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“You make me want to be naughty, Jacob, you know that?  You make me want to do things I shouldn’t.  Three cumshots,” she gasped.  “I can’t believe it.”

“Help me get the third,” urged Jacob, and he wore such a pleading look in his eyes that Eleanor couldn’t hope to deny it.

“Give it here,” Eleanor said, reaching forwards.

Jacob surrendered himself and felt the touch of another woman at his cock for the first time.

Eleanor gripped around him and felt her pussy quiver at how stiff he was.  She worked up along him and gathered up some of his cum to use it as lube, gliding her tight fist along his cock and pinching up towards the crown.

“That’s it,” she said, focusing on the tip of his cock as a bead of precum bled through the eyelet.

Eleanor started to pull at it, realizing how long it had been since she’d been this close to a hard cock.  Feeling her lust bubble, she threw her mouth over the tip and went for it.

“Mrs. Longoria!” strained Jacob, rising in his seat.

Eleanor was cock-drunk.  She drove it far into her mouth and then started to work her head over it, adjusting her position so that she could give Jacob the blowjob she felt he deserved.

Jacob gripped at the sofa-cushions, staring down in disbelief as his topless neighbor bobbed her head over him so ferociously that her hair began to unwind from its bun.

The tickling tendrils stroked over his bare thigh as Eleanor’s hair shrouded his cock, covering the act that no-one should ever witness.

Jacob moved her hair aside and held it there, looking at the smile in Eleanor’s eyes as she turned her face up to him.

“You’re gonna make me come,” hushed Jacob.

It was met with a nod as Eleanor kept his cock buried in her mouth, pinching tight with her lips and pulling them up over the ridge of his crown.

“Mrs. Longoria!” strained Jacob, lifting his ass on the seat.

This climax hit him harder than all the others.  He felt the familiar sensation but didn’t see the evidence that he usually would.  Instead, he watched Eleanor’s cheeks fill and then empty as she swallowed down his seed.

Eleanor tasted the saltiness of his load and felt it slide down her neck like a shucked oyster.  Even though it was his third release, he still had enough in his balls to make Eleanor swallow three mouthfuls.

Afterwards she drifted her mouth slowly from his cock and looked up at him with a heady giggle.

“Good boy,” she said, wiping her mouth with her wrist.

Jacob was in disbelief.  He didn’t know the words to say to bring them back down to earth.

Elanor sat back on her heels.  Her tits bounced as she threw back her head.

“Ugh,” she said.  “I shouldn’t have done that.”

“I loved it,” said Jacob.  “Don’t regret that, Mrs. Longoria.  Please.”

“Now I’m hornier than fuck,” grunted Eleanor, wriggling as though she couldn’t contain the urges inside her.

She looked at Jacob’s cock.  It refused to go soft, even after three big cumshots.

“You’re still hard,” she said.

Jacob shrugged.  “I can sometimes do it five times.”
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Gail Connors needed a hobby.  Since divorcing her ex-husband, she found herself with much more time to enjoy herself but was at a loss when it came to deciding what to fill it with.

She decided that now, at forty-eight, she would give men a pass while she pursued other interests and explored herself.  She’d often spent so much time on her family and her ex-husband Carl that she neglected to take time for herself to see what it was in life that she really cared about.

In her desperation Gail turned to her friend’s son Dylan for hobby ideas, incapable of imagining how she might spend her free time.

“You could take up photography,” Dylan offered.

“Would I be interested in that?” asked Gail.

“I don’t know, Mrs. Connors, that’s why you have to try it.  I didn’t think I’d be interested in birdwatching when I first tried it, but here I am.”

Dylan had taken up the pursuit a couple of years back after a day exploring with his father.

“What do you like about it?” asked Gail.

“I don’t know,” Dylan began, and he stared off and started to smile.  “I like the quiet of it.  I like sitting there and hoping that I’ll see something special.  I like the thrill of it when I see something I’ve never seen before, and ticking the birds off one-by-one makes it a kind of game.”

Gail felt something bordering on envy as she watched Dylan enthuse.

