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About





These three stories contain spicy scenes of older women taking what they need from the younger men in their neighborhoods. A pastor, a coach and a boss have very hot wives who all have some very naughty needs.





The Wanton Wives
 is a sizzling hotwife reverse age gap romp featuring hot older women giving in to the temptation of a hot young stud who is willing to give them everything they need!





This collection includes:





The Pastor’s Wife



I was volunteered to help out the pastor after church, but I ended up helping the pastor’s wife instead… Sunday is supposed to be a day of rest, but Joy had me working up quite the sweat! Maybe church isn’t so boring after all.





The Coach’s Wife



Everyone on the team gives it their all on the day of the big game. I am just a towel boy but when the coach’s wife enlists my help, it seems that I will be giving her my all and more!





The Boss’s Wife



At only 19, I was very lucky to get a great new job as a plumber’s apprentice. I worked really hard for Mr. Connor. But when I’m seemingly left alone with the boss’s wife, she gives me a job that makes me work harder than ever in ways I never have before. But it seems that I was actually under Mr. Connor’s supervision the whole time…
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The Pastor's Wife





I felt an elbow jab viciously into my ribs, jolting me awake. “Ow,” I said under my breath, rubbing my side.



My mom gave me a sideways glance that blazed with righteous anger and she scribbled a note in the margin of the notepad she used to record inspiring quotes from the sermon.



You were SNORING!!!
 , it said with several lines underneath it for emphasis, each one pressed deep into the page and several pages underneath it with barely suppressed rage. My dad was on the other side of her, apparently oblivious to anything but the pastor.



I took a deep breath and pushed myself into a more upright position on the hard wooden pew. My friend Eli was in the row in front of mine, but on the opposite side. I looked over at him and he caught my eye, obviously stifling a laugh as he turned his attention back to the pastor with a stupid grin on his face. I looked around at the other attendees and a few more heads turned away as they saw me look over at them. How loud had I been snoring?



The pastor’s words echoed around the large room, the cadence of his voice lilting up and down in a hypnotic manner, threatening to send me right back to sleep. I forced my eyes to open wide and took a sip from the bottle of water I had brought with me.



Eventually, church ended for the day, but my mother was still mad at me.



“You’re 20 years old, act like it!” she scolded. “You should be able to stay awake for a couple of hours on a Sunday morning. Maybe if you didn’t stay up late playing games you would be well rested!”



I accepted the chastising with half of my attention, as I watched the pastor make his rounds throughout the congregation. He accepted thanks and praise from the people, shaking hands and greeting them. His wife, Joy, followed at his side with a sweet smile on her face. She wore a white shirt buttoned down the middle and a black skirt that fell just past her knees. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a taut ponytail. She was a very beautiful and kind person, so much so that I often wondered how the pastor ever managed to marry a woman like that.



The pastor approached us and my mother ceased her admonition. With a sudden change of mood, she turned to him and shook his hand warmly with both of her hands.



“Thank you for the wonderful sermon, Pastor Horace,” she gushed, turning to glare at me again. “I’m sorry about my son’s noise.”



“Yeah, sorry,” I echoed.



The pastor reached past my mom to shake my dad’s hand as well. The pastor’s wife smiled at me with her hands folded together in front of her. Her shirt was unbuttoned just far enough that I could not help but notice the way that this pushed her large breasts together. They were so smooth and perfect.



“It’s quite all right,” the pastor said forgivingly, once it was my turn to shake his hand. “It can be exhausting to be a growing young man.”



“There’s no excuse to be snoring during your wonderful sermon,” my mom said, turning to pierce my soul with another glare.



“It’s fine, really. We’ve got to keep moving along however, there’s plenty of people to greet here today and we still have several boxes of literature to sort afterward.”



My mom’s head tilted to one side. “My son would love to help you,” she offered.



I felt a sinking feeling in my gut. Church was over, but now I needed to stay here even longer?



“What?” I said, but I was completely ignored.



“Yeah?” the pastor appeared interested in the assistance, which caused me further dismay. “All right, thank you! Have him meet us in the back after we’re done here.”



He moved away and his wife followed him. She looked at me and gave me another stunning smile. As she passed, I smelled her perfume and noticed the sway of her hips as she walked. I was forced to sit as I suddenly realized that I had a bulge growing in my pants. I placed a bible on my lap.



My mom looked at me triumphantly, certainly feeling like I would learn a lesson from this.



“I’ll see you at home,” was all she said. Her heels clacked on the floor as she left me there. My dad sidled past me to get by and followed her, uselessly shrugging at me. Church was over and for me, it yet continued.



When most of the people had filed out of the building, I made my way to the designated back room. I traversed a few hallways before finding it.



It was a very simple room, nowhere near as ornate as the main hall of the old church was. On one side of the room were some kitchen facilities, including a stove, refrigerator and a sink. There was a long table in the middle of the room surrounded by many chairs. The table had an open box on it, containing various song books, bibles and leaflets. There were maybe ten other boxes on the floor along the back wall of the room.



Joy was there, by herself. When I entered the room with a knock, the book she was inspecting clapped shut as she looked up at me with another brilliant smile.



“Hi Joseph,” she said. “We’ve got alot of stuff to sort, looks like they filled these boxes pretty randomly.”



She’s so hot,
 I blushed. “Hey, yeah I guess we’d better get started then.” Being alone with her felt wrong, especially considering the impure thoughts I’ve had about her before. “Is anyone else coming to help?”



She shook her head and her ponytail flopped around. “Nope, just us today. The Pastor was invited out to lunch, but I didn’t feel like going.”



“Oh, okay,” I said, not knowing where to take the conversation next. I looked to the boxes of literature. “What do we do?”



“Well, we’ve got all these,” she said, crouching down and hoisting one of the boxes onto the table. It was filled with leaflets, many of them different from each other. “We have to sort them into piles. There’s like six different topics in here.”



I reached into the box, taking a handful of different tracts and tried to start the required piles. Joy leaned over the table to see what I was doing, which gave me an eyeful of her amazing cleavage. She did not seem to be wearing a bra. They were so close, I could touch them.



It took me a moment before I realized that I was staring at her breasts with my mouth open. I snapped it shut and looked up at her face. The older woman was staring right at me, with a cute little smile on her lips which revealed dimples at her cheeks.



There was a soft chime and she turned to the kitchen area. Joy’s phone was on the counter top there, so she went over there to respond to the alert. “Do you want some tea?” she offered.



“Sure,” I said, watching as she looked at her phone and filled a kettle at the same time.



My mouth was suddenly very dry and I swallowed a hard lump in my throat.



Joy was not very tall, but she was generously endowed with a perfect figure. She had large breasts, stunning curves and smooth legs. As she tapped on her phone, she pulled at the hair tie holding her ponytail together. Her hair fell free and it shined in the light as she tousled it. Joy then kicked off her heels, revealing her true height. She kicked the shoes carelessly aside towards the wall, where they each landed with hollow clopping noises. She bent over the counter, waiting for the kettle as she looked at her phone. The shape of her behind showed quite well through her taut dress.



Joy put down her phone, looking over to me. “Sorry,” she said as she returned to the table. She looked down at my pants and suddenly I realized I had a full-on boner.



I scrambled to pull my chair forward so I could hide myself under the table. “Sorry!” I begged.



Everything about her was driving me crazy. Her sexy lips fell open but she wasn’t horrified, she had a wide smile on her face instead. “Don’t be sorry,” she laughed.



“I was just looking and I didn’t mean to-” I began, but she cut me off with a wave of her hand.



“It’s a perfectly natural thing, you don’t have to apologize. I’m a bit flattered, actually.”



