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This giant collection of milf erotic stories if perfect for lovers of age gap sex, featuring experienced older women with younger, virgin men.

Power dynamics are at play as commanding cougars tackle timid men; submissive women take it from adventurous hunks; third parties join in for mfm and ffm threesomes; mature women sample lesbian experiences; wallflowers turn to bimbos in double-dose fantasies; and much, much more!

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

Stories include: ‘Taking Him Through The Window,’ ‘Plumb The Depths of My Butt,’ ‘Naked Gym,’ ‘The Spy Who Seduced Him,’ ‘Threesome After Lockdown,’ ‘MILF’s Glazed Buns,’ ‘An Audiobook Anal Session,’ ‘My Friend In My Unholiness,’ ‘Begging For His Seed Twice,’ ‘Bimbofied By My Boss To Take My Friend’s Son,’ ‘I Had To Take Him Inside Me,’ ‘Making Him Take Me Rough,’ ‘His MC Gang Initiation Was To Take My Ass,’ ‘Beneath The Stars,’ ‘‘Back To Back,’ ‘Sprint Finish,’ ‘Backstage Threesome,’ ‘Supermilfs Need Sex Too,’ ‘The Book Of Smut,’ ‘CEO MILF,’ ‘First Time Anal With My Lodger,’ ‘Massaged Inside Me,’ ‘Insatiable,’ ‘Double Trouble,’ ‘The MILF Drops By,’ ‘Double Coated,’ ‘MILFs On Parade,’ ‘MILF Taxi,’ ‘The Bimbo B’n’B,’ ‘Royally Screwed,’ ‘Drilled By Him At The Dentist,’ ‘Sex With My Caddy On The Links,’ ‘MILF’s Magic Lamp,’ ‘Sex Club,’ ‘I Showed Our Voyeur Lodger How To Do It,’ ‘Taken By My Medieval Brute,’ ‘Testing The Bed With My Friend’s Son,’ ‘Power Of The Bimbo,’ ‘Her Ex’s Son’s Bountiful Load,’ ‘Play Bunny’s Rewards,’ ‘His Beautiful Thickness,’ ‘Carnival Fever,’ ‘My Cellmate Is My Friend’s Daughter,’ ‘Spying On My Lodger And His Girlfriend,’ ‘Taking My Friend’s Son’s Offer,’ ‘The Librarian Is A MILF Now,’ ‘The Lingerie Effect,’ ‘Play Bunny’s Rewards,’ ‘MILF’s Magic Camera,’  ‘He Can’t Stop Climaxing!’ ‘Anal For His Birthday,’ ‘Cross Pollination,’ ‘The Guy That Joined The Threesome Is My Friend’s Son,’ ‘Taking The Clone Of Her Lodger’s Length,’ ‘Open Wide,’ ‘My Gosh There’s So Much Nut,’ ‘She Caught Me With My Lodger In My Ass,’ ‘MILF’s Love Nut Fiesta,’ ‘Turning Lesbian With Her While Hubby Spies,’ ‘My Friend’s Son The Optometrist And His Bubbly Assistant,’ ‘My Soapy Butt For My Lodger,’ ‘Taking The Barman In Both,’ ‘Three In The Bed And One’s My Friend’s Son,’ ‘A Game Of MILFs And Men,’ ‘Training Them To Satisfy Me,’ ‘Friendly Rivalry,’ ‘Meeting My Fan And He’s My Lodger,’ ‘On His Wavelength,’ ‘Nursing His Loads,’ ‘Two Take His Release At The Wedding,’ ‘Put It In My Ass, This Instant,’ ‘My First Time Lesbian Sex, Then My First Threesome,’ ‘I Spied Hubby with Our Lodger And I Joined In,’ ‘Moving In From Both Sides,’ ‘Taken By My Black Students At My Bachelorette,’ ‘Caught In The Act By My Lodger,’ ‘Rosetta And The Bimbo Stone,’ Warden MILF Takes Her Prisoner’s Loads,’ ‘She Instructs His Release,’ ‘The Masseuse Shows Her How It’s Done,’ ‘Hubby Said I Could Experiment But Not With Our Neighbor!,’ ‘Team Building,’ ‘Magic Paint Turns Them Naughty,’ ‘The MILF’s Tap-Ass,’ ‘Going The Distance With My Friend’s Son,’ ‘Business MILF Gets Ganged,’ ‘Bitten By The Bimbo Bug,’ ‘Coming In Her Tent,’ ‘MILF Watching,’ ‘A Spell Of Sex,’ ‘I Turned My Sex Into An NFT And My Lodger Bought It,’ ‘The Secret Bimbo Cove,’ ‘The Spy Gal Helps Get His DNA,’ ‘The Staff Christmas Party,’ ‘Going Down On My Lodger,’ ‘The Cocktail Dress Turns Her Bad,’ ‘Magic Mike,’ ‘Autumn Showers,’ ‘Yoga MILF,’ and ‘OMG She’s A Were-Bimbo MILF.’
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Read An Excerpt
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“On your knees,” I said, and Tyler did as instructed.

As he dropped to the floor his face looked upwards into mine.  It was as though he couldn’t yet bring himself to look directly at my crotch, or perhaps he wanted permission.

I unzipped my skirt and let it drop to the floor, stepping out of it in a labored, deliberate way and setting my feet back down some way apart.

“Hungry?” I asked, with a raised eyebrow.

A smile almost cracked on his face, then he looked forwards at the silken crotch of my panties.  I could tell he was excited by what was beneath.

“Take them off,” I said calmly, knowing that any request would be undeniable.  Tyler wanted this as much as I did now that he’d had a taste of me.

As he moved to the waist of my panties I closed my legs.  His hands trembled as they gripped the fabric and he started to drag them downwards and over my ass.  I rose off the table a little and felt them pull of my sodden pussy.  He dragged them the rest of the way down my stockings and my legs stayed closed for the moment.

Tyler took my panties over my heels and put them on the floor.  Slowly I started to part my legs and I watched as his gaze turned to my pussy, his eyes widening as my sinful flesh was revealed to him.  I split my legs wide and kept them open, letting him see the wetness at my pussy.

“I’m wet because of you,” I said, then I teased a finger up and down the crease as he watched me.

Tyler took a deep breath and I felt him exhale over my flesh.  I couldn’t wait much longer for him so I hooked my heel around the back of his head and brought him towards me.

His head fell against my pussy and his mouth clasped over the wetness, enveloping as much of my slit as he could and getting a real good taste of my juices.

Between the embrace I felt his tongue curl out and slide up and down my velvet flesh.  I let out a satisfied moan in response, scrunching his hair in my hand and pushing him onto my groove.

Tyler upped the intensity suddenly, gripping his hands under my legs and pulling me on to him.  He ate noisily from me, slapping my flesh with his tongue and drenching my crotch in his saliva.

I quickly readjusted myself, slamming my hands down on the table as I leant back and let Tyler have his way with me.

He meandered his tongue up my folds, locking eyes on me as he pushed back the hood of my clit and tickled at the pearly stud.

“You keep doing that,” I gasped, “and you’re gonna make me come.”

I saw the smile in Tyler’s eyes.  Everything below that was obscured by my mound.  I closed my eyes and concentrated on that delicious sensation of his tongue teasing all around me.
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Taking Him Through the Window
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I’d got in from work around five o’clock after finishing early that Friday.  As I walked into the living room I noticed a motion through the door to the dining room.  At the window there were suds running down and someone standing outside on a ladder.

As I looked closer I noticed the guy on the other side was topless.  I’ve always kind of had a thing for our window-cleaner, Tyler, who came round every month.  I took a moment to ogle his body.  The sunlight shone off it magnificently and I traced my eyes over each muscle and then down to his waist.  He wore a tight pair of jean-shorts and very little else.  The whole image looked damn impressive.

I set my bag down on the table and watched as he soaped the window, catching glimpses of his flexing physique as he washed over the glass.  Before long I was mesmerized.  I leant back on the arm of the couch and bit my lip as I ogled his frame, thinking all manner of sinful things.  I was single ... maybe I could be afforded a fantasy or two.

I seldom got the chance to go out and spread my wings and I hadn’t been with a man for some time.  I’d joined a running club and did my best to stay active.  I knew if all else failed then my big breasts could attract a guy if I needed them to.  They’d always been my prize asset.

For now I continued to watch, kicking off my high heels and opening my legs as wide as my pencil skirt would allow.

I could feel myself getting hornier by the second as my fantasy ran away from me and soon my hand was sliding up my smooth, silken stockings.  I could feel my pussy swell and I teased myself for a moment, tickling my finger at the inside of my thigh either side of my panties.

My hands squeezed at my breasts beneath my shirt and I let out a sigh, finally succumbing and rubbing a finger over the hot crotch of my panties.  I wondered how long I could get away with this before Tyler caught me, but maybe that’s what I wanted deep down.

I pulled my panties aside and felt the wet flesh of my pussy on my fingers, teasing along the slit and easing the tension of a full day’s work.  I started to really play now, splaying the wetness up my crease and sliding my finger up to my swelling clit.

Suds of water dripped across his skin and ran down over the contours of his muscles as he washed the window down, and then I marveled as the squeegee cleared the view.

I froze in place, shocked and staring forwards at his face and at the athletic body that sat below it.  I didn’t know what to do or where to go, but when he tossed more water at the window it was clear he hadn’t quite seen through to the lounge. 

A sudden guilt consumed me along with a nervous panic and a healthy dose of adrenaline.  I’d almost been caught masturbating by a guy half my age, and what’s worse, he was the source of my arousal.

I looked down at the carpet and then back at the window.  Was it wrong for a forty-year old to be lusting after a nineteen-year-old guy like this?  The fact was I couldn’t help but admire him—I mean it was objectively a great body—but I knew deep down that it was kind of wrong.

As my mind wandered my fingers found their way back to my pussy, pulling the crotch of my panties over again and continuing where I’d left off.

This time my breaths were much heavier and my moans were much louder as I affixed my gaze back on that wondrous sight.  The danger seemed to accentuate my arousal.

Despite all of that I found myself slowly unbuttoning my blouse until my bra was visible through the open front.  I had no idea what I intended to do yet, but in a trance I pushed off the sofa-arm and walked through into the diner, getting ever closer to his naked body.

I pulled my shirt wide open and hitched my skirt up as far as I could, teasing at my pussy as I staggered closer, drunk with a lust that clouded my judgment.

I was looking up at his body now and knew it would only be a matter of time before the squeegee passed over the window again and revealed the sight to him.

I pulled my shirt off my shoulders and unclasped my bra, feeling the weight of the day ease off my shoulders.  My hands bunched my big tits upwards and I rubbed my nipples, turned on immeasurably by the obliviousness of Tyler who was only a few feet away.

I saw the squeegee move to the window and I closed my eyes quickly, leaning back on the dining-room table and opening my legs wide enough for him to see.

My eyes stayed closed and I listened to the squeak of the rubber on the glass and the silence that followed.  Rather than open my eyes and confront the situation I kept them shut, writhing on the table and putting on my own sinful show for him.

I teased my fingers around my stiffening nipples and then moved my hands back down to my mature pussy, sliding the panties over and showing my crease to the window.  I explored myself blindly and began to wonder if Tyler was still even at the window.

My curiosities got the better of me and slowly my eyes crept open.  As the sight became clearer my eyes widened until I was marveling on the image that presented itself.

On the other side of the glass stood Tyler, a couple of steps up the ladder and massaging a healthy-looking bulge that stretched across the front of his shorts.

I stared into his eyes and he looked back, seemingly unperturbed by his half-naked client that sat on the other side of the glass.

I wondered what to do.  I guess, being the more mature, I would have to take the next step.  It was clear from looking at his jeans that he definitely found the image of me arousing.  I stood up from the table and dropped my hands, showing my big, mature tits to him.  His eyes were transfixed on them as I moved towards the window.  I brought my hand tentatively to the handle and pulled it up.

Tyler didn’t move but there was enough room for me to push the window open.  I did so and leaned out, raising a hand to my head and shielding the sun from my eyes as I looked up at his impressive frame.

“Mrs. Curtis,” he said simply, his hand lingering around the bulge in his pants.

“Quite the display you’re putting on there,” I said, trying not to let my voice betray my nerves.  I could tell Tyler was nervous too.

“Just doing my job,” he said with a tremor in his voice.

“I think I have something else you can do.”

Tyler swallowed and waited for me to reveal my plan.

“How about you open up those shorts and show me what you’ve got under there?” I said calmly, nodding in the direction of his cock.

I squinted and looked up at him, feeling the cool summer’s air on my naked tits.  I felt like a naughty slut that was about to get her just desserts.

Tyler didn’t say a word, but I felt my excitement rise when his hand moved towards his shorts.  I could see the waist of his tight boxer-briefs below that hinted at the package beneath.  Slowly he popped open the button of his jeans and then unzipped his fly.

I sucked in a breath of air and squeezed at my stiffened nipples, staring at the bulge and impatiently awaiting its release.

He pulled down the zipper and tugged his shorts wide.  Beneath I could see the pure-white fabric of boxer-shorts stretched over the hard shape below.

“Wait,” I called suddenly, and his gaze shot to mine with worry.  “Let me help you.”

His panic transformed quickly to a smile as he dropped his arms to his side and I reached out of the window to claim my prize.

I pulled his shorts and briefs down and watched the cylinder roll beneath until it fell out over the waist of his boxer-shorts and hung in front of me.

My mouth opened in shock as I drank him in.  He was thick and delicious-looking.  His cock was around half-way stiff but it looked fucking hot as it bobbed with each beat of blood that coursed through it.

I licked my lips and finally took a look up into his eyes.  He was staring down expectantly, then he searched out a foot and placed it on the sill, letting his dick hang closer to the open window now.

I gushed a breath as it hung in front of me and tried to calm myself.  I’d have been flustered to have any cock hanging so close to my face, but the fact it was so unblemished and delicious-looking was damn-near making my hyperventilate.

I felt a tingle in my scalp and a flutter in my stomach as I moved my tender hands towards him.

“That’s a beautiful looking cock,” I confessed honestly, sliding my middle finger up and down the underside as I teased him.

I was building up the courage to take him in my fist.  At first I stroked my fingers along his shaft, quietly and gently.  He started to stiffen from my touches and I marveled as his inches grew and his cock started to stand to attention and point towards my face.

“Oh my!” I gasped, pretending to be more over-awed than I was.  I wanted Tyler to be as comfortable as possible and I was sure my delight at his size was helping him relax as much as he could.

My mouth was awash with saliva, as though my body was prepping it for a much-needed meal.  I squeezed again at my tits as I opened my hand and wrapped my fingers around him, struggling to have them touch around his girth.

He let out a sigh and closed his eyes, re-opening them quickly and staring down.  He didn’t want to miss a thing.

“Baby, that’s such a big cock,” I marveled.  “I’m gonna try and fit it in my mouth, okay?”

I looked up to see him nod.  His hair was cut close and his balls were smooth and round.  They looked almost as delicious as his unblemished cock.  The crown was just the right shade of soft-pink.  I bit my lip as I moved my face towards it.

It felt so tender and delicate as I held him in my hand.  It was as though the whole thing was a different kind of nurturing.  I felt as though I needed to take care of him and Tyler seemed more than willing.

I opened my mouth slowly and paused, casting aside the last shred of doubt before driving his thickness through my lips.

He let out a moan immediately that I reciprocated as the gravity of the situation became apparent.  His hard cock was pressing the back of my throat and I was loving every second of it.

I cupped at his balls and pushed as much of his flesh inside me as I could, feeling his girth at all sides of my mouth.  He was a big guy alright and I started to imagine how it might feel to have him sliding through my pussy, which was fast becoming wetter and wetter.

The act was done now and there was no turning back—but there was certainly plenty of experiences to be had with pushing further forward.

I pulled him from my mouth, keeping my lips close and then held his cock in my fist, looking down the long barrel and marveling at the wet veins that breathed life into it.  I shook my head in disbelief, astounded that I should be having this opportunity.  It felt in some way as though his cock was too good for me.

I jerked him in my fist and listened to his moans, looking up to see him cast his head back skywards.  I don’t know if anyone had ever sucked Tyler’s cock before, but he certainly knew how to enjoy it.

I started to beat him faster, flattening my tongue across the sensitive underside of his flesh and tickling it as I pumped along him.

My pussy was begging to be pleasured now and to feel him in my mouth was making me wetter than ever.

“Come inside,” I said, looking up at him.

Without a word Tyler stepped down off the ladder and walked towards the back door of the house.

I moved to the table and leant my ass against it, facing the open door to the kitchen.  I took a look down myself and adjusted my pose, keen to look as smoldering as possible.

Tyler walked into the house and looked through into the dining room, rolling his bottom lip through his teeth.

“Take those shorts off,” I called through, and then I watched as he stepped out of them at the back door.  “Now come here.”

Tyler’s big cock swayed as he walked towards me and he cut an impressive figure.  I took the time to drink him in as he approached.

He stood a couple of feet away as I leant back on the table.  I took a big breath in so that my tits rose on my chest and Tyler’s eyes were drawn to them.

I curled a finger towards him with a smirk and Tyler took another step towards me.

“On your knees,” I said, and Tyler did as instructed.

As he dropped to the floor his face looked upwards into mine.  It was as though he couldn’t yet bring himself to look directly at my crotch, or perhaps he wanted permission.

I unzipped my skirt and let it drop to the floor, stepping out of it in a labored, deliberate way and setting my feet back down some way apart.

“Hungry?” I asked, with a raised eyebrow.

A smile almost cracked on his face, then he looked forwards at the silken crotch of my panties.  I could tell he was excited by what was beneath.

“Take them off,” I said calmly, knowing that any request would be undeniable.  Tyler wanted this as much as I did now that he’d had a taste of me.

As he moved to the waist of my panties I closed my legs.  His hands trembled as they gripped the fabric and he started to drag them downwards and over my ass.  I rose off the table a little and felt them pull of my sodden pussy.  He dragged them the rest of the way down my stockings and my legs stayed closed for the moment.

Tyler took my panties over my heels and put them on the floor.  Slowly I started to part my legs and I watched as his gaze turned to my pussy, his eyes widening as my sinful flesh was revealed to him.  I split my legs wide and kept them open, letting him see the wetness at my pussy.

“I’m wet because of you,” I said, then I teased a finger up and down the crease as he watched me.

Tyler took a deep breath and I felt him exhale over my flesh.  I couldn’t wait much longer for him so I hooked my heel around the back of his head and brought him towards me.

His head fell against my pussy and his mouth clasped over the wetness, enveloping as much of my slit as he could and getting a real good taste of my juices.

Between the embrace I felt his tongue curl out and slide up and down my velvet flesh.  I let out a satisfied moan in response, scrunching his hair in my hand and pushing him onto my groove.

Tyler upped the intensity suddenly, gripping his hands under my legs and pulling me on to him.  He ate noisily from me, slapping my flesh with his tongue and drenching my crotch in his saliva.

I quickly readjusted myself, slamming my hands down on the table as I leant back and let Tyler have his way with me.

He meandered his tongue up my folds, locking eyes on me as he pushed back the hood of my clit and tickled at the pearly stud.

“You keep doing that,” I gasped, “and you’re gonna make me come.”

I saw the smile in Tyler’s eyes.  Everything below that was obscured by my mound.  I closed my eyes and concentrated on that delicious sensation of his tongue teasing all around me.

I felt a shiver of delight run across my shoulders and I fell back on the table completely now, relaxing against the cool wood and listening as my darling boy went about his business.

He lifted my legs up from under the thigh and pushed them back against my body, stretching the skin of my slit so that it pulled over my clit.

From here he planted his face back onto the moist, soft flesh and buried his tongue deep into my sticky O.  He brought it back out and then circled my swelling clit, sucking in a breath through his nose to fuel his mounting fervor.

“Oh, Tyler,” I mewled, like a wounded animal.  My hands pushed his head onto me as my breathing started to race away from me.

I bunched my tits together with my shoulders and my body became tense.  I could feel a simmering in my core and every lash from Tyler’s tongue drove me one step closer to exploding.

I held each breath now and concentrated on the feeling, feeling my clit swell and stiffen as his tongue cajoled it from beneath the flesh.

As though Tyler knew what was soon to happen he brought a finger up toward my creamy slit, probing inside before plunging two fingers as deep as he could.

With his fingers inside me and his tongue racing over my clit I watched my vision blur and swirl, feeling the pressure of the climax building inside me until I could hold it back no more.

“Fuck, I’m coming!” I gasped, my jaw shuddering and my thighs twitching like crazy.

I clamped my legs around Tyler’s head and kept him there, not wanting him to let up for one second.

He took it in his stride, flashing around my slit with his tongue and driving his fingers deeper.  He rushed them in and out of my pussy with speed, kissing and sucking on my clit until I felt my juices start to ooze out of me.

He pulled his fingers from my core and French-kissed my pearly stud as I writhed on the table before him, letting the orgasm wash over me like a cleansing wave.

The euphoria was immense and it felt as though I was about to sink clean through the table.  Tyler’s kisses continued in earnest but my pussy was so sensitive in that moment that I couldn’t keep him on me much longer.

I pushed his head away and then saw his smiling face all over again.  I smiled back and bit my lip as I stared at him, shuddering out the last of my release.  He wiped a hand across his mouth, trying to clean the saliva and my juices from him.

He moved up onto the table and draped himself over me slowly.  I felt his warm, muscled body against mine and I could smell my sweet pussy on his face as it approached.

I gave him a small kiss at first, but soon my mouth was open wide and I was thrusting my tongue into him.  Tyler’s hands were quickly on me, squeezing my tits as he pushed his cock against my thigh.

I searched a hand down his body as our tongues fought, finding his cock as hard as ever and beating it in my hand.  He pulled his face off me and kept it close.

“I want to fuck you, Mrs. Curtis,” he said plainly.  He was deadly serious.

“Put your cock inside me,” I moaned.

Tyler rolled over on me and pushed my legs open with a knee, planting his body between them.  He looked down at his dick and gripped it, pushing himself off the table with one hand and angling his cock towards my puss with the other.

I kept my legs open wide and dined out on the concentration in his face as I felt the tip of his strong cock sliding along my wet crease.

“Yes, Tyler,” I moaned.  “Give it me.”

With that he pushed forwards and my tight O opened to accept him.  It clasped him close as he drove all of his inches deep inside me.  I felt whole again for the first time in a long time.

Tyler lay on me and let out a soothing moan, as though someone was relieving the tension from his shoulders.  He held himself inside me and I could feel his cock throbbing as the blood beat inside it.

We started to kiss as he pulled back and then I felt his thickness lunge through my lips again and strike a spot deep inside me.  Each time it hit that node my body longed for its return.  Tyler delivered every single time.

I lay back and enjoyed him, tilting my head and feeling his sensual kisses on my neck as he drove himself in to me over and over.

I tried to picture the view up between our legs, imagining that sinful union of our flesh as my petals flowed over his girth and his balls swung against my ass.  His dick squeezed into me and I felt it surge through my core.

Tyler pumped inside me at a frantic pace and from his motions I could tell he was inexperienced.  He ate pussy like a pro but he fucked like an amateur.  There was something hot in the frenzy of his thrusts though.  It was a turn on to know he was so keen to fuck me.  Despite being twice his age I definitely still had it.

“You lay back now, honey,” I said softly into his ear.

He stopped his thrusts abruptly.

“Is it okay?” he asked, concerned.

“Perfect,” I said, with a hand on his chest.  “But I want to take care of you now.  Lie here.”

Tyler rolled off and I sat up so he could lie across the table on his back.  His head and feet were few inches from the top and bottom of each end.  I kicked my leg over and straddled him, looking down into his face.

“I’ve got you,” I said softly, lifting my ass and holding his cock upright beneath me.

I sank on to it and watched his eyes close and the serenity wash across his expression.  My warm pussy wrapped around him and now I could control the pace.

I started to wind up off his cock, beginning in a trot before moving to a steady canter.  Each time I dropped my ass on him I heard the clap of our flesh echoing off the walls, providing a steady, rhythmic beat to our sinful act.

My palms lay on his chest so I could push myself off him easier.  It also afforded me a good grip and prolonged fondle of those magnificent pecs of his.  I started to slide my pussy up and down his long cock now and I could tell Tyler was losing it.

His head was thrashing about and he’d lift it off the table every so often to look down at the source of all his pleasure.  Again and again he’d watched as my pussy swallowed him to the hilt, drawing up as far as I could go until I could feel the bulbous crown threaten to escape me.  Then I’d slap back down and do the whole thing all over again, listening to his heady breaths as the minutes passed.

“Mrs. Curtis,” he said hastily, trying to sit up.

“Relax, sweetie,” I said, pushing back.

“But—but I think I’m gonna come,” he said, concerned.

I stopped and leaned over him, putting my mouth close to his ear.

“If you need to come you go right ahead and come.  Fill my pussy right up.”

I rose off him and sat upright, smirking at the look of shock on his face that soon turned back to ecstasy when I started to ride him all over again.

His eyes closed and his breaths became erratic as I bobbed on that throbbing cock of his, feeling it stiffen inside me as he grew ever closer.

“Oh, Mrs. Curtis,” he whimpered, closing his eyes tighter.

“Come inside me,” I begged.  “Come inside me, Tyler.”

I bounced faster and faster, squeezing my ass cheeks against his length as I drew up off it.  His breaths were stuttering from his lips now and his head was rolling side to side.

“Give it me!” I urged.

“I’m gonna come,” he cried.

“Give me that fucking cum,” I moaned back.

I continued to bounce on him as I felt his cock stiffen one last time, then I felt the first twitch that preceded a torrent of hot cum, shooting from the tip of his cock deep inside me.

I sat all the way down on him, gyrating my hips as I felt his cock pulse in my core and throw out rope after rope of thick cum.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I cried, dining out on the warmth of his love as it spilled inside me.

He opened his eyes and looked down again, seeing his cock completely enveloped by my pussy.

“Oh, fuck,” he sighed, letting his head fall back as more of his seed leapt from his cock.

I stayed on him for a moment, wriggling my ass on his dick long after he’d finished ejaculating.  The warmth of his cum was smothering his cock now as gravity sent it sliding out of me.

I leant forwards and pulled up off him slowly, the both of us watching as his slick cock slapped back against his stomach and my pussy drooled out his cum.

I hovered above him for a moment and then dropped gently, slotting the length of his cock along my cum-drenched pussy lips and rolling up and down him.

“Damn, Mrs. Curtis,” he said, looking down and watching my sinful groove smother him.

“I can feel you inside me,” I whispered, closing my eyes.  “It feels so good.”

He sat up and wrapped his arms around my back, hugging me as if to thank me.  We kissed and I pushed my tits against his chest, breathing into him as we cemented the act.

“That was perfect,” I said afterwards, feeling more vulnerable in his arms than I thought I would.

