
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


MILF Sex : 40 Short Stories

*****

[image: ]


Copyright © 2025 by Tori Westwood & Nicki Menage

Kobo Edition

This is a work of fiction. All characters appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.  All characters 18+. 

Get 7 FREE EROTIC STORIES and WEEKLY DISCOUNTED BOOKS when you join my Mailing List - http://eepurl.com/hO8NCr

Adult Reading Material

*****

[image: ]




	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


About This Book

[image: ]




Older MILF women in threesome, breeding, lesbian, anal sex fantasies and more!  If you like mature cougars who know how to satisfy themselves, read about their age gap adventures inside that feature younger women going lesbian for the first time; younger men being wowed by experience as milfs extract multiple releases; older anal virgins getting their cherry broken; matriarchs taking it from both sides in double penetration action; and a whole host of other kinks and fetishes.

Stories Include: ‘First Time Anal With My Lodger,’ ‘Massaged Inside Me,’ ‘Insatiable,’ ‘Double Trouble,’ ‘The MILF Drops By,’ ‘Double Coated,’ ‘MILFs On Parade,’ ‘MILF Taxi,’ ‘The Bimbo B’n’B,’ ‘Royally Screwed,’ ‘Drilled By Him At The Dentist,’ ‘Sex With My Caddy On The Links,’ ‘MILF’s Magic Lamp,’ ‘Sex Club,’ ‘I Showed Our Voyeur Lodger How To Do It,’ ‘Taken By My Medieval Brute,’ ‘Testing The Bed With My Friend’s Son,’ ‘Power Of The Bimbo,’ ‘Her Ex’s Son’s Bountiful Load,’ ‘Play Bunny’s Rewards,’ ‘His Beautiful Thickness,’ ‘Carnival Fever,’ ‘My Cellmate Is My Friend’s Daughter,’ ‘Spying On My Lodger And His Girlfriend,’ ‘Taking My Friend’s Son’s Offer,’ ‘The Librarian Is A MILF Now,’ ‘The Lingerie Effect,’ ‘Play Bunny’s Rewards,’ ‘MILF’s Magic Camera,’ ‘He Can’t Stop Climaxing!’ ‘Anal For His Birthday,’ ‘Cross Pollination,’ ‘The Guy That Joined The Threesome Is My Friend’s Son,’ ‘Taking The Clone Of Her Lodger’s Length,’ ‘Open Wide,’ ‘My Gosh There’s So Much Nut,’ ‘She Caught Me With My Lodger In My Ass,’ ‘MILF’s Love Nut Fiesta,’ ‘Turning Lesbian With Her While Hubby Spies,’ and ‘My Friend’s Son The Optometrist And His Bubbly Assistant.’
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Read An Excerpt
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He gripped my ass, squeezing it hard and pulling me against his stiffness.  It wedged between us and the sensation of it against my stomach squeezed another bout of juices from me.

“I want you,” I told him.

To my amazement Tommy got to his knees before me and started to down my panties.  I had to hide my shock as I watched him remove them and stare straight to my pussy.

Somehow the area had been shaved close, but I don’t remember doing that.  It was smooth and inviting, and Tommy took the invite.

I stared to the heavens, wanting to thank the angels for the job they’d done on my kempt pussy.  Instead, all that left me was a delightedly giddy moan as Tommy’s gentle tongue collided with my folds.

He lurched up into me, pushing his face against my pussy until it smothered him.  My eyes closed and I soared off above the clouds, holding Tommy’s head against me for dear life as he sent me to a place I hadn’t visited in so long.

His tongue was like magic, coaxing a climax out of me like it was a rabbit in the hat.  With a few subtle movements of his mouth and tongue I found my breaths shooting from my lungs and my scalp prickling with excitement.

“Tommy!  Tommy, I’m coming!” I cried, and the boy didn’t let up.

Instead, he kept his intensity, pulling and licking and softly biting at my pussy until it was a swollen mess of excitement.  My clit was charged and ready to explode.  Tommy’s tongue provided the perfect catalyst.

He struck the sensitive node and a torrent of bliss blasted through my body, causing me to wriggle and writhe on his mouth.  He held my hips to keep me on him, pushing his face up against my contracting core and seeming to relish the sensation of it throbbing against his face.

He pushed his tongue as deep as he could, then his hand came up to squeeze the inside of my trembling thigh.

“Fuck!” was all I could utter.

Tommy’s finger slipped up through my drenched core, probing deep and getting gripped by my muscles.  He took it from me and stood up, presenting the soaked finger to my mouth.

I’d have done anything for him in that moment.  The least I could do was grip his wrist and race my mouth over his finger.  He seemed to enjoy me tasting myself.

“I need to come too, Mrs. Carol,” he hushed.

“Don’t you worry, Tommy,” I told him, and I gripped his cock and jerked it slowly.  “I’ll get you what you need.”
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First Time Anal With My Lodger
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My new lodger Kennedy had very quickly decided he didn’t much care for his bedroom’s décor.  I guess the baby-blue color scheme wasn’t exactly fitting for a nineteen year old guy who was on his way to becoming a man.

I’d driven him to the store to get the paint and the tools he needed and even helped him out during the day, but there was no way we’d be finishing this before midnight.

“You can jump in my room tonight,” I said, kind of off-hand.  At the time I didn’t’ really anticipate anything happening.

“I’m fine on the couch,” Kennedy said, stretching his paint-roller up the wall.

He had this kind of athlete’s physique that he'd honed at lacrosse.  He wasn’t necessarily well-built, but he was definitely toned and I kind of envied his body—and coveted it.

At thirty-nine I didn’t exactly have the figure I used to.  I was curvy in all the right places though, I thought.  My ass was well-rounded and toned and my breasts were definitely on the big side.  My stomach could have been a little flatter I guess, but I was doing pretty good.

“Nonsense,” I said.  “There’s plenty of room.”

That much was painfully true.  Since I’d split with my husband I hadn’t exactly had a wealth of guys over to the house.  Kennedy would be the first man in my bed for years and come to think of it, maybe that was where my excitement lay.

“I really don’t mind the couch,” he said, putting his roller down and looking over.

I put the protective glasses up on my head.  “Well I do mind.  I won’t have my new guest sleeping on the couch like a savage.”

Kennedy smiled.  “You look like an idiot,” he joked.

I looked down myself at the white, throwaway jump-suit I’d bought and the dust-mask that hung around my neck.

“So will you after you’re covered in paint,” I teased, hopping across the dust-sheet towards him and swiping the brush playfully at his face.

“Hey!” he shouted, gripping my wrist and squirming away.  We giggled together like we were long-time friends.  I’d definitely missed a man's touch.

“Okay, okay,” he said, calling time.  “If it’ll make you happy I’ll sleep in your bed.”

“That’s right,” I said, walking away as though I’d won.  “And you’ll enjoy it too!”

I wasn’t quite sure what I meant by that statement, but Kennedy laughed anyway.  We finished up as best we could and he bought us a takeaway to celebrate.  Things were pretty dormant until it came to bedtime.

I brushed my teeth in the en-suite, feeling pooped after a hard day’s work.  I had on my night-gown and beneath that just a bra and panties.  Usually I’d be sleeping with nothing on, so Kennedy could think himself lucky I was at least making some effort.

I slipped the gown off my shoulders just as the door of the room opened and Kennedy walked in.  He was wearing his jogging pants and a t-shirt, both of which I knew he never usually wore to bed.

“Whoa,” he said, surprised and about to turn back.

“It’s okay,” I said.  “I’m almost under the sheets.

I slipped beneath the duvet as he covered his eyes.  When there was nothing on show I called out to him.

“It’s okay, you can look,” I teased, peering over the sheets at him.

He shook his head and laughed, moving to the other side of the bed and setting his phone on charge.  He pulled back the corner and was about to join me.

“You’re gonna sleep fully clothed?” I scoffed, looking over at him with surprise.

He looked down himself.  “I’m not fully clothed.”

“Pants and a t-shirt is pretty damn clothed.  You’ll be burning up under here.”

Kennedy let out a sigh.  “What do you suggest?”

“I dunno, wear what you usually wear?” I teased, as though the idea was something novel.

“I usually don’t wear anything,” Kennedy said, and the confession made me swallow hard.

“Well,” I began, slightly flustered.  “Just do that!”

Kennedy seemed surprised that I’d even suggested it.

“Sleep naked next to you?” he asked.

“I didn’t mean naked,” I lied.  “Just take those things off, would you?”

I rolled over as though that was the end of it, but more than anything I was embarrassed.

Behind me I heard him take off his t-shirt and jogging pants, slipping under the duvet and snuggling into the mattress.

He fidgeted back and forth for some time and I stayed deathly still, worried now that any movement towards him might be taken the wrong way.

After a while the fidgeting stopped and I heard his breathing change slightly as he succumbed to sleep.  It’d been a long, hard day so I guess it was only natural, but for the life of me I couldn’t quite drift off the same way he had.

Instead my mind was racing.  I couldn’t get it to switch off and I think it had more than a little to do with the half-naked young man next to me.

I rolled over and looked at him in the half-light, seeing his eyes closed and the serene look on his face.  Gradually I began to slide over towards him, facing my back to him so that I could claim ignorance if he was to wake.

When I felt the touch of his skin against my I froze, tensing my body as I became nervous and excited.  I rolled over onto my side and continued to move towards him until I felt his skin on my bare back.

I stayed there for the moment, closing my eyes and trying in vain to fall asleep.  It was like a battle between my body and my mind.  If I stayed awake much longer then I was going to do something foolish that I’d definitely wind up regretting.  As it happened, it wasn’t me that had to make the move.

As I lay there in a stupor I heard a sudden groan, followed by the shifting of sheets as Kennedy started to roll over towards me.

His arm wrapped over me and his chest snuggled against my back as he began to spoon me, letting out a deep sigh as he settled.

I was scared to even breathe, but it seemed that Kennedy was still fast asleep.  He stared to writhe his hips against me as he got comfortable, but something told me there was much more in his pants than I bargained for.

I couldn’t believe what was happening, but I didn’t want it to stop.  I think that was what I found the most concerning.  As naughty as all of this was, I wanted it.  I wanted it and I wasn’t about to end it by waking him up.

Instead I started to push back against him, letting his naked skin touch mine and nestling that stiff appendage of his between the cheeks of my ass.

I let out a breath and closed my eyes, feeling the arousal build inside me.  I couldn’t fight it.  It had lay dormant for so long that now it was coming to the fore I couldn’t push it back down.

“I want you, Kennedy,” I whispered softly, and truly I hadn’t meant for it to wake him.

He stirred, and mumbled something, seeming taken aback by the position he found himself in.  He lifted his arm off me and started to roll back over, but I gripped his wrist and pulled him back around me.

“Mrs. Dylan?” he whispered, confused.

“Stay here,” I said simply, pulling his arm tighter and placing it across my breasts.

He didn’t seem to struggle much.  He pressed his body back against me and let his hand lie on my tits.

“Good boy,” I continued, and I felt the slightest squeeze from him at my breast.

As he touched me I pushed my ass back against him, dragging it up and down along the thick shaft that I found beneath his boxer-shorts.

No word was said between us as I started to jerk him between the cheeks of my ass.  Instead I felt his breath quicken on my neck as his arousal grew and soon I could feel the subtlest movements from his hips as he started to push himself against me.

I turned from him now and he startled, but I needed to face him when I spoke the next words.

“I want you,” I said simply, holding his face.  In the darkness I could see a twinkle in his eyes and fear in his face.

