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FRIDAY

“I should have been an architect,” sighed Ted, parking at the end of the row of cars on the driveway.

“We’re late, it looks like everyone’s already here,” barked Deborah, checking her make-up in the sun-screen mirror. “I told you we should have set off earlier.”

“It’s fine, Debby. Nobody is going to care that we showed up an hour late. We’re here for the whole damn weekend, aren’t we? Well done again on that one, by the way!”

“Oh, stop it. It will be over before you know it. She asked if we wanted to stay for the weekend, what was I supposed to say?”

“A simple ‘no’ would have been fine.”

“Well, I wanted to spend some time with Mol and it’s been ages since we stayed over here.”

“Yeah, well I’m happy for you, but I have to talk to Jim all weekend... the man is a drip. You and Liam had better not hide yourselves away, I’m gonna need some backup,” Ted laughed. “You hear me? Hellooo? Earth to Jack?!”

“Huh? Uh, yeah, no problem,” I stuttered, tearing my eyes away from my phone and catching his in the rear view mirror.

“What’s with you? You’ve barely spoken the whole trip, just staring at that damn phone,” he said, turning in his seat to face me.

“It’s nothing, I’m just... reading,” I lied, tilting my phone screen to make sure nothing was visible.

“Since when do you read?” he scoffed, brow furled in confusion.

“It’s just... sports stuff,” I replied, slightly offended by the insinuation of the flabbergasted look on his face, but ultimately just wanting him off my case.

“Oh, right,” he said, turning back in his seat, satisfied with the answer. “Thought you were broken for a second. Okay, that’s enough, sweetheart! You look fine!”

“Okay, okay!” she conceded, putting her lipstick away. “Let’s go.”

Driving with my parents was always an unnecessarily stressful time. They were the type of couple that argued about every single possible thing, but never too seriously, they seemed to just enjoy the sparring more than anything. They would keep each other sharp while maintaining an entirely dull environment for everybody that was forced to listen, a privilege reserved mostly just for me. This journey was a little different, though. This whole week had been a little different. I had been a little... distracted.

I guess I finally have to delete it, I thought to myself, looking back down to my phone at the picture of Molly with her dildo stuck in her ass. Shit! Well, I was supposed to delete it straight away... and the real thing is just inside. It’s not like I can have it as a screensaver, for fuck’s sake. Fine!

I pressed delete and slid my phone into my pocket, switching my attention to the house, stepping out of the car and hurrying to catch up with my parents as they approached the door. I could hear the music and laughter coming from the back yard as my dad rang the doorbell.

“Even the doorbell sounds expensive,” Dad chuckled as Liam appeared through the glass at the side of the door.

“Shush!” hissed Mom, slapping his arm as the door opened.

“Hey guys, how's it going?” said Liam, pushing the door wide open and stepping aside. “Come in, come in, everyone’s out back.”

“Hello, sweetheart, how’s your back?” Mom asked, giving him a hug and a kiss on the cheek.

“I’m not gonna lie, Deb, it was touch and go for a while,” Liam replied, slowly stretching his back. “But, I’m a survivor, y’know?”

“You’re an idiot who pulled a muscle,” I laughed, shaking his hand and tapping his back as he winced exaggeratedly.

“Easy, easy!” he said, brushing my arm away. “You’ll interfere with my healing process.”

“Ha! ‘Healing process’?! Fuck off! C’mon I’m starving.” And I really need to see your mom.

“There’s a surprise,” he said, heading off towards the living room. “C’mon, there’s barbecue.”

‘Happy Birthday’ read the banner that streamed across the living room wall and the party appeared to be in full flow. Some people that I had never seen before were sitting on the couches, engaged in conversation, briefly looking up at us as we entered. The kitchen and dining area were filled with strangers too, drinking and chatting away as we made our way through the room.

Who the hell are all these people? There’s no way Jim has this many friends. Must be his family... Give them a chance, maybe they can’t stand him either.

We passed through the open sliding doors leading out into the garden, my head swivelling in search of Molly. I recognised some of the people outside, mostly my mom’s girlfriends and their families. My mom is friends with some fucking hot women, man. Look at them all! They were grouped together on the loungers by the pool, giggling and nattering away, sipping at their cocktails. Mom had already grabbed a drink and taken a seat with them while Dad went and stood by the husbands near the barbecue. Still no sign of Molly, though.

“Well, well, who’s this strapping, young man?” asked a lady’s voice from behind us as we grabbed a plate from the table.

“Oh, Grandma,” said Liam, turning around, “this is Jack, Debby’s son. Jack, this is my dad’s mom, Shirley.”

“Well, nice to meet you, Jack,” she said, holding her hand out for mine as I spun to face her. She was a short, busty woman with silver hair, but she looked too young to be Jim’s mother.

“Nice to meet you, Shirley,” I replied with a smile, instinctively glancing at her ample breasts as they jiggled slightly with our handshake. Shit, Jim’s mom is pretty hot!

“Ah, Debby’s son,” she said as I pulled away from her lingering grasp, her hand then moving to my arm. “Well, you are a specimen, aren’t you? Lovely arms,” she said running her fingers over my bicep as she sipped at her drink through a straw.

Errr, Liam, I think your grandma is giving me the come on. Liam hadn’t noticed, though, he was too busy loading his plate with food.

“Thanks,” I laughed sheepishly, slowly turning away to grab a plate. “Well, it was nice to meet you,” I repeated, trying to end the interaction as I prepared a hotdog.

“Mmmm, yes, very nice,” she said, her eyes burning into my ass as she walked away.

Well she was... friendly.

I stood with Liam as we ate, pretending to listen to him as he reeled off the names of the people at the party, my mind fixed solely on Molly. Where the hell is she? My thoughts were interrupted by a clinking sound, coming from inside, getting louder and louder. A tray carrying cocktails hovered into view, held by golden-tanned arms, dainty feet stepping outside, carefully. There she is. Fuck me, she looks good.

She was wearing a flowery summer dress that hugged her tight around the waist, her legs bare and shining as they carried her towards the loungers, to the cheers of the ladies. Her cleavage bobbed out of her dress as she shuffled, her huge breasts cradled high in her bra. She placed the tray down on the table in the middle of the loungers as the ladies helped themselves to a glass, hugged my mom and took a seat on the lounger beside her, immediately whispering and giggling like the schoolgirls they were when they first met. I watched Molly as she flicked her head back and kicked her legs, laughing hysterically, then hushing herself and returning to my mom’s ear, whispering away. She seems in a good mood.

“And there’s Nicole,” Liam continued, undeterred by my lack of attention. “She’s so fucking hot, I want her to sit on my face.”

“Huh? Face? What?” I stuttered, dragging my eyes away from Molly to look at him.

“I’d crawl through broken glass, man,” he sighed, deep in a stony gaze.

“The fuck are you talking about?” I laughed vacantly, turning my attention back to Molly.

“Nothing, nothing,” he replied. “Nothing good, anyway.”

I pretended to listen to Liam for a while longer, staring at Molly, before my mom broke from the conversation and turned to look around the yard like a meerkat. She peeped around before settling in my direction, waving her arms over and shouting.

“Jack! Get over here,” she yelled, beckoning me impatiently with her hand. I looked to Molly, already gazing at me with a cheeky smile, forcing my legs into movement like a magnet.

“C’mon,” I mumbled to Liam as I gravitated towards Molly, eyes fixed on hers as I walked past the blur of guests. Fuck, I can’t wait until we’re alone. I arrived at the loungers, the ladies falling silent as I walked through them to where Molly was sat.

“Hello, sweetie,” she said, looking up at me as I leant down to give her a hug. Her perfume filled my nostrils as I kissed her cheek and nestled my face into her hair as I held her, briefly. Her scent awoke my senses and lit a fire inside me. I want to tear this dress right off her, I thought as I pulled away, peeping down the front of her dress as I stood back up.

“Say ‘hello’ to the girls, Jack,” said Mom, tapping my leg.

“Hello, girls,” I complied, giving them a quick nod. “You’re all looking lovely today.”

“That’s not Jack, is it? Little Jack?” chimed a voice from the group. It was Nancy, another friend of my mom, a slim woman with dark hair that I hadn’t seen in years. “Not so little anymore, look at you! Come here!”

“Hey, Nancy, how are you?” I chuckled as I gave her a hug, my eyes once again being drawn down a dress. Her hot, perky tits strained against the tight fabric as she lifted her arms around my neck. I had spent my youth studying my mom’s friend’s bodies and Nancy made many an appearance in my fantasies. She was a stunner, the only downside to her was that she wasn’t Molly.

“Look at the size of you, you’re huge!” she gasped, as I pulled away. “What have you been feeding him, Debby?!”

“Anything... everything, he never stops!” Mom replied, picking up her drink and sitting back in her lounger.

“Well, keep eating!” said Nancy, looking me up and down. “Woo, he’s a hunk! Am I right, Mol? Takes me back to my younger days, chasing after the football team!”

Molly froze and forced a nervous laugh. “Yes, he’s a handsome, young man,” she stuttered, staring into her drink as she sipped hard.

“Handsome?! He’s a stud!” Nancy laughed, slapping her thigh. “If I was twenty years younger!”

“Nancy, that’s my son you’re talking about!” Mom interjected with a shocked look on her face.

“What?! I’m divorced now! Do you know how long it’s been?!” she said, giggling as she revealed a hip flask from her purse and poured a dribble of its contents into the glass. “You give me a call after you graduate, I could teach you some stuff that isn’t on the curriculum.”

Fuck me! I’m doing well today! I glanced at Molly as she sat, still frozen stiff, eyes glued to her straw.

“Right, that’s enough for you,” said the lady beside her, confiscating the hip flask. “You’ve always been a lightweight!”

“And you’ve always been a prude, Bonnie, but I don’t bring it up all the time,” Nancy riposted, giggling to herself as she took a gulp from her glass.

“You do, actually,” said Bonnie, turning to look at me. “Hello, Jack, how are you sweetheart?” She raised her arms out wide to give me a hug.

“Hi, Bonnie, I’m good, thanks,” I said, giving her a squeeze. There was no cleavage on show with Bonnie, ever. I don’t know about ‘prude’, but she was certainly a conservative dresser. I hadn’t seen her in a long time, she looked good. She was always the one I was most wary of growing up, she wasn’t around as much as the others and she carried a sort of headmistress vibe with her. Which, on further reflection, was probably just a result of my irrational young mind, unsatisfied with being unable to take a peek at her tits every now and then. How selfish of this sexy, constricted demon headmistress, I joked to myself as I let the charming, little lady in front me go.

“Wait until Nicole sees you! You know, someone your own age,” Bonnie said, shooting a dagger at Nancy, who didn’t seem to take notice. Molly did take notice, though, coughing and shuffling in her seat. “Remember when we used to plan their wedding, Deb? Aw, they were so cute back then!”

“I do!” Mom replied, giggling.

“Nicole! Nicole! Look who it is!” Bonnie shouted, leaning to look behind me. I stepped aside to give her a better view and to look at where she was waving, laying my eyes on a young woman that stood out from the crowd. Is that Nicole? Wow. She looks... different.

The tall, young woman sauntered across the yard, smiling at me as she approached. She was wearing denim hot pants and a tight, white tank top, revealing the slight outline of a red bra underneath.

“Hello, stranger,” she said, throwing her slight arms around me. “Long time, no see!” She squeezed me tight, pressing her body into my chest as I put an arm around her.

“Hey, how are you?” I replied as she hung around my neck. “I’ve not seen you in years!” I glanced at Molly over Nicole’s shoulder, meeting her eyes before they darted back down to her drink.

“I’m good, thanks, you? I hear you’re some big college sports star now!” she said, finally letting go of me.

“I don’t know about that, but yeah, I play football,” I laughed.

“Well, you look like a big sports star!” she said, eyeing me up and down, lingering over my crotch for a moment and looking up at me with a dirty grin.

What the fuck? Is there an aphrodisiac vendor making a killing around here or something?

“You will have to swap numbers,” Bonnie chimed, “I’ve still not given up on that wedding!”

Molly slurped at the remnants of her drink through her straw urgently, rattling the ice cubes in her glass, the noise drawing everyone’s attention. She looked up, sensing everyone’s eyes on her.

“Sorry,” she giggled nervously, looking around. “Who wants another?”

“Me!” shouted Nancy, jumping back to life.

“You’ve had enough!” Molly replied, getting up from her lounger. “I’ll get another tray!”

“Not you, as well, Mol?!” gasped Nancy, sitting back in her seat, dejected.

“I can give you my number too, Nicole,” Liam stuttered out of the blue, finally plucking up the courage to speak.

Ahhhh, he likes her. Okay, the least I can do is play wingman... I am fucking his mom.

“Yeah, Liam’s the real college star, the brain on this guy,” I piped up, patting Liam’s shoulder. “He’s going places, you should get in on the ground floor while you can!”

“Errr, yeah, sure,” Nicole said, sounding anything but.

“Excuse me, sweetie,” Molly said as she edged behind me, brushing her breasts against my back and slyly scratching my side with her nails, electrocuting my body and sending me into a shiver.

“Sorry,” I said mindlessly, moving forward to give her more room to pass.

“Thank you, honey,” she said, looking back at me with a smile and a subtle gesture with her head.

Does she want me to follow her?

She turned away and strutted off to the house, pausing and glancing back at me as she made it inside, then taking a sharp turn to the left, away from the kitchen.

Is she heading to the garage? I thought she was getting drinks? Fuck it, let’s see.

“So, yeah,” I said, returning my attention to Liam and Nicole, “I’ll leave you guys to it, I’m just gonna head to the bathroom, real quick.”

“No problemo!” Liam said, grinning and winking at me.

For fuck’s sake, don’t ruin it already, man!

“Uh, yeah,” Nicole sighed as I turned to leave, spinning on my heels and hurrying off to the house.

Glancing back to make sure that nobody from the yard was watching, I jumped inside and took off towards the garage. I casually wandered by the couches of people, taking my phone from my pocket and putting it to my ear in an attempt to blend in. I’m just a person at a party, just walking around. I’m just making a quick call, ignore me. Where am I going? Who knows? I’m just a person at a party, making a phone call, just fucking ignore me, alright?!

I opened the door and stepped out of the living area, into the corridor that led out to the garage, shutting the door behind me. Creeping to the end of the corridor, I peered around the corner into the open space of the garage. Not in here, maybe the laundry room? I carried on, into the garage, passing the tarp-covered cars and stopping at the closed door to the laundry room. Here we go. I pulled down the handle and pushed open the door to see Molly sat on the counter, her legs crossed and rocking as they dangled off the edge. Beside her sat a birthday cake, covered in unlit candles.

“Are you ready for your present?” she asked, unhooking her ankles and spreading her thighs across the counter. “I’ve been waiting to give it to you all week.” She began to slowly peel her dress up her thighs, revealing her flesh inch by inch, before stopping, flashing just a glimpse of her white cotton panties.

“I’ve been waiting to give you something, too,” I replied, locking the door and stepping towards her, my cock hardening in my pants. I placed my hands on her thighs and squeezed tight, running up to her ass and pulling her to the edge of the counter, gripping tight on her cheeks as they plumped up where she sat.

“Are you sure you wouldn’t rather give it to Nicole?” she said, looking down at my crotch.

“Ha! Are you... jealous?” I laughed, raising her chin to force her to look at me.

“Of course, I’m jealous!” she conceded immediately. “That little slut, hanging all over you! I wanted to throw her in the pool!” she giggled, running her hands under my top and tickling my sides with her nails.

Woah, so possessive already. That’s either pretty hot or terrifying... or both.

“And she’s ‘your own age’,” she continued in a mocking tone, moving her hands down and playing with the edges of my boxers.

Ha! I knew she caught that!

“So what? She’s got nothing on you,” I said, twanging at her panties with my thumbs and burying my face into her neck, licking up to her ear. “It’s not her that I’d think about while jerking my cock for all those years,” I whispered, before licking and nibbling on her lobe, causing her to let out a deep, drawn out moan.

“And Nancy?” she gasped, pulling at my shorts and reaching inside, scratching at the base of my cock as it pressed down the leg of my pants.

“Fuck Nancy, she’s not you,” I groaned, my cock burning, desperate to be released. I gripped Molly’s dress and dragged it up over her head, leaving her sitting in her lingerie as I threw it to the side. She was breathing hard as I grasped at the straps of her bra, pulling them down her arms to release her huge tits. I pawed and squeezed at them, shaking her tits in my hands before I leant down and sucked hard on her nipple. I inhaled her breast, flicking at her hard nipple with my tongue as I sucked, sending Molly into a jolt.

“Ugh, that feels so good! Suck that big titty, baby!” she moaned, pinching and pulling at her free nipple with her fingers.

I reached down and rubbed at her pussy over her panties, her wetness already soaking through. I flicked and fingered over her clit gently, rubbing in small circles, then scratching up and down her lips with my middle finger. Molly had tilted her head back against the wall and was instinctively thrusting on the counter against my fingers. She’s ready. I stepped back and grabbed at the waist of my pants, pulling them down with my boxers and letting them fall to my knees as my cock sprang to attention, Molly gasping at the sight.

“Why does it always look bigger than the last time I saw it?!” she giggled, wrapping her hands around it gently and giving it a few short strokes. “I’ll fight anybody that tries to take this away from me!” She tightened her grip. “Nancy, Nicole, anybody!”

“Maybe even Shirley,” I laughed, returning to suck on her breasts as she tugged on my shaft.

“What?!” she shouted, leaning back to look at my face as I sucked on her nipple. “Shirley, Shirley? As in, my mother-in-law, Shirley?”

“Yeah,” I laughed, letting her wet nipple pop from my mouth. “Pretty sure she was checking me out earlier.”

“Shut up!” she chuckled, pumping my cock again. “You’re kidding, right?”

“I wish I was,” I replied, tugging at her panties, Molly shifting her weight from cheek to cheek to allow me to pull them down, dangling from her toes before dropping to the floor.

“Noooo, you must be... mistaken,” she exhaled as I nestled my face into her pussy, licking at her clit and pulling her hips forward to give me a better angle of attack. She leaned back on the wall, grunting as I ate her pussy off the counter, sucking at her clit and running long strokes up and down her lips with my tongue. “Oh, GOD! You eat my pussy so good!”

“I’ve been dying to fuck this pussy all week,” I said, running two fingers along her opening and slipping them inside briefly, tugging gently on her wall as I pulled them out. I gripped the back of Molly’s neck and held her tight, rubbing the head of my cock across her clit.

“Put it in, baby,” she oozed, gripping the base of my cock and pulling it towards her, forcing me inside. “Ugh! Give me that big, fat cock!” I followed her lead and thrust into her, plunging my cock until it met resistance, her pussy wrapping tight around my shaft. “Fuck, you’re stretching me out!” she grimaced, wrapping her legs around me and pulling me deeper inside her. “Make it fit again, baby!”

“Fuck, Molly, your pussy is on fire!” I groaned, fighting against her legs to pull out, hovering my head at the entrance, then plunging again, harder and deeper than before. Her pussy squelched as I rammed into her, over and over, creaming on my shaft. I leaned in and kissed her hard as I held her neck tight, muffling her moans as I forced my cock deeper inside her.

“Oh, God! It’s... so... fucking... BIG!” she groaned with each plunge, staring at her pussy as it spread wider and wider around my cock. “Fuck that little pussy, baby!” She looked up at me as I pumped into her, whimpering as I jammed in the widest part of my shaft. “Argh! Shit!” she yelped, shutting her eyes tight as her pussy engulfed my entire, throbbing cock. “Oh my God! I can... I can feel it everywhere!”

I slipped into a haze, dizzily thrusting into her as I held her by the neck, hypnotised by the sound of her rhythmic panting. My ears pricked as the muffled noise of the music and chatter coming from outside suddenly became louder and more defined, then quieting again. Did someone just leave the living room? I froze still, my cock lodged deep inside Molly, and listened out for footsteps.

“What is it?” she asked, continuing to thrust her hips.

“I think someone’s coming,” I whispered, still listening for the tapping of shoes over the sounds of Molly’s heavy breathing.

“Nobody will come in here, it’s okay,” she said looking down at her pussy as she pressed her heels to my asscheeks and pulled me towards her. When the door handle turned, she jumped out of her skin, her shocked eyes locking with mine.

“Hello?” called the lady’s voice from the other side, tapping on the door. “Molly? Are you in there?”

“Fuck! It’s Shirley!” Molly mouthed without making a sound, sitting up and preparing to reply. “Err, yeah! Hi, Shirley, you okay?” she called, trying to sound natural.

“Yes, yes, I’m fine,” replied Shirley, pulling on the handle again. “I just thought we could do the cake now, I can help you light the candles. Is this door locked?”

My heart was beating in my ears and throbbing in my cock as Molly tightened around me, thinking of what to say.

“Err, yes, it’s locked,” she admitted begrudgingly, looking at me in despair, hoping I would have an answer. I didn’t. “I’m just... naked! I’m naked!” she spat, looking at me for approval, but finding only bemusement.

Where is she taking this? A full blown confession? “I’m just fucking Jack, be right out!”

“Naked?” Shirley asked, sounding confused. “Why are you naked?”

“Yeah, why the fuck are you naked, Molly?” said the look on my face.

“I spilled something on my dress, I’m trying to clean it up!” Molly shouted, like she was desperate to give the correct answer in a quiz, looking at me with a premature sense of relief.

“Well, it’s nothing I haven’t seen before, we’re all ladies here. I’ve got what you’ve got,” Shirley protested, trying the handle again. “What did you spill?”

Molly scoped around, no drink in sight, finally resting on the most obvious thing in the room. “Cake! I spilled cake on my dress!” she shouted, resting her forehead against my shoulder in resignation. “I just couldn’t help myself,” she continued, looking up at me with a defeated smile.

“You... ate some of the cake?” Shirley asked in bewilderment.

“Yeah... it just looked so good,” Molly winced, petting and stroking my shaft at her opening, waiting for Shirley’s reply, which seemed to take an age.

“I worked hard on that cake, Molly! I can’t believe you would do something like that!” she scolded through the door. “That is so unbelievably selfish of you!” she continued, muttering to herself as she walked away, stomping her feet.

“I’m sorry!” Molly shouted after her to no reply, bar the living room door opening and shutting, this time with a more audible slam.

“How could you eat the cake, Molly?” I teased, coming back to life and slowly thrusting into her.

“I guess I’m just a hungry girl!” she grinned, pulling on my shirt and forcing me into a kiss, then, planting her heels on my sides, she pushed me out of her. My cock slipped from her wet pussy, streaks of her juices streamed down my shaft as I stood back and leant against the wall.

“Okay, we need to hurry!” she said, jumping from the counter and getting on her knees in front of me, her tits bouncing around as her bra remained tied around her stomach. “Let me suck that cum down, sweetie. I don’t have time to clean up,” she urged, grabbing my cock and eagerly wrapping her lips around the head. She began to milk my slippery shaft with both hands, bobbing her mouth up and down, sucking hard on the head, humming as she looked up at me with smiling eyes.

“Faster,” I groaned, tensing my body as I leaned against the wall. Molly sped up, jerking my cock harder as she broke eye contact to look down my shaft, her head bobbing furiously. “Faster!” She listened, her face turning into a blur as she rocked back and forth on my cock, spluttering as the head clipped her tonsils. “Fuck! That’s it, Mol! Get it!”

She bobbed and gagged on my cock, pausing every now and then to regain her breath through her nose, shaking her head from side to side as she sucked on the tip, never letting it slip from her mouth. She inhaled sharply then burst into a frenzy, pumping her hands and shaking her face on my cock, humming and grunting wildly. Oh, shit!

“Fuck, Molly! I’m gonna cum!” I grunted, tensing up as my balls began to ignite.

“MMHMMMM!” Molly hummed at an excited, high pitch, vibrating my head and sending me over the edge.

