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“How about now?” she asked, and she reached beneath her little skirt and took off her panties.

They fell to the floor, and she stepped out of them, spreading her legs wide as Michael stared up at her smooth, waxed-clean petals.

“What would you do?” Mary asked, lifting her skirt and framing her delicious, mature pussy.  “What would you do if I wasn’t me, but someone else?”

Michael’s nostrils flared as he breathed deep.  He took his eyes off her pussy finally to look her in the eye, noting how serious she was.

“I—I guess I’d ... go down on you?”

“Good answer,” Mary said, and she beckoned him forward with a finger.

Michael climbed the stairs and Mary opened her legs, using her pussy as a lure that attracted Michael towards it.

He came closer to her, but his head stayed low until he was using his hands to climb the stairs too.

Mary watched as his face came close to her pussy and disappeared under her skirt.  Very quickly she felt the kiss of his mouth on her sensitive petals, and she let out a long, heady moan

“Michael ...”

His inexperienced mouth kissed and licked at her pussy and Mary started to whimper instantly.  She hadn’t had anyone go down on her in over a decade, and she didn’t give a shit that the person doing it was her nineteen-year-old lodger.

Michael tongued upwards, knowing how wrong all of this was but unable to stop himself.  It was as though his erection was providing his body with a kind of chemical that limited his inhibitions.  He knew how crazy it was that he was eating Mary’s pussy, but he couldn’t help himself.  What’s worse: he wanted more.

Mary wasn’t about to move though.  Michael’s lips and tongue were working over her pussy beautifully.  It had started to turn plump with arousal, but Michael hadn’t stopped to notice.  He continued to run his tongue all over Mary until she started to moan differently.

“That’s it,” she hushed.  “Make me come!  Please!”

Michael had no idea what he was doing, but he kept doing it anyway.  Soon he could feel the flex of Mary’s muscles against him as her sex started to tighten and relax over and over.

Mary flooded out her juices and Michael tongued against them, smothering them across her petals until her entire pussy was soaked and glossy, glistening in the hallway light.

Mary came out of the other side of her climax, and her bimbo personality was still in full flight.  She moved Michael’s head off her and then helped him up the remainder of the steps.

She wiped her cum from off his chin as though she was cleaning it of dirt, then she put a hand on his hip and looked into her eyes.

“I want to suck your cock now,” she said, and now Mary had two climaxes to be grateful for.  Michael was only aware of one.

“Now?” he asked.

Mary nodded.  “Come with me.”
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You know what it’s like in the new year; you’ll do anything to start it off right.  I’d decided over Christmas that I was going to turn a corner this January by hitting the gym more often and getting in shape.  I’d been single for far too long.

I worked a good job and prided myself on my professionalism.  It had cost me my relationship, after all, so I might as well make it worthwhile now.  Working as a partner in a law-firm requires the utmost attention to detail and, being single, I was able to dedicate myself to it completely.

But now I wanted to readdress the balance of my life.  All work and no play makes Diane a dull woman, and nobody wants to be dull.

I should have taken Harvey’s advice a long time ago and loosened up a little.  He was my lodger.  I kind of got him in just to make life more interesting, and it certainly worked.  He took life at an easy pace, but he still put in the work.  You could find him in the local gym at half five in the morning, setting himself up for the day.

As a gift to myself at Christmas I’d bought a selection of workout milkshakes.  You know the sort: protein and low calories and promises.  I figured if I bought them, it might actually make me go to the gym.

When work started again, I almost completely forgot about the new regime I had in mind for myself, until I came back home from the office and spied the special milkshakes on the kitchen counter.  Harvey must have moved them, but I’ve no idea why.

Either way, there they sat, mocking me.  I looked down at my crisp, new suit and how it didn’t quite hug my figure the way I remembered it used to.

“Fuck it,” I said to myself, and I pulled a milkshake from the box and opened it.

I could tell it was banana from the smell as I brought it up to my lips.  It tasted sweet and creamy.  It was kind of thick and moreish, and it felt great flowing down my throat.

“Huh,” I chirped, surprised.  I took another look at the bottle.  Find the new you, the slogan read.

I don’t know what they put in these things, but I found myself downing the entire drink in record-time.  With the milk inside me I had to promise myself that the hard work began tomorrow.

The next morning Harvey was surprised to see me downstairs at five in the morning, wearing my ill-fitting work-out gear.

“Diane?” he asked.  “This is early.”

“I’m joining you,” I told him.  “If that’s okay?”

“Sure,” Harvey beamed.  “The gym is so empty in the morning, I guess it’ll just be the two of us.”

“Kinda relieved,” I laughed.  “I don’t want anyone watching.”

“I’ll leave you to it, don’t worry.  You won’t even notice I’m there.”

I gave his hair a little play with my fingers and then ate a quick breakfast.  We took separate cars, but I met Harvey in the gym after I signed up.

He started on the bike to get warmed up and I found myself gravitating towards the treadmill.  Running had been something I was good at long ago.

So anyways, I got to work.  At first, I was all stiff but soon I was loose and it felt good to open the lungs.  I started to feel better almost instantly after the workout.  I noted I had this warm glow after my shower.  My skin and hair just looked healthier.  It was the perfect feedback to get me interested.

“Same time tomorrow?” Harvey asked in the carpark afterwards.

“You’re on,” I told him.

That day at work I got a bunch of compliments and afterwards, just like before, I drank my milkshake.  I know, I know, you’re supposed to have it after a work-out, but I didn’t want to mess with a winning formula.  I ordered another box and then the next day I met Harvey downstairs, just like before.

“Nice work, Diane!” he cried happily as I downed the stairs, then I noticed his eyes flash to my chest and a look of embarrassment cross his face.

I looked down.  “Hmm.  They’re totally bigger.”

“Good sleep?” Harvey asked, changing the subject.

“Great!  I’m already liking this new routine.”

“It’s not a routine yet,” he warned.  “Don’t get too comfortable.”

“How could anyone get comfortable in this?” I asked, looking down to my breasts that were spilling over the top of my outfit.

“Maybe time for an upgrade?” Harvey suggested.

The workout felt incredible, and I kept it up.  I started to get more and more attention from people at work, and strangers on the street.  My hair’s natural blonde tones had started to shine through, and my tan had intensified.

Not only that, but the swelling in my tits didn’t seem to go down.  They became fuller than ever.  On top of that I’d started doing squats and my ass just looked fine.

After the first three weeks I invested in a new wardrobe of workout clothes, all pink and bright.  Harvey was the first guy to see me in them and his eyes damn-near popped out of his skull.

“Wow!” he said, staring.  This time he didn’t look away.  “You look incredible.”

