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FRIDAY

“Home, sweet home!” puffed Liam, dragging his luggage from the car. “I hope dinner’s cooking, I’m beyond starving!”

“You’re so dramatic,” I retorted, “and so weak! Wheezing over one little suitcase, we need to get you to the gym, man.”

“Well, we can’t all spend our lives chasing different shaped balls around!” he quipped, shutting the trunk. “I’m a man of many talents, Jack. Many, many talents... Carrying heavy things just happens to not be one of them.”

“And one day, when those talents become apparent, I’m sure we will all be very impressed,” I replied, throwing a patronising arm around him and giving him a good shake. “But until then, why don’t you let me handle those, eh?”

“Fine,” said Liam, “but not because I literally can’t carry my own bag, because I can. It’s just that one of my many talents is ‘delegating’ and I’ve decided that you’d be better suited for this particular job.”

“Whatever, bitch. Just move and let me grab the cases, there’s a good boy!”

“Haha, prick.”

Liam is my best friend, I’ve known him my whole life. Our moms have been best friends since they were in high school and both fell pregnant within a month of each other, so we were pretty much destined to be best buds too, I guess. We’ve been through a lot together, from scraping our knees in the playground as kids, to scraping our way through all the trials and tribulations that teenage years can throw at you. Now we find ourselves in our last year of college, it’s been a trip. He’s always been there to help me out or just shoot the shit with, I tell him everything. Well, almost everything. What I haven’t told him, what I can never tell him... is that I’m fucking obsessed with his mom.

As we made our way up the path towards the front door, I took in the view. I was always so jealous of Liam’s house, it was huge. His dad, James, is a retired architect, he made his money designing hotels and he made a lot of it. Enough to buy this dream house, and pretty much anything else he wanted, but what more could he want? I’d happily live in a shack if I got to live there with a woman like Molly. As Liam fumbled for his keys, the porch lights turned on, the door swung open and there she was. Fuck me, she looks good, I thought as I gazed at her.

“LIAAAM! HONEYYY!” she squealed with delight, rushing out, cupping his face in her hands and planting kisses all over him. “Mwah, mwah, mwah, mwah, MWAH!” She was wearing a low cut, summer dress that showed off her substantial cleavage, her flesh jiggling with every kiss. I could tell she wasn’t wearing a bra, she rarely did around the house. The cool night breeze blew the light fabric of her dress against her thighs, revealing her figure. She had curves in all the right places, places I wanted to explore, plant my flag and never leave. She threw her arms around Liam and gave him a big squeeze, swaying him from side to side, her long hair bouncing in front of her gorgeous face. Molly wasn’t the supermodel, unachievable beauty standards type, she was the type of woman that never lost that girl next door vibe. She had that sort of familiar, natural look that you can’t quite explain, it’s just real... and fucking hot. The guys would tease Liam endlessly about wanting to fuck his mom, sometimes going into excruciating detail, especially when we were younger, but I never joined in. To be honest, I think I would get more defensive about it than he did. The hug slowed to a stop and, with her head still over his shoulder, she fixed her eyes on me. My turn.

“And here he is! Jack the lad! How are you, sweetheart?” She broke from the hug with Liam and half skipped towards me, opening her arms wide, tits wobbling this way and that. Don’t look at her tits! Don’t look at her tits! Don’t look at her tits! I begged myself. I had gotten used to checking out Molly’s tits using only my peripheral vision, but evolution is a powerful thing and sometimes it can’t be helped. She had caught me peeping plenty of times, but she never seemed to care, she would always just look at me, give me a brief, wry smile, then carry on with what she was doing. Every time she caught me, I would get this stabbing feeling in my stomach, like a pure dose of embarrassment, right to the gut. Time would stand still until her smile slightly eased the trauma and life could continue. I was always grateful to her for that mercy, especially when other people were around. She didn’t want to embarrass me, I would think. But later, when I would be jerking my cock furiously while thinking about it, I’d entertain the idea that she liked me looking. She wanted me to look, I’d tell myself. It wouldn’t take long for me to finish once I entered that euphoric state of delusion and even less time to come crashing back to reason once I had. Of course she doesn’t want you staring at her tits, you twat... now clean your cock, you utter disgrace.

“I swear, you’re still growing, look at the size of you! You get bigger every time I see you!” she yelped, clasping my biceps with her little hands and giving them a rub. “You get any bigger and I won’t be able to fit my arms around you!” With that, she ran her hands down my arms and tucked them inside, reaching around my back. As she pressed her body against mine, her soft breasts squashed against my hard stomach, forcing them upwards into beautiful mounds. Her head just reaching my chest, she looked up at me and closed her eyes. “Give me a kiss, big boy!” she said, puckering her lips and tilting her head back.

What a sight. What a woman. I wanted to fuck her so badly. I wanted to tear off her flimsy dress and fuck her brains out, right there on the doorstep. How the hell was I going to get through this weekend? My cock was stirring fast and I knew it wouldn’t be long before she got more than she asked for, so I leant down and kissed her. We always kissed each other just beside the lips, not quite cheek, not quite lips, but the proximity to those puckered, red lips always turned me on instantly. I nestled my face in her hair beside her head and gave her a quick lift, then brought her back down. She smells amazing. She let out a playful giggle as her feet hit the ground abruptly.

“Good to see you, Molly!” I said, stepping back and quickly swinging my bag in front of me in an attempt to hide my growing member.

“Right, boys. Get those butts inside,” she said, turning to the door and hopping in, “I hope you’re hungry, dinner is almost ready and I might have gone a bit overboard.” She rushed off in the direction of the kitchen, her bare feet slapping the wooden floor as she went.

“You always go a bit overboard,” Liam chuckled, following after her, and he was right, she did. Molly is a great cook, she’s a prime example of what is commonly known as a ‘feeder’, and being a big lad, I’m all too willing to be fed. I plonked the cases down in the hall, closed the door behind me and followed them into the kitchen, adjusting my dick along the way. Molly hadn’t disappointed, the counters were already covered in bowls of food and she was bent over at the oven, hauling even more out. Her massive breasts hung low as she reached into the oven with her mitts. I couldn’t help but stare, but as she stood back up, the huge pot she was holding stole my attention.

“Is that mashed potato with cheese?” I asked, knowing full well the answer.

“Your favourite,” she said with a glowing smile, shaking the pot and tilting it to give me a good view while heading over to the table.

“Molly, can I stay here forever?” I joked, watching her hips sway as she went.

“Of course you can, sweetie. You can stay as long as you want,” she replied, warmly, placing the pot on the table. “We love having you here.”

The kitchen, dining area and living room were arranged in a spacious, open plan design that was bigger than most entire houses. Floor to ceiling windows ran along the back of the house, offering a wide view of the garden and surrounding land. The huge, lit up pool looked inviting, it was always my favourite part of the house. Partly because I love swimming, but mostly because that was the place I usually saw most of Molly. She would lie out there for hours, taking in the sun, while I would be hanging around in the pool, hiding my erection. I hope it’s a hot one tomorrow.

“Liam, honey, wake your dad up, will you?” said Molly, nodding her head over to the living area. “He’d sleep through anything, that one.”

“Wakey, wakey, old man!” Liam shouted as he walked over to the couches in front of the big, wall mounted television. Sure enough, there he was. I hadn’t even noticed him. James always sat in the same single reclining chair in the corner of the room. He said it “offered the best view of the television, living room and kitchen”. As Liam’s shouting got closer, James was startled awake, sitting up straight and fumbling for his glasses, dangling from a cord around his neck.

“Do you mind, Liam?” he blustered, scowling. “You could have given me a heart attack!” It was always obvious to me where Liam got his penchant for drama. “Hello, Jack,” he continued, looking over to me.

“Hey, Jim, how’s it going?” I asked, not really caring whether it was going or not.

“Well, I’d be a lot better if I wasn’t STARVING!” he shouted tilting to the side to look behind Liam into the kitchen. “How many different types of potato do you need to make, woman?”

You ungrateful bastard.

“It’s ready now!” Molly shouted with pride. “Come and get it, boys!”

Dinner was perfect, I expected nothing less as I shovelled the last dollop of mash into my mouth, leant back in the chair and rubbed my belly in satisfaction.

“You’re an animal!” Liam said, looking at me with a smirk. “Are you sure you don’t need thirds?”

“No, no. Two rounds is fine,” I said, chuckling and tapping my full stomach.

“Are you sure, sweetie?” Molly piped, standing to her feet, desperate to please. “There’s still plenty more left.”

“I think he’s fine, mom, he’s eaten his body weight in mash and we can finally leave the table,” Liam said, jumping up.

“You leave him alone,” she said, moving her way around the table to where I was sitting, “he’s a big, strong man that loves his food!” Then she leant over my shoulder from behind and reached for my empty plate, her breast resting on my shoulder as she manoeuvred herself. It was heavy and got heavier as she pressed harder into me while stretching. I wished she’d never reach that plate, but, sadly, she did. As she removed herself from my shoulder, she placed her hand around my neck and gave me a slight tickle with her long nails. The sensation shot from my neck all across my body and I could feel goosebumps sprouting all over. Shit, that felt good. Then she was gone, collecting other plates, leaving me in an electric state, wishing for her to touch me again.

For all his whining, James hadn’t eaten very much and had long left the table. He was sitting back in his chair, watching the television, and it probably wouldn’t be long before he was back to sleep, ignoring his heavenly wife. He had opened a bottle of wine and was sipping and swilling it, pretentiously. It always made me cringe when he did that. Liam had jumped into his usual place, another single reclining chair, but to the left of the TV, mirroring his dad. That leaves the double couch in the middle for us, I surmised, giddily.

“You go and settle down in the living room, Jack,” Molly shouted over to me as I lingered at the table, leant back, motionless, memorising the feel of her heavy breast resting on me.

“Are you sure you don’t need any help with the dishes?” I asked, hoping she’d say “yes”, but knowing she wouldn’t.

“No, that’s okay, sweetie. It won’t take me long to stack the dishwasher, and I’ll just leave some of the pans to soak overnight. They’ll be easier to clean tomorrow,” she said, busily clinking and clanking away. “You go and relax, you’ve had a long trip.”

“Well, thanks, Mol. That was perfect.”

“You’re very welcome, sweetie. It’s lovely to get a ‘thank you’ every now and then. I forget what it sounds like, sometimes!” She delivered the last part loudly over her shoulder, towards the living room. Liam and James sighed and forced a “thank you”.

I got up, tucked my chair under the table and made my way over to the living room, easing myself onto the couch, fitted with a soft leather that hugged you as you sat into it.

“You little brown-noser!” Liam said, laughing.

“It’s called ‘being polite’, I’m a guest,” I hit back. “Besides, you always offer to clean up at my house, and so you should.” 

“Well, hurray for manners,” he said sarcastically, fixing his attention back on the television.

Come to think of it, he was very well mannered at my house, always asking my mom if she needed help. It had better not be for the same reason that I try so hard... I’d kill him.

James had stopped pretending to be a wine connoisseur and had fallen into his typical state of unconsciousness. He wouldn’t want to watch the horror film that Liam had selected anyway. “It might give me a heart attack!” he would almost certainly say. He wasn’t ill, he was just an insufferable hypochondriac that thought the slightest bit of fun would give you a heart attack. How the hell he landed a woman like Molly was a mystery to me. Molly was a lit firecracker with the energy of a woman half her age, he was a used up sparkler with the energy of a man twice his. It was sad.

“Okay, mom, that’s enough cleaning, we’re ready to start the film!” Liam shouted, clicking the remote impatiently.

“I’m finished!” Molly chirped back, closing the dishwasher, grabbing a bottle of wine from the counter and pouring herself a glass. “Can I get you boys a drink? You want a beer?” her voice muffled as she rummaged in the fridge.

“Yeah, beer’s good,” Liam said, leaning back in his recliner.

“Yes please, Mol,” I agreed.

Molly came into view from behind the couch, handed us our beers and sat down beside me, curling her legs up and tucking her feet by her side. Her dress rode up her thigh slightly, cutting down across it towards her thick ass. I wanted it to ride up further. I wanted to see more. The dimmed living room lights added a hint of shine to her legs and thighs, making them look irresistibly smooth. She must have just shaved... Did she shave for me? My cock twinged. Calm down, Casanova, women shave their legs sometimes.

“So, what are we watching, a horror? Oooh, I’m glad I’ve got my men here to protect me!” Molly cooed, looking at the screen excitedly and taking a sip of wine. “Oooh, it’s starting!” She repositioned herself in her seat, sharply, spreading her feet out towards me, coming to a stop just barely touching my thigh. I could feel the electricity again and my cock was starting to push uncomfortably against the front of my boxers. With a nonchalant cough and some sleight of hand, I dislodged my cock from its predicament and pushed it flush against my right thigh. It was now free to grow down the leg of my pants, held tight to my thigh by my  boxers. With every jump scare the film threw at us, Molly spread a little closer, until the soles of her feet were pressing flush against the outside of my thigh. On the other side, my cock strained and lengthened towards her. I must have looked like a psychopath, not reacting at all to the film. But, looking around, James was fast asleep, snoring his head off and Liam was asleep too. Four less eyes to worry about, I thought. I just sat there with my dick as hard as a rock, thinking of all the things I wanted to do to her. My cock throbbed with my heartbeat, rubbing against my inner thigh every time Molly nudged me with her feet. Then I felt it. My straining cock was leaking pre-cum onto my thigh, and there was a lot, much more than usual. The wetness eased the friction between the head of my cock and my thigh, making Molly’s sudden jolts feel even better. I could see her breasts wobbling as she shielded her face with her hands, anticipating every scare but never being prepared for any of them. They bobbed up and down and rippled to a halt, then bobbed again, I couldn’t take my eyes away. She had finished her wine and I could tell she had a little buzz, each frightened gasp quickly turning into an excited, little giggle. I was mesmerised by her tits. I wanted to take her wrists and place them at her side. Then I’d peel her dress off to expose those tits in all their glory and suck those nipples as hard as I could. I’d fucking inhale those things right down my thro-

“Well that was scary, wasn’t it?” Molly said, sitting up straight and looking around the room, noticing that Liam and James were asleep. I wasn’t even aware that the film was drawing to a close. “Well at least one of my men stayed awake to keep me safe!” she said, reaching out with her hand and tickling behind my ear and neck. Has she found my tell? Does she know how much I fucking love that? My dick was raging, it felt so hot, like it was burning my thigh.

“Okay, well I’m going to bed, honey.” She stood up and stretched up onto her tiptoes, lifting her arms into the air, flashing the backs of her thighs as her dress rose. “Might as well leave them sleeping there, they only get moody when you wake them.” She turned to face me with her hands on her hips and continued, “I’ve made up your room for you, so it’s ready when you are.” With that, she leant down to give me a kiss goodnight, but what I didn’t expect her to do was rest her hand on my thigh to support herself as she did. Her hand fell onto the middle of my thigh and stretched out flat across it. As she moved closer, her hand spread further and I felt her long nails graze down a few inches of my shaft. Fuck, she must have felt that! I fucking did! I jolted forward, my face reaching the middle ground first. Her face soon met mine, but not like every other time she graced me with a kiss. This time, she placed her soft lips directly onto mine and held them there, ever so slightly longer than a usual peck. Shiiiiiit! What the fuck? But, just like that, it was over. She pushed off and stood back up, leaving the faint taste of wine on my lips.

“Goodnight, honey. I’ll see you in the morning,” Molly whispered, then she was gone. I lay back, shook by what just happened. I stayed there for about fifteen minutes, listening to the faint noises coming from upstairs of Molly getting ready for bed. My cock wasn’t showing any sign of softening, so I didn’t dare move until I knew Molly was out of the way. When I heard her bedroom door close, that was my cue. I bolted like a greyhound out of the slips, darting into the hallway, grabbing my case and heading up the stairs. I slowed my pace as I reached the top and crept down the hall past Molly and James’ bedroom door, when it suddenly swung open. I, once again, strategically placed my case in front of my hard on. Molly stood in the doorway wearing a light blue, silk dressing gown, tied loosely around the waist. She looked like she was glistening all over, the strong aromas hitting my nose told me she must have just been lathering herself in her oils and creams. She seemed a little flustered.

“Oh, sweetie! Could you fetch me a towel? I think I used too much of this stuff!” Molly chuckled, holding her oily hands out to show me her palms. I wanted her to rub those hands all over my cock so badly.

“Haha, it looks like it! Yeah, sure, one second,” I replied, snapping out of my fantasising. Just a little longer, then I can relieve this fucking thing.

I left my bag at Molly’s door and carried on down the hall to the bathroom, hoping she didn’t notice my erection as I turned. I grabbed a towel from the rack, just inside the bathroom door, and held it dangling in front of me to hide my cock for the return journey. “Here you go,” I said, holding the towel out, using it to block her eye line to my crotch, then swiftly dragging my case back in front of me. Nicely done... like some sort of pervert magician. Everything is just a prop to hide my erections.

“Thanks!” she said, wiping her hands. “Well, goodnight. Oh, and if you need a hand with anything, you give me a shout, anything at all, okay, honey?”

Well, Molly, it’s funny you should say that, because I want you to bounce on my cock until I pump you full of cum.

“Okay, thanks, Mol,” I stuttered, turning away and taking off.  “Goodnight.” I heard her shut the door behind me as I reached the spare room. I threw my bag inside and headed straight to the bathroom, shutting the door and locking it behind me. Finally!

I dropped my shorts and boxers in a flash, my cock springing to attention. I dragged my shirt off over my head and threw it on the floor, gripped my cock by the base and gave it a good shake. I worked up the shaft to the head, squeezing yet more pre-cum out. I’ve been leaking for an hour and a half, for fuck’s sake. I’m surprised there’s anything left. But there most certainly was. My balls were full and aching, desperate to be drained. I looked around for something to use as lube, when I spotted one of Molly’s creams. ‘Coconut oil’, fuck it, that will do. I twisted off the lid and squeezed a line of it down my shaft, then spread it up and down and round my cock. I gripped it tight and began long strokes, slipping all the way to the head and back down to the base. I closed my eyes and thought about Molly leaning on me at the dinner table, but instead of reaching for my plate, she was reaching for my cock. She rubbed on my crotch and leaned in closer to lick my ear, with one big stroke of her tongue, then she whispered, “Do you want me to stroke that big, fat cock for you, baby?” Fuuuuck, I’m getting close.

I opened my eyes for a second to catch my bearings, when something caught my eye. In the corner of the room, there sat what appeared to be a washing basket. That’s new, I thought. And what’s this? Holy shit! Is that? I shuffled over to the basket, to take a closer look, still jerking my cock as I went. Shit, it is! There, hanging over the edge of the basket, held in place by the lid, was a pair of Molly’s panties. My cock lunged as I lifted the lid in a hurry and placed it on the floor. The panties held their position on the edge and, looking inside, I could see the flowery dress that she had been wearing earlier. Well, the dress managed to make it all the way into the basket... but the panties didn’t? She just left them dangling out when she put the lid on? Did she place them like this on purpose? Did she want me to find them? Why did she offer to help if I “needed a hand”? Of all the expressions, she chooses that one? Wait, fuck all that, she kissed me on the lips! Well, it was just a little peck, but she’s never done that before! She definitely touched my cock though, whether she knows it or not, she touched my cock! And all the pressing on me. And the ear thing! Shit, I love that ear thing! My mind was racing and I was instinctively pumping my cock faster and faster. I grabbed the panties with my spare hand and let them lie in my palm as I inspected them. They were a dark purple with a frilly lace trim. Soft, light as air and slightly... moist? Fuck! I’m not gonna make it much longer. I turned and looked around frantically for a place to unload. Shit, I can’t make a mess. Errrr, fuck it, the bath. I’ll deal with it. I leapt, positioning myself next to the bath and planted my feet shoulder distance apart. Jerking my cock with my right hand and holding Molly’s panties in my left, I closed my eyes and buried my face into the crotch of the underwear. Feeling the damp fabric on the tip of my nose, I sniffed in slightly, then I sniffed in hard. The chemicals in my brain fizzed and I was fucking gone, away with the fairies, on cloud fucking nine.

The musky smell filled my nostrils as I huffed in the unadulterated female scent. And not just any female. Molly! I squeezed the engorged head of my slippery cock and twisted my hand round and round, like I was polishing it. I kept on sniffing the panties, so much that I was beginning to get a little lightheaded. I never wanted to breathe normal air again. I thought about her kissing me goodnight, but instead of breaking away from me, she gets down to her knees between my legs and tugs on the waist of my pants. “Let me see it, baby!” she pleads, pulling my pants and boxers all the way off, “I’ve always wanted to see it! Wow, look at that! It’s so big, Jack!” She grabs the base of my cock, looks into my eyes and says, “Do you want me to suck it for you, baby?” She lowers her face towards the head, licking her lips, opens wide and... FUUUUUUUCK!! My balls spasmed, my entire body tensed up, forcing me to my tiptoes and my cock erupted, spurt after spurt shooting from the head. Each stream flew over the bath, splashed against the tiles on the wall and began to drip down. I kept stroking my cock, painting the tiles with my spunk, until the streams calmed and started to fall into the bath. I squeezed the length of my cock, urging out the last few drops, my legs shaking as my calves began to relax again. I collapsed to the ground and lay on my back in the middle of the bathroom, regaining my breath, Molly’s panties draped across my face. Fuck me, that is the best nut I have ever had. I’m fucking finished, I could fall asleep right here on the floor.

