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“How about now?” she asked, and she reached beneath her little skirt and took off her panties.

They fell to the floor, and she stepped out of them, spreading her legs wide as Michael stared up at her smooth, waxed-clean petals.

“What would you do?” Mary asked, lifting her skirt and framing her delicious, mature pussy.  “What would you do if I wasn’t me, but someone else?”

Michael’s nostrils flared as he breathed deep.  He took his eyes off her pussy finally to look her in the eye, noting how serious she was.

“I—I guess I’d ... go down on you?”

“Good answer,” Mary said, and she beckoned him forward with a finger.

Michael climbed the stairs and Mary opened her legs, using her pussy as a lure that attracted Michael towards it.

He came closer to her, but his head stayed low until he was using his hands to climb the stairs too.

Mary watched as his face came close to her pussy and disappeared under her skirt.  Very quickly she felt the kiss of his mouth on her sensitive petals, and she let out a long, heady moan

“Michael ...”

His inexperienced mouth kissed and licked at her pussy and Mary started to whimper instantly.  She hadn’t had anyone go down on her in over a decade, and she didn’t give a shit that the person doing it was her nineteen-year-old lodger.

Michael tongued upwards, knowing how wrong all of this was but unable to stop himself.  It was as though his erection was providing his body with a kind of chemical that limited his inhibitions.  He knew how crazy it was that he was eating Mary’s pussy, but he couldn’t help himself.  What’s worse: he wanted more.

Mary wasn’t about to move though.  Michael’s lips and tongue were working over her pussy beautifully.  It had started to turn plump with arousal, but Michael hadn’t stopped to notice.  He continued to run his tongue all over Mary until she started to moan differently.

“That’s it,” she hushed.  “Make me come!  Please!”

Michael had no idea what he was doing, but he kept doing it anyway.  Soon he could feel the flex of Mary’s muscles against him as her sex started to tighten and relax over and over.

Mary flooded out her juices and Michael tongued against them, smothering them across her petals until her entire pussy was soaked and glossy, glistening in the hallway light.

Mary came out of the other side of her climax, and her bimbo personality was still in full flight.  She moved Michael’s head off her and then helped him up the remainder of the steps.

She wiped her cum from off his chin as though she was cleaning it of dirt, then she put a hand on his hip and looked into her eyes.

“I want to suck your cock now,” she said, and now Mary had two climaxes to be grateful for.  Michael was only aware of one.

“Now?” he asked.

Mary nodded.  “Come with me.”
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“Oooh, there he is!” cried Margot, shaking her Union Jack flag as she sat in the lounge of her sleepy village cottage.  Nothing much ever happened in Toddingham, and the King’s Coronation was big news.

Margot had taken a break from the outside street-parties to return indoors and watch the ceremony on the television.  It was a once-in-a-lifetime event, so she kept telling Cooper.  He’d only come inside from the street party because of the promise of cake, and because Margot was quite the dish, even if she was over twice his age.

“You’ll never see anything like this again,” Margot said to Cooper, shaking her head at him as he remained buried in his phone.

“He’s old, Mrs. Bennet.  I suspect I might get the chance again.”

Margot pursed her lips.  He was right, of course, but Margot was too proud to admit it.  She’d make him wait a bit longer for cake.

“It’s history,” she said.  “That’s all I’m saying.”

She turned back to the television and Cooper spotted the glint in her eye as she caught sight of the King.  She clasped her hands together and took a deep breath.  While Cooper couldn’t quite understand it, he was happy to see Mrs. Bennet happy.  Since her divorce she’d lost a lot of her confidence and it hadn’t gone unnoticed.

Cooper hoped she would find someone else.  His friends often described her as a milf, and Cooper could see that now.  She seemed more relaxed indoors than she had been amongst the revelers outside.

His friends frequently imagined a different kind of Mrs. Bennet.  A Mrs. Bennet who would tend to them in very different ways than the slice of carrot cake that Cooper had been promised.

Margot stared.  The King walked steadily up the aisle, decked on either side by the royal choir who sang angelically.

She felt overcome.  Some dormant emotions were stirring, and this was the catalyst for their release.  She’d kept all of it buttoned down for so long, but she could feel it bubbling.

At this point, Cooper was staring at the television too.  The event was captivating.  Mrs. Bennet was right.  It was like nothing he’d ever seen.  Were it not for the fact he was watching it on the television, Cooper could be forgiven for thinking that he’d been transported back to a different time.

“Oh, look at her,” Margot said, fluttering her lashes as the tears formed.  “She’s still so pretty and elegant.”

Cameron didn’t see it, but he was starting to notice things about Mrs. Bennet that he hadn’t before.

