
        
            
                
            
        

    
Spicy MILF Stories:

Five Explicit MILF and Cougar Erotica Stories

by

Ellie North, Lora Lane, Kaylee Jones,

Sofia Miller, and Riley Davis

All Rights Reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced in any form or by any means, including scanning, photocopying, or otherwise without prior written permission of the copyright holder. Copyright © 2016 DigiSmith Press

FREE GIFT!

Click here to sign up for our newsletter

and get a free Erotica Audio book!


Table of Contents
 

1. Breaking the Rules: Passionate MILF Erotica by Ellie North

2. Hannah's Plumber: The Sexy MILFs First Time Anal Sex by Lora Lane

3. Cleaning Up Just to Get Dirty: The MILF Nurse and The Hot Biker by Kaylee Jones

4. A Housewife’s Revenge: The MILF and Her Cuckolding Husband by Sofia Miller

5. The Naughty Professor: The MILF and the College Student with Benefits by Riley Davis


1. Breaking the Rules: Passionate MILF Erotica by Ellie North

Ms. Clancy is an uptight lawyer who almost never breaks the rules. Since her divorce with her husband over a year ago, she's been stretched thin, attempting to divide her time among her cutthroat, demanding job, her nearly grown-up children, and rigorous yoga classes. She's had to maintain a strict schedule and be more no-nonsense than ever. But one day, her 20-year-old son Keith brings a friend over: Ben. Ben is good-looking, hot, and incredibly sexually experienced for his age. He exudes so much sex appeal that Ms. Clancy has to go to her room to let off some steam, but she's so caught up in her wandering thoughts about Ben that she forgets to close the door. Maybe Ms. Clancy will break the rules for Ben.

To say my life was hectic would be a complete and utter understatement. Between sending my kids to school, working in a competitive, cutthroat law firm, and intensive yoga classes, my schedule was constantly packed regardless of how well I attempted to organize it. It wasn’t for lack of trying. I’d always been a naturally organized person, very detail-oriented and no-nonsense. The fact that my life was falling into a mess was a bit of trouble for me.

It all reached breaking point last year when my then-husband decided we should go our separate ways. I had been furious at the time, not because I was head-over-heels in love with him or anything, but more because it meant that I now had to work even harder alone. I was used to long hours and staying up late into the night, pouring over case files and organizing evidence and sources, but having to do all that on top of being the sole caregiver to my children was another ballgame altogether.

I’ll admit, perhaps a lot of it was my fault. I’d gained a few admirers after winning my last court case, some of them from within my own company, and I’d loved the attention far too much. It had made my ex-husband jealous, and my neglect of his own sexual needs over the course of that grueling case festered within him.

I suppose it was only a matter of time. My ex-husband had basically stopped showing any signs of attraction or affection towards me shortly after we’d married. Our sex life had been, at best, mundane and monotonous, like a candle that had burnt out too quickly. He’d blamed it, naturally, on my lack of adventure. Alright, I’ll admit, perhaps I’m a bit of a traditionalist, but I was adventurous enough to want to play the dominant role in a few of our kinkier explorations into our limited realm of sexuality. I guess he just wasn’t into being the submissive.

I jogged myself out of my thoughts. It would do me no good to think about things of a sexual nature now. I was due to pick up my teenage daughter from a birthday party in less than two hours, and I’d hardly managed to finish folding all the laundry. Too often, my mind would drift to sex, reminders of my ex-husband still hanging in the air. We’d never been great lovers, but he’d served to satisfy me sexually, and I’d been too busy over the past year to actually get laid.

I paused in front of the mirror hanging from the wall to take a look at myself. My form was lean and fit from yoga – the only exercise I still had time to do regularly – and I felt grateful for it. Maybe when I finally had time to check out the dating scene, I’d have better luck if I was in a conventionally attractive shape. I swept my blonde hair back behind an ear in an attempt to get it out of my blue-grey eyes, my full lips shooting a quick, quirky smile at the mirror. I was still in my office wear, which was, today, a tight black pencil skirt and a powder blue button-down blouse. The middle buttons were gaping slightly due to my breasts pushing through them, but it wasn’t anything that couldn’t be easily fixed with a safety pin. I rarely bothered changing clothes if I had to go out again later. Far too tedious for me.

I heard the front door slam shut. “Keith, are you home already?” I called out. Keith was my eldest son, and he was spending a month of his college summer break here at home before getting a part-time job. He was always bringing friends over. I didn’t mind, although it was usually not the most pleasant surprise to come home from a long day of work to find a bunch of young men lounging around on my couch like they hadn’t a care in the world. The only good things to come out of it were Keith having a social life, and the fact that many of his friends were pretty cute. Call me a bit of a cougar if you like, but it seemed to me that young people were getting more attractive with each generation.

“Yeah, mom,” Keith called back. “Me and Ben are gonna play some music up in my room!”

“Go on then,” I said, raising my voice just enough so he could hear me from the front hall. He’d been a good kid all his life, and I trusted him enough to know he wasn’t lying to me or trying to sneak anything past my keen eye.

“Don’t you want to introduce me properly to your mom, Keith?” another voice said.

“Come off it, Ben,” Keith snapped, trying to be quieter, but I’d already heard him.

“That’s a bit rude, isn’t it?” I said, taking up the last of the folded laundry into my arms and striding towards the front hall. “I’ll be right over for you to introduce us.”

I heard Keith swear under his breath.

“Language!” I reprimanded him, finally turning into the hall.

Keith and his friend were halfway into the next room. At the sight of me, Keith sighed and stopped in his tracks, and his friend did the same.

“Mom, this is Ben,” Keith said. “Ben, my mom.”

“Pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Clancy,” Ben said. He was taller than Keith, and he had that classic good-looking appeal to him, with his smooth features and his blazing green eyes. His hair was messy, but not too much so – just enough to give him a sexy just-got-out-of-bed look without going overboard. He was dressed alright, too. There was none of those awful cargo shorts I always tried to make Keith throw away. He was wearing jeans and a well-fitting collared shirt, and I could see the muscles in his arm rippling as he reached out to shake my hand.

“Ms. Clancy, not Mrs., please,” I replied, shaking his hand. It was far bigger than mine and his grip was firm, not limp like I usually expected from my son’s friends.

“Sorry! Ms. Clancy, hi,” Ben corrected himself. I caught his eyes quickly travelling up and down my frame, as though he was checking me out. But was het? His gaze met mine and I detected some desire there. I have no idea why, but at the time, seeing that look in his eyes excited me.

“Off you go, then,” I said, and Keith and Ben both turned and rushed out of the room towards the stairs.

“Quit smiling,” I heard Keith say in a hushed whisper and he and Ben made their way up the stairs. “This is creepy as fuck, dude, you’ve gotta stop this weird crush you have on my mom…”

A crush on me? The thought made me want to giggle, but at the same time, it flattered me to no end. Ben was an attractive young man who was probably quite popular with girls his age, and he had a crush on me. For some reason, thinking of that hungry gaze he’d had as he glanced me up and down and then smiled apologetically with those light emerald eyes of his was doing funny things to my stomach. The hot rush I’d felt earlier was now returning in waves. And what was really turning me on, more than anything, was the attention.

I got up to my room, where I intended on putting away the last of the already folded clothes I’d laundered, but found myself dumping the clothes on top of my dresser and collapsing into bed instead. My skirt hiked up around my thighs, too tight in my spread-out position, so I raised the fabric up around my waist. Exhaustion from the day was coming over me, but thoughts of a short nap before picking up my daughter were interrupted by thoughts of Ben. He really was something, that boy. He didn’t look or act much like many of Keith’s other friends, and he was far, far more handsome.

Unconsciously, I felt my hand beginning to trail downwards over my body. My fingers skirted delicately over the top of my blouse before deftly undoing a trail of buttons. My left hand slipped in then and ran over my right breast through the bra beneath, gently squeezing and molding the flesh there. I closed my eyes and hummed delightedly, enjoying the small pleasurable sensation that trickled down my spine. My left hand moved downwards, over the lightly rumpled texture of my skirt, still tucked over my waist, and then onto the softer flesh below. My fingers massaged the skin through my black lace panties, and the friction made soft moans leave my lips. My mind began to drift, wandering over to Ben, imagining what was underneath the red, collared shirt he wore, thinking of the way his back muscles might be constructed, or even better, what might be hiding underneath his jeans. At the thought of seeing Ben’s cock, a rush of wetness flooded my underwear, and I moaned again, louder this time.

There was a sudden gasp from the doorway, and I realized that I’d forgotten to close my door. I hurriedly sat up, but I didn’t possess enough limbs to prop myself up, pull down my skirt, and refasten all the buttons on my blouse at the same time. For a moment of horror, I wondered what Keith would do and how disgusted he would be by my state, although I’d probably give him a lesson on female sexuality to embarrass him if he said anything nasty. But, to my surprise, it wasn’t Keith who had stumbled across my ajar door. It was Ben.

Seeing that I’d noticed him, Ben’s green eyes widened and he ran a hand through his black hair nervously. “I’m so sorry, Ms. Clancy, Keith went out to buy batteries for his guitar and I was just bored so I wandered around.” He began to back away, but not before I noticed the slight tent in his jeans. I subconsciously licked my lips. It was of very, very promising size, and seeing how flustered Ben looked made it even better.

I don’t know what possessed me. I’d always been the type of person to follow the rules. Doing anything even remotely sexual with one of my son’s friends who was probably two times younger than me? That was not following the rules.

But then I found myself speaking. “Come in,” I said.

Ben started, surprised at being asked to come in further. “What?” he asked blankly.

“I said, come in,” I repeated, and, as invitation, leaned back on my arms and spread my legs open. I knew, from his angle, that I probably looked like something straight out of a porno – hair messed up, makeup still on, blouse unbuttoned, body open and inviting. If he rejected me now, or worse, ran off screaming, this would definitely measure up to something very embarrassing. But a part of me just knew that he couldn’t possibly refuse.

I was right. Ben approached me, brisk but not too eager, cautious but confident, hungry but respectful. I loved it.

“Close the door and come closer,” I ordered.

Ben gently clicked the door shut, then walked forward. He came to a stop in front of me, at the foot of my bed. I waited, tense. I wanted him to make the first move, even if it meant awkwardly lying here for an hour.

It took several seconds for Ben to register that I wasn’t going to say or do anything more. His gaze, suddenly hot and fevered, flicked upwards to lock with my own, and I had to bite my lip to stifle a moan at the sight of his arousal. Slowly, he lowered himself until he had sank to his knees in front of the bed, his face level with my sex. Then, without a moment’s pause, he moved forward and buried his nose in my lace panties. I let out an exclamation of surprise as he inhaled deeply, taking in my scent. His groan as he exhaled was enough to make me even wetter than I already had been earlier. His hands came up to rest on either of my thighs, and at his touch, something red hot and fiery began thrumming in my veins, travelling throughout my nervous system and making me shiver.

Ben pushed my underwear aside, inhaling deeply again, and then he pressed his tongue flat against my cunt. I exhaled sharply, arching my back. His tongue was warm and wet and strong as it flicked my clit expertly, drawing circles around it and on it in a smooth, consistent motion. I reached down to fist his hair in my hands, and it felt simultaneously rough and soft. Encouraged, he latched his mouth around my clit and sucked, the pressure pulling me into a chasm of pleasure as I screamed. His mouth formed a suction around my clit at his tongue continued to work and flit against me, it was all too much, my orgasm building up steadily inside me, waiting to crash over me like a wave, and then…

Ben pulled back, grinning cheekily up at me. I moaned at the loss.

“You taste amazing, Ms. Clancy,” he said, and I caught an almost dangerous sparkle in his eye. This boy was experienced for his age, and he knew it.

“Then why did you fucking stop?” I asked, bucking my hips in a desperate and fruitless attempt to get his tongue back where I wanted it.

Ben grinned again, then in one slow twisting movement, he buried his tongue deep inside me.

All I could do was scream. He was practically fucking me with his tongue, setting a pace so torturously slow I was nearly sobbing. I could feel myself getting wetter and wetter, and I could hear the sounds of my apparent arousal as Ben stretched and curled his tongue within me, working diligently, his ministrations reducing me to nothing more than a pleasured mess. I could even smell my arousal in the air, and it brought a flush to my cheeks how blatantly turned on I was.

Ben pulled his tongue out and, before I even registered that there had been a change, he replaced it with one thick finger. It slid into me with ease and instantly curled to find my G-spot, rubbing rhythmically. I could feel each movement against my walls, and then he was sliding another finger in so easily; I was so fucking wet I was surprised I wasn’t completely drenching the sheets.

Ben began to move his body upwards, his fingers continuing their dance as he did so. I could feel the warmth radiating off his still fully-clothed body, could see his back rippling as he came upwards until his face was level with mine. I could see that his pupils were blown wide, lust emanating off of them in coursing waves that I was sure rivalled my own.

