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Read An Excerpt
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Soon Jess was writhing on the rug and sucking in deep breaths to fuel her passion.  Chris held on, griping her legs and keeping his face attached to her pussy like it was a feed-bag.  He mouthed and tongued all over her until Jess’s climax was a formality.

It exploded out of her and Chris felt her pussy contracting against his mouth.  It drove him wild.  His cock stayed stiff as Jess rode his face.

Julia watched on, somewhat jealous.  Finally Chris broke away and wiped his mouth.  He looked down proudly on Jess’s face.  Her eyes were closed tight.  When she finally opened them she stared up dreamily at him.  A girl will fall in love quick with a guy who can give her an orgasm with his mouth like that.

“Nice work,” Julia said.

“Are you next?” Chris asked curiously.

“Oh, that’s not for women my age,” Julia said.

“Come on,” Chris said.  “Get on the mat.”

“You’ve gotta try it,” Jess giggled.

Julia took a step forward.  It was a step towards sin that she thought she’d never make, but seeing Chris and Jess enjoy themselves had awakened something inside her.

“Here,” Jess said, and she started to take down Julia’s yoga-pants.

Chris helped her undress too, grabbing her top and starting to lift it up over her breasts.

Julia gave him a surprised look, but nevertheless she lifted her arms and let him pull the garment up off her.  Her big tits fell and settled on her chest and when she saw Chris again he was busy enjoying the present he’d just unwrapped.

“They are something else, Julia,” he said.

He jerked his cock and the moved his face towards them.  As Jess helped her older housemate out of her panties Chris sucked hard on her nipples.  They sprang to attention, turning just as hard as Chris’s cock that he continued to toy with.

“Give her a chance, Chris,” Jess laughed.  “Lay down, Julia.”

Julia got to the floor as graciously as she could, but she was on full display.  Jess was spying at her pussy with just as much intrigue as Chris was.  Neither had ever dreamed of seeing their older housemate like this.

Chris stood over her, mesmerized by the figure of mature beauty beneath him.  Jess was nothing if not an opportunist.  As Chris dallied she got on her knees and moved in-between Jess’s legs instead.

“Jess?” Julia asked, looking down cautiously.

“Why should Chris have all the fun?” Jess smiled.

She pushed Julia’s legs open and stared ahead at her mature folds.  Chris was as wide-eyed as his Julia as he watched on.

Jess closed her eyes and planted her mouth over the pussy, French-kissing it like she was closing-out a romance movie.

Chris watched her tongue tease out and push between Julia’s legs and he watched the look of euphoria spread across his mature housemate’s face.

Julia dug her fingers into the rug and took a deep breath.  Her breasts rose on her chest and she felt a connection to them that she’d never felt before.

Chris scarcely knew what to do with himself.  He played voyeur for the moment, moving around the two women.  They seemed to have bonded so deeply that the rest of the world ceased to exist.

Finally he found his most preferred angle, looking down on Jess’s ass and spying her pussy just below it that his mouth had been on only moments earlier.

From here he could see the passion in Julia’s face and hear the smacking sound of Jess’s lips as they pulled off Julia’s pussy, but his eyes were still drawn to Jess’s forbidden snatch.

Julia’s eyes opened finally and she came back to the room with an aching moan.  She saw Chris standing above the both of them with a look of intrigue.

“Do it,” she said.

Chris’s eyes darted to her.

“Do it,” she repeated.  “Fuck her.”
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Desperate to Claim Him
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I was a desperate housewife.  My husband had long stopped fucking me and the only pleasure I found these days was from my vibrator that I had to keep hidden in the bottom draw beneath my panties.

I usually felt my horniest when he was at work, but my nineteen-year-old lodger was home from college and that kind of ruined any chance I had of giving myself an orgasm.  Or did it?

Carl had been home a few days and I just couldn’t bear the thought of another day without climax.  I was becoming so frustrated that all I thought about was sex, and as he ate his breakfast at the counter I found myself thinking things about him that a woman really shouldn’t about a guy half her age.

There was something about Carl that I found irresistible in that moment.  He looked really cute just sat there in his jogging bottoms with his hair all ruffled from a night’s sleep.  Something about him made me want to cradle him to my breast and jerk his stiff cock.

“How’s college?” I asked, staring at him as he looked up and thinking dirty thoughts.

“Great, Mrs. Hillary,” he said simply, returning to his cereal.

