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MILF Pool Party
 
“I swear, are you ever going to put that game controller down?” mom asked, wearing one of her famous, incredulous expressions.  “How about finding a nice summer job?”
I sighed dramatically.  Sure, I might have been playing Dungeon Fantasy IX for the past three hours, but considering I just graduated high school with a perfect 4.0, I didn’t see the harm in being able to celebrate and unwind.
 “Why, do you need the couch?” I asked back with a teasing smile, knowing she’d already invited three of her friends, or more accurately MILF’s, over for an inaugural pool party out in our backyard.
Of course I wasn’t going to let her know that was the only reason I’d laid claim to the couch three hours ago: I wanted to have a prime seat when those three mature, sexy-as-hell women arrived.
I swear my dick got hard just thinking about them.
Mrs. Wilcox.  Simply put she was seductive danger, a classically beautiful blonde bombshell possessing lethal curves that oozed sin.  Her large breasts always stretched the material of whatever top she wore and her pronounced ass, well, let’s just say it’d given me plenty of fantasies to masturbate to.
As an added bonus, she also happened to be the world’s best hugger.  Every time our families got together she greeted me with open arms, warmly enveloping me into her embrace and squeezing me tight against her soft, lush body.
Her family lived only two streets over but with two kids starting middle school, and therefore lots of after-school activities to attend, I unfortunately hadn’t seen her much this past year.
Then there was Mrs. Dixon.  She might have been the new one in the group, knowing my mom for a little over two years now, but with her energetic, outgoing and more than flirty attitude, she quickly became the spark for the group’s adventures.
She loved to work out which meant you’d usually find her wearing some kind of thin, skin-hugging outfit that proudly showed off a tight, compact body built for sex.
Her big, gravity-defying breasts, usually snugly encased in a sports bra with a plunging neckline, sat high above a smooth, slender stomach.
White leggings, a favorite of hers, not only stretched over her toned legs with thighs that didn’t touch, but also clearly defined the firm, round globes of her ass.
Fuck, what I wouldn’t give to bend her over a piece of furniture, rip those leggings down and watch her sexy little bubble butt bounce off my stomach as I fucked her hard from behind.
And last, but definitely not least, Mrs. Peterson.  The very thought of her caused my cock to twitch.  Her body was the stuff of local legend, voluptuous beyond compare, with massive breasts and a commanding, shapely ass as round as it was full.
But what made her even sexier was that, at least on the surface, she appeared fairly uptight and conservative, despite having an affinity for scoop-neck shirts.  Every guy, including my dad, almost died each time she bent forward to give them a teasing glimpse of her seemingly bottomless cleavage.
Her family lived a few doors down and I’d known her since forever, even graduating with her son.  But since he was a jock, we didn’t run in the same social circles and as a consequence, I wasn’t in their house much save for the few times our families got together.
Even so, one of my biggest fantasies involved me going over there and catching a glimpse of her in the shower, watching as she ran a warm, soapy sponge all over her naked body.  Then she’d catch me spying but instead of being mad, she’d invite me to join her, allowing me to lather up her magnificent tits before pinning her against the tiled wall and fucking her senseless.
Suffice it to say I’d come plenty of times dreaming about that little scenario.
And now, in a matter of minutes, the three of them would be arriving dressed in their bathing suits, ready for an afternoon of sun and frolic in our newly installed pool.
Clearly, there was a god.
“Speaking of which, shouldn’t you be changing into your bathing suit?” I asked.
“I know, I know,” she sighed, throwing her hands up.  “I was going to do it right –”
Suddenly her cell phone went off.  Glancing down at the text, she swore under her breath.
“What is it?”
Before she could answer the front doorbell rang, signaling the arrival of my three fantasy MILF’s, as I liked to call them.  I immediately paused my game and straightened up as mom rushed to let them in.
Squeals of salutations pierced the air and the commotion quickly spilled from the foyer into the hall connecting to the kitchen, with Mrs. Dixon leading the way.
I gulped.
Her sizable breasts spilled out unapologetically from both sides of the tiny triangles of her bikini top, with the center string connecting them pulled taut across her eye-popping cleavage.
A white, chiffon sarong was wrapped loosely around her waist, the see-through material generously revealing her thong-clad ass.
“God, I’ve been so looking forward to this,” she stated.  “I can’t wait to get some sun and hop in the pool.  Hell, with this heat I might even be tempted to skinny-dip.”
Fuck, if she did…I made a grab for one of the throw pillows, hoping to conceal the hard-on currently growing behind my shorts.
The movement must’ve caught her eye because she turned and waved.
 “Hey, you,” she said to me with a playful smile.
“Hi,” I squeaked back, wishing like hell my voice didn’t sound so damn nerdy.
Our brief interaction made Mrs. Wilcox, who stood behind her, greet with me a smile and wave of her own.
I waved back, trying hard not to gape at the sight of her tan, crocheted lace cover-up dress, the pattern of which offered up enough gaps to give me a teasing glimpse of the light-blue bikini underneath.
Well, what there was of it because if my eyes weren’t playing tricks on me, it seemed most of her clear, creamy skin was visible, including a more than generous portion of her breasts and most of her thick, broad ass.
Re-adjusting the straps of the large beach tote bag hanging from her right shoulder, she turned to my mom.  “Thanks again for having us over.  It’s going to be a much needed break from the boring, everyday hum-drum.”
“No problem,” mom replied, “but something’s come up—”
“Oh, no, don’t think you’re cancelling on us,” Mrs. Peterson interjected.  Damn, even her voice had a way of making my insides go all awry.
She predictably wore a scoop-neck cover-up, the black, knee-length polyester doing its job in not disclosing any of the secrets hidden underneath.  Well, beside the fact the slope of her huge breasts pushed the material outwards much further than probably intended.
Mom held up her hands in defense, finding herself surrounded.  “Sarah just texted me and she wants to meet for lunch.  I’m so sorry, but I’ve canceled so many times on her already I really need to—”
Mrs. Dixon waved her hand in dismissal.  “Aw, it’s no big deal.  The sun ain’t going down any time soon.”
“And you’ll be gone what, two hours?  That’s plenty of time to come back and enjoy the cocktails, rays and company,” Mrs. Wilcox added.
“Are you guys sure?” mom asked, guilt still covering her face.
Mrs. Peterson piped up.  “Seriously, it’s okay.  Besides, I’m sure Kevin over there will make sure we stay out of trouble,” giving me a mischievous wink and smile when she said it.
Did she just fucking flirt with me?!?
My cock pulsed steady behind my shorts as Mom laughed off her comment and thanked them for their understanding.  Snatching her keys and purse from the entry table, she gave them each a quick hug and left.
Mrs. Wilcox’s head motioned the group towards the backyard and Mrs. Peterson followed, leaving Mrs. Dixon to bid me goodbye on behalf of the group.  “Try and keep it down in here,” she grinned before disappearing into the kitchen.
The second I heard the patio door slide open and shut, I turned off the game and sprinted up the stairs to my room, dashing to the window overlooking the backyard.
I almost couldn’t believe my eyes.  There they were, my three fantasy MILF’s gathered right below me, about to enjoy an afternoon of sunbathing and swimming.
I made a mental note to thank dad for deciding to put in the pool.
“God, it’s gonna feel so good to just relax,” Mrs. Wilcox declared, her voice drifting up through the open crack I’d left in the window earlier this morning.  She set her tote bag down and pulled from it an enormous, over-sized beach blanket, which she promptly unfurled and laid down on the freshly-installed sod.
Good lord, it was big enough for the three of them.
 “You’re telling me,” Mrs. Dixon chimed in, undoing the knot in her sarong.