“It will go away in a few minutes,” I explained, my face burning with embarrassment.



Joy went to the entrance of the room. I was certain that she was going to leave, but instead she closed the door. She turned to me, her blonde hair dancing around her shoulders.



She still had smile on her face. “I can help you make it go away.”



My stupid brain could not fathom what she meant. “What?”



Her beautiful smile enchanted me as she walked towards me. She was so beautiful and a magnetic person, she always laughed easily and had the most beautiful smile I had ever seen. Her hips swayed and she traced the edge of the table with her finger as she approached. The smell of her intoxicated me as she got close. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her.



Joy stopped beside me and it felt like my hairs were all standing on end. She took a hold of my shoulders, turning me in my chair so her breasts were directly in my face.



“Let me help you,” she said, honey dripping from her voice. “And maybe you can help me.” She reached for her shirt, slowly unbuttoning it. More and more of her smooth skin was revealed until she opened her shirt entirely. Her breasts were gorgeous.



I shuddered slightly with the excitement. I had never seen a real set of breasts before and I was transfixed. I had no idea what to do and it must have been obvious, because she stooped to take my hands and raised them to touch her nipples.



“You can stroke them,” she offered.



I stroked them, the skin of her breasts was so soft and silky. She inhaled sharply when my fingers brushed her nipples. The boner in my pants was rock hard now.



“The pastor can’t give me a baby,” Joy explained as I touched her magnificent breasts. “Lick them,” she instructed.



I leaned forward and ran my tongue across her nipple. She seemed to jump slightly, then put her hand on the back of my head. She pulled my head towards her breast and I put her whole nipple in my mouth.



“I need you to put a baby inside me, Joseph.”



Her breast fell out of my mouth as my jaw fell open. I looked up at her perfect face and her blue eyes sparkled at me. She stroked my hair with her hands and I was completely powerless to stop myself.



Her smooth, round breasts beckoned me and I put her nipple back into my mouth. I flicked it with my tongue, causing her to giggle and squirm.



“Suck on it,” she said breathlessly.



I sucked on her nipple for her, letting it slide wetly between my lips before putting it back in my mouth and doing it again. Joy pushed my head over to her other breast, so I did the same thing again. I alternated between flicking her nipple with my tongue and sucking on it. Joy moaned loudly.



I looked up into her eyes, her cheeks pink and her lips parted.



“Should we really be doing this?” I asked her.



Joy’s answer was to stoop and reach for my belt. My hands were still on her breasts as she unbuckled my belt and unbuttoned my pants. She pulled the zipper down and reached into my underwear, her warm hand grasping my fully hard cock.



“I want this,” she said, sinking to her knees. Her touch was like electricity, a woman had never touched my dick before and it felt amazing. “Take your pants off.”



I took off my pants in front of the woman and she watched me while she removed her shirt. She stayed perched on her knees and her hand reached for my hard cock.



I looked down at her and she looked up at me. It was a strange feeling towering over her like this, but I forgot all about that as she looked into my eyes and began to move her hand up and down my shaft.



Of course, I had masturbated before, but this was a different thing entirely. My entire body was at her mercy as she massaged my cock. She seemed to study my face as she ran her thumb over the head of my dick, spreading the precum around it.



Then Joy started to pump my shaft with both hands, watching my dick closely as I dumbly stared at her. I could feel something building inside me, begging to get out as the feeling made my cock even harder.



As she jacked me off with both hands, she suddenly slid the head of my cock over her lips into her warm, wet mouth. My spine arched forward reflexively. She only did it once, but the feeling was so intense that I almost shot my load immediately.



She smiled at me, knowing full well what she was doing to me. Joy continuously surprised me by teasing me with her hot mouth. She massaged up and down my throbbing shaft, then seemingly at random would put my cock in her mouth. Each time felt like an explosion of pleasure.



Joy would sporadically put my cock in her mouth with slowly increasing frequency, until she finally kept it there. Her hot, wet lips slid up and down my cock, sending waves of pleasure through me. I was so fucking hard. I gripped her head, groaning loudly and began thrusting into her mouth. She sat back onto her haunches, keeping one hand on my shaft as I fucked her mouth.



Saliva dripped down her chin as she sucked on me. Soon I just couldn’t bear it any more, thrusting into her throat. She simply accepted it, moaning and encouraging me with her hands on the backs of my legs. Eventually, it simply could not build up any more and stars appeared behind my eyes as I convulsed strongly.



I fully shot my load into her mouth, the liquid seeping past her lips and dripping onto her silky breasts. My cock pulsed and my body twitched as Joy continued to suck every drop of cum out of me.



I fell back into the hard wooden chair, amazed at what just happened. I couldn’t believe that I just got my dick sucked by the pastor’s gorgeous wife.



I figured we were done and going to move past this baby stuff, but she inched forward on her knees, leaning close to my crotch and kissed my dick. My boner was gone, since I had already shot my load but she kissed it softly anyway. It felt good, despite not being hard. Joy licked it, kissed it and sucked on it still.



“Oh,” I moaned, placing my hand on her head. To my surprise, I was getting hard again under her skillful manipulations. Soon, she had massaged me hard again.



She stood, unfastening her dress. It fell to the floor.



Joy swung her leg over my lap, putting her hands on my shoulders. She sat on my lap, looking at me in the eyes as she rubbed her pussy up and down my shaft through her black underwear.



I put my hands on her curvy hips, mesmerized by her breasts as they bounced. Joy reached down, standing up slightly. She pulled her panties aside and took a hold of my hard cock. She raised it, pressing her wetness against the head of it. Without any hesitation, she lowered her body onto my shaft slowly.



It slid inside her easily, she was so wet. I felt her warm wetness all over my crotch, leaking down between my legs. The feeling of being inside her almost made me dizzy. She raised herself up, adding more sensations to this experience and she slid back down my length again. Hearing her moan turned me on so much, knowing that my cock was giving her so much pleasure.



I had my hands on her waist as she fucked me. I then slid my hands around her body, putting my arms around her and sucked on her nipple again. She moaned as she bounced on my cock, running her hands through my hair.



Soon she got up off my lap, stopping to remove her panties entirely. She pulled at the shirt I was still wearing, throwing it somewhere in the room. She took my hand and pulled me with her as she sat on top of the table. She leaned back, spreading her legs in a vulgar manner and giving me an inviting look.



“Fuck me, Joseph.”



There was nothing else I could do. I couldn’t believe the words I was hearing, let alone hearing them from the pastor’s wife. We were completely naked, my cock wet and hard as I approached her.



She watched me, biting a nail. My cock slid into her, both of us letting out sounds of pleasure. I pushed into her wet hole eagerly and she welcomed every bit of it. I pulled out, enjoying the sensation of her pussy sliding over my cock. I plunged into her again. It felt so wrong, but there was no way I could stop.



Even an earthquake would not have stopped me from fucking her. I thrust into her repeatedly and my balls slapped against her. The room was filled with wet slapping noises as Joy cried out. She threw her arms around my neck as I leaned into her, her eyes locked onto mine as I fucked her hard. We had a moment as she smiled at me this way, and she kissed me. My cock felt like it grew a size right then, so I pounded into her pussy as hard as I could while we kissed.



Joy’s grip got tighter around me and she pushed her hips into me in time with my thrusts. She kissed me hard as her pussy began to convulse. I kept on fucking her as her wet hole pulsated around my shaft and her whole body bucked while I thrust into her. She broke off the intense kiss, her face turned red and her mouth opened wide in a cry of ecstasy.



Her legs squeezed me, making it difficult to thrust into her. Her orgasm continued, her legs shook and she let out a final cry as she collapsed back onto the table. She lay there, breathing heavily. I was still hard inside her, thrusting slowly and stroking her sweaty body.



