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He stood back and admired my exposed ass that swallowed up my panties.  It was one of my prize assets, but I had no idea Nathan liked it too.  It was naughty to imagine the countless times he’d looked at it and thought things that he shouldn’t.

“Better?” I asked.

“Almost,” Nathan answered, and then he started to unfasten his pants.

I wanted to turn over and take a good look, but I didn’t want Nathan to lose sight of my ass that he’d fought so hard to release.

He pulled his pants open and then, without ceremony, he took his hard cock out over the top of his boxer shorts and started to stroke it.  I gasped in disbelief, both at how forward Nathan had become, and how beautiful his bare cock looked.

It was like an artist had drawn it.  It looked unused and strangely menacing, as though it had a quiet power to it that Nathan could unleash at any moment.  The veins throbbed, hinting at the potential that Nathan could release.

“Look at that,” I hushed.

My fingers slipped down beneath me, and Nathan saw them arrive on the crotch of my panties.  I pushed my ass out towards him and rubbed, feeling the wetness against my fingers.

“Play for me,” I insisted.

Nathan started to jerk his cock slowly as he watched me, and I started to play with my pussy as I watched him.  My fingers pressed so hard into my crotch that my panties started to slip into my folds.  My puffy, sensitive flesh could be seen around the outside of them.  It wasn’t lost on Nathan.

“Oh, Mrs. Moore,” he groaned, throwing back his head and jerking himself harder.

“Let me show you,” I said to him.

He looked down and watched as I moved the crotch of my panties over.  His face gave the reveal away.  He furrowed his brow and nodded in approval before jerking himself faster.

“Don’t tire yourself out, stud,” I said to him.  “Come use me.”

I used two fingers to part my pussy lips.  Nathan got the idea.  He stepped forwards and started to marry the swollen head of his beautiful cock up to my slit.

“Put it inside me,” I urged.  “Please!”

Nathan pressed against me, and I felt my folds roll over him and my muscle open.  I swallowed over the tip of him and then felt his thickness cruise inside me and give me that fullness that I’d been missing.

Nathan pressed deep and put his hands on my ass for leverage.  He moved all the way inside me until I could feel his suit-pants on my bare ass-cheeks.

“That’s it,” I whispered.  “Now we’re testing the bed.”
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You know what it’s like in the new year; you’ll do anything to start it off right.  I’d decided over Christmas that I was going to turn a corner this January by hitting the gym more often and getting in shape.  I’d been single for far too long.

I worked a good job and prided myself on my professionalism.  It had cost me my relationship, after all, so I might as well make it worthwhile now.  Working as a partner in a law-firm requires the utmost attention to detail and, being single, I was able to dedicate myself to it completely.

But now I wanted to readdress the balance of my life.  All work and no play makes Diane a dull woman, and nobody wants to be dull.

I should have taken Harvey’s advice a long time ago and loosened up a little.  He was my lodger.  I kind of got him in just to make life more interesting, and it certainly worked.  He took life at an easy pace, but he still put in the work.  You could find him in the local gym at half five in the morning, setting himself up for the day.

As a gift to myself at Christmas I’d bought a selection of workout milkshakes.  You know the sort: protein and low calories and promises.  I figured if I bought them, it might actually make me go to the gym.

When work started again, I almost completely forgot about the new regime I had in mind for myself, until I came back home from the office and spied the special milkshakes on the kitchen counter.  Harvey must have moved them, but I’ve no idea why.

Either way, there they sat, mocking me.  I looked down at my crisp, new suit and how it didn’t quite hug my figure the way I remembered it used to.

“Fuck it,” I said to myself, and I pulled a milkshake from the box and opened it.

I could tell it was banana from the smell as I brought it up to my lips.  It tasted sweet and creamy.  It was kind of thick and moreish, and it felt great flowing down my throat.

“Huh,” I chirped, surprised.  I took another look at the bottle.  Find the new you, the slogan read.

I don’t know what they put in these things, but I found myself downing the entire drink in record-time.  With the milk inside me I had to promise myself that the hard work began tomorrow.

The next morning Harvey was surprised to see me downstairs at five in the morning, wearing my ill-fitting work-out gear.

“Diane?” he asked.  “This is early.”

“I’m joining you,” I told him.  “If that’s okay?”

“Sure,” Harvey beamed.  “The gym is so empty in the morning, I guess it’ll just be the two of us.”

“Kinda relieved,” I laughed.  “I don’t want anyone watching.”