I instinctively began rubbing myself through my shorts as the flimsy material fell to her feet.
Holy shit!
The ass I’d been dying to see was on full display and when she bent over at the waist to help straighten the blanket, I caught a glimpse of her bikini-covered pussy mound peeking out from between her perfectly rounded, naked butt cheeks.
I groaned and pushed my shorts down to my ankles.  Grabbing hold of my cock, I pumped the thick shaft and shifted my focus to Mrs. Wilcox.
She reached down to her shapely thighs and grabbed the fringe of her cover-up, wasting no time pulling it up over her head and dropping it into the opened tote bag.
Mrs. Dixon whistled at the sight.  “Girl, you got it going on,” she exclaimed.
My sentiments exactly, I thought after picking my jaw up from the floor.
To call her bikini tiny was an understatement, for it did very little to obscure her incredibly curvaceous body.
The bandeau-style top was no more than two inches wide, giving everyone present a more than generous view of the upper and lower halves of her wonderfully large breasts.  As an added bonus, the thin strip of material was separated and attached in the front by a single silver ring, which to its credit somehow managed not to snap in half while proudly shining a spotlight on her formidable cleavage.
And if that wasn’t suggestive enough, the see-thru mesh material of her top allowed her pink, eraser-sized nipples to make their presence known.
Accentuating her curvy hips on either side were loosely-knotted strings holding up an even skimpier bottom.  The front barely managed to cover her pussy mound and in the back the poor string of her thong disappeared almost instantly between her fleshy cheeks.
Grabbing some sunscreen, she began applying it on her arms, stomach and legs.  I actually became so distracted watching her spread it around, marveling at the way her fingers seemed to glide over her smooth skin, that I didn’t realize Mrs. Peterson had remained in her cover-up, arms crossed like she was apprehensive about something.
“Are you wearing it?” Mrs. Dixon asked, receiving the sunscreen from Mrs. Wilcox and squirting some onto her upper chest and arms.
“I can’t believe you talked me into this,” she replied.  “If Chad ever found out—”
“Like your husband pays any attention,” Mrs. Wilcox stopped her.  “Especially when it comes to your needs.  Remember, today is a turning point, a springboard to a new, better, and dare I say sexier you.”
What the hell were they talking about?  Her husband would easily be classified a world class asshole if he didn’t tell her every single fucking day how stunningly gorgeous she was.
“Girl, seriously, I bet you look fucking hot.  C’mon, let’s see it,” Mrs. Dixon goaded.
Did she just issue a dare?
With my curiosity now officially piqued my hand sped up, jerking my dick at a pretty good clip in anticipation.
Still appearing somewhat hesitant, Mrs. Peterson reached for the hem of her cover-up and, ever so slowly, lifted it up.
My heart beat wildly in my chest as inch by inch the material teasingly revealed the bare skin of her creamy thighs.  Then, figuring she might as well get it over with, she quickly yanked it over her head and tossed it on the grass beside her.
Oh.  My.  Fucking.  God.
Mrs. Peterson, the MILF of so many of my masturbating fantasies, wore what had to be the skimpiest microkini ever created.  Honestly, she may as well have been buck naked because the only coverage it gave her came in the form of three, ultra-tiny scraps of fabric.
The first two only managed to conceal her nipples and perhaps half of her brown areola, essentially granting the lucky few who were present the awe-inspiring sight of her majestic breasts in pretty much all of their glory.
The bottom piece tucked between her legs didn’t fare any better as it failed to hide all of the dark curls from her hairy bush.  And since the straps holding the microkini together were clear, more or less rendering them invisible, every inch of her big, mouth-watering ass was exposed.
Incredibly my cock stiffened even more and I felt a drop of pre-come leak from the tip.  Brushing a thumb over the sticky substance, I spread it around the head as Mrs. Dixon and Mrs. Peterson began whistling and clapping like they were at a strip club.
“Holy fuck,” Mrs. Wilcox said, giving another whistle.  “Damn, just looking at you is getting me horny.”
Mrs. Dixon giggled.  “I think it just got a hell of a lot hotter out here.  C’mon, baby, show us some moves.  Shake those big titties.”
Mrs. Peterson, unsure of exactly how to proceed, stood on her tiptoes and lightly bounced up and down.  Her breasts swung about and knocked together, and it was nothing short of a miracle that her top managed to stay on.
Mrs. Dixon and Mrs. Wilcox erupted into another round of applause and catcalls, suddenly transforming Mrs. Peterson into another person.
The expression on her face changed, and you could see all of her inhibitions melting away to allow the suppressed, inner bad girl deep inside her to be unleashed onto the world.
Instantly becoming more emboldened, she started delivering a non-stop variety of sexy poses, each one more risqué than the last.
She swayed her hips, she thrust her chest out, she bent over to twerk her heart-shaped ass and, much to the delight and awe of her captive audience, she cupped her tits and jiggled them in her palms.
Needless to say my hand picked up speed.  If she kept this up, I’d be coming any minute.
I closed my eyes, imagining the three of them bursting into my bedroom, throwing me on the bed and fucking me until my dick fell off.
The thought did nothing to help slow the pressure currently building in my balls.
Knowing my orgasm was seconds away, I re-opened my eyes and stared down at Mrs. Peterson, wanting to drink in the sight of her nearly nude body as I shot my load.
But then, out of the corner of my eye, I realized Mrs. Wilcox had gone missing.
Where in the hell was she?
Suddenly I heard a cough from behind me and I whirled around to find her standing in the doorway, a devilish grin on her face.
I froze, even though I desperately wanted to dive for cover behind my bed in complete and utter embarrassment.  She’d be telling my mom for sure, which meant she was now looking at a dead man.
Or was she?
Because instead of running away in disgust, or yelling at me for being a perv, her gaze locked in on my rock hard cock pointing straight at her.
Licking her lips, she lifted her pretty, crystal blue eyes to mine.  “Why Kevin,” she said, her voice dripping with sensuality, “you certainly seem to be enjoying the scenery.”
The light from my ceiling lamp reflected off of her slicked-up skin, bathing her body in an aura of erotic temptation.
“Um, please don’t tell my mom,” I sputtered.  “I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean to, it’s just you all are so…”
My words trailed off as she moved towards me, her steps measured and deliberate.  I tensed, not knowing what to expect.
She stopped in front of me, cast a mischievous little smile, then reached out and grabbed my cock.
Her warm, slender fingers wrapped themselves around the thick shaft and I watched in disbelief as they began sliding up and down my entire length.
Was my mom’s friend really up in my bedroom jerking me off?
Her breasts were rising and falling with each of her own heated, gradually increasing breaths.  At this range her bikini top held back no secrets, her fully erect nipples so fucking stiff they dang near poked a hole through the thin, mesh material.
I fought to restrain myself from slipping a finger into the front ring of her top and ripping it down, freeing her tits so I could bury my face in her cleavage where I’d happily never come back up for air.
“So fucking big,” she said quietly to herself before abruptly tightening her grip and turning for the door.  “C’mon,” she said matter-of-factly.
“Whoa, wait, I’m still naked, I mean, where are we going?”
“Don’t think you can get off quite so easily,” she answered with a teasing smile.  “I think it’s only fair the others should get a chance to see what you were doing.”
“But—”
She yanked me forward and I somehow managed to step out of the shorts still pooled at my feet.  With my throbbing cock firmly in her hand, she led me into the hallway, down the stairs and through the kitchen.
As I shuffled behind her I couldn’t resist keeping my eyes trained on her pronounced, swaying ass.  The fleshy cheeks bobbed and jiggled, and it took all my willpower not to give one of them a spank.
When we reached the sliding glass door I attempted another feeble protest but she shot me down.
