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Naughty MILFs doing it with younger men, younger women, and their husbands in all manner of ways!  If you like MILFs getting it deep and hard, you’ll love the threesome, anal and breeding tales in this sexy bundle.

Includes stories from 10-packs ‘Lovely MILFs,’ ‘Naughty MILFs,’ ‘Insatiable MILFs,’ and ‘Satisfied MILFs.’

Stories include: ‘MILF’s Pride,’ ‘I Claimed Him After Ballet Class,’ ‘He Finished Inside Me In The Gym,’ ‘Virgin In My Car,’ ‘Popping My Anal Cherry At 40,’ ‘He’s In My Butt,’ ‘Desperately Taken By My Lodger,’ ‘OMG I Want My Lodger’s Length,’ ‘Thanksgiving Stuffing,’ ‘Whose Is The Adult DVD,’ ‘MILF Took Me In Her Butt,’ ‘Taking His Seed,’ ‘Claimed Through The Glory Hole,’ ‘His Graduation Surprise,’ ‘Taken In The Fitting Room,’ ‘I Kicked Her Out To Take Him In My Behind,’ ‘Moving Next-door To My Ex-Student,’ ‘My Lodger’s Weight-Bench Stiff Length,’ ‘Pass The Naughty Parcel,’ ‘Helping Hands,’ ‘Home Schooled In Sex,’ ‘My Hot Spring Anal,’ ‘He Came Inside Me,’ ‘His Anal Fantasy Became Mine,’ ‘Slide It In My Butt, Darling,’ ‘I Took My Lodger Before He Became A Priest,’ ‘Back-Seat Cinema Sex With My Lodger,’ ‘Taking My Lodger After My High-School Reunion,’ ‘Taking Two On The Hike,’ ‘Her Tiny Dress,’ ‘MILFs Masquerade,’ ‘Taking Him In His Cell,’ ‘I Need His Hot Love,’ ‘All Aboard The Anal Boat,’ ‘Putting My Naughty Lodger In My Tight Behind,’ ‘His Sex Lesson,’ ‘I Saw My Lodger Naked – And I Liked It!’ ‘My Husband Taught Him How To Satisfy Me,’ ‘I Thought His Length Was My Husband’s,’ and ‘The Pantyhose Deal.’
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Read An Excerpt
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His hands cruised up the side of my body and approached my tits and as they did so I quickly moved my own and gripped his wrists, holding them in place and smiling down in to the floor as my confidence grew.

"You can massage those too if you like," I said simply and I held him there until he made the next move.

"Your ... your breasts?" he asked.

"I'd like that," I said, in a way that would want to make him please me.

He said nothing at first and I could sense the tremble in his hands as they stayed fast on my tits.

"Should I move on to my back?" I pressed.

Again he paused, but eventually answered.

"Yes," he said simply.

As I turned I caught his eye and saw the nervousness in him.  He swallowed hard as I lay back, taking in the full majesty of my naked breasts as they lay within touching distance—and he would be touching them.

"It's okay," I said and grabbed his hand now.  "I'm just one of your clients."

As his confidence waned mine seemed to grow, until I began to lead the charge and instruct him to do my bidding.

He reapplied some more oil but this time he brought it over to the table, letting some of it run straight on to my tits before he began his work.

I looked down his body and noticed the protrusion at his crotch, his cock growing bigger by the second as he teased himself.

He seemed to come to a resolution and he reached out quickly, planting a hand on each breast and leaving it there for the moment.

"I'm just a client," I said again as my nipples began to rise beneath his hands.  He began to rub in the oil and my eyes closed softly, my pulse racing as my whole body turned in a flash.

I couldn't help but writhe on the table as he rubbed over me and I could sense him becoming more confident, letting my tits slip through his hands as he squeezed and massaged them, flicking his soft fingers over my stiff nipples and running the oil over the flesh of my stomach.
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MILF's Pride
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Paul had wanted to become a masseur for as long as I'd known him.  It was on vacation when he was younger that he got the idea, seeing a stranger get a massage in Bali and witnessing the joy and bliss that it gave the woman.  He hoped to be able to do the same for others.

Paul was an angel like that.  I guess that's why I liked him so much.  I let him stay in my flat pretty cheaply, just because I liked having him around.  All he wanted to do was make people happy, and that fateful day he did much more than that with me.

He was nineteen when he qualified and he'd rushed up to me to tell me the good news.

"Jenny!" he cried, careening in to the kitchen in black shorts and a white polo shirt.  "It came!"

He held the certificate aloft as I walked over to him.  I could scarcely keep my smile on my face.  I was so happy for him.

"Congratulations, honey, I knew you could do," I said, pulling him close to my motherly figure and hugging him tight to my sweater.  I liked to wear it around the house but had taken to coupling it with these loose fitting shorts.  I wasn't gonna win a fashion show any time soon!

He rubbed my back as we hugged and even that felt incredible.  I'd always known there was magic in those hands.

"Thank, Jenny, it feels really good, you know?"

"Oh, I bet," I said, taking a step back and looking him up and down.  Paul had become quite the man in what felt like such a short space of time.  He was tall and athletic with clean features and shaggy blonde hair.  Some of my girlfriends often talked about the things they'd do to him and I had to constantly remind them that he was mine.

I'd never really thought of him sexually, or at least not consciously, but that day it all came flooding from me in a tremendous release and I wound up doing something very naughty indeed.

"So many things to do," Paul said, his eyes wandering as he envisioned his new career flourishing.

"I can think of one thing you need to do first," I said, smiling at him as I dried the dishes.

"What's that?"

"Treat your landlady to a massage," I laughed.  "What better person to do your first qualified massage on?"

He smiled and thought for a moment.  "Sure," he said after a brief hesitation.  "I'd love to."

I threw the dishcloth down on the table and clapped my hands.

"Let's do it!" I said with a pang of excitement.  I hadn't had a massage in so long.

"Okay, come on," he said, 

Paul had his own massage room in the flat that he'd treated himself to, slowly accumulating items in there every birthday or Christmas that he would eventually move in to his own practice.  It had turned in to quite the professional setup.

I walked with him through the lounge, smiling as I watched the back of him guiding me towards a blissful rub down.

"After you," he said, opening the door and letting me in.

In the room his small fountain lapped water through it in relaxing waves and soft pan-pipe music could be heard coming from a hidden source.

"What kind of massage would you like?" he asked, cracking his fingers with a smile.

"Mmmm," I thought, like a child in a sweet-shop.  "Back massage?"

"Your wish is my command," he smiled.  "Take off your top and jump up here."

He said the words so innocently.  I stared at him a while, wondering if he'd realized what he'd asked of me, but when nothing came I figured I'd do as he said.

I pulled my red sweater over my head, with only my bra now between my full tits and my Paul's gaze.  He was tending to some of his oils but when he turned I noticed him do a double-take as he looked down at my sizeable charms.

He cleared his throat.  "Hop up on the table and put your face in the hole," he said, trying to maintain his professionalism.

I did as instructed but the quick movements were causing my breasts to sway in all sorts of ways on my chest.  Paul looked for a moment and as a devilish smirk began to appear on his face he turned back to his table of oils and began selecting one.

I settled in to the table now, positioning my face on the hole like he'd said and awaiting his first touch.

Paul said nothing as his warm, oiled hands began to work my shoulders.  Almost in an instant I let out a long, heavy sigh and I could feel the tension lift from me immediately, my body giving in to his firm rubs and nimble fingers.

His hands ran over me seductively, whether Paul knew it or not and soon I was off on a day-dream, imagining them all over me.  At first they weren't his hands but another persons and this thought helped propel my emotions in to much more sexual territory than I would usually allow.

But in a firm snap of the fingers the person rubbing my back had been replaced again, and now I saw Paul's face and felt a bolt of adrenaline surge through me.

"Are you okay," he said.  "You feel a little tense suddenly."

"Just a muscle spasm, I guess," I lied.

I tried to become more relaxed but the harder I tried the more futile it seemed.  Whether I wanted to admit it or not I was having very sexual thoughts about my nineteen year old lodger and there was virtually no escape from them now.

Paul continued for a few minutes longer but my body stayed tense.

"You know," he said taking his hands off me for a moment, "it's a lot better if you take your bra off."

I stared down wide-eyed at the floor, thankful that he couldn't see my face right now.

"If ... if you want," he said.  "I can just get more done that way is all."

I probably stayed silent longer than I should have, but my mind was whirring and I didn't want to open my mouth and have something I'd regret come out of it.

"Sure," I said simply, trying not to let the nerves show in my voice.

He pulled the towel off me that covered my ass and I reached around for the clasp.

"I can get that," he said, blurring the lines between gentlemanly and perverse.

Before I could protest he'd popped it open, my full breasts being claimed by gravity in an instant as the bra fell.

I took it off my shoulders as demurely as I could, but as I moved I noticed Paul watching me in the mirror.

I stared as he gazed at my tits, biting his lip as my soft nipple became visible to him but suddenly he caught my eye and quickly returned back to his table.  Naughty Paul, I thought, but the fact that he seemed interested made me relax a little more.  I lay back down and waited.

His hands arrived on my back again, all slippery and warm with a smell of lavender filling the room.

"I think you're right, Paul," I said, breathing it in and exhaling deeply.  "This does feel much better."

Paul continued and as he did so he slowly became more adventurous, searching his hands along the side of my body and rubbing at the plump skin of my tits.

His hands wandered all over me, from the small of my back right the way up to my neck, down my arms and then up my rib cage over and over again, and each time he would get a little closer to a full on grope of my breasts.

My pussy had awakened by now, slowly filling with a wetness that was all of Paul's making, and he had absolutely no idea.

When he came around for his next swoop I decided I had to do something—I had to do something before my mind told me it was a bad idea.  I had to act now.

His hands cruised up the side of my body and approached my tits and as they did so I quickly moved my own and gripped his wrists, holding them in place and smiling down in to the floor as my confidence grew.

"You can massage those too if you like," I said simply and I held him there until he made the next move.

"Your ... your breasts?" he asked.