“FUUUUUCK!” I moaned, grabbing a handful of her hair with one hand and jerking my shaft with the other, holding her head in place as I shot into her mouth. The first stream erupted, Molly squeaking as it struck the back of her throat, gulping it down immediately. Again, my balls seized, pumping another stream as her throat opened back up, then gulped again. The next stream came too fast, Molly remaining still with her cheeks puffed as I filled up her mouth with my load, her eyes darting between mine and my cock. She gulped hard, making room in her hot mouth as I carried on pumping, my calves straining tight as I rose to my toes. I leaned back hard into the wall, letting go of Molly’s hair as I jerked out the last of my load. She tilted her head back and slowly pulled away from my cock, flashing my spunk as it pooled in her mouth, then pursing her lips shut and swallowing it down.

“Aaaaah!” she chuckled, opening her mouth wide and shaking her tongue. “All gone!” she said, smiling, before my cock pulsated, dripping onto her thigh. “Ooh, almost!” she said, gripping my cock and placing the head on her tongue and stroking my shaft up and down slowly. She sucked gently on the head and began to tickle my spasming balls with her long fingernails, coaxing the last of my load out. Then, satisfied she had the last of it, she sucked hard on the head and pulled away, stripping my cock of its mess.

“You are a hungry girl, aren’t you?” I said, offering my hands out to her, pulling her to her feet and watching her as she readjusted her bra, dragging the straps onto her shoulders.

“The hungriest,” she smiled, turning around and picking her panties up, her thick ass wobbling as she stepped into them and pulled them up. “You better put that thing away before I jump back on it.”

“Don’t threaten me with a good time,” I replied, pushing myself from the wall and pulling my pants up, tucking my cock down the leg.

“Do you want some cake?” she giggled, picking her dress up and sliding into it, turning around to face me while adjusting her breasts, shaking and lifting them into place.

“Sure, why not? Might as well,” I said, stepping towards the counter in front of the cake as she hopped up beside it. She dipped her fingers into the icing, tearing off a chunk from the corner and held it up in her fingers.

“Open wide,” she said, moving her hand towards my mouth to feed me. I opened up, nibbling at her fingers as she pushed them into my mouth, grabbing her wrist as she began to pull away, sucking the icing from her fingertips before letting her go.

“That’s my hungry boy,” she grinned, dipping her fingers back into the cake, pulling off another chunk and feeding it into my mouth, tugging her hand away before I could grab her wrist again. She wiped her icing covered fingers over her breast, dirtying her dress. “Well, would you look at that? I appear to have spilt some cake on myself!” she said jovially, looking up at me.

She looks so fucking beautiful, just perched up before me on the counter. Fuck, I wish we were alone. Maybe I should carry her out into the living room, throw her on the couch and just start fucking her in front of Jim’s family. That would liven the party up a bit. I moved in to kiss her, meeting her lips as she leaned to meet me.

“Okay, you need to go,” she said, pulling away from me. “Shirley could come back at any minute. Take the side door out of the garage.” She jumped from the counter and moved towards the door. “Are you ready?” she said, looking at me.

“Yeah,” I replied, trying to flatten my bulge as I stepped towards her. She listened next to the door for a moment then, satisfied nobody was there, she turned the key and opened the door, poking her head out to check the coast was clear.

“Okay, sweetie, nobody’s there, go now!”

“Okay.”

I stepped out of the room and into the garage, squeezing Molly’s ass as I passed, taking a left and opening the door to the side of the house, hopping outside. I closed the door behind me, catching a glimpse of Molly watching me as it shut. I stood outside composing myself for a minute, letting the breeze cool me down as I listened to the noises from the garden. Shit, I really can’t be bothered with this now. I can’t wait until they’re all gone, I just want to get her alone again. What if I ju-

“There you are!” called a voice from the end of the path, making me jump. It was Liam. “I’ve been looking for you!”

I’m just a person at a party making a call!

“Oh, sorry man,” I stuttered, “I was just making a call.”

“At the side of the house? I didn’t see you come back outside. Were you in the garage?” he said, sounding puzzled.

Shit.

“No!” I said instinctively, wondering if he had spoken to Shirley. “I did come back outside, you must have missed me,” I continued as I walked towards him, hoping he’d relent.

“No, I’m pretty su-”

“So, how did it go with Nicole? I think she likes you, man!” I interrupted, throwing an arm around him as I reached the end of the path. Please fucking drop it.

“You think so?” he asked, sounding excited.

Aw, fuck. No, not really.

“Yeah, man,” I lied like a bastard, “did you dazzle her with that big brain? Did you blow her mind with knowledge?”

“No, she kind of just left as soon as you went to the bathroom,” he replied, sounding innocently confused. “But, maybe I’ll try again if you think I should.”

Shit, I really don’t. Why am I like this?!

“Yeah, why not?”

“Yeah,” he replied, looking out into the garden, presumably in search of Nicole, then he stopped, fixing his eyes on his target. “Broken glass.”

“Huh?”

He took off with purpose, heading over towards a group of girls on the other side of the pool, stopping in front of them as they all turned to face him. Nicole stood in the middle of them as Liam delivered his opening gambit.

Shit, c’mon!

I willed him on like a creepy spectator, thinking of what I could say to him to pick him back up when this inevitably went wrong. His arms were gesticulating as he spoke, excessively so, waving around wildly as he chatted them up. The girls stood still, all listening intently with furled brows, holding their drinks in their hands, sipping from straws. His head bounced as he spoke and then settled, as if waiting for a response. The girls erupted into laughter, looking at each other and throwing their heads back.

Shit, that’s harsh. Aw, man. I did this.

I looked on as the girls wet themselves laughing, before Nicole stepped forward, resting her arm on Liam’s shoulder. Another girl stepped forward, grabbing his arm and holding onto it for support in a fit of giggles. One by one, they clung to him, laughing hysterically. Then they began to jump in unison, cheering and giggling as they settled down, the rest of the party turning as they noticed the commotion. Nicole playfully slapped Liam’s chest as he spoke again, creasing up in laughter once more. He turned to look for me, catching my eye and giving me a thumbs up as the girls were bent over, wailing.

What the fuck? What the fuck did he say? “Broken glass”? Huh? Well... keep it up, man! Okay, I don’t feel so bad now. “See, me fucking your mom is a good thing.” Okay, I feel bad again. Anyway, I can’t just stand here watching them, I’ll leave him to it. I guess I’ll see how the ladies are doing and wait for Molly. I made my way over to the loungers, casting an eye on Liam as I went, the girls still smitten with him. I arrived to find only Bonnie and Nancy.

“Here he is,” Nancy cried, sitting up in her lounger. “Where have you been, handsome?”

“Nancy, will you stop it?” Bonnie snapped. “You’re making the poor boy uncomfortable.”

“Am I, Jack?” Nancy asked, tilting her head and clutching her knees as her legs spread out. “Am I making you uncomfortable?”

“No,” I laughed, glancing at her shiny legs, her toes curling next to her kicked off shoes. “I’m fine.”

“Yes, you are!” she replied with a smirk, turning to look at Bonnie. “See! He’s fine.”

“He’s just being polite,” Bonnie said, dismissively. “I’m sorry, sweetheart,” she continued, looking at me.

“So, Jack,” Nancy piped, “do you have a girlfriend?”

Errr, I don’t know. Do I?

“Nah, I don’t,” I said, contemplating the thought of Molly as my girlfriend for the first time.

“Oooh, ‘single and ready to mingle’,” Nancy said, shaking her ass from side to side.

“He’s concentrating on his studies, aren’t you sweetheart?” Bonnie intercepted, reigning in her friend.

“Uh, yeah, I’m very studious,” I replied sarcastically, forcing a smile from Bonnie.

“Good boy,” Nancy said, clapping her hands and leaning forward. “Do you want to come with me to the bathroom for a pop quiz?” she whispered, squeezing her breasts together with her arms.

Fuck me!

“Nancy!” Bonnie gasped, hand pressed to her chest, her eyes wide open in shock.

“What?! You can come too, God knows you need it!” Nancy laughed, lying back in her lounger. 

Bonnie’s pale face turned bright red. She tried to speak but her words failed her, her hands shifting up her thighs before she locked them together, twiddling her fingers.

“Okay, everyone! It’s time for the cake!” a voice cried across the yard from the house, everybody beginning to hurry towards it. Bonnie stood up quickly, grabbing Nancy by the arm and yanking her off the lounger.

“C’mon, you!” she said, pulling her towards the house, Nancy looking back at me with a devilish grin.

Shit, was she actually thinking about it? I thought as I walked towards the house, hanging back from the crowd. I fantasised about what it would be like to take them both upstairs. Flashing images of me tearing off their clothes and bending them both over the bath tormented my mind. I’d rip that dress right off Bonnie. I’d finally see those tits she’s been hiding from me all these years. I’d fuck her little pussy until she screamed that tension out of her. I’d take turns on them, pounding their holes over the bath. Nancy would take some work, but I bet I could make Bonnie howl. But...

My dirty thoughts were replaced by images of Molly, her cheeky smile, the one she’d give me when she used to catch me staring at her breasts. I thought about how it felt to be inside her as she kissed my neck and tickled my back. Her anxious face as I caught her nosying at Nicole as she hugged me. No, I couldn’t do that to her.

I stepped into the house through the open sliding doors, taking my place at the back of the crowd gathered by the dining table, spotting Jim at the head. I haven’t even said “hello” to him and I’ve already banged his wife and eaten some of his birthday cake!

The crowd began to sing to the birthday boy as Shirley appeared, holding the candle-filled cake, a guilty looking Molly following close behind, the stain on her dress clearly visible.

Aww, no! I bet she wants to die!

Shirley arrived at the table, placing the cake in front of Jim to the applause of the crowd, his face scrunching up as he looked down at the cake, waiting for everybody to settle down before speaking.

“What happened to it?” he asked, the guests simmering to a hush.

“Well, Molly just ‘couldn’t help herself’, apparently,” Shirley said abruptly, turning to look at her.

“What?” Jim scoffed, confusion across his face.

Shit, what a bitch!

The whole crowd stretched and strained to get a view of Molly, whispering amongst themselves and giggling. Molly stood frozen with her cake-stained dress, her face bright red, looking like she wanted the ground to swallow her up.

Shit, do something.

“Make a wish!” I shouted, drawing the attention of the people around me.

“Yeah, make a wish,” called a voice from the other side of the room, gaining the support of the crowd as they turned their attention back to Jim.

“Okay, here goes,” Jim said, taking a deep breath and blowing out the candles, the crowd cheering as he blew out the last one.

“What did you wish for?” asked Shirley, placing a hand on his shoulder.

“A full birthday cake!” he said, the crowd bursting into laughter, looking back at Molly.

Oh, fucking hell, Jim! You fucking prick!

I was out of ideas, except for violent ones. I wanted to tear my way through the crowd and choke slam him through the table. Just shut up and eat your cake, old man, before I put you through it.

“Okay, who wants a slice? I’ll cut it up,” said Shirley, picking up a knife from the table. “Molly doesn’t get any.”

Fucking hell! Savage!

The guests huddled around, forming a queue for a piece of cake, chatting amongst themselves as Molly backed away, my mom going over to console her.

Better leave them to it. Where’s Liam? I looked around the room, but couldn’t see him. I poked my head back out into the garden, still no sign. Maybe he’s upstairs?

I shuffled through the crowd, out of the living room and into the hall. Heading up the stairs, my mind flashed back to the last time I went up them, half expecting to see Molly waiting for me on her bed with her ass in the air. I walked down the hall and opened Liam’s bedroom door, catching sight of his legs on the bed as I opened it. Poking my head into the room I saw more. Skinny legs straddled his face, bouncing slightly as their owner jumped in shock, turning to look at me. It was Nicole.

“Shit! Sorry!” I stuttered, pulling my head out and shutting the door, taking off down the hall. Holy shit, she’s riding his face! What the fuck did he say to those girls?! Man, I hope I didn’t just cock-block him. How many people are fucking in this house? What’s going on in this room? An orgy, perhaps?

I ducked into the spare room, usually made up for me, finding only an empty bed. That looks comfy. I kicked my shoes off and lay down, tucking my hands behind my head. This isn’t weird, right? I’m just taking a little break. I’m just a person at a party... having a nap.

* * *

I woke to the sound of a loud cheer coming from downstairs, the sunlight blinding me as I opened my eyes and looked out of the window. Shit, how long was I out? I sat up and planted my feet on the ground, hearing another cheer coming from below. Well, I can’t just stay up here until everyone’s gone.

I stood up and made my way downstairs, noticing Liam’s room had emptied, the door left wide open. Guests were huddled around the couches as Jim was opening presents, but they were fewer in number now. Some people must have left already, I surmised, spotting Liam and tucking into the crowd beside him.

“Hope you washed your face,” I smirked, leaning to whisper to him.

“I’m never washing it, again,” he replied, smiling from ear to ear as the crowd cheered in surprise as Jim opened what was, quite obviously, a golf club.

“I needed a new putter,” said Jim, balancing it on the couch next to an assortment of opened gifts. “Thanks, John.”

“No problem, buddy,” replied a man from the crowd, presumably John. “I could tell you needed a new putter, you looked terrible out there last week,” he continued, to the delight of the crowd.

Ew. I wish I’d stayed upstairs a bit longer.

“Hey,” I whispered to Liam, “I’ve got to know... what did you say to those girls?”

“Huh?” he shrugged, looking puzzled. “I don’t really remember.”

“What do you mean, you ‘don’t remember’?” I laughed.

“I dunno, man. I just don’t remember,” he shrugged again.

Haha! What the fuck? Is he holding out on me?

“Okay, this is just a little something from me,” spoke a familiar voice, grabbing my attention immediately. It was Molly as she stepped forward with a small envelope, handing it to Jim and pecking him on the cheek, making my stomach churn. “Happy birthday, Jim,” she said in a lukewarm tone, stepping back once more and standing next to my mom. She glanced through the crowd, her eyes meeting mine as Jim rustled open the envelope.

“Well, it isn’t a golf club,” said Jim, the guests laughing over-enthusiastically, putty in his hands.

I hope it’s divorce papers.

“Wow,” he continued, unfolding the paper and reading it. “A week for two at a five star golfing resort... next month. Well, well, how ‘bout it, John?” he said, looking to his friend as I looked at Molly. She gave me a subtle smirk, then turned away, looking back to Jim.

“I’ve already cleared my schedule,” John replied, the laugh-track crowd responding to their cue.

I’ll have to clear mine.

“How much did this cost me then?” Jim laughed, looking back at Molly, the crowd less enthusiastic now.

If I get arrested, I can’t fuck your wife. That’s the only reason I’m not taking that club and putting you all over the house right now, I burned, staring at Jim as the red mist descended. John can get it too, fuck John. Okay... I don’t even know John. But, fuck him anyway.

“Not too much,” Molly replied, her face flushed.

“Yeah, well, I’ll be the judge of that,” Jim replied, turning back to the crowd.

“And that concludes the presents,” Shirley announced, stepping forward.

The fuck is this? A ceremony?

“Okay, eat, drink, be merry,” Jim said, standing up, the crowd funnelling back out into the back yard.

Careful, Jim. That sounded dangerously close to an endorsement of ‘fun’.

“Okay, I’m gonna go find Nicole,” Liam said, stepping into the crowd, not caring for a reply.

“Uh, yeah, sure,” I called after him. “Broken glass!”

You don’t want your wingman? I’m a little offended. I guess I’ll just hang out with your mom then. You’re kind of making this happen, if you think about it.

I waited for the crowd to disperse before heading out into the garden, spotting Molly on the loungers with my mom. I scoped around to see my dad standing with Jim, John and a few other men, looking forlorn.

Sorry, Dad, I thought as I made my decision, heading over to the loungers and taking the empty seat next to Molly, where Nancy had been sat.

“Where have you been?” Mom asked as I leaned back, taking a sip of the drink Nancy had left behind, wishing I hadn’t.

Fuck, that’s strong!

“Yeah, I might have fallen asleep for a little while upstairs,” I replied, putting the glass back down.

“You went for a nap?!” she said, bemused. “You’re at a party, that’s so rude!”

“Leave him!” Molly laughed between us, looking at my mom. “He didn’t miss much!”

“Yeah, well, it’s still rude,” Mom said standing up with her empty glass and holding her hand out to take Molly’s. “I’ll be back in a minute, and don’t worry, I won’t go for a bath or anything,” she said sarcastically, as she passed us.

“You’re more than welcome to!” Molly shouted after her as she made her way to the house.

“Hey, lady,” I said when she was out of earshot, “did you know you’ve got cake on your dress?”

“Oh my God, don’t!” she cringed, pressing a hand to her brow in embarrassment. “Thank you for trying to save me though, that was very sweet,” she said looking at me. “Did you enjoy your present? A whole week,” she smirked, turning on her side to face me, her cleavage puffing, squeezed tight by her dress.

“I did,” I replied, turning to her, “it was quite the surprise... I enjoyed my other presents too,” I smirked, peeking down at her breasts then back up to her eyes.

“Good,” she said, pressing her arms together until her breasts nearly popped out of her dress. “You can enjoy them again later.” Then she sat back, giggling as Bonnie approached, practically carrying Nancy.

“I’m sorry, Mol, I’m going to have to take her home, she’s a mess,” said Bonnie, readjusting her grip of Nancy. “And so is your downstairs bathroom.”

“What?! I’m divorced!” gargled Nancy, swaying with her shoes in her hands.

“So what? That’s no excuse!” snapped Bonnie, losing her patience.

There’s that headmistress vibe.

“Don’t worry, girls,” Molly replied, sitting up straight. “Everyone will be leaving soon anyway.”

“Okay, well thank you for a lovely day, I’ll call you,” said Bonnie, turning to look at me. “Have you seen Nicole, sweetie?”

Yeah, I saw her riding Liam’s face a while ago.

“No, I haven’t seen her, sorry,” I replied.

“Ugh, where is that girl? Okay, well it was lovely to see you again, Jack,”

“Why don’t you... leave me here with Jack... while you find Nicole?” Nancy slurred, smiling in my general direction.

Fucking hell, can we please get Nancy some dick, I thought as I laughed.

“No, you’re coming with me! C’mon! Okay, bye guys,” Bonnie said, rolling her eyes as she turned Nancy around.

“Awww, why should Molly get all the fun?” protested Nancy as she was dragged away, evaporating Molly’s smile, her eyes shooting wide open.

“Yeah, Molly, why should you get all the fun?” I teased, slipping my phone from my pocket and texting a warning message to Liam.

Textbook wingman... except the whole ‘fucking his mom’ thing.

“Shhh! Your mom’s coming,” Molly hushed, sitting back in her seat.

“Just seen Nancy,” Mom said, handing Molly her drink. “She seems to be handling the divorce well. Don’t let that put you off,” she joked as she sat down, Molly laughing nervously. “What are you doing, hanging around with us?” she asked, looking at me. “Shouldn’t you be chasing the girls?”

“Naaah, I don’t really feel like it,” I replied, looking away from her, feeling the tension emanating from Molly.

“I think he’s got a girlfriend, Mol,” she blurted, smirking like she had cracked the case.

“Ha! Really?” Molly squeaked sheepishly, lifting her knees to her chest.

“Yeah!” Mom replied, “Doesn’t feel like chasing girls? That’s not like him, and he hasn’t stopped looking at his phone all week.”

“I’ve been reading!” I laughed, the image of Molly with her dildo in her ass flashing before my eyes, embedded in my brain forever. Shit, I should have just deleted it straight away!

“Yeah, that’s not like you, either!” she laughed. “So, c’mon, who is she? What’s her name? What’s she like?”

I think you’d like her.

“I don’t have a girlfriend!” I said, trying to ride out the storm.

“I don’t believe you!” she laughed, looking at Molly. “A mother can sense these things can’t they, Mol?”

“Yeah,” Molly agreed, staring into her drink as she sipped at it. “Yeah, they can, yeah,” she nodded, forcing a smile.

Shit, can they actually?

“Well, I think you need to give yours a shake, because it’s faulty,” I bluffed, leaning back to sell it.

“Oh, no,” she said, undeterred, “I’m never wrong.”

“Hey!” Molly shouted after gulping, having had enough of the heat. “Can you help me get stuff ready for dinner?” she said, looking at my mom.

“Dinner? There’s still people here?” she said, looking around the yard.

“Yeah, I know,” Molly stuttered, “but they’ll be going soon and you know what I’m like, I want to have it all ready.”

“Fine,” Mom sighed, starting to get up begrudgingly. “C’mon then.”

“Thanks,” Molly said, jumping to her feet urgently.

“Okay, see you later, sweetie,” Mom said, looking back at me. “You can text your girlfriend now,” she teased, turning away as Molly skipped off towards the house.

I lay back and relaxed in the lounger, watching as the guests left one by one, emptying the yard, the lights in the pool turning brighter as the sun began to set. I stared into the still water of the pool, fantasising about the week before, holding Molly in my arms as she kicked and thrashed about, dipping into her bottoms. My cock began to harden as I remembered her sucking me off on the lounger. Fuck, I want her now.

“Hello, Jack,” a voice called across the yard.

I looked up to see Jim, standing at the door to the house with his hand in the air. Shit, I still haven’t said anything to him. I’ve fucked his wife, eaten his cake and taken a nap. But I still haven’t said “hello”. Do I have to? What if I just blanked him? Nah, too weird.

“Hey, Jim!” I shouted back. “Happy birthday!”

“Thanks!” he replied, turning back into the house.

Yeah, fuck off, Jim. Don’t come over here while I’ve got a hard on for your wife.

“Hey, man!” Liam shouted, appearing at the door.

Fuck off, Liam! Don’t come over here while I’ve got a hard on for your mom! Woah... chill, you like Liam.

“Hey,” I yelled back as he made his way over to me. “You get my message?”

“Yeah, thanks man!” he said sitting down next to me.

Okay, so we’re all square.

We sat talking by the pool as it got darker, waiting for dinner to be ready, Liam boasting about his afternoon escapade with pride.

“Okay, come and get it, boys,” came the call from the house.

When we arrived inside, we came to learn that Molly had been talked down from making a full dinner, settling for making some side dishes to go with the leftover barbecue, something she didn’t seem too happy about. I took the empty seat at the head of the table, between Liam and Shirley.

“There isn’t enough,” said Molly as she sat down, looking worried.

“There is!” Mom said, plating a burger.

“Yeah, there’s more than enough here, Mol,” Dad piped, tucking into a hotdog.

“Are you sure?” Molly replied, looking around the table for the slightest objection.

“Yes, yes, calm yourself down,” Shirley said, grabbing the salad forks and serving.

“Are you staying the night, Grandma?” Liam asked.

“Yes, I am darling,” she replied, sitting down. “But, I’m wondering where I’ll be sleeping, I didn’t know we’d have a full house.”

“Oh, I forgot to say,” Molly said, putting her cutlery down. “I’ve made up the spare room for you at the end of the hall... Jack’s room,” she laughed.

“So, where am I sleeping?” I asked, pausing from my food.

“You can sleep in there with me,” Shirley cackled, squeezing my thigh under the table.

Woah, easy now.

“You’ll just have to sleep down here on the couch,” Dad mumbled with a mouthful of food.

“Is that okay, sweetie?” Molly asked, looking at me like she was trying to tell me something with her eyes.

Does she want me to say “yes” or “no”? Surely “yes”? I don’t think I could convince Jim to sleep down here while I sleep in his bed.

“Yeah, that’s fine,” I said, looking at her, ready to read her eyes.

“Okay, good,” she jumped in, “I’ll get you some bedding, don’t worry, I’ll make it comfy.” She smiled, picking her fork back up.

Okay, correct answer.

“You could sleep in my room?” Liam said without looking up from his plate. I glanced at Molly to see her eyes looking wider as she subtly shook her head while eating.

“What, with you farting all night? Nah, I’m good, I’ll take the couch,” I replied, noticing Molly relax.

She’s got plans for me.

“Suit yourself,” Liam said, taking another bite of his burger.

We ate dinner, reminiscing about old times, knocking back the drinks and letting loose, Molly standing up when everyone had finished eating. She began to collect the plates, piling them together, innocently rubbing my shoulder as she picked up mine.

“Was that okay, sweetie?” she asked over the nattering at the table.

