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The morning light seeped slowly through the tall windows, gilding the already perfect kitchen in a hazy gold. The marble countertops gleamed, and the stainless-steel appliances reflected a world that always stayed spotless, thanks to Monica. The Carmichaels’ house was enormous, a cavern of glass and polish that never quite felt alive unless she was in it.

The air was alive with the scent of frying bacon and citrus dish soap. Monica moved gracefully, almost silently, between stove and counter, one hand steadying the skillet while the other brushed an errant lock of blonde hair from her cheek. Eighteen years working for this family had turned her rhythms into habit. She was precise, efficient, and invisible.

Her hair was her one rebellion against invisibility. Long, honey-blonde waves framed a face that still caught attention, even when she didn’t mean to. At thirty-six, she carried the kind of beauty that didn’t fade with age. She had smooth skin kissed by sunlight, full lips, and a confident curve to her shoulders. Years of tending gardens, swimming in the pool, and chasing after an energetic boy had given her a trim shape that hinted at strength beneath softness. A fitted wrap dress hugged the curves of her hips and cinched her waist, modest but elegant, her quiet armor for the day.

John and Jenny were in their usual chaos. Jenny had one heel on and the other in her hand as she sifted through her endless tote bag, Bluetooth earpiece flashing blue as she issued directions to someone at the pharmaceutical office.

“…Yes, put the report on my desk before nine, and tell them no more delays!” Her voice was sharp.

John hovered by the kitchen island in his crisp suit, the morning paper ignored in favor of his phone. His tie hung undone, but coordinated perfectly with the suit Monica had pressed the night before.

Monica cleared her throat softly. “Coffee, John?”

He glanced up, distracted but polite. “Thanks, Monica,” he said with an exasperated sigh.

Jenny shot him a look, then, leaning toward Monica, she said breezily, “You’re a lifesaver, honestly. Couldn’t manage this place without you. Make sure Matthew’s up soon, will you? First day of college! I can’t be late for the board call.”

Monica’s lips curved slightly—not quite a smile. “Don’t worry. I’ll get him there.”

“Good. And don’t wait up for us. We’ve got that launch dinner downtown.” Jenny plucked a croissant from the counter and kissed the air vaguely in Monica’s direction. “You know how it is.”

John grabbed his keys, muttering something about traffic, and with a flash of tailored sleeves and designer perfume, they were gone. Only the slam of the door remained, and the faint echo of their professional urgency.

Monica leaned against the counter for a moment, the quiet unfolding around her like a familiar blanket. The stillness of the house always came after the rush. It was dense, weighted, and thick with the ghosts of energy spent on everything except each other.

Eighteen years, she thought again, tracing circles on the countertop with her fingers. Half her life. She had started as a babysitter—eighteen herself then—barely older than the baby she’d come to care for. Jenny had been freshly postpartum, still adjusting to motherhood, and John’s work trips had doubled that year. A weekend job had turned into a live-in position, and then a career. One day, she woke up to find she wasn’t the teenage sitter anymore—she was a single, middle aged woman tending to another woman’s family. Or at least what passed for it here.

The house, the pool, the separate guest house they’d “gifted” her when she was twenty-two—it had all come with strings, invisible but strong. She’d stayed, not out of obligation or lack of ambition, but because there was nowhere else that felt as necessary.

And then there was Matthew.

Her eyes flicked to the staircase. 9:10. He should’ve been up by now.

The eggs were cooling, and the toast would lose its crunch. She sighed softly, wiping her hands on the dishtowel, and started toward the stairs.

Her steps echoed up the wide marble stairway, past enormous paintings Jenny claimed were modern art but looked mostly like splashes of stress and money. At the top landing, Monica paused by the broad window where sunlight spread across her reflection—gold hair catching the light, her curves accentuated by the fabric of her dress. Her reflection looked self-assured, even striking, but she felt something else. Restless. Unsure. A little alone.

She reached the last door on the right. It was slightly ajar, as always, revealing a sliver of the soft blue light from his computer screen frozen on sleep mode.

“Matthew?” she called. “Breakfast is ready.”

No answer.

She tapped lightly, then nudged the door open with two fingers.

