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Read An Excerpt
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He gripped my ass, squeezing it hard and pulling me against his stiffness.  It wedged between us and the sensation of it against my stomach squeezed another bout of juices from me.

“I want you,” I told him.

To my amazement Tommy got to his knees before me and started to down my panties.  I had to hide my shock as I watched him remove them and stare straight to my pussy.

Somehow the area had been shaved close, but I don’t remember doing that.  It was smooth and inviting, and Tommy took the invite.

I stared to the heavens, wanting to thank the angels for the job they’d done on my kempt pussy.  Instead, all that left me was a delightedly giddy moan as Tommy’s gentle tongue collided with my folds.

He lurched up into me, pushing his face against my pussy until it smothered him.  My eyes closed and I soared off above the clouds, holding Tommy’s head against me for dear life as he sent me to a place I hadn’t visited in so long.

His tongue was like magic, coaxing a climax out of me like it was a rabbit in the hat.  With a few subtle movements of his mouth and tongue I found my breaths shooting from my lungs and my scalp prickling with excitement.

“Tommy!  Tommy, I’m coming!” I cried, and the boy didn’t let up.

Instead, he kept his intensity, pulling and licking and softly biting at my pussy until it was a swollen mess of excitement.  My clit was charged and ready to explode.  Tommy’s tongue provided the perfect catalyst.

He struck the sensitive node and a torrent of bliss blasted through my body, causing me to wriggle and writhe on his mouth.  He held my hips to keep me on him, pushing his face up against my contracting core and seeming to relish the sensation of it throbbing against his face.

He pushed his tongue as deep as he could, then his hand came up to squeeze the inside of my trembling thigh.

“Fuck!” was all I could utter.

Tommy’s finger slipped up through my drenched core, probing deep and getting gripped by my muscles.  He took it from me and stood up, presenting the soaked finger to my mouth.

I’d have done anything for him in that moment.  The least I could do was grip his wrist and race my mouth over his finger.  He seemed to enjoy me tasting myself.

“I need to come too, Mrs. Carol,” he hushed.

“Don’t you worry, Tommy,” I told him, and I gripped his cock and jerked it slowly.  “I’ll get you what you need.”
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First Time Anal With My Lodger
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My new lodger Kennedy had very quickly decided he didn’t much care for his bedroom’s décor.  I guess the baby-blue color scheme wasn’t exactly fitting for a nineteen year old guy who was on his way to becoming a man.

I’d driven him to the store to get the paint and the tools he needed and even helped him out during the day, but there was no way we’d be finishing this before midnight.

“You can jump in my room tonight,” I said, kind of off-hand.  At the time I didn’t’ really anticipate anything happening.

“I’m fine on the couch,” Kennedy said, stretching his paint-roller up the wall.

He had this kind of athlete’s physique that he'd honed at lacrosse.  He wasn’t necessarily well-built, but he was definitely toned and I kind of envied his body—and coveted it.

At thirty-nine I didn’t exactly have the figure I used to.  I was curvy in all the right places though, I thought.  My ass was well-rounded and toned and my breasts were definitely on the big side.  My stomach could have been a little flatter I guess, but I was doing pretty good.

“Nonsense,” I said.  “There’s plenty of room.”

That much was painfully true.  Since I’d split with my husband I hadn’t exactly had a wealth of guys over to the house.  Kennedy would be the first man in my bed for years and come to think of it, maybe that was where my excitement lay.

“I really don’t mind the couch,” he said, putting his roller down and looking over.

I put the protective glasses up on my head.  “Well I do mind.  I won’t have my new guest sleeping on the couch like a savage.”

Kennedy smiled.  “You look like an idiot,” he joked.

I looked down myself at the white, throwaway jump-suit I’d bought and the dust-mask that hung around my neck.

“So will you after you’re covered in paint,” I teased, hopping across the dust-sheet towards him and swiping the brush playfully at his face.

“Hey!” he shouted, gripping my wrist and squirming away.  We giggled together like we were long-time friends.  I’d definitely missed a man's touch.

“Okay, okay,” he said, calling time.  “If it’ll make you happy I’ll sleep in your bed.”

“That’s right,” I said, walking away as though I’d won.  “And you’ll enjoy it too!”

I wasn’t quite sure what I meant by that statement, but Kennedy laughed anyway.  We finished up as best we could and he bought us a takeaway to celebrate.  Things were pretty dormant until it came to bedtime.