“You shouldn’t complain about being caught until you know what your punishment will be.”
Giving me a wink, she slid the door open and led me outside where she promptly announced our presence.
“Look at what I found!”
Both Mrs. Dixon and Mrs. Peterson whipped their heads around to witness me standing next to Mrs. Wilcox, who proudly held on to my rock-hard cock like a prized trophy.
God, I was never going to live this down.
Mrs. Peterson stopped posing and, along with Mrs. Dixon, came over to stand in front of us.  Dropping their gaze, their eyes grew wide.
Mrs. Dixon reacted first.  “Here, let me see that,” she said, stepping forward and taking over for Mrs. Wilcox’s hand.
Her eager fingers slipped over the bulging head and with a loose fist she stroked my cock.
“Mmmm,” she moaned softly, briefly closing her eyes and sighing before asking, “Were you perving on us?”
Her tone was oddly hopeful rather than accusatory.
Obviously I couldn’t lie.  “Yes, Mrs. Dixon,” I said, almost bowing my head in shame.
“Mrs. Dixon,” she replied.  “I like the sound of that.  Tell me, did you like watching Mrs. Peterson?”
I nodded.  “Yes, Mrs. Dixon.”
She giggled.  “Do you think she looks sexy in her microkini?”
I wanted to reply in the same manner so as not to appear disrespectful in any way, but the words just slipped out.  “Fuck, yeah,” I said, telling the truth.  “Fucking hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”
I looked at Mrs. Peterson when I said it, only to find her gaze hadn’t left my cock.  It was like she was in some kind of trance.
“Let’s get this off,” Mrs. Wilcox recommended, already working my t-shirt up and over my head.  Tossing it to the side, she splayed her fingers against my chest then dragged them down my torso as she dropped to her knees.
Mrs. Dixon, still busily tugging away on my dick, joined her on the grass.  She opened her mouth and I thought for sure she’d start going down on me, but instead she asked, “Would you like her to jerk you off?”
What the fuck did I just hear!?!  Hardly believing my ears I nodded, finding myself in a daze of my own.  “Yes, Mrs. Dixon.”
Her lips curled into a provocative grin before turning to motion Mrs. Peterson over.
Holy fuck, was this really…was she actually going…
My prayers were answered when she took a step forward, then another, her hips clocking enticingly back and forth.
Mrs. Dixon shifted to the side so Mrs. Peterson could take center stage.  Falling to her knees between the others, she carefully reached for my cock and took hold of it.
It was surreal seeing her fingers softly wrap themselves around the pulsing shaft and begin jerking it nice and slow.
“God, it’s been a long time since I’ve had a young, hard cock in my hand,” Mrs. Peterson stated almost wistfully.  Her strokes remained deliberate, steady, like she never wanted to let go.
Mrs. Wilcox smiled.  “Bet it’s been even longer since you’ve had one in your mouth.”
I swear the world stopped moving, the air around us suddenly heavy with a heightened sense of craving, of unspoken needs and desires demanding to be acted on.
Mrs. Peterson blinked several times in acknowledgment of her statement, but remained tentative.  I couldn’t blame her.  After all, she had a hold of her friend’s son’s cock, knowing if she took the next step, there’d be no going back.
Mrs. Dixon decided to aid with the internal struggle by placing a hand at the back of her head and gently nudging her forward.
Slowly but surely her lips inched closer.  I heard my heart beating loudly in my chest, the anticipation damn near killing me until finally they fell open and made contact with the silken tip.
I let out an uncontrollable groan watching them slide warmly over the head.  Mrs. Peterson closed her eyes as if relishing the moment then, in one hot, swift motion, swallowed me fucking whole.
Her forehead actually came to a rest on my stomach before retreating, leaving my dick absolutely drenched in her saliva.
Pulling back, she gasped through the countless strands of spit and pre-come connecting her mouth to the head of my cock.  After wiping them away with a greedy swipe of her tongue and smacking her lips with delight, she immediately went back down on me.
“That’s it, baby, suck that big hard dick,” Mrs. Dixon spat out, her face not more than an inch or two away.
Mrs. Peterson continued her oral assault, sucking and slurping like she hadn’t had a cock in years.  Little did I know how accurate that assessment was until she pulled back and let out another gasp.  “Fuck, I miss sucking cock,” she said.
Seriously?  What in the fucking hell was wrong with her husband?
Luckily I didn’t have to worry contemplating the matter right now because Mrs. Wilcox, seeing her opportunity, grabbed my dick and shoved it in her mouth.
Damn, if I thought Mrs. Peterson’s blowjob was sloppy…
Mrs. Wilcox seemed dead set on proving she was more than capable of delivering a world-class blowjob, creating an unbelievable amount of suction that almost buckled my knees.
Her slurping sounds grew louder by the second and after several trips and a deep-throat for good measure, she surrendered me over to Mrs. Dixon’s waiting mouth.
Just like the others her intention was to give me an unforgettable blowjob.  It was as if they had some kind of secret bet going on.
But since I ended up being the lucky recipient of their combined talents, you weren’t going to find me complaining any time soon.  Especially when she pulled back, stuck out her tongue, and milked my cock with her hand, happily licking up any pre-come that appeared from her efforts.
When she eventually ended her turn I thought Mrs. Peterson might resume where she left off, thereby starting the rotation over again.
What I didn’t expect was for all three of them to attack me at the same time.
Mrs. Peterson drew the tip into her mouth while Mrs. Dixon and Mrs. Wilcox ran their lips back and forth along the sides.  Every so often one or two of them would even drop down to lick and suck on my hairy sac.
There were no words to describe the feeling of three mouths, lips and tongues lavishing my cock and balls at the same time.  Spit, saliva and pre-come were flying everywhere and just when I thought it couldn’t possibly get any better, Mrs. Dixon and Mrs. Wilcox came up with a brilliant idea.
“You know, I don’t think you got the chance to put any sunscreen on yet,” Mrs. Dixon mentioned to Mrs. Peterson.
“Make sure you remember to get your tits protected,” Mrs. Wilcox chimed in.
Her tits?
Mrs. Dixon crawled behind Mrs. Peterson and began to undo the knot in the back of her microkini.
My eyes were glued to her chest and the two tiny triangles about to drop away.  Sure, her breasts may have been pretty much bare already, seeing as how her nipples were the only thing not covered, but that didn’t stop my cock from somehow getting harder at the thought of finally getting to see them in all of their unfettered splendor.
Suddenly the clear strings slung around and her gigantic breasts burst free from their confines, bouncing and falling to their natural position.
It’s a wonder I didn’t shoot my load right then and there, for they were more breathtaking then I could’ve ever imagined.
Mrs. Dixon slid her hands around and cupped each one.  “You like?” she asked me teasingly, jiggling them in her palms.
I opened my mouth to speak but no words came out.  I mean, what was there to say when you were staring at heaven?
From my left I heard the sunscreen bottle pop open and I saw Mrs. Wilcox holding up the bottle.  “Would you like to do the honors?”
My hands were dang near shaking as I took the bottle, turned it upside down, and squirted the clear liquid onto Mrs. Peterson’s tits.
It splashed and ran all over, aided by the talented fingers of Mrs. Dixon who gleefully helped spread it over every available inch before making her way towards the brown tips.  Taking the stiff, thimble-sized nipples between her forefingers and thumbs, she rolled and tweaked them.
The sight was more than I could take.  Acting on pure instinct I dropped the bottle, took hold of my cock, and brazenly slapped it against her left breast.
Mrs. Peterson gasped at the contact and looked up at me, her eyes pleading for me to do it again.  I promptly obliged, alternating back and forth until Mrs. Wilcox offered up a simple yet wicked suggestion.