“You want me?” he asked.  I was sure he knew exactly what I meant but I needed to be clear.

“I want your cock, Kennedy,” I said, then I leaned forwards and gave his lips a kiss.

He seemed even more startled but showed no sign of leaving.

“Can we?” he asked, seeking permission.  “Is it right?”

“Of course we can,” I said again, and this time when I put my lips on his he kissed me back.

In the embrace I began to run my hands over his body, pushing it down his tensed stomach and pulling his toned ass towards me.

Kennedy’s hands landed on me too now, coming to my ass and squeezing it hard as he breathed a deep kiss into me.

“Isn’t it wrong?” he asked, worried about our age gap.

“It’s naughty, I know that,” I whispered.  “But we don’t have to have sex if you don’t want to.”

He held me tight, his hips still pushing against me as though he was slowly fucking the air.  I could tell he wanted something from me.

“Then what can we do?” he asked.

I thought for a moment and then a smirk spread across my face.  “Everything but?”

I could tell he was confused, but when I kissed his face and started to sink beneath the duvet I think things became a little clearer.

I kissed his chest and then rolled over onto him, straddling his body as I moved down it.  His hands came to my sides but I gripped his wrists, pushing them back against the mattress as I continued downwards.

His body was tense and I could see his chest rising and falling quickly as I moved further down.  In between the soft kisses of my lips I could hear the beating of his heart.  He seemed to possess the same nervous excitement as I did.

I kept a hold of his wrists for the moment as I approached the waist of his underwear.  I bit and tugged at it to tease him, moving down over the fabric and continuing my kisses.

Soon it became apparent that the object against my mouth was his stiff, big cock, and I opened my teeth and bit gently either side of it.  He tensed up and wriggled, causing me to giggle and take another playful bite.

I let go of his wrists now and moved my hands to his boxer-shorts, curling my fingers steadily over the top and beginning to pull them downwards.

I felt even more confident in the darkness and perhaps there was something to be had from not being able to see him clearly.  I wondered if I’d have been half as adventurous as this if the room was fully lit.

As I pulled his boxer-shorts downwards I felt the strain of his cock pushing back against the fabric.  When I finally rolled it over his stiffness it moved down much faster and I heard the slap of his dick as it sprang back up against his stomach.

He let out a groan as I freed him and as I pushed the boxer shorts down his legs I let my hair fall over his exposed cock.

I pulled my hair to one side and kissed at his legs as I moved upwards, knowing all too well what awaited me when I arrived.

In the darkness it was tough to get a good measure of what I was dealing with, but when I put my hands around the hilt and lifted his cock off his body I began to find out.

He was thick at the base—too thick to have my fingers meet my thumb—and when I started to kiss up from the hilt I was surprised by just how many pecks I had to give him before I reached the crown.

When I did I flicked my tongue out like a snake, tickling the sensitive underside and enjoying the sound of him squirming against the sheets.

I opened my mouth wide and pushed him inside me, feeling his hand arrive on the back of my head as he let out a long, drawn-out sigh.

“That’s perfect,” he cooed, gently pushing his hips up to feed more of his dick into my mouth.

It struck the back of my throat before my lips could meet my hand at the base.  I jerked upwards as I circled my tongue around the girth.  With a mouth full of his arousal I felt my pussy quickly begin to swell and melt with juices.  There was something insanely hot about having a stiff cock inside your mouth, and to know I was the source of his pleasure made me brim with confidence.

I started to jerk him with more power, pushing his dick into my mouth like I was an animal.  I let my saliva flow freely down his pole, rubbing it into his skin with my fist as I pumped him to life.

Kennedy was breathing faster than ever now and I feared he might explode any second.  I wasn’t sure exactly what his experience was, but I knew very well that when a guy’s breathing like that and wriggling his legs it’s not long before his cock starts to erupt.

I wanted to feel his cum inside me more than anything, but I wasn’t done with him yet.  I slowed my pace, holding him still instead and gently kissing and biting his length like it was a dripping lollipop.

I watched his torso stretch and then saw some light emerge through the duvet.  Just then he pushed the covers off me and I locked eyes with him.  I froze as though I’d been caught red handed, but very quickly I continued my exploration.

“I just had to see,” he said, looking down his body.

I smiled and looked up at him, keeping my eyes locked on his as I opened my mouth wide and sank him inside me.

It wasn’t until I pulled off him that I got a good look at what I was eating.  He had these thick veins pumping life into him, stretching up the long length and disappearing just before the crown.  The tip was a deeper pink, glistening with my spit.  His cock looked just as young as he did somehow.  It was unblemished and new, as though I was the first one to unwrap it.

With the light on me I started to put on a real performance, twisting my grip up and down his pole as I sucked from him.

“Oh, Mrs. Dylan,” he sighed, letting his head fall back against the pillow.

I rose on my knees in front of him now and his eyes came to me once more.  Under his watchful gaze I reached behind myself and unclasped the bra strap, pulling it off my shoulders and letting my big tits fall out.

I cast the bra to one side and started to squeeze my tits as Kennedy looked on.  His expression was one of such surprise that I wondered if he’d ever had a naked woman this close to him before, but perhaps it was the fact that this woman was twice his age that was causing him so much shock.

As I pinched my stiffening nipples I watched his hand move to his dick, and soon he was pushing it through his fist as he watched me.

I brought my breasts together and showed off my deep cleavage, keeping my eyes locked on him as he continued to jerk his dick for me.

I sank my chest towards him and pulled my breasts apart now.  Kennedy seemed to know where I was headed and he angled his cock in-between them.  When he was in position I pushed my breasts together around him and started to bounce them up and down on his dick.

“Fuck,” he said, running a hand through his hair.  “I’ve never done this before.”

“Relax, honey,” I cooed, as though I’d done this a thousand times.  “This won’t be the only thing we do that you’ve never tried before.”

I smirked at him and watched him smile back.  He shook his head and bit his lip, then his focus returned to his cock as I started to drag my tits up and down him.

I kept him held in place and whenever his cock would sprout out from the cleavage I’d give it a kiss or a lick, sending it back through my tits with a fresh wetness that started to lubricate my breasts.

After a few more minutes of this Kennedy’s hand came to my arm and he lifted me off.

“What is it?” I asked, worried that I’d done something wrong.

“I want you,” he said.  “Take off your panties.”

“But Kennedy we can’t,” I said, worried that he meant to fuck me.  Secretly that was exactly what I wanted.

“Not that,” he said.  “I want you to—ahem—sit on me.”

“Sit on you?” I asked.

“On my face,” he clarified, nervously.

I felt the butterflies leave my stomach in an instant and this wave of excitement raced through me.  To hear him ask me to sit on his face was something I never thought would happen in a million years.  Shit, it was rare to hear any guy say it.

I peeled my panties quickly over my ass and Kennedy slid down the bed as I straddled him.  I walked myself up his body as he wriggled downwards and soon I was hanging my sex over him, awaiting his final command.

“Okay,” he said, and as he spoke I could feel his breath drape over the wetness of my sex.  “Sit on me, Mrs. Dylan.”

I dropped on him with a smile, holding the headboard to steady myself.  I sank down on him and I felt his lips against my petals, parting them as my pussy started to envelop his face.

I let out a whimpered cry, holding my tits tight and slowly beginning to grind across his maw.  Kennedy kissed and licked fiercely, stabbing upwards and eating whatever I put on his mouth.

He plunged his tongue deep into my core and I felt my clit rubbing over his nose.  It was stiffening fast as my arousal grew and my nipples became hard enough to cut glass.

I moved my hands down my body and framed my pussy with them, pulling the skin open and planting myself on him.  He drove his tongue as far inside me as I could, giving my forbidden flesh a real work-out as he ate from me.

At times I’d lean forwards and drop down, letting him toy with the hood of my clit.  He’s suck the stiff pearl into his mouth and nibble it with his lips, steadily coaxing the delight from me.  I don’t know how many times Kennedy had done this before, but he seemed like an expert.

I began gasping in air to fuel the desire and with each passing second I moved ever-closer to a fantastic orgasm that rumbled in the background like an approaching storm.  Who needed to be fucked when you could just as easily get-off like this?

“Don’t stop, Kennedy,” I purred, and I brought both of my hands to his head.

I scrunched through his hair and pushed down on to him, dragging my flowing sex across his face as I held my breath and concentrated on the deep sensation of bliss.

His tongue was winding up my slit, pushing my lips apart and tickling at my clit.  He kissed it passionately, breathing hard against me as I suffocated him with my sinful flesh.

I let out a breath and shuddered on him, then I felt the waves of bliss begin to radiate through me with a power I hadn’t experienced in a long time.

“I’m coming, Kennedy,” I mewled, smudging my pussy across his face over and over.

Kennedy opened wide and ate what I gave him, tonguing my core as it contracted with spasms.  I lifted my pussy off him now as it became too sensitive to touch, then my eyes sprang open wide by what he did next.

He lunged upwards into my ass and pointed his tongue towards my knot, pushing it a little way inside and pulling my hips down onto him.

I staggered and dropped on him, dropping my asshole on his mouth as I started to play with my swollen clit.

His tongue wriggled in my butt and it looked as though it was exactly what Kennedy wanted.  The orgasm flowed from me as I fiddled my clit and I could feel my asshole gasping as the tremors crashed through me.

Each time it pulsed wide I felt Kennedy push his tongue into me, eating my asshole with the exact same fervor he’d attacked my pussy with.

I rotated my fingers more slowly over my clit now, calming a little and enjoying the tender, delicious licks of his tongue on my tight muscle.

I was breathing heavily and kind of resting over him, hovering a little but still not ready to lift myself up from his face.

Kennedy was now very delicately circling my asshole with his tongue, bringing a hand up and poking a finger inside as he explored me.

I closed my eyes and concentrated on the strange sensation.  I’d never had anyone put their tongue there before, but Kennedy seemed to dine out on the adventure of it all.  He poked inside me tenderly, as though he was kissing my mouth, and little-by-little my asshole began to relax.

Finally I lifted off him, laying beside him and looking into his eyes with a love I’d never felt for anyone before.

“You’re a naughty boy,” I smiled, holding his face.

He smiled back, his mouth wet with my juices.

“Do you like my ass?” I asked, eager to know more from him.

“I love it,” he enthused simply.

We had done something wild but I wasn’t done yet.  I was giddy with excitement and I felt a special kind of love for Kennedy that I wanted to share with him.

“You know ... ” I began slowly.  “It wouldn’t technically be sex.”

“What wouldn’t?” he asked, propping himself up on an elbow.

“If you fucked my ass,” I said, raising an eyebrow and gauging his reaction.

His face turned serious.  “Do you mean it?” he said.  “Can I?”

I didn’t say a thing to begin with.  Instead I tried to stifle the excited smile, turning my back towards him and pushing back against him.  He spooned me like before, only this time it wouldn’t be quite as innocent.

“Stick it in my asshole,” I said, and Kennedy quickly got himself into position.  I could sense his excited impatience.

He opened his body out from me and gripped his dick with one hand.  He brought it between my cheeks and I helped him by spreading my ass apart so he could venture further inside.

“Is that it?” he asked, and I could feel the tip of his cock at my wet asshole.

“That’s it,” I whispered.  “Push it in.”

He moved forwards, pushing against the skin that seemed for all the world as though it would never relent.

“Keep going,” I urged, my eyes wincing closed.

He forced himself forwards and I pushed back on him, desperate to feel him inside me.  Gradually the tip of his cock stretched my asshole wide and in one quick surge it sprang open under the pressure.

