Mandy looks down at my naked body with a smile and runs her hand over my chest, appreciatively. Reaching up, I stroke a large boob in a similar way, never getting tired of just how great big natural boobs feel.



 



   “That’s me pretty much done for the day, Jake. I can’t actually go out for a drink with you as I’m expecting company in an hour and need to start getting ready, but I really would love to do this again.”



 



   “Me too. I’ll see you in two weeks to cut your grass again, yeah?” I ask hopefully.



 



   “Actually, I was hoping you could maybe come around sooner? You wouldn’t have to bring your lawnmower though.” Mandy answers, giving me a cheeky grin.



 



   Grinning back, I tell her I can’t wait. Already excited for my next amazing session with MILF Mandy and her perfect ass.



 



END



 



------------------------------



 



 



 MILF BOSS NEEDS IT BAD



 



 



   Parking my car and hopping out, I look up at the hotel as I lock my doors. It’s a new building, only finished in the last few months, four stories of beds and convenience for travelers and holidaymakers alike. Glancing at my phone I can see I’m 15 minutes early for my job interview. I’m applying for the night porter position as a friend who had done it himself in the past said it was a pretty mellow job, mainly babysitting a hotel while everyone sleeps, which sounds like an easy enough way to make a dollar.



 



  Walking through its automatic doors and into a large lobby, still smelling like a new building, I make my way to the reception desk, where I’m greeted by a smiling cutie about my age.



 



   “Hi, I’m Sarah. Welcome to the Summer Hill Hotel, how may I help you?”



 



   “Hi, Sarah. I’m here for the job interview, the night porter? I’m Brad.”



 



   “Certainly. Cindy is still interviewing another applicant just over there,” Sarah informs me, motioning over to a quiet corner of the lobby, “If you’d just like to take a seat I’ll tell her you’re here as soon as she’s done.”



 



   “Thanks,” I answer, walking to the opposite side of the current interview and sitting down.



 



   Looking around, it appears like it’s a pretty nice place. Not minimalist, but not cluttered either, possibly as a side effect of being new. My eyes roaming about, I glance over at the interview that’s already taking place, the man being interviewed with his back to me. The woman, Cindy, is momentarily obscured from my eyeline before she sits back in her chair and I see her for the first time.
 Wow
 , I think to myself,
 she’s a total and utter MILF! What a babe!
 Cindy is in her 40’s, more specific than that I can’t pinpoint, with a thick shock of blonde hair, tumbling over her shoulders. Blue eyes stare into the interviewee’s, bright and animated, her women’s cut suit open at the front, her large breasts straining against her crisp white blouse. Her legs crossed under the table, her short work skirt offering me a brilliant view of her long tanned legs, I find myself staring hungrily when I see she’s looked over and noticed me. I smile weakly, busted and she smiles back before returning to the interview.



 



   Shit. Great first impression Brad,
 I berate myself as I sit there feeling dumb, my ears reddening. Pulling out my phone and trying to stare at it, I can’t help but take a few more glances at Cindy, she’s just too irresistible to not look at. And again and again, Cindy looks at me while I’m looking at her, obviously aware that the young man on the other side of the lobby is gawping at her, and again and again, I tell myself to stop but I don’t, her stunning face and huge tits drawing my eyes to her like a moth to a light.



 



   I see Cindy and the man standing and exchanging a handshake before the man leaves, and Cindy makes her way over to the reception desk. Talking with Sarah, a moment later she’s walking over and greeting me. Standing up, I shake her hand, the soft skin of her palm making me tremble as I instantly imagine such a delicate hand wrapped around my cock.



 



   “Hi Brad, I’m Cindy, would you follow me to the table, please?” Cindy asks, her face gorgeous this close up, her features so well put together, from her full pouty lips to her cute little nose and piercing eyes, she totally has me under her spell.



 



   “Hi Cindy, of course,” I answer, following her and taking in her ass as I do. It’s a fantastic butt, filling the back of her skirt and pumping as she walks, her tanned thighs flexing as she steps along the soft carpet.



 



   Sitting down, Cindy takes out some paperwork and glances at it. “So, you’re applying for the job of night porter? Any experience in that area?”



 



   “Honestly? No, but I’ve always been a bit of a night owl, so a night shift job seems like a perfect fit for me. And obviously, I’m keen to learn and
 get
 some experience.” I tell her with a smile, forcing myself not to look at her deep,
 deep
 cleavage. Weakening for a moment, I look anyway, her boobs easily big enough for me to lose a hand between them. Looking back up and yep, Cindy has seen me ogle her tits, her own smile inscrutable.



 



   “I like your honesty, Brad.” Cindy tells me, moving some hair behind her ear, “And we haven’t received any other applicants for night porter. So, I’ll show you around the building, explain what your main duties will be, and you can start Monday. How does that sound?”



 



   “Wow, got the job within a minute? My parents will be so proud.” I tell her with a smile, unable to believe my luck.



 



   Laughing, Cindy gets up and motions for me to follow her to the receptionist’s desk. “Sarah, Brad will be starting with us on Monday, I’m just going to show him around the building, if anyone wants me, I’ll be reachable again around 1.”



 



   “Ok Cindy, welcome aboard, Brad,” Sarah says with a smile as I follow Cindy deeper into the building.



 



   Showing me around, Cindy explains how I’ll be responsible for running the hotel during the wee hours of the morning, with it being a medium-sized place and still being slightly understaffed. Pointing out the kitchens and laundry, and introducing me to other members of the staff. Eventually, we end up on the fourth floor, the smell of fresh paint hitting my nostrils as the doors to the elevator open.



 



   “This level is still being finished, but should be ready for residents in the next few weeks,” Cindy explains as we walk down its spacious corridor, doors leading to rooms on either side.



 



   Turning a corner, and then another one, the building becomes very quiet, absent of both patron and staff. Stopping at what seems like a random door, Cindy presses a card against its lock and opens it, ushering me inside. Surprisingly, it looks like a finished and lived in room, the fresh paint smell absent. Crossing the large room, Cindy opens the curtains and fills the space with sunlight. Whilst full of belongings, everything is neat and tidy.



 



   “This is actually where I live at the moment, Brad,” Cindy says, turning to me. “I wanted to move into the area from interstate and was looking for work. They offered me a place to live while I work here until I found a house on the market that suits my needs.”



 



   “That’s pretty cool,” I answer, watching Cindy as she walks slowly closer and closer towards me, an animalistic hungry look in her eyes.



 



   “Yes, it is,” She purrs. “But it does mean I’m a long way from all my friends and family, and it gets so lonely at times. Plus my boyfriend wasn’t willing to move and so now he’s my ex-boyfriend.” Cindy continues, her hands reaching out and grabbing the hem of my pants. “I haven’t had sex in three months, Brad. Can you imagine?”



 



   “That’s...uh...that’s a long time,” I answer, my entire body heating up as Cindy’s bright blue eyes pierce mine, her tits heaving as she breathes deep, biting her lip.



 



  “Yes. And then a sexy young man walks into my hotel, totally unable to keep his eyes off of me. I know you want me, Brad, and I want you, so as two adults why don’t we just help each other out?” Cindy purrs, her voice now barely a whisper as, without waiting for a reply, she unzips my pants, freeing my growing cock. Reaching into my boxers she grabs my shaft and starts stroking it, my manhood throbbing and filling ever more with every passing second.



 



   Grabbing my head, she pulls us close and we start to kiss, one hand pumping my cock furiously while the other holds my face to hers, our tongues lashing at each other. Automatically, my hands grab her, one holding her firm ass as the other comes up the front and starts playing with her massive natural tits, pushing them up and feeling their weight bear down on my palm.



 



   Grunting and moaning like a woman possessed, Cindy pulls my pants and boxers down jerkily with one hand, her other gripping my head tight, keeping it pressed to her as we kiss wildly. Stepping out of my pants I stand there kissing her, my cock fully hard, Cindy pumping it madly. Finally letting go of me just long enough to pull off my top, admiring my young naked body for a moment with her ravenous eyes before closing in again. Her hand back on my cock, her other stroking my back as she kisses my chest, biting at my nipples playfully and covering every inch of my front with smooches, her soft lips tickle me as she roves over my body, her head slowly going down as she works her way inexorably down towards my throbbing shaft.



 



   Getting on her knees, Cindy admires my cock, playing with it, tickling it, stroking my balls with her fingertips and watching enraptured as my length pulses with my heartbeat, her eyes filled with joy like she’s never seen a dick before.