I guess the biggest thing I was feeling war boredom.  Life just wasn’t that exciting anymore and that didn’t have to be the case.  It kind of explains the line of questioning I went on to pursue.

“So what’re the girls like?” I asked and Carl turned shy in an instant.  “I bet they can’t get enough of a handsome young man like you, can they?”

Carl swallowed audibly.  “They’re okay.”

I was going to get more out of him than that.

“Just okay?  Come on, there must be some pretty girls there.”

“There are,” he agreed.

“So?  What do they look like?”

Carl tried to carry on eating his cereal in an attempt to ignore me, but I wasn’t giving in that day.  I was steeled with the determination of a woman who needed a good, hard fucking and knew how she was going to get it.

“Carl, don’t make me start guessing,” I warned.

He busied himself again with his breakfast and I took it as a challenge to get him to talk or at the very least, to get him hard.  I hadn’t seen him in so long I thought it might be fun to tease him.  Fuck, I was teasing us both.

“I bet they’ve all got tight, young bodies,” I enthused, waiting to catch his attention.  “I bet they’ve all got big, delicious tits.”

As I said the word lustfully I too began to get aroused and from Carl’s unsure demeanor I could tell I was having an effect on him too.

“Why do you want to know so bad?” Carl asked.

“Tell me about them, Carl,” I said.  “I want to hear you describe them.”

He put his spoon down and thought long and hard.  I think in that moment he realized I wasn’t going to give up until I’d heard what I wanted from him.

“They’re real pretty, Mrs. Hillary.  Real pretty.”

“What makes them so attractive?” I asked, walking over to the table now.

He cleared his throat.

“Tell me,” I urged.

“Their breasts Mrs. Hillar. It’s their big, full breasts.”

As he said the words I gasped.  “Are they nice and round?  Like mine?”

I pointed to my chest and Carl’s eyes moved to admire my tits.

“Yes,” he said.  “They’re big and delicious, just like yours.”

I let out a frustrated groan as my pussy trembled with desire.

“Do you imagine them naked?” I asked.

“Oh yes, Mrs. Hillary, all the time,” Carl said, gaining confidence as each of his remarks delighted me.

“What do you imagine, Carl.  Tell me.”

He stopped a moment, as though he were actually trying to remember exactly how he thought about them.

“I imagine ...” he began.

“Go on,” I pressed, squeezing my legs tight together as the juices of my pussy threatened to burst from me.

“I imagine them in my room, getting undressed ...”

I pulled a chair up beside him and sat next to him, putting my face close to his.

“Yes, Carl, tell me,” I urged.

“They strip off all of their clothes and they’re both standing there naked.”

“There’s two of them?”

“Yes, there are two,” he said, recollecting his fantasy and becoming more and more animated.  “And they both want me, Mrs. Hillary.  They both want my cock.”

“Where do they want it?!” I asked, rising up on the chair.

“They—they want it in their pussies.  They want it in their mouths.”

I ran a hand through his hair.  “What do they want in their pussies, Carl?”

“My cock.”

“Tell me about your cock.”

Beneath the table my hand had begun to rub his tense thigh.

“It’s—uh—it’s hard, Mrs. Hillary.  Real hard.”

“Yeah?” I whispered, my breath hot on his ear.  “Is it hard right now?”

He nodded without saying a word.

“And you’re going to slide it in to those girl’s pussies, right Carl?

“Yes.”

“Say it,” I ordered.

“I’m going to slide my cock inside her pussy.”

I closed my eyes and sucked in air through my teeth.

“Can I see?” I asked.

“See what?” Carl asked, but I think he knew.  He just wanted to hear me say it.

“Can I see your cock, Carl?  I want to see what you’re hiding under there.”

As I spoke my hand moved up to his crotch and I felt him for the first time.  Carl was right.  He was hard and thick and when I touched it I knew we wouldn’t be stopping there.

“It feels ready, Carl.  It feels ready for me.”

He trembled with nerves but didn’t protest as my hand rubbed along his shaft.

“Would you like to put it in Mrs. Hillary’s mouth?”

As the words left my lips I realized just how naughty they were, but I wanted it.  Alone in that room with Carl we could feel the tension mounting and it was about to be severed as soon as I got my answer.

“Can I have it, Carl?” I asked, desperate for him to give in.

He looked to me now, almost sorrowful as though he couldn’t quite bring himself to admit that he wanted it.

“Give it to me, honey.  I need it.”

“Can I take it out of my pants?” he asked timidly.

“Oh yes, Carl,” I gasped.  “Show me that big cock of yours.”

