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“I—I just didn’t know that was a side-effect.”

“Well it clearly is!  I was fine before you stuck that in my arm.”

“It isn’t an erection-maker, Hayden, I can assure you.”

“Then how do you explain this?”

Hayden nodded down and I took another look.  God, he was big.  That was the one thought that was lingering behind just how funny the whole thing was.

“It’ll go down,” I told him.

“But it isn’t!  And it’s kind of hurting.”

“Hurting?”

He nodded.

“Let me see,” I told him.

“Mrs. Playfair!”

“I’m a nurse, honey, let me see.  I’ve seen far worse, trust me.”

It was that small sentence that would be my undoing.  I truly believed that I’d be able to look at it from the perspective of a nurse, rather than that of a lust-filled woman who hadn’t had sex in what felt like forever.

Hayden shook his head, but unfastened his pants nonetheless.  He stood up and downed his jeans.  I looked at the thick length that stretched up the inside of his boxers.

“And your underwear,” I told him.  “Or should I do that?”

Hayden shuffled awkwardly.  It couldn’t have been how he imagined this going and I felt kind of bad.

“Okay, just look ahead at the wall.  I’ll do this.”

Hayden stared over me and I took a breath, hoping he didn’t notice how utterly out of my depth I felt.

I curled my fingers over the waist of his boxer-shorts and slid inside, moving the garment down slowly and watching it slide over the thickness beneath.

“Oh, jeez,” Hayden said, shuffling his feet.

“Don’t worry,” I told him.

His cock sprang up out of his pants and I recoiled in shock.  I wasn’t expecting it to bounce right out like that, and I wasn’t expecting it to look so delicious and angry.  He was so charged with lust that the veins looked ready to pop.  It looked harder than anything I’d ever seen.

“Is it okay?” he asked.

I looked up at him to see him still staring ahead.  It meant I could study him a little more closely.

“It looks more than okay,” I said, letting out a laugh.  “Just very, very hard.”

“Will it go down?”

“I expect.”

I moved my hand towards it and touched him, angling his cock aside and looking down the barrel.  I was, of course, studying it for any signs of medial distress.

“Everything seems in order.”

“That kind of feels good,” Hayden said.  “It doesn’t hurt when you do that.”

“It doesn’t?”

I tickled my fingers on the underside of his cock and Hayden let out a groan.  “That’s working, Mrs. Playfair,” he said.

“I bet it is.”
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“Will it hurt?” Hayden asked, sat on the chair of my private office at the clinic.

I flicked the needle and looked to the tip as a bead of the vaccine appeared.  “I’m not gonna lie, it’ll hurt.  Yellow Fever is one of the worst.”

“Oh, fuck,” he hushed.

“Hey!” I warned him.

He pursed his lips and fell silent.

“It’s not too late to back out, you know?”

I’d spoken to Hayden before and found him endearing.  He had plans to travel but he at nineteen I worried he might not be ready for it.  I suppose it’s not up to me.

“I’m going,” he said.  “Let’s get this over with.”

I moved to the chair that Hayden sat in and pushed his sleeve up his arm until his bicep was visible.  It looked tense and I followed his arm down to see his white knuckles gripping the arm of the chair.

“Relax,” I said.  “I need you to relax, honey, or it might not work.  Do you wanna do it twice?”

Hayden let out a breath and his whole body seemed to deflate.  The tension in his arm lessened.  I wiped a cotton-bud of iodine on his upper arm.  He took another breath and looked ahead.

“It’ll be over before you know it,” I told him.

Before he could respond I put the needle into his arm.  He hissed a breath and I pumped the vaccine into his arm.

I pulled the needle out and wiped again at the small puncture, then gave him a cotton-bud to hold over it.

“There,” I said.  “That wasn’t so hard was it?”

“That’s it?”

“That’s it.”

“Jeez, it’s like the thought of it is more worrying than—”

He stopped suddenly and I finished off his sentence.  “Than the actual act, I know.  You wouldn’t believe the amount of people who say the same.  You did good!  We had one guy in here who almost screamed the place down before I even gave him the jab.  I guess that’s one less hurdle between here and Brazil?”

I looked to Hayden and noticed he hadn’t been speaking.  His face had lost some of its color.

“Are there any side-effects?” he asked.

“Some, honey, why?”

“You couldn’t have told me them before?”

“They’re mild!  And besides, what’s the alternative?  Yellow Fever is no joke.”

Hayden stayed quiet and his hands again gripped at the arm of his chair.

I was struck with panic.  “What is it?  Are you okay?”

I moved above him and peered down, checking his eyes and then his pulse.  He stared forward into the opening of my blouse.  I wore pretty-much whatever I wanted.  The clinic was private and the idea of wearing those god-awful blue scrubs made my skin crawl.

“What’s wrong?” I pleaded.  I turned to the door and was about to run and find a doctor before Hayden spoke again.

“It’s ... I have ...”

I looked to him and saw his eyes nod downwards.  His pants had made quite the tent.  The second I realized what had happened I burst out laughing.

“Mrs. Playfair!” he cried.

“Sorry, honey!” I laughed.

“I really think you should be taking this more seriously.”

“I—I just didn’t know that was a side-effect.”

“Well it clearly is!  I was fine before you stuck that in my arm.”

“It isn’t an erection-maker, Hayden, I can assure you.”

“Then how do you explain this?”

Hayden nodded down and I took another look.  God, he was big.  That was the one thought that was lingering behind just how funny the whole thing was.

“It’ll go down,” I told him.

“But it isn’t!  And it’s kind of hurting.”

