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Older MILF women in threesome, breeding, lesbian, anal sex fantasies and more!  If you like mature cougars who know how to satisfy themselves, read about their age gap adventures inside that feature younger women going lesbian for the first time; younger men being wowed by experience as milfs extract multiple releases; older anal virgins getting their cherry broken; matriarchs taking it from both sides in double penetration action; and a whole host of other kinks and fetishes.

Stories Include: ‘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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[image: ]




As I sucked his perfect length I started to toy between my legs, pushing my fingers against my pussy and moaning against his forbidden flesh as I felt my own wetness.  “I want you,” I groaned.  “I want you to be my first.”

“Your first,” he whispered, confused.

I pulled his cock from my mouth.  “The first in my ass.”

I felt Angus’s cock twitch in response.  I pulled back off him and opened the belt of my gown, letting it fall open and showing him my naked, mature body.

His eyes wandered over it.  He took in my big tits and soon he was staring at the triangle of kempt hair that sat above my pussy.

“Come here,” he beckoned, and he lay back against the tiles.

I crawled forward over him, arriving over his cock.  But Angus didn’t want me there yet.  Instead his hands came down inside my thigh and he pulled me upwards.  I continued to kneel forwards until his face disappeared beneath my crotch.

I could feel his breath inside my legs and then I felt the stubble of his handsome face against the soft skin of my inner thigh.

His mouth opened and gasped over my wetness.  He drove his tongue into me and I clenched, releasing a grunt of pleasure that I prayed my husband didn’t hear.

Angus was quick to the task.  He started to lap over my rippled flesh, parting the petals with his tongue and sliding along the groove like he was licking a Popsicle.

He was a messy eater, and I reveled in it.  The more ravenously he ate from me the more pleasurable it felt.  To feel his lips and tongue dance over my flesh was a treat like no other.

“Fuck,” I hushed, stretching my hands down my thigh and grinding my hips over him.

I smoothed my flesh across his face and realized I was in full control.  Angus had nary a say in where my pussy went—even if it disappeared completely.

I leaned forwards and concentrated as his tongue slipped down my pussy and over my honey-pot.  He slid inside briefly but before he could taste me it was gone.  It was replaced by the strap of skin that separated my two playgrounds.  Suddenly I felt the swirling of his tongue race over my puckered, virginal knot.

“Yes!” I cried, and Angus took that as his cue to lick faster.
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My Soapy Butt For My Lodger
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When you get to the age of forty you’ve pretty much done all there is to do and all that you’re going to do, but I’ve long been against that kind of mentality.  I wanted to grow old disgracefully, sampling everything that life had to throw at me, whether it was a good idea or not.  That day I found myself firmly on the side of ‘bad idea’ territory, but I decided to go for it anyway.

My ex-lodger Angus was visiting for the weekend and, being a house-proud kind of woman, I’d decided to make the place spotless for him.

He’d arrived late the night before and I still hadn’t quite got everything ready.  The last thing on my list was the kitchen floor, which was in need of a good scrubbing.

I rose early that morning, wrapping my white gown around my naked body and leaving my husband in bed whilst I tried to make a productive start to the day.

I tip-toed down the hall and peered into Angus’s room.  I could see his peaceful face through the crack of the door and I stayed to watch him a while, feeling a sense of nostalgia and pride.  It’d had only been a year since he left, but Angus felt much older now somehow.  He was approaching twenty and well on his way to becoming a man.

When I moved from the crack in the door I found myself doing a quick double-take.  As the angle shifted I saw that he wasn’t quite as covered up as I thought.  Slowly I peered back through the gap, shifting my gaze and gasping as I realized he was sleeping nude.

I bit my lip and leant against the frame of the door, pushing it slowly wider and holding my breath as the bottom of the door brushed over the carpet.

With the gap an inch or so wider I could see his face and his naked body.  He was laid in such a way that I could only see his muscled torso and his big thigh that covered his modesty.  He looked so buff since I’d last seen him, but I guess a year of working on his body would do that.  He’d joined the gym soon-after leaving here and he’d definitely made progress.

I started to fantasize about a man just like Angus claiming me.  I kidded myself that the man I pictured was a complete stranger, but in my mind’s eye he was almost exactly like him—same blue eyes, same age, same muscled body.

Just then he cleared his throat and I stepped back from the aperture, panicked.  His eyes remained closed and he shifted his weight.  I watched his face move and then I brought my eye back to the crack in the door, covering my mouth as I gasped at the sight before me.

Angus was sprawled on his back now and there, sat on his stomach, lay his stretched out, engorged cock, looking delicious and forbidden all at once.

I couldn’t help but look.  My husband often awoke in a similar state of arousal, but I had no idea it was so common.  Unlike my husband though, Angus had a smooth, fresh-looking cock that drew my eye towards it like it was glinting metal.  There was something deliciously forbidden about it.  I knew if I lingered anymore I’d begin to have designs beyond my morals.

I moved away from the door, walking down the hall and going downstairs to the kitchen.  I slinked stealthily, keen to avoid the creaky floorboards that riddled the staircase so as not to wake anyone.

In the kitchen I played some quiet music and started to fill a bucket full of soapy water.  As it filled I daydreamed back to that image, finding myself fantasizing again about tackling a beauty that was the mirror-image of Angus.

I closed my eyes and pictured kissing him.  I pictured my hands running down his naked body and I imagined myself taking his cock in my grasp and jerking his love from him.  My thoughts became even more sinful and debauched as the fantasy took root.

Soon I was envisaging him crashing his hot spunk over my moaning face or thrusting his powerful cock right into my forbidden, virginal asshole.  It was that last thought that seemed to awaken me more than anything else.  I imagined being fucked there for the first time at the hands of Angus.  What a treat that would be.

Just then I heard the splash of excess water as it ran over the edge of the bucket and into the basin.  I startled back to reality and I shut the water off, pouring out the excess and adding a little more soap to froth it back up.

I heaved the bucket down from the counter and set it near the corner of the room, getting on my hands and knees and starting to scrub at the hard, tiled floor.

As my arm worked my tits shoot beneath me, batting open my gown every so often and causing me to pull the belt tighter around my waist.  It got to the point where I may as well have just thrown the damned thing off entirely.

I battled away for a few minutes and then I heard the creak of the stairway beyond the quiet sound of the melodic music that floated from the radio.

Angus emerged at the door in a pair of shorts and a t-shirt.  His blonde hair was disheveled and messy, but there was something about his look that still managed to drive me wild.  I could scarcely meet his gaze as I pictured the forbidden sight from earlier.

“Morning,” he said, and he walked across the floor and stooped to peck my cheek.

I closed my eyes as his lips touched my skin and I let out a breath.

“Morning,” I said, trying not to sound as though I’d just been imagining his cock deep in my ass.  “Sleep well?”

“Sure did,” he said.  “I always loved that bed.”

I hummed in affirmation, trying not to let that once-in-a-lifetime image of his infest my craw.

“You’re cleaning now?”

“No rest for the wicked,” I sighed, scrubbing at the floor until my gown came open again.

I pulled it over my big tits and looked to Angus.  Thankfully he was busy at the counter, fixing some fresh coffee and making all manner of clattering and banging.

