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“Eat my pussy, Liam,” I mewled, grinding back and forth across his busy mouth now.

Liam slurped away, then his hand came up and he pulled the crotch of my panties aside.  When his mouth clasped over me I let out a huge squeal of delight.  The sensation of his flesh on mine felt incredible, especially after we’d teased at it for so long.

“Oh, that’s it, baby,” I whined, looking down over my sweater.

I leaned forward and pulled my top up over my head, tossing it down onto the floor below and sitting above him in only my bra.

Liam’s eyes opened and he stared up at my tits, but his tongue worked busily out of sight.  We kept our eyes locked on each other, his pupils sparkling as he drove me to heights of ecstasy that I didn’t think existed.

My whole pussy had swollen beyond measure by this point.  I don’t think I’d ever been more aroused.  Liam looked as though he was in his element, busily exploring my folds with his tongue and sucking on my clit as though he knew exactly what he was doing.

His hands held my ass and he squeezed as he fed on me.  I groaned loud each time and cupped my tits in my bra, pushing them together and feeling the impending release approach.

“I’m gonna fucking cum,” I gasped, unclasping my bra and tossing it away.

Liam ate from me faster and I bounced along his face, letting his tongue explore every inch of my sex—from the soaking wet honey-put at the base to the stiffened pearl at the top.

I squeezed at my tits again, gasping in air to fuel the fire of desire inside me.  My nipples stiffened and my whole body tightened up as I held my breath.

“Yes,” I hushed, and I felt a swell of electricity surge within.

I exhaled and then the flood-gates opened.  Each breath was hard and deep and it brought with it a contraction inside me that made me buck wildly across Liam’s face.  He ate quickly, excited too by the pleasure that he’d managed to coax from me.

I leant back and looked down into his eyes.  My face was painted in pleasured anguish, reveling in the orgasm that blasted through me in waves.

I turned to look and saw that Liam’s cock was still rock hard and I wanted it now more than ever.  Liam had done the business on the outside of my pussy, but the yearning to be filled for the first time was overwhelming.

“Fuck yes, Jess,” he said, with uncharacteristic gusto.  I think the fact that he’d seen a totally different side to me was giving him confidence to show me more of his hidden side.

“Fuck, I want you,” I cried, leaning over him and kissing his face.

I could taste my own sweet juices on his messy mouth and we shared them in the embrace.  My hand was back on him quickly and now getting him undressed seemed of paramount importance.

I crawled down his body and grabbed his pants, wrestling them down off his legs as I kept a close eye on his flailing, engorged cock.

Liam took off his sweater and t-shirt in one and I could see the contours of his muscles, shadowed in the moonlight.  He looked amazing.

“Get inside me,” I growled, squatting back over his naked body and reaching beneath for his cock.

Liam breathed hard and stared up into me as I touched the tip of his cock to my soaking-wet core.

“Sit on my cock,” he said, and it was the perfect garnish to my deflowering.
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Nature was something I enjoyed immensely, but it was something I never really felt entirely comfortable amongst.  I respected it so much that spending the night in the woods seemed too great a leap for me, even in the shelter of a log cabin.  Regardless, I wanted to experience it.

My boss Liam McGregor was much more of an outdoorsman than me, and he had the experience of age on his side.  He’d told me about the patch of land he’d bought and his intentions to build a cabin on it and I’d kept a keen interest, checking in with him every week or so at work.  He’d even invited me up there to take a look whilst he was building it.

I’d never been more impressed.  It was a sight to behold hearing the progress he was making.  Not many people can say they built their own house.  I mean, okay, he wasn’t there every single day of the year, but still.

He’d invited me up there that weekend to show me the place, just me and him.  I’d accepted immediately.  I think he knew how much I reveled in the outdoors, but that I lacked the confidence to tackle it alone.  He’d be my older guide.

“Just you and me,” he said, managing to not sound flirtatious.  “Sound fun?”

“Sounds terrifying,” I’d joked.

“I know what I’m doing,” he said.

That weekend we set off on the drive, packing fairly minimally.  Most of the stuff we needed was on-hand at the cabin so we took only clothes and a few basic food supplies.

“There’s a bit of walking involved when we park up,” Liam said as we neared the end of the long drive out there.

“I don’t mind,” I shrugged.  “Did it last time.”

“Not with a bag on your back though,” he said cautiously.

“I’m confident.”

He smiled and gripped the wheel tighter, steeling his eyes on the horizon.  He loved it out there more than anyone.  He worked damn-hard every day—I knew that much—but he often said that time alone is good for the soul, and there’s no better place to spend it than out there.

His cabin was a fairly small affair.  He’d only had a couple of people to help him build it at different intervals in the process, working weekends.  The smaller he kept the place the easier it was for him all round.

As such he wound up with a cabin about four-meters-square, with a mezzanine floor above that he used to sleep on.  The whole thing was snug and easy to heat up with his wood-burner and he always had a supply of chopped wood on hand.  He’d even rigged an outdoor shower-system and—being close to the river—he was never short of fresh-water.  He had it all.

The trek to the cabin took around an hour.  Solitude comes with a price.  We fought through the path that was overgrown since his last visit, but Liam kept in high-spirits.

“There she is,” he said finally, pointing through the trees.

Ahead I could hear the gentle flow of the water from the nearby river and through the foliage I could make out the light-brown of his cabin walls.