“I, like, feel it too.  And you don’t look bad yourself, stud,” I giggled.

I saw Harvey light up as I complimented him.  It was such an easy thing to do, but it looked like it had a huge impact on him.  I started to be more positive and bubblier at work, and people really took notice.  It was like the workout had started to change the way I was thinking as well as my body.

In the gym that first day after I’d bought my new clothes, I noticed that Harvey couldn’t keep his eyes off me.  Whenever I found a mirror I found Harvey, stealing a look and thinking that I couldn’t see him.  I guess all you need is something that hugs your figure for guys to take notice, so long as that figure is something worth hugging.

I was brimming with sexuality, and I wanted to put it to the test.  I was so confident that I realized guys my own age wouldn’t be a challenge.  It’d be easy enough to attract those.  The real test would be the guys half my age.  If I could get someone in their twenties to want me, then it’d be proof of everything.

At first I hadn’t meant to seduce my lodger, I promise.  It just kind of worked out that way.  He’d been with me through the whole process, and he’d clearly taken a keen interest.  I felt safe having him look at me, you know?  It was like a non-threatening adoration, but I realized too that if I could get Harvey to commit to something more, then there was no greater proof of how good I looked.  If my nineteen-year-old lodger could fall victim to my new bimbo-body, then anyone could.

That was the first time that I’d started to see myself as a bimbo, but the second I thought about the word I realized it made sense.  I was blonder, more tanned, had a penchant for pink and I was using my sexuality in ways I’d never known.  On top of that I’d started to lose my inhibitions a little and even talk with a chirper twang.  It really got the best out of people—even my high-profile clients.  I think they enjoyed the contrast of a competent woman who looked like something out of a Katy Perry video.

So, my routine continued until one morning, after a workout, the hottest and strangest thing happened.

Like I said, Harvey couldn’t get enough.  I’d caught him staring several times, but it didn’t seem to stop him.  My outfits got more revealing, and Harvey’s interests increased.  I just never anticipated them increasing as far as they did.

After one workout I retired to the shower like normal, lathering up my body and enjoying the sensation of my hands slipping over my soft skin and full breasts.

The gym showers were like cubicles, but I’d never known anyone be in there that early.  I continued to sing as I sensed someone outside.

They came into the cubicle beside me, and from the look of their sneakers that I could see beneath the bottom of the stall, it wasn’t a woman.  I soon realized they were the same gym-sneakers that Harvey wore.  I smirked and ignored him, continuing to bathe and sing as I did so.

In my periphery I could see his head above the top of the cubicle, staring down on my naked body.  I wasn’t in the least bit frightened.  I felt empowered.  Harvey was spying on me, which was something he’d never do normally.

He thought himself so sneaky.  I tried to hide my grin as I rubbed myself in front of him, exuding a womanliness that I hadn’t known before those magical milkshakes.

“Relax, Diane,” I told myself, pretending.  “You can play later.”

I had no idea what effect this was having on Harvey, but I could have sworn I heard him grunt.  His head looked like it was shaking as he peered over.

I let the soapy suds run down through my breasts and I followed them with my hand, arriving at my shaven box.  I teased down between my legs and nudged my clit beneath its hood.  I sensed the wave of excitement ripple through me.

My nipples were alive to it.  They perked up instantly and I moved a hand back up to pinch at them.  The whole while I let the water run over me and I kept my eyes mostly closed, peeking every now and then to make sure Harvey was still enjoying me.

“I’d kill for a big, hard cock,” I hushed, pushing my fingers inside myself.

My body folded over, and I sunk my fingers deep, massaging the inside of my pussy and then using my other hand to continue to tease my clit.

“Any cock would do right now,” I squeaked gleefully.  “Jeez, any!  I’d, like, even take Harvey’s dick right now if I could.”

It was hardly a hint, but guys aren’t attuned enough to take the hint.  You’ve got to hit them in the face with subtlety.

“I want to come!” I cried.  “I want to come on somebody’s big, juicy cock.  Oh, Harvey!”

I heard him moan over the stall, but I still didn’t look.  I wanted him to burst through the door and fuck me.

“I wish you’d fuck me, Harvey,” I said, keeping up the pressure.  “I wish you’d come fuck me!”

I worked my pussy fiercely as I relished the attention.  Having Harvey masturbate over me like that was the proof I was looking for, and now that I’d got it I felt so turned-on that I didn’t want things to stop there.

I heard Harvey get down from whatever he’d used to peer over the stall.  I toyed with my pussy slower now, listening acutely to the goings on outside and hoping that another gym-goer hadn’t interrupted my fun.

I started to think I’d blown it—or that maybe Harvey had blown against the side of the stall and left after getting what he wanted.

But then the door of my shower burst open, and on the other side of it stood Harvey, naked and with a bursting, powerful erection on show.

“Harvey!” I cried, pretending to be shocked.

I looked down from his face and to the big packet that he proudly displayed.  It bobbed in front of him, demanding to be claimed.  I couldn’t help but give it the attention it deserved.

“If you wanted me, here I am,” Harvey said calmly.

It seems my overt yearning for him had given him a confidence that I didn’t know he had.  Not only was he revealing everything to me, but he had a command about him that I couldn’t deny.

“Get on your knees and suck my cock,” he said plainly, stepping into the cubicle with me.

I rushed to him as he locked the door, dropping to my knees and rubbing my hands down his thighs.  For a minute-or-so I teased myself, rubbing my hands as close to his cock as I could without touching it.  The whole time it bobbed in front of me, close enough to claim.

Harvey couldn’t stand my teasing and eventually took his cock by the hilt and guided it towards my open mouth.

“Oh, Harvey, you look so b—”

He pushed it through my lips as I opened over him, humming appreciatively as his arousal filled my mouth.

Harvey took charge and I let him, leaving my mouth open so he could use it to jerk his cock.  He fucked my face and I found my throat opening over the crown of his cock when it pushed deep inside.

It wasn’t a skill that I thought I possessed, but I quickly discovered that it caused me no discomfort at all.  I listened as Harvey wowed by how much of his cock I could take, then he got brave enough to try the whole thing.

“Deepthroat it,” he said, but it wasn’t something I had active control over.

The more Harvey pushed the wider my throat grew.  My neck turned full and thick with cock.  I breathed around it, sniffing through my nose that pressed against the short pubic hair above Harvey’s strong, thick cock.

He kept himself deep and pushed the back of my head onto him.  I stretched out my tongue and teased them at his ballsack, showing Harvey that I was more than comfortable.

He quickly pulled off me and my throat unsheathed his cock like a circus performer’s sword.  It was covered in sticky, thick spit that stringed away and swirled down the drain with the rushing, hot water.

“Yes!” I gasped, leaning away from him and rubbing my pussy.