“Perfect,” I said, looking up at her as she smiled. Unable to resist, I brushed her calf with my hand as gently as I could, Molly seizing up as I touched her. “Here, Mol, let me help you,” I continued, stroking up her leg as I stood up.

“Err, thank you, sweetie,” she said, frozen to the spot as I collected the remaining plates. Snapping out of it, she followed me to the kitchen as everybody made their way to the living area, deep in conversation.

“You can’t do that,” she said as she met me at the sink.

“Do what?” I replied, coyly.

“Touch me like that while everyone is right there,” she whispered out of the corner of her mouth, looking towards the couches.

“Like what?” I said moving behind her, looking over her shoulder at everybody. “Like this?” I grabbed her ass and squeezed it tight, sending Molly into a jolt, then freezing, eyes on the living room. I pulled her dress up from behind and slid my hand into her panties, squeezing her thick, bare asscheek, straining my fingers towards her pussy. “Like this?” I asked again, wiggling my fingertips at her opening.

“Oh... you are so bad!” she breathed, busying her arms with the dishes as she wriggled her ass into my hand. “Just you wait till later, mister.”

“I’m ready when you are,” I replied, slipping my finger into her pussy before pulling my hand out of her panties, letting the back of her dress flap back down. I stepped away from the sink and started towards the couches, glancing back at Molly, mouth still agape, turning to a grin as she looked back at me.

We spent the night talking on the couches, Molly and I stealing glances at one another when we thought nobody was watching. She teased me with her smooth legs, rubbing them up and down with her hands when she saw I was looking, and bending over to show me her cleavage every time she came to refill my glass. I was on alert, looking for any potential opening, trying to get a moment alone with her, but there was always somebody glued to one of us. Stealing looks at her body was all I could manage. I sat there all night, my cock twitching in my pants as I watched her.

Fuck, I want her so badly, I need to cool down.

I went upstairs to the bathroom to splash my face with cold water, trying to take the edge off my horniness. Just a few more hours. Just try not to think about her. Don’t think about sucking on those big fucking tits. Don’t think about bending her over and ramming your cock inside her. Just don’t think about it! I gave myself one last splash before drying my face and opening the door, startled by what waited for me.

Molly jumped into me, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling me down to kiss her, forcing her tongue into my mouth. I leant forward and lifted her thighs, her legs wrapping around me as they left the ground.

“I’m... supposed... to be getting... your bedding,” she whispered in between kisses. “But I want this fucking dick so bad!” She unwrapped her legs and let go of my neck, slithering down my body, lifting my shirt and fumbling at my pants. She pulled my boxers partially down my cock, planting sloppy kisses up and down the shaft. “Fuck, I want it now!” she growled, flattening her tongue on my cock and licking up to the base. Her eyes shot open as footsteps hit the wooden flooring of the hall downstairs, Liam’s laugh drawing nearer. “Shit!” she gasped, getting to her feet and tiptoeing down the hall to her room, leaving me to pull my pants up.

I was just trying to calm down, for fuck’s sake!

I stepped back into the bathroom before Liam got upstairs, quietly turning the handle and stepping back to the sink. I can’t let him see me standing just down the hall from him mom with a hard on! Great, now I’m stuck until this goes down, I sighed to myself, turning on the tap and splashing my face once more.

“Hey, you gonna be long in there?” Liam called through the door.

“Two minutes, man,” I replied, looking down at my cock.

“Ah, no worries, I’ll go to the downstairs bathroom, it’s free now, enjoy your massive dump,” he laughed as he walked back down the hall, my eyes flickering as I slowed my breath, listening to him walk down the stairs. I thought about going and finding Molly. No, there’s no time. But when I heard the downstairs bathroom door close, my feet moved. I opened the door and crept down the hall, pushing Molly’s bedroom door slowly. She stood at the wardrobe, fetching blankets from one of the shelves, turning to me as she heard the door creak.

“Oh, no,” she said, dropping the blankets on the floor with a shocked look on her face. “No, no, no! You can’t be in here!” she whispered, her lips curling into a smile as I put my arms around her. I kissed her hard, Molly squeaking and purring as she kissed me back, biting at my lip and sucking my tongue. I snatched at her dress, yanking it down with her bra to uncover her huge right breast, flopping out into view, her nipple hard as stone. I pawed at it, squeezing it tight in my hand before leaning down to suck on her.

“Fuck!” she squealed, scratching the back of my neck as I fed on her tit. “You’re such a fucking naughty boy, aren’t you?! Fuck, I love it!”

I’m gonna fucking lose it... too late!

I gripped her tight and spun her around, lifting her by the waist and carrying her to the bed. I bent her over the edge and pulled up her skirt, tearing her panties down and slapping her ass, Molly whimpering into the sheets.

“Oh, God!” she moaned, gripping the covers in her hands. “Just fucking take me!”

Her legs squirmed before me as I pulled my pants down, releasing my cock that had been teased enough. I slapped my hand onto one of her cheeks and stretched it to the side, rubbing the head of my cock across her asshole and down to her wet opening.

“I’m fucking addicted to your pussy!” I groaned as I leant forward, jamming my cock inside. “I fucking need it!” I pulled out and rammed it back inside, deeper.

“Fuuuuuuck!” she screamed into the sheets as I pummelled her pussy. “It’s so... fucking... hard!”

I heard the flush from the downstairs bathroom, the door opening soon after, but I didn’t care. I was too far gone, there was no way I was stopping. I gripped Molly’s hair and pulled her head back, using it for purchase to launch each thrust into her.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” she whimpered as I pumped into her. “I’m so fucking horny for your dick! I can’t help it!” She began to bounce her ass up and down, forcing herself further down my shaft. “I’m such a horny, little slut for this big, fat cock! Oh, GOD!” she shouted.

Fuck, too loud!

I pulled her up towards me, covering her mouth with my hand and pushing my cock all the way inside her tight pussy. She shivered, tensing as she stood on her tiptoes with my cock lodged inside her, breathing deep breaths through her nose. I kept my hand clasped to her mouth as I reached around with the other and grabbed her tit, squeezing it hard and tweaking her nipple. Her breathing increased as I cupped her breast and lifted her off the ground, dragging her up my shaft before letting her fall, my cock jamming deeper as her toes hit the floor.

“MMMMMMMM!” she hummed hard into my hand as I squeezed her tight, lifting her again and letting her go. “MMMMM! MMMMMHMM!” she screamed as she fell down my cock. She started to bounce up and down, standing to her tiptoes then falling back down to her heels, over and over.

“Fuck, Molly! That feels so fucking good!” I groaned as she rode my cock. She sped up, thrusting her hips as she bobbed up and down, screaming into my hand.

“MMMM! MMMM! MMMMMMMMM!” she hummed as she began to shake violently, bucking her hips and leaning forward away from me. Her pussy tightened around my cock as juices gushed from her, trickling over my balls as I held her shivering body. I pumped into her, forcing her juices to squirt around my shaft with each stroke as she spasmed on my cock.

“Did you like that?” I whispered into her ear as I held her tight, squeezing her breast as she shook sporadically. She nodded as she whimpered and moaned into my hand, leaning limp away from me before jolting on my cock again. “Again!” I groaned as I pulled her back to me, forcing her down my shaft and slapping her thigh. She struggled to stand, breathing heavy from her nose, her knees buckling as she began to bounce again, grinding her ass into me. “Cum on that cock again, Molly! Let me see it!” I groaned as she sped up with a new determination, grinding her pussy on my cock as it lodged inside her. She howled into the palm of my hand and began to spasm, her moans turning to growls and gurgles as she bucked, her pussy squeezing me tight as the pressure tried to force her off my cock. Molly strained away from me, leaning hard towards the bed, so I let her fall as her pussy went off like a fountain.

“AAARGH!” she screamed, throwing her face to the sheets and biting down to muffle herself. Her pussy sprayed it’s orgasm, streaming with force onto the floor then slowing to a trickle down her thighs. I stepped forward and spread her legs, slapping my cock against her pussy, battering it into submission, forcing it to give up her juices. She sprayed my cock as I slapped at her clit, dragging it from side to side with my head, then slapping it again with a thud and splash.

“Good girl, give it all up,” I groaned as I slapped at her pussy, her orgasm spilling to the floor and sheets as I teased her.

“Oh... my... GOD!” she panted, tensing herself, sending all her energy to her trickling pussy as she writhed on the bed. “I... I can’t stop... fucking shaking,” she jittered, lifting one of her knees onto the bed and clutching at it for support. Laughter rang out from downstairs as I watched her try and fail to calm her body.

Shit, we’ve been up here a while. But there’s no way I’m leaving this room without shooting my load.

“I’m cumming in this pussy,” I warned, spreading her ass wide and pushing her fingers away from her opening with my cock as I rammed back inside her.

“Do it!” she huffed into the bed. “Fill that fucking cunt!” She gripped and tore at the sheets, arching her back and surrendering her pussy to me. I gripped her thigh and pressed my hand to her back, pushing her down into the mattress as I plunged into her with slow, long strokes, stretching her pussy to its limits. “Ughhh! That’s a big dick! That’s a big, fat fucking dick! OH, GOD! You’re fucking my womb! Arghhh! Fill it up! Fill me up with your hot spunk, baby!”

“I want to fill this little pussy every day!” I groaned, grabbing her by the elbows and yanking her to her feet, bottoming out inside her.

“FUCK!” she shouted, throwing her head back as I held her arms like reigns, slamming into her juicy ass as it rippled against me.

“Shhhhhh,” I whispered, slowing my strokes, “they’ll hear you!” I gripped at her dress and the straps of her bra, dragging them down her body to free her upper half, squeezing them tight in both hands and slapping at them. Molly hummed and gasped, trying her best to be quiet as I stretched her out.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum again!” she squeaked, tensing up and squeezing me with her pussy. “Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, FUCK!” she squealed to a crescendo. I gathered my strength and gripped under her armpits, lifting her from my cock as her pussy went off like a hydrant, squirting onto the bed in front of us as I held her high above my head. “OH MY GOD!” she howled, wriggling in my hands as she squirted everywhere, her ass jiggling in front of my face as I held her up. I leant forward and bit her asscheek, sucking in a mouthful as her juices showered my raging cock below. “You’re so fucking strong!” she cried, bucking her hips, tearing her asscheek from my mouth as I lowered her back down.

“You’re only a little thing,” I laughed, grabbing my cock and ramming it back inside her pussy to her gasp. “Just a sweet, little lady,” I pumped hard, “with big tits and a big, juicy ass!” I slapped her ass and held it to me as she began to grind on my cock.

“Oh, God! I’m your little lady! I’m your dirty, little lady!” she squealed, grinding harder into me.

Oh, fuck me! I was out of my mind, tunnel visioned on Molly as she writhed on my cock. I grabbed under her chin and tilted her head back, holding her neck and forcing her to look at me. She arched herself, desperate to comply as her eyes met mine. I fucked her pussy as her upside down face stared back at me, her mouth wide open and her eyes drifting in and out of focus.

“Ahhh! Ahhh! Ahhh!” she undulated as I rammed into her, holding her by the neck. “Oh... God! I’m... I’m...” she groaned, her eyes rolling back into her head. “I’m gonna cum again!” But I was already here.

I grabbed her body, wrapping my arms around her as tight as I could, and fell to the bed with her in my grip, landing on top of her. I constricted her chest as I locked her legs in mine, ramming my cock as deep as it could go before it exploded into her womb. I seized up as I pumped into her, keeping my cock buried deep inside as I lay on top of her. I squeezed her tight in an attempt to quell her twitches as she orgasmed, whimpering into the sheets.

“Ugghh... I can’t... I can’t... f-fucking... s-stop cumming!” she cried, primal grunts and groans escaping her core as I filled her up.

“Fuck, Molly!” I whispered into her ear as I held her, my cock twitching and spurting inside her pussy as it sucked and squeezed the load out of me, trickling her orgasm onto the sheets.

“Oh, God! You’re filling me up!” she squealed, breathing hard into the bed. She whimpered and moaned as I began to thrust in and out of her slowly, my cock refusing to quit. My balls tightened and contracted over and over as I shot my load, the head of my cock throbbing as it crashed into her cervix, spilling my spunk inside her.

“I don’t want to stop!” I moaned, thrusting my still raging cock into her cum-filled pussy until it’s contents began to spill out onto the bed with every plunge. Her pussy squelched and spat out my seed as my cock pounded her. I released my grip on her body, setting her free on the sheets as I stood up and pulled her to the side of the bed, spreading her legs.

“You have to! We’ve been gone too long! You have to go! Oh, SHIT!” she yelped as I plunged back inside her, forcing a splatter of my seed out of her. Again, again, again I thrust, her pussy spitting it’s contents onto the sheets and streaking down my shaft as I pushed into her. “Fuck it’s so hot! It’s so... oh, fuck! I’m gonna cum again!” she whined, forcing her face into the sheets as she seized up. I yanked my cock out and slapped at her clit as her pussy tensed and squirted, cum cascading from her opening as she sprayed her orgasm onto my cock. I slapped her pussy, coaxing out her orgasm as her knees buckled, sprinkling her juice and squeezing my cum out of her and onto the sheets. I stood back and watched her slithering on the bed, her pussy slapping into the mess we had made as it pooled beneath her.

“Okay,” I said, leaning over her and kissing her ear as she pressed the side of her face to the bed. “Now, I’ll go.”

“Oh, you are a fucking bad boy!” she chuckled, her heavy breath rippling the sheets.

I tucked my soaked cock into my pants, gave her ass a slap over the bite mark I had left and turned towards the door, slowly opening it and stepping out. Molly remained exactly where she was, her back rising and falling sharply as she lay spent on the bed, regaining her breath. I closed the door and crept down the hall to the bathroom, slowly slipping inside and locking the door.

Fucking hell! That’s the best fuck I’ve ever had! I thought, pulling my pants down and hanging my cock and balls in the sink. Well, a shower with Molly is out of the question. I turned on the tap and started to wash away the sticky mess. I just have to clean my cock, how the fuck is she going to clean that room?! Shit, how long have I been up here? What the fuck am I gonna say? I dried myself off, tucked myself back into my pants and headed down the stairs, glancing at Molly’s still shut door as I went. Good luck, Mol.

“Where the hell have you been?” Mom asked as I entered the living room, taking a seat on the couch.

“He was taking a dump,” Liam chimed in, “all that food has to go somewhere!”

Fine. Everyone shits. I’ll go with that.

“Yeah, I don’t feel great,” I agreed, sitting back in my chair, rubbing my stomach. “Too much barbecue.”

“Well, don’t worry,” Mom said, “we’ll be going to bed soon, so you can get some rest. Molly’s gone to get some blankets for you.”

Yeah, I know. They are probably covered in cum... like everything else in that room.

“Ah, cool,” I said as casually as I could, continuing to rub my stomach, “I should be okay tomorrow.”

Shit, I could actually go for another burger. A few ribs maybe. I need to refuel! A miracle recovery? Nah, I’ll wait until they’ve gone to bed.

I sat listening to the conversation, using my ruse as an excuse to zone out while I listened for movement upstairs. She’s taking her time. I wonder if she’s still lying there? Suddenly, footsteps slapped down the stairs slowly, seeming to take an age to reach the bottom. Shuffling through the hall, Molly appeared at the entrance to the kitchen carrying a pile of blankets and a pillow.

“Here she is,” Jim said, taking a swig of his drink. “You took your time.”

“Sorry,” Molly replied, her face flushed as she shuffled slowly into the living area, placing the blankets on the arm of the couch.

“Are you feeling okay? You look a little hot,” Mom said, looking at Molly.

“Yeah, I think I might be coming down with something,” Molly breathed, sitting down on the couch carefully.

Shit, I broke her.

“Jack isn’t feeling well, either,” Liam said, looking at his mom. “Maybe it’s food poisoning?”

“Food poisoning?!” Jim said, sitting up straight. “What did you both eat?! I have a really sensitive stomach!”

Calm down, Jim. You don’t have food poisoning... I’m just fucking your wife.

“I had some of everything, pretty much,” I said, looking to Molly.

“Erm, yeah, me too,” Molly stuttered, looking back to Jim.

“Well, you definitely had some cake, didn’t you, Mol?” Shirley sniped.

Damn, Shirley, let it go!

“That doesn’t help at all,” Jim said, standing to his feet with urgency, as if that would. “Everything? Really?”

Fuck me, Jim. Calm your tits.

“Sit down,” Shirley laughed, pulling Jim by the arm.

“Do you feel ill, Jim?” Dad asked, making his way back from the kitchen with a rib, biting into it.

Shit, I want a rib!

“Well, no, not right now, no,” Jim replied, sitting back down.

“Oh,” Dad said, pausing in confusion, “well, just, errr... wait and see, I guess.” A throwaway comment to my dad, but an ominous warning to Jim.

“Shit!” Jim said, standing back up. “I better get to bed, maybe I can beat it with sleep before it gets me.”

Haha! “Gets me”?

“You know what?” Liam piped up, “I think I feel a little queasy, too.”

Fucking hell, Liam. Just like his dad.

“Right, that’s it!” Jim said decisively, “I’m going to bed.”

“Yeah... it’s probably for the best,” Mom said, appearing perplexed at the sudden turn of events. “C’mon, Ted,” she continued, tapping my dad on the arm as he scoffed on his rib.

Molly stood up and began to spread the blankets over the couch, still moving very carefully.

“You don’t have to do that, Mol, I can sort it,” I said standing to meet her as the others said their “goodnights”, placing my hand on her back.

“No, that’s okay, sweetie, I’ll do it for you,” she replied, turning her head to smile at me as she leant to tuck the blanket into the crease of the couch. “Don’t fall asleep,” she mouthed, satisfied nobody was watching, then returned to making up my bed.

“Okay, goodnight, everyone,” I called as they funnelled out into the hall to head upstairs, waiting until they were out of view before raiding the leftovers.

Fuck, this poison barbecue is good. Okay, so now I just wait, I thought to myself as I lay down on the couch, listening to them take turns in the bathroom upstairs. I hope Molly did a good job cleaning up. Did she change the sheets? Won’t he notice they’ve changed? Is she gonna sneak down? How long is this gonna take? Shit... this is comfy.

* * *

FRIDAY NIGHT

“Wake up.”

Lips tickled my ear, tearing me from my dreams. I opened my eyes to find Molly straddling me in her silk dressing gown, her face nestled into my neck as she licked.

“Sorry I took so long,” she said, sliding down to my chest, planting kisses along the way. “He wouldn’t go to sleep.”

“Did you manage to clean everything up?” I smirked, my hands coming to life, dragging her robe up her thighs and squeezing them tight.

“Not really,” she giggled, running her fingernails down my sides, “I just wiped up with a towel, I couldn’t change the sheets, I could barely move.”

“Didn’t he notice the mess?” I asked, my mind flashing back to the lake of spunk I had left on the bed, then to Molly spraying her orgasm all over the sheets as I held her in the air.

“No,” she replied, sounding surprised as she looked up from her kisses. “He’s lying in it right now,” she grinned, then continued her way down my body, licking my abs as she tucked her fingers into my boxers. “I’ve never squirted so hard in my life... that’s gonna take some beating.” She pulled my boxers down, coming face to face with my hardening cock as she dragged them down my legs, throwing them to the floor beside the couch.

“I think we can do better,” I replied, watching as she placed her cheek to my cock, flicking her tongue at my shaft as it grew across her face. “Just you wait until Jim goes away, I’ll make it worth your while.” I placed my hand on her head, tucking her hair behind her ear as she made out with my cock.

“It’ll be worth every penny,” she breathed, her lips dragging across my shaft as she paused between feverish, sloppy kisses.

“I’m gonna fuck you all over the house,” I groaned, stroking her head as she lapped at my cock.

“Fuck, I want it!” she moaned, licking faster.

“There won’t be a single dry inch in this place by the end of the week,” I teased her, stroking her face as she began long, slow strokes with her wet tongue, pressing as hard as she could as she licked.

“Ahhhhh! Ahhhhhhhh!” She licked faster, trying to get me off with her tongue.

“I’m gonna make you cum all over the walls,” I grunted, gripping a handful of her hair.

“Fuck! I can’t wait, baby!” she gasped as she looked up at me in the dark, gripping my shaft and beginning to jerk.

I sat up, leaning back on the arm of the couch as I gently guided Molly by her hair, pulling her to my lips. She straddled me, riding the base of my cock and forcing it between her asscheeks as she perched on me. I pulled at her gown, dragging it from her shoulders and throwing it to my feet, revealing Molly’s naked body. She shuddered as I stared at her, her huge breasts rising and falling in the darkness, my cock throbbing between her cheeks. I stroked her breasts softly, running my fingertips over her hard nipples to her gentle moans and shudders, before pulling one to my mouth and beginning to suck.

“Oh, baby, I love that so much!” she moaned, running her fingers through my hair and twitching her pussy up and down my shaft as I fed on her tits.

“I used to think about sucking on these tits every day. Every... single... fucking... day,” I sucked hard as I confessed, straining my fingers to gather as much of her huge breasts into my hands as I could.

“Aww, do you not think about them anymore, baby?” she teased, smothering me as she leant forward, my hard cock rising with her, sticking to her pussy.

“I think about them even more now,” I laughed, popping her nipple from my mouth and admiring her heavy tits as I held them up in my hands. “Just like this pussy,” I continued, pushing her back and gripping her ankles. I pulled her up my body, dangling her legs over the arm of the couch as her wet pussy met my face, her thighs rubbing my ears as I delved into her.

“Oh, wow!” she gasped as she adjusted to her new position, gripping the arm of the couch with the backs of her knees and thrusting her pussy into the air as she lay back onto me.

“Every time I was here, I’d watch you making dinner,” I said, pausing my licks and staring at her opening as it glistened before my eyes. “I’d think about eating this pussy for dinner instead.” I tensed my tongue as I forced my way inside her, burying it as deep as I could and waving it with long strokes, scooping her juices and sucking them up before diving back in.

“Oh, GOD!” she cried, thrusting her pussy higher into the air, forcing my tongue deeper inside her as she began to grind on my face. “Fuck, baby! Your tongue feels bigger than Jim’s dick!” she grunted as I flicked and flapped inside her. “Shit, that feels so fucking good! Eat your dinner, baby! Eat it all up!”

I pulled my tongue from her sloppy, wet hole and began to tease her lips, working my way to her clit and licking at it with long, broad strokes. My tongue drooled over her clit, saliva running down to her ass and making a sticky mess down my chest as her pussy wriggled in my face. I sucked at her, gathering her juices into my mouth before spitting them back out and rubbing my lips all over her sopping cunt, shaking my lips over her swollen clit.

“Don’t play with your food!” she giggled as I devoured her, spreading her thighs wider and opening herself for me. “That’s it, baby! Good boy!” she purred, as I grabbed her breasts, squeezing them tight and pulling on them as I buried my tongue back inside her.

Fuck, that turns me on!

My body began to twitch, my mind fizzing with horniness as her scent filled my nostrils. I began to thrust impatiently in my seat, my cock sliding up and down her back as I went overboard. Molly, reading my sudden gear change, began to slip away from me, sliding down my chest and swinging her leg over my head, perching on the edge of the couch.

“Come here, baby!” she said, grabbing the pillow and placing it on the floor by the edge of the couch. “Sit back and relax, sweetie. Let me take care of you,” she oozed, placing a hand on my thigh and guiding me around, positioning herself in between my legs as she knelt before me.

I was shaking, trying my best to resist the urge to bend her over and pummel the life out of her pussy. Her soft hands ran slowly up and down my legs, as she blew on my thighs and balls, trying to soothe my urgency.

“It’s okay, baby... just relax... I’m gonna take care of you,” she said in a calming voice, in between cool breaths on my cock, before lightly grasping the base with her hand. “Ooh, you are all worked up, aren’t you baby?” she whispered, squeezing lightly and pumping my cock with short strokes. “Fuck, you’re throbbing so hard! Did eating my little pussy get you all riled up, sweetie?” she smirked, lowering her face to my cock and kissing the head, my body instinctively twitching, pushing my cock into her cheek and glancing off her face. “Ooh, you are an eager boy today, aren’t you?” she chuckled, gripping the shaft with both hands and placing her elbows on my thighs.