“I’ll leave you to it, don’t worry.  You won’t even notice I’m there.”

I gave his hair a little play with my fingers and then ate a quick breakfast.  We took separate cars, but I met Harvey in the gym after I signed up.

He started on the bike to get warmed up and I found myself gravitating towards the treadmill.  Running had been something I was good at long ago.

So anyways, I got to work.  At first, I was all stiff but soon I was loose and it felt good to open the lungs.  I started to feel better almost instantly after the workout.  I noted I had this warm glow after my shower.  My skin and hair just looked healthier.  It was the perfect feedback to get me interested.

“Same time tomorrow?” Harvey asked in the carpark afterwards.

“You’re on,” I told him.

That day at work I got a bunch of compliments and afterwards, just like before, I drank my milkshake.  I know, I know, you’re supposed to have it after a work-out, but I didn’t want to mess with a winning formula.  I ordered another box and then the next day I met Harvey downstairs, just like before.

“Nice work, Diane!” he cried happily as I downed the stairs, then I noticed his eyes flash to my chest and a look of embarrassment cross his face.

I looked down.  “Hmm.  They’re totally bigger.”

“Good sleep?” Harvey asked, changing the subject.

“Great!  I’m already liking this new routine.”

“It’s not a routine yet,” he warned.  “Don’t get too comfortable.”

“How could anyone get comfortable in this?” I asked, looking down to my breasts that were spilling over the top of my outfit.

“Maybe time for an upgrade?” Harvey suggested.

The workout felt incredible, and I kept it up.  I started to get more and more attention from people at work, and strangers on the street.  My hair’s natural blonde tones had started to shine through, and my tan had intensified.

Not only that, but the swelling in my tits didn’t seem to go down.  They became fuller than ever.  On top of that I’d started doing squats and my ass just looked fine.

After the first three weeks I invested in a new wardrobe of workout clothes, all pink and bright.  Harvey was the first guy to see me in them and his eyes damn-near popped out of his skull.

“Wow!” he said, staring.  This time he didn’t look away.  “You look incredible.”

“I, like, feel it too.  And you don’t look bad yourself, stud,” I giggled.

I saw Harvey light up as I complimented him.  It was such an easy thing to do, but it looked like it had a huge impact on him.  I started to be more positive and bubblier at work, and people really took notice.  It was like the workout had started to change the way I was thinking as well as my body.

In the gym that first day after I’d bought my new clothes, I noticed that Harvey couldn’t keep his eyes off me.  Whenever I found a mirror I found Harvey, stealing a look and thinking that I couldn’t see him.  I guess all you need is something that hugs your figure for guys to take notice, so long as that figure is something worth hugging.

I was brimming with sexuality, and I wanted to put it to the test.  I was so confident that I realized guys my own age wouldn’t be a challenge.  It’d be easy enough to attract those.  The real test would be the guys half my age.  If I could get someone in their twenties to want me, then it’d be proof of everything.

At first I hadn’t meant to seduce my lodger, I promise.  It just kind of worked out that way.  He’d been with me through the whole process, and he’d clearly taken a keen interest.  I felt safe having him look at me, you know?  It was like a non-threatening adoration, but I realized too that if I could get Harvey to commit to something more, then there was no greater proof of how good I looked.  If my nineteen-year-old lodger could fall victim to my new bimbo-body, then anyone could.

That was the first time that I’d started to see myself as a bimbo, but the second I thought about the word I realized it made sense.  I was blonder, more tanned, had a penchant for pink and I was using my sexuality in ways I’d never known.  On top of that I’d started to lose my inhibitions a little and even talk with a chirper twang.  It really got the best out of people—even my high-profile clients.  I think they enjoyed the contrast of a competent woman who looked like something out of a Katy Perry video.

So, my routine continued until one morning, after a workout, the hottest and strangest thing happened.

Like I said, Harvey couldn’t get enough.  I’d caught him staring several times, but it didn’t seem to stop him.  My outfits got more revealing, and Harvey’s interests increased.  I just never anticipated them increasing as far as they did.

After one workout I retired to the shower like normal, lathering up my body and enjoying the sensation of my hands slipping over my soft skin and full breasts.

The gym showers were like cubicles, but I’d never known anyone be in there that early.  I continued to sing as I sensed someone outside.

