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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.

“Of course, Mrs. Connors—”

“Cheryl.”

“Of course, Cheryl,” she said.  “I’ll take good care of him.”

I could see the lust bubbling between the both of them and more than make-out the hidden messages that lay thinly veiled beneath each glance and touch.  They wanted each other bad and it was beginning to get me excited.

I knew that they’d be getting more adventurous later on—it didn’t take a genius to figure that—but what I didn’t know at the time was just how involved I’d be in the whole thing.

It wasn’t long after dinner that they made their excuses and retired upstairs.  I was left alone in the lounge to my own devices.  At first I picked up the crocheting and started going over it again, but as I listened to the fumbles and giggles from above I started to grow more and more curious.

I thought Evan was mine and I was having a hard time letting him go.  He’d moved out only six months ago to work away and that was a hard enough blow to take.  Now he had a new woman in his life and I wondered how long it would be before I never saw him again.

I felt like I just had to do something but I couldn’t quite think what.  The more animated they became upstairs the more restless I became.  There was no way I could concentrate on anything else until I went to investigate.

I walked to the bottom of the stairs at first and called upwards.

“Evan,” I said, quietly enough so that I’d have to venture further.  No reply came and I started my ascent, treading lightly on the stairs so as not to alert them with a creak of the wood.

I was stood outside his room now with my head close to the door, listening to them inside.

“But it’s Mrs. Connor’s house,” he said, protesting.  “We can’t do that here, can we?”

“Come on,” Angela goaded, “just a little fun.  We’ll both enjoy it, I promise.”

My eyes spread wide at her affront.  I had such mixed emotions.  On the one hand I was proud of Evan for respecting me like that, but on the other I was offended by Angela’s lust for him.

“What if we get caught?” he hissed.

“We won’t get caught,” she laughed.  “And you make it sound like it’s so wrong, Evan.”

There was a silence in-between and I pressed my ear to the door.  Through it I could hear the gentle smacking of lips.

“Come on,” she said softer now.  “Let me see.”

My eyes spread wide in disbelief.  She was trying to get him to undress for her.  I just had to come to his aid.

Without saying a word I flashed the handle down and burst in through the door, scrutinizing the scene before me carefully.

They were both lay on the bed and Angela was draped across him with her hand on his chest.

“Mrs. Connors!” he gasped.

There was a slight frown in my expression that I quickly unknotted, trying to think on my feet now.

“Anyone for dessert?” I tried, looking at the both of them.

“I’m good thanks, Cheryl,” Angela said.

“No, Mrs. Connors,” Evan answered, much more sternly.

I lingered long enough for it to become uncomfortable.

“So what are you guys up to?” I asked, leaning against the door-frame.

“We’re just talking,” Evan said, in a way that was not-so-subtly telling me to beat it.

“Awfully close to be just talking,” I said, looking at Angela.

She had a surprised expression on her face and I didn’t blame her.  It was exactly the reaction I was looking for but suddenly I felt a little more daring.

“You know,” I said, walking into the room and sitting on the foot of the bed, “Evan here used to get so embarrassed when I’d see him in his towel.”

“Mrs. Connors,” he said sternly, but I wasn’t about to stop.

“He just used to be so damn scared of being naked.”  My eyes looked between the both of them.  “Is he still, Angela?”

Our eyes locked and I watched as she swallowed.  “He ... uh ... he is a little, Cheryl.”

“Well that just won’t do, will it?” I said, turning to him now.  “You’ve got nothing to be shy about, Evan.”

I crawled my hand up the bed and tickled playfully at his feet.

“That’s what I keep saying,” Angela said now, becoming a little more animated.

“Look at him,” I said, rolling my eyes up and down.  “Such a strapping, handsome, man.  Women would kill to see what was going on under there.”

Angela seemed to see exactly where I was coming from and started to join in the fun at Evan’s expense.

“Come on, Evan,” she said, turning back onto him and draping a leg over his.  “Show me what you’re hiding under there.”

I started to laugh and then I crawled onto the bed, stalking up towards him slowly like a predator.

“Show us both,” I said, as seductively as I could, looking to Angela for support.

“We want it,” she snarled.  “We both want it.”

Even though she was putting on an act I couldn’t deny that she was a naughty little slut.  I hadn’t been with a woman for many years and I soon found myself drawn to the idea all over again.  But first in line was Evan.

“Jeez, you guys,” he squirmed, but he looked to be enjoying the attention.

Angela leant over and gave his ear a bite as I started to run my hands up his jeans.  She whispered something in his ear and he went tense suddenly, looking at her.

“What?” Angela said.  “She is.”

“Who is?” I asked.

“I just said to Evan here that I thought you were hot, Mrs. Connors,” Angela smiled.

I was too dumbstruck to correct her this time.  I certainly made my heart swell to know a girl half my age thought I was hot.

“You look very well put together yourself, Angela,” I said, suddenly forgetting Evan and leaving my eyes on her instead.  I found them wander down her body and drink in her tight ass and cutesy little tits.

I prowled closer to her now and she rolled herself off Evan and lay back on the cushions as I stalked upwards.

I had no idea what came over me, but it gripped me powerfully.  I was on auto-pilot as I moved, and neither Evan nor Angela showed any sign of trying to stop me.

I’d mounted her now and my knees kicked her legs open.  I let my weight fall on her and moved my face towards her, watching the nervous arousal grow in her eyes.

My lips froze close to her face, waiting for any sign of denial from either of them.  But nothing came.

I bridged the gap quickly and touched my lips to hers, closing my eyes and feeling her tongue press through and find my own.  Our lips smacked together and we shared a passionate kiss, watched closely by Evan.

I broke away from her finally and took a look down at those wet lips of hers.  Then I turned to Evan and I couldn’t help but let out a laugh when I saw him.  His jaw was resting on his chest as his mouth hung open in shock.

“I think Angela’s a dirty girl,” I said, looking at Evan but rubbing the inside of his girlfriend’s thigh.

“I think your Mrs. Connors’s a naughty woman,” Angela said back playfully, rubbing Evan’s leg.

Evan sat there, seemingly oblivious to his girlfriend’s wild side.

“Can you be naughty, Evan?” she asked, then she leaned over and kissed him on the lips too.

I watched her close and felt my heart race away from me.  When she pulled off him she came over to me again and we shared another kiss that made my stomach flutter and my pussy swell.

This time when she left me she took my hand and brought it to Evan’s, easing me closer to him and gently pushing him towards me.

I looked into his eyes as I approached, and I knew exactly what Angela meant for me to do.  I wasn’t about to protest and Evan seemed too dumbstruck to even speak.

I could hear his heart beating as my face drew nearer to his and I searched my lips forward timidly, waiting for a slight movement from him that would announce his compliance.

Evan closed his eyes and pushed his lips forwards and soon we were embracing.  It felt so wrong to be doing this, but somehow Angela’s tutelage and encouragement took the edge off it somewhat.

“That’s so fucking hot,” she whispered, rubbing at my leg and doing the same to Evan.

When I broke off him something caught my eye and I looked downwards to see an impressive bulge being tended to by Angela’s fingers.

She pressed his jeans over the barrel of the bulge so I could really get a good look at his size.  His cock made me sigh with arousal and I couldn’t take my eyes off it.

“Now that really does look too good to hide,” I said, biting my lip and looking into his eyes.

He was blushing but he smiled.

“We can share, Mrs. Connors,” Angela said, still rubbing over the thick girth.

“Can we now?” I smirked, then I moved to her and kissed those sinful lips all over again.

This time I was getting more adventurous and my hands were kneading at her little tits and riding up under her t-shirt.

Angela too was getting more comfortable and she squeezed at my big breasts in return, grabbing Evan’s hand and bringing it to them too.

She guided him over my chest, squeezing me with his hand beneath hers.  All the while her other hand rubbed up and down his cock and kept him stiff.

“How about you take that t-shirt off for me, Angela,” I said eventually, keen to propel things further.  “Show the both of us what’s going on under there.”