“Let’s get inside,” he said, breaking through the tree-line and heading for the door.

The land was flatter and more open at the bank of the river.  Across the other side it spread out more, back-dropped by mountains that were snow-capped in the winter.  It was coming into autumn, so while the days were warm the nights were less so.

He popped the padlock on the door and pushed into the cabin, taking his bag off and placing it inside.

“Here,” he said, asking for mine.

I took it off my back with a grunt and felt the relief as the weight leave me.  I stretched my arms out and looked off into the distance, feeling an immediate tingle of excitement.  All that could be heard were the birds and the river.  No cars, no people, no pollution.  Just bliss.

“Take a look,” Liam said, offering me inside.

I walked cautiously to the door.  I was expecting to have to put on a face and act amazed by the interior, but it truly blew me away when I saw it.

“Jeez!” I cried.  “It’s straight out of a magazine!”

Liam beamed, proudly.

The place was decked in smooth wood and the scent of it filled the room.  It was way brighter than I imagined too.  From seeing the outside when he was building it I’d imagine it would wind up dank and dingy, but he’d put several windows in to let the light bounce around inside.

He had a sink and a stove and a raised plank of cushioned wood that he’d fashioned into a sofa of sorts.  A ladder led up to the sleeping quarters and little trinkets and utensils filled the gaps around us.

“It’s like a home,” I beamed in awe.

“It is a home,” he laughed.

We spent a few minutes inside while he tossed some wood on the burner, getting it going before shutting the metal door and dusting his hands off.

“Come on,” he said, “I’ll show you the fish-trap.”

I furrowed my brow and followed him as he walked back outside.  A hundred meters-or-so down from the cabin there was a man-made off-shoot from the river.  It was a tributary in a half-circle that came out from the river and flowed around to join it again.  The stream was swollen in the middle and at the opening of the channel there was some wood breaching the surface of the water.

“Here,” Liam said, and he pulled the wood up to reveal a meshed grill, fashioned from sticks and tied with twine.

“What’s that?”

“I pull up this grate here and now the fish can get in.”

“And?”

“And they can’t get out,” Liam said.  The flow of the water is strong and I’ve put steps in the bed beneath the water.  The fish come in, land in that big pool there,” he said, pointing, “and there they stay.”

“You don’t go fishing?”

“Only for sport,” he said.  “The river’s teeming.  Work smart, not hard.”

He tossed the grill on the floor and we watched for a minute.

“There,” he said, pointing.

Just beneath the surface I saw the unmistakable silver body of a fish as it slipped down the channel that flowed off the river.  It disappeared in the deep pool at the middle.

“That’s one,” he said proudly.

“I can’t believe it works.”

Liam walked away with a confident swagger.  “Of course it works,” he said.  “I made it.”

I shook my head at his smugness but I couldn’t deny I was impressed.  I watched him walk along the riverbank and I fantasized about having a man just like him.  How lucky a girl would be to find him.  I envied his wife and wondered how she’d let him come out here alone with me.  I wondered if she even knew.

I hadn’t exactly had much luck with guys either.  In fact I’d been so unlucky that I was still a virgin at nineteen.

“Right,” he said, clapping his hand together and rubbing them.  “Let’s chop some wood, shall we?”

“Right you are, boss.”

He smiled wryly and went inside the cabin, emerging with a big axe.  “Don’t annoy me,” he joked.

I laughed and followed him around the side of the house.  There was a big stump of a tree that he’d presumably cut down to make the cabin.  Some wood lay close-by under a sheet of a tarpaulin.  He reached under and grabbed several pieces, checking them for damp.

“Here’s where the magic happens,” he said, and he tied a mesh of chain around the circumference of a length of wood.

“What’s that?”

“Watch,” he said.

He set the log upright on the stump and brought the axe down through the center of the wood.  He wriggled it out and then did the same again, shifting his swing so it bisected the block at a different angle.  He did the same again and then unclasped the metal chain.  Six perfect cuts of firewood rolled out.

“Ta-daa!” he flourished, like a magician.

“Let me try,” I said.

Liam set up another log, tying the metal chain around it that kept the wood all in one piece until he opened it back up.  He stood it upright on the stump and handed me the axe.

“Careful now,” he said.  “Those shorts aren’t exactly wood-cutting attire.”

I looked down at my short denim pants.  “What about the shirt?” I asked, pinching the fabric of my plaid, checkered top.

“That works,” he said.  “The boots too.”  Liam looked me up and down and rolled his bottom-lip through his teeth.  “Like a little woodland minx.”

I flashed a look at him.  It seemed an odd compliment.

“Whenever you’re ready,” he said, moving on.  “Aim down at the centre if you can.”

“If I can?” I mocked, blowing a jet of air up my face.

I swung the axe around and down, striking dead centre and splitting the block down the middle.

“Whoa, okay,” he said, shocked.  “Remind me never to get on your bad side.”

I laughed and brushed my shoulder cockily.

“See if it’s not beginners luck,” he said.

I gave the axe another swing and brought it down on the block, hitting it again exactly where I wanted.  I kind of surprised myself, but I didn’t want to let on.

“You’re a natural,” he smiled, impressed.