I brushed my teeth in the en-suite, feeling pooped after a hard day’s work.  I had on my night-gown and beneath that just a bra and panties.  Usually I’d be sleeping with nothing on, so Kennedy could think himself lucky I was at least making some effort.

I slipped the gown off my shoulders just as the door of the room opened and Kennedy walked in.  He was wearing his jogging pants and a t-shirt, both of which I knew he never usually wore to bed.

“Whoa,” he said, surprised and about to turn back.

“It’s okay,” I said.  “I’m almost under the sheets.

I slipped beneath the duvet as he covered his eyes.  When there was nothing on show I called out to him.

“It’s okay, you can look,” I teased, peering over the sheets at him.

He shook his head and laughed, moving to the other side of the bed and setting his phone on charge.  He pulled back the corner and was about to join me.

“You’re gonna sleep fully clothed?” I scoffed, looking over at him with surprise.

He looked down himself.  “I’m not fully clothed.”

“Pants and a t-shirt is pretty damn clothed.  You’ll be burning up under here.”

Kennedy let out a sigh.  “What do you suggest?”

“I dunno, wear what you usually wear?” I teased, as though the idea was something novel.

“I usually don’t wear anything,” Kennedy said, and the confession made me swallow hard.

“Well,” I began, slightly flustered.  “Just do that!”

Kennedy seemed surprised that I’d even suggested it.

“Sleep naked next to you?” he asked.

“I didn’t mean naked,” I lied.  “Just take those things off, would you?”

I rolled over as though that was the end of it, but more than anything I was embarrassed.

Behind me I heard him take off his t-shirt and jogging pants, slipping under the duvet and snuggling into the mattress.

He fidgeted back and forth for some time and I stayed deathly still, worried now that any movement towards him might be taken the wrong way.

After a while the fidgeting stopped and I heard his breathing change slightly as he succumbed to sleep.  It’d been a long, hard day so I guess it was only natural, but for the life of me I couldn’t quite drift off the same way he had.

Instead my mind was racing.  I couldn’t get it to switch off and I think it had more than a little to do with the half-naked young man next to me.

I rolled over and looked at him in the half-light, seeing his eyes closed and the serene look on his face.  Gradually I began to slide over towards him, facing my back to him so that I could claim ignorance if he was to wake.

When I felt the touch of his skin against my I froze, tensing my body as I became nervous and excited.  I rolled over onto my side and continued to move towards him until I felt his skin on my bare back.

I stayed there for the moment, closing my eyes and trying in vain to fall asleep.  It was like a battle between my body and my mind.  If I stayed awake much longer then I was going to do something foolish that I’d definitely wind up regretting.  As it happened, it wasn’t me that had to make the move.

As I lay there in a stupor I heard a sudden groan, followed by the shifting of sheets as Kennedy started to roll over towards me.

His arm wrapped over me and his chest snuggled against my back as he began to spoon me, letting out a deep sigh as he settled.

I was scared to even breathe, but it seemed that Kennedy was still fast asleep.  He stared to writhe his hips against me as he got comfortable, but something told me there was much more in his pants than I bargained for.

I couldn’t believe what was happening, but I didn’t want it to stop.  I think that was what I found the most concerning.  As naughty as all of this was, I wanted it.  I wanted it and I wasn’t about to end it by waking him up.

Instead I started to push back against him, letting his naked skin touch mine and nestling that stiff appendage of his between the cheeks of my ass.

I let out a breath and closed my eyes, feeling the arousal build inside me.  I couldn’t fight it.  It had lay dormant for so long that now it was coming to the fore I couldn’t push it back down.

“I want you, Kennedy,” I whispered softly, and truly I hadn’t meant for it to wake him.

He stirred, and mumbled something, seeming taken aback by the position he found himself in.  He lifted his arm off me and started to roll back over, but I gripped his wrist and pulled him back around me.

“Mrs. Dylan?” he whispered, confused.

“Stay here,” I said simply, pulling his arm tighter and placing it across my breasts.

He didn’t seem to struggle much.  He pressed his body back against me and let his hand lie on my tits.

“Good boy,” I continued, and I felt the slightest squeeze from him at my breast.

As he touched me I pushed my ass back against him, dragging it up and down along the thick shaft that I found beneath his boxer-shorts.

No word was said between us as I started to jerk him between the cheeks of my ass.  Instead I felt his breath quicken on my neck as his arousal grew and soon I could feel the subtlest movements from his hips as he started to push himself against me.

I turned from him now and he startled, but I needed to face him when I spoke the next words.