The look on Evan’s face made me wonder if he’d ever made it this far with her before, but Angela’s quick movements told me she definitely wasn’t shy about such things.

Without a further prompt she pulled the bottom of her t-shirt upwards and soon Evan and I were both staring intently at her red bra that covered those little tits of hers.  She went straight for the clasp behind, eager to release herself.

“Wait,” I said suddenly, stopping her in her tracks.  “I want Evan to do that part.”

I looked over to him and nodded my head towards Angela.

Angela moved herself so she was sitting on the bed now with her legs hanging over one side and her back facing Evan.

“Just pinch the middle there,” I said, placing a finger on the clasp.  “Use two hands if you have to.”

Evan’s hands moved gingerly forwards and he started to fidget at the garment.  Angela stayed patient and I encouraged him.

“That’s right sweetie, just pull both sides together until—there ya go.”

The bra popped open and Angela and I both smiled.  Evan teased the loops off her shoulders and her bra fell on her lap.  I picked it up and threw it on the carpet.

“Now it’s time to see the present you unwrapped.”

Angela turned back to him and I took in her charms, looking at her stiff, light-pink nipples that sat invitingly on her chest.  As soon as Evan got a good view he took a deep breath in and shuddered as he exhaled.  It told me everything I needed to know.

“They look good don’t they?” I asked, reaching a hand forwards and unable to resist.

I squeezed them and teased her nipple until it stiffened.  Angela looked down, unperturbed.

“Come and feel them, Evan.”

He sat up and straightened his back, searching his hands forwards with this intense look on his face.  He gripped them and squeezed at them like they were brand-new to him and Angela started to giggle.

His hand played over his stiff nipples and the whole thing was turning me on beyond measure.  I’d never been with a couple like this before, especially one so inexperienced with each other.

As Evan familiarized himself with her tits I started to draw my hand up his leg, finding that thick, hard slab of flesh that Angela had been touching only moments earlier.  Evan didn’t even seem to notice the gravity of the situation as I rubbed over him.  He was far too enraptured by Angela’s firm little titties.

I started to unfasten his jeans and Angela was watching close, just as eager as I was to get at that big cock of his.  Early signs suggested Evan was hiding something quite big down there and I think we both wanted to see just how big it really was.

The buttons of his fly popped open and he moved his head forwards towards Angela’s tits, lifting them towards his face and giving her a glance upwards.

“Suck them,” she said, encouraging him.  “Suck my tits, baby.”

Evan latched on to her stiff nipple and I watched as his eyes closed and he danced his tongue over her.  It was a sight to behold.  I’d never seen Evan doing anything quite so naughty before and it was starting to have an effect on me.  I could feel my pussy swelling and yearning to be touched.

Evan’s jeans were split wide open now and I could see a hint of his thickness beneath the boxer-briefs below.

I tried to calm myself but my mind was racing.  A flutter of doubt danced through me and I half-thought about making my escape.  But the lust was too strong.

“Show us, Evan,” I whispered into his ear, kissing his cheek.  “Show us that big cock of yours.”

He fell off Angela’s tits and lay back on the bed, looking down and seeming surprised that his jeans were open.

“Let me see it,” Angela said, running her hand down his chest as she sat next to him.

She lunged down below the waist of his briefs and Evan tensed and jumped.  Angela and I laughed but Evan seemed a little put out.

“It’s okay, sweetie,” I said rubbing his leg.  “Here, let me make you a little more comfortable.”

I stood up besides the bed and I felt their attention be drawn to me.  I pulled my t-shirt over my head and felt my tits drop from under it, caught in my white, lacey bra.  Without pausing I shifted quickly to the clasp and unfastened it, pulling it off my arms and standing topless before the both of them.

“Mrs. Connors,” Angela swooned, standing up quickly and being lead by her arms.  “They look amazing.”

Again I felt a sense of pride wash over me.  I looked down across my big, womanly tits as Angela’s hands leapt to them and massaged them against each other.

Evan couldn’t believe what he was seeing.  Most men went their entire lives without having this pleasure, yet here he was, having a threesome with two women thrust upon him.

Soon Angela’s tongue was tickling over my nipples and I closed my eyes and let out a sigh.  I cradled her to them and enjoyed the sensation, forgetting Evan for the moment.  I took in several deep breaths as my nipples awakened in her mouth and when she broke from them I moved my lips to hers and kissed her by way of a thank-you.

We both turned to Evan now, topless, and presented ourselves.  The twenty-plus year gap didn’t seem to sway him.

“Let’s see,” Angela said excitedly.

“Show us, Evan,” I said, joining her.  “Show us your cock and then we can all really start to have some fun.”

He moved slowly at first, creeping both hands down the bed until they moved to his thighs.

“That’s right, honey,” I said, feeling the anticipation rise.

Beneath his jeans we watched it move, sliding slowly before jolting an inch or so very quickly.  He pushed his jeans wide and dragged them down to just above his knees.  We could get a better picture about the treat that was in store now, looking at the embossed outline in his boxer-shorts.

He pulled the waist of them out and worked it downwards, revealing his shorn hair and then the thick hilt of his impressive, virginal cock.

In one swift movement he pushed his briefs down the rest of the way and then his cock flailed upwards and slapped back against his tensed stomach.  It twitched there as both Angela and I marveled wordlessly at the huge sight before us.

“Wow,” Angela said finally.

A smile broke on Evan’s face when he finally realized why we were staring so intensely.

“Is it okay?”

“Okay?” I gasped.  “Are you kidding?  It’s fucking huge.”

I didn’t curse often but this felt like the right occasion.

“Why have you waited so long to show me that?” Angela said, jumping on the bed and lying next to it.  I watched her as she ogled it, her face only inches away.  Evan was watching her close now too, wondering what her next move might be.

She took it in her hand quickly, holding it upright and then looking over at me.

“Imagine sitting on this thing,” she said, looking back to the fleshy monolith now.

Without a word she put her head over it and pressed her lips around the glowing crown, swallowing as much of it as she could.

In an instant I moved a hand to my pussy so I could enjoy the view even more.  Evan’s brow furrowed with arousal and then his eyes closed and his head fell back.  I could see the ecstasy in his face instantly and it made me want to experience it myself.

Angela pulled him out and then made a mark with her finger and thumb against his length.  “Half-way” she said.  “Think you can do better?”

She pointed his cock towards me like it was a baton in a relay-race.  I wasn’t one to back-down from a challenge and I mounted the bed quickly with a determined look.

Evan was shocked when I took his cock without a moment’s hesitation.  I curled my hair behind my ear and took a breath, as though this was the crowning achievement of my life.

I opened wide and took his head in my mouth, listening to him exhale with glee all over again.  I flattened my tongue and pushed down until I felt his tumescence at the back of my throat, then I pushed a little further still.

I gasped off him finally to applause from Angela.  She was clapping her hands and squeezing her titties together over and over as she did so.

“Well done,” she said.  “You beat me easily.”

I looked back at Evan’s cock that was drenched now in my spit.

“Come and join me,” I said, nodding towards it.  I fell on the mattress and lay on one side of Evan.  Angela joined me at the other side and soon we were tag-teaming his cock like we’d all been together for years.

I bit up the side of it whilst Angela licked along the other, then we met at the taut head and shared a kiss across it.  Evan’s eyes were closed and his chest was rising powerfully with each breath.  His hand was holding Angela to him and his other was running through his own hair in disbelief.

“This is a nice cock, sweetie,” I snarled, putting it in my mouth all over again as Angela kissed down and sucked one of his smooth balls into her mouth.  He gasped and tensed up, letting us know in no uncertain terms how much he enjoyed the sensation.

I left Angela to it for the moment and stood at the foot of the bed to undress.  My hands popped open my jeans and I quickly rolled them down my legs just as Evan’s eyes opened.  They shot straight to me and kept their position, awaiting the final reveal.