“Fuck those big titties, baby.”
I snuck a glance at Mrs. Peterson, whose face lit up with delight.  Mrs. Dixon, fully on board, spread Mrs. Peterson’s breasts apart just enough so I could slide between them.
Admittedly still somewhat in shock any of this was actually happening, I bent slightly at the knees and guided myself into the very cleavage the entire male population of our town dreamed of every night.
At the same time Mrs. Dixon wrapped them snugly around my length.  It felt so fucking good I figured I’d be lucky to last thirty seconds.  But I took a deep breath, sent up a quick prayer for some stamina, and proceeded to thrust upwards.
With her chest completely soaked in sunscreen and the steady drips of pre-come leaking from the tip of my cock, the trips through were slippery smooth and fast.
“That’s it baby, fuck my fucking tits with your big young cock,” she grunted.
Was this the same conservative, refined Mrs. Peterson I’d known since forever?  And was she really saying this to me?
Oh yeah, I thought, watching her dangle her tongue in the hopes of catching a swipe or two of the tip each time it punched through.
I groaned, hardly believing my good fortune, especially when Mrs. Wilcox let out a heated moan and reached behind her back to undo the knot of her bikini top.
I hungrily looked on, anxiously awaiting the moment when her large breasts would be fully exposed.
A second later the material fell away and I caught my breath.  She cupped and squeezed the ample mounds, inviting my dick to inspect them closer.
It was an offer I couldn’t refuse.
Pulling out from Mrs. Peterson, I stepped to my right and slid myself into her impressive cleavage.  As I did, Mrs. Peterson snatched up the bottle of sunscreen from the ground and absolutely drenched Mrs. Wilcox’s chest.
Her bright pink nipples, now soaked with the clear fluid, sparkled in the bright, noonday sun, and she wrapped her breasts so tightly around my shaft that they practically touched.
I started pumping through the now-slick channel and I noticed her upper lip curling with a naughty hunger whenever the fat head of my cock popped up from between her tits.
“Fucking give it to me, baby,” she damn near snarled.
Taking her by the shoulders and using them for leverage, I increased the pace of my upward thrusts, making sure they were firm and hard.
Mrs. Wilcox grunted her approval.  “Oooh, that’s it, Kevin, fuck my tits.”
I spent the next minute doing just that, even managing to poke her in the chin a few times.  Mrs. Peterson certainly seemed pleased with my efforts, encouraging me to keep it up.
As for Mrs. Dixon, she had moved from behind Mrs. Peterson and now knelt beside her, opposite from Mrs. Wilcox.
Her fingers made quick work of the knot to her bikini top and, in the blink of an eye, the strings slung around and the two, tiny red triangles fell to the ground.
Fuck, her tits were perfect, with dark nipples that, like the rest of her, were hard and perky.
She immediately cupped and jiggled them, alerting me they were more than ready for their turn.
Mrs. Wilcox, happy to share, allowed me to pull back and make my way over to Mrs. Dixon.
While I positioned myself in front of her, she opened her mouth and let a gob of saliva fall down to greet the tip of my cock as it slid between her breasts.
Pushing them together to secure me deep within her cleavage, she began rubbing them against my shaft, each in the opposite direction.
“Damn, I love having a nice hard cock between my tits,” she grunted, bouncing them up and down my entire length.  “You like me fucking your cock with my firm titties, baby?”
“Fuck yeah,” I replied with a grunt of my own.  “They’re so fucking hot.”
Mrs. Dixon grinned and upped her efforts, her high-sitting mounds the perfect match for my cock as they sped along, creating a staggering amount of friction that heated and teased our nerve endings.
At one point things were getting so hot I thought I might actually lose control and come all over her breasts, but she slowed down at just the right time and released my cock so I could return to Mrs. Peterson, fresh and ready for another round.
I spent the next five minutes titty-fucking my three fantasy MILF’s and the longer I went on, and the more the sounds of our combined grunts and groans filled the air around us, the more I noticed Mrs. Peterson’s eyes begin to glaze over with an unbridled lust.
I happened to be in front of her, thrusting through her tits for what I believe was the fourth time, when suddenly her face went ablaze with an intense hunger and she dang near whimpered the words I’d only ever heard in my dreams.
“God, I can’t take it anymore.  I need your fucking cock so fucking bad.  Please, baby, let me feel that big fucking cock in my pussy.”
Before I even had a chance to react the three of them were on their feet and pulling me over onto the center of the blanket.
Mrs. Dixon and Mrs. Wilcox pushed me down on my back then crawled on their hands and knees over to Mrs. Peterson, who stood at my feet.
Positioning themselves on either side, they hooked their fingers around the clear strings of her bikini bottom and slowly pulled it down.
I instinctively grabbed hold of my cock when her hairy pussy came into view, the brown, meaty folds already glistening with her arousal.
“Do you jerk off thinking about me?” Mrs. Peterson purred in a husky voice.
“Damn near every night,” I said, not caring if she thought I was a creep for doing so.
Wearing nothing but a sex-filled grin, she got down and crawled on top of me.
The next minute was, for all intents and purposes, an out-of-body experience.  I found myself up above the action, looking down like it was happening to someone else.  Someone luckier, more handsome, and a whole hell of a lot less nerdy.
That’s the way reality always happened.
But somehow, quite incredibly and for reasons I still couldn’t fathom, not today.
The pointy tips of her large nipples brushed against my chest as behind her, Mrs. Dixon and Mrs. Wilcox were busy taking turns sucking and slurping on my cock before taking the tip and rubbing the head over Mrs. Peterson’s pussy lips.
Both of us moaned at the contact.  “Please give it to me,” Mrs. Peterson begged, peering over her shoulder.  “Stick that big young cock in my pussy.”
Suddenly I felt myself being inserted into paradise on earth, her walls so fucking wet and warm I honestly didn’t see how in the hell I would last more than a minute.
As if laying down that very challenge she placed her palms flat on my chest, arched her back, and began riding me like a fucking pro, causing her massive breasts to bounce gloriously up and down.
And if that wasn’t overwhelming enough, Mrs. Dixon and Mrs. Wilcox remained down by the action, not only cheering her on by spanking her ass, but also running their hands over my cock and balls.
God, please don’t let me come too early, I thought, growing more than a little concerned I might not be good enough for the likes of them.  The last thing I wanted was for them to regret even dreaming up this idea in the first place.
Thankfully Mrs. Peterson came to the rescue, unknowingly giving me a much needed pep talk by singing my praises.
“Fuck, Kevin, your big cock feels so fucking good in my pussy,” she proclaimed, throwing her head back and arching further out.
Her words infused every cell in my body with resolve, a promise that today, right now, I would rise to the challenge and give my three fantasy MILF’s a fucking like they’d never experienced.
Reaching up for her breasts, I cupped the huge, fleshy mounds the best I could in my tiny palms.  I squeezed and kneaded them, worshipping them with the reverence they so rightly deserved.
“Your tits are fucking perfect,” I said, pulling and tweaking the hardened tips between my forefingers and thumbs.
“Mmmm, baby, that’s it, play with my fucking nipples,” she managed amongst a continual stream of heated sighs and whimpers before leaning forward.
Her right nipple dangled less than an inch above my mouth and without hesitation I raised my head to wrap my lips tightly around it.
She moaned and threaded a hand through my hair, applying a gentle, encouraging pressure as I switched my attention to the left one.
By this point her hips were rocketing up and down, eventually reaching a pace that suddenly saw her fly off the top.
Mrs. Dixon and Mrs. Wilson were right there to grab my cock.  Taking turns, they vigorously sucked her juices from my dripping shaft before eagerly re-inserting me back in.