“There’s a finite number of species too,” he continued.  “So, it’s entirely possible that I could see every type of bird on the planet.  I get a kind of kick from that.”

“But you just sit there and watch?  That’s like, it?”

“That’s only ‘it’ if you don’t like sitting there amongst nature.  It feels almost spiritual to me,” Dylan said, pushing his spectacles up his nose carefully.  “Like a kind of meditation.  You could try that?”

“What?”

“Meditating?”

“I’d rather bird watch,” huffed Gail.

“Then come with me,” said Dylan.  “It’s only one afternoon and if you don’t like it, at least you’ll know.  You could treat all types of hobbies like that.  What have you got to lose?”

Gail realized that Dylan was right.  At some point without her realizing, he’d grown up into a thoughtful young man, and Gail had transformed into a sheltered, older woman.

“Deal,” she said with a determined grin.

“We’ll make a birder out of you yet,” said Dylan.

Gail admired the fresh, confident smile of Dylan as he helped her find herself again.  She saw in him a handsome, capable man who any woman would be lucky to have.  Gail was thankful that, that day, she was that woman.

***
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The following Saturday Gail and Dylan drove out to a local nature park, with Dylan dressed appropriately in dark greens and natural colors, and Gail dressed less appropriately in a low-cut blouse.  Despite her insistence that she wasn’t interested in men for a while, she still fashioned herself in a manner that would attract them.

Dylan pulled up on a small patch of gravel close to a lush forest.  He put the car in park.

“It’s just a short hike to the blind,” said Dylan.

“Hike?” Gail said.  “You didn’t tell me there’d be a hike.”

“It’s hardly a hike, really.  Just twenty minutes or so.”

“Why are you only telling me this now?” asked Gail, looking down at her jeans and sneakers.

“I’m not used to thinking about other people when I come out here,” said Dylan.

“Why do we have to hike, anyway?”

“That’s where the blind is.”

“What the hell is a blind?”

Dylan started to laugh as he unbuckled and got out of the car.  Gail joined him.

“It’s where we watch the birds from.  We have to hike there because they won’t come near the road.  They don’t like the noise and the ones we’re looking for like the water.  It’ll be the perfect place to spot them.”

“Okay, so I’m already thinking bird watching isn’t for me,” said Gail, looking up at the blue summer’s sky.  “At least the weather’s good.”

“That’s the spirit,” said Dylan, patting Gail’s back.  “Take the positives.”

Dylan grabbed a bag from the trunk and set off for a path through the forest while Gail stood watching.

Dylan strode purposefully, his black hair bouncing gently with each of his steps.  He was big for his age at over six feet, and Gail thought him handsome, despite his young age.  Dylan was different, and Gail could see that already.  He was quiet and reserved, shyer than his brash friends and with far more respect for women than them too.

At nineteen, Dylan was discovering women, but he was discovering too that he was uncontrollably nervous around them.  He’d still barely arrived at first base, and he found that the quiet solitude of the forest took any kind of pressure off himself.

Gail hurried to catch up with him, walking behind him and stepping around the muddier parts of the path with care.

Dylan strode through the forest like he was at one with it, leaving Gail jealous of how freely he traversed what she found to be quite troublesome terrain.

By the time they got to the blind, Gail’s sneakers were a completely different color.  She looked down at herself and then at the small wooden hut.

“All of that for this,” she said, gesturing at the camouflaged building.

“Shh,” urged Dylan.  “There might be someone in there.”

“You mean we have to share?” Gail gasped.

“Only if someone’s in there.”

Dylan went slowly to the door and Gail crossed her fingers, unable to comprehend spending so much time in complete silence with complete strangers.

“It’s empty,” Dylan whispered, and Gail walked towards the open door.

“Thank God for that,” she said.

Inside the building was dark and dank, with cobwebs in some of the corners.  Dylan opened one of the wooden shutters and the light came pouring in.

The walls of the hut were adorned in posters that helped its inhabitants recognize the species of birds that they might get a glimpse of.

Dylan settled into position quickly and Gail sat beside him, peering out eagerly at the rectangle of forest that they were pointed at.

“So, when do the birds show up?” asked Gail.