Having his eyes on me like that made me feel like a wanted woman.  I watched as Angela sucked over his cock and I smiled, turning sideways and peeling my panties down slowly to give him the show he wanted.

They rolled over my big ass and then I faced away from him, showing him my curves and bending at the hip as I pushed my panties further down.  He gasped when he got an eyeful of my asshole and pussy, then I stood up straight and hid them from him all over again.

I stepped out of my panties and span back to the bed, tugging at his jeans and pulling them down to his ankles.

Angela stayed locked on his hard dick and Evan continued to watch me with intrigue.  As I wrestled with his pants my breasts swayed for him and it was a movement he seemed to enjoy very much.

I yanked them off his ankles and threw them to the ground.  Angela finally looked over, opening her eyes and pulling his long cock from her mouth.

“Yum,” she said, trailing her eyes over my naked body.  “I guess I’m wearing too much, huh?”

She stood up now too and we both watched as she unfastened those tight jeans of hers.  She wriggled out of them by dancing her ass cheeks left and right, then rolled them down her legs like she was a veteran stripper.

Then came the turn of her little panties.  She curled a thumb under them and slinked them over her toned ass.  I pumped Evan’s big dick in my hand as I watched and he started to whimper in approval.

“I have an idea,” I said, drinking in her young, nubile body.  

“I like your ideas,” Angela said, sliding her hands to her crotch and exhaling as she rubbed over her loose flesh.

“I think one of us should sit on his face and the other should sit on this huge cock.  Sound good?”

“Sounds perfect,” Angela said, sitting on the bed again and rising on her knees.  “But who goes where?”

I left the conversation where it was for the moment and reached a hand forward to stroke her folds.  They felt wet and smooth against my skin and Angela let out a sigh as I pressed over her clit.  Her eyes opened and she met my smile with her own.

“You sit on his face,” she said.  “I want the first turn on that cock.”

I couldn’t argue with her.  Besides, it wasn’t like I was losing out.

“What’s going on?” Evan asked.

“I’m going to take your virginity,” Angela said, leaning over and kissing his cheek.  “And Mrs. Connors here is going to plant her wet pussy right on that mouth of yours.”

Evan started to smile.  “Both of those sound good to me.”

Angela wasted no time in getting herself into position, picking up Evan’s cock and jerking it as she swung a leg over.

I made for the head of the bed and looked down on Evan who lay waiting.  I leant over him and whispered near his ear.

“Suck, lick and even bite a little if you have to,” I said.  “I know you’ll be good at it.”

I got myself in position above him, facing down his body and hovering my ass over his face to let him get a good look of me.

I took his hands in mine and pulled them over my legs so he had something to squeeze, and then I gradually started dropping myself on him.

“Ready for my pussy?” I asked, looking under at his smooth chin and innocent lips.

I felt a tickle from his tongue as my pussy dropped on him.  It made me tremble and my hand came up to my tits to squeeze out the anguish.  In a flash I relaxed my knees and let my body drop on him, enveloping his whole mouth with my pussy in an instant.

Evan was quick to work, creeping his tongue up and down the skin and lapping out the juices from my tight O.  It felt so good to have him down there and so naughty at the same time. 

What made things even better was looking down over him.  Angela was holding his cock and keeping it stiff, licking over it and sucking the smooth end into her mouth.  Whenever she put him inside her I felt him gasp against my pussy and groan up into it.

“Put him inside you, Angela,” I said, grinding back and forth on Evan’s mouth.  “I want to see him fuck you.”

Angela smiled excitedly and bounced up on to her knees, causing those little titties of hers to shake on her chest.

She kicked a leg over and leant forwards close to my face.  I looked down on her and waited for her eyes to look up at me.  When she did I slowly moved my lips to hers and we kissed over Evan’s naked body.  I moaned on her mouth as Evan sucked and stabbed at my core, probing upwards with experimental licks.  He was perfect.

Angela leant forwards against me and picked up his cock, straightening it up beneath her and sliding it back and forth along her wet crease.

“Here it comes, Evan,” she whispered, then she sank down on that thick rod of his.

I watched her eyes close in satisfaction and felt the satisfied murmur from Evan against my flesh.  He groaned up into me and I leant back to watch as his dick disappeared inside Angela.

She dropped on him like he was a warm bath, sinking all the way down until she was sat on his midriff.  She finally opened her eyes and smiled like the cat that got the cream.

“He feels so good,” she said to me, in a way that suggested I should try it.

“I bet he does,” I said, gradually working myself over his face.  “He’s certainly big enough.”

Angela bounced on him like a model slut, clapping her ass down over him and slipping his length between her tight pussy over and over.

Evan gasped against my flesh, smoothing over it as I suffocated him with it.  I rose up to give him a breather and heard him gasp in arousal as Angela dropped her sex on him again.

“Oh, fuck!” he cried in disbelief, then his hands wrapped over my legs and he pulled me down on to him.

Evan was like a man possessed when he ate from me the second time around.  He was lashing his tongue upwards and lapping from me in appreciative, long swoops.  I started to grind on him as I lost myself and soon I found myself running my tight asshole over his lips.

Evan didn’t miss a beat, searching upwards and tickling over the knot like he’d been starved of it.  He kept a reliable pace and through his novice maneuverings I soon found myself on the brink of climax.

“Oh, Evan, honey,” I moaned, squeezing my tits as Angela rocked on him.  “You’re gonna make me come.”

He let out a moan and continued his rhythm as I started to tremble.  My thighs shook against his cheeks and I leant forwards and held his muscled stomach with both hands.

“Don’t stop, Evan,” I whimpered, pushing my flesh onto his lips.

Angela stopped her bouncing and held me against her, spotting the signs.  She rubbed my back and I kissed his tits softly as the trembling intensified.  I was shaking as my whole body went tense.  I concentrated on the sensation blossoming inside me, closing my eyes as Angela’s hands wandered and Evan’s tongue circled.

My vision swirled with color and I let out a grunting groan, falling against Angela who held me to her while his cock stayed stiff amidst her warm flesh.

Evan didn’t stop, even as my pussy started to quiver on his mouth.  It was gasping open over and over as the muscles contracted and my clit stiffened.  His tongue tickled around it and it was so over-sensitized that I jolted each time, as though a thousand volts had surged through me at once.

I rose up on my knees off him, unable to keep my pussy on his mouth any longer.  I moved a hand to the source of the pleasure, squeezing over it and tensing my jaw.

When my eyes finally opened Angela was looking at me with a lust-filled, alluring envy.

“Enjoy that?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Your turn,” I said, swinging my leg over Evan and laying for a moment besides them both as I composed myself.

Angela leant forward and held his shoulders, kissing my juices off his face as she started to grind back down on him.  I watched her body move in this undulating motion, peeling her pussy up his cock and pushing her tits on his chest before sliding her ass down off him and pressing her forehead to his.

Their eyes locked as they fucked each other and she held his face and smiled at him.  Evan was a little less relaxed, but looked relieved to have finally lost his virginity.  I was proud I could have been there, but felt there was more I could do for the both of them.

I moved behind Angela and admired the view for a moment.  I was staring up into her ass, watching their sinful flesh collide over and over.  Evan’s thick cock slipped through Angela’s tight, wet pussy-lips.  It was like the best magic-trick on earth and I had front-row seats.

My hand moved to my pussy as I watched them, turned on all over again in an instant.  Angela was grinding slowly on him and really putting on a show.  I sensed it was for me as much as it was for Evan and, like a moth to the flame, I found my face moving towards her.

I put my hands on her ass and pulled the cheeks a little wider, watching her asshole stretch.  It looked so clean and inviting that the next step seemed obvious.  I kissed the cheek of her ass and then bit it with a slap, listening to her groan in approval.

Before she could turn her head to look at me I started to tease my tongue around her sensitive knot, over and over.  She moaned and fell forwards on Evan, reaching her ass out further so I could get myself right in there.

