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About This Book
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"Just tie me up at the back," I said, turning away from him and pushing my ass out.

The changing room was so small that I didn't have to move too much to be up against him, and right now my ass was pushing back on his jeans that hosted a suspicious bulge.

"Everything okay?" I asked, knowing now that I was turning him on.

"Uh-huh," he said simply, grabbing the tassels and quickly tying them in a bow.

I wriggled subtly on his cock, letting him know that I was more than aware of what was happening down there.

I took a step away and admired myself in the mirror, turning back to him and presenting myself.

"What do you think?" I asked, looking down across my exposed tits and running my hands down my sides.

"It—uh—looks good," he said.

"Okay, this will do," I said, deciding quickly.  "Can you untie me?"

Joey pulled the laces open from a distance and then made for the door.

"Can't you do the rest?"  I asked, blocking his exit.

"What else do you need me to do?" he asked, nervous and maybe excited for the answer.

"Take off my panties," I breathed with a smile.

I pulled the neck loop over my head and let the front of the negligee fall down, looking at Joey's expression in the mirror as I waited for him to undress the rest of me.

He displayed a quick bit of swagger, looking down with an expression that told me he wanted to eat what he saw.  Have at it, Joey.

"Are you sure?" he asked, as though he knew what would happen if he did it.

"Oh, I'm sure," I said.

I leaned against the wall of the cubicle, stretching my arms upwards and pushing my ass out to him.

Joey pulled the fabric down slowly over my hips, crouching to move it over my ass and getting a good look at my asshole and pussy.

"Oh my," he breathed softly.

"Like what you see?" I asked as the garment fell to the floor.

"It looks ... tasty," he said, and his answer surprised me.

"Well then by all means," I said pushing my ass back quickly and touching it to his face.  "Have a taste."

Joey did nothing at first.  In fact, he didn't even flinch when I pressed back on him, instead letting my ass envelop his face as my slit and knot rested somewhere around his lips.

I bobbed my butt impatiently and then I felt the first tentative lick of his tongue across my pussy, sending a shiver through me immediately.

Although I was completely naked and Joey was clothed I still felt as though I were in a position of power.  I was going to dominate him and he was going to love every second of it.

I moved a hand behind now and gripped his hair, tight enough to hurt and then I pushed him in to my ass, feeling that tongue slide across me, wetting my pussy and my tight knot in a flash.

"That's right, Joey," I grunted, enjoying the sensation.  "Eat my pussy.  Eat my ass."
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Every so often I liked to go lingerie shopping at the mall, just to kind of keep things exciting between me and my husband, you know.

You have to do things to spice it up in the bedroom after a while and sometimes I'd dress up for him and maybe play with a toy or two in front of him.  I liked having him watch.  Even after twenty years of marriage it still turned me on.

In fact I enjoyed shopping there so much that I'd sometimes go there with no intention of buying anything.  I'd just ogle at the buff younger stud that sometimes manned the desk.

He was nineteen I think, and I often imagined claiming him.  Whenever I'd buy anything or flirt a little too overtly he'd wind up blushing and turning all shy.  I wondered if he'd ever done it before.

Joey had been working there a couple of months as far as I could make out and it was my first time visiting whilst he was on his own.  I was sure it was going to be a bit of an embarrassment for him, but I don't get that much time to try things on.

It was Monday and I'd finished early at work for once so I thought I'd head straight over.  On the drive I began to get excited about picking the item out, relishing the opportunity to have my husband see it.  Little did I know someone else would be enjoying it first.

I figured two o'clock on a Monday would be relatively quiet and I was absolutely right.  When I entered the shop there was absolutely no-one around apart from Joey.  What a treat.

"Hey Joe-Joe," I said, walking over and smiling.

I saw the panic in his eyes.  "Hello, Amber."

"Just you working today," I said, running my hand across the counter in front of him.

Joey's eyes followed my painted nails and he gulped hard.  "Yep."

"Mind if I look around?"

"Be my guest," he said, offering his wares and following me as I began walking around.

"Anything you can recommend?"

He let out a cough.  "I mostly like all of it."