"I'd like that," I said, in a way that would want to make him please me.

He said nothing at first and I could sense the tremble in his hands as they stayed fast on my tits.

"Should I move on to my back?" I pressed.

Again he paused, but eventually answered.

"Yes," he said simply.

As I turned I caught his eye and saw the nervousness in him.  He swallowed hard as I lay back, taking in the full majesty of my naked breasts as they lay within touching distance—and he would be touching them.

"It's okay," I said and grabbed his hand now.  "I'm just one of your clients."

As his confidence waned mine seemed to grow, until I began to lead the charge and instruct him to do my bidding.

He reapplied some more oil but this time he brought it over to the table, letting some of it run straight on to my tits before he began his work.

I looked down his body and noticed the protrusion at his crotch, his cock growing bigger by the second as he teased himself.

He seemed to come to a resolution and he reached out quickly, planting a hand on each breast and leaving it there for the moment.

"I'm just a client," I said again as my nipples began to rise beneath his hands.  He began to rub in the oil and my eyes closed softly, my pulse racing as my whole body turned in a flash.

I couldn't help but writhe on the table as he rubbed over me and I could sense him becoming more confident, letting my tits slip through his hands as he squeezed and massaged them, flicking his soft fingers over my stiff nipples and running the oil over the flesh of my stomach.

His hands moved all about me and soon his thumbs were teasing below the waist of my shorts, my hairy pussy starting to leak its juices in anticipation of what was to come.

I realized then that I'd decided I was going to fuck him.

Quickly my eyes opened and my hands darted for the waist of his shorts, trying to let my actions run ahead of my thoughts.

In a flash his shorts were down and his cock was free, my hand gripping around his long smooth length as everything stopped for a moment.

He stared down at me, speechless as his young virginal cock was released to me and I stared up in to his eyes.  I looked now to his dick, sucking air through my teeth as I thought about doing something crazy and then in one quick move I opened my mouth and thrust my head forwards.

My lips clasped around his flesh and Paul took a brief step back.  He breathed heavily, staring down at me as I lay open mouthed and wanting it.

I could see the conflict in his face and I hoped he'd make the right decision.  He stared at his freshly glossed cock and my mouth, wondering whether the two should collide again.

When he took a step back towards me I began to smile, but before it flourished my mouth was open and was full of his dick once more.

He pushed it all the way to the back of my throat and I ate it lovingly, massaging his balls as they sat beneath my lips and pumping a tight fist over his length whenever I let it out of my mouth.

I breathed heavily as I pumped his cock against my face, but I wasn't willing to stop there.

"Play with my pussy," I urged, opening my legs wide so he could get in at the bottom of my loose shorts.

Paul obliged dutifully, searching beneath and finding my wet laced panties that he began to rub with those expert fingers of his.

Before long he'd slid the crotch of them over, along with my shorts and was staring headlong in to my hairy, wet cunt as he began to finger it.

I took his cock from my mouth now and quickly pulled my panties off, tossing them to the side and lying completely naked on his table.  I'd wager he hadn't imagined his first qualified massage going quite like this!

"Fuck me, Paul," I breathed over his cock.  "I want you."

I turned on the massage table now, pointing my glistening pussy at him and splitting my legs around him.

"Put that cock inside me," I snarled, causing Paul's eyes to light up.

I looked to it and watched as he gripped his hand around his dick, guiding the pink, swollen crown towards my pussy as a torrent of blood pumped through him.

He smoothed it up and down the wet crease of my lips, sliding it in slowly as my motherly warmth absorbed him inch by inch.

"Fuck, Jenny," he said, watching his dick disappear in to my crease.  "That feels so good."

"I know," I said, closing my eyes as his cock filled me.

Paul began to slam in to me now, clapping his hips against my big ass and spreading my sticky juices all over my pussy as he fucked them out of me, his cock white with my cum as he pumped it in to me.

His hands reached forwards and continued massaging my breasts, still slick and slippery with the oil he'd used and thankful for the attention.

My fingers ran down his front, feelings his abs below his t-shirt but still not satisfied.

"Take it off," I said and he obliged instantly, pulling it over his head and showing me those well-sculpted muscles of his.

I followed the contours of them all the way down his body, my eyelids loose with ecstasy as my gaze fell towards his cock, watching it slam inside my core again and again with ceaseless energy.

Soon I was a trembling, blissful mess, my jaw clenched and my stomach tense as the impending orgasm swelled inside me like some gargantuan wave.

Paul seemed almost oblivious as he continued his pace, but soon I was moaning and writhing in front of him as it began to escape me.

"Oh, Paul," I cried, my hand running across my face.  "I'm coming, Paul!"

His inexperience was telling but not unwelcome.  While most guys would stop to admire what they'd created, Paul just went right on and continued fucking me, propelling my orgasm to heights and depths that I'd never experienced before.

The whole climax continued for well over a minute, my pussy trembling and contracting around that engorged cock of his, clamping tight around his girth and begging for his release.

Paul was a little more stoic in his ecstasy and I barely heard a peep until he pulled his cock out of me.

I looked down to see what was up and heard him let out a gasp as a long rope of cum leapt from his cock and lashed across my wet cunt.

"Put it inside me," I begged, quickly grabbing his erupting flesh and pulling it towards my slick hole.

He squirmed it inside as it continued to explode, shooting another rope over my pussy until it was deep inside me again and I could feel it twitching out the rest of his release, swelling as his cum pumped in to me.

I felt the warm jets shoot from him and deep in to my core and I closed my eyes with a satisfied sigh.

"There's a good boy," I said softly, stroking down his abs as they pumped out his seed.

"Oh, Jenny," he cried, the last few ebbs dripping from his cock before he pulled out of me.

I rubbed a hand at my pussy and brought it to my mouth, watching his eyes as I licked his cum off my fingers.

"So nice," I said, rolling it around my tongue.

He watched me for a moment, his cock still twitching every so often as it began to calm, the act of taboo over for the moment.

Paul looked as though he didn't know what to do with himself now it was all over.

"Go and clean yourself up," I instructed, hoping it would break the fast-mounting after-sex tension.

He grabbed his clothes and skipped from the room, leaving me alone on his table with his seed buried deep inside me.

I lay back and enjoyed it for a moment, vowing to deal with the aftermath fully, once this euphoric wave had left me.  It never did.  In fact, Paul and I would go on to have many, many more adventures.

THE END
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I Claimed Him After Ballet Class
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My ballet class was probably my proudest achievement.  I’d started it after a successful career performing and it had gathered quite a lot of momentum.  I was at a point now where I was choreographing my own shows and the pressure could be quite daunting.

Naturally Paul, always got the lead role, but then I there wasn’t exactly a surfeit of male ballet dancers under my command.  There were two and Paul was by-far the most dedicated.

He always pushed himself and he seemed to have a similar kind of drive and passion as I did.  He’d often stay late after class or be studying the greats at home, sometimes at the expense of having fun with his friends.  He was attractive but didn't seem to do great with girls.

I worried that he might be working a little too hard.  The rest of the class were out enjoying themselves and exploring their sexuality, but I’d never once see or hear about Paul going out with the rest of the class.  I knew he wasn’t gay—I think a woman knows—so I was somewhat perturbed by his reluctance.  At nineteen I’d have expected him to have lost his virginity, but a large part of me doubted that.  Fuck, I wondered if he’d ever even seen a woman’s ... you know.

It was one fateful day after class that everything changed for the both of us.  There’d been a good turn-out of around forty people and, just like always, when the session was over Paul wanted to continue.

“That’s all for today, guys,” I said, stood before my students in my tight, black leotard.  “Make sure you go over the moves for ‘The Nutcracker’ at some point before next week.”

I leant against the bar that ran along the mirrored wall, watching as everybody left the big square studio.  Everyone, that is, except Paul.

“Miss. Reynolds, I was thinking—”

“Here we go ...” I said expecting the usual.

“Maybe you could help me with some of my routine?”

I sighed.  “Every week, Paul.”

“What?” he asked, confused.

“Every single week you want to carry on after class.  I wonder if it’s healthy.”

“Healthy?  It’s called dedication.”

I looked Paul up and down.  He was a fine specimen of a man but I worried about him.  Beneath those ripped muscles and impressive physique was my innocent boy.

“There’s a fine line between dedication and obsession, Paul, remember that,” I cautioned.

“I’m not obsessed,” he said, quick to defend himself.

“You need to learn to relax,” I said, taking a step towards him.

“This is relaxing,” he said, but I could tell he was trying to convince himself of it more than me.

“Go out,” I said.  “There’s plenty of girls in this class you could date.”

“Not before the performance, Miss. Reynolds.”

“See,” I laughed.  “You’re too caught up on this.”

“You taught me to be,” he countered.

“Paul,” I said, putting a hand on his face.  “I want you to be here, but I want you to enjoy it.”

“I do enjoy it.”

“Good,” I said.  “But you need to find the right balance.”

“I’ve got it, right now.”

“You haven’t, Paul,” I said taking a step back.  “You need to go have some fun.  Talk to girls—date girls—have sex with girls.”

Paul’s eyes drew wide as though I’d just said the most horrible thing.

“Come on, Paul,” I said.  “You’re nineteen.”

“And?”

“And you’ve never ... been with a girl.”

His face flushed with a red hue.  “I have,” he said timidly.

“Really?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Yes,” he said, lacking conviction.

“Tell me what it’s like then, Paul,” I said, perhaps teasing a little too much.

“What?”

“Tell me what she was like,” I said.  “Intimately.”

He swallowed hard and said nothing.

“What were her tits like?” I said, moving closer to him.

His pupil’s dilated but he said nothing.

“What was her ass like?”

Again, Paul stayed silent.

“What was her pussy like?”

This time Paul seemed to tense up and I lingered close to him, watching the lie evaporate from him under my scrutiny.  I could tell just from his face that he wasn't telling the truth.

His head fell downwards as he admitted defeat.

“I knew it,” I said, taking a step back now and turning to him.  “So go out and enjoy your—”

I stopped mid-sentence when I saw it.  It seems as I had been talking about the intimate parts of a woman, Paul had been thinking about them.