There was a thrill to impressing him.  It was like I wanted to please him.  He was so confident and comfortable out here, but to know that I was useful to him made me feel like I belonged too.  We’d make quite the solitary couple out here, away from the judgmental eyes of society: my mature boss and me, living it up in the wilderness.

The fantasy blossomed in my mind and soon I’d taken it too far.  I was imagining a whole life out here, complete with romantic evenings and erotic nights.  I started to think things about him that a woman definitely shouldn’t.  All men have needs, him included.  He must have yearned for intimacy out here too at times.

“Jess?” he said, and I realized I’d been ignoring him for the past few seconds.  “Are you gonna finish it?”

I swung the axe around again but this time I missed entirely, planting the bladed tip into the dead tree-stump.

“Swing and a miss!” he hollered, laughing.  “Here.”  Liam took the axe from me and smashed a quick cut in the last segment, unraveling the chain and bunching the wood together. 

“We don’t need much tonight,” he said.

Dusk was already setting in.  I walked ahead and got the door for him and Liam entered.  The room was already warm, which was just as well as it got cold quick without the sun.

“Are we going out again?” I asked, closing the door and keeping the heat in.

“No plans to,” he said.  “Not much we can do after dark except star-gaze, but we can do that inside.”  Liam pointed up to a window in the roof that sat right above the bed.  “It was a bitch to fit, but I’m glad I took the time.”

He moved around the room and lit several candles that dotted the walls.  Their lights swayed mysteriously around us and the place looked even more picturesque.

“So romantic,” I said, and this time I don’t think I was joking.

“Isn’t it?” Liam agreed.

He grabbed a pan and poured in some stew that we’d brought with us, putting it on his hob and turning on the gas.  He used the same match to light it and he left it to warm.

“I’m gonna change then,” I said, pointing to my bag.  “If that’s okay?”

“Sure,” he said, smiling across at me.  I continued to stare at him, raising my eyebrows.  He didn’t get the hint.

“So if you wanna turn around, maybe?” I added eventually.

“Oh,” he said, slapping his thigh.  “Of course.”

Liam turned away and I unfastened my jean shorts, opening the belt and kicking off my boots.  I stepped out of them and took off my shirt, standing there in the cabin in only my underwear.

Liam looked away, shifting his weight as he stared at the wall.  I stood there silently for a moment, watching the light play over my body and realizing how intimate a moment this was.  He was almost close enough to touch.

I could feel the warmth of the wood-burner on my bare skin.  I turned away from it and bent over into my bag, rustling it open and searching for my yoga-pants.  They were much more comfortable.

“Shit,” Liam said suddenly.

I shot up and looked back.

“I thought you were done,” he said.

“I’m not!” I cried.

“I know!” he said, facing the wall and swaying nervously.

He’d have seen my ass, that was for sure.  It was pointed right at him.

“You sure you didn’t want to peek?” I asked.

“Okay, you got me,” he said, holding his hands up.

I smiled as I stepped into my pants and pulled them up.

“Okay,” I said.  “You can turn around.”

He did so and saw my bra, shielding his eyes from it like he was looking into the centre of the sun.

“Jess!” he cried.

“What?  It’s just a bra.”

I looked down at my big tits that lay hammocked in the cups.  I guess my cleavage was pretty revealing, but Liam couldn’t see much beyond that.

“You’ve seen a pair of tits before, haven’t you?”

“Yeah,” he said, “but not yours.”

“Well you have now,” I shrugged.

I pulled a sweater out of my bag and tossed it over my head, pulling it down over my bra.

“Is that better?” I asked.

Liam cocked his head and shrugged.

“You prefer me in my bra?” I laughed.

Liam swallowed.  I think he did.

“Well I don’t wear a sweater to bed,” I teased.

The stew started to bubble and Liam quickly hopped back to it, standing in front of the pan and stirring it.  I watched and noticed a suspiciously large bulge in the front of his pants that definitely hadn’t been there before.

“How’s it looking?” I asked, choosing to ignore his erection for now.

“Well, it’s cooking,” he said.

I walked over behind and peered over his shoulder at it, standing close.  The light flickered across the both of us and I reached around him and took the spoon, stirring the pot and pressing my body against him.

“Are you changing?” I asked, nonchalant.

“I’d better,” he said, staying where he was for the moment and enjoying my body against his.

He stepped out from me after a few more seconds had passed and moved towards his big rucksack.  I smiled as he bent over to fish inside.  He wore his hiking pants and they pulled tight across his muscled ass.  If he wasn’t my married boss I’d have jumped at it.  I was starting to think that I’d do it even though he was my boss.

Liam pulled out some grey sweat-pants and then turned to me.  I looked quickly down at the stew and stirred it absent-mindedly.

“No peeking,” he warned.

He turned away and pulled down his hiking pants and naturally I turned my head straight back at him to look.  His gray boxer-shorts hugged him close.  He stepped out of his pants and I could see the muscles of his ass flexing and tensing in the candlelight.

He turned slightly and I put one eye back on the stew, but he stayed side-on for the moment and held his pants up to the dim light, flipping them back forth.

While he concentrated on that my eyes flicked down immediately to his underwear and the big slab of flesh that sat at the front.  His tight boxer-shorts left little to the imagination and the bulge on display was enough to make me light-headed.

I started to daydream, letting my sinful thoughts overcome me.  The soup bubbled on the stove-top and reality sank away for a moment.