Ben lowered himself downwards and caught my lips in a hard, rough kiss. It wasn’t romantic. Only pure passion and desperation fueled him, and the feeling was certainly mutual. His mouth was hot and his breath tasted so good and his lips were so soft and oh! I could hardly contain myself from kissing back with equal vigor. His fingers were still moving inside me, and my hips were moving in time with his fingers. Ben deserted my lips and moved down to my neck, where he licked and sucked and kissed a column up and down my throat. High-pitched, keening noises were practically falling out of my mouth by now, and my fists were tangling in the sheets, pulling so hard they might rip. How could I be enjoying this? This was my son’s friend. Why was I letting him do this?

And then Ben slipped in a third finger and his thumb found my clit, and all doubts and misgivings I had vanished into thin air. It’s slightly tight and the stretch stings a bit at first, but his thumb rubbing my clit sends a fresh wave of wetness over his fingers, reducing the resistance. He was pressing insistently against the little bundle of nerves in my cunt, applying just the perfect amount of pressure and the friction was just so delicious that I couldn’t stop myself from squirming underneath him. I was so close, so close, just almost there…

Ben bit down on my neck, hard, and the pain shot through my body and mixed in seamlessly with the pleasure. I saw stars, and the next thing I knew, my entire body was shuddering and shaking and I was coming.

I came down from my high, panting and gasping for breath like I’d just run a marathon. There was definitely a mark on my shoulder by now, but for some reason knowing this only made my arousal begin to climb again. I’d never been the type to enjoy pain in the bedroom – unless I was the one inflicting it – but this was something else.

Ben was looming over me, unbuttoning the rest of the fastenings on my blouse and pushing it off my shoulders. His fingers, damp from my own wetness, felt warm, and his touch was sending off sparks throughout my oversensitive skin. Now that my climax had passed, I found myself wondering, once more, what the hell I was doing with this young man, but he was pulling me up into a sitting position to slide my shirt off my body, and he looked so amazed by what he saw that even a stiff lady like me had to melt.

I wrapped my arms around his neck and began to nip at his ear, his jaw line, his neck. He reached back to undo my bra, and the clasp came off easily in his hands.

Something snapped inside me and I practically growled, leaning forward and trying to pull his shirt above his head. He allowed me to do so, revealing his toned stomach and a long stretch of gorgeous, tanned skin that I immediately felt the urge to run my hands over. Ben rid me of my bra, and then his hands were everywhere on my own body as well. Still looming over me on his knees while I sat, he groped and touched parts of me that I hadn’t even realized were erogenous zones – the center of my back along my spine, the curves under my breasts, the dip in the back of my spine, the soft inside of my arm. His fingers travelled like they wanted to memorize the entire terrain of me, and by god, was he memorizing thoroughly.

I couldn’t take it anymore. I had to see all of him. I reached forward to undo the button on his jeans, tugging down the zip in an almost fevered rush. He helped me pull them down to his waist and kicked them off hurriedly, leaving him in only his boxer briefs. The outline of his cock was prominent through the fabric, big and hard. I latched my mouth around it and breathed in deeply, a strong scent of musk and earthiness enveloping my senses. Above me, Ben groaned softly, rocking his hips forward. I eagerly began to mouth at his cock through his boxer briefs, his reaction eliciting a delicious feeling. His cock is straining against its confines, threatening to pop out. I felt the sudden need to get my mouth around it entirely, drag my tongue along its length, suck it with all my might, lick the tip and taste the precum that must have been dripping out my now. I tugged down his underwear, revealing a thick, hard cock that was certainly much bigger than my ex-husband’s.

I took Ben’s cock in my hand, fascinated by how dwarfed my fingers appeared in comparison. Ben hissed sharply as I began to stroke it experimentally, feeling its weight in my hand, focusing on angles and movements that elicited the most noises from him. The heady scent of his cock was filling my head, making it difficult for me to focus, and the desire to taste him became just too much to control. With that, I wrapped my lips around the head of his cock.

The corresponding jerk of Ben’s hips made my hands rush to his sides to steady him. Patience, I wanted to tell him, but my mouth was full of cock, and my god, it tasted so good. I hadn’t realized how much I’d missed this, missed the taste of a man flooding my tongue. Ben’s hands were caressing my hair as I began to bob my head up and down, pausing every now and then to lick the head of his cock. My tongue wrapped around his cock in a twisting motion and I hollowed my cheeks, trying to take in as much of him as I could. Ben’s response was nothing short of enthusiastic, his hips moving forwards and backwards until he was just fucking my mouth. My jaw began to ache, but it ached so good that I couldn’t stop even if I wanted to. If this had been my ex-husband, I would have stopped ages ago, but Ben fueled something within me that just wanted to be dirty and used. I could feel my pussy dripping again, turned on and begging to be touched as though I hadn’t just come like a freight train.

Ben suddenly stilled, then pulled his cock out of my mouth. I looked up at him, but didn’t get a chance to see what was wrong before he had pushed me onto my back. He made quick work of my skirt and ripped my panty clean off of me – an act I would have surely been furious about had it been anyone else – and positioned himself at the entrance to my pussy. He rubbed his saliva-slick cock against my clit, and before this I could have never possibly imagined that an action like that could send fire shooting through my system or send any wetness flooding out of me. Still merely grinding against me, Ben leaned down and took one of my nipples into his mouth while one of his hands reached up to play with the other one. I keened, my back arching as I tried to get more of him on me. My nipples, already stiff, became even harder with his careful movements, and when he grazed his teeth along a nipple, my pussy began to want nothing more than for the cock rubbing against it to be inside.

“Ben,” I moaned. “Put it in.”

Ben shot me a charming grin, continuing to tease me by slowing his pace.

“Ben,” I gasped. My cunt was pretty much throbbing with need by now. “I want you in me, now.”

Ben was still smiling. “Ask nicely,” he said.

My body’s initial reaction was to be shocked. A boy my son’s age was asking me to beg for his cock. That wasn’t going to happen. I might have broken a major rule by having sexual relations with Ben, but I still had some dignity.

At the sight of my scowl, Ben shrugged and continued to drag his cock slowly against me. It was so fucking evil of him and I wanted him more than ever now.

“Ben,” I said.

Ben ignored me, returning his attention to my breast. He molded and pinched my nipples calculatedly, measuring me responses to draw me closer and closer to desperation.

“Ben!” I cried.

Ben placed the head of his cock at the entrance to my pussy, and my heart began to race. Finally, finally, finally… But he wasn’t moving. He was just staying there, waiting. I wrapped my legs around his waist and tried to pull him in, but he stayed still.

“You know the magic words,” he teased.

“Come on!” I gasped, trying in vain to wiggle down onto his cock.

“Beg for it,” Ben said.

I shook my head.

“Beg for it.”

I shook my head again.

Ben pushed the head of his cock in a fraction of an inch, then pulled it out again immediately.

I snapped.

“Fuck! Please, Ben, please, please fuck me, please…”

That was all I had to say, and suddenly Ben slammed into me, his cock entering me at a brutal speed. I screamed, my entire body filled with spasms of pleasure. His cock felt huge inside me, stretching me out in a manner that might have been painful if not for the natural lubrication coating both his shaft and my insides. I could feel every inch of him filling me up, each stroke against my walls, each powerful thrust making me quake inside and out. It was as though the world around me ceased to exist.

I clutched at Ben’s shoulders and clenched around him, reveling in his faint “Oh!” of surprise. My heels dug into his ass, legs squeezing him tighter as I attempted to get him in even deeper, my hunger and desire for him increasing and becoming insatiable. In response, he shifted slightly, and the new angle was absolutely divine.

I gave a wordless cry, now unable to do anything but cling on for dear life. He was thrusting faster and harder in that powerful way that comes with youth, battering my G-spot with every movement. I began to scream and beg, my words a tangled mess of nonsense "moreyespleasefuck", my entire body demanding more even though I wasn’t sure if I could take it. Ben’s hips snapped repeatedly against mine, and the friction was so delicious that I started chanting his name.

“Ben, Ben, Ben,” I mewled, but that only egged him on more, making him ram into me faster and faster. His rhythm was beginning to slip, his motions becoming more ragged, but he was still going harder, somehow, and it was becoming far too much far too soon, and then –

“Fuck, Ben, I’m –” But I didn’t get to finish my sentence, because the next moment, my entire body tensed as wave upon wave of pleasure crashed over me like a storm. I barely registered Ben’s low moan before he pulled out of me and came all over my stomach and chest, pearly white cum coating my breasts.

Ben rolled off and collapsed next to me. It had all happened so fast.

“Next time, we should go much slower,” I said, without thinking, as we lay there panting. It was only a few seconds later, when Ben replied, that I realized what I’d said.

“So there will be a next time?” he asked.

I narrowed my eyes, peering at him inquisitively, as though I was sizing him up and considering everything. In my head, though, I already knew the answer.

“Only if we keep this a secret from Keith,” I replied.

Ben laughed. “Of course, Ms. Clancy.”

A voice could be heard from outside my closed door. “Ben? Dude, where are you?” Speak of the devil.

“You’d better get going,” I said.

Ben nodded, getting up and quickly getting dressed before rushing towards the door. Just before he opened it, he turned around and shot me a little wink. And then he was out of my room, door slamming behind him, and gone.

My head fell back against my pillow and I closed my eyes. What I’d gotten myself into, I didn’t know. But I was certainly looking forward to finding out.


2. Hannah's Plumber: The Sexy MILFs First Time Anal Sex by Lora Lane

We all know how life can be sometimes but recently I have gotten it in double doses. I'm a single mom of two kids who struggles to get through a normal day with my sanity intact, so why not add a busted sink to the mix just to push me over the edge? It was probably the worst time for a plumbing problem in the history of the world. That would be my vote anyway. Just when I thought things couldn't get any worse, the bill was outrageous and I was out of options. Right about that time when I was ready to give up, something happened with the young plumber that shocked me to my core in a very good way.

“That will be four-hundred and fifty-six dollars and ninety-three cents ma'am.”

I nearly dropped my glass of water. Somehow the young man said it with a straight face which just added to my misery. All I could do was stare at him in wonder at how greatly he overestimated my ability to take a joke. At one time I could have taken a joke pretty well but those days were few and far between now as a single mom with two kids on a salary that would make a first year teacher feel like the owner of Trump Towers. I didn't know what to do so I told him to wait just a moment while I went to get the money and walked into the bedroom.

This was bad, I told myself – as if I didn't know. I had missed half a day of work already and now this stud thinks I have nearly five-hundred dollars stuffed in my sock drawer. He couldn't be more wrong. Maybe I could just appeal to his better nature and he would tell me the real, much lower price. Heck, I didn't even have a credit card with that much room on it but he had already fixed the sink; not that I would have been able to not get the thing fixed. Washing dishes in the bathtub just makes me want to cry and we cannot have that.

A check of the clock on the bedroom wall showed that I still had a few hours before I needed to pick up Jackson and Rayleigh from school but that still didn't help my situation. Maybe I could rob a bank in that amount of time. They'd just think I was joking and I no more own a weapon than I know how to fire one.

For the first time, I began to rethink my having turned down an offer to dance at night at a local strip club. It wasn't exactly a hard decision except for the simple fact that a longtime friend of mine was the owner of the club that offered. And sure, I'm in my mid-thirties but I stay in top physical condition by doing – well not much. I have naturally high metabolism and just keeping a decent amount of activity in my daily routine keeps me golden.

When he offered me the job dancing, he said that he had never seen a guy who wouldn't want to see my body on display up there and that he would make sure nobody mistreated me. In spite of the fact that I felt like he was marginally telling the truth, I figured he probably said something similar to all the girls, so I turned him down. With the richest plumber on the planet waiting patiently on my ship to come in across the house, I really wished I had at least agreed to tend the bar for him.

While I was thinking back and hoping the plumber would just decide to leave without being paid, I also began to relive some of the happenings in life that had brought me to that point. The biggest mistake I ever made also happened to be the same thing that brought my biggest blessings. Jacob was my high school sweetheart. We went to the prom and every other dance as well as all of the parties together before hanging out all through college as well. Shortly after college we were married and all I needed for my dreams to come true was a white picket fence and a few kids.

Dreams don't always come true though and that was the case with mine. Jacob turned out to be something of a jerk once I started living in the same house with him. It was almost like he flipped a switch on the week after we said our vows and decided to be a piss head for the rest of his life. On top of mistreating me for a while, he also refused to give me children which was another sudden change from our dating years. Eventually, just before everything fell apart, I convinced him to try children just for the sake of saving the marriage. That worked for us about as well as ordering a gourmet meal from the fast food joint down the street.

I'll never regret Jack and Rayleigh. They are my heart. Every other part of the marriage was a joke and a disappointment that I honestly could have done without. The two of them are in elementary school now and are doing well. I had planned to home-school them because I hate the way organized school is handled but that choice was taken out of my hands by my situation and I can't afford private education by a long shot. Luckily we found a good school in the district and they are flourishing.

That morning when they went off to school, the sink began to gush water all over the kitchen floor. My Dad taught me well enough to know how to turn the water off so I did that under the counter and took the kids to the bus stop before calling work and telling them I had a plumbing emergency to deal with. Dinner would need to be ready in time for a good night sleep for all three of us and I needed the kitchen sink for that because my dishwasher hasn't worked in a long while. All of which brings me to the present time, with the stubbornly handsome young plumber propping on the kitchen counter, patiently waiting on me to pay him.