 



   “It’s been so long, Brad. God, you’ve got a handsome cock. I knew as soon as I saw you you’d have a beautiful one.” Cindy purrs at me as I watch her with a smile, never having had someone basically worshipping my manhood before.



 



   Grabbing it with both hands, Cindy starts to jerk me off, squeezing my shaft hard, milking it, bringing a little pre-come to glisten wetly from the eye of my dick. Looking up at me, Cindy slides out her tongue and flicks the eye of my cock with the tip, taking my pre-come and tasting it, a string of my sticky substance hanging from cock to lip. Licking her lips, Cindy says yum and leans in, kissing the head of my cock sensuously, her hands pumping. Taking me deeper and deeper into her mouth, Cindy sucks me faster, one hand leaving my length to fondle my balls, the wet slurping sounds of her oral filling the otherwise soundless room, the sunlight cascading over us as this total MILF sucks my hard cock.



 



   Grabbing her head with one hand while the other strokes her hair, I buck into Cindy’s mouth as she engulfs my cock with her lips. Straightening her neck, she takes me deeper, my head passing her tongue and filling her throat, the tightness of her passageway hugging my cock, milking it expertly as she swallows while I’m in her, making her throat contract and jerking me off orally.



 



   Pushing deeper, holding her head in place, I feel my balls against her chin and her nose on my pubis, Cindy still not having made a single gagging noise. Now holding her under the chin and by the back of the head, I start to fuck her face, Cindy’s fingernails trailing up and down my thighs while I do so.



 



   “Ugh fuck yeah Cindy! Feels so good fucking your face! Jesus Christ you’re so hot!”
 I grunt as I throat fuck her, Cindy taking everything I give her like a champ.



 



   “Mmm!” Cindy moans, my cock inside her making it impossible for her to give any other response.



 



   Unimpaling herself from my cock, Cindy grabs my shaft starts kissing it up and down, looking up at me with a wicked smile between pecks, my manhood glistening with her saliva. Standing up, one hand still pumping my length, she pulls me with her and we end up on her bed, with me on top of her and the both of us kissing madly. Wrapping her legs around me, I can feel Cindy’s pelvis grinding against my cock as she dry humps me. Sitting up, I start to peel her clothes off, taking her suit top from her shoulders before unbuttoning her blouse, each successive button revealing more and more of her massive cleavage. Totally undone, I pull the blouse from Cindy and reach behind her to unclasp her bra, Cindy pulling me closer and burying my face in her cleavage.



 



   Her bra unfastened, she pulls it from her shoulders and arms, her huge natural tits swaying pendulously as I watch, her large nipples dark and sexy, encircled with large areolas. Grabbing them, I push them up and together, amazed at how heavy they are. Planting kisses on one and then the other, Cindy throws her head back and sighs happily, obviously glad to be on the receiving end of some adult fun again.



 



   Kissing her breasts, I push Cindy back down, my mouth trailing down over her stomach until I come to the fabric of her skirt. Grabbing it, I wiggle it down, Cindy lifting her perfect ass to help. Peeling the skirt off I’m greeted with white panties, a small patch of moisture apparent at her slit, her body betraying her lust. Grabbing the panties with my teeth, I tug them down before taking them off completely with my hands, Cindy squirming in pleasure as she becomes as naked as I.



 



   Looking down I take in her sex for the first time, a small tuft of blonde hair crowning her mons, trimmed and sensual looking. Leaning down I kiss her belly and work my way to her pussy, kissing around her pubis and teasing her slit with kisses on her inner thighs, Cindy’s legs opening wide for me. Kissing her lips and teasing her hood, Cindy curls her body so she can reach down and stroke my back while I kiss her sex. Wriggling further still, We end up in an almost 69 position, Cindy’s hands desperately grabbing at my cock and balls as she brings her face closer and closer to my manhood.



 



   Straddling her face, I position myself over her, my mouth pressed to her sex as I eat her out, Cindy’s hand grabbing my cock and guiding it hungrily to her warm mouth, her other hand wrapped around me, squeezing my ass as I start to pump my cock into her mouth, fucking her from above. Her legs spread wide, I dive into Cindy’s sex, her scent and taste sweet, her lips soft and slippery with natural lube. Sucking her clit, I feel her tremble beneath me and suck it again, harder this time. Moaning around my cock, sending vibrations through my length, I fuck her mouth as she takes me deeper and deeper inside her throat, amazed that I can fuck her as deeply and as powerfully in the mouth as I could if it was her pussy.



 



   Moaning deeply on my cock, Cindy’s pussy beneath my mouth, I tease and swirl my tongue around her clit, her swollen bud making her jump and twitch with buzz after buzz of intense pleasure. Kissing her pussy deep like I’m kissing her mouth, and fucking her mouth hard like I’m fucking her pussy, I take Cindy completely in this 69, her perfect body under mine as I have my way with her, Cindy’s moans telling me she loves it.



 



   Squeezing my ass harder and harder, pulling me into her mouth as fast as I can fuck it, Cindy bucks and grinds her sex against me, her pelvis gyrating as her orgasm fast approaches. Her hands release their grip on my ass and suddenly I feel them both on the back of my head, pushing my mouth down and deeper into her pussy, her body bucking, bringing her clit up hard against me, grinding herself on my body.



 



   Wailing loudly but muffled with dick, Cindy starts to come, her pussy pulsating under my lips as her body lets go, her torso shaking and her legs trembling as she climaxes, her toes curling and it feeling like every muscle in her body is flexing as she bucks insanely hard against my face, slamming her mons into me, grunting in pleasure around my cock, holding me by the hair hard as she fucks my face.



 



   Feeling Cindy start to come down, I reach down and under, holding the back of her head and fucking her face harder, my own orgasm moments away. Yelling into her sex, I start to come, my cock slamming into her mouth as I blow my load deep down her throat, holding her head in place while I fuck it, my balls slapping her nose as I shoot my hot jizz. My other hand under her thigh, I kiss and lick at her spent pussy while I come, tasting her orgasm, my body shaking and my pelvis twitching uncontrollably as I empty myself into her.  



 



  Lifting myself up, I extract my cock from Cindy’s mouth, a long ribbon of spit and come trailing. Rolling over and falling onto my back, I pant as I regain my breath, Cindy reaching over to pat my chest appreciatively, a large smile plastered over her wet face.



 



   Sitting up, Cindy turns around and joins me, Lying on her side, her head on her palm, her large breasts pressed against me, her other hand brushing up and down over my body, toying with my chest, trailing over my stomach and rubbing my freshly juiced plums.



 



   “Thank you, Brad. I really,
 really
 needed that.”



 



   “My pleasure,” I reply, fondling her large boobs as they sit there so temptingly.



 



   One leg thrown over mine, I can feel the damp heat of Cindy’s sex as she presses it against my thigh, her body still on fire inside, a look of need still apparent in her eyes. I get the impression that I'm not going anywhere yet, not that there’s anywhere I’d rather be right now.



 



   “That was some skilled pussy eating back there, Brad. Much better than my ex, I was lucky to get him to eat me out once every few months.”



 



   “Really? But you taste like honey! And since we’re giving compliments, I can’t believe how you took all of me down your throat like that, I’ve never had a deep throat before.” I say, the pleasant buzz of her oral skills still tingling in my balls.



 



  “Ha, I took your deep throat virginity? I feel honored.” Cindy says with mock sincerity, her hand grabbing and shaking my cock comically. “But thank you, I’ve always been blessed with an apparently non-existent gag reflex.”



 



   The sunlight hitting us from the window, I look up into Cindy’s beautiful face, her blonde hair turning into a halo from the light, her large breasts rising and falling as she breathes, and I pull her down to me, suddenly desperate to kiss her. Wrapping my arms around her, I pull her on top of me, wanting to feel the weight of her body on mine, our mouths pressed together. Grinding against me, I can feel her burning sex getting wetter as she squirms on top of me, her body happy to be taken by a much younger man.



 



   My hands full of her perfect ass, I knead their flesh as I grind against her, our bodies mashing against one another. Rolling over, now on top, I dry hump and writhe in anticipation while our hands explore every inch of each other, our mouths locked together, our breathing loud in the otherwise quiet room.



 



   Breaking away, I kiss her neck and shoulders, nuzzling her ear and kissing at her chest. Cindy’s hands scrabbling at my cock, pulling it gently, coaxing it to wake up, her fingertips so delicately grazing my balls, filling me with shiveringly good pleasure. Sucking her breasts, my hips pumping of their own accord, my cock starts to grow in her skilled hands, her fingers wrapped around the shaft, her thumb teasing the eye of my cock, making me jolt with a grunt each time, unable to help myself.