“Hurting?”

He nodded.

“Let me see,” I told him.

“Mrs. Playfair!”

“I’m a nurse, honey, let me see.  I’ve seen far worse, trust me.”

It was that small sentence that would be my undoing.  I truly believed that I’d be able to look at it from the perspective of a nurse, rather than that of a lust-filled woman who hadn’t had sex in what felt like forever.

Hayden shook his head, but unfastened his pants nonetheless.  He stood up and downed his jeans.  I looked at the thick length that stretched up the inside of his boxers.

“And your underwear,” I told him.  “Or should I do that?”

Hayden shuffled awkwardly.  It couldn’t have been how he imagined this going and I felt kind of bad.

“Okay, just look ahead at the wall.  I’ll do this.”

Hayden stared over me and I took a breath, hoping he didn’t notice how utterly out of my depth I felt.

I curled my fingers over the waist of his boxer-shorts and slid inside, moving the garment down slowly and watching it slide over the thickness beneath.

“Oh, jeez,” Hayden said, shuffling his feet.

“Don’t worry,” I told him.

His cock sprang up out of his pants and I recoiled in shock.  I wasn’t expecting it to bounce right out like that, and I wasn’t expecting it to look so delicious and angry.  He was so charged with lust that the veins looked ready to pop.  It looked harder than anything I’d ever seen.

“Is it okay?” he asked.

I looked up at him to see him still staring ahead.  It meant I could study him a little more closely.

“It looks more than okay,” I said, letting out a laugh.  “Just very, very hard.”

“Will it go down?”

“I expect.”

I moved my hand towards it and touched him, angling his cock aside and looking down the barrel.  I was, of course, studying it for any signs of medial distress.

“Everything seems in order.”

“That kind of feels good,” Hayden said.  “It doesn’t hurt when you do that.”

“It doesn’t?”

I tickled my fingers on the underside of his cock and Hayden let out a groan.  “That’s working, Mrs. Playfair,” he said.

“I bet it is.”

I looked to his face to see his eyes closed now.  My fingers continued to slowly dance over his stiffness.  Gradually I moved until he was rested in my palm and I gave his cock a gentle squeeze.  It felt as hard as granite.

“That’s it,” Hayden said.  “That’s working.”

Now I wasn’t sure who was fooling who.  Hayden had clearly seemed distressed but I had to wonder if he wasn’t just trying to get a hand-job from his nurse.

On the flip-side Hayden’s engorged cock was undeniably intoxicating.  He was so big and so, so stiff that I had to wonder how he’d feel somewhere else—in my mouth perhaps or ...

“We’re flirting with alternative medicine here, honey.”

“If it works it works, right?”

I started to stroke my hand along his cock, the pair of us hiding behind the doctor/patient dynamic and ignoring the enormous sexual overtones.

“Is it still working?” I asked.

Hayden let out a joyous grunt in the affirmative and rode up the back of his chair.  “Keep going.”

My pupils fattened with lust as I shared his excitement.  My fist wrapped firmly around him and I pulled him back and forth, watching his stiff cock move under my command.

“That feels much better,” he said.

Shit, I couldn’t stop now, could I?  My patient was in pain and I was relieving him.  I think any nurse in my place would have done the same thing, although they might not have done the next thing.

I knelt at the floor in front of him and started to inch closer.  Hayden’s head was cast back against the chair and he was facing the ceiling.  He had no idea what I was planning.

I was so close to him that I could see the little follicles of hair at the base.  Hayden had trimmed himself which just made his whole package look even bigger.  As I tugged on him his balls jostled in their sack and I started to salivate.

“That’s good, Mrs. Playfair,” he groaned.

“Oh, I hope it is, honey.”

I think he could feel how close my mouth was to him when I spoke, because he immediately opened his eyes and stared down.

Our gaze met and I looked beyond his cock, staring into his soul and seeing the anticipation in his eyes.  He seemed to want it just as much as I did.

“I’m going to try something,” I said.

“Do it,” Hayden replied immediately.

I pushed my face between his legs and rested it against the length of his cock, jerking him up against me as I closed my eyes.  I could feel the heat of his thickness against me and feel his thin skin slide up against my cheek.

“Oh, nurse Playfrair,” he hushed.

“Oh, honey.”

I rode up on him and opened my mouth, sliding it over that delicious cock of his and immediately relishing the sensation of his stiffness inside me.  Sucking on the stiff crown was like sucking on hard candy.  I drove down over him and slid him to the back of my throat, pulsing my tongue on the underside of his dick.

His knuckles whitened on the arm of the chair and his back straightened.  I pulled back off him slowly and beat his cock in my fist, looking up and delighting in the pleasure in his eyes.

“You like that?” I asked.

He nodded.

“Let me take care of you.”

“Take care of me, nurse Playfair,” he groaned.

I brought my tits close to my fist and continued to jerk him, bouncing my breasts and drawing his eyes.

“You—you can take that off if you like?” he tried.

I gave him a smirk and looked to the door.  I took my hand off his cock and stood up, walking a sexy walk and looking back over my shoulder at him as I twisted the lock.  Hayden’s expression opened in delight and he took his cock in his fist, beating it as he watched me.

I opened the buttons of my blouse and took it off my shoulders, looking down at my big tits as they shook on my chest.  I wasted no time in unclasping the bra, noticing Hayden’s hand jerk faster as my breasts were finally revealed.

“They look incredible,” he gasped.

“They’re all yours for the next few minutes.”

Hayden was up out of his chair so fast that he almost tripped on his pants.  He stepped on them and wrestled his feet free, somehow managing to take off his sneakers as he did so.

