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About This Book

Horny MILFs desperate for length, is the theme of this 10-story collection, where women take it everyway they can in stories that leave everyone satisfied!

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

Stories Include: ‘MILF Nursed Him,’ ‘Claiming Him In His Bedroom,’ ‘My Lodger Is A Peeping Tom – I Want Him In My Butt,’ ‘Harboring His Length In My Butt,’ ‘Sex Therapy,’ ‘Greased,’ ‘Sex Ed.’ ‘I Caught Them Both Playing,’ ‘Off Grid,’ and ‘Putt It Where It Doesn’t Belong.’



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Read An Excerpt

[image: ]




I looked to George’s face and thankfully his eyes were closed with no idea that I was scrutinizing his dick so closely.

My hand continued to swirl the water at his side and I gradually began to splash it on him, letting it fall gently across his cock and making it twitch a little.  I was ashamed to admit that it was quickly turning me on, but I had to try to keep control.  I was his landlady for goodness sake!

When the water was a little over his waist I grabbed the sponge and George seemed to relax a little.

“It feels better already,” he said softly with his eyes still closed.

I wet the sponge and dabbed it across his body, trying to cool him and trying not to drench my panties in the process.

Suddenly it felt like he was no longer my tenant and that I was instead tending to an athletic stud that had found himself in the bathroom of my house.  I bathed him like I were some kind of ancient Roman servant and he was my master.

I let the water run over him and watched it trickle down his abs towards his dick.  His pubic hair was trimmed close and I could fully appreciate the majesty of his cock that had slowly begun to grow at his waist.  I bit my lip at the predicament but ultimately it wasn't a hard decision.

I watched in astonishment as I continued, seeing his dick growing and growing by the second as I slowly massaged him with the sponge.

As I looked to his face I saw his eyes shut tight quickly, trying not to make eye-contact and pretending as though everything were normal.

I tried to keep up the charade too but as I watched his cock grow I knew it wouldn’t be long before I’d be making a grab for it.

“Does this feel nice, honey?” I asked, trying to ease the fast-mounting tension in the room.

“It feels good, Angie,” he answered, still refusing to acknowledge the elephant in the room.

I began to sponge down his body now, moving slowly lower and lower and getting us both excited in the process until I was dabbing water over his big, thick cock.  Something about making it move was driving me wild, as though I were gradually proceeding, step-by-step, towards an inevitably lusty conclusion.

“I guess we better cool this down too,” I said, tenderly patting it and enjoying watching it move.
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MILF Nursed Him
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My old tenant had come back from college as he wasn’t feeling too great, and I guess there’s nothing quite like the comforts of home.  Even at nineteen you can’t help but want to be looked after.

I was doting on him like any older woman would, going in his room to check on him whenever I hadn’t heard from him in a while.  The place had hardly changed since he'd left.  I always felt sorry that he had nowhere to go so I kept his room for him.  I didn't really need the money.

It got so that I was quite worried and wondered if I might be better taking him to the hospital but he insisted on recuperating in his old bedroom.

“George, honey, are you decent?” I asked, knocking on the door of his room.

“Yeah,” he replied and it sounded as though it took all of his effort.

I teased open the door and peered in, seeing him curled up in bed and looking kind of pale.  As I got closer I saw the sweat dappled across his forehead and knew immediately he had a fever.

“Look at you,” I said, stroking his face.  “You’re burning up.”

When my hand touched his cheek I could feel the heat immediately and after checking with a thermometer I knew I had to do something about it.

“Come on,” I said, pulling the duvet off him.  “We need to cool you down.”

George was weary and so ill it seemed as though he’d let anyone do anything for him.  I guess he figured it couldn’t get much worse.

“I feel hot and cold, Angie,” he said as I guided him to the bathroom.

“I'll take care of you,” I said, reassuring him with a kiss.

He waited on a stool as I filled the bath, making it cool enough to lower his temperature but not ice cold.

“Now you’re going to have to undress,” I said cautiously, but George stood up and started doing so immediately.  I guess he really was willing to try anything.

I tried to avert my eyes but the bathroom was full of mirrors—something I'd done to try and make the room look bigger.  Now though it was making the prospect of seeing my tenant nude practically unavoidable.