I seized up and tensed.

“Are you okay?” he asked over my shoulder.

I took several deep breaths to calm myself and slowly I felt my tight muscle begin to relax around him.

“I’m fine,” I said coolly, and by way of proof I put my hand on his ass and pushed him in to me.

He fed the rest of his inches inside me slowly, plunging his big cock deep into my naughty asshole.  I’d never been fucked in the ass before but if this was the only way that I could take him, then I wasn’t about to complain.

The sensation was strange at first, kind of like needing to go, but amongst the mystifying urge there was deep pleasure to be had.  I concentrated on it, sending him further inside me until he buried himself to the hilt.

I could feel the pulse of his cock in my rectum, beating inside me reliably as the arousal surged into him.  He was stiff as a rock inside me, which was just as well.  Bursting through my tight sphincter would have been much more difficult otherwise.

I left him there for the moment, taking several deep breaths.  I wriggled my hips, not quite dragging him out of me but instead stirring his cock in my ass.  To feel his thickness winding around inside me was incredible, but I knew what he wanted more than anything.

Gradually I pushed my way forwards, dragging my tight muscle along his cock before letting him send it back inside.

“Fuck me now, Kennedy,” I said simply, sure that I could take it.  “Fuck my asshole.”

He shuffled behind me and put a hand on my hips, beginning to pump out of me as he tested the water.

I felt him cruise through my muscle and I was so tight around him that I could feel each and every ridge and curve of his impressive dick.  It was as though I was jerking him with my asshole and as he fucked me I think he began to realize how good it felt.

“It’s so tight,” he whispered and I started to push back on him to meet his thrusts.

“Give it me,” I begged.  “Fuck my ass, baby!”

Our sinful flesh clapped together over and over and each time he pulled himself out of me I yearned for his return.  He stabbed inside me with a reliable rhythm, gasping behind me and kissing and biting at my neck and shoulder.

“I think I’m gonna ... ” he began, his words staggering out of him.

“Do it inside me,” I begged.  “Cum in my asshole, Kennedy.”

There was something indescribable about feeling someone have an orgasm in your body and I wasn’t about to pass up the moment, despite the mess it would make of me.  Kennedy could come anywhere he damn pleased.

“I’m gonna come,” he warned again, tensing up and fucking me in one final flurry.

“Fill my ass with cum,” I urged, and then I felt him freeze behind me.

There was a silence that followed and in it I felt the swell of his cock in my ass.  It seemed to throb one last time and soon after there followed a tremendous, heady groan from Kennedy.

“Oh, Mrs. Dylan,” he cried, and I felt the first warm pulse of his hot love fire up inside my asshole.

“Give it me,” I moaned, pushing back against him and sending him deeper still.  “Give me every last drop.”

He continued to cry out in pleasure and each time the volume of his moan rose there followed another rope of hot cum.  He sent lashings of his love inside me, pulsing out along his shaft and careening into the depths of my naughty ass.

When I’d felt the last of him ooze inside me I held him there for a moment.  He kissed lovingly at my shoulder, as though I’d just given him the most fantastic of gifts.

Slowly I moved forwards, feeling his sticky cock squirm its way out of me.  I pinched my asshole closed and freed myself of him, trapping his glossy, plentiful seed inside me.

“Oh, Kennedy,” I cooed, turning in the bed to face him.  “Was that good?”

“Amazing,” he said simply, and I held his face and kissed him with pride.  I had been so utterly pleased by him that it filled me with a wholesome love to have pleased him back.  I didn’t care one bit that it meant surrendering my asshole for the first time.  If anyone was going to fuck my forbidden knot, I was glad it was him.

“Quite the decorator,” I joked, and then I saw a confused look on his face.  “You’ve painted my ass with your cum.”

He seemed almost embarrassed by the corniness of the joke, but he laughed anyway and I did too.  I guess it kind of eased the tension.

I hugged him tight and felt the warmth of his seed deep inside me.  There was something so satisfying about it that it made me sleepy in an instant.  Whether it was the orgasm or the sharing of our forbidden love I couldn’t be sure, but I somehow felt at peace wrapped in his arms like that.

In his embrace I drifted off to sleep without a care in the world.

THE END
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Massaged Inside Me
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You know those days when you just feel kind of naughty?  The days when all you can think about is getting well and truly stuffed, thinking that you deserve it?  Well today was one of those days.  What wasn’t quite typical though, was that my desperate cravings came to a head under the magical hands of my lodger Luke, who himself was at that age where everything was a turn-on—even massaging your own mature, housemate.

But I’m getting ahead of myself.  We should start back at the beginning of the day so you can really see how things got to where they did.

I started before I even woke up.  The dream that night had been the most debauched I’d ever had.  It featured a host of greased up, muscled bodies, writhing in a pit that I was part of.  It was a damned free-for-all, with hands reaching out left and right to grab whatever parts of sinful flesh they could.  The part that jolted me from the fantasy was when two of the faceless, buff bodies took an arm each and pinned me down while another slammed his big, oiled cock right into my virginal asshole.

I didn’t know what it felt like and I guess that’s why my brain struggled to continue the fantasy.  Rather than fill in the blanks I found myself gasping up out of bed and breathing heavy as I stared at the wall while reality slowly dripped back to me.

I was safe in my own bedroom.  The spot beside me was still warm from where my husband had lay, but it didn’t look bright enough outside yet for me to rise.  He would already be on his way to work and I had the day off to get in some last-minute training for an event at the weekend.

I fell back into the plush, soft sheets and wrapped them around me, smiling now that I knew it was all just part of my imagination.  But I couldn’t shake the thought.  I reached a hand behind me and slid up the bottom of my night gown, rubbing on the big cheeks of my ass and then slowly venturing inside.

My eyes closed and my mind flashed back to the sinful dream, picturing a cohort of pleasure-seekers goading on one of their own as he slid himself deep into my ass.

I pressed my finger around the knotted muscle, teasing the sensitive rim and surprising myself at how good it felt.  With a breath I calmed myself, trying my best to relax as my finger bent and pointed straight towards the forbidden aperture.

“Mrs. Bates?” came a sudden voice, coupled with a knock.

My lodger Luke pushed open my bedroom door and I quickly moved my hand away from my ass, sitting up in bed and looking towards him.

“What is it, honey?”

“I’m just about to leave for work,” he said, leaning into the room.  I could make out his smart, green polo-shirt.  “Are we still on for later?”

I’d almost forgotten.  “Of course,” I said, rubbing at my eyes.  “Can’t wait.”

Luke smiled.  “Be good to show you what I do.”

“I’ll be there.”

“See you then, Mrs. Bates.”

He disappeared back out of the room and I let out a deep sigh, putting a hand across my forehead.  I couldn’t believe it slipped my mind.  Luke had promised me a massage to help me prepare for the charity run this weekend.  It was all hands to the pump to make sure I got a good time, since the company I worked for was offering a hundred dollars for every minute I got below the previous year’s time.

With a sigh I rose from my bed, knowing that if I stayed there much longer I’d wind up losing an hour to my own sexual urges, which seemed intent on exploring the places I never dared to before.

A quick shower and some breakfast later and I was well into my day, driving out to the local super-store to get the ingredients for dinner that night.  I’d offered to cook since I had the day off.

As I sauntered around the store I found the urges of that morning coming back to haunt me.  At one point I held a carrot in my hand, daydreaming with my fist around its length, imagining how it might feel if I—

“Laura?” came a sudden voice, and I shook my head and turned towards it.

“Marie,” I smiled.  She and I used to work out before I changed my gym.

“How the hell have you been?”

“Good,” I said.  “Good.  You?”

“Never better,” she said, holding her arms out.  I looked down her svelte frame and felt a pang of envy.  She’d always been thinner than me.

“You look great!”

“New regime,” she said.  “No more junk food.  I’m treating my body right.”

“That’s the spirit,” I smiled, already running out of things to say.

“Speaking of treating my body,” she said, leaning in and nudging me with her elbow.  “I saw Luke the other day.  He is quite the masseuse.”

“Masseur,” I corrected.

“There’s dynamite in those fingers of his.”

Marie’s shoulders shook and she let out a heady groan.

“I’m seeing him tonight,” I said.

She leaned in closer.  “Get him to massage your back,” she said.  “He likes that.”

I leaned back and looked her up and down.

“Sorry,” she said.  “I mean, he’s good at it.”

“Take care, Marie,” I said, moving away with my shopping-cart.

“Bye,” she said, turning to watch me leave.  I couldn’t believe she thought it was acceptable to talk about him like that; painting lurid pictures of him with his hands all over her back and ass.

‘I wonder if it excites him,’ I thought, shaking my head soon-after.  ‘Come on, Laura,’ I said to myself.  ‘You mustn’t start thinking like that again.’

It had been a year since a therapy session had brought up some pretty deep stuff.  Luke lived with us from the age of eighteen after his parents kicked him out.  I’d started to have these cravings about him that I’d worked hard to suppress, eventually vanquishing them completely.  Or so I thought.

I pulled my phone from my handbag and wrote out a text to Luke, apologizing that I couldn’t make it tonight.  My finger hovered over the send button, stroking beside it.  I cancelled the messaged and put my cell back in my bag.  I couldn’t move past it if I kept avoiding it.  Tonight would be the real test.

At the checkout I saw Marie again and she hurried over with her basket.

“Sorry about earlier,” she said, putting a hand on mine.  “I didn’t mean for it to come out like that.”

“It’s okay,” I said.  “I understand.”

“It’s just with him being nineteen now and becoming a man, I thought you’d like to know how—handsome he is.  How handsome we all find him.”

My eyes narrowed.  “You all?”

“Well, yes,” she said. “His clients.  He’s quite the dreamboat amongst us.”

“Have any of you ... ever ...?”

Her eyes bulged. “Oh gosh, no.  Jeez.  We wish!”

I shot her a look again and she composed herself.

“Sorry.  No, none of us have—uhm—been there.”

“Good to know,” I smiled, letting it linger on her as she became uncomfortable again.

“I’ll just let you—”

“Thanks, Marie.”

In the parking-lot I found myself idly wondering about him all over again.  It was nice to know that he hadn’t mixed business with pleasure around such attainable, mature women like Marie.  Some guys liked that sort of thing, I’d heard.

After eating lunch I made my way to the gym, hoping to run off some of this sexual energy that I found bundled up inside me suddenly.  My feet pounded the treadmill and I imagined covering the miles and beating last year’s time.

I was basically doing everything I could to take my mind off the massage later, but the more I tried the more I wound up thinking about it anyway.  It was no use.

I put on an audiobook in the shower, hoping that it would drown out the pervading thoughts.  Instead I found myself blocking it out and dining out on a fantasy that had taken root now, deep in my mind.  I tried to remember the techniques that my old shrink had bestowed, but none of them seemed to be working.  I started to think the best way of ridding myself of it all was to give in to it.

The seconds passed by and became hours and suddenly I was only minutes away from jumping up on Luke’s table and letting him have his way with me.  Before I knew it I was rapping on the door of his new, private treatment room.

Luke Crawford, the name-plate on the door read.

Suddenly it opened and I saw the innocent, smiling face of his looking back at me with a warm, welcoming expression that made me melt immediately.

“Mrs. Bates,” he smiled.  “Come on in.”

I walked steadily into his treatment room.  It was clean and professional looking.  No less than I expected from Luke.

“Right,” he said, clapping his hands together.  “Strip off.”

My eyes flashed wide in his direction.