He fumbled forward and fell against me, instantly enveloping one of my nipples with his mouth.  It felt fucking amazing.  I hadn’t felt the touch of a man in so long and my nipples had always been a source of high delight.  Hayden’s tongue flurried over them and they were each stiff in an instant.

“Good boy,” I told him, holding him against me.

I could feel his arm still going as he suckled me, but for the moment I wanted to enjoy him.  I held him close for a while, watching as his mouth wound around each nipple in turn, keeping them stiff as though they were spinning plates threatening to fall off their sticks at any moment.

I moved forward onto him and Hayden backed up towards the chair, eventually sitting in it but sucking on my titties the whole way.  It felt so nurturing to have him feast on me like that, but I had no intentions of keeping things that way.

When he was back in his seat I moved back down, dragging my tits over him until they danced across his hard cock.  I brought him up into my cleavage and pushed my breasts around him.

“How does this feel?” I asked, working them up and down along his shaft.

“I think I’m being cured,” he smirked.

“Good.”

I bit at my lip and started to bounce my breasts around his thickness.  Beneath my tight pants I could feel my pussy calling out in wet cries, desperate to be involved.  I wasn’t about to deny it.  It had been too long.

“I think there’s one other thing I can do,” I said.

Hayden knew what I meant immediately.  “I think that’ll be what fixes me for good.”

“I’m hoping so.”

I stood up away from him now and Hayden hurried his t-shirt up over his head.  He sat in the chair completely naked.  He was quite the specimen.  All those years of sports at school hadn’t been lost on him.  At nineteen he was built like a man, but he still had those boyish good looks and smooth, rippled body.  He looked untouched, but I was about to remedy that.

I turned away from him and looked back over my shoulder.  Hayden’s eyes went straight to my ass and his hand went straight to his cock.  He started to beat it slowly, watching me unbutton my pants and slide them down slowly.

Gradually the milky, round flesh of my ass was revealed to him, split down the middle by the thin material of my panties.  As I lowered them Hayden’s hand worked faster.

“Don’t you go finishing yet,” I warned.

He slowed his pace and smiled.  “I won’t.”

I took off my shoes and stepped carefully from my pants, sliding my hands up my legs until they gripped at my ass.

I gave it a bounce that Hayden seemed to enjoy, then I slipped my hands inside the waist of my panties.

“Can I do that?” he interjected.

I took my hands away.  “Of course.”

Hayden moved out of his chair again and came behind me.  He embraced me in tight hug and I felt his naked body against mine.  His hands gripped at my tits and he kissed gently on my shoulder.

I let out a sigh of bliss.  My jaw shuddered as he kissed his way down my back gradually until his lips were falling against my big ass.

He took a bite of it and then his hands came to my panties, pulling them down and letting them roll over my skin.

“Oh, Hayden,” I hushed.

The panties slipped down to my upper thigh and fell down my leg.  Hayden pushed my ass open and bit at it again, then his hand gripped at the inside of my thigh.

I moaned, knowing that he was close to discovering just how wet I was.  His hand shifted and his thumb stroked at my pussy.  I could hardly wait any longer.  I reached behind and took his wrist, pushing him further between my legs.

Hayden’s fingers moved over my forbidden flesh and he quickly discovered how damp I was.  The wetness broke over his finger and he smothered it about me, slapping my ass joyously and hissing a breath through his teeth.

“You’re so fucking wet,” he said, surprised.

“You clearly have an effect on me.”

“I want to feel that around me.”

“Sit in the chair.  Let nurse Playfair take care of you.”

Hayden had scarcely moved faster.  He was back in his chair in an instant, rolling his shoulders and getting comfortable.

I turned to face him, showing him the full majesty of my nakedness now.  His eyes wandered down over my huge tits, settling on the little strip of hair that I’d sculpted above my pussy.

I mounted the chair in an instant, moving up over him and hanging my tits in his face.  Hayden was less concerned by them now.  Instead he looked down, watching at just where my pussy was headed.

I hovered it over his cock and leant back, looking down and then looking to him.

“Ready?”

He nodded.

“Put it in me.”

I rode up on my knees and Hayden gripped his cock.  It hadn’t lost any of its strength this whole time.  It was just as rock-hard as when he’d first pulled it from his pants.  The only difference was that now Hayden was as excited as his cock was.

He pushed his cock out from his body and I felt the smooth head nudge its way over my clit and down my wet crease.

When he was in the right spot I dropped slowly, feeling the wide head probe inside me.  My pussy spread over him and my wet warmth embraced him.

“Fuck, Mrs. Playfair, that’s good,” he groaned.  “That’s so good.”

“I know, sweetie,” I told him.  “You feel so good going inside me.”

I dropped gently on him, savoring the moment as long as I could.  That big, thick cock of his eased into me and I felt every hard ridge and swollen vein as he did so.  He was so stiff that it was like being fucked by a cylinder of polished marble.

I sat down on his lap and pushed as much of him into me as I could manage.  My tits hung in front of his face and Hayden breathed hard against them, clearly struggling to contain himself.

“It’s okay, sweetie,” I told him.  “I’m gonna fuck you until you let-off inside me.  I don’t care how soon that is.”

Hayden seemed to relax.  He brought his hands to my ass and squeezed and I rode up off him in response, draping my wetness over his cock and then reclaiming it as I sat back down on him.

The sensation of his thickness hitting deep inside me was like nothing else.  It had been so long since I’d felt anything like it that the whole thing seemed brand new.