I lay there panting for a while, but it didn’t take long before I began to notice how cold the floor tiles were, and with that realisation, my senses returned to me. Especially my sense of shame. Look at you, for fuck’s sake. It’s the middle of the night and you’re lying on your best friend’s bathroom floor, with his mom’s panties on your face and your spunk all over the wall. How did you end up here? You’ve got issues, man. Guilt was setting in pretty fast. I removed Molly’s panties from my face and forced myself to sit up, looking at the mess I’d made of the wall. That’s gonna take a lot of toilet paper. It was everywhere, the wall was covered in cum, with strands dripping down and collecting where the tiles met the porcelain of the bath. I rose to my feet and grabbed the toilet roll from the holder, unravelling sheet after sheet around my hand. Well this is a low moment, I admitted to myself as I stepped to the bath.

After cleaning up, all that was left for me to do was put the panties back. I placed them back roughly where I found them and returned the lid, pausing as I let go. What if she actually did put them there on purpose for me to find? Would she remember the exact position? She’d know I had touched them! I started to panic as I ran the calculations in my head, before it dawned on me. But, if she did put them there for me... I should walk into her room right now and fuck her brains out. I thought of Molly in her room, playing with herself, hoping I’d knock her door down and fuck her. My cock began to twitch. No, stop it, you nut job, she obviously didn’t leave her panties out for you to jerk off with. You need to go to bed right now before you destroy your life... or cum on the fucking wall again.

* * *

SATURDAY

I woke to a knock at the bedroom door. It was Liam.

“Hey, man!” he said, opening the door. “Mom’s cooking breakfast, it should be ready in about ten minutes.”

“Okay, sweet, I’ll get up and grab a quick shower,” I replied, stretching out and rubbing my eyes.

“No worries, but hey, I was thinking, you wanna go to the gym today? Not that I need it, I’m in peak physical condition,” he said sarcastically, “I just think you ate too much mashed potato last night, it was kind of disgusting.”

“Whatever you need to tell yourself is fine by me, man” I chuckled, stretching out my sleepy limbs. “Yeah, let’s do it. We’ll see what you’re made of.”

“Titanium, pal!” he shouted, spinning on his heels and wandering back down the hall.

I got up and shuffled to the bathroom, my eyes making a beeline for the washing basket as I entered. The panties were gone and I couldn’t help but feel a little disappointed. I took a quick shower, dried off, grabbed some clothes from my bag and got dressed. I couldn’t wait to see Molly. When I got downstairs, the table was set and Liam was already eating, but there was no sign of Molly or James. I loaded my plate with food and sat down.

“Hey, where’s your mom and dad?” I asked, tucking into a pancake.

“Outside, arguing or something,” he said, rolling his eyes.

“Ah, shit,” I pretended to care. I hope she divorces him.

The sliding door to the garden was slightly ajar and l could hear muffled talking. I strained to listen, as I finished my breakfast, but it soon became louder and clearer as James appeared at the door with a set of golf clubs over his shoulder.

“I’m going, Molly! I worked my ass off for years, I can do whatever I like. It’s a beautiful day, I’m going to spend it golfing.” He slid open the door and stepped in. “See ya later, boys!” he said without looking as he passed us.

“See ya!” we replied.

What a dick, I thought as I heard the front door slam and his car pull out of the drive, the electric gate shutting behind it. Soon after, Molly appeared through the glass as she approached the door. She looked a little upset but, as she noticed us, she forced a smile. She had always been like that, she never wanted anybody making a fuss over her, but she’d bend over backwards for everyone else.

“Good morning, pumpkin!” she said, beaming at me like nothing had happened. “Did you sleep well?”

“Great, thanks. I’ve always loved that bed.”

“Well, you’ve slept in it enough, it’s practically yours,” Liam chimed, “we even call it ‘Jack’s room’ sometimes.”

“It is Jack’s room!” confirmed Molly, passing behind me, running her fingers through the hair on the back of my head, affectionately. “Have you boys got any plans for today?” she asked as she began to clear the table.

“We’re going to the gym,” Liam replied, “I’m gonna teach Jack how to lift weights.”

Molly laughed, “I think he knows how to lift weights, honey! Look at those arms!”

Been checking my arms out, eh?

“Nah, he’s clearly been doing it wrong, I’m pretty sure his form is terrible.”

“His form looks good to me!” Molly said.

I look good to her? Interesting.

“Well there’s only one way to know for sure. C’mon!” he shouted, jumping to his feet. “Let’s go!”

“Okay, well have fun, boys! I think I’m just gonna have a lazy day by the pool,” Molly said, gathering the last of the plates.

Fuck, I don’t want to go to the gym. I want to stay here and stare at Molly lying in the sun. But, my feet carried me to the door and into the car.

The traffic was terrible and it would seem everyone in town was on their way to the gym, because when we got there it was busy as hell. We started with a little cardio to warm up, taking a spin on the treadmills. As I jogged, I thought about what I was missing back at the house. I bet she’s oiled up right about now, glistening all over as she bakes in the sun. I wonder if she sunbathes naked when nobody’s home? Fuck, why am I here?! Why didn’t you just say “no”? I carried on jogging, beating myself up over my lost time with Molly, but Liam sounded like he was struggling already, huffing and puffing next to me. Maybe this will be over quicker than I thought, then we can get back. The sun better hold out!

“Okay, fuck running!” Liam wheezed, turning off his treadmill and slowing to a stop. “We came to do weights! Let’s lift some shit, I want to lift that big bar thing, like they do in the olympics!”

“You’re such a goof!” I scoffed, jumping from my treadmill.

“C’mon, there’s one over there! Next to those hotties!”

I looked over and saw said “hotties” by the weights. They were in the usual ‘hot girl at the gym’ type get up, tight everything to show off their assets. Yeah, they are pretty hot... but not as hot as Molly. Shit, is it always going to be this way? Is every hot girl I ever see just going to immediately pale in comparison to my best friend’s mom?

We made our way to the weights, Liam dropping a playful “ladies” as we passed. They didn’t seem too charmed.

“Okay, just show me how it’s done, then I’ll copy you,” Liam whispered, making sure the girls didn’t hear.

“Oh, you mean you want to check my form?”

“Just shut up and lift the weights, dick!”

I stepped up to the bar and took a grip, lifted, and forced it up, extending my arms into the air. It wasn’t that heavy, I was used to heavier. I lowered the bar and placed it back down. One of the girls was definitely watching, giving me a little smile as I caught her eye.

“Okay, no problem! That looked easy enough,” Liam said, rubbing his hands. “Let’s have a go!” He nudged me out of the way and took a grip.

“I’m not sure you’ll be able to lift this, man. Take some of the wei-“

“Shut up man, I got this!” he interrupted. “Just move!”

“Whatever you say.”

I took a step back to give him some room. Both girls were now definitely watching, albeit coyly. C’mon, you have to do this now, I thought, willing him on. He started to lift, but the bar didn’t budge.

“Lift with your legs, man.”

“Yeah, yeah!”

He was really straining now, as the bar slowly lifted an inch from the ground. He didn’t look in great shape, he was definitely lifting with his back.

“Legs, legs, legs!” I said, but he was too busy straining with everything he had to reply. His face was bright red and the veins in his temples were showing. The bar lifted higher. C’mon, nearly there!

“ARGH, FUCK!” yelped Liam, over the sound of the weights crashing to the ground. He collapsed to his knees. “Shit, my back! Fuck, fuck, fuck! Aaaaargh!”

“I told you! Lift with your legs! Have you never heard that before?” I said, going to help him up. The girls were smirking and giggling to themselves as they walked away.

“Aw, dude. This is not good! I think I’ve broken my back! I think I’m paralysed!”

“You haven’t broken your back!” I chuckled, slowly easing him to his feet.

“Dude, it’s broken! I know it! Fuck! I’m never lifting anything ever again! Why the fuck are we at the gym?”

“You wanted to come!”

“Yeah, well now I want to leave! This is fucking agony!”

Fuck, yeah!

“Alright, alright, calm down. We’ll get out of here.”

We walked slowly to the car and I helped Liam into the passenger seat, reclining it back for him.

“I’ve definitely broken my back!”

“You definitely haven’t, you’ve probably just pulled a muscle.”

I shut his door, moved around to the driver’s side and hopped in.

“What if I can never walk properly again?”

“You know what,” I snapped, “maybe you’ll die. Maybe this is game over for you. Does that make you feel better?”

“Not really.”

“Well, shut the fuck up then.”

Right, time to get back.

It was early afternoon when we arrived back at the house and the sun was really heating up. I helped Liam from the car and ushered him inside.

“I thought I heard the gate!” Molly cried from the kitchen.

As we turned the corner, there she was, with her back to us, preparing a cocktail on the counter. She was wearing a pink two-piece bikini and my eyes immediately fixated on the bottoms, barely covering her juicy ass cheeks. I wanted to bite and suck on those cheeks, they looked so tasty. I raised my gaze as she swivelled around. Don’t look at her tits. Don’t look at her tits. Don’t look at her tits.

“Oh, no! What’s happened?” she asked, noticing Liam’s state.

“I hurt my back showing Jack how to lift weights,” Liam winced.

“Oh, you poor thing! Are you okay?”

“Not really, I need to lie down.”

“Okay, well why don’t you lie by the pool?”

“Nah, it’s too hot, I’m gonna lie on my bed with the AC on blast.”

“Okay, sweetie! Well, you just give me a shout if you need anything.”

“Can you help me up the stairs?” he asked me with a pathetic look on his face.

“Sure, c’mon,” I replied, reaching under his arm to take his weight.

I guided him up the stairs, one at a time. I know he’s dramatic, but he does seem genuinely hurt, I thought. It seemed to take an age to get to the top. I opened the door to his room and eased him onto the bed.

“Thanks, man.”

“No worries,” I said, looking at him as he lay awkwardly stiff, like a vampire experiencing his first night in a coffin. “I guess that’s you out of the olympics then.”

“Ha. Ha. Very funny,” he said sarcastically, trying not to move. “Now get lost, I’m gonna try and have a nap and rest this off.”

“Okay, sweet. I might go for a swim.” Or watch your mom sunbathing.

“Cool... just be careful not to hurt yourself.”

“I’ll try,” I laughed, “just give me a shout if you need anything!”

“Will do.”

I closed the door behind me and went to my room to get changed into my swimming shorts. I've got her all to myself, I thought as I got changed as quick as I could. I practically danced down the stairs, making my way through the house and sliding open the door to the garden. Molly was lying on one of the sun loungers by the pool, clutching her cocktail and sipping it through a straw. Oh, to be that straw.

“Are you going for a dip, honey?” she shouted over at me, holding her hand over her brow to shield the sun from her eyes. “Let’s see your best dive!”

“Okay!” I removed my shirt and threw it on the lounger next to hers to the sound of her wolf-whistle.

“Wooooo! Take it off!” she hollered and giggled.

Is she actually enjoying this?

I stood by the edge, lifted my arms and dived in deep. The water felt great as I scooped along the bottom of the pool and kicked back up to the surface to Molly’s applause.

“Wooooo! That was a good one! I wish I could dive like that!”

“What’s stopping you?” I shouted back, wiping the water from my face.

“I’m too old! I’ll hurt myself! I think I will join you, though. I was getting bored out here, all by my lonesome,” she said as she lifted her legs off the lounger, planting her feet on the ground and standing up. As she walked over to the pool I couldn’t help but cast an eye up and down her body. She looked incredible, I didn’t know where to focus. Her curves jiggled with every step she took and I couldn’t wait for her to come closer.

“Jump! Jump! Jump!” I teased.

“Nooooo!”

“Jump! Jump! Jump! Do it! Do it! Do it!”

“Oh! Go on then!” she conceded, picking up the pace and leaping into the water, feet first, holding her nose.

“Waheeeey!” I hollered, as she kicked back to the surface, emerging in a fit of laughter. She was giggling her head off and wiping hair from her face, when I noticed below the waterline that her right breast had escaped from her bikini. The waves in the water distorted the view, but there was no mistaking such a massive tit. I froze up and gawped at the ever shifting sight through the waves and ripples. Molly was still laughing and wiping the water from her eyes. Shit, say something before she catches you staring! But I didn’t have to.

“Whoops!” She had noticed her bikini slip and scrambled to realign it, lifting her breast with her right hand and slipping the bikini back over with her left, still giggling as she did. “I told you I shouldn’t jump in! I nearly lost my bikini, I could have blinded you!”

It would be worth it... I wonder if Medusa had great tits...

“I didn’t see anything!” I lied. “I was just impressed by the classic hold-nose jump, perfectly executed!”

“Thank you! Thank you!” She jokingly nodded in acceptance of the praise. “I wasn’t brave enough to go head first! I’d have lost my bottoms if I did, though!”

If only.

“So what’s on the agenda, mister athlete? You got any good water aerobic exercises to whip me into shape?” she asked with a cheeky grin.

“You don’t need any of that stuff, you’re in great shape!”

“Pah! You’re very sweet, but I’m not,” she said, almost shyly. “I’ve been meaning to go swimming more but I’m not very good. I can just about doggy paddle and tread water, really. James said he’d teach me years ago, but he never did.”

James... what the fuck is wrong with you?

“I could give you a few pointers if you want?”

“Nooooo! You don’t have to do that!”

“Molly, we’re in a swimming pool, it’s really no trouble!” I said, laughing.

“Really? Well... okay then! Yeah, why not? I’ll have no excuse to not exercise then!”

“Cool, well, which stroke do you want to learn?”

“Errrm, one that I can do without getting my hair too wet?” she giggled, clutching a handful of her long hair and wringing it out. “That way, I’ll really have no excuse!”

That leaves breaststroke. I really have to say “breaststroke” now, don’t I?

“Well, sounds like breast stroke would suit your needs the best,” I said in my best academic voice.

“Breast stroke it is! So... where do you want me?”

Bent over the edge in the shallow end with your bottoms down and your legs spread.

“Errr, how about we move a little shallower? That way you can easily stand if you need to. You can show me your doggy paddle on the way. Let me see what I’m working with!” I smirked and sent a little splash her way. “C’mon, chop, chop! You asked for this! Get moving!”

“Oooh! Yes, sir!” she squeaked giddily, taking off, kicking her legs and paddling her arms. Her ass shook violently with every kick until she came to a stop after a short distance. “See, I told you I’m no good!” she panted, standing up, the waterline now half way down her chest.

“Nooo, that was good,” I lied, gliding towards her. “Here’s fine, anyway. We’ll start with widths across the pool. I’ll hold you from underneath while you get in position and we’ll go over the movements. Sound good?”

Please say “yes”.

“Sounds great! Okay, so I’ll just...”

She leaned forward slowly and I caught her with my right hand, placed on her abdomen, just below her breasts, to give her enough support for her head. She was firm as she tensed her body and, every few moments, I felt the brush of her breast against my wrist. She let out a little gasp as I placed my left hand on her lower stomach and lifted gently to support the weight of her legs. Her lower stomach was softer and I couldn’t help but curl the tips of my fingers to get a little squeeze of flesh as I held her. I half expected her to stand straight back up and slap me, but she didn’t. I was standing with the water just above my waist, looking down at Molly’s back as I cradled her. Her ass was buoying in the water, submerging momentarily, then bobbing back up, causing little splashes in between her legs against her pussy. My cock was getting hard at an alarming rate, so I bent my legs a little to give myself a bit more space, before I poked her in the kidney.

Say something, you can’t just stare at her ass!

“Okay, good! So we’ll start with your arms. You want to cut forward through the water with your hands in front of you at the same time, then swing them round to your sides, pushing the water behind you with your palms, then bring them back to your chest and forward again. Then repeat.”

“Like this?” she said as she gave it a try. She cut through the water with her hands and pushed back with her open palms, she would have moved forward if I hadn’t tightened my grip on her. As I halted her progress by tugging her back gently, her tits crashed back against my arm. Then she tried again, again, again.

“That’s great!” I said encouragingly, enjoying the feeling of her tit wrapping around my wrist over and over. My cock was fully swollen now and it was swaying back and forth beneath her in the water, like a shark waiting to strike.

“Okay, now lets try the legs. Think about how a frog kicks its legs. So, bring them together, then curl them up towards you. Then spread them wide apart as you kick and bring them back together as smooth as you can. Then repeat. It’s a little tricky to get the hang of, so take your time.”

“Okay,” she said nervously, “like this?” She placed her legs together and took a deep breath. I felt her expand as she breathed in, then tighten and tense up as she breathed out. She curled her legs up towards her, sharply, then wildly flailed them apart and slapped them together again. Her thighs connected unevenly, causing a big splash to hit my chest. Her ass tensed as she propelled forward, then relaxed to a wobble as I gripped her stomach to bring her under control. My left hand was stretched out wide to gather as much of her as I could, my fingertips gripping at her stomach and my thumb stretched over her belly button in the direction of her pussy. She tried again. Legs together, knees up, wide kick and together again with a slap. I stared at her ass as her bikini bottoms got caught in between her cheeks as she tensed and lunged forward. I shifted my hands to match her movements and bring her to a stop, my thumb edging further as she breathed deep. Again, she kicked and, again, my thumb edged closer.

“Like...,” she huffed deep and fast, “...this?” She sped up her strokes and I held her chest higher. I cupped just below her left breast and lifted, arching her back slightly, my right thumb now strained into the crease between her tits.

“That’s perfect, keep it up! Now let’s try arms and legs together, don’t worry, I’ve got you!” My cock was fighting against my shorts, twitching and swaying, my head scratching against the inside netting.

“Okay.... Okay!” She drew a long breath to prepare herself, then flew into motion on release. She flailed and kicked wildly, splashing everywhere. She wriggled in my hands as she tensed and softened over and over. My right thumb, lodged between her breasts was getting a good titty-fucking. She was getting harder to control, so I slowly crept with her to the side of the pool, finally allowing her some progress. Her tits smushed my thumb as I applied a little pressure to the underside of her breast. I’m really pushing my luck now, I thought, but all Molly did was pant and paddle faster. My left thumb was just about touching her bikini bottoms as we approached the wall. She reached out her arms to grab the side of the pool, it was nearly over. But, I’m so close! When will I ever get another chance like this?

“Oh, no you don’t!” I shouted, lifting her chest further up, pulling her hands away from the wall just as they touched it. I spun her round and faced her the opposite way. “We have to go back!”

“Woooo! Heeheehee!” she squealed as I spun her around. “Ooh, you’re a strict teacher, aren’t you?!”

I could be stricter, believe me.

“It’s not too far! Now give it all you’ve got!”

“Okay! Ready!” She grimaced with determination as she stared ahead, eyes on the wall, while I gazed with anticipation at her clenching asscheeks.

“Go!”

She took off. In terms of technique, she wasn’t improving at all. But, the wild ferocity of her thrashing was turning me on more than a smooth, perfect technique ever could. Her tits were bouncing on my right hand and arm, while my left thumb flicked at the elastic on her bottoms. She was taking quick, heavy breaths and I could feel her heart beating through her chest as her tits flapped around. I glanced at her face, she had her eyes closed tight and mouth wide open, her stomach hardened as she began to make a sort of grunting noise, from deep within her. It didn’t sound like normal breathing from heavy exercise. It sounded primal and it made my cock rock-solid, sticking out like a rudder and cutting through the water, dragged to the left by the resistance as I moved. We were halfway there when I made my next move. Amidst the flailing limbs, I dug my left thumb down with a flick of the elastic and held it there. Sure enough, the waist of the bottoms rode over and tightened over the nail of my thumb. Holy shit, I’m in. Molly’s grunting sharpened slightly. I think she felt that... I think she liked that. Her leg kicks were becoming more lazy and sporadic, her hips beginning to thrust. My thumb remained in place until another thrust pushed it further inside her bottoms. We were nearly at the wall and Molly still had her eyes shut tight. She jerked again with a splash. The very tip of my thumb caught a feel of something coarse and her eyes shot open. Fuck! I think I just scraped her pussy hair! Molly arched her back sharply of her own volition and flicked her head back, reaching out for the wall and grabbing the edge. I slipped my hands out of her bikini in one quick movement and grabbed her hips bringing her feet down gently. Her knees buckled as soon as her feet hit the floor, but she caught herself, forcing her weight onto the side of the pool.

“Wow!” she panted hard, leaning over the wall, her huge tits planted on the edge. She leaned further and rested her head on her forearm. “That was.... quite the workout! How... did I do?”

“You’re a natural!” I said, staring at her breasts rising and flattening onto the edge of the pool as she tried to regain her breath. Then I gazed down at her ass, flickering below the water, my cock sticking out, inches away from her. What if I just pulled my cock out? What would she do? What if I just pulled her bottoms down and rammed my cock inside her?

