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About This Book

Satisfied MILFs who demand what they need most is the theme of this 10-story collection, where women take care of their me in the most sinful way of all.

Featuring creamy breeding tales, anal sex fantasies, daring threesomes and everything in between, these stories are a must for lovers of MILFs.

Stories Include: ‘MILFs Masquerade,’ ‘Taking Him In His Cell,’ ‘I Need His Hot Love,’ ‘All Aboard The Anal Boat,’ ‘Putting My Naughty Lodger In My Tight Behind,’ ‘His Sex Lesson,’ ‘I Saw My Lodger Naked – And I Liked It!’ ‘My Husband Taught Him How To Satisfy Me,’ ‘I Thought His Length Was My Husband’s,’ and ‘The Pantyhose Deal.’



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Read An Excerpt

[image: ]




I leant back and showed him my cleavage, sliding the zipper down at the side of my dress and pulling my tits over the top of it so he could get a good look at my charms.  My breasts were perhaps one of my favorite assets and I knew they couldn't fail to get him hard in seconds.

I squeezed them together, looking for the subtle nuances of lust that were detectable in his dilating pupils.  For now the masks stayed on and I wondered if we'd ever truly know what the other person looked like.

I moved my hands back to his cock now and found it stiffer than before, proving without doubt that my tits still had the desired effect on a man.

My hands unfastened his belt and I could see from his rising shoulders that his breaths were getting longer and quicker, his body primed for what I was about to do to it.

I reached inside his boxer-shorts and gripped the thick flesh, pulling it out of his fly and marveling at the long, smooth, young looking cock that sat fat and hard in my fist.

"That's a nice dick," I hushed, my face close to it.  I wrapped my lips around it and pushed it in to my mouth, listening as the strangers exhaled a long, deep breath as he relaxed into a warm bath of pleasure.

My lips cruised along his sleek length, drenching him in spit before gasping off the end and pumping his hard dick in my hand.

"Do you like my lips around your cock?" I asked, still affecting that same smooth, confident accent I'd perfected from the beginning.

"Put it back inside," he said, moving my hair from my face and looking down through the mask.

He watched closely as I sucked him slowly, putting on a real performance for him as he sat in the front row.  I popped the smooth, bulbous head of his dick from my mouth and then circled my tongue around it in big, messy swoops, making sure he could see exactly what was going on.

The wetter I made his cock the damper my crotch became until soon I could feel my wetness breaking through the thin fabric of my laced panties.

I stood up in front of him now and unzipped the rest of my dress, sliding it down my motherly figure and stepping out of it, naked save for my black thong and high heels.

"Fuck, you look incredible," the voice gasped and he stood up and removed his tuxedo jacket.

As he swung it over his head his mask fell from his face and before he could put it back on I finally got a good look at the guy in front of me.  The guy whose dick had been buried in my mouth only a moment before.

"Dylan," I gasped, losing my accent in seconds.  "What the hell?"

The penny hadn't even fully dropped yet for either of us and we both froze as we waited for the gravity of the situation to dawn on us.

"Mrs. Bancroft?" he said as a whole host of clues slotted in to place in one terrifying instant.
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MILF's Masquerade
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My boss's house was like something you'd see in the movies.  I'd go so far as to call it a mansion and the masquerade ball he held every year was one of the highlights of the calendar.  It gave us little folk under his employ the chance to mingle with the cream of society and it kind of leveled the playing field when everyone was behind a mask.

The job paid well enough and it was benefits like this that kept everyone happy.  In fact, it's one of the reasons I got my friend's nineteen-year-old son Dylan a job here but he'd told me he couldn't make the ball.  I think he thought he was too cool for this kind of thing.

Anyway the evening was amazing and I was beginning to get comfortable after one or two drinks, noticing the alluring glances of someone who looked a lot younger than I was.  At forty-two you sometimes need to know that you can still attract the attentions of a younger man and it seemed I was doing that right now.