Maybe I could just jump out the window.

“Miss? Have you found your payment yet? I have a few other jobs to get to, not to rush you though. I was just wondering.”

Miss. Why does he have to call me Miss and ma'am? I'm not that old, maybe ten years or so older than him. He could still be attracted to me. I found myself attracted to him well enough. Ah, he probably had a hot college girlfriend a few years younger than him and thought of me as being like his aunt's age or something. Finally, I figured the longer I hid in the other room the more stupid he would probably think I was so I headed towards the door.

When I opened it the edge of the door hit my hand just hard enough to knock the water glass out of my grasp. It fell harmlessly to the carpet but not before it dumped half of the glass on my shirt. “Damn-it!” I said in frustration.

“Ma'am?”

“Nothing!” To myself I added, Stop calling me ma'am! “I'll be right there!” I yelled because I was far too frustrated to pretend I was fine. With few other options I just pulled the wet blouse off and threw it to the floor. It left me in my skimpy undershirt that was also a little wet. Hopefully it wouldn't look too strange since I was barefoot with comfy around-the-house pants on.

The smile I plastered onto my face was obvious false when I finally made it out of the room and walked towards the kitchen. He stood up straight and looked straight at my undershirt as if in shock. “Yeah,” I sighed and ran my hand through my long brown hair, “Dumped a cup of water on myself just to make sure I was still awake. Look, I can't afford that. I'm sorry, I really thought it wouldn't be that much. I even searched the internet for quotes and most of them weren't anywhere close to that much. I don't know what to do.”

He finally peeled his eyes from my shirt and said, “Emergency.”

“What?” I asked confused.

Shaking his head he said, “Um, you identified it as an emergency so the cost went way up.”

“That's stupid.”

“That's plumbing business ma'am,” he said which drew a look of pure hatred from me. “Be glad you didn't call in the middle of the night. It wouldn't have been that bad but the problem with the sink also meant I had to fix and replace some of the plumbing to the dishwasher.”

I sighed, “The dishwasher? It hasn't worked in years. I only wanted the sink to work. God, it wasn't that big of an emergency. You have to help me out somehow.”

He thumbed his pants and shrugged, “It might get me in trouble ma...”

“If you call me ma'am again I'm going to slap the taste out of your mouth!” I said with a finger pointed in his face.

His head pulled back slightly, he put his hands up, “I'm sorry, I always get nervous around hot women so I was trying to be polite. It might get me in trouble but I will see what I can do. Let me go out to my truck and call my boss. It's the least I can do since it really wasn't that difficult of a fix.”

I didn't hear a lot of what he said after that because I was stuck on him saying I was hot. Here I was thinking he saw me as an older washed up woman and that wasn't true at all. Watching him go, I noticed the tightness of his jeans and began to wish he showed a little more than simple plumber's crack. Standing out at his truck he was pretty animated as he spoke. I only caught a few words he said but it looked like he was really trying to argue my case. Finally he looked at his phone and pressed the screen before throwing it into the truck and slamming the door.

Quickly I scooted back across towards the kitchen and started thumbing through the old napkin holder where my credit cards were. If the price came down far enough I could put it on one of them but I had to find the damn thing. At least it gave me something to do so he might not know I was watching him the entire time he was gone. He was standing there with his thumbs in his pockets again with a little bit of a red tint to his cheeks. I figured that was from his frustration at the end of the conversation. Finally I realized he was staring at me as if he didn't know what to say. I looked up at him with more admiration than I had before and said, “My name is Hannah.”

“Hannah,” he said, “My stupid fucking boss only will let me take a hundred off of the price. He said something about breaking the payments up but that's stupid. Look,” he sighed, “How much can you afford?”

I winced, “One-fifty? Maybe one-sixty.”

With a stiff nod he said, “That will work. I can just copy down the card information and then I'll be on my way. I'm sorry about this Hannah. I tried to talk him down farther but he is a rich dip-shit and doesn't like people. Oh, please excuse my language.”

A smile forced its way to my face at what he was saying. “I know you tried. Thank you but what about the rest of the money? Will you get fired?”

“Nah,” he waved a hand towards me, “I'll pay the rest of it out of my own pocket if I have to. It's not right to take advantage of you like that. Just pay what you can and I'll add the rest and say you broke up the payment between two different cards or something.”

“You'd do that for me?”

His frustration was still visible as he shrugged, “Yeah, why not. Good people deserve to have good things happen to them now and then.”

“I agree with that much.” Now I was walking towards him with pure infatuation visible in my manner, “It's been a long time since anyone did something that nice for me. How could I ever repay you?”

“Forget about it,” he said with a smile which suggested he noticed the look on my face. “Doing something nice for a beautiful woman is reward enough by itself.”

“Maybe it is,” I said now within a step of him and looking him over slowly, “Or maybe it's not. I think I have to give you a kiss on the cheek at least for being my hero. The hero always gets a kiss after all.” I ran my hand up his stiff and strong chest. He began to get a little nervous in the way he stood and said that was fine if I wanted to. My hand cupped behind his neck and pulled his face down a little towards mine. He turned his cheek towards my lips but instead I grabbed his face with my other hand and twisted his lips towards mine so that my kiss slammed against his lips directly.

At first he pulled back but I went with him and he quickly began to return the kiss. It grew from an awkward kiss to a passionate lip to lip kiss and then to a fully passionate kiss as he grabbed my neck and met my need with his own. We were lost there in the moment for I don't know how long before we both stopped but didn't pull away. My eyes searched his handsome features as his searched mine and I said, “Maybe the hero gets more than just a kiss.” Our lips met once again and this time it felt like long lost lovers seeing each other again after years apart as we held each other close.

When our lips parted again he looked down and said, “I don't want to take...”

“....advantage of me. I know.” I kissed him quickly as I ran my fingers through his hair, “But that's a problem.”

“It is?”

“Yes,” I said, “Because that is exactly what I want you to do.”

Those words seem to hang in the slim space between us for a few moments as he stared at me and me back at him. I wondered what he would do. Clearly he wanted me, was more enamored with me than I had imagined when I first admired his stride into the kitchen that morning. The small hope growing inside me that he would take me in his arms and move me into the bedroom wound up a little too much of a fairytale however.

When he took me, he didn't move me anywhere. Instead he started by pulling his shirt off, revealing his thin but strong upper body. Before I could follow suit and remove mine he did it for me, grasping the bottom of the shirt and pulling it off over my head as I lifted my arms to make it easy. I removed my bra so quickly that it was on the ground before his chest touched mine as he embraced and kissed me again.

He lifted me in arms that felt stronger or maybe filled with the power of desire as he spun me around and sat me on the counter. His fingers grabbed the waist of my pants and pulled them downward. I planted my palms on the counter and lifted my backside as he pulled not only my pants but my panties down and off over my feet. I smiled and threw my head back as the cold counter on my butt and the brush of his rough fingers on my thighs sent chills all over my body.

It had been so long since somebody looked at me the way he was looking at me when he tossed my panties to the floor and rose back towards me that I actually giggled. By then he was fully into the flow of the moment and was coming for me but I surprised him by pushing off of the counter and standing in front of him as I slowly unbuckled his jeans and unbuttoned his jeans. As I dragged his jeans downward, his boxers came with it all the way to the floor, returning the favor for what he had just done to me. I smiled up at him mischievously as I knelt down to the floor, “How do you like it?”

He groaned towards the ceiling as my hands ran over his swollen shaft, “Holy shit you're hot.”

“I know,” winking I reached towards the tip with my tongue, teasing him. I would have been lying or being sarcastic if I had suggested that I thought I was hot only an hour before but right then I felt more attractive than I had in a decade of losers in bars and a deadbeat husband. There wasn't a model walking any runway in the world with more confidence than me as I kissed the end of his throbbing cock. My fingers were working him over right as I squeezed the base with one hand and teased his balls with the other. I could tell by his body language, his groans and the way his cock was growing even more tight and hard that I was pushing all the right buttons so I didn't stop.

Refusing to close my eyes or break eye contact with him for more than a second or two, I ran my lips along the end of his shaft and sucked hard as I lifted back off. He was easily the biggest I had ever done that with but then I didn't just go down on anyone. This guy was something special though. I could feel it. As I ran my mouth along his cock I could feel the throbbing and paid close attention so that I didn't push him too close to the edge of a climax. He was young enough to probably be able to go more than once but I didn't dare risk it.

When his hips began to tense up, I pulled off of him and stood up, running my nails over his chest slowly. Lost to the moment, I wiped a little bit of spittle from the edge of my mouth and backed up with a sultry look in my eyes before hopping up onto the edge of the kitchen counter. After spreading my thighs open I glared at him with a look of longing, “You're turn.”

He didn't hesitate for a fraction of a second, moving in and scooping my butt into his hands, lifting my eager pussy to his mouth. I thought he was going to get started right away and wanted nothing more but instead he licked along the edge of my pussy and then kissed down my inner thigh. Slowly he teased downward towards my knee before moving to the other thigh and kissing his way back upwards. I lifted my hips upwards towards him as my moans begged him to get started.

For a second he skipped over my pussy and started towards the other thigh but I couldn't take it anymore. My hands left the counter, dropping me to the counter, and I grabbed the back of his head to force him to my pussy. He didn't fight it or try and tease me more, instead dropping his tongue directly into my damp slit and releasing his hold on my hips so that he could use his hands and fingers. One hand went directly to my breasts where his thumb and forefinger squeezed and twirled my nipples expertly. I slid further down so that my back was now completely resting on the counter with my knees up and spread out to the side and ran one hand through my hair while keeping the other on the back of his head. I wanted him to keep going, needed him badly to keep going.

With his other hand he reached between my legs and began to add to my pleasure by teasing my clit. Then he switched and licked my clit, flicking it one way and the other while his finger drove into my pussy wonderfully. Everything might feel better in the moment but I was certain that nothing had ever been done to me that felt as good as what he was doing right then. I began to moan loudly as he continued to work over my pussy and felt an orgasm building as my hand moved from my hair to squeeze the breast he wasn't giving direct attention to.

It could have gone on forever and I would have been okay with it but quickly he switched to a standing position and pulled my body forward into his grasp. I wrapped my arms and legs around him and buried my lips into his neck, eagerly awaiting the blessed inevitable. Slowly he lowered me down to his shaft and I clung tightly to him with my eyes closed as he eased inside of me. His pace quickened immediately as he began driving into me. He filled me better than anyone ever had and I felt almost like it was my first time all over again, only much better.

Our hips were clashing together as the first orgasm broke over me and I sank back away from him, allowing his strong grasp alone to keep me from falling to the floor. It only served to make him feel that much better inside of me and another more powerful orgasm immediately crashed over me. I lost track of all time, worry and any need other than my need for him. He moved me around the kitchen into different embraces for a few minutes until I finally thought he was going to finish.

An orgasm was building inside of me and couldn't be held back once his pace quickened even more. My body was still gyrating around as his grunts grew louder and I knew he was going to cum. I pointed at my chest and he pulled out and blew his huge load all over my chest. He sat me on the counter and I rested back against the cabinet door. When my eyes slowly fluttered open, he was standing there looking at me with the same look of need in his eyes and I noticed his erection was still strong.

He moved forward and dug his fingers into my butt with one of them moving towards my crack and whispered, “Have you ever?”

With his fingers pulling at my butt cheeks I knew exactly what he meant. I had never even considered anal with anyone. It was always something that I didn't trust anyone to do or was never into someone enough to try. I glared at him with a playful look my mirror hasn't seen in over a decade, biting my pinky nail in the corner of my mouth, “First time for everything...”

With zero hesitation he dragged me off of the counter, lifting me enough so that the corner didn't hurt me on the way down. I groaned as he turned me around and bent myself over the counter with my feet spread apart. At first he worked on me with his fingers, dragging at my cheeks and inserting his thumb into me anally. It was nothing I had ever felt before but it wasn't taking me long to get into it as I grasped and squeezed my breasts.

He reached around to my pussy and dug his fingers inside of me. I moaned loudly as he then moved my own juices around to my anus and then started to push his shaft inside. At first I was silent. My eyes were clamped closed tightly. This didn't just feel like another first time, it was the very first time. Quickly a little pain gave way to a little pleasure.

His shaft moved in and then out before pushing slowly back in a little farther. My head lolled back as he stretched me with each slow thrust. He knew exactly what he was doing and as I started to like it more, he increased his pace and power. Every time he entered me and stretched me that much more, I thought I was going to have another blast of orgasmic bliss wash over me. The feeling was so huge and so new that I can't even put it into words that would do it justice.

Within a few minutes he began pushing inside of me faster and harder and my tight moans and groans turned into louder yelps of pleasure. Part of me wanted to order him to go harder and deeper but instead I just enjoyed groaning loudly as he showed me what anal sex was supposed to be and I loved every second of it. Just when I thought it couldn't feel any better, he reached one of his hands around and began fingering my pussy and pussy lips again.

My hands instantly were planted on the counter and my back arched as the biggest orgasm yet came over me so hard that my knees buckled. I was able to stay on my feet as he kept driving into me. It was so wonderful that I never wanted it to end. The way he started breathing and grunting harder suggested that I wouldn't be so lucky however so I told him to go harder and faster.

