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

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

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

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

“I—I guess I’d ... go down on you?”

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

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

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

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

“Michael ...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Now?” he asked.

Mary nodded.  “Come with me.”
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“There must be something you want, Donnie,” I demanded, exasperated.  His birthday was now only a day away and he hadn’t let on a single thing.

“I just don’t feel like I need anything, Mrs. Jones,” he said, lying on the couch and idly playing with his phone.

“It’s not what you need, Donnie, it’s what you want.”

“I want a lot of things.”

“Like what?!” I begged.

He looked up from his phone with a smile.  He seemed to enjoy tormenting me like this.

“Let’s see,” he began, placing his phone beside him and looking up into the corner of the room.  “What do I want?”

I shook my head and sighed, trying not to smile.  He was so frustrating but I couldn’t help but like the guy.  He'd lived here for a year now after his parents kicked him out.  He was officially a man in my eyes and there was no greater proof of that than the fact a lot of my friends had the hots for him.

“I want a car, a house, a girlfriend, a blowjob, a pool ...”

“Donnie, be realistic.”

“Just a blowjob then,” he said, with a twinkle in his eye.

“You’re unbearable,” I gasped, but as his gaze lingered on me I couldn’t help but feel his request was genuine.

“Well then I guess I don’t know,” he said, shaking the thought from his mind.

“I’ll see what I can do.”

“About the blowjob?” he said, becoming excited again suddenly.

“Stop it,” I said sternly.  He seemed to take me seriously for a second.  He bit his tongue and did as I asked.

In the silence that followed I had the craziest of ideas that I tried to shake off before it took root.  In my mind I imagined surprising him tomorrow morning by sliding under his sheets and giving him the blowjob he so desperately craved.  But I couldn’t do that, could I?  I was twice his age!

“I guess you’re on your own,” he shrugged.

I gave one final sigh and left the house to head for the mall.  I scoured the stores hoping something would catch my eye but nothing really seemed to fit.  All the while my mind kept drifting back to the sinful image and in the car on the way home I found myself fantasizing about it.

It was so vivid that when I returned back to the house I could scarcely look at Donnie.  All that afternoon I was imagining his cock sliding into my mouth and now I was cooking him dinner!

I decided to sleep on it but all throughout the night I kept having these intense dreams that made my pussy salivate and my heart beat fast.

When I awoke it was as though I’d already made the decision.  I donned the sexiest items of lingerie I had and slinked down the hall to Donnie’s room, opening the door with some trepidation and wondering what the hell I was letting myself in for.

“Happy birthday, Donnie,” I said, loud enough to wake him.

He let out a croak as he stirred and sat up looking to the door.  In an instant his entire face opened up and he became wide-awake out of nowhere.

“Is this real?” he asked, rubbing his eyes.

I smiled and looked down myself.  I had on this one-piece, full-frontal, sheer-black garment that hugged me tight over the contours of my curves.  I felt sexy just wearing it, but Donnie’s reaction made me feel even sexier.

“Mrs. Jones?” he gasped, and I could see from his fat pupils that he was enjoying the view.

“Happy birthday, mister” I said again, and I sauntered into the room with a confidence I never knew I could muster.

Donnie sat up in bed and looked over the sheets at me, his mouth hanging open in shock.

“Cat got your tongue?” I asked, and I sat close beside him.

His eyes wandered down my neck and to my plunging cleavage.  He swallowed hard and took a deep breath as he looked over me.

“You’re ... hot,” he said eventually, and I felt my heart swell at his compliment.

“You think I'm hot, Donnie?” I asked, wanting him to repeat the sentiment.

“Look at you,” he said, taking the moment to trail his eyes over me again.

I felt so sexy all of a sudden.  It felt as though I could have anything I wanted.

“What is this?” he asked.  “Why are you dressed like that?”

“It’s your present,” I said.  “I thought it was what you wanted.

“I didn’t think you’d actually do it!”

“Well then it really is a birthday surprise.”

