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 My name is
Billy Tabor. I’m eighteen. I live with my mother, Coleen and my
father, Ed. My mom and dad both work in a local Wells Fargo Bank.
There’s nothing unusual about all that and up until about a week
ago I suppose that you could say that I was having a
‘normal’ summer before my dad asked me if I could fill for
Mr. Beddington’s pool boy over at the Beddington residence. Mr.
Beddington is the bank president and he lives in the swank part of
town where everyone has a pool. Apparently the Beddington’s regular
pool boy, Eduardo had come down with a case of the mumps or
something. The Beddingtons were having friends over and needed the
pool skimmed before the party. Not having anything else planned for
the afternoon and knowing that there would probably be a pretty
hefty tip in it for me, I told him I would.

My dad had given me instructions, the
combination to the lock and told me the skimmer was out in the
cabana by the pool.

“You do anything the. Benningtons say and
this could turn into a lucrative little enterprise for you,” he
grinned, winking at me.

I had made my way over to the Beddington’s
house and let myself into the back yard. I had found the skimmer
right where dad said it would be and started skimming the pool. The
house seemed deserted so I assumed I had the place to myself and
stripped down to my swimming trunks. I was skimming the pool and
minding my own business when all of a sudden I heard a noise across
the patio and saw an older woman come strolling out of the
house.

Pausing to watch her, I saw that she had to
be in her fifties or sixties. The way she carried herself, I
assumed that she must be Mrs. Beddington. She couldn’t have been
more than five foot two or three and was wearing a bikini that left
little to the imagination. And what was showing, showed off a
well-preserved body that could have easily passed for thirty or
forty. And she was sporting an exceedingly large and rather saggy
pair of udders. When I could finally tear my eyes off her huge
pendulous breasts, I saw that she was perched atop a pair of white,
patent-leather, four-inch spike high heels.

“You’re not Eduardo,” she declared. “Who are
you and where is my Eduardo?” she exclaimed as she came clacking up
to where I stood lamely gawking at the acres and acres of exposed,
tanned flesh she was displaying. I don’t think I’d ever seen a
bikini as small as the one she was wearing. I mean the two little
white triangles barely covered the tips of her big, saggy boobs and
it was easy to see her big, knobby nipples tenting the thin
material.

“Uh, I’m Billy, Billy Tabor, ma’am.
Apparently Eduardo is sick and my dad told me Mr. Beddington needed
me to skim the pool for him,” I told her as she stood gazing up and
down, studying me like I was a prize bull at a livestock show and
she was a buyer.

She had a martini in one hand and one of
those long, slender cigarette holder thingies that rich women use
in the movies in her other hand. I didn’t even think the people
actually used those things. I thought they were just props to make
the women seem more rich and dignified, in the movies. But I guess
I was wrong.

“When will Eduardo be back?” she asked me,
blowing out a puff of smoke in my direction and slowly undulating
around behind, her stiletto heels loudly clopping on the concrete
as she continued to look me over like I was her own prize bull.

“I don’t know, ma’am. I was just told that
you were having friends over and the pool needed skimming,” I
lamely muttered.

“Now what am I supposed to do?” I heard her
complain as she stepped back out from behind me. As she did, I
couldn’t help but look down at the miniscule white triangle
covering her nether regions. I swear that I’ve seen postage stamps
larger than that little scrap of material. “Bernard didn’t tell me
about this.”

“Ma’am?”

“I needed Eduardo…to, to…oh, never mind, I’ll
do it myself,” she grumbled, spinning on the toes of her stiletto
heels and angrily clopping back across the patio. As she went, I
now had a splendid view of her perfect, round butt cheeks rippling
and quivering with each mincing step as she stomped away. She must
spend more time in the gym than I do, I shakily thought. The way
her bare ass cheeks were tightly rippling, she had to be in fine
shape. And she wasn’t shy about showing them off either. The little
strap of white material masquerading as the back of her little
white bikini had sank into the crack of her ass and the perfect,
bronzed cheeks of her ass were totally exposed to my leering
eyes.

It was a good thing I was wearing baggy
swimming trunks because all that bare flesh was beginning to make
things hard on me. But I guess that didn’t really matter anymore
because she was gone and I was all alone again.

Just about then, I heard a truck pull up at
the service entrance and a few seconds later a catering guy came
walking through the gate along with some other guys carrying tables
and chairs.

Everyone went about setting up the tables and
chairs on the patio while I finished up the pool. Then I put away
the skimmer and decided to tell the lady who I assumed was Mrs.
Beddington, that I was finished. I hoped she would pay me—

Stepping up to the back door, I rang the
doorbell and stood watching the catering guys putting up the
decorations while I waited for someone to answer.

Suddenly, the door opened and there she was
again, in all of her scantily-clad glory, still wearing her almost
non-existent bikini.

“Finished?” she asked with a wave of her
cigarette holder in my direction.

“Uh, yeah, I think so. You want to check it
over?”

“No, I’ll take your word for it,” she smiled,
seemingly over her previous bad mood. Well, she said she would take
care of it herself, hadn’t she. Maybe she had taken care of
whatever it was that had been bothering her.

“Come inside while I get my purse,” she told
me, then turned and went strutting back into the living room on her
high heels, leaving the door open behind her so I could step in…and
watch, I assume. Which I gleefully did, admiring the way her bouncy
little butt, bewitchingly quivered and rippled with each step she
took. At the coffee table, she bent down over it, giving me another
ogle at her spectacular buns while she reached down and fumbled
through her purse. After several seconds, she pulled something out
and came parading back toward me, swinging her hips from side to
side with a little more energy than was needed. But I wasn’t
watching her hips anyway, I was intent on watching her big tits
bobbling and jiggling down inside the diminutive bikini.

Finally able to look back up into her
sparkling hazel eyes, I saw that she had a smile on her
perfectly-glossed red lips.

“Is this enough?” she asked, holding out a
hundred dollar bill pinched between her index and middle
finger.

“Uh, yes, ma’am, more than enough,” I smiled,
reaching for the bill only to have her pull it back away from my
groping fingers.

“Would you be willing to come back tomorrow
morning...say around eleven or so to do another job for me?” she
smiled.

“Uh, yeah, uh, I guess so,” I mumbled,
somewhat surprised by the request.

“Since you are filling in for Eduardo, I
thought you might help me with some things that Eduardo usually
helps me with,” she suggested.

She must have seen the confused look on my
face because she continued on.

“You see my husband, Bernard, Mr. Bennington
sometimes has difficulty rising to the occasion when I need him,
shall we say...” she softly chuckled, making her big tits quiver
and shake like bowls of pale, pink Jell-O inside the miniscule
bikini. “But Bernard is such a darling…and hired Eduardo to fill in
for him…for those times I was in need and he was unable to fulfil
his husbandly duties, if you know what I mean,” she smiled,
glancing down at the front of my swim trunks, then back up at my
face. “I just spoke with Bernard and he told me that it would be
fine with him if you took over all of
Eduardo’s duties. So, since Eduardo is ill and unable to step up to
the table, I thought maybe you could fill in for him.”

I couldn’t believe it. Had Mrs. Bennington
just propositioned me! She had just asked me to cuckold her
husband, Bernard? And right out in the open, no beating around the
bush, no hemming or hawing, she had just come right out and asked
me if I would fuck her. I think. And with her husband’s tacit
approval? Or at least that was the way it sounded to me. But I had
to be sure. After all, she was my dad’s boss’s wife. And my father
had told me to do anything she said, hadn’t he? But I didn’t want
to get him fired either. Like they say, you know what assuming
does.