He was nearly yelling as he finished with a thunderous climax all over my backside and my final orgasm hit at nearly the same time. For a while I propped on the counter and he moved back to rest against the counter behind me. I don't know how long we rested there in silence. I turned around to face him and he smiled as he pulled his jeans back on.

“Hannah, that was the most amazing thing I've ever done.”

I grinned, “I've had better.” There was a slight frown on his face before I moved to place my hand on his chest and whispered, “Just kidding. You're such a stud I didn't want it to end.”

“I was wondering,” he shrugged, “Maybe you needed some help around the house now and then? I could give you my cell number and you can just call me direct or text or something. I'd love to,”  he heaved a breath and smiled, “Hell, I want to do that again.”

“You're a great guy and I wouldn't pass up the chance to have some help now and then. I think the second bathroom needs some work,” I grinned. “I think we can make time for another plumbing emergency.”

He laughed, “Good to hear.”

As he wrote his number down and we both got dressed, I realized that I didn't even know his name. It was probably for the best. Whenever I texted him I would probably just ask for plumbing help and see if he knew who I was. The best lover I had ever had was a plumber I didn't even know, who was ten years younger than me. Something about that, a lot of something about it in fact, was making me want him again before he backed out of the driveway. I forced myself to behave if only for a few days before I started teasing another encounter. He was just as eager as I was to get together again.


3. Cleaning Up Just to Get Dirty: The MILF Nurse and The Hot Biker by Kaylee Jones

Annie was just going about her business at the hospital, making her nurse’s rounds and caring for her patients.  She was ‘warned’ about one particular new patient, but in her career she had seen it all so she was not worried.  The minute she lays eyes on the biker, Stone, her world gets rocked.  And then things heat up.

It was another long day at the hospital, moving from one drab room to the next.  Most people do not realize how exhausting it can be to take care of sick and injured patients all day long.  I stopped about halfway through my shift to eat my very dull frozen meal for lunch before returning to the list of patients that needed attending.

I had been doing this for almost fifteen years now, and that was just this shift…  I had taken care of all sorts of people, but this simple recovery wing was one of the easier ones.  The only way I found to liven up my work day was to wear my white nurse’s dress in a size too tight.  I loved the way the male patients would light up at the sight of me and their wives would just scowl in my direction.  It was not my fault I was blessed with ample cleavage and a nice firm behind.  Granted, it was my fault those features were accentuated by a push-up bra and a G-string.  But a working woman has to have her fun somehow.  And I always got the best reviews after my sponge baths.  Every so often I had a little fun with a lesbian, but that was a rare treat.  Most of the time it was just a harmless little boost to my ego and to the patient’s.  I mean, who hasn’t had the naughty nurse fantasy, right?  Now I don’t wear thigh high stockings and 4-inch heels, but that’s just not realistic.  I don’t wear hose at all!

“Hey, Annie,” one of my fellow nurses called out as I headed down the plain gray hallway.

“Oh, hi Charlotte,” I replied.

“You catch a look at the new guy in 608?”

“No, not yet.  I think he’s on the end of my list. I’ll swing by.”

“Take a good long look,” the younger woman grinned.

I furrowed my brow in confusion and moved to the first room on my afternoon list.  It was an older man who was recovering from a mild heart attack.  The look on his face when I strutted into his room gave me mild concern that he was headed into another heart attack right there.  His eyes raked over the swell of my breasts and curve of my hips.

“Mr. Thornton, how are we today?” I grinned brightly.

“Oh much better now.  Sponge bath time?”

I chuckled, “Not today.  Your chart says that you get to shower today and that you will be doing with a male attendant.”

He pouted, “That doesn’t sound nearly as fun.”

“Mr. Thornton!” I feigned insult and innocence, “What on earth would happen if I got this pretty white dress wet?”

His eyes widened and his hips twitched noticeably.

I laughed, “Seems that your blood flow is working just fine.”

I bent over him to check his IV port and made sure to give him an eyeful of cleavage for his efforts.  I swayed my hips for him as I left, feeling a little better about the day after his reactions.

The next room was a middle-aged woman who had recently had knee surgery.  I was much more business-like and to-the-point with her and she did not seem to have the same appreciation for my outfit as the previous patient.

For the next couple of hours, I moved from room to room as I harmlessly flirted with the male patients and calmly took care of the female ones.  I did have a good laugh in one room.  I tried so hard to flirt and be cute until finally the sweet man politely informed me that he was gay.  I ended up staying a little while longer than necessary just to chat with him.  The straight women always tried to rush me out and the straight men always tried to keep me there a little longer.  It was nice to just chat with someone about the weather and theatre and things.

Charlotte came bobbing up to me with about an hour left in my shift.

“Annie, did ya see him yet?  Did ya?” she inquired anxiously.

I laughed, “Down girl, we get guys in here all the time.  And no, I haven’t.”

“Oh we don’t get guys like this one very often…” she winked at me.

“What is so all-fired special about this patient?”

“He broke his leg in a motorcycle accident.”

“So?”

“So he needs sponge baths…”

I sighed loudly with irritation.  “Charlotte.  I don’t really care about one patient over the other.  I just spent a lovely half hour talking to the man in 617 and it was the best visit of the shift.  What is so special about a broken leg from a stupid motorcycle accident?”

Charlotte shook her head, “I’m about to leave but I’ll ask you about him again tomorrow.  Then we’ll see.”

I sighed and shook my head at the silly young thing.  Sure we got some interesting patients occasionally, but nothing to get worked up over.  A local television star maybe or some aging retired musician but none of that had ever really impressed me.

My pulse did speed up at the thought of a bad-ass motorcycle man but it was much less sexy when you thought about him hooked up to monitors and drooling on his pillow.  That is how most of my patients look.

I finally reached the end of my list and realized that the only patient I had left to check on was the motorcycle man in question.  I stopped at the breakroom for a glass of water and nearly slapped my own cheek for being so nervous.

Stupid Charlotte, I swore at my coworker, has me all nervous about checking on this guy.  He can’t be all that special.  No one is.

I knocked on the door and waited.

“Come in,” a deep voice rumbled from the other side.

I took a deep breath and swung the door open.  My tummy fluttered at the sight of him and I was in trouble.

****

I was sunk from the moment I laid eyes on his arms as they lay on the white hospital sheets.  They were scarily muscular, with tattoos covering almost every inch of skin.  His scalp was covered in the prickle of dark hair but judging from the tanned skin, he normally kept it shaved.  His eyes were closed but I expected that they would be piercing, right down to the core of my body.

He had one leg sticking out from under the sheets, and it was in a cast up to about mid-thigh.  The rest of him almost appears nude from the way the sheets were draped but that would be very strange.  He should at least be in a hospital gown.

I moved quietly around the room to check the monitors and the IV port.  As I bent over to check the heart beat display, I heard a rustle behind me.  I straightened up and whirled around in one fluid motion and found myself staring into the bluest eyes I had ever seen.

And I was right, they looked through my own eyes and down into the depths of me.  The golden tan on his face showed signs of hours in the sun but it was smooth and unlined.  He was grinning at me and I realized that I had nearly popped clean out of the top of my dress.

“Well hey there,” he drawled slowly.

“G-Good evening Mr. Bilstrom.”

“Now, now, call me Stone, everyone does.”

I nodded, “S-Sure.”

His eyes raked over my tight white dress, stopping much longer than necessary at the generous cleavage that was now visible above the top.  I kept an extra button unfastened all the time, and having ben bent over, my breasts were thrust up and forward over the top fastened one.

“So, Stone,” I tried to collect myself, “how are we doing today?”

He reached one arm up over his head to prop himself up and I watched as his bicep bunched and bulged with each motion.

“Much better now…”

The sheet had slipped down his body and I realized that he was distinctly not wearing his hospital gown.

“Um, Mr. Bilstrom?  Where is your gown?”

He dragged his eyes away from my cleavage to look down at his chest, and then back up at me.  I could not take my eyes off the flat hard planes of his chest or the hint of cut abs at his waist.  One of his pecs had a circle of names tattooed on it and I was curious about it but I could not ask.

“Got tired of wearing a dress,” he replied cheekily.

“That’s standard issue attire.  We can’t have you walking around the hospital nude.”

He twisted his lips into a wry grin, “Does it look like I’m walking anywhere right now?”

He pointed at the cast on his leg.

I giggled nervously, “Very true.”

How had I been reduced to a simpering teenager in his presence?  I was going to kill Annie when I saw her the next day.  She had totally set me up and she had been totally right about him.

I checked his chart and internally groaned deeply.  He was scheduled for a sponge bath that day.  I ran my hand over my ponytail and looked at him again.

“So how did you injure your leg?” I asked out of curiosity.

“Ah.  Laid down the bike on a ride.  I’ve been recouping in a different hospital but they moved me over here last night for rehab.  Guess I’m in for the long haul, even after this comes off.”  He patted his large palm against the cast.

“Sounds like it,” I nodded.

“Sponge bath day?” he grinned, “I do keep track you know.  Every other day it seems.”

I nodded, “Today’s the day.”

He pushed the sheet all the way down to just below his navel.  As I stood and stared, I could see the smattering of dark hair spread out on his smooth chest, and the line of curls that trailed from his navel down below the sheet.  The thin sheet was draped casually across his groin but I was intensely aware of the outlines underneath it.  And it looked shockingly generous even covered.

He appeared to be nearly ten years younger than me, but he was still leering at me as I fumbled with my paperwork.

“I-I-I’ll be right back, I need to get my things.”

“Hurry back,” he grinned and threw his second arm behind his head with the first one.

I closed the door to his room when I left, and found myself panting in the hallway.  A nurse I did not know strolled by and looked at me strangely but I let her think whatever she wanted to think.  I was overcome with completely inappropriate lust for my patient.

From the closet, I collected a washcloth, a basin, and some liquid soap for the bath.  Normally I didn’t mind this portion of my job, but for some reason he made me more nervous than the little old ladies who were nearly overcome with embarrassment.  I knew how to handle them.  What I did not know how to handle was this horny biker who seemed to be coming on to me.  I loaded all the supplies on a cart and headed back to Stone’s room.

When I reentered the room, he was still reclining on the bed and had propped it up for a better angle.

“Make sure that water is nice and warm,” he cautioned.

“Oh?  No cold showers today?” I could not stop the words from spilling out of my lips.

He quirked one eyebrow up at me and waited for me to backpedal on my statement.  I stood my ground and stared him down, determined to win back the upper hand in this situation.

He grinned at me, “I’d prefer not, but thank you.”

I pushed the cart to the side of his bed and felt his eyes watching every move my generous curves made.  This was going to be one for the memory banks, I could just tell.

****

Stone grinned at me as I started arranging the items for the sponge bath.  I lifted the basin to the sink and waited for the water to warm up.  The idea of a cold sponge bath made me giggle, but I did not think that would make the patient happy.  And besides, I did not necessarily want this sexy guy to cool back down.

Once the water was warm to the touch, I filled the basin and carefully carried it back.  I was not careful enough, however, and by the time I reached the side of the bed, I had sloshed just enough on the front of my white dress to make it slightly transparent.  My cheeks felt flush when I met his gaze, and he just laid there with those muscular arms propped up behind his head, grinning like a Cheshire cat.

I squirted some of the liquid soap into the basin and dunked the washcloth.  As I swirled the water around to lather the soap, I of course managed to slosh just a little bit more on my dress.

“Who’s getting the bath here?” he chuckled, pointing at the front of my dress.

I flushed a deeper shade of pink, and tried to think of anything but the way he was leering at my now see-through dress.  It was clinging damply to my breasts and pressing up against the lace of my bra.  My nipples felt tight and I was certain he could see them.

I finally withdrew the washcloth from the basin and wrung it out slightly.  I brushed the warm cloth over his chest and felt the hardness of his muscles under my touch.

“Oh you can do better than that,” he smirked, pulling his arms from behind his head.

I dunked the cloth again and started massaging it onto one of his arms more thoroughly.  His bicep flexed and I jumped just a little.

“Are you always this nervous?  You must be a piece of work around the old men.”

“I am not!  And they are usually dressed!”

He laughed, “Fair enough.  But I’m not the dress wearing type.”

Without even thinking it through, I leaned across his body to wash his other arm.  My breasts were pressed against his chest and he felt warm underneath me.  I finished that arm quickly, and moved to his chest.

“Wh-Wh-What is the circle for?” I asked tentatively as I rubbed the rough cloth over his skin.

“Oh that?  It’s the names of club members who’ve died.”

“Club members?”

“Yeah, the country club.  We like to golf.”

I jerked my head up to look at him, and he laughed.

“Biker club babe, biker club.”

“Ohhh,” I mumbled feeling like a complete idiot.

I slowly moved the cloth down his hard chest to the cut abs of his stomach.  He was leaning back on the stack of pillows and closely watching my hands.  The sheet stopped just at the top of his pubic bone, and my hands stopped there as well.  I moved to the other side of him and started washing the good leg after pulling the sheet back delicately.