Inside, the room still held that faint smell of him. It was soap, shampoo, and a trace of cedar cologne he’d gotten for his eighteenth birthday. The curtains were half drawn, the sunlight spilling across his body stretched carelessly under the sheets. The blanket had slipped to his waist, revealing the lines of his bare torso, lean and defined in ways that surprised her every time she remembered he was a young man now.

Her breath caught, unbidden.

He had grown into his father’s frame, tall and strong—but softer somehow. Less arrogant, more open. His dark hair fell over his brow, his lashes long against his cheekbones. The shape of him—the muscles flexing slightly as he breathed—felt almost dangerous to look at.

She told herself she was just proud. That’s all. Proud that he’d turned out kind, grounded, polite. But beneath that thought was something else that was warmer, more confusing. She had seen him last night… she didn’t tell anyone, but Monica couldn’t stop thinking about it. That wasn’t the first time either. She had seen the way the young man had been looking at her for some time. He was too polite to act on it, but that didn’t mean he didn’t imagine doing so…

That doesn’t mean I don’t imagine doing so…

He mumbled in his sleep, turning over, the sheets sliding lower. Heat pooled low in her chest as her pulse quickened against her will. She shouldn’t be here like this. She knew that.

And yet, she didn’t dare move.

Eighteen years of tending every detail of his life—his meals, his classes, his heartbreaks from girls who couldn’t see past the house he grew up in—and she’d never once thought about what it would mean when he wasn’t a boy anymore. When he became a man who could look back at her and see something more than a caretaker.

A small smile pulled at her lips. Lord help me. He looks so sexy right now. God, Monica, you can’t think that!

Her eyes traveled down to where the sheet was pulled down to the young man’s crotch and saw the start of a bulge. Biting the corner of her lower lip, her hand absently moved to her crotch, cupping it through her jeans.

Why not? She wondered with a devious thought.

With a flutter in her chest, Monice stepped quietly into his room.
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She peeled her pants off one leg at a time. Placing the pair of pants on his computer chair opposite the bed, she was careful not to make any sound. They were piled on top of a neat stack of wash that she had folded for him the night before. She told him to put it away in his dresser, but Matt never listened. It was like just because Monica was his ‘babysitter’ and not officially his mother, he didn’t take her instructions seriously.

Well, that was about to change. She thought with a devious smile.

Monica’s relationship with Matt had always been complicated. He was a hormonal college freshman, and she was a middle-aged woman stuck in a prolonged dry spell. Their past summer spent together was one of… tension, to say the least. Monica could sense Matt's awkward frustration whenever she went swimming in her bikini or wore something short and low-cut. She knew she should have accommodated his… situation better, but the truth was, she enjoyed the attention. To know that at thirty-six she could still turn the head of an 18-year-old was… arousing.

The tail of Monica’s beige button-up shirt tickled her bare thighs as she turned back to Matt’s bed. Her nipples poked through her shirt as she lifted the sheet and comforter just high enough so slide one leg in, then the other, before covering herself. Matt slept on his side, facing away towards the wall. His wide, muscular back radiated heat on her like a furnace.

Where does the time go? She thought, then rolled her eyes, God, I do sound like a mother…

Monica’s outside hand rubbed up and down his shoulder as she hovered over him. Matt was always a deep sleeper. He hummed and moved but didn’t stir until her hand rubbed down his side and plucked at the waistband of his boxers.

“Hm? What is…” he half turned but still had his eyes closed.

“Wake up, sleepyhead,” Monica whispered with a soft smile. The top buttons of her shirt were undone, so the gold crucifix she always wore dangled below her chin and above his face. “You don’t want to be late for your first day of school.”

Now that Matt was a man, it became increasingly difficult for her to deny her attraction to him. She did her best during the rare times his father was home. She had staved off come-ons by the dad early on in this arrangement by telling him she was a lesbian. It was a huge lie, but it was the only way she could think to keep him at bay for all these years. Now, though, especially after what she witnessed Matt doing last night, Monica couldn’t hide her increasing attraction to the young man.

She planted kisses like a mother would on his forehead and cheek. Short pecks that lightly jabbed his warm flesh. But then a third kiss was placed on his neck that lingered and she tasted his salty skin. Matt’s body went rigid, and she felt his hard abdomen tense as he tried to understand in his fog of sleep.