She pushed me off of her and my cock slid out of her. Joy got off the table and turned around, bending over the table.



“I want you to fuck me as hard as you can,” she said, looking at me over her shoulder.



“Okay Joy,” I said. “I will.”



“I mean
 really
 give it to me, Joseph. I want you to hold nothing back. Fill me with your cum.”



Her filthy command made my dick twitch. She saw this and giggled, with a twinkle in her eye. She wiggled her hips at me.



I approached her, my cock harder than it has ever been. We were both so wet and sweaty. I slid myself into her hot pussy and it felt like it pulled me right in.



I held on to her hips and thrust into her. Her ass jiggled as I slapped against it.



“Yes,” she said. “Please, fuck me.”



I pushed into her again with my full length, wanting to feel every sensation of her body. I stroked her round ass as it pushed towards me.



“Harder, Joseph!”



I steadied my stance behind her with my hands on her waist. If she wanted it that hard, then I’ll give it to her.



And I did. I thrust into her with great purpose, remembering her previous orgasm and wanting to give her that again.



I pounded into her wetly, the table rocking as she gripped it for support. Over and over our bodies slapped together.



Joy turned slightly so she could watch me fucking her. Her mouth was open and she made uncontrolled moaning noises. I just stared back at her, making my own noises of pleasure as I rutted into her.



Her eyes fluttered and appeared to roll back in her head. She turned back and put her head down on the table.



“Don’t stop,” she demanded, her voice muffled by the table. I was ready to do anything she wanted me to. “I want all your cum inside me.”



I’d never heard such a filthy demand before in my life. I pounded into her wet pussy hard and fast. Her juices just dripped out of her onto the floor and the noises we made together were unearthly. I felt like I was a part of her and our bodies moved as one. I never wanted this to end and I just wanted to fuck her forever.



A pressure built up inside of me. I knew what was about to happen and it was obvious that there was no way this could last forever. It was made more intense by the fact that her orgasm was building at the same time.



Her arms pushed her up off the table, but she still bent over it for support. Her breasts bounced back and forth, while her body jiggled as I fucked her hard. Her pussy pulsated, causing my cock to throb in response.



Joy cried out loudly, her legs shook and juices ran down her thighs. Unlike her first orgasm, in this position I was free to continue fucking her so I pounded into her fast as her body convulsed under me.



She did not stop crying out as I fucked her intensely. I could no longer stop it from coming. My body jerked hard as I shot another hot load of cum into her, this time deep inside her pussy. Her wet hole pulsated strongly on me, squeezing me tightly inside her. I gripped her waist and spasmed uncontrollably.



We moaned loudly together and my shaft pulsed repeatedly for longer than I ever thought possible. I pumped so much liquid into the older woman that it sprayed out of her around my spasming cock and ran down our legs onto the floor.



My legs stopped working properly. I fell forward onto her and we shuddered together for a while until our orgasms died down. We were sweaty and tired.



My spent cock soon fell out of her and she stood up straight again. She turned to face me, her perfect body on full display. Joy threw her arms around me and we kissed for a minute.



She retreated to the kitchen for a moment, wetting a paper towel and bringing it to me. I used it to clean myself off and she did the same. She wiped the floor and the table, too.



We dressed together and soon she was fully clothed again. The pastor’s wife bundled her hair back up in a ponytail again, looking once again like nothing at all had happened.



I looked around, realizing we had crumpled a number of the leaflets. One of the boxes that was on the table was strewn across the floor and I didn’t even remember that happening. Although, what was worse was the fact that I had probably impregnated the pastor’s wife. But Joy seemed very pleased with how everything went down.



“That was fun, Joseph. I hope you can volunteer to help again sometime,” Joy said with a smile and winked.



She crouched down to recover the leaflets from the floor, so I finished tucking my shirt back in and went over to help her. We made several piles and we had sorted an entire box in under an hour. Joy had never said much to me before that day, but that day we talked and joked about stuff the whole time we sorted. She was a pretty fun person to talk to.



We called it after that one box, deciding to do the rest another day. I gathered up my belongings and said goodbye, heading out into the sunny afternoon. It was kind of far to walk home, but I did it anyway, enjoying the beautiful day. The sun shined brightly, passerby seemed nicer, birds sang cheerfully and even the grass seemed to be a more intense shade of green.



I volunteered more voluntarily from that point on, pretty much at every opportunity. My parents did not know the real reason, so therefore they were pleased to see this happening. My mom thought she had fixed me with her discipline. I would sort anything, clean windows, rake, anything for an opportunity to be around Joy again.



That was the day I decided that maybe church wasn’t so boring after all.










The Coach's Wife





It was a clear, sunny day. A perfect summer day for a football game. A few seagulls soared in the sky and the stands were filled with spectators. Quite a few people from the town had shown up for this game.



The Cougars were a community football team that I was proud to be a part of. It gave me a sense of belonging to contribute to a greater whole, fulfilling an almost primal desire to be accepted by a group.



However, as much as I did try, I never passed muster to join the players on the field. So instead, as the equipment manager, my efforts were more focused on a support role. I kept the important equipment clean and in good condition. I provided towels and water while the team played or trained. Yes, I was an important cog in the Cougar machine.



“Towel boy! Get over here!” Coach Miller bellowed gruffly.



“Equipment manager…” I mumbled as I turned around, forcing a smile. “What do you need, sir?”



Miller gestured a thick hand at the barrel-shaped drink dispenser stationed at the end of a long bench near the sidelines. “The game just started and these guys need more drinks already. Get to it!”



I just nodded and jogged over to the cooler. Okay, maybe I wasn’t as well-accepted by everyone on the team as I would like to be. But I did have an important job, so I could put up with the coach or the players treating me like crap sometimes.



Grabbing the empty cooler, I turned and marched away with it. I passed through an opening under the bleachers and kept walking until I came to a plain, closed door. Pulling on the lanyard which hung from my pocket, I produced a set of keys and unlocked the door.



Inside the room, the crowd thundered above me as a cheer went up. I must have missed a good play. I put the empty cooler aside to clean later and I hefted a full one onto a trolley. I shoved it out of the room and it trundled to a stop in the hallway. Grabbing a handful of fresh towels from a tall basket, I slung these over my shoulder and exited the storage room.



I locked the door. Never know who might try to get into the rooms back here. Pushing the cart, I made my way back to the field.



When I returned to the bench at the sideline, before I could even place the cooler in it’s spot, a sweaty player with the number 64 on his uniform slid down to end of the bench with a paper cup in his hand. #64 helped himself to a drink, then crumpled and tossed the cup on the ground without even looking at me.



Slightly annoyed, I picked it up and tossed it into the trash bin I had so obviously provided behind the bench, next to the cooler. I pulled one of the towels off my shoulder and tossed it at #64. The towel landed on the side of his head, flopping onto his shoulder, causing him to grab it and give me a confused look. But he said nothing about it and his attention returned to the ongoing game as he wiped away his perspiration.



Carrying on, I picked up the cooler, quickly looking around and hoping the coach would see me. Coach Miller was pacing behind the players’ bench, his focus entirely on the game. As he stalked closer, I tried my best to make lifting the heavy cooler look easy.



“I’ve been working out alot,” I mentioned, trying to sound natural while being heard over the crowd. “Maybe next season I’ll try out for the team again.”



All I got from the big man was an odd, sidelong glance and he visibly heaved a sigh. I ignored these obvious signs of his dislike for me, because one of these days I would show him that I could perform well enough to play on the team.