“You’re, uh, let me get this straight. You’re
asking me to, uh, to, uh, to cuckold your husband?” I was somehow
able to choke out.

“Well, I suppose that is one way of putting
it, but it could hardly be considered cuckolding Bernard,” she
laughed again, making her big, saggy tits go through another round
of shaking and bouncing, “since he knows all about it.”

“Uh, I guess not.” I croaked, unable to wrap
my confused head around that. “You’re sure your husband knows about
this arrangement. About and Eduardo? About you and me?”

“Of course, he does. We have no secrets
between us,” she smiled.

“And he’ll know about you and me?” I asked,
beginning to feel a little uneasy about the whole thing.

“Of course he will. Viagra gives Bernard such
terrible headaches and Cialis just doesn’t seem to do the job, so
he can’t take either of them to resolve our little dilemma. But he
doesn’t want to deprive me of my wifely rights because of his
little insufficiencies. But I don’t know why I’m having to explain
all this to you. Will you fill in for Eduardo…or not?”

I was dumbfounded. It seemed so casual, so
blasé…and yet so fucking crazy.

“Uh—” I grunted, still trying to wrap my head
around her bizarre request.

“One other thing,” she smiled, batting her
big hazel eyes at me. “On occasion, Bernard will want to watch.
Would that bother you…if you agree?”

“Uh, uh, Jeez, Mrs. Bennington,” I grunted.
“I don’t know…I guess not, if, if you’re sure Mr. Bennington knows.
I, I don’t want to get anyone in trouble here. Especially me.”

“He’ll be sitting right there, watching,” she
smirked. “You can ask him for yourself.”

Sitting there watching us? This was sounding
more and more bizarre with each passing moment. Rich folks
certainly seemed to have a different lifestyle than us common
folk.

“Well, I guess so, if you say it’s okay,” I
told her, somehow summoning up a feeble grin. After all, it wasn’t
like it was going to be a chore or anything. Mrs. Beddington was
hot…for an old woman. Hell, on second thought, she was hot for a
woman of any age. Very hot.

“Good. That leaves only one more tiny
detail,” she told me, her eyes darting down to the front of my
trunks again…then back up to my face as a mischievous little smile
flitted across her lips.

“Uh, what’s that?” I asked her,
wondering.

“I would like to see it,” she giggled, her
eyes sparkling with mischief as she held out the hundred dollar
bill to me again. “You know, to see if I’m getting my money’s
worth.”

“Huh? See it?”

“Yes…I would like to see your penis. See how
large it is,” she softly chuckled, seemingly amused by my blushing
awkwardness.

“My penis? You, you want to see my, my
penis?” I stammered. Now I’m not usually shy about my cock. In
fact, I’m usually pretty proud of it. But this? This took me
totally by surprise. She wanted to see my cock. Mrs. Beddington
wanted to see my fucking cock. Just like that?

“Why, yes. I want to see your penis,” she
grinned, glancing down at my crotch again. “Why, is there something
wrong with it? You don’t have Bernard’s affliction do you?”

I’d never had a problem getting hard…before.
But she had taken me totally by surprise and my cock was just
hanging there down between my legs like a lifeless lump of meat,
refusing to rise to the occasion. Apparently just like Bernard’s.
Maybe Mrs. Beddington had that effect on men.

“Never had any problems before,” I mumbled.
“But…”

“What’s wrong? Am I too intimidating for
you?” she laughed, reaching out and groping my cock through my
trunks. “Would you like for me to help?”

She didn’t wait for me to answer and before I
knew what she was doing, she was on her knees in front of me,
looking up at me and smiling, her expressive brown eyes daring me.
Reaching out to the waistband of my swimming trunks, she curled her
fingers and dug them down under the stretchy elastic band.

Then before I could move, she jerked down and
the next thing I knew, my trunks were wrapped around my knees, my
uncooperative cock hanging down between my legs, flicking from side
to side, bumping against my thighs as Mrs. Beddington stared down
at it.

Now flaccid, my penis is around five to six
inches long, but it swells up to an impressive eight full inches
when it’s fully erect. Right now, it was just beginning to firm up
and was somewhere in between those numbers.

My-My,” Mrs. Beddington cooed, curling her
long, slender fingers around my cock and gently lifting it up out
from between my thighs. “I think you will definitely do. You
already have Bernard beaten and you’re not even hard. I think you
could possibly give even Eduardo a run for his money, too when you
achieve full erection,” she praised. “What is it? Seven, eight
inches when it’s hard?”

I was floored. Mrs. Beddington was apparently
a connoisseur of cocks as she had hit mine right on the head,
figuratively speaking. I was a thick, stiff eight inches when I was
fully charged. I was amazed at her casual attitude about my cock.
It was like she was shopping at the butcher shop for a piece of
meat.

“I’ll take a pound of that, Mr. Butcher…no,
better make that two pounds. I like my steaks big and hard,” she
would laugh.

“Uh, eight…” I muttered as she slowly worked
her fisted hand up and down my slowly-hardening cock.

“Well,” she said, seeming reluctant to let go
of my cock and let it flop back down between my legs while she
pushed up onto her stiletto heels in front of me, “it’s too bad I
have guests arriving. Otherwise, I would invite you upstairs and
give you a little sample of this,” she snickered, reaching down and
peeling the white triangle of cloth back away from her bald, shaven
cunt. “But you’ll just have to wait until tomorrow.”

I was flabbergasted as I watched her let the
bottom of her bikini snap back into place over the fleshy pink rift
down between her long legs. I had never met a woman like Mrs.
Beddington. She didn’t seem the least bit self-conscious about
exposing her pussy to me. Not in the least. And we’d only met an
hour ago.

“Uh, Wow—” I exclaimed, not sure of what to
say or do next.

“Here, take your money. I think you’ve earned
it…and there will be more tomorrow, if you perform adequately,” she
laughed making her big boobs jiggle and shake again as she held out
the Benjamin to me again.

“Uh, thanks,” I mumbled, blushing as I took
the money from her and stuffed it in the pocket of my trunks.

Then Mrs. Beddington glanced down at the
tiny, gold wristwatch wrapped around her wrist.

“Eleven o’clock?” she asked, smiling as she
reached down and tickled her long red nails down my cock. My cock
was still struggling to lift its head, the shaft still only half
hard, but the touch of her nails elicited a twitch out of it.

“Okay,” I agreed, watching her chuckle.

“Too bad. He looks like he’s waking up,” she
smiled. “But you’d better put him away before you leave. Someone
might get suspicious.”

“Okay,” I mumbled, blushing again as I bent
down, retrieved my trunks from around my knees and pulled them
up.

“Now shoo, before I forget myself and do
something foolish,” she giggled, grasping hold of my shoulders,
turning me and pushing me toward the door.

Still trying to tug my trunks up over my
cock. I stumbled toward the door, somehow managing to get it
covered before she pushed me out into the bright, afternoon
sunlight. As I stumbled across the threshold, all the catering guys
stopped and stood watching me as I awkwardly fumbled my way across
the patio.

I still couldn’t believe what had just
happened as I crawled into my car and sat there for a few seconds
before starting for home. Mrs. Beddington had just propositioned
me! Mrs. Beddington! Dad’s boss’s wife! What was even crazier, I
didn’t even know her first name. But I had a rendezvous set up with
her for eleven o’clock tomorrow morning. Wild.
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“So, how did it go over at the Beddington’s?”
Dad asked me as I strolled through the living room on the way to my
room.