“I want to bend you over and fucking annihilate you!” I huffed restlessly, smirking at her as she began to jerk my cock, as if saying it aloud would quell the urge.

“Is that right?” she laughed, leaning down to my crotch as she jerked slowly, tonguing underneath my balls. She lifted them as she licked, letting them fall down her chin before licking them up again. “Oooh, these big, heavy balls are so full of cum, baby, I can feel it,” she oozed, dribbling all over me. “Don’t worry, baby, I’ll empty them for you.” She licked her way up my shaft, opened wide and engulfed the head, sucking it into her hot, wet mouth and bobbing her head gently.

“Fuck, yes, Mol,” I grunted, fighting the urge to buck into her throat. “Suck that fucking cock!”

“Mmmmm!” she hummed, staring into my eyes as she slowly jerked me into her mouth. She opened wide and let herself drool over my cock before sucking and jerking again, her hands beginning to squelch as she spread her saliva up and down my shaft.

“That’s it, Mol, get it nice and sloppy,” I said, sinking further into my seat and lifting my hips, straining my cock towards her.

“Okay, baby,” she panted, bursting into a fit of spitting and dribbling, spreading her saliva all over me. She rose higher on her knees and attacked my cock from a new angle, jabbing it down her throat before gagging and yanking herself back, spluttering over my head. She dribbled and spat on my shaft, gathering it in her hands as she began to pump with long strokes. “There you go, sweetie, nice and wet,” she said, twisting her hands around my slippery shaft as she took me into her mouth again.

“I love watching you suck my cock, Mol,” I groaned, staring at her face as she struggled to fit more of me into her mouth. “The best head I’ve ever had.”

“Better than those college girls?” she asked, pulling my cock from her mouth with a giggle.

“Way better,” I answered, “they don’t try as hard as you do.”

“I’ll always try harder for you, baby,” she moaned, pulling my cock down and keeping it in place with her mouth as she placed her hands on my thighs. My cock felt harder than ever, straining to fling back as she began to slip down my shaft, taking inch after inch into her mouth. She watched my face with wide eyes as she took me down her throat, enjoying the signs of pleasure on my face.

Fuck me, she’s getting better! Has her mouth gotten bigger? Fuck, look at her go!

I tried my best to remain still for her as she slipped my cock into her throat, my only movement coming from my shaft as it throbbed against her stretching lips. Her hands gripped my thighs tight as she continued her descent, her eyes beginning to blink and water as she started to choke. Her huge breasts bounced and rippled as she coughed, swinging from side to side as she shook her head before finally coming up for air. My sloppy cock swung back as she released it from her mouth, dripping and swaying as Molly gasped for air. She spat the built up saliva from her mouth, dribbling down her chin and onto her breasts as they rose and fell with her breath.

“Fuck!” she gasped, taking her hands from my thighs and grabbing my cock, tilting it to the side to get a better look at it. “I got pretty far that time, didn’t I?” she said with pride, smiling as she ran her fingers to where she was forced to stop. “I think I can take a bit more, but it’s too big to fit in my little mouth!” she giggled, looking up at me as she pumped my cock.

“You took enough,” I laughed watching as she prepared for another attack.

“One more go,” she said, staring at my cock as she pumped it fast. “Okay!” She took a deep breath, placing one hand at the base and the other at the head, feeding it into her mouth as she forced her lips down my cock. She began to squeeze at my widening shaft, trying to jimmy it into her mouth, forcing my head down her throat as she shook her face over my girth.

“Oh, fuck Molly, that’s it,” I groaned as her throat contracted around my tensing cock, sending Molly into a cough before settling down and continuing her effort. She squeezed again at my width, trying to feed more and more past her lips, desperate to take it all. When she could go no further, she released my cock, placing her hands back to my thighs, and began to gently bob her face up and down. “Fuck! You greedy girl,” I grunted, my eyes flickering between hers and her mouth as she pleasured me, gulping and gagging on my cock as she fucked her throat with it. She sped up, jerking faster and faster, choking herself as she bounced her head. Finally, she came up for air, gasping and dribbling as my cock slipped from her throat, her breasts heaving as she struggled to regain her breath.

“Okay,” she said, giggling dizzily as she calmed herself, “now that’s as far as I can go. Let’s see those little college sluts beat that,” she smiled triumphantly, gripping my cock and giving it a shake.

“Fuck those girls, I only want you to suck my dick,” I said, gripping the base and aiming the head at her face, rubbing it on her chin. Molly looked at me, with an affectionate, sad smile.

“Awww, baby,” she whimpered, opening her mouth and sucking greedily at the engorged head.

Shit, she’s looking at me like I just serenaded her with flowers.

“Come here,” I said, pulling my cock from her mouth and taking her by the hand. “Sit on it.” She rose to her feet and placed her knees either side of me on the couch, straddling my thighs as she held my cock in front of her pussy.

“You have to start slow,” she said, looking down at my cock as she stroked it up and down. “My poor, little pussy is still worn out from earlier,” she smiled, rubbing her clit with my shaft.

“I can’t make any promises,” I smirked as I slapped her thigh, jolting her up onto her knees as she prepared to let me inside. She locked her hands behind my neck and rose to her feet, squatting above my cock as I held it to her pussy. She thrust her pussy down over the head, lodging it inside.

“Fuck!” she yelped, freezing in position as I tensed my cock. “Ooooooooh! Shit!” she winced as she continued to slide down the shaft, raising back up slightly, then thrusting back down further. “Fuck, that’s a big dick! That’s a big fucking dick! Oh, God!” she gasped, her legs shaking as she impaled herself halfway down my cock, then dragged her pussy back up to the head before starting to bounce her feet on the couch.

“That’s it, Mol, fuck that dick,” I moaned, watching my cock slide in and out of her as she rocked her body, thrusting her pussy down my shaft further and further.

“Fuck, baby, it’s so fucking big,” she grimaced through her teeth as she impaled herself further down my shaft, stretching her pussy over my thick cock as her arms began to shake. Sensing her arms tiring, I grabbed them, supporting her as she changed position. She sat up straight on her knees, the head of my cock still inside her, nowhere for her pussy to go but down.

“Get it, Mol,” I groaned as I gripped her hips, easing her down my shaft, Molly spreading her knees and lowering her pussy with my touch. I pulled her forward and began to suck on her nipple as she filled herself with my cock. “Arrrgh, you’re stretching me out! It’s so thick! Ughhh!” She forced herself down, sliding over the widest part of my shaft, taking my full girth as she hummed in pleasure and pain.

“That’s it, Mol,” I grunted, pulling my lips from her nipple. “Just a bit more.” I grabbed at her hips and pulled her down the rest of my shaft, Molly freezing with my entire cock inside her, tentatively pressing her hands to her stomach.

“Oh my God! Oh my God! Shit, it’s so deep!” she gasped, lightly rubbing her stomach as I played with her clit.

“Nobody takes my cock like you do,” I said, looking up at her, my mind flashing back to all the girls I had slept with, most of them petrified by the sight of my cock approaching their pussy.

“I still can’t believe it fits!” she laughed, her giggles turning to hums as I tensed my cock inside her. “Oh, wow! I feel that! Fuck! It’s expanding inside me! Oh, God!” she moaned as I tensed over and over, her hips beginning to instinctively thrust. “Oh, fuck, that’s so hot!” she groaned, grinding my cock inside her as she bucked. “Fuck, fuck, fuck! Keep doing that!”

“You like that?” I asked, pinching her nipples and slapping at her tits as I tensed inside her.

“Yes!” she answered, tilting her head back and thrusting her hips. “I fucking love it!” she grunted, slapping at her swollen clit with her fingers.

“Make yourself cum on that dick,” I said, watching her writhe on me, slapping and shaking her huge, swinging tits as she began to moan loudly.

“I will, baby!” she groaned as she sped up her hips. “I’ll cum for you! I’ll cum all over this big, fat cock!”

“Do it, Mol,” I urged her, leaning forward and inhaling her breast into my mouth, sucking as hard as I could on her nipple.

“Oh, God! Suck that big titty, baby!” she yelled, gripping the back of my head and pulling me into her soft flesh. “Fuck, I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum for you, baby!” She wrapped her arms around my neck and held me tight as she began to sporadically buck her hips, her thighs shaking as her grinding turned to sharp jerks. “Fuuuuuck!” she whimpered as she held me tight, her pussy squeezing tight around my cock as she trembled.

“That’s it,” I groaned, gripping her hips and helping her thrust out the last of her orgasm.

“I fucking love this dick!” she giggled, catching her breath as she relaxed her body. I wrapped my arms around her before she could settle, shifting my way to the edge of the couch, my cock still lodged inside her. I stood up and turned around as she clung to me, breathing sharply into my ear as I lay her down on the couch. “Oh, shit!” she gasped as I knelt up, pulling my cock from her pussy. “I feel empty!”

“Not for long,” I laughed, gripping the backs of her knees and pressing them to her shoulders, Molly holding them in place, stretching her pussy wide before me. “Fuck, look at that pussy,” I drooled, staring at her opening as it tensed and loosened in anticipation.

“Fill it up, baby,” she breathed, staring up at me, “give me that big dick!”

I slapped her pussy gently with the head of my cock, watching her eyes shut tight as she squirmed beneath me. Teasing at the entrance, I shook inside her wet opening, her pussy squishing and sloshing as I stretched her from side to side then up and down.

Fuck, enough teasing!

“Oh, FUCK!” she yelled as I slipped my cock inside her slowly, forcing my way deeper until my balls rested on her ass. “Oh my God! I love it! I fucking love it!” she gasped, grunting as I plunged into her. “Fuck me, baby! Fuck that pussy!”

I gripped her feet, her toes curling in pleasure as I started to thrust in and out of her, my balls colliding with her asshole as I battered against her.

“Oh, God! Yes, baby! Take that fucking pussy!” she groaned, as I pummelled her, her tits rocking between her knees as she held them to her shoulders, slapping against her chin.

“This is the best... fucking pussy... I’ve ever had!” I grunted as she sucked me inside her, then gripped me as I pulled out.

“It’s yours, Jack! Take it! I’m all yours, baby!” she cried, staring up at me as I fucked her. “I only want you! Oh, God! FUCK!” she screamed as she tightened around my cock, the built up pressure forcing me out of her as she squirted, trickling like a fountain. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” she grunted as I slapped her pussy with my cock, her trickle turning to a stream as her pussy gushed.

“That’s it! Give it up!” I teased as I rubbed her clit with my cock, her orgasm sprinkling from her pussy as she tensed and moaned. “Again!” I rammed into her pussy and fucked her hard, her pussy squelching and spitting her juices as I filled her up.

“Ughhhhh! Fuuuuuck!” she groaned deeply, shutting her eyes tight as I roughed her pussy up.

“C’mon, give it to me!” I grunted as she started to pant and whimper, then tense and shake, her legs trembling in her arms.

“Oh, shit!” she cried as I pulled my cock from her and replaced it with my fingers, dragging on her weak spot as she bucked in my hands. I shook my hand up and down as fast as I could, building up the pressure as her pussy began to slosh louder and louder. “Aaaargh!” she yelped as her pussy gave up, releasing its juices all over my wrist. I pulled my fingers from her pussy and rubbed her clit, spreading her orgasm around us as she sprayed against my hand.

“Fuck me, that’s so fucking hot,” I grinned, admiring her trembling body as it showered me with its pleasure. “I want to drain this pussy every day!”

“Me too, baby!” she panted, clearing her throat as she struggled for breath, her eyes dazed as I squeezed back into her. “Drain it, then fill it up again!” she giggled dizzily, blowing long breaths onto my chest as I fucked her.

I thrust hard and fast, slamming against her ass as I bottomed out inside her. The noises coming from her pussy formed an orchestra with her heavy breath and the slapping of our bodies, hypnotising me as I pummelled her. I was losing my mind, close to the edge, when the band found a new percussion, tapping in my left ear. I looked towards the new noise to see the main hall light, shining through the kitchen door, the tapping getting louder and louder.

Oh, shit!

“Shhhhhhh!” I hushed as I covered Molly’s open mouth with my hand. “Someone’s coming!” Her eyes turned to panic as she dropped her legs, falling by my sides onto the couch. I lay down on top of her, ducking out of view behind the back of the couch as the tapping approached.

“Shit!” Molly whispered, her heart pounding through her chest onto mine, frozen still in panic.

Fuck, is this it? Game over?

The taps and shuffles became more pronounced then stopped as they hit the kitchen tiles. A light switch flicked, sending a faint light our way as we lay in the shadow of the couch.

Fuck! Who is it?! My mind was racing as the mystery feet shuffled across the tiles, then stopping again and opening the fridge. Now! I poked my head above the couch, then back down in a flash, looking at Molly.

“It’s Shirley,” I whispered into her ear as I lay on top of her. Molly hadn’t moved an inch, trying her best to contain her breathing as she was deep in thought, before she turned her head into mine, aiming her lips at my ear.

“You have to go over there,” she said, jerking her neck away as I turned my head in shock.

What?! I stared at her in confusion.

“She cannot come over here!” she whispered, leaning into my ear before lying back down, her face more serious than I’d ever seen it before.

Fuck!

“Go! Please!” she whispered again, looking at me with desperation in her eyes.

Fuck, I have to now!

“Okay, okay.”

I peeled myself from Molly, keeping myself low as I shuffled down her body and sat at the end of the couch, leaning down to grab my boxers from the floor and stepping into them. I dragged them up to my thighs, forcing my cock down my leg as I pulled them to my waist. I sat for a moment, preparing myself for the impending nightmare, as my cock lurched against the tight-fit fabric of my boxers, the head straining into view out of the bottom.

Fuck, what am I gonna say? “Hey, Shirley, have you seen my massive fucking hard on anywhere?”

Molly nudged me with her feet as she cowered on the couch, urging me into action. I stood up, accepting my fate as I looked down at my cock as it bulged obscenely from my underwear. I gripped it in my hand and squeezed it tight, trying to soften it up but it was no use.

“Oh! Hello there, darling,” called the voice from the kitchen.

Shit! Shit! Shit! Argh, fuck it!

I spun around to face her, Molly’s naked body lay in my peripheral vision as I focused on Shirley.

“Oh! Hey, Shirley? What’s up?” I said, glancing down at Molly to see her staring at my cock, her hands covering her nose and mouth.

“I was just fetching myself a drink, it’s a hot night, isn’t it?” she said, placing a glass on the counter and pouring some juice into it. “You want one?”

“Errr,” I paused, looking down at Molly as she dragged her eyes away from my cock to meet mine, gesturing her head towards the kitchen. “Yeah, sure.”

When Shirley turned to get another glass from the cupboard, I took the opportunity to make progress towards her without her eyes on me, arriving at the island in the centre of the kitchen as she turned around, shocked at my sudden appearance. I leaned close to the counter as she stood around the corner of the island, trying my best to keep my cock out of sight.

“You want juice? It’s nice and cold,” she said, picking up the cooled jug and pouring it into her glass.

“Yeah, juice is good,” I said, trying to sound natural as I stood half naked in front of her, my cock knocking on the counter as she poured another glass. It was then that I noticed what she was wearing. A flimsy, blue top with thin straps over her shoulders, offering no support for her huge breasts as they hung free by her stomach, her nipples protruding through the fabric.

Fuck, I don’t need this right now, I thought to myself, the chances of losing my hard on disappearing entirely with the sight of Shirley’s huge, sagging breasts squishing against the counter.

“Here you go,” she said, sliding the glass towards me.

“Thanks,” I replied, taking the glass and gulping the juice down, feeling Shirley’s eyes on me.

Fuck, that’s good. I’d rather have waited, but I fucking needed that. I placed the empty glass on the table and looked back at Shirley.

“Another?” she asked, smirking as she brazenly gazed over my chest.

No!

“Err, yes, please.”

She poured me another, my eyes scanning her breasts again at the behest of my raging cock, darting away as she put the jug down.

Fuck! I need to cum so fucking bad!

I sipped at the juice, thinking of what to say, my thoughts interrupted by Shirley as she spoke.

“You look like you needed that,” she chuckled, running her eyes down my arms as I leant back on the counter.

“Yeah, like you said, it’s a hot one,” I replied, tapping on my glass.

“Yes, it is,” she smirked, still blatantly checking me out as she sipped at her drink. “You are quite the sight to wake up to, I must say,” she laughed, looking into my eyes with a dirty grin.

“Ha!” I laughed nervously as she drank again, leaning further forward on the counter, my cock tucked out of sight, grinding against the cool wood.

Fuck! Just go back to fucking bed, Shirley!

“Aaaah!” she gasped as she finished the remainder of her drink and put the glass down, picking the jug up and turning towards the fridge. My eyes wandered to her ass as she bent down to put the jug back on the shelf, her cheeks jiggling in her tight pyjama shorts. “Well, back to bed,” she said, spinning around as she closed the fridge. That was when I realised my mistake.

Shit! I should have stood on the other side!

Shirley made her way towards me, turning the corner and placing her hand on my bicep.

“Goodnight, dar- oh my goodness!” she paused as I shut my eyes tight, trying to turn back time.

Fuck!

I turned my head to look at her, her eyes staring down at my cock as it stretched out of the bottom of my tight boxers, hugging my thigh.

Well, no point hiding it now, I thought as I turned my body to face her, glancing over at the living area before I did. My cock tensed instinctively as Shirley carried on staring at it, making her gasp and press her hand to her chest.

“Well, would you look at that?” she said, flicking her tongue to the corner of her mouth. “You are a big boy, aren’t you?”

“Ha! I, erm,” I stuttered, trying to stretch my boxers over my cock to no avail.

“No, leave it,” she insisted, placing her hand on my arm and pulling it away. “It’s nothing to be ashamed of, you should be very proud of it,” she said, reaching out her hand and running her fingers along the length of the bulge in my boxers.

Oh, fuck! What the fuck do I do? Fucking help me, Molly! I half expected her to jump up from the couch and tackle Shirley to the ground but the living room remained silent and still.

“Err, thanks,” I replied, frozen in place as she gently stroked my cock.

“No, thank you,” she said, still staring at my crotch as she rubbed, “for showing it to me.”

Woah, I don’t know about “showing it” to you! You kind of just saw it... and now you’re touching it.

“Ha! Well, erm,” I struggled to find the words to say without shouting, “hey, get off my cock, lady!”

“My late husband used to wake up like this all the time,” she said, finally tearing her eyes away from my bulge to meet mine before darting back down to my cock. “Well, not quite like this,” she smiled.

“Oh, I, errr, I’m sorry,” I blurted, staring at her hand as she scratched at my shaft.

Shit, that feels pretty nice. How the hell am I going to get out of this?

“Oh, don’t be sorry,” she said, placing her other hand on my stomach, running her fingers along my abs. “Would you like me to help you with it?”

If you had asked me two weeks ago, I’d have fucked you and those huge tits right here on the kitchen floor... but, errr, not now, Shirley!

“No, that’s okay, thanks,” I laughed nervously, shuffling backwards, her hands slipping from my body.

“It’s no trouble,” she insisted, stepping forward and stroking my cock again. “I can sort you out in a jiffy.”

Fuck... I do want to be “sorted out in a jiffy”. That sounds pretty hot.

“Err, nooo, I’m good, thanks,” I stammered, thinking of what to say as I stepped back once more, “it’ll go down soon.”

As soon as you get back to fucking bed, Shirley!

“I can make it go down sooner,” she grinned, squeezing her massive tits together as she stretched out for my cock, her hands grabbing and rubbing at it.

Oh, fuck me!

“Woah,” I laughed, grabbing her arms and lifting them away, her hands slipping from my cock as she looked up at me.

“It’s no bother, sweetheart, I want to!” she said, starting to lower herself to her knees.

Fuck man, she wants to suck me off... in a jiffy!

“I can’t!” I protested, tightening my grip on her arms and pulling her back up. “You’re Liam’s grandma! I, errr, can’t do that to him!”

I could fuck his mom, though... and I’d have fucked his grandma too, if I’m honest. Just not now! You’ve missed that sordid boat, Shirley!

“Nobody will ever know,” she said, pleading to be let go as she tried to lower herself again, my hands still gripped tight around her wrists.

Well, Molly will! Fuck, what can I say? I really don’t want to tell her to “just fuck off”! I’ve got a girlfriend?! I’m saving myself for marriage?! I’ve got a headache?! I’ve got an STD?! Nothing too heavy... crabs! I’ve got crabs! Arrrgh!

“Just fuck off, Shirley!” I spat, her struggles ceasing to a halt in an instant as she looked at me in shock.

“Well,” she said indignantly, pulling her hands away from my grip as I froze, shocked by my own outburst. “There’s no need to be so rude!”

Shit, should have gone with the crabs.

“I, errrm, I’m sorry, Shir-”

“No,” she interrupted sternly, “that’s quite alright, I know when I’m not wanted. Ahem, goodnight.” She straightened her top, pulling at the bottom and stretching the fabric tight over her hard nipples as she walked past me, out of the kitchen and into the hall. I remained where I was, listening to her feet slap along the floor and up the stairs as she stomped away, waiting for the light from the hall to go out as she reached the top, my feet shifting as soon as it did.

Well, mission accomplished, I guess.

As I approached the couch, I wasn’t entirely certain Molly would still be there, she hadn’t made a peep the entire time but, as I leaned over the back of the couch, there she was. She was holding her hands over her nose and mouth, her elbows tucked over her nipples, squashing her breasts, her eyes wide and anxious as she looked up at me.

“Told you she was checking me out,” I smirked, standing back up and walking around the couch, pulling my boxers back down to release my cock.

“I can’t believe it,” Molly said, her voice muffled by her hands before she slid them to her cheeks. “I can’t fucking believe it.”

“I told you!” I laughed, kneeling over her stomach and slapping my cock on her huge, rippling breasts. “Fuck, I need to cum so fucking bad, Mol!” I grunted, pre-cum spraying to her neck and chin as my cock thudded against her tits. “Can you ‘sort me out in a jiffy’?”

“Oh, that horny, old bitch!” she chuckled in shock, shuffling up the arm of the couch. She grabbed my shaft and pulled me to her mouth, opening wide and closing around it, sucking the pre-cum from the head. She pumped my shaft as she sucked on me, her mouth forcing its way down my cock as she rocked her body, her tits squashing against my thighs as I stroked and slapped at them. “Your pre-cum tastes so good, baby!” she gurgled, swallowing the juices in her mouth as she yanked her head from my cock. “I want the rest of it... unless you want my mother-in-law to have it instead?” she smirked. “Why the hell did you show it to her?”

For fuck’s sake!

“I didn’t!” I blurted defensively. “I was trying to hide it behind the counter, she just saw it on the way out and started touching it!”

“She touched it?!” Molly gasped, her hands freezing on my cock as she looked up at me.

Shit, didn’t she know?

“Yeah, she just grabbed it... and then kept grabbing it when I tried to get away! She tried to get on her knees!” I laughed, my impatient body thrusting into Molly’s hands.

“Oh my God! That fucking bitch!” she hissed, starting to pump my cock again. “Trying to steal my load,” she smirked, sucking my cock back into her mouth and bobbing her head.

“Don’t worry, I was saving it for you,” I smiled as I thrust into her mouth, crashing against her tonsils, making her choke and splutter on my dick.

“Aaghaaghaaghaaghaaghaaghaa!” she gagged as I jammed my cock down her throat impatiently, her hands gripping my asscheeks as I fucked her face.

“Oh, shit! Yes, Mol! Take that fucking cock!” I grunted as I gripped a handful of her hair, holding it tight to keep her head steady as I pummelled her throat.

“AAAGHAAAGHAAAGHAAAGHAAA!” she gagged harder, squeezing my ass tight, her jaw stretched to its limit as my cock rammed her tonsils, stirring the saliva in her mouth. I gripped her head in both hands and leant into her, holding my throbbing cock in her throat.

“Fuuuuuck!” I groaned as I held her still, enjoying the feel of her hot, wet gullet gulping on my head as she began to cough up saliva down my shaft, her fingernails digging into me. I finally let her go, her body jerking back to the arm of the chair as she gasped desperately for air.

