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Read An Excerpt

[image: ]




His cock plowed me ceaselessly and there was no escaping it, smashing the pleasure from me with each fierce jolt of his hips against my swollen cunt.

He pulled off me to suck from my tits, pausing his thrusts while my pussy gripped around him and I strained out my release with a cry.

My breasts shot more and more hot lashings of cream into his hungry mouth and he drank each down gladly, allowing some of it to spill over my chest and give me a milky-white sheen.

"Bring me your cock," I gasped now.  "I want to finish you with my mouth."

He pulled out and knelt above me, working his way up the bed and bringing his glistening dick closer to where I wanted it.

It swayed in front of me and I claimed it, feeling the wetness of my cunt on his skin and licking my juices from him in long sweeping flays of my tongue.

My fist pumped him with purpose, jerking quickly along his cock as the need for his cum became greater.

"I want it all over me," I said through gritted teeth.

"I'm gonna come for you," he said and it's something I still imagine him repeating whenever I get myself off now.

"Give it me, Dylan," I cried, watching for the warnings signs.

I noticed his balls pull tighter to his shaft as I pumped him and his stomach moved in and out dramatically as he breathed, indicating his imminent release.

"Give it me," I gasped, giving the smooth head of his cock one last suck.  "I want your cum on my face."

"Here it comes," he panted, looking down at his dick now and waiting for the show to start.
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Caught & Milked
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It started somewhere after I turned eighteen and I can scarcely remember how.  Maybe I got a little over-zealous while masturbating one day or had seen a video online or something.  Either way, at the age of nineteen I was super into milking myself.

It sounds crazy to say but there was something undeniably amazing about the situation that made me not want to stop.  I knew if someone found out they'd judge me for it but I never intended for anyone to find out, least of all my older housemate Dylan.

I'd lived with Dylan since I moved out and I kind of looked up to him, but he could sometimes be a little over-protective.  There was something about him though that I found curious and I'd never quite been able to put my finger on it.  I think I'd always stopped myself from liking him because we lived together, but there was no way of doing that after what transpired that day.

I'd always been pretty well endowed growing up, having these big, full breasts that seemed to attract the attentions of a lot of guys.  I guess that's why Dylan wound up enjoying them so much.  It's kind of tough to ignore them!

They were so big that I could lift them up and bring the nipple to my mouth and it was here where my foray in to self-milking had begun.

The first time I did it was simply for sexual gratification.  Some guy I hooked up with was watching me get off and I just went ahead and did it for him, sucking my nipple and feeling it turn stiff in my mouth.

Somewhere between then and now there was a point where my nipple started giving something back, responding to the frequent sucks and leaking just a little bit of milk each time until I could eventually cajole it into releasing vicious torrents of nectar.

Now the milking was more of a necessity—something I had to do to relieve the mounting pressure—but with the added bonus of this euphoric sense of release and relaxation.

It was a day like any other and no-one was home so I thought I'd use the opportunity to squeeze in my ritual milking session and have a little fun in the process.

I set up some porn on my laptop to watch while I enjoyed myself on the bed, stripping naked and lying back into the cool, plush duvet as I slowly started playing with my pussy.

My hands moved steadily towards it to build the tension, my eyes locked on the magnificent cock on the screen that was being jerked in the fists of some big breasted actress.  I imagined myself in the role, pumping that hard cock close to my face and yearning to have it inside me.

I felt my pussy begin to salivate, causing my juices to begin spilling from me in anticipation.

My hands teased around the loose flesh at the top of my slit and a finger crept inside to scoop out my cum, splaying it up my pussy so my fingers could glide over the sensitive flesh a little easier.

Soon my hand was at my breasts, squeezing it and priming it for release, feeling the familiar sensation begin to grow inside them as they prepared to give up their nectar.

I was starting to get into it, as were the couple of video.  Their noises were becoming much more sexual, with long pleasurable moans as his cock thrust in and out of her slick pussy.  My own fingers worked rapidly as I continued to suck on my tits and then, at my most erotic and debauched moment, Dylan burst through the door.

"Dylan!" I shouted, looking to him and seeing him scour the room.

"Who's here?" he said, still not addressing the sight of his naked housemate sprawled across the bed.

"No-one's here," I cried, trying to cover my modesty in a panic.

"Those noises," he said, walking in to the room and opening the closet.  "Someone's here."

"It was the laptop, Dylan, Jesus!  The laptop!"

He looked to it now to see the video still running, realizing suddenly that the same sounds of someone getting fucked hadn't stopped despite his dramatic entrance.

He watched for what seemed like a little too long, taking in the sights and sounds of the beauty getting fucked on screen.

Then he looked to me, scanning up and down the bed as the pieces fell in to place and overcame his own denial.

"You were ... masturbating?" he asked, as though that much wasn't obvious already.

"Come on, Dylan, I'm nineteen!"

He didn't move, caught in the middle of some thought process that rendered him immobile.  Maybe it was the shock of it all.

"Can you ...?" I said, nodding towards the door.

"Oh, of course," he said, and moved to leave.

I let out a sigh of frustration before watching as he closed the door and left himself inside.

"What are you doing?" I asked, confused now.

He turned to me with a dirty smirk.  "I was thinking I could ... you know  ... watch."

I froze now as my mind whirred, asking myself if I'd really heard him just say that or whether it could be interpreted another way.

"You want to watch me?"

"If you'd like," he said.  "Hey, maybe I can help."

Now I admit things were getting real weird real fast, but the fact he was asking made me address something I'd been harboring deep down for a while.  I guess the truth is I was I thought Dylan was pretty hot and I had the moment to act on that finally.  The past few months I'd found myself wondering more and more what he looked like under those clothes and now I had the chance to find out.

I couldn't explain it.  He'd always been Dylan, but now I was looking at him with a fresh pair of eyes and knowing that he wanted to see the woman I'd become made me more curious about him.

"I can help you?" I asked, turning my head for clarification.

"If you'd like," he said, becoming nervous as though he regretted even beginning to ask.  I guess he had spotted his opportunity and was pouncing on it.

"How would you like me to do that?" I asked and began to smirk as I came round to the idea.

"You could start by carrying on with what you were doing," he said, moving to the bed and sitting at the foot of it.  The change in my tone seemed to make him more sure of himself and the confident swagger returned quickly.

"Do you want me to play with my pussy?" I asked, raising an eyebrow and moving the sheets back to reveal more of my naked flesh.

"I'd like that," he said, darting his eyes towards my freshly uncovered legs.

"Does Dylan want to play too?" I asked, all coquettish and sweet.

"Of course," he said, standing up now and rubbing the bulge that was appearing in his pants.

"And do you want me to suck the milk from my tits?" I asked, figuring I'd broach the topic straight away.

"I'd love you to."

Either he'd misunderstood how literal I was being or I was thinking this was weirder than it actually was.  I decided to just pick up the baton and run with it.  It wasn't like he could shame me for doing it anyway.  Who could he tell?

I continued where I'd left off, peeling the sheets from me to reveal my naked, forbidden flesh and watching as his eyes spread wide in excitement, the rubbing of his cock becoming even more pronounced now as he sucked air through his teeth to feed his lust.

My fingers parted my flesh and showed him the bright pink entrance to my weeping cunt, teasing inside and splaying my juices around my pussy as he began to open his jeans.

He reached inside unceremoniously and pulled his thick cock over the waist of his underwear.  I had to stop to admire it.

I paused as I watched him cruise his fist over it slowly, still growing in his grip as he pumped life in to it, his eyes locked on my pussy like a hunter in the chase.

He broke from it now to remove his shirt and I moved over on the bed to give him some room, kicking the sheets down and inviting him on to me.

Dylan took off his pants too until he stood before me completely naked, the cut of his muscles pointing down from his stomach towards that menacingly large cock of his.  Despite his forty years he somehow managed to look incredible.

He prowled on to the bed, his cock bobbing as he did so before he arrived at his first port of call : my pussy.

He did nothing at first, instead pausing close and breathing warm air over it.  The anticipation drove me wild and I think Dylan knew that because when he finally touched me it was a wet kiss at the inside of my thigh, close enough to my pussy to begin driving me wild.

I moved restlessly as his mouth lay close and before too long he made the first lunge, cruising his tongue up my slit and giving my pussy a wet kiss at the clitoris.

Next he took in a mouthful of my flesh and sucked at my clit, tickling his tongue through the folds until he revealed the pearly, sensitive stud.

His tongue shuddered over it, causing it to rise and swell in no time at all as I became charged with lust, feeling the need to be fucked more than ever now.

I squeezed at my big tits as I took a deep breath and a jet of milk shot from them without warning, landing across my stomach in drips.

Dylan's head came off my pussy in an instant and he looked at the liquid curiously.

"Milk?" he said, taking some of it on his finger and licking the tip.

"Uh-huh," I said, unsure if this changed things.

"Yum!" he said, and lashed a tongue over the droplets.

I let out a quiet sigh of relief and gave my breasts another firm squeeze, shooting another band of milk from the teat.

"Wow," he cried, no longer interested in my pussy and instead captivated by my leaking tits.

He bunched them close together and stared down as my nipples looked back at him, big and pink and waiting to be drained.

"Can I?" he asked, looking to me and then at my big tits.

"Please do!"

His mouth enveloped a nipple and he gave it a hearty suck.  It was the first time in my life I'd ever had anyone else do it and the sensation was indescribably intense.

As he sucked on my breast I felt a strong connection to him, as though our relationship changed somehow.  He wasn't just Dylan any more but a lover that I needed to care for and as the milk began to flow I felt the ecstasy building inside me.

He moved a hand to my pussy now as he continued to drink from my tits, smoothing over it and forcing a finger inside me as a sample of the main event.  I couldn't wait to have his thick cock buried inside me but figured I'd enjoy this a while longer first.