“Uh, okay, uh, why?” I guiltily asked,
feeling my cheeks burn as dad stabbed the remote to mute the
TV.

“Nothing, just wondering. You get paid?” he
asked me.

I could see that he was grinning. Like he
knew something that I didn’t.

“Yeah, a hundred dollars. Can you believe
that? For an hours work,” I told him, blushing brighter knowing why
I had received such a princely tip.

“Did you meet Mrs. Beddington?” Dad wanted to
know.

“Uh, yeah, she, she came to the door to pay
me,” I mumbled, unable to look him in the eye and my cheeks were on
fire now.

“She’s quite a looker…for her age, huh?” Dad
smirked, pointing the remote at the TV and turning it back on.

“Uh, yeah, that she is,” I sputtered,
wondering if dad knew what was going on. “Uh, Dad, what’s her name?
Mrs. Beddington?”

I figured that information might come in
handy should the need to call her by her name ever arise.

“Constance, why?” Dad asked turning back to
me and muting the TV again.

“Uh, nothing. I was just wondering,” I
mumbled, shuffling over to the stairs and heading up them…
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I was awake with the chickens the next
morning. The sun had hardly peeked its head up over the horizon,
but I couldn’t sleep. There was too much on my mind. Would I be
able to perform up Constance’s expectations? What if Bernard wanted
to watch? What if I came before she did? Maybe I ought to whack off
now, I told myself grabbing hold of my ever-present hard on and
starting to shuck my hand up and down it. If I came now, I could
last longer later. And I couldn’t make a fool out of myself in
front of Constance with a pre-mature ejaculation.

Now I was getting nervous as I anxiously
jerked my hand up and down my cock. I’d never done anything like
this before. What was I supposed to do? Did she want foreplay, too?
Now I wished I had old Eduardo to consult with. Find out what she
liked and what she didn’t like.

Ten minutes later and I was still trying to
come. What the fuck was wrong with me? Usually, I could come
anytime I wanted when I was jacking off. Maybe all the stress had
fucked up my brain. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea after all.
Finally, I could feel the burn begin down inside the head of my
dick.

“Yeah, baby, come on and give it up,” I
grunted, working faster. I could feel it. I was almost there. “Ah,
shit—”

My cock lurched in my hand and a thick, gooey
gob of cum squirted out onto my chest.

“Thank God,” I groaned, feeling a sense of
relief and gratification all at the same time…
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The morning passed like pouring cold
molasses. I didn’t think eleven o’clock would ever come. On the one
hand, I couldn’t wait, while at the same time I was nervous about
performing for Mrs. Beddington. For Constance.

“What’s up?” Dad asked me as he came
strolling into the kitchen where I sat trying to convince myself to
eat the bowl of cereal I’d poured.

“Uh, nothing, just eating breakfast,” I
nervously muttered, digging my spoon down into the cereal and
lifting out a spoonful.

Dad walked over to the fridge and opened
it.

“So, you got any plans for the day?” he
nonchalantly asked as he stood studying the inside of the fridge
like he was looking for something.

“Yeah, I’m going to clean the Beddington’s
pool again this morning,” I told him, trying to sound calm and
cool, not showing the nervousness I really felt.

“I thought you did that last night,” Dad
remarked, turning and looking at me with an amused look on his
face.

“Uh, yeah, I did, but, Mrs. Beddington wanted
me to do it again today…they must be having another party or
something tonight,” I mumbled, staring down into my bowl of
cereal.

“Maybe that’s why Eduardo got sick,” Dad
laughed, reaching into the fridge and pulling out the milk. “Maybe
Mrs. Beddington overworked him.”

“Yeah, could be…” I guiltily muttered.

“Looks like you’re going to be rich,” he
chuckled. “If she pays you like she paid you last night.”

I hadn’t even thought about that. Another
hundred dollars. Cool.

“Yeah,” I grinned to myself.
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It was five minutes to eleven when I pulled
up and parked in the Beddington driveway. There was another car
sitting in the driveway that hadn’t been there yesterday. It was a
Caddie. A new one. An Escalade. Mr. Beddington’s? Crap. What if all
Mrs. Beddington had told me was just a ruse? What if she was trying
to get me caught? Now, I was really, really nervous. Go on with it?
Go home? I was about to crap in my pants. But Mrs. Beddington said
her husband liked to watch sometimes, didn’t she? I was in a dither
as I sat there in my car stewing, trying to figure out what to
do.

All of a sudden, there was a tapping on the
window and I nearly jumped out of my skin. I had been so deep in
thought I hadn’t even noticed the man who had walked up to my car
door. And now he was motioning for me to roll my window down.

My heart was lodged in my throat, pounding a
mile a minute as I nervously tried to swallow it back down into my
chest.

Anxiously, I reached over and flicked the
little lever that raised and lowered the windows and watched the
window purr down its track.

“Billy?” I heard the man ask as he bent down
and looked in at me.

“Uh, yeah, uh, Billy, Billy Tabor…” I
guiltily mumbled, unable to look the man in the eye.

“Good,” the man smiled. “Why don’t you get
out and come on in. Constance said she was expecting you,” he went
on, taking a step back from the car.

“Uh, really?” I fumbled, slowly pushing the
door open and stepping out into the bright morning sunlight.

“I’m Bernard, her husband. I don’t think
we’ve met,” the man said, extending his hand out for a
handshake.

What the fuck? This was fucking crazy, I told
myself, reaching out and taking hold of his hand.

The shake was cordial. He didn’t try to break
my hand or anything. His hand was cool and dry unlike my
sweaty-palmed paw.

Then before I knew what was happening, he had
his arm around my shoulder leading me up to the house.

“I’m sure Constance told you about the
little, uh, understanding we had with Eduardo,” he chuckled, giving
my shoulder a friendly squeeze. “Didn’t she?”

“Uh, yeah, she said, said something about
it,” I hawed, letting myself be steered up the walk toward the
house. What if he had a gun? What if he was just leading me up to
the house where he was going to blow my head off and say that I was
trying to molest his wife? I felt like I was walking on quicksand,
sinking in, getting deeper and deeper with each foolish step I
took.

It was as if he was reading my mind.

“Don’t be afraid. I’m not going to hurt you,”
he chuckled, giving my shoulder another squeeze as we reached the
front door.

Then we stopped.

He lifted his arm off my shoulder and dug his
hand down into his back pocket. Pulling out his billfold, he
flipped it open and pulled out a couple of bills.

“I want you to do whatever Constance wants,
understand?” he smiled, taking the bills and shoving them down into
my pocket. “Whatever she wants…”

I didn’t see what the bills were. They could
have been one dollar bills or five-hundred dollar bills for all I
knew, but all I had to do for them was fuck Constance. I thought
that was a pretty good deal. Fucking her and getting paid to do it?
A teenage boy’s fucking dream.

“Okay?” Bernard asked me, standing with his
hand on the doorknob, waiting.

“Yeah, uh, sure, whatever she wants…whatever
you say,” I stammered, watching him turn the knob.

“Well, welcome to my home, then,” he laughed,
pushing the door open and gesturing with his hand for me to
enter.

Not knowing what to expect, I stepped into
the house. It was quiet as a church. No music, no TV, nothing
except the sound of the door closing which sounded more like the
clanging of a cell door closing behind me.

“Oh, there you are,” I heard Constance
exclaim as I looked up and saw her standing at the top of the
stairs. I don’t think the woman had a modest bone in her body as
she stood brazenly staring down at me. “I was beginning to wonder
if you were going to have the courage to show up,” she laughed.