He tried to look in to my eyes but I’m afraid to say my gaze was elsewhere.  Sat below his tight, white tight I could see the looming shadow under his embossed cock.

“—Enjoy yourself,” I finished distantly.  “Paul, what’s that?”

I knew all too well what it was, but I’d never seen his cock so stiff before underneath his pants.  It was always kind of just there, you know, but it never looked quite so big.

Paul searched down his body, suddenly spotting the protrusion and the reason for my intrigue.

“It’s ... it’s nothing,” he said quickly, the red of his face intensifying.

“It doesn’t look like nothing,” I said, unable to take my eyes of it  “It looks like something very big indeed.”

Paul turned away.

“That doesn’t exactly help, honey," I said, looking at him in the mirror and then back down to his fat cock.

He covered it with a hand.  “Miss. Reynolds!” he cried.

I couldn’t help but laugh.  “Paul, it’s okay.  I’m just happy to know your human.”

“It’s not human to get an ... erection in front of your ballet teacher.”

“I guess not,” I laughed.  “But I don’t mind.”

I moved close behind him, looking about the studio that stayed empty.  No-one would be back for hours.

“Would you like to see?” I asked.

“See what?”

“See all of those things I asked you about.”

“What?” Paul asked, confused.

“If you’d like to see, I can show you.”

He turned back from the mirror now and looked me up and down, from the tight bun on my head and down over my big tits, running his eyes over my curves and lingering a little too long at my crotch.

“You’d show me?”

“If you wanted,” I said.  “For educational purposes,” I added quickly.

I couldn’t decide exactly why I was doing this.  I think a part of me wanted him to know what all of those things were like, but another part of me was intrigued by him.  Seeing that thick cock of his stretching the fabric of his pants was stirring something inside me.  It made me realize how long it had been since I’d been with man.  Since I split with my husband a few years back I’d kind of thrown myself in to teaching this class.  Maybe I needed to relax too.

“I don’t know, Miss. Reynolds,” he said cautiously.

“I don’t mind, honey,” I said.  “Honestly.”

“Isn’t it a bit ... wrong?”

“Does it feel wrong?” I asked, taking a step towards him and putting his palm on my tits.

“No,” he shivered.  “It feels ... good.”

Paul gave them a squeeze now as if to confirm his intrigue and my nipples responded by turning stiff in seconds.  It was the first time anyone had touched my tits in a while.

“So,” I began, “would you like to see them?”

“In here?” Paul said, looking around.

“Hang on,” I said, and moved to the door to bolt it.  We were doing something so naughty there’d be serious repercussions if we got caught and I didn’t want Paul being any more dissuaded than he already was.

“How about now?” I asked.

“But, Miss. Reynolds,” he said, “it still feels wrong.”

I took my leotard off my shoulders and peeled it down over my tits as Paul watched open-mouthed.

“Does it look wrong?” I asked, bunching my breasts up for his scrutiny.

Paul was speechless.

“So it doesn’t feel wrong and it doesn’t look wrong,” I reiterated.  “So maybe it isn’t really wrong.”

I took a step closer to him, taking his hand all over again and putting it on my naked breast.

Paul let out a whimper when he touched my bare flesh, the sexual tension riding high in the room as his cock continued to press against his skin-tight pants.

“You seem to enjoy it,” I breathed, my face close to his and looking down at his crotch.

I took a step back from him and rolled my leotard down to my waist, turning so my back faced him.

“And this, Paul, is what a woman’s ass looks like.”

As I said the words I rolled the fabric down further, taking it over my panties and showing him my full cheeks as I bent down and stepped out of the garment.

I looked back over my shoulder at him, seeing him rubbing at his cock as though he were mesmerized by the sight before him.

“Like what you see?” I asked, bending each leg in turn and knocking my ass cheeks together for him.

“Yes,” he said simply with a frustrated look on his face.

“And now for the grand finale,” I said, turning back to him.  “You get to know what a woman’s pussy looks like.”

I walked over towards him and Paul backed up to the wall, reaching out to hold the bar behind him as I moved close.

I pressed my body against him and put my lips dangerously close to his.

“Do you want to see Miss. Reynolds’s little pussy?”

He was tense, his big shoulders rising with each scared breath.

“I think so,” he answered nervously.

I curled my fingers over the waist of my panties, sliding them down and keeping my eyes locked on his as I did so.

I was so close that Paul couldn’t yet see a thing, but I could practically hear his heart beating out of his chest as I stood naked before him.

“Oh, God,” he whimpered and I took his hand.

“Feel it first,” I said and I took his fingers to my crease, watching his expression as he felt his first pussy.

“It’s wet,” he said.  “Is it supposed to be wet?”

“Not always,” I said.  “Only when I’m turned on.”

He shot me a confused look amidst his frightened angst.

“What’s turning you on?”

“You are, Paul,” I answered.  “You and your big cock.”

As I said the words I gripped it in my hand, feeling the blood beat through it as he stayed stiff.

“Mmm,” I soothed, kissing at his cheek and moving to his ear.  “Nice ... big ... cock.”

I came away from him and Paul took a look down my naked frame, shaking his head in disbelief.

I smirked as I turned, bending over at the waist and gripping my calves with my arms so he could get a good look at all I had to offer.

“And there’s your first pussy,” I said through my legs.

I looked at Paul’s upside down face as he let out another whimper, his instincts taking over now as he began to feel a magnetic attraction to my salivating pussy.

“Come taste it,” I said, stretching myself as I stayed folded in half in front of him.

“Taste it?” he asked, perplexed.

“Yes, Paul,” I said calmly.  “Come over here and put your mouth on it.”

Ordering him around like this felt naughtier than anything I’d ever done, but I had to admit I enjoyed the control I wielded.

“Can I—are you—”

“Just do it, Paul,” I said a little sterner.

Paul crouched on all-fours and crawled over, drawing ever nearer to my honey-pot until I could feel his breath washing over it.

“Now open your mouth,” I said slowly, “and taste it.”

He shifted his weight and I felt his breath again, only closer now and soon I could feel his lips enveloping my wet crease.

“That’s right, honey,” I soothed, letting out a sigh.

Paul kissed it with his lips at first, seeming somewhat tentative and unfamiliar.  It was clear he needed some guidance.

“Kiss it with your tongue,” I said, sliding my hands forward until I too was on all fours.

Paul went for it again, clasping his mouth over my groove and teasing a tongue along it.

“That’s right,” I encouraged.  “Really get in there.”

I moved a hand behind and pushed him into my sex, feeling his nose tickle my asshole as his tongue darted all over my loose flesh.

“Keep going, honey,” I said sliding my ass up and down his face as he began to stab into my core with his tongue and really get a good taste of me.

This continued for a while, with Paul’s inexpert lips slowly driving me towards a fantastic feeling of blissful pleasure that I hadn’t felt in a long time.

I dined out on it, closing my eyes to accentuate each deft flick and lick of his tongue as he really went for it, sucking my cunt into his mouth and sending several lucky strikes across my clitoris.

When he happened upon my stiffening stud by chance I propelled him forward, demanding he continue just like he was until I was a trembling mess of pent-up sexual frustration.

I brought my hand beneath myself to aid the impending climax, circling it around my clit while Paul continued to lick and suck all over me, becoming more adventurous and daring to venture upwards over my taint and around the sensitive knot of my asshole.

I hung my head down beneath myself and saw Paul’s cock pulling the fabric of his pants taut as it swelled beneath them.  Knowing he was still rock-hard was all I needed and as I imagined freeing that thick slab of meat I began to orgasm.

“Oh yes, Paul,” I cried, long and loud.  “Suck my pussy, there’s a good boy.”

He continued in earnest, propelled by my support and intent on pleasing me.  His tongue slithered over my slit until I could feel my pussy convulsing, quivering before him as the orgasm crashed from me in a blast of color that danced across my eyelids.

“I’m coming!” I cried, but wondered if Paul truly knew what he’d achieved.

I gasped in air, my eyes shut tight as I felt him slather over my sex with his innocent mouth, tonguing over my wet lips with naïve exuberance.

I rode out the orgasm across his face, dragging myself off him and falling forwards on the floor when I’d had my fill.

“Are—are you okay?” he asked, coming to my side.

For a moment I was silent with this serene smile adorning my face, savoring the occasion and committing it to memory.

“Miss. Reynolds?” he asked again as I lay there dumb-struck.

I rolled over and looked up at him with a smile.  “I’m fine, Paul—more than fine!”

I sat up now, remembering his hard cock and glancing to check if he was still game.  It was as stiff as it had been this whole time and I rubbed my hand over it and looked up at him as I bit my lip.

“I’m not done yet,” I said with a smile.

Paul’s cock was about mouth-height as I propped myself up on an arm.  I moved my face close to it and felt the nervousness radiate out from him.

“What are you going to do?” he asked, fearful.

“I’ll give you a clue,” I said, moving my face close to this bulge.

I opened my mouth wide and put my teeth either side of his length, nibbling at it through the fabric and giving it a wet kiss.

Paul exhaled deeply as though this had never happened to him before.  The air that left his lungs could well have been waiting in there his whole life.

“That feels good,” he said, casting his head back and enjoying me.

“That’s nothing,” I scoffed.

I sat in front of him now and used both hands to size him up, smoothing them along his cock that stretched out to the left across his thigh.

My hands pulled at his pants impatiently.  I wanted to free him this instant.  I wanted to see that cock of his right now.

Without saying a word I gripped the fabric of his pants in my fists and dug my nails into it, pulling it apart with a ferocious tear that caused Paul to open his eyes and stare down in shock as his fat cock fell out of the fresh opening.

“Miss. Reynolds!” he gasped, looking down at his stiff flesh that bobbed as gravity claimed it.

“Paul!” I said in shock, marveling at what was before me.  “It’s so big!”

“It is?” he asked, as if seeking approval.

“It’s one of the biggest and most beautiful cocks I’ve ever seen,” I said truthfully, taking his smooth length in my grasp and examining the soft pink of his crown and his unblemished shaft.