“Keep the noise down,” I hissed as he crashed the pot of coffee down on the side.  “My husband, remember.”

“I thought he was a heavy sleeper?”

“He is,” I said, “but that doesn’t mean you can go making so much noise.”

“Jeez, sorry, Paula.”

I knelt up and huffed.  “Ugh,” I groaned.  “Sorry.  It’s nice to have you back.  I’m just a little worked up this morning.”

Angus looked at me and then averted his gaze.  “You look it.”

I stared down to see that my gown was split open again, revealing just a hint of nipple on one of my breasts.

Angus was laughing to himself, pointing his face towards the cupboard.

“Sorry,” I said again awkwardly.

“I don’t mind,” he said cheerily.  “Who doesn’t wanna see a nice pair of tits in the morning?”

I gasped.  “Angus!”

He laughed and then put a hand over his mouth, shooting a mocking gaze up at the ceiling as though the thought of waking my husband terrified him.

I have to confess, while I knew it was the right thing to do to scald him, there was something flattering about having a guy half my age tell me my tits looked nice.

I stifled a grin.  “Help me move this bucket, would you?”

Angus stopped what he was doing and walked over, slapping his big bare feet along the tiles.

“Where do you want it?”

“Just behind me, here,” I pointed.

He lifted the bucket like it was nothing and took a step back.  I heard the squeak of his skin on the tile and I watched his legs shuffle like a cartoon before gravity finally punished him.

He fell heavy on his ass and then I heard the loud clang of the bucket on the floor, followed quickly by a rush of warm, soapy water that blasted right against my ass.

There was a shocked silence afterwards and Angus sat wide-eyed, leant back on his hands.  His eyes shifted as though he was waiting for my husband to make a move, but none came.

I realized quickly that my ass was absolutely soaked with water, but what I didn’t realize was that the resultant splash had shot my dress clean up over my ass.  It wasn’t until Angus turned his head and his jaw dropped that I realized something was up.

“Angus!” I hissed again, shaking my head and nodding to the ceiling.

I waited for any sound from above, ignoring for the moment how wet my butt felt.  After a minute I realized that my husband was the heavy-sleeper that we’d all deemed him to be.  There wasn’t even a peep from upstairs.  Downstairs, however, I could hear the fast-beating heart of Angus as he took in a view that he probably thought he’d never see in his life.

“What are you—” I began, then I stopped in horror as I reached a hand back to my ass and was greeted with bare skin.

It was then that I realized two things.  Firstly my naked ass was totally exposed, and secondly my soaped-up asshole was pointing straight towards Angus.

I quickly moved the fabric back to cover my modesty, blushing and not quite knowing what to say.  Angus had made it a year under my roof without seeing any of my private-parts, and then in one brief morning he’d seen one of my tits and my virginal asshole in one go.  What were the chances?

“Damn, Paula,” he said, and he was still staring.

“What?” I said, looking at the water that was now all around us.

It was pooling beneath us and soaking into Angus’s shorts, but he didn’t seem to care a jot.  He was still gazing right at the spot where my revealed flesh had been.

“That ...” he began.  “That was the nicest asshole I’ve ever seen.”

My eyes bulged at the bizarre statement.  I didn’t know where to begin.

“See a lot, do you?”

“It was perfect,” he hushed.  “Can I see it again?”

“Angus!” I cried in dismay.  Only a few minutes ago I’d been staring at his forbidden cock.  I was such a hypocrite.

He sat there and absorbed my punishment, beginning to feel embarrassed by his request.  As he sat back on his hands I noticed a bulge in his shorts that looked far from typical.  I had a flash-bulb recollection of that beautiful cock of his all over again.  A dangerous seed took route in my mind.

“I’ll make a deal with you,” I said.  “You show me what you look like all hot-and-bothered, and I’ll give you another look at my ass.”

Angus thought for a moment, seeming confused.  I nodded down to the crotch of his pants and the penny dropped.

“Oh!”

“Choice is yours,” I said, looking back to him as I sat on all-fours, awaiting his decision.

Angus said nothing.  He let his hands do the talking.  One of them came slowly to the front of his shorts and rubbed briefly over the stiffness inside before he reached in and pulled his thick muscle out over the waist.

I gasped, sucking a breath and staring at the monolith in front of me.  It looked even more delicious up close.  His shaft was smooth and taut with arousal.  A thick vein disappeared beneath his fist that held the lower half of his girth tight.

“Now you,” he said.

I reached back to the skirt of my gown, watching his cock throb in his grasp.  I pulled it back slowly, sliding the wet fabric up over my soaked skin.  Angus’s face told me exactly when I’d pulled it up far enough.  His pupils fattened and he stared longingly between my cheeks.

“Fuck.”

“Now give me that cock,” I snarled, spinning and pointing my face towards him.

He leant back into the pool of water, soaking his t-shirt and shuffling his shorts down more.  The energy in the room quickly increased and I prowled between his legs.  My gown split open again but now I didn’t care.  My tits swayed beneath my body as I put myself between his legs.

“Let’s take a look at you,” I said, tugging down his shorts and watching his cock flail up as it became free.

I took it off his hands and he reclined again, tensing his stomach as he stared down at me.  I handled him gently, delicately fondling his cock and bringing my face closer to him.  There wasn’t even a blemish on his perfect length.

“I want this,” I snarled.  Angus opened his mouth to say something, but his words vanished when I wrapped my lips right over the smooth crown of his magnificent dick.

His arousal surged into my mouth and I pressed my lips over him, hosting half of his prowess in my mouth and gripping the remaining half with my fist.

He groaned and I hummed in response, closing my eyes and winding my lips up off him with a pop.  I breathed heavy and open-mouthed, looking down my nose at the wet, taboo length that sat in my hand.

“This is fucked,” he said, realizing the gravity of the situation.

“Fucked?  You don’t know the half of it.”

I raced back onto his cock without a care.  If my husband was half as good at sleeping as we thought, not even the sound of my own crashing orgasm would rouse him.

I pushed back Angus’s t-shirt and he helped it up over his body.  His abs rippled like a washboard as he tightened them to stare down at me.  With his t-shirt off he looked almost identical to the image I’d seen first thing that morning, apart from the fact that now his cock was in my mouth of course.

I slurped along him, playing a competition with myself to see how much of his cock I could fit down my throat before I gagged.

Angus was breathing hard.  His hand held my head steadily as I worked my lips over him.  We both knew how utterly wrong this was, but we were too far in to pull out.  Only two things were going to stop this runaway train of sin now: either my husband waking up, or Angus’s glorious climax.

As I sucked his perfect length I started to toy between my legs, pushing my fingers against my pussy and moaning against his forbidden flesh as I felt my own wetness.  “I want you,” I groaned.  “I want you to be my first.”

“Your first,” he whispered, confused.

I pulled his cock from my mouth.  “The first in my ass.”

I felt Angus’s cock twitch in response.  I pulled back off him and opened the belt of my gown, letting it fall open and showing him my naked, mature body.

His eyes wandered over it.  He took in my big tits and soon he was staring at the triangle of kempt hair that sat above my pussy.

“Come here,” he beckoned, and he lay back against the tiles.