 



Pushing me off her and onto my back, Cindy gets between my legs and starts lapping at my balls while she jerks me off. My sensitive plums rising in pleasure as she tickles them with her tongue, before taking one in her mouth and sucking it, filling my entire body with bliss. Swapping balls, Cindy sucks the other one, her tongue swirling around the ball while it’s in her mouth, tasting me completely. Her hand pumping my cock, waking him up fully, my young body unable to resist this perfect MILF and her irresistible body.



 



   Wanting her now, I grab at her shoulder, pulling her up from oral and towards me, Cindy straddling me, placing her wet pussy over my cock and grinding on it, giving me a cameltoe slide, her soft velvet lips sliding back and forth over the underside of my cock, watching her hips thrust as she rides me, her massive tits pendulous and heavy, a smile across her face as she watches my eyes glaze over as I succumb to the moment.



 



   Lifting up, she grabs my fat cock and guides the head to her sex, wrapping her lips around my cock and pushing down, taking me swiftly, her body enveloping my manhood in its heat, her pussy hugging my cock from all angles, the pressure of being inside her pressing on my length, soaking into me, making my balls tighten and my toes curl.



 



   Pistoning with her legs, Cindy rides me, coercing my cock deeper and deeper into her, twerking her pelvis back and forth, grinding my cock against her g-spot, making her face blossom in flush. Holding her ass with one hand as she rides me, the other plays with her tits, pulling her erect nipples and squeezing them between thumb and forefinger gently, finding Cindy’s perfect levels and taking it from there.



 



  
 “You feel so good inside me Brad! I’ve missed this so much! God you’ve no idea how much I needed a good cock!”
 Cindy grunts as, with eyes screwed shut and head thrown back, she holds onto my chest and rides me, her sex bucking back and forth and up and down on my swollen cock.



 



   “You like my cock inside you, Cindy? You like feeling my cock deep inside you?”
 I say, encouraging her to ride me harder, wanting to help her get to climax.



 



   “Mmm, yes Brad, yes! Feels so good!”
 Cindy says back, her teeth clenched, her expression one of intense concentration as she bucks and twerks on me faster and harder, my hands playing with her body as she rides me.



 



   “You gonna come for me Cindy? You gonna coat my cock in your orgasm? I wanna feel you come, Cindy! Give me your come!”
 I tell her, feeling her body tremble and her pussy convulse around my pole.



 



   “Ooh, shit, yes! Yes Brad, Yes!
 ” Cindy gasps as she starts to come, her climax grabbing her body and making it shake, her ass clenching and unclenching as she bucks in spasms on top of me, grinding it out on my body, her small fists beating at my chest as she comes, impaled on my length, her sex gripping my cock.



 



   Slowing down but still rocking back and forth on my cock, Cindy looks down at me, amazed. “That was
 so
 good, Brad. Wow.” She says, shaking her head, a flush now covering her chest and neck too.



 



   Holding her ass with both hands, guiding her back and forth on my throbbing manhood, I smile back and enjoy the compliment, before pulling her down to me and kissing her, my fucking speeding up as our tongues wrestle.



 



   Rolling over while still holding her, I start fucking her harder, Cindy’s legs wide open and up in the air, both of my hands gripping her ass as I pummel my cock as hard as I can, my balls slapping on her ass. Grunting with every inward thrust that I put into her, her massive tits shaking, I take Cindy deep and hard, my cock plowing her sex. My head buried in the crook of her neck, I kiss and nip at her ear, neck, and shoulder while I go faster and faster, my every urge to fill her with my come.



 



  
 “Yes, give it to me Brad. I can feel how bad you want to, I can feel how much you need to. Come inside me. Give it to me, Brad, give it to me.”
 Cindy purrs as I hold her tight, fucking her hard, no concern other than to come now in my mind.



 



   “Yeah. You want my come? You want my come, Cindy?
 ” I grunt, fast approaching the point of no return, her body milking me so well, my every fiber on fire with sensation and pleasure, my cock lit up, feeling like it has a hundred trillion nerve endings right now.



 



   “Yes Brad, give it to me. Fill me Brad, fill me with your come!”
 Cindy purrs into my ear, her legs wrapped around me, her arms holding me tight, her body rocking with mine, her velvet sex seeming to beg for my seed.



 



   “Fuck! Yes! Yes!”
 I exclaim as I come, my cock pulsating deep inside Cindy, my balls tight as my twitching manhood unloads inside her, spurt after spurt of hot come filling her pussy, Cindy gasping in pleasure as she feels my hot load fill her, my convulsing cock making me buck and thrust wildly, needing to get every drop out, her body taking everything I offer it, draining me. Hands gripping my ass, I push as deep as I can and finish, the last jet of come erupting from me as I gasp in pleasure, Cindy’s arms and legs wrapped around me, making me unable to pull out even if I wanted to.



 



   Collapsing on top of her, panting into the blankets, my shaft twitches and spasms as the orgasm finally leaves me, Cindy’s hands running up and down my back while she murmurs contentedly, telling me how good I feel inside her and how full I’ve made her. Kissing my shoulder, she smiles while I lay on top of her, her thirst for the time being finally slaked.



 



   The room’s phone rings and I move to get off her but Cindy holds me in place, telling me to stay while she reaches out and grabs it from its cradle and brings it to her ear. I can hear a voice on the other end but I’ve no idea what’s being said. Lying there on top of Cindy, my cock still inside her while she talks on the phone. A minute later the call is over and Cindy hangs up.



 



   “That was Sarah, the regional manager is here and wants to talk to me. We’d better get dressed.”



 



   Getting up, I ask, “Regional manager?” Not 100% sure what that means.



 



   “Basically, if I’m the boss of this hotel, the regional manager is the boss of me and all the other hotels owned by this corp in this region,” Cindy answers, pulling on her clothes.



 



   A few minutes later and we’re standing out the front of Cindy’s door as she closes it, before heading down the hallway for the elevator when something hits me.



 



   “Cindy, how come Sarah rang your room phone and not your cell? Why would she think you’d be in your room, given she knew you were with me?” I ask, my walking slowing to a stop.



 



   Turning to me with a smile, Cindy laughs and puts her arms around me, pressing her crotch to mine. “You know that rumor that girls gossip? Well, Sarah and I both saw how much you enjoyed looking at me, and she already knew about my lack of a good dick situation, so we quickly discussed me taking you for a ‘tour’.”



 



   “Haha, wow, I was doomed the moment you saw me staring,” I reply with a grin.



 



   “Yep. So you still keen on the job? Even if it means you’ll be working nights at the same place your boss sleeps…?” Cindy says, letting the question hang as I realize that yes, I'll be spending nights in the same building with this MILF.



 



   “Only if you don’t mind me coming to...say hi when it’s a quiet night?” I ask.



 



   “Haha, I’ll be coming downstairs to say hi on quiet nights quicker than you can come upstairs, Brad. trust me.” Cindy says, giving me one last squeeze before letting go and adorning a more professional face.



 



   Getting to the ground floor, Cindy immediately peels off to greet a person I can only assume is the regional manager while I head for the exit. Catching Sarah’s eye, she gives me a cheeky wink and I wink and nod my head in return, feeling my face blush a little, knowing she knows what I was just doing. Getting to my car I hop in and fire it up, just sitting for a minute with the windows down, idling but not driving, replaying what just happened in my head. Finally putting it into gear I head off, excited more than I ever thought I could be for a Monday!



 



END



 



------------------------------



 



 



 FERTILE MILF NEXT DOOR: IMPREGNATE ME FOR A MILLION DOLLARS



 



 



   My folks are always saying that I rush into things without thinking of the long-term ramifications, and I’ve got to admit that they’re probably right, having always been more focused on making today as good as possible without thinking about what it means for tomorrow. What my parents don’t know is that about 6 months ago our neighbor, a total MILF, offered me a pretty good sum of money to get her pregnant, and without giving any thought to what that would mean (ie: I would be a dad) I took the money and jumped at the opportunity to fuck a total MILF babe while getting paid.



 



SIX MONTHS EARLIER



 



   “Hi Ben, how have you been?” Asks Crystal, my MILF neighbor, approaching me from the large expanse of her front yard, seeing that I was taking the bins out for my folks as part of my weekly chores to earn my pocket money. I think I might be a little bit of a disappointment to my parents; they both have great jobs and earn even greater money, living in the nicest estate in town, our house a small mansion, practically. Unfortunately, whatever it is that makes them so driven appears to have skipped me, I did very poorly in college, happy to spend my time letting my good looks get me between the sheets of many of the hot students. Now, at 22, I basically live at home and do a few chores every now and then and my parents pay my way, but I can feel them getting closer and closer to kicking me out, in the hope it will force me to grow up. I’ve already got a friend whose couch I can sleep on in that eventually though, winning!