He pulled his chair out from under the table and pushed his cereal bowl forwards as though he meant business.

“That’s right,” I said, looking down to the bulge and awaiting its reveal.

My hands were rubbing over the warm crotch of my jeans impatiently, watching as he steeled his nerves and set about revealing that forbidden dick of his.

He unfastened his joggers slowly, fumbling a little with nerves as my excitement grew greater by the second.

I licked my lips as he popped the knot and reached tentatively inside his boxer shorts.

“Show me, Carl.  Show me that hard cock.”

He reached deep inside and pulled it out, laying it to rest above his briefs and letting it stretch up his stomach.

“My gosh!” I hushed, staring at his clean-cut cock.  It looked so fresh and young—so tasty!

“What do you think?” Carl asked, but I think he already knew the answer.

“I love it,” I said, claiming it in my hand.  As my flesh touched his he went tense, but I couldn’t just stare at it.  “It’s so big.”

“It is?”

“Really!” I said honestly.  “Do you think I can put it in my mouth?”

“Gee, Mrs. Hillary, I don’t know.”

“Come on,” I said.  “It’ll be fun.  I promise.”

Carl thought a moment.  “Mmm, okay,” he said eventually.

It was so wrong but I just had to do it.  In seconds I’d brought my face down to that stiff flesh of his and pointed it towards my mouth.

Carl’s hands clenched on the seat of his chair as my mouth passed over the head of his cock, rolling my tongue around his smooth head and driving it deep.

“How does that feel?” I asked, popping him off my lips.

I looked down at his glistening cock, drenched in my spit and pulsing.

“Guh—good,” he stammered.

I placed my lips over him again and he moaned as I drove him to the back of my throat, gasping off him and beginning to imagine what he might feel like inside me.

Carl’s eyes were closed tight as he stared at the ceiling, refusing to look and acknowledge what was happening.

“Look at me, Carl,” I said.

He stayed fixed on the ceiling.

“Carl,” I said gently.

He looked down and I smiled at him, keeping eye-contact as I opened my mouth wide and swallowed his cock.

He exhaled, shaking his head in disbelief.  “This is so wrong.”

“But doesn’t it feel so good?” I asked, taking my t-shirt off and showing him my big rack, pushed up in my bra.

“It does,” he conceded with a whimper.

My fist beat over his slippery dick, shaking my tits with each fast pump.  Carl’s eyes were locked on my breasts and he clearly seemed to be enjoying them.

“Like to see?” I asked, raising an eyebrow at him.

“Uh-huh,” Carl nodded.

I unfastened the clasp and pulled the straps off my shoulders, letting the cups fall off my tits and holding them up to him for scrutiny.

“Wow,” he said, ogling my big tits that I’d begun to squeeze and knead.

I dragged his joggers down to his ankles and his legs opened wider, giving me an amazing view of the whole of his length, balls and all.

Carl watched as my nipples turned stiff and I saw his eyes grow wider still when I put his cock in my cleavage and began to beat my tits over his length.

I pushed them tight around his forbidden flesh, leaving just the tip of his cock to peer out from in-between.

Each time I jerked my tits down I would place the head of his dick in my mouth briefly and each time Carl would look on, eager and with great interest.

I pulled his pants completely off his legs now and stood up in front of him.

"I think it's time I put that inside me, don't you?" I asked, unfastening my pants and pulling them down my legs.

Carl looked on with wonder, as though his day was getting better and better with each passing moment.  His wet cock twitched on his thigh as I turned around to give him a glimpse of my ass.

I peeled my panties over my full butt as I watched him over my shoulder, his head shaking in disbelief still as he took up his cock and began to slowly jerk it.

"Oh, Mrs. Hillary," he sighed dreamily, massaging a hand over his length.

"Take a good look at my ass," I said as I wriggled in front of him, sliding my panties all the way down my legs and flicking them off my toes.

I bent right forward now to give him the most sinful of views, letting him stare headlong in to my pussy and ass.

"Eat it, Carl," I said, splitting my cheeks with a hand as I stared at him.  "Eat my pussy."

Carl moved forward as though he were mesmerized by it, drawn in magnetically until I could feel his hot breath draping over my pussy.

He pushed his face in to me and I felt his nose hit my asshole as his tongue poked in to my aching O.

"Lick me, honey," I breathed, moving a hand over my stomach and tickling at my clit.