His eyes trailed down off her proud face and settled on her chest.  Margot had long-been endowed with a large set of breasts, but she’d never once flaunted them.  They were sealed away, meant only for the man who had her hand in marriage.  It was a fact that Cooper’s friends often cursed, but Cooper was glad that she was so reserved.  It made her special.

Cooper shook the thought from his mind and watched as the King took his seat.  The ceremony continued with Cooper drifting in and out of proceedings.

Margot barely blinked.  She watched the whole thing, listening intently as Charles gave his allegiance to the crown.  Cooper had given up on the cake and was thinking about returning back outside.

“They’re gonna put it on his head,” Margot said, beaming as the bejeweled crown was finally revealed.  “Oh, Cooper, isn’t it wonderful, honey?”

Cooper sat up and paid attention for this part.  He rested his elbows on the inside of his knees and leaned forwards.

He could see the joy in Mrs. Bennet’s face as he stared at it in profile.  She was undeniably beautiful.  Her skin was smooth and full of life, and she had an energy that was infectious at times.

She let out a whimper and put a hand to her chest.  Cooper stared in confusion as she started to squeeze at her breast as she watched the crown settle on the King’s head.

“It’s magical,” she hushed.

“Mrs. Bennet?” Cooper asked.

Margot could barely hear him.  She was overcome by the day.  She sat mesmerized by the glistening crown jewels, rubbing at her breasts without realizing how stiff she’d made her nipples.

“Mrs. Bennet?” Cooper asked again, and he started to feel a stirring in his pants as he watched his prudish neighbor do something unspeakable.

“It’s beautiful,” Margot whispered, and she started to massage both breasts now, sweeping them up and squeezing her nipples through her bra.

Cooper cleared his throat.  “Mrs. Bennet!” he said louder, but her gaze didn’t shift from the television.

She started to unfasten her jeans and lean back in the cushioned chair.  Cooper couldn’t bring himself to imagine what she was about to do.

He looked to the television in confusion, wondering what it was that could possibly have tapped into this side of her.

“It makes me so fucking horny,” she said, and the curse-word hit Cooper’s eardrum like a brick.  A shiver ran down his spine, but not one of fear.

He felt strangely turned on by her dirty mouth.  ‘Fuck’ was a taboo word in Mrs. Bennet’s household, and hearing her break that simple, long-established rule made him excited.

Cooper’s cock was all-the-way stiff now, but he didn’t know what to do with it.  He sat there in amazement as Mrs. Bennet thrust her hands into her jeans and went for her pussy.  He could see her knuckles rubbing against her tight jeans.  He could only imagine the sight her pants hid.

“Oh, Cooper, look at it,” she urged, and Cooper had never heard such heady lust in her tone.

“Mrs. Bennet, you’re making me hard,” Cooper confessed in disbelief.

“Good boy,” was all Margot said in acknowledgement.  She was still transfixed on proceedings, and when the national anthem started up, Margot rubbed faster at her pussy.

“It’s no good,” she burst, and she stood up and took her jeans and panties down as one.

Cooper wanted to see more now.  He quashed his fear and embarrassment and tried his hardest to glimpse at Mrs. Bennet’s forbidden fruit.

Margot sat back down and split her knees wide.  It took Cooper a few seconds to realize that she’d taken her panties down too.  From this angle he couldn’t see what was happening, but he could make a darn-good guess.

“God save the King,” Margot whined, stroking her finger down her soaked pussy.

She squeezed at her breasts with one hand and used the other to tease at her pussy.  She wanted more than her fingers could provide but hadn’t yet thought of the possibilities that Cooper afforded.

She wouldn’t take her eyes off the television, and with Cooper unable to see what he really wanted to, he thought he might be able to move around the lounge for a better vantage.

He got up from his seat and moved steadily, as though his neighbor was a grazing deer, and he was a hunter trying not to startle her.

He saw her bare hips and the point was hit home that Mrs. Bennet’s panties were truly down.  Her hand covered her pussy, but he could see the soft, sculpted fur behind.

His fingers pressed into her flesh and as Cooper took another step further round, he finally caught a glimpse of her sensitive, soaked flesh.

His nostrils flared excitedly, then Margot’s gaze suddenly snapped right onto his.  They stared into each other’s eyes for what felt like an eternity.

Margot was so impossibly turned on that she couldn’t take her fingers from her pussy.  Gradually she started to tease along her flesh again, circling her finger on her stiffening clit and noticing just how turned-on Cooper was.

“Is that for me?” she asked, staring at the thick protrusion in his sweatpants.

Cooper looked down.  He was unmistakably stiff, and it was all because of Mrs. Bennet, of all people.  He tugged his boxer-shorts forwards and his cock settled upwards, looking long and thick.