“It was my first,” he confessed, looking away slightly embarrassed.

I moved my head to look in his eyes.  “Really?”

He nodded without saying a word.  I could tell from his expression he was deadly serious.

“You were amazing,” I said, turning his chin towards me.

I kissed his lips again and hugged him tight, hoping it wouldn’t be the last time.  I couldn’t believe I’d taken his virginity, but now that I had it seemed only right.  He needed the care that only an older woman can give and I liked to think I’d provided that.  With a stomach full of his cum I rolled off the table and brushed myself down, gathering my clothes and giving him one last kiss.

“I’ll be in the bath if you need me,” I smiled, sauntering away.  Tyler never knew what hit him.  

THE END
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Plumb The Depths Of My Butt
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The last thing I needed when I woke up that morning was an inch of water on the kitchen floor.  I’d splashed my way in to make breakfast before realizing my feet really shouldn’t have been wet.

My husband had gone in to work early so it must have happened after he’d left.  I don’t know much about plumbing but a quick look under the kitchen sink told me all I needed to know.  I’m pretty sure pipes aren’t supposed to continually splutter out water.  Like I say, I’m no expert, but I’m taking a wild guess.

Now it just so happens that Charlie—an old lodger of ours—is in the plumbing trade.  If there’s one person he can drop everything for it has to be his ex-landlady, but I haven’t seen hide nor hair of him since he got his new squeeze, Natalie.

I grabbed my cell and dialed his number rapidly, wondering what the hell I could do to clean up the mess in the kitchen.  It seemed impossible.

“Hey Charlie,” I said with urgency.

“Mrs. Henderson?”

“Hey, honey.  How are you?  Listen, I need a favor.  A big favor.”

“I’m good.  Uhh, what is it?”

“A damn pipe has burst or something and there’s water all over the kitchen.”

“Have you turned it off?”

“Turned what off?” I said slowly.

“The water.  Turn the water off.  There should be a valve somewhere under the sink.  Turn it until the leak stops.”

I crouched beneath the sink, my toes in the water as I held the phone to my ear.

“I can see something ... twistable.”

“Good.  Twist it,” Charlie said on the other end of the line.  In the background I could hear his girlfriend asking who he was talking to.

“I think I—it’s—”

“Is it stopping?” Charlie asked.

“It’s stopping!”

“Good.  I’ll be over in twenty minutes.  Don’t touch anything!”

In the meantime I grabbed a mop and bucket and tried to shift some of the water.  After a lot of soaking and twisting and draining I’d managed to get most of the water off the floor.  By the time Charlie arrived it looked freshly mopped.

“Hey, Mrs. Henderson,” he said, leaning in to peck me on the cheek.

“Nice to see you,” I said, rubbing his arm.  “Just a shame it’s under these circumstances.”

“We’ll get it fixed up good as new,” he said.

Charlie wore his blue boiler-suit and work-belt.  He looked every bit the man I’d often fantasized about.  The guy who came around your house to fix the fridge, and wound up getting way more than he bargained for.

As a lonely housewife I was predisposed to attach myself to these infrequent visitors, but when the visitor is half your age it kind of changes the dynamic a little bit.

I’d donned my jeans and t-shirt so that Charlie didn’t have to see me in my dressing gown.  I thought it was the least I could do.

“So ... what’s the prognosis?” I asked, hand on hips.

“Well, I need to get a look at the pipe,” he said.

I pointed under the sink.

“Let’s see.”

I crouched behind him as he squatted and peered beneath the sink.

“Looks like some corrosion,” he said slowly, picking at the pipe.  “You see here?”

I nodded and hummed as thought I knew what was going on.

“Wanna take a look?”

“Sure,” I said, and I took his place when he stood aside.

“See the white deposit on the pipe,” he said.

I flicked at it with my hand and it came free.  “Looks like salt.”

“Kind of,” Charlie said.

I leaned in a little more for a closer look and lost my balance.  I fell forward and put my hands out to steady myself, hitting the stopcock back on and sending a blast of water against me out of the broken pipe.

“Whoa!” I cried, scrambling for the lever and spluttering.

The water blasted my chest and face and I reached under desperately, gripping the stopcock and twisting it shut.

I turned back to Charlie who was trying not to laugh and shook my hands out in front of him.  I could see his shoulders bouncing and he covered his face.

My nipples were cool and stiff beneath my t-shirt, punching out against the wet fabric and leaving nothing to the imagination.

I saw Charlie’s eyes arrive at them and then he averted his gaze, laughing a little less now as the sinful thoughts wound their way into his craw.

“I guess I’ll go change,” I said, wiping my face with a smile.

Upstairs I donned yet another t-shirt and gave my blonde hair a brief toweling before heading back down to Charlie who was by-now busy at work.

I leaned against the kitchen door and watched him beneath the sink.  He was bent right under and the pants of his boiler-suit hugged his ass tight.  Charlie looked good—he always did.  He had this athletic physique.  I could see why she’d fallen for him.

“So, how’s Natalie,” I said, taking a few steps into the kitchen and pulling out a chair from beneath the counter.

“She’s good,” he said, glancing back.  “We’re good.”

“I’ve hardly seen you since she moved in.”

“It’s hard to find the time,” Charlie said.  “Between this job and that ... you know.”

“Does she look after you?”

“Look after me?  I’m a grown-ass man, Mrs. Henderson.”

“I know,” I said, walking over to scratch his head.  “But men still need looking after.”

“She looks after me,” he said.

“Sexually?”

“Jesus!”

“What?!  I care about your needs,” I said, almost defiant.  “Even your sexual needs.”

“Things are going good,” he said dismissively.

“You know, my husband and I—”

“Mrs. Henderson,  please!”

I continued in spite of him.  “We used to do all kinds of things.  Honestly.  Everything you can think of.  Now we barely even do missionary!”

“Aww, come on!”

“I’m not kidding.  We’ve made love in this very room.  In fact, one time he—”

“Mrs. Henderson!”

I was on a roll now.  “One time he took me over the counter and he put it ... he put it right in my butt, Charlie!  I couldn’t believe it!”

Charlie turned around, wide-eyed.  He didn’t say a word.

“I couldn’t believe it,” I continued.  “I’d never done it before but, you know, I kinda liked it!”

I beamed a smile at the memory but Charlie didn’t seem to share the nostalgic enthusiasm.  Instead he was looking right at me, unblinking.

“I suppose you and Natalie do things like that all the time.”

“Not exactly,” he said eventually, turning back to concentrate on his work.

“Not very spontaneous, is she?”

“Not just that,” he said, and it sounded as though there was something on his mind.

“What, then?”

“Well ...” he stopped what he was doing.  “We’ve never done—uhm—anal.”

I gasped, pretending to be shocked by their old-fashioned ways.  “Never?!”

Charlie shook his head.  “Never.”

“Oh, honey,” I moved over to comfort him, crouching beside him and putting an arm around him.  It was the strangest kind of consoling that I’d ever done.

“It’ll happen for you,” I said, leaning over and giving him a kiss as I recounted in my mind the various times my husband had plumbed the depths of my asshole in this very kitchen.

“It’ll happen for you and when it does,” I continued, “it’ll be amazing.  I promise.”

“What does it feel like?”

“For you?  No idea,” I answered.  “But I can tell you, for me it felt amazing.  It felt like a whole new kind of pleasure.”

“How do you know it’ll be ... clean?”

I laughed.  “Never had a problem,” I said honestly.  “It’s probably clean as a whistle right now.”

“Never?  Nothing?”

“Never,” I said again, looking off to the ceiling with a smile.  “My husband used to love it.”

“You don’t do it anymore?” Charlie asked, becoming a lot freer with his words.

“He went off it.  Who knows why?”

“Do you miss it?”

I hadn’t anticipated a mid-morning interview about anal sex, but I was happy to talk to Charlie about anything.

“Of course I miss it,” I said, giving his head another kiss before standing up.  “I’d give anything to get fucked in the ass again.”

I looked off distantly as Charlie turned around.  I could feel a day-dream brewing but then I noticed him staring at me and I came quickly back to reality.  He looked shocked.

“’Do anal,’ I meant,” I said.  “I’d give anything to do anal again.”

Charlie continued to stare.

“What?!”

“You’d give anything to do anal again, huh?” he said.

I shrugged.  “I guess, yeah.”

Charlie stood up, facing me.  His shoulders rose and fell dramatically from his breaths.

“What is it?” I asked, leaning back against the counter.  He looked kind of intimidated.

“I have to know what it’s like,” he said.

I looked him up and down and noticed the bulge at his crotch.  His clothes were so tight that I could see him stretching out inside his pants as his cock vied to make an escape.

“Do you ... want to ...?”

“Say it,” he said.  “You have to say it.”

I turned away from him and put my palms on the counter, looking back over my shoulder.

“Do you want to fuck my asshole?” I giggled.

Charlie let out a breath and walked up behind me.  My laughter soon became a satisfied sigh as his arms came around me and his body pressed against mine.

I wriggled my ass back against him, keen to find his cock.  His hands came around my stomach and stretched up the front of my t-shirt, just beneath my breast.  I could feel his breath on my neck and then he gave it a sensual kiss.

“What’s gotten into you?” I smirked.

“It’s what’s getting into you that interests me.”

I gave a playful squeak and rubbed my ass up over him, trying to forget as best I could that the bulge I could feel against me was the hard cock of my younger ex-lodger.

“You’re gonna put it inside me, huh?” I asked.

“Would you like that?”

“I’d love nothing more,” I answered, turning my head a little more so I could put my lips on his.

He kissed me like we were friends at first, but then he opened his mouth and I felt his tongue slide inside and wrestle with my own.

“Oh, Charlie,” I mewled.

He worked his arms out of his boiler-suit and the top half fell, hanging off his waist and waiting for me to do the rest.

“Allow me,” I said, turning and dropping to my knees.

The moment suddenly became all the more real now that I was staring into his aroused crotch.  At nineteen he was old enough to make his own decisions, but that didn’t make the occasion any less wrong. 

“Pull it out, Mrs. Henderson,” he said, staring down impatiently.

I steeled my gaze forward, pretending to myself that this was all the for the benefit of a friend-in-need.  Truthfully I wanted to see him in all his glory.  I was curious to see what it looked like and even more curious to see how he’d feel in my naughty, tight asshole.

I tugged down his pants further until I was staring at his white underwear.  It wrapped over his length and left a raised, shadowed outline beneath that looked impressive at first glance.

Charlie stepped out of his heavy work-boots and I moved them aside as his pants fell further.  I took a deep breath as though it was my first performance on stage.

Steadily my hands gripped over the waist of his boxer-shorts and I looked up into his eager face to see him looking down.

I locked eyes on him and we shared a brief moment of panic as we realized in no uncertain terms that what we were doing was so utterly sinful that we could never tell a soul.

I swallowed the nerves away.  “Let’s see what we’ve got here,” I said pulling his boxer-shorts down.

I watched the stiff flesh of his dick roll out over the waistband and bob in front of me.  He was smooth-cut and just the right shape to slide inside me.  My immediate thought was how good his slender, long cock would feel as it punched into my asshole.

“Oh, that’s good, honey,” I said, gripping my hands around it.

Charlie let out a whimper.  “You really think so?”

“So good,” I hummed, and I shuffled on my knees and brought my face to it.  “So fucking good.”

Without another word I clasped my lips over the tip and listened to him exhale above me, groaning softly as I hosted him in my warm mouth.

I pinched my lips tight and pulled back slowly off him.  My mouth smacked off the tip and I jerked him steadily, watching his forbidden flesh move beneath my command.

“My asshole is way tighter than that,” I said, beaming a smile as I jerked him.

Charlie laughed, not knowing quite what to say.  “I’d love to see it.”

“You’re gonna do more than see it,” I said wryly, beating him in my fist.  “This fucking thing is going in it.”

I opened my lips again over the soft-pink crown of his cock, pushing over him and feeling him flood into my mouth until he was teasing the top of my throat.

“Fuck,” he whispered, holding my head on him.

Charlie was over twenty years younger than me, but with his cock in my mouth I felt a sense of youthful adventure that I hadn’t experienced in a long time.

I worked my mouth off his cock again and kissed just above at the soft hair, kissing higher on my way up his stomach as I stood up.

I started to lift his white t-shirt and he took over, then I gripped the bottom of mine and pulled it up quickly over my head, letting my tits bounce back down on my chest where Charlie gave them an eyeful.

“You like those, huh?” I asked, joining him in looking down on my chest.

I pushed my shoulders together to give them an inviting cleavage and Charlie seemed almost possessed when he dropped his face to them and started to kiss them.

“Oh, honey,” I cooed, holding his head against me like he was mine.

He kissed at the soft skin of my tits and then teased his tongue over my nipple as it stiffened under his command.  I watched close as he latched his lips over the node and sucked playfully, tickling my teat in the embrace and popping off me with a satisfied smack of his lips.

He pushed my tits together and then looked back to my face, smiling as his eyes met mine.

“I can’t believe how good you look,” he said, and I felt my heart swell with pride from his compliment.  Not only was it good to hear, but it was nice to know Charlie was confident enough to say it.

“I can’t believe how big you’ve grown,” I said, bobbing my eyebrows at him.

He almost started to blush, but there was no room for embarrassment here.  Especially considering what we were about to do.

“This is what you wanted to see?” I asked, turning away from him and popping open the buttons of my high-waisted jeans.

“Let me do that,” he said, and he pressed his naked cock against my butt and put his arms at my waist.

He moved the zipper down and then pushed his hands down inside the front of my panties, feeling the shaven hair and nudging at my clit that lay in a wait.

I leaned my head back against him and let out a breath.  His other hand moved to my tits and he squeezed them as he held his body against me.  To feel his naked flesh against mine was a feeling I’d cherish for a long time.  It wasn’t often you got to be this intimate with a younger stud.

“Give me your ass, Mrs. Henderson,” he said, kissing at the lobe of my ear.

“It’s yours,” I moaned.  “It’s all yours.”

Charlie gripped the waist of my jeans and dropped to a knee as he started to pull them down.  My tiny panties were swept up in the melee and they dropped along with my jeans, rolling down until they were below my thighs and my big ass was right in Charlie’s face.

“Is that what you want?” I asked, looking down my back and seeing him staring right into it.

“Fuck-yes,” he said eagerly.

He left my pants at my knees as he became overcame by his urges.  I looked back at him as he opened my ass with a hand and stared inside at the sinful view that lay there.

“You want that, huh?” I asked, leaning forward against the counter so that my ass opened wider.

“Look at that,” he hushed, and I felt his index finger gently slide down the crack of my ass and move over my puckered asshole like it was nothing.

I closed my eyes and groaned forwards, concentrating on his digit as it slipped down into the wetness of my honey-pot.

“And look at this pussy,” Charlie said.  He seemed so confident with the female form that I found it difficult to believe he’d never slid his cock into a woman’s asshole before.  I guess there was a first time for everything.

His finger drove into my warm snatch and I coated him in a film of my love that he’d helped to coax out of me.

“You’re so wet.”

“Use it,” I begged, pushing back as he probed me again.  “Smother it over my ass, honey.”

Charlie did as I asked, pulling out his two fingers and circling them around my butt.  I felt the air catch the coolness of my cum on my ass, but then Charlie did something I didn’t’ expect of him.

With a hand on each of my ass cheeks he opened them wide and planted his face right in between.  Suddenly I felt his tongue dash out and race around my knot, giving me a sensation the likes of which I’d never experienced before.

“My husband never did that!” I groaned, breathing heavily and looking back to the naughty face of Charlie that looked to be smiling now.

“Good job I’m not him,” he said with a smirk, then he planted his face right back into my ass again.  I pushed it back on him.

Feeling his wet muscle explore around my puckered hole felt so alien, yet so amazing.  The slightest touch on my sensitive ring was usually enough, but something about the rough movements of his unpredictable tongue made it all the more hot.

As Charlie continued to eat my ass I moved my hand down to my pussy, rubbing at my clit and moaning forwards as I lost myself to the plethora of sensations that delighted my body.  I felt like a young woman all over again, experiencing something new with a new lover.

I held Charlie’s head in my ass with one hand as I played with my pussy with the other.  I started to moan and writhe against him and when I looked back I could see Charlie’s shoulder working as he kept himself hard.  I didn’t want to keep him waiting any longer.

“Put it in my ass now, Charlie,” I said, feeling his tongue start to open me up.

He wiped at his mouth.  “You want it?”

“I want it,” I said, plain and clear.  “I want that big cock in my ass.”

Charlie squared up behind me, spitting on his finger and rubbing it over the tip of his cock as he lined himself up.

I held my ass open with a hand and looked to his face, waiting to feel that unmistakable sensation.  When it landed against me I closed my eyes with a coo.  He pressed forwards and I felt the pressure of his cock against my muscle, forcing me wider and wider.

“That’s it, honey,” I gasped, breathing quick and deep to try and relax my muscle.  “Keep pushing.”

“Oh, fuck,” Charlie groaned, watching as the muscle popped over the top of his cock and he felt the warmth within me.

“Keep going honey,” I groaned.  I could feel the familiar dull ache as he plowed towards my stomach, sliding himself along my ass and giving me that unmistakably full feeling.

“That’s so good,” he moaned, throwing his head back and pushing more of his inches into me.

I ate everything he had to offer, letting him venture all the way inside me until his hips were pressing against my big, naked ass.

I looked back to him with a fuck-drunk look in my eye.  “Good boy,” I gasped, scratching my nails on the counter and slowly becoming accustomed to his size.

My asshole winked around him, gripping his shaft close as he started to pull out.  Charlie gave a long stroke, moving almost entirely out of me before plumbing my depths all over again with his huge cock.

When he surged inside I felt the pleasure of him in my pussy.  He seemed to dole out the ecstasy by proxy, stabbing my pussy from the wrong side of the divide.  Either way, with my fingers busy at my clit the sensation felt incredible.

“Is that good, honey?” I asked.  “Does that feel good?  Huh?”

“So fucking good, Mrs. Henderson,” he cursed.  I’d allow him the expletives given the ocassion.  I could hardly scald him when I had an asshole full of his cock.

“Good boy,” I squeaked, bouncing back against him and finding my rhythm.  “You just stay put there and let me work it out of you.”

He paused where he was for a moment as I bounced back against him, gripping his shaft and jerking it in my tight muscle.  Then something seemed to dawn on him.

“You—you want my cum?” he asked.

“I’d love your cum,” I answered honestly.  “Do you think you can give it me?  In my ass?”

“You want me to come in your ass?”

“I need you to come in my ass,” I giggled, pushing back against him with a more intense rhythm.

I wriggled my butt down his pole and then wound it up and off, snarling back at him like I was giving a performance.

“Let me get your cum,” I teased, and Charlie stood there obligingly.

He stayed still for the moment but I could see that the occasion was starting to get the better of him.  His face was making strange spasms and it looked for all the world like he was close.

“You finish yourself off inside me,” I told him now.  “Show me how you like it.”

Charlie gripped my hips with both hand and took control instantly, looking down as the hilt of his cock stabbed into me and the rest of his length worked out of sight.  I bet it looked so good for him to see my asshole accepting his hard cock again and again.  I thought briefly of Natalie, and how she could never give him a gift like this.  Experience had trumped youth.

He pumped briskly and my fingers twisted quicker on my clit.  I started to moan as I felt the full force of Charlie’s love.  He pumped into me quickly, using my asshole like a toy.  I relished every second.

“That’s it,” I cried, closing my eyes tight and moaning from the pit of my stomach.

He stabbed into my ass and I worked out my own climax, feeling him swelling inside me as I did so.

“Give it me!” I cried.  “Give me your cum, honey!”

“I’m gonna fucking come,” he strained, and those words were the ones that pushed me over the edge too.

To know that Charlie was about to climax in my body was a deep kind of sin that I don’t think many people would understand.  Here was my old ex-lodger, about to experience the most amazing of sensations and it was all because of my naughty, tight ass around his girth.

“Give it me!” I urged one last time, pushing back on his advancing hips so that the smacks of our flesh rang out in the kitchen.

I started to cum, shivering back against him and gasping my eyes open as I wailed.  My pussy contracted and my asshole tightened and winked on him, giving him the final catalyst that he needed.

“Oh, Mrs. Henderson,” he purred excitedly, then I felt him throb within me.

A lashing of hot cum fired out from him and spat deep into my butt, flowing inside me and warming me as the orgasm continued to flow through me.

I ached with desire and moaned out my release fiercely, thrashing my head so that my blonde locks bounced on about me.

He squeezed tight at my hips and I felt his strength.  His cock twitched and more and more of his sinful, delicious seed was swallowed by my ass.

“Every fucking drop,” I cried, arching my back and showing him the cutesy dimples that sat just above my butt.

He rifled into me and watched my ass rebound back on him, wobbling over his cock as though it was designed specifically for that purpose.

More and more of his love poured into me and I moaned hard as it did so, feeling the sliding, stickiness of it as it rolled down my deep asshole and into my belly.

“Oh, that feels so fucking good, Charlie.  So fucking good.”

He hummed in agreement, moving slower now as the bulk of his flow started to lessen.  His strokes became shorter until he stopped completely, keeping himself in there as my asshole continued to gasp over him.

“Good boy,” I breathed, and I turned back to him, showing him my fuck-drunk, satisfied expression.

He leaned in and his lips touched mine.  We kissed with his cock still in my ravaged asshole.  His tongue found mine and my focus shifted between it and the big dick that was relaxing slowly in my body.

He eased back and I felt my asshole expel him, squeezing him out until the smooth tip popped free.  When it did so the pair of us let out a hum, breathing heavy and pleased with ourselves.

I turned back to see Charlie looking suddenly self-conscious.  He pulled up his boiler-suit and I took one last look of that cock of his before it slapped back up against his stomach and disappeared in his underwear.

I was a ravaged mess before him, leaning back against the counter and keeping his love deep inside me.  His eyes scanned me like I was a new woman.  He looked at my tits and then down my body.  He seemed lost for words.

“Cat got your tongue?” I said, keeping my body on display for him.  I had nothing to be ashamed about.

“That was ... hot,” he confessed, surprised.

“Tell me about it,” I said, leaning forwards and slowly moving for my panties and jeans.

He watched as I pulled them up slowly and hid my pussy from view.  I bounced into them, letting my tits bob on my chest as I fastened my jeans back up.

Charlie continued to admire me, looking like a model with his boiler-suit down and his chest exposed. 

“That was amazing,” I said, walking forward slowly with my eyes on his lips.

He met me in the middle and we shared one last kiss as I held his face.  He had a hand on my hips and kept it there, kissing me with less passion now that the gravitas of the act had dawned on the both of us.

“I should ...” he said, pointing back at the sink.

“Of course,” I said.  “I should probably ... get this cum out of my ass.”

The pair of us paused.  Charlie was the first to laugh and it eased the tension as I joined him.  I figured there was nothing to be coy about.  I mean, he’d just ravaged my tight asshole and finished inside me.  It was perhaps the naughtiest thing you could do with a person, and here we were being all emotional about it all.

“Okay, Mrs. Henderson,” he said finally, and he turned back to work, leaving his shirt off for the moment.

I watched him for a second or two and then turned away for the bathroom.  If I’m honest I had no intention of ridding myself of his cum.  I wanted to feel it inside me for the rest of the day and have it slowly ooze into my panties.  I wanted to remember this sensation for as long as I could.  Charlie really had fixed my plumbing in more ways than one.

THE END
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Naked Gym
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If I’m honest I knew immediately that it would get me into trouble one day.  My husband had set up a gym in the basement, but the air-flow wasn’t exactly great and work-out sessions were hard-going fully-clothed.

We both decided we wanted to get much fitter and the gym seemed like a good investment.  Even my son Carl and his friends had started using it, and it’s tough to get nineteen-year-old guys to do anything!

Now, you’re supposed to sweat in a gym, I get that, but this was kind of ridiculous.  It’d only been set-up for two weeks before I had to drastically modify my routine.  I’d start off fully-clothed, but by the end of the hour I’d be wearing nothing at all.

Ordinarily that wasn’t a problem.  I’d make sure Carl was out and my husband was at work and I’d go about things as normal—or as normal as naked exercising can be.

There was something liberating about it too.  If you ever get the chance to try it you definitely should.  Working-out naked just makes everything better.  Your clothes don’t rub, the sweat doesn’t pool and looking at yourself in the long mirror really helps to build body-confidence.  It was perhaps that last factor that aided in that day’s debauchery.

I liked to work-out in the morning before breakfast.  My job afforded me a late start so I’d be down in the gym by about eight o’clock usually.  Carl and my husband were already at work and I could start the day off right.

That morning I’d rose and got dressed.  I liked to wear my work-out stuff to get me in the mood and then take it off one item at a time as I warmed up.  It seemed to work well.

One thing I hadn’t noticed that morning though, was that Carl’s door was still closed.  Usually the morning’s sunlight would come through into the hall, but in my morning fog I’d forgotten that his friend Mike as staying over.

In the basement I started my warm-up.  Today was leg-day, which meant a warm-up on the static bike.  I liked to cycle between sets to make sure my foot was never off the gas, and it was in that frantic combo where I found myself at my most sweaty.  So, as usual, the clothes came off.

First I took off my sports-bra and let myself hang free.  My breasts were quite large, so when I resumed cycling they shook on my chest.  I liked that though, cycling free like that.  I’d point the tall fan in my direction and focus on its cool air being blown over my naked breasts.  Whenever it caught the moisture I’d feel a delightful chill and my nipples would prick.  On more than one occasion I’d found it all too much and wound up masturbating, but today I was trying to be good.

After another few minutes of exercise it was time to get out of my yoga-pants.  I took off my sneakers and wriggled myself free, quickly taking my panties down too.

I put my footwear back on and looked at myself in the tall mirror.  My hands found their way to my breasts and I bunched them together, turning sideways to look at my profile.  A few weeks of solid exercise were already having an effect.  The tone of my muscles was starting to show through, and my ass had a delightful curve to it that looked just perfect.

My husband had barely noticed, of course.  He’d started working-out too, but his compliments were few and far between.

All the while I held my horniness at bay.  Playing with my tits in the mirror wasn’t helping, so I decided to move back to the bike.  I sat across the saddle and felt the delightful smoothness of the seat against my crotch.

‘Focus,’ I thought.

Focus I did, but on the wrong thing.  Instead I focused on how amazing the seat felt pressing against my clit.  I pushed back on it and started to relax, decreasing the intensity of my pedaling.

“Focus,” I grunted now, hoping to reign myself in.

I pedaled faster and looked at myself in the mirror again.  At forty-three I thought the game was up, but exercising had taught me that it wasn’t over yet.  I still had it, and I was about to prove that in the strangest way possible.