My thoughts were interrupted when Molly suddenly forced herself to raise her head and slowly turned to me, I dunked further underwater as she did, chickening out at the last moment.

“Well, honey! I think that’s enough swimming for today. I’m exhausted, my legs are shaking!”

“You did really well, you really gave it your all,” I said, awkwardly, “you’ll be swimming like a fish in no time!”

“Thank you, sweetie, you’re a great teacher!” she said, looking flustered. “Okay, I think it’s time for me to get on that lounger. If I can walk!”

She dragged herself along the wall until she got to the shallow end, then planted one foot after the other up the steps, legs still quivering. She made her way across the grass to the sun lounger and sat down, grabbed the towel next to her and began to dry herself off, lazily. When she moved to her hair, that was my mark. I leapt up out of the pool and grabbed a towel from the nearby lounger, quickly scrubbing my back and torso, facing away from her to hide my erection. I dangled the towel in front of me and pressed at the base to force it down as much as I could. That will have to do.

I turned around to see Molly gulping from a bottle of water, dragging it away from her lips when she was done. I sat down on the lounger next to hers with my towel on my lap. “Here, sweetie,” she said, offering me the bottle. I grasped the water as she switched her attention to the bottle of sun lotion on the floor, in the shade of her lounger. Fuck, yes. I finished drinking quickly in anticipation of what was to come.

“Hold out your hands, honey,” she said.

Yes, yes, yes.

I held my cupped hands out and she squeezed a big dollop of lotion into them. I nearly sat up to move to her lounger, before she spoke again. “Make sure you cover yourself properly, it’s a hot one!”

Fuck, I thought she wanted me to put it on her!

“Yeah... I will... thanks!” I said, readjusting in my seat, to style out my assumption. I started rubbing into my arms and legs, trying my best to not to seem devastated, but my disappointment didn’t last long. Molly was gazing down at herself, applying lotion to her legs, leading up to her thighs. She spread her legs a little, revealing a sliver of her crotch as she rubbed the lotion into her thighs, using two hands on each. I was in autopilot, mindlessly rubbing the lotion up and down on my abs, completely captivated by Molly. She didn’t look at me once, she just zoned in on her own hands and where they went. She applied another squeeze of lotion into her palm and ran it over her stomach, rubbing round and round and side to side. Her nails crept into her bottoms, the same way I got in, twanging at the elastic on her waist as her fingers swept under and in, then out again in a flash. Another dollop. Her palm slapped against her massive tit before the lotion could spill from her hand. She jumped a little, then settled and began to rub. She wasn’t gentle, she was firm and thorough, lathering her breast until the cream streaked less and was absorbed by her skin. Then, as if scratching an itch, she reached into her bikini bra and circle-palmed her full breast, directly over the nipple. After a few swift rotations, she slid her hand out, leaving her stimulated nipple poking at the fabric. As if learning a lesson from the first breast, she squeezed the lotion directly onto the second. Is she teasing me? She must know I’m looking right at her. It seemed like an eternity since we last said anything, and my stomach was never going to get a tan again. I moved up to my chest and ran what little there was left across my pecs. She was rubbing and fondling her tit, still staring down, scooping the underside and letting it slip out of her hand, falling back against her stomach with a little clap. Then she stopped.

“Let me get your back for you, sweetheart,” she said, her voice cracking slightly as she spoke. Is she nervous? Still looking down, as if avoiding eye contact, she stood up before receiving a reply.

“Yeah...thanks,” I spluttered, edging forward. As she perched herself just behind me on my lounger, I turned to offer her a better view of my back.

“Oh, sweetie, you’re still pretty wet,” she said, rubbing my shoulder, “let me dry you a bit.” With that, she reached around and grabbed the towel from my lap. As she lifted it, my cock sprang and I instinctively turned further away. I shifted forward and spread my legs to give it some room and allow my balls to hang free, hoping they might weigh my shaft down a bit. They didn’t. My cock stayed straining upwards, forcing my shorts to bulge.

Molly spread the towel out to cover my back and gave me a big scrub from top to bottom, then back up again. Then the cold lotion hit me and started to dribble down. It felt like ice, before red hot hands started to rub over the drips. She was moving so slowly, pressing hard against the muscles in my back, it felt much more like a massage than applying sun lotion. She oozed and groaned behind me as she spread up and down my back and I could feel her cooling breath on my neck. She ran her hands up to my shoulders and perched them there, clawing at my skin. I could feel her breasts squishing into the middle of my back, every few strokes. I swallowed hard and let out an angry groan of painful relief as she squeezed hard on my shoulders. She sped up and squeezed harder, encouraged by my response, my cock was shaking around hitting the walls of my shorts and slapping my thigh. Then, she suddenly let go and dragged her nails all the way down my back. Lightning shot all over my body. I seized up and leant back, groaning, cushioned by Molly’s chest.

“Oooh, you liked that, didn’t you, baby?” she breathed into my ear, wrapping her arms around me and squeezing me tight. Her nipples dug into my back and her hands wandered over my abs and chest, scratching and tickling intermittently.

Okay, there’s no fucking doubt now. She wants it. She has to. It’s not just me. It can’t be. She’s tickling me and whispering in my ear! Fuck, what if Liam came downstairs now? He’s been up there a while. He’d go fucking mental. Everyone we know would go fucking mental!

“Sweetie, are you okay? You’re shaking, you poor thing,” she whispered again, even closer to my ear this time, but she didn’t seem concerned. She seemed mischievous.

Okay, fuck this! Fuck the consequences!

I leant back onto Molly, forcefully. She responded by squeezing tighter and exhaling sharply into my ear. I thrust my crotch into the air, grabbing the waist of my shorts and yanking them down passed my knees. My cock slammed against my stomach with a thud, splattering pre-cum up my chest and onto Molly’s clenched fingers. I dropped my ass back down onto the lounger and sat up. Clasping Molly’s wrists tight, her hands released me as I widened her arms. She let out a little squeak of shock when I gripped her, submissive hands frozen still. I placed them at her side, stood up and stepped out of my shorts, my ass in her face. She let out another squeak. Fuck it! Here we go! I span around to face her, throwing my leg over the other side of the lounger. She recoiled as my cock swung narrowly past her face.

“Oh! Oh, God!!” she yelped, sounding petrified, leaning back out of the way and covering her face with her hands, everything except her eyes. Her breasts rose and fell sharply with her breath as I sat down, straddling the lounger. My cock stood strong, bigger than it ever looked before, like it was made for this moment. The head pointed up towards Molly’s face and I left it to teeter from side to side, jumping with every throb. Her hands still covered her face but her eyes were fixed on my cock. She looked like she was hyperventilating, but she didn’t blink once. Pre-cum escaped from my head and slowly slipped down the underside of my shaft. I gathered up all the lust that was in me, all the sexual energy I had bottled up around her for years, and finally broke the silence.

“This is what you do to me, Molly,” I said, looking straight at her. Her eyes met mine as soon as I began to speak, releasing her from her hypnosis. She didn’t say anything. She just stared back at me, breathing into her hands.

Shit! Have I called this wrong?

“This is what you’ve always done to me,” I continued, hopefully.

Her body shook as she looked back down at my cock. A hand broke from her face for a moment, but returned instantly, as if to pretend it never moved at all. Then again it broke away, skittishly hovering for a second.

“Oh, honey,” she said softly, fingers twitching, “I don’t know! We shouldn’t! We can’t!” Her hand slowly began to move back before I reached out and grabbed her wrist. Her arm stopped still and went limp but her hand was shaking.

“We can,” I said, calmly. “We should.” I slowly moved her hand towards my cock. She gasped and covered her mouth with her free hand as I slid her open palm over my balls and up towards the base. Her hand came alive as it reached my cock, stretching her fingers around and gripping tight at the base, trying to get her thumb and fingers to touch. I still had control of her wrist as I ran her hand up the length of my shaft, towards the head. Her oily hand felt incredible, squeezing softly all the way up. A big drip of pre-cum spilled out, trickling onto her hand. She let out a long whimper from behind her other hand as I guided her wrist back down my cock. I shuddered as her hand stretched over the widest part of my cock, her fingers and thumb losing all hope of contact. She let out a low moan as she slipped back down towards the balls. I moved her wrist side to side and my cock was taken with it by her hand, her moans shifting to a higher pitch.

Fuck, her submissive nature goes all the way to her core. She’s so eager to please. Her eyes darted back and forth between my face and my cock as I grunted, yanking her wrist back up. She kept holding on tight all the way to the head, then back down to the base. She began to adjust her position, fidgeting in her seat and looking uncomfortable. I let go of her wrist and she froze like a deer in headlights, quickly looking up at me, panicked. I grabbed her closest ankle and dragged it over the side of the lounger, she lurched forward, removing her hand from her face and slapping it to my thigh for support. I grabbed her hips, lifted her up and dragged her crotch closer to mine. She gasped as I dropped her down, my balls dangling inches from her pussy, her hand still motionless, holding my cock straight up by the base. Looking into my eyes, she appeared to be waiting for permission to continue. I took her by the wrist once more and kept it steady. With my other hand I grabbed the lotion and squeezed a drop more onto the shaft, just above Molly’s hand. I jerked her wrist up again. She exhaled, then inhaled sharply, as if she was waiting to breathe, looking down at my cock. Her other hand remained on my thigh, gripping it tight. Her mouth was open wide and I could feel her heavy breath on the head of my cock as she stared at it. Up and down, up and down, up and down. She held on tight the whole time, moaning and biting her lip. Up and down, up and down, up and down. Then I slowly began to ease up on her wrist, still guiding her, but gentler with each stroke. She looked up at me, feeling me letting go, panic returning to her eyes. I stared back at her and let go of her wrist. Her hand kept jerking my cock and she closed her eyes tight, letting out a long moan. She took her other hand from my thigh and placed it low around the base, keeping her other at the head, twisting and thumbing at it, squelching away. Then she began stroking up and down the shaft, sometimes reaching to give my balls a quick scratch with her long nails. She was licking her lips with her eyes closed and lightly bouncing her ass with the rhythm.

I was in heaven. I didn’t care if Liam came out right now. I’d completely ignore him and carry on. Molly’s eyes were still shut tight as I reached forward with my right hand and, overcome with lust, slapped her massive, left tit as it heaved up and down. Her eyes shot open and she let out a squeak.

“Again,” she whispered, barely, as if by mistake.

“What was that?”

I heard her, I just wanted her to say it again.

“....Again,” she said louder.

“What do you want me to do?”

“Slap my tits, baby! Please!”

I reached out and slapped her tit again. She jumped and jerked harder. I slapped the other one and she let out a long moan. Encouraged, I reached in and tore her bikini to the side, her breast spilled out and hung down, nipple pointing as hard as diamond. I tore at the bikini again to release the other. I grabbed her left tit and squeezed it hard, lifting it up towards her neck and pinching at the nipple. She let out a loud yelp and her hands worked harder, pumping fast. I grabbed the back of her head and brought it towards me, shoving my tongue into her mouth to meet hers, muffling her cry. She massaged back with her tongue, then licked at my lips, getting a hold of the bottom one and sucking it into her mouth, moaning deeply. I tilted her head back with a grip of her hair. She moaned in a mixture of pleasure and pain and opened her eyes.

“Do you want to suck it, Molly?” I asked, wrapping my hand in her hair and locking it into a fist. She nodded. I tightened my grip on her hair and sank my tongue back into her mouth. With my other hand, I reached down and scratched at her pussy over her bottoms. Her eyes shot wider and her tongue danced in my mouth. I scratched up and down on her clit as she thrust her pussy towards me and stroked my cock, vigorously. I tilted her head back and watched her facial expressions as I fiddled and flicked her clit. Her eyes were rolling back into her head as she let out one long, deep moan, undulating as I slapped at her pussy. Her mouth was open wide and she was sticking her tongue out shaking it from side to side, slobbering on her chin.

“Do you want me to feed you, Molly?”

She nodded slowly, still shaking her tongue and drooling.

“Feed me your cock, baby!”

Is this actually happening?

“I’ve wanted to suck on it for so long, ever since I first saw it bulging in your pants! I didn’t know it was this big! James is the only man I’ve ever been with and his cock is nothing compared to this fucking monster! I’m not sure it will fit!”

Hearing Molly talking so dirty was surreal, I had never even heard her curse before.

“I’ll make it fit,” I said tightening on her hair and forcing her head further back. I stood up and her head rose with me, dragging her feet to the middle of the lounger and twisting to sit up on her knees. Her tits were wobbling free with her bikini strewn around her torso.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” she panted, sticking her tongue out, “it’s so wrong!” I guided her face underneath my balls and she began to lap at them with her sloppy tongue. I sank lower onto her face as she accepted a ball into her mouth, sucking and licking at it, softly. I let her face take the full weight of my cock, my sack spread completely across her lips as she sucked and licked. My dick hung to the right of Molly’s nose, covering her left eye and throbbing on her forehead, the head of my cock dipping into her hair. Her right eye was open, looking up at my face as she sucked hungrily, running her tongue all over my balls until they were drenched.

Then I heard it. The worst noise I had ever heard in my life. The gate to the house opened, the noise was unmistakable. FUCK! James must be back! Molly had heard it too, her visible eye opening wide in shock. I stood up, sharply, my balls popping from her mouth, dripping with saliva.

“It’s James!” Molly hissed.

I untangled myself from her hair, jumping up and grabbing my shorts as she fumbled with her bikini, securing her oily tits back into place. I dived into my shorts, as I heard the side gate to the garden open. Fuck, why now? I quickly sat down on the next lounger and tucked my legs up to my chest to hide my cock. Molly looked so guilty, she was panting fast, hair comically dishevelled and saliva shimmering on her chin. As if reading my mind, she began to tidy her hair and wipe her face, sitting back into her chair in an unnaturally frozen position when she was done. She looked at me with pure fear in her eyes.

Fuck you, James! Seriously, just fuck you!

As James turned the corner into view, he was looking at his phone, golf bag clanking on his shoulder, his short, stout figure making it seem huge.

“Hi!” Molly shrieked. “Did you have fun golfing?” She sat up and turned towards him, still adjusting her hair.

“Yeah, it was fine,” he said, vacantly. “What time’s dinner?”

“I’m going to start soon!” she chirped, sitting up straighter.

“Okay,” he said, opening the door to the shed and putting his golf bag inside. Then he spun and headed over to the sliding door to the house, Molly turning to keep facing him as he moved. He stepped inside, leaving us in deafening silence. He didn’t look up from his phone once.

We might as well have carried on!

As he disappeared out of view, Molly darted after him, following him inside. I sat there, alone on the lounger with my raging cock. Well, you were close, but it’s over. Fuck! She just ran after him without saying a word. She was caught up in a crazy moment and now she’s snapped out of it. Now, you’re just a massive mistake she made and won’t ever make again. Fuck you, James. You don’t even know how lucky you are! Shit! What am I supposed to do now? My mind was racing, thinking of all the potential outcomes of this scenario, none of them appealing. But, my frantic thoughts were interrupted when I heard slaps on the tiles inside, getting louder. Molly appeared at the door, stepping out, tentatively. She took a few steps and stopped, a few yards from my lounger.

“He’s gone for a shower,” she said, looking down at her feet. She took a step. Then another, and another. My cock lurched.

She still wants it.

I sat up onto the edge of the lounger and stood up as she got to me, but she held my shoulders and lightly pressed me back down. I sat on the edge, looking up at her as she got to her knees.

“This is so wrong!” she said, as she grabbed at the waist of my shorts. I lifted up to let her pull them down to my feet, releasing my cock. “But, I really shouldn’t leave you like this.” She grabbed at the base of my cock and guided the head towards her face, mushing it against her lips as she dribbled saliva over the head, staring into my eyes. Then she tilted her face downwards, opening her mouth wide, engulfed the head, and began to suck.

“Fuck!”

The hot sensation was incredible and, as she sucked hard, I instinctively thrust, jabbing my cock further into her mouth. She spluttered as my cock shook her head back, pushing her backwards, but she fought against it and returned down with force, pushing my cock deeper into her mouth. She gagged as she pulled her head up and off my cock, coughing and breathing in deep, shaking my cock as she regained control. Then, as if rising to a challenge, she sat up straighter and exhaled sharply. She let go of my cock and grabbed at her bikini, pulling it to the side to release her tits. They hung low and heavy as she bent back over my cock with a new vigour. She grabbed it with both hands and began to suck again, taking the head into her mouth and forcing in a few inches, then began to bob her head. She slurped at the head on every upward journey and opened wide as she went down, filling her mouth. I leant back onto my elbows to get a better view of her face, her tits dancing wildly as she bobbed up and down on my cock.

“Fuck, Molly!” I grunted as she looked up at me, humming a sexy giggle with my cock stuffed in her mouth, enjoying the pleasure she was giving me. Wanting to please me more, she plunged deeper, causing me to jolt up in a spasm of pleasure, thrusting further into her. My head struck the back of her throat and she choked hard, pulling herself off my cock, coughing and spluttering onto the ground between us.

“It’s so.... fucking big!” she choked as she caught her breath, still jerking my cock with both hands. “We need to be quick, baby! You just do what you need to do. Just use my mouth!”

That was all the invitation I needed. I sat up and grabbed her wrists, pulling her hands from my cock. I placed them behind her back and her right hand gripped her left wrist, holding her arms behind her. I gathered her hair into a ponytail, wrapping it in my hand and gripping tight by her head, causing her to let out a squeak of pleasure, closing her eyes as I leaned in to kiss her. I kissed her slowly, gently pressing against her wet lips, and she let out a soft high-pitched moan. The calm before the storm.

“I have always wanted to do this to you,” I said, pulling away and looking at her. She opened her eyes, looking nervous. Then I gripped my cock with my free hand and guided her head towards it. She opened her mouth and I pressed down, slow and deep, until my head felt resistance. I lifted her up slightly, then back down a little harder, edging down her throat. She lost grip of her hand behind her back and I thought she might throw in the towel, but she swung her arm back again and caught it. I held her head in place for a few seconds, impaled on my cock. Then I let her up for air.

“Fuuuuuuck!” she gasped and spluttered. “More!”

I forced her head back down, shoving my cock deep inside. She choked. I lifted and forced down again, further. She choked again, sending splatters of saliva streaming down my shaft. I let go of my cock and grabbed her right tit, shaking and squeezing it tight. She hummed and spluttered as I bobbed her head up and down my shaft. My head was crashing against the roof of her mouth then slipping to the back of her throat. I brought her back up for air again and she breathed in deep then gargled and dribbled her spit all over my head.

“Suck the head,” I groaned, pushing her down slightly and holding her still. She lapped at it greedily, slurping and licking it before sucking it hard and bobbing, gently. I took my hand from her tits and began to slowly stroke my cock from the base to Molly’s lips. I felt dizzy, looking up to the sky in a state of euphoria. This is the best moment of my life. I shortened my strokes as I pressed her lips further down my cock, then went back to paying her tits some attention. I squeezed at her soft breast and pinched at the tender nipple. She let out a loud hum over my cock and forced herself down, pushing my clenched hand downwards with her mouth.

She likes that.

I slapped her tit and she bobbed up and down, taking my cock to the back of her throat. I rolled her ample breasts around in my hand, trying to flatten the huge mounds against her, then pulling at them, pinching the nipples. She bobbed and choked and gagged and hummed all over my cock, forcing herself down further and further. The noise was driving me wild. The way she was trying so hard turned me on so much, she was breaking her back trying to get me off. I needed to cum so badly, but I wanted this moment to last as long as it could. I jerked her head up by her hair and my cock slipped out of her throat. She caught her breath and spat the juices from her mouth all over me. I held her face to my balls as she licked and sucked at them, dripping streaks of saliva onto the grass below.

“They are so big and full, baby!” she oozed, lips smushing against my balls. I pulled her up and dug my hand into her bottoms, running my fingers through her pussy hair and gripping a handful, making her squeal and strain her crotch upwards. I released her pussy hair and moved down onto her swollen clit, rubbing it from side to side. She closed her eyes and let out a loud moan. Too loud. I pulled my hand from her pussy and pressed it over her mouth.

“Shhhhhh!” I whispered, holding my hand in place. She nodded, breathing heavily from her nose. I slowly removed my hand and traced it down her body to her pussy, running my fingers through her hair and over her clit, splitting my fingers to run down her lips and back up again. She hummed and whimpered, but her mouth remained pursed shut. I brought my two middle fingers together and ran them along the length of her pussy, rummaging for the entrance, finding it and slipping my fingers in, flicking up and down slightly. It was so warm and wet and it slopped as I jiggled my wrist up and down, tugging at her opening and forcing my fingers deeper inside. She opened her mouth and let out a breathy, prolonged groan.

“I’m going to fuck this pussy as soon as I get the chance,” I whispered into her ear, making her groan louder, then I yanked my hand out of her bottoms. She opened her eyes wide, remembering where she was.

“We need to hurry, baby! We can’t get caught!” she said, frantically. She pulled her hands from behind her back and grabbed by cock, pumping it fast. I closed my eyes and leaned my head back, dizzy with pleasure. “Give me that load, baby. Please!” She gripped tighter and jerked faster. “Please! I want it! I fucking need it now!” She started to twist on the head, squelching with spit. “Are you gonna give me that cum?”