My hands moved higher and higher as I bathed him, and I could not help but notice that his legs were slowly moving further apart.  And I could not stop my eyes from settling briefly on the outline of something between his thighs.  Either the sheet was very flattering or he was one of the most endowed men I had ever seen in person.  I stopped just shy of his hip bone, but my eyes lingered at his long muscular leg sticking out from the thin hospital sheet.

I moved to the exposed foot of his broken leg and washed it gently, trying not to disturb the injured limb.  I finally finished and rinsed the cloth in the basin.

“What about the rest of me?”

His gaze made my body flush and warm and I fidgeted with the cloth in the basin.

“The rest of you?”

“Oh yes, I need to be thoroughly bathed.”

He had now parted his legs as far as they would go.

“We, ah, we don’t bathe everything.”

He stared at the translucent dress clinging to my full breasts and slowly dragged his eyes to my face.

“I don’t think most of them are done as a wet tee shirt contest either.”

I gasped and tried to cover myself, but in my infinite wisdom, I chose to cover myself with the soaking wet washcloth.

“Holy hell,” he breathed.

The dress was now soaking wet and clinging to every curve, my dark pink nipples very apparent through the thin dress and the lace bra.  This time I was certain I saw his cock twitch under the sheet.

“God they’re amazing,” he muttered as one arm reached out towards me.

Watching this muscular biker reach for my body sent the heat spiraling through my core until it throbbed between my thighs.  I could not stop myself from stepping forward into his touch.  His thick fingers were surprisingly gentle as they slowly traced the outside curves.

“Come here,” he growled, reaching out with the other hand.

When I leaned forward over him, he ran both palms over the front of my dress until they met at the nape of my neck.  He pulled me down to him and kissed me hungrily.  His teeth nipped at my lower lip and his tongue demanded entrance.  I heard myself moan as I granted him access and felt his plunder my mouth.

One hand kept my mouth against his while the other slid down my back and dug in to my ass firmly.  He devoured my mouth as my tits pressed up against his bare chest.  I could feel the heat from his body seeping into mine, and it was all spiraling down to my pussy.

My hands were still clenched at my side and I finally gave in.  I ran my fingertips over his chest and felt him quiver.  I locked my fingers behind his neck and pulled him to me.

He groaned and slid his mouth down my jawline to my neck.  Stone nibbled the pulse that pounded in my neck and I moaned softly against his ear.

I suddenly heard shuffling outside the door and I snapped back away from him.  I scurried to lock the door and took a deep breath before turning around to face him.  He beckoned to me with one finger and a devilish grin.

I had collected just enough of my wits to see clearly that this gorgeous hunk of a biker wanted me.  And he was trapped in that bed for me to enjoy.

I tossed my ponytail and grinned as I slowly walked back to him.  With each step, I unfastened another button on the dress.  He leaned back and watched the slow striptease while one hand lightly squeezed his growing cock.

When I reached the side of his bed, I was wearing nothing but the lace bra and matching G-string.  I popped the sides of his bed down and crawled on top to straddle his hips.  I ground lightly against the thickness between his thighs and he groaned deeply.

“Oh jeezus,” he muttered.

“Has it been long?” I winked innocently.

“You don’t want to know.”

I laughed and slipped one hand between our bodies to feel his thickness.

As I tormented him through the sheet, I asked again, “Tell me…”

“Almost two weeks, since my accident.”

“Not even one chance to touch yourself?”

“No, the damn nurses wouldn’t leave me alone!”

I laughed, “And here I am!  Should I leave you to your own devices?”

“Oh god, no, please…  you have to…”

“I have to what?”

“Help me out…”

I sat up just enough to pull the sheet down further and his cock sat long and thick against his thigh.  His sack looked full and heavy and swollen.  I ran my fingernails over the length of his shaft and tickled his balls.

“Oh fuck,” his lips twisted at the tormenting touch.

I tickled and teased every inch of him, never lingering too long in one spot.  As I slowly and loosely stroked him, his nails raked up my back, making me arch towards him.  He flicked the clasp of my bra loose and my full firm breasts popped loose.  He grabbed the nape of my neck roughly and pulled me forward to clasp one stiff nipple in his lips.  As he licked and sucked, I could feel it grow tighter in his mouth.  He teased them back and forth until I lost my focus on his cock and let it slip from my hand.

“Oh god, don’t stop,” he pleaded.

I kissed his hard, letting my stiff nipples rake against his chest as I slid down his body.  Nestled between his thighs, I could see just how hard he was.  It was bobbing in the air, begging for attention.

I held his cock against his lower stomach and ran my tongue from the base to the tip.  His groans spurred me on and I licked again and again.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, gripping the mattress.

I licked every inch until he was slippery and hard in my fist, and I stroked him while my mouth latched to the head.  I flicked my tongue over the sensitive spot just under the ridge and sucked firmly.  My other hand kept kneading and tickling his heavy balls until his hips started to buck.

“Oh god, oh fuck,” he groaned.

I felt his sack tighten up towards his body and the head of his cock swelled and pulsed.  I sunk my mouth as far down as I could and stroked him faster until I felt the first jet hit my tongue.  I milked and stroked every last drop down my throat until he flopped backwards onto the bed, panting for air.

“C’mere,” he reached for my bare shoulder.

I inched back up his body, letting him feel my silky skin slide against his.  When I ran my tongue over his salty neck, he started reaching and grabbing and twisting at my body.  I finally gave in to whatever he was trying, and found myself straddling his face and looking at his feet.

“Take it off,” he growled at me.

I wriggled my hips until the G-string slid free and I tossed it to the corner of the room.  His hands grabbed my hips roughly and pulled me against his face.  When his lips pressed against my wetness, I writhed against him, eager for pleasure of my own.

His tongue slipped easily between my folds and I groaned when he found my throbbing little nub.  He teased my ache, sliding from my clit to my opening and back again.  Never staying in one place long enough to help the urgent throbbing he had started.

“Oh god,” I moaned softly, urgently rubbing against his face to find what I needed.

His hands reached up and one of them grasped my ass cheek roughly while the other pinched and rolled my nipples.  They seemed directly connected to my aching clit and I arched my back for more.  He finally caught my clit between his teeth and flicked the tip of his tongue over the taut swollen surface until I bucked and dug my nails into his heaving chest.  This time he didn’t let up, and as he flicked he slid two fingers deep inside my slippery wetness.

“Fuck me,” I begged as I squirmed my hips against the onslaught of sensations.

He rubbed his tongue harder and pounded his fingers inside me, urging me on, shoving me closer and closer to climax.  I could hardly breathe as I scaled the peak.  He finally stuffed three fingers into my tight warm wetness and curled them just right against that textured little place inside.

“There, there, there,” I chanted, praying he would keep doing it.

And within moments, the stars swirling behind my eyes exploded into light and I soaked the poor guy’s face and hand and chest with my climax.  I could feel my body clenching and clutching at his fingers as my clit contracted under his tongue.

“Oh god, oh Stone,” I cried out, clutching at his hips as I writhed.

When I fell back from the peak, I twisted and slipped in the bed until I was curled up next to his good side.  Our hearts pounded as we caught our breath and he leisurely wrapped one muscled arm around my waist.

****

So admittedly, that was easily one of the hottest sexual experiences of my life.  I say “one of” not to diminish it in any way, but to highlight that the first time is always a little more special than the others.  The other experience that tops the list was when Stone got out of the hospital and his leg was completely mended…

Oh?  Did I not mention that his special sponge baths became a regular thing?  Charlotte was so mad when I was assigned to be his only nurse but I sure didn’t mind.

The day after that first one, she came bounding up to me bubbling over about him.  Through a pure miracle, I managed to keep the smirk off my face as I told her he was no big deal.  She scoffed at me and stormed off in a huff but I did not really care at that point.

I was not there the day Stone got released but he called me before he had even left the parking lot.  His buddies had driven up there to meet him, and he told them to drop him at my apartment before making any other stops.

He walked in, with only a slight limp, and proceeded to drag me off to the bedroom.  I had touched and tasted his cock so many times, I was literally dripping to feel him inside me and that sweet tattooed muscular man did not disappoint.  He filled and stretched me in so many ways, I still get tingles thinking about it.

By the time he slid inside me that first evening, it had been nearly a month since he had had sex and the grin on his face lit up my world.  He took me three times that night, and twice more in the morning.  We fucked in the bed, on the couch, in the kitchen, and in the shower.

It has been a few months now, and we are still seeing each other.  I was a little nervous to get involved with someone who was a confirmed member of a biker gang, but everyone has turned out to be super great.  They love to hear the story about the first time Stone and I met, and I can always see a few twitching cocks when we tell it.

Sometimes one of the cheekier members will ask if I still have the nurse’s outfit and I just smile primly.  But I think the grin on Stone’s face gives it away every time.


4. A Housewife’s Revenge: The MILF and Her Cuckolding Husband by Sofia Miller

I wasn’t usually one to surprise David at work, but then he usually didn’t spend so much time at the office.  In reality, it was David who usually surprised me at lunch time, swinging home for an impromptu quickie when the mood struck, which was frequently. “How am I supposed to make it through the salt mines all day without my fix?” he’d say, coming up behind me, lifting my skirt, sliding his hand down my lacy panties.  He worked hard and played hard.  But lately he’d only been working hard.  I needed my fix, as well.

“I brought you lunch!”  I said, strutting into my husband David’s office in my tight skirt and kitten heels, picnic basket full of goodies in my hand.  I wasn’t usually one to surprise David at work--but then he usually didn’t spend so much time at the office.  In reality, it was David who usually surprised me at lunch time, swinging home for an impromptu quickie when the mood struck, which was frequently.

“How am I supposed to make it through the salt mines all day without my fix?” he’d say, coming up behind me, lifting my skirt, sliding his hand down my lacy panties.  He worked hard and played hard.  But lately he’d only been working hard.  I needed my fix, as well.

This year we would be celebrating our 20th anniversary.  We had always been the envy of our friends.  David made an excellent salary, we had a beautiful house that I kept, and even after all of these years, we were always the couple that would sneak off to some dark corner to neck like teenagers--we couldn’t keep our hands off each other.  And it was no wonder: He’d aged wonderfully, only becoming more chiseled over time, his salt and pepper hair still thick, his physique strong and capable.  And I knew he was still enamored with my 45 year old body, my hair still dark, save for one silver streak framing my face, my high cheek bones becoming more prominent with age, with only some subtle crows feet betraying me--crow's feet he would kiss lovingly and adoringly.  My body, too, was holding up miraculously, my breasts still full, my ass still firm, my tummy still flat.  Perhaps it was because we’d never had any kids.  It’s not that we didn’t like children--but we liked fucking on the living room floor on a whim a lot more.

But we hadn’t fucked on the living room floor or anywhere else in two months--an eternity for us.  I knew it couldn’t be that I’d become unattractive--I was still deflecting advances from every man who came my way on a daily basis.  No, he simply had a big project at work that was taking all of his time and draining him of all of his energy.  But, being an excellent wife, I knew that meant he would need a pick me up more than ever.  So I went to his office with my picnic basket to give him a good meal, and then a little peep show to remind him why it was a good idea to come home from time to time.

But he didn’t look happy to see me when I went into his office unannounced.  He was sitting at his desk, and when he saw me, a look of sheer horror came across his face.  “It’s not a good time, Jessica,” he said.  “I’m really very busy right now.  But I’ll be home early for dinner!  You should run along!”

“Nonsense,” I countered, hopping up on his desk with ease and crossing my legs coquettishly.  “You can’t be expected to work on an empty stomach, and if I know you, you haven’t even thought about eating yet today--you get so focused on your work.  But I know you’re hungry.”  I unbuttoned my shirt casually as I spoke to him and let it hang open, no bra, my breasts hanging above him as I perched on his desk.

He looked me up and  down and said, “Oh, god…”

“You forgot what you were missing, didn’t you darling?”  I pulled a finger sandwich out of the picnic basket and fed it to him.

“Listen, honey, you really have to go.  I’m sorry--but you know what a little shit Jason is.  Ever since he took over he’s trying to prove he’s a man by cracking the whip.”  Jason was the new CEO.  He had succeeded his late father to the position, but at only 24, he had a lot to prove.  For people like my poor husband, his rise had been infuriating.  He was only a kid, lacking any experience.  David hated him.  “You can’t be in here right now.  Besides, I can’t risk that little piss-ant walking in here and seeing your gorgeous tits.  Those are all mine.  So, please--run along home.  I’ll be there early, I promise.”

“I don’t like being rejected like this,” I said, annoyed.  It never occurred to me that he’d be anything other than happy to have me come by--it certainly never occurred to me that he wouldn’t want me showing off my tits.  Was this it?  Had we finally reached the point where I was just his wife--not a sexual being?  But still, even as these thoughts ran through my head, I maintained my composure.  I wouldn’t overreact until I had a real reason to.

So, I bent down to kiss him goodbye, ever the attentive wife, and that’s when I saw it:  A woman’s hand coming from under his desk, pressing into the floor.  “What the…”  I knelt down for a better look.

“No, Jessica, don’t!” but it was too late.  I saw her.  There, on all fours, was Carmen, my husband’s new intern, no top, her flat chest exposed, my husband's cum dribbling down her chin.