I thought I heard the click of the door above, but I knew that couldn’t be possible.  I dismissed it, thinking it might be a creak from the bike beneath, but suddenly I heard a voice.

“Mrs. Cooper?” It called.

“Who’s there?!”  I stopped pedaling in panic, looking down at myself.

I saw a pair of sneakers appear at the top of the stairs and they started to descend.  I was catatonic with panic.  I just couldn’t move.  My body refused.  I could see my yoga-pants and top, but there was no way that I was donning them in time.

“Don’t come down here!” I cried.

His feet continued to move.  Now I could see his long legs and the bottom of his shorts above.

“It’s Mike.  Carl said I could work-out before I left,” Mike said.

I’d completely forgotten that he was staying over.  Carl had gone out to work earlier and I’d just assumed the house was empty.

“Honey, don’t you come to down here!” I urged, more frantic than ever.

If anything it just encouraged Mike more.  He stooped his head underneath the ceiling and looked down to see what all the panic was about.

I stared up at him, frozen on the bike.  My feet had stopped pedaling.  Our eyes met, and then Mike’s moved down to look at my big tits.

“Mrs. Cooper?” he said, confused.

“I told you not to come down here!”

“What are you doing?”

Finally I covered my chest.  “I’m working out.”

“Like that?”

“Yes, honey, like this!  What are you doing down here?”

“Carl said I could come down here.  He didn’t mention it?”

“He most certainly didn’t,” I said.  “If he had I’d have worn some clothes.”

“So, can I work out?”

He continued to descend the stairs as though this was perfectly normal.

“Can’t I get some privacy?”

“I’ve seen everything now,” Mike shrugged, but then he noticed I was naked from the waist-down too.  “Or I have now.”

“Mike!  Stop looking!”

“I can’t help it.  It’s just ... there!”

“If you’d just give me a minute I can put something on.”

Mike huffed, facing away from me and looking at the wall.  “Go ahead.”

“You’re not gonna leave?”

“I’m already down here.”

I shook my head in disbelief and dismounted the bike.  I put my panties on first and then my sports-bra.  As it passed over my head Mike turned back around.

“Hey!” I cried.

“What?  You’re dressed aren’t you?”

“I don’t have my pants on.”

“I don’t mind,” Mike shrugged, then he moved to the weight bench and grabbed some dumbbells.

He started to pump out some reps and I watched.  I looked down at myself and then Mike’s head turned in my direction.

“You look good, Mrs. Cooper,” he said.

I hid a smirk.  I went for my pants but Mike interjected again.

“It gets hot down here,” he said.  “Might as well leave them off.”

I thought for a moment and then as if to convince me Mike sat up on the bench and took off his t-shirt.

He was acting so calm and nonchalant, as though the sight of a mature naked woman was something he saw every day.

I couldn’t quite match his placid demeanor.  My heart was fighting against my rib-cage.  I thought I was going to faint when he took of his t-shirt.  His chest and torso had that perfect cut to them already, although I must confess I’d never before studied his body so rigorously.

I could feel the wetness of my pussy against my panties and I could tell immediately that it wasn’t wet because of sweat.

“I’ll just ... carry on,” I said, pointing to the bike.

Mike nodded and then grunted out some reps.  His shorts had pulled tight across his thighs and I could see his big, thick packet lying in wait beneath.

I couldn’t believe what I was thinking, but I couldn’t help it.  I was already so horny, seeing Mike and his testosterone-filled body was just too much.

The muscles in his arms started to bulge and the veins became more pronounced as the blood pumped around his body.

I cycled idly and day-dreamed, imagining his cock flooding with lusty blood too.  I started to rub myself along the saddle, taking deep breaths in an attempt to calm myself.

None of it worked.  It didn’t help that the bike was pointed straight at Mike.  I watched his every movement.  Whenever he broke from a set I tried to avert my gaze, looking down at my feet and pretending to be one-hundred-percent focused on cycling.

When I finally looked up he was staring at me from the edge of the weight-bench.

“What?” I asked, feeling shy.

“Nothing,” Mike said.  “It gets hot down here, huh?” he added.

I nodded in agreement and watched as Mike stood up and downed his shorts.  I don’t know if he was being sincere or whether this was just some cruel attempt to tease me.

As he stepped out through the legs of his shorts his boxer-shorts shook.  I could see the thick slab of meat inside, looking half-way engorged.

“Feels better already,” Mike said.

He turned away to change his weights and I looked at his magnificently toned ass.  His boxer-shorts had pulled tight across it and I could see the muscles etched on his back-side.  His back was broad and muscled too and I thought about having those big arms of his around me.

I let out grunt that sounded a lot like a groan of pleasure.  I don’t quite know where it came from, but it caused Mike to look back at me curiously.

“Everything okay, Mrs. Cooper?”

“Uh-huh,” I nodded.  “Just feeling the burn, you know?”

“Oh, I know,” Mike said, and there was a sly cadence to his tone.

I took another look to his boxer-shorts to see that he’d grown further still.  My initial embarrassment started to give way now that it was clear Mike was finding me attractive.  I tried to roll with it.

“Can you see why I was naked now?” I asked.

He nodded.  “There’s just no air down here.”

“Exactly!”

“I’m sorry you had to put your clothes back on,” he said.  “Don’t think you have to do it just for me.”

“You don’t mind?”

Mike shrugged.  “I kinda wanna try it too.”

“You don’t have to be shy,” I said, admiring his physique.  “I like what I see so far.”

I hadn’t meant to be so forward, but the words were just flowing out of me.  Something about the setting was driving us both crazy and the dynamic had an erotic twist to it that none of our other interactions shared.

“You can take that top off again at least,” he said, nodding towards it.

I looked down at my big cleavage and then across at him.  “You’d like that?”

“Definitely.”

He was so confident and assured that it made me swoon.  On top of that, his calm insistence that I should remove my top was making me think that it wasn’t the slightest bit wrong.

“I guess I could,” I teased, toying with the bottom of it.

Mike bit his lip and stared.  His hands hung at his side, making no attempt to cover his modesty.  Shit, there was nothing modest about it.  He was so engorged in his tight boxer-shorts that I could practically see the veins in his big dick.

I kept my eyes on his as I started to lift my top and I watched his focus shift.  His pupils fattened as more of my flesh was revealed.  I could feel my big breasts drop out of the bottom of my sports-bar and Mike exhaled.  He was struggling to stay in his pants.  His hand moved to pinch around his cock.

“That’s better,” he said.

“It feels better already.  Does it look better?”

“Much better,” Mike said.

I moved back towards my bike and threw my leg over its middle bar.  I sat on the saddle and faced him again.  I started to peddle and my big breasts swung between my forearms.

“Oh, Mrs. Cooper, that looks so fucking good.”

“It does?” I said, happily continuing.

He walked over and came behind me.  His hands moved under my arms and they gripped at my breasts.  I closed my eyes and swallowed.

‘His hands are on my tits,’ my mind repeated, as though I needed a constant reminder.  ‘His hands are on my tits.’

He started to kiss at my shoulder, moving my hair aside and nuzzling in from behind.  His hands squeezed at my breasts and his fingers moved to pinch my nipples.

I continued to peddle slowly, pretending that there was still some semblance of a work-out happening here, but it was all in vain.  The tone was shifting rapidly, and I was welcoming it.

“I like your hands on me,” I told Mike.

“I like my hands on you,” Mike laughed.

I hummed contently as they moved off my breasts and down over my stomach.  He pinched at my ass and then moved down inside my panties.

I rode up off the seat and he pushed my panties down my ass slowly.  I stopped cycling and stood-up on the stationary pedals.  Mike dropped my panties further down my legs until my ass was completely exposed.  He gave it a kiss and let my panties fall down my legs.

Steadily he guided me back to the seat.  I sat with my ass hanging off the back of it, encouraging Mike to keep touching me.  He did all that and more.

At first his hands smoothed over me, but soon he was moving around behind me.  He started to kiss at my back and I could feel his wet pecks descend my spine.  My legs moved every so often, rotating the pedals now and then, but I couldn’t focus.

“You’re turning me on so much, Mike,” I hushed.  “Is that wrong?”

“No,” Mike insisted.  “Not wrong at all.”

Shit, we were both as bad as each other.  I can tell you guys for free that fucking a guy half your age is definitely wrong, but that doesn’t mean it isn’t incredible.

Mike didn’t just stop there.  My moans and groans encouraged him further and his kisses continued to glide down my back.

Eventually he knelt behind me and I sucked a deep breath, knowing that my most intimate of places was completely on show.

His hand gripped my thigh and I inhaled through clenched teeth.  I felt a kiss on my ass and then Mike was pushing my ass up in the air.

I stood up once more on the peddles and arched my back.  I pushed my ass out and then felt Mike’s face meet it.

His lips opened over my pussy and his tongue quickly introduced itself.  It flashed over my soaked flesh and teased a way inside my creamy honey-pot.  Fuck, it felt good.  It had been so long since I’d had a guy’s mouth down there that I’d forgotten just how good it was.  Half my age or not, I wasn’t about to stop him.

My hands gripped the handlebars and I closed my eyes tight.  I found myself holding my breath as Mike licked me, tonguing along my groove and pushing his face into my ass.

Every time I finally exhaled and sucked a breath it seemed to increase the sensitivity.  I could feel a climax approaching briskly, spurred on by Mike’s wandering tongue that had even begun to tease at my asshole.

“Honey, that’s so good,” I groaned.

All I could hear from behind me was the slurping and smacking of his lips.  He continued unabated, probing deep with his tongue and feeling my pussy flex on him.

He took his face off me and spanked my ass hard.  I let out a gleeful yelp and looked back at him with a smirk, but before our eyes could meet he’d plunged his face into my ass again and started to tongue at my drooling pussy.

“Oh, Mike, don’t stop that.  Don’t stop, honey.”

I was a trembling mess of excitement.  Mike seemed to have spotted the signs.  He took fistfuls of my ass in his capable grasp, pinching it hard before giving it another smack.

I cried out in pained pleasure as the sting of the hit arrived, turning my ass a crimson red.  He started to smother it with his palm, rubbing out the sting while simultaneously tonguing at my quivering pussy.

“You’re gonna make me come,” I grunted.

“Do it,” he hushed, and I could feel his words echo against my wet thighs.

He feasted hungrily and the gusto with which he ate my pussy delighted me further.  I hung on the precipice of climax, pointing my face off into the distance and concentrating on his swirling tongue behind me.

I held my breath and trembled, feeling the tidal-wave swell within me as it threatened to crash.

Eventually I burst with pleasure and rode higher off the seat, whining like an animal as I struggled to release the valve steadily.  Mike’s face stayed with me, latched on behind and tonguing feverishly as I wriggled back against him.

“I’m coming, baby!” I grunted.

“Yes!” Mike snarled, stabbing at me with his tongue.

My cries reached their peak and turned to whimpers as I struggled to contain the emotion.  I hadn’t climaxed like this in decades.  The fact that Mike was the person to be delivering such pleasure was certainly a conflict.

He pulled himself off me and I looked back with an adoring gaze, shaking my head in disbelief.

“Where did you learn that?” I asked.

Mike smirked and when he stood up I could see that his huge cock was now outside of his boxer-shorts.  He’d clearly been enjoying himself behind me too.

“Is that for me?” I asked.

Mike slid his fist slowly along it.  His pecs flexed.  “If you want it?”

I took several deep breaths and watched as he masturbated behind me.  His hand ran over himself and pinched at his flesh.  The crown looked perfectly smooth and round and I could think of no better place for it.

The last ripples of ecstasy trembled through me and I steeled my eyes on the new target.

“Put it inside me,” I hushed, and I leaned my ass back to hang over the seat.

Mike walked behind the bike and dropped his boxer shorts.  I stared ahead.  I felt the touch of his cock against my wet flesh and my mouth dropped open.

This was it.  This was the naughtiest thing I’d ever done.

“Oh, Mike, I can feel you.”

One of his hands gripped my ass while the other held the hilt of his cock.  He pushed forwards and I felt my pussy spread over him, swallowing him slowly.

I let out another grunt of pleasure that Mike mimicked.  He pushed forwards and I felt his thickness plunge inside me.  He was big.  So big that I wondered if I’d be able to take all of him.

He probed deep slowly and then put another hand on my ass.  I bit at my arm and fought against crying out as my pussy stretched.

“You feel so good around me, Mrs. Cooper,” he whispered.

I bit my lip and pushed back defiantly, sending the last inch of him deep inside to tickle at my cervix.

“Gosh, honey, you’re so big.”

“I hope you like it,” he said, steadily dragging himself out.

I let out a murmur of pleasure as the contours of his delicious cock spread through me all over again.

“Honey, I love it.”

“Good,” he whispered, and gradually he started to up his pace.

His hips struck my ass and sent my flesh rippling upwards.  He gripped and pulled at me, sometimes hugging close and cupping my tits and other times moving himself away so he could look down on the union of our flesh.

His huge cock spread through me over and over and jerked itself within me.  My pussy hugged it tight and I started to long for his release now.  I knew exactly where I wanted it.  I wasn’t about to waste it on my tits or in my mouth.  I wanted it deep inside me where it belonged, and it seemed Mike had similar ideas.

“I want to come inside you, Mrs. Cooper,” he cried.  That one sentence alone sounded so wrong, but to hear it said aloud was like a shot of adrenaline straight to my veins.

“I want that too, honey,” I  purred, looking back at him.  I held his face with a hand.  “Are you gonna fill me with your cum?”

I don’t know where my suddenly sultry confidence had come from, but Mike seemed to relish it.  He upped his pace and nodded.

“Do you want to fill my pussy with your hot, hot cum?”

“Oh, fuck!” he cried, and I knew I had him.

His cock moved through me erratically, guided by the thick cream that he’d induced.  It cruised along my core and I squeezed it tight inside me, yearning now for his release.

“Are you gonna fill me?  Are you gonna fill me up with your cum?”

Mike nodded.  “Oh, Mrs. Cooper, I’m close.”

“Good.  I want it.  I want you to shoot-off inside me.  I want to feel you fill me.”

Mike’s brow furrowed and his eyes closed tight.  I felt a deep excitement as I primed myself for his release.

He built his thrusts and changed his angle, gripping my ass and staring down at my pussy that made a V over his stiff rod.  Finally he stopped his thrusts and held himself on the edge of ecstasy.

“Come, honey,” I hushed.  “Come in my pussy.”

Finally he let out a grunt and his eyes gasped open.

“Oh, Mrs. Cooper!” he wailed.

He looked down at the source of his pleasure and then I felt the hot blast within.  A groan joined it and his cock started to move again, rocking gently through my core as it turned glossy with spunk.

“That’s it, Mike, honey,” I moaned.  “Pump it inside me.”

“Fuck, Mrs. Cooper, I’m coming.”

“I know, honey.  I can feel you filling me up.”

He sent his cum all the way deep and I felt a pang of worry.  I’d stopped birth-control ever since my husband had gotten a vasectomy and I suddenly found myself panicking that Mike’s bountiful virulence might find a good home.

Thankfully the brief pang of regret didn’t last long.  The sensation of Mike’s big dick cruising through me all slippery with cum was enough to make anyone sidetracked.

The strength of his cock’s throbs had waned now and they were farther apart than before.  His groans had slowed to a simmer and he was leaning against me and breathing heavily into my neck.

“Was that the work-out you hoped for?” I asked, smirking.

Mike kissed my face and laughed softly.  “All that and more.”

He pulled his cock back and I felt some of him leave me.  Mike hadn’t noticed.  Instead he was standing beside me and kissing my face lovingly, unaware of his seed stringing slowly to the floor out of my spent pussy.

“I’m gonna let you finish up,” I said, kissing his mouth.

Out of everything we’d done, for some reason a kiss on the lips seemed the most sinful.  Our tongues danced briefly and then we pulled away.  It seemed to have affected the both of us, as though it had somehow reset our relationship.

“Uh, yeah,” Mike said, caught off-guard.  “Yeah I can finish up.”

He lifted his boxer-shorts back up his legs and stowed his cock away.  I watched is disappear and tried to compose myself.

“I’ll just be in the shower,” I told him.

I tried to dismount the bike as gracefully as I could, hoping that he wouldn’t notice the cum I’d left behind on the seat or the steady trickle of it that was rolling down the inside of my thigh.

I swiped the towel over the bike-seat and then used it to cover my pussy.  Mike was staring at my tits but I was less coy about those now.

“Mrs. Cooper?,” he called after.

I stopped on the bottom step and turned back to him.  “Yes, honey?”

“That ... was really, really hot,” he said, “and I’d love to do it again sometime.”

It really helped to ease the tension and I found myself blushing for real.  “I enjoyed myself too, honey, as you probably heard.”

Mike laughed.

“I’d love to do it again,” I said, “but we have to be careful, okay?”

“Okay, Mrs. Cooper,” Mike said.

He got back into his shorts and sat on the end of the bench.

“Now finish your work-out,” I told him.

He reclined and I started to climb the stairs, feeling the sticky heat sloshing inside me.  I’d never felt so wanted, but I’d also never felt so worried.  The risk was a small price to pay to satisfy each other like that.  By the time I’d left the basement I was already yearning to have him inside me again.  I knew it wouldn’t be long.

THE END
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The Spy Who Seduced Him
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“The time has come to end your life,” Mr. Blowhard said.  His guards stood either side of him in his grandiose office that made up for smaller things.  He stroked his Persian cat that sat on the arm of his chair.  “And the life of your husband and his unfortunate friend.”

“I’ve never seen them before,” I reiterated for the umpteenth time.

My hands wriggled behind my back, but it was no good.  The bindings were too tight.  I’d have to hope for a miracle to get all of us out of  this mess.

“Then why does he look at you so fondly?” asked Blowhard.

“Because of these?” I asked, looking down to my plunging cleavage that sat between the front-zipper of my catsuit.

Blowhard followed my gaze.  “Ahh, yes.  The ruin of many a man.  I am thankfully unaffected.”

Turns out being gay had done Blowhard a favor in my attempt to capture and imprison him.  His guards had melted at the knees and practically handed me the nuclear armament codes on a silver platter when I started flirting with them.  They were mine to keep now, committed to memory and then burned.  Blowhard hadn’t been quite so careful with them.

“Tell me the codes or your husband dies,” he stated.

I had to call his bluff.  “He’s not my husband.  You’d be killing an innocent man.”

There was a muffle from behind my husband’s mask.  Blowhard noticed him trying to speak and rose from his chair to address him.

“What’s that?” he asked.  “What are you trying to say?”

I was immediately on edge.  I knew what he could be capable of.

“Don’t tell him anything and you may get out alive,” I told him coldly.

“I don’t see why I shouldn’t just kill him now as a precaution,” Blowhard said.  He stroked the back of his hand down my husband’s cheek.  “But it would be a pity to make something so beautiful extinct.

My husband let out another muffled grunt.  Blowhard snapped down the tape that covered his mouth.

“Let us go,” he cried, desperate.

“All of that for ‘let us go?’” Blowhard laughed.  “You can’t do better than that?”

“I’ve never met this woman before in my life.”

“Then why was your number in her phone?” he said, holding the device.

Thankfully it was a burner phone that I’d been using for this particular mission.  My husband’s wasn’t the only number that I’d called.

“Wrong number,” my husband said.

Mr. Blowhard looked to the phone and raised an eyebrow.  The call had only been several seconds long.  It was plausible.

“Let them go,” I said.  “It’s me you want.  Release them both and you can have the codes.”

“Codes?” he laughed.  “Nikita, I don’t care about the codes.”

“Then what do you want with me?”

“I want a little fun.”

“You know me, Blowhard, I’m all for a bit of fun.”

“I want you to prove that you’re not married to this fine fella here.”

“How do I prove something I’m not?”

“I have an idea.”

“And what’s that?”

My husband and his friend Anthony were breathing heavily as they each looked to Blowhard for their fate.  They knew better than to look at me.  I’d like Anthony on the few occasions we’d met.  My husband had taken him under his wing and tried to help him.  I’d gotten them both here.  Nineteen was no age for him to be twisting off this mortal coil.

Blowhard put down his cat and walked steadily to my chair.  He crouched in front of me and unfastened one of my ankles.  My first instinct was to kick him across the nose as hard as I could, but we were surrounded by guards.  I’d never live to tell the tale.

“I want you to prove it in the simplest way possible,” Blowhard said, unfastening my other ankle.  He walked around me slowly and then I heard the snap of a penknife.  He rolled the blade down over my cheek, grazing it gently.

“How can I prove it?” I asked, trying not to show my fear.  My heart pumped against my tits, making my cleavage grow in my tight dress.

He moved the knife behind me and in a flash, I felt release.  My hands came free.  I moved them in front of myself and rubbed at my wrists, looking back to Blowhard in confusion.

“Suck their cocks,” he said simply, nodding across.

I looked back to my husband whose face was aghast.  He had no idea of the kind of games that Blowhard was capable of playing.

“I’ll surely hear no protest from you two studs,” Blowhard said, smirking at the pair.  He was right, of course.  To keep up the charade they’d have to be more than willing, and I’d never met a guy who wasn’t.  “And if he really isn’t your husband, you shouldn’t have a problem either,” he posed.

“You really don’t understand women, do you?” I smirked.

Blowhard seemed taken aback.  “I must confess, it is a weak spot.  I’d always been more a fan of men.”

He walked along in front of my husband Clive and his friend Anthony, touching their chins and smiling as warmly as he could muster.

“Well, here’s a news flash, not every woman wants to suck every man’s cock, okay?” I told him.

“That I can understand completely,” Blowhard said, “but I’m sure every woman doesn’t want to suck another man’s cock in front of their husband.  So, we’re in quite the bind, aren’t we?”

“So, to prove he’s not my husband I have to suck his cock?”

Blowhard stood beside his desk and nodded.  “Now you’re getting it.”

“Are you going to untie him?” I asked.

“I don’t think that’s necessary yet,” replied Blowhard.

Finally, Anthony looked in my direction.  There was a look in his eye that told me everything would be okay and that he wouldn’t judge me.  He gave a short nod that my husband Clive spotted.  He did a double-take but said nothing.  Our lives depended on him playing dumb.

“What’s in this for you?” I asked the super-villain.

“It’s fun, isn’t it?” Blowhard shrugged.  “Besides, I get to see what these two studs are packing.”

“You want me to suck them both?”

Blowhard shrugged again.  “I don’t see why not.”

“Of course you don’t.”  I looked back to the door at my means of escape, but I couldn’t make a run for it alone.  He’d never spare them and I’d never dodge the bullets of the guards.

“You could save some lives here,” Blowhard said.  “All you’ve gotta do is open his pants and suck his cock.  Is that so hard?”

“I don’t know,” I asked, standing up from the chair and walking a sultry walk in his direction.  “Is it so hard?”

I looked to Anthony who gulped.  His eyes were spread wide, but not in fear.  He swallowed nervously.

“You seem to have taken to task quickly,” Blowhard said, surprised.

“Because he isn’t my husband.”

I got to my knees in front of Anthony and started to unfasten his belt as though it was no big deal.  His body was tight.

“Relax, stud,” I told him.  “I’m sure I’m not your first.”

“Might I suggest his nerves are due to his imminent death,” Blowhard noted.

“He’s got nothing to worry about,” I said, reaching into his pants and finding his long cock that was hard despite the circumstances.  I pulled it out.  “I’ve never met these two in my life, but I wish I had.”

I tried my hardest not to audibly swoon at the terrifically delicious cock that I held in my grasp.  Blowhard wasn’t quite so reserved.

“What a beautiful cock,” he gasped.  “To kill you now would be like slaughtering a mythical creature.”

“Relax,” I hushed, talking to Anthony now.

He bit his lip and stared down.  I licked my lips and narrowed my eyes.

“I’ll take care of you,” I whispered.

Blowhard watched close.  He took a step nearer as I wound my mouth over Anthony.  My husband did his best not to say anything.  He stared as my lips ran down his friend’s cock.  Anthony let out a wail of pleasure.

“My men tell me she’s good at that,” Blowhard said.  “Before I kill them.”

Anthony’s head fell back, and he let out a moan against his gag.  Blowhard walked over to him and stripped it from his mouth.  I made Anthony make the noise again and Blowhard closed his eyes to listen to it.  It was like he was lost in dream.

I pushed the hard cock into my mouth and felt its power.  He was so stiff, and it was starting to turn me on too, despite the nature of the scenario.

“Don’t go forgetting this one,” Blowhard said, and he walked across to Clive.  “He looks a little jealous.”

Blowhard stroked at his chin again.  My husband thrust his head away.

“A lively one, isn’t he?” Blowhard said, and his face began to turn sinister.

I hurried over quickly.  “I’ll straighten him out.”

Blowhard made way as I opened my husband’s pants.  He was desperate to see.  Next to him Anthony breathed hard, his wet cock jutting out of his pants.

“Get it in your mouth, you naughty slut,” Blowhard demanded.

Shit, I could get used to that.  For now, I’d give him the illusion of control.

I dropped down over my husband, washing my tongue around him and trying to apologize with it.  He’d had to watch as I sucked Anthony’s cock, but I was certain he’d understand.  I had no idea Blowhard wasn’t done there though.

I spat on the head of Clive’s dick and ran my fist along him, rubbing it and studying the glistening head as I teased it with my thumb.  I looked up into his eyes and gave him a wink that Blowhard and his guards missed.  They were less interested in their triggers and more interested in what Blowhard was going to have me do next.

“Take your tits out,” one of the guards said to me.

Blowhard shot him a look.

“If you want her to, Sir,” the guard added.

Blowhard walked slowly up to the man who had now averted his gaze.

The guard looked over Blowhard at the ceiling.  “Sorry, Sir,” he said.

“Another outburst like that and you will be.  Nikita is our guest.”

“Yes, sir,” the guard said.

“That goes for all of you perverts,” Blowhard said, pointing his finger around the room.

He walked back over to us.  In the meantime, I’d been keeping my husband busy with wet pecks along the barrel of his meaty cock.  Anthony had been watching too.  I had no idea how I was going to get out of this, but for now I was going to enjoy it.

“He makes a good point though, Nikita,” Blowhard said.  “Take out those beautiful tits for everyone, would you?  They have all worked so very hard to capture you.”

My prize assets.  They’d caused many a distraction before, but never in a room of so many people.  I rose to my feet and looked around at the spectators.  They stared at me—or rather, they stared at my plump tits bound between the zipper of my catsuit.

I looked down at my husband who smiled up.  Nothing like a nice pair of tits to distract you from certain doom, I guess.

I started to unzip my top and I noticed Anthony watching too.  He and my husband’s cocks were bolt-stiff as they stared, and I dare say so too were many of the guards in attendance.

They watched open mouthed as more and more of my breasts were revealed.  I’d forgone a bra a long time ago.  They were too much of a distraction out in the field.  I needed to be streamlined.  My catsuit did all that and more.