“I want you,” I said simply, holding his face.  In the darkness I could see a twinkle in his eyes and fear in his face.

“You want me?” he asked.  I was sure he knew exactly what I meant but I needed to be clear.

“I want your cock, Kennedy,” I said, then I leaned forwards and gave his lips a kiss.

He seemed even more startled but showed no sign of leaving.

“Can we?” he asked, seeking permission.  “Is it right?”

“Of course we can,” I said again, and this time when I put my lips on his he kissed me back.

In the embrace I began to run my hands over his body, pushing it down his tensed stomach and pulling his toned ass towards me.

Kennedy’s hands landed on me too now, coming to my ass and squeezing it hard as he breathed a deep kiss into me.

“Isn’t it wrong?” he asked, worried about our age gap.

“It’s naughty, I know that,” I whispered.  “But we don’t have to have sex if you don’t want to.”

He held me tight, his hips still pushing against me as though he was slowly fucking the air.  I could tell he wanted something from me.

“Then what can we do?” he asked.

I thought for a moment and then a smirk spread across my face.  “Everything but?”

I could tell he was confused, but when I kissed his face and started to sink beneath the duvet I think things became a little clearer.

I kissed his chest and then rolled over onto him, straddling his body as I moved down it.  His hands came to my sides but I gripped his wrists, pushing them back against the mattress as I continued downwards.

His body was tense and I could see his chest rising and falling quickly as I moved further down.  In between the soft kisses of my lips I could hear the beating of his heart.  He seemed to possess the same nervous excitement as I did.

I kept a hold of his wrists for the moment as I approached the waist of his underwear.  I bit and tugged at it to tease him, moving down over the fabric and continuing my kisses.

Soon it became apparent that the object against my mouth was his stiff, big cock, and I opened my teeth and bit gently either side of it.  He tensed up and wriggled, causing me to giggle and take another playful bite.

I let go of his wrists now and moved my hands to his boxer-shorts, curling my fingers steadily over the top and beginning to pull them downwards.

I felt even more confident in the darkness and perhaps there was something to be had from not being able to see him clearly.  I wondered if I’d have been half as adventurous as this if the room was fully lit.

As I pulled his boxer-shorts downwards I felt the strain of his cock pushing back against the fabric.  When I finally rolled it over his stiffness it moved down much faster and I heard the slap of his dick as it sprang back up against his stomach.

He let out a groan as I freed him and as I pushed the boxer shorts down his legs I let my hair fall over his exposed cock.

I pulled my hair to one side and kissed at his legs as I moved upwards, knowing all too well what awaited me when I arrived.

In the darkness it was tough to get a good measure of what I was dealing with, but when I put my hands around the hilt and lifted his cock off his body I began to find out.

He was thick at the base—too thick to have my fingers meet my thumb—and when I started to kiss up from the hilt I was surprised by just how many pecks I had to give him before I reached the crown.

When I did I flicked my tongue out like a snake, tickling the sensitive underside and enjoying the sound of him squirming against the sheets.

I opened my mouth wide and pushed him inside me, feeling his hand arrive on the back of my head as he let out a long, drawn-out sigh.

“That’s perfect,” he cooed, gently pushing his hips up to feed more of his dick into my mouth.

It struck the back of my throat before my lips could meet my hand at the base.  I jerked upwards as I circled my tongue around the girth.  With a mouth full of his arousal I felt my pussy quickly begin to swell and melt with juices.  There was something insanely hot about having a stiff cock inside your mouth, and to know I was the source of his pleasure made me brim with confidence.

I started to jerk him with more power, pushing his dick into my mouth like I was an animal.  I let my saliva flow freely down his pole, rubbing it into his skin with my fist as I pumped him to life.

Kennedy was breathing faster than ever now and I feared he might explode any second.  I wasn’t sure exactly what his experience was, but I knew very well that when a guy’s breathing like that and wriggling his legs it’s not long before his cock starts to erupt.

I wanted to feel his cum inside me more than anything, but I wasn’t done with him yet.  I slowed my pace, holding him still instead and gently kissing and biting his length like it was a dripping lollipop.

I watched his torso stretch and then saw some light emerge through the duvet.  Just then he pushed the covers off me and I locked eyes with him.  I froze as though I’d been caught red handed, but very quickly I continued my exploration.

“I just had to see,” he said, looking down his body.

I smiled and looked up at him, keeping my eyes locked on his as I opened my mouth wide and sank him inside me.

