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He dropped to his knees and stared longingly at Aida. This was to be his first taste of a woman—his sexual awakening. For the first time ever, Aida would be preparing one of her young men for something else entirely.

Dylan moved forwards and saw Aida split her lips with her fingers. He looked up to see her staring down with heady anticipation.

“Do it,” she urged.

Dylan didn’t want to disappoint her. He hastened his mouth over Aida’s sex and gave the sensitive flesh a long, slow kiss.

Aida closed her eyes and moaned softly. It had been so long since she’d been touched there by anyone except herself, and despite his inexperience, Dylan seemed to know just what to do.

He mouthed and sucked, tongued and licked, and soon Aida’s sex was a mess of wet juices with more to follow.

“Don’t stop,” she moaned, pushing Dylan’s hairnet off and scrunching through his hair.

Dylan French-kissed Aida’s sex, driving his tongue up into her as he looked at her passion-strewn face. It told him better than words could that he was doing a good job.

Aida was breathing hard as the looming climax crept up on her. Her full breasts pressed against the front of her dress, barely being held back. Her excitement had made her pussy swell.

“That’s it!” she gushed, gasping for air.

Aida tore off her hairnet and shook out her hair. The contractions arrived inside her, making her pussy flex as the muscle inside her tightened.

“Good boy!” she wept.

Dylan had never heard anyone say that to him before. It imbued his cock with a virility he’d never known. He felt it swell, just like any other erection he’d had, but he’d never leaked into his underwear before.

He could feel the precum easing out of him as he felt Aida’s passion on his mouth. It was clear from her freely leaking sex that she was more turned on than ever.

“Oh, Dylan, you’re making me come! Don’t stop!” cried Aida, keen not to leave anything to interpretation.

Dylan kept on doing exactly what he had been. He lapped up the cream that eased out of his older lover, smothering it back against the sodden flesh before sucking over Aida’s stiff clitoris.

Aida trembled. She held her breath and felt the bliss surge through her like electricity. When she was done she slumped back against the wall and slid down the table.

Dylan wiped his face as he came off Aida’s sex. He looked at the fuck-drunk woman before him who sat vulnerable on the table.

As Aida brought herself back down to earth slowly, Dylan opened his pants. This time Aida didn’t stop him.

She listened the clink of Dylan’s belt and the rush of fabric sweeping down his legs, but she didn’t truly realize what was happening until she felt Dylan’s hard cock pressing at her sex. She opened her eyes and looked down, seeing the sinful sight.

“Oh, Dylan,” cooed Aida softly. “Good boy.”
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Dale was a studious type.  He always had a respect for education and took school very seriously.  When he went to university, that same dedication continued, and that’s where I’d began tutoring him at his home to help with his studies.

Honestly, Dale made my job easy.  When I wasn’t there, he would be away in his bedroom or at the dining room table, flicking through textbooks or watching educational videos.  He seemed to enjoy figuring things out rather than coming to me, which is why it came as a shock when he finally asked me for help.

“What does it concern?” I asked him, walking around the table to look at his laptop.

“It’s kind of a tricky subject, but not one I have much experience in,” Dale said.

“Try me,” I ventured, not anticipating the response.

“It’s about men’s recovery times,” Dale said awkwardly.

“Recovery times?  Like, after exercise?”

I looked at the sheet he was studying and realized that it wasn’t about exercise at all.

“Not quite, Mrs. Bishop,” began Dale.  “It’s ... like ... recovery after sex, you know?”

“Hmm.”

“I ... I don’t know much about that.”

I was relieved to hear it.

“Could you help?” he asked.

“Okay, well think about where your experience does lie,” I said.  “You have experience with one half of sex, don’t you?”

“How?”

“Don’t make me spell it out, Dale.  You can achieve one of the outcomes on your own, if you catch my drift?”

“Like, jerking off?” Dale said.

I wore a blank expression.  I guess beating around the bush was pointless now.  “Exactly that.  You could use your recovery time as a benchmark.”

“But I don’t get it,” Dale said.  “Is recovery time different if you actually have sex?”

“It might be.  I suppose that’s something you could look at.  You could put it in your hypothesis.  What do you think would happen?”

Dale thought for a moment.  He folded his arms across his chest.  “It’s like, I don’t have a recovery period now, so why would I if I was with someone else?”

I was confused.  “What do you mean you don’t have a recovery time?”

“Like, I don’t need to wait or anything,” Dale said.  “So why would I suddenly have to wait if I was with someone?”

“You—you don’t have to wait?”

“Yeah.”

“You can just start again?”