“I can’t massage you with your clothes on.”

“Of course,” I said, putting down my bag.

“Just relax,” he said, putting an arm on my shoulder.  “No-one’s interrupting us here.”

I smiled.

“You are wearing underwear aren’t you?”

I laughed, dropping my head.  “Yes, I’m wearing underwear.”

He rubbed my arm and laughed with me.  “It’s fine.  It’ll feel good, Mrs. Bates.  I promise.”

Beneath my cardigan and jeans I wore a sports bra and tight trunks, hoping that the both of them would be enough for him to work around.  I didn’t want to reveal too much.

When he turned back and saw me he seemed taken aback.

“Is this alright?” I asked, spreading out my arms and looking down at my mature figure.

“Y—yes,” he said, suddenly out of words.  He let out a nervous laugh.  “I just didn’t know you looked so good under there.”

He turned back to his oils and I smiled wryly, looking down at my body and feeling a certain satisfaction.  I wanted to phone Marie and tell her what he said so I could rub her nose in it.  ‘Luke likes my body!’ I imagined shouting.

“If you’d like to jump up on the table here, Ma’am,” Luke said, dimming the lights just a little and rubbing some oil into his hands.

“On my back?”

“On your front,” Luke said, and then I remembered what Marie had said.

I climbed steadily onto the table and he held out a hand to help as I lay flat against the cushioned surface, fitting my head into the hole and staring down at the pristine floor.

“I’ll give you the full treatment,” Luke said, and I watched his sneakers walk around the table as he assessed me.

“Excited for the weekend?” he asked, beginning at my shoulders.

He pinched and pushed into my skin, instantly easing out some of the tension that I’d been feeling across them.

“Kind of,” I said, letting out a breath.  “Kind of nervous too.”

“I can feel it,” he said.  “You’d be amazed at some of the things your muscles will tell me.”

I swallowed nervously.  I hoped they didn’t tell him the whole story.

“These straps are kind of in the way,” Luke said.  “Mind if I take them down?”

“They don’t go down so easy.”

“Okay,” Luke said.  “I can work around it, kind of.”

“I could take it off,” I said without thinking.

“That’d be good,” Luke said.  “I just can’t really get to everywhere with it on.  I won’t look, I promise.”

I watched his feet turn away from the table and I quickly gripped the bottom of the garment, fighting it up over my head and then tossing it forwards towards the chair.  I could feel the fabric of the massage-table against my big tits as I relaxed back against it.

“All done,” I said.

He turned back to me.  “Much better,” he said, and then those warm, magic hands fell against my bare skin.

It was like sinking into a warm bath.  It was instantly relaxing and intoxicating.  His oiled fingers smoothed over me, working out the tension in my muscles that had built throughout the week.

“I saw Marie today,” I said.

“Oh?”

“She said she’d been coming to you.”

“A few of your friends do,” Luke said.

“You never told me that.”

His hands pushed down my side, curving around my rib cage and teasing briefly at the flesh of my tits beneath my armpits.

“I didn’t think you needed to know,” he said.

“Got something to hide?” I smirked.

“No,” he said.  “Nothing like that.  I’m a professional.”

“Shame,” I said, and then I pursed my lips with a worried look when I realized exactly what I was insinuating.

There was a silence now and all that could be heard was his oiled hands washing over my skin.  Eventually he spoke.

“What did she say?”

“Marie?”

“Yeah.”

“Oh.  Just that you were very good at your job.”

“That’s nice,” he said.  “She’s nice, Marie.”

“You like her, huh?”

“Not like that,” he laughed.

“Come on,” I said.  “She’s a pretty woman.  It’s okay to like an older woman.”

“I don’t know about that,” he said dismissively.

“As long as you’re not thinking of marrying her.  You can fantasize.  We all do ...”

I found my mind wandering again to sinful thoughts of Luke.  With his hands all over my naked body it was easier to imagine doing something naughty.  I was struggling to fight off the urges now.

“I don’t mind an older woman,” he said.  I gulped and hoped he couldn’t hear it.  “Jeez, you’re tense.”

“Is that your fantasy?”

He pressed his fingers harder against me.  “One of them.”

“It’s younger guys, for me,” I said, feeling more relaxed.  “Don’t get me wrong—I love my husband—but sometimes the idea of a buff, young stud having his way with me is just too much.”

Luke laughed.  “You meet many of those?”

“Only one,” I whispered.

Luke’s hands were at the small of my back now and he was pressing his fingers into the muscle and dancing his way along, getting ever-closer to the waist of my tight trunks.

“Why’d you wear these,” he asked, tugging at them suddenly.

I shrugged.  “I didn’t think you’d be going down there.”

“Hey, you wanted the treatment, right?”

I swallowed hard again, thinking back to the morning when my finger had been around my ass and Luke had interrupted.

“Come on,” he said now.  “I’ll turn around again and you can take those off.”

“I don’t know, honey,” I said, biting at my lip and staring down at the floor.

“Marie does it,” he said.  “All my clients do it.  It’s nothing sexual.”

“Not for you, maybe,” I said.

“Look it’s up to you.”

I moved my hands to the waist of my trunks and pushed beneath them.  Luke made a noise and then I watched as his feet turned away from the table again.  I pushed it down over my ass and then he turned back to face the table.

“Let me help,” he said, realizing I was struggling.

My face pointed downwards and I concentrated on the sensation of his hands as they peeled down my panties and brushed over my smooth legs.

My naked ass was pointing straight up at him and I tried to keep telling myself it was all part of his job.  I imagined him staring straight into my sinful ass and my mind started to wander towards those sinful urges.  Luke’s hands came back to me and I flattened my legs against the table.

“That’s better,” he sighed, smoothing over me in long, flowing strokes that made increasing advances over my ass each time.  “We need to do these muscles too.”

Suddenly he had a hand on each ass-cheek and he was pushing it back against me, splitting open my crease so that there was nowhere now for me to hide.

“I—uh,” I shrieked suddenly, fidgeting.

“It’s okay, Mrs. Bates,” he insisted again.  “It’s what I do.”

His hands pushed back again and I raised my hips off the table, pointing back towards him as I felt the aching arousal blossom inside me.  All of the thoughts of the day came to a head as I pushed back against his firm hands that slipped gently inside the cleavage of my butt.

“Put it inside me,” I hushed.

“You want that?” Luke asked, as though he’d been driving towards that too.

“Put it in my ass,” I begged.  “I want to feel what it’s like.”

Luke’s finger teased inside and I could hear him take a breath through his clenched teeth.  His oiled digit tickled over my knot, magically relaxing it in an instant.

“This what you want?” he said, leaning against the table.

I closed my eyes to concentrate on his touch.  Without seeing him it was easy to imagine the finger belonged to another person; a person that wasn’t my nineteen-year-old lodger.

“Yes,” I groaned.  “I want you to treat me special.  Not like the others.”

Luke pushed his finger inside me and I let out a deep groan as I felt him creep into my virginal asshole.  It tightened around him and he wriggled it inside, pulling it back out quickly and circling the outside of it again.

“Feel good?” he asked.

“You’ve got magic fingers, honey,” I swooned.  “You know, that’s the first thing I’ve ever had in my ass.”

“It is?” Luke said, intrigued.

“You were the first,” I smiled, biting my lip.

Luke pressed his finger back into me and my mouth opened in a silent moan.  It ached from my throat eventually, sounding like a painful pleasure.

“That’s it,” he said carefully, pumping his finger through my knot.

I licked over my lips and furrowed my brow as I grew accustomed to the sensation.  It felt incredible, but it felt too as though I could take more.

Luke pulled out of me and I hummed a sigh, then I heard him fidgeting beside the table.  He moved around to the head of it and started to work my shoulders, then he bent his knees and I marveled as his naked, erect cock came into view, pointing up towards the hole of the massage table.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

“This is what I want,” he said, as though it was favor-for-a-favor.

His cock looked beautiful.  It was long, thick and pure, only a few inches away from my mouth.  An embossed vein stretched along the top of it, disappearing as it approached the soft-pink, cut crown. 

“Can I?” he said, moving his hands over me.

“Put it in my mouth” I begged.

Luke pushed his hips forward under the table and I lost focus on his length, opening my mouth and feeling it bounce off my lips as he pressed into me.

I felt his flesh fill my mouth.  It was stiff, all because of me.  My tongue pulsed along the underside of him as he gave me everything he could offer.

“Fuck,” he groaned, circling his thumbs across my shoulder blades.

It was tough to give him everything I had to offer and when he finally pulled away from me I lifted my face up off the cushion and looked at him directly.  With my face in the pillow it was easier to pretend, but now the whole thing suddenly became real.

Luke stood there with his shorts open and his big, pristine, wet cock jutting out.  It was strange to see both his face and his engorged cock in one image.  It was a sight I’m sure few mature women ever saw.

It dawned on me too that I was completely naked, lying on his massage table like a vulnerable show-piece.

I stepped down carefully and knelt in front of him without a word.  It felt as though there was nothing I could say to make everything seem normal.

He looked down into my eyes and I looked up into his pure, innocent face.  My hand came up and gripped around his flesh, then I closed my eyes and opened my lips over him again.

This time I plunged him deeper, sending him right to the back of my tight throat and twisting my mouth off him as I sucked.  With my experience I knew that I was giving Luke a taste of something he might never have had before.  No woman his age sucked cock as good as I did.

I started to work my head over him, bobbing back and forth and stroking his thighs as his breaths became faster and louder.  I looked up at his head that faced the ceiling as he moaned.

“Oh, Mrs. Bates,” he whimpered, starting to move his hips.

I kept my mouth where it was and Luke started to fuck through it, forcing his cock into my face like the depraved, mature slut that I knew I was deep down.  To feel his prowess in my mouth and know that he was stiff and ready all because of me started to make my pussy weep for him.  But that wasn’t where I wanted him.  I’d already decided that.

I kept my lips over him for several more minutes, treating him to my dirty mouth before biting gently down his shaft and sucking on his smoothly shaven balls.

“I want this fucking cock,” I groaned, beating it against my face as I gnawed on the hanging fruit below.

“I want you to have it,” he cried back.  “I want to fuck you, Mrs. Bates.  I’ve wanted to fuck you for so long.”

“Is that why you poke your head in every morning?” I said wryly.  “Hoping to catch me doing something I shouldn’t?”

He was suspiciously quiet.

“You know,” I began, beating him in my fist, “before you came in this morning I was playing with my ass.”

“You were?!”

I nodded.  “I was imagining what it might feel like to have a big, hard cock in there.”

“You’ve—you’ve never ...?”

“Never,” I smiled, closing my eyes and sucking his flesh one last time.

I stood up in front of him and jerked him in an upturned hand.

“Do you think you could do that for me?”

He nodded.

“Use these oils you’ve got here and slide that thick cock right into my tight asshole.”

Luke groaned at my sinful words, moving away quickly for one of his bottles.

I put my palms on the massage table and turned away from him, looking back over his shoulders and splitting my legs wide.

“I want to feel you honey,” I said, watching as he scrambled his shorts off over his sneakers.

He pulled his polo-shirt up over his head and popped open the bottle he’d just selected, squeezing it over his cock.

“That’s it,” I groaned, twisting around so I could watch him wash the oil over his length.  It looked ten times more delicious.

“Don’t forget to lube my ass too,” I said, wiggling my hips for him as he looked on.

He came forwards with purpose, squirting the oil straight onto my ass and letting it run around the curves.  He targeted the cleavage and the warm liquid flowed down over my asshole.  Just before it dripped off me he ran it back up along the groove with two fingers, circling my ass before driving both digits straight through my knot.

