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I began to grind my hips slowly along him, pushing my ass back before sliding my pussy forward along his length.

"Selena, we're both gonna get in serious trouble if you keep doing that."

"There's no one here, " I said, still grinding along him.

"Selena, that doesn't matter," he said, sitting up.

I didn't move and instead let his face come up towards my breasts that I flaunted in front of him.

"Of course it does," I said, desperate for his cock now.  "If no-one sees it, we're the only ones who'll know."

"Know what?" he asked, pausing a moment to get things clear.

I took a deep breath in.

"Know that I fucked my boss."

He stared in to my eyes as the words exited my lips and I felt his cock jolt between my legs.  He said nothing for a moment as he sat in deep thought, trying to overcome the desire that his body clearly felt for me.  I was hoping he'd fail and I could bury him inside my wet puss and claim his seed.

"Is that what you want?" he asked eventually, his cock showing no sign of denying me it.

"Yes," I answered honestly, and my hand came to his face.

I stooped down and kissed Mr. Bennett who stayed silent, unmoving as my lips met his.

I looked back down in to his eyes and saw his pupil's dilate, then I approached his lips again for a second try at breaking down his hard outer shell.

This time he kissed me back with passion, breathing a kiss in to me as our tongues began to wrestle with one another and a spark ignited in my core.

As the sea lapped gently against the sand I began to explore him, moving my hands down from his face and over his arms, seeking out the thick cylinder that currently sat against the crotch of my wet bikini bottoms.

Mr. Bennett's hands came around my back and he unfastened my top, letting it fall from my shoulders to reveal my big tits that hung in front of his face and begged to be played with.

"Damn, sweetie," he said, running a tongue around his lips.

He kissed at them quickly, licking all over the nipple that stiffened in response and stood upright.  While I rubbed over the weighty cylinder beneath his shorts, Mr. Bennett was busy nibbling on my aroused tits, biting just enough to send a jolt of heady bliss surging through me.

I could feel my pussy begin to salivate as my hand wandered over his dick, sizing it up and imagining it breaking me open and creeping up inside my glossed tunnel.

I pressed my tits over his face now, squeezing his cheeks between them as I smothered him and felt the short stubble graze their soft skin.

I began to kiss him again, breaking off his lips and moving down to his chin, leaving wet pecks along my route as I descended further and further with only one goal in mind.

I kissed along his pecs, licking at his nipples and moving down over his abs until I could see the top of his swimming shorts come in to view.

My lips continued over the fabric until I was kissing at his thick cock, biting around it through the thin material of his shorts and getting him used to the idea of his employee between his legs.
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The Boss Did It Inside Me
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It was the special time of year when my boss and I would take a vacation together, but this time around it wound up being much more memorable than usual.  He'd always offer and I was never going to say no, even if he was my boss.

Mr. Bennett was divorced and often entertained his staff.  I didn't mind it and paid vacation with you boss had its perks, especially considering he was hot as hell despite his forty something years.  At nineteen I knew the difference between good and bad and Mr. Bennett was definitely a good guy.  I guess he didn't realize how naughty I was though.

Mr. Bennett was pretty loaded too, which meant I got to enjoy some of the best vacations money could buy.  Really though, I just wanted some alone time with him.

That Summer we'd decided to go a little more secluded and Mr. Bennett had booked a private villa with its own beach.  The villa was stocked full of anything anyone could need and we hadn't seen another soul for two days.

I was swimming in the sea one hot afternoon while he lay on a lounger on the beach and I thought I'd try and get him to come in with me and have a bit of fun.  Not that kind of fun, just a splash in the sea with his employee.

On the way back to the shore I'm giggling at the thought of getting him wet and when I begin to sprint along the surf towards his lounger he tosses his book to one side and quickly prepares for a soaking.

"Don't you dare!" he said laughing, his arms outstretched and ready to grab me.

"The water's lovely, Mr. Bennett!" I said, jumping on him and straddling him.

He sucked in air as the cold water draped across him, tensing his torso so that each of his abs broke through on his stomach.

"Come on, Mr. Bennett, come on in," I said as his hands gripped at my wrists.

"I'm fine here, Selena," he said, still holding my hands as I writhed on him.  He was all tanned and muscled

"Just a little swim," I said, bouncing on his shorts now as we continued to play-fight.

"I don't wanna get all salty," he said now and suddenly I began to feel something growing beneath me.

As I bounced on it and soon realized that it was Mr. Bennett's cock and my movements on top of him must have been having an effect.

"What's that?" I asked, smiling as I looked down into his eyes.