My tits fired hot jets of milk into his thirsty mouth and he drank down each fresh spurt gladly, his cock stiff and ready for my dripping pussy that was gripping tight to his adventurous fingers.

He put himself between my legs now and I opened them wide to accept him, waiting for his lips to touch mine as he kissed his way up my body and his cock dragged along the soft skin at my thigh.

He breathed a kiss into me and I tasted the sweet nectar from my tongue on his, thrashing them together in his mouth as my hand moved to touch his cock.

My fingers wrapped around it and I swooned at his girth, desperate to be pierced by it now and yearning for it inside me.

"I want it, Dylan," I whispered close to his face.  "Give me your cock."

"You're going to get it, honey," he said back, looking down as he took it from me and squared up to fuck me.

He held it in one hand and I watched the thick, veined flesh begin to disappear between my legs before feeling it arrive at my wet folds.

He pushed inside me and as my mouth opened wide he kissed me, driving his tongue deep inside.  I played with it to distract myself from the brief flash of pain inside as my cunt stretched around him, but soon that sensation had been replaced by one of intense pleasure.

"You feel so good," I cried, scratching across his back and pulling him in to me.

His hands moved underneath me and hugged me to him, his hips hammering in to me faster and faster as the sensation of orgasm approached at a fantastic rate.

My pussy trembled on his cock, squeezing it tight as the climax consumed me.  I stared past him to the ceiling and wondered what I had done to deserve such pleasures, my whole body shaking like I'd been possessed.

"I'm coming, Dylan," I cried before too long.  I'd dined out on the anticipation of fucking him and now that it was happening it didn't take long to drive me over the edge.

His cock plowed me ceaselessly and there was no escaping it, smashing the pleasure from me with each fierce jolt of his hips against my swollen cunt.

He pulled off me to suck from my tits, pausing his thrusts while my pussy gripped around him and I strained out my release with a cry.

My breasts shot more and more hot lashings of cream into his hungry mouth and he drank each down gladly, allowing some of it to spill over my chest and give me a milky-white sheen.

"Bring me your cock," I gasped now.  "I want to finish you with my mouth."

He pulled out and knelt above me, working his way up the bed and bringing his glistening dick closer to where I wanted it.

It swayed in front of me and I claimed it, feeling the wetness of my cunt on his skin and licking my juices from him in long sweeping flays of my tongue.

My fist pumped him with purpose, jerking quickly along his cock as the need for his cum became greater.

"I want it all over me," I said through gritted teeth.

"I'm gonna come for you," he said and it's something I still imagine him repeating whenever I get myself off now.

"Give it me, Dylan," I cried, watching for the warnings signs.

I noticed his balls pull tighter to his shaft as I pumped him and his stomach moved in and out dramatically as he breathed, indicating his imminent release.

"Give it me," I gasped, giving the smooth head of his cock one last suck.  "I want your cum on my face."

"Here it comes," he panted, looking down at his dick now and waiting for the show to start.

The first giant rope of cum spat from him, coating my lips and causing my head to jerk with surprise before I calmed myself for the ensuing torrent.

Another hot string crashed across my gasping mouth and then I pointed him towards my milky tits and let the third jet of his seed spray across them.

I pumped after each release, firing several more thick bursts across my tits as he began to squeeze them, sending more of my milk shooting all across me until I was a mess of it.

My lips swallowed his cock again, tasting the last few bursts of his cum as he emptied himself with a long sigh.

"Fuck, you're incredible," he said, moving my hair to watch as I sucked the cum from his dick.

My tongue circled around as I played with him, looking up in to his eyes and feeling naughty.

He stooped and kissed me now and I was a little taken aback as his cum found its way between our lips.

He didn't seem to mind, kissing it in to my mouth and moving it around with his tongue as he pressed his body back on me and spread his seed between us.

"I love you, Dylan," I said as I broke from him, my face still spattered with his thick cum and my chest a mess of liquids.

"I love you too," he said back, feeding some of his seed from my chin in to my mouth before kissing me again.

We lay there for a while, kissing each other as we both cooled down and lowered ourselves back to reality, entwined in each other's arms.

"I had no idea you liked milk so much," I teased, breaking the serene silence.

"I love it," he said, giving my nipple one last suck.

"Well, maybe you can help me another time."

"At your service," he smiled.

––––––––
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THE END
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Claiming His Tool
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"It's in the middle of nowhere, Ben.  I'll a send you a GPS screenshot," I said in to my phone, which was about the only thing stopping me from certain death right now.

Okay, maybe that's a bit melodramatic but a pretty, nineteen-year-old woman can get that way when she's stranded in the middle of nowhere.

"Thanks, Ben.  See you soon."

I shut the phone off and looked to my steaming car, kicking the wheel in frustration.  "Piece of shit."

In the twenty minutes I'd been there not a single car had driven past.  I was on my way back to college after summer vacation, but the misfortune did offer another opportunity.

That whole summer I'd had these feelings for Ben that weren't like normal.  It was a different kind of love and I couldn't explain it.  I first noticed it when we were all hanging out at the lake and Ben was stripped to his swimming shorts.  He was hot and I had only just begun to realize.

For the rest of my time at home I'd tried to pluck up the courage to act on my impulses but either I couldn't find the right time or I was too chicken.  It was a big leap and rejection could spell disaster for our friendship.

This moment felt suddenly all too perfect.  We were both alone and if Ben spurned my advances I could disappear to college as planned in the hope it would all blow over.

More than all of that though I felt strangely ... broody.  I'd never say 'my biological clock was ticking'  or anything like that, but I was certainly noticing my own body like never before and wondering with an increasing curiosity what it would be like to have a child.

Somewhere in the darkest recesses of my mind those two thoughts had joined in a naughty union and they were about to flourish.

I played the fantasies out in my head as I waited for Ben, really working myself into a frenzy of horniness.

By the time he arrived around a half hour later I was already dripping at the thought of him inside me.  Now I just had to make it happen.  But how?

"Well this doesn't look good," Ben said as he got out of his truck, looking a picture as always.

"Can you fix it?"

"Well hell, Mia, I don't know what's wrong with it yet."

"Please try," I begged, jumping on the spot.

"Wouldn't be here if I wasn't gonna do that," he said.  "Pop the hood real quick."

Ben took a look inside and I stood next to him, watching as he surveyed the damage.

"Well?" I asked impatiently at his side.

"It doesn't look good," he said slowly, looking at my face as it filled with sadness.  "But I think I can fix it."

Suddenly I flourished a smile that he seemed to have been waiting for.

"Really?!" I said, my eyebrows raised as I looked at him.  "Thanks, Ben!"

I threw my arms around him and gave him a kiss, hugging him tight and feeling that muscled torso underneath his t-shirt that I'd lusted after in every summer swimming session.

I squeezed him tight, probably for far too long, and then watched as he got his toolbox from the back of his truck.

"Right," he said, moving to the side of my car that faced the forest.  "Let's get this thing up."

I followed him, feeling more than a little useless as I hovered around him in my little skirt, watching him jack the car up and teasing myself with naughty thoughts.

I'd taken to wearing a skirt on the long drive to college because it was just easier and way more comfortable.  In the heat it'd have killed me to put something over my smooth legs.  Sadly, Ben wasn't quite paying me the kind of attention I wanted. Yet.

I spotted my opportunity when he moved to lie on his back, beginning to venture beneath the vehicle in the hope of spotting the offending mechanism.

"How long will it be?" I asked.  It sounded impatient, but the only reason I said anything was in the hope of getting Ben to look towards me while he lay on the floor.

"I don't know, Mia, I'm about to find out," he said and I twisted my hips as he looked at me, causing the hemming of my skirt to spin upwards and reveal the top of my thigh.

I spotted the exact moment he saw it and he quickly averted his gaze, swallowing hard as though he didn't want to give in to the temptation that I was sure he was feeling too now.  There was something naughty about getting an older man excited like that.  Ben was over forty and I'd forced my way in to his friend group when I realized I had the hots for him.  Now I just had to act.

He started work under the car and every time he came from underneath for another one of his tools I made sure I was close by, sometimes leaning with my back against the car so he could get a good view up my skirt, or crouching to hand him something.

The first part of my plan seemed to be going well, but I needed a way of pushing it to the next level.  I'd got him weak at the knees already, now I needed to follow it up.

"Thanks for doing this, Ben," I called under the car, looking at the bulge in his pants and dining out on the fact he had no idea where I was staring.

"Any time, Mia," he said, his attentions clearly more involved in the car than me but that was something I was going to change.

"How can I ever repay you?" I asked, kind of dramatic-like.

"Don't worry about it," he said, twisting at something underneath.

"No, I want to do something."

"You really don't have to, Mia."

"How about a massage?" I asked.

"Sure.  A massage sounds good, sure."

I could tell from his tone that he just wanted to keep me quiet, but I had to let him know how serious I was.

"How about right now?" I said.

"What?" he said, giving me his full attention now.  "How are you going to do that?"

"I'll just start on your legs," I said, kneeling down and getting in position.

"Mia, I really don't think—Mia!" he startled as my hands touched at his calf, squeezing the muscles and pretending I knew what I was doing.

"Relax, Ben," I said.  "Just carry on with your work, it's okay."

"I'm trying to concentrate," he said, shuffling.

"Relax. You can do both."

My hands began to rise up his legs, running along his big thighs now as he shuffled a little uncomfortably.

"I don't know ..." he said, but lingered long enough to let me know he was definitely intrigued by the experience.

"It's no big deal," I soothed, squeezing in to his right calf with both thumbs and rubbing them up towards his waist.

"I—erm—I guess," he said.  No need to be shy, I thought.  I've got you now.

"It's just a massage," I said, continuing to rub his legs as Ben began to pay less and less attention to the car and more attention to my hands, running ever closer to his tight package.

Before long he had stopped working completely, the lower half of his body beginning to writhe from the hip as my adventurous hands wandered all over his legs.