Just like yesterday, she had a martini glass
in one hand and a long, slender cigarette holder in her other hand.
Lifting the cigarette holder up to her pinkish-red lips, she took a
puff on it and blew out a little cloud of smoke as she slowly
started stepping down the stairs.

The sheer, white gown she was wearing
shimmered softly in the light as she gracefully stepped down the
stairs on her four-inch stiletto heels, her hips softly swaying
from side to side. I could easily make out the outline of her big,
jiggling tits and the darkened circles capping them through the
transparent white silk. The white of the gown matched the pale
white of her hair as it hung down around her aristocratic face, the
tips just brushing the tops of her sloping shoulders. The gown was
secured around her long slender neck by a single, white satin
ribbon as the opening down the front of the gown softly undulated
open and closed with each mincing step she took down the stairs. In
a word, she was stunning for a woman of any age.

“Uh, here I am,” I croaked, trying to smile
but failing miserably as I stood gawking at her like a ten-year-old
kid getting his first look a real, live naked woman.

“I can see,” she softly chuckled, stepping
down off the last step onto the living room floor. “Did you bring
your reticent friend with you?”

“Friend?” I dumbly mumbled, wondering if I
was missing something. I hadn’t heard any talk of bringing a
friend.

“Your cock, silly,” Constance chirruped,
blatantly glancing down at my crotch and circling her little, pink
tongue around her lips to wet them.

I nervously looked over at Bernard to see how
he was taking all this and was amazed to see that he had removed
his shirt and was unbuckling his pants.

When he saw my look of surprise, he
smiled.

“Constance did mention that I like to watch,
didn’t she?” he asked me, pulling his belt back out through its
buckle.

“Uh, yeah, uh, I guess so,” I mumbled,
looking back over at Constance who was slowly slinking across the
room toward me.

“Yes, darling, I told him you liked to
watch,” Constance trilled, stopping directly in front of me.

I didn’t know what to do as Constance stood
in front of me, smiling, watching my every move. Then she lifted
the martini glass up to her soft, shimmering lips and took a dainty
sip.

I was still in a state of shock which was
having an unfortunate effect on my limp cock as it lifelessly
dangled down inside my pants, uncooperative and penitent.

“Why don’t you introduce your friend to
Bernard, uh, Billy, isn’t it?” Constance smiled, leaning down,
setting her glass down on the coffee table in front of the couch.
“He hasn’t had the opportunity to meet him… like I have.”

As she bent over, I saw her big, saggy tits
sway, bumping against one another. Then she stood back up, making
them joggle and swing again.

“Uh, you, you want me to undress?” I inanely
asked.

“We didn’t invite you over for tea, Billy,
dear,” she laughed, reaching down and brushing her fingers down the
front of my pants. “You did bring him didn’t you?” she frowned, her
fingers groping, searching through my pants.

“Uh, yeah, I brought him,” I mumbled. “He’s
just a little shy. He’s never done anything like this before,” I
apologized.

“Maybe this will help,” Constance whispered,
lifting her hands up to the little satin ribbon wrapped around her
neck. Then she plucked at the little knot in the ribbon with her
long, slender fingers until the knot unraveled. Still smiling,
Constance pinched the edges of the opening and slowly spread them
apart. Then, with a simple shrug of her shoulders, she let go of
the shimmering white gown and it went slithering down off her
shoulders, whispering down her naked body to land in a muddled heap
at her feet. Now the only decorations adorning her otherwise naked
body were the gold, loop earrings hanging from her ears; the dainty
gold bracelet on her wrist; her wedding ring and another gold ring
on her thumb; and the sparkling diamond cross dangling down from
the gold necklace she wore around her neck, just above the
beginning of the cleavage of her big, saggy tits.

“Yeah—” I grunted, gawking down at
Constance’s beautiful, naked body.

Up close, I couldn’t believe how
well-preserved Constance’s body was.

“Not bad for sixty, huh?” she smiled, holding
her arms out, hands tilted down as she slowly twirled around in a
tiny circle, letting me check her out from all angles.

“Beautiful,” I choked, gulping as I finally
felt a stirring down below my waist. My cock was waking up. At
last, I marveled.

“I agree…” I heard Bernard praise from across
the room.

Another quick glance in his direction and I
was surprised to find that he too was naked. And he had his limp
cock in his fisted hand, slowly stroking it while he ogled his
beautiful wife. His groin was shaven, too, just like
Constance’s.

“If only,” Constance wistfully murmured,
watching him, “then none of this would be necessary,” she sadly
remarked, turning back to me. “But that’s neither here nor there,
is it?”

I didn’t know how to take that. She sounded
like I was just and unfortunate necessity she needed to get her
kicks. Which, I guess I was.

“Well, Billy,” she smirked, brushing her
fingers down across her bald, hairless pussy. “I’ve shown you
mine…” she insinuated, dropping her eyes back down to my crotch.
“Now I want to see yours again.”

“Uh, yeah, sure,” I mumbled, self-consciously
reaching down and unbuckling my pants. I could see her piercing,
brown eyes staring down at my fly as I slowly unzipped my pants.
Nervously glancing over at Bernard, I saw that he was watching, too
as he slowly stroked his flaccid, non-responding cock.

With my pants unzipped, I shoved them down
off my hips and let them go sliding down my legs. Stepping out of
them, I kicked them to the side and dug my thumbs down under the
elastic waistband of my Jockey shorts. I hesitated, looking over at
Bernard again and then back to Constance.

“I’m waiting,” she impatiently sighed, still
staring down at the bulge sticking out against the front of my
white, cotton shorts.

Taking a deep breath, I slowly pushed my
shorts down my hips and let my slowly firming cock flop out into
the open.

“See, Bernard,” Constance grinned, watching
my cock flick and flop as I pushed my shorts down my legs. “It is a
big one.”

“Yes, I see…” Bernard frowned, enviously
looking down at my stiffening penis as it slowly lifted its head
out from between my legs.

“I think it is even bigger than
Eduardo’s…don’t you think?” Constance smiled, reaching down and
tickling her long fingernails down it, making it twitch and
jump.

“Yeah…bigger,” Bernard muttered.

I was at a loss for words. I didn’t know what
to do with my hands or anything. I didn’t want to make the first
move and do something wrong. Constance seemed to sense my
apprehension and stepped in closer.

Suddenly, my nostrils were filled with the
smell of her. The scent of her over-ripened cunt. The enchanting
fragrance of her perfume and all the other feminine smells that
made up her façade.

Then she reached down and gently grasped hold
of my hand. Lifting it up, she cupped it under one of her big saggy
udders, squeezing her hand around mine, making me squeeze the soft,
squishy breast.

“Do you like my breasts, Billy?” she softly
cooed. “They’re the only things left that came from the
manufacturer,” she laughed. “Everything else has been pinched,
tucked, plucked, or suctioned at one time or another.”

“Yeah, everything is the best money can buy,”
Bernard snorted.

“They’re, they’re awesome—” I croaked,
staring down at the softly jiggling giants.

“Don’t you want to play with them, Billy?”
she purred, arching her back, thrusting her chest out, rubbing her
tit against my sweaty palm.

“Yes, yes, Ma’am,” I mumbled, timidly cupping
it, giving it a hesitant squeeze on my own. I could feel her big,
knobby nipple rubbing against my palm as I timidly fondled it.

“Why don’t you give me a kiss, Billy?” she
whispered, stepping closer, rubbing her bald, smoothly-shaven mons
against my hip, her hand curling around my stiffening cock as she
nibbled on my ear.