 



   “Great Crystal, yourself?” I reply, taking in the lovely view of my favorite MILF. Crystal is in her early 40’s, her rich husband dying at least 10 years ago now, leaving her alone in the house, her 2 children about my age and frankly much more successful, living their lives far away, changing the world etc etc.



 



   Crystal is absolutely stunning, the type that makes every man at least turn his head and watch as she walks by, if not outright stopping and just gawping as she passes. With thick blonde hair, wavy and tumbling over her shoulders, surrounding a face so gorgeous you want to weep, her blue eyes so seductive and alluring, being able to melt you just by looking at you, her full lips sensual with the promise of great oral. Her chest is quite simply massive, her enormous natural tits forming a deep ravine of cleavage, begging to be motorboated. A skinny waist the envy of any 20 year old, her hips then curve out, her ass and thighs looking like you could bounce pennies off them. She’s in perfect shape, her every feature as beautiful as the girls my age, but with that added extra something that comes with maturity, a sort of knowing glint to her eye, like she could do things to your cock that would blow your mind that the 20 somethings could only hope to try and do.



 



   “Yeah, really good, Ben,” Crystal responds, breaking me from my reverie of how amazing she looks. “I was actually hoping to talk with you about a business proposition. Do you have a moment to come back to my place?”



 



   “Sure.” I respond, my only plans today being Playstation and relaxing. And I’m certainly not going to knock back a chance to spend time with such a smoking hot babe.



 



   “Great, let’s get back to my place then,” Crystal says, smiling. Turning and walking over her perfect lawn to her house, I watch her ass in her shorts, her arms exposed from her sleeveless shirt. Entering her place, the inside is as magnificent as the outside, although as I’m used to a similar house thanks to my parents, I barely notice.



 



   Walking to her living room, she offers me a seat and I plonk down on one of her couches, Crystal sitting close to me, her perfume filling my nostrils and making my cock twitch.



 



   “So, lay it on me, Crystal. What’s this business venture?”



 



   “Haha, not so much a venture as an exchange actually, Ben. The thing is, I’m 43 and I’m not getting any younger. However, having said that, I still feel like I have many great years left in me. I spend all my time alone in this house, my children all grown up and not needing their mother so much anymore, but a large part of me really feels like I haven’t finished my mothering period of life, if that makes sense?”



 



   “Sure,” I reply, partially understanding, wondering if perhaps she wants to start a babysitting service or something?



 



   “Now, I’m very healthy and I take care of myself, but even so, my Doctor has told me that at 43 my window is rapidly getting smaller if I want to have a baby.”



 



   “Ah,” I add, not seeing how this fits in.



 



   “And hoping to go out there and find a suitable partner that also wants to have a baby asap is unlikely, and so I come to the business exchange part, Ben,” Crystal says, watching me closely, putting her hand on my thigh and smiling warmly. “I want you to give me a baby. If you can get me pregnant I will give you a million dollars, straight up.”



 



   The words ‘a million dollars’ roaring in my head, I try to process what Crystal has just said. “You want me to be one of those sperm donor guys?”



 



   “No, as we’re both healthy human beings I see no reason why we shouldn’t create a baby the old-fashioned way.” Crystal answers, her hand on my thigh now rubbing a little, filling me with heat. “I have the paperwork all drawn up, you’d bear no financial burden to the child, it would be all on me, you simply need to make me pregnant and that would be the extent of your responsibilities. I’m happy to raise a child on my own.”



 



   “Umm, I mean, wow. A million dollars and sex? Sounds too good to be true. Why me, Crystal?”



 



   “Because you’re a handsome young man, Ben, and I can sense that you’ll give me a strong, healthy baby. My instincts can feel it, on some lower level. My body aches for you whenever you’re near. I don’t know if it’s pheromones or whatever, but I can’t think of anyone I’d rather have coming deep inside me than you.” Crystal says, her hand sliding closer to my now growing cock, her hot talk turning me on. “Think about it, a million dollars and you get to fuck me every which way until I’m pregnant. Say yes Ben, give me a baby.”



 



   I’d like to say that I gave such a serious thing as creating new life more than a moment's thought, but the truth is, Crystal’s hand slid to my crotch and rubbed my bulge and I immediately leaned in to kiss her, my hand wrapping around her head, pulling her mouth to mine.



 



   Kissing, Crystal’s hands scrabbling at my pants, undoing them and getting my cock out, her hands pumping up and down my length.



 



   “Oooh yes, a nice fat cock. Excellent, Ben.”
 Crystal says in a husky tone, her hand stroking me. Standing up from the couch, Crystal pulls me to my feet and starts lowering my pants, dropping to her knees and wrapping her mouth around my cock in one smooth motion. Taken by surprise, what with barely one minute ago having never even kissed Crystal, now watching as she slathers my cock in her spit, her blowjob wet and noisy.



 



   My cock good and lubricated, Crystal stands back up and with a smile pulls down her shorts and underwear, revealing a smooth pussy, her lips glistening with lust. Turning from me and bending over the couch, Crystal raises her ass high, standing on her toes, wiggling her ass.



 



   “Fill me Ben, give me your first load,” Crystal says, looking over her shoulder at me with a hungry look in her eyes, all business.



 



   Her pussy looking magnificent, I stand behind her and grab her hip, my other hand guiding my knob to her wet sex. Pressing against her pussy, Crystal backs onto me, impaling herself on my shaft, a grunt escaping her as she starts riding me hard, with me barely doing anything yet, Crystal taking charge and pumping back and forth on my cock, squeezing her pussy around my length again and again. Grabbing both hips, I start to fuck her with the same intensity, my balls slapping against her as I drive my cock in deep.



 



   “Come as fast as you can, we’ve got lots of loads to do.” Crystal tells me, panting, pushing herself back against me with her arms on the couch, her head bowed. “And when you come, make sure your cock is fully in me, deliver that semen right at my doorstep, ok?”



 



   “Sure thing, Crystal.” I pant, the slaps of our bodies filling the otherwise quiet living room.



 



   “Good boy. Give me your come Ben,
 fill me
 with your potent young seed!” Crystal pants, her pussy gripping my cock, tensing her sex around my length, milking me.



 



   Concentrating on my cock, I feel my whole shaft tingling and know my orgasm is close. Pounding into Crystal, I tell her I’m about to come and she squeezes my girth even tighter with her body, her pussy muscles stronger than that of any other woman I’ve ever fucked. Exclaiming loudly, I hold my cock fully inside her as I blast my load deep in her pussy, Crystal moaning happily as she feels my jizz fill her waiting sex. My cock pulsing as it sends another 3 spurts of hot baby batter to splash against her cervix.



 



   “Uh, uh, woah, fuck!”
 I gasp, still trying to catch up with the 0 to 100 speed of this situation, my balls tingling as I stand behind Crystal, my cock still twitching inside her.



 



   “Very good boy, Ben. I can feel just how big a load you put inside me. A great start!” Crystal says, unimpaling herself from my shaft and grabbing her panties, slipping them back on. Seeing me go to grab my own underwear and pants, she stops me, telling me not to bother as I’ll be fucking her again soon.



 



   Telling me to follow her, Crystal leads me to the dining room, where I see a stack of official and complicated looking papers spread out. Sitting together at the table, Crystal explains the paperwork, telling me it absolves me of any parental responsibility and that Crystal will pay a million dollars on confirmation of pregnancy. Handing me a pen, Crystal shows me where to sign and initial the various forms and thinking only of my dick and my wallet, I eagerly sign, Crystal beaming as she watches me jot my signature down.



 



   “Right, well that’s the boring stuff out of the way, what say we go to my room and work on this baby some more?” Crystal says, standing from her chair and taking my hand, leading me upstairs to her spacious bedroom, my dick swinging as I walk, wearing only a top.



 



   Sitting on her bed, Crystal looks up and me and smiles, reaching out to grab my cock, her other hand playing with my balls. “Take your top off, Ben.” She tells me.



 



   Lifting my top off and throwing it to the floor, I stand between Crystal’s legs, watching while she toys with my cock, lifting it and looking at it.



 



   “You have a beautiful young cock, Ben.” Crystal purrs, her voice becoming husky again, her hunger barely dampened from the load I just gave her.



 



   “Thank you,” I reply, reaching down to stroke her massive breasts through her shirt, the cleavage drawing my eye time and time again.