I started to lengthen the route of my rubs, sliding up closer to his cock each time until I was brushing past it.

"It's just a massage," I said, the late-summer hear shining down on us as we sat alone beside the empty road.

Ben seemed to let out an impatient groan the longer I flirted around his crotch and I could tell he was becoming aroused and more than a little frustrated.

I wanted to push him right to breaking point and then do something crazy that I knew he couldn't deny.  It was like I was starving him and then dangling something appealing right in front of his eyes.  I was sure he was going to take a big, fat bite out of it.

I started to massage his cock now, and not in a subtle way.  My hands were all over it, rubbing it as though it were any other muscle and feeling it's stiffness against my fingers as I explored his size.

"Mia, I—"

"It's just a massage, Ben," I reiterated, sliding his belt buckle open and popping his fly while one hand rubbed at his thigh.

For some reason my confidence was at an all-time high and I think a lot of that had to do with the fact that his face was hidden beneath the car.  It was as though I could imagine that the bottom half didn't belong to him and dine out on it instead of worrying about our friendship.  Ben's lack of protestation made me think he was experiencing something similar!

I braced myself at the final hurdle, with Ben's white boxer-briefs pulled tight over his big cock that sat beneath, waiting impatiently for release.

"I think this needs a massage too," I said, pulling down his underwear and gasping at the sight of his huge dick, stretching up over his t-shirt towards his navel, looking smooth and inviting.

"I think so too," he replied from beneath the car.

I licked my lips as I looked at it, watching it twitch as his blood pumped in to it, his body doing what came naturally and engorging that thick cock of his in anticipation of it being swallowed by my cunt.

I picked up his big slab of flesh and examined it more closely, wrapping my fingers around him and struggling to have them meet my thumb.  Ben's cock looked extra big in my hands and I bit my lip with a dirty smirk at the thought of it piercing my tight pussy.

I began to jerk my fist up and down his dick, my mouth open wide at how naughty all of this was.  It was as though  I was seeing what  I could get away with and by the silence from Ben it seemed like it might be a lot!

He writhed helplessly beneath the car as I jerked him faster, clearly in an excitable mood that I was keen to exploit.

I leaned forward and put my lips over his cock, hearing him moan out in pleasure and I did the same back, my cries muffled by his flesh that filled my mouth.

My tongue circled around his cock as I held it inside my mouth, pumping my had across the exposed length as though his dick were made of two different parts.

My hand worked fast along his shaft that became wetter from my spit while my mouth kissed and licked over the bulbous, sensitive crown, noticing a bead of cum appear at the tip that I quickly removed with a flash of my tongue.

As I squatted over him I felt the sudden demand from my pussy, begging to be touched as it swelled with arousal.

I continued to suck him as my hand found its way to my panties, sliding them over to the side and rubbing hard along my wet groove.

I played with myself while he lay there, my mouth filled with his cock while I fingered at my wet lips, dipping a finger in my honey-pot and massaging the juices around my groove.

There was little that he could do to stop me now that I started to plant my pussy over his cock, holding it beneath me and jerking it as I prepared to sit down on it.  The adrenaline coursed through my veins and I felt alive, taking a deep breath before taking him inside me.

I don't even know if he knew what was happening, but he was surely experienced enough to recognize the difference between a pussy and a mouth.  If he'd chanced a look down his body he'd be met with the sight of my legs, split open wide as my pussy inched slowly down over his hard dick.

I moaned as I sat on it, leaning against the door of the car and feeling his stiffness stretch me open and slide inside, ribbing his way up my core until his balls touched my asshole.

At first I rose off him slowly, easing us both into it and setting a pace that could get me used to his size, but before long I was wanting it harder and deeper.

I could just about make out Ben's groans above my own loud screams of delight, turning my volume all the way up now, sure that no-one was even remotely close to us.

His hands rubbed my smooth calves in encouragement before he turned a palm upwards and tickled my clitoris as I fucked him, nudging the swollen nub with his fingers and sending shockwaves of delight echoing through me.

I bounced on him freely now, my hair tossing all over as I dined out on him and I could feel the swell of an orgasm building inside me that threatened to escape.

I continued to pogo on his cock, driving him deeper and clapping down hard on his midriff that had begun to thrust upwards to meet my descent.

His dick struck me deeper now in a spot that drove me wild and I really began to moan as the orgasm took control.

"Fuck me, Ben," I cried.  "Fuck my tight pussy, that's right."

My eyes closed and jolted open as I heard an approaching car and the danger of it suddenly seemed to intensify my climax, scaring me and slamming home the severity of it all.

I felt Ben tense too, but the car sped right past, completely oblivious of the debauchery occurring behind the broken-down clunker.

"It's okay, honey," he called from beneath but I was so consumed in my orgasm I could scarcely hear him.

I slapped against the side of the car as the ecstasy enveloped me, my pussy clenching tight around his cock as it convulsed.

"Oh, Ben!" I moaned in pleasured anguish, wondering how this could feel so right.

He continued to thrust upwards in to my tight core and his restless body and growing moans told me that he was close too.

I bobbed on his cock as fast as I could stand.  Suddenly it felt so big inside me now that my pussy had closed tight around him and he was clearly enjoying the new sensation.

"Give it me, Ben," I urged, rubbing his thigh.  "I want it inside me."

"It's coming," he warned and I continued to bounce on him more fiercely, his imminent climax driving me wild in anticipation.

His moans became louder and louder and my bounces became more deliberate, quicker and deeper as he grew closer and closer to release.

"Here it comes," he whispered from beneath the vehicle and I felt his cock swell as his thrusts slowed to a gentle rock.

The first hot rope shot up inside me quickly and I moaned as I felt its heat in my core, pushing down over his dick to drive the escaping seed deeper inside me in the hope of conception.

More and more of his cum erupted from his throbbing cock, shooting in to my forbidden pussy in thick lashes that quickly began to fill me.

He continued to release his seed and soon it was dripping from me, sliding down his long cock and threatening to be lost completely.

In my hunger I pressed my pussy down to the bottom of his shaft in an attempt to reclaim him, fighting to get as much of his cum as deep inside me as possible.

Ben's groans came to an end along with the sensation of his pulsing cock and I pulled off him, quickly moving my panties back over my pussy as if to trap his love inside me.

"It's just a massage," I said, breathing heavily.

I crouched back beside him and tenderly licked the cum from his cock, placing him back in his pants and refastening his belt as though nothing had happened.

Now he was all cleaned up and looking just as he had before and I felt like I'd committed the perfect crime.

I stood up and looked down on him again with a dirty smile that Ben couldn't see.  I wondered what he was thinking beneath the car, then I saw his hand move and he picked up a wrench.

"How much longer?" I said, trying not to giggle.

"Not much longer now," he answered, complicit in our naughty game.

I rubbed my stomach and tried to imagine where his seed was sitting inside me, feeling a satisfying warmth wash over me.  Thank you, Ben.

––––––––
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THE END
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A Game with Mr. & Mrs.
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It was a night unlike any other but it all started, as with most things, very innocently.  I'd often spend one night at week at Mr. & Mrs. Cooper's.  They were a fun older couple and easy to relax around so I kind of looked forward to it each week, even though they were twice my age.

“How about a game of charades?” Mrs. Cooper said out of the blue.

“What do you say, Kimmy?” they asked, turning to me with hopeful expressions.

At nineteen the thought of spending a night inside playing parlor games would make most people bored half to death, but I had an idea that would make the whole thing much more interesting.

“Sounds good,” I said, flipping my mood in an instant.

“Great!” Mr. Cooper enthused, looking to his wife.  “I’ll go grab the box.”

“Wait,” I interrupted.  “We can just play it on my phone here.”

Gary stopped and looked just as confused as Jean.

“You just select a category here on the screen,” I said, pointing it towards them, “then hold it against your forehead.  Everyone else has to act it out and you have to get the right answer.  Most points wins.”

“So it’s kind of charades in reverse?” Gary asked.

“Kind of.  What d’you think?”

Jean’s mouth hadn’t closed since I’d started explaining things.

“Sounds good,” Gary said, looking across to his wife and rubbing her thigh.  She startled and perked up.

“Sure thing,” she said, in that high-spirited, positive way of hers. They had no idea what I was letting them in for.  Shit, neither did I.

See, my plan was to have a couple of normal rounds of charades on my phone, and then quickly switch categories to ‘adult’ and watch the ensuing confusion.  Well, I wound up getting way more than I bargained for.

“Gary, you go first,” I said, handing him the phone.  “Press start, put it on your head and point the screen towards me and Jean.  We’ll act it out.”

He did as instructed and after a few errors that quickly got ironed out we were in full swing.  I was having way more fun than I imagined but I didn’t let it deter me from the grand plan.

“Now you, Mrs. Cooper,” I said, and repeated the instructions.  Again the game was frantic and we were laughing and playing all over the room as we acted out the tame clues.  Jean’s attention would switch between her husband and me, getting a couple of them correct and passing on a few in the process.  And then it was my turn.

In a flash I switched the categories over and held the phone to my forehead, trying not to giggle.

The first word chimed up on the screen and I looked at them both as their eyes widened.

“Come on,” I said, shaking a hand in haste.  “What is it?”

Jean looked at Gary and then at me.

“What is it?!” I asked again, acting impatient but trying hard not to lose it completely.

Mrs. Cooper made a circle with her fingers and thumb and then held it to her mouth.

“Huh?” I said, understanding the word immediately.

“Honey!” Gary said, looking to his wife in shock.

She then proceeded to move her hand in and out close to her mouth, pushing her tongue in and out of her cheek to simulate the word on the screen.

I giggled but quickly stopped myself.  “What’s that?!” I yelled in mock frustration.

“Quick, honey,” Gary said getting involved, then leant back and presented his lap for her.