After several minutes of riding him it seemed I had grossly underestimated his staying power.  I hadn’t expected to come, but the more I bounced on him the more the rhythmic, dependable thickness inside me started to rev my engines.

“Gosh, honey, you’re gonna make me come,” I hushed.

My whole body was trembling but Hayden held me close.  In his strong embrace I felt safe and there, sat on his cock I started to climax.

“Come for me,” he urged.

I squeezed my legs around him and felt the muscles of my pussy flex.  They contracted around his girth and I was quickly reminded of just how big he was.  I looked deep into his eyes and let out a long groan, holding my breath afterwards as the orgasm tore through me.

“Oh, Hayden!” was all I could say.

I thrashed my head back and tossed my hair.  Hayden held the small of my back and my hands moved to my tits, bouncing and squeezing on them as I gently glided up and down his slick pole.

He started to push slowly up into me, adding a cherry to the cake of my climax.  Feeling his stiffness hit deep felt incredible.

“Fu-uck!” I cried, lurching forwards.

I went straight for his lips, kissing him deep and holding his face as I did so.  The contractions continued and I eased upwards, wondering if I could keep him inside me until I’d finished coming.

Our tongues fought together and Hayden’s hands wandered over my naked body.  It was hot to think that just down the hall people were sat in the waiting-room and here we were a few meters away, committing and act so sinful that I could never share it with anyone.

“I want you now, honey,” I told him.  “I want your cum now.”

I did.  I’d never wanted anything more.  I bounced on him faster and my tits joined in, dancing on my chest as Hayden closed his eyes and focused on the sensation.

“How do I feel?” I asked.

“Tight, Mrs. Playfair.  Tight and warm.”

“Good.  I want you fill me, Hayden, can you do that?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Can you fill me with your hot cum?”

“Uh-huh!”

“Then do it,” I urged, winding my hips over him.  “Do it.  Shoot that hot fucking cum inside me.  I want to feel it.  I want to feel you swell and burst in my pussy.”

“M-Mrs. Playfair!” he whimpered.

“Yes, honey.  Do it.  I want it.  I need it.  Fucking cum, honey, cum!”

“Oh, fuck!”

He let out a deep breath and then looked down at the source of his pleasure.  I felt a hot lashing whip inside me and I cried out in response.

“That’s it!  That’s it.  Come in me.  Come in my pussy!”

I continued to bounce on him, feeling the hot cum roll down his cock and then spread around my pussy-lips as I dropped on him again.

“Every drop, baby,” I encouraged, holding him to my breasts.

His breaths burst over my tits as his cock throbbed.  It pulsed out its load, firing rope-after-hot-rope inside me.  There was so much of him that my stomach started to warm.

“Oh, Hayden, there’s so much.”

I could feel it dribbling out of me, unable to find a home within.  More and more of him pumped into me and I relished the sensation of each hot flashing.  The texture of his cock changed, sliding through the sticky cream that I was now filled with.

“Damn, Mrs. Playfair,” he hushed.

He pulled back away from me and we looked into each other’s eyes.  It was as though it had only just dawned on the both of us what we’d done.  In the post-coital clarity we started to blush.

“That was ... something,” I laughed.

I brought my leg off him and pulled up slowly, looking down and then looking to Hayden who was watching his cum fall out of me.

It landed on his cock and balls and then some of it hit the leather chair beneath.  I looked back at the tissues on the side-board, but then I had a better idea.

“Let me get that,” I said.

Slowly I eased between his legs again and Hayden tightened up once more.  I think he thought the whole thing was over.  Shit, I did too until I saw that delicious sight between his legs.

His cum was a pearly white at the base of his cock, but the shaft was covered in a bright sheen.  I placed my mouth over the tip and drove down.  He was scarcely any less hard than before.  My mouth filled with the salty, caramel texture.  I pinched my lips tight around him as I withdrew, then I slid my tongue down the length of him and tongued at the cum that sat on his balls.

I rolled them into my mouth and held his cock steady, jerking it slowly.  I don’t think Hayden could quite believe what was happening.

“You’re so good at that,” he said.

I grinned up at him and fed him into my mouth again, slowly winding my tongue around him and then kissing off his tip.

“We’re always good at what we love,” I told him.

He bit his lip and I stood up finally, rubbing at my pussy for a second or two before looking back for my pants.

“We really better get you out of here,” I said.  “These jabs are only supposed to take a few minutes.”

“You can tell them we had a few complications,” Hayden laughed.

“Does it feel better?”

I looked at him just as he was putting it back in his pants.  “I think it’s going down.”

“Good,” I said, hopping into my pants and trapping his seed inside me.  “If you have another problem though you come and see me, okay?”

“You don’t have to tell me that,” he laughed.  “I might even come by if I don’t have a problem.”

I walked to him and kissed his cheek.  “You know you’re always welcome?”

Hayden finished dressing and I unlocked the door.

“Thanks, Mrs. Playfair,” he said, trying to act as much like a patient as he could.

“Take care, Mr. Maxwell,” I said loud, opening the door and letting him back into the hall.

In the empty room I sat and smiled.  A minute later a knock at the door sounded and my next patient started to enter.

I noticed the drops of cum on the chair and rushed quickly for the tissues.  Thankfully she didn’t have a clue what I was doing.

“Mrs. Copeland,” I smiled.  “I was just disinfecting.  Take a seat.”

THE END
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I’ve been a member of NaughtyFans for a few years now.  It started as a way to earn some extra income as a single-mother, but it soon blossomed into a full-time career.  You’d be surprised what people will pay to see naughty photos of a mature woman.  I certainly was!