It wasn’t until I pulled off him that I got a good look at what I was eating.  He had these thick veins pumping life into him, stretching up the long length and disappearing just before the crown.  The tip was a deeper pink, glistening with my spit.  His cock looked just as young as he did somehow.  It was unblemished and new, as though I was the first one to unwrap it.

With the light on me I started to put on a real performance, twisting my grip up and down his pole as I sucked from him.

“Oh, Mrs. Dylan,” he sighed, letting his head fall back against the pillow.

I rose on my knees in front of him now and his eyes came to me once more.  Under his watchful gaze I reached behind myself and unclasped the bra strap, pulling it off my shoulders and letting my big tits fall out.

I cast the bra to one side and started to squeeze my tits as Kennedy looked on.  His expression was one of such surprise that I wondered if he’d ever had a naked woman this close to him before, but perhaps it was the fact that this woman was twice his age that was causing him so much shock.

As I pinched my stiffening nipples I watched his hand move to his dick, and soon he was pushing it through his fist as he watched me.

I brought my breasts together and showed off my deep cleavage, keeping my eyes locked on him as he continued to jerk his dick for me.

I sank my chest towards him and pulled my breasts apart now.  Kennedy seemed to know where I was headed and he angled his cock in-between them.  When he was in position I pushed my breasts together around him and started to bounce them up and down on his dick.

“Fuck,” he said, running a hand through his hair.  “I’ve never done this before.”

“Relax, honey,” I cooed, as though I’d done this a thousand times.  “This won’t be the only thing we do that you’ve never tried before.”

I smirked at him and watched him smile back.  He shook his head and bit his lip, then his focus returned to his cock as I started to drag my tits up and down him.

I kept him held in place and whenever his cock would sprout out from the cleavage I’d give it a kiss or a lick, sending it back through my tits with a fresh wetness that started to lubricate my breasts.

After a few more minutes of this Kennedy’s hand came to my arm and he lifted me off.

“What is it?” I asked, worried that I’d done something wrong.

“I want you,” he said.  “Take off your panties.”

“But Kennedy we can’t,” I said, worried that he meant to fuck me.  Secretly that was exactly what I wanted.

“Not that,” he said.  “I want you to—ahem—sit on me.”

“Sit on you?” I asked.

“On my face,” he clarified, nervously.

I felt the butterflies leave my stomach in an instant and this wave of excitement raced through me.  To hear him ask me to sit on his face was something I never thought would happen in a million years.  Shit, it was rare to hear any guy say it.

I peeled my panties quickly over my ass and Kennedy slid down the bed as I straddled him.  I walked myself up his body as he wriggled downwards and soon I was hanging my sex over him, awaiting his final command.

“Okay,” he said, and as he spoke I could feel his breath drape over the wetness of my sex.  “Sit on me, Mrs. Dylan.”

I dropped on him with a smile, holding the headboard to steady myself.  I sank down on him and I felt his lips against my petals, parting them as my pussy started to envelop his face.

I let out a whimpered cry, holding my tits tight and slowly beginning to grind across his maw.  Kennedy kissed and licked fiercely, stabbing upwards and eating whatever I put on his mouth.

He plunged his tongue deep into my core and I felt my clit rubbing over his nose.  It was stiffening fast as my arousal grew and my nipples became hard enough to cut glass.

I moved my hands down my body and framed my pussy with them, pulling the skin open and planting myself on him.  He drove his tongue as far inside me as I could, giving my forbidden flesh a real work-out as he ate from me.

At times I’d lean forwards and drop down, letting him toy with the hood of my clit.  He’s suck the stiff pearl into his mouth and nibble it with his lips, steadily coaxing the delight from me.  I don’t know how many times Kennedy had done this before, but he seemed like an expert.

I began gasping in air to fuel the desire and with each passing second I moved ever-closer to a fantastic orgasm that rumbled in the background like an approaching storm.  Who needed to be fucked when you could just as easily get-off like this?

“Don’t stop, Kennedy,” I purred, and I brought both of my hands to his head.

I scrunched through his hair and pushed down on to him, dragging my flowing sex across his face as I held my breath and concentrated on the deep sensation of bliss.

His tongue was winding up my slit, pushing my lips apart and tickling at my clit.  He kissed it passionately, breathing hard against me as I suffocated him with my sinful flesh.

I let out a breath and shuddered on him, then I felt the waves of bliss begin to radiate through me with a power I hadn’t experienced in a long time.

“I’m coming, Kennedy,” I mewled, smudging my pussy across his face over and over.