In an instant her face shot down towards it, mimicking the exact same action.

I was laughing out loud now but was determined to see how far I could push it.

“Eating?” I guessed, biting my tongue.

“Nooooo,” she cried, really getting into it.  “Come here, Gary.”

Gary and I couldn’t believe it when she started unfastening his trousers.  His eyes drew wide and he looked down and I began to drop the screen from my head.

In an instant she'd taken his cock from his pants and had stuck it straight into her mouth, sucking on it and leaving me in no doubt as to the word I was supposed to guess.

“Blowjob,” I said slowly, expressionless with shock.

Gary’s fists were turning white as he gripped the sofa cushion, looking over Jean at me and then back down at her.

“Honey,” he said.  “She got it.”

Mrs. Cooper dragged her mouth off him and his cock reappeared like a magic trick, bigger and stiffer than before.

“Finally!” she said, still not seeming to realize exactly what she’d done.

The silence in the room was thick as she looked at me and Gary.  Then her gaze wandered back down towards the stiff cock in her hand and she recoiled in shock.

“Gary!” she shouted, as though the whole things was his fault.

I let out a nervous laugh and sat back to enjoy what I’d created.

“Me?” he said, putting a hand on his chest to protest his innocence.  “You’re the one who pulled it out.”

“Well you didn’t have to get all stiff,” she said, wiping at her mouth.

Jean dropped his cock and it fell back over his shirt, looking powerful and glistening with spit.

My eyes were rapt on it.  I couldn’t look away.  I’d only ever seen a cock that stiff on the internet, and to see it here in the flesh was having an effect on me.

“What’s the next word?” Mrs. Cooper asked dismissively, rolling her hair behind her ear and putting her hands on her lap as she stared at me.

I moved the phone back up to my head slowly, wondering if I we should continue.

“Easy!” she said as soon as she saw it, then she turned to her husband and moved her lips to his.

Now I was watching as their tongues wrestled, with Gary’s big cock still twitching on his lap.

“Uhhhm,” I stalled, wanting to enjoy them for a little longer.

Jean didn’t stop and soon her hands were rubbing across his big chest and feeling the muscles that were etched out below his shirt.

“Kiss,” I guessed, beginning to feel my pussy awaken beneath my pants.

“Not quite,” Mrs. Cooper said, pulling her lips briefly off Gary’s mouth.

I watched as her hand moved down to his cock and my jaw dropped when her fingers curled around it.

She began to jerk him in her fist as she kissed him and Gary’s chest rose as he sucked a big gulp of air into his lungs to fuel his mounting desire.

I took a big breath too, both scared and excited by the image before me.

“It was ‘French kiss,’” Jean said, pulling off Gary and letting go of his cock at the same time.

“Next word,” she said, urging me to continue.  Gary seemed just as shocked as me, but Jean was all about the game.  I'd never seen her like this.

I put the phone to my head again and braced myself.  Gary’s eyebrows rose as he saw the word, but Jean was kind of smirking, her eyes flicking between him and me.

“Come on, Gary,” she said, standing up and offering him her hand.

He stood up with her and his pants dropped a little.  His cock was punching out from his waist, bobbing with each beat of blood that rushed into it.

She walked towards me and pulled Gary with her, smiling as I held the phone to my head.  I looked up at her from the chair and watched as he came ever-closer, his big dick swaying around eye-level as he approached.

“Right here, Gary,” she said, positioning him at the side of chair so his hard dick hung close to me.

I swallowed nervously, looking at the thick veins that coursed up the side of it and marveling at the soft-pink hue of his taut crown.

Mrs. Cooper crouched beside me and put her husband’s big cock back between her lips, leaving me to watch from no more than a foot away.

She moaned as he groaned and I let out a soft whimper too, wondering what the hell had happened to our Friday night.

Just then Jean sucked off Gary’s cock and I watched a string of spit break between her lips and his swollen head.  Then she turned to me and pointed his dick in my direction.

“Open your mouth,” she said with calm authority.

I looked up at Gary who gave the subtlest of nods, and then I opened my mouth and waited.

She pulled his cock towards me and Gary shuffled closer.  With my eyes still open and looking at each of them in turn I felt his flesh at my lips and I spread my mouth wider still.

Mr. Cooper pushed himself inside me and I dropped the phone on the floor, watching as it bounced and landed screen-side up, revealing the word.  THREESOME, it said.

I exhaled over his flesh as he filled my mouth, watching Mrs. Cooper’s smile broaden as more and more of her husband's inches entered me.

“Good girl, Kimmy,” she said, holding her bottom lip with her teeth.

Mr. Cooper moved the hair from my face and my eyes met his as I looked up.  He looked serene and turned on, and seeing the pleasure I was giving him started to stir something inside me.

Jean stood up now and began to kiss him, leaving me and his cock alone.  I pulled him from my lips and stared at his wet length, looking up at both of them as they kissed passionately.  I was left with a decision now.  Leave them to it and slink off, or carry on enjoying myself.

Well, I already liked where the night was going, so against my better judgment I took a deep breath and inhaled his dick all over again, pumping him harder in my fist now as his body tensed and his hands gripped at his wife’s tits.

I moved to the floor and reclaimed him in my grip, causing both of them to shift and allow me between them as they kissed.  I could hear the lustful smacking sounds of their lips and tongues colliding and when I looked up I could see Gary with a big handful of Mrs. Cooper’s sizeable tits in his grasp.

He groped her chest as they kissed and I sucked my lips tight to his length, driving over him and jerking him in my mouth as the two of them enjoyed each other.

As I continued my inexpert sucks and licks he lifted Jean’s tank-top over her head and she quickly moved behind her back to unclasp her bra.

It fell beside me and now I was looking up at the firm, large underside of her big tits, claimed quickly by Gary’s hands.

I could see her nipples peeking out, looking big and stiff and I was suddenly aware of my own arousal, feeling my pussy swell and release a surge of juices.

Gary arched his back and I watched his mouth envelop Jean’s tits.

“Suck my nipples, Gary,” she said and the sudden voice startled me.  “Put my big tits in your mouth.”

Her voice was sultry and seductive, and I found myself becoming excited by her dirty words.

“Suck his cock, Kimmy,” she said down to me now.  “Make sure you keep sucking on that big, hard cock.”

I did as instructed, keeping Gary inside me and following my lips with a tight grip as I jerked him.

I grabbed his pants and pulled the waist of them down, taking his boxer-briefs with them and pulling them off his ankles.

He stood naked from the waist down now and I gripped his firm length again, pointing him back towards my mouth and breathing him in.

His hand moved down to Jean’s crotch and smoothed aggressively over her pussy.

“Tease me, Gary,” she said, casting her head back as Mr. Cooper kissed on her neck.

I suddenly found my own hand squeezing at my breast, surprising myself at my own eroticism.  My nipple turned stiff in an instant and very soon my hand was at my crotch too, feeling the warmth of my waiting pussy.

Gary had popped open the button of Mrs. Cooper's jeans now and was sliding down her zipper.  The noise of it opening made me shiver with excitement, and then I watched as his hand drove itself into her panties and she let out a wail of air.

I gasped too as I watched her begin to writhe against his hand.

“Play with my pussy, honey,” she sighed.

Gary worked inside her panties and I watched the fabric move as his cock sat in my mouth.  As he played with her he continued his wild sucks on her tits and suddenly we were very much embodying the threesome that the game had demanded we act out.

I pulled Gary from my mouth now and turned my attention to Mrs. Cooper’s pants.  I was impatient to see what was happening beneath them and I gripped my fingers over the waist and began to yank them down.

“Good girl, Kimmy,” she said, and Gary looked down too.

“Good girl,” he repeated, and I found myself smiling at their praise.

I dragged her jeans and panties down, causing them to roll together over her shapely ass, and then I slid them down her smooth thighs and helped her feet out of the bottom.

She was standing naked now and exuding a sexual womanhood that I hoped to emulate at her age.  Honestly she looked an absolute picture of dominant femininity.  Mrs. Cooper definitely wore the trousers in the bedroom and she was keen to let Gary and I know it.

She moved away from him now and left him in my mouth.  I looked up to his face but his eyes were rapt on her as she walked to the chair beside us and sat in it, splitting her legs.

“Kimmy,” she said, and I turned my head to her and let Gary’s cock spring out of my mouth.  She curled a finger towards me and opened her legs wide.

I crawled around to the front of the chair and was presented with the most amazing sight.  Mrs. Cooper’s legs were splayed wide and her shaven, mature pussy was inviting me towards it.

Her big tits hung on her chest and her stomach had one or two womanly rolls across it as she split her legs wide.

“Come and eat my pussy,” she said calmly.  “And let me taste that cock again, Gary.”

He moved beside her and she turned to put him in her mouth, sucking my spit off his cock and replacing it with her own.

I looked ahead, studying the folds of her wet skin that became more detailed as I moved my face between her thighs.

I could feel the heat of it close to my face as I approached, then I felt her hand on the back of my head, pulling me towards her.

Without a say in the matter I found my mouth opening wide and consuming her pussy, tasting the coppery sweetness of her juices and sucking inexpertly on her skin.

I’d scarcely had a sexual experience in my life and yet here I was, eating Mrs. Cooper's pussy while she sucked on her husband's cock.  My friends would never believe me, and I could never tell them.  It was a forbidden threesome that was already an unspoken secret—taken with all of us to the grave.

My tongue moved over her pussy the way that I’d want a tongue to move across my own.  I figured it was the best way to do it.

“That’s right, Kimmy,” she said, pulling Gary’s dick from her mouth to encourage me.  “Eat my pussy.”

I sucked her flesh into my mouth and nibbled it loosely, finding her clit beneath the hood and tickling at the pearly stud.

Her pussy seemed to contract in my mouth and my tongue darted up the glossed tunnel, scooping out fresh juices and spreading them over her sex with my mouth and tongue.