Now my fans number in the tens-of-thousands and my monthly income is enough to make me pass-out.

Every week I release a video and some naughty photos to whet everyone’s appetite and my followers absolutely lap it up.  It’s hot to read the comments and even hotter to know that there’s a bunch of guys—and girls—out there getting off to the sight of my body.

Usually I’d enlist the services of Janice, a professional photographer, to get the shots I wanted.  I know a lot of people use their boyfriends but I’d done away with those a long time ago.

That week, however, she was out of town.  She’d been hired for a job out west and I couldn’t bring myself to match the figure they were offering.  But I needed my photos.

I sat there on the couch musing with my camera in my hand.  I’d just gone straight out and bought the highest reviewed model, but I didn’t have a clue how to use it.

I leaned forward on the couch and huffed, setting down the camera and pulling my silken night-dress around me.  Beneath it I wore a new bikini that I was keen to show my fans.  It was designer, naturally, and oh-so revealing without technically revealing a thing.  It was the perfect bait for new NaughtyFans.

It was then that there was knock at the door.  I answered it to Jack, the mailman, holding out a package for me.

“I need a signature,” he said.

If only he knew what was inside.  I’d ordered an adult-toy to test out at the request of my NaughtyFans.

As I signed for it a sinful thought formed in my core and I handed the pad back to Jack with a question.

“Do you know much about technology?”

“A little.”

“Can I borrow you for a few minutes?”

“What do you need a hand with?”

“It’s this damn camera.  I can’t work it out.  Wanna take a look at it for me?”

I walked inside without waiting for his answer, leaving the door open.  He followed me, lured by the bait of my flowing, silken night-gown.

“Here,” I said, offering him the camera.

“What do you want to do with it?”

“Take photos!”

“Is that really so hard?”

“You tell me,” I said, nodding to the camera.  “Can you work it?”

He messed around with a few buttons and dials, then he pointed the camera at me and the shutter sounded.

“Did you do it?” I asked.

He turned the camera to me and I could see the photo on the screen.  I had my eyes closed and looked God-awful.

“That’s a terrible photo!  You didn’t tell me you were gonna take it!”

“You didn’t ask me to take a good one,” Jack laughed.

“Can you?”

“Just one.  What’s it for?”

“I have a fan page.  Online.”

“Oh,” he said, raising his eyebrows.

“Mind taking a few more?”

“I don’t know, Mrs. Eastbourne ...”

“I’ll give you a hundred dollars,” I said.  “And it’s ‘Miss.’”

“For how long?”

“An hour?”

“Deal.”

Jack was easily persuaded.  “What do you want me to do?”

“Just take photos,” I said.

“That’s it?”

“And let me know when you’re taking them!  Can you do that?”

“Sounds pretty easy.”

I tossed my highlighted hair behind my shoulder and gave a pout.

“Now?” Jack asked.

“Yes, honey.”

He took a snap.  “Do you want to see?”

“Let’s just keep going.  I’ll look at the end.”

I struck another pose, pulling my shoulder out from my gown and revealing the strap of the bikini beneath.

“Ready?” he asked.

I nodded and again the shutter sounded.

It went on like that for a while as I steadily removed the silken gown to reveal the black bikini beneath.

Jack continued to take photos, looking increasingly uncomfortable as the show went on.

“Just relax,” I told him.

I opened the gown wide and split my legs on the couch, resting my hands on my knees and giving an inviting view of my crotch.  I’d shaved in all the necessary places, of course.

I heard Jack gulp.  “Ready?” he asked again.

“Are you?” I smirked.

He didn’t reply.  Instead he took another photo, capturing perfectly the sinful, come-and-get-me expression on my face that I was teasing him with.  Maybe this could work after-all.  He’d certainly be cheaper than Janice.

I stood up and disrobed completely, tossing it on the chair out-of-shot.  Jack’s eyes bulged as he stared at me in my bikini, which I guess was proof that the outfit had passed the test.

“Cat got your tongue?” I asked.  I was really getting off on teasing him like this.

“No, I just ... it’s just—how long’s left?”

“I’ve got you for another forty-five minutes yet, honey.  You better relax.”

I turned away from him and grinned at the wall, knowing that Jack’s eyes had definitely settled on my big, shapely ass that was all-but uncovered in the skimpy bikini.

I put a knee up on the sofa and looked back at him.  “I’m ready,” I said.

Jack lifted the camera and looked through its lens, setting the target right on my ass.

“Make sure my face is in it too,” I told him.

He lifted the lens a little and I held back another naughty grin.  It was clear what Jack though the focal-point should be.

“You’re doing great,” I said.  “Is the camera saving these?”

He pressed a few buttons.  “Uh-huh.”

“Perfect.  Next one.”

I bent right over this time and pointed my ass towards him.  The thin strip of fabric was the only thing in the way of Jack getting an eyeful of my pussy and my ass.  He swallowed hard and took a breath.

“Ready?” he said.  There was a slight tremble in his voice.

“Do it,” I told him forcefully.

He snapped away on command.

“Keep them coming,” I told him.  “Just keep going.  We can run through them later.”

“We?”

“Wouldn’t you like to see all of your hard work?”

Jack shifted his weight.  I could tell from the way he was leaning forward slightly that something was happening below the waist.

“Keep going,” I reminded him, and Jack brought the camera back to his face.

He put it in front of him and I took a look at his blue shorts.  I could see the thick bulge spreading across them and it gave me a boost of confidence.

I slipped my thumbs into both sides of the waist of my panties and pulled it out and down a ways, revealing the top of my ass.

“Ms. Eastbourne!”