I crawled forward over him, arriving over his cock.  But Angus didn’t want me there yet.  Instead his hands came down inside my thigh and he pulled me upwards.  I continued to kneel forwards until his face disappeared beneath my crotch.

I could feel his breath inside my legs and then I felt the stubble of his handsome face against the soft skin of my inner thigh.

His mouth opened and gasped over my wetness.  He drove his tongue into me and I clenched, releasing a grunt of pleasure that I prayed my husband didn’t hear.

Angus was quick to the task.  He started to lap over my rippled flesh, parting the petals with his tongue and sliding along the groove like he was licking a Popsicle.

He was a messy eater, and I reveled in it.  The more ravenously he ate from me the more pleasurable it felt.  To feel his lips and tongue dance over my flesh was a treat like no other.

“Fuck,” I hushed, stretching my hands down my thigh and grinding my hips over him.

I smoothed my flesh across his face and realized I was in full control.  Angus had nary a say in where my pussy went—even if it disappeared completely.

I leaned forwards and concentrated as his tongue slipped down my pussy and over my honey-pot.  He slid inside briefly but before he could taste me it was gone.  It was replaced by the strap of skin that separated my two playgrounds.  Suddenly I felt the swirling of his tongue race over my puckered, virginal knot.

“Yes!” I cried, and Angus took that as his cue to lick faster.

His tongue circled the knot, washing its way around me and relaxing me gradually.  Soon all I cared about was the sensation around my unbroken ring.  My pussy was merely a back-drop.  I circled my finger over my swelling clit and felt the pleasure rise in my core.

He slid his pointed tongue gently through the aperture, teasing it open just enough to begin to excite me even more.  My body relaxed and so did my muscle.  Soon he’d pressed a good inch of his tongue right through my hole and I was begging for more of him.

“That’s it,” I groaned.  “Eat my fucking asshole.  Be my good boy.”

Angus groaned in response and I felt a sudden rocking motion.

I looked behind me to its source and noticed that he was now beating his rock-hard cock as he ate from me.  I started to imagine it going inside me and soon the thought of it wasn’t enough.  I wanted the real thing.

I eased my ass off his face and watched it emerge.  He blinked up at the light and I dropped my face to kiss him again as a climax threatened inside me.

“You’re a dirty boy,” I hushed, my voice quivering with excitement.  “Let’s be even dirtier.”

I slid my ass down his body, gliding my knees over the wet floor until I met the bulbous crown of his hard cock.

I wriggled and felt it press against his cock.  Neither of us touched it, but by some stroke of luck or judgment it settled against the recess of my asshole and slowly started to split me open.

“Fuck,” I groaned, pressing my naked body against his as his huge cock breached a hole that it had no business entering.

“Oh, shit.  It’s going in,” he whispered.

My eyes clenched shut and I moaned into his shoulder as his powerful cock split my flesh and my orgasm flourished.  There was a pang of dull pain as he thrust into me then I felt the muscle swallow over him and suck him inside.

I moaned against him, dulling my cries against his muscled chest, desperate not to bring down the walls of our quiet home.  My pussy contracted, gasping open and wondering why it was so empty.

He groaned at the new sensation of warmth around his cock, pressing it deeper until his entire length was bathing in the heat of my freshly claimed asshole that twitched and pulled around him.

I breathed deep against him, holding him close as the pain of his girth started to lessen and my orgasm waned.  Behind the pain a slither of pleasure emerged and I focused on it.  I sank into him and felt the alien-like sensation of his cock stabbing at my insides as my pussy ached in spasm.  It felt glorious.

“You’re in my ass,” I gasped.

“It’s so tight,” he smiled.  I dropped to kiss his lips in celebration of the occasion.

As our tongues entwined he held my ass and lifted me off him, dropping me back slowly and filling me with those precious inches all over again.

I sank onto him and felt him slide up inside, pleasuring my pussy from an angle I’d never before experienced.  It was as though Angus’s cock was some kind of magic wand that could give me the ecstasy I desired no matter where I hosted him.

Suddenly he sprang to life and started thrusting his hips up into me.  I moaned and leant over him, feeling my gown waft against my sides as he stabbed upwards in frenzy.

His hot cock burst into my asshole over and over and the muscle jerked around his girth.  My ring hugged him close, sliding up over his dick and keeping a tight grasp.  It slid over each vein and popped over the bulbous crown before I dropped on him and swallowed his inches all over again.

“I want you to come,” I said, looking down and bouncing.  “Come in my ass.”

I put on a show above him, bunching my tits together and sliding my knees out on the floor before bringing them back together.  Again and again I jerked him inside me, bouncing on his shaft and feeling the mounting ecstasy inside me.  I could see it strewn across his face as he lost himself to it all.

“Give it me,” I moaned, uncaring now for the noise.  “Give me your cum.”

Angus became more animated, his eyes focused on my big tits.  I leant back away from him and he stared at my vacant pussy, watching the hilt of his cock beneath as he disappeared into my body like magic.

“Come,” I insisted.  “Come in my asshole.”

Angus nodded and sharpened to life.  He brought his back off the floor and kept himself inside me as he sat upright, then—with some effort—he supplanted my position on top of him and rested my back against the wet tiles.  He pinned my legs back and started to buck into me, firing his cock through my asshole with speed.

“Oh, Angus,” I groaned, rocking and sliding beneath him as he ravaged me.

His big cock drove through me, smashing my asshole wide and treating it nasty.  He started to show me who was boss.

“You’re gonna get it,” he growled, looking down on me now in his new position of dominance.

“Give it me,” I mewled, playing victim.  “Give me your fucking cum.”

He built to a flurry of thrusts, slapping his hips against my wet ass, then suddenly his cock throbbed and I felt the delicious, unmistakable heat.

“Yes!” I groaned.

His eyes closed and he strained his neck.  His cock throbbed again and each time it did another burst of spunk crashed into my ass.

“That’s it,” I groaned, looking up into his eyes.

His gaze met mine and didn’t falter.  He stared into my fat pupils and emptied his youthful balls inside me like his life depended on it.

“Oh, Paula,” he groaned, looking down at the source of his pleasure and easing his sticky cock deeper.

He plunged into me and sent his cum deep.  I could feel the messy warmth in my stomach.  It was a sensation I’d never experienced before, but one that I knew I wanted to feel again.  Whether it was him or my husband, I knew this wouldn’t be the last time that someone came in my asshole.

“Good boy,” I purred.

Just then there was movement upstairs and Angus’s face filled with panic.

In an instant he pulled his cock out of me and a splutter of his seed followed.  I giggled with nervousness and pulled my wet gown around me.

“Go get in the shower!” I whispered.

The sound of the creaking stairs could be heard over the quiet radio.  Angus picked up his t-shirt and waddled from the room with his shorts around his ankles.

He disappeared from one door as my husband arrived at the other, yawning as he entered the kitchen.  He was completely oblivious.

“What happened here?” he said sleepily.

“Just a spill,” I said.  I could feel Angus’s cum drooling out of my asshole.  “I’ll get it all cleaned up.”

I grabbed a sponge and knelt back on the floor, soaking up the water and hiding my blushing face.

“Mmm,” my husband groaned, admiring the view.  He walked over and gave my ass a playful slap.

I closed my eyes and breathed, feeling more of Angus’s spunk slide out of me.