“Fu-uuck,” I groaned, experiencing what it might be like to get it for real.  “Oh, that’s good.”

I pushed back against him, letting him know that I could handle even more.

“Stick it in me, baby,” I groaned, looking back and holding his face.

He brought his lips to mine and kissed me as I felt the smooth, oiled head of his cock sliding up and down along my ass.

I gripped the barrel in my fist and held him against the muscle, pushing back and feeling it gasp slowly over him.

“There,” I said, and Luke took his cue to push forwards.

Suddenly I felt the thick girth penetrate me, widening my asshole to a point that it had never reached before.

“Arrggh,” I grunted, but the pain felt good.  It told me that he was feeding his young, hard cock into me.  What woman could feel bad about that?

“Oh, it’s fucking in,” Luke said, pushing forwards until I felt his hips on my big oiled ass.

“Where is it?” I asked, wanting to hear him say it.

“It’s in your ass,” he cried.

“Whose ass?”

“Mrs. Bates’s ass,” he said.  “My cock is in your asshole, Mrs. Bates.”

“Yes, baby,” I mewled.  “Yes it is.”

I started to bounce on him and Luke stood there, catatonic from the sensation that he’d never experienced before.

It was strange for me too.  Each time he plunged deep I felt him at the pit of my stomach, as though he was performing some kind of invasive surgery, but the pleasure was undeniable.

When his cock surged through my tight ring I could feel him in my pussy and the stretching of my muscle over his girth felt good every single time.  His cock seemed to get wider in the middle and it was at that point that he was at his most satisfying.

“Now you know what I want most of all?” I asked, looking back to him with a fuck-drunk, lusty gaze.

“What is it?” he asked, looking down as my asshole rushed over his cock again and again.

“Your cum, honey,” I breathed.  “I want your hot cum in my ass.  I want to feel you explode in my ass.  Do you think you can do that?  Can you come in my asshole?”

He let out a pleasured moan that told me that he might not even have time to answer.

“Do you want that?” I asked.  “Do you want to come, Luke?”

“I want to, Mrs. Bates,” he groaned.  “So fucking bad.”

“Do it,” I urged.  “Grab my hips and show me just how you like it.”

Luke put his oiled hands on my waist and started to bounce into me, slamming himself again me and pushing me into the table.  My tits shook on my chest and I groaned and grunted with satisfaction.

Each thrust sent his cock deep, hitting a spot of pleasure that I relished more and more every time it was stimulated.

He moved quick, rushing through the tight O of my asshole and working himself into a frenzy that was only going to end one way.

His moans became more primal, grunting and thrusting as though he was giving it every last ounce of effort.

“Give it me,” I cried, knowing he was close.

“Oh, fuck!”

“Give me your fucking cum.  Please, Luke.  Please.  Please give it me!  Please!”

I became more desperate as the moment approached, becoming naughtier and dirtier with each passing stroke.

“Fire it in my ass,” I begged.  “Shoot your fucking cum in my asshole.”

He became more animated, finishing with a flurry that quickly trailed off as he started a long moan.

“Now,” I insisted.  “Give me that cum now.”

I felt his cock throb in the grasp of my muscle, and then I felt the rushing heat as it blasted from his balls and fired up inside my warm, forbidden asshole.

“Ohhh, yeeeesss!” I groaned, sitting back against him and sending him deeper.

Luke was panting out his moaning breaths, no doubt in disbelief.  I worked my ring over him now, jerking it from the hilt to the top of his cock and squeezing each lashing from him.

More and more thick ropes fired into me as though he was dispensing his own oil.  The ridges of his cock worked it through me until he was massaging the inside of my ass with his slick pole, like it was his intention all along.  He said he’d give me the full treatment and here I was.

“Oh, Mrs. Bates,” he groaned back.

I pushed back, working my hips on him until I was sure that I’d pulled every drop he had to offer from his young, virulent cock.

I eased forward, opening my mouth wide as I felt the bulbous crown pop back out of my asshole.  I barely lost a drop.  It closed airtight behind him quickly, trapping that sinful, pearlescent evidence deep inside me out of sight.

I turned to him and looked at his face.  It was a picture of pleasure, tinged with regret.  All I could feel was satisfaction.

I held his face and kissed him passionately on the lips, holding his cock gently in my hands and running the tip of my thumb back and forth along him.

“That was fucking amazing,” I whispered, kissing his lips again and this time feeling his tongue in my mouth.

I hugged him close and kissed him over and over, leaving wet pecks on his face before pulling away and looking again at him.

“You’re a treasure, you know that?”

He nodded, finally looking at me.  A smile broke on his face.

“This won’t be the last time,” I said, kissing his lips again.  “When my husband leaves for work again tomorrow I want you to come and join me in bed.  I want you beside me.  I want this again, okay?”

Luke tried to hide a bigger smile.  “Okay,” he said.

“You naughty man.”

He blushed and turned away for his shorts.

“I think we should finish this here, don’t you?”

Luke agreed and I replaced my clothes as he tidied up, avoiding looking at me for the moment.  I think it would take some time for us both to become comfortable with what just happened.

I thought about Marie and how I’d beat her to the punch, claiming him before she even had chance.  Part of me wanted to meet her again in the store and gloat about how I’d taken my lodger’s thick, delicious seed in my asshole.  I just wanted to see the look on her face.  Oh, how I wish I could confess.

“I’ll see you at home,” I said finally when I’d dressed.  “I’m cooking your favorite tonight.”

I walked up to him and left a kiss on his lips.  Luke leant on the table and watched me leave.  He had this look of quiet disbelief on his face but he looked pleased with himself.  So he should be.  He’d given me a gift that I’d never forget.

For the rest of the afternoon I felt that warm, delicious seed of his creeping out of my ass and reminding me of what we’d done.  It was the gift that kept on giving.

THE END



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Insatiable
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Fuck, I was horny.  I was horny all the time.  Almost all of my waking hours would be spent deep in sinful thought.  In between work I’d fantasize about being ravaged by the perfect man.  I always pictured a rugged, mature, commanding Adonis to conquer me and satisfy all of my urges.  In my head he was the yin to my yang, but in my experience that type of guy just didn’t exist.

It’s ridiculous, I know.  Guys are horny all the time, right?  Nope!  Sure for a few weeks they can satisfy me, but soon they want something deeper and more meaningful, and that wasn’t what I was looking for.  I had to find someone special.

The longer my sex drought continued the more desperate I became.  I’d look at store clerks or door-to-door salesman and imagine fucking them.  It was as though my mask of sanity was slipping.  The only thing I had left to temper the urges was masturbating.  Things were really getting desperate.

And then he arrived.

Justin was the son of a close friend who’d found herself on hard-times.  Although he was nineteen she didn’t want to leave him to fend for himself but she couldn’t afford to support him.  So I decided to take him in and help the both of them out.

Now my masturbation sessions were clandestine.  They were done in my room after dark, with careful precision and the quietest moans imaginable.  It was a real in-and-out job, if you’ll pardon the expression, but it was never long before I was horny for more.

Justin was a good kid, but I guess he’d gone a little wayward while he lived with Sharon.  He’d grown out his facial hair and started hitting the gym to get muscles like his absent father.  It had worked.  His pecs were always barely contained by his tight t-shirts.  On more than one occasion I’d found myself desperately trying to separate the body from the man in order to enjoy a fantasy or two, but his face would always interrupt and I’d be left with a deep, shameful conflict.  I can’t masturbate over my friend’s son, can I?

What I hadn’t realized, of course, was that Justin was in the house doing the exact same thing.  I guess I’d forgotten what nineteen year old guys are like.  Turns out, they’re horny all the time too.

I didn’t realize straight away but the clues were there.  He’d come downstairs looking like he’d just done a work-out and I was constantly replacing toilet-paper.

It came to a head when I was retiring to bed late one night.  As I passed his room I could hear the sound of a moaning woman.  It sounded distant.  I stopped in the hallway and focused on it.

It was unmistakable, of course.  I’d listened to the same thing countless times.  It was the sound of porn.

I stayed here a moment longer, and to my shame I heard Justin’s low grunts.  He was clearly enjoying himself.

The sound of it all made me crazy horny.  In around ten seconds flat I’d rushed to my room and taken off my panties.  I was reclined on the bed, running my fingers down my groove and imagining Justin watching porn and playing with himself.

I didn’t even stop to think how wrong it was, I just went with it.  My pussy swelled with arousal and my clit stiffened.  My breaths quickened and I stifled my groans as I approached climax.

It tore through me violently.  I wriggled on the bed, desperately trying to keep it in check.  With Justin only down the hall it would have been all too easy to alert him.  I mean, shit, I’d just heard him doing exactly the same.

I came out the other side of my orgasm with calming, deep breaths.  I rolled over on the bed and hummed contently, then the gravity of it all dawned on me.  It wasn’t normal to masturbate to Justin like that, was it?

I stared at the ceiling, looking beyond it in a daze.  What did it all mean?  Was I a bad person?  The thoughts didn’t linger long.  Eventually I drifted off to sleep.

The next morning I went downstairs to make breakfast.  After around twenty minutes Justin arrived.  I couldn’t even look at him.

“Sleep well?” I asked.

He grunted.  “Not too bad.  You?”

“Pretty well.  I was out like a light.”

I heard him scratch his stubble.  “I stayed up late watching movies.”

My eyes spread wide.  “Anything good?”

“Nothing special.”

I looked at him finally.  “As long as you enjoyed yourself.”

The second I saw him I had flashbacks of the night before.  In my fantasy he’d been sprawled out on his bed, staring down at his laptop screen as he shuffled his fist over that glorious cock of his.  If the rest of him was anything to go by, then I imagined his cock must have been amazing.  Shit, I was doing it again!  I felt the tingle of arousal start to blossom.

“Can I get you anything?” I asked.

“I’m fine,” Justin said.

He moved in front of me and reached to the cupboard for a bowl.  He was close enough to touch.  My hand gripped at the countertop and my body turned tense.

“Everything okay?” he asked noticing how strangely I was behaving.

“Uh-huh.  I must still be tired.”

“You can go back to sleep you know.  It’s Saturday.  Relax.”

But I couldn’t relax.  I’d only been awake for half an hour and already my body was a simmering, horny mess.

“Are you working today?”

“I’ve got the day off,” Justin said.

“Anything planned?”

“Nope,” he said proudly.  “Today is a ‘me’ day.”

Shit.  A whole day of feeling horny with no good way to satisfy myself.

I tried hard to hide my distress.  “Sounds good.”

The whole way through breakfast and for the rest of the day the naughty thoughts of Justin continued unabated.  The urge to touch myself was almost unbearable, but against the odds I made it to nightfall.

I shut everything off downstairs and tried to temper myself as I walked to my bedroom.  I wanted to outright run, but I didn’t want to rouse him.

As I passed his room though I could hear that he was already pretty roused.  The sound of porn played again and above it came the groans and moans of Justin, much less reserved than the night before.

I froze in the hallway, feeling my pussy swell in response.  His cries were like a siren calling me to the rocks.  I couldn’t resist them.

I gave a single knock on his door and then entered quickly.  I wanted to catch him, but I had no idea what state I’d be catching him in.

I saw first his shocked expression staring back at me aghast.  My eyes ran down his naked, muscled body to see the tip of his cock poking out from some black fabric that he held around it in his fist.

“Diane!?”