His eyes flashed to the item I was now studying.  It was a crotchless, black one-piece with two holes for my big tits.  Probably the naughtiest thing in the whole shop.

"Oh, jeez," Joey said, moving away and trying to distance himself from the idea of me wearing this.

The final expression I caught seemed to be one of worry and I'd later form a reason why.  It turns out, I think, that Joey was scared he might actually get turned on if he stuck around.  The image of anyone in this thing was enough to drive any man crazy.

I took it off the shelf and moved through to the changing rooms.

"Do I need a ticket or anything," I called back to him across the store.

"No," he said abruptly.  "It's okay."

I smiled, quite enjoying the idea of making him squirm.  Joey was quite reserved but I suspected he was no less obsessed with sex than any other guy his age.  He gave off the impression he might be a virgin, but his good looks made me think that was impossible.

I closed the cubicle door behind me and began stripping, looking at myself in the mirror as each item of clothing was removed.

At forty-five I still had the figure I wanted.  It was shapely in all the right places and I loved myself for it.  I'm pretty sure my husband enjoyed it too, because it rarely took him too long to cum all over me whenever we felt like getting frisky.

When I was naked I turned to the side, admiring my S-shaped figure that lurched out at the ass and tits.  They gave a guy something to hold on to, that was for sure.

My hands ran over my body and found themselves between my legs, letting out a sigh as I tickled and teased at my slit.

No-one would ever know what I was getting up to in here but it didn't feel right to do it alone with Joey so close.  I wanted him to enjoy me too.  Someone could come in at any time, although that almost made me want to do it more.  What a turn on it would be with the danger of getting caught.

I began to don the lingerie, sliding it carefully up my legs and making sure it hugged either side of my pussy.

It felt strange to be wearing something and yet be so exposed at the same time.  It gave the impression that I was wearing panties, yet the crotch was missing completely.  In the mirror I could just about make out my cutesy, shaven slit as I fought to get my big tits through the holes on the front.

I tied the back of it in a loop at my neck, but no matter how much I twisted and turned I couldn't seem to grasp the tassels that went across my back.

As I moved to grab them my tits wobbled on my chest and I couldn't help but laugh at how I must have looked, flailing around while I jiggled in this crotchless ensemble.

"Joey!" I shouted.  "Can you come here for a second?"

Maybe it was wrong of me to ask this of him, but who else was going to help me out?

"Amber?" Joey asked, outside the door now.

"Can you come in and help me with this."

"Are you serious?" he hissed, trying to keep the noise down.

"I'm just struggling a little.  Can't you help me out?"

I heard him tut in frustrated disbelief.

"I can't just come in there when you're all .. naked!"

"I'm not naked, honey, please," I said, and I guess I wasn't lying.  I mean,  I did have some clothes on.

I unfastened the door and Joey pushed his way in, turning back as soon as he saw my reflection in the mirror.

"Nope!" he said quickly as he walked away, but I went on the attack, running from the room and grabbing his arm.

"Come on, just tie it up," I asked, tugging him.

"Christ, you can't run out here like that.  What if someone walks in?"

He tore his arm from me and got a good look for the first time, gazing down across my large tits and then averting his eyes after he saw my cute pussy.

"Just help me out?  Please?"

He turned his head deliberately to the right, making every effort not to look.

"Joey," I said sternly now.  "Get inside or I'll stand out here all day.  Then you'll have to explain to everyone what I was doing stood naked in your store."

He turned back, swallowing nervously and trying to keep eye-contact.  He seemed to find it impossible, glancing his eyes downwards on more than one occasion and having his fill of my large, mature breasts.

"Now come on," I said, curling a finger towards him and turning back to the changing room.

This was the best part.  I knew he'd follow me and I also knew that when I turned he'd see the opening over my ass, giving a glimpse of my butt through the aperture that split open the bottom of the garment.

I saw his reflection over my shoulder as I strode powerfully back inside the small cubicle and noted that his eyes were definitely planted on my butt.  He was biting his lip and I could guess he was thinking naughty thoughts.  Who wouldn't be?

"What do you need me to do?" he asked, as he stepped inside.