“Really?”

“Really,” I asserted, putting it close to my face.  “Oh, Paul.”

He looked down as I moved around his cock, taking it in each hand in turn as I tried to find one thing wrong with it.  But it was perfect.

“I need this inside me, Paul,” I said, looking up in to his eyes.  “Can Miss. Reynolds suck your cock?”

He looked about the room again and then down the his ripped tights and hard dick.

“Yes,” he whispered simply, as though he was scared to share the answer.

I didn’t need a second invitation.  Before the words had left his lips I was opening my mouth wide and moving in for the kill, burying his cock past my lips and clasping around the thick barrel with glee.

Paul cried softly as I drove him to the back of my throat, pulling off his cock and examining it once more as I breathed heavy in front of it, watching as my spit gave it an impressive sheen.

“God, I want this cock in my pussy,” I said, talking to his dick as much as anyone.

Paul stayed silent, unsure of what to say.  I don’t think I’d ever spoken like this in front of him before.  In fact, all of this was pretty damn new to him!

I sucked him in to my mouth again, circling my tongue around the stiff barrel as I pushed it down my throat and slid off it again, coating him in thick film of spit that glossed his cock.

“Stay right there,” I ordered, turning around and falling on to my hands.

I crawled backwards until I felt his cock touch my ass, then I brought my hand around to hold it in place.

“Is it happening?” he asked, almost frightened.

“Yes, honey,” I said.  There was no way he wasn’t going inside me now.  “I’m going to put that cock of yours inside my pussy, okay?”

I smoothed the wet head of his cock up and down my crease, giving him a little teaser of what was to come.

“Okay, Miss. Reynolds,” he said with some conviction, as though he’d finally decided.

I slid him up and down my groove one last time, dining out on the moment.  Seconds from now I’d be taking his virginity and claiming that beautiful cock of his inside me.

Without further ceremony I pushed my ass back on him, keeping him held still and listening to him moan as I swallowed him.

I kept moving backwards until I felt his hips hit my ass, pushing him all the way to the hilt.

“Feel good?” I asked, stopping and keeping him inside me.

“It’s ... warm,” he whispered.  “It’s so wet.”

“I’ll take that as a yes,” I smiled over my shoulder.

“Oh, it feels so good.”

“That’s my boy,” I said, and drew forward off him.

In no time at all I was driving myself back and forth along his shaft and listening to him lose himself behind me as my pussy gripped him tight.

My pace quickened with only one intention now.  I wanted to feel his cock burst inside me and claim his seed.  I wouldn’t be satisfied until I’d truly fucked him.

“Hold my ass, Paul,” I said now.  “Fuck me.”

Paul did as instructed, squeezing his strong hands into my flesh and kneading my ass-cheeks.

“Drive your hips into me, honey,” I said.

He met my ass with strong bucks forward until his cock was striking a spot so deep in my pussy that I wondered if it had ever been pleasured before.

Paul upped the pace further still, learning quickly what it meant to fuck a woman.  In the quiet studio all that could be heard were our staggered breaths and the sound of our flesh clapping together.

“Oh, Miss. Reynolds,” Paul cried as I felt his weighty balls swinging against my clit.

I smothered my pussy with my hand and tickled at my clitoris, unclasping my bun and shaking my hair loose as I rode back on him.

My hair flailed left and right as we lost ourselves and I felt Paul’s cock begin to tense up.  His breath raced and I could hear him panting behind me.  I knew his release was imminent.

Suddenly the sensation of his balls was no longer present as they pulled close to the base of his cock, ready to release their seed inside me.

“I’m gonna come,” he warned.  “Where should I come?”

“Inside me, Paul,” I moaned.  “I want it inside me.”

“Miss. Reynolds?”

“Come inside me!” I shouted and I felt Paul flinch a little before resuming his stride.

I held my tits as he fucked me for those last few moments, building to a glorious crescendo as he approached climax.

“Oh, Miss. Reynolds,” he sighed now as his thrusts stopped, and then I felt his dick pulse a little inside me as it stiffened.

He rocked a little and then he burst, shooting hot streams of his cum inside me.

“Yes, Paul,” I gasped.  “Give me it.”

I pushed my ass back to drive his love as deep inside me as possible, feeling the warmth of it wash over me as it soothed me.

I looked back to see him wide-eyed as he looked down, watching his cock pulse out his seed into my hungry pussy.

By now his cum had filled me and it was dripping from my crease unceremoniously, pushed out by several more thick ropes of his cream.

Paul pulled out of me without warning and sent the final few spurts across my naked ass, leaving the rest to dribble from me.

I moved a hand to claim it and smothered it back over my pussy, tickling my swollen clit in the process as I moaned and fell forward.

Paul came to lay next to me, kissing my cheek and rubbing my back.

“That felt so good, Miss. Reynolds,” he said.

“Did it, honey?” I asked, contented.

“So good,” he reiterated.

“Your cum’s inside me,” I said, biting my lip with a naughty smirk.

Paul pursed his lips and seemed worried.

“It’s okay, honey,” I soothed.  “I wanted it there.”

I turned and cradled him in my arms, letting his head rest on my chest, my pussy filled with his love.

“My darling.”

THE END



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


He Finished Inside Me In The Gym
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My next-door neighbor's son was a slave to his art.  He’d taken up boxing several years ago after my friend's ex-husband had suggested it to him and it was fair to say he’d really thrown himself into it.

He trained religiously and at length, carving out these fantastic muscles in places I didn’t even know you could.

He was nineteen now and talk of going pro was rife, but I was still picking him up from training as a favor to my neighbor, Janice.

It was a regular Wednesday like any other.  I’d finished work and waited at home for the call, but he was late as usual.  He rang around ten minutes ago and began to head over but it was close to eleven at night when I finally arrived.

The gym looked kind of run-down on the outside and it’s fair to say the inside didn’t fare much better.  As I pushed the door open it was clear to see almost everyone had gone home.  Everyone, that was, except Toby.

I decided to keep a low profile as I moved through the half-light towards the heavy packing sound coming from the far side of the room.

As I approached I could see him beneath one of the low-watt light-bulbs, banging his gloved fists against a heavy-bag that shook and rocked each time he connected.

I leaned against the turn-buckle of the ring and watched, admiring his light feet and movement as he swayed around the bag and hit the circled numbers that adorned it with terrific flurries and combinations.

I wasn’t exactly an avid boxing fan, but I could see just from watching that he was good.  I looked at the sweat dripping from his body and ran my eyes over his smooth torso.

His upper body was hairless, his arms thick with muscle and his stomach ripped from countless hours of medicine-ball training.  It was fair to say that he was quite the Adonis.

I watched him a minute longer, finding myself ogling him.  When I realized what I was doing I began to feel a little uncomfortable, but I couldn’t deny that Toby was quite the specimen—quite the specimen indeed.

Finally I cleared my throat, loud enough to overcome the sounds of his heavy panting and hits to the bag.

He stopped and turned.

“Mrs. Anderson,” he said, dropping his hands.  “How long have you been there?”

“Just a little while,” I said, stepping in to the light.  “Your Mom asked me to pick you up?”

Toby tried to look me in the eye but his gaze wandered to my cleavage, as was customary now that he was a young adult.  I guess breasts are breasts, even if the person they belong to is twenty years older than you.

“Sorry, Mrs. Anderson, I almost forgot,” he said, unfastening his gloves and taking them off.

“Looking good,” I said, admiring his body again.

“Thanks,” he said, blushing a little.  “Mind if I take a quick shower before we leave?”

“Sure.  Anyone else here?”

“No, it’s just me,” he said, taking off for the men’s locker-room.

“So what am I supposed to do while I wait?”

“Look around I guess,” he shrugged with a smile, disappearing around a zed shaped set of walls that lead to the showers.

I sighed but couldn’t help but smile.

The gym was quiet but I thought I’d heed Toby’s suggestion, ambling around its perimeter and looking at old newspaper clippings and photographs.

It clearly had a rich history, but you’d never guess it from the look of the place.  There was brick showing beneath the plaster, cobwebs in the corners and half of the lights in the place didn’t work.  I’d have looked out of place in my shirt and jeans if there was anyone there to see me.

I continued around the outside of the room, reading through the articles and looking at the black-and-white photographs that accompanied them.  As I sauntered around I barely noticed when I found myself outside the men’s showers.

I could hear the water running and a soft singing coming from inside and I paused at the entrance, fingering the broken plaster and thinking something naughty and forbidden.

Toby’s soft voice was almost siren-like the way it was beckoning me in to the steamy room, and the fact we were both alone in there made me even more inclined to be adventurous.

I rubbed my hands along the wall and felt the tiles beneath my fingers now as I rounded the zed-shaped entrance, moving around the door and seeing the room open up.

The sound of running water became louder and I could see Toby’s bare feet beneath the large stall, singing still and oblivious to my proximity.

I couldn’t really explain what was propelling me forwards.  Perhaps it was the thought of being able to see the rest of Toby after having a sneak-peek outside.  Whatever it was it wasn’t going away, and as I moved further towards him I prepared myself for the sight of my naked neighbor.

I saw his thigh first as it moved out from around the side of the stall, then I could see his big back and firm ass as he cast his head back and let the hot water run through his hair.

He rubbed his body, massaging the soap suds over himself and it suddenly dawned on me just how naughty this whole thing was.

Just then he dropped his shower-gel and turned around to pick it up, freezing as he saw me.

I was startled too and as we both looked into each other’s eyes I tried to think of an excuse for being in there.

“I just thought I’d ... check out the men’s changing room,” I said, unconvincingly.

The whole time I was talking I was staring at Toby’s big cock, dripping with water and looking pretty fucking impressive.  If his biceps and pecs were a sight to behold, then it was fair to say his dick was masterpiece.

It hung in from of him, large and looming with a big set of balls behind it, pushing it forward.  It was close shaven and I could see its full majesty, looking smooth and glistening at the tip.

“Mrs. Anderson?” Toby asked now and I startled, realizing I’d been staring at him.