Kennedy opened wide and ate what I gave him, tonguing my core as it contracted with spasms.  I lifted my pussy off him now as it became too sensitive to touch, then my eyes sprang open wide by what he did next.

He lunged upwards into my ass and pointed his tongue towards my knot, pushing it a little way inside and pulling my hips down onto him.

I staggered and dropped on him, dropping my asshole on his mouth as I started to play with my swollen clit.

His tongue wriggled in my butt and it looked as though it was exactly what Kennedy wanted.  The orgasm flowed from me as I fiddled my clit and I could feel my asshole gasping as the tremors crashed through me.

Each time it pulsed wide I felt Kennedy push his tongue into me, eating my asshole with the exact same fervor he’d attacked my pussy with.

I rotated my fingers more slowly over my clit now, calming a little and enjoying the tender, delicious licks of his tongue on my tight muscle.

I was breathing heavily and kind of resting over him, hovering a little but still not ready to lift myself up from his face.

Kennedy was now very delicately circling my asshole with his tongue, bringing a hand up and poking a finger inside as he explored me.

I closed my eyes and concentrated on the strange sensation.  I’d never had anyone put their tongue there before, but Kennedy seemed to dine out on the adventure of it all.  He poked inside me tenderly, as though he was kissing my mouth, and little-by-little my asshole began to relax.

Finally I lifted off him, laying beside him and looking into his eyes with a love I’d never felt for anyone before.

“You’re a naughty boy,” I smiled, holding his face.

He smiled back, his mouth wet with my juices.

“Do you like my ass?” I asked, eager to know more from him.

“I love it,” he enthused simply.

We had done something wild but I wasn’t done yet.  I was giddy with excitement and I felt a special kind of love for Kennedy that I wanted to share with him.

“You know ... ” I began slowly.  “It wouldn’t technically be sex.”

“What wouldn’t?” he asked, propping himself up on an elbow.

“If you fucked my ass,” I said, raising an eyebrow and gauging his reaction.

His face turned serious.  “Do you mean it?” he said.  “Can I?”

I didn’t say a thing to begin with.  Instead I tried to stifle the excited smile, turning my back towards him and pushing back against him.  He spooned me like before, only this time it wouldn’t be quite as innocent.

“Stick it in my asshole,” I said, and Kennedy quickly got himself into position.  I could sense his excited impatience.

He opened his body out from me and gripped his dick with one hand.  He brought it between my cheeks and I helped him by spreading my ass apart so he could venture further inside.

“Is that it?” he asked, and I could feel the tip of his cock at my wet asshole.

“That’s it,” I whispered.  “Push it in.”

He moved forwards, pushing against the skin that seemed for all the world as though it would never relent.

“Keep going,” I urged, my eyes wincing closed.

He forced himself forwards and I pushed back on him, desperate to feel him inside me.  Gradually the tip of his cock stretched my asshole wide and in one quick surge it sprang open under the pressure.

I seized up and tensed.

“Are you okay?” he asked over my shoulder.

I took several deep breaths to calm myself and slowly I felt my tight muscle begin to relax around him.

“I’m fine,” I said coolly, and by way of proof I put my hand on his ass and pushed him in to me.

He fed the rest of his inches inside me slowly, plunging his big cock deep into my naughty asshole.  I’d never been fucked in the ass before but if this was the only way that I could take him, then I wasn’t about to complain.

The sensation was strange at first, kind of like needing to go, but amongst the mystifying urge there was deep pleasure to be had.  I concentrated on it, sending him further inside me until he buried himself to the hilt.

I could feel the pulse of his cock in my rectum, beating inside me reliably as the arousal surged into him.  He was stiff as a rock inside me, which was just as well.  Bursting through my tight sphincter would have been much more difficult otherwise.

I left him there for the moment, taking several deep breaths.  I wriggled my hips, not quite dragging him out of me but instead stirring his cock in my ass.  To feel his thickness winding around inside me was incredible, but I knew what he wanted more than anything.

Gradually I pushed my way forwards, dragging my tight muscle along his cock before letting him send it back inside.

“Fuck me now, Kennedy,” I said simply, sure that I could take it.  “Fuck my asshole.”

He shuffled behind me and put a hand on my hips, beginning to pump out of me as he tested the water.

I felt him cruise through my muscle and I was so tight around him that I could feel each and every ridge and curve of his impressive dick.  It was as though I was jerking him with my asshole and as he fucked me I think he began to realize how good it felt.
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