Carl sucked and nibbled at my loose flesh until he drove me to frenzy.  I was desperate for that big dick of his to split me open, but then Carl did something I wasn't expecting.

His licks became way more adventurous, moving a little upwards each time until soon he was tongue-punching my asshole.

"Naughty, naughty boy," I gasped, loving every second of it and wondering if he even knew what he was doing.

He drove the tip a little way inside and I felt the tingle of pleasure spasm outwards as he tickled the sensitive nerves of my tight knot.

"Do you like that, Mrs. Hillary?" he asked, keen to please.

"Oh yes, Carl.  Yes!" I cried, pushing back on his face as he mouthed me all over.

I turned back to him and stood him up, moving the hair from his eyes and holding his cheek.

"Oh, Carl," I said.  "I'm going to sit my pussy down on that big cock of yours."

I watched his pupils dilate and I led him back to his chair, sitting him down and leaning him back so his dick punched out from him, standing upright on its own as though it were being levitated.

I straddled him now, putting my tits in his face and hovering my cunt a little above his taboo length until I was sure he was desperate for it.

Carl was breathing heavy across my chest and I heard him whimper when I gripped a hand around his shaft and held him steady for my descent.

"I'm going to put you inside me now, Carl," I warned.  "Okay?"

"Do it," he whispered.  "I want your pussy."

Hearing him talk dirty like that gave me the extra push of desire I need and in one fluid motion I sat down on him, driving that cock deep inside my core and exhaling a satisfied sigh in the process.  It was as though I'd lowered myself into a warm bath at the end of a long day, but I was just getting started.

I bounced on him in an instant, spreading my juices up and down him as he passed inside me again and again.

Each buck set my breasts in motion, dancing in front of him and hitting his face at intervals.  Carl claimed them with both hands and sucked and bit on my nipples as he grew in confidence, meeting my sexual advances with his own until he was no-longer the innocent by-stander.

He began to drive himself upwards as I fell down on him, meeting my descent and sending his cock inside me deeper still until it was hitting a spot that drove me wild.

Each withdrawal made me yearn for its return and whenever it did it pushed me a little bit further towards a climax that had begun simmering in the background.

"Give me it, Carl," I cried, holding his head to my tits.

Carl's hands were around my back now, pulling me in to him and he began to squeeze my big ass as I fucked him.

I stopped for a moment, sat with him buried inside me to the hilt.  I grinded my hips all over him, wriggling his cock inside me.

It rotated around my core, stretching my pussy wide with his big girth and we kissed each other passionately for the first time.

To have Carl like that was one of the most euphoric moments of my life and that kiss will always stay with me.  In between the debauched and erotica nature of it all, that one moment stood out as a celebration of our love.

I pulled up off his dick and Carl seemed worried that he'd done something wrong, but when I pushed back his breakfast bowl and lay back on the table, I think he knew where things were going.

"I want you to fuck me, Carl," I ordered.  "Show me what you can do."

Carl smiled now as if to relish the challenge, his confidence growing larger by the second as though my compliments were driving him forward.

I stayed still as he moved close to me, wanting him to fuck me all by himself and teasing myself a little as I let him have his way with me.

Carl stared down at my wet cunt, holding his cock and rubbing it over my loose flesh as if to experience the sensation.

"That's right," I said, guiding him inside me with my words.  "Put that dick in my pussy."

He pushed it inside me with a groan and his body fell forward over me, looking down in to my eyes as I felt the blood pump through his length.

"Fuck me," I snarled up at him.

Carl began his first withdrawal, sliding himself out of me and then slamming back in like a pro.

"Yes, that's right, honey."

He slowly began to up his pace and ferocity, finishing each stroke with a powerful smack of his hips as he rammed himself home.

Each hard pump slammed against my clit and my hand moved to the sensation, strumming my fingers over the pearly stud as Carl began to fuck me how I'd always wanted.

Carl's strokes were magnificent.  He'd pull his cock almost all the way out of me so I could feel the whole of his length, sending it back in quickly until my body was a quivering mess of ecstasy.

"Keep fucking me," I gasped.  "I'm close."

He continued with new-found confidence, fucking me like a wild animal as he surrendered to his primal instincts.

My pussy tightened around his girth as I began to come, my whole body shuddering with delight as he fucked the life from me.

"Don't stop, honey," I cried, working my hand furiously over my pussy now as the orgasm sprang out of me.

I wriggled down on his cock and Carl arched over to suck my tits, biting at my nipple as I cried out uncontrollably, finally satisfied after all this time.