I stood demurely by the book case, next to the rotating world-globe full of drinks, my finger running around the rim of my glass as I pretended to listen to the people around me talk business.

The whole time this guy was just watching me, all mysterious-like in his black and white mask that covered much of his face.  All I could see were his stunning eyes and they pierced me with a burning lust that I couldn't deny.

It got so strong that even right there, surrounded by these mysterious figures, I could feel my pussy begin to ache as my mind wandered and thought fantastically naughty things about the younger man who found me the object of his desires.

I drifted from the group and walked over to him, sauntering with a new-found confidence and planting myself on the arm of the chesterfield beside him.

"Hello," I breezed, affecting this mature, lusty accent that seemed to fit my new personality.

"Pleasure to meet you, madam," the mysterious stranger said, extending an arm.

I took his hand and watched, a little taken aback as he stooped and kissed it.  As he held it he fingered over the ring on my finger.

"Oh, don't worry about that," I said, taking a sip and looking up at him with suggestive eyes.

His bottom lip rolled over his teeth as he let out a dirty smirk and I think we both knew in that moment that we'd be fucking before the night was through.

We talked a little longer with flirtatious innuendo and a lot of suggestive body language until I was sure we could sneak away unnoticed.

This guy really swept me off my feet.  He seemed to have a young, athletic build and his suit fitted him impeccably.  It'd been a long time since I'd been fucked by anyone as young as him and I was looking forward to the boundless energy I'd convinced myself he possessed.  Yes, this night was sure to be one to remember.

"Shall we take these drinks upstairs?" I suggested, taking a sip and standing as I looked up at him through my mask.

"Now that sounds like a plan," he said, looking to the exit.  "Follow me."

We walked from the room in a pair and he offered me an elbow that I quickly took, walking through the highfalutin strangers that adorned the rooms and corridors until we found the master staircase, unmanned for the moment and looking grandiose in the large marble foyer.

I took a look around the room and noticed a few loiterers, deep in conversation and hopefully too busy with their own egos to worry about two frisky individuals making a dash for the bedrooms.

My new friend and I began our long walk up the stairs, my eyes steeled ahead and my body trying to an exude a confidence that dared anyone watching to challenge us.  We belong upstairs, I kept telling myself, squeezing tight to the arm of my lover.

Once at the top of the staircase we rounded a corner out of sight and pushed on down the corridor.

He stood at a door and gripped the handle, suddenly pressing his ear closer and listening inside.

"Not this one," he laughed, grabbing my hand and dragging me a few rooms away.

I ran with him, trying not to giggle and feeling eighteen all over again.  I couldn't wait to make him mine.

He pressed an ear to another door now, waiting a moment as I looked left and right, eager to get inside and escape the corridor which I felt certain someone would walk down at any moment.

"Okay," he said, opening the door and dragging me inside.

I looked around and marveled at the ornate decor and the large, four-poster bed that sat invitingly just outside the en-suite.

"Amazing," I whispered to myself before my attention turned back to my current conquest.  "Now let's see what you're hiding."

I approached and put my hands on his shoulders, continuing to walk forward and pressing my tits against his chest as I pushed him towards the bed.

I wore a long, black flowing dress that really hugged my figure, pushing my breasts up in to an eye-catching cleavage that I'm guessing my new friend noticed right away.

He wore a sharp tuxedo that cut his figure into the clean, straight lined box that I couldn't wait to unwrap.

"What would you like to see first," he asked suggestively, sitting down on the mattress and awaiting my answer.

"Let me see ..." I wondered aloud, stalking towards him and placing my hands at his shoulders.

I stooped to his face so that our lips were close, our masks almost touching as my hand caressed the back of his head.

"I think I'd like to take out your cock," I breathed, kissing those pretty lips of his.

He reciprocated, putting a hand at my side, his thumb resting on my breast as our tongues wrestled.  My pussy fired a little juice to my core and my body seemed to realize better than I did that someone else would be inside it soon.