I placed the drink cooler on the end of the bench, ready to refresh the team. The Cougars were winning, so I wasn’t sure why Coach Miller was in such a foul mood.



Oh well. I looked up at the bleachers into the crowd. The Cougars were currently in the lead, so our home team crowd was happy and excited.



I noticed the coach’s wife, Melody, was in attendance today. She was situated just a few rows up, sitting at the end of the row by the steps and enjoying a soda as she watched the game. She was devastatingly beautiful, with wavy dark brown hair and a perfect curvy figure. She wore a loose white shirt and tight blue jeans that clung to her legs, allowing me to admire her shapely legs.



While I wasn’t looking, a touchdown was scored, causing the crowd to jump to their feet in excitement. Unfortunately for Melody, the oblivious man sitting in front of her knocked her drink out of her hand with his sudden jubilations. He didn’t apologize or even seem to notice as it splashed directly into Melody’s chest, drenching her in dark soda.



No one but me seemed to notice Melody’s unfortunate sticky situation. At first, she seemed unable to react to this sudden affront. She looked frozen for a moment with her hands raised, fingers splayed and mouth wide open in shock.



Her shock was quickly replaced as anger flooded across her face. Her cheeks flushed and she sprang up. She slapped the careless man across the back of his bald head as she stormed down the steps. The guy cried out, raising a hand to defend himself with an angry look on his face.



Melody flicked droplets of pop from her fingers at the ground and shot him a withering look. Seeing her rage, the man quickly piped down and pretended to be more interested in watching the players on the field. I never realized before that righteous anger could be so sexy, but watching the way she carried herself and reacted so confidently was exciting.



She briskly walked away, heading under the bleachers towards the bathrooms. I grabbed a bottle of water from a bulky, squarish cooler nearby and I set off after her.



She was moving quickly, already halfway down the hallway to the bathroom by the time I reached the passageway.



I called out after her, “Hey, are you okay?”



She turned, her brow still furrowed in aggravation. Her expression softened when she saw me and realized that I had nothing to do with the sticky assault she had just endured. Her figure was even more pronounced now that she was all wet.



I slowed my pace and continued towards her. “You need any help?” I asked, offering her a clean towel.



The tension in her shoulders relaxed a little and she walked back down the hall towards me. She reached out as we stopped in front of each other and she accepted the towel. I felt a little excitement as her fingers brushed against mine.



“Thanks,” she said, smiling sheepishly and looking at me with her light brown eyes.



I blushed and cracked open the water bottle. “That’s probably going to be sticky,” I said. Melody held the towel out for me and I soaked it with water.



Boldly reaching under her shirt, she used the towel to wipe most of the soda off of her stomach and around her breasts. She pulled at her waistband, unbuttoning her jeans and pushing the wet towel into her pants, cleaning herself everywhere soda could have ended up. She was more or less bathing herself right in front of me.



I pretended not to be watching, but I absolutely was. She was putting on quite the show for me at that point, enjoying the attention I could not help but give her. She took the bottle from me and I was completely agog as she proceeded to pour it all over her breasts.



Melody made a gasping noise as the cold water touched her skin and hardened her nipples. “Ah, that’s cold,” she said. Whatever water was left she poured onto the wet towel. She looked at me up and down, surely noticing that I was getting excited by watching her rub her wet body so close to me.



Goosebumps appeared on her skin and Melody pulled at her wet clothes. They stretched and clung to her, revealing every curve of her tight stomach through her white shirt. The curve of her waist and hips beckoned me. She wasn’t wearing a bra and her hard nipples pointed at me teasingly. Melody dabbed at her chest with the towel and watched me seductively as I stared at her. Her breasts were round and perfect, just begging for me to touch them.



But I couldn’t, coach would lose it and I would be murdered. Never to be seen again, likely chopped up into pieces and disposed of like trash. Maybe they were just locker room talk but there were rumors about Miller, so I couldn’t be very sure that he wouldn’t do something like that.



So I tried to backpedal when I realized that I was getting turned on by Coach Miller’s wife. I then noticed that she had advanced towards me until I was backed up against the wall. That’s when she pounced.



She pressed her wet body against me, standing on her toes to plant a kiss hard on my lips. I knew that I shouldn’t, but I basically melted into it until I was kissing her back. I pulled her by the waist into me.



We kissed for a minute until Melody started to fiddle with my belt buckle. My eyes bugged out for a moment and I broke off from her kiss.



“Whoa, wait a second here,” I said. A few brain cells in my head had gotten together and tried one last time to stop me from doing something stupid. “Coach is going to kill me if we do this!”



Melody giggled and she had my belt open. “No, he wont,” she said. She popped open the button on my jeans and I jumped as she shoved her hand down my pants.



I had to do something, the coach or somebody would totally see us there in the hall so I took her free hand and I pulled her to the closest relative privacy I could think of: under the bleachers.



We stumbled around underneath the crowd as they cheered for our home team. Melody was still grabbing at my clothes and she had my pants and underwear around my thighs by the time we came to a stop. I was hard and she was ravenous, I could not remember being with a woman so passionate in my life.



Melody kicked aside an empty chip bag and fell to her knees. I fell back, leaning against a support for the stands. She looked up at me with my hard cock in her hand. Smiling, she stuck her tongue out and started licking my shaft. Her tongue was pierced. Her other hand slid down into her pants and she started playing with herself while she soaked my cock in her saliva.



She rubbed the head of my cock back and forth across her tongue. An entire crowd was nearby and the thrill of being so close to getting caught felt so wrong but it just hardened my cock even more. Through all of the seats, I could see the back of Coach Miller’s head as he yelled at his Cougars on the field.



Off the field, I had a cougar of my very own and she just happened to be Coach Miller’s wife. She put the head of my cock in her warm mouth, causing me to involuntarily moan in pleasure. I put my hands on her head as she slowly bobbed up and down, my cock at it’s most extreme limit of hardness.



She did not hurry, moving slowly and methodically. She didn’t seem worried about getting caught at all. Melody continued to massage her clit while sucking my cock, her eyes on my face and her cheeks flushed pink.



I couldn’t take the slow teasing, so I experimented by thrusting. She fully accepted my cock into her warm, wet mouth. She took her hand away and I thrust into her mouth again. Using my hands to stop her head from moving, I started using her mouth to pleasure myself at a faster pace.



Melody unbuttoned her jeans to better access her wet pussy. She sat back on her knees with her legs spread, allowing me to fuck her mouth as she vigorously rubbed herself. She made a moaning sound with her eyes closed, her voice vibrating her head slightly. I had a feeling that something was building up inside of me, ready to be let out. Her face was turning red and she tensed up.



She rose up on her knees slightly and she started to convulse. I desperately wanted to cum too, but she pulled my cock out of her mouth and cried out, louder than I expected as she twitched. Her orgasm caused her to lurch forward, with one hand on my wet cock and the other still masturbating herself.



Her orgasm died down and she smiled up at me breathlessly. Melody gave my shaft a squeeze, stood up and buttoned her pants.



“Come on!” she said, taking my hand and pulling me back towards the hallway.



I used one hand to barely keep my pants up, my hard cock bouncing around as we ran. I felt very exposed as we entered the hallway. We ran down the hall a ways, then turned sharply into the locker room.



Even as the door slowly pulled itself shut, Melody turned around and started pulling her shirt off over her head. Her brown hair rained down around her shoulders as the shirt came free, exposing her large, round breasts. Her nipples were hard. She tossed her shirt on a nearby bench, then turned to face me.



I felt like I should do the same, so I pulled my shirt off and I threw it behind her where her shirt had landed. I had let go of my pants, so they fell down around my ankles. I had to kick my shoes off and I didn’t really want my clothes on a locker room floor, so I picked everything up and threw that all onto the bench as well.