As I salivated I worked the excess spit over her until a cocktail of our sin was flooding from her pussy.  It dripped down between her ass and soon her whole crotch was a soaked mess.

I looked over her stomach and to Gary’s big hand that was squeezing at her tits.

“Take your top off,” he said, and I looked to him, realizing he’d been watching me.

I pulled my face off Mrs. Cooper's pussy and tried to look demure as I pulled my top over my head, using the fabric to wipe the juices from my chin in the process.

“Your bra too,” he said with smooth command.  “I want to see those young tits of yours.”

I was kind of excited to show him.  My breasts were one of my most prized assets, followed quickly by my toned ass.

I unclasped the bra and pulled it off my shoulders, leaning back and letting Gary get a good look.

“Beautiful,” he said simply, then pulled his cock from Jean’s mouth and brought it over towards me.

I sucked on it and watched her hand replace my mouth, splitting her flesh and curling a finger up towards her swollen clit.

She moaned as she pleasured herself, and I sucked Gary’s cock all over again with growing confidence.

“Take off your pants,” she said now in breathy tones.

I took Gary from my lips and stood beside him, unbuttoning my jeans and dropping them to the floor.

I stepped out of them and stood next to Mr. Cooper who pulled his t-shirt over his head.

“Take her panties off, Gary,” she said, idly circling a hand around her pussy and sliding a finger in and out of her sex whenever she pleased.

Gary crouched to the floor and put his hands over the waist of my panties.  He pulled them down and I felt the stickiness of my pussy as the crotch pulled away from it.

“Now turn around and bend over,” she said, and like a good girl I did as instructed.  “That’s a beautiful ass,” she said.

I smiled again as I bent over, then my expression turned serious as I heard her next words.

“Open her ass for me, Gary,” she said.  “I want a good look at her.”

My hands pulled at my calves as I doubled over for the both of them, and then I felt Mr. Cooper’s big hands parting the firm, pure-white cheeks of my ass.

“Delicious,” she said and the smile returned.  I had passed her test.

“Have a taste, Gary,” she said, and I looked between my legs to see her sat on her throne and still playing with her pussy.

Then I saw Mr. Cooper's big cock and washboard stomach as he crouched behind me, and I closed my eyes as I felt his nose press against my asshole and his tongue smooth along my crease.

I let out a whimper of approval and he licked along my lips, pushing into my tight O and playing with my taint.

“Her ass too,” Mrs. Cooper said, and my eyes winced closed with delight as I felt his tongue tickle my sensitive knot.

“Does that feel nice?” I heard her ask as Gary breathed a gasp against my skin and bit the cheek of my ass.

“It does, Mrs. Cooper,” I said softly, feeling her husband’s tongue return and push gently against my forbidden hole.

Then he pulled off me and stood beside me, giving my ass a gentle smack as Jean watched on.

“Eat my pussy now, Kimmy,” she ordered calmly, and I span around like a good girl and dropped to my knees in an instant.

“Let me taste it, Mrs. Cooper,” I said, affecting an innocent twang.

“You can fuck her now, Gary,” she said, and I tried to not let the words affect me.

I moved my mouth close to her pussy but could scarcely concentrate.  The pervading thought was that I was about to lose my virginity to Mr. Cooper and he had no idea.

“Give it her, Gary,” she said, and I felt him begin to square up behind me as I opened my legs to let him in.

He held his cock in his hand and rubbed it up and down my groove in one last teasing motion.  My face was close to Jean’s pussy and I let out a few tentative licks as I waited for him to pierce me, then my mouth hung wide-open as I felt him begin to push himself in.

“That’s right,” Mrs. Cooper encouraged.

“It’s so tight,” Mr. Cooper said, and my eyes closed tight in a pained wince.

He stretched me wide and broke me open, forcing himself inside me and feeling my cunt grip tight to his girth.

“Oh, Mr. Cooper,” I cried, waving goodbye to my long-held virginity as his cock swelled inside me.

He twitched and pulled himself out of me a little, pushing himself back inside a little deeper now that my juices adorned his length.

He hit against my ass and pushed me forward, burying my face against her dripping pussy that I quickly began to suck on as I waited for the pain to subside.

My eyes were still closed tight and I tasted her lips gingerly, concentrating on the pain and quietly rejoicing as it began to subside.

When he pulled himself out of me again this time the pervading sensation was pleasure, erasing the hurt that he had previously doled out.

As his cock slammed home again I let out an approving grunt, biting my lip and pushing my face onto Mrs. Cooper's cunt with fresh gusto.  All that was left now was blissful joy that I had finally lost my virginity, and it was nowhere near as worrisome as I imagined.

Gary began to fuck me harder now and I tried to eat Mrs. Cooper’s pussy as best I could, but his wild flaying was making it increasingly difficult.

She took control of her sex now, moving a hand to replace my mouth and giving me the best view in the house as she parted her flesh and teased the cum from her slit with ease.

It left me to concentrate on the sensation of Gary inside me, and before long he was fucking me towards an intense orgasm that threatened to explode from me at any moment.

I gasped with joy and Jean was quick to notice.

“I think you’re going to make her come, Mr. Cooper” she said, and hearing her call him that drove me even closer to the edge.

My eyes closed tight with pleasured anguish and I concentrated on his girth as it rolled in an out of me, hitting a spot deep inside me that yearned for his return each time.

He crashed home again and again and my moans turned louder each time until now I was panting ferociously

“Come for me, Kimmy,” she said, sitting up and taking in the show.  “Make her come, Gary.”

He let a slap down on my ass that made my body tense, and when I tried to relax it flared up all over again.

“I’m coming!” I cried, closing my eyes as colors swirled across my vision.  The room dropped away and all I could feel was a euphoric bliss consuming me, my pussy contracting in wild intervals and gripping Gary’s cock over and over.

I began to undulate beneath him, kissing Mrs. Cooper’s legs with flurries as I lost myself completely.

My stomach tensed and relaxed over and over as I whined, and my pussy was gradually squeezing Gary’s cock from it as I came.

The orgasm was the most intense I’d ever experienced, and when Mr. Cooper finally pulled off me I fell forwards and rested myself between his wife’s legs as she played with my hair, feeling some of my juices roll gently from my quivering O.

“Good girl,” she said, and then I felt Gary kissing at my ass.

They left me there a moment, with him tonguing around my asshole while Mrs. Cooper sat still and massaged my head.

“Lie on the floor now,” she said after a while.  “On your back.”

I did as I was told in silent compliance, intrigued by whatever was coming my way next.

Mrs. Cooper straddled me as though we were about to sixty-nine, but she stayed propped up on all fours, pointing her ass in the air.

“Fuck me, Gary,” she said.  “I want you to come inside me.  Kimmy—I want you to watch.”

I looked up at her mature pussy, my fingers idly playing with my own as my body relaxed.

I watched as he squared up behind her and I bit at my lip as his flesh began to touch hers.

“Mmmm,” I soothed, watching the pleasing sight of Mr. Cooper's hard cock sliding into his wife's waiting pussy.

As it slotted home she left out a sigh, dropping her head and biting at the inside of my thigh.

Then I watched as he fucked her, seeing his cock turn creamy and glossed as it plunged inside her again and again and emerged with more and more juices adorning it.

“Fuck me, Gary,” she cried, causing Mr. Cooper to up his pace and thrust his hips forward against her ass.  The sound of their flesh clapping together rang out louder and louder and at quicker intervals.

I was breathing heavy with the both of them, feeling her lips and teeth against my inner thigh as she gasped.

Each of her warm, heavy breaths washed over my pussy and I welcome her touch, sighing with delight as her mouth finally kissed at my velvet groove.

Her tongue wandered over me erratically and I could sense her focus was elsewhere.

“Oh, Gary,” she cried again.

I watched as his cock pushed in and out, her pussy lips spreading wide and then hugging him tight as they reclaimed him.

“I’m gonna come,” he cried, and I could sense Mrs. Cooper was close too.

“Give it me,” she yelped.  “Give me that cum.”

I saw the lips of her pussy quiver as she climaxed and heard her grunt against my thigh that she gripped tightly.

Then I watched as Mr. Cooper’s thrusts slowed abruptly, almost to a stop.

“Oh, honey,” he cried, and his balls pulled up to the base of his cock as it twitched.

They both sighed in unison and Mrs. Cooper began to move herself back and forth over her husband’s cock as he stayed motionless and groaning.

His cock pulsed at the base and twitched inside her, sending volley after volley of his seed shooting up the length and crashing inside her pussy.

The sight of them both coming together was amazing from this viewpoint, and it’s one that I recall now whenever I need an extra bit of stimulus when masturbating.

They both moaned together and Mr. Cooper’s seed began to escape her pussy and fall on to me.

Instinctively my mouth opened and I tasted his viscous, bitter-sweet cum against my tongue, rolling it around inside as I experienced it for the first time.

Mr. Cooper groaned and Mrs. Cooper leaned forward off him completely now, and I marveled as his slick cock swung over me and her pussy yawned open.

I flinched as a big drop of his cum landed on my face, and then opened my mouth as more of it fell from her pussy and dropped on me.

She sat up now and planted her pussy on me, grinding over my open maw as my tongue forced its way out and mingled with their juices.

She rubbed herself over me and I struggled for breath as she enveloped me, drowning me in a sinful pool of their love.

When she finally lifted her pussy from me I gasped, causing Mr. Cooper's cum to stretch across my open mouth.

I looked up as she moved off me, catching Gary’s smirking face briefly before Mrs. Cooper’s arrived close to me.

“You naughty girl,” she said, holding my chin in her hand.  The she began to kiss me and share the cum between us.

I glanced quickly to Gary as he enjoyed the show, then closed my eyes and began to do the same.

Jean’s tongue rolled over mine, with Gary’s thick cum between our loving embrace, making the whole thing even more erotic than it already was.