“Good girl,” Blowhard said.  He was perched on his huge desk, stroking his cat which happened to be the only thing in the room whose eyes were closed.

By now the zipper was down to my navel.  I took my arm out from the sleeves of my suit and brought them out the front.  The back of the garment pushed down over my naked back and then fell when I released the other arm.

There were murmurs in the room and several men shuffled on the spot.  I spun slowly, relishing the attention of everyone, Anthony included.  He was marveling at my round, full tits as though they were his key to escape.

“Now back to it,” Blowhard ordered.  “And maybe treat them to those in the process.”

I strode to the pair of them, rounding the back of my husband’s chair before standing behind Anthony.  He looked up behind me and saw me looking down.  My tits hung close to his face.

“Let me take that for you,” I said, and I leaned over his shoulder and grabbed his huge cock all over again.

I jerked steadily and hung my tits across his face.  Anthony moved his mouth to them, eager to do what so many of the men in the room were desperate to.

“Look at that,” Blowhard said, standing from his desk again.  “No married woman would let a man suck her tits like that who wasn’t her husband.”

“We need more proof,” one of the men said.

Blowhard shot him a fierce look and then calmed.  “Yes ... I expect we do.”

I beat Anthony’s cock and stared around at the men who watched.  I couldn’t believe they wanted more than this, but I guess men were men.

I kissed Anthony’s forehead and moved over to my husband to give him the same treatment.  This time I straddled the chair and felt his hard cock beneath me.  I started to dry hump him slowly, rubbing my crotch across his bare flesh and rising so that my tits smothered his face.

He kissed them back, rubbing his stubble over them.  It was as though he’d been treated to a very public striptease and these were the final moments before his money was spent.

“Anyone can do that to their husband,” Blowhard said, moving forward again to intervene.  “But there are definitely things that a woman would never do while their husband watched.”

“And sucking his cock isn’t on that list?” I asked, staring back.

“I’ve got to be sure, wouldn’t you agree?” Blowhard asked.  “They’re my leverage after all.”

“My own life couldn’t be on the table?”

He shook his head.  “That’s already been extinguished.  These are the ones you care about.”

“They’re strangers,” I spat.  “Watch.”

Blowhard did.  Shit, even his cat perked up when I thrust my catsuit down my legs and stepped out of it in only my panties and high heels.

“If I was married to this man, would I be able to do this?”

I flung my leg fully over Anthony’s head and then sat right on his lap.  His cock came through my legs and I rubbed it against my pussy, feeling the wetness break through my panties.  I grinded along his cock for a second or two, then I stood up over him and moved the crotch of my panties aside.

The men watched close.  Clive couldn’t see what I was doing, but from Anthony’s stifled moans he could surely guess.

I rubbed the hard tip of his cock back and forth over my wet petals.  My eyes closed and I found the sticky O of my pussy and put Anthony to it.

“There she goes,” Blowhard said, and he squatted before me and watched the sinful point of contact.  “No good wife would do that while her husband watched.”

I couldn’t help but agree with him, but Blowhard had overlooked just how much a woman cares for her husband.  I’d sooner fuck Anthony than see Clive dead.  When his cock started to spread me open it turned out I’d sooner fuck Anthony that do many other things.  His big dick stretched me impressively and made me shudder with excitement.  I could feel it right in the pit of my stomach as I sat on him.  It teased the sensitive flesh within me and drove all the way deep until I was sat on him completely.

“There’s a good girl,” Blowhard noted.  “A good girl indeed.”

He rubbed at his pants, no doubt smothering the erection that sat inside.  Blowhard was quite the mystery.  I’d long thought him homosexual, and he’d proved me right on several occasions, but he also seemed to have an appreciation for the human form in general.

“All the way down on him, Nikita,” he said.  “That’s it.”

I looked to my husband who stared, aghast.  I shot him a look—a look that told him to perk up or die.  He feigned a smile.  His cock still sat hard on his lap.

“I’ll be coming for that soon,” I told him, straightening my knees and rising up off Anthony.

I started to bounce on him and he sat there and took it.  He didn’t have much of a choice, but I’m confident even if he did, he’d have chosen this.  A pussy was a pussy, right?  Even if it was your friend’s wife’s.

I bounced a minute or so longer, letting my tits bounce with me and enjoying the eyes that ran all over me.  I was pleasing every man in the room in that moment, even my husband.

“Me too,” he hushed.

I glided my sticky pussy up off Anthony’s cock and then turned.  I dropped to my knees between his legs and batted my lashes up at him as I started to clean his cock of all of my juices.

“She’s a temptress, isn’t she fellas?” Blowhard said.

The men grumbled in the affirmative.  I started to rub at my pussy as I sucked along Anthony, beating him quickly to a crescendo before stopping abruptly with a smirk.

“Not yet, stud,” I told him, pretending still that I didn’t know him.  “But I’m coming back for that spunk, don’t you worry.”

Even Blowhard let out a laugh.

I moved across to my husband and straddled him.  I kissed at his cheek and teased my pussy above him, smothering his cock with its wetness.

“I have to,” I whispered into his ear, then I gave it a nibble that saw his cock twitch as he let out a low moan.

“Get him inside you too,” Blowhard said.  “Might as well.”

I hung my titties in my husband’s face as I worked his cock beneath me.  I stood it upright and spread my lips apart with it, then I sank down and felt him slip inside me.  He felt as good as always, but I felt especially naughty, knowing that I’d taken Anthony before him.

“Very good,” Blowhard said.  “I assume you won’t be teasing those men much longer.  I’m sure they’d like one final orgasm before—”

“I’ve never met them, Blowhard!” I reiterated, downright angry at this point.

He smirked.  “I’m kidding, Nikita.  About killing them, I mean.  I trust you will most definitely be making each of them come.”

I looked down at my husband and then across at Anthony.  “If they’ll allow me.”

“What man wouldn’t?” Blowhard asked.  “Save for myself, of course.”

“Come now,” I said, taking my husband out of me with a joyous wince.  “I’m sure it wouldn’t so bad, would it?”

I stepped away from my husband and clicked my high heels towards Blowhard.  I stood close and naked, staring down my nose at him.  I could sense his nervousness.  He’d never had a naked woman this close to him.

“Don’t forget our guests,” he swallowed.

“I won’t,” I told him.  “And I won’t forget you too either.”

I walked away from him, feeling impossibly confident as I strode towards Anthony.

“I think it’s only fair I get that cum out of your first, don’t you?”

Anthony didn’t know what to say.  What man would?  Your friend’s wife is practically demanding your orgasm and you’re helpless either way!  From his stiffness and the excitement in his eyes I could tell Anthony was more than happy for the game to continue.

“Make me cum,” he told me as I approached, finding his confidence.

“Oh, I will,” I told him, dropping to my knees and grabbing his cock.

I started to beat him, slowly at first, before upping the pace and rubbing his smooth cock against my face.  I stuck out my tongue and treated him to it, smacking it against me as I jerked him harder and harder.

His back straightened and he pulled at his bindings.  He pulled so hard in fact, that the tape stretched and then split.  The men around gasped and one took a step forward.

“Leave him,” Blowhard said.  “Let him have his fun.”

And boy, Anthony did.  He stood up with his ankles still attached to the chair and steered his cock right into my mouth.  I sat on my knees like a submissive slut as Anthony won over the crowd by fucking my mouth.  They started to cheer him as I kept my mouth open and let him pass through.  He probed at the top of my throat and my eyes welled with tears.  I was so proud of him.  He was doing what needed to be done.

“You want my cum?” he asked, snarling down.  “You want this fucking cum?”

I nodded, batting my lashes with a mouth full of solid cock.  I gasped off him.  “I want it.  I want it!”

I took his cock and jerked him fast against me.  His head fell back to the ceiling, and he strained, straightening his arms and curling his fingers.

“Cum on my fucking face!” I demanded, and the men in the room cheered.

I didn’t dare look at my husband.  Instead, I focused on Anthony’s intense gaze and his stiffened, swelling cock.  It seemed to swell up one last time as the orgasm rushed into it.

“Yes!” I burst.  “Yes!  Yes!  Ye-Ooohhhh!”

A spurt of hot spunk flashed out the tip of his cock and raced over my face.  I stood up quickly and pushed him back into the chair.  He fell heavily and another rope of cum shot upwards.

I straddled him and put my pussy over him, dropping it onto him just as another jet blasted upwards.  It soaked my pussy and then I dropped over him, splitting myself wide and feeling the next hot release empty up inside me.  The initial blast of cum ran down my face as I threw my head back and moaned.

“What a slut,” Blowhard cheered.

The men clapped as I bounced slowly on Anthony, working out the last of his cum and riding him all the way to completion.  I could feel how hot he was inside me.

“Good boy,” I whispered, kissing his face.  It felt important that I should regain my control at the end of our lovemaking like that.  I couldn’t have the guys in this room thinking I wasn’t the boss.

Steadily I pulled up off him, letting his cum string from my pussy and giving the men behind me a show.

“Now him,” Blowhard said.  “Get his cum inside you too.”

“It would be my pleasure,” I told the villain.

I moved over to my husband, feeling the seed of Anthony sliding down the inside of my thigh.

“Give me your fucking cum,” I told him.

Clive was bolt stiff.  I took up his cock and pushed him up inside me, sending Anthony’s cum deeper.  We used it as a lube as I started to bounce on my husband, hanging my tits in his face that he sucked whenever he was able.

His tongue pulsed over my nipples, and they rose to attention.  I lost myself on him like that, feeling the climax consume me.  I forgot completely that I was in a room full of armed henchmen.  I started to writhe and groan, ignoring my husband’s stiff cock in favor of my mounting climax.

“Look at her,” Blowhard said, mesmerized.

I robe his cock hard, bouncing on him and hearing the sticky clack of my pussy as both Anthony’s cum and my own juices combined in perfect harmony.

“Give me your fucking cum!” I whined.  Clive was closer than I thought.

“Nikita!” he cried, thrusting his hips up.  My pussy gripped him and the orgasm blossomed inside me.

“Come inside me!  Oh, come inside me!” I wailed.

The room fell silent as the two of us came together.  Each throb of my husband’s cock matched my clenching core.  It squeezed him over and over, milking his cock and receiving the bounteous release from his balls.  It felt warm and delicious, cascading inside me in terrific volume.

It flowed back out of my and I ran my pussy down his cock to reclaim it, smothering his dick in his cum.  I was brimming with his love.

I kissed his face and he pushed up into me again, sending his cum as deep as he could as though he was trying to displace Anthony’s.  I shuddered and breathed deep.

“There’s a good girl,” Blowhard said.

He walked behind my husband and produced the knife again.  I tightened up suddenly and came rapidly back to the moment.  Glinting, sharp metal will do that to you.

He flashed it at my husband and released his hands.  They came quickly to my breasts and squeezed them as he breathed heavily.

“Well done, stud,” Blowhard said, patting his shoulder.  “It’s not every day you find yourself in hell and heaven all at once.”

Clive looked up at Blowhard and took a breath.  He knew better than to say anything.  You couldn’t annoy the man if you didn’t speak.

“Release them both,” Blowhard said, and he snapped his fingers and two of his men.

They hurried forwards and released the bindings at Clive and Anthony’s ankles.  Both my husband and Anthony rose to their feet, sheepishly putting their spent, cum-soaked cocks back into their pants.  They took a glance at each other but didn’t keep it for long.  I dare say their next conversation would be awkward.

“And what about me?” I asked him.

“I’m thinking ... tables and lasers,” Blowhard said.  “Sound good?”

“Sounds perfect,” I told him, and he led me away naked to the next room.  The longer I stayed alive the more I fancied my chances of escape, especially knowing how much my naked body had affected Blowhard’s resolve.

I’d be back to Anthony and Clive soon.  Perhaps we could enjoy each other under less strenuous circumstances as soon as I ram this sharpened stiletto through Blowhard’s chest.

THE END
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Threesome After Lockdown
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The ten days had been hard for Alice.  She was used to regular visits from her friends or family, but since testing positive she’d been isolating.

She’d kept herself busy enough.  Her neighbors, Kevin and James had dropped round some groceries and Alice had tried a few new dishes, testing herself in the kitchen.  She practiced yoga and meditated to help herself through it, but it all wasn’t enough.  By the fifth day she was yearning for some human contact.

She’d spoken to people, but nothing really beats a touch or a hug.  What made matters worse was that she and her husband had divorced early last year.  Both her sons were adults and they’d understood the decision.

“Come on!” Alice cried, coaching herself as her legs spun on the exercise bike.  “Come on!  One last push!”

These moments made her day a little different.  She’d put some internet clips on the television and pretend she was cycling through the terrain on the screen.  Her imagination was at its limits, but for all of her efforts she couldn’t conjure up a hug or a kiss or ... well, that had been a while.

She paused on the bike, breathing heavily and hanging her head down.  For whatever reason she often found herself becoming horny after exercise.  Whether it was the increased heartbeat or the flow of adrenaline, Alice found herself reminiscing on her past experiences.

She thought back to her late teens and early twenties, before Brian.  She thought of all the men she had teased and toyed with; all the emotions that had been spilled; and all the orgasms that had been achieved.  It had been quite the few years.

Alice bit her lip, letting the memories stir in her craw.  She remembered a time when one of her lovers had tried—and succeeded—in putting it in her ass.  That seemed so long ago now.  Brian was never interested in that kind of thing and Alice felt naughty asking.

She remembered it had felt so good despite her trepidations.  Once the pain had subsided Alice had found herself pushing back against the stiff cock, much to the delight of its owner.

That all seemed so long ago.  She was twenty the last time she’d had something in her ass like that.  Sex with Brian in the meantime had been quite a pedestrian affair.

She moved upstairs with the sinful thoughts still playing on her mind.  She fished inside her bedside drawer and beneath her panties she found her toy.  It had been a while since she’d used it.

Alice took down her tight yoga pants and lay on the bed.  Her chest was damp with sweat and her big tits bunched up together invitingly.  She switched on the toy and moved it to the crotch of her panties, furrowing her brow and finding immediate relief.

“Oh, fuck,” she hushed.

The toy whirred and her clit stiffened.  She tried to focus on those naughty moments of her youth and realized that her neighbors are they same age that she was then.  She’d often thought them gay, finding it strange to have two men in their early twenties living together like that but when they’d introduced themselves it was clear to her they were just good friends.

Alice’s lip shuddered as she pushed the toy closer to her clit, feeling the soothing, joyous rumble of it against her.  She could feel her pussy swelling around the crotch of her panties until they gradually eased into the groove

Alice pushed her ass up off the mattress, groaning and grunting.  Pangs of shame washed over her as she began thinking about her neighbors.  They were half her age but Alice could dream.

Suddenly she was undressing them both in her mind.  She took off their t-shirts to reveal the mesmerizing muscles beneath.  Each of them trained hard and it showed.

“Oh, boys,” Alice whimpered, and it was enough to break her from the fantasy.

The climax threatened but she closed her legs and tried to quash it.  She didn’t want to come to the thought of them but couldn’t help it.

She hadn’t turned the toy off fast enough and the orgasm spread over her, making her whimper and sigh.  She committed to it, opening her legs again and rubbing the toy along her panties that had now turned sodden from her wetness.

“Kevin,” she strained.  “Oh, James!”

She pushed her pelvis up and then let herself relax, falling back to the duvet with a heady sigh.  It was day nine.  It would all be over soon.

Shortly afterwards Alice walked to the shower.  She looked at her mature but healthy physique in the long bathroom mirror.  She wondered if guys their age would even lust after her anymore.  Alice hadn’t much heard of the term ‘MILF.’

The shower did much to wash away the shame of the act.

The next day she sprang out of bed early and decided to celebrate.  It was the final twenty-four hours before freedom.  The coffee was on, the pancakes were cooking and the orange-juice was flowing.

After dining on a maple-syrup laden tower of pancakes she heard a knock at the door.  Warily she moved through the house in her morning gown, pulling it around her and looking to the frosted glass at the two figures who stood beyond.

“Hello?” she called, approaching.

“Ms. Hunt?” a voice returned.

“Boys?” she rushed her eye to the peep-hole.  “What are you doing here?”

She opened the door cautiously and peered out.

“Happy end of isolation!” Kevin said, opening his arms.

“It’s day ten,” Alice said, holding the door and keeping her distance.

“That’s when it finishes, isn’t it?”

“No,” she said.  “No, I have to do the full ten.”

Kevin looked to James.

In James’s hands he held a hamper of fruit, wines and cheeses.  “Wanna take this anyway?” he shrugged.

“Come on, Ms. Hunt,” Kevin said.  “What’s one more day?”

“It’s the rules, guys.”

“You don’t even have symptoms,” James said.

“Okay, come on in.  But not a word to anyone,” she warned.

James and Kevin walked across the threshold with Alice standing back.  She closed her eyes and tightened her jaw.  She was a stickler for rules.

James set the hamper on the table.  “So how about a hug?  You must really need one now.”

He opened his arms wide.  Kevin stood beside him and did the same.  Alice looked to the two of them, shaking her head.  The temptation was too much.  It had been so long.

She shook her head and rushed forwards, trying not to shed a tear.  She fell into their embrace and the two of them hugged her tight in a big, bearish hold.  She could feel their bodies press against hers and it felt like heaven.  A hot flush rushed over her as she forgot herself again.

“I bet you’ve missed that?” Kevin said, rubbing her back.

“I’ve missed it all,” Alice said, pulling back.  She looked to each of them and kissed them finally.  It seemed silly not to.

“Aww, there she is,” James said.  They both smiled and saw the bubbly woman that they’d moved next door to return.  The two of them held their own fantasies about Ms. Hunt.

“Thank you so much for the hamper!” she said, looking inside.  “You guys trying to butter me up?”

Kevin laughed.  “And why would we do that?”

“Even after all this time inside you still look great, Ms. Hunt” James said.

“Even in my gown?”

“Especially in your gown,” James said.

“Ooh,” Alice said, raising a finger.  “I have something for you two too.”

“Ms. Hunt” Kevin said, “you don’t have to get us anything.”

“No, no.  I was bored and well ...”

Alice walked to the sofa-chair and reached over down the side.  James and Kevin took a good look as the silken gown pulled across her big, shapely ass.  They could see the curve of her panty-line beneath it, disappearing into forbidden areas.  They gave each other a sly glance.

“These!” Alice said, emerging with two thick, knitted sweaters.

“You didn’t have to do that,” Kevin said.

She handed them each their sweater.  “There’s still a month or so of winter and well, I was bored and—”

“I love it!” James said, and he rushed to give her another close hug.

Kevin joined again and Alice felt them against her once more.  This time the protrusion below the waist felt much bigger than before.  Alice pursed her lips and closed her eyes.  To not be touched for so long and then to be touched like this ... it was exhilarating.

Alice backed away and looked at the pair of them.  “I hope I’ve got your sizes right,” she said, and she took a quick glance below each of their belts.  “I sometimes forget how big you are.”

Kevin and James held their sweaters up against their bodies and looked down.  Alice took the moment to take another look at the bulges in their pants—the bulges that had been pressed against her only moments before.  She thought to yesterday and to the sinful thoughts she had about the pair of them, coupled with the longing she felt to be filled again in every place she could.  It was unbecoming of a mature woman and Alice knew it, but she couldn’t shake the lust.

“They look good to me,” Alice said.  “You boys got a kiss for your neighbor too?”

They each gave a chuckle and shook their head, going over to her and planting a kiss on her cheek.

“Just the cheek?  I’m not contagious anymore, you know?”

“Then let’s get you outside,” Kevin said before giving Alice a kiss on the lips.

“Interested?” James said, and he gave her a peck too.

“In what?”

“A walk?”

Alice rubbed at her bare arms.  “I don’t think I should be going out.  One more day, that’s all.”

“But you’ve seen us already, Ms. Hunt,” Kevin said.

“There’s much less risk.  Won’t you just stay with me a while?  Be with me?  I haven’t been this close to anyone in so long.”

“We can be with you,” James said.  “We can be close.”

The two of them sat at either side of the couch and patted the cushion between them.  It looked so inviting to Alice.

She bit her lips and moved in-between them, sitting back on the sofa.  Her gown split open a way at and when Kevin turned to talk he could see her bare breasts beneath.

“We-eee can stay as long as you need,” he said, averting his gaze.

James furrowed his brow and looked across, then saw Alice’s open gown.  He wished he could trade placed with his friend and see down inside.

“Please do,” Alice said.  She placed a hand on each of their thighs and rubbed slowly.  It was not a friendly touch and both James and Kevin noticed instantly.

They each tightened up, fighting the growing arousal that had begun when Alice’s body had pressed against them and continued after she’d bent over the arm of the sofa-chair.

“It’s been so long,” she said softly, and her hand moved higher.  She was losing control of her inhibitions and James and Kevin were too turned on to care.

“Is there anything we can do?” Kevin asked.

He looked down into her cleavage again, trying to spy her nipple.  The curves of her breasts looked incredible, but he knew he shouldn’t be looking.

“See something you like?” Alice asked, narrowing her eyes at Kevin.

“No, I—uhhh,” he stammered.

“There is one thing you boys can do for me, if you like?”

“What’s that, Ms. Hunt?” James asked.

She pulled open her gown fully, bringing it down and hooking it under her naked tits.  James and Kevin let out an audible gasp, but neither turned away.  They watched her big milky breasts sit there on her chest.  Alice looked to each of them, her eyes sparkling.  She loved the attention and their reaction.

“Ms. Hunt, I don’t know if we should,” Kevin said, leaving just enough doubt to show that he was interested.

“I mean, we can,” James said.

“You don’t want to do this for me?  It’s been so long.  I promise I can return the favor in kind.”

The two of them had their suspicions as to what that meant but couldn’t bring themselves to fully explore the notion.

“Come on,” Alice said, rubbing again at their thighs.  This time her hand moved higher and higher until she found what she was looking for.

Kevin swallowed as Alice fingered over his stiff cock.  He’d given the game away and he knew it.

James closed his eyes and breathed deep, focusing on his erection.  Alice squeezed it in an attempt to gauge its size.

She sucked a breath through her teeth.  “You two feel as turned on as I am?”  She knew the answer, of course.

“How turned on are you?” James asked.

Alice grabbed his hand and moved it under her gown.  She placed him on her pussy.  James could feel the warmth and the wetness that bled through.

“That turned on,” Alice said.  She closed her eyes and hummed at James’s touch as he slowly started to move his fingers.

“What is it?” Kevin asked, jealous of his friend’s position.

“She’s soaked,” James said.  He pulled his hand away and showed Kevin his glistening fingertips.

Alice grabbed his wrist and raced her mouth over the digits, tasting her sweetness on them.  She closed her eyes and savored it.

James and Kevin stared at each other in disbelief.  They thought Alice had lost it, but if they were to be the beneficiaries they weren’t about to squander the moment.

“Suck my tits,” she urged.

She waited for them but neither Kevin nor James moved.

She opened her eyes and looked to the both of them.  “Are you going to keep me waiting?”

Kevin moved cautiously downwards, putting his face level with Alice’s breast.  Alice put her hand on the back of his head and brought him in.  Kevin opened his mouth over her nipple and Alice let out a breath.

“Join him, James,” she moaned.

James wasn’t about to let Kevin have all the fun.  He moved in close, watching his friend suck away.  Kevin’s eyes were closed as he fed on Alice’s tits.  He seemed to be enjoying it just as much as she was.

“That’s right,” Alice said, pulling James closer too now.  “Suck on my tits.  Be my good boys.”

James settled in beside his friend, opening his mouth over the other nipple and turning it stiff.  Alice caressed the backs of their heads, looking down on her submissive subjects and imagining what they might do to her next.

“Good boys,” she said slowly.  “Ms. Hunt’s going to treat you.”

They continued to suck on her breasts, feeding the flesh inwards and drawing the blood to the sensitive tip of her tits.  Her nipples swelled and stiffened and so too did her pussy and clit, just as it had the day before.

“I thought about you two when I masturbated yesterday,” Alice confessed.

Kevin’s eye opened and he looked across at James.  The two of them had both previously thought about Alice when they’d masturbated but had never shared the fact with each other.

“I thought about how big and stiff and delicious your cocks might be,” Alice said, grinding her back against the sofa.  “I thought of stuffing them inside me.  In all of me.”

James and Kevin kissed and sucked at her tits, unaware of the not-so-subtle overtones.  The thought of sucking their neighbor’s tits was far enough.  The notion of fucking her ass didn’t even register.

“Take them out for me,” Alice said.  “Show me what I want.”

Kevin just about raced onto his knees, keen to please Alice.  James saw his energy and tried to match it.  The two of them knelt either side of her on the sofa and unbuckled their belts.  Alice swooned.

“Two big, young cocks, just for me.”  She stared left and right, wondering who might be the first to reveal.

Kevin had the head start.  He opened his jeans wide and pulled them down.  His boxer-shorts pulled tight across his cock.  Alice stared at the bulge.

“That’s it,” she oozed.  “That’s it, Kevin.  Show me.”

He didn’t care that his friend sat opposite.  Kevin was aiming to please, and from the sound of Alice’s coo when he downed his underwear, he was doing just that.

His cock stood proudly, jutting out from his waist, engorged all thanks to Alice.

“Oh, Kevin.  That’s beautiful.”  She turned to James.  “And how about you?  You got something for me too?”

She looked wryly up at James.  He was nervous but steeled himself.  He knew he could match his friend for size.

He opened his pants wide and felt his cock grow just that little bit more.  He took down the waist and Alice marveled as the clean-cut cock was revealed.  It mirrored Kevin’s.  Alice couldn’t believe her luck.

“Two big, hard cocks, all for me,” she said, reaching out to the pair of them.

Kevin and James watched in disbelief as her slender hands gripped around each of them.  Alice felt their stiffness against her.  She closed her eyes as her heart raced and her hands worked along the barrels of hard flesh.

“You boys like that?” she asked.  “I’ve been without a touch for so long.  Without a man for so long ...”

She pulled them closer until she was pumping them against her tits.  She touched the tips of their cocks to her stiffened nipples.

“You boys are making me want to do something crazy.”

James took off his t-shirt and so too did Kevin.  They no longer seemed necessary.  Alice looked up at their chiseled physiques.  Her fantasy yesterday had been damn accurate.

“Fuck yes,” she hushed.  “Do you boys want to jerk your cocks for me?”

She relinquished control and the two of them quickly wrapped their fists over their dicks.  Now Alice’s hands were free she moved them to her tits, bunching them together and relishing the worship of her two admirers.

“You look good, Ms. Hunt,” Kevin said, jerking himself steadily.

“I want to look good for you boys.”

“You make me so hard, Ms. Hunt,” James said.

Alice eased her head back into the sofa and pushed her hands down, opening her gown.  The lucky duo looked to the lacy panties that were revealed.  James looked at where his hands had been earlier.