“You want a coffee?” he asked.  I sighed inwardly in relief as he moved away.

“Sure,” I chirped, trying to hide the adrenaline in my shaking voice.

I heard the stairs creak again.  Angus must have sneaked through the other rooms and made his escape.  My husband never even noticed.

I mopped up the mess I’d made whilst he remained oblivious to the mess that lay inside me.  I couldn’t wait to get my hands on that perfect cock of Angus’s again and put it where few women dare.

THE END
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Taking The Barman In Both
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I’d owned the Red Lion now for years.  It was a bar that I’d bought with my husband a decade ago, but he’d since found another woman to satisfy his needs.

It was just me and Frankie now.  He was my regular barman that came over for the busy season.  He’d matured in this lifestyle and I daresay it’s had an effect on him.  There was always a bit of rogue in him but Frankie had dialed things up a notch after a season working for me.

It felt like every week he’d have a new girl.  They’d fly in on the plane and he’d woo them with drinks and fancy cocktails that he’d pretend to name after them, despite the fact he’d made them a thousand times before.

The girls would get besotted and eventually surrender to his wily ways.  Frankie’s looks and confidence meant that it was only a matter of time before they were putty in his hands.

We butted heads about it constantly.  I guess deep-down I just wanted a bit of attention from him too, and it’s tough to get that when he’s fucking a different girl every week.  At twenty I thought he’d start to calm down, but he just kept things going when he came over for his third season with me.

Last night I’d seen him walk away with another girl after his shift.  I was left to lock-up the bar as usual.  It felt like I was facilitating his lifestyle.

We sat around the pool the next day in silence.  Frankie stayed in the guest’s suite and I let him use my pool whenever he wanted—which was most days.  He wore his sunglasses and small pair of swim-shorts that he’d pulled up to expose more of his thigh to the sun.

He tanned really well.  He was bronzed all over with a smattering of hair on his chest.  If I was twenty-years younger I’d have tried to tie him down a long time ago.

I sat beside him but I couldn’t stop looking.  It was like he was trying to tempt me into doing something foolish, and I had to look at him every day and not act on it.

“A fresh plane-load of women arriving today,” I said eventually.

“Is there?” he said plainly, rolling his shoulders.

“You know there is!” I laughed.

“I don’t keep a note.”

“Sure you do!  You bagged another conquest last night didn’t you?”

Frankie stayed quiet.  I looked up at the sky and spotted the contrails of an airplane cutting across the blue.

“There she goes now, probably,” I pointed.

Frankie angled his head up.  “Bye, Chelsea,” he waved.

I bit my tongue, trying not to give him the satisfaction.

“Got plenty of love for those sluts but none for me.”

“I’ve got love for you too, Carla.  It’s just a different kind of love.  It’s the ‘I’d love you to make me a gin and tonic’ kind of love.”

Frankie lowered his shades and looked across at me, trying not to laugh.  The smirk on his face was infectious.

“It’s ten in the morning.  You are not drinking now.”

Frankie pulled up his phone and started to tap away on it.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m getting one of the waitresses to bring me one.”

“You are not!”

The bar was only a short walk from our private pool and our staff sometimes used this place on their days off.  The Red Lion opened early for breakfast, but Frankie and I took the mornings off.

“If you’ve just done what I think you have ...” I warned.

He lay back on the lounger and took a deep breath, closing his eyes to the sun.  About five minutes later Charlie—the girl from England who did the breakfast shift—walked through the tall wooden gate at the back of the pool with a tray in her hand.

“Right on time,” Frankie said, sitting up.

“Hey, Frankie,” Charlie said.  “Hey, Carla.”

I tried to hide my shock in front of her, but I was bubbling beneath the surface.  She approached with a tall glass of fizzing, clear liquid.  Two wedges of lime sat in it.

“I’ll take that Charlie,” I told her.  “Thank-you.”

I took it off the tray and Charlie turned to leave.  Frankie took down his shades and looked across at me, confused.

Charlie looked back and I gave her a smile as she slinked through the gate and back to the bar.  When she left I turned to Frankie and tossed the drink right over him.

He took off his glasses and sat up with a gasp.  “Carla!”

“A gin and fucking tonic at ten o’clock.  You’re better than that.”

“It was soda-water!”  Frankie stood up and shook himself down. “It was fucking soda-water.”

He shook out his hands and pulled out the waist of his shorts to get the water off them.  I felt stupid, but as I watched the water dapple and glint on his rippled abs I started to feel something else entirely.

“Worried you’re not getting enough attention?” he spat.  “Well here you go; you have my attention.”

He brushed the water off himself and I watched, mesmerized.  I could feel my pussy start to get damp and I broke out in a flush.

“I’m sorry, Frankie,” I hushed.

“Ugh,” he said, ringing the bottom off his shorts.  “It’s alright.”

I watched the muscle curve down from his stomach and under his shorts as he pulled them out from his body.

I was wearing my white bikini and sarong.  My shades and sunhat helped to hide my clear arousal, but my breasts were giving the game away.  My nipples were punching into their cups.  You could spot them a mile off.

“I see someone’s enjoying themselves,” Frankie said, looking down.

He lowered his shades and stared right at them.  He’d never made a comment like that before.

“I—there’s a chill in the air.”

“There’s a chill from those fucking ice-cubes,” Frankie said.

I started to laugh but I didn’t stop looking at him.  He was a specimen alright.

“Relax,” I told him.  “I’ll get Charlie to bring you out another one.”

“It’s fine.”

“I’ll message her.”

I took my phone from my bag and tried to find Charlie in it.

“I don’t have her number.”

“You should really be getting to know the staff, Carla,” Frankie said.  He tossed me his phone.  “Here.”

He’d already unlocked it before he passed it me.  I started to go into contacts, but my thumb stalled.  I’d never get an opportunity like this again.

Instead I went into his images folder.  Straight away I could see a host of thumbnails on display.  Many of them were filled with fleshy-tones.  I picked one at random and clicked on it.

Suddenly the entire phone’s screen was filled by a photo of a naked man.  My eyes went to his beautiful cock immediately. It stood proud and it had every right to be.  My eyes moved up the screen and I saw Frankie’s unmistakable smile on the bottom-half of his face.  The top-half was cut-off, but I knew it was him.  I could see the hint of a tribal tattoo on his flank.  I looked across at Frankie and spotted that same tattoo.

“What?” Frankie asked.  “Can’t you find her?”

He held out his hand for the phone and I became suddenly coy.

“I’m still looking,” I told him.  It wasn’t a lie.

I looked at the image of him naked and erect and I tried to commit it to memory.  If I’d had the time again I’d have forwarded it to my phone so I could stare at it whenever I pleased.

“Here,” he said and he sat up to take the phone from me.  Suddenly he spotted the unmistakable image on the screen.  “Carla!  What the fuck are you doing?”

I started giggling and Frankie snatched the phone from my hand.  He looked down at it and then across at me.

“What the fuck?”

I was giddy with laughter.  “I can see why those girls always leave your room with a smile on their face.”

“You shouldn’t be looking at that!”

“It was just there, honey.  I pressed the wrong button.”

“Give me your phone,” he demanded.  “If you get to see me I get to see you.”