“If I want to,” Dale said.  “It’s momentum, isn’t it?”

“Is it?”

I was in awe as Dale detailed his experiences without truly appreciating how rare they were.  What I would have given to encounter men like him in my youth, who didn’t stop when they were finished.  Sex might have been a much more fulfilling endeavor.

“I don’t get this refractory period that I’ve read people talking about,” Dale said.  “The energy doesn’t leave me; it just persists until I start thinking of something else.  I can go and go and go and go as long as I’m stimulated.  Isn’t it like that for everyone, Mrs. Bishop?”

My eyes were wide.  “No, Dale, it is not.  Not for men, anyway.  Women, they’re capable of multiple orgasms, but men usually aren’t.”

“Really?” Dale asked, dumbfounded.  “It seems so easy.”

I can’t tell you how much I wanted to witness what Dale was talking about.  It was tough to believe, but he had no cause to lie.  No wonder the question was so confusing to him if he’d never experienced what it was referencing.

“So, you’re telling me,” I said, desperate to clarify, “that you can have one orgasm, and then carry right on and have another.”

“Uh-huh,” Dale said.  “And another and another if I want to.”

“Four?!”

Dale nodded, becoming proud of his talents now that he realized how rare they were.

“That’s—Dale that’s rare.”

“So, what should I do?” he asked.

“You could write a paper on that all by itself.  That kind of thing deserves to be studied.”

“I’m not sure I like the idea of being studied like that.  It’s not a scientific pursuit; it’s more of a passionate one.”

“I get that.”

“I don’t think I could recreate it in a lab environment,” he laughed.  “I’d be way too nervous.”

“So maybe you just conduct your experiments privately,” I suggested.  “Don’t put too much pressure on yourself, that kind of thing.”

“I guess,” Dale said, looking up at the ceiling.

“You’re not messing me around, are you?” I checked.

He shook his head.

“You can come four times?”

He nodded.

“Can you prove it?  Can I see?”

Dale looked concerned.  “Mrs. Bishop?”

“I’m just struggling to believe it.  I’ve been on this planet for forty-five years and I’ve never seen anything like it.”

“I’m not lying, Mrs. Bishop.  Why would I?”

“Good point.”

“If I do one and then just show you that I’m not finished, is that good enough?” he tried.

“That’d be special,” I said, sitting opposite.  “You don’t have to show me anything.”

Dale turned the laptop towards himself and typed something in.  He put his earpieces in and then reached beneath the table.

I watched him shuffle as he took himself out of his pants.  It was so surreal to sit at the dining room table with him like that and watch him start to jerk his cock, but I told myself it was part of our research.

Dale closed his eyes, and I watched his brows twitch as he started to get himself there.  He looked periodically at whatever video was playing on his laptop, and his shoulder shuffled.

I started to imagine what was happening beneath the table, and soon I wasn’t just observing Dale, but willing him on.

“That’s good, honey,” I said, suddenly eager to see Dale hit the heights of heady passion.

It felt strangely beautiful to see that side of him.  He was usually so reserved and well-mannered, but this was different.  I watched the lust etch across his face.

He started to moan and strain, and his shoulder bounced faster.  I imagined how quickly he might be jerking his cock beneath the table and wondered if his pop-shot would leap across and touch me.

As his whimpers became stronger, I started to panic and became excited.  I hadn’t anticipated sharing Dale’s emotions like that, but I guess our bond was stronger than I thought.  I started to feel his lust, and I felt my crotch become hot as I watched him work towards climax.

“That’s it,” I hushed.  “That’s a good boy.”

He croaked and rose up on the seat, then he fell back in the chair and looked down.

My nostrils flared as I saw some of the ropes fire up from beneath the table and spray across his t-shirt.

“Oh, Dale, there it is.  That’s beautiful, honey,” I told him, trying to comfort myself as much as him.

I watched him fall out of the other side of his climax, and saw his shoulder continue to bounce.  His pace increased steadily.

“Is that it?” I asked.  “Are you ... ready again?”

Dale nodded.

“How do I know?” I asked.  “I should see, shouldn’t I?”

“If it’s a true experiment, then I guess you should see every step, yes.”

“Can you stand up and show me?”

Dale pushed out his chair, and I leaned forward in my seat.  I saw the mess of cum that darkened his blue t-shirt, then I saw his slick, hard cock sitting across his palm.

“See?” he said, looking at me.