“Oh, boys,” Alice moaned.

She was losing herself.  She moved her fingers to her panties and pushed against her clit beneath.  She could feel her wetness.

“Someone take these off for me,” she ordered.

This time James was the first to act.  He came down off the sofa and stepped out of his pants and underwear completely.  Alice bit her fingers as she watched him.

He placed his hands on the waist of her panties and Alice lifted her ass from the seat.  He pulled down and Kevin watched the kempt fur appear as the garment left Alice.

James pulled it all the way down her legs and then opened them at the knees, staring forward at the glossy folds.

“How do I look?” Alice asked, biting a finger.

“Good enough to eat,” James said.

Alice hooked her foot behind James’s head and pulled him forward with a smirk.  “Be my guest.”

Kevin watched as his friend went down on their neighbor.  He watched his friend’s lips collide with the sinful flesh, seeing his mouth open and his eyes close.

He looked up at Alice’s face.  It looked so serene and full of passion.  He jerked his cock harder as he watched and then, feeling a pang of jealousy, he moved along the couch and put his cock to her lips.

She startled and opened her eyes, then she opened her mouth and swallowed it over him.  James continued to feast, and the moans were passed on to Kevin who watched as Alice sucked his cock.

She gave him big wet kisses all over, licking her tongue up the length and stopping at intervals to fully enjoy James’s exploratory tongue.

James moved all over her, licking and wetting her pussy until the whole thing was soaked and it was impossible to tell what wetness belonged to who.

He teased gently with a finger, sliding it inside Alice.  Alice’s back straightened and she bit her lip.  That was merely a taste of what was to come, but she wanted more.

“Oh, God, I need one of you to fuck me.  Please.  Can you?  Either of you?”

At this point Kevin and James were racing to be the first.

“I can,” Kevin said.

“Good boy.  Good boy.  Fuck me.”

Alice spoke like a woman possessed.  The words left her without care, and each of them struck a chord inside the two younger men.  Her desperation was more than apparent, and the men were more than willing.

“Fuck her, Kevin,” James said, making way and wiping his mouth.

Kevin moved into the vacated spot and removed his pants and underwear.  Alice breathed deep as James arrived beside her, kneeling and hanging his cock close to her, vying for her attention.

But for now, Alice was focused on Kevin.  She’d waited so long to have a cock inside her again, she’d be damned if she was going to miss a second of it.

So, James started to jerk himself, watching as Kevin moved between Alice’s legs and took a hold of the hilt of his cock.  He went on one knee to find the angle and soon enough the shining tip of his cock was rubbing against the flesh of Alice’s pussy.

“That’s it,” she urged, trying to look over the triangle of fur and to the point of contact beyond.  “Fuck me.”

Kevin pressed onwards and felt Alice’s warmth drape over him.  As he pressed inside, he felt the muscle spread over him and then heard the heady moan of Alice as she threw her head back and cried.

“Yes!  Yes!  Fuck, that feels so fucking good!”

James jerked faster, spurred on by her words.

“Fuck me!” she snarled, looking Kevin dead in the eye and throwing down the gauntlet.

He moved his hips faster and started to thrust in, deep and hard.  Alice threw back her hair and moaned, then she pounced on James’s cock and started to suck him, feeling the pleasure of two cocks at once.

Her head raced over it and she could feel the strength of his arousal at the top of her throat.  Alice hadn’t had a cock as consistently hard as theirs in a long time.  It was hot to be able to rely on their stiffness like that.

She rocked and bounced, meeting Kevin’s thrusts as she wriggled on the sofa.  James did all he could to keep his cock in Alice’s mouth, but it wasn’t always possible.  At times she’d gasp off him and enjoy one or two bounces on Kevin’s thickness before going back over James’s dick.

Alice was caught up in the moment and reliving the fantasies of the day before.  She recalled the distant memory of anal sex and found a sudden, devilish yearning to make it fresh.

“James, I want you in my ass,” she said, and both of them took sudden notice.  “I want to fuck you both.  Please.  Do that for me, please.”

“Where do you want us?” Kevin asked, slowing his pace.

“James, honey, sit here,” Alice said, patting the cushion beside her.

James did as asked while Alice pulled up off Kevin’s cock.  She rubbed at her pussy, smoothing the juices downwards and moving them to her asshole.  It felt tight, but then it always had.  She knew she was capable.

“Okay,” Alice said.  “That’s it, stand it upright.”

She tossed her gown to the floor and stood over James.  He looked up at her naked, beautiful body and watched as she squatted over his cock.  James and Kevin couldn’t believe what they were part of.

“Fuck, I haven’t done this in so long,” Alice said excitedly.

Kevin watched, mesmerized.  Alice took James and put him to her ass, then steadily she dropped down on him, wincing as she started to open over the top of his cock.

“It’s going in, Ms. Hunt,” James said in disbelief.  He’d never done anal before.

“Is it in her ass?” Kevin asked.

“Yes,” Alice hushed.  “But I want more.”

She furrowed her brow and pushed down further, engulfing James’s cock with her hot asshole and feeling the pang of pain as he stretched her wide.

“Argh, fuck, yes,” she growled.  She remembered that pain.  She remembered how good it felt.

She leaned back against James, and he put his head over her shoulder, kissing her cheek.  “Are you okay, Ms. Hunt,” he asked.

“Never better,” Alice said, and then she looked up at Kevin.

Kevin was wide eyed and dumbstruck, watching as Alice wriggled down on his friend until there was none of his cock to be seen.

“And you,” Alice said, and she patted her pussy.  “Back in here.”

Kevin ran a hand through his hair and shook his head.  Alice split herself open with her fingers.  It looked impossibly tight now, but Kevin liked a challenge.

“Come and fill me up,” she insisted.

Kevin moved forwards over Alice and the two of them looked down again, watching as his cock met her pussy for a second time.

“That’s it,” Alice said, and the anticipation was apparent in her voice.  “Fuck me.”

Kevin pushed forwards and met the resistance.  He could feel his friend’s swollen cock in the hole behind.

“I want you both,” Alice cried, giddy with emotion and excitement.  “Please fuck me.  Please.  I want you both.”

Kevin pressed on and caught the wetness of Alice’s pussy within.  He pushed on inside and felt the firm grip of her as she slid over him.

“Fuck, that’s tight,” he hushed.

“I’ve got both you boys in my tight holes,” Alice said, looking back to James with a smile.  “Now all I need is your cum.  You think you can give that to me?”

James and Kevin had no idea what they’d done to deserve this, but they weren’t about to squander it.

“I can,” James asserted.

“You’re getting mine too,” Kevin followed.

“Good boys.  Now fuck me.”

They started slow, trying to get a comfortable rhythm.  James didn’t have much say in the matter, but he could work his hips a little way.  Kevin set the pace, starting slow before hitting a steady rhythm that Alice found intoxicating.  She could feel herself begin to come almost immediately.

“Boys,” she strained, and all the muscles of her body tightened.

She felt a spark of excitement ignite something within her.  James reached around and gripped both of her tits, squeezing them as he felt her muscles move around his cock.

“She’s coming,” Kevin said.

“Fuck!” Alice cried.

Her whole body shook on them, but she had nowhere to go.  She lost her footing and slid further down on James’s cock, pushing it right up inside her so that it tickled the pit of her stomach.

“Hold her,” Kevin said, and James gripped under Alice and lifted her back into position.

Kevin started to fuck her hard, holding her legs open by the ankles and watching as his cock disappeared inside her.

“Yes!” Alice whispered.  She moved her hand to her pussy and started to strum on her clit.  Her eyes opened and she arrived back from her climax, still hungry.  “Give me that cum.  I want it.”

James focused on the sensations as his friend fucked Alice.  He could feel her tight ass around him and Kevin’s hard cock sliding through against him.  He kept reminding himself that he was fucking her ass and he felt his excitement begin to build.

He rubbed at her body, his senses becoming overloaded.  He wanted to touch all of her at once but couldn’t.  The frustration drove him right to the edge.  He hadn’t even noticed that Kevin was getting there too.

“Come for me!  I want your fucking cum.  Come for me.  Come for me!”

Alice’s goading helped.  Hearing her voice spouting such naughty words was almost enough on its own to make a guy come.  With her tight snatch and tight asshole squeezing the both of them it was only a matter of time.  That time was now.

“Ms. Hunt!” Kevin strained, and he looked down at the source of his pleasure.

“Oh, fuck,” James whimpered.  His cock throbbed and Alice felt it in her ass.

“Come in my ass,” she gasped, looking back at James’s face.  “Good boy!  Come!”

James wore the unmistakable look of climax, floating on cloud nine as his cum pumped from his cock.

She looked back to Kevin just in time to see the ecstasy in his expression.  Her eyes spread wide as she became excited, bouncing between them and picking up the slack now that the two of them were starting to come.

“Yes, honey,” she urged.  “Yes.”

Kevin let go.  “Oh, fuck!”

His back arched and he started to come.  Alice felt the heat and rocked down on it.  Suddenly the sensation of the men inside her became different as each of their cocks got covered in their own cum.  They slipped through her with greater ease, and she was able to jerk each of them through her all the way to completion.

“Every drop,” she insisted.  “I want every drop inside me.”

She bounced slow, propping herself up on James and dragging her holes up along the still-hard cocks of her men.  The pulsing of their cocks occurred further apart and soon the room was filled with heady sighs and satisfied breaths, with the three of them spent.

“Now that was something,” Alice said, and she pulled up slowly and winced as James popped free.

Her asshole closed, but her pussy was less compliant.  Kevin’s cum ran from her, spilling in between James’s legs and landing on the sofa cushion.

“Oh, God, I should clean that.”

Kevin laughed.  There was something funny about the juxtaposition of getting fucked by two guys at once and then worrying about the cum on the sofa.

“What?”

“Nothing,” he laughed, shaking his head.

“You two better leave and let me straighten up,” Alice said.  “There’s more to clean than the sofa.”

They looked sheepishly between each other.  It was obvious they’d done something they shouldn’t, but no-one was yet ready to address it.

“Don’t forget your sweaters,” Alice called as the pair dressed.

“Thanks again, Ms. Hunt,” Kevin said, and he leaned in to kiss Alice’s cheek.

She stood naked before the both of them, each hole warm with their seed.

“Thanks, Ms. Hunt,” James said, and he wondered exactly what he was thanking her for.  The orgasm?

“It was my pleasure,” Alice answered.  “I think it was all of our pleasure.”

James and Kevin laughed nervously.

“I’ll be officially released tomorrow,” Alice said.

“We’ll be by again.”

“You two officially released today,” Alice teased, enjoying the uneasy tension.

“Ms. Hunt!” James said, faux shocked.

“Go on, get,” Alice said, and she shooed the two of them in the direction of the door.

When they left Alice sat heavily on the sofa and let out a deep breath.  More of their cum eased out of her onto the sofa cushion.

“God, I hope that was worth it,” she said.

It had sure felt like it was.

THE END



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


MILF’s Glazed Buns
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It was yet another busy day at ‘DoughGirl,’ the bakery that I’d started after a healthy divorce settlement from my husband.

I’d decided to follow my dreams in the wake of our split and, well, it turns out following your dreams can sometimes have some pretty amazing consequences.  I was doing what I loved, and I was doing it for myself.  Everything was perfect.

My newfound happiness really shined in each and every creation that went out onto the shelves of ‘DoughGirl,’ and in a small amount of time I’d built a core group of loyal customers who came in daily for breakfast and lunch offerings.  Some would even drop by three times a day, arriving after their work-hours in the hope of snagging some cut-price goods.

Things were going great.  I’d seen the business grow year on year and found myself turning a healthy profit.  I’d started to employ staff to look after the place in my absence, instilling in them the same values that had made my store popular to begin with.

Everything had gone so well, in fact, that two customers, Charlie and Thomas, had taken a keen interest.  They were each successful entrepreneurs in their own right, and they’d spotted something in my business that they thought could make a successful brand.

They said my store had a style and a flair that was unique.  I didn’t see it myself—I’d just decorated it how I wanted it—but they said it had really captured something.

I’d told them that it was the cakes and pastries that hooked the customers, not the décor, but they’d insisted it was the whole package, me included.

“Me?!” I’d cried.  “What do I have to do with it?”

That’s when they’d told me in no uncertain terms that my bubbly personality and cute looks had put me in a league above.

I still blush thinking about it now.  It’s not often two young men call a forty-something cute.

Anyway, they wanted to get inside the business and find out what made it tick with a view to franchising it.  I didn’t want the brand to lose what made it special, and I think we were on the same page there.

They were swinging by tonight after hours so I could show them one of the simpler recipes.  I think they just needed to get an idea of every aspect of the job for when they wanted to replicate it elsewhere.

I barely had time to be excited or nervous during the day.  The customers flowed through the door and when they didn’t, I’d be busy tidying or planning for the next influx.

I’d damn-near forgotten that Charlie and Thomas were coming over, so seeing their faces on the other side of the glass door was startling.

They each gave a wave and stood waiting out on the street.  I threw down my cleaning rags and hurried to let them in.

“Hey!” I beamed, opening the door.  “How was your day?”

“Good, Ms. Leone,” Charlie said, giving me a handshake and stepping inside.

“Can’t complain,” Thomas said, following.

I looked at them, all dressed up in their suits and long-coats.  It was a world that I was glad I didn’t belong to.

“Come on through,” I told them.  “Put your coats anywhere.”

They each folded them over the back of a chair, taking off their suit-jackets too before rolling up their sleeves.

“You boys don’t have to do that,” I said.  “I’ll be the one getting dirty.”

“We don’t mind helping out,” Thomas said.  “We’re hands-on.”

“Okay, well hands off today!  I don’t want you ruining tomorrow’s batch.”

Charlie held up his hands.  “Hey, Ms. Leone, that’s okay.  That’s why we’re interested.”

“I hope we can keep all this in the family,” I said.

“That’s one of our U.S.P’s” Charlie said.

“U.S.P?”

“Unique selling point,” Thomas informed.  “It’s what makes your place stand out.  That and the amazing cakes, of course.”

“Pastries too.”

“Pastries too,” Charlie added.

“Independent-style businesses do well,” Thomas said.  “We can work with that.”

I showed them through to the back of the store where all the baking happened.  It was almost twice the size of the public side of the operation.  Back there I had tall ovens, huge metal tables, shelves full of metal mixing bowls, refrigerators, and everything in between.

“So,” Charlie began, “show us how it’s done.”

“You boys ready?”

“Ready, Ms. Leone,” Thomas said.

The whole time they followed me closely, paying attention to every little move.  They were professional alright.  It started to make me feel nervous.

“You boys want to put some music on or anything?”

“However you’d usually operate, Ms. Leone,” Charlie said.  “We just want to see how you work as authentically as possible.”

I grabbed one of the mixing bowls and started to melt some chocolate over a saucepan of boiling water.

While it melted, I grabbed another bowl and started to mix the ingredients, folding it all together with a special kneading machine.

“Do you think you could scale this up easily?” Thomas asked.  “If the machines were bigger.”

“I don’t have the space,” I told him.

“But if you did?”

“I ... I think so.”

“Good,” Charlie said, and he made a note on his pad.

“I thought this was an independent affair?” I asked.

“For if we ever wanted to expand in the future,” Thomas said.  “We could get ‘DoughGirl’ out on the supermarket shelves.”

I wasn’t so sure how I felt about that and hoped the reserved hum didn’t give the game away.  Their notions of expansion were doing much to put me off my baking.

By now the chocolate was smooth and leathery.  I took the bowl and poured the mixture in with the dough, but in my haste, I knocked the speed dial and the whole thing whirred to life quickly.

The chocolate splashed out of the bowl like a geyser, hitting my face and landing on my t-shirt.  It was then that I realized I’d forgotten to put my apron on when we started.

I shut the machine off, and Thomas and Charlie started to laugh.  I blinked through the chocolate.  Thankfully it had cooled quickly when it touched my skin.

“I’m not sure if we should franchise that aspect,” Charlie laughed.

“It’s everywhere!” Thomas laughed, and suddenly their professionalism had gone.

I shook out my hands and looked down at the cursed machine.  I rubbed some of the chocolate from my face and took a lick of it off my finger in defiance.  Charlie and Thomas continued to laugh.

“Can I get you a towel, Ms. Leone?”

“It’s fine,” I told them, walking to the basin.  I gave my face a wash and then looked down at my ruined t-shirt.  “No sense wearing this.”

I honestly didn’t think too much as I lifted it up over my head.  I guess my mind was on other things.  If I’d have remember that I’d opted not to wear a bra that morning, then I never would have done that, I swear.

But Charlie and Thomas soon stopped laughing.  I looked back and it took me a while to realize what I’d done.  It wasn’t until I saw their eyes glance down to my chest that I remembered.

“Oh gosh!” I burst, but thankfully I was holding my hands over my tits anyway.

“You want an apron or something?”

“Please,” I called, pointing over to the hook where they hung.  “There!  They’re there!”

Charlie rushed to grab one and gave it me.  The pair averted their gaze as I put the thing over my head and then covered my modesty.  I tied it behind my back and took a big, deep breath.  I fought to find a sense of calm and get things back on track.

“Where were we?” I said slowly.

“I think you were doing a striptease,” Thomas joked.  The three of us laughed.  It kind of helped to ease the tension.

“Double-chocolate cookies,” I said, trying to salvage the meeting.

“Yes,” Thomas said.  “Please show us.”

He took a glance at his partner and they both smirked.

“Topless bakers might not be a bad idea,” Charlie mused.

“I don’t want my name on that!” I cried.

“’DoughGirl’ is kind of sexy,” Thomas said.

“The brand, you mean?” Charlie asked.

“Of course,” Thomas replied, taking another glance at me and the apron that covered my big tits.

I pursed my lips and felt myself start to turn red all over again.  It reminded me of the last time the two of them had complimented me like that.  It was just so hot to hear.  That kind of admiration can do crazy things to a woman.

“So, anyway, the cookies,” I said, trying to keep my composure.

I went back to the recipe and continued.  Thankfully Thomas and Charlie regained the professionalism and continued to make notes and ask questions.

They followed the whole process, right up to when I took the cookies from the oven and set them down on the metal table for inspection.  I gave them a quick look over, measuring each roughly and checking they were all a similar aesthetic.

“Do you always check them like that?” Charlie asked.

“Oh, yes.  It all matters when they go in the glass for display.  I want people to see my best work.”

“I’m sure they will,” Thomas said wryly, and they both started to snigger again.

I had no idea what they were referring to, until I looked down and realized one of my tits had come straight out the side of my apron.

It hung down and the nipple pointed at the table.  I startled and quickly put myself away.  They were in hysterics all over again.

“Are you guys going to take this seriously?  You’re supposed to be wanting my business, aren’t you?  I’m starting to wonder what I get out of all of this.”

“Financial security, Ms. Leone.”

“I already have that.”

“This will just take the pressure off.  You’ll be able to take a few more days to relax.”

Thomas came behind and started to pinch the stress out of my shoulders.  I sighed.

“We’re just trying to look after you,” Charlie said.  “And—not gonna lie—ourselves.  You’ve got a great business here and we don’t want to take any of that away, okay?”

“‘DoughGirl’ will be safe,” Thomas said.

“It’s about time I got something in return,” I told them.

“Like what?” Craig asked.

“All this pressure you’re putting me under, and I’m just stood here taking it.  I want something back.”

“We’re not putting you under pressure, are we, Ms. Leone?” Thomas said.

“You—you come in here, and you scrutinize my work, and you watch me and make fun ... it isn’t nice!  It just isn’t nice!”

“Ms. Leone,” Charlie said, stepping forward.  “We didn’t mean to—”

“So, now I want something from you.  You want my business, and I want something from you.  Both of you.”

“What?”

“I want you to feel what I’ve felt today.”

“How are we going to do that?  We can’t bake for shit,” Charlie laughed.

“You can take your clothes off though,” I said plainly.

“Huh?” the pair said in unison.

“Take off your clothes.  You’ve stood there laughing at me while I did everything you asked.  Now it’s my turn.  Take off your clothes, or you don’t get my business.”

“Ms. Leone, we were just fooling around ...”

“Okay, so now it’s my turn to fool around.”

“You want us both to take our clothes off?”  Charlie asked.  “Will that help?.”

I folded my arms under my tits and nodded.  “Yes, I think it will.”

“‘DoughGirl’s’ got a bit of naughtiness in her,” Thomas smiled.

I bit my lip and tried not to smile back.  I was pretending to be mad, and it was working.

“How far do you want us to go?” Charlie asked, taking back his shirt.

I was momentarily mesmerized by his muscled pecs and had to regain my composure.  “All the way.”

“You didn’t go all the way!” Thomas commented.

“Maybe I’ll wait until you guys do,” I shrugged.

Thomas and Charlie looked to each other.  “You doing it?” Charlie asked him.

“What choice do we have?” Thomas said.

“It doesn’t bother me,” Charlie shrugged, and now his business partner had to pretend to be equally unaffected.

“Me either,” Thomas said.

The pair of them undressed right down to their underwear as I leant back against the big metal table and watched.

“This is making me feel better,” I smirked.

“All the way?” Charlie clarified.

I nodded and stared, showing him that I was serious.

He looked to Thomas who put both of his thumbs down into his boxer-shorts.

“Ready?” Thomas asked.

Charlie nodded.

In a flash the pair of them whipped their underwear right down.  I covered my mouth in shock.  I hadn’t imagined they’d do it.

I started to giggle, but I could feel an entirely different emotion inside me.  I stared at their big, hanging cocks.  Neither of them made an attempt to cover their modesty.

They each stood their proudly, trying to out-perform one another.  They stared right at me, and my giggles slowly faded.  I took several breaths and licked at my lips.

“Are we even?” Thomas asked.

“We’re not,” Charlie said.  “Now it’s Ms. Leone’s turn.”

“Honey, I was just fooling ...”

Thomas laughed.  “Come on, Ms. Leone.  You said.  Let’s start this business relationship on the right foot.  We need to be able to trust each other, don’t we?”

I stood up off the table and snatched both of their attention.  They stared as I started to unfasten the back of the apron.  I pulled it up over my head and tossed it to the floor, wearing only my jeans now.  I stepped out of my sneakers and felt the cool of the floor on my bare feet.

It felt hot to be watched by the both of them like that.  I was getting carried away with myself.  This was a dangerous game.

“All the way, Ms. Leone,” Thomas said.

I rolled my lip between my teeth and popped the button of my jeans.  The pair of them stared, catatonic.  I let out a soft laugh and they each realized how hypnotized they were.  They shuffled their weight, but now their cocks didn’t hang so freely.  I could see the lust-filled blood pumping them larger.

“You boys get bigger every day,” I teased.

They each looked down as though they hadn’t noticed their arousal.

“We’re only human,” Charlie shrugged.

“Put a sexy woman in front of us and these things are gonna happen,” Thomas added.

I slid down the short zipper of my jeans and started to wriggle out.  “I’m starting to wonder what else might happen.”

I pushed the jeans down, standing there in only my small panties.  Charlie took a step forward.

“I can help you with that last part,” he offered.

“Why, Charlie, that would be nice.”

I turned my back to them and put my hands on the cool, metal table.  I looked back over my shoulder and pushed out my ass.  It had always been one of my prize assets.

Charlie came behind me, standing close.  He ran his hands down my back and I closed my eyes, moaning to his touch.

“You got a good view, Tom,” he asked his partner.

“The best,” Thomas said.

He pulled at my dainty panties and they slid easily over my ass, uncovering the forbidden flesh beneath.

They dropped right down my calves and I stood there naked, hiding my modesty between my legs for now.

Charlie stepped closer and put a hand on my ass.  His finger flirted dangerously close to my wetness.

“I bet you didn’t see this coming, huh, Ms. Leone?” he said.

“It’s not the only thing I want to see coming,” I said.  I looked back and held his gaze, waiting for the sinful, suggestive words to register.

He stepped into me and gripped my ass harder.  I could feel his stiff cock against my ass.  I let out a whimper.  I was desperate to be touched.

Charlie spun me around and I looked up at him.  Thomas approached too and now I had two men, well over six feet, pressing me up against the table.

“Oh, boys,” I hushed, and I reached out for each of their offerings.

My hand gripped around them, and they both closed their eyes.  Slowly I jerked along their smooth flesh.  For the moment I watched the subtle nuances of pleasure in their expressions.  Their lips curled and their eyebrows furrowed.

“You want Ms. Leone to look after you?” I asked.

They were both in their twenties, but there was nothing quite like the touch of an older woman to cool a guy off.

“Spoil us, Ms. Leone,” Thomas said.

I sank to my knees before them and their eyes opened and looked down.  “I was waiting for you to say that.”

I started to jerk the both of them, looking between each cock.  They were tough to compare.  Charlie was slightly longer but Thomas was slightly thicker.  They both felt incredible.  Their cocks were so stiff that it was turning me on immeasurably.  I could feel the wetness practically dripping from my pussy, and it took a lot to excite me these days.

I put my mouth close to Charlie’s cock and felt a brief pang of hesitancy.  I knew it was wrong, but you don’t put your mouth that close to a cock and not suck it.  It was just a formality now.

“Yes,” Charlie insisted, looking down.  He pushed himself forwards and I opened my mouth over him.

If he felt hard in my hand, he felt even harder in my mouth.  I slid along his thickness and shuffled my fist over his partner as I did so.  I didn’t want to cause a rift between them so I tried to give each of them the same treatment.

After Charlie’s cock was suitably coated in spit I turned my attention to Thomas, swallowing over him as I jerked Charlie.  My fist slid over my saliva on Charlie’s cock whilst I turned Thomas’s slick too.

Eventually I gasped off, jerking each of their hard dicks through my hand and snarling up at them.

“Fuck, Ms. Leone,” Thomas said, looking down.

“You want these inside you?” Charlie asked.

I nodded.

“Shall we, Tom?” he asked.

Thomas nodded.

“We want to try something,” Charlie said, and I started to wonder if I was the first conquest that both of them had shared.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“I’ll take the floor,” Charlie said to Thomas, and he made his way down until he was lying on his back in the bakery kitchen.

“Fuck, I wanna sit on that,” I said, looking at his veiny, wet cock.

“Go ahead,” Thomas said.  “Just make room for me too.”

“You ... you want my ass?” I asked.

“No,” he smiled.  “I want your pussy too.”

“You and Charlie will have to share.”

“Oh, we will,” he said curiously.

He took my hand and guided me over Charlie.  Charlie jerked himself to keep stiff and then propped his cock upright.

“Come here, Ms. Leone,” he said.  “Let me look after you.”

I felt so loved being passed between them like that.  Thomas’s cryptic comment was soon forgotten.