 



   Looking up at me seductively and smiling, Crystal lets go of my cock and takes off her shirt, throwing it to land with mine on the floor, before reaching behind herself and unfastening her bra, her massive natural tits wobbling as she fiddles with the clasp. Her bra undone, she peels it off slowly, teasing me as her huge rack becomes bare to my eyes. Her tits are magnificent, her nipples a dark pink and erect, her lust apparent. Throwing her bra away, I reach down and cup her massive orbs, hefting them and feeling their weight, squeezing and kneading them, toying with her firm nipples, Crystal’s hands going back to my cock.



 



   “Let’s see how long it takes to wake him back up.” She says with a devious grin as she leans in and kisses my knob, before opening her mouth and taking my cock inside, sucking hard on my soft dick, making me flinch with pleasure as her tongue expertly laps at my length. Stroking her hair and watching the display, I let the feelings of bliss wash over me as I feel her sucking my cock back into life, my shaft getting thicker and harder with each passing second, her fingertips teasing my balls, grazing over my sensitive scrotum.



 



   Sucking and jerking me off, Crystal gets my cock hard once again and takes her mouth off my knob with an audible pop, looking up at me and slapping my hard cock against her face with a smile.”Well, that was pretty easy! Oh to be in my early 20’s again.” Crystal giggles, pushing herself further onto the bed, hooking her fingers in the hem of her knickers and peeling them off, her glistening pussy once again entering my vision.



 



   Her head on the pillows, her legs spread wide with knees bent, Crystal beckons me over, pointing at my cock and then her pussy with a smile, raising her eyebrows and grinning. Crawling onto the bed, my cock once again throbbing with young lust and need, Crystal greets me keenly, her hands wrapping around me as soon as I’m close enough, holding my back and sliding down to squeeze my ass.



 



   Aiming my cock at her sex, I push my hips towards her and make contact, the heat of her slippery pussy filling my cock as I slide into her, Crystal’s legs wrapping around mine as I lower myself into her.



 



   “Mmm, yes. That’s it big boy, fill me with your hard cock. Feels
 so
 good, Ben.” Crystal moans, biting her lip and looking up at me while I watch my cock slide inside her, her tight lips stretched and wrapped around my girth. Her hands on my ass, pulling me in deeper.



 



   Thrusting into her, I work up a nice pace, wanting to fuck her longer this time, but Crystal seemingly having a different idea, grinning at me as she starts flexing her pussy, the walls of her sex literally squeezing my shaft as I fuck her, making her pussy feel as tight a fit as if I was fucking her in the ass, filling my cock with intense stimulation, my every nerve ending lit and buzzing.



 



   “This is all about quantity, baby. I want you to come inside me as many times as possible ok? You don’t have to worry about being the world’s greatest lover, you just need to fill me with come, again and again and again, alright?” Crystal says, her arms now around my neck, holding my face close to hers while she repeatedly flexes her incredibly tight pussy around my manhood. “I’m your come dumpster now. Every orgasm you have from now on Ben, I want it to be in me.”



 



   Secretly loving the idea of having a beautiful woman I can just grab and fuck selfishly, not having to worry about anything but my own pleasure, I nod my head and fuck her faster, already thinking about the next fuck even though this one isn’t yet over.



 



   “Fill me Ben, give me your hot seed. I want it so bad!”
 Crystal moans, her pelvis gyrating as she expertly milks my cock.



 



   “Ugh, fuck!”
 I grunt as my orgasm erupts, Crystal holding me tight to her, making sure my semen fills her deep, my hips pumping wildly as I spurt my come into her, my hands gripping her ass, my own butt bopping up and down as I empty my balls into her waiting sex.



 



   “There we go, there we go
 .
 Good
 boy,
 Ben,
 thank you
 .” Crystal purrs into my ear, her fingertips trailing up and down my back as my thrusts come to a standstill, my balls pleasantly aching.



 



   Rolling off and lying next to her, my still hard cock wobbling, I get my breath back and look up at the ceiling. Grabbing a pillow, Crystal props it under her lower back, lifting her pelvis. Looking at her with a questioning expression she explains, “It helps encourage all your little swimmers to get to the finish line.”



 



   “Ah, like gravity?”



 



   “Exactly, Ben. I’m just going to lie here for a while, feel free to make yourself at home if you want. I’ve got lots of food downstairs and a gaming console my son left here that you might like to play on. And whenever you’re ready, come back upstairs and put another load in me.” Crystal says, stroking my arm and giving me a grin.



 



   Holy shit. Money, food, gaming and pop upstairs for a quickie whenever I feel like it? I’ve hit the jackpot!
 I think to myself as I give Crystal a kiss, squeezing one large boob as I get off the bed and walk downstairs, naked, Crystal watching my young body as I exit her bedroom.



 



   After grabbing my boxers from the living room and slipping them on. I make my way to her kitchen, and make myself a mammoth sandwich, grabbing a can of soda from the fridge and idly walking to what looks like another living room, but obviously not as lived in. Turning on the TV and browsing what games Crystal’s son has, I pick one I like the look of but haven’t yet played and slot it in.



 



   Eating my food, drinking my drink and playing games, I can’t believe my good luck and start to daydream about what I’m going to do with all my money, my thoughts drifting back to Crystal and her perfect MILF body every now and then, with increasing frequency as my balls build up another fresh load for my canon.



 



   After about an hour, the itch in my balls gets too great and with a smile I hit pause, ready to go upstairs and earn my money, by fucking a stunning babe and coming deep insider her. Shaking my head happily, I walk up the stairs, my boxers tenting as my cock wakes up, horny and keen with anticipation.



 



   Entering her bedroom quietly, Crystal is where I left her, still naked on top of the bed with her lower back raised, my come presumably trickling down deeper in her. Dozing, I watch as her massive naturals rise and fall with her breath, the breasts spreading out as she’s on her back, her nipples soft and almost hidden. Approaching closer, she hears me and opens her eyes slowly, looking with a grin at my bulging crotch.



 



   “Time for another dose, Doctor Ben?” Crystal asks, sitting up, her pendulous boobs swaying as she does, my eyes locked on them.



 



   “That’s right,” I say, dropping my boxers and standing proudly before her, my young, hard cock throbbing with lust.



 



   Getting on her hands and knees, Crystal backs up to the edge of the bed, her feet hanging over it, her legs wide. Placing a hand beneath herself, she spreads her pussy open for me, revealing her glistening vivid pink, the swollen bud of her clit peeking at me.



 



Standing at the edge of the bed between her legs, I grab her ass I guide my cock home, Crystal’s hand grabbing my shaft and putting my knob against her slippery slit. Pushing into her, Crystal moans as my fat cock fills her pussy, her body once again tensing and relaxing, Crystal squeezing my shaft with her pussy, milking me.



 



   Fucking her hard, I lean forward and reach under her, grabbing her tits and kneading them as I pound into her from behind.



 



   “
 That’s it baby! That’s it! Fill me! Fuck me hard and fill me baby!
 ” Crystal pants as she bucks backward against me, driving my cock in all the way.



 



   “Fuck yes!”
 I exclaim as I come again, my cock twitching in orgasm and my pelvis bucking uncontrollably, my stomach slapping against her ass as I fill her with my hot fresh come, painting her pussy’s walls with my jizz, my hands grabbing her tits hard as I blow.



 



   Slowing down, still thrusting into her, my cock in her pussy’s grip, I let go of her tits and rub her ass, its firmness feeling great. Sliding out of her, Crystal falls to the bed, once again propping herself up with a pillow to help my come do its job.



 



   “Such a good boy, Ben.” Crystal purrs, stretching her arms and yawning. “Are you in any hurry to leave?”



 



   “Not at all, I’m actually having fun with a game downstairs if you don’t mind me being here.”



 



   “Of course not, you can stay as long as you want, Ben. Stay the night even.” Crystal replies, looking at my glistening cock and biting her lip. “Have your magic wand on 24 hours standby so to speak, haha.”



 



   The idea immediately appealing to me, I tell her I might just do that, before I head back downstairs to get back on the console, Crystal getting comfortable and assumedly going to get back to her nap.



 



   And so it went, I spent the rest of the day at Crystal’s house, fucking her another 2 times, Crystal waking from her doze to open her legs and let me in, each time keen and begging for my come, and each time me giving her exactly what she wanted. Back downstairs and in front of the console afterward, my balls dully aching from 5 orgasms, I finally got bored of her son’s games and went upstairs to tell Crystal I was heading home for a while, Crystal at first thinking I was back for another round.