They came into the cubicle beside me, and from the look of their sneakers that I could see beneath the bottom of the stall, it wasn’t a woman.  I soon realized they were the same gym-sneakers that Harvey wore.  I smirked and ignored him, continuing to bathe and sing as I did so.

In my periphery I could see his head above the top of the cubicle, staring down on my naked body.  I wasn’t in the least bit frightened.  I felt empowered.  Harvey was spying on me, which was something he’d never do normally.

He thought himself so sneaky.  I tried to hide my grin as I rubbed myself in front of him, exuding a womanliness that I hadn’t known before those magical milkshakes.

“Relax, Diane,” I told myself, pretending.  “You can play later.”

I had no idea what effect this was having on Harvey, but I could have sworn I heard him grunt.  His head looked like it was shaking as he peered over.

I let the soapy suds run down through my breasts and I followed them with my hand, arriving at my shaven box.  I teased down between my legs and nudged my clit beneath its hood.  I sensed the wave of excitement ripple through me.

My nipples were alive to it.  They perked up instantly and I moved a hand back up to pinch at them.  The whole while I let the water run over me and I kept my eyes mostly closed, peeking every now and then to make sure Harvey was still enjoying me.

“I’d kill for a big, hard cock,” I hushed, pushing my fingers inside myself.

My body folded over, and I sunk my fingers deep, massaging the inside of my pussy and then using my other hand to continue to tease my clit.

“Any cock would do right now,” I squeaked gleefully.  “Jeez, any!  I’d, like, even take Harvey’s dick right now if I could.”

It was hardly a hint, but guys aren’t attuned enough to take the hint.  You’ve got to hit them in the face with subtlety.

“I want to come!” I cried.  “I want to come on somebody’s big, juicy cock.  Oh, Harvey!”

I heard him moan over the stall, but I still didn’t look.  I wanted him to burst through the door and fuck me.

“I wish you’d fuck me, Harvey,” I said, keeping up the pressure.  “I wish you’d come fuck me!”

I worked my pussy fiercely as I relished the attention.  Having Harvey masturbate over me like that was the proof I was looking for, and now that I’d got it I felt so turned-on that I didn’t want things to stop there.

I heard Harvey get down from whatever he’d used to peer over the stall.  I toyed with my pussy slower now, listening acutely to the goings on outside and hoping that another gym-goer hadn’t interrupted my fun.

I started to think I’d blown it—or that maybe Harvey had blown against the side of the stall and left after getting what he wanted.

But then the door of my shower burst open, and on the other side of it stood Harvey, naked and with a bursting, powerful erection on show.

“Harvey!” I cried, pretending to be shocked.

I looked down from his face and to the big packet that he proudly displayed.  It bobbed in front of him, demanding to be claimed.  I couldn’t help but give it the attention it deserved.

“If you wanted me, here I am,” Harvey said calmly.

It seems my overt yearning for him had given him a confidence that I didn’t know he had.  Not only was he revealing everything to me, but he had a command about him that I couldn’t deny.

“Get on your knees and suck my cock,” he said plainly, stepping into the cubicle with me.

I rushed to him as he locked the door, dropping to my knees and rubbing my hands down his thighs.  For a minute-or-so I teased myself, rubbing my hands as close to his cock as I could without touching it.  The whole time it bobbed in front of me, close enough to claim.

Harvey couldn’t stand my teasing and eventually took his cock by the hilt and guided it towards my open mouth.

“Oh, Harvey, you look so b—”

He pushed it through my lips as I opened over him, humming appreciatively as his arousal filled my mouth.

Harvey took charge and I let him, leaving my mouth open so he could use it to jerk his cock.  He fucked my face and I found my throat opening over the crown of his cock when it pushed deep inside.

It wasn’t a skill that I thought I possessed, but I quickly discovered that it caused me no discomfort at all.  I listened as Harvey wowed by how much of his cock I could take, then he got brave enough to try the whole thing.

“Deepthroat it,” he said, but it wasn’t something I had active control over.

The more Harvey pushed the wider my throat grew.  My neck turned full and thick with cock.  I breathed around it, sniffing through my nose that pressed against the short pubic hair above Harvey’s strong, thick cock.

He kept himself deep and pushed the back of my head onto him.  I stretched out my tongue and teased them at his ballsack, showing Harvey that I was more than comfortable.

He quickly pulled off me and my throat unsheathed his cock like a circus performer’s sword.  It was covered in sticky, thick spit that stringed away and swirled down the drain with the rushing, hot water.

“Yes!” I gasped, leaning away from him and rubbing my pussy.