“Good girl,” Mr. Cooper said, moving the hair from my face so he could see his wife and playmate kiss.

Mrs. Cooper pulled off me and sat against the chair, with Gary standing over us, his spent cock beginning to soften but looking no less impressive.

I sat up on an elbow and surveyed the scene, watching his broad shoulders rise and drop with his breaths while Mrs. Cooper sat in front of me.

“Right,” she said, wiping the cum from her chin and licking her fingers.  “Whose turn is it next?”

THE END
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Bursting With Milk
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When it first started to happen I couldn’t explain it.  I’d gone to a doctor immediately.  It wasn’t normal for a nineteen-year-old girl to suddenly start leaking milk from her breasts.

The doctor said it wasn’t as rare as I thought.  He’d put it down to a phantom pregnancy, which I wasn’t even aware that women could get.  My body was going through the phases of a pregnancy without the actual baby—which I guess is why I hadn’t had my period in months.

At first I was nervous I was somehow pregnant, but when you haven’t had sex there’s very little chance of that!  The last time something like that happened to anyone ... well, you know the story.

I felt a lot calmer after my appointment.  To find out it was nothing to worry about was such a relief, but it didn’t change how annoying it was that I’d find my tits spontaneously leaking milk.  The doctor had said I’d have to help relieve the pressure, but sometimes that isn’t exactly practical.

I came downstairs one morning to find Jeff idling on the sofa in his dressing gown, looking all rough and rugged as usual.  I rented the room from him upstairs to help him with bill.  He was over twice my age but cool enough.

“Morning,” I said as chipper as I could.

He flicked a hand in my direction.  “Morning, Andrea.”

I breezed quickly through the lounge, suddenly sensing the onslaught of another bout of dripping nipples.  My tits felt firm and slightly swollen beneath my t-shirt, pressing against the fabric.  The nipples were more than a little visible but I hoped to God I could make it through breakfast without incident.

I fixed myself a bowl of cereal and sighed as I poured the milk all over it.  It felt like I had more than enough inside me to cover my breakfast and probably top off a round of coffees too.

I ate on the sofa across from Jeff, looking up every now and then and zoning out to the sound of the sportscaster.

My hormones were a mess.  One second I’d be fine and the next I’d have this overwhelming sense of arousal.  Usually I’d be able to quickly relieve myself or take my mind off it, but this one seemed especially powerful.

I could feel my pussy begin to swell with desire as my mind raced and I looked to Jeff with panic, imagining somehow that he might be able to guess what it was that I was thinking of.

As I traced over his features I felt the surge of juices all over again and closed my eyes to enjoy it.  I looked again at his mature, steely-eyed features and began to imagine the most sinful of things.  When I was horny I didn’t think straight, and there was no greater example of that than now.

I started to undress him with my eyes, biting my lip as I imagined more and more of him being revealed to me.  I pictured his powerful chest, his flat stomach, the indent of his muscles that pointed down towards ... towards ... oh God!

I closed my eyes tight to try to erase the image, but it only seemed to burn it into my mind.  I could see it clearer than ever now, stretching out from his body and looking impressive.  His thick veins coursed along it and he took it in his fist and started to roll his hand over it.  I shuddered and jumped suddenly as Jeff's voice pierced the fantasy.

“You spilt some,” he said and my eyes flashed open and stared towards him.

I froze for a moment and struggled to understand what he meant.

“On your ... ” he pointed to me and I looked down to see what he was gesturing towards.

My nipples had been leaking milk the entire time and had started to leave a wet patch on my chest.

“Oh!” I gasped, flinching and then trying to cover the mark with my arm.  “Damn.”

I don’t know how convincing it sounded, but after I’d wiped my top and looked back over at him he was still staring at me.

“Everything okay?” he asked, suddenly suspicious.

“Fine,” I answered, far too quickly.  “Everything’s fine.”

I brought the cereal to my lips and mouthed over it, pretending to concentrate on the television as I watched it.

“Come on, Andrea,” he said.  “I know you hate this stuff and now you can't keep your eyes off it.  What’s up?”

I put the bowl down on the small table beside the couch and clasped my hands in front of me, looking down as I composed myself.

“I’m ... ” I took another breath.  “I’m having a phantom pregnancy.”

As expected, it took him a while to speak.

“You’re pregnant?!” he cried, perking up.

“No, no, no,” I said quickly.  “A phantom pregnancy.”

“What’s the difference?”

“Well, first of all I’m not actually pregnant.”

He relaxed in an instant.

“So what is it?” he asked, calmer now.

“Basically my body goes through some of the steps of a pregnancy, minus the baby.”

“Like what?”

“Well ... ” I started, looking back down at my soaked t-shirt.  “Like, I sometimes leak milk from my—uhm—breasts.”

His gaze moved down to my t-shirt and he stared at the wetness.  My nipples were so hard that you could perfectly make them out beneath my top that had turned slightly transparent.

“Your tits leak milk?” he asked, sitting up and walking over to my couch.

“All the time lately,” I said, looking down and pulling my t-shirt out.

“What causes it?”

“I don’t know,” I lied, fully aware that this fresh instance was caused by thinking things I really shouldn’t have been about a guy twice my age.

“So they just drip, drip, drip, huh?” he said, taking a seat beside me.  His curiosity was surprising.  I’d never seen him so interested in me.

“Yeah.  I can sometimes feel it coming.”

“What does it feel like?”

I tried to find the words.  “It feels like ... you know how if you eat a lot you feel full?  Well, my tits feel kind of like that.  It’s like they need to be emptied.”

Jeff scratched his chin and looked at me.

“Do they need to be emptied right now?” he asked.

“They’re bursting,” I laughed.

“So what do we do?”

“We?”

“Yeah,” he said, nonchalant.  “I wanna help.”

“You want to help me milk my own tits?” I cried in disbelief.

“Sure,” he shrugged.  “Something new.”

Jeff was treating it like he was sampling some foreign food or something.

“You want to milk my tits?” I asked again.

“I just wanna help, Andrea.”

I thought for a moment, looking down at my wet breasts and then back to him.  My mind recalled the previous fantasy and I had to squeeze my knees together to stop my pussy from leaking.

“Thanks, Jeff,” I said warmly, staring into his eyes.

I watched his pupils dilate as they met mine and between us there was a forbidden lust that was growing by the second.

“What should I do?” he asked, turning his body and getting his hands ready.

“Just squeeze,” I said, and then as though it were no big deal I took the bottom of my t-shirt and lifted it over my head, exposing my tits to him in an instant.

Jeff had never seen them before, especially like this.  They were firm and bigger than usual, looking a little veined and ripe.

“Wow,” he gasped.  “They look amazing.”

I tried not to blush.  At each of the nipples was a speck of white where the previous drips had escaped.

“Just press them gently,” I said in a whisper.  “Either side of my nipple.”

Jeff rubbed his hands together and leant over me.  I could see my heart pounding at my chest as he approached.  I heard him swallow hard and soon I could feel the warmth of his skin on mine.

He touched my breast carefully and there was something hot in the concentration he displayed.  It was as though he was delicately threading a needle, keen to keep his hands from quivering as he started to press on my chest and relieve the pressure.

“That’s good,” I said, and closed my eyes as I began to feel the release.

“There it is!” he cried, and I opened my eyes to watch a stream of milk rolling out of my nipple and falling down my breast.

“Keep going,” I smiled, suddenly finding the whole thing much more enjoyable than usual.

He pressed against my tits and we both gasped as a long, thin jet squirted from the nipple.  Jeff stopped and looked at me to check if everything was okay.

“Go on,” I insisted, looking back down and waiting.

Jeff squeezed again and another jet spiraled from my teat, sprinkling milk across my legs.  I watched it escape me.  What Jeff did next made my jaw drop.

He moved his mouth towards the arcing milk and opened it, letting it fall inside.  As if that wasn’t naughty enough he followed its route all the way to the source and clasped his lips right over my stiff, leaking nipple.

I looked down at the surreal sight before me, wondering what the hell I should do now that he was latched on to my tits and sucking out my milk.

He continued to palm them gently, but now his tongue was circling my areola and he was nibbling softly at the node.  I don’t mind admitting that the release felt incredible.

I thought about protesting but when my mouth opened nothing came out.  I let out a short moan and then moved my hand to his head, pushing my fingers through his hair and holding him on my chest as my head fell backwards.

My eyes closed and I dined out on the blissful sensation.  Jeff too seemed to be enjoying himself, massaging my tits and swallowing down every bead of milk that spurted from my chest.

“Oh, Jeff,” I hushed softly, wriggling my shoulders into the sofa cushion and surrendering myself to him.

I stayed like that for a while, letting him move from nipple to nipple and relieve the pressure.  The sensation of the milk shooting through the tiny aperture was incredible and my body was responding in ways I hadn’t anticipated.  My pussy became wet and I fought to keep my hands away from it.

I squeezed the cushion now and finally dared to take another look down at Jeff.  When I did I got a whole lot more than I bargained for!

Jeff had split his dressing gown open, revealing his nudity beneath.  In between split of his gown I could see his stiff, big cock stretching up his body, being stroked gently by one of his hands.  His body was deliciously mature.

“Damn,” I whispered to myself.  Jeff opened his eyes and stared up at me.  I could see a smirk break across his face, but he kept his lips fast over my nipples, keen not to spill another drop.

His mouth suckled down on them and he swallowed thankfully each time, feeding from me like a starved babe.

I couldn’t take my eyes off his cock.  It looked dangerous and impressive all at once and I wanted nothing more than to put it in my mouth.  I wanted to return the favor to him and I could think of no better way.

“Looks like you need emptying too,” I said with a smirk, nodding down at the thick flesh that sat between his legs.

He broke from my nipples finally and a film of white hung across his bottom lip.

“Think you could do that for me?” he asked, letting go of his cock.