He seemed a little embarrassed at first, but I didn't want him to be.  Feeling that thick slab of meat grinding along my pussy was just incredible.

"It's ... nothing," he said.  "I was thinking of something else."

"Come ooooon!" I moaned again, using it as an excuse to bounce on his stiff cock once more.

"Selena!" he shouted, a little sterner now.

I sat down on it, pretending to be defeated but instead using it as an excuse to have it against me.

"Now would you get off," he said, a little annoyed.

I did nothing, instead keeping my warm, wet pussy nestled along his shaft a little longer.

"Selena?"

I began to grind my hips slowly along him, pushing my ass back before sliding my pussy forward along his length.

"Selena, we're both gonna get in serious trouble if you keep doing that."

"There's no one here, " I said, still grinding along him.

"Selena, that doesn't matter," he said, sitting up.

I didn't move and instead let his face come up towards my breasts that I flaunted in front of him.

"Of course it does," I said, desperate for his cock now.  "If no-one sees it, we're the only ones who'll know."

"Know what?" he asked, pausing a moment to get things clear.

I took a deep breath in.

"Know that I fucked my boss."

He stared in to my eyes as the words exited my lips and I felt his cock jolt between my legs.  He said nothing for a moment as he sat in deep thought, trying to overcome the desire that his body clearly felt for me.  I was hoping he'd fail and I could bury him inside my wet puss and claim his seed.

"Is that what you want?" he asked eventually, his cock showing no sign of denying me it.

"Yes," I answered honestly, and my hand came to his face.

I stooped down and kissed Mr. Bennett who stayed silent, unmoving as my lips met his.

I looked back down in to his eyes and saw his pupil's dilate, then I approached his lips again for a second try at breaking down his hard outer shell.

This time he kissed me back with passion, breathing a kiss in to me as our tongues began to wrestle with one another and a spark ignited in my core.

As the sea lapped gently against the sand I began to explore him, moving my hands down from his face and over his arms, seeking out the thick cylinder that currently sat against the crotch of my wet bikini bottoms.

Mr. Bennett's hands came around my back and he unfastened my top, letting it fall from my shoulders to reveal my big tits that hung in front of his face and begged to be played with.

"Damn, sweetie," he said, running a tongue around his lips.

He kissed at them quickly, licking all over the nipple that stiffened in response and stood upright.  While I rubbed over the weighty cylinder beneath his shorts, Mr. Bennett was busy nibbling on my aroused tits, biting just enough to send a jolt of heady bliss surging through me.

I could feel my pussy begin to salivate as my hand wandered over his dick, sizing it up and imagining it breaking me open and creeping up inside my glossed tunnel.

I pressed my tits over his face now, squeezing his cheeks between them as I smothered him and felt the short stubble graze their soft skin.

I began to kiss him again, breaking off his lips and moving down to his chin, leaving wet pecks along my route as I descended further and further with only one goal in mind.

I kissed along his pecs, licking at his nipples and moving down over his abs until I could see the top of his swimming shorts come in to view.

My lips continued over the fabric until I was kissing at his thick cock, biting around it through the thin material of his shorts and getting him used to the idea of his employee between his legs.

Mr. Bennett looked down and moved in his seat in frustration, desperate to feel me for real.  I wanted it to and couldn't deny it any longer.  My fingers curled over the waist of his red shorts and I began to pull them down, watching closely as more and more of his forbidden flesh was revealed to me.

His pubic hair was short and kempt, cut back to a small tuft just above his burgeoning length that stretched down inside his shorts, waiting to be undressed.

"Selena," he said, just as I was about to reveal him to me.

I looked up in to his face and awaited his next words.

"Suck my cock," he said and a smirk burst across my face.  For a moment I thought he might deny me but I was glad to see him as eager as I was.

His shorts slid down his thigh and I watched as his dick sprang upwards, finally released and looking huge and dangerous.

My eyes were wide as I watched it, shocked by its size and surprised that he had been packing something this big the whole time.  I was in for a real treat.

I pointed my ass to the sun as I stooped my face to it, picking it up in my hand and giving it a closer inspection before I truly went to work on it.

It was a soft-pink color and smooth, looking unblemished and in need of a good drenching of spit.  I wasn't about to disappoint.

I opened my mouth wide as I clasped my lips around him, pushing him inside me as far as I could stand and trying not to gag as his dick hit the back of my throat.

It felt so surreal to have my boss's flesh inside me, but there was something so naughty about it all that it was tough not to become dripping wet at the thought.

I slathered over his cock again and again until it was coated in my spit, pumping it through my wet fist as my mouth followed close behind until Mr. Bennett was moaning loud.