Oh fuck!

“Let me take care of you, baby!”

Oh shit!

“Give me that hot, young cum!”

Fuck, fuck, fuck!

“Give it to me now, baby!”

“FUCK!” I yelled, way too loud, bringing my other hand to the back of her neck and lowering her to my cock. She opened wide and engulfed the head. I forced her down, deep, deeper than she had been before. I leaned back slightly to get a better view of her face and thrust up into her throat over and over again. Her eyes were wide open and she was tearing up, wet streaks ran down her face. Her mouth gaped as wide as it could go while I bucked in my seat, her lips stretching each time my shaft widened her mouth as I thrust into her face. Her blushed cheeks puffed out as she choked on me. She went cross eyed, staring at my shaft as I fucked her face, then rolled her eyes back into her head and hummed hard. The head of my cock was set on fire by the friction of her throat, my shaft tensed up and my balls began to tighten and contract. I held her head in place, my hand still wrapped in her hair, while I grabbed my cock with my other hand and jerked into her mouth.

“Oh, fuck! I’m gonna cum, Molly!” I grunted, stroking fast into her mouth. She hummed louder making my cock vibrate all the way to my base as my balls seized up. “Fuuuuuuuuck!” I started to bob her head as I jerked faster and faster. The first stream shot up my shaft, passing Molly’s lips and splattered out of the head and down her throat. She took it like a pro, choking and gulping at it, but the second stream came too quick for her and she spluttered hard, blowing spunk out of the sides of her mouth and down my cock. Her eyes were leaking as she peered down my pulsating shaft, my balls contracting over and over, stream after stream shooting into her throat. She swallowed what she could and coughed back what she couldn’t, cum dripping out of her mouth, down my cock and onto my balls and groin. She was gulping and spluttering while I continued to stroke fast and hard, pumping my cum into her mouth. I raised her lips to my head and she sucked on it greedily. The feeling was so intense, I couldn’t stand it. I yanked her mouth off the head as a stream of cum splattered onto her neck. She gulped and gasped as I stood up and tilted her head, jerking my cock in front of her face. She opened her mouth wide and stuck her tongue out flat.

“Aaaaaaaaaah! Feed me baby! Aaaaaaaaaaaaaah!” she moaned as I shot into her mouth, then splashed off her chin, then her cheek. I shoved my cock into her mouth and she sucked at it, hard. Overwhelmed again, I pulled it back out.

“Fuck, Molly!” I grunted, jerking another stream onto her chin.

“Aaaaaaaah!” she groaned, offering me her tongue again.

I could feel my load coming to an end as I dipped the head of my cock onto her tongue and rested it there, jerking out the last of my load. Her tongue waved under my head as I drained onto it, cum gathering in a pool. She sucked at the tip of the head and swallowed the pile up on her tongue. I squeezed my hand around my cock at the base and dragged it up, urging out the final few drops into her mouth. She sucked it up and swallowed it, then opened wide and gave me her tongue again. She grabbed my balls and cupped them in her hands, squeezing them softly, then releasing, then squeezing again, trying to massage more out. I dragged up and down on my cock and forced more onto her tongue as she handled my balls. I lightly slapped my head against her tongue and she let out a little chuckle and sucked.

“Well, that was a lot of cum!” she said, sounding impressed. “You’ve spoiled my dinner!” she giggled.

I unravelled her hair from my hand and let go as I dropped to the lounger, exhausted.

“Fuck!” I lay there, trying to catch my breath, my cock lay back onto my stomach, looking as satisfied as I did.

“Did you like that, sweetie?” she asked, scooping the cum from her face into her mouth with her finger and swallowing. “Here, let me clean you up,” she said as she knelt and licked at my balls and groin, sucking up the pools of cum that escaped her mouth. She sucked around the sides of my cock, as she moved up the shaft, hoovering up the mess she made, lightly sucking the head as she passed to the other side.

“Okay, sweetie, I really need to go, he’s probably out of the shower already!” She puckered her lips and planted kisses all up my shaft, “Mwah, mwah, mwah, mwah. MMMWAH!” She giggled and stood up, adjusting her top to recover her breasts. She picked up a towel and wiped the cum from her neck and chest, then scrubbed her face. She rubbed at her knees, wiping away the blades of grass and dirt, pressing at the engravings the blades left on her skin. It was obvious she had just spent a lot of time kneeling, hopefully not so obvious why. I stood and pulled my shorts up, tucking my easing cock down the leg. I looked at Molly and stepped towards her, leaning down and pressing my lips to hers, kissing her softly. She melted into me as I kissed her, wrapping her arms around my neck. I reached down behind her and slipped my hand into her bottoms and gave her ass a little squeeze, causing her to whoop and giggle.

“Okay, sweetie. I really need to have a shower and start making dinner,” she said, pushing away from me and putting her hands on her hips, sighing. “I’m gonna be thinking about that huge cock all night!”

“It’ll be thinking about you, too,” I replied as she turned to leave. I leant forward and slapped her ass as she went, sending her into a skip. She hopped inside, looked back with a cheeky smile and disappeared.

Fuck, yes! Yes! Yes! Yes! YES! FUCKING YES! I just fucked Molly’s face! I just came right down her throat! That actually happened! And she fucking loved it! She’s “gonna be thinking about that huge cock all night!” Haha! What the fuck?! Wait! What the fuck?!?! What the fuck did I just do?! She’s my best friend’s mom! She’s my mom’s best friend! She’s married! Well, fuck James, but still! Shit! Nothing will ever be the same again! What if they found out? They would lose their shit. Molly would get divorced, Liam would hate us. I don’t even know what my mom would do! Shit! They can never find out! Ever! Just be careful. Extra careful. Like, impossibly careful! What do I even want to do with my life now? That’s a pretty big tick off the bucket list!

Well... now I need to fuck her!

* * *

“It doesn’t feel any better, actually I think it might be worse!” Liam winced as I helped him down the stairs. “I’m serious, man, it really hurts. You think I should go see a doctor or something?”

“It’s probably just a strain, man. There won’t be much they could do,” I said, trying to calm him down. Wait, maybe he should go see a doctor... I could be alone with Molly. “...But, you never know, man. Maybe you could have done something else?”

You are a terrible person.

I led him to the kitchen, slowly, taking his weight over my shoulder and, entering the room, laid my eyes on Molly. She was stirring and shaking at the stove with her back to us, wearing another one of her flimsy dresses, with an apron on top. She heard us come in, looking over her shoulder towards us. What caught my attention the most was that she had her hair tied up into a ponytail. She never wears her hair up... Is that for me?

“Sit yourselves down, boys, I’m just about to serve,” she said, catching my eye and giving me a little smile, then looking away, trying to act normal. We sat down at the table and waited as Molly made her trips back and forth with different pots and bowls. James was still sat over in the living room in his usual chair, watching the television. She lay out the plates in front of each place, picked up the huge bowl of spaghetti and began to serve, starting with James’ empty space, as if to prove a point.

“Dad! Dinner’s ready!” Liam shouted over to the living room to no response. But, moments later James rose, still fixing his eyes on the television as he began to walk over. He got to the table and sat at his place at the head of the table to my right, removing his glasses and letting them dangle around his neck.

“So, your mother tells me you hurt your back at the gym?” He said, focusing on Liam. “Did you warm up?”

Oh, here comes the lecture. You’re a fat, little man that drew pictures of hotels. What do you know about warming up? I zoned out of the conversation between them as Molly made her way to me. She dumped a pile of spaghetti on my plate, and then another, piling it much higher than the others. I don’t know why, but the thought of her serving me more food than her husband turned me on. I reached out my left arm that was hanging below the table and gave her right calf a brief graze upwards, barely touching her at all. She jumped slightly and leant to put the pot of spaghetti in the middle of the table. Okay, this isn’t “being careful”.

“Erm, help yourselves to the meatballs and sauce,” she said, awkwardly, moving to her place and sitting down, looking slightly flustered. Shit, play it cool, Mol. Okay, no touching!

“What’s with the ponytail, mom?” Liam asked, looking puzzled. “You look so different. I can’t even remember ever seeing you with your hair tied up.”

“Oh, I don’t know, I just thought I’d try it out. Try something new, y’know?” she replied, swivelling her fork and lifting some spaghetti to her mouth, sucking it in. She glanced at me as she did, for the briefest of moments, my mind flashing back to me guiding her head down my shaft by her hair as she looked up at me, making my cock twitch. She’s teasing me.

“It makes your ears look big,” James said, looking down and shovelling spaghetti into his face. Molly didn’t say anything, just carried on eating, but her eyes looked upset.

I’ll cut your ears off if you say that again.

“I think you look nice,” I said, smiling at Molly, trying to bury the hurtful comment.

“Thank you, honey, that’s very sweet of you,” she replied, smiling back and continuing to eat with a little more enthusiasm.

How much of this shit does she have to put up with? How many sly digs? Why isn’t he worshipping this fucking goddess? “It makes your ears look big”? Your tiny cock must just make everything look big, how about that, James?

“Brown-nosing, again!” Liam laughed.

Oh, don’t you start! I felt my face blush. I didn’t have a reply ready, beyond more inappropriate comments about how good his mom looked, so I just laughed uncomfortably and carried on eating.

“I think I might need to go to the hospital after dinner,” Liam said after a short while in silence, feeling his lower back. “This really doesn’t feel good, at all.”

My ears pricked up. Yes, do it. It’s for the best, for everyone.

“Just calm down, it can’t be that bad,” James said, placing his cutlery down as he finished.

James, if you hurt yourself that bad, you’d have called the local newspaper by now.

“No, seriously. It hurts really bad,” Liam persisted. “Could you take me to the hospital?”

I was tucking in to my meal, begging the universe to force James to say yes, when I looked up and realised Liam was looking at me. Shit! That’s not what I asked for, universe!

“Yeah, sure!” I responded like he just asked me if I wanted to go bowling, trying not to seem completely against the idea.

“I’ll tell you what,” James said standing up, “if it still hurts tomorrow, I’ll take you first thing. I need to pick some things up from town anyway.”

“Ok, that’ll work,” Liam replied, mopping up his plate.

Wow! Thanks, James! You’re a lifesaver... I’m still gonna fuck your wife, though.

As usual, I finished my meal last. Liam and James had taken their places in the living room, watching the television, while Molly was shifting the plates from the table to the kitchen. Each time she arrived at the table, she’d look at me with the same smirk she’d make when she used to catch me staring at her tits. It was driving me crazy, so when she came to collect my plate, I checked to see nobody was looking, then stroked my hand along her calf and up her dress to her inner thigh. She froze still as I kept lookout, eyes fixed on the living room. I slid up further and started to tickle her groin with my finger tips slowly, then I squeezed her thigh, tight. I looked back at Molly's face, expecting her to be watching the living room, but her eyes were closed tight, she was relying on me completely.

“Okay!” Liam shouted from the living room.

Fuck! I yanked my hand away, leaving Molly’s dress flapping as she finally picked up my plate and headed to the kitchen, coughing inconspicuously.

“It felt a lot better on my bed, I’m going back. I’ll take some painkillers and get an early night,” he continued.

“Okay, I’ll come and check on you in the morning,” James replied, eyes still glued to the television.

“Thanks. Hey, can you help me upstairs for the millionth time?” Liam asked, turning to face me.

“Sure.”

I took Liam upstairs, lay him on the bed and fetched him some painkillers and water.

“Sorry about this, man. You’ve had to spend most of the time with my parents. I’d stay up and chill if it wasn’t so bad. I think I probably will have to go to the hospital tomorrow, too. We probably won’t get to hang for very long, if at all, before you leave,” he said, looking apologetic, deepening my sense of guilt.

“Yeah, it sucks, but accidents happen, man. Anyway, we’ll be round here next week for your dad’s birthday. It’s not like we don’t see each other all the time!”

“Yeah, I guess it is kind of hard to get rid of you.”

“Ha-ha,” I sarcastically replied, turning to the door. “Well, get some rest. I’ll see you tomorrow, if I’m still here when you get back.”

“Thanks man, see ya,” he piped as I closed the door and started to head back downstairs.

Aw, man. Don’t keep thanking me, it’s making me feel so bad. I fucked your mom’s face and you’re thanking me. Shit, this is so bad. This could really fuck everything up. Maybe I should stop all this? Nobody knows anything. Nobody will ever know if we stop now. Quit while you’re ahead, before everything goes to shit.

Between Liam’s door and the kitchen, I had decided that it was over, it had to end. But, as I crossed the threshold and saw Molly, all thoughts of giving her up disappeared in a flash. I watched her as she washed the dishes in the sink. She was wearing her pink washing up gloves as she scrubbed and swilled a pot, washing away the lingering suds, and placing it onto the drying rack. Her huge breasts hung free under her light dress, as one of her shoulder straps struggled for grip as she scrubbed. She looked up at me and smiled and, entranced by her grin, I walked towards her.

“Let me help you,” I said, zombified, as I made my way around the island in the middle of the kitchen to stand beside her at the sink. “You wash, I’ll dry.”

James was still in his recliner, watching television, looking like he was ready to fall asleep, glasses balanced on the tip of his nose. The television blared and flashed, as his eyelids struggled to stay open. If he just looked to his left, he’d see us. Well... he’d see our top halves.

Keeping my eyes on James, I moved around behind Molly and grabbed her waist below the counter. She froze up as I pulled her towards me, pressing her thick ass to my crotch and grinding it, slowly. I watched James over Molly’s shoulder as I rubbed against her. I couldn’t tell whether his eyes were closed or not, but when his glasses fell from his nose, down to his chin, he didn’t react. He’s asleep.

I reached up and grabbed Molly by the ponytail, tugging her head and tilting it back. Her hands were clenched to the edge of the sink and she was breathing heavily.

“Not here!” she whispered. “What if he sees?”

“Shhhhhhh! You’ll wake him up.”

The television was loud, but I could make Molly louder, we needed to keep it down. I placed my hand over her mouth and held her head to my chest, then I reached around with my other hand and started to slowly fondle her. I squeezed and grabbed at her tits over her dress, pinching her nipples gently over the soft cotton. She responded by opening her mouth and licking the palm of my hand and grinding her ass back into me. My dick was hardening fast as she rubbed up against me, slithering all over my crotch. Her tongue pressed hard into my palm, licking around as she breathed sharply from her nose.

“Do you want to use that tongue?” I breathed into her ear, nibbling at her lobe.

She nodded and pressed her ass harder into me, shaking her hips from side to side, teasing me to let her go. I released her from my grip and she turned around immediately, squatting with her ass a few inches from the floor and her legs spread wide. She leant back against the counter and looked up at me, opening her mouth wide and sticking her tongue out, waiting patiently for my next move. I glanced up at James. Still sleeping. Fuck it, just do it. He can’t see behind the counter, anyway.

“Do you want to suck it again, Molly?” I whispered, looking down at her. She nodded as she began to fondle her tits, lifting them up as an offering, shaking them, then letting them fall and bounce with a wobble and a slap.

“Take them off,” I said, stepping closer to her, my hard cock pushing through my pants to poke her in the face. She opened her mouth and nibbled at the head of my cock through the fabric as she reached up and began to slowly pull my pants down. She pulled them down, over my cock, forcing it downwards, causing it to fling back up, slapping under her chin. She took the uppercut like a champ, grabbed my cock and aimed it to her mouth, opening wide and guiding in the head. She sucked mercilessly at it, jerking slowly up and down the shaft with both hands, pecking my cock further into her mouth. Her washing gloves, still wet and slightly sudsy, slipped up and down my cock with ease. Fuck that feels so good! I can’t believe she’s sucking my cock in the kitchen with James right there!

“Fuck, yes! Suck it, Molly!” I groaned, leaning into her face and forcing her head back against the counter. She held her head still as I thrust my cock slowly into her hot, slobbery mouth. She began to gag slightly as I pressed deeper, so I pulled back, leaving her room to cough and regain her breath.

“Sweetie, I want to take it all, but it’s so big!” she whispered up at me, jerking short strokes at the base. “I’ll do my best, baby. I want to make you feel good.” She hopped on the tips of her toes and straightened her back, ready to attack my cock once more. She took a deep breath and opened wide, then forced herself down my shaft until she could go no further. She held herself there, shaking her head slowly from side to side trying to edge further down my cock. Her tongue flicked at the underside of my shaft as she began to wretch and heave slightly, tightening her throat around my cock, and loosening as she composed herself. I held my hands to the back of her head as she desperately tried to force all of my cock into her mouth. She had made it nearly halfway, but she was struggling to stretch her lips around my widening shaft. Realising it wasn’t going to fit and not wanting to hurt her, I pulled my cock out, releasing her from her efforts. She coughed and spluttered as my cock slipped out, dripping saliva onto the kitchen tiles. My eyes darted up to see James shuffling in his seat. Fuck! I squatted slightly, making sure I was completely covered from the waist down. Molly looked horrified, frozen still, eyes wide open, waiting to read my reaction. James wriggled and then came to a stop. He was still, and then, finally, he began to take long, deep breaths. I looked down at Molly and smiled, grabbing the base of my cock and rubbing the head over her face, leaving glossy trails across her cheeks.

“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” she whispered and giggled as I dragged my cock across her lips. “I want you to fuck me with this massive cock so badly! I want you to take me and make me yours! I want to be yours, not his!” she whimpered, then sucked on the head, slobbering and drooling onto her heaving cleavage. Shit, I’m getting close. I really want to fuck her, but James is right there. He’ll hear, for sure. We can’t go upstairs, Liam will hear. Shit, I should just cum in her mouth again. I’ll fuck her tomorrow when they are gone. But what if they don’t go tomorrow? What if this is my last chance? Shit, I can’t let this opportunity go. I have to!

I pulled my cock from Molly’s mouth, reached down under her arms and lifted her to her feet. She looked at me, a little startled, as I turned her around and bent her over towards the sink. She held out her hands for support on the edge of the counter, squeaking her gloves as she took a grip. I gave her ass a little smack as she presented it to me, making her jolt up onto her tiptoes. Her legs quivered as she strained to raise her ass for me. I knelt down behind her and raised her dress up and over my head. I was underneath her dress, face to face with her ass that was tucked away in her tight, white panties. I ran my hands up the back of her legs, tickling her skin and making her clench, before reaching her thick thighs. I squeezed at her thighs before gripping the left side of her panties and yanking them to the right, revealing her pussy. Molly shook, straining higher onto her tiptoes as I licked at her lips. Unhappy with only a partial view, I pulled down her panties all the way to her feet and tugged them against her ankles until she stepped out of them. Then I reached up, grabbing and squeezing at her bare asscheeks, prizing them open to spread out her pussy and pucker her asshole. Overcome with lust, I buried my face into her pussy, lapping at the opening and sucking at her lips. My nose rubbed flush against her asshole while my tongue thrashed inside her pussy, the tip threatening to force its way inside. Molly struggled to maintain her balance as I began long strokes with my tongue from her clit, all along her pussy and up to her asshole. I gathered the saliva in my mouth and spat it at her pussy, then licked it back up, burying my tongue inside her and waving it around, violently. I manoeuvred my face slightly lower and began licking at her clit as I slipped my middle finger into her pussy. Molly was becoming a little too loud with her groans, so I removed the finger and slapped her ass cheek to warn her. She bent down further and rested her mouth against her arm, her hands still clenched to the edge of the sink, humming affirmatively. I squeezed my middle finger back inside her, pushing slowly into her and then pulling back out. She was soaking wet, so I added my ring finger as I pushed back inside. I shook my hand from side to side, stretching at her walls to a slopping sound.

“Shit! Shit! Shiiiiiiiiiiit!” Molly breathed, trying to stay quiet as I plucked at her pussy, digging deep inside and pulling down on her opening, spasming my hand up and down furiously. Her pussy gushed with juices as I tugged and stabbed at her opening with my fingers, rummaging for her G-spot. I followed the signs of her body, before I pinpointed her weak spot as her legs buckled and gave way. “There!” she moaned catching herself on the edge and forcing her hips back up as I pulled out of her pussy and slapped her ass. I gave her a few quick licks before sticking my fingers back in and relocating her spot. I rubbed and fingered at it, tugging down and towards me over and over then shaking my wrist up and down.

“Shit... that feels... so fucking good! Keep doing that, baby!” she groaned, deeply. I kept rubbing and pressing at her weak point as I spread her thick ass cheek with my free hand. I leant forward and licked her ass, dribbling saliva over her tight hole, dripping down to my hand as it sloshed around in her pussy. She let out a long, low moan, straight from her core, as I tongued her ass and fingered her pussy. Then, tugging down on her spot and holding tight, I took my other hand and ran my middle finger over her asshole. She clenched her cheeks and her wet hole tightened before my eyes. I gave her ass another little slap, making her tighten up more, but then she relaxed, her cheeks softening to jiggling flesh once again. I resumed my rubbing on her weak spot as I squeezed her ass cheek, spreading it to the side, making her hole contract in anticipation. I rubbed my finger over her slippery asshole and pushed at the centre, slowly, moving in a small circular motion. My fingertip slipped through the tight opening and Molly squeezed hard around it as I pushed deeper.