“They don’t if you keep talking,” hissed Dylan.

Gail pouted beside him, looking at his face as he stared ahead in quiet wonderment.  Despite only just arriving, Gail could see how much joy the pursuit brought him.

“You really love it out here, don’t you?” Gail asked.

“Absolutely,” said Dylan in low tones.  “Out here, nothing matters.  It’s not about money, or friends, or whether you’ve had sex, it’s just about birds.”

Gail wore a frown.  One of the things Dylan highlighted stood out more than the others.

“Why did you bring up sex?” asked Gail.

“I didn’t.”

“You did.  You said that it wasn’t about whether you’ve had sex.”

“Exactly.  I’m not bringing it up.”

“And have you?” asked Gail.

“Mrs. Connors!”

“What?  Don’t you have conversations out here?  I can ask an innocent question, can’t I?”

“No, you can’t,” said Dylan.

“It’s okay if you haven’t,” said Gail.  “I didn’t have sex until I was twenty.”

“Really?” asked Dylan, suddenly curious.

“No, I was sixteen,” said Gail, and Dylan rolled his eyes.

“Like I say, it doesn’t matter out here.”

“So, you haven’t ...”

Dylan shot her a look and she held up her hands.

“Okay, okay.  Let’s just stick to birds shall we.”

Dylan did a double take and soon his spectacles were up over his hair and a set of binoculars were over his eyes.

“What is it?” asked Gail excitedly.

“I don’t know,” hushed Dylan, scanning the woodland.

With Dylan preoccupied Gail took a moment to drink in his enthusiasm.  He was leaning forward with his t-shirt pulling tight over his pecs.  His bicep was well-pronounced as he held the binoculars to his face.  He seemed to have no idea how handsome he was.

To her shame, Gail looked down his body and to his toned ass that she’d followed into the forest.  She looked at the bulge in his pants and bit her lip.  With nothing else to do, Gail’s mind started to wander, and the lack of sex in her life started to take its toll.

“It’s okay you know,” she said.  “If you haven’t.”

“What?”

“Had sex,” Gail said, touching Dylan’s arm.  “It happens at different times for everyone.”

Dylan took the binoculars down and looked over at Gail with anger and confusion.

“I don’t see that it matters out here, Mrs. Connors.  Are you here for birds or here to interrogate me?”

“It’s not interrogating.  I just want to get to know you,” said Gail.

“I haven’t ever had sex, Mrs. Connors, okay.  Does that make you feel better?  Does it make you feel like you know me?”

Gail bit the inside of her mouth and swallowed.

“Look, if you don’t like it out here, that’s fine.  We don’t have to come again, okay?  But I do like it.  This is my hobby.  Can you respect that?  Please?”

Gail nodded and Dylan turned back to his binoculars.  With them back over his eyes Gail moved behind him, trying to look at where Dylan was looking.  She put a hand on his shoulder and leaned against him.

Dylan flinched and looked back in frustration.  “What are you doing?”

“I’m watching,” said Gail.  “Or at least I’m trying to.”

“Oh,” Dylan said, feeling bad.  “Sorry, I thought you were hugging me or something.”

“And you don’t like that?” Gail asked.

Dylan shrugged.  “Sorry.  Here.”

He offered her his binoculars by way of apology.

“Where do I look?” asked Gail, lifting them to her brown eyes.

Dylan moved Gail’s head in the direction of the rustling bushes.  It was his turn to stand back now and watch her.

He saw her pretty face and drank it in as the sunlight bathed it, casting it in a light that made her fresh skin glow.  Dylan trailed his gaze down Gail’s neck and to the big breasts that sat wrapped in her tight top.

Further down he saw her flat stomach and the curve of her big, beautiful ass as she leaned forward for a closer look.

“It looks like a chicken,” said Gail suddenly.

“Huh?” said Dylan, and he looked out of the blind to where Gail’s gaze was fixed.

Dylan’s mouth fell open as he saw the rare bird in front of him, pecking absent-mindedly at the forest floor.

“It’s a Prairie Chicken!” he marveled.