I’d told myself I was going to sit beside him and just not look, but the second he whipped off his boxer shorts I couldn’t help but glance.

I stirred the water absent-mindedly as I watched the reflection, the mirror perfectly positioned to give me a good look at that big cock of his.

I kind of hadn’t expected it at all.  George was a really impressive size and he wasn’t even aroused.  I shuddered to think how big it could get.  I had no idea I’d be finding out in the next few minutes.

George made his way in to the bath and had no intention of trying to cover his modesty.  He was so ill he simply didn’t care.  He didn’t even flinch at the cool bath water as he sat down in it and stretched out his legs.

I cleared my throat as I stared down at that big cock of his, lying above the rising water and looking almost intimidating.

I looked to George’s face and thankfully his eyes were closed with no idea that I was scrutinizing his dick so closely.

My hand continued to swirl the water at his side and I gradually began to splash it on him, letting it fall gently across his cock and making it twitch a little.  I was ashamed to admit that it was quickly turning me on, but I had to try to keep control.  I was his landlady for goodness sake!

When the water was a little over his waist I grabbed the sponge and George seemed to relax a little.

“It feels better already,” he said softly with his eyes still closed.

I wet the sponge and dabbed it across his body, trying to cool him and trying not to drench my panties in the process.

Suddenly it felt like he was no longer my tenant and that I was instead tending to an athletic stud that had found himself in the bathroom of my house.  I bathed him like I were some kind of ancient Roman servant and he was my master.

I let the water run over him and watched it trickle down his abs towards his dick.  His pubic hair was trimmed close and I could fully appreciate the majesty of his cock that had slowly begun to grow at his waist.  I bit my lip at the predicament but ultimately it wasn't a hard decision.

I watched in astonishment as I continued, seeing his dick growing and growing by the second as I slowly massaged him with the sponge.

As I looked to his face I saw his eyes shut tight quickly, trying not to make eye-contact and pretending as though everything were normal.

I tried to keep up the charade too but as I watched his cock grow I knew it wouldn’t be long before I’d be making a grab for it.

“Does this feel nice, honey?” I asked, trying to ease the fast-mounting tension in the room.

“It feels good, Angie,” he answered, still refusing to acknowledge the elephant in the room.

I began to sponge down his body now, moving slowly lower and lower and getting us both excited in the process until I was dabbing water over his big, thick cock.  Something about making it move was driving me wild, as though I were gradually proceeding, step-by-step, towards an inevitably lusty conclusion.

“I guess we better cool this down too,” I said, tenderly patting it and enjoying watching it move.

George wriggled in the bath but didn’t seem to protest.

I decided to continue cooling him everywhere, thinking perhaps I couldn’t just pay attention to his cock as it might make my new intentions a little too obvious.

Even when I was moistening his delicious abs I couldn’t help but keep my eyes locked on his manhood, watching the veins breathe life in to it and imagining how it might feel in my mouth.

I leaned over the rim of the bath and put my face nearer to his flesh, cautiously looking up at him and hoping his eyes stayed closed as I fought with my desires.

I started by letting my fingers touch it a little, sponging down his body and bringing the cock out from his stomach so it stood upright and looked even more impressive.

George’s eyes opened tentatively and he glanced down his body to bear witness to the taboo, seeing me fondle his monolith with my fingers as I thought naughty thoughts, my mouth only a few inches from it.

“Do you like it when Angie toys with your cock, George?” I asked now, unable to pretend any longer.

George looked down as I continued to play with him, discarding the sponge now and stroking up and down in long motions as I awaited his answer.

“Uh-huh,” he nodded, his body tense like a coiled spring.

I leant further over the bath and breathed across his wet cock as it rose from the water.

“Would you like Angie to put it in her mouth?”

His eyes spread wide and I could see them flicker, but he didn’t really need to think about it too much.

“Yes, Angie,” he said nervously.

I moved my hair behind my shoulder to give him the view I knew he wanted.  He stared at me as I opened my mouth wide and tensed up further as I planted my open mouth around him, closing it tight around his shaft and forcing a little more of him inside me.

I pressed him to the back of my throat and gasped off him, looking at his clean-cut cock as my spit stringed from it.