I punched my tongue into her ass, as far as I could reach, then I pulled out and licked downwards towards the sticky collision of flesh occurring below.

Evan’s cock searched inside her, thrust upwards by him.  Since Angela fell on him she’d scarcely moved and he’d taken control.  His thrusts were purposeful and to see that stiff, veined dick cruise through her lips over and over was heavenly.

I gripped the base of his cock and jerked it as the tip eased in and out of Angela, then I pulled him towards me and put him in my mouth, sucking the juices from his cock lovingly before putting him back inside her.

It felt so hot to be in control of the both of them like that.  I really dined out on the occasion, assuming the role of dominant female.  Evan’s cock would slide in and out of Angela only at my command, and in the mean-time I’d dance my filthy tongue around her asshole like it belonged to me.

Angela responded with loud, ecstasy filled moans.  Every time I licked her asshole she begged for more, kissing Evan after she did so and letting him squeeze at her tits.

“Yes, Mrs. Connors,” she said, writhing back against me.  “Fuck my ass with your tongue.”

I don’t think Evan had ever heard anything like it, least of all as personal as this.  He was getting worked up too and it wasn’t long before his big balls had pulled up tight to the hilt of his thick cock.

Angela was coming too now, letting out these huge moans as her asshole twitched over and over and her pussy clenched around Evan’s cock.  It was so hot to watch it up close and I couldn’t let the moment pass without slipping a finger inside my pussy and rubbing over it.

When she was finished she pulled up off him and Evan’s sticky cock slapped back against his stomach.  I pounced on it quickly while Angela fell beside him, draping an arm over her face to compose herself. 

I sucked his length through my lips and cleansed his cock of her juices, watching his chest rise and fall with his labored breaths that would soon be fuelling his climax.

“I think it’s Evan’s turn now, Angela,” I said, stroking her leg.  “Shall we help him come?”

Angela sat up and joined me, getting comfortable draped over Evan’s leg.  I pointed his cock towards her and her mouth opened instinctively.  I watched as I placed it inside, then her lips closed tenderly around it and she slid him back out.

We passed his hard dick between ourselves, putting on a show for each other and giving Evan the time of his life.

It was a slow, gradual build but when we started to move with any pace Evan quickly got excited.  I couldn’t deny him much longer.

“Sit up honey,” I said, falling back off the bed onto my knees.  “Come here Angela.”

Angela joined me on the floor, the both of us on our knees and sitting under Evan who was sat up now on the edge of the bed.

I took his cock in my hand and started to beat it with purpose, staring up and watching his expression change quickly.

“Come for us, Evan,” I said, rubbing his thigh.

Angela kissed along his leg and put her face close to his cock.  “Come for us, Evan,” she repeated with a sultry tone.

“Oh, fuck,” he moaned, looking down at both of us as we worshipped his stiffness.

I pumped harder as Evan’s stomach sucked in and out and his hands gripped at the duvet.

“Come for me,” I snarled, looking at his cock as I squeezed it through my fist.

“Come on my fucking face,” Angela said, kissing and licking at the tip of his shaking cock.

“Oh, fuck!” he said again with greater urgency, his back straightening.

“Yes, Evan,” Angela said.  “Give us that fucking cum.”

I felt his cock swell and stiffen in my grip as I continued to jerk it.

“Here it comes,” I said knowingly, looking down and waiting for the first sign to appear.

A quick bead of cum rushed to the tip of his dick and my eyes widened.  His cock throbbed again and soon a huge jet was firing out from his cock as I jerked it.  It spiraled from the tip chaotically and crashed down over Angela’s face and my wrist.

“Oh, yes!” she gasped, coming to life and moving her face closer to the source.

I pointed Evan’s cock at her as I pumped over him again and his eyes gasped open as he looked down at the mess he was making.

Another thick rope coursed from the head, racing over Angela again and causing a big stream of cum to run down over her eye and across her mouth.

“That’s good, Evan,” I said, sucking air through my teeth and pointing him towards me now.

I startled when it hit me, but then I started to let out a soothing moan as the warm sensation enveloped me.  I felt the wet heat drip down my face and then Angela was kissing it off me.

Another huge stream fired across the both of us and we kissed each other as it did so, smoothing the cum between ourselves and tasting his seed together.

He was looking down in disbelief as we shared a messy French kiss.  I rubbed his cum all over my face as I kissed her, biting and sucking on his cock too as the final few ebbs jumped from the tip.

I pumped him slowly as I listened to his breath calm.  The sound of our kisses started to drown out his breathing as our lips smacked together noisily with Evan’s cum webbed between them.

Angela was a real fiend and I was realizing how debauched I was too.  I leant my head back as Angela held my face and kissed and licked the cum off it like it was her job to keep me clean.

I smiled at Evan as he watched in disbelief, seeing the cum disappear—mouthful by mouthful—from my face as his girlfriend lapped it up.

When she was done I thought it was only right to return the favor.  I kissed up her chin and pushed Evan’s seed around, poking it into her mouth with my tongue and sucking the rest from her face like I was eating an oyster.

When I was finished there was hardly a trace of Evan’s cum to be found, save for the thin, slippery film that coated the tip of his glistening cock.

I sucked over the head one last time, pointing it then towards Angela who had her last taste.  She popped Evan from her mouth with a smack of her lips, leaving behind a clean, innocent cock.

“And there we are,” I announced suddenly, clapping my hands as though the whole thing was a seminar that I was just wrapping up.

“I’ll leave you two to it,” I said, picking up my clothes and moving to the door.

“Thank you, Mrs. Connors,” Angela said with a beaming smile.  I could tell she liked me.

“You’re welcome, Angela,” I said.  “We like to treat guests properly in this house.”

She giggled and Evan laughed too.

“I’ll see you two for breakfast.”

“Goodnight,” Evan said, and as I closed the door I watched Angela fall on him and start to giggle.

I listened to the muffled laugher through the door and smiled as I heard Evan talking excitedly.  She seemed like the right girl for him.  Evan was in good hands.

THE END
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“Good shot,” Marie shouted, knocking the ball over to Evan as it bounced back off the fence.

Evan caught it and resumed his position by the net, crouched in his white shorts and white polo-shirt, looking every bit the picture.

Every year, as a gift to me for my birthday, Marie would organize for a younger man to be our ball-boy for one of our weekly games of tennis.  It was a friendly affair and done mainly to keep in shape.  At forty-two I think the pair of us looked better than most women our age and I could tell from Evan’s glances to Marie that he clearly wasn’t averse to the older lady.

We played in the garden at the back of my house.  It was one of the many perks of having a rich husband and on weekends he was never around, which suited me fine.  It meant I could enjoy myself with Marie, who I’d known since college.

I bounced the ball at my feet and looked beneath the brim of my cap at Marie who stood on the opposite side of the court.  She pushed her brunette hair behind her shoulder, but she wasn’t concentrating on me.  Her gaze was on Evan as he waited for me to serve.

“Are you ready?” I asked, bouncing the ball a few more times.

“Our ball-boy is distracting me,” Marie said and Evan turned back to look at her.  She raised her eyebrows at him and giggled.

“Ignore her, Evan,” I said.  I knew what she could be like.

“What?!” Marie said, hands on hips now.  “I’m only looking, aren’t I?”

“It’s what you’re thinking that concerns me.”

“He’s old enough isn’t he?  How old are you now, honey?” she asked looking again at Evan who by now was flushed red with embarrassment.

“I’m nineteen, ma’am.”

“Ma’am,” Marie laughed, smacking her bare knee and looking over at me.  I tried to hide my laughter.  I knew full-well that Marie was no ‘ma’am.’

Evan shifted his weight uncomfortably and cleared his throat.

“What score is it, Evan?” I asked.

“It’s thirty-love, Mrs. Dennis.”

I steeled my gaze on Marie and tossed the ball up high, jumping as I struck it over the net and moving in close for her return.

Marie parried it back as I rushed forwards and before she knew it I’d passed the ball down the tram-line and out the back of the court.

