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WARNING: This story contains very strong and realistic sexual
content. Do not read if you are offended by such material. This
story and all its characters are make believe and not based on real
people or real events. Do not try this at home.

All characters depicted in this erotic story are 18 years and
older.






Thank you for
downloading my book

To see all my books, go here: 
https://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/Bakerman

Contact me at bakermahn@yandex.com with
anything you might have on your mind about the book. Or just to
chat.

Every email will be replied to.

Don’t forget to rate the book. This is the only way that
quality can be improved.
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INTRODUCTION:

Sometimes readers sent me long letters. Letters filled with
very interesting material. One thing I have learned over the years
is to never waste anything. So I was sitting with these letters on
my hard-drive and thought, but why not publish it. It can’t hurt
you. It can’t hurt anyone. So here’s the first lot. All names of
people and places have been changed, of course. To protect the
unwary and the innocent.

Enjoy and let me know what you think

(When you buy this book, come back regularly to check for
updates. It’s free with no obligation.)


	
Bakerman






Shoestore






Hi
there, Bakerman

Must say
I really enjoy your erotic stories with old woman as the stars.
This is something completely different and I like it. The granny
incest stories are a bit much, though. It makes one uncomfortable,
but okay, different kinks for different chinks, I suppose. Maybe
there are people who like that kind of story. I wouldn't get it on
with my own granny, but would take on any other old woman. They are
simply the best cum dumps on the planet, man.






And we
have old age homes full of them. They are lonely and hungry for
some conversation. And conversation leads to other things. In any
case...






I myself
had a very nice experience with an older women when I was very
young. Since that time I had been into older women, although I
married a woman my age. But older women are still on my
list.






The
thing with older women is that they are very discreet. They don't
talk out and they also won't go out of their way to make trouble
for you. The just need some good sex and that is basically it. Of
course it’s not only about the sex, sometimes they are lonely and
needs someone to talk to. If you can do both, you will be tops with
old women.






I
especially like you stories playing off in the old age homes. That
is exactly true. What most people don't realise is that there is
more fucking going on in an old age home, than in your average high
school. These people are old and realise they can die any day. Plus
they have nothing else to do. So how about a good round of sex and
then we can continue with the bingo game afterwards.






In any
case, back to my story. I just completed my Matric and had no money
to continue my studies. So I had to find work to survive. As you
know yourself it's not easy to find work, especially if you have no
experience. The only place where I could find a job was at a shoe
store in a very well-known mall. Can you believe it? Selling shoes
was not exactly my idea of an ideal job, but what could I do, I had
to take it because there was nothing else.






So in
the shoe store that I was assigned to, it was me and Mrs Williams.
She was a very nice lady in her late forties. I never asked her
exact age, but I saw on her ID that she was born in 1970. So she
was ancient. At least to me. I was nineteen years old at that
stage.






When I
started working in the shoe store, I would never have thought in my
wildest dreams that Mrs Williams and I would exchange bodily
fluids. I would have committed anyone who suggested something like
that, straight to an asylum, because it just seemed impossible when
I started out there.






Mrs
Williams was very proper. Almost like a school teacher. Always
dressed up, like a manageress of a shoe store is supposed to be.
Neat form-fitting pencil skirts, with a nice white blouse. Sheer
pantyhose with shiny high heeled shoes. Or a very neat pants suit
with beautiful looking flat heeled shoes. She had a very nice
personality and always smelled like a flower garden.






She had
to teach me all the finer points of selling shoes, which was not
too difficult. Once one starts working in an industry you start
learning things about that industry that you never knew before. In
a week's time I knew secrets about shoes and selling shoes that I
would never have known otherwise. Mrs Williams was nice, but
strict. And another thing, she knew her job very well and one could
see that she loved it a lot. It came through in how she handled
customers and in how she taught me.






But as
the weeks went by, I saw that her attitude towards me was slowly
changing. I saw it for the first time on a Monday morning. It was
as if her whole idea of me working there with her in the store
changed. As if something happened that weekend, which made her mind
about me change completely.






How did
her attitude change? It moved from a business like attitude to
something I would almost say can be classified as loving. Loving,
like a mother, but there was something more.






At first
she started bringing me eatables from home. Freshly fried chicken
or smooth chocolate cake or curried eggs. "Here, West, give this a
taste and tell me what you think."






As time
went by I noted that more buttons of her blouse was now unbuttoned
- but only when it was only the two of us. Like for example when we
were in the kitchen having a snack. Then she would bend down
several times to give me a clear view of her boobs. I was
intelligent enough to see that it was done on purpose. Once a woman
decides she wants a man, she has all the weapons to gain his
attention in no time.






Her
boobs were middle sized - I would guess a 34 B cup. But as you know
a woman's breasts are always nice to look at, why I don't know.
It’s just nice.






Mrs
Williams also started guiding our discussion into that direction.
The direction of love and sex. She wanted to know if I had a
girlfriend. Then she would tell me about when she and her husband
dated. She would tell me more and more intimate details as time
went by. Things like how she masturbated his cock when they would
go to the drive-in. Or how she didn't like the taste of his semen
when she gave him a blow-job and he suddenly came in her
mouth.






"You are
an adult now, West, and must get used to stuff like this." She
would tell me.






Yes, she
was that blatant. I knew where this was leading to and just waited
my chance now. I really had no problem fucking a neat lady like Mrs
Williams at all. Like you always say; a pussy is a pussy, not
matter who it belongs to.






Her
skirts were shorter now. Much shorter than the ones she wore when I
started working there.






With
these shorter skirts she would insist on climbing up the ladder and
have me handing her boxes from below. Handing her the boxes each
time made that I could look straight up her skirt. She knew full
well that I could see straight up her skirt. She would be wearing
silky full panties or tiny tangas or sometimes even micro
g-strings. Sometimes with a garter belt and stockings, at other
times only her pantyhose.






She
would afterwards mysteriously smile at me.






One day
she asked me in the kitchen: "Like what you saw?"






Mrs
Williams was much older than me, but she was a very nice looking
women. She was divorced and lived with her one daughter in a flat
not too far from the mall.






By that
time I had enough experience with women to know how it works. This
was the opening I was looking for. She was giving it to me. I could
do nothing and be a dork in her eyes forever or I could fuck the
living daylights out of her.
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