Harvey jerked his cock over me, running his eyes around my new curves.  I knelt on the floor for him and writhed beneath the spilling water like a champion slut.  It felt as though I was reclaiming a suppressed womanhood that had been vying to get out all these years.

“That’s it, Diane,” he growled, jerking hard.

I watched his fist run over his stiff cock and I started to slap my fingers into my pussy.  They clapped wetly against my folds, plunging deep as I simulated being fucked.

“Put it back in my mouth!” I cried, and Harvey hurried forwards to give it me.

He pushed into my throat again and I felt my pussy tighten around my fingers.  Harvey fucked my mouth and I fucked myself, feeling impossibly slutty and more turned on than ever.

My pussy turned crazy sensitive.  I pressed my hand over it, keeping my fingers working inside me.  My palm rubbed at my clit and my fingers teased my insides.

Harvey pulled his cock from my throat just in time for my eyes to roll back as climax claimed me.

“I’m coming!” I wailed.  I couldn’t have given a fuck if anyone could hear us now.

“Come for me, Diane, you slut!”

Harvey pumped his cock fast and I wondered if he might erupt all over my moaning face, but thankfully he just watched me writhe in front of him.

My knees slipped over the tiles and my legs opened and closed.  I hugged my tits with one hand and dragged my fingers from my pussy.  I ran them over my clit and gasped out my release, then I thrust my fingers into my mouth and tasted the juices.

“You need this big cock, don’t you?” Harvey said.

I nodded and hummed.  “I need it!”

“Stand up.”

I did as Harvey commanded.

“Turn around.”

I faced away from him and looked over my shoulder, pushing out my ass and watching as Harvey approached it.  It was toned and bouncy and it was all Harvey’s.

He squeezed it with his hand and then placed his cock up under me.  For a moment he fucked through my legs, running his cock along the slick groove of my pussy.  Even that felt incredible.

“Don’t you tease me!” I told him.

“You need to be teased.  You’d love this inside you, wouldn’t you?”

“Uh-huh!”

“Beg for it.”

“Give it me, Harvey!” I whined.  “Give it me!”

“Fucking beg.”

“Give me that big, hard cock, Harvey, please!  Please!  Please!”

I started to bounce back against his cock, running my pussy along him faster and hoping he might accidentally breach me.

But I knew guys.  As much as Harvey wanted me to beg, I knew that if I didn’t, I’d get fucked anyway.  Still, it was fun to play the game.

“Give me that fucking cock, Harvey!  I earned it!  I want it!  Give it me!”

Harvey said nothing as he took control of his cock and pushed it inside me.  My pussy opened over him, and he flooded inside me, making my fingers seem tiny in comparison.

“Fuck!” I cried, slapping the wall.

His cock moved deep, going so far inside me that I could feel it at the pit of my stomach.  In that moment I thought of how far I’d come.  Months ago, I was a sex-starved, buttoned-down partner in a law-firm, and now I was a blonde slut exuding a level of sexuality that was so great that it had snared her own younger lodger.  I couldn’t believe the contrast, but I felt there was more sluttiness to come.

“Oh my god, I want you cum!” I told him plainly.  “Please!”

“You’re gonna get it,” Harvey said, and he was so sure of himself that it made my pussy flutter all over again.

I started to rock back against his thrusts, absorbing them with my toned ass that rippled upwards every time he crashed his cock deep.

I felt his hands squeeze at my ass and he upped his pace, moving his stiffness through me so quickly that there was now an unmistakable clapping of flesh spilling out into the changing rooms.

“Oh, Diane!” he grunted, his teeth clenched.

“I know you want to give it to me.  You know I want it, don’t you?”

He grunted in the affirmative.

“So, fill me up with your fucking cum,” I whined.  “Fill me up!”

I squeezed at my tits and rubbed my clit again, bending forwards until gravity started to claim my breasts.

Harvey cupped them in his hands, squeezing the nipple and brushing softly around it as he fucked me.

“Give me that cum!” I begged.  “Give me that fucking cum!”

Harvey was swelling within me and losing his rhythm.  His moans were changing.  He was getting there alright.

“That’s it!  Don’t stop!  Don’t stop!  Don’t you dare!  Don’t you dare!  Come!  Come!  Come inside me!  Come inside me, Harvey!”

Harvey moaned at every sharp sentence.  They increased in intensity until he’d joined me right at the precipice of climax.