“I couldn’t help it,” Cooper said, and in the background the national anthem continued to play.

There was something utterly surreal about the situation.  Margot was doing something unspeakable, and Cooper was witnessing it all, all of it to the backdrop of pomp and ceremony.

“I want it, Coop,” she said, and she sounded sultrier than she ever had in her life.

She breathed deep and her big breasts pressed against the front of her tight T-shirt.  Cooper didn’t quite know where to look.  He felt too nervous to stare her right in the eye, but too self-conscious to stare right at her pussy.

“I can’t believe you, Mrs. Bennet,” Cooper said, low and hushed.

Outside he could hear the party beginning anew.  Royalists filled the streets cheering and popping champagne, but Margot didn’t move.  She just stayed there and played with her pussy for Cooper, hoping that he might bridge the distance between them and start taking the whole thing more seriously.

“Show me what you’ve got for me,” Margot moaned, looking to the thickness in Cooper’s pants.

“I don’t know if I can,” Cooper said.

Margot stood up, with her jeans and panties around her ankles and her t-shirt dropping down off her tits.

She took her top up over her head and then unclasped her bra.  Her big, shapely tits looked so milky and pure, and her soft-pink nipples stood stiff, demanding attention.

“Help me, Cooper,” Margot said.  “We can help each other.”

Cooper could agree there.  At nineteen he’d only ever been with one woman before in his life, and they hadn’t gotten very far.  He had a pent-up bout of sexual energy too, and with his neighbor on display in front of him he was finding it tough to keep his cool.

If you’d have offered most virgins the chance to fuck an older woman, would many of them refuse?

Cooper didn’t think so, so like a good, submissive younger man, he reached into his pants and pulled his big cock out and held it in his hands.

Mrs. Bennet wasn’t shy about staring.  She stopped playing and stood there, bound by her jeans that sat around her ankles like shackles.  She sighed joyously and stepped forwards, forgetting about her downed pants.

She stumbled but recovered, ending the descent gracefully as she settled on her knees in front of Cooper’s exposed, stiff cock.

“Oh, Cooper, that looks so good.  Can I hold it?”

She stared up and batted her lashes.  Cooper was like putty in her hands.  He nodded simply and stared down, watching as her full focus settled on his young, virulent cock.

“Yes,” she hushed, taking it in her fist.  “Oh, yes.”

She stroked over it softly, moving both of her hands all around it and studying it from a variety of angles.  It was as though she’d never seen one before in her life.

Cooper pushed his sweatpants down further until their elastic tightened around his thighs and kept them in place.

Mrs. Bennet pulled gently at his cock and watched his heavy balls pull forward too.  The hood of his cock sheathed the crown, then Margot puled the skin back and smirked as she sleeping bag of skin withdrew and revealed his shining, pink tip.

“This is the only crown I want,” she said, and she looked up and locked eyes with Cooper.  She was grinning wide.  Cooper tried to smile back, but he was too nervous to make the gesture look authentic.

Margot didn’t care.  The stiffness of his cock and the pulses of lusty blood that beat into it were enough for her.  She knew she wouldn’t have gotten him in this state by accident.  Cooper wanted it.

“What should I do with this?” she asked, and she stroked it slowly as she looked at Cooper for a suggestion.

“I ... I think you should ... kiss it.”

“Kiss it?”

Cooper nodded.

“Like this?” Margot asked, and she pecked the head of his cock gently.

“Wetter,” Cooper said.

“Like this?” Margot asked again, and this time she opened her mouth slightly and gave him the full softness of her plump lips.

Cooper breathed quickly to temper his mounting urges.  “With tongues,” he gasped.

Margot raised an eyebrow.  “I’m going to be a slut for you,” she said, and she opened her mouth wide and pressed it right over the top of Cooper’s cock.

He gasped with a startle.  Again, his neighbor’s dirty mouth was too much for him, and coupled with the new sensation of her lips around him, the next step was almost inevitable.

Cooper clenched his fist and realized what was going to happen.  He couldn’t stop it.

“Mrs. Bennet!” he cried, and his cock swelled and stiffened.

The tip of his crown hit the soft palate at the top of her throat as his cock pulsed.  Margot suddenly felt a rush of nostalgia.  It had been so long since a man had come inside her, but she recognized the signs instantly.

She gasped and pulled Cooper from her mouth.  She stared at his cock longingly and jerked him hard, looking at the tip for the first sign of his release.

Far from being annoyed, Margot was buoyed by how easily she’d made Cooper come.  It was proof that she still had it.

Cooper tried to move away.  He’d never came on someone’s face before and wasn’t sure how Margot would react, or whether she even knew what was about to happen to him.

“Shoot it on my face!” Margot cried, jerking Cooper’s cock fiercely and daring it to cover her.