Could this really be happening, I wondered,
looking over at Bernard? Then I saw him silently mouth, “Anything
she wants, Billy…”, reminding me of his earlier request.

Turning slightly, I snaked my arm around
behind her back. Spreading my hand out across the small of her
arched back, I pulled her to me and bashfully pressed my lips
against hers. Her lips were soft and giving as they parted and she
gently sucked my lower lip in between them. While she gently
nibbled on my lip for a few seconds, I felt her tongue forcing its
way in between my lips. She was frenching me. Mrs. Beddington was
frenching me. She wasn’t taking no for an answer as her tongue
sinuously snaked around inside my mouth, finding my tongue, curling
around it. My prick was rapidly rising to the occasion now as we
kissed with open-mouth ardor.

Then her hand was on mine again, pulling it
down off her tit, pulling it down over her slightly-rounded tummy
to her bald cunt.

“Feel me, Billy,” she whispered, curling her
hips, rubbing herself against my hand. “Feel how hot and wet you’ve
made me.”

Sticking out my middle finger, I gently
probed the wet, slippery flesh until I felt it slip inside her. My
finger was in her pussy. Pushing in deeper, I twirled my finger
around as Constance’s legs spread apart wider, opening herself to
me. Yes, she was hot…and wet. Very, very wet, I quickly found out
as I slowly worked my finger in and out of the sucking wetness
between her legs.

“You want to fuck me, Billy?” she murmured,
tightening her grip on my cock. My peter was nearly fully charged
now as it stuck out in front of me. Her hand was so small and
dainty, it was barely able to wrap around the thick, stiff shaft of
my firming penis.

“Yes—” I adamantly hissed, pushing my finger
in deeper, swirling it around inside her and fucking her with
it.

“Good…because I’m aching to have this nasty
thing,” she softly growled, squeezing my prick, digging her long,
sharp fingernails down into it, “shoved up inside my hot, little
cunt.”

Fuck—” I grunted, shoving my finger deeper
inside her hot, little cunt.

“Take me, darling…take me up to my bedroom
and fuck me—” she cooed, biting my lower lip with her sharp, little
teeth.
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I was running on instinct now as I jerked my
hand down, pulling my wet, juice-slathered fingers out of her
pussy. I’d never come into contact with a woman like Constance.

Then I slipped one arm around behind her back
and the other around behind the backs of her knees. With a grunt, I
lifted her up into my arms as I heard Bernard go lumbering across
the room toward the stairs. He must have known what was going to
happen and wanted to get a ringside seat for the fucking.

Constance couldn’t have weighed more than a
hundred pounds I found out as I lurched myself across the room in
Bernard’s wake. Stumbling up the stairs, I watched Bernard’s fat
ass jiggling and joggling in front of me as he made his way up the
stairs in front of us.

Constance had her arms around my neck,
holding on for dear life as she had what felt like half of her
tongue stuck down inside my ear. I could feel the head of my stiff
prick thudding up against her tight little ass every time I climbed
another step. As petite and small as Constance was, I wondered if I
would be able to get my big dick inside her hot, little cunt.
Bernard’s pencil dick would easily fit inside her and the way she
talked, I was even bigger than Eduardo, so I wondered.

I was huffing and puffing by the time I made
it to the top of the stairs.

“Are you okay?” Constance purred into my ear,
gently nibbling on it as I stopped to catch my breath and watched
Bernard go waddling down the hallway toward the back of the
house.

“Yeah, just a second to catch my breath,” I
panted. “Where?”

“Just follow Bernard…” she whispered,
reaching down between her legs and clutching hold of my jutting
cock that was sticking up under her. “It’s so hard—” she cooed,
roughly squeezing it.

“You made it that way,” I grunted, struggling
to hold Constance up while I stumbled down the hallway behind
Bernard.

“Yes, I did, didn’t I?” she smiled. “Do you
think I’m pretty, Billy?” she asked me, seeming to need my
confirmation of her attractiveness.

“You’re fucking beautiful, Mrs. Beddington—”
I told her, watching Bernard disappear into one of the rooms down
the hall.

“Thank you, Billy,” she giggled, biting my
ear as she clutched my cock harder. “You can call me Constance,
Billy,” she whispered.

“Okay—” I wheezed.

Stumbling across the threshold into the room,
I stopped. The only illumination in the room seemed to be coming
from the muted sunlight filtering in through the window and falling
across the ornate king-sized bed sitting in the center of the room.
Even though the sun was shining brightly outside, there seemed to
be a film or something on the window, subduing the light and giving
everything a soft, almost ethereal feel. The bed was made up with
blue satin sheets and a paisley print bedspread that was turned
back and waiting for us.

And so was Bernard. He was sitting in a blue
velvet chair at the foot of the bed, watching us as I gently
lowered Constance down onto her spiked heels. I could see that his
cock seemed to have firmed slightly as it flicked from side to side
while Bernard slowly stroked it.

The walls of the bedroom were painted a dark,
ultramarine blue that only added to the darkness. There was a
crystal vase sitting on a little table at the foot of the bed,
between it and Bernard and protruding up out of the vase were
several colorful, wispy peacock feathers.

As I stood taking in the room, Constance
quietly stepped over to the bed and reached up behind her neck to
the little clasp that held the diamond cross and gold necklace
secured around her neck.

“The symbolism…” she murmured, unfastening
the clasp and slowly removing the necklace from around her long,
slender neck. Then she smiled and calmly laid it on the nightstand
beside the bed.

Still smiling, she turned, lifted her knee up
on the bed and gracefully crawled up on the blue satin sheets.

“Do you think I have a pretty ass, Billy?”
she cooed, looking back at me over her shoulder, rolling her hips
and shaking her butt at me, making the perfect, round cheeks ripple
and quiver.

“Gorgeous,” I self-consciously smiled.

“I’m glad you like it,” she told me, rolling
over onto her back and slowly, sensuously spreading her long,
shapely legs to bare the glistening pink flesh between them.

“And my pussy?” she purred, reaching down and
brushing her fingertips down the length of her fleshy, pink-lipped
cunt.

“Awesome,” I drooled, staring down at it,
watching Constance finger the fleshy folds apart to expose the
swollen nub of her clit.

 

“Would you like a taste of it?” she
whispered, slowly flicking the tip of her forefinger back and forth
across it.

“Why don’t I make a meal out of it?” I
smirked, lifting my knee up on the bed. Now I was beginning to wish
that Bernard wasn’t watching as I glanced over and saw that he was
still sitting in the chair slowly stroking his cock as he looked
on.

“Why don’t you…” Constance smiled, spreading
her legs wider apart, making room down between them for me.

“I will,” I grunted, crawling around, up
between them and maneuvering around until I was between Constance
and Bernard, blocking his view.

But then I head the chair scraping on the
floor as Bernard pushed it around the bed to get a better view.

It bothered me, but not enough to stop me
from dining on his wife’s succulent cunt.

Lying on the satin sheets between Constance’s
outstretched legs, I saw her tug a pillow over under her head as
she smiled, reached down and brushed her fingers through my
hair.

“Dinner is served…” she cooed, rolling her
hips, lifting her pussy up to my waiting lips.

Flicking out my tongue, I started at the
opening of her pussy and slowly licked up the entire length of the
wet, drooling slit, ending with a flick across her swollen
clit.

“Ummmmmm…” she softly murmured, rolling her
hips again, rubbing herself against my lapping tongue.

I’d never tasted a sweeter pussy.

“Such a long, rough tongue…” she
encouraged.

“The better to lick you with,” I whispered,
flicking her clit again.