Harvey jerked his cock over me, running his eyes around my new curves.  I knelt on the floor for him and writhed beneath the spilling water like a champion slut.  It felt as though I was reclaiming a suppressed womanhood that had been vying to get out all these years.

“That’s it, Diane,” he growled, jerking hard.

I watched his fist run over his stiff cock and I started to slap my fingers into my pussy.  They clapped wetly against my folds, plunging deep as I simulated being fucked.

“Put it back in my mouth!” I cried, and Harvey hurried forwards to give it me.

He pushed into my throat again and I felt my pussy tighten around my fingers.  Harvey fucked my mouth and I fucked myself, feeling impossibly slutty and more turned on than ever.

My pussy turned crazy sensitive.  I pressed my hand over it, keeping my fingers working inside me.  My palm rubbed at my clit and my fingers teased my insides.

Harvey pulled his cock from my throat just in time for my eyes to roll back as climax claimed me.

“I’m coming!” I wailed.  I couldn’t have given a fuck if anyone could hear us now.

“Come for me, Diane, you slut!”

Harvey pumped his cock fast and I wondered if he might erupt all over my moaning face, but thankfully he just watched me writhe in front of him.

My knees slipped over the tiles and my legs opened and closed.  I hugged my tits with one hand and dragged my fingers from my pussy.  I ran them over my clit and gasped out my release, then I thrust my fingers into my mouth and tasted the juices.

“You need this big cock, don’t you?” Harvey said.

I nodded and hummed.  “I need it!”

“Stand up.”

I did as Harvey commanded.

“Turn around.”

I faced away from him and looked over my shoulder, pushing out my ass and watching as Harvey approached it.  It was toned and bouncy and it was all Harvey’s.

He squeezed it with his hand and then placed his cock up under me.  For a moment he fucked through my legs, running his cock along the slick groove of my pussy.  Even that felt incredible.

“Don’t you tease me!” I told him.

“You need to be teased.  You’d love this inside you, wouldn’t you?”

“Uh-huh!”

“Beg for it.”

“Give it me, Harvey!” I whined.  “Give it me!”

“Fucking beg.”

“Give me that big, hard cock, Harvey, please!  Please!  Please!”

I started to bounce back against his cock, running my pussy along him faster and hoping he might accidentally breach me.

But I knew guys.  As much as Harvey wanted me to beg, I knew that if I didn’t, I’d get fucked anyway.  Still, it was fun to play the game.

“Give me that fucking cock, Harvey!  I earned it!  I want it!  Give it me!”

Harvey said nothing as he took control of his cock and pushed it inside me.  My pussy opened over him, and he flooded inside me, making my fingers seem tiny in comparison.

“Fuck!” I cried, slapping the wall.

His cock moved deep, going so far inside me that I could feel it at the pit of my stomach.  In that moment I thought of how far I’d come.  Months ago, I was a sex-starved, buttoned-down partner in a law-firm, and now I was a blonde slut exuding a level of sexuality that was so great that it had snared her own younger lodger.  I couldn’t believe the contrast, but I felt there was more sluttiness to come.

“Oh my god, I want you cum!” I told him plainly.  “Please!”

“You’re gonna get it,” Harvey said, and he was so sure of himself that it made my pussy flutter all over again.

I started to rock back against his thrusts, absorbing them with my toned ass that rippled upwards every time he crashed his cock deep.

I felt his hands squeeze at my ass and he upped his pace, moving his stiffness through me so quickly that there was now an unmistakable clapping of flesh spilling out into the changing rooms.

“Oh, Diane!” he grunted, his teeth clenched.

“I know you want to give it to me.  You know I want it, don’t you?”

He grunted in the affirmative.

“So, fill me up with your fucking cum,” I whined.  “Fill me up!”

I squeezed at my tits and rubbed my clit again, bending forwards until gravity started to claim my breasts.

Harvey cupped them in his hands, squeezing the nipple and brushing softly around it as he fucked me.

“Give me that cum!” I begged.  “Give me that fucking cum!”

Harvey was swelling within me and losing his rhythm.  His moans were changing.  He was getting there alright.

“That’s it!  Don’t stop!  Don’t stop!  Don’t you dare!  Don’t you dare!  Come!  Come!  Come inside me!  Come inside me, Harvey!”

Harvey moaned at every sharp sentence.  They increased in intensity until he’d joined me right at the precipice of climax.

“Come with me!” I gasped.  “Come with me!”

My pussy pinched him and my thighs shook.  Harvey rained a slap down on my ass and then pushed all the way deep.  His cock bloomed and I felt the throb as his heat arrived inside me.

“Yes!” I cried.  “Yes!”

My pussy contracted around him, massaging the thick spunk from his balls.  It shot into me with tremendous power and volume, and the texture of his cock inside me changed to something more slippery as our fluids mixed in a sinful cocktail.

I connected to him in a way I’d never thought possible, but I found a deep connection within myself too.  I had accessed an area of myself that was long dormant, but now it was being revealed with a vengeance.

I was so turned on that Harvey’s cum didn’t fully sate me.  When he’d finished, I felt the intensity leave him, but I was still brimming.

I pulled forwards and turned quickly, racing my mouth over that spent cock of his before the water had chance to wash the cum away.

I rolled my tongue around him and sucked up all his juices, fingering my sticky twot as I did so.  I sent my fingers deep, scooping out his cum.  I made a show of pulling my mouth off him and then feeding the cum to my lips.  Harvey stared in disbelief, watching the slutty show that I continued to put on for him.

I sat on the floor with the shower sprinkling on my shins, then I opened my legs and started to finger-fuck my pussy for Harvey as he watched.  I fished out his cum and brought it to my mouth, opening wide and letting it string its way inside messily.

“That’s perfect,” Harvey said, mesmerized.

“I’m your slut aren’t I, honey?”

“You are, Diane.”

“We can do this every morning,” I told him.  “And if you play your cards right ...”

Harvey’s eyebrows damn-near left his face as I claimed another fingerful of cum and then moved it down to my asshole.  I pushed inside and opened my mouth wide as Harvey marveled at the act.

“In your ass?” he asked.

I nodded and sunk two fingers inside, feeling the tightness of my muscle clamp around them.

“You see that?” I asked, looking to his face.

Harvey looked nowhere else.  “I see it.”

“That could be you,” I told him, and I noted that his cock was not yet soft.

Harvey looked back over his shoulder quickly and then at me again.  He grabbed his cock and jerked it stiff.

“Can it be now?”

“You naughty boy!”

“Give it me now.”

I bit my lip and got excitedly to my feet.  I turned away from Harvey again and bent forwards.  I felt his finger at my ass, but he was far too coy.