“Well, I’m sorry to interrupt,”  I said evenly, but my blood was running cold, my mind swimming  “Don’t mind me, I’ll get out of your way.”

“Jessica, wait--I can explain!” David was following me.

“There isn’t any explanation,” I went for the door.

“Jessica--please!  It’s not a big deal!”

It’s not a big deal?  I catch him giving his cock to some moronic little flat-chested girl and it’s not a big deal?

“You’ll be sorry, you son of a bitch,” I said, slamming the door as I left, though even I wasn’t sure just what I meant by that.

I rushed onto the elevator, needing to get as far away as David as I possibly could.  The full gravity of it was too much for me to bear, and I was in a kind of shock.  Everything seemed slow motion--calm and distant, like being underwater.  There was a rushing in my ears, and I could hear my own pounding heart--but the beat was slow and steady.

One floor down and there was Jason, CEO, my husband’s nemesis.  It was easy to see why he’d be such a hated figure:  Not only was he the man in charge of everything when he was too young to have possibly earned it, he was also breathtakingly handsome.  He was the kind of man who had always gotten what he wanted and always would.  It was a hated position I sympathized, having always been that kind of woman.  That is until now.

“Mrs.  Savage!”  said Jason, warmly.  He was genuinely nice on top of everything else.  What an asshole.  “So nice to see you!  Stopping in to see David?”

“I...yes, I was.”  The world was continuing on as normal, in spite of what I’d just seen.  How could that be?”

“You know, I tell David all of the time what a lucky man he is to have you,” Jason smiled.

“Oh, you think so?”  Tears started to spring to my eyes, now, involuntarily.  Though standing beside me, Jason didn’t know it.

“We all think so.  I wish you’d come by more often!  Seeing you around the office is good for morale,” he turned to me give me a cute little wink, but when he saw my face his smile faded into a look of concern.  “Mrs. Savage, what’s wrong?”

“I--” I was stopped by the sudden realization of what a handsome, attentive boy I had in front of me.  His blue eyes were looking deep into mine with caring and concern, and it occurred to me for the first time that he had a little crush on me--that he had always been overly attentive with me at the office parties, keeping me in his line of sight at all times, looking me up and down appreciatively.  And here he was, so genuinely wanting to help me when he felt I was in distress.  “I...it’s...I’m sorry.  Yes, I’m fine,”  I finally answered him.  “My...my aunt passed away this morning.  We were very close.  I came here to see if David could take a little time to comfort me, but he was so deep in his...project...I told didn’t bring it up,”  I hoped he wouldn’t question the lie, and he didn’t.  I couldn’t bring myself to admit to this gorgeous young man that I’d been tossed aside for someone younger.

Rather, he said, “Well, I’ve got a little time.  Is there anything I can do?”

“Yes,” I answered.  “Yes, I think there is.”

I took him back to the house.  He agreed to take the afternoon off and keep me company.              I told him what I really needed was a distraction.  I asked him to talk to me about anything other than my aunt--this would allow me to avoid the subject I’d lied about, and also gave me a chance to get to know him a little bit.  I fixed us each a drink.

“No...no, I don’t have a girlfriend,” he blushed when I asked him about his love life.  It was surprising--a young, handsome, rich boy so shy about the subject of girls.  I found it adorable.  “The truth is...I’ve never really had time for a girlfriend.  Gosh, I haven’t had a girlfriend since the 9th grade.  And that was just for two weeks.”

“You’re kidding?”  I was truly fascinated.  How was it possible girls weren’t throwing themselves at him right in left? “But then, I suppose you enjoy playing the field,” I answered my own question.

“There isn’t really much of a field.  I’ve spent my entire life in my dad’s office.  When other kids were at parties and joining clubs, I was here.  Most of the people who work at the company have known me since I was a kid, and they still think of me that way.”

“Well, you appear to be a man, now,” I smiled, my drink warming me up.

“I actually...I’ve had a more sheltered life than most people realize.”

“Jason,” I was beginning to catch on to what he was telling me, “--have you ever been with a girl?”

His face turned beet red at the question.  “I mean...there’s been some kissing…”

I downed my drink.  This was too much!  He was an honest to God virgin!  “Finish your drink--I’ll get you another one.”

“I should probably get back to the office, soon…” he said nervously.

“No, you shouldn’t.  You should stay here and keep me company,” I said, handing him a drink.  It was then that I realized he had an erection--and an enormous one at that.  It was hard to keep my eyes off of, until he saw me staring and went to cover it with his hands.  “No, no--don’t be embarrassed,” I said, pulling his hands back, and then letting my hand rest in his for just a moment before pulling away.  “I’m...flattered, actually.  I…I haven’t been feeling very attractive, lately.”

“Are you kidding?” Jason laughed, incredulously.  “I don’t know how that’s possible--you’re beautiful.”

“My husband doesn’t seem to think so, anymore,” I blurted out.  My drink was getting to me.

“I don’t know if I should be hearing about your marital pro--”

“No, but you might want to hear this,” I continued, the truth tumbling out in an unstoppable tidal wave.  “I wasn’t upset earlier because of my aunt.  I was upset because when I went into David’s office, that fucking adorable little Carmen, was sucking his cock.”

“What?”

“Hiding under the desk with his cum on her mouth--I’m sorry--I know I shouldn’t be saying this--you’re his boss, I shouldn’t be jeopardizing his job like that…” and I meant it--that was not what I had intended.  “Please, don’t fire him.  Goddamnit, I shouldn’t have told you...”

“He cheated on you?  On you?”  He was livid.  But he didn’t seem to care at all that David had been carrying on with an intern at work.  No, he was livid because he’d hurt me. How could those boy care so much and my very own husband care so little?   “He has no idea….he has no idea…” Jason started babbling.

“He has no idea what?’

“He has no idea how jealous I’ve always been that he has you!  How could he even dream of being with someone else?  If I had the chance to touch your body, I’d never stop touching it.”

We were both standing, now, eyeing each other, panting.  The air between us was electric.  I looked down and saw his hard-on was raging.

I walked slowly up to him, put my hand to his chest, and backed up him up to his chair until he was sitting.

“Do you mean that?” I asked, kneeling down, unzipping his pants.

“Yes,” he said nervously, as I tugged them off.

“Because I need to be fucked so badly by someone who appreciates me.  Do you understand?  I need it...” I grabbed the band of his boxer briefs and tugged them off, unleashing him.  I couldn’t believe my eyes--it was enormously thick and long--the biggest I’d ever seen, and David had been more than adequate in that department.  “Oh my god...do you even know what a beautiful cock you have?” I asked, and he blushed, boyishly.  “Will you stroke it for me?  I want to watch you stroke it”

“I don’t know if this is right…” he said, but he trailed off as I stood up before him and took off my shirt.  His mouth was open as he stared at my dark, pert nipples.  His hand instinctively went to his cock and started stroking.  I unzipped my skirt and wriggled out of it.

“Don’t stroke so fast!  That’s it, good boy.  My god, that cock is so eager,” I said as I tugged at my lace thong and pulled it up between my pussy lips, letting the wet lace rub against my clit.

“You have to stop, or I’m never going to last…” he said, visibly sweating.

“Shhh...calm down, baby.  I’m going to help you.  We’re going to help each other.”  I knelt down before him, took his hand off of his cock and placed them on the arms of the chair.  I slowly started licking the head of his enormous cock, holding it up gently with two hands.  “You’re going to fuck me all night long with this thing.  But first, we have to build up your tolerance.  Now, if you feel close, you’re going to pull my hair to let me know.  Understand?”  I started taking him into my mouth as he groaned, but it was difficult fit his enormous girth in my mouth.  I was stretched to capacity, but I was determined to take as much of him down as I could.  He went past my tongue, touched the back of my throat, and I gagged, my throat contracting on his cock.  I felt a sharp pain as he tugged my hair a little too hard, and I pulled off of him.  He was panting hard.

“You are eager.  We’re going to give your cock a little break.  So, no touching!”  I instructed.  You’re not going to touch that cock until I tell you to.

“So I’m just going to sit here?”

“Not at all.”  I pulled him toward me by the legs until he was leaning back in the arm chair.  I stood up, swung my long, toned leg over him, and stood, straddling him.  I lowered myself down and sat not not on his cock, but on his stomach, his cock behind me.  I leaned forward and said, “Put your mouth on my breast.”

He leaned forward like a good boy and started licking my nipple.  He was a natural.  His tongue was strong and responsive.  As my nipple grew harder, so did the strokes of his tongue.  He began to suck gently, and I moaned as I started grinding my pussy into his rock hard abs.  He sucked harder and I leaned back, him leaning with me, and I let my long dark, silver streaked hair drape over his cock and bulbous balls, tickling him.  He bucked a bit. “Easy...easy…” I instructed. “You’ve got a long way to go.”

He pulled his mouth from my breast and cradled me in his muscular arms as he looked me over.  I had a moment of self-consciousness--I was much older than he was.  I hadn’t turned the lights out, I shouldn’t let him look so close.  My hand went to cover my lower tummy, but he moved my hand behind my back.  “Don’t cover a thing,” he said.  “I want to see everything.”  He slid two fingers into my pussy like a pro, and the feel of his thick hands made me more wet than I’d been in years.  “Is that right?  Do you like that,” he asked.

“Yes….” I moaned, feeling my muscles contract. “Just like that.  How does my pussy feel to you?”

“So wet...you’re dripping down my hand...it feels….God, your pussy feels strong…”

I laughed.  It wasn’t a description I’d expected but I liked it.  My pussy is strong, I repeated to myself as I squeezed his fingers with my cunt.  He groaned as though I’d done the same thing to his cock.  “Do you want to feel my pussy wrapped around your cock?” I asked.

“Oh, God, yes…” he moaned.

“Come with me,” I instructed, leading him into the bedroom.

I got up on the bed, leaned back and spread my legs wide.  “Look at my cunt,” I said.  “Tell me what you see.”

He took his thick fingers and opened my lips like a present.   He looked hungry, enraptured as he looked into me.  “It’s perfect…” he said.

“Taste it,” I commanded.  He licked his lips, bent down, and breathed me in deeply.  He looked like he was in heaven taking in my scent.  Then he kissed my pussy--a deep, slow french kiss, tonguing me sweetly, deeply, as he explored.

“Good boy...Mmmm...how are you so good at this?” It was incredible--it was devoid of technique or tricks.  He was letting his longing for me guide him and he was the better for it.

“You’re so responsive…” he said into my mound.  “I’m following your lead.”

“What’s my pussy telling you?”

“This little nub gets harder when I lick it…” he said, flicking my clit.

“Mmm-hmmm….what else?”

“And the more I lick it your nub, the more you gush right here…” he said, putting his fingers inside of me as he began sucking hard on my clit.  I moaned loudly and he slid his finger in and out quickly as he flicked my nub and sucked me into ecstasy.

“Jason…” I moaned.

“What an idiot his is…” he said into my cunt.  “I would do anything to please you…”  He dug his tongue in, and without instruction, he explored further and further down, pushing my legs back, exposing my asshole.  He looked into it for a moment, then plunged his tongue in deeply, without hesitation.

“Oh my God, yes…”

“Is that okay?”

“Yes, my God!  Don’t stop...please…”  I thought I’d be teaching him, but now I was ready to follow his lead, let him take control of my body.

“I love the way you taste,” he said.  “I’m never going to stop licking you…” he ran his hands up my body and grabbed my tits as he buried his face deeply into my ass, sucking and licking as I squirmed.  His hands moved back down, and he spread my cheeks as far as they would go, then dug his long tongue into my tight little cave.

I heard a key in the door, but Jason didn’t seem to, so focused was he on the task at hand.  He withdrew his tongue, and said, “I have to fuck you...Mrs. Savage, I have to fuck you…”

“Yes....yes, I want you to.”  I knew damn well my husband would be walking in any minute.  I grabbed his cock and guided it to my pussy.  It was so thick, it felt like a fist pressing up against me.  But I spread my legs as far as they would go and said, “Don’t be gentle.  Press into me.”

He thrust hard, and I cried out loudly, adding, “Keep going!  Keep going!” until he was all the way inside of me, down to the base.

“My God, Jason….”

“It’s so hot and tight…” he said.  His face was turning red.

“No matter what happens, don’t stop--don’t cum yet!”  I growled.  He began thrusting into me, unselfconsciously moaning as he did, and I sung out right back  He filled me up--his cock was magnificent, transforming me into a primal beast.  I wanted that fat cock to plug me up every which way.  I wanted him everywhere.  I wanted to him to fill me up.  I wanted my husband to see he was pathetic compared to the men I could be having.

“What’s that yelling?” David called out, coming up the stairs to our bedroom.  I worried Jason would stop, but he only thrust harder, his heavy sack pounding against me rhythmically.  In one fell swoop, he turned me over, spread my ass wide, and plunged his cock into my tight--and until that moment--virgin asshole.  David had always wanted to, but for some reason I held back with him.  Now Jason and I had both been each other's’ firsts, and I let him tear me open happily, even encouraging him, “Faster, deeper, I want more of you….”  And as the door to the bedroom opened, I was instructing Jason to fuck me harder, harder, harder…

I watched David’s face as if in slow motion.  His eyes were glued to Jason’s cock, far more impressive than his own, entering his wife’s sweet, devoted ass, over and over again.