“Forty-love,” Evan called.

Marie walked slowly over to the ball as it bounced to a stop near the fence.  As she got closer she looked back to make sure Evan was looking in her direction, then she bent down for the ball and flicked her mini-skirt up over her ass.

“Marie!” I shouted, and she started laughing raucously with her whale-tail and cutesy, tight ass on display.

She stood up, still laughing as she tossed the ball back to Evan.  “Enjoy that?”

Evan smiled at her and then looked across at me to see my stern gaze.  His smirk vanished from his face in a second and he looked down at the floor.

“Don’t you go getting him excited,” I warned her.

“Why?  We might like it, Skylar” she laughed.

“We?!”

She bit her lip and nodded.  Marie had never been one for convention when it came to sex.  I guess the idea of me fucking a guy half my age didn’t exactly bother her either.

I bounced the ball again and looked over at her.  She stuck her tongue out and smiled.  I threw the ball in the air and smashed it as hard as I could over the net and it flew right by her without her even moving.

“Right,” she said, quickly after, “how about some refreshments?”

She sauntered over to the table beside the court and sat under the large umbrella, as though the game had been a distraction from something.  Evan walked over sheepishly and when I looked to Marie I knew exactly why.

“Close your legs!” I hissed as I approached her.  She had her knees open wide and Evan was looking straight up her small skirt.  She laughed again and thankfully did as I’d asked.

I sat heavily in the chair beside her and took a drink.  The both of us watched Evan walk over with his pockets bulging with tennis-balls and the front of his pants bulging from something else entirely.

“Are they tennis-balls in your pocket or are you just pleased to see me?” Marie said.

Evan moved to the spare chair and sat down.

“Pleased to see you, I think,” I whispered.  “Very pleased.”

I tried to take my mind away from the image of his packet bulging against his shorts, but Marie had already set the wheels in motion.  It was like a seed in my mind that she’d started to nurture and now there was no stopping it.

“Can you give my shoulders a rub, honey?” I asked, leaning forward to look down the row of chairs at Evan.

He got up dutifully and moved behind the back of us all.  Marie looked at me as though she couldn’t believe it.  Evan stood behind and gripped my shoulders, squeezing them with just enough force to relieve the tension.

“Hey, that’s an unfair advantage,” Marie said.

“You can have one too,” I said, closing my eyes to the sun as I leant my head back.

Evan ran his magical hands across my shoulders and I took a deep, satisfied breath.  To feel his touch on me at my command felt like a super-power that I was keen to abuse.

“Go and spoil Marie now, honey,” I said, looking back him.

Evan swallowed nervously and moved behind Marie’s chair.  She rattled her shoulders and took a deep, excited breath.  “Lay it on me, Evan,” she said.

He put his hands out timidly and rested them on her shoulders.  Marie instantly gave an over-the-top coo of excitement and I reached over to slap her arm.

“Be good, Marie,” I said, tongue-in-cheek.  I knew we had no hope of that.

Evan started to get into it a little more, giving my friend the same treatment as I’d just enjoyed, only it looked like Marie was enjoying it a whole lot more.

She started to breathe deeper and faster, arching her back off the chair and uncrossing her legs.  I watched, mesmerized as she started to let out these sexy, heady moans of arousal.

Her body undulated and her hand moved to her breast where she squeezed.  Evan started to falter, looking to me for guidance.

I shrugged and blew a jet of air up my face.  “You’re on your own, honey.”

“Don’t stop,” Marie said, and she grabbed his hand and put it back to work.

Evan did as ordered, stood there in his whites looking like our very own, private man-servant.  He massaged her and I noticed that bulge of his again now, but his pockets were empty.  I imagined his stiff cock stretching up the front of his shorts and trying to breach over the waist of them for freedom.

Marie moved a hand between her legs and underneath her skirt as she continued to moan.  I took a deep breath as my eyes spread wide and my morals fought to be heard amidst the lust in my body.

“Marie,” I said, hoping to stop her.  “Get a-hold of yourself.”

Evan looked to me, his eyes bulging with surprise.  I don’t think he’d ever had this effect on a woman in his life, although I couldn’t be sure.  He had these classically handsome looks and in his whites he looked pretty damn-good.  I thought the world of him.

“Sh—should I stop?” he asked, looking to me for guidance as the presumably sensible one of us.

“No,” Marie cried quickly, writhing in the chair and working her fingers out of sight.

“Marie, we can’t do this,” I said, but my words lacked conviction.  “Can we?”

“We can,” she said, looking over at me.  “We can do whatever we want.”

Evan gulped and pulled his hands back slowly.  This time Marie span on her chair and looked back at him.

“Come on Evan,” she pleaded.  “Let Skylar and me see what we’re working with down there.”

“There is no ‘we,’ Marie.”

“Come on,” she said, looking at me now.  “You’ll have fun, I promise.  What do you say, Evan?”

Marie reached forward and grabbed the waist of his shorts, pulling her close to him as she sat on the edge of her chair and looked back.

“Mrs. Dennis?” Evan said, as though he too was seeking permission.

I sighed and put my hand against my head.  “Sure,” I said, resigned.  “Go ahead.”

Marie gave a little squeak and pulled his shorts.  “Get here, you,” she said.

Evan stared down as though he didn’t know what to do with himself and Marie quickly unbuttoned his shorts and pulled down his zipper.

“I think you’re gonna wanna see this,” she said, and she was right.

I moved my hand away from my eyes and looked over, rapt by the sight of her undressing our ball-boy.  All three of us were staring at his waist and waiting for the big reveal.

I leaned away to see the full picture as Marie tugged eagerly at his shorts.  They slipped down and she took his boxer-shorts with them, then this goliath of a cock sprang up out of his pants and announced its arrival with a steady bob as it settled before us all.

“Holy fuck,” Marie said, staring at it wide eyed.  “Are you seeing this, Sky?”

I realized my mouth was hanging wide opened and closed it, swallowing as I stared at the delicious, smooth-looking cock that jutted out from his waist.  “Where did you get that from?”

“Not like your husband, huh?” Marie joked.

Evan stared down, looking more confident by the second.  “You like it?” he asked.

“I love it,” Marie said, narrowing her gaze at it and then gripping her fist around it.  She tugged him towards her and I felt a pang of jealousy as she licked her lips and stared down her nose at him.  She started to jerk him back and forth and Evan let out stuttered groan.

Marie opened her mouth and leant forward and I watched her full-lips drive over the soft-pink head of his cock.  I looked up to watch his eyes close and a look of euphoric pleasure wash over him.  It was intoxicating.

I looked back over my shoulder to check we were alone and then I stared again at the view, feeling my lust-filled blood beating around my body fast.  I could feel my pussy swelling with desire as I watched Marie tackle him, delivering a blowjob that contained decades of experience.  Evan didn’t know how good he had it.

In the silence all I could hear was the sucking and slurping of Marie’s mouth as she wet-up Evan’s pole.  He breathed steadily, staring down in wonderment as a woman over twice his age did magical things to his inexperienced cock.

After a while Marie pulled him out of her mouth with a hum, as though she’d had her fill for now.  She pointed his dick towards me like she was offering me a mint.

“Want a suck?”

I brushed my blonde hair behind my ear demurely.  “Jeez, I don’t know if I should.”

“Are you kidding,” Marie said.  “You definitely should.  Shouldn’t she, Evan?”

Marie was asking the questions no-one else dared to.

Evan looked over at me.  “I think you should, Mrs. Dennis.”

Marie’s smile broadened and she clapped her hands like an excited child.

“There you have it,” she said.  “Get him in your mouth, Sky.”

I turned my knees to face him and beckoned him forward with a finger.  Evan walked towards me and I watched that beautiful dick of his sway in front of me like a pendulum.  I was hypnotized by its movement.  My mouth opened under its spell and Marie became even more animated.

“Oh, my God,” she hushed, rocking on the seat.