I couldn’t take my eyes off it.  I stared silently.  The cum from his previous release sat around his cock, becoming the lube for his next attempt.  Veins breathed life into him.  The crown looked so fresh and pink.  It was jarring to see it against his handsome, young face.  I always knew Dale would lose his innocence one day, but I didn’t think it would be because of me.

“Why is it still hard?” I asked.  “Do you know?”

Dale gestured to the laptop.  “That and being watched, I think.”

“By me?”

Dale nodded bashfully.  “It’s kind of hot, Mrs. Bishop.”

I couldn’t argue, but I didn’t want to confess yet.  Dale went to sit back down, but I couldn’t let that view disappear.

“Don’t,” I said suddenly.  “I—I want to see this one.”

“Standing up?” asked Dale.

I nodded.  He moved out from the table and stood in the middle of the quiet room.  I looked as his hand started to move through the cum.

“Oh, Dale,” I whispered.

Dale’s eyes were on me now, and his headphones had been put on the table.  His cock stayed hard, and he pointed it in my direction as though I was the target.

“Do you feel it again?” I asked.  Lust bubbled inside me, and the adrenaline flashed through my system so fiercely that my scalp prickled.

Dale nodded.

“Are you going to come again for me?”

“Y—yes,” he said, his lip curling.

I fell to my knees in front of him and looked right at his thickness.  He let out a shocked whimper.

“Can I do it?” I asked.  “Does it work if I do it?”

“I’ve never ...” began Dale.

“I know, honey,” I said.  “Let me help.”

Dale let go of his cock and I watched the sticky cum web between his grip.  He put his hands at his side and his cock stood proudly, waiting to be claimed.  It bounced softly as the blood beat into it.

“Oh, Dale, that’s gorgeous,” I said, keen to buoy his confidence.

He smiled.  “Do you think so?”

“Any woman would be glad to see this.”

I reached for him steadily, so as not to startle him.  My hand clasped around him, and I felt the heat of his cum against my palm.

He shuddered and closed his eyes.  “Oh, Mrs. Bishop.”

“That’s it, Dale,” I whispered, pulling forwards.  “Let me get this one.”

He twitched as his body fought against his mind.  I knew the conflict too, but my curious lust was triumphing over my sensibilities.

“You’re so big,” I told him, looking up at his face.

Dale didn’t look down.  He put his hands behind his back and stood proudly with his pants around his ankles.

“Mrs. Bishop’s going to get this next cumshot,” I teased.

I pulled faster, looking at the tip as the blood filled it.  At any moment he could let off, and I’d be forced to decide where I wanted his release to go.

“Let me get it out of you,” I said, gritting my teeth and moving forwards on my knees.

I was so near that I could smell the mushroom scent of his first blast.  His cock rocked close and I rose on my knees to aim him at my chest.

“You want to come on my tits?” I asked.

Dale startled and looked down.  I don’t think he expected to have a choice like that.

“Do you, huh?” I asked.  “I can take out my tits for you if that—”

“Yes!” Dale said suddenly.  “Yes, Mrs. Bishop, please.”

I let go of his cock and hurried, fearing that he might be coming soon.  I raced off my buttoned knit, then took off the t-shirt beneath.

Dale started to jerk himself again as he saw my big tits, bound in my white bra.  He’d never had this kind of access to anyone before, least of all someone over twice his age.

“That’s good, Mrs. Bishop,” he said.  “You look so hot.”

It’d been a long time since anyone had described me like that.  I reached behind myself and unclasped my bra, telling myself that this was all for Dale’s experiment.  It felt like a lie that was easy to hide behind.

“Now,” I said, settling up in front of him.  “Let’s get it out of you.”

He let go of his cock and I took charge again.  I stroked him fast, bringing my tits up towards his cock and rubbing the creamy tip around my nipples.

“Look at that,” I urged, glancing up at him.

Dale was focused on the sordid union.  He watched the head of his cock slip over my nipple and saw the teat spring back with how stiff it was.

“Oh, Mrs. Bishop,” he whispered.  “I’m going to come.”

I became excited, pumping harder and directing him towards my chest.  I braced for impact and looked up at him with a wide smile.

“Are you going to come?” I asked.  “Are you going to come all over my big tits?”

I could see the disbelief in his eyes.  It must have been so surreal to look down and see me yearning for his release.

“Mrs. Bishop,” he hushed, closing his eyes.  His voice got louder.  “Mrs. bishop!  Oh, Mrs. Bishop!”

“Yes!” I burst, and I felt his cock turn impossibly stiff.

It bloomed in my midst, preparing to let off.  I jerked him slower and pointed him right at me.

“Oh, yes!” he groaned, looking down.