“Keep going, honey, this is important.”

Jack took another breath and clicked the button again.  The photos came thick and fast as I teased away in front of him.  I heard him breathe a sigh of relief when I sat back down without having showed him anymore of my ass.  Don’t get me wrong, I think he’d have loved to see it, but I don’t think he’d have enjoyed being put in that awkward situation.  I was starting to think I might though.

I split my legs again and sprawled across the couch, inviting the viewer to run their eyes all over me.  I Imagined Jack to be doing the same behind the lens.  The camera was the perfect cover for that.  He could point it at me and then scan the image in front of him without me being any wiser as to where his gaze was falling.  I could make a pretty good guess though.

My hands came to my breasts and I pushed them up in the bra of my bikini.  Jack pulled his face away from the camera and looked over it.

“Are you going to take anything off?” he asked.

“Only if you want me to,” I teased.

He was speechless.

“I usually do,” I confessed.

“Oh,” was all he said.

“Is that a problem?”

“No.”

“Good.”

I think if I’d have asked that question before we started then Jack might have given a different answer, but now we were mid-flow he was falling victim to the same curse as many of my fans.  Once you see a little bit, you want to see just that little bit more.

My fingers slid under the shoulder-strap and pulled it down my arms.  Jack continued to take photos as I slowly removed the other strap, staring right at the camera the whole time.

Whenever Janice photographed me I’d stare at the lens and imagine that I was looking right into the eyes of my NaughtyFans, but when I looked to the camera now the only person I was posing for was Jack.

By now the bulge in his shorts was fully grown.  It’d twitch every now and then and Jack would adjust himself.  I think he thought he was keeping himself hidden, but his pants were so tight on his waist that I could make out every inch of him—and there were quite a few inches.

I could feel myself start to get wet as I tugged at the cups of my bikini.  I pulled them down a little and pushed my tits together with my fists, revealing the slightest hint of nipple.  The camera’s shutter-sound quickened as Jack let off a flurry of photographs.

“Steady on there, stud,” I told him.

He pulled away from the viewfinder and looked over the camera at me.  His pupils were fat with lust.  I couldn’t help but match him.

“Don’t stop completely,” I said.  “We’re getting to the good part.”

Jack swallowed nervously and put the camera back to his eye.  He took another photograph and I pulled down the front of my bra to reveal the big tits that my fans paid for.

There was silence in the room as Jack paused.

“Go on,” I urged.  “Take a photo of my big tits.”

I could see him almost double-over as the words resounded in the room.  His finger twitched and then the shutter sounded.

“Good boy.  Don’t you stop.”

Jack continued to photograph me as I steadily eased the garment down my arms.  Finally I sat topless on the couch.  I opened my legs wide and framed my crotch with my hands.

“Things are hotting up, huh?” I said.

This time Jack’s hand went to his pants and he tugged at the fabric as though he were in some discomfort.

“Are you okay there, hon?” I asked.

“Uh-huh,” he replied quickly.

“Good boy.”

I stood up and turned away from him again, leaning over the couch and letting my big tits hang beneath me.  I turned to the side so he could photograph my profile, then I pointed my ass back towards him and slid my fingers into the waist of my panties again.

I pushed down, but this time I didn’t stop at the top of my ass.  Instead I continued until Jack was photographing my bare backside.

“That’s good, Ms. Eastbourne,” he said finally.

“I’m glad you like it.”

I kept the panties around my knees and arched my back to give my ass the curves that my fans deserved.

“Oh, fuck,” Jack whispered.

From the way I was positioned I knew that he could see right through at my ass.  Beneath it sat my smooth, shaven pussy.

The camera sounded away and I turned and looked back at the lens, narrowing my eyes and giving it the ‘come fuck me’ eyes.

I pushed my fingers down over my stomach and in-between my legs.  They emerged behind me and I used them to cover my pussy for a moment as Jack took several more photos.

Finally I turned my fingers inwards and felt the wetness break over them as I pushed them inside me.  I let out a whimper of excitement.  The sound of the shutter stopped.

“Ms. Eastbourne, you’re soaking wet.”

“I know, honey,” I mewled, driving my fingers deeper.

I pushed them through me slowly, putting on a show just for Jack now.  I turned back to see him setting the camera down on the coffee table.

“Hit record,” I said.

“Really?”

I nodded.  “We can use some of this footage.”

“But I’m the local mailman!”

“They won’t see your face.  It’ll be hot, honey, won’t it?”

Jack answered by picking the camera back up.  He pressed a few buttons and then set it down on the coffee table, angling it towards me and making sure everything was in shot.

“Good boy,” I said.  “Now come over here.”

Jack walked towards me and I flipped back over to sit on the sofa, fully naked.  The second he was close enough I think the pair of us knew what was going to happen next.  He barely even flinched when I went for his shorts, popping open the button at his waist and then unfastening the others that made up his fly.

“I’ve been looking at that big cock since you started,” I hushed.

“You have?”

“Uh-huh.  And I want it all, you hear me?  I want every inch inside me, starting with my mouth.”

I tugged down his pants and took his boxer-shorts with them.  Jack’s hands hung at his side as he watched from above.

The hair on his stomach got thicker as I approached his cock and I was pleased to see that he’d trimmed it close.  Finally I saw the fleshy thickness of the hilt of his cock, stretched back in his pants.  The more I pulled down the more was revealed.

It was smooth and pale—much paler than his bronzed skin—with soft-blue veins decorating its length.  The fabric of his pants slipped off the engorged tip and the whole thing sprang up and out.