I took his cock in my fist as he came within reach.  I could feel each powerful beat as it pulsed in his length, firing his horny, adolescent lust into his hard cock.  It was unblemished and clean-cut, as though it was it was fresh out of the packet.

“Look at that,” I said slowly, moving my hand over him and watching his flesh stretch beneath my touch.

I could feel Marie’s spit on him as I pulled my fist up towards the tip.  I licked my lips and bit at them as I pulled him closer, then I opened my mouth and placed it over the tip.  Evan moaned again and Marie let out a gushing breath.

“That’s so fucking hot,” she squeaked.

I drove Evan right to the back of my throat, tightening my neck on him as I tried to out-do my friend.

“Can you get him in your neck?” she asked, as though she was daring me to continue.

I pulled Evan out of my mouth and looked at her.  “I can get him in tighter places than that,” I breezed.

I think the gloating was lost on Evan.  If he knew exactly what I meant, he didn’t make it known.  Marie gasped because she was naughty enough to realize what I was saying.  I was fairly confident that she’d make me prove it before the session was over.

I wound my way back down on him and kept my lips close to his shaft as I pushed my throat on him.  I relaxed and opened up, fitting him in my neck was relative ease.

“My God,” Marie said, and I heard her move her chair around to get a better a view.

I pulled back and opened my eyes, double-taking at Marie when I realized exactly what she was doing.  Her skirt was up and her fingers were pushing against the crotch of her panties.  Evan didn’t know which of us to look at.

“Do you want that?” I asked, looking up at Evan and kissing my lips on the tip of his cock.

He looked down and swallowed, then he looked back to Marie’s crotch as she pulled her panties aside and showed him her mature, wet slit.

“Yes,” he said plainly.

Marie leant back in and moved her other hand to her tits, squeezing at them beneath her tight polo-shirt and continuing to work along her groove.

I beat Evan’s dick slowly as we both watched her.  Her fingers crept down and pushed through her petals, emerging with a glistening coating of her cum that she passed back up along her pussy until the whole thing was shimmering with wetness.

“Put your face on her, Evan,” I said, tugging at his dick.  “Give her a taste.”

Marie pulled her panties over again and patted her wet pussy.  “Come and get it.”

Evan stayed where he was stood, seeming suddenly bashful.

“You want me to show you how?” I asked, raising my eyebrow at Marie.  In the past we’d had our fair share of lesbian moments, but nothing quite so sinful.  There was a kiss and a touch here-and-there, but never something so outright as putting my face between her legs.

Marie beamed excitedly.  “You want to see that, Evan?” she said.  “Skylar’s face on my wet pussy?  Fuck, I wanna see that.”

Evan nodded and took his cock in his grasp, jerking it slowly.

“Come on then, Sky,” Marie said, curling her finger at me.  “This is long overdue.”

I pushed forward off the chair with relish and prowled between her legs.  My hands went under her skirt and I found the waist of her tiny panties, pulling them down and discarding them to the side.

The hot sun beat down on my back as I squared up to do something sinful.  Marie looked down over her big tits and I could see the lust in her fat pupils as she stared and waited.

I locked my eyes on the target and moved forward.  I could smell the sweet musk of her as I approached.  My cheeks touched the inside of her thigh and she pulled up against her clit to stretch back her flesh.

I opened my mouth wide and planted it over her groove, tasting her sweetness on my tongue as it washed out over her pussy-lips.

“Oh, Skylar,” she cried, leaning her head back to the heavens.  “Do you see it, Evan?”

“I can see alright,” Evan said, but he came closer anyway.

I crouched on my hands and knees and ate her pussy like I’d done it a thousand times.  My tongue moved up and down along the groove and pushed her petals around as she began to groan, writhing on the seat above me as the pleasure radiated out from her sex.

“Take off her panties,” Marie said, and I took my mouth off her mound to look back at Evan.

“Mrs. Dennis?” he said.

I nodded simply and then went straight back to work on Marie who was lifting her shirt up over her head now.

She threw it to the side of us and I looked up her body at those amazing tits of hers.  Her nipples sat stiff and she pinched them playfully, smirking down at me as my tongue busied itself out of sight.

I felt Evan push my skirt up over my ass and I turned back to look at him too now.  He’d stepped out of shorts and was stood there in only his sneakers and polo-shirt, his cock free and still stiff on his waist.

“Good boy,” I said, turning back to Marie’s pussy.

Her finger toyed with her clit and I felt Evan grip at my panties and tug.  The fabric slid over my soft skin and I could feel the air catch the wetness of my sex.  Evan took a breath as he stared forward into my pussy.  It must have been one of the naughtiest things his young eyes had ever seen—or it would have been if the internet didn’t exist.

“Give her a taste,” Marie said over at him, dictating things from her chair like a sexual general.

Evan crouched sheepishly behind and pushed his face forwards into my ass.  I groaned as I felt his short stubble on my skin, then his tongue washed out and caught my soaked pussy.

“Fuck,” I winced, dropping my head against Marie’s thigh.

“Good, huh?” she said, moving my hair aside and stroking my face tenderly.

“So good.”

His tongue washed over my lips and then wound upwards.  Before I knew it he was pushing against my tight asshole and I was gasping in disbelief.

“Enjoy him,” Marie said.

“He’s ...” I stopped myself, wondering if I should confess.  “He’s tonguing my ass.”

Marie gasped, mock-shocked.  “Naughty boy, Evan,” she giggled.  “But don’t you fucking stop, you hear?”

Evan continued in earnest, as though Marie’s permission had released the devil in him.  His tongue worked up and over me and he started to stab it into my forbidden muscle, coaxing me open as though he only had one thought in mind.

“Wanna prove what you said earlier,” Marie said, lifting my chin gently.

“What’s that?” I asked, my lip quivering as Evan’s tongue danced over my pussy and ass eagerly.

“Put him in your ass,” she said, widening her eyes.

I let out a moan as I felt a spasm of ecstasy flash inside me.  “We can’t, can we?”

“We absolutely can,” Marie said.  She snapped her fingers.  “Evan.”

He pulled back out of my ass and stared forward attentively, like a soldier under her command.

“Fuck Skylar’s asshole, would you?” she said casually, and then she looked down at me and bunched her shoulders with a giggle.

“Mrs. Dennis?” Evan asked again.

I sighed and then looked back with relish.  “Put it in my ass, honey.”

Marie clapped her hands again and stood up quickly, scooting around the back of me and standing naked behind Evan.

“I want to guide him inside you,” she said, and when I looked back I could see her holding his cock like it was her own.  “Lean over the chair,” she said, nodding to where she was sat.

I put a knee on the seat that Marie had just occupied and leant forwards over the back of it, looking over my shoulder at the pair of them as Marie walked him forward, jerking his dick excitedly.

“Are you excited, Evan?” she asked.

“I’ve never fucked an ass before,” he answered.

“Good,” she said.  “And have you ever fucked Skylar before?”

She giggled but Evan answered anyway.  “Never,” he said.

I looked back and laughed briefly before the gravitas of the situation dropped on me again.  Our own ball-boy was about to slide his big cock into my asshole with the help of my best friend, right here in my backyard.  What kind of fucking tennis game is this?!

“Let me loosen her up a little first, Evan,” Marie said.

I heard her spit and then I felt two of her fingers massaging my asshole.  I stared forward and closed my eyes, concentrating on the sensation of her spit-drenched fingers working my tight muscle open.

It started to relax, almost imperceptibly at first.  To begin with she coaxed a finger in and then two.  My muscle fought against her but it was no good.  I was breathing heavily for it now and wanted it like nothing else.

“Do it,” I cried, looking back.  “Put him in my ass, Marie.”

She smiled wide and took hold of him, pulling him forwards.  Evan looked down his body as though he was passenger, then I felt the bulbous crown of his cock against my tight knot.

“That’s it,” Marie said.  “Push.  Push yourself into her hot ass.”

Evan did as commanded and I let out a wince of pain as the muscle stretched over his girthy dick.