I crouched before him now and rubbed at the bulge of his crotch, smoothing my hand over it and feeling it become stiff beneath his trousers.

I leant back and showed him my cleavage, sliding the zipper down at the side of my dress and pulling my tits over the top of it so he could get a good look at my charms.  My breasts were perhaps one of my favorite assets and I knew they couldn't fail to get him hard in seconds.

I squeezed them together, looking for the subtle nuances of lust that were detectable in his dilating pupils.  For now the masks stayed on and I wondered if we'd ever truly know what the other person looked like.

I moved my hands back to his cock now and found it stiffer than before, proving without doubt that my tits still had the desired effect on a man.

My hands unfastened his belt and I could see from his rising shoulders that his breaths were getting longer and quicker, his body primed for what I was about to do to it.

I reached inside his boxer-shorts and gripped the thick flesh, pulling it out of his fly and marveling at the long, smooth, young looking cock that sat fat and hard in my fist.

"That's a nice dick," I hushed, my face close to it.  I wrapped my lips around it and pushed it in to my mouth, listening as the strangers exhaled a long, deep breath as he relaxed into a warm bath of pleasure.

My lips cruised along his sleek length, drenching him in spit before gasping off the end and pumping his hard dick in my hand.

"Do you like my lips around your cock?" I asked, still affecting that same smooth, confident accent I'd perfected from the beginning.

"Put it back inside," he said, moving my hair from my face and looking down through the mask.

He watched closely as I sucked him slowly, putting on a real performance for him as he sat in the front row.  I popped the smooth, bulbous head of his dick from my mouth and then circled my tongue around it in big, messy swoops, making sure he could see exactly what was going on.

The wetter I made his cock the damper my crotch became until soon I could feel my wetness breaking through the thin fabric of my laced panties.

I stood up in front of him now and unzipped the rest of my dress, sliding it down my motherly figure and stepping out of it, naked save for my black thong and high heels.

"Fuck, you look incredible," the voice gasped and he stood up and removed his tuxedo jacket.

As he swung it over his head his mask fell from his face and before he could put it back on I finally got a good look at the guy in front of me.  The guy whose dick had been buried in my mouth only a moment before.

"Dylan," I gasped, losing my accent in seconds.  "What the hell?"

The penny hadn't even fully dropped yet for either of us and we both froze as we waited for the gravity of the situation to dawn on us.

"Mrs. Bancroft?" he said as a whole host of clues slotted in to place in one terrifying instant.

His cock was still bolt-stiff in front of me, hanging out of his trousers and looking no less inviting and I was still almost completely naked, my pussy still aching to be pleased.

"What are you doing here?" I asked, distraught.

"I thought I'd come along," he cried.  "Jeez,  I had no idea this would be happening."

He sat on the bed and I moved quickly next to him to console him.  Shit,  I think I needed consoling myself.  It isn't every day that you accidentally suck your friend's son's cock.

I put an arm round him and rubbed his back as he let out a sigh.

"Mrs. Bancroft," he said, rubbing his palms over his eyes as if attempting to wake from some bizarre nightmare.  "The best blowjob  I ever got and it was from Mrs. Bancroft."

I felt a swell of pride but had to remind myself of the situation.  "I'm sorry, honey," I said, still rubbing at that big, muscled back of his.

"It's okay," he said, seeming to accept that it was the fault of both of us.

His hand fell on my leg and in the midst of everything that was happening I couldn't deny that my body still had this burning lust inside of it.

"I bet you thought you were going to get lucky," I joked, trying to make light of the situation.

"Damn right," he laughed.  "Look how far we got."

He took a moment to lean away from me a little and cast his eyes down my naked figure.  It felt a little naughty but I guess he'd already seen everything.

"I see you're still ... ahem ... ready?" I said, nodding to his crotch.

Dylan looked down and startled himself.  "Whoa, sorry," he said, standing up quickly.

"It's okay," I said, standing up too and putting an arm on his shoulder.  "You can leave it out for a moment."