I laughed and tossed him the phone. “I don’t even know how to work my camera.”

Frankie put his phone down on the table and took off his shades.  He stared down at my phone, tapping buttons here there and everywhere.

“There’s nothing on there,” I told him.

He shook his head.  “I can’t believe you.”

He threw the phone back at me and I caught it.  I was still giddy with excited laughter.

“If you wanna look so bad I’m right here.”  I put my arms out to present myself.

“Not quite the same, is it?”

“Oh, you want a little more?” I teased, and I rocked my shoulders and took down a bra strap.

Frankie turned to face me front-on.  “Yes,” he said bluntly.

Well now I didn’t know what to do.

“’Yes,’ what?” I asked him.

“Yes, I want more.”

“More?  Of me?”

“You offered, Carla.  So yes.  You’ve seen me.  It seems only right.”

“I’m not exactly the little nineteen-year-olds that you take up to your room at the end of the night.”

“I know.  Maybe I need some diversity in my life.”

“Oh, you gonna treat me like you treat them?”

“I might,” Frankie said, and he seemed deadly serious.

“You gonna treat me like you treat those little sluts?”

Fuck, I was getting turned on.  I could feel my pussy turning wet.

“If that’s what you want,” Frankie said.

He squared up in front of me and I watched the front of his shorts move as his cock grew in the space.

“What does Frankie wanna see?”

“Frankie would like to see your tits,” he said.  “Is it me that’s got them so stiff?”

I looked down at my breasts.  They were one of my finest assets.

“That photo of you certainly didn’t hurt,” I told him.  “With your big, hard cock.”

“You enjoyed it, huh?”

“More than you know, darling.”

I took down the other bra strap and put my fingers inside the cup of each bra.

“Do you want to see what I’ve got for you”?

Frankie squeezed at his cock.  “Yes, please.”

I pulled them down and watched his expression change.  He looked overjoyed by them.  He took a deep breath and pinched around his cock.

“They look incredible, Carla.”

“Life in the old girl yet,” I giggled.  “How do they compare to that slut you had last night?”

I bounced them on my chest and Frankie took a step forward.  He was drawn to them like a moth to the flame.

“Yours win,” he said.  He put a knee on the end of my sun-lounger and sat close.

“Prefer my mature tits, do you?”

“They look so big.”

“And suckable.”

“Fuck, yeah.  I’d put them right in my mouth if you told me to.”

“I’m not stopping you, honey,” I told him.

Frankie stalked forwards like a predator.  He looked straight at my tits and I watched as he moved closer.

He opened his mouth over them and I took a deep breath.  “That’s my Frankie,” I cooed.

I held him against me and listened as his mouth smacked over my nipples.  He pulled them with his lips and licked all around them.  It was getting me worked-up a treat.

“So this is how you treat the ladies, huh?”

“I treat them naughtier than this.”

“You wanna show me?”

“You want the same?”

“Exactly the same, honey.  I want to know what it’s like to be one of them.”

“This could be dangerous, Carla.”

“Show me,” I told him, nodding to his cock.  He was clearly still hard.

“You’ve already seen it.”

“I wanna see it up-close.”

“How close?”

“Close.”

Frankie stood up and came to the top of the lounger.  I sat up and tried to compose myself as I stared at his swim-shorts.  They were only an inch-or-so from me.

“Is that close enough?” he asked.

“Take it out for me then.”

Frankie reached down into his pants and pulled his hard cock over his waistband.  To see it so close was a different feeling entirely.  On the screen I could almost separate myself from it, but here it was, close enough to touch; close enough to taste.

“You just gonna stare at it?” Frankie asked, and he shook it in his hand.

It moved left and right, tempting me towards it like a fishing lure.

“I want to suck it,” I told him.  “But you’re worried about it being dangerous.”

Frankie reached into his back pocket and pulled out a condom.  “You want the same treatment don’t you?”

“I hope you use that on your girls.”

“Always.  I know better than that.”

“That’s what I like to hear.”

“Should I put it on?”

“No.  That’s the one thing I want to be different.”

“You don’t want me to wear it?”

“I want to feel you for real, Frankie.  Would you do that for me?”

Frankie tossed the condom aside.  “I’d do anything for you, Carla.  You know that.”

“You might regret saying that,” I giggled.

Before Frankie could reply I’d took a hold of his cock.  I pushed my lips over him and drove his thickness into my mouth.  I could feel the strength of his prowess against my tongue.

“That’s it,” he said slowly.

He took off my sun-hat so he could watch me better.  I put on a real performance.  I wound my lips down him and then followed them with my fist when I withdrew.  I started to jerk and pull on his cock, smiling up at him.

“I bet she was doing this to you last night, wasn’t she?”

“Nothing like how you’re doing it.”

“Now about this ‘doing anything for me’ business.”

“Yeah?”

“You think you could make an old girl happy by putting your face between my legs?”

“If that’s what you want?”

“It’s been so long, Frankie.”

“You make it sound like you’re fucking eighty, Carla.”

“Some days it feels like it.”

“Not today though, huh?”

“You’re making me feel twenty again.”

“Good.”

Frankie stepped out of his swim-shorts and I unfastened my sarong.  I took off my shades and adjusted to the bright poolside light.  I didn’t want any filter on this, even if it was only my sunglasses.  I wanted to watch him go down on me and fucking revel  in it.

He settled between my legs and stared up at my bikini bottoms.  Thank fuck I’d shaved yesterday.  I felt a crazy need to impress him.  He’d been with so many women that I wondered if I could compete.

“Do you want me to take them down?” he asked.

I looked down at him and the curves of his powerful body.  His naked ass looked like a fucking snack.

“You can do it for me if you like,” I told him.

“That’s what I like to hear.”

Frankie half stood up and made a grab for the waist of my panties.  I could see his cock, still hard between his legs.  It bounced as he tugged on me.  I wriggled and lifted my ass off the lounger.

“That’s it,” Frankie said, then he hissed a breath through his teeth as he saw my well-kept pussy.

“Like what you see?” I asked.  I was genuinely curious.

“That’s such a pretty pussy,” he told me.

“Not as young as you’re used to.”

“I love it.  I bet you know how to use it too.”

“I’ve got some experience.”

“Let me get in there.”

Frankie pushed my knees aside and lay on his stomach at the bottom of the lounger.  He kissed at my knee and nudged it wider, looking up over my mound and into my waiting face.

“This is the best view in town,” he laughed.

“I’m thinking the same thing.”

“I might just stare a minute longer.”

“Don’t you fucking dare,” I laughed.  “I need your mouth on me now.  I can’t stand this much longer.”

“Maybe I’ll tease you for a bit.”

He kissed at the inside of my leg and moved down to my pussy.  Slowly.  The kisses barely felt like they were getting anywhere and I was squirming in my seat like I was desperate for the restroom.

“Fucking get in there,” I told him, and I grabbed his head and moved him right onto me.

Frankie clamped down over my pussy and I let out a moan that filled the pool-side.  I thanked my stars that we’d managed to get some privacy amongst the busy streets outside.

“That’s better.”

I looked down and watched as Frankie went to work on me.  He kept his eyes closed and seemed to take great pleasure in feeding on my pussy.  His shoulder was moving and I could tell he was jerking himself out of sight.