“Don’t stop,” Marie said.  “It’s okay.  She’s okay.”

My mouth opened in a silent moan and my eyes spread wide in disbelief.  That huge cock of his gaped my asshole open wide and made room for his shaft that soon began to penetrate me too.  Before I knew it several of his healthy inches were planted deep in my body.

“How does that feel?” Marie whispered.

“Warm,” Evan said dreamily.  “Tight.”

“Skylar?

“Fucking good,” I confessed, letting out a deep breath and pushing back against him in spite of the pain.

I sent several more of his inches into me until Marie could no longer hold him.  His hips struck my big ass and he stayed there, planted inside me like a sheathed weapon.

“Good,” Marie encouraged, moving again to the front of me.  She dropped her face to mine and held my cheek.  “You are fucking amazing,” she said, as though this was as much a gift for her as it was for Evan and me.

I opened my mouth and looked at her lips.  Marie moved close and we kissed.

“Give it to her,” she said, looking down her nose at me.  “Fuck her asshole, Evan.”

We started to kiss again passionately and Evan hit his stride, pumping his thick love into my asshole and getting more comfortable with the act with each passing stroke.

Marie broke off my lips and then held her tits close to my mouth.  I moaned myself over them and tickled her stiff nipple with my tongue, feeling her taut arousal as I felt Evan’s arousal bury itself again deep inside me.

My muscle squeezed him tight and it must have felt so good.  He jerked himself through the ring of flesh over and over, becoming more and more animated as he delivered the strange sensations of pleasure to the pit of my stomach.

I’d never been fucked in the ass before and I have to confess it wasn’t what I expect.  I thought it would hurt but truthfully the pain was only brief, and in some strange way it was pleasurable.  It felt like an odd kind of bonding, having him fuck my ass and coping with the resultant pain for both of our sakes.  Look, I’m not recommending getting fucked in the ass by a guy half your age, but it has its merits, okay?

He started to up his pace and clap against me and I moaned long and loud, freeing myself from the shackles of my inhibitions and dining out on the ultimate pleasure.  It was as though Marie’s hedonistic ways had finally rubbed off on me after all of these years.

Speaking of Marie, she was now moving one of the chairs opposite me and positioning herself on it so that both Evan and I could see her glistening pussy all over again.

She started to work herself up into a frenzy and the pair of us watched her lose herself.  She rubbed quick and fast over her pussy, as though she was desperate to arrive at her destination.

I could sense the imminent arrival of something inside her and I watched close, reveling in the pleasure that washed over her as she opened her mouth to moan.

Her eyes closed tight and she grunted skywards, then she looked down at the source of her pleasure as her pussy started to gush.

I guess you’d call it squirting, but whatever we were watching was fucking hot.  Marie was busily spinning her fingers on her stiff clit and below her pussy was a swollen mess of flowing juices that spiraled out of her and fell unceremoniously on the floor beside the tennis court.

“Damn,” I said, forgetting briefly that Evan was in my ass as I watched the spectacle of her climax.

He jerked forward hard and I remembered again quickly what was happening.  Evan rained a slap down on my ass and inside me I felt the contagious arousal of Marie that was still pouring out of her all over the floor.

“Come for us, Evan,” Marie said, still beating her palm over her pussy.  “Come in her ass.”

He gripped my hips and plowed forwards and I reached a hand beneath myself to play with my pussy too.

“Do it,” I goaded.  “I want it.  Come in my fucking ass, honey.”

I stuck my jaw out to him and Evan looked back just as hungrily.  He was like a new man as he plowed into me, smacking my big ass and turning it into a red, wobbling mess.

As each spank struck me it sent a tingle through my spine.  Like the spark from a flint that creates a fire the tingle eventually caught the pleasure from my asshole and soon I was panting wildly, knowing that at any moment he was going to pour inside me.

I bit at my wrist as my fingers tickled my pussy.  I started to hold my breath, letting out a deep grunt with each exhale and repeating the process as I concentrated on all the sources of pleasure inside me.

Finally I exhaled and felt my pussy twitch.  I opened my eyes and moaned and the cry brought with it a torrent of exultant joy.

Marie nodded, knowing that I’d gotten myself to where I needed to be.  She stood up and staggered over, dropping to her knees and holding my face.

“Come for me,” she said, nodding and kissing me.  “Come for me, Sky.”

She kissed my mouth as it hung open and I moaned like a slut as I started to spasm back on Evan.  My asshole twitched on his pole, squeezing him tight and massaging him towards the grand finale.

“Fuck,” he groaned, and it was obvious from that rare curse-word alone that he was imminent.

“Yes, Evan,” Marie said, as though she had some kind of spider-sense that knew when an orgasm was approaching.

I was still coming hard on his cock when I felt him swell and throb inside me, then Evan throbbed again and let out a long, heady groan that erupted from the pit of his stomach.

I cried with him and Marie encouraged the both of us, standing up to kiss Evan as the joy erupted from his balls.

I felt the sticky warmth cascade into me over and over, thrown from his virulent cock and sent deep into the unchartered territory within.

I pushed back and grunted, looking back to Evan who was staring right into my eyes.  It was so utterly sinful to keep eye-contact with him while he came in my body, but I wouldn’t have had it any other way.

Marie was draped against him, rubbing her pussy against his leg and with a hand up his shirt.  She kissed his cheek and looked down at my ass as it swallowed over him one last time.

“Good boy,” she said over and over.  “Good boy, Evan.”

I felt the last of his spurts wane inside me and my own climax fell by the wayside.  Reality flashed back to me and I stared at Evan with fresh eyes as he staggered backwards, his innocence lost forever.

Marie’s eyes widened and she swooned as I felt the muscle of my ass pinch off the tip of Evan’s cock.  It dripped some of his cum out but then winked closed, trapping the rest inside as though it needed it.

“That was certainly something, huh?” Marie said, kissing Evan like he was the man of her dreams.

I spun on the chair and sat heavily in it, putting my head against my hand again and breathing heavily.

“Fuck,” I gasped, looking up at the pair of them.

“Don’t you go regretting it already,” Marie said, and she turned Evan’s chin to her so she could kiss him.  “You neither, stud.”

Evan kissed her back and a smirk started to emerge on my face.

“I don’t regret it,” I said, and truthfully I didn’t.

“Good,” Marie said.  “Because that was fucking hot.”

She walked over and held a hand out.  I took it and stood up, and then she pulled me in close and kissed my lips lovingly.

She held a hand out for Evan and he joined the pair of us.  Like the match-maker she knew she was she moved our faces closer to each other.

Evan looked down at my lips and opened his mouth and we both kissed.  To feel his lips on mine like that made me melt like nothing else.  It was strange, but it felt incredible.  Having him in my asshole had been naughty and debauched, but kissing his lips like this felt tender and loving.  I pulled back and Marie was staring, wide eyed as she noticed the magic between the both of us.

“Perfect,” she said, patting my ass and taking a fistful of it.

Evan and I were staring at each other like lovers and I felt a nervous flutter inside myself, as though we’d done everything in reverse.  Love had followed lust, and that was something neither of us could have predicted.  All we needed was a dirty, little cupid to kick-start the whole process.

“Jeez, I feel like I should leave the two of you to it,” Marie joked.

“Don’t we have a game to finish?” I said, looking over at her.

“I think we just finished one,” she said, and the three of us laughed.

THE END
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The Side-Effect
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“Will it hurt?” Hayden asked, sat on the chair of my private office at the clinic.

I flicked the needle and looked to the tip as a bead of the vaccine appeared.  “I’m not gonna lie, it’ll hurt.  Yellow Fever is one of the worst.”

“Oh, fuck,” he hushed.

“Hey!” I warned him.

He pursed his lips and fell silent.

“It’s not too late to back out, you know?”

I’d spoken to Hayden before and found him endearing.  He had plans to travel but he at nineteen I worried he might not be ready for it.  I suppose it’s not up to me.