“No peeking!” came his voice again and I startled back to life, looking up into his eyes to see him staring at me.

“Sorry,” I said quickly, stirring the stew and giving it my undivided attention now.

I stifled a smirk and looked sideways at him as he sneaked into his sweat-pants, pulling them up and tying them around his waist.  He walked back over to the stew.

“I got it,” he said, and I stepped aside.

I opened a bottle of wine that I’d brought with me and Liam and I had quite the romantic meal for two, sat in the candle-lit room while the aroma of wood and stew floated around us.  I was glad that fish wasn’t on the menu until tomorrow.

As if things weren’t dreamy enough already Liam invited me up to gaze at the stars through the sky-light above his bed.

“You can see the universe from up there,” he said, offering me the ladder.

I climbed up and looked back with a smile to see him staring at my ass before he met my eyes and smiled back.

He put a foot on the ladder and I jumped across the bed to give him space to join me.  It was pretty wide all things considering, and quite comfy.

“Hop in,” I said, lying on my back and patting the spot beside me.

Liam grunted as he kicked is leg up and before I knew it he was beside me, taking several quick breaths.  My eyes were on him but he was staring straight up, his skin cast in bluish moonlight.

“Look,” he said, pointing.  “The big dipper.”

I shuffled closer to him and stared upwards through the glass, holding his arm steady to follow his finger.

“I see it,” I said.

“And there,” he pointed, “above it.  That’s the North Star.”

We spent several minutes just gazing and I’d never felt closer to him, both physically and spiritually.  I didn’t care that he was my boss; I wanted our connection to run deeper.

He was mid-sentence when I made my move.  I don’t even know what he was saying but suddenly his voice cut off as I placed my lips over his and kissed him deep.

I felt the brush of his tongue against mine and then I pulled away, staring at the whites of his wide-open eyes.

“Jess,” he said slowly.

“Fuck,” I grunted, slapping the mattress and staring up again at the window.  “Why you?”

I was scowling up at the beautiful night’s sky, cursing my luck to have found someone so perfect and yet so unattainable.

Liam moved and I lay there expecting him to dismount and head back down the ladder.  Instead he leaned over me, gradually dropping his face on to mine and then planting his lips back on to me.

This time it was me who was taken aback, but I wasn’t going to squander the opportunity.  I wrapped an arm around him and pulled him onto me, feeling the weight of his warm body against mine and sliding my tongue through the embrace.

We kissed passionately, refusing to break apart for fear that we might actually have to acknowledge what we’d done.  As it continued I felt the stiffness return in his pants and soon I could feel his big slab of hard cock against my legs.

“I want you,” I hushed finally, more vulnerable than ever.

“I want you too,” he said, and the confession felt like an enormous cloud had cleared above the both of us.

I lurched up and kissed him again, using my body to move him over on to his back beside me.  I kissed his mouth and then his face, working down until I was biting at his sweater like an animal.

I was breathing heavy and getting excited, banishing the thoughts of how taboo this whole thing was.  Out there in the wilderness it felt like we could make our own rules—and break them too.

“Fuck,” was all I heard from Liam above me as my face arrived at the bulge between his legs.

I rubbed my hand over it and felt it out, teasing myself for the big reveal.

“I’m gonna put you in my mouth,” I told him, in case that wasn’t obvious.

“Do it,” he said, and I didn’t need to be told again.

I pulled open the thick lace at the front and dragged down his sweat-pants roughly, seeing those gray boxer-shorts again before me.  I bit playfully at the thickness beneath, then I pulled out the elasticized waist of his underwear and looked down inside.

His hair was kempt and short but that wasn’t the main point of focus.  I was staring now at his forbidden, clean-cut cock, stretching up from his crotch and vying for a freedom that I couldn’t deny.

I pulled his underwear and his pants down in one, tugging at both sides as Liam lifted his ass off the bed.  They came down and his cock sprang out, thudding against his sweater and laying there in wait.

I was on it like a bitch in heat.  I grabbed it in my hand and before I’d had time to consider my actions I’d thrust my lips over it ravenously.

Liam grunted a moan and tightened up, clenching his fists as I drove his thick, long cock as far into my mouth as I could.

I looked up to see his face contorting in pleasure, my mouth full with his forbidden length and my tongue stretching out to try to claim the inches of him that I couldn’t manage.

His cock teased at the top of my throat, knocking my tonsils and daring me to gag, but I refused.  I didn’t want to show myself up and have Liam think I was an amateur, even though that was true.  This would be only the second cock I’d ever seen in the flesh, and the first to penetrate me.

He pushed his heels into the mattress and finally took a look down at me.  He blinked as though he couldn’t quite believe the sight that greeted him: me, his nineteen-year-old employee, making the bulk of his cock disappear inside my mouth.

I batted my lashes as he watched and then I pulled my lips back off him, keeping them close to his shaft as I revealed his freshly soaked inches to him.

His head fell back and he groaned again: “That’s so fucking good!”

He couldn’t deny me now that he’d had a taste, and now that I’d had a taste I wanted a whole lot more.

I started to work my head over him, wetting up his cock with my spit and keeping a tight fist around him whenever he slipped free of my mouth.

His cock looked amazing in the moonlight.  My saliva gave it a glint that the rest of his body didn’t share and the bulbous crown of his shaft shone like a beckon beneath the window.