Melody’s hands went to her breasts, stroking them and pinching her hard nipples slightly. She smiled at me as we closed the distance between each other until we embraced. We kissed, my hard cock pressing against her as she fiddled with her pants. She pulled away to remove her shoes, pants and panties in one go, throwing them into the growing pile of our stuff.



Naked together in the locker room, I kissed her again. She put both hands on my hard cock, massaging my shaft.



“You want to fuck me?” she asked.



There was really no other reply, so I said it. “Yeah, I want to fuck you.”



“Yeah?”



“Yeah,” I said, it felt silly but I realized what she wanted from me. Dirty talk. “I’m going to fuck you hard.”



“Fuck me hard,” she replied. Melody was visibly getting more excited as we exchanged filthy words while she pumped my cock with her hands. “Fill me with your cum.”



Melody sat down on the bench, facing me and straddling it. “I want it all,” she added. After a second, she asked “What’s your name?”



I smiled, my cock hard as I stepped towards her. “My name is Blake.”



“I’m Melody,” she said with a smile, as she leaned back and lay down on the bench. She raised her legs in the air, pulling them farther back with her hands behind her knees. She was exposed to me in the most vulgar manner possible, her wet pussy dripping and so ready for me to use.



“Yeah, I already knew your name,” I said, grabbing her thighs and holding her down.



“I want all of your cum inside me, Blake.”



I did not need further instruction. I used my hand to guide my cock to her entrance, pushing the head of my cock into her a little bit. It slid in easily, she was so wet. Her eyes opened wider along with her mouth. I pulled out, then I pushed myself in farther, about a third of the way. Her juices covered my shaft, allowing each thrust to enter her deeper. She made a small noise as I pushed in two thirds of the way and stopped, allowing her warm pussy to soak me.



Then I pulled out and pushed in all the way, causing Melody to close her eyes and let out a loud guttural moan. Her tight, wet pussy took it all. She felt so warm around my shaft as I began to pull out and push into her repeatedly. I held her knees close to her face as I pumped into her, and wet clapping noises began echoing around the locker room. Her skin was still a little sticky from the spill.



Her moaning joined the cacophony of noise in the room, so much so that I tried to stop her by kissing her. It did not work. But I continued pounding into her, feeling ready to blow my load at any moment.



I thought I heard a noise behind me, so I shot up and turned to see. All I saw was the door swinging shut. This made my cock soften a little, as I dreaded who just saw me fucking the coach’s wife.



Melody unfolded herself, throwing her arms around me and pulled me back into her. My hardness returned inside her and I fucked her even harder, hoping to blow my load soon before we got caught. I really thought I was going to, as her shapely breasts bounced in front of me. Melody lay back on the bench, her legs spread wide as I leaned over her and pounded her wet pussy. Her hands held her breasts up, presenting them for me as we fucked.



I was really admiring her sexy body when I heard a definite
 click
 behind me. I turned quickly, my cock still buried deep inside Melody.



Coach Miller. He had entered the room and locked the door.



I desperately tried to get up, but Melody trapped me there by wrapping her surprisingly strong legs around me. I obviously didn’t want to stop, but now I just couldn’t pull out of her.



“Hi, honey,” Melody said evenly.



His face impassive, Coach Miller walked into the room and sat calmly on the bench across from us.



“Keep going,” Miller said.



“Fuck me, Blake,” Melody added, to reassure me. She took my face by the chin and turned my head to face her again.



Melody began to grind her hips into me, the movement of her wet pussy coaxing my shaft back to hardness. I couldn’t believe this was happening. Even more unbelievable, I was going along with it.



Melody was too beautiful, her body too sexy and her hot pussy so wet on my cock. Finally deciding to ignore Miller, I began to thrust into Melody again. I focused on her tight body as she writhed in my grasp. She watched her husband while I fucked her, smiling at him. She squirmed and moaned, obviously playing it up for our audience and enjoying it.



I couldn’t complain, the noises she made were incredibly sexy. I stole a glance at Miller and was surprised to see that he had his cock out of his pants and he was masturbating while watching us.



“Hit the showers,” Miller said and he stood up.



Melody obediently released me. We all went to the shower area of the locker room. Miller turned on the water, testing it for temperature before stepping away. Melody went to the spray of hot water and turned around in it, soaking herself and making sounds of pleasure.



She then put her hands on the wall, bending over and presenting herself to me. Coach Miller stood off at the entrance to the showers, away from us.



I approached Melody and she looked back, shaking her ass at me.



Melody said, “Fuck me hard, Blake.”



Using my hand, I again guided my cock towards her waiting pussy. I pushed into her wet hole and she moaned loudly, gazing lustily over at her husband. I looked over at him and I saw him jerking off while I fucked his wife.



Again, I had to ignore this and focused on Melody. This made everything easy, seeing the water fall on her sexy body. Her pussy fully accepted my cock and I thrust into her hard.



“Yes, Blake!” she cried out.



I thrust into her again, and again. She made so much noise as our bodies slapped together. It was exciting how much she was enjoying my cock and I had never heard such a vocal woman in my life.



I pounded into her hard, like she asked me to. I gripped her waist and my fingers dug into her soft flesh. Her thick ass cheeks bounced against me, her whole body reverberating with the rhythm.



Soon, Melody’s cries reached a crescendo as another orgasm took over her body.



“Oh yes!” she screamed.



Her pussy clamped down hard on my thrusting cock and I could feel it it pulsing. Her back arched and her head thrown back, I gripped her ass and I fucked her with everything I had left while Melody yelled with pleasure. My cock began to convulse inside her, a warm feeling filling me up. I pounded into her wildly, all rhythm and control gone.



My cock pulsed strongly and my whole body jerked as I shot my load inside her. I grunted, looking down at my cock inside her as I twitched and she pushed her wet, pulsating pussy onto my shaft. Each pulse of cum was so much longer than what I usually experienced and it felt like I orgasmed for a full minute.



I came so much, that it squirted out of her pussy around my shaft and ran down her thighs. The falling water washed it away, as we shook and shuddered together. I grasped Melody’s fine ass with my spent cock inside her, thrusting feebly and enjoying her pussy for as long as I could until I fell out of her.



“That was great, Blake,” Melody said as stood upright and turned to face me. She had a big smile on her face.



Some sense returned to me and I turned to see Miller still there, except now with no pants on. Stroking his hard cock, he walked towards his wife in the running shower. I gave them as much space as I could and Melody grinned at him, throwing her arms around his neck. I sidestepped out of the showers while they kissed. I grabbed my clothes and dressed quickly.



I backed out of the locker room, pulling my shirt back on while gripping a handful of towels. I doubled back, pulling out my keys and considerately locking the locker room door as the coach began to enjoy his wife.



My legs shivered slightly from the sudden overuse as I returned to the sidelines to watch the game. I could not even tell you what the score was in the end. I blankly watched the players compete back and forth but was lost in thought as I considered what had just happened.



I couldn’t decide if I was still going to be murdered by Coach Miller or not. He sure wasn’t mad at the time, but it just seemed so unbelievable that he would be okay with me fucking his wife. Maybe he was still going to kill me. I thought about how I should probably get my affairs in order, maybe find someone to take care of my cat.



The crowd cheered for the players, completely unaware of the scandalous events that had unfolded beneath them.



After a little while, my hackles began to raise defensively when I realized that Coach Miller was returning to the field. I saw a player on the bench turn and nod to acknowledge him, and I just knew it was him before I even saw him.



He strode up beside me and quite simply said, “Thanks for doing that. I appreciate it and so does Melody.”