“Oh my God!” she huffed, her breasts heaving below my cock as she leant back in recovery. “I love choking on your fat dick! It drives me fucking crazy!” she moaned, stretching her hand down to her pussy and rubbing at her clit as I jerked my slippery cock over her tits. I slapped at her nipples with my sloppy, swollen head, her hands shifting to her sides. She cupped under her breasts and squeezed them together, plumping them into huge, juicy globes, bouncing as my cock slapped them.

“Fuck! Look at those fucking tits!” I drooled, as she jiggled them in her arms, enjoying the look on my face as I gawped at her.

“You want to fuck them, baby?” she giggled, spitting and dribbling onto her chest before I could reply, saliva pouring down between her tits. “There you go, honey,” she said, looking back up as she spread her tits wide to receive me, spit beginning to drip from the middle of her chest to her stomach.

“Fuck, yes!” I groaned as I pressed my cock to her chest, Molly wasting no time in wrapping her soft tits around me, squeezing them tight.

“Ooooh, you’re so hard!” she oozed, gathering the saliva in her mouth and spitting it over the head of my cock as it protruded from her tits. “Fuck those titties, baby!” she growled, smirking up at me as I pulled back, the head of my cock disappearing into her chest.

“I still can’t believe this is happening,” I groaned as I thrust slowly into her tits, my head reappearing as it slid up her chest, stopping my stroke as I crashed against her chin. “The guys at school used to talk about your tits all the time, always teasing Liam about wanting to fuck them,” I said, starting to thrust faster and harder. “I used to get so fucking angry!”

“Awww, baby!” she swooned, smiling at me. “Why? Did you not like them talking about me?”

“No!” I grunted, gripping the back of her neck for support as I sped up. “I wanted to fucking kill them!”

“Awww, I had no idea you were so protective over me! I like it!” she purred, shaking her tits around me as she grinned. “Well, they’re all yours, baby, you don’t have to share them with anyone. Nobody gets to fuck these titties but you!”

“Fuck, Molly,” I grunted, thrusting as hard as I could into her tits as I approached the edge, gripping her neck tight.

“Ooh!” Molly gasped, squeezing tighter around my cock as I bucked into her chest. “Are you gonna cum, sweetie? Give it to me, baby!”

Shit!

“I want it all over my face!”

Oh, fuck.

“Cover me, baby! Fuck, I want it!”

I pulled my cock from her tits and aimed the head a few inches from her face, growling like an animal as I jerked angrily.

“Fuck, Molly!”

“Do it! Cover my face with your spunk! Mark your territory, baby!” she ordered as she played with her breasts, lifting and squeezing them, pulling at her nipples.

Oh, fuck me!

“Please, baby! I want to be your little cum-dump slut!” she begged, her eyes locking with mine as I began to polish the head of my cock, squelching in my hand as I crossed the threshold, my balls boiling over.

“I want to fucking drown in your spunk!”

“FUCK!” I yelled as the first stream splashed against Molly’s lips, forcing her eyes shut as she took another to the face, this time to her forehead. I held her head still as she squeaked and squirmed with every splash I jerked onto her. Hot, thick piles of creamy spunk piled up over her face as I painted her, spurt after spurt striking her with force. The excess ran down her face and dripped to her tits as she shook them below, her hands rubbing it into her skin as it began to fall in thicker and thicker streaks.

“Oh my God!” she moaned as I covered her, gripping her hair and tilting her back as my orgasm eased, draining onto her face as I dragged my hand up my cock. “Aaaaah!” she groaned as she opened her mouth wide, sticking her tongue out to catch a taste. I dipped my cock into her mouth, trying my best to resist pulling away from the intense sensation as she sucked the cum out of me.

“Argh! Shit, Mol!” I groaned, gripping her head as my legs shook, Molly easing her suction and opening wide as I jerked onto her tongue. Lightheaded and spent, I collapsed back onto the couch, breathing deep as my cock lurched on my stomach, my balls contracting over and over.

“Wow!” Molly chuckled, trying to open her eyes carefully, wiping them with her fingers when she realised she couldn’t. “That is a big fucking load!” she gasped, flickering her cum-covered lashes as she looked at me. “How do I look?”

“Like my ‘little cum-dump slut’,” I laughed, gazing up at her as she posed for me, cum cascading from her face to her tits.

“Mmmmm, good,” she oozed, flicking her tongue across her top lip and swallowing down what she had gathered with a gulp, her fingers scooping across her face to collect more. “It tastes so good, baby!” She leaned back on the couch as she continued to eat the mess on her face, lying her legs over mine and stroking at my cock with her feet.

“Well, anytime you want some more, just let me know,” I chuckled, enjoying the feel of her dainty, little feet stroking on my shaft as I cooled off.

“Tomorrow sounds good,” she replied, “but right now, I have to clean myself up and get back to bed, Jim could wake up anytime.”

Shit, maybe he’s already woken up?

“You sure you don’t want to go for a dip in the pool?” I asked, rubbing her ankle as she wriggled her toes on me.

“I’d love to, sweetie, but I can’t! Someone could come downstairs, someone might hear us,” she worried, sitting back up, her face still covered. “You can, though. You can do whatever you want, baby.” She grabbed my cock and gave it a shake and a jerk before standing up and grabbing her dressing gown. “Hang on,” she said, scurrying out into the hall to the downstairs bathroom.

I lay on the couch listening to the faint noises of her cleaning herself up, before she returned wearing her gown, her slightly wet hair scooped back behind her ears.

“Come here,” she smiled, kneeling down and softly planting her lips on mine. “Couldn’t let you go back to sleep without a kiss goodnight,” she said, pulling away from me and standing up. “I didn’t clean it all, I want to sleep in it,” she smirked, peeling open her dressing gown to show me her body, her breasts and stomach splattered and streaked with my seed. “Goodnight, baby. Sweet dreams,” she said with a cheeky wink, then disappeared over the back of the couch.

“Oh, you dirty girl,” I called into the darkness to no reply. I lay listening for her footsteps but couldn’t hear a peep as she crept back upstairs and into bed.

Shit, she’s gonna sleep in my spunk next to her husband! She’s fucking kinky, man. I love it!

I forced myself up and grabbed my boxers, dragging them on before I fell asleep with my cock out for everyone to see in the morning. It wasn’t long before I dozed off in a state of blissful satisfaction.

* * *

SATURDAY

I woke to the sound of the door to the backyard sliding open, the sun hitting my face as it did, my cock rising with me.

Just like Shirley’s husband... for fuck’s sake, it’s gonna take a while to forget about that.

“Wake up, man,” Liam chimed, sitting in his reclining chair and turning on the television.

“Ugh! What time is it?” I replied, stretching out across the couch under my sheet.

“Pretty early, I couldn’t sleep properly. My back is fucked,” he said vacantly, flicking through the channels.

“So... you thought you’d fuck my sleep up as well?” I chuckled, struggling to keep my heavy eyes open.

I need to recover my energy! Fucking your mom is strenuous work, man. So inconsiderate.

“Ah, you’ll be fine,” he replied, still searching for something to watch, “at least you aren’t crippled.”

“Fuck off!” I laughed, forcing myself to sit up. “You just threw your back out again... probably when you were getting face-fucked by Nicole.”

“‘Getting face-fucked?’” he scoffed, turning to me. “I think you’ll find that it was me doing the fucking... with my pussy-slaying tongue.”

“Ha! Nah, you were definitely the ‘fuckee’, from what I saw,” I teased. “She fucked your face good and it’s completely ruined your ‘healing process’.”

“Fuck you,” he deflected, “you’re just jealous I got some and you didn’t.”

Well, there’s your mom... and your grandma, she copped a feel. Then there’s Nancy, she definitely wanted it, and I’m pretty sure I could have had Bonnie too! And Nicole, actually. So... you’re lucky I’m obsessed with your mom... if you think about it... charitably.

“Yeah, well... how can I compete with ‘Liam the pussy slayer’ around? Fucking everyone with his face.”

We sat for a while, watching the television and bullying each other as the others began to wake up, spreading themselves across the living room and kitchen, Molly the last to come downstairs.

“Here she is, sleepyhead,” Mom announced as she spotted Molly wandering into the kitchen. “That’s not like you!”

“Yeah, c’mon, we’re starving,” Liam shouted from the living room, eyes glued to the television.

“Sorry, everyone,” Molly replied softly. “I was sleeping like a log.”

I glanced over the back of the couch to see Molly as she stepped towards the fridge, wearing a blue tube dress that hugged her curves, her red bikini straps hanging over her shoulders.

Fuck, she looks good. Man, I just lost my morning wood too, now it’s back with a vengeance... just like Shirley’s husband. SHIT! Fuck off, brain... Where is Shirley, anyway? Is she still outside? Shirley had been the first to wake, giving me the cold shoulder as she walked passed us, out into the yard without saying a word, presumably heading for a bake in the morning sun. Well, that’s fine. Just don’t start telling everyone I “showed you my cock”, for fuck’s sake.

I sat with my eyes on the television, resisting the temptation to look at Molly’s ass as she cooked at the stove. I was in a battle with my hard on, trying not to think about her thick, juicy ass jiggling as she shuffled the pans, and so, naturally, thinking of nothing but.

Okay, I need to get out of here. I’ll grab a quick shower.

Waiting for the others to be distracted enough by conversation, I hopped up and pulled my bag to the couch, sitting back down to hide my cock as I rummaged for some clothes to wear. I gathered them together in my hands and held them over my crotch as I stood up, shuffling my way into the kitchen area and slipping out into the hallway, taking a peek at Molly’s ass as I passed.

Shit, she looks so fucking good. I wish she was coming for a shower with me again. Wouldn’t mind a bath as well, come to think of it... I can’t wait until Jim fucks off for a week.

I took a brisk, cool shower, trying to take the edge off my horniness, my stomach beginning to rumble as I tried to concentrate on breakfast as it cooked downstairs, rather than fucking the person cooking it.

Only food can ease my libido... but only for a while. How am I going to get her alone today?

I headed back downstairs, joining everybody at the table as they tucked into breakfast, extra servings already stacked on my plate.

I love her.

“Where did you sneak off to?” Mom asked as I sat down.

“I just went for a quick shower, is that okay?” I replied, picking up my knife and fork and wondering where to start.

Shit, she’s already on high alert.

“Well, you could see Molly was making breakfast,” she scorned, looking at me disapprovingly.

Yeah, that was the problem.

“Don’t be so hard on him,” Molly laughed, looking up from her food. “He’ll eat every bit of it, I’m sure, won’t you, sweetie?” she smiled, watching me shovel food into my mouth.

“Mhmm,” I replied with my mouth full, gulping it down and smiling back at her. “Of course, I will.”

“Well, I agree with you, Debbie,” Shirley piped up, “I think it’s quite rude.”

Oh, fuck me! Well, some might say grabbing people’s junk was quite rude too, Shirley! Don’t you fuck this for me, Shirley! Don’t you fucking fuck this!

I looked at Shirley as she carried on eating, as if she never said anything at all, catching Molly fighting back laughter in the corner of my eye.

Won’t even look me in the eye when she stings me. Am I gonna have trouble with you, Shirley? Fuck, I better talk to her later.

“So, how are we all feeling?” Dad asked, putting his cutlery down as he finished his food. “Thought you were all goners for a second, last night!”

“Yeah, I’m good,” I answered, everybody agreeing but Jim.

“I’m not sure,” he said, prodding at his food. “I think I’ve probably beaten it, but I won’t be sure until later.”

Yes, Jim, the non-existent food poisoning is just lying dormant, waiting for the moment you let your guard down... which is kind of what I’m doing right now, ironically.

“Well, errr, yeah,” Dad said, smirking at me. “Just take it easy then, Jim.”

I continued to eat my breakfast as everybody began to filter away from the table, heading out into the garden, except for Shirley, who went to the kitchen to fix herself a drink.

Okay, now’s my chance, I thought, hoovering up my food before she finished and taking my plate to the kitchen, pulling up beside her at the counter.

“Errr, hey, Shirley,” I said awkwardly.

“Hello,” she replied abruptly, eyes fixed ahead of her as she stirred her drink.

Ugh, fuck! How do I go about this? Maybe I should just leave it? I can’t tell her to “fuck off” again!

“So, errr, about last night,” I persisted, “I’m really sorry, Shirley. You were right, that was very rude of me. You were just... trying to help.”

“Yes, well, there are nicer ways to decline a lady’s advances,” she responded, thawing slightly. “You just looked like you could use my help, that’s all.”

“I know, I felt terrible about it afterwards,” I lied, “I guess I was just a bit... worked up.”

“Well, you were certainly ‘worked up’,” she smiled, finally turning to look at me.

Gotcha!

“Ha! Yeah,” I replied, acting as bashful as I could. “So, errr, are we good? I’d hate to think I’ve upset you.”

“Yes, yes, ‘we’re good’,” she chuckled, lifting her hand to my face and pinching my cheek. “Thank you for coming to speak to me, you’re a sweet boy.”

Aw, I feel a bit bad now.

“Okay, good,” I replied, stepping back to clear a path for her as she left the kitchen, heading out into the back yard. “Thanks, Shirley.”

Okay, hopefully that’s one potential nightmare diffused.

We spent the morning lounging around the pool, Molly and I stealing glances at each other as we all talked back and forth about future plans, the idea of a vacation away together being floated.

A vacation could be awesome, I concluded, fantasising about sneaking away to fuck Molly on a secluded beach. Even better if it was just us.

I lay baking in the sun, waiting for my opportunity to have Molly to myself, wondering if it was ever going to materialise as everybody rotated in and out of the house, but never leaving us alone.

Fuck, this is going to be harder than I thought. Okay, new tactic. I’m gonna post up in the pool.

“I’m going for a swim,” I announced, getting up from my lounger and heading for the steps.

“Yeah, I think I’ll join you,” Molly chimed as if waiting for somebody to suggest it first, sitting forward and peeling her dress down to reveal her body, scantily covered by her red bikini.

Okay, everybody else just go away now, please.

“Oooh, yes, I wouldn’t mind a little swim, I brought my bikini, just in case,” Shirley said. “I’ll just go and get changed.”

Oh, for fuck’s sake, Shirley... Just fuck off.

“Yeah, I could go for a swim,” Liam agreed, “I’ll go and get my swimming shorts.”

Hang on...

“Err, yeah, why don’t we all just go for a swim?” I gambled, noticing that Molly and I were the only ones already in their swimming gear.

“Errr, yeah, why not?” Mom replied. “C’mon, Ted.”

“Huh? Oh, yeah, sure. Why not?” Dad complied, sitting up as they all made their way to the house. Everybody but Jim.

“Are you not getting in, Jim?” Molly called behind her, smiling at me as she made her way to the pool.

“I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” Jim replied, remaining horizontal on his lounger, his sunglasses covering his eyes.

Jim... you’re killing me.

“Maybe a swim would do you good, Jim,” I pondered, hoping he’d take the bait. “The water might, errr... cleanse the toxins... or something.”

Is that a thing? I’m pretty sure that’s not a thing.

“I did consider that, Jack,” he replied, still not budging, “but swimming tends to aggravate my stomach when it’s iffy.”

“Oh, okay,” I shouted, trying not to laugh as Molly stepped into the pool, her body disappearing beneath the water line as I glided towards her. “When I feel iffy... I like to be sorted in a jiffy,” I whispered into Molly’s ear as I reached her, keeping an eye on Jim over her shoulder.

“Stop it!” she giggled, covering her mouth with her hand to muffle her laughter.

“I think I feel a bit iffy right now, actually,” I smirked, running my hands down her back and tucking them into her bottoms, squeezing her ass. “This ass sent me for a cold shower this morning,” I whispered into her ear as I fondled her juicy cheeks, still keeping lookout as Jim lay oblivious.

“Aww, poor baby. I wish I could have joined you,” she whispered, scratching her nails down my abs under the water, then tucking them into my shorts and teasing at the base of my cock. “I’ll have to make it up to you, somehow,” she winked, starting to tiptoe to the wall of the pool, looking over her shoulder at Jim as we moved.

Molly stood with her back to the wall, keeping an eye on Jim as I positioned myself next to her, facing the wall to watch for movement from the house. We stood in silence, appearing to be still above the waterline, our hands engaged in a fondling frenzy below. She ran her hand into my shorts, tugging and stroking at my cock as I dipped into her bottoms, rubbing and flicking at her clit. Our breathing increased as we pleasured each other, stealing glances whenever we felt brave enough to take our eyes off our targets. I slipped my fingers inside her pussy, massaging her weak spot as I pressed her clit with my thumb.

“Oh, God,” Molly moaned as I pulled at her pussy, rubbing her spot hard and flicking my thumb from side to side. “Fuuuuck! Keep... keep doing that,” she breathed, shutting her eyes as her stomach began to tense on my arm.

“Cum for me,” I whispered, fucking her pussy with my fingers as she thrust into my palm, her hand frozen tight around my cock as she concentrated on getting off. “Quick! They’ll be back any second,” I teased, shaking my wrist as fast as I could, vibrating my hand as I tugged on her pussy. She squirmed and tensed, huffing for breath before letting out a low groan.

“Oh, God! I’m... I’m gonna cum, baby,” she whimpered, looking at me as her eyes flickered and glazed over. “MMMMMM!” she squeaked, far too loudly, my neck turning to look at Jim as he shifted in his lounger, my hand yanking from Molly’s pussy and instinctively moving to her head. I forced Molly down under the water, pulling my hand away as Jim sat up, looking over at us in the pool. He stared at us, waiting for Molly to rise back to the surface, his brow furling over his sunglasses.

Shit!

“Heh,” I laughed awkwardly, gesturing to Jim as I struggled for words.

Molly thrashed and panicked, removing her hand from my shorts as she rode her orgasm below the waves, blowing bubbles to the surface as she moaned. After a few awkward moments of silence between Jim and I, Molly kicked back up, gasping for breath and shaking as she brushed her drenched hair from her face.

“What are you doing?” Jim asked, almost angrily as he stared at Molly.

“Huh?” Molly stuttered, wiping the water from her eyes, stalling for time.

“What are you doing?” he repeated, exaggerating his annunciation.

“Oh, I was just... seeing how long I could hold my breath underwater,” Molly laughed nervously, her teeth jittering as she shook.

“Well, that wasn’t very long,” Jim scoffed, adjusting his position and lying back in his lounger.

“Ha! Yeah, I’m not very good,” she agreed, turning to look at me. “I’m gonna get better, though,” she smirked, playfully slapping my arm. “Oh my God!” she whispered, splashing water my way.

“Sorry,” I laughed, “I didn’t know what else to do! He’d have seen your sexy cum-face!”

“My cum-face?!” she laughed, as I gripped her waist.

“Yeah, the face you make when you cum,” I replied, looking around before leaning in and kissing her softly. “It’s fucking hot.”

“Well, he wouldn’t know what that looks like anyway,” she giggled, pulling on the waist of my shorts. “Okay, your turn!” She jumped up and placed her hands on my head, forcing me underwater. I took a deep breath and plunged, holding onto her thigh as I released some air from my lungs to sink me to the bottom of the pool. I squeezed at her thigh and ran my hand over her pussy, gripping her bottoms and pulling them to the side, lapping at her clit with my tongue as my lungs tightened. I licked and sucked at her clit as my air began to run out, blowing streams of bubbles against her pussy before she began to tap urgently at my head.

Fuck.

I kicked away from her, making my ascent with a healthy distance between us, Liam appearing by the pool as I opened my watery eyes.

Yeah, this is an appropriate distance... very platonic. There’s no way I could eat your mom’s pussy from here!

“Wow, well done,” Molly clapped, acting impressed as Liam made his way into the water.

“What are you guys doing?” Liam asked, gliding towards us.

“Just seeing how long we can hold our breath,” I replied, quickly dunking him under the water as he approached me. “That wasn’t great, you need to do better than that,” I laughed as he jumped back up, gasping for air.

“Prick!” he chuckled, pushing me back. “Okay, let’s do this, what’s the record?” he asked, looking between us.

“Oh, erm, we weren’t really counting,” Molly replied.

“What? Not counting?” Liam choked. “What sort of breath-holding competition is this?”

“Well, it wasn’t really a competition, we were ju-”

“Well, it is now!” he interrupted. “Mississippis... GO!” he shouted, holding his breath and dipping under the water.

We all spent what felt like an eternity in the pool, forced into a breath-holding contest against our wills, Jim sitting up to watch us every now and then, looking on like a lost soul.

“Okay, that’s enough,” Shirley announced, brushing her hair from her face as she came up for air. “I feel a bit lightheaded.”

“Yeah, c’mon now, Liam, that’s enough,” Molly said, flicking water his way. “Nobody will beat it!”

“Fine!” he sighed, letting his gathered breath go. “It’s not a fair contest, anyway, his lungs must be twice the size of ours! Like some freakishly large amphibian creature!”

“Hey, I have feelings, you know?” I joked, giving him a shove as I leaned back against the wall, catching a glimpse of Molly’s breasts bobbing in the water beside me, my mind immediately switching gear.

Fuuuck, I want to suck on those tits so bad! How the fuck am I gonna get her alone? I can’t wait until tonight!

“Is anybody hungry?” Molly asked. “Shall I make lunch?” A suggestion that was roundly welcomed, everybody rushing to the steps to get out of the pool. “Okay, well, I’ll just head for a shower and then I’ll get started,” she shouted after them, then turned to whisper to me. “Get to the bathroom, turn the handle three times.”

“How?!” I replied, as Molly spun to leave without giving an answer. I stood alone in the pool, watching the water fall from Molly’s body as she stepped out, looking at me with a cheeky grin as she wrapped herself in a towel and sauntered off to the house.

Okay, how am I gonna do this? I can’t just walk off without saying where I’m going. What if somebody comes to look for me? Liam almost certainly will. Errr.... argh, shit, I’ve got nothing... but there’s no way I’m not going! Fuck! Okay, just go. Just deal with it. Just walk upstairs. Now!

I stepped out of the pool and dried off, trying to drift away from the others as they talked amongst themselves.

“Where are you off to?” Liam called as I fully committed to my exit.

Fuck.

“I’m just going to the bathroom,” I replied across the yard, turning to look at him. “Is that okay with you?”

“To talk to your girlfriend, more like,” Mom shouted, “you better hurry, Liam will spill the beans while you’re gone.”

“Whatever,” I shrugged, turning to leave, secure in the knowledge that Liam had nothing to spill. Nothing I cared about anyway, compared to sneaking off to fuck Molly, that is.

“Go! She’ll never break me!” Liam yelled after me as I stepped into the house, my eyes focusing on the wet foot prints Molly had left.

Shit, will they see my footprints heading up the stairs? Nooo, surely not. They aren’t forensic experts, for fuck’s sake. Actually, Mom kind of is. Hmmm.

I walked to the downstairs bathroom, planting my wet feet along the floor in an obvious trail and stepping inside, before turning and heading back out, shutting the door behind me. I lunged forward to meet Molly’s trail, following it to the stairs.

Okay, this is either entirely necessary and I’m a cunning genius... or nobody gives a shit about looking for footsteps and I’m a fucking psychopath. Either way, I’m not stepping away from this trail.

I tiptoed down the hall and stood outside the bathroom, my heart beating hard in my chest as I held the door handle and turned it three times. The noise of the running shower filled my ears as I waited for the door to open, my mind racing as I froze.

This definitely feels more psychopath than genius! Fuck, what if somebody opens the downstairs bathroom? What if somebody comes straight upstairs? No, they’ll be busy talking for a while, surely? Shit, man, this is a bad idea!

I stopped caring as soon as the door swung open, my eyes meeting Molly’s as she stood naked before me with her hands on her hips.

“Get in here,” she smirked, pulling me inside by the waist of my shorts and shutting the door quietly, turning the lock.

“Fuck, Mol, you are so fucking hot,” I said, looking her up and down as I reached around her stomach and pulled her back to me, pawing at her tits as she began to grind on my crotch.