My fist pumped over it quickly and the water sloshed in the tub as I began to go wild, putting him back in my mouth and jerking him in my lips.

George started to moan softly as I pumped him, but I wanted more.  I wanted to take him in my pussy and feel his throbbing cock inside me.  I wanted his hot cum.

I couldn’t describe where this new yearning had come from.  I guess George just had some kind of magical dick.  The second I saw it flaccid I knew I had to see it erect—and the second I saw it erect I knew I wanted it inside me.

I stood up and George’s eyes flashed open.

“It’s okay,” I said as I pulled my tank-top over my head and began to unbutton my jeans.  “Angie’s gonna take good care of you.”

George watched as I undressed before him, sliding my jeans off my ankles until I was stood only in my bra and panties.

I turned side-long  so he could admire my shapely figure and then popped open the back of my bra and let the straps spring forward, releasing my big tits in an instant.

“My God,” George whispered, and I watched his hand move towards his cock and stop short.

“It’s okay, George,” I said calmly, taking the bra off my shoulders and showing him my large, hanging breasts.  “You can play with yourself.”

He took up his dick timidly, jerking along it in slow strokes and showing me exactly how he liked it.

“There’s a good boy,” I cooed, and bent my ass out while I peeled my panties over its curve.

It slid down my legs and George watched on, his pace quickening as he caught his first glimpse of my naughty little slit.

My hair was short like his, with just a little tuft above my clit.  I turned to him and moved my hands to my crotch, pulling at my pussy from both sides and parting my flesh.

“Do you like what you see?” I asked, looking down over my big tits as I spread myself for him.

“I really do,” he moaned, still jerking that fat, wet cock of his.

We were both enjoying each other now and watching him play with himself spurred me on to do the same, curling my finger up and tickling my swollen clitoris.

I strummed across my flesh as he pumped his in his fist, putting on a show for each other.  I took note of his grip, the position of his hand on his cock and the pace at which he jerked it.  I wanted to know exactly how he liked it.

I took a step in to the bath now, splitting my legs as I straddled him and seeing George’s expression light up as my pussy was bared to him.

“Would you like a taste,” I asked as I stood over him, looking down like a commanding femdom.

George nodded as he looked up at me, still looking a picture of innocence despite his aroused state.

I smirked as I pushed my cunt forwards and George’s face met it, placing my thighs either side of his head and feeling his tongue tickle at my loose flesh.

“That’s nice, George,” I breathed, casting my head back and scrunching his hair.

I pushed his head further in to me and felt his tongue dart inside my sticky honey-pot, scooping out my juices as he kissed and mouthed over my sex.

“That’s right,” I gasped as I started to lose myself, grinding my pussy across his face as he inexpertly sucked on my cunt.

I dined out on him, looking behind to see him still jerking that cock of his that now looked more delicious than ever.

My pussy demanded it, having a vacant spot that I knew George could fill expertly.  It was such a size that I knew it would stretch me and I hoped it would feel like the first time all over again.

I took my puss off his face and looked down at his wet lips, strewn with my juices and his own spit.  George wiped his face and I knelt with my legs either side of him, my bare, mature pussy only a few inches from his throbbing length.

“Do you want Angie to put your dick inside her?” I asked, stroking his face and leaning in to him.

He stared in to my eyes.  “I do,” he said and I gave him a tender kiss on the lips as I gripped his cock beneath me.

As I kissed him I stood his dick upright and slowly eased my pussy down over his bulbous, girthy crown.

Both our mouths opened wide as he entered me—mine because he was so sizeable and his because I suspected this might have been the first bit of action his cock had ever seen.

I dropped down on him, our lips still colliding as our jaws fell open and I felt his thick length search its way deep inside my core.

The further I dropped down the deeper it went and the more it satisfied me, finding a spot deep in my core that hadn’t been pleasured in a while.

“George!” I gasped when I’d taken him all the way to the hilt.  “You’re so big!”

He didn’t look like he knew how to take the compliment and was instead still delirious with pleasure at the sensation of my warm pussy enveloping his dick.

I turned back and switched the hot faucet on, slowly turning the water warmer as I began to rise off him and drop back, dragging my pussy over his cock.