"Fuck, Selena, that feels so good," he said and I looked up and made eye contact with him as his cock disappeared once more inside my wide-open mouth.

I kept my eyes locked on his, watching as he shook his head in disbelief.

"Come down here," I said, curling a finger at him as I slid off the bottom of the lounger and knelt in the sand.

Mr. Bennett slid his body down so he was sat on the edge of the lounger and I quickly put myself between his open legs, bringing my big tits around his wet cock and jerking him between them.

"Wow," was all he could say as he looked down, seeing the crown of his cock bursting out of the top of my cleavage again and again as I fucked him with my tits.

"Does Mr. Bennett like that?" I asked, looking down to see that thick rod of his being treated.

"Mr. Bennett loves it," he said and I let him enjoy it a moment longer.

I gave his cock one last kiss and looked up in to his face.

"Lay back," I said as I stood in front of him and he did as instructed.

He watched from his back as I moved to the tassels at the side of my bikini and slowly undid them.  It fell off my hips to the sand and Mr. Bennett saw my shaven pussy for the first time, taking a good look at the top of my tight slit and shaking his head in disbelief.

"Lie back," I said again, walking on to him and pushing his chest down on to the lounger.

I brought my knees up on to it and straddled him as I pushed him back, moving my naked body up him and dragging my pussy along his cock.

He took a deep breath and tried to relax but seemed a little surprised when I slid my cunt up his cock and continued onwards up his body.

He soon realized my intentions and I caught the smirk in his eye just before he began looking to my pussy that was about to smother his mouth.

I planted my crotch on him and felt his lips kiss my wet slit, sliding his tongue up along the groove as my hands moved to rub my tits.

He ate messily at me and I began to grind on his face, smoothing my loose flesh over him and meeting the advances of his tongue that searched up inside my sticky hole.

In no time at all I was overcome, bobbing on him as he flashed wildly at my core with licks, kisses and bites that began to drive me wild.

I was panting heavily as I rode him, squeezing at my nipples and squinting to the hot sun as I began to tremble out a terrific orgasm.

His hands came behind to grip my ass and pull me on to his face, his tongue searching up to my clit and sucking it in to his mouth where he nibbled on it softly.

"I'm coming, Mr. Bennett," I said, reaching down to ruffle his graying hair as my hips continued to gyrate wildly.

I could scarcely control myself as it burst from me, my wet crotch slipping across his mouth as it began to quiver and my whole body tensed with the efforts of my release.

He continued to suck and lick at me as I climaxed, propelling me through it with his expert tongue that showed no sign of letting up, sometimes creeping a little under me and tickling over my tight asshole.

My fingers moved to my pussy, pulling it upwards so he could get to my pearly stud, flicking his tongue across it and causing me to cry out in loud moans.

"Fuck, Mr. Bennett, you do that so good!"

My jaw was shuddering and my body finally began to relax a little as his movements lessened, knowing now that he had pleased me.

I moved back down the lounger and quickly found his cock, as stiff as I'd left it and begging to be thrust inside me.

He sat up a little and I guided him in to my wetness, pushing him inside and feeling that big cock of his stretch me open as it breached me.

I wiped at his mouth and gave him a kiss, tasting my juices as his hard dick continued to drive up my glossed slit.

"Give me that pussy," he said, kissing my lips before moving down to my tits that hung in front of his face.

"You're gonna get it," I said, slowly beginning rock on his stiff cock.

"I want you," he breathed, kissing me again.  "I want to cum in that tight, little pussy of yours."

"I want it too," I said, bouncing quicker now so my breasts began to shake on my chest.  "I want your cum inside me."

In no time at all I was slamming down on his cock with wild abandon, jerking his dick in my tight pussy as though it were my fist as I rode him.

His hands gripped fast at the sides of the lounger, leaning back a little and pushing his cock up in to me a little further until it hit a spot few men seldom ever did.

Each time he struck me I wanted him again and now I was bouncing quicker and quicker, my hair flailing about my shoulders as I gripped him for balance and slammed down on him faster and harder.

"Oh God, I'm close, Selena," he said, staring in to my eyes with a look of pained pleasure.

"I want it, Selena.  Cum for me," I snarled, not letting up for one second and eagerly anticipating his bursting cock.

He clenched and tensed, his head fell back and his body froze briefly.

I felt his cock pulse and he let out a huge sigh.  At first I stopped moving but when I felt that first hot rope of his cum lash inside me I began to bounce on him again, my face a picture of satisfaction as I worked his seed as far inside me as I could.