Matt thought he was still sleeping. This was a dream mixed with a fantasy. He’d jolt awake and hear the battleship siren he set for his alarm clock honking at him in no time, and the rest of life’s troubles would come after that. But it didn't, Matt blinked his eyes three times, and he still felt his babysitter’s wet kisses on his neck and biting at his ear. The kisses that no longer tickled but sent warm tingles down his spine and made him subconsciously open his neck to her. His babysitter’s hand circled his belly and was looping under his naval now. He knew this couldn’t have been his babysitter. She had never—would never—touch him like this. She was a prune who still forced him to go to church every Sunday and say prayers before dinner.

Monica felt Matt startle and pull away from her. Pressing his head into the pillow and smushing the stuffing to the sides, his eyes went wide as he looked up at her.

“Monica, what are you—what’s happening?” he mumbled, barely moving his lips.

“Shhh, it’s okay,” Monica whispered. Her other hand brushed his forehead, her fingers toiled and toyed with his messy jet-black hair. “You’ve got time.”

“Wha… time for what?” Matt asked, looking around his room if there was an obvious explanation he was missing.

Monica slipped her palm down the front of his boxers and felt something hard push back on her. Matt’s growing erection was held flat against his belly by his boxer and made her soft smile brighten. “Ooo, looks like someone down there knows what there’s time for.”

There was a stunned silence to Matt that made her giggle. Her palm washed, circled around the base of his cock, and let her fingers lazily form around the phallic shape made in his boxers but didn’t grab him.

“I don’t know… um,” Matt swallowed, unable to focus. His babysitter went back to planting motherly kisses on each side of his cheeks, then his shoulders, neck, and chest. Each time she leaned over him, he received a clear view inside the wide neck of the shirt of his babysitter. He wasn’t seeing the long line of her cleavage that had teased him all his life. She didn’t wear a tight bra to hold them together. He saw her large breasts dangling freely in her shirt and maybe even the knub of one of her hard nipples brushing her shirt.

Monica planted a last kiss on his hard chest just above his nipple, but as she lifted away, she saw his eyes linger not on her. She followed them to the opening on her shirt.

“Oh, I see… that’s what you want, honey, isn’t it?” she said like he was a naughty boy. She saw the look of shock and apology in his eyes as she unbuttoned the remaining button and laid to her back. “Here, come here, sweety. No, no, come on then.”

Matt’s eyes were lost in a daze as he turned to face her. Monica brushed both her hands down her chest and felt how hard her nipples were already. She maneuvered her right breast toward the front of her chest and not to the side, which her large breasts had a tendency to do without a bra. “Come here, baby. Don’t keep mommy waiting…”
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Holding her breast in a C clamp like she was breastfeeding, Monica used her other hand to cup the back of Matt’s head as he inched his mouth closer to her nipple.

“Oh yes, Matt—my baby…” she sighed as his warm tongue made a long lap on her nipple before taking it inside his mouth. “Oh, shhhh—god help me…”

Monica hadn’t realized how sensitive her nipples were until he began to suck on them. With no panties on and her pants off, she rubbed her thick thighs together and felt them slicken from her already leaking pussy.

This wasn’t supposed to happen, she thought as her hips raised and fell while bumping into Matt’s side. I came here to make him cum not⁠—

“Ahhh, oh my!” Monica moaned. Whatever apprehension Matt held on to before he started, it was gone. Putting her chin to her chest, she looked down and watched him suck on her right breast while his palm worked circles on her left. His large hands were almost enough to grab her entire breast.

“Yess… that’s it baby…” she squealed breathlessly. “Don’t stop, baby, keep going. Milk mommy’s tits—ah oh yes!”

Monica’s hand palmed Matt’s cock through his boxers. She was annoyed the fabric kept them separated, but didn’t have the focus to deal with it. instead, she rubbed up and down on the face of the boxers, cupping his balls and raking her fingernails up over his throbbing shaft. She reverse grabbed his cock as the space between their bodies closed. Her other hand combed through his hair and clamped the back of his head to her fat breast. She had orgasmed so many times last night thinking about this moment, she could hardly believe it was happening, finally. All she thought of was Matt’s tongue making repeated licks on her over-sensitive nipple again and again and⁠—

“Oh, gah… Matthew,” she gasped, her hand stroking his throbbing cock through his boxers. She felt his girth. She felt his strength with every flex. “Matthew, I’m gonna cum… you’re gonna make mommy cum… Yes, don’t stop. Don’t stop I’m… I’m…”

Folding her body into his, Monica’s thighs clapped together as she came. Her lips pressed together as she grunted a high-pitched panic of a moan. The waves of orgasm crashed over her repeatedly and Matt kept tonguing her nipple.