Cooper moaned.  “You’re making me come!”

Margot smiled warmly at the words, and her smile deepened as she felt the first burst of heat crash over her face.

“Yes,” she soothed, turning her face to cover more of it in Cooper’s love.

“Come for me.  Fucking come,” she snarled.

Cooper couldn’t stop himself now.  His hands hung by his side, and he didn’t know what to do with them.  Usually, he’d be involved in his own orgasms, but Mrs. Bennet was tending to him perfectly.

Margot felt the warm proof of his lust as it cascaded over her face in healthy ropes.  She opened her mouth and caught the drops after each racing blast, tonguing them against the roof of her mouth to taste his sweet-and-salty bitterness.

“Oh, Mrs. Bennet,” Cooper moaned, losing himself a little to the overwhelming euphoria.  “Mrs. Bennet!  It’s covering you!”

“I want it all,” Margot purred.

She got it all.  She tugged at Cooper’s cock until his climax was over, then she mouthed over the tip and sucked the last few beads that appeared on the little eyelet.

Margot fell back giggling and Cooper stood there, breathless and speechless.  He looked to the ceiling, wondering if he was in some kind of alternate reality.

Margot giggled on the carpet, then she adjusted herself and started to take off her jeans and panties.  She wasn’t finished yet, and she was more than a little excited by the fact that Cooper’s cock wasn’t softening.

He looked down and saw her devilish grin as she bit her lip and looked at his cock.  She rushed her cummy face to it again and sucked along the tip, jerking him softly and checking that he was still bolt-stiff and ready.

“I’m not finished with that,” she said, looking up at Cooper.

He had a brief bout of post-nut clarity as he stared at his neighbor’s cum-drenched face.  She was giggling behind the pearly seed that dribbled steadily down her cheeks.  Cooper couldn’t quite believe his eyes, but things were soon to turn crazier.

“I want you to fuck me,” Margot demanded, and she got to her feet and turned away from Cooper.

He finally saw her shapely ass that had been the envy of many women and the tonic of many men.  Cooper watched the way her hips curved as he stared at the inviting cleavage of her butt.

Margot looked over her shoulder and pushed some of Cooper’s cum towards her mouth, leaving the rest of it adorning her face.

“Come and fuck me,” she dared.

Cooper took off his T-shirt and Margot spied his athletic chest.  He downed his sweatpants quickly and his cock slapped at his thigh as it swung stiff on his waist.

“Right in my pussy,” Margot said, bending over further for him.

Cooper spied her naughty asshole and the soaked slit beneath it.  He jerked his cock and bent his knees to look under, exploring the sight briefly.

“Take a good look,” she said, enjoying his eyes on her.  “That’s where I want it.”

She stroked at her pussy, just to make things clear, then she sunk a finger inside herself and groaned.  It was merely an entree to the main course that Cooper was soon to deliver.

“Let’s not waste your next cumshot on my face,” Margot smirked.

Cooper stepped forwards.  He could see movement outside as people cheered in the streets, but the glass between them and Mrs. Bennet’s net-curtains provided some privacy.

Nonetheless it was an extra dose of naughtiness to have strangers so close like that, and the fact wasn’t lost on Margot.

“They have no idea,” she said to herself.  “What would the neighbors think.”

Cooper took the hilt of his cock and pressed blindly for the entrance.  Margot shook her head and grinned as some of Cooper’s cum stringed down off her chin.

“Here,” she said, and she reached beneath herself and took charge.

Cooper watched down as his cock began to disappear and he felt the warm, wet embrace of Mrs. Bennet’s pussy enveloping.  Her asshole was a tight, pink dot above and Cooper didn’t know if he could touch it or not.  He’d seen all kinds of things in porn but hadn’t imagined Mrs. Bennet to be so well versed.

“Yes,” Margot cried, and to Cooper’s surprise she licked a finger and placed it at her ass.

Margot rubbed at the sensitive muscle and rejoiced at the sensations.  Cooper’s cock pressed inside her and gave her a fullness she hadn’t felt in years.

The burst of sensitivity at her asshole made her pussy flex, and Cooper felt the grip of her around him as he hit his stride.

He was gaining confidence now.  He gripped Margot’s hips and gave her ass a slap as he started to up his pace.  His cock sprang through her core, and he felt the rush of her folds jerking him.

“Oh, Mrs. Bennet,” he whined, and Margot knew that it was important that she beat him to the punch this time.

“Put a finger in my arse,” she begged.  “Please!  I want you to fuck both my holes, Coop.”

Margot had never had anything in her ass before, but she’d always wanted to.  She was so fearful of what people might think, but the toying of her fingers had got her intrigued, and she’d never have the chance again.
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