I closed the door and locked it, staring at him with a dirty smirk.  I was enjoying this sexual prowess I wielded and I was beginning to feel a little ... adventurous.

"Just tie me up at the back," I said, turning away from him and pushing my ass out.

The changing room was so small that I didn't have to move too much to be up against him, and right now my ass was pushing back on his jeans that hosted a suspicious bulge.

"Everything okay?" I asked, knowing now that I was turning him on.

"Uh-huh," he said simply, grabbing the tassels and quickly tying them in a bow.

I wriggled subtly on his cock, letting him know that I was more than aware of what was happening down there.

I took a step away and admired myself in the mirror, turning back to him and presenting myself.

"What do you think?" I asked, looking down across my exposed tits and running my hands down my sides.

"It—uh—looks good," he said.

"Okay, this will do," I said, deciding quickly.  "Can you untie me?"

Joey pulled the laces open from a distance and then made for the door.

"Can't you do the rest?"  I asked, blocking his exit.

"What else do you need me to do?" he asked, nervous and maybe excited for the answer.

"Take off my panties," I breathed with a smile.

I pulled the neck loop over my head and let the front of the negligee fall down, looking at Joey's expression in the mirror as I waited for him to undress the rest of me.

He displayed a quick bit of swagger, looking down with an expression that told me he wanted to eat what he saw.  Have at it, Joey.

"Are you sure?" he asked, as though he knew what would happen if he did it.

"Oh, I'm sure," I said.

I leaned against the wall of the cubicle, stretching my arms upwards and pushing my ass out to him.

Joey pulled the fabric down slowly over my hips, crouching to move it over my ass and getting a good look at my asshole and pussy.

"Oh my," he breathed softly.

"Like what you see?" I asked as the garment fell to the floor.

"It looks ... tasty," he said, and his answer surprised me.

"Well then by all means," I said pushing my ass back quickly and touching it to his face.  "Have a taste."

Joey did nothing at first.  In fact, he didn't even flinch when I pressed back on him, instead letting my ass envelop his face as my slit and knot rested somewhere around his lips.

I bobbed my butt impatiently and then I felt the first tentative lick of his tongue across my pussy, sending a shiver through me immediately.

Although I was completely naked and Joey was clothed I still felt as though I were in a position of power.  I was going to dominate him and he was going to love every second of it.

I moved a hand behind now and gripped his hair, tight enough to hurt and then I pushed him in to my ass, feeling that tongue slide across me, wetting my pussy and my tight knot in a flash.

"That's right, Joey," I grunted, enjoying the sensation.  "Eat my pussy.  Eat my ass."

Joey continued in earnest, seeming to enjoy the demand as his tongue flicked out wildly and he really began to go to town on my crease.

In no time at all my pussy began salivating, yearning to feel Joey deep inside it.  I was surer than anything that I could make that happen.

My breath rose as he continued to eat me, sucking and kissing across anything I put on his face—and I mean anything.

Whenever my asshole flashed over his mouth Joey didn't miss a beat.  Instead he pointed his tongue towards it and drove it a little inside, tickling the sensitive, taboo nerves at its exit and driving me wild.

I pulled my ass off him quickly now, turning to see his face gasping in a kind of shock and I stood him to his feet by the arms.

"I'm going to suck your cock now," I said and kissed his face as I crouched before him, quickly unfastening his belt and trousers before he could even begin to respond.

"Okay," he quivered nervously.

Joey stood a little uncomfortably and when I looked up at his face I could see a certain degree of worry that I was keen to quash.

"It's okay, Joey," I said, stroking his legs as the fly of his pants lay open.  "I'm going to be very gentle."

I teased my way inside his fly, pulling down his pants until they were off his ass and falling to the floor.  Now I could see the sizeable bulge below his boxer-briefs and I knew I was going to enjoy what lay inside.

I pulled his Calvins out from his waist and over his cock, seeing the smooth, youthful and, more importantly, rock-hard flesh.  It looked delicious.

I looked up at him, putting his cock across my open mouth and giggling as he looked down with an open mouth.