“Ohhhh god… oh my god… Oh yess… no… no… Matthew—ah… Matthew stop, stop,” Monica begged and used every ounce of willpower to get her hands to pull him off her breasts. “Oh, god, if you kept going I was going to cum again,” Monica half laughed as she sat up, feeling lightheaded. Matt had a look of eagerness, like what she suggested sounded good.

Monica grabbed the 18 year old’s cell phone on the nightstand and saw it was only 9 minutes until she had to get him downstairs. “We don’t have much time, honey. Here. Lie back on your pillow, just like I found you.”

Monica slid her shirt off completely, leaving her naked in this young man’s bed.

“Here,” she smiled, biting the edge of her thick lips as she pulled his boxers down. “I didn’t come in here for me…” his throbbing shaft flexed before her. “…I came here for you…”
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Matt had to pry his eyes away from his babysitter’s breasts just as he did for his lips. They were magnificent, thick, and the source of many, many nights of masturbation for him over the years. In fact, last night his babysitter had been walking around downstairs doing laundry in the thin purple sweater she loved to wear around the house. He hated and loved when she wore that shirt. The way the fabric hugged her round breasts, even with a bra on, he could see when her nipples were hard. The top of the four buttons on the sweater had been broken for days now, so when she handed him his stack of folded laundry, he not only saw her long line of cleavage but the front pudge of her breast exploding from the top of her bra.

He had to hurry to his room before his erection grew larger than he could hide. Tossing the clothes in his computer chair, he hurried over to the trash in the corner of his room with a fistful of tissues and cranked one out while the memory of her breasts was fresh in his memory. But now, only twelve hours later, he laid on his bed in some surreal reality where his babysitter was naked in the bed beside him, and she had his cock in her palm.

“Here, honey. Lie back. Just like that,” his babysitter said, cupping the back of his head and easing it to the pillow.

Her palm formed around his shaft, and she stroked his member up and down. The head of his cock was already a mess from pre-cum leaking while he suckled his babysitter’s nipples. He felt her hand massage his cock from the base to the head and back down. The wet, sticky sounds of his pre-cum being worked around his meat complement the breathy pants that escaped his babysitter’s lips.

“Oh god… you’re such a mess, baby. You’re already oozing, look at that honey,” she gasped, her eyes locked on his shaft as it taunted her. He watched his babysitter lick her lips and bite her lower lip as she squeezed a bite harder at the neck of his cock and make repetitive jerking motions that made him groan.

“Mmm, do you like that, baby? Does mommy’s hand make you feel gooood?”

The strokes she made became longer, repetitive, and constant. The motion felt torturously good as she leaned over him.

“That’s it, honey, watch mommy’s breasts… watch them shake with every, single, pump, of your, cock,” his babysitter giggled. “I bet you never imagined your babysitter doing this, huh? Never thought you’d hear your babysitter say, ‘cock.’ Can’t believe how easily she could orgasm in your bed?”

His babysitter’s hands sped up its pump. The amount of pre-cum now covered his entire shaft and wetted his balls. Her breasts bounced haphazardly with every pump. Her arm nudged their side with each upstroke. Matt watched the thick sphere rise and fall with a weight to them and knew he couldn’t last much longer.

“But what you don’t know…” his nanny whispered as she lowered her lips to hover above his lips. Her gold crucifix dangled above his chin. “Is that I saw you last night.”

Despite everything happening, Matt’s eyes went wide with shock as his cheeks reddened with embarrassment.

“That’s right, baby. I saw you leer at my breasts like the horny man you are, then when I went upstairs to make sure you put your clothes away, well, you didn’t close your door all the way. I could only see your back to me and your hand working your cock furiously,” his babysitter gave his throbbing shaft a squeeze when she said ‘throbbing.’ “…but I heard your little groans, and God, they turned me on so. Much,” she grunted, raising one corner of her lip as she brushed her cheek against his.