“You keeping that cock nice and stiff for me?”

He opened his mouth and glanced up.  “I’m keeping it ready.  Ready for when you tell me where you want it.”

“Good boy.”

He kept on eating me out, running his tongue all around my flesh and probing my pussy.  He lapped out the cream that had started to steadily flow.

“I wanna fuck you from behind,” he told me.

“Is that your favorite?”

“I like it all kinds of ways.”

“I’d better do as you say, hadn’t I?”

“You had.”

He wiped at his mouth as I stood up and turned away from him.  “Like this?”

Frankie looked me up and down, running his eyes all over my big ass.  “Bend forwards,” he said.

He stayed sat on the lounger for the moment as I posed beside it for him.  I felt his hand start to rub my ass and then he kissed it.

“Bend forward a bit more,” he said.

I did as he said.  Suddenly I felt his face between my cheeks.  He was tonguing at my pussy, but he kept on licking over my asshole too.  I’d never had anything like that before.

“You’re tonguing my ass, Frankie.”

“I know.”

“As long as you know.”

I closed my eyes and reveled in the sensation.  No-one had ever been near there before, but having his wet tongue wash over it felt like a fresh kind of excitement.  I started to rub at my pussy.

“You’re getting me nice and wet.  You know that, don’t you?”

“I know,” he said.  “You need to be wet to take all of this.”

I looked back at him as he shook his big cock in his fist.

“Put it inside me.”

Frankie stood up behind me and rubbed the tip of his cock against my ass.  He watched for a moment, as though he was taking a few mental snapshots.  It’s not every day you got to put your cock against your boss’s ass like that.

“Do you want a picture?” I asked him.  “On that phone of yours?”

“Might be dangerous to have the evidence, don’t you think?”

In the confusion I’d forgot just how sinful the act was.

“You’re probably right,” I said.  “We’ll just have to remember it.”

“We can re-enact it any time you like.”

“Oh, can we now?”

Frankie rubbed his cock up and down the groove, teasing at the outside of my puss.

“You want it in you, don’t you?” he asked.

“You gonna make me beg?”

“Yeah.  Beg me for it.”

“I’m not gonna do that,” I said, trying to keep my cool.

“Beg for it, Carla.  Or I’m not gonna give it you.”

I stared forward, realizing I was losing my control.  He’d got me just where he wanted me.

“Fuck me,” I hushed.

“I didn’t hear you.”

I looked back sternly.  “Put your fucking cock in me, now.”

“That’s what I like to hear.”

With that Frankie pushed forwards and wiped the frown from my face.  It transformed into a look of pained pleasure as I felt his girth stretch me.

“Oh, that’s it, baby,” I groaned.

“Look at that,” he hushed.

He rocked his cock through me and stared down on the sinful union.  It wasn’t long before his thumb was at my wet asshole too.

“You like that?” he asked.

I didn’t know whether he meant his thumb or his cock, so I just said, “I love it!”

He upped his pace, driving his big thickness through me.  His thumb pressed against my muscle and my asshole swallowed over the tip.  Having him in there was like the perfect accompaniment, you know.  It made an already great thing amazing.

“Fuck, Carla, look at that.”

“You’re inside me, honey.”

He fucked me and my tits swung beneath me.  His hands cupped them as he left my ass alone for the moment.

“You feel so good, Frankie.”

“You like that?”

“I love it!  Treat me like one of your sluts!”

Frankie pulled his cock out of me and gripped my hair.  He yanked me around to face him.  I opened my mouth to say something but before the words left me he’d filled my lips with cock.

“You wanna be treated like one of them?” he asked.

I hummed in approval and felt his cock press against the back of my throat as he turned rough.

“You wanna be my slut?”

I nodded and Frankie started to fuck my mouth.  I could taste my sweet, tangy cum on him as my mouth filled with spit.

“That’s good, Carla.”

He steered my lips on and off him, holding my hair tight like they were my reigns and guiding me where he wanted me.

He pulled his cock from me and laid it flat up against my face.  He pushed his balls to my mouth and I started to suck on them.  I was beginning to feel like the sluts that got ferried over here by the plane-load.

“That’s good, Carla.  That’s fucking good.”

I hummed against him and licked on his balls, looking up into his face.  He was like a whole different beast, but then I could hardly talk.  I wasn’t exactly acting myself either.

“Lie on the lounger,” he told me.

I lay back and Frankie took a hold of my ankles.  He spun me so that I was sideways on it, pushing my legs back and dropping his cock back towards my soaking pussy.

“Fuck me, Frankie,” I begged.

I held back my legs beneath my thighs and watched him steer his big cock back into me.  He pushed through my tight O and I let out a grunt of satisfaction.

He started to fuck me hard, bearing down on me and making my tits shake on my chest.  It was so hot to see this other side to him; so hot to see him share himself with me like that.

“Give me that big cock, Frankie.”

“I’m gonna give you more than that.”

“Are you gonna come, honey?”

“Not before you do.”

Fuck, that kind of confidence could make me climax on its own.  He moved his finger to my pussy and started to tease it, finding my stiff clit and working it as he fucked me.

He slowed his thrusts, easing himself carefully through me.  He fed me every inch and then withdrew, threatening to leave me completely.  Before he did he pushed back and I felt his inches rush into me anew.

“Frankie,” I whimpered.

“Come for me, Carla.”

How could I refuse?  He pushed his cock deep again and my pussy contracted tight around him.  When Frankie felt it he upped his pace and took his fingers off me.

“Come on my cock!” he grunted, and he really started to give it to me.

I rocked beneath him like a rag-doll.  I was helpless; helpless to stop the climax that Frankie had teased out of me.

“I wanna feel you come on my big cock.”

“Oh, Frankie, I’m coming!”

I groaned so loud that the bar must have thought Frankie was at it again with last night’s conquest.

“I’m going to come with you,” Frankie told me, and that was all I needed to really lose it.

I writhed and wriggled beneath him, then I felt Frankie’s big cock throb in my pussy.  My muscles squeezed the load from him and suddenly his warmth was surging into me.

“Carla,” he grunted, closing his eyes and folding forwards.

He pressed against my knees and rocked his cock gently, pushing his cum deep against the tightening of my pussy that fought to expel him.

“Frankie,” I hushed, my whole body tense.

Finally I pushed him back and his spent cock squeezed out of me.  He stood up before me, breathing heavily.  Cum dripped from the end of his hard, glossy length.

“Fuck, Frankie,” I cried, breathing heavy.  I wiped the hair from my face and gasped up at the blue sky.

“I’m not done,” he told me.  “You want it like one of my sluts, don’t you?”

I looked at him as he came at me again with his cock.  I opened my legs and Frankie dropped his cock back into my pussy.

He plunged out some of his cum, but he wasn’t in me for long.  He used the tip of his cock to run the cum down to my ass.

“Honey!” I cried anticipating something naughty.

The soaked tip of his cock shook against my ass, then he pushed my legs back and started to apply the pressure.

I closed my eyes and groaned as his huge cock started to pry open my asshole.  It gasped over him slowly, then he pushed a few inches into me.

“Oh, Frankie!” I cried, gripping his wrist.

“Now you’re one of my sluts,” he said with a smirk.