“Jeez, Mrs. Jones,” he said, sliding a hand down his face.  “Are you sure I’m not still dreaming?”

“Let’s find out,” I said, and I started to pull the covers off his body.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“It’s time for your present,” I said.

I stared down at his tight boxer-shorts and the huge bulge beneath them, raising my eyebrows with surprise.

“Where have you been hiding this, Donnie?”

“Mrs. Jones!” he shouted, pulling the duvet back up over him.

“Don’t you want your present?” I said, all coquettish and slut-like.

“The blowjob?” he asked.

“Don’t try and tell me you weren’t being serious,” I said, raising an eyebrow and pulling down the duvet again.

“You’re not gonna quit are you?”

“Not until you get your present,” I said, and I dropped my body onto the bed now, putting my face close to his crotch.

“Damn, Mrs. Jones,” he said, as though he couldn’t deny me now.

“Want to take it out for me?” I asked, then I tickled the bulge with one of my nails.

I watched it shift beneath the fabric as the blood pumped it to life.

“That’s fucking hot,” I gasped, watching the awakening at his crotch.

It swelled until it started to stretch under the waistband, then he moved his hand to cover it.

“You’ve got nothing to be shy about,” I said, giggling.  “Here, let me help you.”

I put my fingers on the waist of his boxer-shorts and he tensed up.  His hand moved to grab mine but he stopped just before contact, freezing as though his body was taking over his mind.

“Fuck,” he said, and there was an element of defeat in his voice.

I took my cue to pull his briefs down and that’s when I watched his huge, magnificent cock roll out.  I grabbed it with my hand and immediately felt my inhibitions run away from me.  My heart raced at the situation and the naughtier I got the more and more my imagination ran away from me.

“A nice birthday blowjob,” I said, grabbing his big cock in my hand and wrapping my fingers around him.

I opened my mouth and gave the tip of him a big, wet kiss, listening to him suck in a gasp of breath as he covered his face with his hands.

“Happy birthday, to you,” I started to sing, kissing him intermittently as I said the words.  I put more and more of him in my mouth until I could feel his thickness at the top of my throat.  To have his flesh in my lips like that felt incredible, and it seemed to awaken something inside me.

“It’s quite a small gift though,” I said, rolling my tongue around the sensitive head of his cock.  “I feel like I could give you a little more.”

“Like what?” he said, breathing quickly and struggling to make eye-contact with me.

“My asshole.”

I don’t know where the idea came from but it was out of my lips before I could make sense of it.

“I’ve never fucked an ass before,” Donnie said, and I could hear the excitement in his voice.

My nerves had returned with a vengeance but now that I’d made the suggestions I could hardly take it back, especially on his birthday.

“Well I’ve never been fucked in the ass before,” I said, my mouth full of saliva as I placed him back inside me.

I sucked on him with a passion and intensity that I’d never felt for years.  It was a different kind of blowjob than I was used to giving.  It was sensual, loving and tender and it was all for Donnie.

“Sound like a plan?” I asked, rolling my tongue over the soft-pink head of his delicious cock.

“It sounds perfect,” he said.  Donnie didn’t need too much convincing.

I pushed him into my mouth until I could feel him at the top of my throat, then I pulled all the way off him and started to beat him slowly in my fist.

I snarled and sucked in breath through my teeth as I quickened my pace, running my fist over his wet flesh with fresh vigor.  The idea of him in my asshole was sparking something inside me.  I started to yearn for it.

I moved a hand down the side of my body and over the curve of my ass, grabbing my cheek and pulling it open so I could tease a finger inside.

I shifted the panties of the lingerie over and started to tease a finger into my tight knot as I put his thickness back in my mouth.  I wanted to give myself a quick trial run.

I sucked him with loving moans and started to feel my pussy become wet as I fingered my asshole.  To my relief the sensation felt good and I only hoped that Donnie’s cock would feel even better.

He started to writhe in the sheets and moan as my blowjob intensified and I decided to slow up a little.  If he bolted in my mouth now the whole present would be ruined.