He did not look at me, keeping his gaze on the field as I turned and gawked at him. Once I regained a little composure, I blinked back some tears of relief at my life being spared by this person I’ve always known as a large, scary and demanding man.



I nodded dumbly, not knowing what to say. “No problem,” I managed and turned to face the game.



Coach Miller scratched the back of his head and watched the game. I turned to face the crowd and I saw Melody there. She was back in her seat, smiling and watching us instead of the game. She tousled her damp hair and waved at me.



I waved back. At the time I was unable to understand why the coach was acting this way, so I just tried my best to be cool and look like I was concentrating on the game.



Miller was a always rough guy but he was never quite so rude to me again after that day. Over time, he even got the players to treat me better. I certainly felt more like I was part of the team from that point on.



In the end, I guess I certainly showed the coach how well I could perform, like I wanted. I mean, this performance had nothing to do with the game of football… but I had certainly been drafted onto Team Melody. I’ll always give everything I’ve got for the team!










The Boss's Wife





I just got a new job as a plumber’s apprentice. I couldn’t believe my luck, Connor Plumbing hired me the year after I finished high school. They weren’t a large company, so I felt extra fortunate that they accepted my application. Getting such a sweet job so young, I felt like I was set for life.



Friends told me I would get bored, but I enjoyed the job. Encountering different situations every day and using your brain to solve problems makes work not seem nearly quite so bad. I did have a job once before where I did the same thing every day and it seriously made me want to jump in front of a train. People aren’t meant for that.



So I went to work one morning and I was waiting in the office. I had my feet up on a desk and I was getting a little bit more rest before the day started. Soon, I would get orders from the boss and I would get moving. Connor Plumbing was a smaller operation and Mr. Connor thankfully liked to keep things a bit casual, so I knew he wouldn’t mind me relaxing a bit before the real work started. I called him Ted.



It seemed like I was waiting a bit longer than usual that day. I was half awake, staring at the ceiling when I heard someone enter the office. I lurched forward in my chair and I met eyes with the most beautiful woman I had ever seen.



Dede Connor. The boss’s wife.



“Hi,” I said, waving and nodding my head a little.



She did not slow her pace at all, but she glanced over at me and allowed me a smile.



“Good morning, Ethan. How are you today?” she asked pleasantly.



Her voice was smooth and sexy, like honey. She was confident and it seemed like she could get anything she wanted. She wore a close fitting shin-length black skirt with a slit up the side to the knee, which revealed a portion of her smooth legs. Her top was an open buttoned shirt with what appeared to be a tube top underneath, which stretched to contain her large bosom.



She had long and straight fiery red hair and I caught a whiff of something sweet in the air as she walked past me, maybe vanilla. Dede entered Ted’s office without knocking.



I chanced a look back at her after she passed by me and she had an incredible behind. I have to admit that I have jerked off before while thinking about this woman.



Dede stood in Ted’s office with one hand on her hip. After they talked for a bit, Dede turned and marched back out. She paused at the front door, glancing back at me with a sizzling look over her shoulder that I would remember in my dreams.



She winked at me. Her eyes were green.



Dede smiled and said, “See you soon, Ethan.”



I wasn’t able to reply in time, because she had already left before I was able to think again.



Ted came out of his office, tousling his hair. He seemed a little nervous.



“Okay,” he said, sounding out of breath already. He looked at a few sheets of paper as he shuffled through them. “Listen, there isn’t too much on the schedule for today. I’m going to head over to town and finish up the desalination plant job, but you can go to my house and take care of a drain there for my wife.”



I resisted standing for the moment, since Ted’s wife just excited me with a single look.



“Yup, no problem Ted,” I said. “I’ll make you proud.”



Ted nodded, grabbing keys from a hook mounted on the wall. He tossed me one of the sets.



He took a deep breath and used it to say, “I know you will.”



After Ted locked up the building, he climbed into his van. Laughing, we swapped keys through his window when we realized we both had the wrong ones. Ted waved as he turned out of the driveway.



I had a weird feeling about today, but it was such a vague feeling that I had no other option than to carry on. Jumping into the other blue van and starting the engine, I took a moment to select my driving music.



I drove for about twenty minutes before I pulled up to Ted’s impressive home. If a plumber can afford a place like this, then I am in the right profession. I mean, the guy has his own gardener.



I knocked on the door and waited until Dede answered the door wearing a fluffy bathrobe.
 Wait, wasn’t she dressed already?,
 I thought.



She smiled in greeting and waved me inside.



“Come upstairs, the drain is in the en suite bathroom,” I followed Dede up the stairs and watched her shapely ass bounce in front me. I felt something stirring in my pants while I followed her.



To be honest, I wasn’t sure what
 en suite
 meant, but my head was swimming with the idea of being alone with Dede.



Blushing, I shook my head to clear it, reminding myself that this is Ted’s wife. I’m just a loser apprentice.



Dede led me into the bedroom and stopped at the bathroom door, gesturing inside.



I walked in and placed my toolbox on the floor to one side. I leaned over the sink, inspecting it. There was no water there, so I ran the tap down the drain and watched it for a moment. It flowed smoothly and didn’t appear to be blocked at all.



Confused, I turned and walked back to the bedroom.



“The drain doesn’t look clogged at all,” I said and gestured in a confused manner. “Am I missing something here?”



I stopped short. Dede’s robe was on the floor, around her ankles.



She stood in front of me, wearing a flowing light pink negligee. It was open at the front, quite clearly displaying her plump breasts in a push up bra. My eyes took in all of her, traveling down her flat stomach and lacy panties, all the way down her smooth, silky legs.



My dick hardened immediately and I was speechless. Dede smoothly stepped towards me, allowing the negligee to slide down her arms and fall to the floor. She pressed her body against me wearing only a bra and panties. It felt so good to be so close to her, smelling her fragrance and feeling her put her hands on my chest.



I began to panic. “I uh, don’t know what to-” I babbled.



“It’s okay,” Dede whispered to me and kissed me softly on the lips.



Oh my god.
 My cock strained hard against my jeans and it began to hurt from being restrained in this way. Her warm kiss tasted like strawberries.



“Ted knows and he’s okay with this,” she explained.



“How is he okay with this?” I asked, still very confused. Dede is very sexy, but I didn’t want to endanger my job for something like this.



“It’s okay,” Dede reassured me and she kissed me again, pulling my shirt up. “Don’t think about it too much.”



As Dede pulled my shirt off, she kissed my neck and chest while running her hands over my body. It felt electric and I was getting lost in her very quickly.



When she unbuckled my belt, I felt the panic return again. It was confession time.



“Okay wait,” I said. “I’ve… never had sex before.”



I suddenly felt really stupid.



Fuck. Maybe I shouldn’t have said that.



Dede paused her caresses, pulling back a little.



“Really?” she said. “I find that hard to believe!”



“Ah… yeah, I don’t know. It’s true,” I stammered.



“How lucky am I then?” Dede said with a toss of her head, sending her hair flicking over her shoulder. “You just relax and let me take care of everything.”



Dede stepped back, disabling me with the most beautiful smile I had ever seen. She unbuttoned my pants, pulling them down. She even instructed me to take my socks off too, which I did. I stood there in front of my boss’s wife, completely naked with my hard cock standing up for her.



I felt very exposed, but it was forgotten when Dede reached behind her back, releasing her bra clasps. There were no straps on the bra, so it fell to the floor. Her breasts were completely bared to me and my cock twitched. My hand instinctively went to my shaft and held it.



They were beautiful, way better than anything I had ever seen in porn. Dede was at least twenty years older than me but they were plump and round, bigger than anything the girls at the food court have.