“Let me show you,” I told him, and I stuck two fingers into my ass and pushed them deep.  “Yes!  Oh, yes!”

Harvey pulled at my wrist and I vacated for him.  He rushed forwards to the closing aperture and managed to wedge the tip of his cock inside.

“That’s it,” I encouraged.  “There!”

Harvey pressed deep, using the cum from before as a lube for entry.  My knot sprang open over him, and his cock stuttered inside, feeling big and imposing.

“You’re in my ass!” I gasped.  “Harvey!  It’s in my ass!”

“It feels so fucking good, Diane.”

“It’s naughty is what it is, Harvey.  You’re fucking me!  You’re fucking my ass!  No-one’s ever done that to me before!”

I wanted Harvey to feel special and the strength of his arousal told me that he did.  His thickness pushed through my asshole over and over.  He didn’t stop to allow me to adjust to him.

He fucked my ass hard, leaving me a wailing mess in front of him.  I closed my eyes and winced away the pain, recapturing that slutty energy that had started all of this.  Gradually I got looser.

“Oh, Harvey!” I whined.  “Yes!”

He plowed into my ass, and I started to wonder how it might all end.  I hadn’t had a younger guy in the longest of times and I guess I just kind of forgot how virile they all were.  I had ideas that he might get bored, and then the ass-fucking would be over, but Harvey was intent on finishing in my ass just as he had in my pussy.

“Oh, Diane, I’m gonna come,” he announced, and I found myself shocked and excited.

It was once again proof of my new-found powers.  Not only had a snared him, but I’d made him come twice in hardly any time at all.

“Come in my fucking ass!” I begged of him, and I looked over my shoulder at his pleasure-strewn expression.

My knot pinched tight around his swelling cock, and I felt that glorious throb of his all over again as he made fist of my ass-cheeks.

He held my hips firm and rode me all the way through, plowing his cock deep amidst the erupting ropes that lubricated my hole.

I was brimming with his offering, but the watertight grip I had around him meant that it all stayed inside me this time.  He gave me everything, moaning out each jet of heat.

“Ohhh,” he whined, announcing the end of this release.

“Good boy,” I told him as he slipped away.

My asshole pinched him clean and trapped his seed inside it.  I turned slowly to him, biting my lip.  Harvey was spent.  I lifted his chin and kissed his lips softly.

“Well done.”

“I needed that,” he huffed, taking a breath.

“You got it, stud,” I winked.

Harvey made his escape soon afterwards, retiring to the correct changing rooms to get ready for his day.

I couldn’t think of anything else at work later.  I walked the office, smirking as I felt Harvey’s cum in my ass seeping out into my panties all day.  It was heaven, and tomorrow we could do it all over again ...

THE END
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Schools can be kind of eerie when there’s no kids in them, but it’s probably my most favorite part of the day.  I know that it’s only a couple of hours until I can go home, and it’s much easier to get work done without the constant interruptions.

That day had been particularly challenging.  I don’t know what it is about coming back from the winter break, but all of the boundaries that we set up seem to be regularly tested all over again.

I’d had several teachers come to my office, some asking for advice, other merely passing me one of their students to discipline.

One of the teachers that came through the door that day was Charlie, a new starter who was still learning the ropes.  Poor bastard didn’t know what he’d let himself in for.

“I found these on top of one of the lockers,” Charlie had said, and he’d set down a full pack of candies on my desk.

I’d turned the pack in my hand and gasped as I’d read the label.  “Slutties?!”

“I know,” Charlie had said.  “Nothing surprises me much anymore.”

“It’s like they deliberately try to get the most outlandish snacks they can think of.”

“Was different when I grew up.”

“You didn’t have problems with discipline?  Rules?”

“I was a good kid, Gloria.”

“Case in point.  It’s Mrs. Harper,” I’d corrected.  Perhaps it was time to set Charlie some boundaries.

“Sorry,” Charlie had said.

I’d raised my eyebrow.

“Sorry, Mrs. Harper,” he’d added.

I nodded and Charlie had left me alone.  He was a good guy, but he needed guidance.

That’s all it takes to make a good person, you know.  Rules and boundaries.  Set them early, keep them in place, discipline accordingly, and you’ve got the makings of a model human.

I sat at my desk now, at the end of the day, reading through a few e-mails.  I found myself idly playing with the pack of candies that sat on my desk and absent-mindedly I started opening them.

I wish I’d have given it more consideration, not least because of how unbecoming it was for a headteacher to be eating candies at her desk, but I didn’t.  I’d just mechanically opened them up and tossed one into my mouth and wow, they were incredible.

I had to stop using the computer just to focus on their flavor.  My saliva rushed into my mouth, and I sucked the hard candy noisily, swallowing down its fruity juices.  It felt like a shot of pure adrenaline.  Charlie was right to have handed them in.

I looked to the packet again and turned it in my hand.  I didn’t think candies had side-effects listed on the packaging, but there was a warning that said Slutties could cause hot flushes and bouts of bimboism.  I didn’t even know what that last word meant.

At this point I couldn’t focus on work at all.  I sat back in my chair and just tasted the intense flavor that was flooding into my mouth.  My skin seemed to shiver with energy and the room felt stuffy suddenly.

I pulled out my collar and took off my suit jacket.  My white blouse seemed much fuller than usual, and it was shrinking on me.  I unfastened a button to give my breasts some room.

I waved a hand at my face to try to cool myself, but I could feel a bead of sweat running out from under my hair.  I checked myself in my pocket-mirror.

Damn, my skin looked good.  That moisturizer that I bought myself for Christmas must really work!  I guess Andie MacDowell was right after all!

Strangely though, it also seemed to have made my lips fuller, unless that was the result of the balm I’d been using for ten years now.  I felt a rush of confidence as I looked at my reflection.  Even my hair seemed blonder.

“So, this is it,” I said, fanning myself to stay cool.  “The menopause.”

There was just no other explanation as far as I knew.  My body hadn’t changed this much since puberty.  I thought I knew all the signs and symptoms, but nothing quite prepares you for the real thing.  It all seems to have happened so fast.

I shifted in my seat and heard the snap of cotton in my pencil skirt.  My ass was bursting through the seams.  I had to unfasten the zip at the side just to give myself some room.  When did my clothes get so fucking tight all of a sudden?

I shoved another Sluttie into my mouth and started to suck.  Again, the juice burst from the candy.  This one was a different flavor.  Its acidity made me wince slightly, but I couldn’t deny how good it tasted.

I looked back to the computer to try to focus on my e-mails, but my vision was slightly blurred and distorted.  I took off my thick-rimmed spectacles and marveled at the clarity of my vision.

“My gosh,” I cooed, biting the handle of my specs.