“I love that you want me, baby,” she breathed, leaning her head back on my chest. “It makes me feel so good.”

“I’ve always wanted you,” I replied, leaning to kiss and lick at her neck. “I always will, look at you!”

“No, look at you!” she laughed, spinning in my arms to face me, her breasts squishing to my stomach as she reached around my neck. “You’re a dream,” she oozed, standing up on her tiptoes and pulling me down to her lips. We stood by the shower, her moans hardening my cock as she frantically kissed me, forcing her tongue into my mouth to meet mine. I knelt down to grip her thighs, Molly wrapping her legs around me as I lifted her from the ground, carrying her to the bathroom counter and setting her down next to the sink.

“Ooh, that’s cold,” she shivered on the marble, leaning back on her elbows and resting her head on the mirror as I knelt to her pussy.

“Don’t worry, I’ll warm you up,” I smiled, delving into her, licking at her lips and clit as she tensed her ass on the counter, lifting her hips to meet my hungry mouth.

“Oh, God! That feels so good,” she moaned as I dipped my tongue inside her. “Get it, baby! Lick it up!” I squeezed her thighs as I spread them on the counter, prizing her pussy open and flapping my tongue deep inside her. I dragged my tongue up to her clit and closed my mouth around it, sucking and massaging it as she gasped and whimpered. “Fuuuck! I love it when you suck on my clit! My big, hungry boy! Argh, fuck! Give me that cock, baby! I need it inside me!” I stood up and dropped my shorts to release my throbbing dick, resting it on her stomach as I grabbed her hips and pulled her pussy to the edge of the counter.

“Are you ready?” I asked, stepping back and positioning my cock at her entrance, teasing her lips with the head.

“Oh, God, yes,” she groaned, her eyes fixed on my cock as it threatened her pussy. “Give me that big dick!”

“Shhhhhh,” I hushed as I leant into her, stretching her pussy around my cock as I jammed inside. “You have to be quiet,” I warned as I pulled back before plunging deeper inside her.

“Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!” she yelped, squeezing her eyes tight before opening them wide as she stared at her pussy spreading down my shaft. “Oh my... GOD!”

Okay, that’s waaaay too loud. I can’t hear anything from outside this room with the shower on. Someone could be right outside the door already. I looked around the room, Molly panting as my cock halted its progress into her. They will do. I pulled my cock from Molly, kneeling down and picking up her wet bikini bottoms, grinning at her as I bunched them up and held them to her mouth.

“Open wide,” I said, pushing them into her mouth as she complied. “Bite down on those if you need to,” I told her as I fingered them into her mouth, her breathing shifting to her nose as she nodded. I repositioned my cock, shaking her entrance with my head before ramming hard inside her.

“MMMMMM!” she hummed, biting down on her bikini, water trickling from her lips as she wrung them out in her mouth, dripping down her chin to her chest as I thrust again. “MMMHMM!” she moaned, wrapping her legs around me and pulling me into her as I sped up my strokes. She breathed hard from her nose as I bottomed out inside her, pumping hard, short strokes and slapping her ass as her head began to rattle the mirror.

Okay, that could be a problem.

I gripped behind Molly’s neck and pulled it towards me, holding her head away from the mirror as I rocked her body, her groans becoming deeper as she folded.

“Look at your little pussy,” I whispered, as I slowed by thrusts, dragging my cock out to the head before sliding it back inside, widening her lips down my shaft. “Look what I’m doing to it,” I teased, “I’m stretching that poor little pussy out.” She hummed and whimpered as she stared at my cock entering her, responding to me with muffled moans as I whispered in her ear. “Take that fucking dick, Molly!” I groaned as I pulled out slowly and thrust hard with every stroke, crushing her pussy with my angry cock.

“HM HMMA HMM! HM HMMA HMMMM!” she moaned, trying to speak as she started to rub on her clit urgently.

“You’re gonna cum?” I asked, speeding up as I slammed back into her.

“MMHMM! HM MMM MMMMM!” she nodded, leaning back in my hand as she tensed up, her fingers a blur as they frigged her clit.

“Cum for me,” I urged, slapping and squeezing at her tits as they heaved in front of me. “Cum on that fucking dick, I want to see that pussy go off,” I whispered, looking down as I pummelled her, waiting for her to explode.

“MMHMM! MMHMM! MMM... HNNNNNG!” she squeezed, wrapping tight around my cock, the immense pressure forcing it out as I pulled back. Her pussy went off like a rocket, squirting hard against my stomach, the stream rising to my chest as she squeezed the pressure out of her.

“Good girl,” I grinned as I slapped at her pussy. “That turns me on so fucking much,” I groaned, looking down at my chest, dripping in Molly’s orgasm as she shook on the counter, her thighs quivering as they spasmed. I gripped my cock and repositioned it, thrusting into her before she could recover, her glazed eyes coming back to life as I entered her.

“MMM HMM HMMMMMM!” she moaned her muffled words, her head bobbing back and forth as I thrust. Her soaked pussy squished and squelched, forcing out little spatters of juice as I fucked her, driving me crazy.

“I don’t know what you’re saying,” I teased as I looked at her, her eyes rolling back into her head as I pummelled her.

“HNNG! HNNNNNNNNG!” she squeezed again as her pussy erupted, splashing her juices everywhere as her hand rubbed at her lips. I stepped back and watched her wriggle on the counter, her spine jerking as she rode out her orgasm.

Holy shit, look at her go!

“Come here,” I said, stepping forward and steadying her thighs. I dragged her from the counter and turned her around to face the mirror, wrapping her hair in my hand and pulling her head back. Her reflection stared back at me as she breathed hard, struggling to stand as I shook at her entrance with my cock before ramming it in with force.

“AAHHHHMMM! MMMHMM HMMMMMM!” she moaned from her panty-stuffed mouth as I fucked her, her breasts slapping against the counter as they swung and bounced. Her eyes were rolling as she took my cock, flickering open and shut as she tried to keep them locked to mine in the mirror.

“I want to see that pussy squirt again,” I whispered as I leant into her, the pitch of her moans rising as I increased my pace. “I want to see you spray all over the fucking floor.” I gripped her arms and held them behind her, pulling her down my shaft as she surrendered to me.

“MHMMM! MHMMM! MHMMM!” she pleaded, her moans matching the rhythm of my thrusts as I battered into her. It wasn’t long before began to tighten and twitch on my cock, leaning away from me as I held her arms behind her. “HNNNNNNNGGGGH!” she growled as she came on my cock, her knees giving way as she fell towards the ground.

“Fuck, Mol,” I groaned as her pussy squeezed and dragged my cock down with her as she fell. I lowered her down to her knees and let go of her arms as my cock slipped from her, pulling with it a torrent of Molly’s juices.

“HNNNNNGGH! HNNNNNNGGH! HNNNNNNNNNNGGH!” she tensed, as she dropped to all fours, lowering her head and sticking her ass in the air. Her pussy gushed, spraying against the bathroom tiles as she tried to force it all out, her body shaking and tensing, streaming more and more with each straining effort.

“Fuck me,” I drooled as she squirted and shook on her knees before me, her ass jiggling as she squeezed and released her tension, spraying the floor where I stood. When her stream became a trickle, she collapsed to her stomach, sprawling her limbs across the floor as she whimpered, desperately huffing air through her nose, the side of her face planted to the tiles. She thrust her pussy sporadically at the soaked floor, her huge tits spread out beneath the weight of her body. Just as it looked like she had thrown in the towel, she began to raise herself to her elbows, dragging herself across the floor as she tried to turn to face me. She rose to her hands and knees, shaking and swaying as she spat the panties from her mouth and breathed deep. She reached for my cock like a boxer reaching for the rope after being knocked down in the twelfth round, grabbing at it lazily and pulling herself up.

“Oh... my... God!” she giggled dizzily, reaching her arms around my back to hold herself up, the side of her face pressed to the base of my cock. “You... fucking... ruin me!” she gasped as she caught her breath, her breasts rubbing against my knees as she kissed at my shaft. “Your turn,” she oozed, grabbing my cock in both hands and securing her position on her knees between my legs, kissing her way up the shaft before sucking the head into her mouth. She sucked on my cock as her breasts heaved with her heavy breath, her mouth falling down my shaft as her strength failed her, forcing my cock down her throat as she went limp. She jerked her head back gasping for breath as she sat back on her feet, wrapping her arms around my leg.

“Shit, are you okay?” I whispered, wiping the hair from her face as she clung to my thigh.

“Yeah... I’m fine, baby,” she breathed, resting her chin in my groin as she looked up at me. “I think you just fucked my brains out, that’s all,” she giggled, tilting her head back to plant kisses on my balls. “And it’s so fucking hot in here! Just use my mouth, baby, I’m worn out,” she gasped, taking my hand and dragging it to her hair, wanting me to take control of her.

“Okay, come here,” I said, twisting her wet hair in my hand and leading her along the floor on her hands and knees to bath, turning her around and resting her back against it. “You just sit right there,” I grinned, looking down as I placed my feet on either side of her. She looked up at me, her head leaning on the edge of the bath, waiting for my cock.

“I like it when you tell me what to do,” she smiled, rubbing her hands up and down my calves, scratching her nails along my muscles as I lowered my balls to her hungry mouth.

“Well, lick those balls, right now,” I ordered, grinning at her as I squatted to her lips, my shaft throbbing on her face as she sucked and lapped at me.

“Mmmm! Yes, sir!” she giggled, gently sucking one into her mouth like she was tasting a strawberry, then letting it fall across her face as she licked under my balls, the tip of her tongue threatening my asshole as she lapped greedily.

“Fuck, Molly, you dirty girl,” I groaned, my balls fizzing as she sucked and dribbled all over them, soaking me in saliva. “Open wide,” I ordered, tugging on her hair and tilting her face to meet the head of my cock.

“Oh, God, yes, feed me that big dick, baby,” she groaned, leaning back against the bath. “Aaaaaaah,” she moaned, opening wide as I pushed my cock into her mouth, her tongue flicking at the underside of my shaft as I dipped into her. She choked as I hit the back of her throat, her whole body rising sharply as she spluttered on my cock, her tits bouncing and settling on her stomach as I stood back up. “Wow,” she moaned, her eyes beginning to water as she blinked at me, my cock throbbing above her. “Okay, I’m ready. Again, baby,” she pleaded pulling on my legs.

“Okay,” I said, forcing my cock down to point to her mouth as I squatted down her throat. “Oh, fuck!” I groaned as I raised and lowered myself, the head of my cock dragging against the sloppy ridges of her throat as she held my legs tight.

“AAAAGHAAAAGHAAAAGHAAAAGH!” she gagged, relaxing her throat and composing herself as I squatted over and over. “AAAAGGGGHHHH!” she choked as I held my squat deep inside her, her hands gripping my thighs and pulling more of me down her throat. She held onto me, refusing to let go as she tried to adjust, her jaw stretched wide around my cock. Her eyes blinked fast as tears streamed down her face, her hands tapping my thighs as she ran out of air.

“Fuuuuck,” I groaned as I stood back up, my cock slipping from her throat as she heaved for air. “That was a lot longer than you managed in the pool,” I laughed, stroking her saliva along my shaft as she caught her breath.

“Yeah, well,” she giggled, reaching for my cock, “I’ve got a bigger incentive,” she smiled as she jerked me, her hands freezing as my neck twisted to the door.

Fuck, is that footsteps? Is someone coming?

My suspicions were answered immediately as the door knocked, my eyes locking with Molly’s as I looked back to her.

Shiiiiit.

Again, the door knocked, echoing over the running water of the shower.

“Mol?” called the voice through the door. It was Jim.

“Shit!” Molly mouthed to me before responding. “Yeah? What is it?” she called towards the door, slowly beginning to jerk my cock again.

Fuck! You better fuck off, right now, Jim!

“How much longer are you going to be in there?” Jim asked.

“Errr,” Molly stalled, looking back at my cock as she pumped it faster. “I’ll be out soon.” She smiled at me with a nervous look in her eye, tugging at my shaft with one hand while she polished the slobbery, engorged head with the other.

“Okay, well, I just wanted a quick word,” Jim replied, “I’ll wait for you.”

What?! Wait for her? Where?

Molly seemed as troubled by this as me, her brows curling with worry as she stopped jerking me.

“Yeah,” she called, “I’ll be down in a minute.”

“No, that’s okay,” he replied. “I’ll wait for you here, I need to get some things from the bathroom anyway.”

Oh, fuck!

“Okay, well, what things? I’ll bring them to the bedroom,” Molly shouted as I thrust into her hands, my need to ejaculate more pressing than the fear of getting caught. Molly instinctively pumped her hands as she stared at the door, waiting for an answer.

“Ah, too many things, it will be easier if I just got them,” he replied, the door creaking into the frame as he rested on it. “So, anyway,” he continued, “I was going to ask Mom to stay again tonight, is that okay with you? I don’t like her being in that house all alone and she seems to have chirped up a bit.”

Is he just going to stay there? Just fuck off and wait in the bedroom, Jim! Shit, man, I’m gonna have to jump out of the fucking window, aren’t I? Fuck it, it’s not that high... is it?

“Errrm, yeah, that’s fine,” Molly shouted, guiding my cock to her lips and sucking on the head, her eyes still on the door as she jerked me into her mouth.

“Okay, good,” Jim called, still leaning on the door. “So what are you making for lunch? I’m feeling a lot better, I think.”

That’s great, Jim... now, fuck off.

“Errr,” she shouted, yanking her mouth off my cock, relieving the suction with a pop. “I was thinking sandwiches, if that was okay with everyone.” She smiled up at me, stroking me fast in her hands as I tensed my legs. She spat at the head of my cock before shoving it back into her mouth, pecking it down her throat. “AAAGHAAAGHAAAGHAAAGHAAAGHAAAGH!” she choked as she bobbed her head, twisting at my shaft, trying to jam more down her throat.

Oh, fuck! I’m gonna cum!

“Are you okay?” Jim asked, his voice sounding concerned as his weight shifted from the door.

“AGHAGHAGAGHAGHAGHAGHAGH!” she gagged as I gripped her hair, rocking her head on my cock as fast as I could, taking me to the brink.

“Mol?” James called with suspicion.

I pulled her from my cock and started to jerk it fast, holding Molly’s head still as she panted and spat, breathing hard on the head of my cock.

“Sorry,” Molly shouted between coughs and splutters as she gripped my thighs. “Some... water went... down my THROAT!” she yelled as my cum struck her face, splashing against her nose as she shut her eyes tight, waiting to be hosed by my cock.

Fuuuuuuuuuuuck!

I held her still, shooting stream after stream onto her face, covering her as I pumped my cock inches away. Spunk gathered over her eyelids and ran down her cheeks as it landed on her tilted face, her mouth opening, hoping to catch a taste as I drained my load onto her.

“Well, be careful,” Jim laughed, leaning back on the door. “Are you nearly done?” he asked as I squeezed out the rest of my load, dripping all over her face, Molly gulping down what landed in her mouth, the rest streaking down her face as she tilted her head back.

“Yeah, I won’t be long,” she said, wiping the load from her eyes, running her covered fingers through her wet hair. “I’m just washing my hair,” she shouted, winking at me as she gathered more from her face and spread it over her head, combing it through her hair with her fingers.

Fuck me, she’s wild!

“Well, c’mon, hurry it up,” Jim yelled impatiently, “or just open the door and let me get my things.”

Okay, what the fuck am I going to do? I panicked, the urgency of the situation returning as my orgasm subsided.

“Just hang on,” Molly yelled, “I’ll be two minutes!” She stood up and began to usher me backwards, picking up my shorts and pressing them to my chest. “You’re gonna have to jump out of the window,” she whispered, looking at me with a worried look, drenched in my spunk.

Fuck, I knew it! Well, what the fuck else can I do? Just open the door and walk past him, whistling and whirling my sloppy cock in my hand? Fuck!

“Okay,” I sighed, resigned to my fate, stooping down to put my shorts back on and creeping to the window, Molly shushing me with her finger as I began to turn the handle as slowly as possible. I pushed the large, frosted-glass window open gently, sticking my head out to take a look.

Okay... that’s pretty high. Fuck! Just walking out through the door seems a little more realistic right now. Shit, what if they hear me in the garden? At least this leads to the side of the house, I’d have been really fucked if they could just look up and see me. Wait, how am I gonna get back inside? Shit, the side door better be open! Okay, fuck it, I have to!

I stretched my leg out of the window, committing to my escape as Molly stepped into the shower. I held onto the ledge with my hands as I prepared to pull my other leg out, hoping the window frame would take my weight.

I can’t just dive out of the fucking window onto concrete! I need to lessen that drop! I’m gonna have to lower myself down and dangle from the edge before I fall, I briefed myself as I dragged my other leg out, catching a glimpse of Molly looking on desperately as I lowered myself out of her view. Okay, well, I definitely can’t climb back now. I looked down at the ground below my dangling feet, discouraged by the still considerable height. Fuck! This is gonna hurt, I winced as I let go of the ledge, preparing to bend my knees on contact with the ground. I hit the floor with a thud, my bare feet crashing to the paving as I collapsed into a pile, my ankle rolling as I landed. MOTHERFUCKER! FUUUUUUUUCK! I screamed inside as I clutched my ankle, rolling around on the path, trying not to make a noise.

“Just calm down, Jim! One minute!” I heard Molly shout through the window as I writhed in pain.

Fuck! I’ve got to get inside! I need to get to the downstairs bathroom before he gets back! I dragged myself up, testing the weight on my ankle as I stood. Okay, it’s not broken! C’mon, move! Please, don’t be locked! I prayed as I hobbled to the door, scared to try the handle as I held it, pulling it down slowly before pushing gently on the door. Thank you! I breathed with relief as I stepped into the garage and shut the door behind me, the noise of chatter from the garden disappearing with the click of the door. Okay, phase one: completely botched, but still in the game. Phase two: get to the bathroom without being spotted.

I shuffled through the garage, heading down the corridor to the living room door, placing my ear to the wood to listen for voices coming from the other side. It doesn’t sound like anybody is there. Unless there’s just one of them in there? Fuck! Well, I can’t stay in the garage! I pulled the handle and opened it confidently, stepping into the room and looking around. Phew! Okay, go!

I shut the door and hopped through the couches, keeping an eye on the open door to the back yard as I went. Just a bit further! Hearing the upstairs bathroom door open as I made my way into the hall, Jim’s voice rang out through the house.

“Finally!” he shouted, his feet hitting the bathroom tiles. “Look at the floor, it’s soaked!”

I quietly opened the door and slipped inside taking a seat on the toilet as I clutched my swelling ankle, listening out for Jim on the stairs.

Fuck, that’s a bad sprain! Good thing I don’t have a game coming up anytime soon!

My ears pricked as the upstairs bathroom door shut, the tapping of feet along the hall and down the stairs forcing me up. Okay, go. I flushed the toilet and opened the door, Jim looking at me as he made his way down the stairs, noticing my hobbling as I shut the bathroom door. Phase two: complete, mission accomplished. “What do you mean, I was fucking your wife? I was in the bathroom, you just saw me come out!”

“What happened to you, Jack?” he asked as he reached the bottom of the stairs.

“Ah, I just slipped... went over on my ankle,” I lied, hobbling towards the living room as Jim followed behind.

“Yeah, the floor can get slippy when people are coming in from the pool,” he commented, my mind flashing images of Molly gushing her orgasm onto the floor.

“Yeah, I should have been more careful,” I replied, hopping into the living room and crashing onto the couch, Jim passing me by and heading out into the yard. I lifted my feet onto the couch and lay back, contemplating the situation.

This luck can’t last forever, man. Sooner or later, we are gonna get caught. I just hope we can at least make it to Jim’s holiday before that happens! I want to spend the week alone with her... and not have to jump out of any more fucking windows!

* * *

Lunch took a while longer as we waited for Molly to come back downstairs, catching my eye when she did. She was dry and fresh faced, her hair tied up in a loose ponytail, reminding me of the week before as she beamed at me. She was wearing another one of her flimsy summer dresses that showed off her legs and cleavage like a dream, her breasts jiggling as she walked, plumped up by her bra.

I watched her prepare lunch, I watched her while we ate, I watched her wherever she went, I couldn’t take my eyes off her. Idle conversation with Liam passed me by throughout the day as I watched her chatting and laughing with my mom, catching me out every now and then, giving me a brief, wry smile before looking away.

Man, I knew I was a horny guy, but this is another level. Now that I know I can have her, my libido just won’t fucking quit. All I want to do is fuck her, all day, everyday!

“What happened to you, sweetheart?” Shirley asked as she noticed me rubbing my ankle in pain.

“He rolled his ankle, Grandma,” Liam piped, “he’s a big, clumsy fool.”

“Oh, no!” she said kneeling down to take a look at it, my eyes immediately drawn to her huge tits as they hung down in her loose, thin-strapped top. “Let me take a look at it, I used to be a nurse, you know?”

“Ah, did you?” I said, my mind flashing images of her in a sexy nurse outfit.

Okay, calm yourself, for fuck’s sake!

“Ooooh, it’s very swollen,” she said, rubbing it with her hand and gently pressing it with her thumb. “Does that hurt, sweetheart?”

“Err, a bit, yeah,” I stuttered, my eyes glued to her tits as she bent over in front of me, my cock beginning to harden in my shorts.

Oh, no! Fuck! Stop looking at those... big, fat, swinging tits! Shit! Damn you, Shirley!

“You need to put some ice on it, just wait right there,” she said, standing up as I tore my eyes away from her breasts, disappearing behind me.

She returned a few minutes later carrying a bag of frozen peas and a roll of bandages.

“Okay, let’s see,” she said kneeling down on the floor in front of me, between my legs. She placed the peas to my ankles and held it there for a few moments. “Is that okay? Not too cold?”

“Err, yeah, that’s fine,” I replied, trying to concentrate on anything but her breasts as she began to unravel the bandage, struggling to wrap it around my ankle as she bent down.

“Oh, this thing!” she huffed, sitting back on her feet. “Come here,” she said, carefully lifting my leg and resting my foot on her breast. “There we go.”

Holy shit! I thought, looking around to see if anybody was looking, everybody appearing otherwise engaged as I sat stunned with my foot in her cleavage.

She held me in place on her breast, the sole of my foot squishing into her massive, jiggling, soft flesh as she began to wrap the bandage around my ankle. My cock was pushing against the crotch of my shorts, the fabric shifting as I swelled up, my toes instinctively curling into her breast as she held me.

“Okay, that should be good for a little while,” she said, lifting my leg and placing it back down, her attention suddenly captured by the growing bulge in my shorts. “Keep it raised.”

“Thanks, Shirley,” I spat awkwardly, sitting up abruptly in my seat and resting my forearm over my cock, forcing it down. “It feels better already!”

“You’re welcome, sweetheart,” she smiled knowingly, pressing her hand to my knee to support herself as she stood back to her feet. “Just give me a shout when it warms up and I’ll fetch you a new bag of something cold.”

“Yeah, okay, thanks,” I replied as she walked away, still trying to strangle my hard on with my arm.

There’s no way I can let her do that again, I’m hard as a rock! That was pretty awesome, though. That should be a business or something, man. Fuck those foot spa things, people would pay more to sit with their feet dipped in some huge, soft tits for a while... ‘The Sit n’ Tit’! HA!

“Nah, sorry, I can’t right now, man... I’m at the Sit n’ Tit.”

“So, where are we going? Nah, that place sucks! Let’s go to the Sit n’ Tit!”

“Sir, you were spotted leaving the Sit n’ Tit at two-thirty AM. Do you have anything to say in your defence?”

Hmmm.

I spent the rest of the day resting my ankle on the couch, watching television with Liam and chatting about college, privately counting down the minutes until everyone went to bed.

It will be the last chance we get before I leave, tomorrow morning. I better make it a good one, fucked ankle or not. I’ll hop-fuck the shit out of her, if I have to!

Everyone had taken a seat around me as I lay on the couch, while Molly prepared dinner in the kitchen.

“Molly, come and sit down,” Mom called to her, “we didn’t eat that long ago!”

“I know, I know,” Molly replied, rummaging in the pan cupboard, “I’m just getting everything ready.”