He moved his hand away quickly and tried to pull up the duvet.  The black garment fell to the floor and I recognized it immediately to be a pair of my panties.

“Justin?  Are they mine?”

I bent to the floor and pinched them in my fingers.  I held them up to him.

“I—I found them,” he stuttered.

“You found them in the house.  In my house.”

“I didn’t know they were yours!”

“Who else could they belong to?”

He swallowed nervously.

“Have you been jerking off with my panties?”

Again, silence.

“You can tell me, Justin,” I said, and I perched on the edge of his bed.

He pulled the duvet up around and waited nervously.

“I don’t mind, you know,” I told him.  “I’ve been doing some pretty naughty things myself.

He looked cautious and intrigued.  “Like what?”

I decided to go for broke and see where it got me.  “I’ve been having these thoughts ...”

“What kind of thoughts?”

“Naughty thoughts.  Thoughts that a woman shouldn’t be thinking ... about a man half her age.”

Justin’s eyes lit up.  “About me?”

I nodded.

“What are they?”

“You don’t want to know.”

“I do,” he said, sitting up in bed.  “I really do.”

“Just the craziest thoughts, Justin.  Thinking about you in ways that I shouldn’t.”

“Maybe we’ve been having the same thoughts?”

“What do you think about?”

He turned sheepish.  Neither of us wanted to be the first to outright say it.

“You can say it,” I urged, touching the covers above his leg.  “Tell me what you think about.”

“I ... I think about ... us.  Together.  Doing ... things.”

I closed my eyes and felt the lust build.  “Say it, Justin.  Please say it.”

“I think about fucking you.”

I exhaled long and deep.  It was the confession that I’d dreamed of hearing.

“I think about fucking you too,” I told him.  “I thought about coming into this room and taking your cock.  I thought about it inside me.”

Again Justin swallowed but his nerves were abating.  The cards were out on the table.

“Tell me how you’d do it,” I pleaded.

“How I’d ... fuck you?”

I nodded.

“I always picture you on top,” he said.  “I picture myself staring up at your naked body as you bounce on me.”

“Oh, Justin,” I hushed.

I moved my hand up his leg slowly squeezing his thigh.  He seemed tense, as though I was close to touching the prize beneath.

“What else do you imagine?” I asked.

“I imagine you pulling back the duvet and sucking on my hard cock.”

He’d played the ball right into my side of the court.  It was do or die, but I’d made the decision before I even walked into the room.

I pulled back the duvet and uncovered him all over again.  Justin watched me as I looked to his cock.  It was as stiff as when I’d entered, stretching up from his midriff and lying on his stomach in wait.

“Is that what you want?” I asked.

He nodded.  “Do it.”

“I wouldn’t want to disappoint.”

I pulled his cock off his stomach and stood it upright.  I could feel his pulse in the thick barrel.  He was clean-cut and fresh-looking.  It looked out of place and almost surreal.

Justin shuffled himself over on the bed and I dropped down towards him.  This was it.  This was the moment I’d been craving.

I didn’t even hesitate.  In one fluid motion I opened my lips around him and drove him to the back of my throat.  The groan that escaped him sent a shockwave through me.  To hear his heady moans and know that they were because of me felt like a privilege.

I felt him at the top of my throat and with several inches of his cock left unclaimed it really hit home what I was dealing with.

When I realized his true size I felt my pussy turn damper still in preparation.  I wasn’t going to leave the room without being satisfied, but first I wanted to fulfill Justin’s fantasy.

“That feels so good, Diane,” he groaned.

“I know, sweetie.”

I kissed my way down his shaft and started to lick at his balls.  He opened his legs to let me in and soon I was rifling my fist along his stiffness as I sucked on his fruit.

His moans told the story.  He was squirming above me in pleasure.  I took a look up at his face to see his eyes closed as he enjoyed me.

In that moment I couldn’t believe what I was doing.  I was staring up at a guy half my age while his balls were in my mouth, and I had no intention of stopping.  All the months I’d waited and I’d hit the damn jackpot.

You’re all the way gone now, Diane, I thought to myself.  All the way gone.

I pleased him for a few minutes longer, but I was fearful that he might bolt too soon.  I didn’t want that.

I slid off the side of the bed and stood up.  He watched me in silence as I took off my t-shirt and unclasped my bra.  When my breasts were uncovered Justin let out a sigh.

“They look just as good as I imagined,” he said.

“How much have you imagined them?”

He laughed.  “You don’t wanna know.”

“You want an up-close view?”

I put a knee on the bed and hung my tits in his face.  Justin sucked a breath through his teeth and bunched my tits together.  He buried his face in the cleavage and the two of us laughed, but he soon turned his attention to my nipples.

There was nothing funny about that.  Feeling his tongue circling the sensitive nodes was like heaven.  I closed my eyes and let him feast on me, holding his head to my chest.

“That’s good, Justin.”

He hummed appreciatively and switched breasts.  Soon both nipples were punching out and my pussy was a salivating mess.

“Let me give you the fantasy you dreamed of,” I told him, and I stood off him and opened my pants.

He watched closely as I took them down my legs.  I took my panties with them and the sticky crotch peeled off my wetness.  I’d never been so soaked.

“Oh, God, Justin, I want to fuck you so bad,” I giggled.

I fingered my petals and spread the wetness over myself, then I rejoined him on the bed and straddled him.

“Is this what you hoped for?” I asked, looking down on him.

He stared up, running his eyes all over my body.  “It’s better than I imagined.”

“You’re gonna make me blush,” I smirked.

I reached beneath myself and took a hold of his cock, jerking it and standing him upright.  He was so fucking stiff, and knowing that it was all for me only made me more aroused.

“No turning back,” I told him, washing the tip of his cock back and forth across my sodden groove.

“I don’t want to turn back,” Justin said, and his eyes were focused on the imminent, sinful union of our flesh.

I put him at my O and then dropped down on him, feeling my pussy spread over the head of his cock.  He moaned as I devoured over him.  All I could do was close my eyes.  My nostrils flared and my jaw shook as I took him.

His powerful stiffness stretched through me as I engulfed him and I finally opened my eyes.  We were staring right at each other, daring each other not to find the moment incredible.

“You’re inside me, Justin.”

I don’t know why but I felt like I needed to say it, as though it wasn’t abundantly obvious.

“Ride me, Diane,” he urged.

“You’re the boss.”

I started to bounce slowly, putting on a performance for him.  I tossed out my hair and squeezed my tits, sliding back and forth along him and slathering his cock in my juices.

He held my hips and stared up in wonderment.  I wasn’t sure Justin had ever been with a woman before, but it would have been criminal if someone as good-looking as him was still a virgin at nineteen.

He reached out to grab my breasts and I dropped over him.  I hugged him close and pressed my tits to him, rocking my ass over his thickness.  My ass slapped over him again and again and the pair of us moaned together.

To have his cock popping through me over and over again like that felt incredible.  It was like claiming him again and again.

For the moment I kept my pussy shallow over his cock, teasing not only the sensitive crown but myself too.

When I could stand it no longer I dropped my ass under and swallowed as much of him as I could.  It surged deep, somewhere close to my cervix, tickling a spot so far inside me that no man had ever stimulated it before.

“Oh, honey, your cock is so fucking big.  So fucking big!”

“It is?”

He didn’t even know.

“It’s the biggest I ever had.”

“You’re just saying that ...”

I stopped bouncing for a moment and kissed his face.  “I mean it.  I’ve never felt so full in my life.”

He kissed me back.  Our tongues entwined and he pulled me closer.  His arms wrapped around me and I felt safe in his embrace.  He started to thrust up into me, holding me in place.

“Oh, Justin!”

Soon he was pumping hard and using the mattress to bounce upwards.  I could feel the juices of my pussy dripping all over him.

“Fuck me!” I cried, whimpering into his clavicle.  “Fuck me!  Treat me nasty, Justin, I’m a dirty girl.”

“So fucking dirty,” he said through gritted teeth.

His hands squeezed into my big ass as I felt the full force of him.  He rolled me over with ease and started bearing down on me.  I lay back in his bed and let him have his way with me.

He adorned me with kisses as he fucked the life out of me.  Sometimes he’d bow his head and suck on my tits, somehow still managing to pass that big cock of his through me as he did so.  I couldn’t believe it.  I’d stumbled into his room on a dare and wound up getting exactly what I needed.

His cock was working through me so quickly that I barely even noticed my orgasm mounting.  Suddenly it awakened inside me and my whole body convulsed.

I don’t think Justin knew what he’d done, because he wasn’t gentle.  He fucked me all the way through my thrashing moans.

I writhed under him and clawed at his back as he satisfied me like no man before him.  That huge cock worked in and out of me and my pussy clamped over it intermittently.

“Diane, I’m close,” he warned.

“Don’t pull out,” I ordered.

“But Diane ...”

“Don’t pull out.”

Now it was Justin’s turn to be erratic.  My climax was still causing me to spasm and tense, but his was yet to arrive.  I could see the conflict in his face as he approached the point of no return.

His mouth opened and his pecs and biceps tensed.  His thrusts slowed and I stared up in joyous hope.  This was it.

I wrapped my hands around his back and pulled him into me to make sure.  I felt his cock throb and then the rushing heat escaped him, along with a heady moan.

“Oh, Diane!”

“Let it all out, honey.”

I held him against me and felt his virulence flow into me.  Being young Justin had a lot to give.  Each pulse of his cock threw out a fresh, bountiful rope of cum.  I closed my eyes and accepted it gladly, feeling my horniness abate finally.

It was rare that someone as insatiable as me was ever satisfied, but there, with Justin’s love flowing into me, I felt complete.

“Every drop,” I urged, rubbing his back and holding him against me.

He eased his big, glossy cock through me slowly, pushing his cum deep.  My pussy flexed and pinched the last of his offering from the tip of his cock as he withdrew slowly.

He pulled out and looked down.  I watched his shrink-wrapped cock come out of me and felt the spill of his cum as some of it followed.

“Yes,” I hissed, rubbing his seed over my pussy.

Justin fell beside me on the bed, putting an arm across his face.  His cock sat across him, and I couldn’t leave it as it was.  I didn’t want to waste the cum that adorned it.

He was oblivious as I made my way towards it.  He was panting heavily with his forearm over his closed eyes.

I wrapped my lips over him without using my hands and Justin flinched.  He looked down and groaned, then he placed a hand on my head.

I tended to his spent cock, tasting the glorious mix of all of our love.  It was creamy and bitter and sweet and salty all at once.  I didn’t rest until I’d got every drop of it.

When I was done I went to the top of the bed and lay back beside him.

“That was amazing,” I told him, kissing his face.

“It was wrong.”

“No, Justin.  No, honey.”  I leaned over him and placed a hand on his chest.  “It was love.”

He looked conflicted.

“Whenever you have the urge again you come and visit me in my bedroom, okay?”

He nodded and then laughed.  “I get the urge a lot.”

“Well, I guess we have something in common.”

I gave him a kiss goodnight and retired to bed with ideas of visiting him tomorrow for round two.  I wasn’t going to let that morning-wood go to waste. 

THE END
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Double Trouble
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It was never quiet in the neighborhood I patrolled.  Shit, I knew that first-hand.  I lived there.

Since starting my shift I’d already dealt with several domestic incidents and petty theft.  The next call that came in over the radio was all too familiar.

It described two white males, suspiciously hanging around a local parking lot.  I knew who they were already.  Nate and Carter were two nineteen-year-olds that were on the wrong path.  It was sad to see, especially since I thought they were nice guys deep down.