I bounded on him relentlessly, enjoying the sensation of his warm love filling me up spurt by spurt as his cock fired more of it inside me.

"Oh, Selena," he moaned, still emptying inside me.

"Give me that cum, Mr. Bennett," I said, kissing his mouth and feeling it surge inside my pussy.

I continued rocking on him but slowed now that his jolts lessened, the final few strings of his seed sprouting from the crown of his cock and glossing my tunnel.

"Fuck!" I gasped, my hands at his face as I kissed his open mouth.

He kissed me back and leant forward, lifting me now as his cock stayed firmly inside me.

My legs wrapped around him and I kept his stiff dick buried deep as he began to make his way into the surf.

"How about that swim," he laughed, jogging a little and causing his slick cock to fuck me on each bound before it slipped from me.

"Sounds great, Mr. Bennett," I swooned, knowing I had many more days of this to come.

THE END
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Hitchhiker’s Thirst
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It'd been around two hours since we'd last stopped for gas and we were in the middle of nowhere.  Driving across the country had taken its toll, clearly, and you'd think we'd be getting better at it after doing it for a couple of days.  Far from it.  At some point Greg and I had forgotten the most basic need.  Water.

I guess with it being so essential we both assumed the other person had remembered to pick some up at the last stop.  With it being as hot as it was we were in desperate need for refreshments.

"There's not another stop for miles, Amber," Greg said somewhat in despair.

"What are we gonna do?" I asked, looking over the cab at him as he stared ahead at the long expanse of nothingness.

"Get thirsty, I guess," he said, before realizing that wasn't enough to allay my fears.  "I mean, we're not gonna die."

"Oh, well at least that," I joked.

"It's just gonna be a tough stretch."

I sighed.  "If only I'd have picked something up," I cursed.

"Hey, me and you both," he said, trying to comfort me.  He leant across and put a hand on my shoulder.  "It'll be okay."

I looked across at him and his big frame.  Greg was forty-two, I'd discovered, and looking good despite a few licks of gray in his black hair.  He had on a red and black checkered shirt that was open at the top and light-blue jeans.

"Damn, I'm real thirsty already," I said, trying to lick my lips and unable to take my mind off it.

A minute or so of silence passed before he spoke again.

"You know, I do have this one trick," he said mysteriously.

"Oh yeah, what is it?"

"Well, it's a little extreme."

I was intrigued even more now.

"Oh god," I said, "it's not some old bush survival technique or something is it?  Cactuses, is that it?"

Greg laughed.  "No, no, not cactuses," he said, looking to the side of the road.  "Although there are a few in Utah."

"What then?"

He waited a moment to build the occasion.  "Milk."

"Milk?!"

"Milk," he said again, simply.

"Oh sure, Greg, milk," I mocked.

He looked sideways at me and then down to my large breasts, raising an eyebrow.

"What?"

He did it again a little more obviously.

"Milk?  From me?"

"Bingo," he said, clicking his fingers.

"Are you insane?" I protested.

"Hey, you're thirsty, right?"

I couldn't think of another word to say.  Greg must have gone fucking stir-crazy or something, cooped up in this car all day.

"Well?" he asked eventually.

"Well what?"

"Do you want to try?"

"Excusing the fact that it's impossible, no I do not want to try!"

He laughed.  "Impossible?  No way."

I didn't want to entertain him any longer but I couldn't let it slide.  "Yes, Greg, impossible.  My tits can't just start producing milk."

"I'll bet you a hundred bucks they can," he said calmly.

"What?"

"A hundred bucks," he repeated.

"To ... milk me?"

"Yeah," he said, all casual-like and confident.  "If you win, you get a hundred bucks.  If I win, I get to do whatever I want afterwards."

It sounded like the strangest proposition ever.

"Whatever you want?" I said, raising an eyebrow and curious.

"Uh-huh," he nodded with a smirk.

Greg doing whatever he wanted to me or a hundred dollars.  It sounded pretty win-win to me!

"Okay," I said, and as soon as I did he indicated and pulled off the road.  "Here?" I asked, surprised.

"Why not?" he asked looking around.  "We haven't seen another car in forever."

"I guess," I said, and then kind of just sat there awkwardly.

"So ... " he began.  "Are you gonna take your top off or do I have to?"

I looked at him in shock.

"Well how did you think I was gonna do it?" he asked.

With a huff I pulled my t-shirt over my head and let my large, white breasts fall back on my chest, looking left and right and not quite knowing what to do.  It's not every day that you get your tits out for someone who was a stranger only two days ago.
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