 



   “Ok Ben, but come back as soon as you feel the urge to come, ok?” Crystal says, looking at my crotch hungrily, her appetite for my loads seemingly insatiable.



 



   “Will do,” I say with a smile before I walk back to my place.



 



   Getting back to my house, I loaf around for a few hours, bored. I had thought what with coming 5 times I’d be done with Crystal for the day, but my cock was still itching for more. Holding off until the evening, I found myself walking across our lawns, ringing Crystal’s doorbell and waiting.



 



   Opening her door, wrapped in only a thick towel, Crystal looks at me and smiles. “I wasn’t sure you’d be back tonight, Ben. You already did such a thorough job today. But great timing, I just had a shower, all clean for some more playtime.” She says with a wink.



 



   Entering her house and closing the door, I look at Crystal, my lust rising again. Grabbing her towel I undo it and it falls to the floor, her perfect MILF body naked and smelling of Crystal’s natural feminine scent. Grabbing her and pulling her close, I grind my stiffening cock against her as my tongue fights with hers, Crystal’s hands going straight to my pants, tugging them down, exposing my cock to her.



 



   Leading me to the living room, she lays down on a massive sheepskin rug, her legs opening invitingly for me, her hand splaying open her sex, her pink inner pussy calling to me. Stripping off the rest of my clothes, I’m down between her legs in an instant, guiding my hard cock towards her sex, Crystal fondling my balls as my glistening head presses against her sex, sliding inside.



 



   Thrusting into her, I fill her tight pussy with my throbbing manhood, Crystal with her arms wrapped around me, holding me tight, already begging me to come. My mouth pressing against hers, I kiss her deeply as I fuck her faster and faster, my only urge being to come inside her. Grabbing her by the ass I pin her to the rug, my young body on top of hers, my cock pounding into her sex.



 



   “Yes baby that’s it, give it to me, fill me up baby!”
 Crystal pants as I shake her body with every thrust, my cock burying itself deep inside her.



 



   Her hot husky words working like a charm once again, I grunt and start to spasm as my hips pump wildly, my cock pulsing and shooting another load into Crystal’s tight pussy, her flexing sex milking me as I fill her. Kissing her, my face buried in the nape of her neck, my ass pistoning as I empty myself inside her for the 6th time today.



 



   Rolling off and lying on the sheepskin next to her, I pant as I recover from again going from zero to one hundred in such a short time. “Fuck, I’m
 really
 done this time, haha.” I say, as much to myself as to Crystal.



 



   “Haha, that’s fine by me Ben. 6 doses in one day is a fantastic effort.” Crystal replies, patting my chest as I get my breath back. “Would you like to come and relax upstairs? I wasn’t far from going to bed anyway. Some Netflix and chill, without the chill as you’ve already done that bit more than enough today.”



 



   Liking that idea, I follow Crystal upstairs and we get into her bed, snuggling up under the covers and watching TV, our naked bodies pressed against one another, my hands playing with her massive tits the whole time. I feel my eyelids getting heavy after an hour or so, but I don’t know the exact time when I drift off to sleep, the sound of the TV blurring as I go to the land of snooze.



 



   Feeling a pleasant sensation in my crotch, I slowly wake up, the sunlight of a new day beaming through the curtains of a room that isn’t mine. Taking me a few seconds, I remember where it was I went to bed, my cock sending me signals of pleasure the whole time. Looking down, I see Crystal is lying with her head resting on my belly, her mouth wrapped around my cock. From this angle all I can see is the back of her head as it bobs back and forth on my morning wood, her tongue slurping as she laps at my pole wetly.



 



   Grabbing her head gently while she sucks me off, I start to pump into her mouth, her hand massaging my balls.



 



   Taking my cock from her mouth, Crystal kisses my stomach. “Awake I see. Sorry, I saw him already hard and couldn’t help getting him ready to dispense another dose.” She says as she sits up, my cock now well lubricated. Straddling me, Crystal has my cock inside her in record time, her legs pistoning as she pumps herself up and down on my manhood, her red hot pussy gripping my shaft and filling it with her heat.



 



   Her massive tits swaying as she fucks me, I grab her ass squeeze it while her sex milks my cock. Pulling her down to me, her huge naturals resting on my chest, I bring my mouth to hers and we start to kiss, our tongues flailing as the slap of our sex fills the room.



 



   Gripping her ass harder, I start to pull Crystal onto my cock faster, my balls rising. Her hands on my chest, she looks down seductively at me and nods her head, telling me yes, I should come, I should fill her with my hot load. As always, her husky sex voice drives me wild and I grunt through clenched teeth as I blow my load deep inside her, Crystal milking me with her tight pussy. Pulsing inside her, my cock spurts all the come I’ve made during the night deep into her, Crystal biting her lip and smiling as she feels my hot semen paste her inner walls.



 



   Falling to the bed, a satisfied look on her face, Crystal lifts herself, a pillow appearing under her lower back. “Mmm, what a perfect start to the day.” She purrs, my cock slowly wilting before us as I lay there panting.



 



   The day follows the same theme as yesterday, with me lounging around at Crystal’s place, playing her son’s console, eating her food, and fucking her whenever I get the urge. After one such session, I went back to my place to grab a few of my games, bringing them back with me to Crystal’s. Again I end up spending the night with her, my balls completely empty as I drift off to sleep and her pussy brimming with my potent seed.



 



   One day rolls into another and I get comfortable with my new routine of gaming and fucking, considering myself one of the luckiest men alive. Crystal surprising me with a brilliantly cooked meal most days, filling my stomach to ‘give me energy for my next dose’ as she would put it, calling me from the gaming to come and sit with her to dine.



 



   After 3 weeks of practically living at Crystal’s, she approached me one day with tears in her eyes and I rise from the couch, my game forgotten.



 



   “Crystal, is everything ok?” I ask her, concerned.



 



   “Everything is
 perfect,
 Ben!” Crystal says, a broad smile cracking her lips, her tears those of happiness as she hands me a pregnancy test, then another. “I tried it a few times to make absolutely sure, but it is. I’m pregnant Ben, thank you so much!”



 



   “That’s great! Congratulations!” I say, giving her a hug, a part of me already singing a mantra of
 one million dollars, one million dollars, one million dollars!



 



END
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 MILF TEACHER JUST THE BUTT



 



 



   “John? John Fordson?” Calls a sexy-sounding voice from behind me, saying my name. Turning around in the crowded store I’m greeted by the sight of a stunning MILF dressed in a bright floral summer dress, the leg line cut high and the neckline open and cut low, exposing much of her firm, well-tanned body. Her lithe legs pumping as she walks towards me, I take in her large natural breasts, almost spilling from their bra, her cleavage deep and inviting. Long and thick hazelnut brown hair cascades over her bare shoulders, framing a gorgeous face, that finally looking at, I recognize as being that of my old teacher, Mrs. Tanning.



 



   It’s probably been about 5 years since I last saw her when I was 18 and she was my science teacher, but she’s as hot as ever, her smokey blue eyes still seductive and her lips still pouty and full. Smiling at me warmly, she approaches, her large breasts bobbing hypnotically as she does.



 



   “Mrs. Tanning? Wow!” I say as she hugs me and gives me a kiss on the cheek, bestowing upon me much more contact and affection than she had when she was my teacher, except in my mind, where we had fucked like wild animals many a time while I jerked myself off feverishly.



 



   “Well well well, look at you now John! All grown up!” Mrs. Tanning says, her sultry eyes sweeping up and down my body, twinkling.



 



   “Haha, but
 you
 haven’t changed at all, Mrs. Tanning, still as hot as you were when you were teaching me,” I reply, not having to hold back now that I’m no longer a student.



 



   Mrs. Tanning playfully slaps my arm at this, shaking her head. “You were always a bit fresh with the girls in class John, I remember that, but thank you.”



 



   “No joke, Mrs. Tanning, me and every single one of my friends used to talk about how much we wanted you. I’m already excited to tell them I saw you again and that you’re still a total babe.” I say, her massive tits making my mouth run on automatic. You never know, I might never bump into her again, so why not tell her how hot she is.



 



   “I do also remember having to pointedly ignore a bunch of horny teenagers as they ogled me every class.” She says with a smile. “Not that I didn’t like it, all these fit young men wanting me, but I couldn’t risk my job of course. And my husband too.” She adds, almost as an afterthought.



 



   “You wouldn’t be risking your job now though,” I say, giving her a cheeky wink.



 



   “John!” She says with mock sternness. “But I
 would
 be risking my marriage, if he was to ever find out.”