“I don’t want you getting carried away,” I said, sucking my lips off him and looking up into his face.

He looked down and sighed in disbelief, sitting up on the bed now and working his boxer shorts down his leg.

I helped him take them off his ankles, then I stood beside the bed and gave him a little twirl.  “What do you think?”

“I never knew you had such a great figure,” he said.

I ran my hands down the sides of my body and then brought them up to my tits, bunching them in my hands and squeezing them together.  I watched Donnie enjoy the show, his mouth dropping open as my tits bounced in front of him.

“You want these in your mouth?” I asked, and I rubbed them against each other.

“I do,” he whispered, taking up his cock and slowly sliding it through his palm.

Watching him play with his hard dick was a sight to behold.  My eyes affixed themselves to it as I started to unfasten the lingerie and pull it forwards off my shoulders.

I felt my tits fall loose and Donnie’s eyes opened even wider still.  My hands took them again and I toyed with my nipples for him, turning them stiff as his attention grew.

I moved towards the bed and dropped my tits onto his face.  I felt the smooth skin of his cheeks on them and then his hand moved up to them to hold them.

I watched his muscled stomach tense as he breathed, then I felt his tongue race over my nipple until it turned stiff in his mouth.

I let out a soft moan and looked down at that big dick of his as it sprawled up over his navel.  My hand took in again and I started to pump him slowly, keeping him hard while he sucked on my big tits.

Donnie was a messy eater and soon my breasts were wetter than my pussy.  His saliva was washed all over them but I didn’t mind one bit.  We’d get much naughtier than that from here on out.

“Wanna taste my pussy?” I asked, hoping his answer was yes.

“Of course,” he said, as though there was never any doubt.  “I’d love to see it.”

Again I stood beside the bed and this time I pushed the lingerie down off my legs until I was completely naked beside him now.  I gave him another slow spin and ran my hands over my body as I did so, turning my big ass to him and opening it wide to give him a brief glimpse of what was to come.

I jumped into bed with him and felt the warmth of his body against mine.  I giggled as I pulled him close and soon our lips were almost touching.

I bridged the divide and placed my mouth on his, opening it as he started to kiss me and feeling his tongue slide inside me.  It was so sinful and naughty but it felt like the most natural thing in the world.  It was kind of scary how easy it was to commit such an act.

Donnie’s hands started to explore my body and I was kind of proud of his blossoming curiosity.  He wandered his fingers delicately over my tits and circled my nipples playfully, making me giggle and push myself onto him more.

He started to move his hands slowly down my stomach, looking at my face and studying my expression carefully.

“Go on,” I pushed, and he scaled then next few inches quickly until very suddenly his fingers were at my wet petals.

“That’s it,” I purred, closing my eyes to his touch.

He split my lips wide and cruised his finger along the glossed channel, pushing it down towards my sticky O and curling it inside.

When he pushed it through my lips I gasped with delight, pulling him close to me and giving him a loving kiss.

Donnie worked his fingers inside me now with greater purpose and it felt amazing to have him explore me like that.  I could feel his confidence growing by the second.

He smoothed my juices up over my delicate flesh and I tugged on his big cock, desperate to feel it pierce me.

Donnie brought his fingers up to my face and I quickly put my mouth over them, tasting my own juices and then kissing his mouth as if to transfer it to him.

“Enjoy?” I asked, licking my lips.

“You taste good,” he said, and he quickly put his fingers back inside me so he could repeat the process.

This time I watched as he put his fingers in his own mouth, and before I could say anything he was disappearing beneath the duvet.

He moved quickly down my body, leaving one or two kisses on route.  I turned over on to my back as he descended and then I felt his hands pushing my thighs wide as he approached my delicate flesh.

He mouthed over it with a big kiss and I started to gasp for breath immediately, taken away by the sensation of his busy tongue across my sensitive skin.

I felt my pussy swell and moisten for him.  He kissed and flayed his tongue over me and then my clit began to stiffen as my arousal grew.