As the blowjob continued I got more confident and playful.  I’d gnaw down from the top of his cock and then suck on his balls that hung beneath, listening to his groans and moans and using them as a cue for what to do more of.

Liam’s hand was on my head now and every so often he’d move my hair aside so he could stare down at me doing my work and make the whole thing even more real.

Gradually his hips started to move and at times it felt as though he was fucking my mouth.  As he relaxed I started to get wetter, realizing that a good, hard fucking was finally going to happen to me.

I made sure never to go too crazy though.  I didn’t want him to pop right then and there and leave me unsatisfied.  I didn’t realize that Liam had no such intentions.

“Come up here,” he said now.  “Take off your pants and get up here.”

I took him from my mouth and did as instructed, peeling down my tight yoga-pants and slipping them off my ankles.  The heat from the wood-burner had risen and the cabin was toasty by now.

“Where do you want me?” I whispered, as though the whole thing was one big secret.

“Up here,” Liam said, and he curled a finger.

At first I straddled his hips, unsure of what he meant.  I dropped my crotch against his cock and felt its stiffness on the mound of flesh beneath my panties.  Liam’s arms came around to my ass and I could feel him pulling me up further still.

The roof of the cabin was close to my head and I shuffled up his body carefully, still not sure of his plan.  Liam started to wriggle down under me and I soon realized what he had in mind.

Before I knew it his face was right underneath my crotch and I was squatting over him.  I swallowed with nervous excitement, realizing that I was about to experience something that I’d heard so much about.

At first I could just feel the movements of his lips against my panties and that was hot enough on its own.  To know that it was his mature mouth sliding over the fabric of gave me a special kind of thrill.

What gave it an extra dimension though was when his saliva bled through the fabric and met my own wetness.  In no time at all my panties were a sodden mess of juices and every time his tongue lapped over I groaned out another pearl of cum.

“Eat my pussy, Liam,” I mewled, grinding back and forth across his busy mouth now.

Liam slurped away, then his hand came up and he pulled the crotch of my panties aside.  When his mouth clasped over me I let out a huge squeal of delight.  The sensation of his flesh on mine felt incredible, especially after we’d teased at it for so long.

“Oh, that’s it, baby,” I whined, looking down over my sweater.

I leaned forward and pulled my top up over my head, tossing it down onto the floor below and sitting above him in only my bra.

Liam’s eyes opened and he stared up at my tits, but his tongue worked busily out of sight.  We kept our eyes locked on each other, his pupils sparkling as he drove me to heights of ecstasy that I didn’t think existed.

My whole pussy had swollen beyond measure by this point.  I don’t think I’d ever been more aroused.  Liam looked as though he was in his element, busily exploring my folds with his tongue and sucking on my clit as though he knew exactly what he was doing.

His hands held my ass and he squeezed as he fed on me.  I groaned loud each time and cupped my tits in my bra, pushing them together and feeling the impending release approach.

“I’m gonna fucking cum,” I gasped, unclasping my bra and tossing it away.

Liam ate from me faster and I bounced along his face, letting his tongue explore every inch of my sex—from the soaking wet honey-put at the base to the stiffened pearl at the top.

I squeezed at my tits again, gasping in air to fuel the fire of desire inside me.  My nipples stiffened and my whole body tightened up as I held my breath.

“Yes,” I hushed, and I felt a swell of electricity surge within.

I exhaled and then the flood-gates opened.  Each breath was hard and deep and it brought with it a contraction inside me that made me buck wildly across Liam’s face.  He ate quickly, excited too by the pleasure that he’d managed to coax from me.

I leant back and looked down into his eyes.  My face was painted in pleasured anguish, reveling in the orgasm that blasted through me in waves.

I turned to look and saw that Liam’s cock was still rock hard and I wanted it now more than ever.  Liam had done the business on the outside of my pussy, but the yearning to be filled for the first time was overwhelming.

“Fuck yes, Jess,” he said, with uncharacteristic gusto.  I think the fact that he’d seen a totally different side to me was giving him confidence to show me more of his hidden side.

“Fuck, I want you,” I cried, leaning over him and kissing his face.

I could taste my own sweet juices on his messy mouth and we shared them in the embrace.  My hand was back on him quickly and now getting him undressed seemed of paramount importance.

I crawled down his body and grabbed his pants, wrestling them down off his legs as I kept a close eye on his flailing, engorged cock.

Liam took off his sweater and t-shirt in one and I could see the contours of his muscles, shadowed in the moonlight.  He looked amazing.

“Get inside me,” I growled, squatting back over his naked body and reaching beneath for his cock.

Liam breathed hard and stared up into me as I touched the tip of his cock to my soaking-wet core.

“Sit on my cock,” he said, and it was the perfect garnish to my deflowering.

I sank down on him with aplomb, relieved at how easy it was to take his thick cock inside me.  I think our foreplay had made sure of that.  I’d never been so wet and relaxed in all my life.

My juices coated him instantly and Liam’s face looked serene as he docked inside, breaking me open with a sharp burst of pain that soon gave way to a tremendous, warm pleasure.

“You feel so good around my cock,” he groaned, then he sat up to meet me.

We kissed with him inside me, swirling out tongues around each others as I felt the blood pump into his cock rhythmically.

I was so sensitive to him that each swelling felt gargantuan, as though his pulse was massaging my core.