"Ready, baby?" I asked, bobbing his dick up and down with my tongue.

"Ready, Amber," he said and pursed his lips as he braced himself.

I cast my head back and opened my mouth wide, gripping his cock with a hand and guiding it towards my open mouth.

In no time at all he was planted deep inside me and I could feel the smooth, bulbous head of his crown tickling the back of my throat.

"Oh, Amber," he sighed, casting his head back and closing his eyes.

I popped off him with a gasp, jerking his wet dick in my fist as I snarled at it.

Joey looked down to see me in full-on cougar mode, hunting down his dick and claiming his sexuality like a predator.

"I love this big cock," I said, licking up the barrel and throwing it back in my mouth with glee.

Joey could scarcely say a thing as I treated him, drenching the whole thing in my spit and running my fist over it quickly.

I tugged his pants down even further until everything was around his ankles, then quickly moved back to that cock, jerking it against my tits now and rubbing it over my nipples.

Joey looked down to enjoy the show, his face strewn in pleasured anguish as he watched me rub his cock across my stiffening teat.

As one hand played with him the other moved to my pussy, strumming my clit between my fingers until it began to swell, demanding Joey's cock more and more with each jolt of bliss I delivered to my pussy.

I leant back against the wall and thrust my cunt up towards him, letting him watch as my fingers split it open wide and I tickled at the exposed, pearly stud of my clit.

"Amber, you're wild," he said, taking up his cock in his hand and playing with himself.

For a brief moment we both masturbated in front of each other, each of our eyes locked on the others most intimate parts as we performed that most private of actions.  Sharing myself with him like this strengthened our bond, but I knew there was one last thing we could do that would cement it even further.

I stood up now and faced the wall, pressing my tits against it and turning back to him as I arched my back.

"Fuck me, Joey," I snarled, and looked back over my shoulder as he began to square up immediately.

Joey didn't need any more encouragement and soon I could feel his big, hard cock sliding up my wet crease, teasing me open before he shattered the taboo completely.

Just as I was about to scream for it and bring the whole building down he began to press inside me, squeezing his girth past my tight hole and sliding it deep into my O.

"Get it, Joey," I urged, demanding he go as deep as possible.  "Fuck me."

"It feels so nice around my dick," he said, tentatively gripping my ass as he began to up his pace.

"Don't be shy," I said, looking back over my shoulder and showing him how much I was enjoying him.

He squeezed my butt harder now, pumping into me with a youthful exuberance that I hadn't experienced in years.

There was something about his unceasing energy that quickly began to send me to rapture.  His rhythm was reliable and quick and it was in that mix that I found what I was looking for.

Soon I was crying out loud with glee, moaning and hoping to God that the shop was still as empty as we'd left it.

Joey didn't seem to care much either, sending his cock in to me again and again and hitting a spot so deep I wondered if it had ever been pleasured before.

Each lunge of him against me knocked me forward against the wall and when he withdrew I quickly yearned for his return.

In no time at all I was a trembling wreck, my eyes closed tight as the throes of orgasm began to grip me.

I wondered if Joey knew what he was doing to me, thrusting wildly inside me but somehow managing to press all the right buttons.

"I'm coming, Joey," I cried, pushing my ass back to meet his advances.  "Don't stop!"

Joey stayed true, sliding that thick meat inside me quicker now as my pussy began to convulse and grip tight to his girth in undulating waves.

"It's getting tighter."

"Dont .... stop!" I grunted.

Joey fucked me faster and faster and my stomach tensed now, my whole body quivering as the climax erupted from me in glorious fashion.

I slammed a hand against the wall, tossing my hair and squeezing at my tits as the sensation enveloped me.

My vision colored and my body surrendered itself to bliss, losing myself in that heady mix as I flirted in the ether between reality and fantasy.

Joey's cock slipped out of me and my legs closed tight, my hand moving to my pussy to soothe out the sensation that quickly followed.

Some of my juices spilled to the floor as I moaned and Joey had no idea what to do with himself.

"Amber?"

"You did good, Joey," I gasped, circling a hand over my clit as more of my juices escaped me.  "You did real good."