 



   “Well, I certainly wouldn’t be telling him, haha,” I say, watching her body language, sensing that she wants to do it and just needs to be given enough temptation. “A bit of fun with a man half your age? I could maybe give you something your husband doesn’t?”



 



   At this, Mrs. Tanning’s eyes go a little wider as she seems to realize something, a small flush coloring her face and chest. “Actually John, that’s not a bad point. Tell me, how do you feel about anal sex?”



 



   “Giving or receiving?” I ask with a smile.



 



   “Giving, you silly boy.” Mrs. Tanning says with a grin, once again playfully slapping my arm, her hand lingering this time though, squeezing my bicep, her eyes lingering on mine.



 



   “Haha, well, it feels pretty great really, Mrs. Tanning,” I answer, my cock twitching as hearing her talk about something so different from the sterile science talk that I remember her for excites me.



 



   “So...you wouldn’t be averse to, say, taking me from behind? My husband keeps me satisfied in the standard way, but he’s totally against anal sex. Frankly, it’s been forever and I could really use a good ass fucking, to be blunt.” Mrs. Tanning whispers, her voice low and husky.



 



   Her sudden dirty talk making my cock grow, my ears heat up as I realize Mrs. Tanning is offering her ass to me. The hot MILF teacher I jerked off to a million times wants my cock inside her ass!



 



   “No Mrs. Tanning, I really wouldn’t be...averse to taking you from behind,” I answer, using her terminology and smiling, my cock tenting in my pants.



 



   “Well then, John,” She says, stepping closer, her sweet scent filling my nostrils and her cleavage filling my vision, “Do you know where the Stone’s Hotel is? I can’t risk bringing you back to my place, but I’ll meet you at Stone’s in an hour. Give me your number.”



 



   Pulling out my phone I find the location of Stone’s and we exchange numbers, telling her I’ll see her soon, my heart hammering and my cock pounding.



 



   Glancing around, seeing no one in particular is paying any attention to us, Mrs. Tanning quickly reaches out and cups my bulge, feeling the warmth of my cock in her hand.



 



   “And I’ll see you soon too, John Junior.” She husks, giving my cock a sensual squeeze before turning and leaving me standing there, mouth agape and cock throbbing.



 



   The next 60 minutes are the slowest that I’ve ever lived through, time seeming to stop, the clock mocking me as the minutes seem to sit there frozen on my phone’s screen. Checking the route again and again, it’s calculated as a 10-minute walk but I can’t help but be there early, unable to stay still, so full am I with excitement.



 



   Loitering around the front of the hotel, about 5 minutes before the 60 minutes are up my phone rings and I see it’s Mrs. Tanning.



 



   “John, I’ve already got us a room, 413, come on up.” She says, her voice so sexy over the line.



 



   Forcing myself not to break into a run, I make my way to the elevator and hit floor 4. My heart now almost in my mouth, I walk down the spacious hallway and stop outside 413’s door, knocking with an almost trembling hand, unable to believe one of my all-time time fantasy wanks is about to come true.



 



   Opening the door, Mrs. Tanning greets me in nothing but a small white towel, it being one of the one’s you’d usually expect a man to wear, the towel barely holding in her bust and the fabric ending moments after her sex, her thighs exposed, showing even more flesh than her sexy summer dress did.



 



   “Come in, come.” She purrs, stepping aside, looking me up and down as I do the same to her, my lust overriding my nerves.



 



   Walking to the large bed, I watch as her ass peeks at me from under the small towel. “Jump in the shower John, I love the feeling of two freshly washed bodies when they touch. It’s almost electric.” She says, sitting on the bed and leaning back, her massive breasts threatening to explode from the towel.



 



   Stepping into the still steamy shower, I turn on the water and strip off, Mrs. Tanning joining me at the bathroom’s doorway and admiring my young body, her eyes lingering on my cock as it starts to grow again, loving the attention of this smoking hot MILF.



 



   The shower’s glass not frosted, Mrs. Tanning watches me as I scrub, my cock now pointing skyward as I wash around it, her face getting flushed as she stares at my throbbing cock, biting her lip.



 



   “You have a beautiful cock, John.” She breathes as I lather myself. “It’s the perfect size for me, I can’t wait to feel you inside my ass, filling me up with it.”



 



   Having trouble focussing on my shower with her talk, I stare at her hungrily while I absentmindedly wash. My hand pausing mid-scrub as Mrs. Tanning reaches down, grabs the edge of her towel and lifts it up a little, exposing her sex to me, her pussy lips puffy and red, glistening with her body’s natural lube, a small triangle of hazelnut hair adorning her mons. Letting me stare at her pussy for a moment, she lowers the towel back down and exits the bathroom doorway, giving me a wink as she slinks back to the bed.



 



   Turning off the water I’m right behind her, rubbing off with a towel to get a basic dry as she gives me the come hither gesture, getting me to stand in front of her as she sits on the edge of the bed.



 



   Taking my towel, she throws it to the floor, my naked and raw body standing before her, my cock pulsing as I look down at her. Mrs. Tanning runs her hands over my body, sending it alight as her fingertips tease and caress me, eventually getting to my shaft. Running her fingers ever so lightly over my cock, she strokes my balls and watches as they shift under her touch, my breathing slow as I try to stay as still as possible, just wanting to capture this moment in my mind: Mrs. Tanning before me, her hands on my cock.



 



   Leaning in, she kisses my shaft, her full lips soft as they press against the sensitive underside of my cock, her hands playing with my balls. I start stroking her hair as she takes more and more of me into her mouth, the warmth of her tongue as it swirls around my girth making me gasp with pleasure.



 



   Reaching around, she cups my ass as she sucks my cock, pulling me into her, encouraging me to fuck her face. Holding her hair, I buck gently into her, my cock filling her mouth and pressing against her throat, Mrs. Tanning’s tongue roving around my shaft the entire time.



 



   “My god that feels good, Mrs. Tanning.” I gasp as her head bobs back and forth on my length, my pelvis thrusting as I stand there fucking her face.



 



   “Mmm.” She responds happily, looking up at me with smiling eyes.



 



   Reaching down, I grab at her towel and undo it, letting it unwrap and fall from her body, her massive natural tits pendulous and swaying as she sits there sucking me off, her nipples stiff and dark pink, her areolas big and puffy. Cupping them as she slurps on my pole, I fondle them eagerly, my thumbs teasing her nipples, Mrs. Tanning moaning with pleasure around my cock as she continues to suck.



 



   She takes her mouth from my shaft, and I pump the air a few times on automatic as with a smile, Mrs. Tanning scooches up onto the bed and lies down, her full naked form on display, her large tits spreading out as she looks up at me with a grin.



 



   Grinning back, I start to crawl up onto the bed, my intention to bury my face between her legs but she stops me with a hand before slowly rolling over, propping her chin on her forearms to keep the weight off her huge naturals.



 



   Wiggling her ass, I watch hypnotized as it jiggles for me, her full cheeks smooth and flawless looking. Looking back at me over her shoulder with a grin, she slowly starts to spread her legs, her thighs opening and revealing her glistening slit and asshole. Shaking again, she gyrates her pelvis, her ass and thighs moving in a way that makes my cock literally ache with pure
 need
 .



 



   Crawling onto the bed, I kiss her feet before moving up to her toned calves, then lick and nibble my way along her thighs, Mrs. Tanning grinding her sex against the mattress the whole time, her moist pussy and puckered little asshole seducing me as I work my way towards them.



 



   My mouth tickling her inner thighs, my hands running up and down her firm body, I grab her ass with both hands and fondle it, spreading it open, making it clap, grunting with lust as I become consumed with her body.



 



   Leaning in, I kiss and lap at her sex, running my tongue along her slit, Mrs. Tanning immediately pushing back against me, gyrating her sex on my face, moaning in pleasure. Lapping at her, I lick upwards, my tongue teasing her asshole, making her gasp as for the first time in years her most sensitive of areas gets some attention.



 



   Holding her cheeks open as I bury my face into her ass, Mrs. Tanning reaches behind herself, panting, and grabs the back of my head, pulling me in deeper, begging me to keep eating her ass in a husky whisper, my cock throbbing between my legs as I hear the lust and need apparent in her voice too.



 



   Eating her ass, feeling her grind herself against me and the pillow, my tongue darts against her puckered asshole, feeling her squirm in pleasure as I taste her, a taste a little like vanilla, her smooth cheeks pressing against my face on either side while I hold her, my arms now wrapped around her, holding her tight to me as she writhes.



