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It was Friday night, and Marc, the
young twenty-three-year-old, was once again the only student in the
college library, gnawing on his bottom lip, focused entirely on the
books before him until he heard what sounded like high heels
striking across the tiled flooring.

Looking up from his books, his eyes
focused some fifty feet away as one of hottest women he had ever
seen blazed across them. He could see her from the side. A five
foot something goddess standing on her tiptoes, leaning forward
over the front desk. Her big D-cups breasts, prominently hanging
out from her body, tucked tightly into a small fitting T-shirt. Her
round, hard ass, slightly exposed by her black miniskirt, which
showed off her toned legs and bright pink panties.

Fuck… I don’t need to be
seeing this now, he thought as he etched
her image into his mind, not like I could
get any of that hot pussy action anyway, but still,
he thought, maybe.

Reminding himself to look for her again
when he wasn’t so busy before looking back down at his books; doing
his best to read the words on the page only to see the after image
of her hot erotic body flashing through his eyes.

Fuck… fuck no please no, Marc gasped to
himself, he could hear the footsteps, again, this time echoing
louder, closer towards him until the chair next to him slide out
forcing him to turn towards it, only to see the hot bombshell of
seductive ripe, taut flesh sitting to his right.

“Uh, excuse me,” Marc
said.

“Hm?” she looked at him with
her big, brown eyes. She didn’t have any books on the table or in
her hands; just sat there.

“I’m kind of trying to
concentrate, here,” he said. “There are lots of other
tables.”

“Am I distracting?” she
asked, blinking. “I just like this table.” She flashed a charming
smile. “I can go, if it’s really that big of an issue to you,” she
hissed with an almost airless breath, a kind of southern innocents
as she continued to gaze into his eyes.

“Well, I…” Marc stuttered.
Her flawless delectable face and gorgeous eyes were hard to say no
to. “No, don’t worry about it. I like this spot, too.” He dropped
his head back to his books.

“Appreciated,” she said. “My
name’s Kurino.”

“Marc,” he said. He
continued scrawling in his notebook.

“I came here to look for
work, but she said they don’t have anything,” Kurino
said.

“Are you a student?” Marc
asked, turning the page in another book.

“Yeah,” she said, part-time
anyway, I many not look it but I’m a single mom too

She added.

“No way,” Marc exclaimed,
completely surprised that someone that looked like her could be a
mother to anyone.

“Yep,” she sighed, “I
started off young, but thankfully life has lead me here, back to
college.” She smiled. “I’m majoring in Sexual Counseling and
Psychology.” She added playfully, slowly liking her lips with the
tip of her tongue.

“Me… me too,” Marc stuttered
slightly, “Well at least the Psychology part,” he added, “Working
on the term paper for Grant’s class. It’s due Monday morning, “as
for the sexual counseling, well I’m open to anything at the
moment,” he said jokingly.

“I see,” Kurino smiled,
peering over his work, leaning in closer, brushing his arm with the
very tips of her fingers. “Well, I’d be happy to help you. I’ve got
nothing else to do.”

“Uh…” Marc paused, “No
little one?” he asked.

“She’s with her asshole
father this weekend,” Kurino replied. “I have nothing to really
entertain me with this weekend.” She added, batting her eyes
seductively.

“Uh…, Marc gasped, looking
up as he heard footsteps approach. It was the older, more mature
yet stunning cute woman from the front desk.

“We’re closing now,” she
said. “You’ll have to leave.” She said gazing more at Kurino than
Marc

“What?” Marc said, looking
at the clock. “You guys are still open for half an
hour!”

“Sorry.” She tapped her
foot. “But it’s Friday night, my man gets off work in 10, and I
want to get off an hour or so later.” She smiled sarcastically.
“Only dorks and those that can’t get any want to spend time in a
library on a Friday night,” she added.

Marc scoffed. This bitch was just being
a pain, but he was wasting time arguing with her. “Let me check
these out and I’ll leave.”

“Take them with you, I know
the numbers.” She turned and went back to the desk.

Marc gathered up the books, “Well, this
is a mess.”