I pushed him back against the mattress and started to ride him, putting my hands flat on his stomach and bunching my tits between my arms.

“You’re perfect,” he said, staring up at me and then wandering his eyes down to my chest.

His hands came to my tits and he played with the nipples, tickling them with his fingertips while I worked his cock inside me.

I put on a show for him, bouncing on his dick and leaving him in place.  All I wanted him to focus on was his own climax.  It was the least I could do after the gift he’d given me.

“I want your cum, Liam,” I said, looking down into his eyes to let him know I was serious.

“I’m close,” he answered, biting his lip and throwing his head back into the pillow.

I bounced over him steadily, feeling the tip of his cock strike a spot deep inside me that might as well have been in my stomach.

Each time he slotted home and I pulled back I yearned for his return.  Every time I got it it felt brand new and amazing all over again.

“Give it me,” I growled, leaning forward and rising up on my knees slightly.

From this angle I slapped my ass down on him, as though I was twerking in the club.  He brought his hand down and slapped my butt, giving me a sharp, stinging sensation that felt welcome.

“Get it, Jess,” he said.  “Take this fucking cum from me.”

“Oooh, I want it!” I groaned, feeling more at ease here than I thought I would.

I’d imagined my first time to be awkward and quiet, but this was the opposite.  I felt comfortable and confident.

“I’m gonna get it,” I threatened, bouncing on him with as long a stroke as I could muster.

My wet pussy was sliding up along his entire length now.  Each time it felt as though his cock might slip from me, but I reclaimed him and sent him sliding back into my warm, wet embrace.

He started to lose himself beneath me, breathing quickly and tensing wildly.

“Here it comes,” he hushed and I felt excitement like no other.

“Shoot it in me,” I urged.

“Here it fucking comes,” he said, more urgent than ever.

I slapped my ass down on him and felt his cock swell inside me, throbbing once before unleashing the first violent torrent of cum.

“Fuck yes!” I cried.

Liam’s eyes were shut tight and his mouth was open.  His stomach was tensed and he wasn’t yet making a sound, but then he groaned, pulsing in my core again and shooting out another violent rope of cum.

“Take this fucking cum,” he cried, exhaling and gripping my hips tight.

He started to thrust up slowly into me, grinding his cock through my tight pussy-lips and sending the next burst deeper than ever.

He pushed it through me with his thick crown and then shot-off again, filling me up with his forbidden seed like I was his cum-dump.

I took it all.  I didn’t want it to go anywhere else.  As the pulses waned I sat back down on him, keeping his cock wedged inside me out of fear of losing our hard-fought cum.

I leant over him and lay against him, kissing him softly as I slid my pussy up off his spent cock.  I felt some of him escape, but the bulk of his seed lay inside me where it belonged.

“Thank you,” I said, kissing his face.  “Thank you, Liam.”

He kissed me back, hugging me against him as his hard dick relaxed.

“That was incredible,” he said.  “And very, very wrong.”

He laughed afterwards and I joined him with a giggle, but I couldn’t argue.  It was just about the wrongest thing I’d ever done.

“What will they say?” I asked.

“They?”

“People,” I shrugged.

“They wouldn’t understand,” he said, kissing me again and holding me tight.

He was right of course.  I could try to convey my emotions but they would be instantly dismissed.  The act was far too forbidden for any kind of compassionate understanding.  It was plain wrong and nothing else.  It made no sense to tell anyone.  Adulterers are seldom understood, especially when it was for a woman over half his age.

Instead Liam and I kept it our secret.  We would fuck again the next day and we’d venture out to that cabin often in the coming years to hide from society and do to each other what felt so right and perfect.  Like I said, out there the rules didn’t exist.  Out there, it was just us.

THE END
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Going for an eye-exam was something I used to hate growing up.  I’d usually have an old man’s face right next to mine whose breath regularly stank of coffee, quietly shining his light right into my pupils.  It was the only time a stranger ever really got that close to me.

Now it’s a different story.  I’d started seeing this new optometrist, Dr. Adams, who was much more handsome than the ones of the past few years.  The added bonus, of course, was that I no longer had to endure lengthy, uncomfortable eye-exams with Mr. Proctor, my previous eye-doctor.  Now I could go and visit the dreamy Dr. Adams and have him up-close and personal.

He was a point of desire for many of my friends.  Being older than us scored him points already, but added to that the fact he had this kind of uniform he always wore consisting of his long white coat and thin sweater.  The fact he was also handsome meant he was off-the-charts as far as they were concerned.

Dr. Adams had scheduled me an appointment a month or so ago, saying he’d leave a slot in his time-table for me.  I sat in the waiting room after checking in with his receptionist.  She was a sixty-something woman that I think he’d picked out specially.  I think he didn’t want the distraction of having a younger, more desirable receptionist and this one had an air of professionalism around her that told me she’d been doing this kind of work for decades.

The door of his treatment-room opened and out walked a patient in his forties who thanked Dr. Adams and headed for the exit.  A short while later his door opened again and he emerged with a clip-board, scanning it as he looked down.

“Ms. Stone?” he called, looking around the empty waiting-room and pretending not to see me.

“Here,” I smiled, getting to my feet.

“How are you?” he said, giving a smile to the receptionist and offering me into his room.

“Good,” I said.

“Any headaches?”

“Only the ones my parents give me.”