Slowly, to tease her, I licked all around her
pussy, sucking the lips in between my lips, gently nipping them,
but not touching her clit again.

“She likes to have her clit tickled,” Bernard
supportively added from his chair beside the bed.

“Yes, I do…” Constance hissed, rolling her
hips, squirming, trying to find my tongue with her clit.

Swirling my tongue around her clit, I teased
her some more, licking closer and closer, then backing off, licking
up and down the sodden cleft between her gorged lips.

“My clit—lick my clit—” Constance muttered,
demanding me to lick her clit.

“Anything she wants,” I heard Bernard remind
me.

I wanted to draw it out, make it last longer
for Constance, but with both of them wanting it, I reluctantly
licked my way back up to her swollen, jutting clit.

“Yes, there, lick there…” she whispered,
curling her hips up, rubbing herself against my lapping tongue as I
flicked it across her clit again. “Ahhhhhhhyesssssss—”

Flicking the wriggling little kernel of
hardened flesh, I began to flutter my tongue all around it as
Constance groveled under me. Sickly, I could hear the slap of
Bernard’s fisted hand striking his hairless groin as he masturbated
while I feasted on his wife’s cunt and assaulted her clit.

It was crazy, but I didn’t care now. If this
is what they wanted, far be it from me to deny them. Especially at
the prices they were paying.

My chin was dripping wet, slathered with a
mixture of my drool and Constance’s abundant, overflowing juices as
I tormented Constance’s clit. Her arms were thrown out to the sides
and she was clenching the blue satin sheets in her fisted hands,
her head twisting from side to side. Then I felt the velvety skin
of her inner thighs brush against my cheeks as she grunted softly,
lifted her legs up off the bed and draped them down over my
shoulders and back. Now, the slick, round backs of her stiletto
heels were resting on my back, digging in as she used the leverage
to roll her hips, rocking them up and down and painting my lips and
chin with her nectarous secretions.

My nostrils were filled with the pungency of
Constance’s overflow…to the point I could barely breathe. But I was
wallowing in the perversity of it all. Eating out Bernard
Beddington’s wife right in front of him while he watched me! It was
sick and totally depraved—

“I’m going to come…” Constance whimpered as
the muscles in her straining belly tightened against my forehead
and her thighs clamped tighter against my cheeks. This only incited
me as I flicked my tongue around her clit faster and faster. She
was trembling, her whole body tensing as I feverishly lashed her
with my tongue. Suddenly her fingers were curling down in my hair,
her fingernails digging into my scalp as her legs slid down off my
shoulder to land on the bed by my elbows. Then she gasped and her
body stiffened.

“Fuccccckkkkkkkkk—” she groaned out, her body
shaking, straining up against me as she came.

About the same instant, I heard Bernard
grunt. Glancing over at him, I saw that he was grimacing, clenching
his flaccid penis in his fisted hand as a dribble of thin, watery
semen dripped down from it. Bernard had finished, too. It was
bizarre. They had both finished at the same time as I listened to
both of them gasping, breathing hard, trying to catch their
breath.

“Awesome…” Constance groaned as I finally
felt the sharp tips of her fingernails retracting out of my scalp
while her back slowly crumpled down onto the bed. My chin and
throat were sopping wet, bathed in the slippery, clinging juices
she had squirted out while she came. I’d never seen a woman come so
much.

Then I heard Bernard grunt again as he
staggered to his feet and went lumbering across the room to the
bathroom. Watching him, I could see that his hairy back was
glistening wetly with sweat. And his impotent, sapped cock was
hanging down between his chubby legs, lifelessly flicking and
flopping as he lurched along.

As he stepped into the bathroom, I heard the
door close with an emphatic thud.

Maybe he was through watching, I callously
thought. Well, that was on him. It was his dime. But he was leaving
before the real show which was about to begin.

“He’s gone…” I heard Constance whisper as I
turned back looking up over her softened belly to see that she was
smiling down at me.

“He won’t be back?” I asked her, leaning down
and giving her clit a soft kiss as it withdrew back inside its
fleshy hood.

“I don’t think so,” she murmured, running her
fingers through my hair. “He usually sulks out the back door of the
bathroom into his bedroom and leaves,” she softly laughed.

“So we’re all alone?” I grinned, reaching up
and gently groping one of her big, flattened breasts, pinching its
softened nipple.

“It would appear so,” she said. “Would you
like to fuck me now?”

“I’ve been waiting for the chance,” I
smirked, pulling on her nipple, stretching it out from her breast,
twisting it between my thumb and finger.

“Nothing’s stopping you,” she smiled, slowly
spreading her long legs wider apart.

Letting go of her tit, I lazily kissed my way
up over her bald, shaven mons onto her belly as I dug my toes in
and moved up between her legs.

“So what do you want me to do?” I asked,
swirling my tongue around the indentation of her navel.

“What do I want you to do? I want you to fuck
me. What else?” she smiled, rolling her hips, rubbing her
juice-slathered cunt against my chest. “Is there something else
you’d rather do?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” I teased back, reaching
up, curling my hands around her big, saggy tits, giving them a
suggestive squeeze, pushing them together. “Maybe fuck these?”

“If you wish…” she whispered.

“Or maybe …” I suggested, pausing, easing my
hand off one of her tits, pulling it back down, sliding it
alongside her hip, under her ass, gently probing the crack there
with my finger until I felt the pucker of her anus, “here?”

“You are such a naughty little boy, Billy
Tabor…” she chuckled, squirming as I continued to gently push and
probe the rubbery opening.

“Well?” I asked.

“You are awfully large,” she reminded me.
“I’ve never taken a penis this size of yours back there.”

“There’s always a first time,” I
suggested.

“Perhaps…” she smiled, rolling her hips,
dislodging my probing finger. “But not today. Maybe another
day.”

Another day? Was I going to become a
permanent replacement for old Eduardo?

“What’s going to happen to me…once Eduardo is
well again?” I asked, pulling my hand out from under her butt and
clutching hold of her breast again.

“I don’t know. I haven’t decided, yet,” she
teased. “And besides, I don’t know if you can please me the way he
does.”

“I thought you enjoyed it,” I mumbled, my
dignity dinged.

“Yes, but Eduardo is the complete man,” she
teased back. “Or boy,” she softly laughed, making her big tits
jiggle and roll in my hands.

Now I had something to prove. It was lucky
I’d beaten off earlier.

Pushing up onto my hands and knees, I saw
Constance’s eye dart down to my cock as it stuck straight out under
my belly, jerking and twitching every time I moved.

“You certainly have a leg up on Eduardo in
the size department,” she praised, reaching down and tickling her
long, red fingernails across the bobbing head of my penis. “But you
know what they say about a man and his tools,” she chuckled.

“Yeah, something about it not being the size
of the equipment…but how he uses them, I think.”

“That’s right,” she said, flicking her
fingernail back and forth across the sensitive little notch just
below the head of my dick where it attached to the shaft and
watching it bounce and jump.

“I’m ready to put my money where my mouth’s
been,” I grinned, climbing up between her legs until my cock was
bobbing up and down just above her pussy.

“Aren’t you clever,” she softly laughed,
curling her fingers around my cock and bending it down. Then I saw
a little frown crease her forehead. “Be gentle…I’ve never had one
as big as you are.”

“I will…” I promised her, dipping my hips,
letting her rub the head of my prick up and down the fleshy slit
between her small, dainty lips to coat it with a film of the
slippery ooze seeping out of her.

Then she deliberately spread her legs wider
apart as she held my cock in one hand while she fingered her lips
open with the fingers of her other hand.