Kurino smiled. “Well, how about I come
and help you with the paper?”

“Come…with me?” Marc said,
surprised at the offer. Kurino just nodded, her big, brown eyes
locked onto his. “I mean…yeah, that’d be fine, great
even.”

“Great!” she said, standing.
“I’ll ride you, if that’s okay,” she paused for a moment allowing
her words to sink into his mind, “I mean I’ll ride with you, if
that’s okay,” she said, fixing her last comment with an
ever-seductive smile.

“Sure,” Marc said, before
getting up to leave, catching a glare from the woman at the desk as
they walked out.

“She has a crush on me, I
think,” Marc said. “I think she kicked us out because she was
jealous.”

“Jealous, huh?” Kurino said,
looking back. “Why would that be?”

“Well, you know…you remind
me of a mystical Goddess, something of fantasy,” he said amazed at
the words that came out of his mouth.”

Kurino laughed. “Every Goddess has her
own God too.” She smiled, walking away from Marc, leaving him to
ponder what she meant by her comment.

It was only a few minutes’ drive to
Marc’s apartment. When they arrived, Marc set the books down on the
kitchen table.

“You drink coffee, tea or
soda?” he asked her.

“Anything is fine,” She shot
back.

“Thanks for offering to
help. Sorry the place is a bit messy.”

“Oh, I don’t mind,” she
said. Her skirt dangled off the edges of the chair.

Her body was the perfect shape; that
enchanted hourglass. Kurino’s face was exquisite, her big, brown
eyes complemented by full, red lips, all draped in long brown hair
with just a little bit of a curl. Her narrow shoulders made her
D-cup breasts look even larger. When she leaned back, a tiny bit of
her taut, smooth stomach could be seen as her shirt drew
up.

 

Her black skirt covered the
tops of her thighs. They were tan and evenly colored. Muscular,
toned legs and small feet, quite the package, Marc thought, etching
her looks into the chasms of his mind, never wanting to forget the
first time he laid witness to such a beautiful goddess,
a fucking hot ass MILF, he
thought to himself.

“I guess we should get
started,” he said, grabbing one of the books and opening it up.
Kurino did the same. Together, they found parts of the works they
could source for the writing. After an hour and a half, they had
gone through most of the books that Marc had brought
home.

“I think we’re almost
there,” Marc said. “I need twenty pages, and this is almost enough
material for it. What do you think of this article,
here?”

“Hm?” Kurino scooted her
chair closer to him, pressing into his shoulder as she leaned
forward. Marc’s heart thumped when he felt her warm skin press into
his. She was so close that he could hear her breath.

“Yeah, I do like this part
here,” Kurino said, reaching to the book and pointing at an
entry.

“Okay, good,” Marc said,
staring at her for a moment longer before getting back to his
work.

“So,” Kurino said, picking a
book from the table, “this book on human sexuality…what were you
hoping to find here?”

“That?” Marc asked. “Well,
they talk about urges in people and animals and things like that,
which fits with the subconscious theme of the paper.”

“I see.” Kurino flipped the
book open. “Here, how about this?” She read a passage
aloud.

“Yeah, perfect,” he said,
taking another mouthful of coffee.

“Great.” She flipped through
a couple more pages, subtly shifting her shirt so that it showed
more of her full cleavage. “We’re a lot like animals, in the mating
sense, you know.”

“Hm?” Marc turned toward
her, her breasts inches from his face, and it looked like her shirt
was slipping down. He decided not to say anything.

“Choosing the best possible
mate, based on strange factors only others of the same species can
understand.” Kurino leaned forward as she read, pressing her
breasts together, making them pop out of her shirt even
more.

Marc swallowed his mouth dry. He was
feeling distracted. All he wanted to do was watch Kurino
read.

“Do you agree?” Kurino
turned her head towards him, staring directly into his eyes, her
breasts so there, so large, her tight body fully in his
view.

“I, well, I hadn’t really
thought about it,” Marc said, tripping over his words.
Man, this girl…what was she doing to me?
He thought.

“Well I guess it’s a bit
off-topic,” she said, smiling innocently. “It just seemed
interesting.”