I smiled up at him and closed my eyes dreamily.  I tried to ignore the pang of pain as he stretched me.

“I’m your slut,” I told him.

He drove his cock deep and left it there, then he started to slowly fuck me.  It felt incredible.  At first it was painful, but soon the sensation of him inside me like that had its merits.  I could feel him pleasure my pussy from the other side, and with my climax still rippling through me, having him in my ass felt bearable.

“Good boy,” I hushed.

He moved slowly through my muscle as though he was just giving me a sample.  Eventually he pulled out of my ass and jerked his cock over me.

My legs fell to the floor and I let out a weary sigh.  “You’ve tired me out, honey.”

Frankie laughed.  “That was just a quickie,” he told me.  “Wait until we do the real thing.”

“Real thing?”

Before I could find out more Frankie had turned to the pool.  He dived in and swam a length underwater.

I took a moment to look up around the pool as I reclined back in the lounger.  Thankfully I owned all the windows that looked down on us.

“You’ll have to show me that real thing of yours,” I shouted over to him as he emerged at the far end of the pool.

He brushed back his hair and laughed.  “If you’re a good girl.”

“Good girl,” I hushed, shaking my head.

I looked down my naked body and moved a hand to my pussy.  I could feel his cum waiting at the exit.  I teased it gently and then rubbed a bit of it up over my petals.  I closed my eyes and groaned at how good it felt.

“You carrying on?” Frankie asked in the pool.

“I might.”

“Well let me watch,” he said.

He swam down back to our side of the pool and looked up between my legs.

“Move down the lounger a little,” he said.

I did as he asked, scooching down.  “That better?”

“That’s it.”

I eased the cum from myself and used it to cover my pussy, playing with what Frankie had left behind.  It felt so good against my skin.

“I had no idea you were like this, Carla.”

“Why would you?” I laughed.  “I’m nowhere near as bad as you!”

“Carla; you’re playing with your pussy while I watch.  That’s pretty bad.”

“I guess you’ve got a point.”

I eased my fingers down and reached under to touch my ass.  It was still a little agape from where Frankie had been.

“You gonna push them in for me?” he asked.

I drove my fingers deep and let out a grunt.  I could feel the ring of muscle gripping tightly close to my knuckles.

“Told you you were bad,” Frankie said.

He leapt up out of the pool and the water ran off his naked body.

“We should carry this on later,” he said.  “I start work soon.”

Frankie toweled off and draped it over his shoulder.

“Don’t I get a kiss goodbye?” I asked him.

He leant over and put one on my cheek.

“No,” I told him, and I nodded at his cock.  “A kiss goodbye.”

“Oh,” he said.  He put a foot up on the lounger.  “Course you do.”

I leaned in and kissed his dick.  He was still at half-mast.  I gave his shaft a lick and giggled up at him.  “I’ll be seeing that again soon.”

“If you play your cards right,” Frankie said cheekily.

He jumped into his shorts and walked away.  He strode out of the tall, wooden gate laughing to himself.

I shook my head and gave a wry smile, then I started to dress.

“You’re one of Frankie’s sluts now,” I told myself.  “There’s no coming back from that.”

THE END
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Three In The Bed And One’s My Friend’s Son
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It took a lot of nagging from my friend Sharon, but eventually I agreed to take her son Blake and his friend Chris across state to watch their favorite football team play live.  Sharon had agreed to pay for all my expenses, which definitely sweetened the pot.

Blake and Chris were appreciative of course.  In fact, I’d never felt so needed.  It had been a long time since anyone had wanted anything from me, and I was happy to help the two of them achieve a  dream of theirs.

At the hotel the two of them checked in at reception using Sharon’s card.  I could overhear a discussion taking place in which Chris and Blake had started to argue.

“What’s going on?” I asked, approaching the desk.

The receptionist was all smiles as Chris explained the predicament.

“So, Blake here accidentally booked us into a king.”

“And?” I asked, confused.

“He only booked us into a king.  The three of us.  In one bed.”

I looked to the receptionist who held her smile.  “I’m afraid we’re fully booked, but we are willing to waive our policy and allow the three of you to share a bed, if you’d like?”

Fuck, that was embarrassing.  I cursed her under my breath for asking me publicly whether I’d like to spend the night sleeping with two men half my age.

“We’ll take the car, Mrs. Connor,” Blake said.  “We can sleep in there.”

“No, it’s fine.  It’s only one night.”

“You’re sure?” asked Chris.

I took a slow breath and nodded.

“Great!” said Chris, a little too enthusiastically, taking the card from the receptionist.  “I’ll grab your bag.”

Chris hurried past and Blake put his head in his hands.

“He’s so polite,” I beamed, looking at Chris as he picked my case up with a smile.

“He’s only doing it to get in your pants,” Blake said.

I shot him a shocked look.  “Blake!”

“What?”

I looked at Chris again.  “It’s still nice of him.”

Chris led the way, and I watched him now with fresh eyes.  I’d never met Chris before, but I liked him immediately.

Blake carried his case behind me, and I followed Chris as he led us down the corridors and to the room they’d booked.

The hotel was much nicer than I’d anticipated.  I’d expected the two of them to have booked two rooms in an absolute dive, but instead they’d booked one room in classy place.

“It could be worse, I guess,” I said, looking back to Blake.

“How could it?”

“At least we made it, right?”

Blake hummed.

“Here we are,” Chris said, and he slid the card down the lock and pushed the door open, presenting it to me.  “Ladies first.”

Chris was shameless, but I still can’t deny that his attention felt good.  He was good-looking too.  So was Blake.

I walked into the room and looked instantly to the bed.  It was a good size, although still not suitable for three people.

“Blake and I were gonna head out tonight anyway,” Chris said.  “Have a few drinks, you know.”

“You’re welcome to join us,” Blake added.

I looked around the room and picked up the remote.  “I’m good,” I told them.  “And Sharon’s covering my room-service, right?”

“Anything you want,” Blake said.

“I’m starting to like this guy,” I said to Chris, nudging him.

Blake shook his head and set his bag down near the bed.  He took his washbag to the bathroom and freshened up as Chris wandered awkwardly around the room.

“You don’t mind us in the bed with you, do you?”

I waved a hand.  “What’s one night?”

He perched on the end of the bed and looked at the television as I rifled through the channels.  The adult section started to show up.

“Oops,” I said, and quickly I moved back through the channels.

“All expenses paid, remember?” Chris said, looking back.  “If you wanted to order a movie.”

“I think I’m okay, Chris,” I said to the back of his head.

Blake came out of the bathroom, and it was Chris’s turn to smarten himself up for a night out.

“It’s a big day tomorrow, are you sure you two want to drink?” I asked.

“The game doesn’t start until three, Mrs. Connor.  We’ll be good.”

“I shouldn’t wait up then?” I smiled.

“We’ll try not to wake you.”

“I don’t believe that.”

I lay on the bed and flicked through the television.  “I could get pretty comfortable here,” I said.

“There’s a bar downstairs too,” Blake said.

“I might check it out.”

Blake toweled his hair and smartened himself up before me.  He looked and smelled amazing.  Chris came out from the bathroom and joined him in getting ready.  I lay on the bed and watched the two of them.  It was kind of cute to see them put the effort in.