His hand came across to hold his manhood.

“It’s okay, sweetie,” I said calmly, trying to get him to drop them already.

“Can you give me a few minutes?”

I didn’t want to leave, but I had no real reason to stay.  I decided to just be honest.

“I wanted to watch you,” I said.

Toby stared at me through the falling water.  “Huh?”

“I want to watch you, Toby,” I said clearer.  “I want to watch you wash yourself.”

He looked a little confused.

“Don’t mind me,” I said.  “Just carry on.”

He stared for a while but gradually his hand moved from his cock as he looked at me, then he turned his back and let the water wash over him again.

It looked as though he was comfortable with me being there, resuming his routine and soaping up his strong body all over again.

I moved around him to get a better look, glancing up and down over his contours and finding my pussy salivating at the sight I was witnessing.

After a minute or two longer I decided to push things forward.

“Mind if I join you?” I asked over the sound of the water.

He opened his eyes and moved his head towards my voice, looking at me through his wet lashes.

“In here?” he said, pointing down at his feet.

“Yes,” I said simply, awaiting his answer.

I could see Toby’s nerves consume his body, swallowing hard and wondering what the hell he should do.

“You want to shower with me?” he asked, seeking clarification.

“I want to take a shower,” I said.  “Would that be okay?”

While Toby thought of his answer I began to unbutton my shirt, letting him know that his refusal would cause me a great disappointment.

I watched his jaw drop as I pulled my shirt open down the middle, revealing my big tits that were bound in a black, lacy bra.

“Toby?” I asked, watching his gaze move back up to my eyes and seeing his dick twitch.  “Would you like me to join you?”

He stood under the water and my eyes drifted down once more.  “It looks like someone wants me in there,” I said, raising an eyebrow.

He looked down and saw his cock beginning to stir, growing bigger by the second as he stared at my breasts.

He moved quickly and held it in his hands again, only this time it required two of them to tame it.

“It’s okay,” I said softly, and as I did so I moved my hands behind my back to unclasp my bra.

Toby’s eyes widened and he looked to my tits, taking a step forward out of the steaming water so he could get a better view as I bared them to him.

I pulled the bra off my shoulders and tossed it behind me, pushing out my chest so my large breasts sat on my rib-cage.

“Can I join you?” I asked again, only this time I was more sure of the answer.

“Of course,” he whispered finally.

With his approval I unbuttoned my jeans and kicked off my shoes, pulling my pants down my legs and standing before him in only my panties now.

I looked to his groin again and I could see the tip of his cock peering out from behind his wrist, some way up his arm and suggesting that his dick was far bigger than it had been before.

Toby stood watching me, slightly fearful but no less intrigued at the spectacle of seeing my mature pussy.

I kind of enjoyed the fact he was watching me so intently.  I turned sidelong and looked down over my shoulder as I peeled my panties over my big ass, sliding them down my legs as I bent but not revealing anything to him yet.

I stepped out of them and left them on the floor, turning to him and seeing his eyes rapt on my shaven slit.

“Oh, Mrs. Anderson,” he sighed, biting his lip at the sight of my pussy.

“What do you think?” I asked, presenting myself to him and walking forwards towards the water.

“I never thought the first pussy I saw would be yours.”

“First?” I asked with some shock.

“Uh-huh,” he answered, seeming shy.

“You—you’re a virgin?”

Toby dropped his head and said nothing.

“Hey,” I said, realizing I might have sounded a little harsh.  “Hey, it’s okay.”

I lifted his chin and looked in to his eyes, bringing his head to my chest and feeling the water against my bare skin.

“I'll take care of you,” I said, rubbing the back of his neck as his face lay against my bosom.

I never thought this would be turning me on so much, but now I knew that Toby was a virgin I had a renewed yearning to claim him.  It seemed almost fitting that I should be the one to take his virginity and I set about trying to do just that.

“Does it bother you that you haven’t yet had sex?” I asked, trying not to sound judgmental.

He pulled back off my breasts and looked me in the eyes, his face only inches from mine.

“A little,” he confessed.  “My friends talk about it a lot.”

I looked at him with sorrow.  “I can help you, if you’d like.”

His brow furrowed.  “How would you do that?”

“Well ... ” I said suggestively, raising my eyebrows.

“Mrs. Anderson,” he gasped.  “We can’t do that.”

I looked him up and down and then did the same to myself.

“What did you think we were gonna do?” I asked.  “We’re both naked and showering together.”

“I know, but—”

“Do you want me to get out?”

“No, not that.”

“Then what should I do, Toby?” I asked.

He paused and fell silent.

“What do you want me to do?  I’ll do anything,” I said, in my most seductive of tones.

He seemed to be thinking now and I could see his eyes flash when he thought of his first idea, but his mouth refused to speak.

“Go on,” I goaded.  “It’s okay, you can say it.”

“Well,” he began with a heavy breath.  “I’ve always ...”

“Go on,” I pressed.”

He took another deep breath.  “I’ve always wondered what it would be like to have my cock sucked.”

My eyes lit up as I heard the words.  It was as though he was giving me permission to commit the act.  

"Well, I guess I'd better suck your cock then, hadn't I?"

I didn't even wait to see Toby's reaction, dropping to my knees instead and staring at the big cock that was hard and fresh-looking in front of me.

I took it in my hand and Toby shivered, looking down as I met his gaze and moved his cock towards my lips while he watched.

He took a deep breath as he prepared himself, his face awash with shock and awe as he watched me—his older neighbor—draw my mouth ever-closer to his throbbing manhood.

My mouth opened, filled with saliva as I anticipated the meal and I heard Toby moan as I finally pushed him inside me, sending him to the back of my throat and coating him in my spit.

It felt so fucking hot to have him in my mouth and so damn naughty.  I could feel his stiffness under my teeth as I glided my tongue back and forth on the sensitive underside of his dick.

I moved my head, rocking it over his length and taking him from my mouth to hold once more and examine.

His cock looked even hotter shrink-wrapped in my spit and I looked up in to his eyes now to see him staring down in a kind of euphoric state.

"So what do you think?" I asked, raising an eyebrow.

"It feels good, Mrs. Anderson," he sighed, moving my hair to one side and looking down expectantly.

I couldn't deny his needs so I took him back in my mouth, this time using my hand to jerk his dick whenever I loosed it from my lips.

I pumped his dick with passion as the water fell down around us, naked in that boxing gym of sin and about to take things and whole step further.

Toby was beginning to lose himself and I realized I'd have to implement a little bit of orgasm management, keeping him from bolting until I'd had my fill.

I rose to my feet and kissed his lips as he gasped in breath, driven to the edge of his climax but denied it at the last second.

"Have you ever licked pussy?" I asked, kissing him again.

Toby was still panting.  "Never," he said simply.

"Get on your knees," I ordered, pushing his shoulders down.

Toby did as he was told and soon his face was right in front of my sex, staring at my pussy that was brand-new to him.

"What should I do?" he asked, looking up.

"Kiss it," I replied, putting a hand on the back of his head and gently guiding his face forward.

I could feel his hot breath over my sex and soon he was kissing it with his lips, venturing a tongue outwards to explore my crease as his hands came around my thighs and pulled me forwards.

"That's right, Toby," I encouraged, closing my eyes.  "Use your tongue."

He did as instructed, pushing it in to my sex and running it all over my swollen pussy.

In no time at all he became even more adventurous, moving his head up and down my groove and exploring each and every inch of my sex.

His tongue cruised up my slit and tickled at the top where I held him for a moment.

"That's my clit, Toby," I said.  "It feels nice when you lick it there."

Toby stayed at the top of my pussy for a moment, nudging his tongue over my sensitive node and mouthing his lips over me so he was enveloping my pussy.

"Suck it a little," I said, taking things one step at a time.

Again Toby obliged, sucking my loose flesh in to his mouth as I taught him.

"Bite it," I said.  "Softly."

Soon Toby was eating my pussy just the way I liked it and I began to grind my hips against him now, smoothing my sex over his face and writhing on him.

It seemed like he was a pro and it was tough to believe he'd never done it before, but there was no way of keeping his wonder hidden.  I could tell just by looking in his eyes that this was totally new to him and what's more I could tell he was enjoying every second of it.

He ate my pussy like he was starved of it and before long I was fighting against an orgasm that was building quickly inside me.

"That's so good, Toby," I said, heaping on praise as he obliviously sent me to rapture.  "Put a finger inside me."

Toby did as instructed, kissing and sucking at my lips and then driving a digit inside my warm honey-pot.

I sucked in air the second I felt him pierce me and the orgasm quickly sprang from me in a wave of ecstasy.

"Yes, Toby," I gasped, writhing at the hips and pushing down on his finger as his tongue tickled my slit.

My whole body tensed and felt electrified, my vision coloring and my senses falling back to reveal the raw pleasure of it all.

It was such an incredible orgasm, made all the more special by how wrong it was.  My pussy clenched tight around his finger and my whole body convulsed, contracting and relaxing at wild intervals as the climax escaped me.

"Fuck, Toby!" I cried.  "What are you doing to me?"

I wondered if he even knew, but like any good man should Toby kept himself affixed to my pussy, continuing that same stoic work that had taken me here.

Eventually I pulled off him, staggering back as he rose to his feet.

"Oh, Toby," I said lovingly, moving forwards and giving him a passionate kiss on the lips.

"Was it good, Mrs. Anderson?" he asked, keen to please.

"It was incredible!"

I took his hand and guided him out of the water, crouching and taking him with me to the floor.

"Now it's your turn," I said, looking in to his eyes.  "I'm going to fuck you and I want you to come inside me."

Toby looked nervous all over again.

"It's okay, Toby," I said, trying to calm him.  "Just relax.  Let me do the work now."

He lay on his back, his thick cock stretching up his body and turning me on.  He was as hard as ever and when I put his cock upright with my hand I shuddered with excitement at the thought of sending all those inches inside me.

I gave him a quick suck with my mouth and then straddled him, sending an arm down the front of my body to hold his cock upright.