Just then the door knocked, and Charlie entered again.

“I don’t know if you’ve had chance to ... look ... at ... Gloria?!”

“It’s ‘Mrs. Harper,’” I corrected quickly, staring at Charlie like he was some kind of prey as I gnawed on my glasses.

“What the hell happened to you?” he asked, closing the door.

“I don’t know,” I said, shaking out my hair, “but I feel good.”

“You look good. I—if I can say that?”

“So do you,” I confessed.

I never told Charlie how handsome he was, but now I felt compelled.  I couldn’t help but make a show of running my eyes all over him.  He had that ‘end of the day’ look to him.  His curly brown hair was a little ruffled and his shirt was open at the collar.  His tie was loose around his neck and his stubble was a couple of days old.

“So, that e-mail ...” he continued.

“Come round here and sit on my lap,” I said, patting my thighs.  “Let’s read it together.”

Charlie swallowed and scratched his head, then slowly he rounded the desk.  I pushed my chair out so he could fit.

“I ... ugh ...” he said awkwardly, then he perched gently on the tip of my knees.

“Come on,” I said.  “Better than that.”

I grabbed his hips with my hands and pulled his back onto my lap more, giving his waist a pinch.

“That’s it,” I told him.  “Now tell me what’s wrong.”

“It’s just the school curriculum here—can I grab the mouse?”

“You can grab whatever you like.”

Charlie took the mouse and started clicking on my computer.  He was still speaking, but honestly, I’d drowned him out.  My thoughts were much louder than him, and much naughtier.  I looked at his wide, strong back and broad shoulders.  I started to finger at his hair, then his words came dripping back into my consciousness.

“... if Mr. Johnson would allow something like that or whether I need to check.  I should check, shouldn’t I?”

“Consent is important,” I teased.  “You have mine, of course.”

I heard him swallow and he continued his ramblings as I played with his hair and dragged my nails over his smooth shirt.

I started to move round until I was stroking his thigh.  My nails scratched him as I felt the intense horniness inside me vie to get out.  I couldn’t hold it back.

“Mrs. Harper?” Charlie asked, and he lifted up off the chair and turned to sit on the desk, facing me.

“Yes, dearest?” I asked, curling my hair, and sucking on the Sluttie.

“Are you okay?”

“Do I look okay?” I asked, leaning back, and moving my shirt wider.

Charlie’s gaze slipped to my cleavage.

“There you go,” I laughed.

He looked away.

“Hey, I didn’t say stop,” I teased.  “Look.  I want you to.”

Charlie turned his head and looked again at my big breasts.  You could get lost in the depths of my new cleavage and Charlie started to.  He rolled his lips through his teeth and took a breath.

“Am I getting you hot and bothered?” I asked.

“I just don’t know where all this has come from?”

I popped another candy into my mouth and shrugged.  “I’m just reclaiming my womanhood.”

Charlie grabbed the candy packet and read it.  “You’ve been eating these?”

I shrugged again.

“How many have you had?”

“Three?  Four?”

“And how do you feel?”

I screwed my mouth in a smirk.  “You don’t want to know.”

“It causes bimboism, Gloria!”

“What?”

“Bimboism!  It turns you into a slut!”

“Charlie!”

“I—I didn’t mean that.  I mean ... it makes you ... well, look!”  Charlie presented me.

“I don’t see anything wrong here,” I said, looking down myself again before doing the same to him.  “But I do see something wrong there.”

I let my pointed finger drop and aimed it right at his crotch.  Charlie was very clearly aroused.  His erection was punching out against his pants like Houdini fighting his way out of a sack.

“That’s just a coincidence,” he said, standing up and turning to the side.

“Don’t hide it,” I said, turning his hips back towards me.  “Mrs. Harper wants to know she’s doing good work.”

Charlie put both hands back on the desk.  I sat in front of him, all confidence and sass.  I’d never felt so powerful in my own body.  I’d discovered a whole new way of getting what I wanted, and it wasn’t with rules and boundaries, but sex and lustiness.

“I’m trying to do some work,” Charlie said.

“And I’m trying to stop you.  I’m your boss, you should listen to me. “

Charlie smirked and shook his head.  “I’m listening.”

“Okay, pay attention to this.  I’m going to reach forward, okay, and start opening your pants.”

“What’s that going to do?”

“It’s going to give you exactly what you want,” I pouted.

Charlie looked to my full lips and swallowed hard again.  “And what’s that?”

“My mouth around your cock,” I said simply.

His nostrils flared.

I raised an eyebrow.  “Tell me I’m wrong.”

He said nothing.

“Tell me I’m right,” I teased.

“I ... I would ... like that,” he said, looking back to the door.

“Then it’s settled,” I announced, and I reached forwards for his belt.

Charlie’s face was a look of wonder as I tugged him forwards and started to open his belt quickly.  He stuttered a few words but never quite managed to say anything.  He just looked down in wonderment, marveling as his own boss started to take him out of his pants.

I was ravenous for his cock.  I couldn’t explain it.  The Slutties had merely whetted my appetite; now it was time to sate it.

I yanked his pants open and then pulled them down over his boxer-briefs.  Charlie’s face was a delicious picture of shocked arousal.  I loved that I could do that to him.  At forty-five you start to think you might be losing it, then a mystical pack of candies come along and shows you how to be a slut again.  Life’s just like that sometimes.

“Do it,” Charlie urged, and it was the first I’d heard of his yearning.  “Take out my cock, Gloria.”

“It’s Mrs. Harper, remember,” I teased, pulling down his underwear.

The cotton slid over his thickness until it sprang free.  He was virulent and full of life.  His cock was rock-solid, with thick veins lurching up its length.

I gasped and breathed hard—so hard in fact that one of the buttons of my blouse popped clean off.  More of my lacy, black bra was revealed beneath, but Charlie was too busy looking at where my mouth was headed.

“Look at you,” I breezed, and I stared up at him to see that caught-in-the-headlights face of his staring down in anticipation.

“Ready for me?” I asked, gripping his shaft.  “Ooh, that’s so stiff.”

“I’m ready,” he hushed.

I stroked my hand back and moved my lips to that swollen crown of his.  I clasped around him and pushed over, filling my mouth with his arousal.  I had so much saliva in there from the slutty sweets that I was quickly able to slosh his big cock around like laundry in a washing-machine.

My tongue circled his tip, and I rocked my head over him, pinching my lips closely.  I used my fist in tandem, jerking him with my mouth and firm grip.

“Oh, Gloria,” he burst, and his knuckles turned white as he gripped the edge of the desk.

I got off the chair and down on my knees, working his cock and then kissing off the tip.  I smiled up at him and then snarled my way towards his balls, gnawing at his cock and relishing the unabashed joy that Charlie couldn’t contain.