I squatted over Charlie and dropped down, hanging my tits in his face as I positioned myself.  He did the decent thing and started to suck hard on my nipples as I sought out his cock with my pussy.  Soon I felt the bulbous crown smoothing back and forth over my wet petals.

“That’s it, Ms. Leone,” he said.

I started to sink on him.  I cast my head back and tossed my hair away, then I felt another cock at my face.

I opened my mouth to see Thomas’s pubic hair and the huge cock that hung below it.  I guided it to my mouth as I opened over Charlie.  His cock spread my O and I let out a satisfied whimper.  It had been so long.

“She’s so wet, Tom,” Charlie said.

Thomas stroked my hair aside and watched as I sucked his cock.  “I bet she is.”

Charlie started to pump up into me as I dropped down on him.  His surging cock slid through, satisfying me with each of its ridges on the way.  He went so deep, pleasuring something inside my pussy that it felt like no man ever had before.

I was impossibly turned on.  I was riding the wave of how sinful it was and I didn’t stop to consider what we were doing.

For whatever reason I didn’t blame the boys.  They were acting on instinct, but an older woman should really know better.

With a mouth full of cock it was tough to rationalize.  Charlie’s thick, rocking dick was making me bias towards this whole ‘younger man’ thing.

“That’s it, Ms. Leone,” Thomas said, pushing his hips and slowly fucking my mouth.

His partner slid through me at the same pace, with each of the men making tender love to me.  The sensations built inside me until I couldn’t contain them.  I was trembling wreck of ecstasy and emotion and it was all too much.  Finally, I burst in a scream.

“I’m coming!”

Charlie pulled me down against him and I left Thomas for now.  I shuddered against the muscled stomach of him as his cock drilled up into me.  My pussy clenched around him over and over and he made love to me the whole way through.  He kissed at my face as I moaned.  I tried to kiss him back but my concentration was elsewhere.

Finally, the orgasm waned and I opened my eyes slowly.  Charlie was still fucking me slowly as I smiled lovingly.

“That was something else,” I hushed.

“Then you’re gonna love this,” Thomas said.

I looked back to see him crouching to the floor and coming behind me too.

“Not my ass, Thomas,” I told him.  “I don’t know if I can take it.”

“Not your ass,” Thomas said.

I could feel the tip of his cock smoothing around my lips and then suddenly I felt him start to press into me.

My mouth opened and my eyes closed.  I tried to find a moan as my pussy stretched but nothing came.  I was too captivated by shock.  Two guys in one pussy was something I’d never even heard of.

He slid in close to his partner, like two grown men trying to fit in one sleeping-bag.  It was refreshing to see that the pair of them weren’t coy about rubbing cocks.

“Oh, boys,” I strained.

“You’re doing great, Ms. Leone,” Charlie said.

His partner slid in over his cock and I opened wide over them.  He moved a little and eased me open.

My eyes opened steadily, and I looked down at Charlie.  “That’s both of you,” I said, proud.

“You did it, Ms. Leone,” Thomas said, stroking my back.

He put his weight on me and started to kiss my shoulders.  My tits pressed against Charlie’s chest.  Thomas started to rock through me, sliding his cokc against his partner’s.  Charlie too started to move and soon each of them were pumping in and out of me at a different pace and depth.

Fuck, it was a thrill.  It was something that I’d deem slutty if someone else did it but bathed in the act I found it all so loving.  I wanted to please both of my boys at once and I felt like I’d found the perfect way to do it.  No more taking turns.

“Now comes an important business decision,” Charlie said.

“What’s that?”

“Where do you want our cum?” Charlie posed.

“I get to choose?”

“We’re gentlemen, Ms. Leone,” Thomas said, fucking my pussy steadily.

“It’s a bakery, isn’t it?” I asked.

Charlie nodded, confused.

“Then I at least one some glazed buns.”

Thomas laughed and I felt his cock jerk within me.

“Where else?” Charlie asked.

“You get to do it inside me,” I told him, kissing his face.  “I want to feel it inside me.”

“I think we can do that, don’t you Tom?”

“Anything for the lady,” Thomas said.

He went back on his knees and then up into a kind of squat.  His hands held my hips and he started to fuck me harder, working fast along Charlie’s cock.  The two forbidden lengths rubbed against each other within me.  I strained and gasped, listening as the boys lost themselves.

Their whimpers and groans sounded, echoing against the bare walls of the bakery kitchen.

“Fuck me,” I said, whispering softly at first.  “Fuck me.”  My demands got louder until I was practically ordering them.  “Fuck me!  Fuck my pussy!  I want your cum.”

“Oh, Ms. Leone!” Thomas said, and there seemed to be a great urgency in his voice.

I bobbed between the two of them, unable to move.  Something about the pin between the both of them felt good too—as though I’d been stripped of control.  It seemed to appeal to my submissive nature.  I just wanted to see them happy.

“I’m gonna come, Ms. Leone,” Thomas said.

“All over my ass,” I told him.  “I wanna feel it.”

He kneaded my butt and pushed it open, looking down at his cock as it slid against his partner’s.  It all got too much for him and he pulled out, gasping at the peak of his ecstasy.

“Yes!” I said, looking back.  “Come on my ass!”

The second Thomas pulled free, Charlie picked up his pace.  He pulled me close to him and started to fuck up into me, pumping his hips up off the floor and taking our weight on his shoulders.

Thomas strained and then let out a grunt of release.  I felt the hot cum spill out of his cock and lash over my ass.

“Good boy!” I urged.  “That’s my good boy!”

He just kept coming.  There was so much of him.  I felt every rope coat me.  I tensed and flexed my ass, putting on a show for Thomas who was surely looking down at the source of his pleasure.

Some of Thomas’s cum must have found its way down against his business partner’s cock, because Charlie’s texture within me seemed to change.  He slipped through me easier and then found a higher gear from nowhere.

His hips clapped up against my clit and I started to moan with him.  The cum continued to shoot from Thomas’s cock just as Charlie found his climax.

“Yes!” I said, looking down on him with desperate anticipation.

His eyes opened and he stared right up at me as his cock pulsed.  They closed again and he started to grind, pushing his spunking cock deep inside me.  I took his full load, feeling the warmth of is spread inside my stomach.

“Yes, honey,” I said, stroking his face and kissing him.  “Come inside me.”

Thomas was smoothing his spent head across my ass and moving the cum all around me.  He teased gently around my asshole, making me increasingly curious.  Maybe something in my ass might be nice ...

“Is that every drop?” I asked, Charlie.

He nodded, smiling.  “You got it all.”

“Good.”

I gave him a big kiss and then pulled up off him.  Our chests were dappled with sweat.  Charlie’s glistened in the bright lights from above and the sight made me stave off the regret a little longer.  He was fucking hot.

I felt the cum trickle down over my ass as I looked back to Thomas and stood up.  “And you,” I told him, putting a hand on his chest and kissing him.

“Fuck, Tom,” Charlie laughed.  “She’s covered.”

Charlie stared at my cum-glossed ass from the floor.

“Now they’re some glazed buns,” Charlie laughed.

“They’re only gonna be available in this store,” I teased.

“Is that right?” Thomas asked.

I gave him another kiss and then looked between my forbidden lovers.  “I gotta keep people coming back for more, haven’t I?”

“Oh, they will, Ms. Leone,” Charlie said.  “They will.”

THE END
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An Audiobook Anal Session
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I’d been narrating audiobooks for a while now, but mostly I found them uninteresting.  It wasn’t until I started reading erotica that I really fell in love with the recordings.

I’d read the books in amazement, describing the most sinful of acts and getting turned on in the process.  You could really hear it in my voice and often-times I’d leave my booth at home and have to go and de-stress, if you know what I mean?  The number of orgasms I’ve had in the immediate aftermath of recording is immeasurable.

The story that I received several days ago is different to the rest though, and I’m really starting to get into the meat of it.

I’m in my recording booth and reading out the raucous dialogue as the female lead takes her younger man for the first time, but I soon realize that this isn’t just going to stop at vaginal.

My eyes spread wide as the story unfolds and soon, I’m mimicking the joyous cries of a milf as she takes a thick, hard cock deep in her asshole.

I couldn’t believe it.  I started to breathe deep and hard as I continued to read.  I could feel my pussy leaking so freely that I’d have to change my panties after I got out of here.

The scene continued, with the female lead begging, in no uncertain terms, for a hot load in her ass.  When she received it, it felt like I came too, along with the male lead.  His grunts and groans could have matched mine.

When the story wrapped up, I took a moment to myself in the booth, staring off at the foamed walls and losing myself in a trance.

I started to imagine what it might be like to take something up there.  In my forty-three years I’d never even really come close, apart from that one guy in my twenties who stuck a finger up there.  I liked to think I was adventurous, but when it came to sex, I guess I was pretty strait-laced.

Afterwards I edited the file to get it ready to send off to the author, and there I got to hear the whole sordid thing again, read back to me in my own voice.  I could hear the sheer excitement in my tone, and it started to get me going all over again.

I pursed my lips and looked upstairs to the bedroom where I knew Jordan was, no-doubt sat at his computer playing games, as had been his habit since returning from college.  I don’t know how he managed to afford rent, but he always paid me on time.  I’d resolved to let him finally hear what his landlady did for a living.

I left my office and walked up the stairs, trying not to think too much about what I was doing.  I mean, it was a crazy idea, but I wanted to see if those stories turned other people on as much as they did me.  In retrospect I guess I should have picked someone else to try them out on, but I was just so desperate, and Jordan was right there anyway.

I gave the door of his room a knock and then waited before I walked inside.  A woman knows to always wait; you don’t know what you’ll be walking in on.  As it happened, I walked in on him noisily shouting into his microphone.

“That was fucking bullshit,” he cried.

“Language!” I cried back automatically.

He took his earphones off and looked back.  “Oh!  Sorry, Ms. Cooper!”

I could hear the laughing from his friends coming out of his earphones.

“Pause it one second,” I told him.

“I can’t!”

“Can you come downstairs for me?”

Jordan flicked a switch on his headphones to mute them, then he spun in his chair and looked to me.  He was shirtless, as had been his wont for most of the summer.  He had quite the body for a guy who never seemed to do much.

“What is it?” he asked.

“Just come with me.  I want you to hear something?”

“Hear what?”

“Just come.  It’s for my work.”

“Work?  Really?”

“Yes!  Really.  Please.  I think you’ll like it.”

Jordan set his controller down beside his chair and then followed me downstairs.  I had a jolt of panicked nerves strike me as I wondered just what the hell I was doing.  I told myself it was too late to turn back now, even though that was bullshit.

Jordan followed me into the office, and I presented my chair to him.

“Sit,” I told him.

He bounced into the swivel-chair and stared ahead at the computer.  It showed sound levels and numbers and not much else.

“What?” he asked.

“Hit play.”

Jordan sighed and clicked the mouse.

My voice filled the room, and I closed my eyes.

‘ ... was thrilling.  All I wanted was him.  All I wanted was to take down those pants of his and see what he had to offer me.  Was that too much to ask from an older woman?  Shit, I felt like I’d earned it.  A big, fat, cock, you know?  All for me.  Stiff and ready to venture deep into my ass.’

Jordan looked back at me, his eyes wide and his mouth open.  “That’s you?” he cried.

“I’m reading it, Jordan.  I’m not living it.”

“That’s ... hot.”

I felt a weight lift off me.  “You think so?”

“Yeah, Ms. Cooper.  This is what you do?”

“I have been.  For the past few months at least.”

“Why didn’t you tell me sooner.  Can I get a copy?”

I started to laugh.  “It’s rare for someone to take such an interest in my work.”

“Most people don’t have this as their job!”

“You really want a copy?”

“Yes!”

Jordan hit play again and leaned back in the chair.  I watched him listen to my sinful words being read to him.  I watched those basketball shorts start to fill with something sinful.  I watched as Jordan got just as excited as I did when I’d read it aloud.

“That sounds good, Ms. Cooper.  Sounds fun when you read it like that.”

“What does?”

“Anal,” Jordan said.  “I’ve only ever seen it.  I’ve never done it.”

“You’ve seen it?”

“In porn,” Jordan clarified.

“Oh.”  That didn’t count as far as I was concerned.

“Is it just like you’re describing?”

This wasn’t exactly the bonding sessions that I’d had planned, but it was way more interesting than sound editing.  I could indulge it for a while longer.

“I don’t know,” I confessed.

Jordan pulled at his shorts.  “You’ve never done it either?”

I tried not to glance at the obvious tent that was forming on the front of his shorts.  “Never.”

“It sounds hot, Ms. Cooper.”  He looked back at the computer.  “I’d love to try it.”

I closed my eyes and breathed deep as the explicit descriptions of anal sex played out through the speaker.  I wondered if the author had even tried it.

“Does he come inside her?” Jordan asked, looking back at me hopefully.

I nodded.

“That’s what I’d do,” he said.

“That’s where I’d want it,” I told him.

He let his gaze linger on me a little too long and then he looked back to the computer, swallowing nervously.  I wanted to ask him, but it wasn’t something a woman should ever ask of a younger guy like that.  The other way round, however ...

“We’d both like to try it, huh?” Jordan said.  He looked back at me.  “We could.  We could do it just like they do in the recording.”

“Jordan,” I hushed, pretending to be shocked.

“Sorry,” he said quickly.  “Forget I said that.”

I was worried I might lose him from my lure.

“I can’t forget that,” I said, injecting some sass.  “I’m getting such a vivid image of it.”

Jordan looked back to me and paused the audio.  “What image?”

I closed my eyes and focused, then I peeked at him through my lashes to make sure he was still looking.

“I’m bent over the table in my office and you’re behind me, feeding yourself into me.  I can feel you fill me.  I can feel you slide inside.  Right where you don’t belong.”

“Oh, Ms. Cooper,” Jordan said, standing up from the chair.

I opened my eyes.  “Can you picture it too?”

“I don’t just want to picture it,” he said.

He stood there shirtless, his shoulders rising and falling as he took deep breaths.  His pecs flexed.

“I’m just going to lean over here,” I told him, and I walked towards the desk where he was standing and put my palms on it.  I turned to look at him over my shoulder and then I pushed my ass out and bent over the table.

Jordan stared.

“Do you want to feel my ass swallow you up?” I asked plainly.

Jordan looked like he might bolt right then and there in his shorts.  I wasn’t playing anymore.  I wasn’t ‘Ms. Cooper.’  I was a woman who was desperate to take the closest cock inside her, and it just happened to be his.

“Yes,” Jordan hushed.

“Then show me what I’m working with.”

Jordan unfastened his shorts quicker than I’d anticipated and then he pushed them down his legs.  They dropped to the floor.  He wasn’t even wearing underwear.  I wasn’t prepared for how big his cock was.

My mouth fell open and I eyed him, unabashed.  Jordan shuffled on the spot.

“Is something wrong?”

I took my hands off the desk and turned to him.  “Nothing is wrong with that,” I gasped, looking in his eyes finally.

He smiled.  “Is it big enough?”

“It’s plenty big!” I swooned.  “Fuck, Jordan.”

Suddenly the whole schtick had changed.  I was just too blown away.  I’d never seen a cock so perfect.  It pointed towards me and begged to be claimed, but now that I’d seen it, I didn’t want to put it in my ass just yet.

“You stay right there,” I told him, taking slow steps forward.  “Let me get you nice and ready.”

Jordan watched as I knelt to the floor in front of him.  He looked like he couldn’t believe his luck, and neither could I.  I guess you never really consider how big someone’s cock is, but now I’ll never get that image out of my head.

I stared right down the barrel of him.  He’d trimmed his hair short around it and it was making it look even bigger.  I could see the full, beautiful majesty of it.  The clean, smooth lines and the plump, throbbing veins.  Even his balls hung invitingly.  Jordan didn’t seem to know what he was in possession of.

“Are you going to ...?” he asked.

“Are you kidding?  I’d be honored.”

He started to smile but the expression soon vanished when I wrapped him in my fist.  I tugged at him and felt the strength of his arousal.  It was the strong, unbroken arousal of youth.  His cock felt like granite in my fist.  I tugged at it impatiently and Jordan took a step forward with it.

I opened my mouth and kissed wetly at the head.  He looked down and watched as I toyed with him.  I moved my hair over to one side and looked up into his eyes as I gnawed at his cock.  I started to smirk, and Jordan smiled back.

“That looks hot, Ms. Cooper,” he moaned.

“Don’t you go coming yet, you naughty boy,” I told him.  It was like I was in the middle of one of my own audiobooks.

I drove my lips over him and put his cock as far into my mouth as I could make it go.  It touched the back of my throat with plenty of it left unclaimed.

I washed my tongue around the underside of him and then pulled back, squeezing him tightly and rubbing the spit over his cock as I watched it up-close.

“That’s it,” I hushed, watching him move.  “That’s what I want.”

Jordan put a hand on my head and led me back on to him.

“That’s it,” I told him, encouraging him to get involved.  “Use me.  I’m yours.”

Jordan pushed forwards and moved his cock into my waiting mouth.  This time I didn’t move.  I wanted him to do it for himself, and Jordan didn’t disappoint.

He gripped my hair, and I sensed his impatience that I was no longer sucking and jerking him.  He pushed into my lips, and I moaned appreciatively, nodding up at him.

“You like that?” he asked with a grunt, trying out the words.

I nodded and gasped off his cock.  “Use me!”

Jordan started to fuck my mouth and I knelt there on the floor like a submissive slut.  I’d spent so much of my life being the dominant one, but now I was surrendering to him.  I wanted to see what he was capable of.

“Take this fucking cock,” Jordan said, pushing it back to my throat.

I gagged on him but didn’t recoil.  Instead, I moved forward, swallowing him up with my neck.

Jordan let out a satisfied grunt and tossed his head back.  He started to fuck my throat and I felt my pussy swell with arousal.

I started to rub at the crotch of my pants as Jordan lost himself.  Feeling his cock rush in and out of me like that was something I’ll never forget.  It excited me so deeply that I could feel the juices of my pussy bleeding right through my panties.

“I want it!” I cried when I finally came up for air.

Jordan’s cock swung on him like a being unto itself.  It was coated in my thick spit, and it looked as though it was drooling.  It was so glossy and inviting.

“You’re gonna get it in your fucking ass,” Jordan said, and he gripped my hair and pulled me up to my feet.

I felt a frightened thrill.  I’d unleashed something inside him that I’d never known before.  He was way more of an alpha than I’d ever pictured, and I was way more of a submissive slut than I’d ever dreamed.

“Spoil me, Jordan,” I whined.  “Make me your slut.”

He turned me around quickly to face the desk and then pushed me forwards towards it.  I popped the button of my pants just in time for Jordan to start impatiently dragging them down.  I wriggled them off my ass, encouraging him the whole time.

“That’s it,” I cried.  “Ruin me.  Make a mess of me!”

I could feel the moment building.  I knew it was going to happen any second now, but nothing could prepare me for it.

Jordan dragged my panties and jeans down in one and I held my ass-cheeks open for him as I leaned over the desk.  It was then that I realized that anal wasn’t as easy as the author of my books had made out.

Jordan lined up his cock and pushed forwards, but he was met with the resistance of my tight muscle.  He pressed hard and I felt it relent, but not without pain.

It stretched wide and started to slide over him.  I closed my eyes hard and winced, but I didn’t want to tell him to stop.  That wouldn’t so slutty, would it?

“Oh, Ms. Cooper,” he cried, and he pushed harder.

“Jordan!” I cried, and I pushed back despite the sensation.

My asshole engulfed him, and Jordan sank himself deep into it quickly.  I felt as though there must have been a tear of some sort, but either there wasn’t, or Jordan didn’t care.  He pushed in as far as he could and then dragged himself out of me, watching as my asshole sucked to him like a sock.

“Fuck me!” I cried.  “Fuck my ass!”

I looked back to see the aroused menace in Jordan’s eye.  He was like a different man.  I guess your first taste of ass will do that to you.

“Look at that,” Jordan said.

“Tell me,” I begged.  “Tell me what you can see.”

“You’re so tight around my ass, Ms. Cooper,” he said, looking me in the eye.  “So tight.”

I bit my lip and felt him up his pace.  His cock worked through me over and over and soon the sense of pain had been replaced with something more palatable.

The discomfort soon gave way to pleasure and now I could feel Jordan in my pussy too.  As his cock pushed through me, he started to delight something deeper.  The juices of my pussy returned anew and started to weep down my leg.

“That looks so fucking perfect,” Jordan cried as he moved himself through me slowly now.

My asshole massaged his length as it got fed into me over and over, then Jordan pulled himself out completely and waited behind me.

I wondered what he was doing, but when I looked back it was clear that he wanted a fresh supply of saliva to his cock.

“Put it back in your mouth,” he said.

Fuck.  The prude in me was telling me that was something I absolutely shouldn’t be doing, but the slut in me was telling me that’s exactly why I should be doing it.

I threw caution to the wind.  Shit, no-one else was there to see us and it’s not like you get to do this very often.

I turned around and dropped back to my knees in front of him.  To my surprise his cock tasted just as perfectly as before.  I remember feeling strangely proud at how clean the inside of my ass must have been.

I gnawed my way down him and then pushed his cock back against his stomach so I could get at his balls.  I sucked on them, and Jordan seemed more satisfied than ever.  My tongue massaged over them.  He closed his eyes and looked to float off to somewhere else.

“Ms. Cooper,” he whispered.

“Don’t you go coming on my face,” I told him.

Jordan opened his eyes and looked down with a smirk, as though he was imagining doing exactly that.

“I want it in my ass, remember?” I said.

“I remember.  But if you want it in your ass you better put it back in there soon.”

“Fuck,” I cried, sucking him one last time.

I popped my lips off the tip of him and then fell back to the floor.  I scrambled off my panties and jeans and then I started to play for him, right there in front of him.

I split my knees and worked my fingers quickly over my pussy.  I’d never exposed myself to anyone like this before, but Jordan seemed to love it.

He started to jerk his cock as he watched me play and he seemed genuinely interested when I felt the throes of climax start to consume me.

He crouched to the floor and forgot about himself for the moment.  Instead, he squeezed at my tits and moved around me, as though he was watching the majesty of a female orgasm for the first time.

I pushed my ass up off the floor and felt the sensation of euphoria build inside me.  I could feel my pussy start to spasm.  My clit was swollen and stiff.  Every jolt seemed to push me closer.

Jordan lifted my t-shirt and pulled down my bra.  With a bit of effort, he was able to free my tits so that they sat exposed on my chest, stuffed out the top of my bra and underneath the bottom of my shirt.

He started to suck my nipples and that’s when I could hold it back no longer.  My fingers strummed quickly across my petals, and I could hear the wetness in each waft of my hand.

“Yes, Ms. Cooper,” Jordan encouraged.

He bit and licked at my nipples and finally I surrendered.  The orgasm gripped me and made my whole body writhe and contort.

Jordan pulled back to the watch the show.  He took up his cock again and started to jerk it.  He crawled up close to my face and put his balls over my mouth.

I started to kiss and lick at what he’d given me, riding out the climax the entire time.  My fingers moved slowly as I came down the other side of my excitement, but now Jordan needed his release.

“Put it back in my ass,” I told him.

He rolled me over onto my stomach and I lay there on my office floor, pushing my ass up and out towards Jordan who descended over me.

He propped himself up with one hand in a press-up position, then he guided his cock down towards my forbidden asshole.

Thankfully it was still slack from before and the muscle swallowed him back up easily.  Nevertheless, it gripped him tight, and Jordan groaned and grunted as he felt the vice close around him.

“Pump it into my ass,” I begged, my teeth gritted.

“Oh, Ms. Cooper,” was all Jordan could say.  He kept repeating the phrase and each time it grew louder and more suggestive.

“Give me it,” I told him.  “Give me that fucking load.  I want it all!”

I snarled and parted my ass with my hand.  My cheek lay on the carpet, and I remember thinking in that moment that I must have been one of the sluttiest women in the whole of America.

Jordan pounded down and I felt his cock bloom.  It throbbed and the next “Oh, Ms. Cooper!” was louder than ever.

“Pump it in my fucking ass!” I grunted.

Jordan started to moan that unmistakable groan.  I felt the heat of him arrive inside me.  Each rope of spunk was announced by a moan from Jordan as he took up his stride again and started to fuck my ass through the cum.

It passed through me differently now.  It felt smoother as his cum lathered my ass and eased its passing.  I wish things had started this way!

Jordan let off several blasts of cum and then calmed down, pumping slower until he almost dropped his entire body weight on me.  He took several deep breaths close to my ear and I started to giggle.  He joined me and then he kissed my cheek.

“Next time you make one of these stories you come let me know, okay?”

“You want to listen to the recording?”

“Listen?” he said, breathing deep.  “I want to act it out!”

Well shit, that was fine by me.  So that’s what we do now.  I’ll get a new e-mail in of a new story and Jordan and I will role-play the entire thing.

Up to now he’s been a five-star general, a president and a Hollywood actor, and they all have one thing in common: an insatiable desire for anal sex that was starting to rival our own.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sorry.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You don’t feel that?” I asked.

“Feels spooky to me,” Christian said cautiously.

“Hello?” I called.

“Kate!”

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

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

“He is.”

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

“Were you baptized?”

“Of course.”

He put his hand to the water.

“Christian!”

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

“It’s holy water.”

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

“What are you doing!?”

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

“You’re not supposed to drink it!”

“I can see why!  It’s so good!”

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

“Stop it!”

“It’s so good, Kate!  Try it.”

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

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

He smirked.

“Christian!”

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

“I wasn’t gonna do it!” he said.

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

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

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

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

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

“Someone get thirsty?” he said.

“I was just trying it!”

“So was I!”

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

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

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

“I feel funny,” I confessed.

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

“What?  What is it?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What is it?” he asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Who was that photograph for?” I asked.

“No-one.”

“For yourself?”

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

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

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

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

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

“In here,” I said to Christian.

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

“Something we shouldn’t.”

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

“Show me,” I said.

His eyes shifted.  “What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, honey, it’s beautiful.”

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

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

“Should we do this here?”

“Absolutely,” I answered, without hesitation.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Forgive me Father.”

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

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

“You can’t stop there!” he cried.

“Oh, don’t worry.  I’m not going to.”

I smiled at him and let his cock rest on my bottom lip.  I kissed the tip of him and mouthed around it, staring up at his eyes and loving the reaction from him.  He was giddy with excitement.  I could feel it all over him.  He was so tense.

“Oh, Kate,” he hushed again, putting his hand gently on my head.

I started to work over him, using my mouth to jerk him and following it with my twisting fist.  His cock turned slick with my saliva and my hand ran over it smoothly.

I paid attention to his every noise.  Whenever he moaned, I kept my rhythm.  He seemed to delight in me tickling the head of his cock with my tongue whilst he was submerged in my mouth, and every time I fondled his balls I got the reaction I was after.