Toby looked at my tits as they bunched together, and then down towards the tip of his cock that was fast approaching the entrance to my forbidden pussy.

"Ready?" I asked, inches away from taking his virginity.

"Ready, Mrs. Anderson," he nodded.

I looked beneath myself and then squatted down on him, feeling his bulbous crown press its way past my tight O that relaxed before gripping close to his shaft.

"You're so big," I whispered, driving more and more of his girth inside me."

"It feels so nice," he hushed, straining his head downwards before letting it fall back against the floor.

I swallowed all of him, right to the hilt, and then gave my hips a wriggle as I sent his dick gyrating inside me.

He felt bigger than most of the men I'd had—certainly bigger than my husband—and I couldn't wait to really go to work on that cock of his.

I began by slowly dragging myself off him, putting my hands on his shoulders and hanging my big tits right in front of his face.

"Touch me," I whispered and, as though I was controlling him directly, his hands reached upwards and began to massage my breasts.

I started to bounce on his cock faster as he kneaded my chest, sliding up and down the shaft and covering it in my juices.

As I moved on him my wetness eased each passing until soon his fat cock was slipping through my lips effortlessly, hitting a spot so deep inside me that it hadn't been pleasured in what felt like forever.

Toby was moaning out soft whimpers now, clearly struggling to stop himself from bolting as I upped my pace, only this time I wanted it.  I wanted his seed inside me.

"I can feel it, Mrs. Anderson," Toby said with panic.

"It's okay, honey," I said softly, leaning over him and kissing his face as my ass smashed down on his thighs.  "I want it."

I upped my pace as we kissed, listening to his breath race along with my own and feeling his body tense beneath me as he fought against his orgasm.

"Give it to me, Toby," I said, my lips close to his mouth and my forehead touching his.

"It's coming," he said, his face strewn with tormented lust.

I crashed my pussy down on him quicker now, feeling its ridges slip between my lips as his balls pulled tight to his body and his cock stiffened further.

I could feel his arousal inside me and my pussy began to grip him as he swelled, stretching me just that little bit wider in the moments before his release.

"I'm gonna come," he cried, and he started to thrust his hips up in to me, meeting my descent.

"I want it, Toby.  I want your cum," I gasped, kissing his cheek and holding him to me.

I held him tight and let him finish himself off, bringing his arms around my back and pulling me tight to him as he fucked me hard from below.

"Give it me," I cried, louder now and with clenched teeth.  "Give me that cum."

Toby let out one final flurry of thrusts, pumping furiously upwards before pulling back and falling silent.

I dropped my pussy-lips down on him, keen to claim his escaping seed, causing Toby to let out a huge sigh as his cock twitched.

I felt the first lashing fly out from his cock and coat my core and I couldn't help but moan with satisfaction.  To take his virginity and his creampie in one glorious evening was just too much to bear.

"Good boy," I whispered, kissing him as his mouth stayed open in ecstasy and his cock pulsed out his love.

Several more huge jets of cum fired inside my core, filling me deep in an instant until it was flowing from me in sticky streams that began to run down his shaft.

I slid myself up and down on him again, keen to jerk out the last he had to offer and desperate to reclaim his escaping semen.

I kissed his lips again as I felt the last few spurts fire inside me and then I held him as he fought against his breath.

My hand smoothed through his hair as I kissed his face, soothing him back to reality after our debauched act.

"Very good, Toby," I said, looking down in to his eyes.

"Was it?" he asked, still twitching inside me a little.

"Perfect," I said simply, pulling forward off his cock and lying on his stomach.

The hot water fell around us as we lay there in a loving embrace, shutting out the world for a moment and sharing each other without scrutiny.  I'd gladly do it all over again if it meant I could be filled with his seed for a second time.  It was heavenly.

THE END
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Virgin In My Car
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“More traffic!” I said to the heavens, bashing the wheel in frustration.

“We’ll never make it, Mrs. Shaw,” Daniel said, looking ahead and trying to peer around to see the source of the obstruction.

I was traveling out of state to visit my sister and the drive was usually long and lonely.  This time around I'd picked up a hitcher to keep me company, and he happened to be pretty damn hot.  He was half my age but I couldn't deny that I was immediately drawn to him.

“Good thing I took the van,” I said, rapping my fingers on the dash to the music.

“Why’s that?” Daniel asked.

“So we can sleep in the back.”

“Huh?” Daniel said, suddenly roused.

“Well look,” I said, presenting the view out of the windshield to him.  “We’re never gonna make it.”

“I can just get a motel.”

“Why would you spend good money on a motel when we can put the seats down in the back.”

Daniel turned to me, looking distraught.  “That doesn’t sound very comfortable.”

“Good thing I bought a duvet and pillows then, huh?” I replied with a smirk.  I always thought a few steps ahead but I hoped I’d never need them.

“So we'll share a bed?' he asked, scared.

“Wow, sorry, Daniel,” I said, pretending to be offended.  “I didn’t realize the idea was so horrifying.”

“It’s not that, Mrs. Shaw,” he said, noticing he might have hurt my feelings.  “It’s just ... I’m nineteen now and—”

“I know, Daniel, I know.  I promise to try to keep my hands to myself.”

He was silent as we slowly inched forwards.

“If you want?” I asked, trying to look under at his face as his head stayed cast down a little.

“A motel would be expensive ...”

“So just stay in the back with me,” I said rubbing his leg.

“I guess,” he said slowly, perking up a little.

I continued to rub his leg before I realized I was lingering on it too long.

“It’s just one night,” I said, trying to console him further.

“Okay, Mrs. Shaw,” he said finally.  “Sounds good.”

I put my hands back on the wheel and squeezed it tight, kind of excited to be spending a night beside him.  It had been so long since I’d shared a bed with someone else.  What was more exciting though, was that it’d been so long since I’d shared a bed with anyone under forty and having a strapping, nineteen-year-old guy beside me at night was kind of flattering in a weird way.

The next hour we trudged slowly past an accident that must have been causing our delay.  I could scarcely concentrate on anything though, because a more worrying thought was filling my mind.

I’d always sleep naked, and I mean always.  Whenever I even tried to wear clothes I just found it so inhibiting and uncomfortable that I could never drift off.

For Daniel’s sake I realized I had to at least try.  It was difficult enough to convince him to sleep next to me, so having him sleep beside me whilst I was naked—well, that felt impossible.

I drove way in to the night until it became apparent that pretty soon I’d have to start looking for somewhere to sleep.

“It’s almost ten,” Daniel said, putting his phone back in his pocket.

“I’ll pull in at the next campsite,” I said.

“Can we afford it?” Daniel asked, mockingly.

I flashed him a stern look.  “It’s late, we’ll just pull out early morning.”

“And steal a spot?” he gasped, still mocking me.  “You're naughty, Mrs. Shaw.”

I pursed my lips and tried not to laugh.

“We’re just borrowing it,” I said.

“Naughty girl,” he laughed.

I laughed with him, but there was something kind of hot about hearing him call me 'naughty.'  I mean, Daniel was attractive, there was no denying, but he I'd also promised to keep my hands to myself.

We drove a few minutes longer before Daniel perked up again.

“There’s one,” he pointed, “coming up on the left.”

I peered into the darkness at the side of the road and made for the turning, creeping into the campsite that was mostly dark and quiet, save for one or two fires that burned around the lots.

We found a quiet plot across the other side, away from mostly everyone, and I pulled up and put us into park.

“Here we go,” I said, turning to him and smiling.

Daniel looked back kind of nervously.  It seems the thought of sleeping in the same bed as me was playing heavily on his mind.

“I’ll go fix the back,” he said, letting himself out of the cab and moving around to pop the trunk.

Daniel slid the seats down and threw down the duvets and pillows, really transforming the back of the van into a kind of double-bed on wheels.  He was such a gentleman.

“I’m just gonna use the little girls room,” I said and moved off towards the restrooms.

Inside was bright and white and it took a moment for my eyes to adjust.  Near the wash-basin was a machine selling all manner of sex-toys and I began to wonder what kind of campsite we’d wound up in.

I tried to avert my gaze—sex was the last thing I wanted to be thinking about before slept next to my son.  The harder I tried to fight it the more it was ever-present and I found myself thinking some of the naughtiest thoughts all the way back to the van.

What’s worse is that when I returned Daniel was shirtless and fidgeting around in his bag.

“What’s up?” I asked and he jumped a little, seeming self-conscious despite his well-carved muscles.

“Can’t find my shirt,” he said.

“Why do you need it?”

“To sleep in,” he said.

“Oh,” I said and had to bite my tongue to stop me from spilling my little secret about how I liked to sleep.

He continued to look a while longer until I heard him sighing in frustration.

“Just sleep without it,” I said, trying not to sound too forceful in my suggestion.

“Naked?” he gasped.

“No, Daniel,” I frowned.  “Not naked, just topless.”

“I guess,” he said, as though the idea hadn’t dawned on him before now.  “What’re you wearing?”

“Kinda personal,” I joked.

“You know what I mean.”

“I was just gonna wear my bra and panties.”

“Mrs. Shaw!” he shouted, loud enough for anyone close to hear.

“What?” I hissed, hoping he’d keep the noise down.

“You can’t do that!”

“You’re lucky I’m not sleeping naked, Daniel,” I said, trying to shout as best I could while whispering.

“Why would you?” he asked, confused.

I composed myself and whispered.  “I can’t sleep with my clothes on.”

“Why the hell not?” he said, sensing the occasion running away from him.

“It’s just ... uncomfortable.”

“Mrs. Shaw!” he cried again.

“Daniel will you be quiet,” I said, unbuttoning my shirt.  “I’m meeting you halfway here.”

He sighed and that seemed to be the end of it.

Quietly we both got undressed—me in my bra and panties and Daniel with just his jogging pants on.

Silently we crawled into the duvet and I pulled the boot down on us, trapping us in that forbidden cell to see if we could hold out until morning.

“Night, Mrs. Shaw,” Daniel whispered and it sounded like an apology.

“Night, Daniel,” I whispered back, leaning over to kiss him.