In no time at all I was gasping and panting, running my fingers through his hair and keeping his head firmly at my crotch.

“That’s so fucking good, Donnie,” I said, and it was then that he chose to drive his fingers back inside me.

The sensation of his mouth on my pussy and his fingers inside it were too much to handle at once.  I started to lose my breath, gasping long and loud as a glorious moan crept out of me.

Donnie continued in earnest and soon I was a breathless mess of ecstasy, writhing under his sheets as his mouth took the climax from me.

It coiled out of me powerfully and I started to grind on him now.  My clit was so sensitive that each brief touch sent a violent jolt of bliss surging through me.

I gasped breathlessly and then felt Donnie’s finger move to my asshole suddenly.  He toyed with my knot and pushed my cum over it gently, causing me to shriek with delight.  I couldn’t believe how confident he was and his playful mood was infectious.

“I fucking want you now,” I said and Donnie moved back up my body until his face popped above the covers.

He was flushed red and I could see the juices of my pussy strewn across his chin.  I wiped at his face and kissed him, tasting myself on his lips.

He nudged my legs wide as he put himself between them, and then I felt the thick head of his cock being smoothed along my flesh.

I tensed and giggled.  “It’s too sensitive,” I said and Donnie almost looked disappointed.

“I can wait,” he said, but I didn’t want him to.  He was rock hard and ready for me, and now so was I.

“Put it in my ass,” I whispered, and I turned my back to him.

“Are you sure?”

“Fuck my ass, Donnie,” I begged, and I pushed it out towards him.

He shuffled close to me and spooned against my body, then I felt his cock running over my wet flesh and desperately seeking out the tight aperture.

I reached back and took control, guiding him towards the closed muscle and placing him on it.

“There you go,” I whispered, and he slowly started to push forwards and open me up.

I pushed back on him and my mouth dropped open as I stifled a moan.  My eyebrows furrowed and I felt the pain of his big cock as it stretched me wide.

My asshole gasped open around him reluctantly and I felt his inches start to drive inside me.  The sensation was strange and I could feel it at the bottom of my stomach, but there was no denying how good it started to feel.

The pain was subsiding fast and behind it sat a layer of pleasure that I’d never explored before.  There felt as though there was something so loving about letting Donnie fuck my ass, but the idea of a huge dick in my butt was never one that I considered romantic.

He thrust himself forwards until his hips clapped against my ass, burying himself into me as far as he could.  My muscle hugged him tight and he started to feel at home inside me.

“That feels so fucking good, Mrs. Jones,” he whispered, and I felt his hot breath on my neck.

“I know, honey,” I said.  “Now fuck me like you mean it.”

He seemed a little surprised by the sternness of my words, but when he drew his cock out of me and rammed it back home I started to moan long and loud for him.

“That’s it, Donnie,” I said, pushing back on him to meet his thrust.  “Fuck my ass good!”

I threw my hair about my head as I lost myself to his sinful thrusts, feeling that huge, thick cock of his spear my tight asshole over and over and over.

Donnie gripped my butt and pushed himself into me as fast as he could, fucking me like he’d been waiting years for the opportunity.

He ravaged me right then and there in his bedroom and it was a moment neither of us would ever forget.  His cock started to slide through the ring of muscle easier as I grew accustomed to him and soon I was gasping with delight, close to yet another climax.

“Fuck my ass, baby,” I groaned.  “I want you to cum inside me.”

“In your asshole?” he staggered, trying to find time to breathe.

“In my ass,” I begged.  “Cum in my asshole, Donnie.”

He let a slap down on my butt as he found another measure of confidence, then started to fuck me with long, quick strokes that saw the whole of his dick surge through my asshole in milliseconds.

“That’s it, baby,” I cried, moving a hand behind me and pulling him onto me.

He tore through my asshole again and again and I could tell from his gasping breaths that he was close.

“Do it, Donnie,” I mewled.  “I want it, baby, I want it.  I want your fucking cum.”