I could feel my pussy become damp and sticky with arousal as I feasted on him.  I knew how wrong it was to do what I was doing, and it was downright sinful to put him between my legs.

I started to jerk him with more purpose, hoping that he might bolt in my mouth, and I could swallow him down and finish things there.  But Christian was one of the good guys.  He knew that no favor goes unreturned.

“Wait,” he said, and he bent his ass away from me.

I followed, keeping my mouth around him like I was permanently attached.

“Wait,” he said.  “I want to give you something back.”

I popped my lips off him and looked up with a gasp.  Seeing the devil in his eye made me melt.  I knew what he wanted, and I wasn’t going to stop him.

“Where do you want me, honey?” I asked, getting to my feet and shaking out my blonde hair.

Christian came close to me and held my hips.  I looked down at his cock as it pressed against my jeans, pointing skywards with that eyelet promising his release.

“Let’s take this off,” he said, and he started to lift my t-shirt and squeeze my hips beneath.

I let him undress me.  If I’m honest I was keen to look at my breasts too.  They just felt so different.  They were pressing up against my bra like it was suddenly too small for them.

“They’re spilling over,” Christian marveled.

“Trying to free themselves,” I teased.

“I can help with that.”

I turned away from him and stared at the religious robes that hung on pegs.  “Please do.”

I felt him at the clasp of my bra.  He pinched it together and it snapped open.  I couldn’t help but laugh.  My tits practically burst free.

I turned to Christian, still laughing.  I let the bra fall forwards and Christian’s smile was replaced with awe-struck adoration.

“Oh, Kate,” he said, and he quickly rushed his face to my breasts to greet them.

I whooped a giggle and then sighed as I felt him on my nipples.  His tongue wound around each, turning them bolt-stiff.  My pussy wept its juices as he feasted on me.  I held him to my chest and stroked his hair gently.

“Good boy,” I told him.  “That’s a good boy.”

Christian tongued me, keeping himself stiff with his hand.  Watching him jerk his cock and enjoy me like that was like nothing else.  It turned me on more than ever to know that I could excite him like that after knowing him so long.  He was almost half my age, but the speed at which he’d jumped on my tits let me know that I still had it, whether that was my doing or the holy water’s.

Christian let go of his cock and pushed his fingers inside the waist of my jeans.  I let him explore me, wondering how far he’d go.  I wasn’t disappointed.  He pinched the buttons of my jeans open and I urged him onwards.

“Yes, honey.  Yes.  That’s it.”

He moved with more purpose, opening my pants and knowing now that it was what I wanted.  I wriggled them over my ass and Christian stood away from me to watch me undress.

My tits swung on my chest, all full and pert as I wrestled my pants over my new butt.  It felt so big and loveable, but I think Christian was more interested in my pussy.

I hopped out of my jeans and tried not to think too much about a sudden visitor as I sat back on the bench behind me.

Christian jerked himself in front of me, looking me all over and running his hand across his length.  My gaze flittered between his cock and his face.  He was so filled with lust.  Shit, we both were.

“You gonna stay there?” I asked him.

His response was to drop to his knees in front of me and start kissing my legs.  I looked down over my full breasts and watched him move up towards my panties.

“It’s waiting for you,” I whispered.

Christian breathed excitedly and grabbed my panties.  He pulled at them, and I lifted off the seat and put my legs together to help him.

He pulled my panties far enough and then let them drop to the floor.  I trod on them and took my foot from the hole, then I spread my legs wide and watched Christian’s face light up.

“Eat,” I told him.

He rushed onto me, burying his face into my mound.  I ached a groan as I felt his touch on my sensitive petals.  He didn’t start slowly, and I quickly had to breathe deep to fuel the passion.

I looked down on him as he feasted and noticed that my pussy hair seemed to be styled in a way that I didn’t remember sculpting.  It felt like a leap, but the holy water had already done so much to me that perhaps it wasn’t a stretch to think it had styled my puss.

Christian didn’t seem to care either way.  He just started tonguing at my folds and I leaned into the robes behind me to give him a better vantage under me.

His toned ass pointed back and his strong back flexed as he feasted on me on all fours.  My pleasure was a channel that flowed out through my pussy and straight into Christian’s mouth.  He lapped down my juices gladly and then started to jerk his cock again.  Fuck, that was hot.

“You like that pussy?” I asked, and I heard him grunt in the affirmative.  “Good boy.  Good boy!  That’s it.  If you’re really good, maybe you can put it in my ass.”  Jeez, where did that come from?!

His eyes darted open and he looked up at me.  I didn’t realize how naughty it was to stare straight into someone’s soul as they ate your pussy.  He nodded against me, smothering his face with my lips.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

Again, he nodded.

“That big cock in my ass!  You’d be the first.  And in a church!”

“Oh, Kate!” he wailed, unable to control his excitement.

He got to his feet quickly and just fed his cock straight back into my mouth.  I sucked him up, using only my neck to work all the way down him.

Christian moved his hips, fucking my mouth and pushing him deeper than I thought I could handle.  I was so surprised when he slipped right into my throat with ease.  Even my neck had turned bimbo!

“That’s it,” he said excitedly as though this was his intention.  “Deep-throat my cock, Kate!”

Deep.  Throat.  My.  Cock.  Kate.  Shit, just imagine that being said to someone for a second.  I felt like the devil was just going to snatch us up right there and then but instead the scene played out.

Christian face-fucked me, moving his cock well into my throat where I’d delight in how he filled me.  My gullet squeezed around him, and Christian moaned each time.  I started to rub at my pussy and soon it was coated in a film of sticky cum.

Finally Christian pulled out of my mouth.  As I gasped, he moved quickly to my pussy, pushing his cock right into it like it was nothing.

I wailed beneath him, feeling him stretch me.  I took him inside me gladly, riding that wave of intense excitement.  It felt like we couldn’t stop.  It was just an increasing escalation of debauchery that had no limit.

“You’re fucking me,” I whined.  “Honey, you’re fucking me!”

“Look at it,” Christian said, and we both watched as his cock plunged into me and came out whiter-and-whiter.  My cum covered him steadily, with Christian drawing more of it out from me as he drove me wild and fucked me hard.

He turned me lengthways along the bench so that he could hold one leg up and use it as leverage to fuck me.  I put a hand over my tits to stop them from shaking and I moaned against the wall, hearing my cries double back quickly and fill the empty church.

“You’re gonna make me come!” I cried, closing my eyes tight.

“I know.”

I trailed off in a moan and focused on the heady sensations of his cock plunging deep.  It excited all my nerve endings at once and soon my pussy was a charged mess of ecstasy.

He really hammered it home with purpose, shaking my whole body as he fucked me.  I defy anyone not to come in that moment.

“Christian!” I cried.  Neither of us felt like one now.

My pussy pinched around him, and I let out a long moan, feeling the climax leave me in intense waves.  I flexed and flexed around him, and Christian pushed on, not yet ready to stop fucking me.

“My ass!” I told him.  “I want it in my ass!”

Christian took himself out of me and took a step backwards.  He gripped my hair and pulled me to my feet, treating me like a slut finally.

“Be rough with me!” I demanded.

“On your feet.”

He gripped my hair and kicked my legs wide.  I parted them and then reached forwards to steady myself against the wall.

Christian crouched and then I felt him arrive between my ass.  He pressed his face against my toned butt, pushing it wide until he met the tight muscle.  No-one had ever been that close to it.

He didn’t even pause.  He just started to tongue it instantly, pushing hard against it and keeping up the crazy energy that we’d summoned from nowhere.

The whole time the eyes of God stared down, watching one of his subjects be defiled.  I was lost completely now.  All I could do was enjoy it.

I moaned and moaned, surrendering to the interesting sensation of Christian’s muscle working against mine.  He slicked up my ass and attempted to probe it with the point of his tongue, making it only a little way inside.  It felt like heaven.  I didn’t even know things could feel that good back there.

“Put it in,” I said.  “Fuck my ass, please!  Please!”

No-one ever begged for that, I’d wager.  I mean, I can’t think of anyone I know that was as horny for anal sex as I was right then.  I suppose the best way to describe it was that I was possessed, but not by a spirit, oh no; by a slutty bimbo.

Christian arrived behind me and squared up his cock.  Just as I requested, he wasn’t gentle.  He just pushed right through my butt like he was fucking my pussy, opening me up quickly and snatching my anal virginity like it was no big thing.

I wailed out in pained pleasure.  My mouth hung open and my eyes welled with tears.  Christian set off at a brutal pace, pounding through my ring as I got used to the idea.

“Yes!” I cried.  “Yes!  Fuck me!  Fuck me!  Fuck me!”

I’d already got there but now I wanted him to.  He used my asshole to jerk his cock.  The ring of muscle pinched tight, and he moved through me powerfully with long strokes.

I felt his cock go right to the pit of my stomach and then pull back so far that the crown gaped my asshole some more.  He almost slipped right out of me a couple of times.  I’d gasp as though he was going to spill from me but then Christian would thrust forwards and give me all his beautiful inches all over again.

“I’m gonna fucking come, Kate,” he moaned.  “I’m gonna fucking come!”

This is it.  This is what I wanted.  The notion that he was soon going to pop started to excite me.  I could feel his cock stiffen.  I could hear feel his breaths increase.  I could hear his whines deepen and become more primal as he lost himself.

“Kate!”

“Come in my ass!”

I snarled with relish, looking back to witness that look of bliss wash over him like a baptism.  His brow furrowed and his hand slapped down hard on my butt.  I yelped and my muscle closed on him, then he twitched and let himself out inside me.

“Ohhhhh!” came his cry.  I joined him, moaning as I felt his heat.

“That’s it, honey.  That’s it!  Oh, that feels good.  Give me it!  Fuck it into me!”

He picked his pace up slowly, moving his cock through me as it pulsed out his love.  The texture changed as his thickness slid through me, shooting out its ropes that glossed my insides and turned everything sticky and hot.

“All of it,” I demanded, and I started to rock my ass over him now.

It was kind of ironic that now that it was all over the pain in my ass had subsided.  I was shocked at how easy I could rock my muscle over him without feeling the stretch.

Christian pulled back and fell out of me.  His cum pattered on the hard floor, then my asshole gasped shut and trapped the rest of his seed inside it.

“Thank you,” I told him.  “Thank you so much!”

We dressed quickly.  Suddenly the gravity of what we’d done dawned on both of us.  We’d been so lucky to get away with it, but that was part of the thrill.

I pulled may panties up and trapped his cum in my ass.  He dressed himself quickly until we were presentable, then we stepped back out into that vast, lonely nave.

“Praise God,” Christian teased.  “I’m a believer now.”

I twisted my mouth in a grin and then felt my body relax.  My breasts seemed to pull back to my chest and my ass retreated inwards.

“She’s leaving you,” Christian gasped.

“She’ll be back.”

“Good.  I’m not done with her.”

THE END
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Begging For His Seed Twice
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“Look, just take Nick with you in case anything goes wrong,” my husband said, nodding to our lodger.  Nick was sat in the corner of the lounge, messing on his cell.

He lifted his head.  “Huh?”

“Go on out with Ruth on the lake would you, make sure she doesn’t do anything stupid?”

“Sure, no problem.”

“What the fuck, Jace?” I cried, frowning.  The two of them were always so quick to pigeon-hole me as this dull housewife who couldn’t do the simplest of things.

“You don’t remember last time?” he said.  “You almost tore me up with the propellor.”

“It was my first time!”

“It was almost my last.”

“I don’t mind, Ruth,” Nick said.  “I was going to go out for a swim anyway.”

“You wanna drive, Nick?” Jace asked, and Nick’s eyes sprang wide.

“Can I?” he said.

“I’m driving,” I asserted.  “I don’t get to have any fun round here.”

The two of them shared a look.  I’d had a sheltered Christian upbringing, but I wasn’t some fucking alien.  I knew how to let loose.  A couple of Christmases back I’d driven Jace and I home after eating three liqueur chocolates.

“I’m gonna get ready,” I said.  “I’ll meet you outside in five.”

“Have fun, honey,” Jace said.

I stormed off with a frown, muttering to myself on the way across the courtyard to our little chalet.  Inside I made sure to wear one of my most revealing swimsuits.  It almost showed the top of my cleavage.

I took a look at myself in the mirror, turning my toe into the carpet and checking out my ass.  I liked to take care of myself and led a pretty rigorous routine when it came to eating and exercising.  I wanted to keep Jace happy.  I’m not sure how much he gave a shit.

I put on a wide sunhat and shades, then slipped into a pair of sandals.  I took one last look at myself and then opted for a light jacket to cover my butt and bare arms.  I didn’t want to be too revealing in front of Nick.

Nick was waiting out by the speedboat with the keys in his hand.  He was flicking them round his finger as I approached.  He looked up and then held them out for me.

“Thanks, honey,” I said, grabbing them.  Nick was always so good to tread the line between Jace and I, never overtly taking one side or the other.

“I don’t know why he’s so worried,” I sighed, following Nick into the boat.

“I can’t imagine,” Nick said, and he fastened himself into the passenger seat.

I sat in the leather driver’s seat and started the engine.  Nick leaned over and handed me the safety clip.

“Where am I supposed to put this?” I asked.

“On you somewhere.  It cuts the engine off if you move away from the wheel.”

“Why would that happen?”

He shrugged.  “No-one plans an accident, I guess.”

First my husband and now Nick.  I pursed my lips and pinched the lanyard clip to the top of my bathing suit on my chest.

“Better?” I asked Nick.

He nodded and folded his arms, leaning back in his seat and closing his eyes.

I maneuvered us out from our little jetty and soon we were on the open waters of Torch Lake, going a fair speed.

I took off my hat and threw it in the back of the boat, letting the wind blow out my blonde hair and smiling at the sun.

I think mostly I just wanted to let off some steam.  Originally, I’d wanted to float out there in the middle of nowhere and just get away from everything, but I didn’t want to bore Nick like that.  Now I just wanted to release some stress and take it out on the water.  Perhaps I went a little too far.

“Mind that boat,” Nick said, nodding.

“I’m nowhere near it.”

“Not yet.”

I didn’t know what he was worried about.  I turned my face to the sun and sped the boat up, bouncing over the water like a smooth, thrown pebble.

“Ruth!” Nick said, more animated now.  He leaned forwards in his seat.  “Slow down!”

“It’s fine!” I cried, and before I knew what had happened, it absolutely wasn’t fine.

“Jeez!” he cried, and he reached over for the wheel as we approached the other boat.

I was close enough to see the terror in the guy’s eye as we narrowly avoided slamming right into the side of him.

Instead, we struck the wake behind him and the speedboat launched into the air.  It bounced and span in the water, jackknifing and throwing me completely out from the seat.

Everything happened so fast, but for me, time had slowed down.  I remember letting go of the wheel and having the inertia lift me clean out from the seat.

The lanyard had pulled right through my swimsuit, tearing it open.  Thankfully there had been enough resistance to rip it from the ignition and the boat engine had cut-out just before I’d plunged into the water.

At some point I I’d banged my head, but I wasn’t sure on what.  I remember feeling the impact and it hitting me like a switch, as though it had reset something.  Suddenly there was only pre-crash and post-crash.

The water sloshed over me and I looked up through it at the sun that shone down.  I felt all floaty.  Something kicked in and I started swimming for the surface.

The second I broke through and my ears cleared I could hear the panicked cries of Nick in the boat.  He was hanging over edge and shouting out into the water.

“Ruth?  Ruth, are you okay?”

I trod water where I was, assessing my body.  I tried to focus on each limb in turn.

“I’m okay,” I said eventually.  “I’m shaken, but I’m okay.”

Nick fired the boat up and steered it slowly towards me, then he shut off the engine and reached out to help me in.  He seemed so capable suddenly.

“Thank you, honey,” I said as he dragged me aboard.

I fell into the boat and then sat across from him in the back seats, beathing heavily and looking at Nick’s concerned expression.

“You lost your jacket,” he said.

“I guess I did.”

I breathed a jet of air up my face and rubbed the water off myself.  Nick’s gaze kept faltering and slipping down my body.

“Are you okay, Ruth?”

“Yes, honey.  Much better for seeing you.”

Nick looked back across the water to the boat that we’d narrowly avoided.  It had sped off in the opposite direction.  The two of us were alone out there, but most importantly we were safe.  I was so glad Nick was buckled in.  The boat even seemed fine.

“We got away with that one, huh?” I said to Nick.

Nick looked elsewhere.  “You need to cover up.”

It was only then that I looked down and noticed my swimsuit had torn right down the middle.  The rip stretched all the way to my navel.  My tits had fallen out and were sitting on display.  Each heavy breath forced them out on my chest.  I don’t mind admitting, but they looked good.

“They’re just breasts, honey,” I said, and the words didn’t sound like mine.

The voice was mine alright, but the way I spoke was sounding different.

“Have my shirt,” Nick said, and he took his t-shirt off and handed it to me.

“No way.  I’m good like this.”

“Ruth ...” he said, and he put it in my hand.

He turned back to the boat to start the engine up again.  I tossed his t-shirt out into the water.

“Oops.”

Nick looked back and saw what I’d done.  “I can’t drive you back to Jace like that.”

“Then don’t.”

“And what, we’ll just float here forever?”

I shrugged.  “Don’t you want to spend some quality time with me?”

“Not when you’re barely dressed.”

“That makes two of us,” I said, nodding to his chest.  Nick’s body had been sculpted in the gym, thanks to a level of motivation that he’d picked up from Jace.  His body looked way more mature than it’s nineteen years.

“We need to get you checked over,” he said.

“You can check me over now if you like.”  I bit my finger and looked under my lashes at him.

The bump on the noggin had given me a level of confidence that I’d never known.  Suddenly I felt sexy and feminine and powerful.

“I’m not a doctor,” said Nick.

“But I can be your patient either way.  Come on.  Come over her and give me the once over.”

Nick shook his head, but he walked over nonetheless.  He put a hand on my face and turned my head, examining it.

“You look okay,” he said.

“Aww, honey,” I fawned.  “That’s the nicest thing you’ve ever said to me.”

“You look fine, Ruth.  I’m surprised.”

“Just keep the compliment rolling,” I giggled.

Nick shook his head.  “I don’t know what you want me to say?”

“Tell me I look good.”

“You look great, Ruth, but that’s not my main concern right now.”

“Do you need to check anything else?” I asked, leaning back and showing him my water-dappled tits.

Nick stared.  For the first time he drank them in.  I imagine it was shocking for him to see his buttoned-down matriarch like this.

I looked too.  They seemed bigger than normal, but perhaps it was just the way they were pushing through the rip in the bathing suit.  My nipples were sharp from the cold, pointing out at Nick like they were picking him out of a line-up.

“Go ahead,” I said, and I shook my chest.  “Check them.”

“This isn’t you, Ruth.”

“It absolutely is.  Touch me.  I’m real, alright.”

Nick looked around.  The lake was big, which makes it even more impressive that I’d managed to almost hit the only other vessel out there.

“There’s no-one around, Nick.  It’s just you a me.”

He looked back at me.

“Go ahead.  Check me over.  Maybe I broke a rib?”

Nick seemed conflicted.  He was wary of coming any closer, but I could see that his cock had already made up its mind.  It sat stiff beneath his small, tight swim-shorts.

“Come on, honey,” I pleaded, and I pushed my tits together to make the cleavage between them fatter.  “Come and check out these big tits.”

I could practically hear Nick’s heart start to beat faster.  He’d never heard me talking like that and I don’t quite know where I’d summoned the confidence.  I guess seeing him stiff like that because of me was a kind of proof that I could still work my magic.

“I should check, really, shouldn’t I?” he asked.

“You absolutely should, honey.”

I jiggled my tits for him to coax him forwards more.  He was like a fish that had caught the glimmer of my lure.

“Give me your hands.  I’ll help.”

Nick was quick to relinquish control.  I guess he could claim he wasn’t responsible if it was me that was doing all the maneuvering.

I took both of his wrists and pulled his hands forwards.  Nick let them settle on my breasts and then he squeezed, all by himself.  I let go and then exhaled, turning my face up to the sun and closing my eyes.

“That’s good, honey.  Check them over.”

Nick squeezed and moved his hands, stroking over my hard nipples and warming my cool tits.  I could tell form his breaths that he was trying to stay calm.

“That’s it, honey.  Massage my tits.”

Nick started to push them together, becoming more confident as he sank into the sin of it all.  We were miles from anyone with only each other as a witness.  I wasn’t going to tell if he wasn’t.  Besides, I wasn’t finished yet ...

“Maybe I need to check you too, honey,” I asked, shaking out my wet hair.  “Maybe you’re injured.”

“I think I’m fine,” Nick said, looking down at himself.  He must have noticed how obvious his erection was, because he turned to the side afterwards and tried to hide it.

“I can check if you’re not sure,” I said, standing.  “Let me look after you.  Please?”

Nick sat in the driver’s seat, and I walked up behind him.  I put a hand on his shoulder and pinched out some of the tension.

“I’m good at looking after guys,” I told him.  “If you’ll let me show you.”

“It wouldn’t hurt to check,” Nick said, raising his eyebrows.  “Would it?”

“Absolutely not.”

He turned himself towards me and I dropped slowly to my knees.  I kept my eyes on his as I started to unfasten the knot of his shorts.  I watched his Adam’s apple bounce as he swallowed.

“It’s important to check these things,” I said, attempting to absolve myself of any real responsibility.  “Stand up.”

Nick did as I said.  I wriggled giddily at his shorts and watched those cut stomach-muscles of his guide my eye further down towards his forbidden packet.

The muscle-lines contoured inwards, and I spied the thickening hair.  My nostrils flared as I took a breath.  I couldn’t help but gasp as I saw the milky, untanned thickness of his cock burst upwards.

It sprang out from his shorts and bobbed in front of me.  It looked beautiful and powerful all at once, like a champion stag that didn’t realize how majestic it looked.

I looked up at Nick to see him staring off into the distance as though he didn’t want to confront reality.

“It’s beautiful,” I hushed, and his gaze shifted down to me.  He met my eyes and smiled.

“Aren’t you supposed to be checking it over?  Making sure it wasn’t damaged in the crash?”

“How careless of me.”

I took him in my grip and moved him carefully, looking down the long barrel and admiring the smooth, clean head.

“It looks untouched,” I hushed.

“It is,” Nick said.

I hadn’t pinned him as a virgin, but I guess his trepidation made sense.  Aside from the fact I was twice his age, Nick seemed unusually uncomfortable about nakedness.  I hoped to rid him of the ailment before we went back to the house.

“I’ll look after you,” I said, talking to his cock as much as him.

I started to stroke gently, hearing Nick’s resolve break above me.  His fists clenched at his side and then finally he let out a soft moan.

“You like it, don’t you?” I smirked.

Nick shook his head but the smile on his face told another story.  “Stop teasing, Ruth.”

“How’s this for not teasing.”

I opened my mouth over the crown and drove his delicious thickness into me.  He gasped above, moaning deeper.  I drove him right to the top of my throat and bathed him in my spit.

My hand jerked the base of his cock, and my mouth worked the top.  I kissed over him, circling my tongue around his swollen crown and then driving him as deep as I could.

He struck the top of my throat, and I felt a further rush of confidence.  I wanted him to go further.  It was rare that I sucked cock, and even my husband had only experienced it on a handful of occasions, but for some reason I wanted to treat Nick better than I’d treated anyone.

I drove him into my gullet and held my breath as I pinched around his thickness.  Nick was making the strangest of noises above me as he got used to my throat.

I pulled back and gasped.  My eyes welled with tears, but my smile showed how happy I was with myself.

“That’s not how all the girls do it,” I laughed, wiping the spit from my mouth against the back of my hand.

“It feels great.”

“The real thing is better,” I teased.  “But this will do for now.”

I moved my mouth over him and then performed my magic-trick again, making him disappear into my neck.  Nick leaned his head back and moaned up at the clear summer’s sky.

“That’s good, Ruth,” he groaned.  “So good.”

His hand came to the top of my head, and I hummed in approval.  I wanted him to take charge.  Slowly he started to move his hips.  I’d have grinned if my mouth wasn’t so full of cock.  Join me in sin, honey.

Nick started to fuck my mouth, using my throat like it was his toy.  He surged down and fattened my neck, then he pulled out of me and started to jerk my thick spit over his cock as I composed myself.

“I want you,” I confessed.

“I want you too, Ruth.”

“Come and have me, Nick.”

I moved away form him and fell back into the seats at the stern.  Nick stepped right out of his shorts.  I reclined and opened my legs, unabashed.

I didn’t even give him time to get comfortable.  I just gripped the crotch of my bathing suit and pulled it over, revealing my pussy to him in an instant.

He stayed in place, his eyes twinkling as he examined me.  I watched him watch me.  My heart raced.  I settled the fabric aside and then started to rub at my clit, keeping my legs spread wide to show Nick how accessible and willing I was.

“Come and have a taste,” I told him.

Nick came forwards now, gripped by the same arousal that had claimed me.  He fell onto all-fours and prowled towards me.

I looked down over his strong back and to that perfect ass of his, but that wasn’t where I should be focusing.  I watched instead at his eager face as it settled between my legs.  He mouthed right over my pussy, claiming all of it in his open mouth and dragging his tongue over me.

“Yes!” I burst.

I felt him drag the cream from my honey-pot and rub it back up against my flayed petals.  His eyes closed and he dined out on me with more intensity and concentration than Jace had ever showed me.  Nick gave just as well as he received, and for the first time I learned of the reciprocity of intercourse.

I wriggled my hips and stared, unable to take my eyes off the sight of Nick’s eager face as he munched on my pussy.  He was so eager to please.

“Just like that,” I encouraged.  “Don’t you stop.”

Nick ate feverishly, tonguing me like he really meant it.  A girl can feel when a guy is into it, and Nick definitely was.  He ate my pussy like he’d been starved of it, and perhaps he had.  Maybe my strait-laced inhibitions had rubbed off on him in the short year he’d been with us.

I used two hands to keep him on me, but Nick would have stayed there regardless.  As if to prove that point, he wrapped his arms under my legs and pulled me onto him further, smudging his maw with my mound.

I felt him suck over me and tickle at my swollen clit with his tongue.  He made it flat and pressed it over me in long licks, then he made a point of it and probed around it like he was fencing it.

My whole pussy swelled as the blood rushed to it.  I’d never felt like that down there before.  It made all his movements seem intense and I couldn’t hold it in.

“You’re gonna make me come!” I whined.  “Oh, Nick!”

I’d heard that voices carried far over the water.  Part of me hoped that my heady cries sailed all the way back to Jace’s ears.

“Suck it, honey,” I begged.  “Suck my pussy!”

Gosh, I never imagined saying those words.  The hit to my head had turned me slutty, and I didn’t want to recover from it.  If this is what I’d been missing out on then sign me up to a lifetime of concussion.