I didn’t say a word, instead sliding off the sofa and kneeling on the carpet beside him.  Jeff rolled over so his cock sat on his lap and I put myself between his legs, closer to an erection now than I’d ever been in my life.  I thought of all the porn clips I’d seen and every word that my girlfriends had ever uttered about the subject.

Carefully I took his cock in my hand.  It felt heavy and hard, the blood beating into it quickly as he fought against his inhibitions.

He stared down expectantly, giving a subtle nod when I looked up into his eyes.  His cock was throbbing in my midst as I brought my mouth towards it.  I licked my lips and curled a lock of hair behind my ears.

I felt it touch the inside of my mouth as I crept over it and soon I was pushing it inside me and filling myself with his sinful flesh.

Jeff looked down in lust-filled shock, keeping his hands by his side as I tried to master his forbidden length.

I pulled it from my mouth and beat my fist over it, hoping that I was doing everything right.  He showed no sign of protesting, moaning in all the right places as my tongue began to circle around the sensitive head of his big cock.

“Is this good?” I asked, rolling my fist up and down it slowly and squeezing it tight.

“Perfect,” he said simply, looking down and watching his dick disappear magically through my lips.

Feeling adventurous I rose up on my knees and put my big, milky tits around his flesh.  I could feel his thickness in my cleavage and I pressed my tits tight around him with my hands.  I pulled them up and down and trapped his thick pole between them, jerking him through the tight gap between.

As I pressed them around him they began to squirt milk out over his stomach and soon I was doling out a sinful, milky tit-fuck that I was sure neither of us would ever forget.

I began to slide over him faster now and the milk ran between my tits and acted as a kind of lubricant.  It drenched his cock and eased it’s passing through my cleavage as Jeff started to thrust his hips upwards and meet my falling bosom.  He was fucking them slowly now and moaning loud grunts of approval that were gradually beginning to turn my panties sodden.

I took his cock from my chest and sucked the milk off it, tasting the sweetness of my nectar and appreciating instantly how Jeff could love it so.

“I can’t hold it anymore,” I said to him, standing in front of him and letting him take me in.  “I want it, Jeff.  I want your cock.”

“Oh, I want you too, sweetie,” he said, sitting up and pulling my ass towards him.  He kissed at my stomach and then at the fabric of my panties.  I could feel his mouth over the triangle of fur that sat atop my hot slit and I took a deep breath in to fuel my mounting desire.

“Take me,” I said, exhaling and holding his face to my crotch.  “I’m ready.”

Jeff’s hands came up to the waist of my panties and he curled his fingers over them.  I kept my eyes closed as I felt him begin to pull them down, feeling the fabric roll over my firm ass as he dragged it downwards.

My panties fell off my thigh and dropped to my ankles, then I felt Jeff’s lips all over again at my pussy, only this time there was nothing in the way.

He kissed softly at the top of my groove, sending a tingle surging through me that suddenly became a violent stream of bliss when he open his mouth and breathed a wet kiss over my sex.

I let out a whimper and pushed his face onto me, then his tongue searched down my wet flesh and took a taste of the forbidden fruit.

My lashes parted and I looked down at the sight of him kissing my hot, virginal slit.  It was an image I’ll never forget and a sensation that I was determined to enjoy for a little longer.

I held him on to me and began to rise on my tip toes.  Jeff pushed his face into my pussy, using his hands to pull me onto him as they squeezed my ass.

His tongue slid between my groove and I started to ache for him.  My hand rose to my chest and I squeezed at it, surprising myself and letting out another jet of milk that spurted sideways.

“Come here,” he said, standing now and handling me a little rough.

He pushed me towards the couch and I fell back on it, looking up at him from under my brow and letting out a naughty smirk that he matched.

He grabbed under my thighs and pulled my ass to the edge of the seat, pushing my legs back towards my stomach so my groove lay waiting for him.

I watched him curl a fist over his cock and then bring it forwards towards my virgin sex.  He rubbed the bulbous crown of his dick up and down the slit, splaying the juices from my core all the way up my slender petals and nudging my swollen clit with the taut head.

“Take my big cock,” he whispered, looking down at the union of our sinful flesh.  His cock pierced me and began to stretch the tight muscle of my core wide.  My eyes winced closed as I let out a cry.

“Oh, Jeff,” I whimpered, opening my mouth and moaning up at him.  His cock stretched me open, sending a pang of pain through me.  The whole thing was so erotic that I didn’t want it to stop and thankfully Jeff had no intentions of doing that.  Instead he pushed his hard, fat cock deeper until it was searching far inside.

My pussy accepted him reluctantly and gradually the pain of him inside me began to relent.  He paused when he’d buried himself to the hilt and I breathed quickly, trying to relax myself around him.

Jeff stared down into my eyes and then his gaze quickly shifted to my tits.  The milk was streaming slowly from them and running off to the side, leaving a trail behind it.

Jeff leant in quickly and caught the escaping bead, following the line of white with his tongue until he was clamped back on my nipples.  He sucked them again and I felt a calming surge that relaxed me quickly.  Now the sensation of his hard dick inside me felt incredible and when he slowly began to slide it out of me I felt every ridge of him inside my charged core.

“Give it me, Jeff,” I begged, moaning up at him.  “I want you.”

He pulled almost all the way out of me and then sent his length surging back through my tight lips, hitting me and forcing a grunt of air from my lungs.  The smack of his hips on me shuddered my clit and I felt electrified.

He did it several more times and each time the resulting moan was louder and longer.  My nails scratched down his back until my hands found his rock-hard ass, squeezing at it and pulling him into me.

Jeff started to fuck me harder and faster now and very quickly my thick, white cum began to run around his cock.  My pussy was a mess of juices and he used them to pass his thick flesh through me at an increasing pace.

Every so often his lips would clasp around my tight nipple and he’d suck a few jets of milk from me as if to fuel his thrusting hips.

I yearned for the return of his cock each time he pulled it from me and he didn’t disappoint, striking me deep with powerful, impassioned thrusts.

“Take this big cock, Andrea,” he growled, looking down my body.  He watched his dick spear my slit again and again as he growled and I started to feel the tremors of an orgasm washing over me.

I closed my eyes and concentrated on the sensation, sucking in air quickly to fuel the desire.  My scalp prickled and I felt suddenly weightless.  I held my breath and focused on his hard cock, imagining it driving its way inside me.

My mind swirled with desire and each time I gasped in air my pussy squeezed tight around his flesh.

“Yes, honey,” he said, spotting the cues.  “I want you to come for me.  Come for me!”

“Yes, Jeff!” I moaned, tossing my head left and right.  “Make me come!”

He slid out of me with long withdrawals, punctuated by quickly thrusting himself deep again and again.  My body simply couldn’t cope.  When he struck my clit hard for the fourth time I began to lose it.

“Oh, fuck,” I cried, squeezing the couch and looking down over my milk-strewn tits.  “Oh, fuck!”

He slid himself through me over and over and my pussy began to gasp, my asshole pulsing as the climax spilled from me.

“I’m coming, Jeff!” I cried, and he dropped his face close to mine and kissed my open lips.

“I know, honey,” he said, keeping his rhythm as he kissed my mouth.

Our lips slipped across each other as I closed my eyes, whimpering as I shuddered and wondering if I’d ever feel this good again.

Jeff upped his pace, plowing down on me until I couldn’t stand him anymore.

My pussy clenched around him and forced him out and when he pulled his cock from me I felt a surge of juices exit with it.

I was writhing before him now, my breasts oozing milk from the nipple in continuous streams.  Jeff started to beat his dick over me and I had no idea how close he’d been the whole time.

My eyes were still closed when I heard him declare his imminent release.

“Here it comes, Andrea.”

I looked up in a flash, watching his hand rapidly firing over his wet length.  I was still shaking, sending a hand to my pussy to circle my swollen clit and tease the last of my climax from me.

I was still coming when the first hot rope leapt from his cock and fell across my stomach.

“Arrgh, yes!” he growled, throwing the cum from his dick in violent lashes that crashed all over me.

“Jeff!” I cried, watching it rain down on me.  I gasped as it fell across my stomach, laced across my tits and dropped on my face.

His cum was covering me from navel to mouth and I loved every second of it.  Colors still swirled across my gaze as I looked up at his engorged cock.  I pushed some of his cum into my mouth and tasted the bitterness, feeling the warmth of another hot lashing as it fell over my stomach.

Jeff continued to pump until the cum stopped, stringing from his cock and falling towards me.  He pinched his fist towards the crown and let the last drop fall on me, shaking his cock off as though I was hit little cum dump.

My chest was a mess of his seed, interspersed with lines of milk that had streamed from me.

“You’re amazing, Andrea,” he sighed, staring down on me.  The sight of me covered in cum and milk must have been surreal.  The sight of Jeff holding his dripping, hard cock certainly was.

He slid his dick through his fist as he sucked in several deep breaths, then he teased a finger along my wet groove and brought it to my mouth.

I opened and sucked over him, tasting the coppery-sweetness of my pussy and rolling my juices around my mouth.

I looked down over my tits and at the spatters and pools of cum that adorned me.  Jeff certainly needed to come alright.

“It’s everywhere,” I giggled, looking over myself.

“I needed that,” he sighed, leaning over and kissing my lips.  He didn’t seem to mind that some of his cum was on them.

He gave me a quick peck at first, but then leant in and opened his mouth, swirling his tongue around mine and breathing a passionate kiss into me.

I felt my heart swell for him and I kept my eyes closed long after his lips had left me.

“Thank you,” I said, feeling all floaty and relaxed.

“It was my pleasure,” he laughed.  “As you can see!”

We both took another look at his bountiful seed that was cast all over me.

“Maybe we can relieve each other again sometime,” I suggested, biting a finger.

“What are you doing in a couple of hours?” he joked, and I laughed with him.