“Come with me!” I gasped.  “Come with me!”

My pussy pinched him and my thighs shook.  Harvey rained a slap down on my ass and then pushed all the way deep.  His cock bloomed and I felt the throb as his heat arrived inside me.

“Yes!” I cried.  “Yes!”

My pussy contracted around him, massaging the thick spunk from his balls.  It shot into me with tremendous power and volume, and the texture of his cock inside me changed to something more slippery as our fluids mixed in a sinful cocktail.

I connected to him in a way I’d never thought possible, but I found a deep connection within myself too.  I had accessed an area of myself that was long dormant, but now it was being revealed with a vengeance.

I was so turned on that Harvey’s cum didn’t fully sate me.  When he’d finished, I felt the intensity leave him, but I was still brimming.

I pulled forwards and turned quickly, racing my mouth over that spent cock of his before the water had chance to wash the cum away.

I rolled my tongue around him and sucked up all his juices, fingering my sticky twot as I did so.  I sent my fingers deep, scooping out his cum.  I made a show of pulling my mouth off him and then feeding the cum to my lips.  Harvey stared in disbelief, watching the slutty show that I continued to put on for him.

I sat on the floor with the shower sprinkling on my shins, then I opened my legs and started to finger-fuck my pussy for Harvey as he watched.  I fished out his cum and brought it to my mouth, opening wide and letting it string its way inside messily.

“That’s perfect,” Harvey said, mesmerized.

“I’m your slut aren’t I, honey?”

“You are, Diane.”

“We can do this every morning,” I told him.  “And if you play your cards right ...”

Harvey’s eyebrows damn-near left his face as I claimed another fingerful of cum and then moved it down to my asshole.  I pushed inside and opened my mouth wide as Harvey marveled at the act.

“In your ass?” he asked.

I nodded and sunk two fingers inside, feeling the tightness of my muscle clamp around them.

“You see that?” I asked, looking to his face.

Harvey looked nowhere else.  “I see it.”

“That could be you,” I told him, and I noted that his cock was not yet soft.

Harvey looked back over his shoulder quickly and then at me again.  He grabbed his cock and jerked it stiff.

“Can it be now?”

“You naughty boy!”

“Give it me now.”

I bit my lip and got excitedly to my feet.  I turned away from Harvey again and bent forwards.  I felt his finger at my ass, but he was far too coy.

“Let me show you,” I told him, and I stuck two fingers into my ass and pushed them deep.  “Yes!  Oh, yes!”

Harvey pulled at my wrist and I vacated for him.  He rushed forwards to the closing aperture and managed to wedge the tip of his cock inside.

“That’s it,” I encouraged.  “There!”

Harvey pressed deep, using the cum from before as a lube for entry.  My knot sprang open over him, and his cock stuttered inside, feeling big and imposing.

“You’re in my ass!” I gasped.  “Harvey!  It’s in my ass!”

“It feels so fucking good, Diane.”

“It’s naughty is what it is, Harvey.  You’re fucking me!  You’re fucking my ass!  No-one’s ever done that to me before!”

I wanted Harvey to feel special and the strength of his arousal told me that he did.  His thickness pushed through my asshole over and over.  He didn’t stop to allow me to adjust to him.

He fucked my ass hard, leaving me a wailing mess in front of him.  I closed my eyes and winced away the pain, recapturing that slutty energy that had started all of this.  Gradually I got looser.

“Oh, Harvey!” I whined.  “Yes!”

He plowed into my ass, and I started to wonder how it might all end.  I hadn’t had a younger guy in the longest of times and I guess I just kind of forgot how virile they all were.  I had ideas that he might get bored, and then the ass-fucking would be over, but Harvey was intent on finishing in my ass just as he had in my pussy.

“Oh, Diane, I’m gonna come,” he announced, and I found myself shocked and excited.

It was once again proof of my new-found powers.  Not only had a snared him, but I’d made him come twice in hardly any time at all.

“Come in my fucking ass!” I begged of him, and I looked over my shoulder at his pleasure-strewn expression.

My knot pinched tight around his swelling cock, and I felt that glorious throb of his all over again as he made fist of my ass-cheeks.

He held my hips firm and rode me all the way through, plowing his cock deep amidst the erupting ropes that lubricated my hole.

I was brimming with his offering, but the watertight grip I had around him meant that it all stayed inside me this time.  He gave me everything, moaning out each jet of heat.

“Ohhh,” he whined, announcing the end of this release.