“Are you ready?” she whispered, pushing my
cock down, seating the tip of it in the slippery opening of her
sex.

“Yeah…are you?” I grunted, holding back,
trying to keep from lunging forward and slamming into her all the
way up to my balls.

“Yesssss—” she hissed, hesitating for a
moment before releasing her hold on my cock. “Fuck me—”

I saw a look of uncertainty in her big, brown
eyes as she stared up into mine and I began to push down into hot,
clutching flesh between her outstretched legs. God, she was
tight…and hot as the head of my prick stretched her open and slowly
slid inside the clutching tightness.

“So fucking big—” she complained, wincing,
frowning as I pushed in deeper.

“Want me to stop?” I reluctantly asked,
pausing.

“No, don’t take it out,” she winced.

I don’t think I’d ever fucked a tighter cunt.
It felt like a silken glove clutching hold of my cock, squeezing
it, milking it as I crouched over her, half in and half out of her
pussy. Not even the teenage pussies I was used to could compare to
Constance’s tight-fisted cunt.

Finally, Constance moved, stretching her arms
out around my hips, her hands grasping hold of my tightly-clenched
ass cheeks, her sharp fingernails digging in as she gently pulled
me in deeper.

Her eyes were now clenched shut, tears
trickling out the corners as the frown on her brow etched
deeper.

“So fucking big,” she complained again, but
kept pulling as I slowly pushed down burying myself deeper inside
her.

From somewhere, I heard the muffled thump of
a door closing. Bernard leaving? Or coming back? I didn’t know. I
didn’t care. He’d paid me to fuck his wife and that was what I was
doing. Dumb ass. Hell, I’d have paid him to fuck Constance’s hot
little pussy.

At last, my belly nudged up against
Constance’s smooth, bald mons. She’d taken all eight inches. I
started to pull back, but she stopped me.

“Wait, wait, give me a moment…” she
whispered, her eyes fluttering open, looking up at me in disbelief
while I felt the supple, elastic muscles inside her pussy pulling
on my embedded cock, milking it, sucking it even deeper inside her.
Suddenly, I felt an urge to kiss her. Kiss her and tell her I loved
her. But I couldn’t love her. It had to be the rapture of the
moment. Infatuation.

Leaning down, I tenderly pressed my lips
against hers. As I did, her eyes flared wide open for a moment as
she stared into my eyes in wide-eyed amazement before they
fluttered shut. I don’t think she’d been expecting that, I smiled
to myself closing my eyes as I felt her lips part. It was a soulful
kiss, starting soft and tender, but growing in passion and emotion
as our lips opened wider and wider. Then she sucked my tongue into
her mouth, her sharp teeth gently nipping it, her tongue curling
around it as we kissed with open-mouthed fervor.

What was happening? Constance was old enough
to be my freaking grandmother—

And yet, I was having feelings for her. What
was wrong with me? It wasn’t supposed to be this way. Was I a
fucking pervert?

Constance finally leaned back breaking the
kiss. Her eyes flickered open.

“What? What was that?” she breathlessly asked
me. She looked confused.

“I don’t know,” I grunted, staring down into
her soft, warm eyes. “I just felt something…”

“So did I,” she whispered, squeezing her
pussy down around my cock, clamping her thighs against my hips.

“What was it?” I wanted to know.

“I don’t know…but it felt good,” she
murmured, rolling her hips, slowly twirling my cock around inside
her hot, tight cunt. “Fuck me—”

I didn’t know what was going on, but I slowly
backed, pulling my stiff, fully-charged cock back down the silken
channel of Constance’s pussy.

“I love your cock,” Constance purred, lifting
her stiletto heels over my legs and dropping her feet onto the bed
between my knees.

“I love you—” I lamely muttered, digging my
toes into the mattress and pushing back down into her clutching
warmth.

“Billy—” she whimpered, pushing off her
stilettos, thrusting herself up at me, taking me deep inside her
belly. Then her hands were clutching my head, pulling my face down
to hers, her lips crushing against mine as we kissed again. The
kiss was too passionate to last long as we broke again and
Constance enfolded me within her consuming embrace.

“Fuck me, Billy, fuck me—” she implored, her
hips jerking up and down, sliding her hot, wet pussy up and down on
my juice-slathered cock as we began to fuck.

“Constance,” I whimpered, rolling my hips,
working them back and forth slowly, deeply as I pumped in and out
of her. No, I’d never fucked a tighter pussy, or a hotter one as
Constance writhed below me taking me to the limit on every
thrusting stroke.

I was overwhelmed by the fury of it all. I
was feeling emotions I’d never felt before. I couldn’t explain it.
It wasn’t supposed to happen this way. But it was—

I couldn’t get enough. My sweaty knees were
slipping and sliding on the slippery satin sheets as I tried to get
deeper inside her. Her arms were locked around my neck, holding on
tightly as she swayed below me, her thighs clamped against my hips,
her calves brushing against my bounding ass as I fucked her.

Jerking back, I hooked my arms down under the
back of her knees. Grunting, I pushed, shoving her legs up until
her calves were resting against my shoulders, her ankles brushing
my cheeks. Now her hips were tilted just right to afford me the
deepest penetration as I plunged into her balls deep on every
bed-lurching thrust. My belly and balls were sopping wet, covered
with Constance’s hot, sticky overflow as our groins loudly slapped
together.

Constance’s head was thrown back, eyes closed
as she bit her lower lip to hold back the primal scream that was
gathering inside her. I could feel the tension inside her building,
her muscles tightening, straining as she fought toward her release.
Was she going to come so soon?

Now I was a roaring locomotive pounding down
the tracks at full-bore, slamming into Constance as if there were
no tomorrow. Her stiletto heels were rocking back and forth above
my head threatening to fly off at any moment as we fucked like
crazed monkeys.

“Billy-Billy-Billy—” Constance was grunting
out, her ankles clamping against my cheeks, her calves wetly
slipping, sliding, slapping against my shoulders as I humped into
her in feverish anticipation. I could feel my balls swelling,
squeezing up around the base of my cock. I was going to blow soon,
but I had to hold it back. I had to let Constance come first.

“Come, baby, come on my cock—” I huffed,
leaning down, giving her a wet, slobbery kiss on the lips as our
bodies smacked together obscenely. The fronts of her thighs were
scraping against her big, floundering tits as they heaved up and
down in cadence with our frantic fornicating.

“Hold it, honey, hold it. Let me come first—”
Constance panted, busily jerking back and forth, impaling herself
on my thrusting penis every time I slammed into her.

I was doing everything I could think of to
keep from coming, but it was a losing battle as I felt the cum
inside my aching balls begin to bubble and boil.

“Gonna come—gonna come—gonna come—” I
blathered out, my hips becoming a pink blur as I hammered into
her.

“Almost-almost-almost—” Constance whimpered,
her hands clasping around my waist, jerking, pushing and pulling on
me as we hurtled down the stretch toward the finish.

I couldn’t stop it. I felt my balls burst.
Cum came rushing up my cock and out into Constance’s famished cunt
in thick hot spurts.

“Oh—Fuck—Yessssss—” Constance shrieked, her
ankles clamping against my cheeks, her pussy melting down around my
erupting cock. It felt like I’d stuck my cock into a fucking
milking machine as Constance’s cunt clamped down around it,
squeezing and sucking on it. It felt like she was going to suck my
balls right up my cock and out into her pussy. It was like I hadn’t
come at all this morning as thick spurts of jism spewed out into
Constance’s gluttonous pussy in hot, creamy gushes.