“Let me see,” he said,
reaching for the book as his arm brushed her breasts. Kurino
giggled, and Marc’s face went red. He pulled the book over and saw
illustrations of sex positions. Was it getting hot in here? He
instantly thought.

“Maybe we should take a
break,” Marc said, standing.

“Wow it’s a like a furnace
in here,” she hissed, batting her eyes, as she ran her fingers
through her hair, arching her chin upward, exposing her
neck.

“My bedroom is
air-conditioned,” he said. “Did you want to hang in
there?”

“Hell yeah,” Kurino smiled,
licking her lips playfully. “I think we could find some hands on
material for you to use.” She added.

 


***

Feeling her hips crushing down into
him, Marc placed one of his hands tenderly on the side of her
waist. Tips of his strong firm fingers brushing across her delicate
velvet skin, the firmness of her ass as she continued to ride hard
and rough.

“Oh… oh… yes,” she stuttered
as she clamped her pussy down around the base of his shaft, ass
rolling forward over his hips, remounting him each time before
gliding herself back up his long, fat cock.

All the while Marc’s other hand pressed
further up her body, feeling her tight stomach. Her cream-colored
skin, smoothly glistening with her sweat as his fingers brushed
over the round of one of her breast, crushing it into her chest.
The tips passionately crushing back into her as he locked his
fingers onto her large pink nipples, rolling them ever so slowly,
ever so caressingly between his thumb and forefinger.

“Ummmmmm, fuck yes,” he
moaned without a care or concerned for what was happening around
him as his cock quivered to her continued tightness. Marc could
feel her bucking down against him as if she was some sort of
cowgirl trying to break her newest stead into
submission.

Thrusting her hips forward, her ass
slammed down onto his balls, arching forward ever so slightly,
pressing her legs back up; her pussy recklessly gliding over his
shaft as the base of her entire body fixed tightly around his
cock.

“Fu.., FUCK yes,” Marc
whimpered. Moaning again as he felt his cock tensing up to the
attack upon it, he gazed deeply into her shimmering eyes and
smiled, biting down on the edge of his bottom lip, unable to
control himself in that moment, he quickly rolled her over and
without missing a thrust, pinned her against his penis and the
mattress.

“GOD YES, FUCK ME HARD
PLEASE … PLEASE MARC!!” She screamed, fingernails digging into his
chest, scratching small lines of blood.

Hearing her words ravaged his mind like
a raging inferno of lust, he quickly rolled her legs up against his
chest, knees bent up over his shoulders as her heals rocked softly
against his back. Marc did as he was told … did as he desired as he
smashed his hips into her hot, tight, pussy, feeling the intense
burn of her opening around him, her inner heat engulfed his cock
like the hot coals of an out of control fire.

Gazing into her eyes once again, she
starred up at him, biting her bottom lip again, before thrusting
her own hips forward. The tips of her fingers rolling over his
nipples, tilting her head back against the pillows, Kurino plunged
her hips forward as hard as she could, encasing even more of his
cock deeply into her hot, wet snatch.

“Mmm, HELL YEAH,” Marc said
sharply, thrashing his head upward as he rolled his hands
forcefully against her breast, feeling the small beads of sweat
raining down around them. His fingers dug impulsively into her
breast, continuing to feel the continued warmth of her body
radiating from under him, her pussy ridding him fully, feeling
every part of her around him, every inch of her grazing along each
passing push in and out of her precious body.

Closing his eyes to the onslaught of
tightening pressure that consumed him, his body slowly trembled
with pleasure, the tenseness of her pussy rolling over the ridges
of his cock, rubbing hard against the skin between his cock head
and his shaft as his balls bounced wildly off the firm curves of
her tightly, hot, ass.

“UGGG, GOD!” he moaned
again, tightening the head, feeling more of Kurino’s hot body
scraping against him. “FUCK YES Kurino, ride me” he said, breathing
heavily as he stared down at her, eyes locked to hers as her entire
body shook to the continued invasion of her insides.