“Oh, that’s so bad!” Molly whimpered, pushing her feet together and forcing her ass higher into the air. “Ugh, but I like it! Do it, baby! Finger my ass!”

I shook my fingers inside her pussy as fast as I could, crashing and rubbing against her G spot, while I prodded and dipped into her asshole. Her pussy was soaking wet, making sloshing noises as I fingered her, furiously. The noises were getting louder and her juices began to overflow.

“Fuck... baby.... I’m gonna cum!” she moaned as she hung onto the side for balance, her back arched, sticking her pussy up into the air. I gripped her tighter and sped my hand up as her pussy gushed. I let my finger wiggle in her ass as I pulled out of her slit, releasing a torrent of juices. I slapped on her pussy, rubbing across her lips and clit with my fingers as she released her pressure, squirting hard against my hand and showering my cock as it swayed between her legs. Her juices dripped over my hands and down my arms as I held her up by her thighs, supporting her as she quivered and struggled to stand. “Oh.... wowwwww!” she breathed, voice scattering as she shook. I buried my face into her pussy and lapped at the juices as I held her thighs. When she regained her balance I reached down to jerk my cock, drenched in her orgasm. It was rock solid and pulsated strongly in my hand. Fuck, I can’t wait any longer.

I stood up and pushed her towards the sink, the front of her stomach now pressed to the edge of the counter. I bent her over and she reached out to grab the taps for support, her tits dipping into the sudsy, hot water in the sink, soaking the front of her dress. I looked to the living room to see James hadn’t stirred an inch, he sat there snoring as the television blasted. I rolled Molly’s dress up over her ass, tucking the front of it between her stomach and the counter to keep it in place. I leant over her and reached into the water, giving her tits a squeeze and pulling them out of her dress. Okay, he could definitely see this. Her nipples were like stones as I pinched and pulled at them. Molly looked over to the living room as I fondled and washed her huge tits in the sink, my cock locked in a vice between her thighs and pussy. I left her dangling in the sink as I stood up and stepped back, pulling my clock from her grip, admiring the view of her juicy ass as it presented itself to me. I spread her legs and held my cock at the base, slapping the shaft against her pussy and rubbing at her lips and clit with the head. She groaned and whimpered desperately as I stretched at her pussy entrance, teasing it with the head and shaking my cock by the base.

“Put it in, baby! Pleeeease! I need it inside me!” she gasped over her shoulder. “Give me that massive, young cock!”

I held my cock with my right hand and gripped her hip with my left, guiding my head to her entrance and leaning forward. I pushed a couple of inches inside and held, absorbing the feel of her wet pussy as she gripped me. She was much tighter than I had expected. It felt incredible as she wrapped around my cock, sucking it deeper inside as she pushed her ass towards me. Fucking girls my own age was a chore sometimes, they would pull away and complain about the size before I was barely inside. But this was different, much more inviting, and it turned me on like a machine. Still holding my cock, I began to thrust slowly back and forth, forcing slightly deeper inside on each thrust.

“FUCK!!” Molly shouted, gripping at the taps and turning them. Water came flying from the faucet as I reached for her mouth, covering it as she screamed. My cock jammed deeper inside as I pulled her back towards me, causing her to howl into my hand, breathing sharply out of her nose. We stood frozen with my cock lodged halfway inside her pussy, both staring at James. My hand was still pressed tight over her mouth and her drenched tits heaved as she breathed deep, hanging out of her dress. The water poured from the faucet into the nearly full sink and gunshots rang out from the film on the television. James shifted in his seat and resettled himself, head hanging to the side to his shoulder. He was still completely out of it.

“Shhhhhhh,” I breathed into her ear as I thrust deeper, her muffled screams vibrating my hand as it clasped her mouth. I tensed my cock and pushed deeper, stretching her pussy over the widest part of my shaft. She went limp for a moment as I held her by her mouth and hip, before jolting back to life as I pushed deeper inside. I pumped back and forth slowly, stretching her pussy before leaning down over her back, pressing her back into the sink. I tightened my grip on her face and gave one strong thrust, forcing the rest of my cock inside, slapping my balls against her clit. She curled her legs off the ground, balancing on the edge of the counter as I bottomed out inside her. I held her there, moaning into my hand, taking my full length. My cock throbbed inside, her deep moans vibrating my shaft as they rippled through her body. My head pulsated against her cervix as I slowly began to pull out, before thrusting back, strongly. I sped up and began to pump my cock, letting more and more out each time before ramming it back inside. I pulled my dick out to its widest point and gave her short strokes over the thickest part of my shaft, letting her get used to the girth. She hummed long, drawn out moans into my hand as I stretched her pussy out, squeezing tight around me. I forced my cock back all the way inside and kept it there, pressed against her cervix, enjoying the feeling of being engulfed entirely by Molly. Fuck, that feels a little too good.

“Fuck, Molly! I think I’m gonna cum!” I stuttered as I began to pump long hard strokes into her. She started to moan muffled words into my palm, urgently, so I let go of her face, expecting her to tell me to pull out.

“Cum in my fucking cunt! Make me yours, baby!” she grunted, turning her head to look at me. Her cursing half startled me again, even while balls deep inside her it felt strange to hear her talk like that. I can’t believe she just said “cunt”! She must be loving this! She grimaced with pleasure as I slapped against her ass, her head bouncing wildly as I thrust. “I’ve never been fucked like this! Oh, GOD!” Her eyes curled back into her head and she started to spasm on my cock. The pressure squeezed tight around my shaft as I yanked my cock out, spilling her juices as she squirted onto the floor, splashing against my feet. Molly let out a loud squeal, and began to moan like she was weeping. She hung over the counter with her elbows and tits in the sink as she gripped the taps tight. Her ass and thighs rippled as she shook sporadically, splashing her feet in the puddles of water and cum on the floor. Trying my best not to blow my load, I stepped forward and positioned my cock just inside her sopping entrance and grabbed her ponytail, pulling her up to me. I placed my hand back over her mouth and thrust hard and deep. She screamed into my hand as I began to buck inside her. I pumped hard and fast, slapping against her thick ass cheeks. I reached around with my free hand to grab her soaked tits, slapping and clawing at them. The head of my cock twinged and my balls tightened, I was about to erupt.

“Fuck! Fuck! Molly!!” I pushed deep into her as I exploded. My hips shook as I went off like a hose inside her pussy, filling her up with my spunk. With every pulse, I spurted stream after stream into her as she hummed into my hand. I grabbed at her tit and leant my weight over her back, pressing her over the counter as I emptied into her. I held her face up in the direction of her husband in the living room as I twitched inside her, jabbing my head against her cervix as the endings of my load spilled out into her. Her eyes were wide open, staring at James as he sat snoring in the living room. I let go of her face and eased myself up, pulling my cock from her pussy, the head still oozing cum. Molly planted her feet and turned around, immediately getting into a squat before me and grabbing my cock. She licked up and down my shaft, tasting her juices, and sucked gently at the head as she jerked out the last drops. I pulled my cock from her sucking lips with a pop and got down on my knees. I spread her legs wide as she squatted, leaning against the counter. Rubbing her pussy gently and softly prizing at her lips, I tried to urge my spunk out of her.

“I think you came straight into my womb!” Molly gasped, spreading her pussy. “Shit, that’s a big load, I can feel it! Ohhhh!”

My cum began to fall out of her, cascading in huge globs out of her opening and onto the ground. She pressed her stomach and squeezed her pussy trying to force it out, my seed gushing from her as she did.

“Oh my God, baby! You filled me up! I’ve never been fucked like that before! Look at the floor!” she said, looking around us as we ducked out of view. The floor was covered in water and Molly’s juices, topped off with a huge pile of spunk under her still dripping pussy.

I leaned in and kissed her while I ran my fingers up and down her lips on each side, pressing them together gently. She moaned and melted into me, reaching out for my easing cock and stroking it slowly. It was starting to harden again in her hands, when we heard it.

“Mol?”

Shit! He’s awake!

We froze still, looking at each other, hoping it wasn’t real.

“Molly?”

Molly quickly grabbed her dress and pulled it back up over her tits, shaking them into place, her gloves squeaking as she did. She stood up, and turned to face the living room.

“Yes?” she said awkwardly, standing still. I froze, looking up at her. My heart was pounding out of my chest as I waited for James to speak again.

“What were you doing down there?” James asked in a suspicious tone.

“Oh, I just spilled some water, I was just cleaning it up!” she said, thinking on her feet.

Fuck, he better not walk around here, I thought to myself, looking around at the mess and slowly pulling my shorts back up, trying my best not to make a sound.

“Are the boys upstairs?” he asked. The room fell silent as he turned down the volume on the television. I could hear the leather of his chair as he shifted around.

Please don’t get up!

“Yeah! Do you want me to bring you something?! The floor’s pretty wet!” Molly said, jumping forward and grabbing a towel, throwing it to the floor over the pile of cum.

Shit, he must be getting up! I got ready to move across the floor on my hands and feet. Fuck!

“No, I need to take a leak,” he said, yawning as he got up.

Molly stepped close to the counter and turned to the side, trying to give me some cover as I squatted. I noticed Molly’s panties on the floor near the corner of the island, so I reached forward between her legs and grabbed them. They were soaking wet and they dripped as I squeezed them tight in my hand and stuffed them into my pocket. I slowly moved to the other end of the counter, trying to get completely out of sight as James’ footsteps slapped against the tiles, louder and louder. As he made it to the kitchen, Molly started to make herself look busy, picking up another dish and washing it. I caught a glimpse of the back of James’ head as he shuffled into the hall, towards the downstairs bathroom. When he closed the door, my body relaxed. I stood up slowly and looked at Molly. She looked like she was about to pass out.

“Go! Quick! Before he gets out!” she whispered, frantically, holding her hand to her chest to steady herself.

“Okay!” I said as I crept passed her, giving her ass a tap as I went. I tiptoed into the hallway, staring at the bathroom door, hearing James relieve himself as I went. I snuck up the stairs and down the hall to my room, just as I heard the flush. Pulling the door handle slowly, I slipped inside, keeping the handle held down and closing the door behind me.

How the fuck did you get out of that one?!

I pulled my shorts down and took my shirt off, standing naked in the middle of the room. I stood there for a moment, composing myself and processing what just happened. I grabbed a towel from my bed and wiped myself down, wiping all the sweat from my body and juices from my cock and balls. When I was dry enough, I lay down on the bed, sinking into the covers.

What the fuck?! I actually just fucked Molly! That really happened! I’ve wanted this for so long, but never in my wildest dreams did I ever think I’d even come close. I’d have given my left nut just to touch her left tit before this weekend. “Make me yours!” she said! HA! She can’t seriously mean that. She was probably just really into it. The look on her face when she told me to go was pretty stern, maybe she’s already woken up to how crazy this is. I just fucked her within sight of her husband for fuck’s sake. He wakes up and that’s divorce and a ruined relationship with practically everyone closest to her. Does she really want my dick that much? I know I want her that much. I want to fuck her like that every day! I want to fuck her right now!

My cock lurched against the sheets, as I lay thinking about going back downstairs for more. I lay still, listening out for noises from downstairs, pitching a huge tent. I couldn’t hear anything, not even the television, as I contemplated my next move.

I can’t hear the TV, they will probably be going to bed soon, it’s pretty late. Maybe if I waited for James to go to bed? Maybe Molly will wait up for me? Maybe we could spend the night downstairs? Wait, that’s a lot of maybes. Maybe not. Okay, you’ve had enough for one day, if that’s all you get then you’ve still had the greatest day of your life. Sleep it off, man. You’ll need all the energy you can get for tomorrow. Hopefully.

* * *

SUNDAY

I woke to the sound of the front door slamming shut. My eyes shot open and I was filled with immediate excitement. It feels like it’s my birthday! But hold on for now, you don’t know who just left. I heard the car engine ignite and purr as it backed out of the drive. I sat up on the edge of the bed, planting my feet wide on the ground and pulled the sheets away from my naked body. My cock was rock hard, just as it had been when I fell asleep. I let my balls hang free as I perched, my cock throbbing as it bobbed up and down. Have I been like this all night? I can’t remember the last time I didn’t have a fucking hard on. Aren’t you supposed to call a doctor if you’ve been hard for a certain amount of time or something? “Hello, doctor? Yes, that’s right, my penis simply will not go down.” Yeah, I don’t think so. I’d be calling them every day.

I snapped out of it as I heard footsteps slapping against the floor, getting louder as they came up the stairs, then down the hall and stopping outside my door. That must be Molly! Unless Liam has made a miraculous recovery. Well, if it is him, he’s in for a shock if he opens that door. I stared at the door handle, waiting for what seemed like an eternity. Is she still there? Did she creep away? Then, finally, the handle moved downwards and the door opened, slowly. I stayed exactly where I was as my eyes met Molly’s. She looked a little startled as if she expected me to be asleep, taking a step back, then giggling as she looked down at my cock.

“Well, good morning! Looks like you’re wide awake!” she chuckled.

“Good morning, yourself!” I replied, casting my eye up and down her body. She was wearing her silk dressing gown, tied tight at the waist, accentuating her huge tits. They jiggled against the silk as she placed her hands on her waist, still staring at my cock.

“So, what are we going to do with that, hey?” she said with a dirty smirk.

“I don’t know,” I said, grabbing the base of my cock and giving it a shake, “what are you going to do with it?”

“Everything.”

With that, she pushed the door wide open and began to fumble with her gown. She tugged at the waist and pulled it apart, revealing her body, completely naked underneath. She slipped the arms off and let the gown fall to her feet, letting me see all of her. She looked like a voluptuous goddess. She slowly got down to her hands and knees and began to crawl towards me. Her full breasts swayed with her wide hips as she approached, her eyes fixated on my shaft. I remained still, only my cock moving as it tensed in anticipation. Her face arrived between my legs and she wasted no time, ducking under my cock and lapping at my balls as they dangled off the bed. My cock lay across the side of her face, twitching as she sucked and licked softly.

“Fuck, Molly,” I grunted, “I could get used to this!”

“Mmmmm!” she hummed, sucking a ball in and out of her mouth, playfully, then releasing it and running her mouth all the way along the underside of my shaft. “I’m not sure I could ever get used to this!”

Molly moved back slightly and tilted her face up towards mine, still on all fours. She opened her mouth wide and closed her eyes, sticking her tongue out flat over her bottom lip. I paused for a moment, watching the saliva gather on her tongue and slowly begin to drip.

“Aaaaaaaah!” she urged, shaking her arched ass side to side.

Fuck me.

I grabbed the base of my cock and positioned the head under the tip of her tongue, collecting the dripping saliva, then sliding it inside her hot mouth. Her lips closed around my head and her eyes opened as she began to gently suck. She sucked on the tip of the head, then darted her tongue out, flicking it side to side as she forced the head into her mouth and continued part way down the shaft. She stopped with a mouthful and tried her best to keep her tongue moving, but she was struggling. I let go of my cock with it firmly in place inside Molly’s mouth and leant forward over her back to give her ass a squeeze. I took hold of her ass with both hands and pulled at her cheeks, shaking them and spreading them wide apart. I gave her ass a little slap, causing her to give a little squeak and lurch forward, slightly deeper down my shaft.

“Fuck, yes!” I grunted as I slapped her ass again, a little harder, causing an even louder squeak, followed by a deep moan.

Fuck, she’s loving it just as much as me!

I grabbed her ass with both hands and began to pull her towards me forcing her further down my shaft. She began to choke and splutter and her feet kicked up and down. I pulled her back up and then down again, until the head of my cock tickled the back of her throat. I took my hands from her ass and leant back but she stayed where she was, rocking herself back and forth on her hands and knees, choking on my dick. I sat there just watching as she desperately tried to force more and more inside, her hands still flat on the ground. I gathered her hair out of her face and held it behind her head with one hand and, with the other, grabbed my cock. I sat back slightly and pulled her face away, saliva stringing from her mouth to my cock and down her chin. She gasped for air with her eyes closed as she sat up onto her knees, her tits heaving as she breathed deep. She opened her eyes and looked at me with a mad lust, then started into a dizzy laugh.

“You’re cock drives me fucking crazy!” she giggled, reaching out and jerking it with one hand, and pushing the hair from her face with the other. I leant forward and reached down to her pussy, running my fingers through her short hair and rubbing her clit before she slapped my wrist, playfully.

“Oh, no you don’t!” she said, giggling and jerking on my cock. “You lie back and let me take care of you, sweetie! This is just your morning medicine! I’ll get this load out of you, then we can shower you off and then I’ll make us some breakfast. And then...” she said, quickening the pace, “you can do whatever you want to me!”

“That’s fine by me!” I laughed, leaning back and resting on my elbows.

“Good, now give me that spunk, baby! C’mon!” She jerked my cock, furiously, staring at the head. “C’mon, baby, give it to me!”

My eyes were drawn to her huge tits jiggling behind my cock as she jerked, still staring at my head. The slopping noises it made found a rhythm and my balls began to twinge. She spat on the head of my cock and carried on jerking, even faster now. I was in a trance. The noise of her jerking and her sporadic spitting on my cock was driving me wild. I was about to explode.

“Fuck! I’m gonna cum!”

“That’s it! Cum for me, sweetie! Give it all up!”

“Oh, fuck!”

“That’s it, baby!”

She opened her mouth wide as she jerked with both hands, placing the head of my cock flush on her tongue.

“Uhuh! Uhuh!” she gasped, jerking wildly and giving the head a little suck. That was all I needed to take me over the edge. I shot a huge stream, crashing against the roof of her mouth. Then another and another. She kept jerking as I bucked on the edge of the bed.

As I pumped my cum into Molly’s mouth, my bliss was interrupted by the sound of the front door opening.

“It’s only me! I forgot my wallet!” It was James.

Molly sat up and we looked at each other, as my spunk spurted onto her face, over her lips and chin. She looked petrified, but she didn’t stop jerking my cock. She brought her chest towards me to catch the streams of spunk on her tits. She lifted a breast in one hand and, with the other, rested my cock on it, easing the spunk out onto her huge mound, running the shaft across her nipple

Fuck, the bedroom door is wide open! What if his wallet is upstairs? He’ll definitely see us! But she isn’t stopping!

Molly’s face was a concoction of emotions. She looked terrified but eager to carry on as she pumped my cock faster.

“Mol?” James shouted.

She kept jerking, staring at me as I twitched in her hand.

“Mol?!” James shouted again.

She didn’t stop. She began to rub my cum all over her tits with her free hand, staring into my eyes in panic, breathing heavily. Then she lowered her face and began to suck lightly on my head.

“Okay, well I’ve found it! See you later!”

She carried on sucking as the front door closed with a crash. Then she pulled it out of her mouth and squeezed the last drop onto her tongue, swallowing it down.

“Right, mister! Let’s get that shower!” she said with a smile, almost as if James was never there.

“... Okay!” I replied in a stupor, standing up, my cock hanging right in front of Molly’s face. She held out her hands for me to help her up, so I did, but before she took them, she gave my cock a quick peck.

“Mwah!” she giggled as she got to her feet, then reached around behind me and gave my ass a squeeze. “C’mon, let’s get to the shower, I want to wash you down.”

Am I fucking dreaming? How is life this good now?

We walked to the bathroom together. It felt weird just walking around the house naked and even weirder with Molly being naked with me. It felt like this was our home, where we lived together and fucked all day. I stepped into the bathroom and waited by the shower, turning to face Molly as she entered. Her tits glistened with my spunk as she approached, it turned me on to see the mess I had made. She smiled and reached out to stroke my chest, making her way down my body to my cock and taking it into her hands.

“Does this thing ever quit?” she said with a grin, squeezing gently on my cock as it began to harden.

“Not really,” I said, cupping a breast in my hand, “and definitely not when you’re around!”

“You’re such a charmer!” Molly blushed, letting go of me and turning on the shower. “I must say, I’m not used to all these compliments.”

I watched as the water rained down on her, soaking her hair then falling down her neck. I was mesmerised by the trickles tracing down her back and curving in between her ass cheeks, before dripping down her thighs. She turned to face me, clearing the water from her eyes.

“Well, don’t just stand there,” she said, giggling.

I snapped back to my senses and jumped in, nudging under the shower head, letting the water fall between us as we shared the space. Molly turned and grabbed a washcloth and some shower oil and, squeezing the oil onto the cloth, she pushed me against the wall and began to scrub my chest.

“You’re so big and strong!” she said, focusing on my pecs and then spreading out to my shoulders and biceps. “There’s so much of you to clean!”

I watched her soaking tits bounce as she scrubbed me down, edging further and further down my stomach before reaching the base of my cock. She gently held up my cock with one hand and placed the washcloth on top with the other, slowly scrubbing up and down my shaft. I closed my eyes and leant my head back against the wall, enjoying every slight movement she made across my cock. She was scrubbing so soft and sensually, it was driving me crazy. My cock was rock hard in her hands as she rubbed the suds up and down my shaft, carefully enveloping the head with the cloth and rubbing, gently.