The orgasm gripped me but now I wanted more.  I wanted Carl and I wanted his cum as though it would cement the act.

My head was tossing left and right wildly, unable to contain myself as a wave of pleasure pulsed across my whole body.

When I finally reopened my eyes and looked up at Carl I could tell that my wish would soon be granted.

"Yes, honey," I said, putting a hand to his face as I stared in to his eyes.  "Come for me."

I saw the nuances of orgasm light up across his features and I felt his cock stiffen further still inside me as the speed of his thrusts hit a peak and tailed off.

"I want it inside me," I begged, pulling his ass on me and sending him deep within.

Carl looked as though he panicked briefly, but then I felt his cock throb and the first hot lashing erased his worries.

Instead he crashed forward on my chest, jolting each time his dick spasmed as he sent rope after rope of his love in to my hungry cunt.

"I want it all," I said, cradling him to my chest as his cock continued to throb out his seed.

Each pulse sent another volley of his young love in to my core.  There was so much of it that I could feel it warm my stomach as it pooled inside me.

He lay inside me for a moment afterwards, keeping his dick buried inside my warm pussy as his cum began to seep from my sex.

"You did real good, Carl," I soothed, breathless and satisfied for the first time in what felt like forever.

"I did?" he said, pulling himself off me and looking in to my eyes with love.

"It was amazing," I said sincerely, rubbing a hand down his chest and circling a finger around his navel.

Carl pulled himself out of me and some of his cum dripped from my pussy.

"I'll just—"

"Go clean yourself up, honey," I said, not wanting it to be awkward.

Carl left me lying on that table in a blanket of warm bliss.  He'd fucked me like a pro after I'd coaxed the animal out of him and now I couldn't wait to make it a regular occurrence.

Who needs a husband when you have a young, well-endowed stud at your beck and call?

THE END
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Taking Him With His Girlfriend
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Evan was coming back for the weekend and this time he was bringing a girl with him.  He hadn’t been at home for a few months but I still kept a room for him.  He rented off me for almost a year and I really got attached to the guy.  I kind of found it hard to let him go.

I was nervous as hell about meeting Angela, his new girlfriend.  Evan didn’t usually ever bring a girl home, so I guessed this was more serious than usual.  I started to wonder how far into the relationship they were—what base they’d made it to—things I definitely shouldn’t be thinking about a guy half my age.

The day finally came and I sat impatiently in the lounge, wiping several surfaces over and over in the hope of vanquishing every speck of dust possible.  I didn’t want Angela to think I was a savage!

I heard the purr of his old car as it pulled on the drive and I moved to the window to catch first sight of them both.  She had on a parker with a furry hood and these tight, light-blue jeans.  She looked pretty as a picture.

They started to walk for the door and I rushed back to my seat, listening to his key turn in the lock.  I picked up some half-done crocheting and busied myself with it, glancing up as he entered the room.

“Oh, hello, mister,” I said, putting the knitting down and rising to my feet.

I stretched out my arms and walked towards him, seeing that handsome smile of his and melting from it immediately.  I hugged him close and then turned my attention to the woman at his side.

“And who might this be?” I asked, looking her up and down approvingly.

“Mrs. Connors, this is Angela,” he said.  “Angela, Mrs. Connors.”

“Pleasure to meet you Mrs. Connors,” she said, leaning forwards.

I presented my cheek to her and she kissed it in greeting.  “Pleasure to meet you too,” I said, rubbing her arm and taking another good look at her.  “But please, you can both call me Cheryl.”

“This is a lovely home, Cheryl,” Angela said, looking around.

“This?” I asked, spinning my head in surprise.  “Oh, it’s nothing.”

“Let me show you my room,” Evan said, and he gave Angela a look that made her smile and start to blush.

I could see the chemistry between them and sense the lust in an instant.  I wondered again just how far into the relationship they were.

“Everything’s how you left it,” I called after him as he walked away.  I watched the both of them closely, seeing Evan’s hand pat her firm butt as she started to hop up the stairs.  It made me sigh and reminisce.  To be nineteen again.

I let them both settle in and got to work on  a special dinner, throwing out all the stops in an effort to woo her.  At times it felt like I was making more of a show than Evan, but I guess he’d already done the hard-work.

“So,” I said across the table after we’d all sat down to eat.  “How long have you two been dating?”

Evan looked to Angela and they shared a brief moment.  “About two months now,” he said.

“You make sure you take care of him,” I warned jokingly.
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