Gail removed the binoculars in confusion as she stared at her besotted partner.

“A what?”

“A Prairie Chicken,” said Dylan, and he grabbed the binoculars and took a closer look.

“My gosh,” he hushed, drinking in the sight.  “I don’t know what it’s doing here.”

Gail saw the pure, unadulterated joy in Dylan’s face and started to realize what it was all about for him.

“Here,” Dylan said, offering the binoculars back.

Gail put them to her eyes and Dylan stood behind her, leaning against her back and directing her face towards the rare sight.

“They’re endangered,” said Dylan.  “Mrs. Connors, this is so special, you don’t understand.”

Dylan held her side carefully, not quite realizing how close he was getting to her.  Gail cared less about the bird and more about Dylan’s presence behind her as she felt his breath on her neck.

“Look, Mrs. Connors,” he hushed, and Gail felt a tingle of eroticism as his breathy tones hit her ear lobe.

“It’s beautiful,” said Gail, looking down at Dylan’s hand instead of through the binoculars.  “You look, Dylan.  This means so much more to you.”

Gail relinquished the binoculars and stood behind him, pressing her breasts against his back and trying to share the moment with him.

“Oh, Mrs. Connors,” hushed Dylan, and Gail became swept up in it all.

She started to stroke Dylan’s back as she felt something change inside her.  Her heartbeat quickened as she felt Dylan’s excitement.

“Keep looking,” she said to Dylan, and she reached around in front of him and started to unbuckle his pants.

Dylan’s focus shifted down.  He watched Gail’s painted nails pop open the button of his green pants and down the zipper.

“What are you doing, Mrs. Connors?” he asked.

“I want to give you something else you’ve never had,” said Gail.  “Please, Dylan.  I want to.”

Dylan was dumbfounded as Gail reached inside his pants and pulled out his cock.  She started to tug gently, leaning her face on Dylan’s back and closing her eyes.

“Let me give this to you,” urged Gail.  “I want to repay you.”

Dylan started to stiffen as Gail delighted him in ways no woman had yet.  He stared down in amazement as his cock turned stiff and Gail started to jerk it more purposefully.

Suddenly the sight of the rare bird took second place to the sight of Mrs. Connors’s delicate hand working his stiff cock.

Gail lay her head against his back, listening to his heart beat fast as the lusty blood pumped him stiff.

“M—Mrs. Connors,” hushed Dylan, and his eyelids started to loosen as the arousal took him.

Dylan had jerked himself before now, but he’d never had another person do it.  He realized how special it could be to share your body with another person, even if that person was over twice his age.

“Good boy,” Gail said.

She was satisfying something deep inside herself under the guise of caring for Dylan.  Dylan didn’t quite know what to do with himself.  He set the binoculars down and leaned back to see Gail’s handiwork.

Gail straightened up, hugging him tight and putting her head on his shoulder.  She couldn’t see what she was doing, but she could see the delight in Dylan’s face.

“Let go,” she urged of him.

“I think you’re gonna make me come, Mrs. Connors,” Dylan said, embarrassed.

“I want you to come,” insisted Gail.  “I want that for you, okay.”

There was a minute of stillness after Gail’s words.  The forest calmed and only the breeze could be heard outside as it washed through the trees, sounding like waves gently hitting the shoreline.

Dylan whimpered, and Gail realized she was about to witness another rare sight out in the quiet wilderness.

She felt his cock stiffen further.  It seemed to swell as Dylan became more erratic, shuffling and tensing.

“Mrs. Connors, I’m gonna come,” he hushed before talking louder.  “I’m gonna come!”

Dylan looked down at the sight, seeing her hand continue to shuffle over him as she sensed his release.

Gail breathed hard, feeling her sex turn wet as Dylan’s arousal was channeled through her.

“Come for me,” she insisted, tugging.

Dylan moaned and his cock started to throb.  Gail tugged and felt the first rope rush out, scattering up over Dylan’s t-shirt and falling back down on her fist.

The warmth eased from his tip and Gail massaged it over his taut length, feeling the ripples of his plump veins as she pulled up towards his smooth, erupting crown.