“Well, I’ll help you later, c’mon,” Mom insisted.

“Okay, okay, I’m coming,” Molly laughed, making her way over to the living room. “So bossy!”

Hang on, where’s she gonna sit? I thought, looking around the room as she arrived, my feet occupying the only spare seat.

“Jack, move your legs,” Mom scorned, “let Molly sit down!”

“Oh, yeah, sorry,” I said, shifting in my seat to sit up.

“Aww, it’s alright,” Molly chimed warmly. “He’s injured, the poor thing, he needs to keep it raised. Here, sweetie, you can rest your feet on my lap,” she said, gently lifting my legs and taking a seat, then lowering them to rest on her thighs.

“Don’t let him put his stinky feet on you,” Mom warned, looking at me to get up. “C’mon, up!”

“Err, yeah,” I stuttered, shuffling to sit up once again, before Molly placed her hands on my legs, settling me back down.

“Don’t be silly, he’s fine! I don’t mind feet... even giant ones like these!” she laughed, rubbing her hands over the soles as she looked at them.

“Well, you know what they say about men with big feet,” Shirley piped from the corner of the room, grinning at me before taking a sip of her drink, letting her comment linger.

Fucking hell, Shirley... Please don’t finish that saying!

“Big socks!” she cackled, turning her attention back to the television, leaving the awkwardness to consume the rest of us.

Great... thanks, Shirley. Now everybody’s thinking about my big penis-feet on Molly’s lap! Okay, maybe I’m the only one thinking of the term ‘penis-feet’, but everyone is definitely thinking about my junk, at the very least.

“Actually, I hear that’s just a myth,” Jim said, curling his stubby, little feet towards his chair and joining Shirley in watching the television.

Well, in my case, it isn’t... and in yours, Jim.

“Can we stop talking about penises, now?” Liam laughed, breaking the silence.

Shit, now the word “penis” has been spoken aloud, nice work, Liam. Ugh, this is so embarrassing. Damn, my huge cock... such a burden.

I glanced at Molly to see her sat awkwardly rigid, eyes fixed to the television.

Shit, loosen up, Mol. You look exactly like a person that’s thinking about my giant cock, right now.

The tension gradually eased as conversation moved to lighter ground, far away from the realm of genitalia, our attention mostly captured by the movie on the television. I lay with my head turned to the screen, trying to resist the urge to move my feet in Molly’s lap, when suddenly, I felt the slightest of sensations on the heel of my foot. I glanced at Molly, her eyes fixed on the television, the corners of her mouth gently curved to a subtle smile. Again, the sensation brushed the underside of my foot, stronger and more familiar as I recognised the feeling of her long fingernails on my sole.

Shit, that feels nice. It’s never been so good to get injured before. Getting my feet dipped in tits and tickled, I’ll take it.

“Look at you,” Liam scoffed, turning to me, Molly’s fingernails pressing into my heel as she halted her tickling. “Can’t even sit up straight.”

“Hey, it will affect my ‘healing process’,” I laughed, “you should know!”

“Do you need me to change that bag for you?” Shirley asked from across the room. “It should be warm by now.”

Oh, no. “Nah, sorry, Shirley, I can’t go to the Sit n’ Tit right now.”

“Errr,” I stalled, looking down at the room temperature bag of peas secured to my ankle. “I think-”

“I’ll do it,” Molly interjected, beginning to unwrap the bandage as Shirley stood up.

“Oh,” Shirley said, surprised by Molly’s sudden interruption. “Well, do you know what you’re doing? I was a nurse, you know?”

It’s a bag of peas and a bandage, Shirley, she’s not sawing it off.

“Yeah, I think I can manage,” Molly replied, lifting my legs and standing up. “I’ll go and get another bag of peas.”

“I’m not eating any of these ‘feet-peas’, by the way,” Liam shouted after her.

Shit, that’s pretty close to ‘penis-feet’.

“He should be doing it himself, anyway!” Mom yelled, looking at me with the same disappointed look I was growing more and more used to.

“Thank you, Mother,” I said, sarcastically. “With your unrivalled level of love and care, I know I’ll be up and running again in no time.”

“Yeah, well,” she said, turning away, “I thought I raised you better than to run around with wet feet, you idiot.”

“Ha! He is an idiot, isn’t he, Deb?” Liam agreed, obnoxiously shaking his head at me.

“Fuck off, you,” I laughed as Molly returned with a fresh bag of frozen goods.

“Okay, let’s see,” she said, sitting down and resting my feet back on her lap. She gently bandaged my ankle, taking care as she wrapped it tight, feeling Shirley’s eyes burning into her hands as she watched on from the other side of the room. “How does that feel, sweetie?” she asked, securing the bandage in place and turning her head to look at me.

“Yeah, that’s good,” I nodded, her face beaming as she looked back down at her handiwork.

Yeah, not bad. Move over, Shirley. There’s a new sexy nurse in town.

“Good,” she smiled, softly rubbing my ankle. “Alright, I should probably get started on dinner.”

“Fine!” Mom sighed, perching on the edge of her seat. “C’mon, let’s go... before everyone starves!” she joked, standing up.

“What?” Molly replied bashfully as she lifted my legs and stood up, following Mom to the kitchen. “There’s a lot to do!”

Dinner would go on to take an age to be ready, Molly’s need to feed people returning with arrears to settle after being restrained by leftover barbecue the night before. Bowl after bowl of food was being relayed to the table, as I watched on from the couch, my nose twitching at the different smells, making my mouth water and stomach growl.

“Okay, come and get it, boys,” Molly cooed, placing the last bowl down.

Aw, man! I’m so ready for this!

I hobbled to the dining area and slumped into the seat at the head of the table, everyone busying around me.

“Okay, let me serve it up for you, sweetie,” Molly smiled at me, making her way around to me. “Can’t have you hobbling around! What can I get you?” she asked, waiting to load my plate.

“Err, just some of everything please, Mol,” I replied, drooling over the selection.

“That’s what I like to hear,” she smiled, stacking the plate with a pile of everything and placing it down in front of me. “There you go, baby,” she said warmly, her eyes widening as she realised what she had called me.

Woah, a bit too familiar there, Mol. Hopefully nobody noticed that.

“Baby?!” Mom laughed, looking up from her food at Molly in shock.

Shit, of course she noticed.

“Ha! Sweetie!” Molly corrected urgently, heading back to her seat. “I meant sweetie! Sorry, I’m all over the place today.”

“You are a big baby, though, aren’t you?” Dad laughed beside me, nudging my arm as I raised my first bite on my fork, spilling it back to the plate. “A little sprain and you’ve got everyone fussing over you! You want someone to feed you as well?” he teased, ruffling my hair and giving my head a little shove.

Yeah, I kind of do actually... I wouldn’t mind lying down while Molly fed me grapes like some sort of deity... in a toga. Okay, togas are now mandatory in the Sit n’ Tit... this is a classy establishment.

“Hey, I never asked for anything,” I replied defensively, shoving him back. “It would be rude to turn down such kind offers of assistance,” I continued, turning to Molly and Shirley. “Thank you, ladies, it’s greatly appreciated,” I said in my best gentlemen’s voice.

“You’re very welcome... sweetie!” Molly smiled, pouring herself a drink.

“Oooh, isn’t he a charmer?” Shirley cooed, tucking into her dinner. “You’ve done well with that one, Deb.”

“Ah, don’t let him fool you, Shirl, he’s full of it,” Mom replied dryly. “Just like his dad.”

“I taught him everything he knows, Shirley,” Dad piped, slapping my shoulder with a joking pride, knocking food from my fork again.

“Yeah, mostly telepathically... from a vast distance,” I laughed, pushing his arm away from me. “Will you just let me eat?!”

Dinner passed by without further incident as I kept my head down, devouring my food like an animal while the others chatted and finished their meals like regular humans.

“Can I get you some more, Jack?” Molly asked from the other end of the table, noticing me mop up my empty plate.

Just say “no”. Don’t bring the attention back to you.

“Err, yes please, Mol,” I replied, my stomach outranking my mind at the crunch.

What is wrong with you?

“Let him get it himself... he’s not a baby!” Mom snarked, picking up her plate and heading to the kitchen.

“Yeah, you’re not a baby, are you?” Dad laughed, pinching my cheek.

“Leave him, it’s no bother. Besides, it reminds me of when I used to waitress when I was younger, I like it,” she chuckled as she picked up my plate. “What can I get you, sweetie? Same again?”

“Yes please, Mol,” I replied, thinking of all the guys that must have prayed that they would get Molly as their waitress back in the day.

Well, fuck you guys. She’s mine.

I sat waiting for Molly as everybody else made their way back over to the living area, retaking their seats on the couches and chairs.

“There you go, baby,” she whispered as she sat the plate down in front of me, her eyes wide in acknowledgment of her error.

“Thanks, Mol,” I smirked, watching her carry her plate to the kitchen, turning on the faucet and picking up her rubber gloves. As she stretched her hands into them, my mind was transported back to the week prior, fucking her over the sink while Jim slept in the living room.

Fuck, that was so hot... but there’s no way we can get away with that now.

I stabbed at my plate, preoccupied with a different hunger as I watched her cleaning the dishes in the sink, Molly smirking as she felt my eyes all over her. She paused, looking to the living room to make sure nobody was paying attention as she slinked her way to the end of the counter. She squatted down slowly, keeping her eyes fixed on mine as she tugged her dress up over her knees, revealing her panties between her thighs.

Fuck me.

Molly smirked as I gawped at her, enjoying my reaction while my cock swelled in my shorts. She seductively ran her wet, sudsy glove from her knee along her thigh, slowing down as she edged her way to her pussy. When she finally arrived at her groin, she strained her gloved hand and ran her middle up and down, wetting her panties as she shut her eyes. She pulled them to the side and slid her wet, rubber finger over her lips and clit, teasing at her entrance before slipping inside, opening her eyes and smirking at me.

Okay, I want that. I want it now, I thought, the cutlery slipping from my hands to the plate as I stared at her open mouthed, snapping back into the room when I saw Jim rise from the corner of my eye.

“Ahem,” I coughed in warning, picking my knife and fork back up, pretending to eat. Molly quickly stood back up, leaving her panties strewn across her pussy as her dress flapped around her knees. She resumed her position at the sink as Jim approached the kitchen, heading to the fridge and rummaging inside.

Shit, man. Imagine if he saw that! His wife just fingering her pussy for me on the kitchen floor... rubber gloves and all!

I tried my best to concentrate on finishing my meal, but all I wanted to do was eat her pussy instead. My cock had outranked my stomach, in the same way my stomach had bettered my mind.

I’m so primitive! But c’mon, man... fingering her pussy when I’m trying to eat, what am I supposed to do? Just carry on eating like I’m watching the news?

I finished the rest of my meal on autopilot, wishing my cock to go down as I dreaded the walk to the couch. Molly had left the sink and joined the others in the living room, coyly smirking at me as she passed, doing nothing to help my erection subside. When I thought it was safe enough, I made my way into the kitchen, placed my plate in the sink and headed over to the living room, finding everybody where they were sitting before dinner. Everyone looked suitably stuffed, sinking into their seats, on the verge of falling asleep.

“Come here,” Molly beamed, tapping her thighs with her hands, “let’s get that bandage off you. Let it breathe for a while.”

I slipped onto the couch, resting my feet in her lap as I leaned back, enjoying the feel of her warm flesh as her dress rode up her thighs slightly. She removed the bandage gently, holding my foot as she unravelled it from around my leg.

“There,” she smiled, placing the bandage and bag of peas on the small coffee table nearby.

“So, what shall we watch?” Liam asked, looking around the room.

“I’m easy,” I replied, relaxing into Molly as she resumed her hidden tickling.

“How about a horror?” Molly suggested, finding no objections from her sleepy guests as they rubbed their stomachs, Jim already with his eyes shut in his reclined chair.

“Sure,” said Liam, clicking on the remote. “I saw this one before, it looks pretty good. Okay, I’ll dim the lights, let’s do this properly. You can’t watch a horror in a fully lit room, that’s just weird.”

Okay, I can work with that, I thought giddily, looking at Molly as Liam went to dim the lights, leaving so weak a glow that he might as well have turned them off completely.

Once again, I found myself watching a film next to Molly on the couch, only this time there were a lot more eyes to worry about.

At least this time I know Molly won’t mind me staring at her.

I lay in the dark, rubbing on Molly’s thigh with my foot while she tickled the other, flicking my eyes between everyone, wishing they would all fall into a food coma. Jim and Shirley were long gone, Dad too, but Mom and Liam were still watching the movie.

Just a little longer... they’ll crash.

I grazed my foot along Molly’s thigh, slowly, tucking it under her dress and inching towards her pussy.

Okay, this is pretty risky, I should just wait!

I stopped my encroachment, starting to pull my foot back out of her dress when Molly stopped me, placing her hand on my leg and guiding me back to her pussy, looking at me with a horny look on her face.

Fuck me, she’s feeling frisky today!

I kept my foot still as she placed my toes against her panties, looking at Molly’s expectant face as her breathing increased, staring down at my foot. I teased her for a while, keeping my foot steady, watching her plead with her eyes before slowly wiggling my toes against her pussy. She rocked her head back on her shoulders with her mouth open, enjoying the feeling of my wriggling on her clit and lips.

Shit, okay that’s enough, she’ll be moaning next!

I began to drag my foot away again before she gripped at it urgently, wrapping around my injured ankle.

ARGH! FUCK!

“Sorry!” she mouthed, her eyes looking worried as she noticed my wincing, gently pulling my foot back to her pussy as she made a sad face at me.

Fucking hell... fine!

I returned to my wriggling as she smiled at me, running her hand up my leg and rubbing my thigh. She looked at me as she began to slowly walk her fingers towards my cock, lunging in anticipation as she got closer.

Aw, man! This is bad...

She wrapped her fingers around my cock, biting her lip as it began to throb and swell in her hand. She rubbed at it, dragging her nails along its length as it grew towards her, rising up against my shorts as she released it and moved her hand back up to the base to stroke again.

Okay, this is really bad. I can’t hide my cock lying like this, anyone could see I’ve got a hard on right now!

I gripped her wrist as she went to stroke me again, nodding my head towards my cock and looking around the room. She looked at the rising bulge in my shorts, forcing it back down with her hand, then looked back up to my face, making the same sad face and thrusting her pussy into my toes. She held my leg and gently pulled it from under her dress, setting it back down on her lap as she closed her thighs, looking around the room at everyone, preparing to speak.

“Oooh, well, I’m beat,” she said, feigning a yawn and a stretch. “Maybe we should call it a night? Looks like some of us already have,” she chuckled, waiting for a response. I sat up, pulling my legs from Molly and tucking my knees to my chest to hide my cock, just as Liam spun around in his seat.

“Now? It will be over soon,” Liam said, looking puzzled.

“Yeah, but... it’s not very good, is it?” she laughed, standing up. “What do you think, Deb?”

“Err, no not really,” Mom replied sleepily, sitting up and planting her feet on the ground. “I am pretty tired, though, and we have to leave early tomorrow... c’mon then,” she said tapping my dad to wake him up.

“Yeah, c’mon, Jim... Shirley, wake up!” Molly shouted, startling them awake.

Ha! She’s eager!

“Well, I’m watching the end,” Liam said defiantly, turning the volume up.

That’s fine, it gives them some time to fall asleep.

“Okay, chop, chop!” Molly piped, encouraging everyone to get moving. “Goodnight, see you in the morning, boys,” she cooed, smirking at me before heading out into the hall as the others followed lazily behind.

“Goodnight, guys,” I called after them, standing up to spread the sheets over the couch and lying back down to watch the end of the film. I sank into the couch, paying more attention to the noises coming from upstairs as my eyes grew heavy.

Fuck it, I’m gonna get some sleep. Molly will wake me up again... I hope!

* * *

SATURDAY NIGHT

“Wake up, you!”

I opened my eyes as Molly reached her leg over me, straddling my hips, her breasts piling up to her chin as she lay on my chest.

“Is now a good time?” she grinned, running her nails up and down my arms.

“Perfect... as long as Shirley isn’t in the kitchen?” I laughed, reaching down to squeeze her ass.

“I hope not,” she replied, tensing her asscheeks in my hands, “unless she comes down to give your foot another titty-fucking!”

“Ha! You saw that, did you?” I asked, rubbing her thick ass as she wriggled on me.

“Yeah, I saw that... the horny bitch!” she giggled, planting kisses on my chest. “I had to take over, put my foot down! I’m the one that does the titty-fucking around here!”

“That’s right, who the hell does she think she is?” I joked as she slipped down my body.

“I know!” she agreed, smiling up at me. “How’s your ankle, baby?”

“Still pretty sore,” I replied as she kissed her way down my leg and knelt by my feet. “I think I’m gonna need a lot of special attention,” I smirked as she looked at me.

“Aw, poor baby,” she oozed, slowly tugging on the ties of her robe, “do you want me to kiss it better? Come here.” She opened her robe to reveal her naked body as she knelt in front of me, lifting my leg and leaning down to softly kiss my swollen ankle. “How’s that, baby?”

“A bit better,” I teased, lifting my other foot under her heavy breast, letting it slip down my sole, jiggling as it fell with a clap to her stomach.

“Oh, you want more?” she smirked, placing my foot to the middle of her chest and wrapping her breasts around it, massaging me with her warm, soft flesh. “Do you like that, baby?”

To be honest, that really fucking hurts... but it’s worth it!

“Yeah... that’s good, but y’know what?” I stuttered, “I think I hurt myself here, too.” I rubbed up my thigh, tucking my hand into my groin, feigning distress as I dragged my hardening cock to the side.

“Oh, no,” she said, lowering my foot to the couch and leaning forward, slipping her fingers under the waist of my shorts and tugging them down. “Let me see, baby.” She pulled my shorts down to my ankles, dropping them to the floor as she removed them. Her breasts wrapped around my thigh as she slithered up my leg, pressing her lips to my groin and kissing gently. “Right here, baby?” she whispered, her big doe-eyes blinking back at me as she puckered her lips, my cock swelling up against her cheek.

Oh, fuck me.

“Yeah, right there,” I groaned as she began to plant open mouthed kisses, lightly lapping at my groin with her tongue. She stared up at me, my cock beginning to throb hard as it grew by her face, kissing gently as she flicked her eyelashes. Her face tilted slightly as she began to lap at the side of my balls, her nose pressing to the base of my shaft as she flapped her tongue at me.

“And this looks really swollen, baby,” she purred, wrapping her little hand around my cock and jerking it slowly against her lips. “Did you hurt this big dick as well?” she asked, kissing her way up and down my shaft.

“Yeah, my cock was particularly traumatised by the entire ordeal,” I smirked, tensing it as she licked and pumped.

“Well, it looks like I’m gonna have my work cut out for me with this, baby,” she said, sitting up on her knees and moving closer, lifting her face to the head of my cock as it towered. “I’ll take my time,” she smiled, licking at the head, twirling her tongue around it before running slow strokes along the underside. She dribbled over the head, letting her saliva run down my shaft as she continued to lick, staring into my eyes, enjoying the pleasure she was giving to me.

“Fuck, Mol, that feels so good,” I groaned as she giggled hot breath from her open mouth, her tongue sliding up and down my shaft, flicking at the head when she arrived at the top of her upstrokes.

“Mmmmmmm,” she hummed as she enveloped the head with her lips, sucking me into her mouth as she lowered herself, rocking her body lightly on the couch. “Fuck, I love sucking this cock, baby,” she whimpered, her lips dragged against me as she closed her eyes. “It’s so big and fat and juicy, arrrgh, I love it!” she growled, shoving it back into her mouth and sucking it hard, releasing it with a pop and spitting at it before attacking it again.

“Well, you can suck it anytime you want,” I laughed watching her greedily feed on my cock as her tits rubbed against my thighs.

“I’m gonna suck you off all week long when Jim is away,” she breathed, looking up at me. “The only time I won’t be sucking it, is when it’s in my pussy,” she laughed, dipping her mouth over the head before pausing and pulling it back out. “Or my ass,” she smirked, “which reminds me.” She nodded over towards the coffee table, my eyes following her direction. There, amidst magazines and coasters, sat a bottle of lube, the same bottle she had conjured the week before.

“Oh, you came prepared,” I smirked, looking back at her as she kissed my cock.

“You didn’t think I was gonna let you go without putting this big dick in my ass, did you?” she said, the innocent look on her face shifting to a filthy grin. “I’ve been waiting for it all week.”

“Have you, now?” I asked, stroking the hair from her face as she licked at me.

“I’ve been sitting in my room all week,” she confessed as she began pumping my cock with both hands. “I’ve been fucking myself with that little dildo, dreaming of your big, fat cock coming and tearing my ass up.”

“I’ve been thinking about fucking that little asshole too... I’ve been jerking off to that picture you sent all week!” I said, trading her confession for mine as she gasped in playful shock.

“You were supposed to delete that straight away, mister!” she scolded, slapping my stomach. “Oooh, you’re a naughty boy!” she smirked, jerking my cock as she looked down at it.

“I couldn’t delete it!” I laughed, thrusting into her hands. “It was too hot! I have now though!”

“Well, if you’re lucky, maybe I’ll send you another one,” she grinned, still staring at my cock as she pumped harder, before leaning back down and taking it into her mouth, lifting her eyes to look at me.

“I’m gonna need it,” I groaned as she sucked on me, “a month away at college, waiting for Jim to go on vacation... my phone will get screen-burn jerking over it so much.”

“Mmmmm,” she hummed, pulling my cock from her mouth, “I like the thought of you jerking this big dick to me! Cumming all over your stomach when you shoot that load for me... fuck, that’s hot! I wish I could lick it all up for you, baby! Mmmmmm!” she moaned, sucking me back into her mouth and stroking my shaft, pulling me deeper inside, edging me to the back of her throat. “AGHHH!” she choked, yanking her head back off my cock, drooling from her mouth as she looked down, shuffling her knees closer as she prepared to go again.

“Go on, Mol, get it,” I encouraged her as she looked up at me, smirking as she composed herself. She kept her eyes locked to mine as she opened her mouth and rammed her mouth down over it.

“AAGHHH!” she choked again, darting her head back up as saliva stringed from her lips to my cock. “AAAGHHH!” Again, she plunged, the head of my cock slipping into her throat as she blinked at me, breathing deep as she pulled away. “AAGHAAGHAAGH!” she gagged, her eyes shutting tight as she rocked her head, devouring my cock. “AGHAGHAGHAGHAGHAGHAGHAGHAGHHHH!” She fucked my cock with her throat, choking and spluttering down the shaft, showering my balls, before sitting up straight and gasping for air, saliva streaming down her chin and falling to her breasts as they heaved with her deep breaths.

“Fuck me, Mol, you’re getting better and better at that!” I groaned in admiration, stroking my cock as I watched her struggle for air.

“Argh, I love it!” she gasped, running her hand between her thighs, rubbing and slapping at her pussy. “It makes me so fucking wet,” she breathed, reaching for my cock with her spare hand. “Put it in me baby, I want it inside,” she whimpered with her eyes shut, tugging at my cock as she played with herself.

“Hop on,” I said holding the base of my cock and teetering it from side to side, her eyes opening as she gazed down at my swaying dick.

“Okay,” she breathed, placing a hand on the back of the couch and dragging herself to her feet, standing over me as I lay down. She began to lower herself into a squat as I steadied my cock, lining it up to meet her pussy as she came down. She reached under and gripped the head, guiding it to her wet entrance, taking a deep breath and squeezing it inside her. “Oh, God! Wow!” she panted as she lowered herself down my shaft, her lips spreading wide around me as she impaled herself.

“Fuck, look at that pussy eating my cock up,” I drooled, staring at her lips as they spread wider and wider around my shaft, Molly dipping her hips lower and lower as she fucked my cock.

“Oh my GOD! It’s so fucking huge, I can’t take it!” she whimpered as she struggled down my widening shaft, her eyes shut tight as she laboured with her progress.

“Yes, you can,” I groaned, gripping under her thighs and thrusting my cock up into her, her eyes shooting open as she took my full width.

