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About This Book

Strait-laced milfs break bad, transforming into big-breasted, blonde-haired bimbos with a very sexy point to prove!  Don’t think these women have it in them?  Guess again!  The milfs in this bundle are taking every drop and more from their surprised counterparts!
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“That’s my cum,” she announced, and she raced her lips quickly over the tip of his rock-hard cock.

Caleb’s mouth opened in shock and awe.  He felt his thickness fill her mouth, with her lips pinching tight around him and her tongue washing the cum from off his cock.

She pulsed her muscle along the underside of Caleb’s forbidden stiffness, teasing the nerve-endings and sending shivers through his body.

Instantly Chelsea could feel her pussy turn damp.  Her crotch became sticky with excitement as she tasted the spent cum of her lodger, all salty and bitter and delicious.

“Hmm,” she cooed, smiling up at Caleb and slurping the cummy saliva back into her mouth.

She giggled.  “This is all for me.”

Caleb shook his head in disbelief.  Chelsea was a completely different person, but Caleb was still the same sexually inexperienced, horny adolescent that he’d always been.  He ran his fingers through Chelsea’s lush, blonde hair.  It seemed fuller and silkier.

Chelsea pushed her lips down and took Caleb in her throat.  He felt the pinch of her gullet around him as he entered her windpipe, but Chelsea barely flinched.

She didn’t know what had given her the idea to try deep-throating.  She just felt inexplicably compelled to do it by forces outside of her control.  It was as though the lingerie itself had given her a set of bimbo-like superpowers that were hers to wield and control.

She had the power to make a guy come without touching him, and now she had the power to take him deep in her throat, as though her mouth was a pussy that could accept every inch of what Caleb had to provide.

And shit, Caleb had enough to provide.  His cock was as big as it was ever going to get.  It looked powerful and beautiful to Chelsea, and the idea of being able to take all of it inside her was a turn-on in itself.

She rubbed at the crotch of her lingerie as she choked on Caleb’s cock, pulling back with a gargle of spit before jerking the thick saliva against him.

He looked down in wonderment, unable to discern which of the clear, thick liquid was spit and which of it was cum.

“That’s good, Ms. Sheridan,” whined Caleb.  “So fucking good.”

Chelsea didn’t even think to scald him.  She could forgive him a curse-word if Caleb could forgive her sudden bout of lust.

She jerked Caleb in front of her, watching his cock closely.  Caleb stood there, unsure of what to do with himself.  All he knew was that the blowjob was incredible, and that a second climax was looming on the horizon.

Chelsea seemed to sense it.  She pulled her fist of Caleb and just stared at his cock as it stood suspended in arousal, pointing at the ceiling and twitching.

“You want to know what Ms. Sheridan’s pussy feels like?” asked Chelsea excitedly.

Caleb nodded.  Of course he did.
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Chelsea Sheridan was a go-getter with a naughty secret.  Being a mature woman in business, she conducted herself a certain way, never revealing too much of herself or showing more of her fun side than she felt necessary.

But Chelsea knew herself, and she knew she had a naughty side that she worked hard to keep as buttoned-down as her personality.

Her lodger Caleb saw it at times, but even that was rare.  He might spy her singing into a whisk while baking on a Sunday morning, or boogying to some music when the moment took her.  He’d lived with Chelsea for just over a year after she’d decided to make use of the space she wasn’t using in her home.

Chelsea Sheridan, or Ms. Sheridan to those who didn’t know her, had taken a lot of calculated risks in her career, and almost all of them had paid off.  She worked on an innate instinct for business, knowing just when and how to market something, or when to pull the plug on something that wasn’t worth her efforts.

Caleb was of an age where he’d started to appreciate these things and Chelsea saw something in him.  At nineteen Caleb was being primed subtly by Chelsea for a seat at the table of her sprawling empire, but first he had to come to terms with the business.

You see, Chelsea Sheridan sold lingerie, and not just any kind.  She prided herself on the range her company ‘Skintight’ offered, catering to all sizes and skin shades.  Skintight had really shaken up the lingerie game, becoming a household name thanks to an aggressive social media presence.

Men loved watching the quick, snappy videos that Chelsea put out, fitting her models of various shapes, sizes and colors into the sexiest products that each platform would allow.  Women loved it too, finding confidence in Chelsea’s range of outfits and eager to explore her website without fear of ridicule.

Caleb had been getting familiar with his Chelsea’s products long before she began vetting him for her business.  He’d intercept packages or—in the company’s earlier days—venture into the spare room to finger through the packages of lacy, racy garments.