He froze as my lips touched his face and I worried I might have gone a little too far.

The next few minutes felt like agony as we both tossed and turned trying to get comfortable.  Daniel’s leg stroked mine on several occasions and each time he did my mind wandered back to that machine in the ladies restroom.  The vibrating rings—the ribbed condoms—the bullet vibrators.  All of it danced across my vision as I tried in vain not to think about sex.  It was futile.

Several more minutes passed and I could tell just from Daniel’s breathing that he was wide awake too.  It was no good.  I couldn’t do this.

“Daniel,” I whispered into the half-light.

“Yeah,” he hushed back.

“I’m gonna have to take these off,” I said and I bit my lip as I awaited his reply.

Instead of the panic I’d anticipated he just said: “Okay.”

“Honey?” I asked, as though I hadn’t heard him.

“It’s okay, Mrs. Shaw,” he said.  “I’m kind of struggling in these jogging pants too.”

“It’s hot in here, huh?” I said, sitting up and unfastening my bra.

I could see Daniel’s face turn a little in my direction as I removed my bra and I could tell he was trying to get a better look.  Maybe it wasn’t just me who was a little intrigued by our situation.

The both of us undressed together now with me sliding my panties down my smooth legs and feeling extra naughty while Daniel took his jogging pants off and threw them to the bottom of the quilt.

“Better?” he asked.

“Much better,” I said, snuggling into the duvet now and enjoying its freshness on the naked breasts.  “You?”

“A lot better,” he agreed.

He turned now so he was facing me and I was turned towards him, with only a couple of inches between both of our faces.

A moment passed in which I slowly inched my hand beneath the duvet, drawing it ever-closer to an ‘accidental’ collision with his skin the next time either of us moved.

I didn’t know exactly where I was positioned, but when he shuffled I felt something hit the back of my hand.  It felt hard.

“Sorry,” we both said in unison.

“Kind of cramped back here,” I said, nervously.

“I don’t mind,” Daniel said in this serene, almost dream-like state.

“We can ... get a bit closer if you like?” I ventured.

“That’d be nice, Mrs. Shaw,” he said and he shuffled a little towards me.

I moved closer to him and found my arms wrapping around that big, muscled back of his and pulling him close to me.

I felt my bare tits press against his skin and I could feel something hairy against my legs as mine intertwined with his.

“You’re naked?” I asked, shocked.

“I can’t sleep like that either,” he admitted, and I could hear a shrill nervousness in his voice.

“Is this wrong, Mrs. Shaw,” he asked, swallowing hard and clearly fearful of the answer.

I moved my face close to his ear.  “Not yet,” I said, and kissed the side of his face lovingly.

He let out a shuddering sigh.

“It’s okay,” I said.  “I'll take care of you.”

As I spoke the breathy words close to his face I felt him begin to grow beneath the covers.  Against my leg I could feel him stretching out and I could practically hear his heart beating out of his chest as both nerves and arousal consumed him.

“It’s okay,” I whispered, this time running my fingers through his hair and pulling him closer.

My lips were dangerously close to his as I held him close to me, staring into the twinkle of light I could see reflecting in his eyes.

As the nervy silence enveloped the van we both moved our lips to each others, closing my eyes as our inevitable contact approached.

I felt him on my mouth and I teased my tongue through the embrace, finding his and sliding it slowly all over it as we shared a passionate moment.

I pulled off him and held his face close again.

“I'll take care of you,” I said again, kissing him with greater passion as my hand searched down beneath the covers and ran over his big pecs and washboard abs.

I felt him inhale, his chest growing larger as my fingers descended downwards and soon I could feel the close-cut hair that sat just above that most forbidden object.

I ran my nails around his midriff, teasing myself and him just a little longer while I felt the lust build inside me.  It wasn’t too late to pull out—I knew that—but I simply didn’t want to.  I think Daniel was keen for me to continue too as he thrust his tongue into my mouth and shared a passionate kiss with me.

I broke from him and looked into his eyes and they flashed open.

“I want it,” I said.

“I want it too,” he said, and kissed me as though he’d been starved of sex for months.

My hand wandered back down and this time I went straight for him, wrapping my fingers around his girth and listening to him exhale as I gripped it.

I pulled it close to me and marveled at how thick it felt in my hand.  Daniel was a good size—a very good size—and in no time at all I was imagining how he’d feel inside my mature pussy.

I could feel myself becoming wet as jerked slowly up and down his big cock with a downturned hand, tugging him towards me as though he were a length of rope and feeling the bursting veins pump life into his huge dick.

“Touch me, Daniel,” I said, gasping off him briefly.  “Touch me down there.”

Daniel wandered his hands down my body, dancing over my nipples and sliding his way down towards my aching groove with shuddering, nervous movements.

I felt him at my hair and soon he was pushing further down.  I felt him slip inside the wetness of my groove and tickle my clit, moving down further until he was poking a little inside my sticky honey-pot.

“That’s right, Daniel,” I cried.  “I want you so bad.”

He pulled off me quickly and withdrew his hand and I feared the occasion may have got to him.  Maybe he’d decided to do the sensible thing and drop it here.

“I—I can’t,” he said and I deflated a little.

“You can, Daniel,” I said.  “I want you too.”

“It’s not that, Mrs. Shaw,” he said, and seemed shy all of a sudden.

“What is it?” I asked, caressing him as my lust continued to burn.

“I’ve—I’m ... ”

“What is it, Daniel?”

“I’m ... a virgin,” he said and the word made me swell with delight.

I tried to hide my excitement.

“That’s okay,” I said, holding his face and kissing him.  “I'll show you how.”

“I’m nervous.”

“There’s no need to be, honey,” I said, kissing him again and again on the cheek and mouth.  “It’s just you and me.”

He sighed and I ran a hand down him to find him still bolt-stiff.

“Do you want me?” I asked, breathing over him and making it impossible to resist.

“I do, Mrs. Shaw,” he confirmed.

“I want you, Daniel,” I said.  “I want to be your first.  I want to show you how good this is.”

“Show me,” he pleaded.  “I’m ready.”

I kissed him again and then pushed the quilt off us both in a flurry, showing him my big, womanly tits that were half-illuminated by the moonlight through the windows.

“Suck my tits, Daniel,” I said.  “I’d like that.”

As though he were my own personal slave Daniel moved his face close, kissing the top of my breasts as I pushed them up towards him until soon he was mouthing over the nipple.

“That’s right, honey,” I encouraged, running my hand through his hair and cradling him to my chest.  “Suck Mrs. Shaw’s tits.”

He breathed my nipples into his mouth until they were stiff, tickling and licking at the hard stud as my pussy salivated, a tingle of bliss radiating out from my breasts each time he greeted them with his tongue.

“Oh, God, Daniel,” I said, taking a deep breath in that pushed my tits closer to his face.  “That feels so good.”

He mouthed and sucked over them lovingly and my moans told him exactly what parts of it I enjoyed the most.

“Bite them,” I said softly and Daniel quickly replied with a delicate nibble from his teeth that he rounded off with a hard suck.

“Fuck, Daniel, that’s good.”

He continued a few moments more but soon I was excited to show him what else sex had to offer.

“Get on your knees,” I ordered and he pulled off my tits, giving them one last kiss before he left them.

“That’s right,” I said as he stooped underneath the roof of the car.  “Now bring that big cock to me.”

I watched as he crept forwards, my eyes darting straight to his dick to see it for the first time.  It swayed left and right as he moved close to me, looking huge and looming in the dim light.  Daniel was way bigger than his father and as his cock drew closer to my face I wondered just how much of it I was going to be able to swallow.

“That’s a nice cock, honey,” I gushed, excited to have it so close to me.

I could feel his stiffness as I gripped him.  He was so hard with arousal that just knowing how much he was turned on was enough to illicit the same response in me.  It was kind of flattering to know that even over the age of forty I could get a guy of nineteen stiffer than a board.

I could feel the rushes of blood beat into his dick as I brought the smooth crown close to my wet lips.

“It looks delicious.”

Daniel let out a whimper as I opened my mouth wide and put him through my lips, clasping around him finally and driving my head forward along his smooth length.

I pushed him right to the back of my throat as my tongue slid against his shaft, keeping my lips tight to him as I pulled off him.  I felt the ripple of his crown as my lips washed over it, sucking right until the tip dropped from my mouth and gasping in air as he left me.

I sucked air over my teeth as I pumped him in my fist, switching gears as the moment became more erotic and my pussy filled with juices that Daniel would soon be fucking out of me.

He was breathing heavier now as I mouth-fucked him, slipping his cock quickly between my lips and claiming him in my fist that pumped over my saliva.

I jerked him in my hand, sucking the tip of his burgeoning size at intervals until I was sure Daniel was ready for me.

“Lie on your back,” I ordered and again Daniel quickly did as instructed.

He lay backwards and now I knelt beside him, looking at that spit-strewn dick of his and getting ready to put it inside me.

Before I did though, I had another naughty thought.  It had been such a long time since anyone had eaten my pussy that I couldn’t just pass the occasion up.  I had a fully compliant, nineteen year old hunk in my midst and I’d be a fool to miss out.

“I’m going to sit on your face, Daniel,” I said simply, moving a leg over him and facing the trunk.

“You’re what?” he said, but before he could utter another word my ass was above his head.

“Treat it just like my nipples,” I said, planting my loose flesh straight on to his face.  “Suck ... kiss ... lick ... bite.”

I began to writhe on him, pushing my pussy all about his face and covering his maw in my sticky wetness as Daniel searched an inexperienced tongue upwards to taste her pussy for the first time.

“Oooh, that’s right, honey,” I enthused, feeling his tongue creep inside me and giving me the smallest hint at what was to come.

The campsite was deathly quiet and all that could be heard in our truck were my own labored breaths and the naughty noises of Daniel’s smacking lips against my drenched cunt.

My sex was swollen with arousal and my clitoris was stiff, being nudged every so often by a dart of Daniel’s dexterous tongue that was becoming more adventurous by the second.

He sucked my loose flesh into his mouth and kissed all along my velvet channel with aplomb, taking to task with an energy I’d never seen from him.