I gasped and pulled away, focusing again on his dick as it settled in front of me.  He looked so virulent and delicious.  I looked up his body to see him staring down with a smirk.

“You certainly have everything to be pleased about,” I told him.

He let out a laugh, but that soon stopped when I put my hands around his cock.  I gave it a gentle squeeze and watched the head illuminate with a rush of blood. 

I looked to the camera, spotting the blinking red light at the top.  I stared straight at it as I opened my mouth and brought it towards his cock.

Above me Jack let out a moan of satisfaction, sucking a deep breath through his teeth as he looked down over his muscled frame.

I pushed his cock deep into my mouth, pulsing my tongue back and forth along him and marveling at just how stiff he was.  It felt like I was sucking on a stick of a rock.  I pushed him right to the back of my throat and fought the gag-reflex.  I wanted to give Jack the treatment.

“Oh, Ms. Eastbourne,” he hushed.

Never before had I been with another man on my NaughtyFans page and I wondered if this might provide a sudden influx of subscribers.  The great Linda Eastbourne was finally open for business and she was attainable—if you were her mailman of course.  I’d leave that part out.

I made a mess of Jack’s cock, coating it in a thick layer of spit as I sucked on it hungrily.  My mouth was watering almost as much as my pussy and I made every effort to ensure his dick was slathered.

Every now and then I’d look into the lens at the potential viewers, giving them an eye and trying to make them imagine that it was them that I was sucking-off.

In that moment though I only had eyes for Jack.  Something about his handsome, boyish good-looks had infected me.  Taking him now felt like a conquest and I’m sure he felt the same way.  The longer I sucked on his magnificent cock the more I yearned for his cum.  But I didn’t just want it in my mouth.  I wanted to take it where it belonged and do this whole thing properly.  I wanted him to unload deep in my pussy.

“Take off your shirt,” I told him, kissing down the barrel of his length.

Jack was quick to do as he was told.  He unbuttoned it and pulled it back off his shoulders to reveal his sun-tanned pecs and rippled abs.  He was in great shape.

I pushed down his pants further and he stepped out of them.  As he removed his boxer-shorts I sat back on the couch and opened my legs, looking through my knees at the camera before addressing Jack.

“I want you to come here and fuck me.”

He looked surprised; as though we were going to take off all our clothes and not have sex with each other.

“On camera?” he whispered.

“It’s just you and me here, honey.  Besides, you can use that tech wizardry of yours and edit out any bits you don’t like.”

“There’s nothing I don’t like so far.”

“That’s my guy.  I don’t even want you to edit out the part when you come inside me.”

“You want me to come ... inside you?”

“Can you think of a better place for it?”

Jack looked at my big tits and raised his eyebrows.

“Maybe next time, stud” I suggested.

He walked forward with a smirk.  His wet cock swayed in front of him as he put a leg up on the couch.  Beyond the bottom of his thigh I could see the blinking camera, capturing our every move.

“Shove it in my pussy,” I groaned, looking up at him.

He stared down as I started to giggle, shaking his head.  “I’ve got a lot of editing to do, huh?”

“I think you’re gonna enjoy watching this back.”

“I think you’re right.”

Jack took a hold of his cock and brought it to my folds.  The both of us watched as he took the head and smudged it against my lips, pushing up and teasing at my stiffened clit.

“You naughty boy,” I teased, biting a finger.

“Does Ms. Eastbourne want this in her pussy?” he asked.

“Yes!  Yes, Ms. Eastbourne wants it deep in her wet pussy.”

Jack focused on the union of our sinful flesh and I focused on his face.  He pressed forwards and I felt myself open for him.  My mouth opened with his to let out a groan of satisfaction as I felt his thickness gradually slide inside me.

“Oh yes, honey,” I whined.  “Fill me with that big cock.”

Jack pressed onwards, coating his cock in the cum of my insides.  I was so worked-up that it didn’t take long for the spit on his dick to be replaced by my pearly-white cum.

“That’s good, Jack,” I told him, holding his face.

His brow furrowed as he started to fuck me.  My tits bounced on my chest and his hips started to clap against me as his thrusts intensified.  All the while the light on the camera blinked, capturing the whole sinful thing.  It was hot to know that a whole bunch of people could be watching this later on.

“Really give it to me, baby,” I urged.  “I want you to fuck me like you’ve never fucked anyone.”

Jack took the instruction well.  He angled his body over me more and gripped my hips, powering into me over and over and using his hands to bring me towards his thrusts.

“That’s it!” I wailed wildly.  “Fuck me like that!”

His cock felt so stiff and big inside me.  My pussy was stretched by its size but I wouldn’t have it any other way.  I confess that it was rare that I thought about how big Jack’s cock was (once in fact) but it had certainly exceeded expectation.

“Be the boss of me,” I demanded.

He took control in a way I never thought he would.  It was like a trial of his manliness and Jack was passing with flying colors.

He took his cock out of me and took a hold of my arm, tugging me forwards.

“Turn around,” he said.  “I want to fuck you from behind.”

“You do, huh?”

I moved quickly.  Every second that his cock was out of me was like turmoil.  Jack manhandled me into place, making sure that my ass was pointing right back at the camera.

“Stick it in me,” I cried, sucking my breaths through clenched teeth.

Jack came in from the side and the camera caught the majesty of his cock sliding back between my sodden pussy-lips.

They enveloped him and he pushed all the way deep, taking hold of my hips and building his rhythm all over again.

He continued only for a few minutes and then I felt him slip back out of me.  I turned around to see what the problem was but Jack was nowhere to be seen.