Once again we moaned and Mrs. Peterson lowered her mouth to mine to engage in an intense, passionate kiss.
When we finally broke she rose up, sat back in my lap, and ground her hips in tight little circles.
Mrs. Dixon and Mrs. Wilcox made their way beside her, each corralling one of her giant breasts into their hands.
“God, you look so fucking hot riding his cock,” Mrs. Wilcox declared.
Mrs. Dixon brushed a damp strand of hair away from Mrs. Peterson’s face.  “You so fucking deserve this, baby.  How does it feel having a hard, young cock in your pussy?”
“It’s so much fucking bigger than my fucking husband’s,” she replied.
My chest swelled with pride at her admission while Mrs. Dixon smiled and gave her a soft, tender kiss.  “Can I have his cock now, baby?” she asked in a needy voice that caused my nostrils to flare.  “I promise to give it back.”
Mrs. Peterson nodded her approval and rolled off to the side as my eyes became glued to Mrs. Dixon untying the side knots to her bikini bottom.
Her nimble fingers made short work of them and the material fell away, revealing a neatly trimmed patch of dark pubic hair above her brown, glossy folds.
Throwing a leg over my torso so her backside faced me, she gripped my shins and straddled me.
Damn, if I thought her ass looked sexy when she bent over to lay out her towel, that was nothing compared to how it looked hovering just above the tip of my cock.
Mrs. Wilcox and Mrs. Peterson, who were situated on either side of me, had their hands rubbing and squeezing her tight little buttocks.
“Oooh, baby, you ready to ride his big cock?” cooed Mrs. Wilcox, giving the left cheek a nice slap.
“Give it to me,” Mrs. Dixon begged.  “Stick it in my fucking pussy.”
Mrs. Peterson proudly volunteered to do the honors, giving my dick a few sloppy sucks before guiding me inside Mrs. Dixon’s waiting slit.
Inch by inch she sank down, her walls doing their best to stretch around my girth.
Mrs. Peterson turned to me.  “You ready to watch her ass bounce up and down on your big fucking cock?”
Man, just hearing her talk dirty instantly tested my staying power.  “Yes, Mrs. Peterson,” I replied, licking my lips in anticipation.
Mrs. Dixon gradually lifted herself up, going all the way to the tip then, with a fair amount of force, slammed back down, her drool-worthy buttocks jiggling when they smacked into my lap.
I groaned at the sight as she repeated the process over and over, her movements growing faster and more exaggerated with each trip.  Eventually she found her rhythm and, arching to thrust her backside towards me, looked over her shoulder to catch a glimpse of her ass in action.
Who could blame her?
It was fucking poetry in motion.  Her butt cheeks were flexing, twerking, bouncing, jiggling and flying in every direction, with a speed that seemed incomprehensible to the naked eye.
Mrs. Wilcox and Mrs. Peterson moaned and shouted their approval while continually spanking her whenever possible.
The sound of their playful slaps mixed deliciously with the smacking of her ass against my stomach, creating a wondrous melody I knew would be ringing in my ears for many years to come.
Excited to add my own personal touch to the erotic composition, I reached forward and landed a palm squarely on her right buttock.
Mrs. Dixon cried out.  “That’s it baby, fucking spank my ass.  Spank it while I ride that big fucking cock of yours.”
Never one to disobey an order I spanked away, alternating between each cheek until she gradually slowed her movements and began grinding that hot little bubble butt in my lap.
Stimulated by the sight, I greedily took hold of her ass, squeezing and kneading the amazingly pliant globes.
Not only did Mrs. Dixon groan her appreciation, but Mrs. Peterson and Mrs. Wilcox let out soft groans of their own, deciding now was the time to fully join us.
Mrs. Peterson rose to her feet and stood in front of Mrs. Dixon.  Bending slightly at the knees and with legs apart, offered up her hairy snatch to Mrs. Dixon’s waiting mouth.
It was one thing seeing a woman eat out another woman in a porno, of which I had quite a few in my collection, but seeing it live, especially when it involved two of my fantasy MILF’s, took it to a whole other level of hotness.
Mrs. Peterson closed her eyes and cupped one of her massive tits as Mrs. Dixon sucked and pulled on her pussy.
Meanwhile Mrs. Wilcox worked on discarding her bikini bottom, peeling the material down her legs to reveal pink, glistening folds topped by a nest of soft, blonde curls.
Without saying a word she put a hand on my chest and threw one leg over my head, leaning forward just a bit to straddle my face.
Gripping her butt cheeks, I pulled them apart and went to town on her thick, meaty lips, desperately munching and nibbling like I hadn’t eaten for days.
“Fuck, Kevin, right there, baby, oooh, fuck yes,” she said, grinding her hips against my tongue as it found her clit.
While I concentrated on the hardened nub, I felt Mrs. Dixon slow her gyrations to the point where she stopped and hopped off.
When she did Mrs. Wilcox fell forward so we ended up in a sixty-nine position.  Her hand and mouth wasted no time working their magic on my cock and balls, soon joined by the talents of Mrs. Dixon who’d turned around.
Their combined efforts had me moaning with pleasure and I re-gripped both of Mrs. Wilcox’s butt cheeks to spread them even further apart, intent on taking full possession of her crotch.
But before I could Mrs. Peterson’s head suddenly appeared above her ass.  She opened her mouth and a dribble of spit fell from her lips, landing squarely in Mrs. Wilcox’s deep crack.  Taking a finger, she spread the sticky substance over and around her light brown asshole.
Mrs. Wilcox’s buttocks flexed under my palms and she emitted a prolonged, guttural groan as Mrs. Peterson let another dribble of saliva fall before lowering her tongue to the puckered entrance.
I couldn’t resist bringing my own tongue up to meet hers and together we licked and rimmed the tight hole.
“You like her ass?” Mrs. Peterson asked me.
“It’s fucking gorgeous,” I replied, giving the cheeks a firm squeeze.
“I want to watch you ram your big fucking dick into her from behind, baby.  Pound her pretty pink pussy hard for me.”
God, I loved hearing her talk dirty.
Mrs. Wilcox, wholly on board with the idea, wiggled herself free from my grasp and crawled down past my feet on all fours.  By the time I sat up she had her ass stuck high in the air, shaking it back and forth while Mrs. Dixon and Mrs. Peterson took turns spanking the jiggling cheeks.
“Give me that big, young cock,” Mrs. Wilcox demanded through gritted teeth, looking back over her shoulder at me.
Maneuvering in behind her, I plowed my way inside my third pussy in a little over ten minutes time, a feat previously only achieved in my wildest fantasies.
Mrs. Wilcox’s head snapped back and she cried out as I filled up her slick, tight walls to their breaking point.
Not wanting to give her a second of respite I launched into a furious pace, unrelentingly driving into her over and over until the sounds of her fleshy butt cheeks smacking against my stomach echoed loudly throughout the backyard.
Obviously today had so far been one of many firsts, including one sight I’d never thought I’d get the chance to see: Mrs. Wilcox’s thick, pronounced ass slamming into me.
One tremendous wave after the other spread out over her entire backside, all emanating from the incredible amount of force I generated each time I drove myself inside her.
Mrs. Peterson and Mrs. Dixon certainly were enjoying the view, encouraging me to “fuck her harder.”
Their cheers spurred me on and I picked up the pace, forcing a full-throated cry of ecstasy from Mrs. Wilcox.
“You look so fucking hot being fucked hard,” Mrs. Dixon whispered in her ear.
“It’s been too fucking long,” she grunted between staggered breaths as Mrs. Dixon gave a nod of understanding.
Just what in the hell was wrong with these supposed husbands of theirs?