“Oh, Mrs. Connors,” gasped Dylan, looking down as she pinched her fist upwards.

The cum eased from the eyelet as Dylan let go.  Soon he was spent, and in the aftermath he breathed hard.  He looked back cautiously, unsure of whether he should be making eye-contact with Gail.

Gail was flushed with a red hue.  Part of it was embarrassment that the moment had taken her, but a larger portion was arousal.  She was so excited, but felt as though she couldn’t share herself with Dylan like he just had.

Dylan turned to face her, unabashed at his exposed thickness.

Gail looked down and saw what she’d done for the first time.  She felt shame, covering her mouth.

“Dylan, I’m sorry,” she said.  “I shouldn’t have done that.”

Dylan said nothing.  He just walked forwards slowly and then pulled Gail close to him.

“That was incredible,” he whispered, stroking her back.

Gail could feel his stiffness pressing against her.  His cock was covered in cum, but Gail didn’t care.  She wanted to be there for him.

“I’ve never had that done to me before,” confessed Dylan.  “That was so good.”

Gail leaned back, smiling nervously.  “You’re welcome,” she said.

Dylan looked down at himself.  “I’m still so hard.”

Gail leaned away and saw it too.  Dylan was engorged, as though nothing had happened.

“Is that normal?” asked Gail.  “It’s been a while since I’ve seen a nineteen-year-old’s cock.”

“It’s normal for me,” said Dylan.  “I can sometimes come three or four times.”

“What?!” gasped Gail.  “No way that’s true.”

Dylan nodded.  “I did five once.”

Gail looked dead in his eyes.  “Seriously?”

He nodded, realizing that it was something to be proud of.

“That’s rarer than your damned bird,” scoffed Gail.  “Can I try again?”

Dylan shrugged.  “If that’s what you want.”

“I do,” Gail said, smiling wide.  “I want to see your special talent up close this time.”

Gail dropped to her knees and felt the wooden floor creak.  She stared forwards at Dylan’s cum-soaked cock and put it in her fist again.

Dylan swallowed and looked down, seeing the jarring sight of Gail’s eager face so close to his thick, hard cock.

“Give me another one,” hushed Gail, and she started to tug him towards her face.

Dylan closed his eyes and took a step, focusing on Gail’s fist as it rubbed the cum along him.  Suddenly the sensation changed, and he opened his eyes to see why.

Dylan reached back to grip the wood as he saw Mrs. Connors’s serene face.  It looked so peaceful and content, with her lips wrapped right around his hard cock.

Gail started to rock her head, submerging Dylan’s thickness until his smooth cock touched the soft palate at the roof of her mouth.

“Oh, Mrs. Connors, that feel good,” hushed Dylan.

Gail thought that if her fist felt good, then her mouth would feel amazing, and if her mouth felt amazing, then real sex would feel like the highest tier of heaven for the virginal young man.

“Mrs. Connors wants another cumshot,” Gail said as she took Dylan from her mouth and stroked him.

Gail stared down the barrel, studying the nuances of his arousal.  His cock would turn stiffer and then relax, with moans coming from above to signify how close Dylan was to a second release.

It didn’t take long for Gail to concede that Dylan was right.  His cock was so tense with arousal that she knew another release of his was just around the corner.

“Let it off in my mouth this time,” urged Gail, and she put Dylan back inside her and started to suck.

With Gail’s permission, Dylan was able to focus on his destination.  He felt her tongue swirl around him as her mouth dragged upwards and sucked tight to his girth.

Gail quickened her pace, moving with Dylan’s moans and feeling his hips begin to pump as though he was fucking her mouth.

Simulating sex, Dylan’s balls soon began to fizz.  He felt the euphoria return and suddenly his cock was firing off another lashing that Gail caught in her mouth.

Before now the sensation of climax was always accompanied by the sight of thick, hot cum bursting from Dylan’s cock.  Now though it happened out of sight, barreling against Gail’s tongue and covering each corner of her eager mouth.

Gail let it pool before swallowing it down, feeling the silky, bitter texture slide down her neck as Dylan’s cock fired out more inside her.