“Would you like to touch my tits, George?” I asked, keen to keep his hands occupied.

“I think I’d like that,” he said and he lifted his arms.

I took hold of his wrists and brought them towards my sizeable breasts as I continued to slide my cunt over his hard cock.  He palmed my tits, squeezing them and exploring the sensation.  It felt like heaven.

I sucked in air as he kneaded my bosom, feeling my nipples turn stiff while he toyed with me.  There was something even more erotic about someone as inexperienced as George fondling my chest.  It was as though I wielded all the power and I was guiding George through our sexual encounter.

“Feel good, Georgey?” I asked, continuing my slow pace over his hard member.

“It feels incredible,” he said with some strain, clearly enjoying himself more than words could express.

I quickened my pace now, causing the water to slosh about the bath as I grinded down on him, sending his cock all about my pussy and feeling it press deep in my core.

George’s hands moved to my ass and gripped it and I quickly turned off the faucet, the water level submerging my pussy so that we were now fucking underwater.

I’d never done this before and I could guarantee that George hadn’t.  It felt kind of romantic to share our first times with one another.  My hands wondered over his abs as the pleasure welled inside me.

“Now, George,” I said, commanding his attention.  “When you feel like you’re about to come, I want you to do it inside me, do you understand?”

George seemed a little shocked.

“Uh-huh,” he nodded, looking down to where our sexes collided beneath the water.

“Say it.  Say where I want you to put your cum.”

He squeezed at my hips.

“I’m going to come inside you,” he winced, clearly close enough to doing so already.

I quickened my pace further, slamming down on to him and causing the water to spill over the sides of the bath as I went wild on that fat dick of his.

George became more animated and I could feel my own climax fast approaching as my body became charged with the ecstasy of our taboo love.

The sensation of that cock pushing inside me was one I’d dine out on for years, and at that moment it was sending me to rapture.

My pussy tightened around him as the orgasm escaped me and I began to moan out loud, unable to control myself as I scratched at his chest and flailed in the water.

“I’m coming, George,” I cried, still pushing him as far inside me as I could while the orgasm sent trembling waves of euphoria across my entire body.

I quivered but knew that George was close, pressing on blindly as my vision flashed with color.  I slammed my pussy over his cock and stared in to his eyes as I watched the release approach.

“Angie—” he began, but I brought a finger to his mouth.

“Let it all out, honey,” I said with a pained look of ecstasy on my face.

George bit his lip and I felt his enormous cock swell a little larger, throbbing inside me as the first hot rope of his seed erupted from him.

“That’s right,” I cried, desperately trying to send his seed as far inside me as I could.  “I want it all.”

George pulsed again, sending more and more hot jets of his love inside me and I pushed down harder, forcing his dick to send his seed deep in to my core.

He was shaking now and I could feel the last few spurts ebb from his cock as he panted beneath me, gasping in air and causing his chest to rise above the water each time.

“I did it, Angie” he said.

“You did, George, you did,” I said, stroking his face and leaning in to kiss him.  “And it was incredible.”

I rose up off him quickly and saw some of his seed drip in to the water, swirling magically in it.

My legs closed rapidly as if to trap him inside and I jumped from the bath and grabbed a towel quickly.

“Was I okay?” he asked, concerned with my change of pace.

“Honey, you were wonderful,” I said, patting my body down.

I leaned over the bath and kissed him again tenderly on the lips as I felt his warm seed begin to slither from my core.

“Feeling better?” I asked as I patted my tits dry.

“Starting to,” he said, looking down himself and at his still-hard cock that lay beneath the water.

“Glad I could help,” I smiled.

I gave him one last treat as I left the room, holding the towel in front of me and letting him watch as my big ass danced left and right with each step.

I was sure a few more doses of this medicine and George would be right in no time.

THE END



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Claiming Him in His Bedroom
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It wasn’t exactly a regular Saturday night at my house.  With my husband away for the weekend and Jacob, our tenant, out with his friends I’d invited a few of my girlfriends round for a special kind of party.

Like any other get together there were drinks flowing, music playing and a few snacks on display, but thrown into the mix—and something that really set it apart—was a fine selection of adult toys, lingerie, and other kinky clothing and items.