“Lay down, baby,” Mrs. Wilcox instructed her.  “I want to taste your sweet little pussy.”
Mrs. Dixon flashed a dirty smile and eagerly complied with the order, spreading her legs wide.  Mrs. Wilcox, despite being rocked back and forth by the power of my thrusts, easily managed to stuff her head between them and start delivering a series of long, firm licks.
Seeing the passionate expression wash over Mrs. Dixon propelled me even faster, right up to the point where I slipped out from Mrs. Wilcox.
Mrs. Peterson grabbed my dick and shoved it in her mouth.  “Mmmm,” she moaned as her head bobbed up and down, sucking the juices from my shaft and replacing it with plenty of saliva.
When she finished she inserted me back in and I picked up right where I left off.
“God, baby, I love watching your cock in action,” Mrs. Peterson said.  We shared a quick kiss then she crawled down to the other end and, facing me, sat on Mrs. Dixon’s face.
I kept hammering away at Mrs. Wilcox, though admittedly slowing down the tiniest fraction if for no other reason than to take a moment to relish the unbelievable scene laid out in front of me.
My three fantasy MILF’s and me, nerdy little Kevin, all lined up and connected by cock, mouth and pussy.
Damn, I wish I had a camera.
Everyone was now moaning and groaning in some form or fashion and I wondered if perhaps we were getting too loud.  What if the neighbors heard?
Ol’ Mrs. Anderson who lived next door had an annoying habit of staring out her upstairs window, which more or less looked down over our backyard.  I could just picture her gleefully telling everyone what she saw.
Though honestly, who the fucked cared?  If my three fantasy MILF’s didn’t, why should I?
As if to drive that point home Mrs. Peterson let out a loud, sensuous wail and fell forward to help Mrs. Wilcox satisfy Mrs. Dixon’s pussy.  When she did she stuck her big, beautiful ass high up in the air and gave it a shake.
I got the hint.
I slammed into Mrs. Wilcox one last time then made my way behind Mrs. Peterson, who shook her ass again.
 “Fucking give it to me, Kevin,” she hissed.  “Pound me like a fucking dirty little slut.”
Although still feeling a tad exhausted from having spent the last several minutes pounding the shit out of Mrs. Wilcox, hearing those words shamelessly pour from Mrs. Peterson’s mouth instantly reinvigorated my entire body.
Of course watching her shake her beautiful fat ass certainly didn’t hurt, either.
Taking hold of my cock, I buried myself inside her pussy and began driving into her at superhuman speed.
She cried out, showing no concern if the whole neighborhood heard.  In fact, it sounded like she wanted them to because a constant stream of “fucks” tore from her throat, each one more wild and wanton than the last.
Mrs. Dixon, who had remained underneath Mrs. Peterson so that her face sat just below my swinging balls, shouted her own encouragement before flicking her tongue at my hairy sac.
Mrs. Wilcox lifted her head from between Mrs. Dixon’s legs and shot me a wicked grin.  “You like watching her big, fat ass bouncing off your stomach?” she asked.
“Fuck, yeah,” I responded, shaking my head in near disbelief at the sight of her large butt cheeks rebounding off of me like a springboard, causing a steady flow of enormous shockwaves to roll across the plump flesh.
I spanked both cheeks, prompting Mrs. Peterson to beg for more, to which I happily obliged while grunting how fucking hot her ass looked.
At one point my cock happened to slip out from her pussy and without even thinking I immediately fed it to Mrs. Dixon’s open mouth.
After sucking, slurping, and bathing it with a fresh coat of her saliva, she promptly stuck it back inside Mrs. Peterson.
As I continued pumping in and out, Mrs. Dixon shifted her attention to Mrs. Peterson’s clit.  Soon both of us had her thighs trembling and if given another minute, we would’ve had her coming for sure.
I had to admit it felt pretty empowering knowing I could please her.  That I could perform well enough to bring her to orgasm.
And that didn’t even take into account the fact that, in turn, she craved my cock.  Wanted it filling up her pussy.
The same could be said of Mrs. Dixon and Mrs. Wilcox, too.
This sudden realization triggered something inside me to bloom and grow, a feeling of self-confidence I never knew I possessed.
Make no mistake, as far as I was concerned they were still aggressively calling the shots, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t participate in calling a few of my own.
I slammed into Mrs. Peterson one last time then withdrew from her sopping pussy, playfully slapping her on the hip in the process to indicate it was time for a change.
After she rolled off to the side I stood up, but not before reaching down and pulling Mrs. Dixon to her feet in front of me.
She cried out in surprise as I took her by the ass and lifted her up against my body, followed by a heated moan when I lowered her all the way down on my cock.
We stood in the center of the blanket, her hands wrapped around my neck and her forehead resting on mine.
“You like me fucking your tight little pussy with my young cock,” I grunted, gripping her butt cheeks to guide her up and down.
“Fuck, yeah,” she snarled through clenched teeth.  “You’re so fucking big, baby.  Fuck, I love having your big fucking cock in my pussy.”
My nostrils flared at her admission and I bent slightly at the knees to improve the angle of penetration, at the same time enabling me to pull her even faster towards me while giving a tiny thrust of my own.
The resulting slapping of our skin rivaled the non-stop flow of primal sounds echoing up from the back of her throat as she hung on tight.
Eventually I straightened up and, with her still clinging to my lean frame, started carrying her from the blanket towards the outdoor furniture underneath our brand new pergola.
It was fairly good-sized, with the cement slab almost completely covered by an area rug.  Three of the outer edges were occupied by large sectionals forming a U-shape centered around an oversized, square ottoman.
Our lips were locked in a hungry kiss when the front of my legs hit the side of it.  With my cock still firmly embedded in her pussy, I gently fell forward and laid her down on its soft cushion.
Leaning over her, I pushed her legs up towards her so that her knees practically touched her chest.  Then, planting my fists right below her shoulders, I proceeded to drive into her hard and fast, making sure to give her every last inch.
“Fucking shit!” she screamed at the top of her lungs.  If the neighbors hadn’t heard us before, it’d be a miracle if they didn’t now.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she repeated over and over as my sweaty balls slapped against her ass in a relentless rhythm.
Meanwhile Mrs. Wilcox and Mrs. Peterson had made their way over, but instead of joining us on the ottoman, they sat down next to one other on one of the sectionals.
Their legs were spread wide, masturbating to the sight of me fucking Mrs. Dixon’s brains out.  And the look on their faces, well, let’s just say they wished it was their pussies that were being fucked.
Not wanting to keep them waiting any longer, I plunged into Mrs. Dixon several more times and withdrew my cock.
Their eyes lit up as I made my way over but instead of instantly picking a pussy and burying myself in it, I dropped to my knees in front of Mrs. Wilcox and stuffed my face between her legs.
She moaned, threading a hand through my hair while I sucked and lapped away, once again enjoying the intoxicating taste of her pink folds.
A minute later Mrs. Peterson let out a moan of her own beside us, signaling it was time for her turn.
Mrs. Wilcox graciously released me from her grasp and I scooted over between Mrs. Peterson’s legs, wasting no time dragging my tongue through her hairy slit.
Her juices were so fucking sweet they filled me with an unquenchable thirst for more.  I feasted away for quite some time, munching on her snatch like a desperate man on the brink of starvation.
And I would’ve easily continued but there were other places I very much wanted to explore.
Dropping my head, I pushed on the back of her thighs, angling her pelvis upward so her asshole ended up in prime position for my tongue.
“Fuck, Kevin, lick my fucking asshole, baby, fuck yeah,” she groaned as I bathed the dark, puckered entrance with plenty of saliva.
Bet her husband never did this!