“Look at the size of it!” she said, giving it a few quick tugs. “It’s throbbing so hard!” She pressed it down and let it spring back up, letting out a whooping sound as it bobbed and swayed before her. “Wow! Okay, turn around... and don’t put a hole in my wall,” she said, laughing.

I turned around and she began to clean my back, scrubbing hard and fast in circular motions, before suddenly pausing. Then, out of nowhere, I felt a sharp sensation on my ass. I looked over my shoulder to see Molly squatting.

“Haha! Sorry!” she said, in a fit of laughter. “I’ve just wanted to do that for quite a while! You have such a sexy butt!”

“Did you just bite my ass?!” I asked, a little shocked. She didn’t answer, just giggled and squeezed my ass cheeks. “Okay, my turn!”

I spun to face her and lifted her up, sending her into another fit of laughter. I took the washcloth from her and began to scrub her chest.

“These are filthy!” I said, smirking, swiping over her breasts.

“I can’t think why!” she replied, mischievously, leaning back against the wall as I scrubbed her down.

“I’m just going to mess them up again when we get out. We could just stay in the shower?” I asked, jokingly.

“I told you, breakfast! C’mon, there will be plenty of time for you to make a mess of me after we’ve eaten.”

“Yeah, I am pretty hungry,” I replied, sucking on one of her hard nipples.

With that, I quickly spun her around and squatted behind her, grabbed a handful of her right ass cheek and bit down. She lifted onto her tiptoes and tightened up as I sucked in a mouthful of her flesh. I pulled my mouth away and gave her ass a little slap over where I sucked, sending Molly into a jolt. Then I spread her ass cheeks and gave her one big lick up along her pussy to her asshole. She hummed and shuddered.

“Okay, lets go!” I said, standing up and heading out of the shower, grabbing a towel from the rack. Molly was still leaning against the wall, composing herself, before she came to her senses and turned the shower off.

“Yeah... okay... let’s go!” she said softly, with a dizzy look on her face.

I dried off and went to grab a pair of shorts from my case while Molly picked up her dressing gown from where she left it and put it on, tying it loosely. As we made our way downstairs to the kitchen I couldn’t keep my eyes off her ass. The shine of the silk made it look so juicy, hugging her flesh as she bounced with every step. I wanted to stop and fuck her right there on the stairs. I wanted to fuck her on every step.

I’d fuck her up and down these stairs all day!

I took a seat at the table, turning it to face Molly as she busily fussed with pots and pans in the kitchen.

“What can I get you, sweetie? Bacon and eggs? Pancakes? French toast? Whatever you want, honey,” Molly asked, clanging around in the pan cupboard.

“Bacon, eggs and pancakes sounds great, Mol,” I replied, instinctively.

You idiot! Just eat some cereal and get to fucking!

“If that’s not too much trouble?” I followed up.

“Awww, nothing is too much trouble for you, honey,” she replied, smiling as she set a pan down.

I fucking love her.

“So, I’m guessing Jim has taken Liam to the hospital?” I asked, leaning back in my chair.

“Oh, no. Liam’s upstairs,” she replied, fetching the food from the fridge.

“What?!” I blurted, sifting up abruptly, sending Molly into a fit of laughter.

“Hahaha! Your face! Of course he has, they should be gone for hours,” she said turning and giving me a devilish grin. “I’ve got you all to myself.”

“You think that’s funny?” I said, feigning seriousness with a smile, rising to my feet and approaching her.

“It’s a little funny,” she smiled, turning to face me and cautiously backing up against the counter. 

I detected a hint of anxiety in her as I tugged her close to me, planting my lips on hers. She closed her eyes and stood on her tiptoes straining to kiss me. I reached my arms around her and lifted her by the waist and she responded by wrapping her legs around me. She wasn’t anxious anymore as she feverishly kissed me, moaning and forcing her tongue into my mouth. I reached under her and grabbed her thighs to support her from underneath, my hands clenching at her flesh beneath her robe. The food sizzled in the pan while Molly sizzled in arms, her heat rising as I edged my fingers towards her pussy.

“I... want to...” Molly whispered between frantic kisses, “...cook you... BREAKFAST!” she squealed as I reached her pussy, fingering at her lips, searching for the opening and jabbing a finger inside.

Fuck, she’s so wet. Fuck breakfast, I’ll eat this pussy instead.

Alas, my new breakfast plans were rudely interrupted by the noise of my phone ringing. Even worse, when I say “ringing”, I mean, blaring an obnoxious custom tone, set up by Liam just for his number, so I’d “never have an excuse not to answer.”

“Shit, that’s Liam!” I said, dropping a flustered Molly back to her feet. “I better answer it.”

“Yeah... ahem... woo!” Molly shuddered as she composed herself and returned to the stove.

I grabbed my phone from the table and answered it.

“You really could have picked a better ringtone, this isn’t a noise that you should want to associate yourself with,” I said into the phone, while peeping over at Molly’s ass.

“My musical taste is impeccable, you’re lucky to have such a cultured friend,” Liam replied.

“So very lucky. What do you want?”

“I just thought I’d wake you up, I just got to the hospital, it’s packed. There must be some sort of pandemic or some shit, everyone’s down here. It’s, errr... it’s pretty gross.”

“I’m sure everyone is thinking the same about you.”

“I doubt it. They are probably all looking at me as some sort of beacon of hope in a trying time. That’s how it looks, if I’m honest.”

“Haha! You’re a dick. So, I guess you’ll be there a while then?”

“Yeah, man, it’s looking that way. I guess I’ll just have to catch you next week. You’ll be setting off soon, I presume?”

I looked to Molly at the stove, her ass jiggling as she stirred and shook the pan, making my cock twinge.

“Err, yeah, I’ll be getting off soon.”

“Okay, cool. Well, I should probably get back... I need to be with my people, they need me.”

“Haha, shut up! See ya later, man.”

“Later!”

I put my phone back down on the counter and retook my seat at the table as Molly was plating the food.

“The hospital is packed apparently,” I announced, “sounds like they will be there for quite a while.”

“I thought they would be, that hospital is always full,” she replied, heading over to the table with the plates. “I told James to call on the way home, so we won’t have any surprises.”

She’s given this some thought.

“There you go,” she said, placing my plate in front of me, “let me know if you want anything else.”

“Thanks, Mol, this is great.”

I had never eaten so fast, shovelling mouthful after mouthful until the plate was bare. Molly had finished her much smaller meal and was watching me eat, telling me to “take my time”, but to no avail.

“I love watching you eat, nobody enjoys my cooking more than you,” Molly said, with her chin rested in her palm. “I can’t even remember the last time James finished a meal that I cooked.”

“You’re the best cook I know!” I replied. “I’d eat anything you put in front of me.”

“You’re so sweet,” she said, with what turned out to be a short-lived smile. Her brow furled to a worried look as she gazed down at the table, fiddling at the wood grain with her fingernails. “Sweetie, what are we doing? Are you sure about all this?”

Fuck. I knew she couldn’t be this comfortable with the situation. It’s got to be a way bigger mind-fuck for her than it is for me.

“Of course I’m sure!” I said, reaching out for her hand. “Trust me, I’ve wanted this for a very long time.”

“But, why, sweetie?” she said, placing her other hand on mine. “You must have young girls chasing after you all the time, you shouldn’t look twice at an old lady like me.”

“Haha! Old lady?! You’re in your prime! I can’t stop looking at you, let alone look twice! You drive me fucking crazy! How many times have you caught me staring at those!” I said, nodding towards her chest.

“A few times,” she said, smiling again, “but this is more than looking, sweetie. What if somebody found out? Your mom would kill me! James would kill me! Liam would kill me!”

“I wouldn’t let anybody kill you,” I said, laughing, “nobody has to know anything.”

“Oh, sweetie, I don’t know. If they found out, we’d be in so much trouble. James would divorce me, Liam would disown me and your mom would never speak to me again!”

“My mom would get over it, so would Liam and, to be honest, you should divorce James!” I said, feeling a little brave. “He treats you like shit, it pisses me off. He doesn’t know how lucky he is, you’re fucking perfect. When was the last time he fucked your brains out?”

She laughed. “I’m not sure he’s ever ‘fucked my brains out’. He hasn’t touched me like that in years, I’m not sure I even want him to after all that’s happened.” She paused, awkwardly.

“What do you mean? What’s happened?” I asked, stroking her hand.

“I think he’s been sleeping with other women, again,” she said in resignation.

“What?! Sleeping with other women? Again?! James?!” I asked, incredulously.

“Yeah, I’ve caught him out twice. With his assistant the first time, years ago, and a hooker in a hotel the time after that. Your mom told me I should leave him, she never really liked him. I don’t think she meant like this, though!” she said with a sigh.

What the fuck?

“I’ve never really liked him either. You should have left him the day you caught him. Why the hell didn’t you?”

“Well, mostly because of Liam,” she said, looking forlorn, “I didn’t want to tear his life apart. But, I was scared, too. The thought of starting again was so daunting. I had been with James for so long, he’s the only man I’ve been with. Well, until you... my best friend’s son! Oh, God!” She pulled her hands away and covered her face in embarrassment.

Why does it turn me on so much that I’m only the second guy she’s fucked?

I took her gently by the wrists and prized her hands away from her face. Her eyes were slowly welling up with tears.

Shit, say something.

“Hey, c’mon, Mol. You deserve to be happy, you’re an incredible woman. James being a fucking idiot doesn’t change that.”

“Awww, honey,” she smiled, “you’ve grown into such a lovely young man.” She reached out to stroke my arm, squeezing my bicep. “And such a hunk! Look at you, I can’t stand it!”

“Haha! Look at you!” I said, gripping the corner of the table and pulling it away from Molly, dragging it across the ground, plates and cutlery rattling as it moved. Molly squeaked in shock, leaning back in her seat in reaction to the sudden movement, then settling, placing her hand on her chest to calm herself. I eyed her up and down, drinking in her legs and thighs, then scoping over her chest, her breasts heaving with her breath. I panned up to her face, locking onto her eyes, already gazing into mine. We froze, looking at each other for a few moments. Her eyes were full of conflict and her breathing became deeper still. My attention was captured by her hand as she slowly moved up her thigh, pulling on her robe to reveal her shining flesh. Her hand moved again, this time to her waist, delicately pulling on the knot until it came undone, loosening her robe’s grip on her body.

“I love the way you look at me,” Molly whispered, still staring into my eyes as I glanced up. My cock was hardening fast in my shorts as I enjoyed the show.

She slowly tugged on her lapels with each hand, teasing them apart to reveal more and more of her ample breast. She lingered over her hard nipples before pulling the robe wide apart, exposing her body to me. I poured my eyes all over her, studying every inch as her breathing increased and she began to quiver, ever so subtly. My eyes focused on the top of her trimmed pussy hair, what lay below still being covered by her shut thighs. Paying attention to where my eyes had settled, Molly began to slowly open them. It was like the doors to paradise were opening before my eyes, I half expected a glowing light to emerge from between her legs. I liked what I saw much better, though. She split her legs wide open, leant back in her chair and ran a hand over her pussy, prizing her lips apart, teasingly, with her fingers.

Fuck me.

I had seen enough. I stood up from my chair, my cock straining against the leg of my shorts. I looked at Molly to see she wasn’t looking into my eyes anymore, she was staring at my cock as it fought to get out. I got down in between her legs and placed my hands behind her knees, pulling her ass to the edge of the seat to offer a better angle to attack her pussy. Then I dove in. I lapped at her pussy with my tongue, streaking up and down her lips and sucking on her clit. I gathered the suctioned saliva in my mouth before spitting it back out onto her pussy and delving in again.

“Oh my God!” Molly yelped as I sucked on her clit and gripped her thighs tight. I sucked hard, gazing up to Molly’s face. Her eyes were closed tight and she was panting hard. I released her clit and thighs before spreading her lips and forcing my tongue as deep into her pussy as I could. She placed her hands on the back of my head and gripped my hair in handfuls, pressing me deeper into her. My tongue thrashed inside her, stirring her juices and driving her wild.

“Fuck, baby! That feels so good!” she oozed, as I withdrew my tongue from her and returned to her engorged clit, sucking it in and out of my mouth and drooling all over it, before sucking again. Molly had removed her hands from my head and was squeezing and kneading her tits, pulling on her nipples and moaning, loudly. “Oh, baby, yes! Yes! Suck that fucking clit!”

I reached up to her sopping pussy with my hand and began to rub on her lips with my fingers, teasing at the entrance as I carried on sucking. She responded by thrusting her hips into me, moaning louder and louder. I forced my two middle fingers inside and began to jab, in and out, probing at her walls, rubbing along every kink and ridge. I sloshed around, finding her spot and circling it over and over as she began to buck in my hands. I felt her juices flowing as I let go of her clit and sped up my fingers, shaking my wrist from side to side, stretching her pussy walls. The sloshing noises became louder and louder before Molly screamed in pleasure.

“Fuck! Fuck! FUUUCK!!” she hollered, writhing in her chair as I jolted my fingers around inside her like a machine. Her abdomen tightened and her juices began to gush. I yanked my fingers out and ran them side to side across her clit as she sprinkled her juices out like a fountain, soaking my stomach and falling to the floor around us. She began to spasm violently, as she purred in her chair from the release, her face grimaced and her eyes forced shut. I leant forward and grabbed her breast, sucking the nipple into my mouth, hard and pulling on it, causing her eyes to open.

“Oh, God! I love that!” she moaned, watching as I tried to get as much of her breast into my mouth as I could before sucking hard. Her breasts popped out of my mouth as I pulled too far away with every suck. I was so turned on, sucking on the tits I’d fantasised over so many times, when I suddenly became very conscious of how hard my cock was throbbing to get out of my shorts. I couldn’t stand it anymore, so I pulled my shorts down to my knees as I knelt in front of her. My cock sprang as it was released, slapping against Molly’s ass cheeks as they perched on the edge of the chair. I pulled my cock up and let it fall with a slap on her pussy, then I thrust, slowly, sliding the head further up her stomach until my balls met her wet lips. My head reached past her navel as I slapped my balls against her opening.

“Wow! That is a huge cock, baby!” she admired, pressing her massive tits together and leaning to offer them to me, but I had other ideas.

I can’t wait anymore, I’ve got to fuck her.

I grabbed the base of my cock and shuffled back on my knees, giving myself some room to manoeuvre. I positioned my cock at her entrance, sliding my head up and down her lips and pressing and shaking side to side on her clit.

“Oh, God! Oh, God!” Molly wept as I plunged the head of my cock into her wet pussy. She shuffled, uncomfortably in her seat, sliding further and further down, straining her neck, pressing her chin to her chest.

I can’t fuck her like this, I’ll break her neck! We need to move!

I looked down at Molly, contorted in the chair, staring down at my cock, panting, as it froze inside her entrance. I thrust further into her, spreading her lips wider and wider as I forced my way in. Molly groaned a low, deep moan as I crammed into her, her eyes never shifting from my shaft, disappearing inside her, inch by inch.

“Hold onto me,” I said, leaning over her with half of my cock lodged inside. She wrapped her arms tight around my neck as I planted a foot on the ground and raised myself to a squat, reaching under her thighs as her legs wrapped around me. I lifted her from the chair as she breathed into my ear.

“Fuck! You’re so STRONG!” she squealed as I stood up straight, impaling her deeper on my cock. I raised her up and down on my shaft a few times, thrusting into her as I brought her back down, causing her to whimper next to my ear. I turned around, looking for a place to take her, when I was struck by a sordid idea.

I carried Molly to the living room, lodging myself deeper inside her with every step I took, making her gasp with every bounce. I turned around once we had arrived, sitting down in James’ reclining chair, Molly straddling me, her knees tucked between my thighs and the arms of the chair. I heard the sound of James’ glasses falling to the ground as we landed.

It’s only right I should get to sit in the man of the house’s chair if I’m fucking the woman of the house. This is my woman now, this should be my chair. Fuck it, this should be my house! I’m the new man of the house!

“Oh! Oh, God! Wow!” Molly gasped, kneeling up and staring at her pussy impaled half way down my cock. “It feels like I’m already full!” She raised up, slightly, then back down further, spreading herself on my girth. “Oooooh! It’s stretching me out, baby! I can’t believe how big you are!”

“Is it that much bigger than James’?” I asked with a grin, looking up at her blushed face, already knowing the answer.

“Are you fucking kidding me?!” she laughed, still moving up and down, slowly engulfing more and more of my cock. “This must be twice the length and width, it’s a fucking monster!”

I held her thighs to stop her from bouncing and tensed my cock over and over, making it throb inside her, teasing her pussy.

“Shit! You make me feel like a virgin, again!” she said tilting her head, briefly, then gazing back down. “When your cock sprang in my face yesterday, I didn’t know what to do, it scared me! But I had to touch it! I had to have it!”

She reached down and began to scratch gently at the base of my cock with her long fingernails. Then she forced herself deeper down my cock and took my full width, humming as it slipped in. Her pussy felt even tighter than yesterday.

“Fuck! I want you to break me in! Make it fit! Make my pussy yours!” she yelled, bouncing up and down, her tits slapping against her stomach. I grabbed her hips and forced her all the way down my cock, making her scream. “FUCK! IT’S SO FUCKING DEEP!”

I lifted her up and pulled her back down, letting my cock stand fully inside her. It felt like it was on fire. I held her there for a while, grabbing her tits and sucking her nipples, playfully nibbling at them. Then I gripped her waist and rocked her back and forth on my cock, stretching her wider. I continued the motion with her hips before she took over and began to thrust back and forth herself.

“Oh, God! It’s in my fucking womb!” she screamed as she thrust harder and harder, grinding against me. “Make it yours, baby! Stretch me out with that giant cock!”

I gripped her hips and pulled her up my shaft, then forced her back down, then up again, Molly screaming with every thrust. I held her still as I thrust up into her, making her pussy cream on my cock.

“Fuck! I’m gonna cum again!” she yelped, rubbing her clit, frantically. “Oh my God! FUCK!”

I lifted her off my cock and she sprayed her juices all over me, gushing all over my stomach and chest, dripping from my body onto James’ chair. I reached around her to grab her ass, then lifted her pussy to my face as the last trickles of her juices streamed out of her. I licked up her sweet orgasm and started softly kissing her clit, my nose buried in her soaked pussy hair.

“Oh, Jack! You make me cum so fucking hard!” she cried, reaching out to steady herself on the arms of the chair. Then she pulled her legs from my sides one by one and knelt down on the floor in front of me, spreading my legs. “I want to taste me on your cock!”

She rubbed her hands over my stomach and chest, spreading her juices all over me as she leant forward and started licking my balls.

“I love these huge balls, so packed full of cum! I want it all!” she spluttered, as she rubbed her mouth all over them. She grabbed the base of my shaft and started jerking fast as she hoovered up the juices from my balls. Then she sat up, moved closer to me and lifted her huge tits, letting them slap against my stomach as she let them fall.

“Do you want to fuck my tits, sweetie?” she said, softly, as if he just asked me if I wanted a sandwich. She started gathering her pussy juices from my stomach and rubbing it all over her tits.

“You have no idea how many times I’ve imagined you saying that to me!” I replied, sliding forward and grabbing my cock, slapping it on her tits. She giggled as I pressed my dick to the middle of her chest, then wrapped her massive, soft breasts around it, my throbbing head resting close to her neck. Then she began to shake her tightly cradled tits up and down my shaft.

“Fuck those tits, baby!” she whispered. “They’re yours! You don’t have to imagine anything anymore!”

Her soft, wet tits ran up and down my cock, hypnotising me. She was putting her back into it now, rising up and down at pace. The head of my cock was prodding her chin on her downstrokes, so I reached for Molly’s head and tilted it down, my cock pressing to her lips. She opened wide and took the head into her mouth, sucking on it hard and shaking her tits up and down the shaft.

“Fuck, Molly! That’s so fucking hot!” I buzzed, thrusting deeper into her spluttering mouth. She opened wide and surrendered to me, forcing her head down. My cock disappeared into her mouth as her face slapped against her plumped up tits with a ripple. She bobbed back up for air, gasping, revealing my drenched cock.

“I love choking on your cock, baby! It drives me fucking crazy!” She gulped and gasped for breath, my head pressing against her chin as she dribbled. Again, she opened wide, forcing her head down and slapping her face against her tits again, harder this time.

Okay, I definitely never imagined the whole face titty-slap thing. I fucking love it!

She gagged on my cock, bobbing up and down, slapping her face against her soft tits as she held them tight, over and over. Then she stopped bobbing her head and started lifting her tits to meet her face. The slapping and slurping noises were driving me wild.

Shit, that turns me on so much! Look at her! She’s slapping her face into her tits to choke on my cock! The world has been sleeping on this face titty-slapping business! But, now I want that pussy!

I pulled her head off my cock and sat up, leaning her back on her heels as she released me from her breast vice. I stood up, my dick hanging in front of her as she wiped the saliva from her face. I yanked her to her feet and moved her to the double couch, bending her over and taking position behind her.