Marc quickly rolled his left hand down
the side of her body, the tips of his fingers tenderly caressing
her skin until he felt her ripe tight ass in his palm once more.
Wrapping around her curves, he pushed her even further down his
cock as he rode her harder and harder, pressing the back of his
toes against the bed for leverage.

OHHH GOD YES … YES MARC.” Kurino purred
like a kitten in ecstasy, her head jerking to one side as she
continued to press her hips into each of his thrust, clamping her
lower half tightly around the tip of his penis as he rammed into
her repeatedly, her tight, wet, pussy lapping over the base of his
shaft.

Taking her hands, she rolled them off
his chest and over the back of his head forcing it against her
chest. Feeling her flesh once more with his mouth, Marc raked his
lips around her right breast, flicking his tongue like a wild snake
over the round of her nipple as his hand brushed up her side,
latching onto her breast, crushing it against his lips.

Marc could taste the sweetness of her
flesh upon his lips. Loving the salted saccharine taste of her
sweat mixed with her healthy skin was so intoxicating that it drove
him even hotter for her. Longing for the renewed taste of her body,
he pressed his lips against her breast.

He could feel the ravaged beating of
her heart, thrashing intensely against her chest. Increasing his
pace upon her body, Marc again arched into her, resting the balls
of his feet against the foot of the bed before slamming into her
even harder, so that their lust for each other would match the
quickening of her pounding heart.

“OOOHHH GOD!” she cried out;
her soft coarse voices ripping through the room like the rumbling
of a great and powerful storm. Taking her hands, she pressed them
back against his chest, forcing his lips away from her lush breast,
continuing to fondle them with his hands as if they were a new toy
for him to play with. Looking to her eyes Marc smiled as he could
easily see she was passing the edge.

“I’M … I’M COMING!” Kurino
growled ever so cutely, her voice almost a whisper as she continued
to pound away on top of him.

“Oh God yes, I’m coming,”
She screamed again. Smiling lightly as Marc planted one of his
hands against her hips. “Oh God yes,” Kurino cooed as she sprang
forward into him, which allowed Marc to feel his entire cock move
deeply inside her. Her breast bounced lightly as he began to fuck
her even harder. Slamming her ass hard against the palm of his
hands as his balls bounced against the back of her ass
cheeks.

“IMMMM COMING,” Kurino
gasped hard, jerking her head up toward the ceiling as well. “OHH
GOD IT’S SO GOOD!!” she cried again as he continued to pound into
her over and over, feeling her gliding from one wave of pleasure to
the next.

Flying into her again, Marc finally
felt himself reaching his own climax. He could feel his cock
growing even bigger inside her.

“OHH YES!! IM COMING NOW
TOO” Marc yelled.

“BREAST FUCK ME MY MASTER,”
Kurino cried, moving her hands over her chest, squeezing her breast
tightly together

“YEAH BABY” Marc said,
pulling his cock out of her as she quickly slide down around his
shaft, rolling over him like a bitch in heat, he watched as best he
could as Kurino’s eyes widen to the sight of his cock inches away
from her warm lush mouth.

Quickly she squeezed her breast around
his shaft, encasing his dick with her soft, round flesh pillows.
Marc could feel her soft tight skin rapidly moving over him, his
cock engulfed in her heavenly bosom. Placing his hands along her
face, he glided his fingers slowly over the damp outline, gazing
into her dark brown eyes.

“Oh… this is going to be
fun,” Marc said softly. Slowly pumping his cock forward against her
chest, until the tip of his dick slowly pressed against her bottom
lip, looking to his face, she caught small glimpses of his
eyes.

It was in these moments, those slight
erotic glances that she smiled, licking her bottom lip as she took
the sweet taste of her own pussy juice that was finely coated over
his dick into her mouth.

“Mmm yes it is,” Kurino
purred as she pressed her breast tightly against his
manhood.

“Oh yeah, Kurino…” Marc said
as he began to pump his cock faster between her fluffy flesh
pillows. “Here it comes baby,” he cried enjoying the explosion that
tore through his cock as he came all over her breasts and face…
pumping his hot cream filling all over her rack again as more of
his seed burst out over her like a gusher.
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