“I’m going,” he said.  “Let’s get this over with.”

I moved to the chair that Hayden sat in and pushed his sleeve up his arm until his bicep was visible.  It looked tense and I followed his arm down to see his white knuckles gripping the arm of the chair.

“Relax,” I said.  “I need you to relax, honey, or it might not work.  Do you wanna do it twice?”

Hayden let out a breath and his whole body seemed to deflate.  The tension in his arm lessened.  I wiped a cotton-bud of iodine on his upper arm.  He took another breath and looked ahead.

“It’ll be over before you know it,” I told him.

Before he could respond I put the needle into his arm.  He hissed a breath and I pumped the vaccine into his arm.

I pulled the needle out and wiped again at the small puncture, then gave him a cotton-bud to hold over it.

“There,” I said.  “That wasn’t so hard was it?”

“That’s it?”

“That’s it.”

“Jeez, it’s like the thought of it is more worrying than—”

He stopped suddenly and I finished off his sentence.  “Than the actual act, I know.  You wouldn’t believe the amount of people who say the same.  You did good!  We had one guy in here who almost screamed the place down before I even gave him the jab.  I guess that’s one less hurdle between here and Brazil?”

I looked to Hayden and noticed he hadn’t been speaking.  His face had lost some of its color.

“Are there any side-effects?” he asked.

“Some, honey, why?”

“You couldn’t have told me them before?”

“They’re mild!  And besides, what’s the alternative?  Yellow Fever is no joke.”

Hayden stayed quiet and his hands again gripped at the arm of his chair.

I was struck with panic.  “What is it?  Are you okay?”

I moved above him and peered down, checking his eyes and then his pulse.  He stared forward into the opening of my blouse.  I wore pretty-much whatever I wanted.  The clinic was private and the idea of wearing those god-awful blue scrubs made my skin crawl.

“What’s wrong?” I pleaded.  I turned to the door and was about to run and find a doctor before Hayden spoke again.

“It’s ... I have ...”

I looked to him and saw his eyes nod downwards.  His pants had made quite the tent.  The second I realized what had happened I burst out laughing.

“Mrs. Playfair!” he cried.

“Sorry, honey!” I laughed.

“I really think you should be taking this more seriously.”

“I—I just didn’t know that was a side-effect.”

“Well it clearly is!  I was fine before you stuck that in my arm.”

“It isn’t an erection-maker, Hayden, I can assure you.”

“Then how do you explain this?”

Hayden nodded down and I took another look.  God, he was big.  That was the one thought that was lingering behind just how funny the whole thing was.

“It’ll go down,” I told him.

“But it isn’t!  And it’s kind of hurting.”

“Hurting?”

He nodded.

“Let me see,” I told him.

“Mrs. Playfair!”

“I’m a nurse, honey, let me see.  I’ve seen far worse, trust me.”

It was that small sentence that would be my undoing.  I truly believed that I’d be able to look at it from the perspective of a nurse, rather than that of a lust-filled woman who hadn’t had sex in what felt like forever.

Hayden shook his head, but unfastened his pants nonetheless.  He stood up and downed his jeans.  I looked at the thick length that stretched up the inside of his boxers.

“And your underwear,” I told him.  “Or should I do that?”

Hayden shuffled awkwardly.  It couldn’t have been how he imagined this going and I felt kind of bad.

“Okay, just look ahead at the wall.  I’ll do this.”

Hayden stared over me and I took a breath, hoping he didn’t notice how utterly out of my depth I felt.

I curled my fingers over the waist of his boxer-shorts and slid inside, moving the garment down slowly and watching it slide over the thickness beneath.

“Oh, jeez,” Hayden said, shuffling his feet.

“Don’t worry,” I told him.

His cock sprang up out of his pants and I recoiled in shock.  I wasn’t expecting it to bounce right out like that, and I wasn’t expecting it to look so delicious and angry.  He was so charged with lust that the veins looked ready to pop.  It looked harder than anything I’d ever seen.

“Is it okay?” he asked.

I looked up at him to see him still staring ahead.  It meant I could study him a little more closely.

“It looks more than okay,” I said, letting out a laugh.  “Just very, very hard.”

“Will it go down?”

“I expect.”

I moved my hand towards it and touched him, angling his cock aside and looking down the barrel.  I was, of course, studying it for any signs of medial distress.

“Everything seems in order.”

“That kind of feels good,” Hayden said.  “It doesn’t hurt when you do that.”

“It doesn’t?”

I tickled my fingers on the underside of his cock and Hayden let out a groan.  “That’s working, Mrs. Playfair,” he said.

“I bet it is.”

I looked to his face to see his eyes closed now.  My fingers continued to slowly dance over his stiffness.  Gradually I moved until he was rested in my palm and I gave his cock a gentle squeeze.  It felt as hard as granite.

“That’s it,” Hayden said.  “That’s working.”

Now I wasn’t sure who was fooling who.  Hayden had clearly seemed distressed but I had to wonder if he wasn’t just trying to get a hand-job from his nurse.

On the flip-side Hayden’s engorged cock was undeniably intoxicating.  He was so big and so, so stiff that I had to wonder how he’d feel somewhere else—in my mouth perhaps or ...

“We’re flirting with alternative medicine here, honey.”

“If it works it works, right?”

I started to stroke my hand along his cock, the pair of us hiding behind the doctor/patient dynamic and ignoring the enormous sexual overtones.

“Is it still working?” I asked.

Hayden let out a joyous grunt in the affirmative and rode up the back of his chair.  “Keep going.”

My pupils fattened with lust as I shared his excitement.  My fist wrapped firmly around him and I pulled him back and forth, watching his stiff cock move under my command.

“That feels much better,” he said.

Shit, I couldn’t stop now, could I?  My patient was in pain and I was relieving him.  I think any nurse in my place would have done the same thing, although they might not have done the next thing.

I knelt at the floor in front of him and started to inch closer.  Hayden’s head was cast back against the chair and he was facing the ceiling.  He had no idea what I was planning.

I was so close to him that I could see the little follicles of hair at the base.  Hayden had trimmed himself which just made his whole package look even bigger.  As I tugged on him his balls jostled in their sack and I started to salivate.

“That’s good, Mrs. Playfair,” he groaned.

“Oh, I hope it is, honey.”

I think he could feel how close my mouth was to him when I spoke, because he immediately opened his eyes and stared down.

Our gaze met and I looked beyond his cock, staring into his soul and seeing the anticipation in his eyes.  He seemed to want it just as much as I did.

“I’m going to try something,” I said.

“Do it,” Hayden replied immediately.

I pushed my face between his legs and rested it against the length of his cock, jerking him up against me as I closed my eyes.  I could feel the heat of his thickness against me and feel his thin skin slide up against my cheek.

“Oh, nurse Playfrair,” he hushed.

“Oh, honey.”

I rode up on him and opened my mouth, sliding it over that delicious cock of his and immediately relishing the sensation of his stiffness inside me.  Sucking on the stiff crown was like sucking on hard candy.  I drove down over him and slid him to the back of my throat, pulsing my tongue on the underside of his dick.

His knuckles whitened on the arm of the chair and his back straightened.  I pulled back off him slowly and beat his cock in my fist, looking up and delighting in the pleasure in his eyes.

“You like that?” I asked.

He nodded.

“Let me take care of you.”

“Take care of me, nurse Playfair,” he groaned.

I brought my tits close to my fist and continued to jerk him, bouncing my breasts and drawing his eyes.

“You—you can take that off if you like?” he tried.

I gave him a smirk and looked to the door.  I took my hand off his cock and stood up, walking a sexy walk and looking back over my shoulder at him as I twisted the lock.  Hayden’s expression opened in delight and he took his cock in his fist, beating it as he watched me.

I opened the buttons of my blouse and took it off my shoulders, looking down at my big tits as they shook on my chest.  I wasted no time in unclasping the bra, noticing Hayden’s hand jerk faster as my breasts were finally revealed.
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