“Oh, Mrs. Jones, I’m close,” he cried and then the slapping of his balls disappeared as they pulled tight to the hilt of his shaft.

His rhythm was staggered now as the thought of climax filled his mind.  He started to writhe and squirm himself through my tight ass, losing himself to the mounting pleasure.

“Cum in my ass,” I said, over and over.  “I fucking want it!”

He built his thrusts to a crescendo and then froze at the peak of it as I braced myself.

“Give it me,” I said, and just as the words left my lips I felt him throb inside me.

Soon after there followed a flurry of warm, sticky love, shooting from the tip of his dick with each spasm.  It fired deep inside me and filled my asshole quickly until the whole thing was a sticky, delicious mess.

Donnie’s cock rocked slowly inside me, and I pulled him onto me so he could send his cum deeper.  He filled my asshole to the brim and it started to flow out of me as he pushed himself back inside once or twice more.

I could tell from his soft, heady moans that he was at the height of euphoria, and with his warm, loving seed inside me I had to say I was pretty close to heaven myself too.

“Happy birthday,” I said back to him with a smile, and he let out a laugh of disbelief.

“Happy birthday to me,” he said and we both giggled.

I rocked forwards and squeezed his girth out of me, feeling my asshole tighten quickly after it as if to lock his seed inside me.

“That was perfect, Mrs. Jones,” he said, and I rolled over to kiss him.

I lay in his bed next to him and kissed him softly, watching him relax until he was asleep beside me.  I put my body around his and lay with him for an hour or so, enjoying the post-coital glow that we both seemed to exude.

I bit my lip and smiled to myself at how naughty I was, letting it flourish as I appreciated how naughty Donnie had been in return.  I hoped it was a birthday he could remember.

THE END
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It was good to have him back.  Caleb had been at college for the past few months and it’s safe to say I missed him—not least because of the increased workload on my market stall.  He’d helped out for years, but now he was nineteen he’d started to make his own way in life.

I ran Blooming Good; a stall in the local, indoor, public market.  We sold flowers and plants and everything in between.  ‘For all of your horticultural needs,’ our slogan read.

Over the years we’d built up a good following.  I think people were more inclined to support an independent, local business, especially now.

To begin with Caleb was an awkward kid but with a solid frame on him.  Now though, he was the main event.  There had been a definite uptick in female visitors since Caleb had turned eighteen.  He was the hunky gardener that the women flocked to.  Just so long as they also bought something too, that was fine by me.

So with Caleb back from college I’d have been a fool to pass up the opportunity to reemploy him.  Besides, he needed some extra cash.  College hadn’t exactly been kind on his bank balance.

“It’s good to have you back, honey,” I told him that morning across the stall.

“It’s good to be back.”

I sighed dreamily.  “I can’t believe how much you’ve blossomed—if you’ll pardon the pun.”

“Enough of that, Mrs. Kennedy,” he said wryly.

“My sweet little hunk.”

I pinched his cheek playfully and he swiped my hand away with a laugh.  “Don’t make me quit on my first day back.”

Just then a van pulled in to the main foyer, a little ways from our stall.  We got our deliveries daily from a local supplier.

“Can you give me a hand with this, sweetie?” I asked Caleb.

He stopped spraying the plants and came to help.

As the van door opened Caleb let out a whoop.  “Jeez, you guys really are busy now.”

“Business is booming.  I might even need a third pair of hands.”

“Mr. Kennedy’s back’s still shot, huh?”

“He won’t be working for a while.  We can manage though.  I think.”

Caleb lifted one of the planters from the van and strained.  “I can see why his back didn’t last!”

“Honey, use the roller!”

“I’ve got it, Mrs. Kennedy.”

Caleb walked away, his muscles bulging under his plaid shirt.

“Now that’s a man,” the lady driving the truck said as she leant against it.

“He’s nineteen,” I told her.  She barely flinched.

“Shame.”

“Why?”

“It means you’ll have to teach him how to fuck.”

My mouth hung open in shock.  She started to laugh and so did I.
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