“FUCK!” she yelled, holding herself steady as I began to fuck her, her juicy tits swinging by my face as I thrust. “Give it to me, baby! Make me take that big dick!” she moaned, her hair dancing as she looked down at me.

“Fuck yes, Mol, take it,” I groaned raising my hips higher, jamming my cock up into her as her pussy started to cream on my shaft.

“Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!” she winced, steadying herself with her hand on my chest. “Arrrrgh, shit! That’s a big dick! That’s a big fucking dick! ARGH!” she yelled as I pulled her down further, her pussy straining to take my full length. I leant forward and grabbed one of her breasts as they wobbled before my eyes, sucking the nipple into my mouth, letting her pussy adjust as I held her down on my cock. “Oh my God! Oh, wow! It’s so fucking deep, baby!” she gasped, trying to remain still as my cock throbbed inside her, jolting whenever I tensed it.

“I want you to squirt, Mol,” I said, popping her breast from my mouth as I lay back down. “I want to watch you get yourself off on that dick.”

“Mmmmm, you like it when I squirt for you, don’t you, baby?” she oozed, leaning back away from me and gripping the back of the couch for support as she readjusted her squat. “Okay, baby, I’ll cum for you.”

I watched as she dragged her pussy up my cock, revealing streaks of her cream on my shaft as she approached the head, freezing at the top before thrusting back down.

“Ugh!” she groaned as she jammed my cock inside her, pulling back up to thrust down again. “Fuck!” Her hips began to find a rhythm as she dipped onto my cock over and over, her pussy squelching as she crammed more inside her. “Fuck, baby, it’s stretching me out!” she moaned as she began to grind her pussy against my shaft, straining out her walls as she quivered on my cock. “Oh, fuck, I’m gonna cum!”

“Do it!” I urged her as I lay back, enjoying the show. “Cum for me, Molly!”

“Fuck, fuck, fuck... AARGHH!” she cried, lifting herself from my cock as her pussy gushed, trickling her juices onto my cock as it throbbed below her. She rubbed and slapped frantically at her pussy, spraying her orgasm all over my chest and showering the leather of the couch, running down like raindrops on a window. “Oh my God!” she growled, dipping back down and grabbing my cock, hungry for more. “Again,” she breathed, slipping the head back inside her entrance, before grinding into it once more, thrusting her soaked pussy down my solid shaft.

“That’s it, Mol, give me more,” I grunted as her pussy squeezed tight around me, sucking at my head as she pulled up before she plunged. She wriggled and whimpered on my cock, her thrusts becoming stronger as her panting increased.

“Ahh! Ahhhhh! Fuck!” she grimaced, building the pressure in her pussy as she rode my cock. “Oh my God, oh my God... ARGH!” she yelled, dragging herself off my cock as she exploded, falling to her back between my legs as she squirted hard into the air. “Ahhhhhhhhhh!” she moaned as she spread her thighs wide, her pussy streaming like a fountain before easing to a trickle. “HNNNNG!” she tensed, forcing out the pressure as she pulled at her pussy with her fingers, sending it into another short burst before collapsing. Her thighs spasmed open and shut as her spine jolted, her moans undulating with her shakes. She almost sounded like she was sobbing as she writhed on the couch, twitching out the last of her orgasm.

“Fuck me, Mol,” I gasped in awe as I pulled myself up to my knees, holding her thighs wide as I leant down to her pussy. “That was so fucking hot!” I groaned, gently kissing at her clit, her hips thrusting into my face as she jolted from the touch.

“I’m... f-fucking... empty!” she jittered, gripping behind her knees to steady her legs, pulling them to her shoulders as I lapped at her pussy.

“I dunno,” I said rising to my knees and edging towards her, knocking on her clit with my cock before slowly slipping it inside. “I think we can get some more out of you,” I smirked down at her as her eyes rolled back into her head.

“Oh... fuuuuuuck!” she whimpered, trying to focus her eyes on me as they glazed over and rolled around in her head. I leant down and gripped behind her neck, pulling her face to mine as I bottomed out inside her, kissing her deep as her lips met mine. “MMMMHMMM!” she moaned, vibrating my lips as I kissed her, my cock lodged deep inside her stretched out pussy.

“Fuck!” I growled, leaning back as my mind fizzed into a primal state, my body heating up as I began pumping my cock in and out of her. I felt sweat dripping down my back as I thrust into her, my balls crashing against her asshole every time I filled her up.

“Oh, God, that’s it, baby! Fuck me!” she moaned, her face blushed as she looked up at me. I gripped the back of her neck tight in one hand as I slapped and pawed at her tits with their other. “FUCK! I love it when you fuck me like this! Fuck me rough, baby! I can take it!”

Fuuuuck!

Molly’s encouragement tipped me over the edge, my body lighting on fire as I gave into my nature. I fucked the living daylights out of her, pummelling her pussy as she stared up at me, her face shifting between pleasure and anxiousness as she panted.

“Oh my God, baby! You’re so fucking... powerful!” she gasped as my body crashed into hers over and over, slamming my cock against her cervix as I held her body tight. “Argh! Get it, baby! Ruin that little cunt!”

“Fuck, Mol!” I grunted, lifting my face to the sky for breath as I strained my entire body, focusing all my energy on battering into her pussy.

“That’s it, baby! Shoot that hot, young spunk in my cunt!” she spewed, her tits slapping against her chin as I fucked her with force. “Fuck, I want it! Give it to me, baby! Fill me up!” I gripped her waist and pulled her body down the couch, lying my full weight on top of her as she wrapped her legs around me. I reached down and grabbed her ass pulling her towards me as I rammed inside her, my cock grinding against the ridges of her walls, my balls igniting as they struck her asshole.

“Fuck, Molly!” I growled as my balls tightened, my cock exploding inside her, my seed firing into her womb and filling her up as she squeezed me with her legs.

“Oh my God! Ohhh, I feel it!” she gasped into my ear as she ran her nails down my back. “Oh, wow! That’s it, baby, fill me up!” she urged as I bucked my hips, my balls contracting over and over, pumping my spunk into her stretched pussy. I relaxed my entire body, sinking into her as her pussy gripped at my cock, coaxing out the last of my load. “Oooh, good boy!” she oozed as I gave up the fight, panting heavily into her ear, my muscles burning as my cock twitched out its orgasm inside her. “You needed that, didn’t you, baby?”

“Uhuh!” I breathed into her ear as she scratched up and down my back, running her nails up my neck and through my hair, electricity shooting through me as I tingled on top of her.

“I hope you’ve saved some for my ass,” she giggled, leaning into my ear and tickling it with her tongue.

“I never run out,” I replied, planting my hands on the couch either side of her and peeling myself off her chest. “Come here!” I growled, pulling my sloppy cock from her pussy and stepping off the couch, gripping her ankles. I pulled her to the middle of the couch as my seed began to spill from her pussy, falling out in globs as I spread her legs around mine. She squealed and giggled as I gripped her body, spinning her around and bending her over the seat of the couch, her knees resting on the floor as she kicked her feet giddily.

“Argh! I love it when you throw me around like a little fuck-toy!” she squeaked, peeking over her shoulder at me as I fetched the lube from the table.

“Keep those knees together,” I ordered, watching her pussy overflow, dripping onto the floor.

“Ooh! Yes, sir!” she said, closing her legs with a slap as my seed spilled from her pussy, dribbling down her thick thighs and pooling at her knees. I flicked open the bottle of lube and stood over her ass as she squirmed, bent over the couch.

“Spread those cheeks for me,” I said, preparing to pour. She gripped at her ass with her hands and spread her cheeks apart, her asshole puckering in anticipation as her pussy leaked it’s load. I began to pour the lube, dripping it all over her ass as I circled my hand above her, covering her fingers as she held her cheeks in place. “Rub it in,” I said, pouring generously over her asshole as it tightened.

“Okay, baby,” she breathed, pressing the side of her face to the couch and spreading her hands all over her ass. I watched her gloss all over her juicy flesh, rubbing gently over her asshole with her fingertips as I drenched my cock in lube, pumping it to attention.

“Are you ready?” I asked, stepping towards her and planting my feet by her knees.

“Oh, God, yes! I’m ready!” she urged, spreading her slippery cheeks and giving her ass a little shake. “Fuck my ass, baby!” she growled, her hole tightening as I rubbed the head of my cock over it. I gripped the base and held it tight as I pushed into her, the tip of my head breaching her tight, slippery hole as she relaxed. “Ooooooh!” she moaned as I leant a little harder, the head of my cock slipping slowly inside her, her asshole gripping at my shaft as it engulfed the head.

“Fuck, that’s tight!” I groaned as I pressed deeper, gripping her wrist with my spare hand, pulling her towards me as she spread her cheeks.

“Oh, wow! Go slow, baby!” she pleaded, her breathing increasing as she strained her neck to look behind her. “Oh my God!” she howled as I thrust harder, forcing another couple of inches into her tight asshole.

“Fuck, that is a tight, little asshole,” I grunted, pressing further inside her, stretching her wide around my shaft as it thickened. I yanked my cock out of her, watching her asshole gape and quiver before thrusting half of my cock back inside.

“Arghhh! Fuck!” she whimpered, slamming her head down to the couch and biting at the sheets. “Oh, God! Oh, God! Keep going, baby! Give me all of it!”

“Shhhhhhhh,” I hushed as her groans loudened with every inch I slipped into her. “Nearly there,” I grunted, pulling my cock out before sliding it back in, pressing hard until her asshole wrapped around the base of my shaft, my balls resting against her pussy as it spat my load.

“Ah! Ah!” she shuddered, her back arching as she raised her head, her massive breasts rising from the couch with her. “It’s so fucking deep!” I gripped her elbows as her hands spread her ass, using them as handlebars as I began to push and pull her back and forth on my shaft. “Oh my GOD!” she squealed as I picked up the pace, my balls slapping against her sodden pussy.

“Fuck, that’s it, Mol,” I growled as I yanked her down my shaft, “take that fucking dick!”

“I will, baby! I will! I will!” she cried, arching her ass further into the air as I thrust into her. “Use that little asshole! Anytime you want, baby... Oh, GOD!” Her neck went limp, her head rocking and dangling as I collided with her ass, fucking her hard and fast. “Mmmmmm,” she hummed as I gripped her arms, pulling them harder towards me, “MMMMMMM! Oh, fuck! Fuck... I’m gonna cum!”

“Do it, Mol! Make that pussy squirt while I fuck your ass!” I ordered, speeding up my thrusts and gripping her tighter, grunting wildly as I pulled on her arms.

“Argh! Argh! Oh, God... oh... FUUUUUUUCK!” she screamed, her pussy bursting as she gushed onto the floor, spreading her knees and slamming her face to the couch. “HNNNG! HNNNNG! HNNNNNG!” she squeezed and tensed as I carried on fucking her, her pussy streaming harder with every thrust. “Oh... my... God! I... can’t... stop... cumming! AAARGH!” she wept and moaned as she emptied her pussy onto the floor.

“That’s it! Give it all up!” I teased as I thrust long strokes into her, her pussy sprinkling and spitting as I rammed into her ass, my cum still cascading from her opening.

“I... I... Oh, fuck! It’s so fucking big! Ughhh!” she cried as I let go of her arms, letting her fall to the couch, yanking the length of my cock out of her ass. She fumbled for her pussy, slapping and rubbing at it as she thrust into the edge of the couch. “Oh my God! Oh my God! Fuuuuuuck!” she whimpered, her asscheeks rippling as her legs quivered, her hand scooping at her pussy and feeding what she had gathered to her lips, sucking at her fingers. “Fuck, your cum tastes so good, baby!”

Oh, fuck me.

“I’m not done with you yet,” I laughed dizzily, becoming conscious of how hot the room had become as the sweat poured down my back. I gave her ass a slap, jolting her body back to life, her knees tucking together and her hands spreading her cheeks once more. “Give it to me, baby! Fuck that little asshole! Show it who’s boss!” she growled angrily, sticking her ass into the air, goading my cock.

Fuuuuck!

“You asked for it,” I said, slapping her ass again as she shook it from side to side, sending her into a squeak and a giggle. I grabbed a handful of her hair and wrapped it in my hand, pulling her up from the couch as I guided my cock to her asshole, slipping the head inside.

“Oh, fuck! That’s it, baby! Stretch that little hole with your big, fat cock!” she groaned as I thrust slowly into her, taking my time as I slipped inside, her tight ass squeezing at my shaft as I pressed deeper. I held my stroke as I bottomed out, letting her get used to the size again before pulling back up and starting to pump. “Oh, GOD! Fuck me!”

I tugged on her hair, sending Molly’s growls and whines into the air as she tilted her head back, undulating into a rhythm while I pummelled her ass. I didn’t care how loud she was being. I didn’t care about anything. All I could think about was how incredible it felt to fuck her tight asshole. I squatted into her, filling her up with my cock as I tugged on her hair and reached around to slap and squeeze at her bouncing tit. Her howls sent vibrations through her body, shaking at me and tipping me over the edge, the head of my cock starting to burn as I approached the point of no return.

“Fuck, Mol, I’m gonna cum!” I grunted, squatting harder and faster as my balls began to tighten.

“Argh! Give it to me, baby! Fill that dirty, little hole up!”

Fuck!

“I want it, baby! Oh, God, I want it! Fuck! I’m your dirty, little anal whore! Cum in your little whore’s ass!”

Oh, fuck me!

“Shoot that hot cum in my ass, baby! Fill that... oh, God! Fuck! I’m gonna... I’m gonna... fucking... HNNNNNGGGHAA!”

“ARGH! FUCK!” I growled as my cock erupted into her, Molly seizing up as she squirted onto the floor. I squatted over and over, pumping my load into her ass as my balls tightened, listening to the noise of her pussy squelching and spraying onto the floor. I rolled my head back in euphoria, listening to her squealing moans as I dipped my cock in and out of her, her tight ass gripping and draining me as I pulled up. I stood, slipping my cock from her ass and releasing her hair. I jerked the rest of my load onto her asscheeks while she spread her pussy lips with her fingers, gushing between them as she spasmed over the seat of the couch.

“Wowwwww!” she moaned, trying to settle her knees as her thighs shook, sticking her ass into the air and squeezing. “You filled me right up, baby,” she breathed as she tensed my load out of her, dribbling and bubbling out of her asshole, down onto her fingers as she spread and slapped at her trickling pussy. “Oh my God! You’ve made a mess of me!” she laughed maniacally, resting her face to the couch, huffing long, deep breaths.

“Fuck me,” I breathed, my body on fire as I stood back, recovering from the intensity of my orgasm. Exhausted, I collapsed down on the cold floor, my balls working overtime, tightening up over and over as my cock throbbed and dribbled. I stared at her ass and pussy as they leaked my cum down her thighs and onto the floor.

“Did you enjoy that, sweetie?” she giggled, slowly turning to face me, crawling towards me and collapsing, wrapping her legs around my thigh as we lay down, her drenched pussy rubbing on me. Heaving breasts puffed and spread over my chest as she panted on top of me, her hand reaching down and gently pumping my cock.

“That was... fucking insane,” I choked as I gasped for breath, melting into the feeling of her hand coaxing out every last drop.

“Yes it was, baby,” she laughed, kissing and licking at my chest as she lay on me. “You’re an animal!” she giggled, nibbling at my nipple.

“Me?! What about you?!” I chuckled, rubbing on her back. “You’ve got a filthy mouth on you, Molly!”

“Ha! I’m sorry!” she replied bashfully, resting her forehead on me to hide her face.

“Don’t be!” I said, running my hand over her head and through her hair. “It’s fucking hot! I’m just amazed such a sweet, little lady can get so nasty!”

“Yeah, well, you can’t blame me” she said, tugging harder on my cock, “I’m sure anybody would shout a few nasty things with this fucking monster inside them! Even you!” she giggled, shaking my soaked cock around and rubbing on my balls.

“I’ll take your word for it,” I smirked as she crawled up my body, planting her soft, puckered lips onto mine, sinking into me.

“You want to get in the pool?” she asked giddily, pulling her face away from me.

“Hell yeah, I do,” I replied, my body steaming on the floor, “but what if someone hears?”

“I don’t even care, I’m so fucking hot!” she gasped, blowing the hair from her face. “Just a quick dip, I’ll turn the pool lights off and we’ll just be really, really quiet,” she grinned, leaning to kiss me again. “Wait here, I’ll get some towels.”

She dragged herself to her feet and stumbled towards the door that led to the garage, her ass jiggling as she went, pulling the handle and stepping out into the corridor. I lay on the floor waiting for her to return, her feet slapping down the hall as she came back, holding an armful of towels.

“One for you, one for me... and one for that!” she laughed, pointing towards the floor by the couch. I sat up and looked at the mess we had made, the floor shimmering in juices, islands of my spunk scattered around in the slippery puddle. She spread the towel over the mess and turned to me. “C’mon, let’s go!” she said walking to the sliding door to the back yard. She flicked the switch on the wall, the yard turning to pitch-black darkness as I joined her at the door, the reflections of our naked bodies the only thing visible in the glass. “Okay, really quiet! And no funny business, mister!” she cautioned me, wagging her finger with a smile.

“I’ll be good if you are,” I smirked, squeezing her ass in my hand as she fiddled with the door handle, pulling at it slowly and sliding the door open. She slipped out into the yard, taking my hand in hers as she led me outside into the cool night air, the breeze blowing against my sizzling body as she guided me to the pool, throwing the towels to the nearby lounger.

“C’mon, shhhhh,” she hushed, letting go of my hand as she dipped her feet into the pool, shivering as she walked down the stairs and lowered herself. She tiptoed to the wall, looking over to the house as she glided through the water, turning to rest her back against it when she arrived. I stepped in after her, feeling the cold water extinguish my heat as I dipped myself down. I ducked my head under and kicked off the steps towards her, gripping her hips and pulling myself up, dragging up against her soft, smooth tits as the water slapped between us. “Come here, baby,” she smiled reaching down into the water and rubbing my cock in her hands, “let’s get you cleaned up.”

“You too,” I replied, rubbing my hand over her pussy, washing away the sticky mess as I made my way underneath her, scooping at her asshole as she leant against the wall.

“Mmmm, thank you, baby,” she oozed, sliding her hands up and down my shaft, washing our sex away. “There,” she said, squeezing tight as she slid up to the head and released me, “good as new!” She leant forward and kissed me, closing her eyes before pulling away and looking over her shoulder to the house. “Okay, c’mon, let’s go!”

We stepped out of the pool, heading over to the house to hide from the windows as we dried each other off, my cock beginning to throb as I rubbed at her soft, jiggling body, her dripping nipples hardening to stone in the cool night breeze, driving my crazy as I ran my fingers over them. We crept towards the door, my mind beginning to wonder if anyone had woken up as we slipped inside.

“Okay, give that here, sweetie,” Molly said, taking my towel from me, piling it with hers as she headed over to the couch and threw them over the mess on the floor, getting down on her knees to mop it up. When she was finished, she grabbed the soaked sheet from the couch and carried the pile to the laundry room. She returned naked and empty handed, smiling at me as I pulled my shorts back on. “Okay, I better get back upstairs,” she said walking towards me and throwing her arms around my neck. She pulled me down towards her, kissing me as she stood on her tiptoes, straining into my lips as she hung from me. “Just in case I don’t get a chance, tomorrow,” she smiled, straining to kiss me again. “Goodnight, baby!”

“Goodnight, Mol,” I replied, standing up straight as she let go of me, watching her as she snatched the lube from the table and her robe from the couch, slipping into it as she sauntered into the hall, peeking behind her as she left.

Fuck me, what a woman! Another weekend with Molly... I’ll probably need a month to prepare for a week of this!

I fell to the couch, completely drained, stretching out my limbs as my body relaxed. My mind flashed with images of Molly, every gasp, every moan, every squirt replaying in my brain, lulling me to sleep as I lay on the damp leather, entirely satisfied.

* * *

“C’mon, wake up, sleepyhead, we have to be leaving soon.”

I woke with a sharp feeling of dread in my stomach, my eyes dragging open as I remembered I had to leave her.

Tonight, and every other night for a month, is going to fucking suck compared to last night.

“C’mon, you can sleep in the car if you want,” Mom said impatiently.

“Okay, okay, I’m up,” I sighed, wiping the sleep from my eyes as I pulled my feet from the couch.

“Are you sure I can’t cook you some breakfast?” I heard Molly call from behind me, spinning in my seat to look at her, her eyes meeting mine as I did.

“We don’t really have time, Mol,” Mom replied, fiddling in her purse, “Ted needs to get back for work.”

“Some toast then!” Molly fretted, “I can’t let you leave with nothing at all!”

“Okay, toast is great,” Mom said, knowing it would be easier than Molly suggesting smaller and smaller foods until she got a ‘yes’.

“Some gum? Take some gum!”

“Okay, good!” Molly relented, turning to rustle in the kitchen.

We ate our toast in a hurry, Dad growing restless as he ate his while lugging the bags to the car, Molly and I realising we weren’t going to get a moment alone as we glanced at each other across the table.

“Everyone else asleep?” I asked, filling the silence.

“Yeah, I think so,” Molly replied, “I’ll make them a proper breakfast when they get up, I feel awful about this!”

“Don’t be silly!” Mom said, placing a crust back to her plate and standing up. “Okay, Mol, we really better go! Thanks a lot for having us, I’ll call you later!” She threw an arm around her and kissed her cheek, gripping her bags and heading for the door. I seized my opportunity as she turned her back, leaning in and pecking Molly on the lips.

“See ya, Mol,” I grinned, “thanks for having us.”

“You’re welcome, sweetie,” she beamed as I backed away from her, turning to leave as she followed behind us to the front door.

“Okay, well, thanks for coming guys! It’s been great having you here!” Molly cooed from the doorstep as we made our way to the car. “We’ll have to do it more often!”

“Definitely!” Mom called back as she opened the passenger door. “Bye, Mol, love you!”

“Love you, too,” Molly replied, “we’ll talk later.” She looked at me and smiled as she stood back, then she closed the door, her robe flapping through the glass as she walked away.

Fuck. Can’t I just stay? What if I just lived a secret existence in the back yard or something? She can come and feed me scraps and fuck me in the pool three times a day... I’d take it.

I leaned back in my seat to sleep, trying to escape another tedious car journey with my parents. Luckily, their bickering was kept to a minimum, or not loud enough to wake me up at least, my sleep only interrupted by my trusty alarm clock at our journey’s end.

“Okay, wake up!” Mom chimed, reaching behind her seat and tapping my leg. “We’re home!”

“Ughhh,” I groaned, pulling the door handle and stepping out groggily, shutting it behind me. “I’m going to bed,” I said, gripping my bag from the trunk and walking through the open door as Dad rushed into the house to fetch his work gear.

I dragged myself up the stairs and crashed through my bedroom door, throwing my bag to the floor and falling to the bed, my eyes falling to sleep as my face hit the pillow. I lay there, sinking into the sheets, drifting off, when my crotch vibrated, my eyes darting back open at the sensation.

Wait... is that?

I yanked my phone from my pocket and brought it to my face.

“Molly- image”

Oh, fuck yes!

I sat up on the edge of my bed, preparing myself for what I was about to see, swiping my phone screen to open the message.

“Aw, man! Fuuuuck!”

There she was, leaning back against the headboard of her bed, her legs spread wide as she aimed the camera down her body from above. She was completely naked, sat on top of her removed silk robe with her dildo lodged inside her pussy and a pair of her panties stuffed into her mouth. I sat staring at the image, my cock hardening in my shorts as my phone buzzed again.

“I won’t tell you to delete it (you naughty boy) but you better hide it! I’m counting the days already, baby!”

Fuck, I love her! I slipped my shorts down to my knees as I swiped back to the picture, my hard cock slapping to my stomach as I released it. Okay, I’m not so tired anymore!

END


BACK MATTER

MESSAGE FROM AUTHOR:

Hi, guys. Well, I hope you enjoyed reading this one as much as I did writing it. If you did, consider leaving a review and stay tuned for part three! See you at the Sit n’ Tit!

Penny x
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