I started to masturbate looking at her gorgeous breasts, but Dede took my hand away.



Dede kissed me briefly and said, “Stop, let me.”



She took both of my hands, placing one on each of her breasts. I blushed, feeling these magnificent things in my hands gave me an incredible rush. I only ever fantasized about them before, I never imagined that I would ever get to touch them for real.



Dede’s hand wrapped around my cock and she kissed me again. Her soft hand slowly slid up and down my shaft. It was intense and it felt a hundred times better than masturbating. I moaned and Dede broke off the kiss to look down at my cock.



I stared at her sexy body and her breasts jiggled as she jerked me off.



“You have a nice cock,” Dede said.



She bent over, lowering herself to her knees. I stared down at her dumbly. This insanely beautiful woman sat on her knees wearing nothing but her panties. My cock twitched when her green eyes looked up at me with my cock in her hand. Her shapely figure was enhanced when she sat on her thighs like this and her breasts looked incredible from this angle. It’s hard to describe her beauty in a way that does her any justice.



Her skin was hairless and smooth, almost glowing somehow. I almost couldn’t believe that this perfect angel wanted me, if she wasn’t already hungrily looking at my hard cock in her hand, pumping my shaft and making my body twitch as she ran her fingers over the tip. I wanted to grab her body and squeeze her curves, but she was down on the floor so all I could do was gawk at her and touch her silky hair.



Dede leaned forward and kissed my shaft. She kissed it repeatedly, slowly working her way up my dick. I just groaned as she pleasured me, watching her with my mouth open like an idiot as this goddess worshiped my cock.



When she reached the tip, she used her tongue to gently massage the back of it and my body twitched involuntarily.



Her wet, warm tongue made stars appear behind my eyes with this new sensation. Then she started to slowly move her hand up and down my shaft while she licked me. My body kept spasming a little as her tongue ran across the the tip of my dick and the feeling of it was so amazing.



She stared up at me, watching me as I stared back at her, twitching. She skillfully manipulated me with just the end of her tongue.



Clear liquid leaked out the tip of my cock and ran down my shaft, over Dede’s hand. I was completely under her control. Then, Dede put my cock inside her hot mouth.



“Oh…” I said, surprised by it and nearly doubling over. I placed both of my hands on the sides of her head. This was the most intense sensation yet and it didn’t seem like she was going to take it easy on me any longer.



Her lips wrapped around my shaft, they wetly slid down and back up my length. She let the tip of my cock pop out of her mouth and my cock bounced in front of her face.



“Oh fuck,” I said, completely unable to say anything of substance. I let go of her head, giving her full control over me.



Dede giggled, obviously enjoying the way I reacted to her mouth on me.



“Do you like that?” she teased.



“Oh yes,” I breathed.



She smiled, kissing my shaft and flicking her red hair over her shoulder with a toss of her head. She placed the tip of my cock on her tongue, rubbing it there for a moment before sliding her lips down my shaft. She paused before sliding her lips back up my cock again.



Holy shit.
 “Oh fuck yes,” I gasped. “Again.”



Dede gave me a cute little half-smile. Then she started to suck my cock in earnest. She moved her hand up and down my shaft in time with her head movements and it was the most incredible feeling I have ever experienced. Her mouth felt so hot and wet. I placed my hands on her head and began to thrust.



She stopped bobbing her head, leaning back on her haunches and allowing me to take over the movement, but she didn’t let go of my shaft. I guessed she was stopping me from pushing into her mouth too deeply.



I closed my eyes, groaning as I thrust into her wet mouth. I felt a pressure building up inside of me as I sped up my pace.



“Oh shit,” I moaned as my whole body tensed up.



Dede pulled back, pushing my body so I was no longer in her mouth. She opened her mouth wide with her tongue out, her beautiful face staring up at me with emerald eyes. Moving quickly, she massaged my shaft and rubbed her tongue across the tip of my cock.



I stared down at the most gorgeous woman I had ever seen as my body spasmed hard, a jet of cum spraying directly into Dede’s open mouth. It drew a white line up the middle of her tongue with five or six long, hard pulses and the liquid flowed off her tongue, dripping onto her body.



Dede sucked on the end of my cock as she massaged my shaft, pulling every drop out of me.



I breathed heavily, “Oh my god, that felt so good.”



I didn’t know I could cum that much.



Dede swallowed it, smiling up at me and she continued to massage my shaft.



“That’s a good boy,” she giggled and kissed my dick again.



She played with my balls, jiggling them in her fingers while she continued to massage me. I closed my eyes, enjoying everything.



Soon, I realized what was happening and I looked down at her again, when I realized she was making me hard again. I was unaware of how long it took, but it wasn’t very long. She worked slowly and steadily, bringing me back to hardness with patience and loving care.



Dede looked up at me when my cock was fully hard again in her hands. She gazed up at me dreamily.



She stood, taking my hand and leading me to the bed. I followed her, my hard cock swaying as I walked. She lay down, removing her panties and beckoned me to join her.



Dede was so beautiful laying there, red hair falling around her on the pillow, her round breasts and curvy hips on display.



I crossed the bed on my knees towards her. Dede spread her legs, allowing me close to her. The smell of her pussy drew me in. Dede gathered her hair up as I put my hands on either side of her head over her shoulders.



Dede looked into my eyes as I put my cock close to her pussy, feeling her heat and wetness on me.



I trembled with anticipation, pushing my dick into her wet pussy. Dede moaned, putting her hand on the back of my neck and welcoming my cock inside her.



My face immediately felt hot, being inside Dede was insane. She was so wet and warm. She twisted and I moved my body to pull out of her again.



As I thrust into Dede again, we both moaned. I started pushing into her faster, overwhelmed by her body.



She raised her legs up and I leaned back from the bed, using her knees to support myself instead. I could easily see her plump breasts bouncing as I fucked her.



I watched her face as she reacted to my cock pounding into her. Her head leaned back into the pillow and her mouth was open as she moaned. Her eyes were closed and she gripped my thighs, rocking her body and pulling me into her in time with my thrusts.



“Honey,” Dede said suddenly as I pounded into her. “Now do me from behind.”



“Okay,” I replied, eagerly thrusting for a moment longer before stopping.



I walked backward on my knees, allowing Dede to move. She tucked her knees in, then crawled towards me on her hands and knees. She put my dick in her mouth and bobbed her head on it for a moment.



I loved it.



“Oh fuck,” I moaned.



Dede giggled, slapping her ass cheek.



“Come on, fuck me, Ethan.”



I was all hers to command. I shuffled across the bed to get behind her. Her ass was amazing. Wetness ran down her thighs.



I slapped her ass, just like she did. Dede squealed happily.



“That’s what I’m talking about,” she said. “Please, fuck me. Come on, baby. Use my pussy the way you want it.”



I lined myself up with her wet hole, pressing the head of my dick into her. I watched it as it slid inside. She felt so good, her pussy lips fitting around my shaft tightly. I was entirely consumed by her and all I could think of was fucking her.



I thrust into her greedily, her wet pussy filling me with ecstasy. I stroked the smooth skin of her ass, staring down in amazement at my cock sliding into this gorgeous older woman.



“Fuck me harder, Ethan!” Dede moaned.



I grabbed her sexy hips and pulled her towards myself as I pushed into her harder. Our bodies made a wet slapping noise and her ass cheeks jiggled as I slammed into her. I was a little concerned that I might hurt her.



“Oh, don’t stop,” Dede gasped.



So I pounded into her, hard. My cock was soaked in her juices, smoothly sliding in and out of her. Dede supported herself on her elbows with her head down, making moaning noises. The room echoed with clapping and I felt harder than ever.