“Yes, just like that sound you’re making right now, mmmm,” she continued, panting her hot breath on his cheek and neck, “and I smelled your scent… mmm… that warm smell of cum as you shot your semen into the tissues and threw them in the trash…” She pressed her heavy breasts into his bare chest and slowly dragged them down him, moving her mouth closer to his cock. “God, you got me so horny, baby.”

The wet swishing sound of his babysitter’s hand pumping his cock filled the room as her mouth hovered over his shaft. He looked down and saw her breasts swaying on either side of his member.

“I was a bad girl and got your tissues from your trash while you slept last night,” she groaned as her whole body rocked and heaved over him. “I was up all-night masturbating in the guest house, but that wasn’t enough, baby. I had to take care of you. It wouldn’t have been fair!”

Hunched over his lap, his babysitter’s hand began to pump his cock ferociously, bringing him to the edge. “Come on, honey. Orgasm on mommy’s breasts. These breasts you’ve stared at for years, these mommy breasts you masturbated to soo many times. Come on. Orgasm for mommy.”

Every muscle in Matt’s body flexed, and his vision blurred. His cock erupted, spewing spurts of semen on his babysitter’s breasts and chest.

“Oh, yes… yes… good boy!” she sang her approval and continued pumping until after he was long done. Releasing him, she sat back at the foot of the bed and took her time cleaning up. Handling her own breasts, she made long laps, swallowing every bit of his seed.

Matt’s alarm startled him and made him look away and shut it off. When he looked back, his babysitter had grabbed her pants and shirt and was nearly out of the room when she looked back.

“Breakfast is ready,” she said as a mother would. “Get a move on. Don’t want to be late for your first day!” she left, closing the door, then quickly opened it again and pointed at the computer chair. Her bare breasts swayed with her every change of direction. “And hey, mister! Put those clothes away in your dresser as I told you to yesterday,” she said with narrowed eyes and a wicked smile.

I flopped my head down to the bed when she left and was still in shock.

What just happened?
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Bzzt! Bzzt!

Cynthia took my glass from me to freshen it up. When she bent over in front of me to take my drink, her fake pearl necklaces dangled in front of her cleavage. I eyed the long black line that divided her large breasts that swayed beneath her form-fitting black top. Her eyes watched mine, of course, and she beamed an amused smirk at the lust that flared inside me. Taking my wine glass, she straightened.

“Be right back, baby,” Cynthia said with a playfulness in her voice.

Bzzt! Bzzt!

“Oh, okay,” I said, hoping she didn’t hear the incessant buzzing coming from my pants.

She turned and left the living room of her house and took the corner into her kitchen. I sat on the couch behind an old wooden coffee table. The house was small, but it reminded me of life growing up in Helena, Ohio. The small-town vibe was everywhere in this standard front porch house. The walls had framed posters of deer exiting the woods, windmills from some European countryside, and pink heart designs. The living room had a gray couch and loveseat and appeared to have been hastily cleaned up before my arrival. Looking at the two closets that were cracked open, I wouldn’t be surprised if both were stuffed full of ‘genuine’ Native American blankets that were obviously mass-produced, 50 state quarter collections, and other QVC junk that usually cluttered the house.

I could hear Cynthia drop fresh ice cubes into my glass before pouring another few shots of Jack Daniels into it. My phone continued to vibrate in my pocket despite me continually silencing it. I pulled the phone from my pocket and rejected the unknown number calling. When I did, the screen read 28 missed calls and 84 new text messages.

I didn’t even think I knew that many people…

Most of the numbers were unknown to me, but some were ex-girlfriends, friends from high school, friends from college… mostly people I knew for a semester or two or maybe just for a night. People whose numbers I put in my phone and forgot about until years later now when they called. I knew why they were calling, of course. It was the same reason Cynthia invited me to her home this evening. I should be more cautious, I suppose. I needed to move more carefully and make more measured decisions than simply falling into the life trap being set for me. But there was something freeing in the moment. Something that made me want to just be and do and let what happens happen. One of the missed calls was from a familiar and welcome name, I noticed.

Helen…

I heard footsteps approaching and quickly shoved my cell phone into my front jeans pocket. Cynthia took the corner with the two drinks in her hands and shuffled delicately back to me on the couch. She bent over excessively to ensure I received an ample view of her jiggling breasts as she handed me my glass of wine.