“Haha, I can sympathize there, but I don’t have a remedy for that I’m afraid.  Even after twenty-five years in the job.”

I sat in the chair and stared forward at the rows of letters opposite, lit up on the wall.

“No cheating,” he said.

“I’m not!”

“How is your vision, generally?” he asked.  “What’s the lowest row you can read there?”

He moved behind me, dimming the light of the room so that the board in front became brighter.

“Umm, third from bottom ... maybe?”

“Go ahead.”

I made my way along the row, squinting at the fuzzy, tiny letters.  It was harder than it looked.

“How’d I do?” I said when I made it to the end of the row.

“I’m just gonna put these on you,” Dr. Adams said, emerging from behind me with a pair of ridiculous looking spectacles.

“Are you trying to make me look stupid?” I laughed.

He placed them carefully over my ears and adjusted one or two things around the lenses.

“How about now?” he said.

I looked back to the row I’d stumbled through and realized immediately that I’d gotten several of the letters wrong.

“I can probably read the bottom row,” I said.

“Go on.”

I breezed through it, forgetting that the glasses were the sole reason for my sudden change in performance.  I felt like a super-hero.

“I’m afraid it looks like you need glasses,” Dr. Adams said.

“Ugh.”  I’d kind of suspected it but the confirmation still sucked.

“It’s not all that bad,” he said.  “We have a nice range outside.”

“You’re not just doing this to sell them are you?”

“You saw it yourself,” he said.  “You couldn’t read it without the glasses.  Let’s do a few more tests.”

We ran through the rest of his assessment.  He put different colored back-drops on the board and asked which black circle was clearer; squirted dye into my eye and put a big machine to my pupils; and switched out the lenses on my ridiculous set of glasses several times.

The whole thing was strangely intimate.  There we were in the privacy of that warm, dark room, just him and me.  We could do anything in here and no-one would have any idea.

“Better or worse?” he asked, taking out a lens and replacing it.

“Better.”

He shuffled another lens in and adjusted something on the rim of the glasses.

“Better or worse.”

“Worse.”

“So your mother was saying you don’t really meet many guys,” he began.  “Better or worse?”

I was taken aback.  “Worse.  Why’d she say something like that?”

“We got to talking in church.  She’s worried.”

“Worried about what?”

“Better or worse?  She thinks you should be out ‘chasing boys.’”

“Chasing boys?  Aren’t they supposed to chase me?  Better.”

“That’s what I told her.  I’m surprised there isn’t a queue.”

That caused me pause for thought.  It was the closest I’d ever heard to a compliment from him.

“What about you?  You have a wife?  Girlfriend”

“I’m married, kind of” he said.  “Better or worse?”

“Kind of?”

“Better or worse?”

“I’m not seeing anyone.  Couldn’t get a guy to fuck me if I paid him.”

“Better or worse!?” he blurted.

“Worse.  Sorry.”

Suddenly the room fell strangely quiet.  Dr. Adams shuffled through the lenses again.  I could hear him swallow in the silence and I could feel his breath on my neck.

“So you’ve never ... been with a guy?”

“Never.”

“Interesting ... Better or worse?”

“Better.  What’s interesting about that?”

“I just thought someone like you wouldn’t struggle, that’s all.”

“Someone like me?”

He moved to the side of the room and shuffled through his drawers for something.

“You know,” he said.  “Someone attractive.”  I watched him turn to me and stare at my big breasts beneath my sweater.  “Someone ... gifted.”

I put both hands to my tits and jokingly covered them.

“Is that why you got me in here?”

Dr. Adams laughed.  “I could get up to all sorts of things in here,” he said, mimicking my thoughts from earlier.  “No-one would know.”

“Isn’t that something,” I said suggestively.

“Right,” he said.  “I think we’re about ready.  You have a slight myopia—short-sightedness—in each eye.  Thankfully it’s similar in both so you won’t need two different strength—”

“What kind of things would you do in here?”

He stammered and stalled.  “I—I don’t think that’s for you to know.”

“Can I guess?”

“I’m not sure you—”

“You could get a blowjob in here real easy,” I said, taking off the funny specs and placing them on the table beside me.

He stood in place and looked at me through the darkness, backlit by the board of letters.

“I could,” he said simply.

He walked forward towards me, putting his waist close to the arms of the chair that I sat in.  I felt the fabric of his pants touch my arm and he waited there just long enough to let me know who the boss was.

“Is that everything?” he asked.

This was my chance.  It was a monumental risk on my part, but it felt like he was giving me the signs.  Was I reading them right?

“There is one more thing,” I said.

“What is it?”

I took a breath.  “I was thinking ... maybe ... you could pull that thing out and let me take care of you.”

I hadn’t intended it to come out like that, but now the words were out there I couldn’t take them back.

Dr. Adams put his hands on his hips and looked down on me like a disapproving school-teacher.  In fact I was sure I heard him tapping his foot on the floor.

“Sorry, I—”

“You want to take care of this?” he asked, and he took a grip of his crotch.

“I—uhh—I shouldn’t have—”

“No, if that’s what you want,” he continued.  “Here I was thinking you wanted an eye-exam, but apparently you want to suck my cock too.”

“Listen, just forget I said anything.”

“That’s not so easy to do now, is it?”

I pursed my lips.

“So let’s get it over with,” he said.