“What the hell are you doing?  Get off of her!” David yelled, starting towards Jason.  But Jason shoved him to the ground with one hand, fucking me all the while.

“You love my cock more than his, don’t you,” Jason said to me.  “You don’t want his cock anymore, isn’t that right?”  My whole body was wild and bucking.  I thought he may actually tear through me, his cock was so massive, but I didn’t care--he could have his way with me.

“That’s right,” I said, and he groaned in pleasure as he thrust deeply and then held it there, both of us transfixed in the moment, panting, writhing, sighing.

“You don’t have to do this!”  David shouted from the floor, grabbing his hurt leg.  He was helpless, laying on the floor,  and with no choice but to watch us.

“Yes, I do...I need this young cock.  My god...he doesn’t let up…”  I would have thought he’d cum long ago, inexperienced as he was, but he had incredible stamina.  I vowed to myself I wouldn’t stop until he did.  I hadn’t felt this wet and excited in ages, and I suddenly wondered how it was possible that just a few hours ago I’d gone skipping off to my husband’s office in need of a cock that now seemed pathetic to me.  Carmen-the-intern could have it--it was useless to me now.

“Jessica!  Stop it!” he cried out, shrilly.  God, he really was pathetic.  I would have laughed right in his face, but Jason had his hands on my breasts, kneading them as he drove into me, and all I could do was sigh with guttural pleasure.

“I’m gonna kick your ass, Jason!” David tried to stand, but he fell down.  Jason smacked my ass triumphantly and I arched my back.  But then he surprised me.  He withdrew his cock and my whole body cried out in protest.  The thought of him leaving me unsatisfied was so cruel I couldn’t bear it.   He climbed off the bed and stroked his cock while he watched me.

“Tell David what you think of him,” Jason instructed.

“I can’t think of him at all,” I answered, my hands reaching down to my soaking pussy, my fingers dug in, but they were like nothing compared to what I’d just experienced.  “The only thing I can think about is how much I need you inside of me, again.”

“You’re just trying to hurt me, I know,” David cut in, crying.  He was actually crying!  “Jessica, I’m so sorry--but you don’t have to do this!”

“Does it hurt, David?  Does it hurt seeing someone else satisfy me?”

“Carmen didn’t satisfy me!  She’s nothing compared to you!”

“That’s too bad, David,” Jason said, a cruel smile on his face.  “Because Carmen’s all you’ve got now.  You’re not getting near your wife’s body ever again.  It belongs to me now.”

David lunged towards Jason, enraged.  But Jason was young and strong and fast, and it took nothing at all to floor David with just the back of his hand.  He was sprawled out uselessly on the floor, but Jason wasn’t taking any chances.  He picked him up, set him down in the chair near my vanity, where the three way mirror reflected our bed.  He tied him there with some scarves that were hanging nearby, binding his hands and feet.  Finally, despite David’s protests, Jason shoved a bunched-up scarf into David’s mouth, and secured it with another.  Bound and gagged and with nowhere to look but at the image of his wife moving on with a man less than half his age--David looked like the shell of a man that he truly was inside.

“Do you understand now that there’s nothing you can do, David?” Jason taunted. It turned me on to see him becoming a man before my very eyes.   “I always get what I want.  And what I want is your wife.”  Tears came to David’s eyes, but Jason wouldn’t have it.   “Don’t give us that, now--you didn’t want her a few hours ago!  You took this incredible woman for granted!  Jessica, baby--will you come here, please?”  I scrambled over to him madly.  I knelt before Jason’s cock as David looked on.  “Show David what he’s never going to experience from you again.”

At those words, I took him deeply and all at once down my throat.  This time, he felt completely in control of the situation--I wasn’t at all worried about his ability to hold out.  So I sucked away at him with abandon, letting him slide down my throat, gagging me, and then all the way back up the to top, sucking his mushroom head tenderly before lunging back down again.

“My God, you are so good…”  he moaned, and David winced.  I cupped Jason’s balls and gave them a gentle squeeze, sending him into a frenzy.  He began face-fucking me deeply.  I opened my throat to take him down, feeling as though I was drowning--but it was a great way to go.

“You are incredible…” he moaned.  “I have to cum, Mrs. Savage...I’m going to cum…”  Mrs. Savage.  It turned me on to hear him call me that.  To have him call me that in front of David.

“Please cum in my mouth, Jason,” I looked him in the eyes, and he looked back into mine, before he threw back his head, let out a scream, and came harder than any man I’d ever encountered. A flood of cum rushing down my throat, filling my mouth, running down my chin.

“You bitch….how could you do this to me?”   David was balling like a little bitch.  But he didn’t cry for me when Carmen had her lips around his pitiful cock.  Did he really think it wouldn’t bother me?  Did he really think I’d take it lying down?  Did he really think I was so pathetic that I would forgive him--as though I had no other options?  And what were his options, now?  How long would Carmen keep sucking his cock before she, too, moved on to someone better?

I swallowed down the rest of Jason’s emission, hungrily, and went to lick my lips for the rest, but stopped.  I looked at David, tied up, crying.  I sauntered over, feeling more powerful than I ever had before.

“Poor baby.  You didn’t think you’d have to pay for your mistake, did you?”  I said.  “It hurts so badly, doesn’t it?  It hurt me, too.  Seeing Carmen covered in your cum.”

I leaned down and pulled the scarf off of his face, out of his mouth.  “But then, I didn’t know how good another person could taste.”  I said.  “It tastes better than I ever imagined.  It tastes better than you ever did.  So I guess I forgive you.”

With that I put my lips on his fiercely, one last kiss goodbye.  I pressed my cum covered tongue into his while he gagged.  Pulling away I saw Jason’s cream dripping off of David’s mouth.  “He tastes delicious, doesn’t he?  Maybe now you’ll understand why I can never be with you again.”

“Don’t leave me--I’ll never do it again!” he cried out.

“No, you won’t.  Because I won’t be here.  And it won’t be long before Carmen sees you’re past your prime, Grandpa,”  I smiled.  “But some of us aren’t.”  I picked up my clothes and took Jason’s hand leading him towards the door.  “Come on, Jason.  I suspect you’re ready to go again?  And I want you to feel me pour all over you the way you poured yourself into me.”

“You can’t leave me here!”  David cried.

“We’ll untie you when we’re done.  Though, God knows when that will be,” Jason smirked as he slapped my ass.  I let out a girlish giggle and skipped down the stairs, the sound of David’s sobs echoing after us.


5. The Naughty Professor: The MILF and the College Student with Benefits by Riley Davis

Sometimes something comes along in your life that you know is wrong but you still wanted it anyway. It’s exciting and hot, lighting a fire in you that had been dead for years. You can’t resist it. Melissa, or Mrs. Roderick at her job, can’t seem to stay away from her new student Dylan no matter how hard she pushed him away. He was absolutely gorgeous. Then one day comes where she finds that resisting him is going to be a lot harder than she thought. And besides, she doesn’t really want to anyway. So why not have fun?

I sat at my desk waiting for my new class to file in. It was the dead of January, just having ended a long holiday break. I sighed thinking of how far away summer seemed. I really hated the winter; I loved summer where I could sunbathe nude in my backyard. I didn’t think tan lines were attractive so I let it all out. I wished my husband enjoyed the show more. But he barely noticed me.

The college students began filing in a few moments later and I couldn’t help myself, I scanned the crowd for any deliciousness. It never hurts to look right? Just as the last few came in, I saw him. Fuck. He was hot. I instantly felt my panties get wet, hot arousal coursing right through me. I shifted in my seat to rub my pussy. He sat down right in front of me, his dark eyes staring into mine. I felt myself flush, my body tingling with arousal. I couldn’t believe how hot this man, no I should say boy, was making me feel.

I had been a professor for several years now and no student had ever made me feel the way he did. I took a deep breath and stood up. This was my Biology I class and I began my usual teaching speech. I could feel his eyes on me the entire time I was speaking to the class. I tried not to let it distract me but I couldn’t ignore it. He was ridiculously handsome with light brown hair, clean cut with a little bit on the top, dark brown eyes, and a lovely tan hue to his skin. He looked like he worked out often, his muscles rippling down his arms. I felt myself practically orgasm just thinking about his body wrapped around mine.

I shook my head and continued teaching. If only my husband would satisfy me. Then I wouldn’t be lusting after a boy that was almost half my age. But how could I not lust after him? He was fucking hot. I wanted to ride his cock on my desk, my big tits bouncing in his face. Shit, class just ended. I needed to stop. I quickly assigned reading homework and out they went. But not him. I didn’t even know the students’ names yet but there he was. He was still sitting and staring at me. His fingertips grazed his gorgeous mouth back and forth, a small smirk playing on his lips. His stare had me falling over as I thought of his fingertips touching me and that mouth of his on my body. I shivered, my panties getting even more wet. I was so wet, I wanted to feel his cock inside my pussy over and over again.

Get a grip, Melissa. He was a student. I would lose my job, my husband, my life. But that was only if someone found out. “Do you need help with something? I am sorry, what is your name?” He leaned forward in his desk, his eyes growing even darker. “My name is Dylan and the only thing I need help with is getting you naked.” I gasped, not expecting him to be so bold. “Dylan! I can’t believe you just spoke to your professor like that. Do you speak to all of them like that?” He stood up and folded his arms across his chest, his gorgeous body on full display. I could tell his abs were well defined along with the rest of him. I brought my eyes back up to his face and I could feel myself getting even more aroused, if that was even possible. “Well, Dylan? Answer the question please.” I loved faking this stern teacher act. It could definitely get me the answers I needed. His eyes blazed into mine. “Of course not. I have never wanted any of them like I want you. And I always get what I want.”

Shit. So domineering. I really loved that in a man, it was so fucking sexy. My husband was a big old pussy when it came to being a manly man. I wanted Dylan to fuck the fucking shit out of me. But I couldn’t. My job and my husband were too important. “Dylan, listen. I am very flattered and I feel the attraction we have myself but I am married and I can’t get involved with a student; that would surely affect my job. Please understand.” A look of anger crossed his face. I knew he didn’t like that answer I gave him. He shook his head at me. “Ms. Roderick, correct?” I nodded. “Yes, well it is your loss then. Enjoy the rest of your day.” I shrugged, my eyes avoiding his intense hold. He walked over to me and leaned into my neck. He ran his tongue along my neck, up to my jaw. Then he pressed his lips against my ear and whispered, “Let me know if you change your mind.” With that, he turned and walked out of the classroom.

****

I slumped down in my car’s back seat during my lunch break. Who the fuck was that kid? I can’t stop thinking about him. He is unbelievably confident, kind of too confident. To come up to me and lick my neck was pretty ballsy. I guess he wanted to prove that he didn’t care about breaking the rules. I sighed and ran my hands through my hair. I shivered as I used my fingers to deeply rub my scalp. I was so fucking turned on, I was ready to orgasm at any moment. I slid my hand over my blouse, cupping my breasts and running my fingertips over the nipples through the fabric. Fuck that feels amazing. I imagined if it was Dylan touching me and not myself. That drove me wild even more. I leaned back in my car and rested my head against the back of the seat. I grabbed the blanket I always keep back here and covered my lap with it. I slid my hand under my skirt and straight to my pussy. I was so hot, my fingertips easily pushed my thong aside and slipped inside my wet folds.

I moaned at the pleasure, my fingers feeling delightful. I opened my eyes to look around, making sure no one was in close proximity. I felt a shrill of excitement go through me at the thought of being caught. That would be some story. The coast looked clear so I began going at it, massaging my clit with my thumb and fingering myself with my pointer and middle finger. I moved them in and out as I circled my clit over and over again. I was completely lost in the bliss of it, my orgasm building in intensity. I knew I was going to come at any moment. I kept going, not wanting the sheer pleasure to ever end. I couldn’t control myself anymore and I let go, my orgasm ripping through me, wave after wave of pleasure coursing through my body. I moaned in pleasure, holding in the scream I really wanted to let out.

Fuck. That was the best orgasm I have had in…actually I think it was the best orgasm I have ever had. My husband never made me cum like that. If I orgasm like that just thinking about having sex with Dylan, I wonder what it would be like to actually sleep with him. Shit. No one had to find out ...right?

****

I was sitting in my bed that night watching TV. My usual boring shit. I needed to start having some fun and excitement in my life. You only live once and I was sitting here wasting it. I crossed my arms as I tried to think. My dumb husband was downstairs ignoring me. I wished he would spend some time with me. But by the time he comes to bed, I will already have gone to sleep. I tried to wait up for him as long as I could but usually I passed out. I sometimes wondered if he waited until he knew I was asleep before he got up. I sighed and looked down at my body. I was wearing one of my lace negligees, all of my curves hugged tightly, my tits pushed up nicely. How could he not notice me at all? What if he was the one having the affair? I should start snooping because if he was, then I was going to too. Fuck that.

I shook my head. No I wasn’t going to snoop, I wasn’t that type of person and I didn’t want to start. I just couldn’t get Dylan out of my head. I didn’t teach his class again until Wednesday and then not again until the following Monday. I could do this. Maybe it was time to invest in a sex toy of my own.