I turned back around quickly and crashed to my knees, staring at his cock and my cum that covered it.

I gripped it and thrust it in to my mouth, licking myself off him as I pumped him as fast as I could muster in my fist.

"It's your turn now, Joey," I said, staring up in to his eyes that rolled back in no time.

"Jeez, Amber, I think I'm gonna ... cum," he strained.

"Oh, I want it Joey," I gasped, moving my mouth close to it and licking the tip of his throbbing cock.  "I want it on my face."

He looked down with wide-open eyes, waiting for the climax to make a mess of me.

"Give it to me," I breathed, licking my lips and bobbing them quickly over the top of his dick.  "I'm ready."

His whole body tensed and his head cast back.  I pumped him harder and harder and watched as his balls pulled tight to the base of his cock, ready to deposit their load all over me.

"Shoot it," I ordered and I flinched as the first rope of his seed flashed over my face, feeling warm and satisfying instantly.

"Oh, Amber," he whimpered, looking down as several more jets of his hot cum roped across me.

I opened my mouth wide and continued to beat him, sending volleys of cum spiraling uncontrollably from his dick and falling all about my face.

Soon  I was covered in his love as it stringed across me, all over my nose and webbing over my mouth as his cock continued to pulse in my fist.  The sheer volume was more than impressive.

"There's so much," I gasped, licking my lips and tasting the bitter-sweetness of it.

Joey was breathing in huge gulps of air now as the last of his seed dribbled from him and I tongued it from the tip, satisfied that I'd gotten what I wanted.

"Do you have a bathroom," I said, standing up nonchalantly and looking at him through my cum-spattered lashes.

He almost looked drunk as he swayed in front of me, clearly not back with the real world quite yet.

"Joey?" I said and he seemed to snap out of it.

"Uh, in the back," he pointed, wiping a hand across his brow in disbelief.  It must have been quite the sight to see me in front of him, covered in his seed.

"I'll be right back," I said and I left him in the cubicle, tip-toeing through his shop completely naked.

I don't know why but I'd completely lost all my inhibitions now, but thankfully the place was still as empty as when I'd arrived.

I looked in the mirror in the rest-room and wiped his love from my face, winking at myself and smiling as I did so.

"Nice work," I said, commending myself.  "Nice work indeed."

Joey welcomed every one of my visits to the store after that.

THE END
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I Claimed Him By The Pool
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Brendan was excited to be going away with his friends and at nineteen years of age he definitely needed to get it out of his system.  He’d spent so long hunkering down and passing exams that he was definitely due a break.  He was a local kid that had turned into quite the stud and I often thought some of the naughtiest things whenever I spied him in the neighborhood.

In the mean-time he’d been doing odd-jobs to earn some extra money on top of his job at the movie theatre.  He was hard-working and there was something about watching him that was kind of therapeutic.  He had this methodical way of doing everything and it didn’t hurt that he was so handsome and well-toned.  I often spied him in the neighborhood gardens and thought about making him mine.

Brendan had been in all the sports teams but I’d still never seen him with a girl.  I was always curious as to whether he’d ever gone the whole way with anyone.  On the one hand I couldn’t stand the thought of another woman with him, but on the other I know he needed to get out there and get some experience.  It was a sin to keep someone like Brendan celibate, as much as I wanted him to be.

I’d asked him to clean the pool for a few extra bucks at the weekend and was kind of looking forward to it.  After breakfast I went and sat outside on the lounger and waited for him to come over, donning my white bikini and sunglasses and slapping on some tanner for the summer heat.

It was hot—swelteringly hot—and I wished I could have taken my bikini off too, but with Brendan arriving at any minute that wouldn’t be proper ... would it?  I had planned on seducing him but these things take time.  A cougar has to hunt her prey.

He turned up in a blue polo-shirt and shorts with a long net and a big bottle of chemicals.

“Morning,” I shouted over as he arrived.  Brendan looked across the pool and gave a wave.

“Hey, Mrs. Jenkins,” he said, paying me far less attention than I wanted.  I watched as he set his equipment down and surveyed the scene
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