I pushed him back on to the bed gently and watched as his stiff cock flailed on his lap.  It still looked just as incredible.

"I was kind of hoping you'd let me," he said, relieved.  "I'm still in the mood to fuck."

I nodded in silent agreement, fighting with my morals.  Could I continue?

"Well ..." I began and wondered if I should continue.  I looked up at Dylan whose eyes were open with a kind of expectant optimism.

"Yeah?" he pressed.

"We've kind of already ... done it."

"Uh-huh," he nodded, raising an eyebrow for me to continue.

"So, if we're going to do it we might as well ... do it ... correctly."

Dylan smiled as though he were mentally punching the air before composing himself a little.

"I think that makes sense," he said and his hand moved straight to his cock, firing a few slow pumps across it to keep him hard.

"Here," I said, sitting next to him now.  "Let me take that."

I took it from his grip and worked my fist over it again, looking him in the eye as I did so and seeing that same familiar flash of lust that was evident earlier.  Dylan didn't give a damn and his infectious sense of adventure was quickly stripping me of my inhibitions.

He began to relax as I jerked him and I found my hand moving slowly to my crease and squeezing over it in frustration, desperate to have him inside me and knowing that soon my dream would come true.

My fingers rubbed along the groove, forcing my panties inside it and soaking them further as I toyed with my stiffening clitoris with Dylan's hard cock being worked slowly in my hand as he looked down in disbelief.

I pushed him backwards now and he undid his shirt, showing off his ripped stomach as I moved to his pants and dragged them down his legs.

"Ready for me?" I asked, standing up as Dylan worked his way up the bed, his cock flailing like a tree in the wind.

I peeled my panties down in front of him but kept my high-heels on, stepping out of my thong and pulling my pussy up with both hands to give him a good view of my slit.

I crept forward, mounting the bed like a predator and prowling up over his body while Dylan lay beneath me, tight with nerves and excitement.

My breasts draped over his legs and across his cock, my nipples stiffening as his soft hair brushed gently against them and soon my face was close to his.

"Give me that cock," I said, flashing a kiss across his lips as I reached beneath myself and held it.

"I want it," he whispered, kissing me and sucking my lip in to his mouth.

I bit him gently as I rubbed the head of his cock over my wet pussy, teasing myself for the last time before I broke the taboo that loomed over us both.

I held him steady and pushed back on his cock, feeling it split me open and drive up inside me in a satisfying instant that sent a wave of euphoria through my core.

"Give me that big cock," I hushed, slowly beginning to move up and down along his length and feel his stiffness ribbing its way along my slick cunt.

Dylan began to thrust upwards too and meet my descent until soon our flesh was clapping together, each smack sending a jolt of bliss through my clit that radiated outwards across my body.

"You feel so good around me, Mrs. Bancroft," Dylan said and I leant in to kiss him, pleased to be pleasing him and elated that he could do the same to me.

As I rode him I could feel the sensations of an orgasm begin to flourish deep inside, with a warm sensation at my navel that seemed to grow stronger and more powerful by the second.

Dylan's hard cock struck a spot deep inside me that hadn't been satisfied for a while and his reliable, youthful exuberance was having an effect on me that I couldn't keep under wraps much longer.

"Oh, baby," I moaned, leaning in to him and kissing his face as I felt it begin to bloom inside me.  "Give me that big dick, Dylan."

Dylan kissed me back and his mouth opened in a silent moan as he thrust his hips up at my pussy.

I slammed down harder on him now and felt my groove begin to spasm until soon the orgasm was in a full flow and could no longer be contained.

"Keep fucking me!  Keep fucking me!" I cried again and again as I bounced on his cock, my lips quivering around him as my pussy contracted and hugged his length tighter.

"Come for me, Mrs. Bancroft," Dylan said, gripping my tits in his hands and kneading over them.

My whole body trembled on him and I bobbed wildly, my neat hair becoming unraveled and flailing behind me as I went in to rapture.