Whilst Daniel was a novice at sex he seemed to eat pussy like a pro, losing all his inhibitions as he gave me the greatest head I’d ever experienced.

It’d been a long time before a guy’s lips were at my pussy, but to have Daniel there felt extra-special.

I grinded my hips along him until I could feel an orgasm building inside me and I began to moan long and loud, totally forgetting our surroundings.

Daniel kept up his wild licks and sucks, kissing my pussy like a well-trained sub.  Soon I was trembling on him and I could feel my whole body tightening as the arousal threatened to explode from me.

“Don’t stop!” I gasped, closing my eyes tight and concentrating on the blossoming climax at my core.

It radiated through me as I worked my hips over his face, riding his mouth like a jockey and slipping my pussy back and forth over his lips, chin and nose.

“Oh, fuck,” I cried, and my pussy began to convulse as the orgasm claimed me, consuming my whole being and sending a swirl of colors dancing across my vision.

I looked down and gasped my eyes open, pressing my pussy on him and noticing his cock looking as stiff and delicious as ever.

I stooped to it and picked it up, putting it in my mouth and sucking it as my orgasm continued to bloom.

Daniel kept up his deep licks, venturing his tongue up into my convulsing core and scooping out my juices which had begun to run freely from me.

“Are you ready?” I asked, pulling my wet pussy off him and straining to return to reality as little electric quivers shot up my spine.

“Yes, Mrs. Shaw,” he said wiping my juices from his face and looking down as I held his cock upright.

I stooped over him again, looking down in to his eyes as I rubbed the tip of his cock up and down my slick channel.  By now my eyes had adjusted to the darkness and I could see all of him.  He looked an absolute picture of hotness.

He sighed and his head fell back, but it quickly shot back up to watch as his cock began to slowly disappear inside me.

His cock pressed through my O which hugged him tight as I claimed his inches, dropping down on him and feeling each ridge and vein of his stiff cock as it searched up inside me.

Daniel’s mouth was wide-open in shock as I took his virginity from him in an instant.  It felt so damn naughty to be doing this but I couldn’t stop myself now.  We’d gone way beyond the pale and there was no coming back.  All I could do was enjoy it.

I sat all the way down on him to the hilt, claiming all of his cock and feeling proud of myself that I’d done so.  It was so huge that it was touching a place inside me that few men had ever come close to and as I rocked and squirmed on him I felt him search around my core.

I rubbed my clit on him, enjoying the sensation of his huge dick inside me as his short hair tickled at my stiff pearl.

I pulled up off him slowly now, coating his cock with my thick cum but I quickly slapped back down on him and watched the pleasure etch across his face as he experienced pussy for the first time.

I moved forward on him and began to kiss him, hitting my ass down on his dick again and again and sending it thrusting deep inside me each time.

My pussy hugged him close, jerking him within me each time I bounced on him until he was a coiled spring of bliss that threatened to pop at any moment.

“Mrs. Shaw,” he gasped, his brow furrowed and a look of worry quickly enveloping him.

“It’s okay, honey,” I said.  “Just do what comes natural.”

I knew that Daniel wasn’t going to last very long inside me but that was to be expected.  It was his first taste of sex and he was no doubt finding it just as enjoyable as I had.  I didn’t let up though, keeping the same reliable, smooth rhythm as my flesh wound around him and his dick drove deep.

He was tense suddenly and I could feel the bulge of his balls at the base of his cock as they pulled up close to him and he threatened to shoot-off.

“Mrs. Shaw, it’s close,” he whimpered.

“Give it to me,” I snarled, flashing a kiss over his lips.  “I want your cum inside me.”

I kissed him deep as I slapped down on him again, knowing that one of these thrusts would be the last.

“Oh, Mrs. Shaw,” he sighed, his face wound tight as the ecstasy washed over him.

“That’s right, honey,” I soothed and this time when I pushed my lips down that thick length of his I felt it throb.

I was moaning in anticipation, reading his body better than he could as I awaited the first flash of love inside me.

He exhaled deeply as the first hot jet of cum splashed inside my core and I sucked in air, enjoying the warming sensation of his seed as it filled me up.

I continued to slowly work myself over the head of his cock and I watched as his fists gripped at the duvet, experiencing a sensation that was all brand new to him.  Whilst I didn’t doubt that Daniel had had an orgasm before, I knew very well that he’d never had one inside someone before—least of someone twice his age.

More and more hot jets of his cum spurted from the pulsing tip of his cock, firing inside me until I was brimming with white, hot love.

I felt it begin to run from me and quickly moved my pussy down on him to claim his escaping seed, keen to get as much of it as I could and reluctant to make a mess of our set-up.

Daniel was panting quick and hard, still shooting off bolts that were lessening in volume each time.

I held him close and kissed his face and cheek as he spasmed inside me and soon he was spent, gasping against me and trying to suck the life back in to his lungs.

“Oh, Daniel,” I said, rubbing the hair from his face and kissing him lovingly.  “That was amazing.”

He gasped and looked straight into my eyes as the reality of what we’d just done began to dawn on him.

“I—was it—was I good?”

“You were amazing,” I said warmly, giving him another kiss as if to affirm my compliment.

“It felt so good.”

“Oh, I know, honey,” I said, giving him another kiss.  “It was very, very special.”

Slowly I pulled up off his cock and watched some of his cum string from me and fall around his dick.

“I’ll get that,” I said with a smile and Daniel looked shocked as I moved away from him and back to his shrink-wrapped cock.

I licked over the cum that had fallen around his cock and then put him back inside my mouth, sucking off him and getting every last drop that I could.

“That’s better,” I said, returning next to him and rolling his thick love around my mouth.

He was tense with shock and disbelief.

“Are you okay, honey,” I said, moving over him and draping myself across him.

“I’m good, Mrs. Shaw,” he said nervously.

“I told you I’d take care of you,” I hushed, kissing his chest.

“You did, Mrs. Shaw,” he said.  “You did.”

He put his arms around me and began to relax and suddenly it didn’t seem quite so hard to sleep.  Wrapped in his arms I quickly succumbed to the night, awaking early the next morning and still in his arms.

I took a silent moment to enjoy it before waking him, closing my eyes in complete contentment as I lay in his arms. 

THE END
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Popping My Anal Cherry At 40
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“Happy birthday, Mrs. Peters,” James said that morning, bursting into my room.  “I made you breakfast.”

He did this for me last year and by now I wouldn’t have it any other way.  I was half-awake anyway and I’d heard him fumbling around downstairs, but I rubbed my eyes as though it was one big surprise.  I’d definitely done something right when I took him in as a lodger.

“Thank you, honey,” I said, sitting up in bed excitedly and hiding my modesty with the duvet.  It was nice to be doted on for a change.

He set the tray on my lap and I looked down at the array of food on display.

“Yogurt and granola, French toast, fruit, orange-juice, you name it,” he said, proud of himself.  He was pretty independent but I liked to spoil him when I could.  Today it was his turn to spoil me.

“You shouldn’t have!”

“It’s my favorite woman’s special day,” he said, leaning over to drop a kiss on my cheek.

James, it seemed, was one of the only guys in existence that would never let me down, and I was really about to put that to the test.

“So what else do you want?” he asked.

“I haven’t really thought about it.”

“Come on, Mrs. Peters.  You’ve been saying that for the last few weeks.  There must be something?!”

“I don’t know,” I said, taking a bite to eat.  “I really don’t.”

“Think of something,” he said, patting my leg beneath the duvet.  “You’re forty now, so make it special.”

“Thanks for reminding me,” I said, rolling my eyes.

He laughed and gave me a nudge.  “So do something crazy!  Let me know how I can help.”

James stood up and walked from the room and I watched that strong frame of his as he did so.  He had on his boxer-shorts and a long t-shirt and he looked an absolute picture.  There was something about him that always put me in a good mood, but lately I’d been having the naughtiest of thoughts.

I chewed my food and thought about what he’d said.  He was right; I’d never really done anything crazy.  I’ve never bungee-jumped, or sky-dived, or even gone extra-large at the coffee shop.  I was kind of straight-laced and—I guess—pretty unadventurous.

I got to thinking of all the things I hadn’t done, and in the melee of thoughts I got to thinking about James.

I ate breakfast mechanically, my mind elsewhere as I started to fantasize.  I started to think things an older woman definitely shouldn’t, and it all stemmed from my bad-luck with men.  I realized James was the exact kind of guy I was looking for, it was just a shame he was half my age!

By the time I’d finished breakfast I’d made a vow to myself to become more adventurous, and I was going to start practicing immediately.

I set my tray at the side of the bed and jumped out, wrapping my dressing-gown around me and heading downstairs.  My mind was a mess but I knew if I didn’t act on my urges now then I was never going to.

“James,” I said, bursting into the lounge.  He was lay back on the sofa, looking over his chest at the television.  “I know what I want.”

He sat up and looked towards me with a beaming smile.  “What is it, Mrs. Peters?  Anything!”

“You.”

He looked confused.  “Me?  I’m right here.  You already have me.”

“No I don’t,” I said, flustered.  “Not how I want to.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I want you,” I said again, taking a few steps towards him.  “Intimately.”

I reached out my hands and held his wrists, looking into his eyes.

“Intimately?”

“Yes, James.  More than anything,” I begged.  “I want you.  I realize it now.  You’re the man of my dreams.”

“But, Mrs. Peters,” he said, still confused.  “I'm only nineteen.”

“I know, sweetie, I know,” I said, kissing his cheek over and over.  “But I don't care.”

He stood there, speechless for the moment while I kissed him again and again.  I realized suddenly that I had no idea what I was doing, but it was impossible to put the genie back in the bottle.

“So ... what do you want?” he said, looking for clarity.

“I want you, honey,” I repeated.  “All of you.”

I made it clear what I meant by that with a risqué grab of his cock that he recoiled from.  He was at first shocked, but soon after I caught a glimpse of a smile.

“Come on,” I said, smirking along with him now.  “You don’t wanna have a little fun with your landlady?”
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