I put my chin to my chest and watched the cum spurt from his cock and race over my tits.  I steered it over each one, jerking him out like a champion bimbo.  The heat rolled down over my bare skin, dripping off the nipple of one of my breasts.

“There’s so much,” I cooed, spraying it everywhere.  “Oh, honey.”

His bounty was as big as the first.  It adorned my tits and I felt like such a slut to kneel before him like that and shower beneath it.

I let go of his cock and rubbed his cum into my breasts, smoothing it over me and squeezing my tits together.  I looked up proudly at Dale.

“See?” he said, jerking himself slowly.  “Still hard.”

I shook my head and giggled.  “Dale, you’re something special, you know that?”

“I didn’t until today.”

“I’m not done,” I said, wiping the cum off on my stomach.  “I want more.”

“I’ve got more,” Dale said confidently.

“Momentum,” I said, wagging a finger at him.  “Let’s keep it going.”

“What have you got in mind?”

I stood up close to him and felt the nervous energy in his body.

“How about this?” I said.

I unfastened my jeans and peeled them over my ass, taking my panties with them.  I stomped them out onto the floor and stood naked in front a primed, hard Dale.

“What are you thinking?” Dale asked.

“I’m thinking,” I said, turning away from him and putting my hands flat on the table, “that you put the next load inside me.”

Dale paused as the words made sense in his mind.  When he’d computed the request, he hurried his jeans off his feet and then went for his socks.

“I can do that,” he said.

He stripped off his t-shirt and I saw his young, athletic body.  The nineteen-year-old was in the prime of his life, and I felt privileged to have access to him.  It was so wrong, but Dale was right about momentum.  It was hard to stop.

“Put it inside me,” I said, bending over the table.

Dale leaned back and looked at my ass.  I caressed it and opened it with one hand.

“Right there,” I said, tapping my pussy with my finger.  “Please.”

Dale had never had sex before, but he knew just what to do.  He moved into me, holding his cock steady and marrying it up with my core.  I felt the creamed-up tip touching at my wetness, and Dale pushed harder.

“There!” I told him.  “That’s it!”

Dale whimpered as his length cruised through me.  I felt the stretch of him and realized that I hadn’t been this full in years.  He pushed deep and I was overcome by the occasion.

“Dale!” I strained.

I don’t think he knew what was happening when I first started to come.  Dale’s inexperience was a blessing.  He didn’t dine out on my climax and stand back in awe.  He kept on driving into me, and the orgasm soared.

“Yes, honey!” I gasped, pinching my knees together.

I’d never came so quickly, but then I’d never had the tension build like this before.  Breaking the taboo had been so devilish, and I couldn’t come down from the giddy heights that we’d achieved.  What we were doing was so naughty, but it felt necessary now.

“You feel so good,” Dale said, running his hand up my bare back.

I ached out my moans, then Dale grabbed me at the waist and started to buck into me.  It was hot to have him take charge and really fuck me, you know?  It made the act feel mutual, and I felt less dirty now that I knew how much he wanted it.

His hips slammed against me and my tits rocked forwards against the cool wood of the dining room table.  The room had hosted many of our studies, but it had never hosted anything like this.

“Do it again,” I said looking back at Dale.  “Come again.”

“I’m going to, Mrs. Bishop,” he said assuredly.  “I’m going to.”

Dale bounced into me, cruising his slick cock through my core with reliable energy.  I bit at my bicep and waited for him, yearning to have him go off inside me.

Dale rubbed at me and reached around me.  His hands found my cum-oiled tits and he squeezed them together, enamored by the access he had of me.

“I want you,” I moaned, looking down at the table.

“I want to see you,” Dale said.  “I want to see you when I come.”

“Look at me,” I told Dale desperately.

He pulled himself out of me and I looked behind, wondering if he was going to shoot it up my back.

“Turn around,” he said.

I turned to face him and sat up on the edge of the table.

“Like that,” he said, steering himself under me.

I looked down over my soaked tits and watched his cock disappear beneath me.  I felt him at my core, and I looked into his eyes as my pussy enveloped him.

“You want to watch me when you come?” I asked, nodding.

Dale nodded back.

“Then watch,” I said, leaning away from him.

I don’t know where I found the confidence.  I was usually shy about my body, but it was clear that Dale enjoyed it.  I let my tits rock for him as he started to pump into me, and it was a joy to see the burning lust in his eyes.

I watched Dale’s face and saw the nuances of his excitement.  At times he’d focus, and I’d feel him keep the rhythm as he pumped into me, but every now and then he’d lose himself and move erratically.
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