I ran my fingers through his hair and frowned in pleasured anguish as Nick tongued the climax from me.  It drove out of me in powerful waves that moved my whole body.  My thighs trembled and Nick gripped them harder, keen to keep me from wriggling free.

He mouthed and tongued at my core, keeping his face on me as though he was vying for some kind of record in pussy riding.

Finally I pushed him off, unable to stand how sensitive he’d made me.  He wiped his mouth and grinned as he watched my tits bounce quickly on my heaving chest.

“You’ve never done that before?” I asked.

He shook his head.

“You’re a natural.  Now let’s see if you fuck the same.”

I patted my pussy for him, splitting the folds and stroking a finger down towards my wetness.  It was ceaseless.  I didn’t know if it was my doing or Nick’s, but I’d never known myself so soaked.

Nick’s cock was still bolt stiff.  I think he’d enjoyed me getting off almost as much as I had.

“Give me that hard cock, Nick,” I begged.  “Put it in my pussy.  Do it.”

Nick jerked himself a couple of times, as though he was cocking a pump-action shotgun and getting it ready to fire.

He walked forwards and moved over me, targeting my pussy with his cock.  He steered it towards me and I watched down over my tits as he disappeared beneath my soaked fur.

I felt him spread me open and my mouth opened to moan again.  Nick’s lips touched mine and he started to kiss me as he drove his thickness into me.

My eyes rolled back, and I went to another planet, I swear.  I didn’t care how far from God I’d strayed in that moment.  If this was the work of the devil then color me red and give me a set of horns, because I never want to experience anything else but this ever again.

Nick squeezed at my big tits and gripped them, using them for leverage as he upped his pace.  His cock slipped through my lips quickly, picking up my cum and using it as lubricant to ease his passing.

I could feel the contours of his delicious length penetrating me.  He rolled right up through my core, ribbing his way along my insides and tickling every single nerve along his route.

“Fuck me, Nick!  Fuck me!  Fuck me and come inside me!”

He whimpered at that command, but he kept on going.  He let out a growl and powered forwards, slamming his hips against me so hard that I thought he was going to eject me from the boat again.

I felt the full length of him as he dragged himself so far out of me that I could see the thick line of his cock cutting through the scenery behind him.

The lush shoreline beyond was framed between his muscled thighs and the long, thick barrel of his forbidden thickness, but only briefly.  It soon disappeared as he pressed forwards and gave me all of those inches all over again.

“Fuck, Ruth, I’m close.”

“Do it,” I begged.  “Give me your come, Nick, honey.  I want it!  I want it inside me!  I need to feel it.”

“Oh, Ruth!”

“Come!  Fucking come!  Give it me!  Fill me up!  You fuck me better than Jace, you know that?”

“Oh, shit!”

“Yes!  Yes!  All of it!”  I pulled him into me.  “Come!  Come in me!  Now!”

Nick couldn’t deny my demands.  He froze and held his breath, then he let out a moan and pushed his cock deep.  I felt him twitch.

“Come!  Yes!  Yesss!  Ohhhh, yes, that’s it!  Come!  All of it!”

I felt his heat pour into me.  There was so much of it.  Jace didn’t come like that.  I was being treated to the potency of Nick’s youth.  He was healthy and virulent, with lots of cum to give.  Boy, did he give it.

“Oh, Ruth!” he strained, then he started to fuck me again, slamming down hard and displacing the cum from me until he clapped wetly against my puffy pussy.

He kept on fucking me and I started to come again.  My pussy gripped his cock, pinching his thickness.  It was still so stiff that it made me wonder if he’d even came, but when he pulled back his cock I saw the white film of cum that coated it.

“There!” I told him.  “Right there!”

Nick rocked in place, with only the tip inside me.  He breached the muscle, spreading it wide over and over.  My eyelids fluttered and a warm, wholesome smile arrived on my lips.

“Oh, honey!”

I blinked up at him.  Nick dropped his lips to my forehead and kissed me.  It felt so loving, but that wasn’t what I was going for in my bimbofied state.

“Let me taste that,” I snarled, smirking.

Nick looked down at his cock as he pulled it free.  “This?”

I raised an eyebrow and nodded.

He put a foot up on the side of the boat and pushed his hips forwards.  I raced my mouth to him, humming contently as I tasted that sweet saltiness.

He moved into my throat, and I swallowed him up, cupping his balls and pushing them towards my face too.

I gasped off him, letting the cum web across my open mouth.  I could feel it dripping from my pussy too.  I put a hand to catch it, rubbing it back against me as I sucked on his cock one last time.

Nick was still so hard.  I started to get carried away again, jerking him fast.  I don’t know how, but I just knew he had more to give.

He stayed in place, with one leg up over me and his cock pointing down towards me as though he was captaining a huge frigate and leading it into battle.

“Keep going,” he urged.  “That’s it!”

That’s when I knew he was going to come again.  I could sense it in his urgent instructions.  I didn’t know Nick had it in him.

“Pull out my cum, Ruth,” he said.  “Jerk it over your face!”

I gasped at his brashness, but it was no less than I deserved.  I popped my lips over him and smacked them off, jerking him hard and staring right at that eyelet of his as I tried to guess when it might give up its juice.

Nick’s head fell back again, and he groaned.  I felt him stiffen and swell.  This was it.  I pumped hard, smiling like a giddy slut.

“Ruth!” he groaned.

“Come!  Come on my fucking face!”

He stared down, his eyes wide and his face wild.  I glanced up at him and then flinched as the first rope hit me.  It spattered against me warmly, accompanied by a heady groan from Nick above.

He stared down on me and I tried my best to keep my eyes open, yanking out his cum so fiercely that it spun out from his cock in spiraling spatters.

The ropes cascaded over me, covering my face.  I put my lips to the tip of him and kissed, feeling another shot of cum blast up over my face and leave a trail of white in its wake.

I mouthed over him, tasting his nut again, straight from the source.  It turned my mouth velvety and smooth.  I felt proud that I could do that for him and privileged that I’d seen that side of him.

He stroked my hair aside gently, looking down on the image of his cum-covered, mature lover.  It was all his own handiwork, but it must have been tough to take.  He dropped to his knees and held my face, uncaring of the cum that covered it.

“That was incredible,” he said breathlessly, then he put his lips to mine and we kissed hard.

His mouth opened wide and his cum spread between us.  It was so hot how he didn’t even balk at the idea.  He’d covered me in it and showed a progressive disregard for covering himself in it too.

I don’t think Nick was trying to feast on his cum, but he didn’t seem to mind where it went.  He gave me a sloppy, wet kiss and then pulled way, sitting in the driver’s seat.  His cock finally started to flag, calming down.

He wiped at his chin and looked across at me.  Cum dripped form my pussy, and my face was awash with it.  My swimsuit was torn down the middle and pulled aside at my crotch.  I looked a damn mess, but I didn’t care.  I was satisfied for the first time in a long time.

Nick put his shorts on and started the engine.  He moved the vessel slowly and then got out of the seat to reach into the water.  He ringed out his t-shirt and handed it me.

“Cover up,” he said.  “And wash that cum off your face.  We don’t want Jace getting suspicious.”

I grinned.  I kind of did want that, but I’d be good for Nick.

“You’re the boss,” I lied.

THE END
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Bimbofied By My Boss To Take My Friend’s Son
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Deborah Garrison worked for one of the best orthodontists in the whole of Hollywood.  It was ‘Deborah,’ by the way.  Never ‘Debbie.’

She carried herself with the utmost professionalism, which is one of the reasons that Dr. Hancock—who wasn’t a doctor but realized early on that the title gave him an air of importance—had hired her.  If he was going to run a world-class facility, he needed the best people for the job.

Deborah beat-out all the competition.  She aced the interview process and now found herself manning the desk, both as a receptionist and personal assistant to Dr. Hancock.  You see, dentists like Dr. Hancock weren’t always busy.  Their list of clients was comparatively small, but he more than made up for it by the fee he commanded.

On the quieter days Deborah would plan client-visits for Dr. Hancock, or liaise with interior designers, or take and manage deliveries.  Today though, she’d called in a favor.

Her friend’s son Connor had eyed a career in Hollywood, and Deborah had been very supportive.  She’d introduced him to all of the people she had connections with, but part of the feedback was that he needed to fix his smile.

There was nothing wrong with it, per se, but in Hollywood it had to be perfect.  Dr. Hancock was the guy to get it there, but under normal circumstances he wouldn’t be seen dead working on the teeth of someone who wasn’t famous.

He’d say things like, “It’ll affect my brand.”  Deborah was professional.  She understood.  But after years as Dr. Hancock’s assistant, she felt a familiarity that afforded her this one favor.

The doctor had eventually agreed, but on the condition that Connor visited on a quiet day.  Deborah had thanked him and then waited until she was alone to celebrate quietly.  She was reserved as always.

Connor had been ecstatic.  You wouldn’t think anyone would punch the air at the thought of visiting the dentist, but this could be the start of something huge for Connor, and he was ready for it.

On the big day he even dressed to impress.  Deborah had buzzed him upstairs, and even she’d been taken back by how handsome and smart he looked when he entered.  He was wearing a tight-fitting blue suit with an open-collared white shirt beneath it and immaculately polished shoes.  Her friend couldn’t even get Connor to leave the toilet-seat up when she’d lived with him, and here he was pulling out all the stops for a visit to the dentist.

“Nice and early, I see,” Deborah said.

“I didn’t wanna take any risks, Deborah.  Is he in?”

“It’s ‘Mrs. Garrison,’ in here,” she said, keeping things formal.  “The doctor is busy talking to a client at the minute, but he’ll be ready for you at your allotted time.”

Connor adjusted his suit.  “Of course.  Thank you.”

He sat down in the waiting-room chair.  There was only one.  Deborah would plan appointments so that only one person was waiting at any given time.  Actors didn’t want to mingle with other actors generally, if they could help it.

The chair had been picked out by Deborah specially.  It was hand-made and had been flown in from Italy.  All these small details mattered.

Deborah fixed a glass of cucumber-water for Connor and set it on a coaster on the Japanese coffee-table that cost more than most people’s cars.

Connor sipped nervously.  He was apprehensive about meeting Dr. Hancock.  The guy was a legend in Hollywood circles.  He was the guy whose number got traded at high-profile parties.  One time he’d even rejected Tom Hanks because he didn’t like his tone.

As Connor waited, Deborah tended to her e-mails.  As she was clicking through advertising offers and appointment queries, she received an e-mail from Dr. Hancock from the office next door.  He did that from time-to-time.

She clicked on it and was presented with a link to a webpage.  It looked to her like a kind of scam, but Dr. Hancock ran a tight ship.  If he was sending her something like this, it’s because he wanted her to click on it.

She pressed the link cautiously.  The webpage opened.  The screen was black and after a second a high-pitched hum began.

Deborah looked to Connor who seemed oblivious.  The note felt like it was vibrating her very bones, like it had hit the perfect resonance to penetrate her body completely.

She felt her insides turn.  Her eyes rolled in their sockets.  The display on the screen started to show contrasting white lines, moving into view in undulating waves that gave the screen this hypnotic look.

Deborah got lost in the changing patterns, focusing intently on the screen.  She felt as though nothing else mattered.  She hadn’t even heard Connor talking to her.

Eventually she regained herself.  She heard Connor’s voice, foggy at first and then becoming clearer.  Deborah looked to him and gradually her pupils gave him focus.  She was instantly smitten by him.

“Mrs. Garrison?” he hushed. 

“Yes?” Deborah purred.

Connor wasn’t just looking at her face.  His gaze kept faltering downwards, so much so that Deborah had to check herself over, thinking that she might have spilt some lunch on herself.

Instead, she saw a pair of tits that she didn’t remember owning, bunched together and bursting up out of her shirt.  Deborah didn’t know when it had happened, but a couple of the buttons had popped-off completely.  Connor was holding one of them.  He got up and placed it on the desk.

“Are you okay?”

“Sure am, sugar,” she told him.  “Why wouldn’t I be?”

“You ... you kind of went for a second or two there.”

“What do you mean, hon?”

“You didn’t look like you.  You still don’t.  You don’t sound like you, either.”

“I feel like me,” she said, cupping her tits and squeezing them.  “Do I feel like me to you?”

Deborah moved her hands and pressed her chest out towards Connor.  He took a step back cautiously.

“Deborah?”

This time she didn’t correct him.  Instead, she twirled her blonde hair on her finger, blonde hair that had suddenly found itself tied in pig-tails, belying Deborah’s forty-three years.

“When did you change that?” Connor asked.

Deborah couldn’t answer.  She wasn’t even sure what Connor meant.  To her she’d always been this slutty version of herself.  She’d always had feelings for him.

“Sit back down, honey,” she said, and she got up from her chair and clicked her way over towards Connor.

Even her walk had changed.  She swung her ass so much that she could feel it bursting the seams of her tight, pencil-skirt.

It wasn’t lost on Connor either.  He even let Deborah pass him so that he could take a look at her hour-glass figure from behind.  She was walking with so much sass that Connor started to forget who she was.

He could feel his cock twitch as it responded to the woman in front of him.  He was like a hunter, acutely attuned to the prey before him.  What he hadn’t yet realized though, was that Mrs. Garrison was the hunter.

Deborah patted the cushions and fluffed them out for Connor to sit back down and relax.  Neither of them noticed the little camera blinking in the corner of the room.

Connor sat back in the chair and Deborah stayed by his side.  She put a hand on his thigh and rubbed it slowly.

“You just wait her for the doctor, there’s a good boy.”

Connor looked side-eyed at her.  Her cleavage was like a lure, inviting him in.  Connor couldn’t ignore it.  His eyes ventured downwards, and Deborah knew she had him.

“Were you just looking at my tits?” she asked plainly.

“What?  Mrs. Garrison!  No!” Connor lied.

In the room beyond Dr. Hancock was now reclining in his chair and clasping his hands as he watched his masterplan unfold.

“It looked like you were trying to look at my tits,” Deborah continued, and she brought her chin to her chest and looked down at them too.  “I can’t blame you.  They look fantastic, don’t they?”

Connor swallowed nervously and hummed in quiet agreement.  He’d hoped Deborah would sit back in her seat and change back to the woman that he remembered, but there was no chance of that for the moment.

Deborah popped more buttons of her shirt open until she could see the full majesty of her tits beneath.  Her bra was barely doing any of the work.  It was merely cupping a pair of toned, full breasts, the likes of which Deborah hadn’t seen on herself for almost twenty years.

“They do look good, don’t they?” she said aloud, talking to herself as much as Connor.  “Let’s get a better look at these things.”

She pulled back her shirt and Connor sat up in his chair.  He looked around to the exits, then up at Mrs. Garrison.

“You—you can’t do that here,” he said.  “Dr. Hancock might be out soon.”

“I’m sure he’d calm down if he saw these,” Deborah said.  “Just enjoy me, honey.”

She popped the clasp on her bra.  Connor wasn’t about to leave.  He’d waited so long for an appointment that he’d be a fool to squander it now.

Besides, Mrs. Garrison really did have an incredible pair of tits, and he was just as curious as she was to see them uncovered.

Deborah wasted no time.  Only around four men had ever seen her breasts in real-life, which is quite the achievement for a woman in her forties.  Connor was not one of those men.

Connor didn’t turn away now.  The second he clapped eyes on those perfectly formed breasts, he was done for.  Something about how round and full they were made him melt.  They seemed to invite him towards them.

“What do you think?” Deborah asked, and she cupped them and pinched the nipples playfully.  “Look good enough to fuck, don’t they?”

Connor’s eyes almost bulged out of his skull.

“Mrs. Garrison!” he cried, but he was only talking like that because he thought he had to.  Truth be told, Connor wanted to pounce on her, but he knew well enough that guys just didn’t do that to older women like her.

“What?” Deborah asked, playing the fool.  “Are you telling me you wouldn’t like to slide that thick, delicious cock of yours through here?”

Deborah took her index finger and slotted it down between her cleavage as her other hand cupped her breasts and pushed them together.

“Look,” she said, and she stared to Connor to make sure he was witnessing her.

By now Connor’s cock had started stretching down towards his knee, as though it was looking for an escape-route from his pants—pants that were so tight, by the way, that Deborah could practically see the veins in his cock when she finally noticed what was happening.

“Well, would you look at that?” she said.  Deborah no longer kept things to herself.  The link that her boss had sent had stripped her of her inhibitions and instilled a whole new set of values to boot.

Connor realized that she was staring right at his hard cock.  He attempted to cross his legs, but the fabric was so tight that they didn’t afford him that luxury.  They hadn’t been fitted with an erection in mind.

“Don’t hide it, for heaven’s sake,” Deborah said.  “Let a girl see what she’s working with.”

Connor realized things had taken a turn, but he was nothing if not an opportunist.  If Mrs. Garrison was willing to do all of this, who was he to turn her down.

Deborah walked forwards and stared down at his thickness as it grew down the inside of his leg.  She leaned over and rubbed along it, feeling the stiffness beyond.

“That’s because of me, isn’t it?” she asked with a beaming smile.

Her tits hung off her chest like ripe fruit ready to be picked.  Connor was fighting all his urges to not just reach out and grab them.

Deborah seemed to sense this.  She could see it in his eyes.  It was in the way he looked at her, but not really.  His eyes were fixed on hers, but he was staring through her.  His real focus was on the delicious-looking tits that tempted him in his periphery.

“Let me help you, Connor,” she said.

Deborah took him by the wrist and Connor gave her control.  She brought his hand up to her tits and his nostrils flared as he touched them.  He breathed deep.  When Deborah let go of his hand, it didn’t move.

“There you go,” she said, looking down at her breasts.  “We can share each other.”

She started to stroke along Connor’s cock again.  He tried to calm himself with long breaths, but it was no good.  He was trembling with excitement as the aroused, adrenaline-laden blood pumped around his body.

“Let Mrs. Garrison look,” Deborah said, unfastening Connor’s belt.

His pants were stubborn, but Connor was willing to wait as Deborah wriggled them down over his ass.

She didn’t even mean to reveal him yet, but Connor’s suit-pants managed to drag his boxer-shorts down with them.  Deborah gave them such a tug that in one quick instant Connor’s cock had bounced free and slapped back up against his shirt.

Deborah left his pants at his ankles and stood up.  Connor’s hands were back on the armrests.  His knuckles were white as he squeezed them and let Mrs. Garrison assess him.

“My, oh, my,” she swooned, looking at that cut, unblemished thickness of his.  It looked like it was fresh out of the packet.

“Did I do that?” Deborah asked, knowing the answer.

Connor nodded.

“I guess I’d better help calm it down then, hadn’t I?”

The camera in the corner captured it all.  It had the audio of Connor checking himself in and now it had the visuals of Deborah moving to her knees in front of him and grabbing his cock in her hand.

“Calm me down,” Connor whispered.  “Please.”

Deborah smirked.  She grabbed Connor’s cock and pumped it slowly.  “Mrs. Garrison wants to calm you down slowly, okay?”

Connor nodded, but it took everything for him not to bolt right then and there.  Deborah could sense it in how stiff and swollen he was.  She loosed her grip and just watched his cock for a second.

Connor squeezed at the armrests.  His cock twitched.  He tried to think of something else.  His breaths came from him long and deep.

“You just relax,” Deborah said.  “Relax and enjoy me.”

She moved away from Connor, fearful that her proximity might set him off.  She dragged her office chair around the desk and then unzipped her skirt.  It fell from her.

Connor eyed her smooth, long legs.  He looked at where the stockings stopped.  Deborah’s upper thigh was bronzed and inviting.  Her panties looked like they might be see-through from the right angle.

“You just enjoy me for a second,” Deborah said.

She turned away from him and pushed out her ass.  It sat like two full circles strapped to her waist, with the fabric of her panties squeezed between it.

Deborah parted her cheeks and looked back over her shoulder as Connor stared, spying the slight change in color as Mrs. Garrison’s asshole became more visible.

“You’re making me want to do crazy things,” Deborah said, turning back around and pinching at her nipples.  “Crazy things.”

She sat in the chair and split her legs wide, wider than she’d ever sat.  She’d spent a lifetime being demure and protecting herself from even the briefest of panty-slips, but now she wanted to show off.  She wanted Connor to see everything.

So much did she want it, that she viewed her panties as just another obstacle.  She moved the crotch of them over and Connor’s pupils thickened as he spied her slick pussy.

Deborah pointed it right at him so that Connor didn’t have to use his imagination.  From this angle he could see the hood of skin that her pearly clit was poking out from, and then the draping curtains of flesh that led his eye downwards towards her glistening pussy.

Her juices sat on the rim, held there only by surface tension.  Her fingers pressed down her pussy and the tension in her juices broke.  They rolled out and onto the divide between pussy and ass.  Deborah caught it on her fingertip and rubbed it back against her folds.

“You see what I’m doing?” she asked.

Connor could barely say a word.  He just sat there, his cock hard and on display, thankfully still brimming with cum.

“Enjoy me, honey,” Deborah said, and she started to play with herself.

Her fingers moved at times over her clit, working her excitement higher, and then moving further down to hook inside herself.

She’d push them slowly into her and watch Connor’s reaction.  She could see the nuances of pleasure in his face as he tried to keep his temperance.  His body was a cork ready to pop and release all the excitement inside.

“You just watch me now,” Deborah moaned, working herself to climax.

Having his eyes on her like that excited something deep inside her.  She knew somewhere within herself that it was wrong, but neither of them had the courage to come out and say it explicitly.  Instead, they let the naughtiness hang there in front of them.  They used it to thrill themselves further.

“Oh, Connor,” Deborah moaned, approaching release.

Connor could no longer contain himself.  He’d done well to get this far.  He rushed his hands to his feet and removed his shoes, dragging his pants off his ankles.  Afterwards he got up quickly from the chair and moved towards Mrs. Garrison.

Deborah didn’t move, of course.  She just watched, hoping that Connor would do the thing that she wanted most.

“Oh, Mrs. Garrison,” Connor burst finally, and he fell to his knees in front of her and buried his face right over her pussy.

Deborah moved her hands away and held Connor’s head against herself.  She grinded her hips and grunted.

“Yes!” came her growls.  “Good boy!  Eat my pussy!”

Connor did.  He harnessed everything he knew about the act.  He moved his tongue over her, flat at times and pointed at others.  Deborah sat back and basked in it, bunching her tits in her hands and squeezing her nipples as she reclined further on to Connor’s face.

Connor tongued at her pussy and then, under Deborah’s instruction, introduced his fingers to her soaked core.

Deborah felt them and moaned, “That’s it,” to Connor.  She pressed his head back on her and Connor realized quickly that she wanted both his fingers and his mouth on her.

He probed deep, feeling her tight, spongy insides.  Her juices coated him, feeling silky against his digits.  His tongue ran over the swollen, charged flesh.  Deborah’s release was imminent.

“Yes!” she burst, and she started to writhe and moan.

Connor felt her pussy muscles flex around his fingers.  They pinched him, but he didn’t take himself out yet.  Instead, he continued to lick and tongue her, yearning to please her as best he could.

“Oh, Connor!” she wailed, uncaring for her boss in the room beyond who watched it all.

Connor pulled out and drew his head back to watch.  Deborah’s pussy moved all by itself now, flexing and pulsing out her climax.  The juices dribbled out from her, and Connor felt the impossible desire to penetrate her.  It was what Deborah wanted of course.

When Connor got to his feet with a cock harder then ever and held it at the hilt, Deborah couldn’t hide her smirk.

“Fuck me,” she begged, breathless.  “Fuck me and come inside me!”

Connor could barely speak.  He was being driven by pure instinct now.

Deborah hooked her heel on his ass and pulled him into her.  He moved his cock to her pussy and pushed it through the muscle, feeling that warm embrace around his shaft.

Deborah felt him fill her far better than his fingers had.  His cock gave her this wholesome, heady feeling, as though she’d just received everything she’d ever wanted in life.

She ran her hands over his back and pushed his jacket off his shoulders.  Connor started to fuck her, pushing the chair backwards until it hit the desk and stayed put.

He unfastened the buttons of his shirt and opened it, revealing his film-star body to her.  Deborah hadn’t even noticed that Connor was in such good shape, but then there were a lot of things about Deborah that Connor was only just realizing too.

“I want your cum, honey,” Deborah said, stroking her hands down her his washboard abs.  “I want it inside me!”

Connor fucked her hard, slamming his hips down against her so that his pubic bone struck and jostled her clit.

He ran the full length of himself through her, drawing himself out of her like an unsheathed sword.  His cock was covered in the white film of Mrs. Garrison’s cum that he’d helped to coax free with his mouth.

Deborah’s eyes rolled back in their sockets.  She was at Connor’s mercy now, having somehow flipped the tables completely.

She opened her eyes and stared straight into his.  She wanted him to know that she really meant it.

“I want your fucking cum,” she snarled.

Connor nodded.

“I want you to pump every drop inside me, you hear?  I want to be dripping with your seed.”

Connor swallowed and closed his eyes to focus.  His instructions were clear.

Connor rocked through her smooth lips, focusing on how her insides massaged his taut, smooth crown.  He suddenly felt more sensitive than ever.  Instead of pounding against her pussy, Connor started to rock slowly.

It would have been barely noticeable, except Connor had found that delicious biting-point between her pussy’s embrace and his withdrawal.

He popped through her over and over, expanding that muscle of hers and giving Mrs. Garrison that terrific ache over and over.

She moaned for him, yearning to feel him hit her deep.  Connor did just that, giving her his full inches suddenly and letting her know quickly just how big he was.

“Yes!” she burst, and she felt the immediate flutter of climax begin anew.

But this time Connor wasn’t focused on it.  He was focused on his own release, and it was about to begin.  His balls had pulled tight to the base of his cock and his head had gone light and fuzzy.

“Mrs. Garrison!” he cried, and he pulsed within her.

Deborah felt it and rubbed at her clit.  Her pussy pinched him over and over as though it was trying to push him out, but Connor was going nowhere.

He throbbed out his cum inside her, sending thick volley after thick volley.  Each of his ropes were announced by a heady moan, the likes of which Deborah had never heard leap from his lungs.

“Oh, Mrs. Garrison, I’m coming!” he wailed.

Deborah didn’t need to be told, but it was hot regardless.

“Fill me up,” she begged.  “All the way!  Every drop!”

He ached out his seed and each moan lost its intensity, along with the volume of each burst of spunk.  Eventually he was merely breathing hard, his cock still twitching slightly but with nothing left to offer.

Deborah’s core relaxed gradually too and she blinked up at Connor as though the two of them had just awoken from a crazy dream.

“Good boy,” she told him, holding his cheek.

Connor pulled back and the shame of the act descended on him.  However, he wasn’t shameful enough to ignore the view of his seed spilling out of Mrs. Garrison’s pussy.  That was an image that would live with him forever.
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