“I bet you didn’t expect this today, did you?” I asked, tonguing at his balls.

“Can’t say I did,” he groaned.

I smirked and sucked on his sack, kissing off his orbs and making my way back up to his cock.  It was coated in my saliva now and glistening in the overhead lights.  I stared at it as I pumped my fist over him, using the spit as a lube with which to pass him through my hand.

“Look at that,” I moaned.  “Look at what I’ve done to you.”

Charlie looked down, shaking his head in disbelief.  I’d transformed so much that perhaps he could kid himself that it wasn’t really me, but my face was a dead giveaway.  They were still my eyes, but they sparkled brighter; still my lips but they were plumper and more inviting; still my tits but they were firmer and fuller.  Most importantly, it was still my voice, but it was talking in a way it never had before, saying things like: “Let Mrs. Harper put that big cock back in her mouth.” 

Charlie was a passenger for now and I was happy to treat him.  I started to think how else I could use my body, and from my position the next move just seemed obvious.

I opened my shirt and took it off my shoulders.  Charlie was trying to get a peek, but I wanted to give him much more than that.  I leaned away from him and unclasped my bra, moving it off my body and shaking my shoulders in front of him.  My big tits shook, and I giggled.  Charlie laughed too.

“Let me put you somewhere else you might like,” I told him.

I rose on my knees and opened my cleavage, closing my tits around his big cock and delighting in the sensation.  I could feel his stiffness in the soft embrace of my breasts, but I wasn’t done there.

I looked down as I moved my tits over him, watching his cock emerge like a hotdog in a bun.  I gave it a bit of dressing, drooling onto it and sending a dollop of spit into my cleavage like a naughty slut.

I giggled up at Charlie and started to rock my tits over him, jerking him between them.  His eyes rolled back, and I thought he was going to fall off the desk.

As I toyed with him, I felt my pussy turning more and more sodden with each passing second.  I was teasing myself to the point of frenzy.  I could please Charlie for so long, but now I needed some attention too.

I had my fun with him between my tits, rocking myself over him and listening to his awestruck moans from above, but after a while I wanted my own stimulus.

I got right up on my feet and gripped his tie, pulling him towards me.  I kissed his face wetly, passing some of my saliva to him with my tongue as he stumbled forwards.

Charlie took a breath, staring at me like I was possessed.  Who knows whether I was or not, but what I did know was that I wanted to be satisfied too.

“I’ve got one last thing to show you,” I said, and I sat up on the desk beside him.  “Sit in my chair.”

Charlie moved into position, falling heavily in the big chair.  His wet cock slapped back against his shirt.  His pants stayed around his ankles.

“You’ve got a good view there, haven’t you?” I asked, opening my legs.

I did so forcefully, causing the fabric of my dress to tear a little more.  I guess I’d really fucked with the skirt when my ass had swollen, because with only a little effort I was able to pop the rest of the seams until the thing was barely hanging on.  I moved the excess fabric up and split my legs wide, giving Charlie a look right into my crotch.

He didn’t waste his time in ogling me.  He looked right to my sodden panties.  His cock twitched as he eyed the juices that had already bled through.

“You like what I’m showing you?” I asked, hooking my finger beneath the crotch.

Charlie nodded.

I could feel the stickiness of my cunt against the back of my fingers.  I knew Charlie was in for a sight alright when I moved the crotch over completely.  His mouth opened and he took up his cock, jerking it slowly as he watched.

“Oh, Gloria, that looks perfect.”

I don’t know how it had happened, but the hair around my pussy was now perfectly sculpted.  It drew the eye to what mattered: my slender, tight, wet lips.

“Don’t just look at it,” I said, hooking my foot behind his head.  “Come taste.”

Charlie fell into me, and I lay back on the desk.  His face pressed right against my pussy, and he very quickly started eating me out.  The transition was immediate.  His tongue danced over me and tasted my cum, searching upwards for my clit which was happy to be found.

My body trembled with delight as Charlie sucked and pulled on my wet, charged flesh.  My pussy was a plump bastion of arousal and Charlie’s adventurous mouth was freeing my sexual energy.

I started to grind on him and moan, and he started to moan back.  My pussy swallowed up all the noises he made and begged for more.

“Put a finger in me,” I whined, looking down.

Charlie was in full-focus, and it was hot to see.  He wanted to please me.  He probed his finger inside and my core gripped around him.  He started to work it back and forth, then he locked his mouth over me and sucked hard on my clit.

The blood rushed to it, and it became charged with sensitivity.  The flicks of his tongue felt huge as they lashed across it.

Soon my thighs were gripping the side of his head and my pussy was gripping his finger.  I took several deep breaths and held the last one, focusing on that deep tension that was about to snap.

“Charlie!” I cried.  “Charlie!  Yes!”

He kept it up, pulsing his fingers through my core and teasing my clit.  I couldn’t stand all the sensations at once.  I started to come, moaning loud and grinding my pussy up and down across his face.

He let me use him, and from the look of his bouncing shoulder he was busy jerking himself with his other hand.

“Good boy!” I told him.  “Good boy!”

I’d barely so much as thought about sex in this office, and now here I was committing one of the most cardinal sins of all.  I shared the blame with Charlie, but truthfully, he didn’t stand a chance.  What young man would?  A blonde, big breasted milf is demanding your cock; how do you deny her?  It was pussy on a plate for him, and cock on a plate for me.  Time to eat.

“I want your cock, Charlie,” I told him.  “Please!  Fuck me!  Fuck me, Charlie.  Do it!”

Charlie was experiencing his own out-of-body experience.  He moved quickly and calmly, pulling his face off me, and wiping the cum off it as he steadied his cock and guided it forwards.

I propped myself up on an elbow and looked at his cock as it disappeared under me.  I felt the bulbous crown spread me open, filling me much better than his fingers had.

He drove deep and my mouth opened, then I fell back against the desk and let him have his way with me.

I put my wrist to my forehead like a damsel in distress, and Charlie started to buck into me.  My tits shook on my chest, but I didn’t care.  I let him stare as they spun, hypnotizing him.

“Fuck me!” I begged.  “Fuck me and give me your cum!”

Charlie gripped my hips and upped his pace.  My legs wrapped around him, and he folded forwards, pounding me against the table and giving me the full measure of himself over and over.

His cock pulled almost all the way out of me and then plunged deep, surging through my sensitive core, and hitting a spot so deep that I don’t think it had ever been pleasured before.

He started to suck at my nipples, keeping his pace as he did so.  His confidence grew and soon he was manhandling me into position, moving one leg up at the knee and then opening it wide so he could see himself going in and out of me.