He unfastened the buckle of his belt and I leant back in the chair, pushing off the armrests and spreading my eyes wide.  I half expected him to stop what he was doing and start laughing as though it was all one big joke, but instead he continued.

He pulled the buckle of his belt wide and I felt a pang of adrenaline.  I was nervous and excited all at once, wondering just how the fuck everything had gone sideways.

“You’re really gonna do it?” I hushed, leaning forward eagerly.  I flashed a look to the door.

“We won’t be interrupted,” he said, unzipping his fly and dipping into his pants.

“But what if”—he pulled his huge cock out over the top of his pants—“Damn!”

I stared forward and the long, forbidden length.  In the half-light of the room it looked borderline dangerous.  He wrapped his fist around it and I could see that it was big.  Several inches lay unclaimed, peering out from the top of his clenched hand.

“That certainly is a cock,” I said.  It wasn’t my best line.

“It’s yours if you want it?”

I curled my blonde hair behind my ear and shuffled in the seat, turning sideways to face the monolith that jutted out from the fly of his pants.

His long, white coat dropped down either side of it and above it was his thin sweater.  Above that was his handsome face, looking more serious than ever.  I never thought I’d be a witness to his erection in all my life.  It was a strange kind of privilege.

“One condition,” he said, bouncing it in his hands.

I looked up into his face.  He looked as though he was trying to hide a smirk now.  He must have relished toying with me like this.

“What’s the condition?”

“Take off your sweater.”

I shrugged.  “Seems fair.”  I pulled it up over my head and tossed it to the carpeted floor.  Beneath it I wore a bra that fought to contain my tits.

“Bra too,” he said, still wielding his cock.

He knew I’d have done anything to get at it.  My mouth was salivating just from looking at it.  I reached behind my back and unclasped my bra, pulling it forward off my shoulders and feeling gravity claim my big tits.

“Mmm,” he groaned.  He pushed my shoulders back against the chair and walked around the front of me.

I sat with my back straight as he studied my tits.  It looked like I was in for a whole new kind of exam.

He took his coat off and I watched his cock sway on his hips as he did so.  He placed it over the back of the chair that went under his desk, then he unfastened his tie and pulled his sweater over his head.

All the while I sat there patiently, showing off my charms.  My tits sat on my chest and I looked down to them.

“Always wanted to see those,” he confessed finally, unbuttoning his shirt.

I hadn’t expected him to take off all of his clothes, but he did.  He pushed his pants and boxer-shorts down his legs and soon he was standing in the dimly-lit room completely naked.

Dr. Adams used to play football in college and the athleticism hadn’t left him, even after all these years.  He was muscled all over, drawing the eye around his body.  His pecs were deliciously defined and the muscles of his stomach seemed to point down like a giant arrow towards the real prize.

The hair around his cock was kempt and his balls looked smooth and shaven close.  He walked towards me and his dick swung back and forth, hypnotizing me.  It looked mature too, as though it had seen its fair share of action.  Something about that turned me on even more.

“Here,” he said, and he stood still beside the chair.  “It’s all yours.”

I leaned over towards him and his hand came down my front to squeeze at my tits before I arrived on him.  I paused and looked down at his hand, feeling the smooth palm against my nipple.  The whole thing was insane, but I couldn’t deny how good it felt.

“Suck it,” he said again, sensing my trepidation.

I moved my hand to it first of all, gripping it around his girth and feeling the flow of blood pumping into him.  Touching it like that gave me a brief taste of its power.  Before I’d put my lips over it I started to imagine how it might feel breaking me open.

“Suck it,” he said again, squeezing at my tits so that my nipples turned stiff.

I opened my mouth, ready for my big performance.  My lips pushed over the smooth tip of his crown and I moved his flesh into his mouth.  For a long time I’d wondered if it would taste of anything, but honestly there was very little taste to be found.  The most striking thing was how it felt in my mouth.  I could feel how stiff he was against my tongue, and to know he was so turned on because of me was a turn-on in itself.

I felt my confidence rise as I pushed more of his inches into my mouth, feeling him against my tongue.  I started to rub it back and forth along the underside of his shaft, listening to his breathing become heavier and his groans become louder.

“That’s it,” he said, putting a hand on the top of my head and lifting one of his feet onto the seat of the chair.

He pointed his dick towards my open mouth and started to pump his hips slowly, gradually feeding himself into my mouth before pulling back through my tightly held lips.

Dr. Adams was fucking me.  Okay, okay, he wasn’t fucking my pussy, but nevertheless he was moving his dick in and out of my body—it just happened to be my mouth.

The sensation of this stiff length flooding through my lips was too much to take.  Instantly I felt my pussy begin to swell with desire, filling with warm juices that slowly eased out of me and made a mess of my panties.  The more I sucked on him the more sodden my crotch became.

“That’s it,” he whispered, fucking me gently in the dark silence of his practice room.

I started to squeeze and pull at his balls as though I knew what I was doing.  The more he groaned the more I did it and soon I was sucking his sac into my mouth, feeling his balls roll through my lips and listening to the elation escape him in deep grunts and groans.

“You’re good at that,” he said, keen to encourage me.

I pumped him until his whole cock was awash with my spit and then I kind of ran out of ideas.  I sucked and gripped him, toying with him as best I could, but soon my own needs became overwhelming.
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