“Good boy,” I told him as he slipped away.

My asshole pinched him clean and trapped his seed inside it.  I turned slowly to him, biting my lip.  Harvey was spent.  I lifted his chin and kissed his lips softly.

“Well done.”

“I needed that,” he huffed, taking a breath.

“You got it, stud,” I winked.

Harvey made his escape soon afterwards, retiring to the correct changing rooms to get ready for his day.

I couldn’t think of anything else at work later.  I walked the office, smirking as I felt Harvey’s cum in my ass seeping out into my panties all day.  It was heaven, and tomorrow we could do it all over again ...

THE END
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Schools can be kind of eerie when there’s no kids in them, but it’s probably my most favorite part of the day.  I know that it’s only a couple of hours until I can go home, and it’s much easier to get work done without the constant interruptions.

That day had been particularly challenging.  I don’t know what it is about coming back from the winter break, but all of the boundaries that we set up seem to be regularly tested all over again.

I’d had several teachers come to my office, some asking for advice, other merely passing me one of their students to discipline.

One of the teachers that came through the door that day was Charlie, a new starter who was still learning the ropes.  Poor bastard didn’t know what he’d let himself in for.

“I found these on top of one of the lockers,” Charlie had said, and he’d set down a full pack of candies on my desk.

I’d turned the pack in my hand and gasped as I’d read the label.  “Slutties?!”

“I know,” Charlie had said.  “Nothing surprises me much anymore.”

“It’s like they deliberately try to get the most outlandish snacks they can think of.”

“Was different when I grew up.”

“You didn’t have problems with discipline?  Rules?”

“I was a good kid, Gloria.”

“Case in point.  It’s Mrs. Harper,” I’d corrected.  Perhaps it was time to set Charlie some boundaries.

“Sorry,” Charlie had said.

I’d raised my eyebrow.

“Sorry, Mrs. Harper,” he’d added.

I nodded and Charlie had left me alone.  He was a good guy, but he needed guidance.

That’s all it takes to make a good person, you know.  Rules and boundaries.  Set them early, keep them in place, discipline accordingly, and you’ve got the makings of a model human.

I sat at my desk now, at the end of the day, reading through a few e-mails.  I found myself idly playing with the pack of candies that sat on my desk and absent-mindedly I started opening them.

I wish I’d have given it more consideration, not least because of how unbecoming it was for a headteacher to be eating candies at her desk, but I didn’t.  I’d just mechanically opened them up and tossed one into my mouth and wow, they were incredible.

I had to stop using the computer just to focus on their flavor.  My saliva rushed into my mouth, and I sucked the hard candy noisily, swallowing down its fruity juices.  It felt like a shot of pure adrenaline.  Charlie was right to have handed them in.

I looked to the packet again and turned it in my hand.  I didn’t think candies had side-effects listed on the packaging, but there was a warning that said Slutties could cause hot flushes and bouts of bimboism.  I didn’t even know what that last word meant.

At this point I couldn’t focus on work at all.  I sat back in my chair and just tasted the intense flavor that was flooding into my mouth.  My skin seemed to shiver with energy and the room felt stuffy suddenly.

I pulled out my collar and took off my suit jacket.  My white blouse seemed much fuller than usual, and it was shrinking on me.  I unfastened a button to give my breasts some room.

I waved a hand at my face to try to cool myself, but I could feel a bead of sweat running out from under my hair.  I checked myself in my pocket-mirror.

Damn, my skin looked good.  That moisturizer that I bought myself for Christmas must really work!  I guess Andie MacDowell was right after all!

Strangely though, it also seemed to have made my lips fuller, unless that was the result of the balm I’d been using for ten years now.  I felt a rush of confidence as I looked at my reflection.  Even my hair seemed blonder.

“So, this is it,” I said, fanning myself to stay cool.  “The menopause.”

There was just no other explanation as far as I knew.  My body hadn’t changed this much since puberty.  I thought I knew all the signs and symptoms, but nothing quite prepares you for the real thing.  It all seems to have happened so fast.

I shifted in my seat and heard the snap of cotton in my pencil skirt.  My ass was bursting through the seams.  I had to unfasten the zip at the side just to give myself some room.  When did my clothes get so fucking tight all of a sudden?

I shoved another Sluttie into my mouth and started to suck.  Again, the juice burst from the candy.  This one was a different flavor.  Its acidity made me wince slightly, but I couldn’t deny how good it tasted.
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