“Does that look good?” I asked.

“It’d look better covered in cum,” he answered with a smirk.

“Shit, have you had a Sluttie?”

He grinned.  “I’m having one now, aren’t I?”

I gasped in faux shock, but I loved the moniker.  I was a slut, but it was all for Charlie.

“Pump that fucking cum into me,” I demanded of him now.  “Treat me like the slut you know I am.”

Charlie upped his pace and stared down on his cock.  I could see that he was coated in my cream.  It ringed around the hilt of his shaft, lubricating his sudden surges forward.

I stared to rub ay my clit as he fucked me, then Charlie’s hand came to one of my tits to steady it and squeeze it.

“Do it,” I begged.  “Please.  Let me feel it!”

Charlie was deadset on finishing inside me.  He pumped hard, moaning so loud that the janitor could probably hear us in the hallway.

One hand gripped my hip, and he pulled me back against his thrusts, hitting me with claps that reverberated up through my body and shook my tits.

“That’s it!” I strained.  “Use me!”

I was a vessel for his cum, or at least that’s how I saw things in that moment.  He was my understudy, and I could help him.  I wanted it so bad.

“Oh, Mrs. Harper,” he whimpered finally, and I could sense the urgency in his voice.

“Are you gonna give it me?”

He nodded.  “I’m ready!”

“Give me that hot cum!  Shoot it!  Shoot it inside me!”

“Oh!  Oh!  Oooooh!”

He fell quiet, but he didn’t stop fucking me.  I bit my lip and then felt the heat of him arrive with a throb.  He strained again and a smile swept across my face.

“Yes!” I burst.  “Yes!  Every fucking drop!”

His pace picked back up and his hips clapped against me.  My pussy smacked wetly as his hot cum moved out into my crotch.

Charlie’s thrusts spread the seed over us.  It covered my pussy, with more of it stowed deep inside me.

Finally, Charlie came to a finish and he pulled his cock out slow and tentative.  My hand moved mechanically to catch the falling cum.  I rubbed it back up against my pussy as Charlie stumbled back, fuck-drunk and satisfied.

“Look at that,” I teased, making strings of his cum between my hand and my pussy.

Charlie watched, but I had ideas that were even naughtier.  I brought my fingers up to my mouth and thrust them inside, sucking his seed off them.

I hummed contently and closed my eyes so that Charlie could look at me.  When my eyes opened, he was staring at my cum-smashed pussy.

“Like what you’ve done to me?” I asked.

“I think you had a hand in it too.”

I bit my lip.  “Maybe.”

I fingered his cum over me slowly and felt the sense of satisfaction start to leave me quickly.  The Slutties had made me insatiable.

“How long until you’re good-to-go again?” I asked.

Charlie looked down at his cock and gave it a quick jerk.  It started to throb back to life.  “Not long.”

“Cancel the rest of your shift,” I smiled.  “And lock that door!”

THE END
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The great thing about a church is that you can walk in off the street at any time and immediately feel a connection to God.  Their doors are always open—when I’m awake anyway—and it always feels like someone is listening.

Christian, my friend, isn’t the most religious of people, despite my constant efforts.  For some reason he just doesn’t believe like I do.  I keep telling him that it’s more about faith than anything else, but it’s fallen on deaf ears for the five years I’ve known him.

We met through work and formed this kind of easy bond.  At the time I had a husband, and he had a girlfriend, so we were comfortable together.  I’m twenty-years his senior too, so we’d always found it easy to just stay friends.

I tried to tell myself to leave it there, but I really wanted to connect with Christian on a deeper level, and I thought the church could help us with that.  Boy, did it!

It was a Saturday afternoon and Christian had just driven me into town to pick out a few things.  On the way back to his car we passed my church and I just found myself drawn to it.

I don’t know what it was, and I wouldn’t usually go in on a Saturday, but I felt the call.  I tried to explain it to Christian, but he didn’t see it the same way.

“We’ve only got another hour of parking, Kate,” he’d said.

“It’s not going to take an hour, is it?”

“I don’t know,” he shrugged.  “I don’t know how long it takes to accept God in my life.”

I sighed and shook my head.  “He’ll come into your life when you least expect it and when you most need Him.”

Christian started to laugh.  “So, he was right on cue after your divorce, huh?”

I shot him a look.  I didn’t think he’d go there.

“Sorry.”

“That’s the devil in you,” I teased, looking away.

“I’m sorry,” he repeated.  “I’d love to join you in church for a while.  C’mon.  Let’s go in.”

He steered me gently towards the entrance and I walked with him to those huge wooden doors.  The church was real old, like, older-than-America old.  It looked like they’d built it on the first day the settlers landed here.

It was probably the biggest thing they were capable of building when they erected it a few centuries back.  The kind of thing the whole town got involved in, you know?  People will move mountains for religion.

We went through the front doors and I closed my eyes to take a deep breath of the cool, dustiness.  Churches all kind of smelled the same.  Christian never seemed to appreciate it.

I opened my eyes and smiled.  The large windows let enough light in to brighten the nave, and the darker parts were lit with flickering candles.

Old oak pews formed aisles that pointed towards the altar.  The chancel it was on was decked in ornate robes of gold and red thread.  Images of Christ on the cross looked down over us.

“You don’t feel that?” I asked.

“Feels spooky to me,” Christian said cautiously.

“Hello?” I called.

“Kate!”

“What?  I’m just checking if someone’s home.”

“I thought He was always home,” Christian joked.

“He is.”

Christian looked into the font that was close to the door.

“Were you baptized?”

“Of course.”

He put his hand to the water.

“Christian!”

“What?” he shrugged.  “It’s just water.”

“It’s holy water.”

I couldn’t believe it when he cupped some in his hand and slurped it down.

“What are you doing!?”

His face lit up and his eyes spread wide.  “Damn that’s good water,” he said.  “Like, seriously.  The best.”

“You’re not supposed to drink it!”

“I can see why!  It’s so good!”

He took another swipe at it and swallowed down what he could.  I looked around the room quickly, fearful that someone might be watching.

“Stop it!”

“It’s so good, Kate!  Try it.”

He put both hands on the bowl and looked down into the water.

“Don’t even think about it,” I warned him.

He smirked.

“Christian!”

I rushed over to stop him before he could bury his head in it.  He started to laugh and walked a couple of steps away.

“I wasn’t gonna do it!” he said.

I pursed my lips at him as he strolled away down the aisles.  I looked to the font and the clear water within.  It looked so inviting and fresh.  It had been hot out, and the unforgiving slabs of stone gave us some cool respite.

Christian’s reaction to the water had really piqued my interest.  I’d never normally be tempted, I swear, but I’d never seen someone react to the taste of water like that before.  I mean, it was just water, right?  How different could it be?