I circled the brown hole a few more times and raised my head, only to find Mrs. Wilcox training her gaze directly at me, her eyes half-closed with need.
She now had two fingers jabbing away at her pussy and she lifted both of them to her mouth, her full lips falling open to suck on her own juices.
Once they were perfectly clean she slipped them out and, crooking her index finger, motioned me over.
She didn’t need to tell me twice!
I went to move in front of her but instead she yanked me down onto the sectional beside her.
My butt had barely hit the seat cushion when she threw one leg over me, straddling my cock.  Reaching behind, she grabbed the large shaft and guided it inside her.
Damn, it felt good to be inside her again, feeling her hot, tight walls stretching to gradually accept my entire length.
Once settled in my lap she leaned forward and started bouncing up and down with heedless abandon.
Her large breasts kept smacking me in the face and I opened my mouth to let her stiff, pink nipples brush across my lips, each time eliciting a pleasured groan for my efforts.
Mrs. Peterson had positioned herself on all fours next to us, her right hand currently running over Mrs. Wilcox’s ass and my cock and balls.
On the other side Mrs. Dixon crawled onto the couch to lock lips with Mrs. Wilcox.  Seeing them kiss caused a mighty heat to envelop me, a raw, primal feeling that urged my hands to seek out the wonderfully pronounced ass riding my dick and spank it.
Gripping the thick, rounded cheeks, I squeezed and spanked them, immediately followed by several more in rapid succession.
Mrs. Wilcox moaned into the kiss then decided to switch gears, rocking her hips back and forth in an attempt to draw me deeper inside her.
I loved the way her buttocks flexed under my palms and I spanked them a few more times before she broke the kiss and gasped.
“Your cock feels sooo fucking good,” she marveled, closing her eyes and throwing her head back with a sensual, and revealing, satisfaction.
She looked so hot lost in the moment that I found myself dragging my mouth up her slender throat in a series of wet, caressing kisses then, following her jawline towards her ear, diverted across her cheek to capture her lips as her head fell back forward.
Our tongues joined and swirled, wrapping around one another in an intense, open-mouthed kiss.
When we finally broke she sat back, giving an opportunity for Mrs. Peterson to ask for my cock in a voice full of need and desire.
They quickly switched places and Mrs. Peterson climbed on board in a reverse cow-girl position.
Mrs. Dixon already had my cock stuffed deep in her mouth, giving it a couple of hard sucks before inserting me inside Mrs. Peterson’s waiting pussy.
Fuck, she was absolutely soaking wet, dropping down in my lap with no resistance whatsoever.
I took her by the waist as she fell back against me, her head coming to a rest on my left shoulder.
She began riding me with determination, her hips swiveling, gyrating and bouncing up and down.
Her breasts swung about and I found my hands drawn to them like some invisible magnet.  I loosely cupped the glorious mounds, letting them jiggle freely in my palms.
Mrs. Peterson moaned and turned her head, our mouths meeting in a feverish kiss that grew more frantic the faster she traveled along the length of my cock.
Mrs. Wilcox slid her fingers over Mrs. Peterson’s clit and rubbed the engorged nub while Mrs. Dixon kept her focus on Mrs. Peterson’s large nipples, flicking at them each time they passed by her tongue.
All of this attention soon had Mrs. Peterson’s body trembling and I wanted nothing more than to push her over the edge.
“Do you like my young, hard cock fucking your pussy?” I whispered warmly in her ear.
She managed a nod.  “So fucking much.”
“You’re so fucking gorgeous.  God, I could so fucking fuck your hot little pussy every fucking day.”
She whimpered as her orgasm crept closer.  “Oh, fuck, Kevin, I’m going to fucking come all over your big fucking cock.”
“Come for me, Mrs. Peterson,” I grunted.  “I want to feel you come on my cock.”
Suddenly she slammed down into my lap and let out a keening cry, releasing untold amounts of pent-up, sexual frustration.
Wave after wave of pure pleasure swept through her body, taking it over, forcing it to rock almost uncontrollably as her sweet cream absolutely drenched my shaft and Mrs. Wilcox’s hand.
Once she settled down I brought my mouth over hers, reveling in the soft, smooth feel of her lips.  The kiss quickly turned sensual and for the next minute it was just the two of us, alone in the backyard, sharing our own private moment.
What seemed like an eternity later she pulled back and smiled.  Part of me wanted to draw her back into my arms and keep on kissing her, but my eye caught Mrs. Dixon on her knees beside us, forearms draped on the back of the sectional and her ass thrust out in an unspoken invitation.
Needless to say I knew where I was headed next.
Mrs. Peterson slid off to the side and I rose to my feet, positioning myself behind Mrs. Dixon.  She shook her ass at me, the round, firm globes pure perfection as they jiggled enticingly.
Taking hold of my dick, I slapped it on each of her buttocks, eliciting her to issue her demand through gritted teeth.
“Fucking give it to me, Kevin.  Fuck me hard with your big fucking cock.”
I aimed right for her hole and shoved myself balls deep in one swift stroke.
Her head snapped back and she cried out as I took her by the hips and launched what could be best described as an all-out assault, a non-stop barrage of firm, hard strokes designed to bang her ass into oblivion.
Large waves constantly rolled across her butt cheeks, turning her entire backside into a turbulent ocean.
It was absolutely mesmerizing, and better than I’d ever envisioned in my numerous fantasies.
“Oooh baby, fucking pound my ass,” she grunted, slapping the back of the sectional to urge me on.
Somehow I found the strength to up my speed, much to the delight of Mrs. Peterson and Mrs. Wilcox, both of whom took turns spanking Mrs. Dixon while shouting orders for me to keep fucking her harder and harder.
Mrs. Dixon’s cries kept growing louder, mixing harmoniously with the meaty slap of her ass against my stomach.
“Fuck, Kevin, fuck me harder, baby, make me come all over that big fucking cock of yours,” she yelled at the top of her lungs.
My chest burned as once again I found the strength to go even faster, pushing my own capabilities way past their limits.  Finally she threw her head back and let out the primal, unmistakable scream of an immense, all-consuming orgasm.
Her cream flooded onto my cock, easily coating the entire surface while I kept pumping into her pussy, albeit much slower to let her body go through its motions.
Eventually I pulled out and she spun around to fuse our lips in a hot, fiery kiss.  “God, baby, I don’t think I’ve ever come so hard,” she declared.
Smiling, I collapsed onto the sectional completely exhausted, wondering how in the world I could summon the strength to continue.
That is until Mrs. Wilcox lay down on her side in front of me, nestling her pronounced ass up against my groin and sensuously grinding away.
It was amazing how fast I gained my second wind!
I slid one arm around the back of her knee and lifted up her top leg, spreading her luscious thighs apart.
Mrs. Peterson, who’d already positioned herself just off the sectional, took hold of my cock, gave it a few nice, sloppy sucks, then guided the tip inside Mrs. Wilcox.
Her slick walls stretched easily around my girth, accepting every last inch as I lazily stroked in and out.
Mrs. Wilcox turned her head, her gorgeous blue eyes heavy with desire.  “Your cock feel soooo good in my pussy,” she purred.
“You’re so fucking wet,” I whispered in her ear, nibbling on it.
Mrs. Peterson had kept her hand right at the junction where my cock gradually increased its pace into Mrs. Wilcox, and when she wasn’t running her fingers over my length and cupping my balls, she was busy rubbing her fingers over her Mrs. Wilcox’s clit.
Mrs. Dixon, who’d joined Mrs. Peterson on the area rug, began squeezing and sucking Mrs. Wilcox’s breasts and nipples.
With the three of us focused only on her pleasure, I figured it wouldn’t take long to bring her to orgasm.