“Thanks,” I said with a nod.

“No problem, baby.” Cynthia clinked my glass with hers before she closed her eyes and tipped the contents of her wineglass in one pull and I kept pace with her, doing the same. I juggled the fruity wine and filled my mouth with flavor before warming my belly. Cynthia shook her head from side to side and fanned herself with a hand as the other rubbed her chest between her shirt and skin. “Whooo… somethin’ about wine always puts a fire to my skin.”

“Me too,” I said with a grunt as the last of the wine slid down my throat. I swiped my wet lips with the back of my hand.

“Oh, really?” Cynthia said coyly, cocking her head to the side. “What else gets you hot and bothered?”

Cynthia threw a leg to the side and slowly slipped her thighs and ass onto my lap as if I was Santa Clause and she was some naughty schoolgirl telling me she’d do anything to get on the nice list. Wiggling her ample ass from side to side on my stirring cock, Cynthia threw her arms around my neck as her eyes flicked between my eyes and lips. “How about this fat ass, baby? Does this make you hot?”

My hands slid around her hips, and my fingers dug into her ass as she leaned forward and kissed me hard. Her hands took my cheeks as she kissed me wildly like I never have been kissed before. She was like an animal, and her moans began the moment my cock poked between her meaty thighs.

One hand cupped the small of her back while the other slid up her front, cupping her warm cheek as I kissed her. Her large, braless breasts swallowed my forearm on either side as I laid back against the old plush couch. We half lay there as her lips pushed against mine relentlessly. Her tongue tasted of grapes and strawberries, probably from the lip gloss she wore. Without thinking, my right hand slid down her chest, nuzzled beneath her black top, and exposed her left breast from the neck of her shirt. I cupped it and felt her gasp as she kissed me. I could feel her nipple harden as I squeezed her breast. I heard the high-pitched hums as I tweaked her nipple between my thumb and forefinger, rubbing it back and forth.

Cynthia palmed my hand while kissing me and, with strength in her arm, pushed my hand between her thighs. My hand easily slipped underneath her skirt and found a warm, moist, panty-less pussy waiting for me. My middle finger traced the length of her pussy lips, spreading the already-formed juices up and down as I felt her body press harder into my chest.

When two of my fingers pierced her pussy, Cynthia had to break free from the kiss to cry out.

“Ohhh, fuck yes, baby!”

My arm, shoulder, and pecs flexed as I began to finger fuck this woman sitting on my lap her eyes rolled backward, and her head tilted high as the moans continued to pour from her lips.

“Yess, god-just like that, baby. Don’t you fucking sto- ahhh!” Cynthia roared.

My lips kissed down her throat, and I found her exposed breast. Wrapping my lips around her nipple, I felt Cynthia’s hand clasp around the back of my head, holding me tight to her chest.

“Oh, Fffffuck, that’s it baby, drinking mommy’s milk, oh god,” Cynthia cried out in a ragged breath. “If you keep ahhhmm… if you keep this up, baby, you’re going to make me cum right here and now. Oh, fuck- fuck!”

My fingers sloshed inside her pussy, buried in the darkness beneath her skirt and between her thighs. My two fingers hooked inside her pussy with every thrust and caressed her G-spot every time.

“Ahhh oh fuck yes! Oh, baby fuck! Don’t stop!”

I felt her creamy juices drip down the palm of my hand. I heard the squishing sound of her pussy walls squeezing down on my fingers despite my hands strength to continue fucking her. I could feel her red fingernails claw at the back of my neck as my teeth bit down on her hard nipple, pulling and twisting on it just so.

“Ahhh ahhh ahhh oh god… oh fucking- ahhh I’m gonna… I’m gonna ohh, baby!” Cynthia gasped as her body stiffened in my lap and her legs and torso curled into me. A violent shudder went through her body as I saw the whites of her eyes and my two fingers, trapped inside her by her strong, thick thighs, pulsed on her G-spot over and over again.

“Ohh godddd, I’m cumming!” Cynthia cried out.

I could feel her juices drenching my palm and her skirt as every muscle in her body flexed and clung on to me. It was as if her body had laid claim to me. Her hot breath panted into the top of my head, breathing hot air into my hair.

“Fuuuckk….” Cynthia finally gasped as her body relaxed in an instant and she panted for air.
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