Suddenly I felt his breath between my ass and I turned back a little more to see him.  His eyes were closed and he was pressing his face right between the cheeks of my ass.

His tongue slipped over my wetness as he tasted me, giving me these broad strokes that went down as far as he could manage.  His nose eased through my folds as he tongued my clit, then he came right out of me and moved all the way up to my asshole.

I gasped and gripped at the sofa, opening my mouth wide in shock.  No-one had ever done that to me before.

And yet here he was, stabbing his pointed tongue as far as he could into my knot.  It started to open a ways and then Jack moved his tongue back down to ravage my pussy all over again.

I started to moan.  I was yearning for his thickness to be back inside of me, but hoping too that he wouldn’t stop tonguing me.

“You like that?” he asked, talking against my wet flesh.

“I love it!  Eat my fucking pussy, baby.  Tongue my fucking ass!”

Jack did both with aplomb.  He kept himself stiff by jerking at his cock, clearly enjoying his own handiwork.

The sense of climax built inside me until I could scarcely handle it.  Soon the yearning to have him back inside me overtook the need to have him tonguing me.

“Fuck me!” I cried.  “Fuck me, Jack, honey.  I’m gonna come and I want to do it on your cock.”

He got to his feet hastily and wasted no time in putting himself back in my pussy.  Jack pressed right against my ass and started to fuck me hard.  I don’t think any of us cared about finding the right camera-angle at that point.

His thickness spread through me over and over and my whole body trembled.  My pussy pinched against him and I felt the ripple of orgasm flash inside me.

“Oh, Jack!”

I started to bounce back against him as my pussy massaged his length.  It squeezed around him over and over, trying to exorcise him but without success.

He stayed buried deep, rocking back and forth and seeming to relish the sudden grip that my pussy was giving his cock.

“I’m gonna come too,” Jack said.

Now I couldn’t take him out of me.  Instead I waged a war against my own climax, closing my eyes and shivering as I set my sights on making sure he came inside of me.

The more I fought against the climax the stronger it became and soon another violent wave of pleasure tore though my body.

I convulsed in front of him, writhing and moaning like a stuck pig.  Jack seemed to relish the entire thing.  He slapped at my ass and told me exactly what was happening next.

“I’m gonna fucking come, Ms. Eastbourne,” he moaned.

“Come in my pussy!”

“Ms. Eastbourne, I’m gonna come!”

“Come in my fucking pussy!  I need it!”

And come he did.  I felt the throb of his cock in my core as it swelled and stiffened, then I felt the heat of his rushing release.

Jack winced with pleasure, groaning as he filled me with his cum.  His piston hips slowed and he rocked himself through me.  My pussy massaged the cum out of him as my climax continued, accentuated by the sensation of his warm love.

“Oh, Jack.  Oh, baby,” I said softly.

I looked back to him and stared right in his eyes as his cock let off, filling my insides in his thick seed.

“Oh, that’s so good, Ms. Eastbourne.”

I bit my bottom-lip and smiled back at him, reaching to his chest to drag my nails down it softly.

“You were a good boy,” I told him.

The sensation of his firing cum slowed as he emptied and my own climax drifted away from me too.

Jack pulled out slowly, holding my ass open and showing the camera.  His cum dribbled down from my pussy and I giggled as it stringed to the floor.

“Look at that,” Jack said.

My hand came between my legs and I rubbed tenderly against my sensitive flesh.  The silken texture of his cum helped my fingers glide over me.  I looked right into the camera again.

“Good boy,” I said.  “You’re a good boy.”

Jack moved out of shot and went behind to the camera.  I stared into the lens as he hit the stop button.  When the video stopped I started to giggle.

“I can’t believe we did that,” I said, covering my mouth.  “Your cum is all inside me.”

“Don’t start regretting it now,” Jack said.

“I don’t regret it.  Far from it.”

I turned over to sit on the couch, letting out a satisfied sigh and putting a hand to my forehead.  “You were fucking amazing.  You’re so big!”

I looked again to Jack’s flagging cock that was hanging between his legs at half-mast.

“Bring that thing here,” I told him.

“Should I turn the camera back on?”

“No.  This is just for you.”

He walked towards and stood in front of me.

“Get up on here,” I told him, patting the couch.

Jack put his foot up on there again and his big, cum-glossed cock hung before me.  I moved my lips to the tip and kept my hands away from him, pushing up over his half-erect cock until I could feel it tickle the back of my throat.  I hummed contently as I tasted the fruits of our labor.

I could feel the pulse in Jack’s cock flare up and it started to stiffen all over again.

“So soon?” I swooned.

Jack smiled.  “It’s you!  It’s what you do to me!”

“We’ll have to save that for later,” I told him, giving his cock a goodbye kiss.

I rolled the cum around my mouth with my tongue and spread it across my teeth.  It was hot to know that that sticky, glossy sensation in my mouth was all because of Jack.

“I think you’re late on your rounds,” I said.

“I’ll catch up.”

Jack gave me a kiss on the cheek and started to dress.  I blew a jet of air up my face and watched his perfect frame become covered by his blue uniform.

I lay there sprawled on the sofa with cum dripping from my pussy, basking in post-coital bliss.  I couldn’t wait to upload the video and tease my fans.

THE END
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If I’m honest I knew immediately that it would get me into trouble one day.  My husband had set up a gym in the basement, but the air-flow wasn’t exactly great and work-out sessions were hard-going fully-clothed.

We both decided we wanted to get much fitter and the gym seemed like a good investment.  Even my son Carl and his friends had started using it, and it’s tough to get nineteen-year-old guys to do anything!
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