I could feel my ass pulsing with each convulsion and my vision faltered, my whole body surrendering to Dylan as I lost myself to him completely.

Dylan moved quickly suddenly, flipping me on to my back and staying inside me as he repositioned himself, my pussy clamped tight around him and refusing to let him go.

He fucked down in to me, kissing my lips and chin while my breasts wobbled erratically on my chest, beckoning his mouth to them.

Dylan sucked and bit at my stiff nipple as he fucked me harder, propelling my orgasm on until it began to wane.

"Your turn baby," I said, putting my hand on his cheek as I stared in to his eyes.

He fucked me with a passion I'd never felt before and he did it with such a purpose that I could tell his thoughts had now turned to his own climax.

Dylan was unceasing, slamming his hard cock in to me again and again, each stroke increasing in pace until a bead of sweat broke at his hairline.

"I'm close," he breathed, his eyes closed and mouth slightly open as he concentrated on his pleasure.

"Let it all out inside me," I said, dining out on the ecstasy that I could see growing across his face.

He fucked me to a glorious crescendo and then froze at the peak of it, his eyes shut tight as I awaited the inevitable release.

His cock pulsed and I began to moan, feeling his hot cum shoot from his cock and race up inside me.

"Give it to me, honey," I cried, feeling more and more of his thick seed unload inside me as he moaned.

Dylan rocked gently as his cock throbbed, sending a torrent of his love deep in to my core before propelling it further still with a stab from his dick until it was buried far inside me.

It felt warm and satisfying to have him empty inside me and I cradled him as the rest of his cum lashed from him, filling me up until I could take no more of him.

As he fucked me gently his seed oozed from my pussy, spilling over the fancy sheets and dripping towards my ass.

Dylan pulled out of me and looked down at the mess he'd created, his face a little weary after his efforts.

"What a ride," I breathed, smiling to him with a dirty smirk.

"That was so naughty, Mrs. Bancroft," he said, falling heavy and laying beside me.

"It was a thrill," I gushed.

Dylan lay there with his sticky, spent cock reaching up his body and I kicked myself off the bed, standing and bringing a hand beneath me so as not to spill any more of his seed.

"I'm just gonna freshen up," I said, skipping to the bathroom in my high-heels.

"I guess we better rejoin the party," he said.  "Separately."

"Yeah maybe we better keep our distance," I agreed.  "This could get very nasty if someone found out what had happened."

"And if we get caught we can't do it again," he said, standing behind me in the doorway now.

I smirked at him in the mirror as I fixed my hair.  "Exactly."

Dylan smiled back and I knew then that this was the start of something more.  I only hoped we could keep it a secret.

THE END
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Taking Him in His Cell
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I answered the phone early that morning to the voice of one of my officers telling me, very delicately, that they had my housemate in custody.

Maybe I didn’t fully comprehend the information but I surprised myself at how calmly I showered and dressed that morning.

Brandon hadn’t come home that night and now I knew why.  It was probably the relief of knowing he was safe that dulled my anger, but as I buttoned my shirt light-brown shirt and stepped into my pants I knew I was going to have to teach him a lesson.

At nineteen he was still learning and I worried about him whenever he went out—especially if he didn’t come back.  The fact it had never happened before gave me one hell of a sleepless night.

It was a minor felony—nothing a night in the cell wouldn’t fix—but I had to impress upon Brandon that this wasn’t what I ever expected of him again.  Being his older housemate I kind of felt like I had that responsibility over him, especially as his parents weren't around.

I strode into the station that morning and perhaps over-compensated for the predicament he’d put me in.  I met the smirks and sniggers with stern, cold eyes and made mental notes of those that found this funny.

“Where is he?” I asked plainly to the officer on duty.

“Cell two,” he said.

“Anyone else in from last night?”

Officer Michaels shook his head.

“Thank you,” I said, touching his shoulder gently.

Cell two was the nicest one we had—the bed was comfier, the water ran clear—that kind of thing.  Officer Michaels had clearly done me and Brandon a favor.
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