 



   “Fuck me, John. Please, fuck me.”
 Mrs. Tanning pants over her shoulder, both her hands now gripping my head, pulling me into her.



 



   Breaking away, planting wet kisses all over her ass cheeks, I get to my knees and move up, her legs spreading wider to give me room between them. Leaning over her, one hand keeping myself up and the other holding my pounding cock, I lower myself closer, aiming my knob for her slick asshole.



 



   Holding her cheeks open for me, my cock slips between them and the head of my cock pushes against her tight asshole. Pushing down, I feel her butt give resistance as I add more weight to my shove, Mrs. Tanning moaning louder and louder as my cock gets closer and closer to penetrating her. With a grunt, I suddenly ‘pop’ inside, her asshole swallowing my knob and wrapping itself tightly around my shaft, Mrs. Tanning grunting and kicking at the bed as her asshole is fucked for the first time in forever and a day.



 



   “Jesus...fuck...god you’re big inside me, John.”
 She grunts as I keep myself still above her, giving her a minute to get used to me inside her before pushing deeper.



 



   “Want me to stop?” I ask her, feeling how tight her ass is around my shaft, watching her knuckles go white as she now grips at the blankets.



 



   “Fuck no...this is
 so
 good!” She answers, starting to gyrate her asshole around on my cock, as if to prove she’s loving it.



 



   Smiling, I push harder, allowing more of my weight to bear down on her, her hungry asshole taking my cock deeper and deeper, her ring unbelievably tight around my girth. Leaning down to kiss her neck and shoulders, I start to pump, ever so slowly sliding my cock out of her asshole, before pumping down again, the pistoning of my pelvis making her moan into the mattress, her hands clenching and unclenching at the blanket as I stuff her ass with cock over and over again.



 



  With her legs spread, lying face down on the bed, I lie on top of her, my legs open but between hers, my stomach rubbing against her perfect ass while I pump into her, my cock being milked by her tight asshole. Putting one arm around her neck, I hold myself close to her, my breath in her ear while I fuck her, my other hand running up and down her side, fondling the ample sideboob spilling from underneath her as she lays squashed between me and the mattress.



 



   Kissing and biting at her neck and ear, I work up a steady rhythm in her asshole, my balls slapping against her sopping pussy as I drive my cock in all the way, embedding myself into her ass again and again.



 



   “Fuck yes...fuck yes...fuck yes.
 ” Moans Mrs. Tanning like a mantra, her gasps muffled by the mattress and me.
 “I’ve needed this for so long. Fuck yes.”



 



   Holder her tighter, my chest against her back, I have her pinned to the mattress, impaled by the ass on my cock, my mouth kissing and licking and nipping lustfully at any exposed skin it can, her thick hair filling my nostrils with her scent, her gasps filling my ears and a small squeak from the bed telling us the tempo that we’re fucking at.



 



   My free hand slides down her body and works its way under her, sneaking past her stomach and searching for the mound of her mons. Finding it, my fingers slip a little further, finding the wetness of her sex and swirling around her engorged clit, her bud making her gasp and jolt with pleasure as I start to fondle her sex as we fuck.



 



   Fucking her ass deep, I rub her clit, grinding it at the same pace that I pump into her, Mrs. Tanning’s moans getting more desperate by the second. Her hips gyrating wildly as she begs me not to stop.



 



   Feeling her pussy dribbling, I rub her faster, her gasps turning to small cries as I feel her tensing underneath me.



 



   “Don’t stop...don’t stop...don’t stop…”
 She begs, her body getting stiffer and stiffer, her asshole clenching on my cock like a fleshy vice.



 



   Rubbing her clit and fucking her ass, I growl into her ear, my balls slapping her sex.
 “You gonna come for me, Mrs. Tanning? You gonna give me your come? You feel my hard cock inside you right now? You gonna give me your come?”



 



   “Oh fuck yes...fuck yes...don’t stop...so close! Fuck yes! Fuck yes!”
 Mrs. Tanning pants in a wail, her body more and more rigid, her hands gripping the blankets tighter, her asshole almost crushing my length within it.



 



   “That’s it Mrs. Tanning! I wanna feel you come! Give me your come! Give it to me!”
 I tell her in a growling whisper, my lips brushing her ear, my hand on her clit and my cock buried to the hilt inside her.



 



   “Oh fuck yes!”
 She cries loudly, her whole body feeling like suddenly all her strings had been cut, going from incredibly rigid to flailing about, her body trembling and shaking underneath me, practically vibrating with pleasure as her climax ravages her, her asshole throbbing around my cock in the tightest hug it’s ever received, her breath ragged and gasping as she shudders, her eyes fluttering and rolling as her orgasm takes control, her legs kicking and smacking at the mattress, all her nerves alight and sending signals of desperate pleasure at once.



 



   As her orgasm ebbs away, I continue to fuck her, slowly, letting her get her breath back, her body jolting and twitching randomly. Kissing her wherever I can, I see a slow grin spread across her mouth, her whole face one of satisfied bliss.



 



   “Oh...my...god. John...I mean...shit...wow...thank you, baby.” She murmurs into the blanket, reaching behind herself to pat my hip, my pelvis still slowly plunging my cock in and out of her spent asshole.



 



   “Glad I could give you what you needed,” I tell her, planting a few more kisses on her.



 



   “Mmm, and
 then some
 .” She answers, still in a dreamy murmur. “Well for such a good job, time to take your reward. Fill me, John, fill me in the ass with all that hot young come of yours.”



 



   “Don’t mind if I do,” I tell her with a smile, kissing her again and speeding up my thrusts.



 



   “Mmm, can’t wait to feel your cock exploding in me, John. I hope it’s a
 huge
 load.”



 



   “Only one way to find out,” I say, my thrusts increasing in speed, the slap of my balls on her sex filling the room.



 



   “That’s it John, fuck my ass, fill me up.” Mrs. Tanning says, once again gyrating her ass, milking my dick.



 



   Pulling out, I roll her over and slide back into her, her legs now up in the air as I piledrive into her asshole, leaning down to suck her massive tits as they shake and wobble from my every thrust, moving from her tits to kiss hungrily at her mouth, our tongues wrestling.



 



   Wrapping her arms around me, Mrs. Tanning grips my ass cheeks, pulling me into her, while with her legs spread wide and up in the air, she takes every inch of me, my hips pistoning wildly as I work towards my own orgasm.



 



   “Come in me! Come in me, John!”
 Mrs. Tanning begs, looking deep into my eyes as I hover above her, my body slapping into hers, my mouth open as I breathe, the constant pace of our fucking filling my body with pleasure.



 



   Looking into her eyes, I tell her that I’m going to come soon, my balls lifting and feeling tighter, her asshole gripping my shaft, coaxing the come from it moment by moment.



 



   “Yes John, that’s it! Give it to me!”
 She says seductively, biting her lip and making me believe that coming for her right now is the hottest possible thing I could ever do.



 



   Turned on past the point of no return, I gasp that I’m coming and then my body starts to spasm, my hips bucking wildly as my cock pulsates and erupts deep inside Mrs. Tanning’s asshole, filling her with spurt after spurt of hot come, slick and sticky. Her hands gripping my ass tight, not letting me go, I buck and thrust madly as my orgasm empties my balls inside Mrs. Tanning. Gasping, looking at her in mid-orgasm bliss, we start to kiss and I try to breathe while I feel her tongue roving around in my mouth.



 



   Pumping to a slow stop, I collapse on top of her, Mrs. Tanning’s hands running up and down my body while I lay there panting, Mrs. Tanning murmuring sounds of approval as she lightly slides her fingers over my shoulder blades and back down again.



 



   Not moving for a few minutes, Mrs. Tanning’s asshole holds onto my dick the entire time, her tight warmth never letting go of my length while I lie there, recovering.



 



   Eventually, rolling off her, my cock slides out of her asshole wetly and I fall to the mattress next to her, looking at her with a puppy dog smile.



 



   “I’d say we both got what we needed today, hey?” Mrs. Tanning asks me with a grin, her hand running up and down my body.



 



   “I’d agree with that, yeah,” I answer, watching her massive natural tits rise and fall with her breath.



 



   “However, after a while, I’m sure I’m going to need to get my ass serviced again since my husband won't do it. Would you be averse to me calling you in a few week’s time, John?” Mrs. Tanning asks, rolling onto her side, her massive tits moving majestically, almost with a life of their own.



 



   Smiling, unable to be any happier to know this will happen again in the near future, I reach out to stroke her perfect MILF body and answer, “No, Mrs. Tanning, I certainly wouldn’t be...
 averse
 to that.”



 



END
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