I checked that he wasn’t looking.  He was staring up at the overly ornate ceilings.  I scooped up a handful and pushed it to my mouth quickly, leaning over the font.

“Why do they even bother to decorate—oh, hello!”

I stood upright and looked to Christian as he grinned wryly at me.

“Someone get thirsty?” he said.

“I was just trying it!”

“So was I!”

I wiped my mouth and tried not to giggle.  I walked through the pews towards him, and he put his arm around my shoulder.  Seems we were bonding better than I thought.

That walk down the aisle with him made something change in me.  I could feel the cool of the holy water in my stomach.  There was a weight to it like nothing else.  I don’t know if Christian felt it too, but suddenly I started to change.

I felt my breasts start to inflate and my butt filled the ass of my jeans.  My lips felt fuller as I opened my mouth to speak.

“I feel funny,” I confessed.

“Kate?” Christian said, looking down at me in amazement.  “Your face ...”

“What?  What is it?”

Christian looked around for a mirror and then took his phone from his pocket.  He brought up the camera and flipped it so I could see myself as I held it.

“Damn,” I hushed, touching my skin.  It was smoother.  Tauter.  The crow’s feet had gone from the corners of my eyes and my lips were full and inviting.

“That’s some magic water,” Christian said, looking back to the font.

I turned my face to the camera.  I couldn’t take my eyes off it.  I looked like some kind of mature model.  Suddenly my forty-eight-year-old appearance had a vigor to it that I hadn’t felt for years.

“You like it?” I asked, shaking out my hair.  Even that seemed more luscious and inviting.

“I love it!” Christian said honestly.  “But it’s a little weird, isn’t it?”

I moved my thumb over his phone to try to change the filters.  I felt like there must have been one turned on that shouldn’t have been, as though my face was overlaid with something.

I’m not great with technology, so instead of the phone doing what I wanted it to, it flashed up an image of something else.  It took me too long to realize what it was.

At first all I could do was stare at the thick, delicious-looking cock that stood hard in the middle of the frame.  It wasn’t until I looked above it that I realized it belonged to Christian.  He was posing in his bathroom in front of a long mirror, having wiped the steam from its surface.

I swallowed nervously and looked to him.  It was definitely Christian.  His smile turned to a look of confusion.

“What is it?” he asked.

He took the phone from my hand and stared at the photo he’d taken.  “Oh,” he said quietly.  “You weren’t supposed to see that.”

I breathed deep and felt my full breasts against the front of my t-shirt.  I’d dressed rather plainly, but something about having a big pair of tits bursting forwards and a curvy, toned ass behind suddenly made my outfit pop.

“You’ve nothing to be ashamed of,” I told him honestly.

“You don’t think God would mind?” Christian asked, shooting his eyes upwards.

“I think he’d understand that sometimes our urges get the best of us.”

I bit my bottom lip and Christian looked at me in a way he never had before.  I’d seen that look before, but it was never aimed at me.  It was aimed at women on television, or waitresses in restaurants, but never at me.

“I feel like I’m being tempted right now,” I hushed.

“You feel like that?” he laughed.  “I feel like a barely recognize you!”

The water clearly hadn’t had the same effect on Christian, but I was beginning to feel the weight of my own sexuality bearing down on me.  Suddenly the months without climax were a heavy burden to bear.

“Who was that photograph for?” I asked.

“No-one.”

“For yourself?”

Christian shrugged.  “Just dating apps, you know.”

“Well, you’re doing just fine,” I said, then I scanned the room again.  “Hello?!”

Again, nothing came back.  I thought these places were supposed to be manned, although I guess technically, they have their own security twenty-four-seven.

“Come with me,” I said to Christian, and I grabbed his hand and led him off to the vestry at the side of the church.

I knocked softly on the door and entered.  In the small room beyond hung robes and other ornate, ceremonial dresses.  They were a huge reminder of where we were.

“In here,” I said to Christian.

“What are we doing?” he asked, following me.

“Something we shouldn’t.”

I closed the door and Christian faced me.  We both breathed heavy.  He looked down, trying not to make it obvious that he was drinking in my tits.

“Show me,” I said.

His eyes shifted.  “What?”

“The photo from your phone.  I want to see it.”

He thought for a moment and then shrugged, pulling the phone from his pocket.  He swiped to the photo and handed me his phone.

I looked again at his body.  I hadn’t noticed that before.  You could see the subtle hint of abs and the curve of his muscles down his trunk, forming two channels that guided the eye down below his waist and to his beautiful cock that jutted out from his body and sat suspended with lusty blood.

“The real thing,” I said.  “I want to see the real thing.”

Christian swallowed.  “You do?  Now?  Here?”

I smiled and nodded at him.  “I think Church should be a place that we share ourselves.  Completely.”

It was so sinful.  I couldn’t believe what I was doing, but I found things even harder to fathom when Christian began unfastening his pants.

“You’re naughty, Kate” Christian said.  “And I’m starting to like it.”

I giggled and put a hand to my mouth playfully.  I’d never felt so damned feminine before, but it seemed to be getting me exactly what I wanted.

Christian reached into his pants and pulled his cock out completely.  My jaw hit the floor.  He was flaccid, but you could tell that his blood had already started to flow.

“There,” he said.  “Is that what you wanted.”

“Oh, honey, it’s beautiful.”

I stroked it gently with my fingers and marveled as it came to life.  I could see it inflating with each subtle bounce.  It pulsed steadily, growing second-by-second.

“You’re getting me excited,” I whispered.

“Should we do this here?”

“Absolutely,” I answered, without hesitation.

I don’t know what had come over me, but suddenly naughty wasn’t enough.  I wanted to be all the way bad, and I couldn’t think of a better way than this.  It felt like an act of defiance against God himself, but that wasn’t my intention.

There was something about the nature of our encounter that made it impossible to deny.  The fact that this was a church and the last place that anything like this should happen just made me melt with excitement.

“Let me,” I said simply, and I dropped to my knees in front of him.

It was like I was praying for Christian’s cock, bowing before him like that.  He stayed in place, watching as I advanced on his stiffening cock.

I gripped him at the hilt and pulled, biting my lip as I felt his arousal strengthen.  At first, I could jostle him a little ways, but soon his cock was so stiff that it all moved as one.

“Oh, Kate,” he whispered.  I shouldn’t be doing this.

“Forgive me Father.”

I opened my mouth over his stiffness and pressed myself down on it.  Christian sighed a moan immediately, clenching his fist.

My lips passed down his stiffness until I could feel him at the top of my throat.  His cock flexed and I pulled back, giggling.  He looked down, dumbfounded.
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