Constance was trembling, her butt straining
up against my belly as she tried to suck me in deeper. I’d never
come so hard in all my life. My poor balls were liquefying and
pouring out into Constance in thick, fiery surges. I would be
eunuch when she was finished with me. I would have no balls left.
She would have emasculated me.

Hours later, it seemed, I was done. I had
nothing left to give her. She had taken it all. Drained me. Sucked
me dry as I crouched over her gasping for air.

Neither of us seemed capable of speech as we
stared into each other’s eyes.

Seconds ticked by as things came swimming
back into focus for me. Then I realized how uncomfortable she must
be, lying under me, almost bent double, her feet sticking up in the
air, her butt scrunched up against my sweaty belly.

“Uh, sorry,” I grunted, leaning back, letting
my softening, drained cock wetly slither out of Constance’s
overflowing pussy.

“That was fantastic…” she whispered,
unfolding as I pushed up onto my knees and eased her legs down on
the bed beside mine. As I did, I watched a gush of creamy white cum
trickle out of her pussy and run down into the crack of her perfect
ass.

“Yeah…fucking awesome,” I agreed, standing on
my knees between her legs looking down at her, not believing that I
had actually fucked her.

I had no feeling below my waist. I knew I
couldn’t walk as I numbly rolled over onto my side on the bed
beside Mrs. Beddington.

“You were incredible,” Constance murmured,
rolling over on her side, reaching for my limp, lifeless cock as it
lay on my belly, still oozing out cum.

“As good as Eduardo?” I asked her, resting my
head on my arms, watching her fumble and fiddle with my flaccid
penis.

“Better…” she gushed.

My head swelled up to the size of a
watermelon as I basked in Constance outspoken praise. I’d done it.
I’d bested her husband and her lover. I was a fucking Superman.

“Does that mean I’ve earned a place in your
stable?” I grinned, reaching over, gently pinching one of her
nipples, twisting it and stretching it out from her breast as I
felt it stiffen under my fingers.

“You are my stallion now. My head stud,” she
softly laughed, giving my cock an intimate squeeze.

“What about Eduardo?” I jealously asked.

“You aren’t jealous, are you?” she
teased.

“Maybe, a little…” I lied.

“And Bernard? He’s still my husband. Are you
jealous of him, too?”

“Maybe, a little. But that’s different. He’s,
uh, you know, he can’t…”

“I still pleasure him,” she smiled, seeming
to be having fun teasing me. “You know, with my mouth.”

Why was she telling me this? Somehow I
couldn’t picture Constance giving Bernard a blow job. But even the
thought made me angry.

“Does that bother you?” she wanted to know,
slowly, suggestively licking the tip of her little, pink tongue
around her lips to wet them.

“Maybe…” I lied again.

“Would you like for me to do it to you?” she
laughed, rolling over my outstretched leg. Now she was lying on her
belly between my legs, her head just above my cock and her hand
still wrapped around it. “Would you like for me to give you a blow
job, Billy?”

She had me by the balls and she knew it. Of
course I would. Who wouldn’t?

“You want me to suck you off, Billy? Just
like I do Bernard? Do you want to come in my mouth, Billy? Just
like Bernard does.”

Now she was mocking me. Letting me know that
she was still in charge, no matter what had happened earlier.

“Yeah,” I taunted back. “Yeah, I’d like
that.”

“Do you have any left? Or did my hot, little
cunt suck it all out of you?”

I didn’t know how much, if any, I did have
left. It would be my third time today and it wasn’t even one
o’clock in the afternoon.

“I’ve always got some for you, Constance,” I
smiled, reaching down, pushing my finger in between her soft, red
lips. As I did, I felt her lips contract down around my finger,
suggestively sucking on it as she twirled her tongue round and
round it.

Then she pushed my hand away.

“Would you rather I suck on your cock?” she
suggested, curling her fingers around my cock, lifting it up off my
belly.

“Yeah,” I smiled down at her, watching her
open her mouth, lift my limp prick up to it and suck it inside. As
she softly sucked on me, she kept her big, brown eyes locked on
mine. There was something so sensual about that as she cupped my
balls in her hand and softly squeezed them.

I could already feel the energy flowing back
into my cock as it began to firm up inside Constance’s hot, wet
mouth. I wish she hadn’t told me about Bernard. It somehow
cheapened what she was doing to me. And I knew that she had blown
Eduardo, too. But even with that knowledge floating around inside
my head, it didn’t stop my prick from reacting to her expert
manipulations.

Her lips were so soft, so supple as they
pursed around me, sucking, pulling, slowly sliding up and down the
stiffening shaft of my cock. Now her hand was wrapped around it,
working up and down below her lips. Unbelievably, I could feel my
balls tightening, swelling up as she cupped them in her hot, little
hand.

Then Constance lifted her head up, letting my
spit-slathered dick slowly ooze out from between her lips. As it
did, I could see her bubbly spit trickling down it.

“Are you going to come in my mouth, Billy?”
she whispered, flicking out her tongue, flattening it against my
prick and slowly licking up it.

“Yeah, yeah, I’m going to come in your
mouth…if you want me to—“ I grunted, watching her little pink
tongue slowly twirl around the head of my cock. “Do you want me
to?”

“Yes, Billy, I want you to come in my mouth.
I want to taste you. I want feel your hot cum spurting out into my
mouth. I want to swallow your sweet cream down into my tummy,” she
purred, pursing her lips around me again and sucking me back into
her mouth.

Hearing her talk like that made me harder,
stiffer as I watched her lips slide down the spitty shaft of my
cock. Then I felt the head bump into the opening of her throat. She
gagged…softly. I could feel her pushing down on me forcing the head
of my prick into her throat. She was going to deep throat me! I’d
never had that before as I heard another soft gurgling gag and felt
my cock slide up into her throat. She’d done it. She taken me into
her throat! I couldn’t fucking believe it. Constance was fucking
deep throating me. I lost it.

I felt my cock twitch as a spasm of pleasure
contracted up it and a gob of cum exploded out of me. I felt
Constance flinch, jerking up and letting my bucking, jerking cock
pop back out into her mouth. Then she began to suck it out of me as
the thick, syrupy jism shot out of my cock in hot spurts.

But I could only manage three or four spurts
before I was finished. She had taken what little cum I had left.
Now the cupboards were completely barren. I had no more for
her.

As my cock began to wilt, Constance let it
slip out of her mouth. But she didn’t close her mouth. She kept it
open so I could see my cum before she swallowed. Then she slowly
swirled her tongue around inside her open mouth to show me she had
swallowed it all.

“Was it good for you?” she smiled, slowly
licking her little pink tongue around her lips to wet them
again.

“Fuck—“ I snorted.

“I’m glad you liked it,” she softly laughed,
slowly pushing up between my legs.

 




 


And that is when my summer turned from
mundane to fantastic. I had to visit the Beddington’s three or four
times a week to make sure their pool was kept in immaculately
clean. Constance even invited Eduardo over to help me on a few
occasions and we made sure that every nook and cranny of the pool
received the attention it so richly deserved. If we missed
anything, Constance was always sure to point it out and have us
attend to it properly. And Bernard was always there, supervising,
making sure we did it right, even giving up a helping hand when we
needed it. Beside the benefits, the pay wasn’t bad either as I
spent the summer under the tutelage of the Beddingtons, learning
all that was necessary and required to become their Pool Boy…

 


 The End
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some of his other books listed below. Once again, thanks again for
reading the Baron's work and we hope you enjoy his future
stories…
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