My head rested on his shoulder as we sat together, trying to ignore the background of sin that had overshadowed our pleasure.  I smiled and snuggled against him as his arm fell around me.  I hoped I’d have a whole troupe of phantom pregnancies so I could enjoy this forever.

––––––––
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I’d put myself up for the charity auction as a little bit of fun, but I had no idea the kind of fun I’d be having off the back of it.

In our small community I lived a pretty good life.  I rented a room from Mr. Mayhew, who was kind of rich and helped me out in almost any way he could.  Auctioning myself off for charity like that felt like the perfect way of giving something back to a world that had been so kind to me.

“It’s just a date, Mr. Mayhew,” I said.  “That’s all.”

“I don’t know, Amber, I’m not sure I like the sound of it.”

“But it’s for charity!  I’m sure whoever wins will be the perfect gentleman.”

“I’m not so sure,” he said, narrowing his eyes.  “Those damn Charles brothers are no good.”

“Billy’s nice enough,” I said.  I had kind of a soft spot for him.

“He’s no good for you,” Mr. Mayhew said.  Clearly he was being overprotective for good reason, but I couldn’t see why yet.

“Well, if you don’t want anyone else to win, you know what you have to do.”

Me. Mayhew looked over at me.  “What’s that?”

“Win the auction,” I laughed, never imagining for a second that he’d take my suggestion seriously.

I left him with that comment as I exited the room, getting ready for the big night.  I’d decided to make the most of it and really dress up for the occasion.  It wasn’t every day you got auctioned off to the highest bidder and I wanted to make sure the charity got the most it could out of me.

“How do I look?” I asked, spinning in the lounge for Mr. Mayhew after spending an hour getting ready.

He glanced up from the television and did a double-take, running his eyes up from my shiny, black high-heels, up my long legs and to the short, black dress that pulled tight around my breasts, giving me a deep cleavage that I knew would be the focus of everyone’s attention.

“You can’t go there looking like that,” he said, standing up and wondering what the hell to do with himself.

“I’m nineteen,” I reminded him.  “I can do whatever I like.”

“Ten minutes,” he said.

“Huh?”

“Ten minutes.  I’m coming with you.”  He moved quickly to the stairs and disappeared up them.

“But I—”

His bedroom door slammed and I let out a huff, wondering if I should just flee right then and there.  True to his word he was back downstairs shortly, having changed into a pair of jeans and a shirt.

“I’ll drive,” he said, and he opened the front-door for me.

I shook my head in disbelief but knew better than to fight him.  With a sigh I moved forwards and walked past him down the drive, getting in his truck.

He was silent the entire way over there, pulling up outside the town-hall and walking me through the door.

“Hey, Amber,” came a voice as we walked into the large, open room.  It was Billy, stood beside his brother.  The both of them looked me up and down slowly.

“Hey guys,” I said, taking a step towards the pair of them.

“Looking fine,” Billy said, but the smile on his face vanished when Mr. Mayhew walked over beside me.

“Fellas,” he said, nodding at the pair of them and giving them a steely, unfriendly gaze.

“Mr. Mayhew,” they both said, leaning back against the table and visibly deflating.

He took my arm and led me away.  “Let’s get a drink.”

The rest of the night Mr. Mayhew stood close to me, fidgeting nervously.  He took quick sips of his drink and looked around shiftily.  Whenever someone approached he’d be as warm and friendly as always, unless they happened to look my way.

“Can you just relax?” I hissed at him after he’d spurned yet another advance on me.  “I feel like a damn prisoner.”

“Look,” he said, “I know what half the guys in this room are thinking.  I know what they’re thinking, because I was their age once before.  If I saw a woman who looked like,” he turned to me and gave me a look up and down, “who looked like that, I’d be over here in a heart-beat trying to sink my teeth in.”

I let out a smirk and tightened my lips.  “Is that a round-about way of saying I look good?”

“Amber Thompson,” came a sudden announcement from the stage compère.  “Where is she?”

Mr. Thompson nodded to the stage and sat back in his chair, folding his arms and taking a deep breath.

“Here,” I called out, raising a hand.

“Give it up for Amber,” the announcer said as I walked up onto the stage.  “Amber here is auctioning herself off tonight and one of you lucky fellas could be her date for the evening.”

I saw the Charles brothers nudging each other and pointing up to the stage.  Billy cracked his knuckles.  Mr. Mayhew stared forward in a trance.

“Okay, let’s start the bidding at fifty dollars,” the auctioneer said, and immediately a hand shot up in the audience.

I felt a wave of relief that I’d at least managed to get fifty out of them.  The bright lights shone down on me as I watched another hand shoot up, then another, then another until I’d all but drowned out the rambling chatter from the auctioneer.  I couldn’t believe it.  It went on and on.

“The bid sits at five-hundred dollars,” came the noise that flooded back in when I’d finally taken stock of the situation.

My mouth dropped open in disbelief.  Billy had made the final bid and I was kind of excited to be paired with him.  He looked all smug at the back of the room.

“Going once,” the auctioneer said, looking around the room.  “Going twice ... Sold f—”

“One thousand dollars,” came a stern, loud voice from the middle of the room.

There were gasps all around and I looked into the darkness towards the mysterious bidder, realizing quickly that it was none other than Mr. Mayhew himself.

“One thousand dollars!” the auctioneer said.  “Going straight to charity!  Can anyone do better than that?”

I looked to Billy and his brother whose smiles had left their faces in a shot.  They folded their arms and looked at the back of Mr. Mayhew’s head as he stared towards the stage looking magnanimous.

The compère scanned the room.  There was a murmur in the crowd but no-one came forward with a higher bid.

“Sold!” he announced suddenly, slamming the gavel down as the crowd erupted into a raucous applause.  I left the stage with a mixture of emotions, walking through the fanfare and back to the table I’d left only a few minutes ago.

I shook my head at Mr. Mayhew who smiled back broadly.

“I can’t believe you,” I said, sitting beside him and putting on a smile for the watching crowd.

“It’s for charity,” he said, putting a hand on my leg and giving my thigh a rub.  “I’ll be a good date, I promise.”

We nodded and waved to the crowd like we were some kind of royal couple, but the attention quickly moved away from us as the next auction began with a brand new woman on display.

“What do you say we get out of here,” Mr. Mayhew said, “and I take you for a bite to eat?”

I shook my head again and sighed, taking another look over to Billy whose eyes were on the next prize on stage.  The bidding started and his hand flung up immediately.  My eyes narrowed.

“Sure,” I said, and he stood up and offered me his hand.

He led me out of there and I can honestly say I started to feel like a princess.  I was the priciest gal in the room and I could do a lot worse than have Mr. Mayhew on my arm.

He took me across the road to a fancy restaurant and let me have the pick of the menu.  It wasn’t long before I was laughing along with him and asking him why the hell he decided to lay out a thousand bucks for me.

“Because you’re special,” he said.  “And I sometimes feel like I’m the only one who knows it.”

I stared across the table into his brown eyes and started to melt.  It was as though this really was my first date with him and I found myself surrendering to his mature charms like any other woman would.  He looked pretty-damn good for his age.

He paid the bill like a gentleman and drove the pair of us home.  He put his jacket on my shoulders and led me up the drive and back to the house, opening the door and offering me inside.

I stepped through, feeling a nervous kind of excitement suddenly.  It was as though he was taking me back to his place, only I’d lived here years.  I kind of didn’t want the date to end.

“So what now?” he asked, standing in the hallway.

“We curl up and watch a movie?” I suggested, looking through into the lounge.

“Sounds good to me,” he said.  “I’ll make us a drink.”

I picked something to watch while he fixed us some hot chocolate.  He really knew the route to take straight to my heart.

I draped myself over him as the movie started, nestling against his big chest and getting comfortable as I lay across him.  It’d been years since we’d been so intimate, and I’d definitely changed a lot in that time.

My breasts pressed against his shirt, just about covered by the low-cut dress that was riding up my thigh.  I threw a blanket over my legs and he hugged it round me.  Afterwards his hand rested on my ass and he started to rub it nonchalantly.  I don’t think he even realized what he was doing.

I looked up into his face and saw the light of the television reflect off his eyes.  His hand continued to wander idly, then he turned his face to me.

“What?” he asked.

“This is really nice,” I said, and I stretched my lips to his and gave him a kiss.

He seemed surprised at first.  My hand rested on his chest and beneath it I could feel his heartbeat rise.

I took my lips off him and lingered close to his face, looking forwards into his eyes and feeling an urge for him that was hard to articulate.  Even though he was twice my age I couldn’t deny the attraction I felt for him in that moment.  I wanted to tear off his clothes and have him take me for the first time.  I’d never done it with anyone before in my life, but right then and there I felt comfortable surrendering myself to him.

“Oh, Mr. Mayhew,” I said, leaning into him again and kissing him deeper.

Our eyes closed and his tongue pushed past my lips into my mouth and wound round my own.  He kissed me deep and passionate and our hearts raced, then I noticed something else change in him.

I felt a bulge at my thigh that grew bigger and started to press into me.  He sucked a breath through his nose and we shifted gears, smacking lips passionately as his big cock grew in his pants.

“I want you,” I hushed, pressing my forehead to his.

“I want you too,” he confessed, pushing the blanket down off my ass and giving my naked thigh a squeeze.

I could feel the nerves in my stomach fluttering out and making me tremble.  I’d never been so intimate with someone before and it was kind of a shock that the first person to get this close to me should be him.

I kissed him and started to unbutton his shirt, pushing it open wide and sliding my hand beneath.  His big chest felt amazing, smattered with hair and tensing at intervals as his arm hugged around me.

“Let's see what we've got here,” he said, pulling my skirt up off my ass and giving it a grope with his big hand.

My lips fell on his and I grinded my pussy on his leg, rubbing the crotch of my panties up along him as he squeezed at my toned ass.
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