She jerked the part of his cock that her mouth couldn’t claim, massaging his balls as they gave up their sauce.

Gail swallowed several more times until the twitches of Dylan’s cock had stopped.  By now she could feel the wetness of her pussy soaking clean through her underwear.

“I can’t leave here without trying that,” Gail said, marveling at how Dylan remained stiff.

“You’re on two of four,” he laughed, wiping his brow.

“You think you have another for me?” asked Gail.

Dylan looked at his hard, reliable cock.  He’d never done less than three when he’d tried.

“I’ve got another, Mrs. Connors,” Dylan said playfully.

Gail stood up quickly and unceremoniously took down her jeans and panties in one.  She dragged them down her legs until they were around her ankles, then she showed Dylan her ass and looked back over her shoulder.

“Come and fuck me, Dylan,” she urged.  “Give me something special.”

Dylan looked at the image of his mom’s mature friend as she yearned to have him fill her.  She bared herself completely and seemed unashamed by her eagerness.

“Please,” she grunted, bending her knees and pushing out her ass.

Dylan put out a hand and rubbed Gail’s butt, caressing between her legs and finding it sodden.  He’d never experienced a woman’s arousal before, and Gail’s wasn’t typical.  Her whole crotch was covered in her excitement after teasing herself twice with Dylan’s release.

Dylan had an instinctual urge to marry his cock up to slick mess.  He walked forwards and pressed against her folds, feeling her hand come beneath and set him on the right course.

He felt her warm, tight pussy envelop his cock as he pushed forwards and soon, he felt what sex was really like.

Gail tensed up instantly.  It had been the first time she’d taken cock in years, and Dylan’s was big and beautiful.  Along with how sinful and naughty it all was, Gail found herself approaching climax rapidly.

“All of it, Dylan,” she said, scrambling for his ass to pull it towards her.

Dylan pressed himself deep and felt his cock bathe in Gail’s wetness.  He could feel the tickle of it around the hilt of his cock before he started to buck forwards.

Gail held the window ledge and stared down at the floor, bouncing her ass back against Dylan who thrust forwards to meet her.  Their naked flesh clapped in the cabin and soon Dylan was folded over Gail.

He cupped her breasts in his hands and stood her upright, fucking into her like she was his lover.  He kissed her neck wetly and rubbed his hands all over her body as though he was mapping out her curves.

Gail was keen to encourage him under her t-shirt, and Dylan lifted it up over her head.  Now it was time to battle with her bra, and Dylan had little experience there.

With some effort he was able to pinch the clasp open and when he did Gail removed it quickly and took one of his hands.

She pressed it against her breast and Dylan squeezed, drilling into her harder and faster as he caressed her beautiful tits.

“I want your cum!” gasped Gail, writhing back against him.

Dylan pumped hard, not realizing how much his hard thrusts were impacting Gail.

Gail felt him stab deep, tickling a spot far inside her that few men could reach.  Each time Dylan thrust forwards her arousal level rose to something that couldn’t be contained.

The pressure built up inside Gail.  Her moans were an attempt to relieve it, but it just made her breathe harder and the sensations become more intense.

“Dylan, honey!” she strained.

Dylan didn’t even realize what he was doing.  He just kept fucking, hoping to give Gail the cumshot that she yearned for.

“Dylan!” gasped Gail, squeezing her knees together.

She started to tremble and come.  Dylan felt a muscle in her pussy squeeze him, but he carried on regardless and continued to enjoy the sensation of her wet sex around him, massaging him in a way that Gail’s mouth never could.

He throbbed and then gasped, looking down at the source of his pleasure and seeing Gail’s beautiful ass instead.

“I’m gonna come again, Mrs. Connors,” warned Dylan.

Gail was beside herself.  Tears of joy streamed from her face as Dylan let off his third release.  It blasted into her contracting core, propelling her orgasm further.

Now Gail grunted and moaned like an animal, giving the forest a flavor of sin that had never colored it before.

Dylan pumped up into his cumshot, letting off his nut but not slowing his pace.  He fucked through the cum, turning his length glossy and using it as lube to fuck Gail harder.