I made my way to their location and couldn’t help but agree with the ‘suspicious’ description.  Guys just didn’t stand in one place for that long without looking weird.

I crept my squad-car up behind them slowly and wound down my window.

“Busy, boys?” I asked.

Nate turned around and rolled his eyes.  He looked away while Carter approached the car and put his hands on the door, leaning in towards me.

“Hi, Judy,” he said.  “Checking in on us?”

“I’m just making sure you’re keeping out of trouble.”

Just then an old, black Cadillac rolled into the parking lot ahead.

“Fuck,” Nate said, kicking at the floor.

The car glistened in the sun and its rims sparkled.  The windows were tinted so dark that I couldn’t even see inside.  I watched the car do a lap of the parking lot and then leave.  It moved calmly, keen not to attract any suspicion but doing it anyway.

“And who was that?” I asked.

Nate turned to me finally with a frown.  “You’ve got no idea, Judy.”

“So enlighten me.  And it’s Officer Thompson.”

“That was bad news, Officer Thompson,” Carter said.  He smiled but his friend didn’t seem to share the emotion.

“Thanks a lot,” Nate said.

“What have I done?”

“Now they’ve seen us talking to the cops.”

I was confused.  “You haven’t said anything.”

“They don’t know that,” Nate said.

“It’ll be fine,” Carter told him.  “We’ll figure it out.”

Carter was only a few months older than Nate, but he assumed a more mature role.  He’d always been the responsible one.  Someone had to keep Nate under control, I guess.  I sure as shit couldn’t do it.

“Get in,” I told them both.

Nate and Carter both turned and stared.  “No, Judy.”

“I’m not telling you this as Judy.  I’m telling you this as an officer of the law.  Get in, or I’ll arrest you.”

“Arrest us for what?”

“Let’s see ... the drugs in your underwear?  The suspicious rolls of money in your pockets?  That gold cross you’re wearing that looks suspiciously like the one that was stolen last week?”

“I got this at the pawn shop,” Nate protested.

“That’s who reported it stolen!”

He started to laugh, and Carter joined him.  I had to be more serious.

“Now get in,” I repeated.  “Back seat.  Maybe it’ll give you more street-cred.”

“Real gangsters don’t get pinched, Judy.”

“You’re not real gangsters.  Get in.”

Nate looked to Carter who shrugged.

“What else are we gonna do?” he said.  “We missed the drop.”

Nate sighed and turned to the car, opening the back door and jumping in.  Carter rounded the back of the car and got in the opposite side.

“Buckle up,” I said, looking in the mirror.

Another sigh and then the two of them put on their belts.

“That wasn’t hard, was it?”

I started driving, working my way through town away from the middle and towards the edges of the neighborhood.

“Where are you taking us?” Nate asked.

“Look,” I told them.  “Just look.”

Carter and Nate stared out the window at the abandoned houses that lined the streets.  Some of them were barely standing.  Crack-addled men and women stumbled along the streets, moving from fix to fix.

“What a shit-hole,” Nate said.

“This is life,” I said.  “This is what can happen to you.  It’s all too easy.”

“Not us, Judy.”

“Don’t be so sure.  I’ve seen kids fall.  It happens faster than you think.”

I looked in the rear-view as Nate and Carter peered out of each of their windows, looking at the bleak scenes beyond.

I took them out of town further to the disused factory units and warehouses that used to be the backbone of the town.  When the work dried up the poverty soared, and the drugs came in.  Nate and Carter weren’t bad kids, but they kept being drawn to the down-and-outs across town.

“What’s the lesson here, Judy?” Nate asked wryly.  “Don’t own a factory?”

I pulled up in one of the abandoned parking lots.  “Nope.  The lesson here is resourcefulness.”

“Resourcefulness?”

“You guys have to work out how to get home from here,” I smiled.  “Get out.”

“Judy!” they both cried in unison.

“I have shit to do today, and I don’t want it taken up by you two.  And it’s Officer Thompson!”

“You’ve gotta be kidding!  You cost us more than you know with that stunt earlier and now you’re gonna leave us out here?”

“I cost you?  You’re costing yourselves.  Now out.”

Carter stepped out of the car, but Nate was more stubborn.

“Make me get out,” he dared.

“Come on,” Carter urged.  “I can call Roger.”

I tried not to pull a face.  Roger was more trouble than both of them put together.

Nate raised his eyebrows and smiled.  “Hear that?”

I got from the car and walk around to his door, opening it.  Nate sat inside, refusing to budge.

“Out,” I told him.

He sighed and stepped out, standing tall close to me.  He was more than a foot taller than me.  I’d have been intimidated, but I’d been well-trained.  Not by the force, of course, but from my own private lessons.  These streets can be tough for a woman trying to keep the peace.

Nate blew me a kiss up close and gave me a look.  I sometimes wondered if I was even still a person to him.

“Come on,” Carter told him.

Nate backed away, smiling.  I felt like he hadn’t learned a thing.

“I’ve changed my mind,” I told him.  “Up against the squad car.”

I took his wrist and tried to lead him to the vehicle.  Nate dug his heels into the ground and smirked.

“Do it or else,” I told him.

“Or else wh—”

Before the sentence had even left his mouth, I’d twisted his thumb around in a lock.  With one hand I was able to hold him there with his arm behind his back.

“Hey!  Oooh!” he whined.  Carter seemed shook.

“Up against the vehicle!” I told him.  I was done with being friends.

I pushed him forward into the car and let him go.  Nate put his hands on the roof of the squad car and looked back over his shoulder.

“Just let us go,” he said.

“I wanted to.”

“Come on, Judy,” Carter added.

“You too,” I told him.  “Fucking Judy.  How many times?”

Carter did as I asked much more easily.  He approached the car and stood by his friend.

“Spread those legs,” I told them both, pacing behind them.

Nate and Carter wore loose pairs of sweatpants.  They were basically the uniform for criminals.  They were so baggy that you could conceal whatever you liked.

“What is this?” Nate asked.

“A pat down,” I told him.  “And if I find anything I shouldn’t then I will act accordingly.”

“What does that mean?” Carter asked.

“It means I’m sick of protecting you both.  This is a dose of the real world.  Now spread.”

I kicked the inside of Nate’s sneakers, and he moved his feet apart.  I ran my hands down the underside of his arms and over his armpits, feeling for anything amiss.

“You brought us all the way out here to do this?” Carter asked.

“You’d rather I did it in front of your buddies?”

I felt Nate’s pockets.  Several bulges were immediately apparent.

“What’s this?” I asked, and I reached inside.

“Money,” Nate said.

I pulled out a thick roll of hundreds.  “I don’t want to know where they came from.”

I set them on top of the squad-car and moved back to his pocket.

“And what’s this?” I asked.

Nate shrugged.

I reached into his pocket again and pulled out a candy.

“That’s not illegal, is it?” Nate teased.

I set that on the top of the car too and went back to his sweatpants.  The next thing I felt was immediately suspicious.

“What the fuck’s this?” I asked.  It felt like I was pinching along the barrel of something dangerous.

“That’s my dick, Officer,” Nate said.

Carter started to laugh.

“You’re next,” I told him.

“I hope I get the same treatment.”

The two laughed against the squad-car.  Thankfully they couldn’t see my face turning red.

“I’m concealing something dangerous, Judy.  You gonna arrest me?” Nate teased.

“It didn’t feel too dangerous,” I lied.

Carter laughed.  “That’s what Jenny and her friend said too.”

“Those bitches love me,” Nate said proudly.

I reactively reached for his balls and gripped them in my fist.  Nate took a deep breath and froze, rising on his tip-toes.

I put my face close to his ear.  “Don’t.  Call them.  Bitches.  Show some respect.”

Carter leaned back and looked down at where my hand was.  He raised his eyebrows.

“They teach you that?” he asked.

“I taught that to myself before I even joined.  You guys are all the same.”

“Not all of us,” Carter said.  He was right, of course, and that’s what made it even more frustrating.  I knew they were good deep down.

I eased slowly off Nate’s balls and continued to pat him down.  I found the barrel of his cock again, only this time it was much longer and harder.

This time he didn’t say anything as I pinched along it.  I had to make sure, didn’t I?  I ran my hand over him back and forth slowly, relishing the power I wielded over him in that moment.

Nate’s eyes shifted and he looked back at me, but he daren’t say anything at this point.  It was clear that he was enjoying himself.

“Find anything else?” Carter asked.

“There’s definitely something here,” I said calmly, continuing to tease Nate.

Nate closed his eyes and let out a soft sigh that verged on a moan.  Carter looked confused.  He looked again at where my arm was and then looked back at me.  I smirked at him.

“This is one way I learned to control you guys,” I told Carter, smiling.

Carter swallowed nervously and then looked ahead over the top of the squad car.  “Can I be next?”

“After I’ve finished with your friend here.”

I squeezed around Nate fully now and shifted my hand back and forth across the front of his sweatpants.  His mouth opened and his brow furrowed as I jerked him.

I looked around him and studied the expression on his face.  I removed my hand quickly and watched his normal look return, dashed with disappointment.  His eyes flicked a glance in my direction, but he continued to say nothing.

Carter took a deep breath as though he was preparing himself.  I put my hands on his shoulders and gave them a squeeze.

“Anything I should know about?” I asked him.

“Mine’s bigger,” he said confidently.

My nostrils flared.  I thought about teaching Carter a lesson too, but it didn’t feel right.  See, Carter was many things, but he wasn’t a liar.  When he said his cock was a bigger than Nate’s, I just knew he was telling the truth.

I moved my hands slowly over him, building the tension.  The whole time I felt like I was teasing myself too.  I could feel my pussy getting hot beneath my pants as it turned damp.

“You’re in for a treat,” Nate said to his friend.

My hands came down the side of Carter’s puffy coat, pushing against his muscled chest and back.  The two of them liked to look after themselves in the gym.  It was perhaps the only thing I’d managed to instill in them, although having a good physique was a good image to portray on the street.

I studied the side of Carter’s face as he stared ahead.  I saw his Adam’s apple bounce as he swallowed again.

My hands ran down to his pockets.  I could make out his phone immediately, and then the familiar roll of money that seemed to be the norm now.

My hands moved further inside and then I found his hard cock, waiting for me.  When I touched it, Carter let out a breath as though he’d been anticipating it.

“That’s it,” he said slowly.

Nate looked to Carter and then down at my hand.

“You know we could do a lot out here,” Nate suggested, and he looked around over both shoulders.  “There aren’t even any crackheads out here.”

“Quiet,” I said softly, stroking Carter’s cock.

I tried to give him the same share of me that his friend had got, but I started to wonder who was going to give me my share.  I yearned to be touched just as much as they did.

Carter was right, but barely.  His cock was bigger than Nate’s but it was tough to see by exactly what amount with them both stowed in their baggy pants like that.

“Turn around,” I told the pair of them now, standing back.

Nate and Carter turned and leant back against the squad car, looking me up and down.

I had a on a tight blue shirt and high navy pants that came almost above my bellybutton.  My shield sat proudly on my chest and my hat cast a shadow across my eyes as I looked them up and down.

“You’ve grown so much,” I told them, looking at each of their crotches.

“Thanks to you,” Carter said.

Nate readjusted himself.  I could see his cock slide around in his pants.  He knew I could see it.  He put his hand down inside his waistband.

Carter looked across at me, watching as my pupils fattened.  He was more attuned to me than Nate was.

“Anything we can do for you, Oiffcer?” he asked.

I stood firm, my legs astride, staring the two of them down.