I’d heard about the idea from a relative who’d recommended it and so far things were going great.  Everyone was really into it and it was surprising how relaxed everyone became around some of the items on display on my coffee table.

“Now this one—I like the look of this one,” Julie said, picking up a thick, purple vibrator and holding it in her hands.

“Think you could handle it?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

Julie sized it up in her hand, twisting it left and right and running her eyes over the encased metal balls and the curved, forked tongue that tickled the clitoris.

“You’ve had bigger,” Amy said, leaning over and nudging her.

Julie shot her a look and they both started laughing.  The whole thing was infectious.  She flicked the switch at the base and gasped as it started to spin in her hand.

“It’s alive!” one of the girls shouted, and the five of us burst into laughter.

In the melee Julie brought it to her face and followed the tip with her mouth, circling her head over and over as we all fought for breath.

I couldn’t believe my eyes when she opened her lips and put them over the tip.  My hand covered my mouth as I gasped in shock, but I couldn’t deny that there was something hot about it.  I mean, the thing was shaped just like a cock, apart from its hypnotic movements.  Seeing Julie push it into her mouth was like watching the real thing.

The girls were in infectious spirits now and Amy picked up another one of the vibrators on display and slid it down her cleavage.

“Look familiar,” she said to Julie, and they shared another private joke that was quickly becoming obvious.

I shook my head in disbelief, laughing at the pair of them.

“Come on, Deborah,” Julie said, handing me one.  “Show us how you work it.”

“Can you fit it all in?” Jackie joked, taking a sip of her drink and watching intently.

I stared down at the thick barrel.  This one was your standard, flesh looking affair, complete with ridged veins that coursed up its length.  They’d really gone for realism.

“Do it,” Julie joked again, and I’m ashamed to admit that I felt the weight of peer pressure bearing down on me.

I licked my lips and moved my mouth towards the bulbous crown.

“She’s doing it,” Amy gasped, covering her mouth with a hand.

I pushed my lips over the tip and forced the thing inside me, concentrating on feeding as much of it into me as I could.  When I’d pressed several inches of it inside me I looked over it to my friends who were staring, silent and wide-eyed.

I raised an eyebrow and then started to slide up and down it over and over, causing them all to explode with laughter again.

Just then, at my most sinful, the front-door opened and in walked, Jacob, back home early from a night out.  All the girls froze, looking at him and then to me.

Jacob followed their gaze, singling me out in the crowd and staring at me as the fat, rubber cock sat deep in my mouth.  I pulled it out quickly.

“You're home,” I said, shocked and lost for words.

My friends started laughing all over again, howling upwards and slapping the couch as they held onto the vibrators.

Jacob’s eyes widened as he surveyed the entire scene.  He looked so scared by it all, bless him.  He swallowed hard.

“Care to join us,” Julie said, patting the couch beside her.

He was turning red with embarrassment and I didn’t quite know what to do.  He was nineteen years old so none of this should have been alien to him, but I guess the sight of your landlady with a fake cock in her mouth can certainly have an effect on a person.

Quickly he walked towards the stairs, mounting them to the sound of my friends raucous laughter and then I heard his bedroom door shut closed.

“Jeez, guys,” I said, turning to them.

The laughter was dying down.

“He should have stayed,” Amy said, wiping a tear from her eye as she calmed herself.

“He’s nineteen,” I said.

“Perfect,” Julie laughed.  “He’s handsome.”

“Hands off,” I warned jokingly and felt a pang of guilt.

“Want him all to yourself, huh?” Amy said.

I smiled and shook my head.  “I’m gonna go check on him.”

I stood up and brushed my hands down my pencil skirt, making for the stairs.

“Invite him down,” Amy said, thrusting the vibrator into her mouth again.

They started up all over again, laughing loudly as I slinked up the stairs away from them.  I was kind of glad to get a few minutes to myself.  That was until I walked through his bedroom door.

“Jacob, I’m sor—” was all that left my mouth after I twisted the handle and stepped inside.

There on the bed, lay on his back, was Jacob.  His shirt was open and his jeans were pulled down and there—through the opening of his fly and gripped in his hand—was a big, hard cock.
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