Gail closed her eyes tight and gasped.  She’d never known euphoria like it.  Dylan seemed naturally attuned to her, and his youthful virulence was intoxicating to Gail.

The second she came out of her climax she let Dylan slip from her and turned around to face his cock.

Cum leaked from her pussy as she wrapped her mouth over him and hummed eagerly, beating his cum back over him and searching instantly for his fourth release.

“Oh, Dylan,” moaned Gail, tasting his saltiness all over again.  “Dylan, I want more!”

Dylan looked down on the ravenous beauty and strained.  He felt his balls reload with cum, and with Gail’s persistence Dylan soon felt another climax racing up his cock.

“Mrs. Connors, you’re doing it,” he said, and Gail smiled eagerly, looking at the tip of his cock with hopeful expectation.

A rope burst free, and Gail brought her face close.  It was as though she wanted to be baptized by his potency.  The next rope blasted upwards, shooting over her moaning face.

Dylan couldn’t believe what he was seeing.  He kept his eyes open wide so as not to miss a second of it as jets of hot cum blasted over Gail’s moaning face.

Gail became covered, with a latticework of Dylan’s seed lashing over her face as though she’d been whipped by it.

She turned her cheek so that Dylan could coat as much of her as possible, feeling the cum hit her face and slide down towards her mouth.

Afterwards she mouthed over the tip, popping Dylan’s spent cock through her lips audibly before driving him right to the top of her throat.

Gail pinched her lips and kissed off him before opening her eyes cautiously and looking up at her awestruck lover.

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Connors,” Dylan said, fearful that Gail’s messy face might be all his fault.

“Don’t you dare apologize,” said Gail.  “That was exactly what I needed.”

“Really?” asked Dylan as Gail stood up and carefully pushed his cum to her mouth.

She sucked it off her fingers and breathed hard, looking down at her naked body and then across at Dylan’s cock.  It had finally flagged, hanging in front of him all veiny and covered in a sheen of cum.

“You know,” said Gail with a devilish grin.  “I think I might have just found a new hobby.”

THE END
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He called himself the ‘cumshot conjurer’ but budding magician Mike Peters would never tell another soul his self-appointed moniker.

At nineteen, the sexually inexperienced young man was self-conscious to a fault, and his attempts to penetrate the magic circle had gone about as well as his attempts to penetrate anything at all.

Still a virgin, Mike lived out his fantasies online, sourcing a collection of adult videos that he enjoyed watching, much to the chagrin of his landlady Lucy, who sometimes heard the joyous whimpers of her tenant upstairs in the throes of climax.

Recently though, Lucy had noticed that the naughty noises that Mike made as he arrived at his destination were being produced at closer intervals than usual.  Indeed, his climaxes appeared to be happening at a pace that she didn’t even think was possible.

Though normally private and reserved, Lucy couldn’t help but become intrigued by Mike’s newfound ability, and to her shame she found herself inching closer to his bedroom door to discern just where his new powers had come from.

On one such day Lucy was within touching distance of the doorhandle to his room.  She stared at it and listened to the low moans of the video that Mike watched on his laptop.  She could only imagine what was happening inside.

Mike sat in his computer chair with his magic wand in one hand, and his stiff cock in the other.  He jerked it steadily, staring at the taut crown that looked ready to burst.

Months ago, he’d stumbled down a rabbit hole of information that concerned the staying-power of the men in the videos that Mike watched.  They were able to stave off their cumshots until the scene demanded it, and Mike marveled at the mastery they had over their own urges.

During his research, Mike discovered a subsect of people who believed that their cumshots could not only be postponed but summoned.  At first, Mike had found the notion laughable, but the real-life accounts were compelling.

The process involved training yourself to associate a word with the act of orgasm, using Pavlovian conditioning to urge the body to respond in the way that Mike demanded.

Mike, of course, demanded that he ejaculate at the exact moment he dictated.  He figured that, should he ever get lucky with a woman, she’d be impressed by his ability to hold off climax.  When she was suitably satisfied Mike would then focus on his own climax and utter the word that would bring it forth.
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