“Show me,” I said simply.

Nate looked across to Carter and laughed, then he looked back at me.  “You can’t be serious.”

“Scared?” I asked him.

Nate tightened his jaw, then in a flash he thrust down his sweatpants and boxer-shorts.  His cock was at half-mast, looking thick but not yet fully erect.

I raised my eyebrows and nodded.  I ran my tongue over the top row of my teeth and stared at his virulent cock.

Carter was initially shocked but could see that I was interested.  He downed his pants too.  He was harder than his friend.  His cock pointed up to the gray sky.

“Impressive,” I said.

Nate looked across at his friend and then started to jerk himself, making his cock bigger and stiffer.

I watched, looking between them both.  I couldn’t care who was bigger, I just wanted to see them both.  It made things more exciting.

I walked towards Nate slowly and put myself right in front of him, looking up into his eyes.  He continued to play with himself.

“You gonna let go of that thing?” I asked.

He took his hand off it.  “Anything you say, Officer.”

I could see he still didn’t quite respect me.  I dropped to my knees in front of him and looked up.  Nate smirked and nodded at his cock.

I looked ahead at it.  It looked beautiful.  Perfect, even.  He’d shaven his hair in a little moustache above his cock and his balls were smooth and inviting.  I didn’t yet want to give him the satisfaction.

“Carter,” I said, looking left.  “Come stand here.”

He moved closer.

“Nate.  Watch.”

Nate looked down and watched as I took a grip of his friend’s cock by the hilt and then steered it to my mouth.  I pushed my lips over him and sank down along his cock.  Above me I heard Carter gasp.

I put my hand on his hairy, muscled thigh, rubbing him while I started to jerk him with my hand.  I kept the tip of his cock in my mouth and worked along his length steadily.

“That’s not fair,” Nate said.

I popped my lips off Carter’s cock.  “You’ll get your turn,” I told Nate.

I licked along him and smiled up.  Carter deserved this way more than his friend.  He was much more patient.  Hopefully I could teach Nate that sometimes you can get what you want without being an asshole.

I kept myself on Carter, pumping along him until his breaths started to race.  I didn’t want him to bolt yet.  I pulled my mouth off him and then let him go, looking across at Nate’s hard cock.

Nate looked down hopefully.

I stood up and walked around him, then I sat on the hood.

“Nate,” I said, taking off my belt and then unfastening my pants.  “Come here and lick my pussy.”

Nate bit his lip and looked back to Carter who was still in a state of delirium.

“Nate!” I asserted.

He waddled to the car, his sweatpants around his ankles.  He quickly started to unfasten my pants and wriggle them down over my ass, keen suddenly to be my favorite.

“Good boy,” I said.

He seemed appreciative of my plaudits.

Carter came to his side to watch as he pulled at my pants, then he started to help.  He unfastened my shoes and took them off.

Nate wiped at his mouth and looked at my panties.  I kept my knees closed for now, pretending to be coy.

“You gonna let me do what I do best?” Nate said.

“What you do best?”

“You’ll see,” Nate said confidently.

He pushed my knees open and then gripped the top of my panties.  He pulled them down and I lifted my knees, feeling the cool metal of the car’s hood against my bare ass.

He took them off my ankles and then handed them to Carter.  Afterwards he parted my knees and moved his face closer to my pussy.

I held my breath and looked down.  It wasn’t right to see his face so close to me, but I wanted it bad.

“Oh, Nate,” I moaned, pushing my hands through his hair.

He dropped his face to me, and I let out a soft moan, but he didn’t yet connect.  Instead, he kissed at the inside of my thigh and danced around my pussy, raising the excitement even more.  My pussy was weeping its juices before he even clamped his lips over it.

Eventually his winding tongue found its way to my folds and slithered up towards my clit.  He wriggled the skin aside until he was rolling his tongue right over my sensitive pearl.

I burst with a moan and fell back against the hood, pushing my pussy up against him.  Nate gripped underneath my ass and squeezed, mouthing and tonguing me beautifully.

He started slow, French-kissing me passionately.  Gradually he built his pace and fervor until he was sucking noisily on my sensitive flesh.

“Yes!” I gasped.

I didn’t know what Carter was up to, and for the moment I didn’t care.  Perhaps he was watching his friend and getting a few pointers.

Nate’s lips came off me and he kissed around my pussy again, leaving it exposed.  Eventually he found his way back to me and I pushed my hands through his hair again.  He felt ever-so-slightly different.

I opened my eyes and looked down.  Carter’s face looked back.  He was between my legs and only his eyes were visible.  They held a smile in them.

“Oh, boys,” I whimpered.

Now Carter tongued me, showing me that he was just as adept at pussy-eating as his friend.  He drove me right to the edge of climax.

Nate came around the car and stood on the opposite side.  He reached over and started to unfasten the buttons of my police uniform.

The shirt came open and I felt the air against my chest.  Nate pushed down into my bra and found my tits.  His touch instantly made the nipples flare up stiff.  He started to pinch them, giving an added, naughty sensations to the already other-worldly sense of pleasure.

“Yes!” I gasped, and my pussy squeezed a little.

Carter must have sensed the contraction, because soon he was hooking a finger into me.  One finger became two and he started to rock them through my core.

Meanwhile his friend was exploring the other half of me.  He’d pushed my bra down and he was cupping my tits.  He squeezed them and then brought his lips to the nipples, sucking hard on each and dancing his tongue around the charged node.

“Oh, boys,” I whined again.  I had no idea how I’d managed to find two considerate lovers, and no idea how they worked so well together.  Perhaps this wasn’t their first rodeo.

Carter’s fingers pulsed along my pussy, and I couldn’t hold back the climax any longer.  I let myself be vulnerable in front of them.  I started to writhe on the hood, moaning out both of their names.

“Make me come, Carter.  Suck my tits, Nate.”

The orgasm eased out of me slowly.  I let out a long, drawn-out breath and moaned hard.

“That’s it, Judy,” Nate said, coaxing me further.

Carter tongued me all the way through, pushing against my contracting core and continuing to feed his soaked fingers in and out of me.  I moaned for them both, forgetting myself completely.

When I finally came back down to earth I wanted to give the two of them the same glorious climax that they’d given me.

“Give me your cock, Carter,” I told him, looking down.

I slid off the hood and turned to face my ass towards him, putting my hands on the front corner of the car.

I looked back over my shoulder as Carter moved into position, looking at my toned ass with excitement.

“And you,” I told Nate.  “Come put your cock in my mouth.”

His smile sparkled.  I’d always loved that about him, but it had been so long since I’d seen it.

“It’d be my pleasure, Officer,” Nate said, and there was finally some respect in his words.

I leaned forwards and beckoned him onto me.  My mouth opened over him just as Carter was squaring up behind me.

I felt his big cock slide up and down my soaked petals, then I felt him begin to ease inside.  My pussy spread and I took Nate out of my mouth briefly.  My brow furrowed and I winced, ignoring the stretching pain of Carter’s cock.

I let out a groan as my pussy relaxed around Carter’s thickness, then I swallowed Nate up again and started to jerk his cock.  I felt like a slut, and that was exactly how I wanted to feel.

Carter rained a slap down on my ass and squeezed it hard, pulling me back against him.  His cock surged so deep.  I don’t think I’d taken a guy that far inside me before.

“Fuck her, Carter,” Nate said, stroking my hair aside and looking down on his cock as it disappeared into my mouth.

I blinked up at him and then rolled my tongue around his crown.  I closed my eyes and focused on their arousal as it filled me from both ends.

Carter’s hard cock pushed through me, delighting my insides.  He had such long strokes and each of them felt incredible.  Had it continued much longer I was sure I’d have come again, but it seemed Carter was going to beat me to the punch.

Nate had gone quiet too now.  He let out groans of pleasure as I pumped along his cock and tongued the head.

“Give me your cum,” I demanded of the both of them.

I pumped Nate’s cock out of my mouth now and looked down on it, studying it closely.  I could see it flaring up and becoming stiffer.  I could hear him lose himself above me.

“Come for me Nate,” I told him, spotting the signs.

He let out a groan and I was able to wrap my lips over his erupting crown before his cumshot was wasted.  I felt him hit the roof of my mouth.  He flooded me with his bitter sweetness, and I gulped it all down gladly, kissing and sucking his cock clean.

Behind me Carter was losing himself.  He was bucking wildly, and his rhythm had changed.  He let out deep breaths and then held them, fucking me harder and harder.  His hips clapped against my ass and my whole body shook.

I kissed at Nate’s cock and teased all the cum off it with my tongue, but soon Carter’s frantic thrusts meant that I could focus on nothing else.

I felt my own climax approaching again, but Carter was close to spent.  He gasped his way to the finish line and then let out a glorious, satisfied groan of pleasure.

“Yes, honey!” I told him, looking back.  “Come in me!”

He pumped slowly and I felt his cock pulse.  It throbbed and threw its cum into me.  I tried not to think about how dangerous it was having such a virulent young man come inside me like that, but fuck did it feel incredible.  Instead, I focused on how good his heat felt inside me, and how sexy it was to please him like that.

I pulled forwards off him and tried to trap his cum in me.  It vied for escape, so I pulled my panties up, trying to be all dainty.  Nate and Carter were both breathless and satisfied.

“Good boys,” I told them.  “I think I might be able to give you a lift back to town now.”

Carter laughed.  “I knew you wouldn’t do that to us.”

Nate looked guilty of something.  His mouth twisted and he looked off at the floor.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Sorry,” he said, then he pulled my keys out from his coat-pocket.

“You—I can’t believe you!”

I snatched them from his hand as Carter laughed.

“I didn’t know if you were gonna leave us out here.”

“So you were going to steal my car?!”

“I wouldn’t have,” Nate said.  “I’m sorry.”

I actually believed him for once.

“Get in!” I said sternly, trying not to smile.

The two of them upped their pants and returned to the back seat.  I straightened myself out and took a look around, finding the place as desolate as when we’d arrived.

Carter’s cum was filling the crotch of my panties, but it felt so fucking good.  I was glowing as I got back into the squad car.

“I’m dropping you two back at home,” I told them.

For once there was no back-chat from either of them.  I looked into the rear-view mirror and saw the pair of them asleep.

I sighed and started the engine.  “I guess you can’t commit a crime while you’re sleeping.”

THE END
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The Milf Drops By
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It had been several months since I’d dropped in on my old home.  My new tenants Trent and Alistair had been desperate to rent the place.  They’d practically begged me when I did the interviews.  I knew it was a mistake, but there was something devilishly enticing about the two of them.

My agents took care of almost everything.  Nevertheless, I wanted to make sure my asset was in safe hands, so every-so-often I’d drop by to make sure they were looking after the place.

I’d set off early so it was around ten in the morning when I pulled up onto the drive.  Both of their cars were there, so I knew immediately they were home.  Alarm bells started to ring immediately when I saw a mountain of beer-cans by the trash outside.

I opened the front-door as quietly as I could and walked inside.  The first thing that hit me was the smell.  It was a mixture of smoke and beer and it hung thick in the air.  All the curtains were closed, which might have been for the best.  There were things on the floor that I probably didn’t want to see in better light.

“I can’t fucking believe it,” I hushed, tiptoeing through the wreckage.

The house was quiet at least, but I was guessing that was because Trent and Alistair were fast asleep.

I made my way to their rooms slowly, assessing the damage on the way.  It seemed like a whole lot of mess, with thankfully no structural problems.  Regardless, I wasn’t happy.
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