I pumped my hips faster and faster, driving inside her with firm, delicious strokes.  She arched against me, pushing her tits further into Mrs. Dixon’s hands and mouth.
“God, I love fucking your pussy,” I said.
“Oh, Kevin, you fuck me sooo good,” she whimpered.
“You going to come all over my hard, young cock?”
She managed a nod.  “Yes, baby, I’m going to fucking come on your big fucking dick.  Yes, yes!”
Seconds later her head whipped back into my lower shoulder and it took all my strength just to hang on as her entire body shook from head to toe with a monstrous orgasm.
In fact it took a good solid minute for her to finally regain control enough to the point where she could turn her head and give me a kiss.
As our tongues entwined in a slow, sensual dance, my cock gently slipped out from her pussy.  I half expected Mrs. Peterson and Mrs. Dixon to start sucking on it, but instead they began walking hand in hand back over to the large blanket.
The sight of their two sexy asses bobbing and swaying in perfect unison next to one another was wickedly hypnotic.  Even Mrs. Wilcox couldn’t tear her eyes away.
Not quite sure what they were up to, both Mrs. Wilcox and I decided to follow them.
Mrs. Peterson got down on all fours in the middle of the blanket then peered over her shoulder to watch Mrs. Dixon grab the bottle of sunscreen and empty the remainder of its contents onto her backside.
She shook her ass in response as Mrs. Dixon spread the clear liquid over every available inch, quickly turning Mrs. Peterson’s butt cheeks into two big, shiny globes of pure sin.
Mrs. Dixon pulled them apart and aimed her tongue right for Mrs. Peterson’s brown asshole.  She rimmed it sexily a few times before lifting her head to meet my starving gaze.
“I want to watch you fuck her in the ass, baby.  Please stick that big fucking dick of yours in her ass for me.”
Holy fuck!  I swear, just when I thought this day couldn’t possibly get any better!
Mrs. Wilcox immediately joined Mrs. Dixon on the blanket and together their fingers and tongues teasingly probed the puckered entrance.
Mrs. Peterson’s upper lip curled.  “C’mon, Kevin, give it to me, baby.  Bury that fat fucking cock in my ass.”
Licking my lips, I got down on my haunches and aimed the tip of my cock directly over her asshole.
Ever so gently, I pushed the head through, slowly working my way deeper and deeper.  A low, primal groan filled with complete and utter ecstasy echoed up from the back of Mrs. Peterson’s throat.
“Fuuuck,” she managed between staggered breaths as I pulled back almost to the tip before sliding back in.
The feeling was indescribable and I had to constantly remind myself it was actually happening.  That me, nerdy little Kevin, was currently doing what every guy in town could only dream of: fucking Mrs. Peterson in the ass.
And if that fact didn’t sound incredible enough, I somehow knew she’d never let anyone else do this to her.  Not even her fucking husband, which of course made it so much fucking dirtier and nastier.
Mrs. Peterson reached between her legs and started furiously rubbing her pussy while I pumped my cock in and out.
Both Mrs. Dixon and Mrs. Wilcox stared on, their eyes wide with pure, carnal lust.
Suddenly Mrs. Peterson’s steady stream of groans turned to loud moans, then to full-throated cries as once more she announced her impending orgasm.
I couldn’t believe I was going to have the one and only Mrs. Peterson coming again in less than fifteen minutes!  Chalk up another thing I bet her husband never managed to do for her!
By this point I was plunging in at a fairly rapid rate, her sphincter relaxed enough to allow for easy penetration.  She even began shoving her ass back to meet my thrusts and I felt the soft slap of my balls against her fingers as they continued stroking her clit.
Then, throwing her head back, she finally cried out her release, her body shaking from top to bottom with the power of a hundred orgasms.
With her chest heaving in an attempt to catch her breath, she collapsed to the ground, causing me to slip from her asshole.
Recovering in the blink of an eye she whipped around and stuffed my cock in her mouth.
A few sucks later it left her lips with an audible pop, signaling for Mrs. Dixon and Mrs. Wilcox to get down on their knees on either side of her at my feet.
Mrs. Peterson looked up and, speaking for the group, issued their command.
“Fucking come on our tits,” she damn near snarled as all of them cupped their sizable mounds at the same time.
I gazed down in near disbelief at my three fantasy MILF’s gathered around me in a tight semi-circle.  Taking firm hold of my cock, I tugged at it furiously, hoping to last at least a little bit, if only to make this historic moment drag out for as long as possible.
But seeing them with their mouths wide open and their tongues stuck out, while jiggling their big titties in gleeful anticipation, proved to be too much.
Letting out a howl, I shot my load onto Mrs. Peterson’s breasts first, then back and forth onto Mrs. Dixon’s and Mrs. Wilcox’s, spraying what felt like a gallon of come.
For the next minute they squealed with delight as it landed all over their chests, with some even managing to splatter onto their tongues and faces.
After milking the last drops from my cock, I watched in awe as Mrs. Peterson scooped up a large glob with her forefinger.
Bringing it to her mouth, she hungrily sucked it down before going back for seconds and thirds, each time offering the sticky treat to Mrs. Dixon and Mrs. Wilcox respectively.  They eagerly licked her finger clean, smacking their lips in the process.
I shook my head.  To be sure, it’d be a day I’d never forget.
“That was fucking unbelievable,” I said, out of breath.  “You three are, without a doubt, the most gorgeous women on earth.  Seriously, I don’t think I’ll ever be able to thank you enough.”
God, I hoped that didn’t sound too nerdy.
If it did, they certainly didn’t seem to care because they all wore wide, satisfied smiles.
“We should be fucking thanking you,” Mrs. Dixon said.
“You certainly have a lot to offer a girl,” Mrs. Wilcox added, eying my cock.  “We’re going to be fucking jealous of whoever you end up marrying.”
“In the meantime,” Mrs. Peterson said in a breathy voice, dragging one of her fingers in a slow, sensual path down my torso.  “We’re going to fucking need Susan to help find ways to keep your mom occupied.”
It took a bit for her words to sink in.  “Wait a minute…you mean you—”
She put a finger up to her lips.  “Sssh.  Please don’t tell your mom.  It’s just that we’re three lonely, forgotten housewives in need of a young, hard cock to give us what our husbands can’t.”
“And trust me,” Mrs. Wilcox said, “we’ve fucking found it.”
“You can fucking say that again,” Mrs. Dixon agreed.
“But how did you know I’d be any good?” I asked, still trying to comprehend this whole crazy situation.  “I mean, for all you knew I’d be, you know, not up to the task, not to mention inadequate and…”
Mrs. Wilcox blushed, cutting me off in a hushed, almost confessional voice.  “Well, let’s just say the last time we hugged I could definitely feel, oh how should I put it, your distinct and quite impressive excitement pressing up against me.”
It was my time to blush.  “Sorry,” I said guiltily, more than a little embarrassed.
She giggled.  “I didn’t mind.  I admit at first I was shocked but, let’s face it, it’d been quite some time since I got a chance to feel a young hard cock, let alone a fucking big one, and after realizing what you were hiding behind those pants…”
“And add the fact that you’re sweet and kind…” Mrs. Peterson continued.
“You end up with a fucking deadly combination we simply couldn’t resist,” Mrs. Dixon finished.
A large grin steadily grew on my face.  Somehow, against impossible odds, it appeared my old fantasies were suddenly about to become my new reality.
“Sooo, what are you all doing next weekend?” I asked, already hopeful.
“I don’t think I can fucking wait that long,” Mrs. Peterson responded, her mouth moving towards my cock.
Well mom, I thought as she drew me in for one last suck.  It looks like I found my summer job after all.
 
The End
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