“Are you ready?” I asked, sliding my cock up and down her wet slit, teasing at the entrance.

“Fuck, yes!” she growled, arching her back and stretching her ass cheeks.

“Tell me how much you want it,” I said, playfully, tapping my head against her clit.

“I need it, baby! I need that huge cock!” she squealed, impatiently. “Please, honey! Give it to me!”

I forced the head of my cock inside her and watched as her pussy tightened and squeezed around it.

“Oh, God!” Molly whispered as I held my position, shaking my head up and down inside her. She began to back into me impatiently, shaking her ass cheeks, trying to shimmy herself down my shaft. I was done with teasing. I planted a foot beside her knee on the couch, grabbed her by the waist and lunged forward, hammering against her ass as I bottomed out inside her.

“FUCK!” Molly screamed, reaching out behind her for my thigh, scratching at it as she missed. I pulled back and lunged again, crashing once more against her ass cheeks. “ARGH! FUCK!” She stretched her arms out in front of her, fingers clutching tight around the arm of the couch. Again, I lunged. “OH MY GOD! IT’S SO FUCKING BIG!!” She reached behind for me again, with her indecisive hands, searching for something to hold onto. I grabbed her forearm as she stretched, clasping it tight and pulling it towards me, sliding her down my cock. “FUCK! JUST TAKE ME!” She threw her free arm behind her, her hand strained out, wide, desperate for me to take control. I obliged, grasping her arm, firmly. I held her in place, gripping both arms tight. She leant forward, sliding off my cock, before I pulled at her, yanking her back down to the base of my shaft.

“Who’s pussy is this?” I asked, holding her still, tensing my cock inside her as she moaned, loudly.

“YOURS! OH... GOD! IT’S YOURS! TAKE IT!” she yelled, bouncing around with my cock inside her.

I began to push and pull her up and down my shaft, over and over, slapping against her big ass. I reached further up her arms to her elbows and gripped tight, arching her back. Her hair danced, wildly, as she tilted her head back, her moans undulating to the rhythm of me crashing into her.

“FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!” Molly, yelped, her tits rising and slapping against her stomach. “I’M GONNA CUM, BABY! OH, GOD! KEEP FUCKING ME!”

Encouraged, I began to fuck her harder and faster, slamming my cock deep into her hot pussy with a new vigour. Before long, I felt a tight pressure around my cock as she contracted, hard. Molly growled like an animal as I let go of her arms, sending her flying forward as her pussy gushed. She squirted hard, splattering against the leather couch as she rubbed at her pussy, screaming in ecstasy. I started to slap my head against her pussy as the last of her orgasm spilled out of her.

“F-F-FUCK! OH M-MY GOD!!” she spluttered, shaking violently, trying to recover.

“Again!” I said, pushing my cock back inside and reaching down to grab a handful of her hair. I began to thrust, fast and hard, pulling her towards me by her hair as she moaned. I reached around and grabbed her huge tit as it bounced and swayed beneath her, squeezing it tight in my hand. I pulled and slapped at her tit, yanking on her hair as I fucked her deep. She tightened again.

“OH, SHIT!” Molly screamed, spasming on my cock. She fell forward again as I let go of her, eagerly rubbing and slapping at her pussy, coaxing out her streams of juice. “B-baby, it.... f-f-feels... s-so fucking g-good!” she jittered as she spread her pussy with her fingers. Watching her as she dribbled and shook and whimpered, writhing with her face pressed against the couch, had me ready to explode.

“Fuck, Molly. I need to cum!”

She jumped to attention, getting back on all fours.

“Do it, baby! Cum in my pussy! Fill me up!!” she said, eagerly, sticking her ass as high as she could and pressing the side of her face against the couch. I positioned myself behind and gripped my cock, before suddenly becoming unsatisfied.

I want to see her face when I cum. I want to see her face when I fill up her pussy.

I gave her ass a little slap, causing her to yelp and jolt forward. Grabbing her waist, I turned her, pushing her against the back of the couch. I took her bottom knee and dragged it, positioning her on her back in front of me.

“Ooooh!” she giggled as her tits wobbled to a stop in huge, flattened mounds on her chest. Her nipples rose from her breasts like juicy shards of flesh, tempting me to pinch and suck them. I reached behind her neck and lifted it to rest on the arm of the chair, forcing her gaze down her body. I leant over her, gripping under her tit and sucking in a nipple, tugging it upwards until it popped from my mouth. “Yes, baby, I love that! Suck my tits, baby! Suck them as hard as you want!”

I sucked and pulled and pinched and slapped at her tits until they were covered in saliva, Molly shaking with pleasure. I cupped the underside of her breast and pressed it up to her face, offering her nipple to her mouth. She licked and sucked at it, paused to spit and dribble out what she had gathered, then continued to suck. The suction she created on her tit looked immense. So immense that my cock became jealous. I shifted up her body, placing my knees either side of her stomach and held my cock to her mouth.

“Mmmmm!” Molly hummed, eyeing the length of my cock as it aimed at her face. As she opened wide, I pressed to the back of her throat, gagging her, filling her mouth as her eyes shot wide open and her hands reached around and squeezed my ass. She leant forward as little as she could with her face and pulled me into her with her hands, forcing as much of my cock down her throat as she could. Her eyes began to water as she held me inside her, her lips puckering around my shaft, trying to suck in more of me. I slowly pulled my cock from her mouth, Molly gasping and spitting the collection of saliva down her chin and onto her tits as the head left her lips. I slapped my cock against her wet tits as she held them together for me, teasing at her nipples with my head. I tilted my neck back for a moment to catch my breath, slapping my cock against her tits, in a state of pure, dizzy lust.

Okay, now I really need to cum!

I shuffled back down her body and spread her legs wide, lifting them to her shoulders and pressing them to her, stretching her muscles. She wrapped her arms around her legs and pulled them even closer to her, squeezing her breasts together between her knees, her chin pressed into them as her head leant against the arm of the couch. Her face was now a ruler’s length from her pussy as she folded herself for me, her eyes darting between my cock and her swollen, wet opening. I slid my cock along her pussy and spread at the lips, making Molly’s eyes roll back into her head, then returning to stare at the spectacle. I slipped inside, slowly, taking my time as she watched my cock disappear into her, inch by inch.

“SHIT, SHIT, SHIT! OH MY GOD! LOOK AT IT!” she squealed as I forced the rest of my cock inside, pressing my tight balls against her ass. “IT’S SO DEEP!”

I thrust again and again into her, my cock stretching her walls and crashing against her cervix to her screams. Her tits bounced and slapped against her legs and face as I fucked her with long, fast, deep strokes. Her pussy creamed as I squeezed in and out of her, streaks of her juices lathering my shaft. The sight of her creamy pussy swallowing my cock sent me over the edge.

“Fuck, Molly! I’m gonna cum!” I groaned, picking up the pace, slapping hard against her on every stroke.

“THAT’S YOUR PUSSY, BABY!” Molly screamed, gripping her ankles tight in her hands and spreading her legs even further. “FILL IT UP, BABY! DUMP YOUR LOAD IN THAT PUSSY! GET IT, BABY! GET THAT PUSSY!”

“OH, FUCK!!” I yelled at the top of my lungs as my balls began to spasm. I pushed deep into her as I exploded, pumping my cock in short strokes, slapping tight against her pussy, filling her womb with my seed. I pumped stream after stream into her as she stared up at me, moaning.

“Oh, baby, I feel it!” she oozed, staring intently at her pussy as I pulled my cock out, still spurting. I jerked my cock over her, landing a stream of spunk across her face. She opened her mouth greedily in an attempt to catch the next, but it crashed against her chin, dripping to her tits. I aimed down and started milking my cock over her chest, my cum landing all over her as I pumped, angrily. Then, needing to be back inside her pussy, I pulled her flat onto the couch, relieving her neck, and jammed my cock in, all the way to the base. It felt like it was on fire as she squeezed me tight inside her cum-filled cunt, urging the last few drops out. Exhausted, I collapsed onto her, shaking as she wrapped her legs around me.

“Fuck, Molly... that was... amazing!” I breathed into her ear, as I lay on top of her, cock twitching inside her, still oozing the last of my load. She began to run her nails up and down my back gently, sending shivers all over my body.

“Yes, it was, sweetie!” she replied, her long nails electrocuting me as she grazed up and down and round and round. “It’s the best I’ve ever had! I just hope I don’t compare too badly to all those young girls at college!”

“They don’t compare to you at all, you’re fucking perfect!” I said, reaching down and squeezing her ass and pulling it towards me, pressing myself deeper into her, then collapsed onto her again, completely spent.

We lay there on the couch, panting, drenched in each other’s juices, our slick, steaming bodies covered in sweat. Molly was still tickling my back and kissing my neck and shoulder as I sank into her, my cock slowly softening.

“I could stay like this all day, with you inside me,” Molly purred into my ear. “My pussy is making a mould of your cock as we speak,” she giggled, “it’s adjusting to its new owner!”

Fuck me, I love this woman.

The heat was becoming unbearable as we lay baking on the couch, it was time to get up. I peeled myself from her chest, reaching down to shake and squeeze her tits as I knelt in front of her. I slipped my drenched cock out of her soaking pussy, pulling globs of spunk out with it.

“Oooooh, I’m so full of cum!” she whispered as she tensed her pussy and spread her lips with her fingers, forcing a torrent of spunk out. She pushed it out, dripping down onto her asshole, then falling to the couch, where it was collecting in a big pool. “Uggggh!” she grunted as she tried to squeeze out the deepest remnants of my load, more cum gushing from her opening. “I think... that’s all that’s coming out. The rest is mine,” she grinned, slapping her pussy gently with her fingers.

No, seriously, I fucking love this woman.

“Shall we get in the pool?” I asked, looking out the window to the back yard. It looked like the perfect remedy to the hot, sticky mess we were lying in.

“That sounds perfect,” she beamed, sitting up onto the edge of the couch. “C’mon, let’s wash you down, again!” She got to her feet and made her way to the sliding door, while I hung back admiring the view. Her sweating body glistened as she walked away from me, her ass jiggling with every step, my cum trickling down her thighs.

I want to stay here forever.

I got up from the couch as she slid the door open and stepped out into the back yard, giddily picking up pace and jumping into the pool with a big splash. She kicked back up to the surface and turned to face me, laughing and clearing the water and hair from her face.

“I’m getting better!” she giggled, looking up at me as I approached the pool to jump in. “Watch those balls, sweetie!” she shouted as I dived in. The water felt great, extinguishing the state of fire my body was in as I glided under the water to grab Molly’s legs, sliding up her body to the surface.

“My balls survived,” I said, standing up and giving them a shake.

“Thank goodness!” she said, reaching out her hands to give them a little squeeze. “Give them here! They are filthy, again!” she giggled, rubbing and rolling them in her fingers, then grabbing the base of my cock and running her hand down to the head. “And this needs a lot of cleaning, too!”

“Not as filthy as these,” I replied, grabbing her tits and wiping them down, “you are such a dirty girl, Molly.” I reached down between her legs and rubbed at her slippery pussy, running my fingers along her lips and over her clit. She gasped as I played with her, opening her mouth wide. I filled it with my tongue and kissed her deep, massaging hers in a sloppy embrace. She moaned as I kissed her, passionately, carrying her to the side of the pool and pressing her back against the wall. We kissed for a while, enjoying each other’s closeness, while my cock hardened, bobbing against her pussy in the water. She was a great kisser, a fucking horny kisser. She lapped at my tongue, wildly, then sucked at it, nibbling on my bottom lip before delving back into my mouth, moaning all the while. My mind wandered to the fresh memories of her sucking my cock and I was struck by curiosity.

“Hey, I’ve got to ask,” I said, breaking from her lips. “How the hell do you suck cock so damn good? I’ve never had anyone take my cock like you do.”

She laughed, nervously. “Well, certainly not from James. I could fit his whole cock in my mouth, easily. That’s how I remember it, anyway, I haven’t sucked it in about ten years!” she said, giggling. “If you must know... I have a dildo.”

“Haha, I knew it!” I said, gripping her ass. “I’ve pictured you fucking yourself with a dildo in your room so many times! I’d lay in the spare room, jacking my cock, hoping you were burying a dildo in your pussy, just down the hall.”

“Well,” she said, coyly, “sometimes, you’d have been right.” My cock twitched at the confession. “Sometimes, I’d lie in bed and fuck myself silly with that thing, filling my pussy and choking myself with it. I got pretty good at taking it down my throat, but you’re bigger, I wasn’t prepared for you!”

“Did you ever think about me?” I asked, hopefully. She looked away, suspiciously.

“Sometimes,” she said, almost embarrassed, even after all we’d done. “Sometimes, I’d lie there and think about you coming in, pinning me down and fucking my brains out... I did the night you got here.”

“Really?!”

“Yeah,” she said, bashfully. “I think I might have touched your cock when I leant in to give you a kiss goodnight, after the movie. It drove me crazy!”

“You did touch my cock!” I said, laughing.

“I thought so! I went upstairs and started putting on my oils, then oiling myself turned into something... more,” she smirked. “I was on my way to the bathroom to get a towel, when I opened the door and there you were. I nearly creamed right there and then when I saw that huge tent in your shorts!”

Holy shit! Well, I guess my pervert magician career is a non-starter.

“Well, while we are confessing things,” I said, tentatively, “I might have jerked off with your panties in the bathroom that night.”

She laughed and looked at me with a smile, running her fingers down my neck. “I left those there for you, sweetie!”

Shut the fuck up! No way!

“I knew it!” I shouted, giddily. “I knew you wouldn’t have left them hanging out like that by accident! Oh, you naughty girl!”

“I know! I just thought of you downstairs with that big hard cock, desperate to relieve yourself, so I thought I’d leave you a present!” she said, avoiding my eyes. “When you went into the bathroom, I got so turned on. The thought of you in there with my wet panties got me so hot.”

“Then what did you do?” I asked, squeezing her ass and kissing her neck.

“Well, I grabbed my dildo and jumped onto my bed. I started fantasising about you coming in and finding me, sprawled naked on top of the sheets. Then you climbed on top of me and fucked my face, I gagged so hard on that dildo.”

“Fuck! That’s so hot! Then what?” I asked, shaking her ass cheeks in the water.

“Well, after you fucked my face, you rammed your cock inside me and fucked me silly! I had to suck on my titty to stop myself screaming, I was so scared you’d hear me moaning!”

“Fuck, that’s so fucking hot!” I growled, pressing her up against the wall and cupping her breast into my hand, sucking on the nipple.

“And then,” she continued, “I flipped over and stuck my ass in the air, facing the door.”

There’s more?

“I grabbed the dildo, tight.”

Yeah?

She leant forward and whispered into my ear. “I shoved it in my ass!”

“What?!” I shouted, letting her tit drop from my mouth in shock.

Molly laughed, hysterically at my reaction before settling down and pulling me tight, nibbling on my ear.

“I shoved it in my ass, baby,” she whispered. “I only do that when I’m really turned on! I fucked my ass, thinking about your big cock, wishing you’d come in and ravage me!” she laughed again before stopping abruptly and looking at me. “Oh, God, I felt so guilty, afterwards!” she cringed, leaning her forehead against my shoulder. “Fucking my ass, while thinking about my best friend’s son! After I’d just left my panties out for you! Oh, God, I’m a terrible person, aren’t I?”

“No, you aren’t!” I said, shaking her, trying to make her look at me. “You should be worshipped, you should never be left wanting anything. You’re a woman with needs, we all have needs.” I leaned in and kissed her neck, looking down to see her massive tits bobbing in the water. “Like, right now, I have a need.”

“What’s that, baby?” she asked, tilting her head back to offer me her neck.

“I need to fuck this ass,” I replied, squeezing her cheeks hard and edging my fingers towards her hole.

“Oh, really?!” she laughed, gripping the back of my head as I licked at her neck. “Oh, I don’t know, baby! You’re too big, my dildo barely fits!”

“I’ll fit,” I said, rubbing my finger around her asshole. “Just a little bit.”

“I don’t think you have a ‘little bit’, sweetie!” she smirked, leaning back, her eyes flickering from side to side in contemplation. “You’ll have to go slow,” she said, looking back into my eyes, “my poor, little asshole can’t take all of that huge cock!”

Fuck, yes!

“Don’t worry, I’ll be careful with you,” I replied, pushing slightly on her asshole, teasing at it.

She leant forward and licked my ear. “Not too careful, though,” she whispered.

“Get up those stairs, right now,” I said, forcing my finger inside her, slightly, stirring her asshole. “Get ready for me.”

“Yes, sir!” she giggled, looking a bit nervous.

I gave her ass a quick squeeze as she walked off towards the stairs, her naked body emerging from the water as she moved to shallower ground. She looked over her shoulder at me as she stepped out of the pool and grabbed a towel from the lounger. She dried herself as she walked towards the door, bending over and slapping her ass as she crossed the threshold, then took off in a fit of giggles.

What a woman!

I lay back, floating on the surface of the water, the sun shining down on me. I gave Molly a couple of minutes head start, before I swam to the edge and got out. I began to feel strange again as I became conscious of being stood naked in the yard on my own, grateful for the lack of prying neighbours. I stood in the sun, stretching, then grabbed a towel from the nearby lounger and began to dry myself. My eyes opened when I heard a knock coming from a window upstairs. Molly stood naked at her bedroom window, opening it and shouting down.

“Get up here, big boy! I’m ready for you!” Then she disappeared, back into the room.

What the hell are you doing down here then?

I made my way through the house, thinking about what awaits me. I had never done anal before. Every girl I had ever been with was scared enough of my cock when it was in their pussy, their ass never entered the equation. My cock was hardening at the prospect of fucking Molly’s ass, and how she was willing to give it to me.

Just up these stairs.

As I made my way to the top, I noticed the door to her bedroom was open. I crept to the door and peered inside, my cock tensing at the sight that awaited me. There, right in front of the door, bending over the side of the bed, was Molly, holding her glistening ass cheek with one hand and teasing a pink dildo inside her asshole with the other, gently dipping it in and out. Beside her, on the bedside table, was an open bottle of lube.

“Fuck me!” I gulped, mouth agape, staring at the dildo stretching her asshole out as it slipped inside.

“Do you like what you see?” she asked, shaking the dildo inside her ass. “Are you going to fuck this little asshole?”

“Is that what you want?” I asked, mindlessly, still mesmerised by her asshole as it tightened and expanded.

“Oh, God! Yes!” she buzzed, squeezing a bit more of the dildo into her. “Please fuck my ass, baby!”

I stepped towards her and rubbed my hands across her back, squeezing at her ass as I ran down her body. My cock was raging as I gripped the base and aimed the head at her pussy, pressing it inside as she halted her movement of the dildo.

“Oh, shit!” she breathed as she froze in place, feeling my cock slide deeper inside her, stretching at her walls. “Fuuuck!”

I gently placed my hand over hers as she struggled to hold onto the dildo, relieving her from her task. I grabbed the end of the dildo and began to slowly push into her asshole as my cock was lodged in her pussy. I alternated strokes, dipping slightly into her ass with the dildo before pulling out to the edge and slamming my cock into her pussy.

“OH MY GOD!” she screamed, reaching between her legs and rubbing her clit. I pulled my cock out of her pussy, holding the head at her entrance as I edged the dildo into her ass, deeper than before. “Oh, wow! That’s deep!” she moaned, as I pulled it back out, watching her asshole gape as I removed it completely. Tossing it onto the sheets next to her and grabbing her by the waist, I rammed my cock into her pussy over and over as her legs shook, stretched off the side of the bed. I slapped at her ass as I fucked her, her moans becoming louder and louder as I picked up the pace, pummelling her pussy with my cock.

“I fucking love this wet pussy!” I growled as I fucked her, forcing her hips down further into the bouncy mattress, before letting her spring back up, jamming my cock deeper inside.

“OH, GOD!” she yelled, stretching her arms back behind her to spread her asscheeks as I ploughed into her. “KEEP FUCKING ME, BABY! I’M GONNA CUM!”

I battered against her as hard as I could, slapping my balls on her clit. It wasn’t long before she was jerking around on the bed, pressing her ass back into me as she wriggled on my cock, grunting loudly. I pulled out and her pussy went off, squirting hard all over the bedsheets as she shook and sprawled in front of me on the bed.

“F-FUCK!” she cried, shaking uncontrollably, her pussy sprinkling against her fingertips. “You fuck me s-so good!” She kicked her legs back off the edge of the bed and planted her feet on the ground again, spreading her ass cheeks with her hands. “Do it now, baby! Fuck my ass! I’m ready!”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I slapped my cock against her ass and rubbed it along the crease of her cheeks, teasing at the hole with my head as I passed. I grabbed the lube from the bedside table and squeezed, dripping it down to cover my head as it rested on her puckering asshole. I jerked the lube over my cock, covering it completely, then proceeded to spread what had dripped all over her asshole and cheeks. I pressed my finger against her hole, testing the friction. It slid in with ease, as I wiggled it inside and pulled it out slowly, making her asshole quiver. She was ready. I pressed the head of my cock to her tight hole and pushed, gently at first.