Chelsea had never confronted him, but on more than one occasion she’d found lingerie out of the packet and covered in silvery streaks that she had to wash off.  Caleb was human after all.

That day Chelsea had a new shipment arrive.  Having not been able to receive the item during the week, she’d opted to have it delivered to her home rather than the business.

She clapped her hands excitedly after she’d put the package down on the dining-room table.  Caleb looked over from his spot on the sofa, which he often occupied.

“What is it?” he asked, trying to seem innocent but secretly incredibly curious.

“It’s our new range,” Chelsea beamed.  “Sheer.”

“Huh?”

“Sheer,” repeated Chelsea, then she pulled a face.  “I don’t suppose you could help a girl out, could you?”

Caleb pointed to the television as though that was enough of an excuse.

“You can come back to that.  Please.  I just need an hour.”

“An hour?!”

“This would really go down well with the boss,” Chelsea said, and she injected the stern sass that she was known for.  It usually got results.

Caleb felt the sting of her judgment and got up from the couch.

“What do you need?” he asked.

Chelsea pulled her lips over her teeth and thought how best to phrase her request.

“I don’t have a photographer, and I need these items on the website by tonight,” she said, hoping Caleb might fill in the blanks.

“Right ...”

“So I need someone to take photos ...”

“Right,” he said, the penny finally dropping.  “How come you can’t do it?”

Chelsea swallowed.  “Because I’m going to be wearing them.”

All Caleb could do was stare.  He looked across the open-plan living-room at Chelsea and tried desperately not to imagine her wearing some of the lingerie he’d masturbated to in the past.

“You want me,” he began, talking slowly to make sure everything was clear.  “To photograph.  You.”

Chelsea nodded.  “Please, honey.  It’d mean a lot.  I’ve promised this new range will launch on Monday, and I’ve got a hell of a campaign centered around it already.”

“Do I have to see you naked?”

Chelsea scoffed.  “No!  Of course not.”

Caleb bought the lie.  Chelsea would have called it a ‘half-truth.’

“An hour?” he checked.

“One hour.”

“Alright then.”

Chelsea whooped as Caleb got up from the couch.  He was wearing his basketball shorts and an equally loose-fitting T-shirt that hid his muscles.  At around eighteen Caleb had gotten into weightlifting, and a year later he was quite the dish.  Chelsea’s friends teased her about him something rotten, but she insisted she was only letting him stay with her to help him out.

Chelsea led the way to the spare room.  She photographed the women in here as they modelled her items.  It was a fun, bright space that Caleb was practically barred from.

He took a cautious look around the room as he entered.  Racks of naughty clothes sat off to the side of the room.  He had to temper himself instantly as his mind started to wonder about all the attractive women who had passed through here.

“So, this is where the magic happens?” he asked.

“I take photographs, Caleb.  There’s no magic.  You’ve seen our Insta.”

Caleb smirked awkwardly.  He’d seen the Insta alright.

“Look away, Caleb,” Chelsea said, and she waved her hand in his direction.

Caleb sighed and faced the wall.  He could hear Chelsea undressing behind him, but he was still imagining all of the other women who’d been stood in that room.

Chelsea looked at the back of his head as she dropped her jeans and dragged them off her ankles.  It was surreal to be stood naked behind him like that, and she might be forgiven for thinking the thick erection that was beginning underneath his shorts was because of her.

Chelsea looked after herself.  She visited the gym too and was quite a health-nut when it came to her diet.  At forty-three she looked great, but she put her successes down to her business acumen and nothing else.

She opened the box of Sheer and found something her size.  It was then that she noticed the mirror bouncing a reflection right towards Caleb’s face.

She saw his eyes look away immediately, but he’d already seen more of her than he’d ever imagined.  It was just the briefest glimpse of nipple, but it was enough for Caleb.

He clenched his fists and tapped his feet, looking off to the corner of the room and willing his erection to go down.

Chelsea started to turn red with embarrassment, but then she remembered what she was about to wear.  She hadn’t told Caleb, but Sheer was exactly that.  The fabric was see-through, and she knew it looked its best without underwear.  She’d hide that for her socials in the edit.

The first item that Chelsea donned was a bra and panties with stockings and suspenders, all with a pinkish hue and all sheer, apart from the crotch of her underwear.

As the fabric rubbed over her smooth skin and settled into place, she started to feel her confidence grow.  It hugged her in all the right places and got her engines revving in ways she hadn’t anticipated.  Chelsea rarely had the opportunity to wear her own lingerie, but she would now make more time to do so.  She felt exhilarated.
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