Wednesday was here already and I was sitting at my desk, waiting for the students to come into class. I had enjoyed myself the past couple of days while thinking of him and getting myself off. I thought I could just rid myself of my arousal to him. I don’t think it fucking worked though. I just wanted him all the more. I felt like I was craving it. A few minutes later, the class began to trickle in. I took a deep breath and walked over to the stations to began setting up the lesson. I was going to be doing some slide presentations on cells and then a question and answer session. I wanted them to get used to the way I run the class.

My back wasn’t facing the door but I knew the moment he was in the room. I could feel the energy pulsing between us. I turned to look and sure enough, he was sitting dead center in the front row. And his eyes were boring into me, a strange look on his face. It was almost like a mix of anger and arousal. This was absolutely crazy. How could I have felt him in the room? I went back to finishing my set up, trying to ignore the fire igniting inside me. I had to deal with this like an adult or I would never be able to make it through this class.

I smoothed my skirt down and headed to my desk with my supplies. I began class, explaining what we're doing today. Dylan kept on staring at me, his eyes never leaving my face. I knew he was trying to trip me up but I was successfully ignoring him, so far. I went over cell slides with them, explaining different ones. Then they broke into groups to look at slides and complete work and reading. I sat down at my desk and tried to focus on my plan for my next class. I could feel his eyes burning into me and my pussy just got more and more wet. I crossed my legs to try to push the feeling away. I heard him chuckle, he knew what he was doing. I looked up and he wasn’t even with his group, but in his seat and staring at me.

“Um, Dylan? Why aren’t you working with your group?” He grinned at me, his whole face lighting up. Then he whispered, “We assigned each other each a worksheet and when I finished mine, I left to come stare at you.”  I felt myself starting to blush. “Dylan, you were supposed to work as a group.” He shrugged. “As long as it gets done right?” He did have a point there but I wasn’t going to admit that. He leaned a bit closer. “So, have you thought about maybe having dinner with me?” Dylan whispered softly. My eyes widened. Of course I have but no way in hell am I going to tell him that. I shook my head. “No Dylan, I told you already it is not a good idea.” His face darkens in anger slightly. Then he smirked. “Okay fine then. But I request some tutoring this afternoon. These slides are really confusing me.”

I almost want to burst out laughing. What a clever little fuck. I can’t turn down a student when they ask for tutoring; it’s almost like an unwritten rule here. We were a smaller college so we don’t have much tutoring available. Therefore, if a student asked, we had to help. And I am sure he knew that because he was grinning like the Cheshire cat. Fuck. Maybe I could have another teacher fill in and then I could fake an illness. I rolled my eyes. “If they are confusing you, then why are you already done with your worksheet? It should be quite hard for you considering it is based solely off the slides.” I noticed a quick flash of anger go through his eyes. Ha got you buddy. I wanted him so bad and I know he wanted me which made it even harder for me. But every part of my brain was screaming no because of how wrong it was and all of the consequences that were sure to follow. It was so hard to resist him so instead I was going to play tricks with him just like he was doing to me. I was sure I could outsmart him.

He smiled at me. “Well, you see, my partners helped me with the ones I got stuck on. But I know come test time, I won’t have the help. And I really am not good at studying on my own. I do much better when someone is there studying with me and we learn together. So can I come by around four this afternoon?” Fuck he had me and he had me good. He was smart the asshole. A fucking hot asshole. I sighed. I would have to either not show up or find someone to fill in. “Fine, four o’clock sharp. Meet me in my office.” His eyes lit up and he smiled broadly. “And where is that located?” He asked, a cocky tone to his voice like he just won the battle. I’ll show him who’s in charge here.

“You want tutoring, you find my office and be there for four. And I don’t wait around so don’t be late.” He looked slightly surprised but he leaned back in his seat and just gazed at me, a smirk playing on his lips. I looked away because I knew if I didn’t my face was going to give away my true feelings. It always happened. I stood and called the class back to their seats. I started the question and answering session, the whole time ignoring his intense gaze. He never asked one question, just sat there rubbing his pointer finger across his lips. For some reason it was very distracting and turned me on. I wanted to feel his lips all over me.

Class ended a half an hour later and everyone shuffled out. Dylan was gathering his things, taking his time, I am sure to get another chance to talk to me. I tried to ignore the fact that he was still standing there. “So, I will see you at four sharp. Until then.” And with that he was gone.

****

I was sitting at my desk in my office, my leg bouncing nervously. I was afraid of what was going to happen. I wasn’t sure how strong enough I would be to resist him once he tried something. I don’t think I would be able to stop him and I really didn’t want to. I glanced at the clock and it said three fifty-five. I took a few deep breaths and tried to busy myself. I cleaned an area on my desk where we could work on some slide problems together. I checked the clock again and it was now a minute past four. He was late. In a way I felt relieved so I wouldn’t be faced with this decision that I am going to be faced with. Should I be unfaithful?

Another five minutes passed and he still hadn’t shown. I should’ve known he was all talk. What was I thinking even daydreaming about him as much as I have been. He was probably just flirting with me to get a good grade that little fuck. He would pay for that. Suddenly, a knock sounds on the door and I jump up. My heart rate starts beating double time as I know it must be him. I call out, “Come in.” The door opens and there Dylan stands, looking even more delicious than earlier. Holy fuck I was in such deep trouble.

Dylan was wearing low slung jeans, showing off the very top of his boxer briefs, and a nice long sleeved button down shirt over top of a clean t-shirt. He looked yummy. His body was well defined and ripped, I could tell from under the t-shirt. I wanted to run my hands all over his chest and abs. He smelled good too. “Glad you made it, I was just about to give up on you.” He closed the door behind him and approached me at my desk. “I am so sorry, I had trouble finding your office. It wasn’t the easiest to find.” He grinned then and reached out, taking my hand in his. I gasped, a short burst of electricity pulsing through both of us. I pulled my hand away. “What was that?” I asked him and he just shook his head. “It just confirms why I am here in the first place.”

Dylan then leaned over to my desk, the grin still playing on his lips. “Where would you like to sit, Mrs. Roderick?” Damn he was so sexy. I could barely focus on anything but his gorgeous lips and his sexy jawline that I wanted run my tongue along. “Just…just have a seat right there in front of my desk. We will work on my desk, since as you can see I don’t have anywhere else in the office where we could work.” His eyes darkened. “Hmm, the desk huh? I’d love to work but I think I may have a different type of work in mind.” He licked his lips and sat down in the chair, sliding it up to the desk as close as he could go.

My insides were melting quickly. I didn’t think I was going to be able to resist him much longer. But I got out the class work with the slides and worksheets. I sat down and began arranging them on the desk. Dylan was watching me the entire time. When I had finished, I pointed to the first slide. “What slide is this?” Dylan looked up at me then back down to the slide. He shrugged. “A fuck me slide?” I shook my head. “Good one but no.” He leaned forward slightly, his chin resting on his hand that was now propped up on my desk by his arm. Every inch he got closer, the more I could feel my resistance waning. He smiled so divine.

I crossed my legs under my desk and I could feel the wetness in my panties. My pussy was soaked. I imagined his cock sliding in and out, our desire for each other coursing through us like hot lava. “So Dylan, what slide is this? Did you study at all?” He shook his head. “I didn’t have a chance to study before our meeting.” I sighed. This guy was hopeless. Dylan leaned even closer and I could feel his heat coursing off his body. “Listen, Mrs. Roderick. You know I didn’t come here to study these slides. You know that I know what they all mean. What I really came here for was to study your gorgeous body and figure out how I want to fuck you until you scream my name.” I immediately felt myself flush from head to toe. Holy fuck, he sure does know what he wants and he goes and gets it.

“Oh is that so Dylan? I am not here to let you fuck me. I am here to study and tutor you. So take it or leave it.” It was so fun playing hard to get with him. He fell for it hook, line, and sinker. He held his hands up in defeat. “Okay okay. I understand, I get it. I do. So let’s continue on.” I gave Dylan a smirk but then without even knowing what happened, his lips were on mine suddenly. I tried to pull back but his hand grasped the back of my head, keeping me in place. His lips were so soft and were kissing me with such intensity, I felt weak all over. He broke away a few moments later and we were both gasping for breath. What the fuck just happened?

Fuck it. I grabbed him and pulled him back to me. I crushed my lips against his, sliding my tongue inside his mouth. He tasted delicious like spearmint and cinnamon mixed together. It was heady and addicting. He kissed me back with the same intensity, his tongue sliding into my mouth. Dylan broke away and came around the desk. He pulled me up out of my chair, then lifted me onto my desk. He walked towards me, pushing my legs open with one of his knees and coming to stand in front of me, my legs wrapped tightly around his ass. I grabbed his face and pulled his mouth down to mine, wanting to taste him again. He ran his hands up and down my bare thighs, lightly grazing the hem of my skirt. His hands slowly slid up my skirt and then back down. I threw my head back to give him access to my neck. He took the bait and began kissing my neck, running small butterfly kisses along my jawline and neck.

I moaned, his mouth feeling heavenly. He lifted my blouse off in one quick movement, my big tits right in his face. He groaned when he saw them, his eyes dark with pleasure. “Damn, Mrs. Roderick, you have a beautiful set of tits.” I blushed as Dylan dipped his head, running his tongue down my cleavage line. He slipped my bra off, my big tits set free, my nipples hardening at the cold air and the desire coursing through me. He dipped his head and took one of my nipples in his mouth, his tongue swirling and sucking. Then he licked his way to the other nipple, sucking and licking the same way. I arched my back, lifting my breasts to him, my pussy soaking wet now. Dylan then licked his way down my stomach to my skirt.

He pushed my skirt up with his hands, lifting my ass slightly to slide my skirt up over it. I gasped, knowing what was coming, my body aching to feel him. He stood up and took his shirt off, throwing it aside. His body was fucking gorgeous, his pecks and abs rock hard. I ran my hands down his abs, my fingertips brushing along the well defined muscles. I could see his huge erection straining against his jeans and I could feel my pussy getting even wetter. I moved back and forth on the desk, trying to rub it and make some contact. I could already feel an orgasm building. Dylan got down on his knees and put his head between my legs. He pushed my thong to the side and ran a finger through my wet seam. I cried out in pleasure from the contact. I hadn’t been in touched in so long and he felt so amazing.

“Oh Mrs. Roderick. You are so wet for me baby. I can’t wait to taste you. You must taste as good as you smell.” Dylan said as he left butterfly kisses on the insides of my thighs. He then began circling my clit with his thumb, his tongue now slowly licking its way up to my pussy. This was pure torture. “Dylan,” I breathed. “I want you so bad.” And with that, his tongue was licking my folds, then plunging inside my pussy. He licked up and down and in and out as his thumb circled my clit. He kept going over and over and I knew I was going to explode at any moment. It felt so fucking good, I didn’t want him to ever stop. My orgasm began to build and I wasn’t going to be able to hold it off much longer. “Oh my God, Dylan, I am going to come.” He didn’t stop, his thumb and tongue moving faster. My orgasm ripped through me a second later, waves of pleasure crashing through my entire body. I cried out, not being able to keep quiet.

Dylan stood up, a shit eating grin plastered on his face. “How was that for some studying Mrs. Roderick?” I was gasping for breath, my legs trembling. “Call me Melissa.” Dylan’s eyes bore into me. “Okay Melissa baby, it’s time to feel my cock.” He unzipped his pants and freed his huge erection. His cock was big and thick, the veins pulsing. He rubbed it a few times, his mouth hanging slack as he watched me. He was so ready to get off himself. He then lifted me off the desk and turned me around. “Bend over the desk, baby.” I bent down over the desk, lifting my ass in the air for him. He ran his hands down over my ass, caressing the cheeks before giving them a playful slap. Shit. I was already wet and ready for him again. “Are you ready for the ride of your life?” I nodded, as I rested my head and chest against the desk for support. He plunged his cock inside me, his huge erection filling me to the brim. I cried out, not expecting the fullness I felt from him.

Dylan held onto my ass cheeks, lifting my ass a bit higher, as he thrust into me over and over again. He moved in and out, each thrust getting faster and deeper. I could feel my orgasm building again already. Sweat was covering both of our bodies and we were both out of breath. Dylan began groaning and I could feel him tensing. He must be close to coming. He released his grip on my ass and leaned down over me, resting his hands on my shoulders. He held on to them for leverage as he pumped even harder and faster. I screamed his name, my mind lost in ecstasy. I prayed no one was around or else they were going to hear us. I wasn’t able to be quiet. Dylan leaned back up again, reaching his hands around to grab my tits. “Oh baby, I am going to come. Come with me.” That was all it took. My orgasm burst through me, this one stronger than the first. Dylan came shortly after me, his hot cum filling my pussy. He collapsed on my back, both of us out of breath and panting. “Holy shit Melissa. That was the best sex I have ever had.” I laughed as he slid out of me. “Studying pays off doesn’t it?” I said.

And the rest was history. And by that I mean we never stopped fucking until Dylan graduated. And even now we still keep in touch. Who knows. Maybe when one of us is looking for some good sex, we can call the other one up.

I know I won’t ever forget my student with benefits.
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