“Oh, shit, the head is so big! Go slow, baby!” she moaned, her face buried in the sheets. “Oh, God! Oh, wow! It’s a lot bigger than the dildo! Argh!” she screamed as her asshole stretched around the head, tightening over the ridge as it slipped in. “Fuck, baby! Is it in?”

“The head is!” I replied, staring down at her asshole squeezing on me. “Do you want more?”

“Yes, sweetie, but go slowly, please!” she said nervously, arching her back as she raised her face from the bed and struggled to look over her shoulder. I pushed deeper into her ass, slowly edging further and further inside, the lube helping things along. “Shit, that’s a big dick!” she huffed as I slid in the first couple of inches. As I began to pull out, her asshole tightened around me, gripping my shaft as I backed out of her. I left half of the head in as her hole gaped around me, kissing at my cock and squeezing it tight, then releasing it as her asshole relaxed.

“Are you ready for more?” I asked, pushing my cock back in, slightly, and thrusting shallow strokes inside her.

“Yes, baby! Give me more of that dick!” she pleaded, stretching her ass cheeks wide again. I slipped deeper into her, meeting greater resistance as my cock widened down the shaft. “OH, FUCK!” she screamed, slamming her face back into the sheets as I slid into her, deeper and deeper. I pulled back out, then plunged back in, then again, pausing at her entrance each time to watch her asshole gape and pucker on my head. “FUCK! YOU’RE STRETCHING MY ASS OUT, BABY!” she bellowed into the sheets as I picked up the pace a bit, squeezing her ass further down my cock with each thrust. Molly was grunting, ferociously, and her muffled screams were driving me wild as I slipped in and out of her ass. I forced my cock deeper inside, sliding down to the widest part of my shaft, slowly. Molly hummed and shook as her asshole swallowed my girth. “Oh my God! Is that all of it?!” she asked, frantically.

“About half,” I replied, watching her ass tug on my cock as I pulled out.

“HALF?!” she cried, trying to look behind her. “Oh, honey, I don’t think I can take any more than that!” I slid back into her, slipping her down over my girth and back out. Then again, but a little deeper. “Oh, baby! You’re filling me up!”

“Who’s ass is this?” I asked, slapping her cheeks and squeezing further inside her.

“YOURS! IT’S YOURS, BABY!” she yelled, stretching her arms out in surrender, clasping tight at the sheets as I fucked her, deeper and deeper.

“You’re over half way!” I groaned, forcing my cock further. “Do you want more?”

“YES! YES! I WANT IT! OH, GOD, I WANT IT!” she squealed, dragging the bedsheets towards her and gathering them in her arms, squeezing them, tight. “Shove that cock in my little asshole! It’s yours, baby!” she groaned, shuddering on my shaft.

I held the base of my cock and jammed it further into her ass, determined not to stop until I filled her up completely. I slipped deeper and deeper to the sounds of Molly’s moans getting increasingly louder, becoming wild screams.

“Nearly there!” I grunted, my thumb pressing to her asshole as I pushed my cock deeper inside. I took my hand away and slapped her ass, gripping her cheeks and spreading them, then gave her my full length, my balls hanging against her pussy. I stayed there, my entire cock lodged in her tight ass, taking in the feeling as it throbbed inside. “That’s all of it! Oh, fuck! Your ass is so hot!”

Molly was panting fast, writhing on the bed as I stretched her out, her hand wandering to her pussy to rub herself. “I can’t believe I took it all!” she gasped, fidgeting with her clit and slapping her swollen lips. She strained further, spreading her fingers to reach for my cock, tapping blindly against my balls. She stroked my balls with her long fingernails before searching for her asshole, tickling her fingers over where her stretched hole met my base. “Oh, God! It’s wrapped around your cock so tight!” I began to slowly pull out, pulling a few inches before driving back to the base, by balls lightly slapping her pussy. “ARGH! FUCK!” she screamed, “YES, BABY! TAKE IT!” I pulled out again, then plunged, slapping hard against her this time. “SHIT! SHIT! SHIT! FUCK MY ASS, BABY! FUCK IT!”

I leant over her, reaching out and pressing the side of her face into the mattress, and began to take long strokes into her tight ass. Her tongue flicked, erratically, licking the tips of my fingers as I held her face down.

I’m gonna fucking lose it.

I was in a horny daze, breathing heavy, dizzily pummelling her asshole to the tune of her primal grunts and groans.

“ARGH! AAAAARGH! FUCK! FUCK! FUUUCK! FUCK ME, BABY! USE MY LITTLE ASSHOLE! FUCK IT! OH, GOD! IT HURTS SO FUCKING GOOD! AAAARGH! SHIT! USE MY FUCKING HOLE, BABY!” she screamed her filth without pause as I rammed my cock into her, grunting and pawing at her face like an animal. I was out of my mind with lust, barely thinking at all when I was sent crashing back to Earth by the sharp blast of the phone ringing on the bedside table.

Fuck!

“Oh, God! Not now!” Molly gasped, desperately. “That’ll be James.” The phone continued to ring. “Shit! I need to answer it, he could be close. Pass me the phone, sweetie.”

I dizzily gazed down at my cock, still jammed in her ass, then at the phone, then at Molly as she struggled to look at me. There’s no way I’m pulling out, I thought as I resigned myself to answering it. I stretched for the phone, my cock slipping partially from her ass as I lifted it from the receiver, and the room fell silent.

“Hello?” said the distant, muffled voice on the phone. “Helloooo?”

I leant over and pressed the phone to Molly’s ear, her hand gripping it and holding it in place, awkwardly.

“Ahem! Hello?” Molly said down the phone, trying to sound chipper. “Hi, Jim. Yeah... sorry, I dropped the phone.”

I looked down at her ass, her cheeks red from my slaps, my cock half way inside her. My mind melted, my eyes rolling back into my head briefly as my cock twitched inside her. I pushed inside, slowly, filling her up with my hungry cock as it pulsated, strongly.

“UGHHH!” Molly grunted as I jammed it in. “AHEM! AHEMM! Sorry, I think... I’m coming down with a cold!” she explained down the phone, blowing hair from her face. “Oh... I don’t know, I just feel a... tickle. Oh, SHIT!” she yelped as I plunged into her again. “Shit, shit! I, errr, I just... hate being ill... y’know?! When are you back?” she asked, impatiently, then covered her mouth with her free hand, quietening her whimpers as I fucked her. “Fifteen minutes?!” she said, pulling her hand from her mouth, quickly.

Shit!

I picked up the pace, rocking her as I slapped as lightly as I could against her ass, trying not to make too much noise.

“NO! Errr... I mean... could you... go to the store for me? UGH! SHIT!” Molly gasped, squirming on the bed. “AHEM! I’m... I’m sorry! I just really need some... cough medicine,” she spluttered, before biting her hand to stop herself screaming. I pulled my cock out of her ass and left it to gape before me, then shook my head, up and down and left and right inside her gaping hole. “Oh, God... Oh, Jack? He left a while ago!” I slammed my cock deep inside her, slapping loudly against her ass. “ARGHH! AARRGH!” she yelled, then collapsed and began to whimper straight down the phone as I dipped in and out of her hole. “Sorry! I was just... trying to sneeze! I’m really sick! Oh, GOD! No, no! I’m okay! I just... really need that cough medicine! Okay... Okay... OKAY! Thank you! Bye!”

I jerked my shaft while her asshole massaged my head, tightening around me as she hung up the phone and purred.

“How long do we have?” I asked, shaking my cock inside her and running my fingers up and down her thigh.

“About thirty minutes! But, I have to clean up! The couches are a mess and these sheets are covered! And you need to be gone, I told him you had left already! So more like ten minutes, MAX! ARGH!” she screamed as I yanked my cock out of her ass.

I jumped up onto the bed and lay back against the headrest, holding my cock at the base, pointing it straight up like a throbbing pillar.

“Get on,” I said, jerking my cock as she stared at it.

“I cannot believe that thing was in my ass!” she gasped, shuffling to her knees on the bed.

“It’s going back in there!” I laughed, grabbing the lube from the table and pouring generously over my cock head, spreading it up and down my shaft. Molly reached out and grabbed the base, shaking it from side to side.

“I fucking worship this cock!” she breathed, jerking it up and down, eyeing it from head to balls. She snapped out of her trance and quickly stretched her leg over me. She straddled me, placing her feet either side, squatting above my cock. I gripped under her ass and thighs to support her, weighing her in my arms as I lifted her up and down. She gripped my cock with one hand, placing it against her asshole, reaching out for the headboard with the other. She held it tight as I slowly lowered her down, forcing my head in, abruptly.

“That’s it, sit on that cock!” I urged her as she lowered further and further down my lubed shaft, her loud moans vibrating her asshole as it sucked me in.

“WOW! It feels... BIGGER!” she screamed as she started to press her feet into the bed, sending her bouncing on my cock. I looked up at her as her face was grimaced, growling uncontrollably as she rode me. “I LOVE YOUR BIG, FAT COCK IN MY ASS!”

“Fuck, Molly!” I grunted, staring at her huge tits, dripping with sweat as they bobbed about, this way and that. I held her ass in place, bringing her bouncing to a stop, and, when she was still, I began to thrust my cock up into her.

“OH, GOD! SHIT! THAT’S IT! FUCK IT, BABY! GET IT! FUCK!” she yelled, tilting her head back and relaxing into my hands, letting me take her full weight. I fucked her ass hard and fast until my arms began to burn, straining to hold her as I thrust. I pulled her off my cock and threw her on the bed. “WOO! I love how you manhandle me!” she smirked with wide eyes. I slipped off the bed and grabbed her ankles, spinning her around and yanking her to the edge in front of me, sending her into a dirty giggle. I lifted her legs and pressed them to her shoulders, Molly taking over as I did, placing her hands behind her knees and stretching them wide. “Take it baby, hurry!” she oozed, straining to get a look at my cock as it hovered at her widening asshole.

Shit, time is running out! We can’t get caught now!

I plunged into her asshole, fast and hard, setting the tone. I plunged again, again, again, slamming into her ass, slapping her tits against her face as I rocked her body.

“FUUUUCK! UGH! UGH! UGHHH!” Molly grunted, wildly, her head shaking back and forth. “GIVE ME THAT CUM, BABY! SHOOT THAT HOT LOAD INTO MY TIGHT, LITTLE ASSHOLE!”

Oh, shit.

“FUCK IT, BABY! PUNISH THAT LITTLE HOLE! SHIT! FILL IT UP! FILL MY DIRTY ASS WITH YOUR HOT, YOUNG CUM!”

Oh, fuck!

“I FUCKING LOVE YOUR COCK! THAT BIG... FAT... STRONG... YOUNG COCK! I CAN’T GET ENOUGH! USE MY ASS, BABY!”

Fuuuuck!

“OH, GOD, I WANT TO KEEP DOING THIS! YOU HAVE TO KEEP FUCKING ME, BABY! WHENEVER NOBODY IS LOOKING, I WANT YOU TO BEND ME OVER AND RUIN ME!”

Shit, I’m about to fucking explode!

“THIS IS YOUR ASS! ONLY YOURS! I’M YOURS, BABY!!”

“Fuck, Molly! I’m gonna cum!”

“DO IT, BABY! FILL THAT ASS WITH YOUR HOT, YOUNG SPUNK! I WANT IT! GIVE IT TO ME, BABY! DUMP THAT LOAD IN MY TIGHT, LITTLE FUCKHOLE!”

“FUCK!!!” I shouted, slamming into her as my cock went off like a rocket in her ass, pumping stream after stream of spunk, filling her up.

“OOOOH! YES! THAT’S IT, BABY! OH, WOW! SHIT!” Molly screamed as she spasmed, slapping and fingering at her pussy. She slid her fingers from side to side across her clit so fast, her hand was a blur. “OH! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!” Her pussy welled up, sloshing and spurting her juices, sprinkling across her thighs and trickling down to her groin. She slapped her pussy, whimpering as she splashed her orgasm all over, showering the base of my cock as it pumped my load into her ass. I pulled my cock out, partially, and jerked it hard, slamming my fist against her ass as I slid my hand up and down the shaft.

“Fuck, Molly! I fucking love your ass!” I growled as I slipped my cock out of her gaping asshole, another shot pumping from the head and covering her stretched entrance, dripping from the roof of her asshole to the bottom. Soon, my seed was falling out of her gaping hole, dripping in huge globs down the crease in her ass, falling down the sheets on the edge of the bed.

“Oh, God!” Molly gasped, flipping over and sticking her ass in the air, running one hand over her pussy lips and stretching her ass cheek with the other. “HNNNGH! Shit, it’s coming! HNNNGH!” she grunted, tensing and pushing, trying to force my load out. Her asshole had nearly tightened to its original state as she squeezed out my load. It squeaked as she pushed out my spunk, gurgling out of her, blowing little bubbles as she squeezed. “UUUUUUGH!” She squeezed harder, cum cascading out of her ass and covering her pussy as she fingered it. “Shit, baby! Such a big load!” Her asshole, splattered more of my spunk out, the filthy noises driving me crazy.

“I had no idea you were such a dirty girl, Molly!” I admired, jerking my cock as I watched her fingering the cum into her pussy as it dribbled from her ass.

“Just for you, baby! I’m your dirty girl!” she giggled as I lay down beside her on the bed. “And you’re my dirty boy!” she continued, reaching for my slippery cock, jerking it slowly. “But, now you have to go, sweetie! They’ll be home soon!” She scooped up the bedsheet and wrapped it around my cock, scrubbing off all the juices and lube. “My big, dirty boy!” she smirked. “Now, c’mon! Chop, chop!”

Shit, she’s right, they will be on their way back from the store by now.

“Okay!” I yielded, jumping up from the bed, my spent cock softening as it flopped around. Molly jumped up too, gathering the sheets and piling them up on the floor.

I left the room to go and grab my things, throwing on a shirt and remembering that I had left my shorts downstairs. I hurried down the stairs, shirt on, shoes and keys in one hand, case in the other, my cock slapping my thighs as I went. I grabbed my shorts and got ready by the door. Molly busied past me, carrying the sheets to the laundry room, coming back wearing her robe.

I guess this is it.

“Okay, sweetie. Have you got everything?” she asked, walking towards me and wrapping her arms around my neck.

“Yeah, I’m all set,” I said, pulling her into me, mashing her huge, soft tits against my stomach. She looked up at me, her eyes sparkling as she smiled.

“Give me a kiss, big boy!” she said, closing her eyes and puckering her lips.

Woah, déjà vu.

I bent down and kissed her, gently, lingering for a few seconds, drinking in the feel of her soft lips. Then, begrudgingly, I pulled away, releasing her from my grip with a quick squeeze of her ass. I turned, opened the door and stepped out.

“Bye, honey,” she beamed, leaning on the frame of the door. “I’ll see you next week for Jim’s birthday... I think you’ll be getting the best present, though!”

“See ya, Mol,” I replied, turning to look at her as I reached the car. “You better be ready!”

“Oh, I will be, sweetie!” she cooed, smirking. As she closed the door, she pulled on her robe and spread it apart, giggling as she flashed her body, seductively. The door closed shut and she was gone.

I fucking love that woman. What a weekend. Here’s to the next. Is it cruel to fuck Molly on Jim’s birthday? Ah, fuck Jim. He can fuck his whores, I’ll fuck his wife. Right, let’s get out of here.

* * *

I arrived home late that night, tired and hungry after daydreaming about fucking Molly the entire trip. Back to my humble little house, I thought, stepping out of the car and looking around, catching the neighbour’s curtains twitching. Not much privacy round here. I want to go back already. I grabbed my case from the trunk and went to the door, turning the key and stepping inside.

“I’m home!” I shouted, chucking my case to the floor in the hall.

“Hello, sweetie! I’m in here!” Mom shouted, from the kitchen.

“Hey, mom,” I said, turning the corner. “What’s cooking? I’m starving!”

“You’re favourite! Mashed potato with cheese!” she said, beaming as she turned to look at me. “Come give your Momma a hug! Look at you, my big college man! I’m so proud of you!” she said, giving me a big squeeze.

I’m not sure you’d be so proud if you knew I just spent the weekend fucking your best friend.

“Alright, alright, that’s enough!” I said, pushing her off me. “Where’s the old man?”

“He’s working late,” she replied, going back to plating dinner. “So how’s Molly and Liam? I’m looking forward to going up there next week.”

“Liam’s not too great, he hurt his back at the gym, like an idiot, so he had to go to hospital,” I laughed.

“Sounds like Liam,” Mom scoffed, “and how’s Mol? I just got off the phone with her, she seemed a little distant.”

Shit, what has Molly said?

“Mol? Yeah, Molly was great,” I blurted, “I mean, she seemed... in high spirits.”

High spirits? What the fuck are you on about? Just talk normally! Don’t blow this at the first Mom hurdle! She’s a bloodhound with stuff like this!

“... Yeah, she was good,” I continued, casually, looking at the food to avoid eye contact.

“Right,” she said, suspiciously. “I just worry about her stuck in that house with Jim all day. That would be enough to drive anybody crazy... Did he swill his wine?” she asked, laughing.

“Does he ever not?” I replied, visualising him doing it.

Prick.

“Did Molly cook?” she asked, setting the food down at the table.

“Course she did, it was great, as always,” I replied, sitting down and tucking in.

“You’ve always loved Molly’s cooking better than mine!” she jibed, feigning a sad face.

“So have you!” I laughed.

“Well, yeah, that’s true!” she giggled in agreement. “What did she make?”

“Well, she made this the first night,” I said pointing to the mash and cheese, without thinking anything of it, but Mom paused for a moment.

“She made your favourite, eh?” she asked, inquisitively.

Shit. Should I not have said that? Is she onto us? How the fuck can she be onto us? Goddamn it, she actually is a bloodhound! Fucking private eye Mom, for fuck’s sake! But, how? No, surely not. You’re paranoid. Shit, say something.

“Yeah, amongst other stuff,” I recovered, “you know Molly, she makes like a million different things.”

“Yeah, that’s true,” she relented, going back to eating her dinner. “Can’t wait to get some good grub there next week.”

Why does she keep saying “that’s true” like she’s got a theory I’m arguing against? Okay, enough! Change the fucking subject!

“Aren’t you gonna give me the usual grilling?” I asked, jokingly. “Anything could have happened this semester. What if I’ve secretly been kicked out of college? What if I got addicted to something? What if I got a girl pregnant? So many things like this happen all the time, you said so yourself!”

That should do it.

I finished my dinner, enduring the self-imposed scrutiny from my mother as I ate. It was tough, but preferable to questions about Molly.

“That was great, Mom. Thanks,” I said, mopping up my plate.

“Better than Molly’s?” she smirked.

Shit, I need to get out of here!

“Sure,” I laughed, “why the hell not? Anyway, I’ve had a long drive, I’m beat. I think I’m just gonna take a shower and get some sleep.”

“Okay, sweetie,” she replied, clearing the plates away. “I’ll see you in the morning.”

“Okay, night, mom.”

“Goodnight, sweetie.”

I went upstairs to my room, threw my things on the bed, grabbed a towel and headed to the bathroom. I took a quick shower, wishing Molly was there to scrub me down as I washed all the sex from my hard cock. I imagined her on her knees, jerking me with both hands.

“You’ve been a very dirty boy.”

Okay, no! Enough! Give your balls a rest, man!

I turned the temperature on the water down to cool me off, extinguishing my lust, then rinsed myself off and stepped out of the shower. I headed to my room, closing the door behind me, and began to dry myself off. I stood, rubbing myself down when the message tone on my phone went off. I walked over to my bed and peered down at the lit up phone screen.

‘Molly’

Oh, shit! She’s messaged! Wait, is this the “we can never do this again” text? Shit. Well, better open it.

“Hey, baby. I just wanted to let you know...”

Is that it? Know what?!

My phone buzzed again.

“... That you’ve completely ruined my dildo for me!”

Another buzz. This time, with a photo file, opening as it finished downloading.

“Fuck me.”

The image of Molly filled my phone screen. She was lying on her bed with her legs tucked up by her shoulders, squeezing her tits together. Her legs were split apart and, buried deep in her ass, was her pink dildo. Her lips were curled downwards and her eyes were closed, making a sad face. Another buzz.

“Can’t wait for next weekend! Now, please delete this!”

Am I actually in love with her? Don’t worry, Mol, I’ll delete it... In a little while. I looked down at my cock as it began to rise, higher with each throb. One more can’t hurt, right?

END


BACK MATTER

MESSAGE FROM AUTHOR:

Well, this is awkward. You gained a bit more insight into my depraved mind than you would probably have liked there. Hopefully, you were ‘aroused’ for a hot minute, that was my obvious intention. But, what you did during that time, well, that’s on you… so clean it up, you animal! :)

Thanks for reading. If you enjoyed yourself, consider leaving a review and keep a lookout for future titles. I’m off to write some more dirty things.   

Penny x
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Sneaking Around With My Best Friend’s Mom - Part Two

OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		FRIDAY

		SATURDAY

		SUNDAY




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97






OEBPS/image_rsrcWM.jpg
@ PENNY PAXMAN