Dede suddenly raised her head and said, “Oh, hi honey. Come on in!”



It was Ted Connor, standing in the doorway and watching us.



Shocked, I pulled out of Dede and fell backwards.



“Ted! I’m sorry, I…” I began.



Ted raised a hand to stop me and Dede turned around on her hands and knees, crawling towards me.



“It’s quite all right, Ethan. We’re all adults here,” said Ted. Dede’s mouth settled over my cock and she gently ran her lips over the head. It felt so good, but I was conflicted by her husband’s sudden appearance. Ted strode across the room and sat down in a comfortable looking armchair. “You seem to be doing a great job. So I hope you don’t mind, but I’d like to watch.”



Despite my inner conflict, my dick hardened again as Dede ran her mouth over me. Saliva ran down my shaft and around my balls.



She sat back on her knees, holding my cock with both hands and massaging me. Her breasts pressed together, looked more impressive than ever this way and they jiggled with her movements. The curves of her body, the way she smelled and the way she skillfully handled my dick was so irresistible that I just couldn’t care if Ted was watching.



Dede looked over at Ted as she jerked me off. She then stood on the bed, turned around and lowered herself onto my hard shaft. I moaned, placing my hands on her waist as she sat on me, facing Ted. My cock buried deep inside her, she worked her hips back and forth. All I could see was her fine ass, shapely back and red hair flowing down.



Her wetness soaked my groin. Dede raised herself up on her knees, sliding her pussy up my shaft. She was putting on a show for Ted, who leaned forward in his chair and stared intently. Dede she slowly lowered herself, moaning and squeezing her breasts. She slid up and down my cock this way, over and over. I couldn’t do anything, she was completely in control.



Dede bounced on my cock, moaning and pushing me into the bed springs. She slammed herself down onto me harder and faster, becoming more and more wild. She squeezed her nipples as she cried out and I felt her pussy throbbing on my shaft. I was mesmerized watching her ass slam down on me.



Then her body spasmed and she cried out, “Oh yes!”



Her legs and body shook, while her pussy clamped onto me hard. She squeezed me between her thighs, doubling over and supporting herself on my legs as she twitched. She moaned as her convulsions slowly died down.



Completely enraptured by her orgasm, I was rock hard inside her. Ted was hard too, his pants tenting as he stared at us.



Dede stood up again and my cock slid out of her, slapping onto my stomach. I got up as well and Dede lay down on her back with her legs spread. I positioned myself between her legs and admired her body. She tilted her head back, looking up at her husband. She smiled and blew him a kiss.



While Ted silently watched, I put my cock between his wife’s legs. I pushed it into her and I slid all the way in. She felt amazing on my cock, so wet and soft.



I pulled out as far as I could, then slid back in. This was the most amazing sensation I had ever felt. I did it again, moaning as Dede looked up and jiggled her breasts for her husband. I steadily fucked her, enjoying every feeling of it.



I stroked her smooth body as I thrust into her, her skin wet and slippery. I gave her a hard thrust and she moaned, turning her attention to me. She put her hands on my body and looked into my eyes as I thrust into her again with force.



Dede gave me an open-mouthed smile and gasped. This was exciting for me and I took it as encouragement, so I pulled her legs up and pushed her knees up so she was almost folded in half. I thrust into her hard and she cried out with pleasure.



I was able to push into her deep this way. Her face flushed pink and I pounded into her, slapping our bodies together.



“Yes, Ethan!” she cried. “Fuck me hard!”



I pushed her down tightly, slamming my cock into her pussy. I groaned, pounding into her and feeling a familiar pressure building up inside me. I fucked her vigorously, her wetness covering both of us.



Ted breathed heavily, reaching into his pants and touching himself.



I slid in and out of Dede, my muscles straining as I fucked her as hard as I could. There was nothing else in the world as I felt her pussy convulsing around my shaft. Her cries were music to my ears as I felt myself pulsating inside her.



Her mouth and eyes wide open, staring up at me while I pleasured myself inside her, Dede’s face was red as her body shook with another orgasm. I held her down, pounding into her and enjoying her the way her pussy convulsed around my cock. Her breasts looked extra plump as I pushed her into the mattress.



My dick felt harder than ever as my body began to twitch. I pounded into her hard and fast.



Our bodies clapping together and Dede cried out, straining and shaking.



My face felt hot and my entire body spasmed hard as I shot my load deep inside Dede’s pussy. Dede’s body twitched under my hands as my orgasm pulsed and I filled Ted’s wife with my cum. My shaft pulsated with long and hard spasms, my body twitching as I slammed into her with decreasing power and control.



I released Dede and she slowly lowered her legs. We both breathed heavily and I lowered myself forward onto her, laying my head between her massive breasts.



I felt a wetness and looking down, I saw my cum leaking out of her onto the bed. Dede stroked my hair while making satisfied noises. She had a dreamy look on her face as she looked at the ceiling.



“I hate to break this up,” Ted said as he stood. He was already dropping his pants. “Feel free to stay if you want, but I think I would like a turn.”



And you want to know the weird part? I did stay and I watched Ted have sex with his wife. Before that day, if you had asked me if I would ever do such a thing, I would have said no way.



Dede would look over at me, smiling and winking at me as Ted pounded into her. She was so beautiful and she enjoyed having an audience. It didn’t really take long for Ted to finish, but Dede kissed him tenderly as he fucked her with excitement. It really seemed like they loved each other.



We dressed and went downstairs, where Dede made us sandwiches and we ate lunch together. It was a bit surreal, doing something so nonchalant after such an unexpected morning together.



“Thanks for doing that, Ethan. We appreciate it,” Ted said over his meal. “I know this whole thing is a bit weird, but I can’t get it up like I used to.”



I nodded and Dede smiled at me across the kitchen table. She was wearing her negligee again.



“No problem, it was awesome,” I said with a grin.



“Yes, it was,” Dede said as she stood up and took away our empty dishes.



“Seeing you do such a good job with Dede really got me going there, though.” Ted cleared his throat. “So, I hope maybe you’ll come back and play with my wife again sometime.”



Dede returned to the table and put her hand on my shoulder. I looked up at her and she smiled. God, she’s beautiful.



“Absolutely,” I said.



Then Dede leaned down and kissed me.



“Anytime,” she whispered and she reached out, grabbing my crotch.



She continued to kiss me, massaging my cock as it grew again in my pants. Dede smiled, undoing my pants and zipper. She reached in and pulled my hardening cock through the gap in the front of my boxers.



Dede went down to her knees and proceeded to give me the best blowjob ever. She lovingly ran her tongue up and down my length, coaxing me to full hardness as Ted chuckled and left the table.



I stroked her smooth hair as her head bobbed on my cock. Sliding her lips down to the base of my shaft, my head lolled back as I was completely under her spell again. She throated my cock for a moment, then turned her attention to the head of my dick with her tongue and lips.



She massaged my shaft as she bobbed her head on the tip of my cock, quickly bringing another orgasm out of me. I jerked forward, putting my hands on her head and groaning as I came in her mouth again.



Dede pulled me out of her mouth and swallowed, wiping her mouth with her hand. She smiled up at me as I stared down at this gorgeous woman in amazement.



“Any time at all,” she said, stroking my shaft as she tenderly kissed it.





* * *
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Young stud Trevor is a handy man to have around. He is always willing to put in hard work and lend his smoking hot neighbors a helping hand. When a gorgeous older woman has a task for him, Trevor is ready to give his all, whether she needs caulking or for him to work a double shift laying pipe!












Axel Rivers





I write about hot, experienced older women teaching younger men how a lady should be treated. If you like that idea as much I do, check out more books on my website!
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