“What do you think?” Chris said, presenting himself.

He wore a smart short-sleeve shirt, open at the top enough to reveal a smattering of hair on his chest.

“Fasten one of those buttons,” I said, pointing.

Chris did as I asked and then looked back at me again for approval.

“Perfect,” I smiled.

Chris looked to Blake, wondering if he’d ask for a similar assessment.

“You both look dashing,” I told them.  “Those women out there would be lucky to have either of you.”

Chris beamed.  Blake wasn’t quite so smitten.  He felt protective of me.

“Thanks, Mrs. Connor,” Chris smiled.

“You’re welcome, honey.”

“We shouldn’t be back late,” Blake said.

Chris waved his fingers at me, and I shook my head with a shy smile.  When they left the quiet that was left behind felt both relaxing and strange.  I hadn’t been without the two of them for hours and I’d got used to their playful camaraderie.

As the evening went by, I started to relax more and more.  I kicked off my shoes and ordered room service.  I started ordering cocktails to the room too, telling myself that I’d share the bill with Sharon.  I didn’t want to take advantage of her gesture.

It was past midnight when I realized that the two of them probably wouldn’t be back any time soon.  They were young, good-looking and away from home; they were sure to enjoy themselves to the fullest.

That’s when I found myself idly browsing the adult channels that I’d uncovered earlier.  For whatever reason, one of the channels was free and it was showing something very risqué indeed.

At first, I was just curious but the longer I watched it the more excited I became.  It was relatively soft-core, but it still got my engines revving, especially seeing the older woman enjoying the touch of her younger male co-star.

To my shame, I started to feel my horniness mounting.  I took a deep breath and tried to calm myself, but as though they were a being unto themselves, my finger started to make their way to my pussy.

I opened my summer dress and toyed beneath it at my smooth panties, feeling the heat of my sex beneath.  It was starting to wake up.

“Oh, boys,” I moaned, pushing against my flesh.

I closed my eyes and let my imagination drift.  I could feel myself become wetter and wetter, to the point where I felt as though I simply had to do something about it.

Without wanting to undress I moved the crotch of my panties aside and felt the wet flesh beneath.  My fingers cruised along the channel and spread my juices around.

I looked to the screen and to the joy on the actress’s face.  It felt genuine.  I squeezed at my tits as I continued to please myself, imaging Chris and Blake sidled up next to me.

I knew it was wrong to imagine, but it didn’t make it any less fun.  The naughty nature of it all made my heart race.  My scalp tingled as my breathing increased.  I felt my pussy swell with arousal.

“Oh, boys,” I croaked again, rubbing myself faster.

My stiff clit peered out from beneath its hood and demanded my attention.  I span my finger around it and every time I nudged it, I felt the tingle shoot up my spine.  My pleasure started to grow, and I felt sure of my climax, but a distant noise pulled my focus.

I could hear someone noisily coming down the hallway.  As they approached it was obvious that the deep tone belonged to Chris and Blake.  I quickly changed the channel and adjusted my panties.  Outside the room they shushed each other, then I heard the door open.

“Mrs. Connor,” Chris whispered, then I head Blake hit him.  “What?!”

“I’m awake,” I said, brushing my dress down so as not to rouse suspicion.

They rounded the corner of the room and looked up the bed at me, then at the room-service trays on the bedside table.

“Nice evening?” Blake asked with a raised eyebrow.

“Lovely,” I confessed.  “You?”

“Ahh, no luck,” Chris said, perching heavily on the end of the bed.  He took his shoes and socks off.

“I’m gonna take a quick shower,” Blake said, and he disappeared into the bathroom, followed quickly by the sound of rushing water.

“What did you guys get up to?” I asked Chris.

“Nothing wild, Mrs. Connor.  Just some light flirting.”

“Those ladies don’t know how lucky they were.”

“That’s what I kept telling them!”

I laughed as Chris lay back in the bed and scooched up towards the pillows.  I wriggled aside and was reminded of how small the bed was.

“What were you watching?” Chris asked as I flicked through the channels.

“Oh, nothing.”

“Not those adult channels?” Chris asked jokingly.

I couldn’t help but turn red, but I don’t think Chris noticed.  “No,” I lied.  “Just some cooking programs.”

“Oh.  Nice.”

Blake showered and Chris and I watched something mindless on television as I grew used to his proximity.  My orgasm felt as though it had been snatched from me, and the echoes of it seemed to reverberate in my body, daring me to finish the act.

Blake came out of the bathroom in his boxer shorts, switching places with Chris who took his turn to shower now.  We hadn’t yet tried the bed with all three of us in it, but something told me it was going to be tight.

“What have you been watching?” Blake asked now, fiddling at his phone.

“Nothing interesting,” I lied.

He smelt good and I could feel the heat coming off him against my arm.  He rubbed the towel at his hair.

“You sleeping like that?” he asked.

“I wasn’t planning on it.”

“What are you wearing?”

“That’s a little forward, don’t you think?” I teased.

Blake pursed his lips and I started to laugh.

“I have some PJs,” I told him.

The second Chris came out of the bathroom I stood up with the idea of getting changed.  Chris had that same amazing smell to him as I rounded the corner and passed him on the way to the bathroom.

“Are you changing?” he asked, looking at me as I went into the steamy bathroom.

“I am,” I told him, wiggling the PJs in my hand.

Chris just smiled, rubbing at his hair.  As the door closed, I noticed his big, swaying cock in his loose boxershorts.

The image lingered as I got dressed into my nightshirt and pants.  It was as though my brain was demanding that I pay more attention to what Chris had to offer.  I wondered if I should exorcise the climax from me right then and there so I could go to bed satisfied.

When I came out of the room Chris and Blake were lay on the bed.  When Chris spotted me, he sat up straight and cleared his throat.

“Looking good, Mrs. Connor,” he said, and then Blake nudged him.  “What?  I can’t say she looks good?”

“No, you cannot!”

“Thank you, sweetie,” I told Chris.

It was kind of surreal to be stood in front of two almost-naked young men like that.  I could feel their eyes on me.  When I looked to Blake, I noticed that he was looking at my tight-fitting night wear.

“Where do you want me?” I asked.

Chris opened his mouth to speak but Blake nudged him before he could say anything.

“Middle, I guess,” Blake said.  “You can be a buffer between me and Chris.”

“Heaven forbid that two men share a bed, huh?” I joked.

With a bit of wrangling the three of us worked our way beneath the duvet.  I’d never felt safer in bed than I did surrounded by those two.  On the left side of me I could feel Blake, and on the right side of me I could feel Chris, who appeared to be making no effort to utilize the spare bit of mattress to his right.

“Comfy?” I asked everyone.

“As I’m gonna be,” Blake said.

“Comfy,” Chris confirmed.

The three of us watched television for a few minutes in the low light of the hotel room.  I started to drift in and out of consciousness as tiredness claimed me.

Idly I fingered at Chris’s thigh beneath the duvet, not quite realizing what I was doing.  I felt his hand at my wrist, and he moved me slowly, placing me instead on his crotch.

I knew exactly what I was doing now, but I couldn’t stop myself.  Or I didn’t want to.  I tickled gently with my nails against the thick, stiff barrel that I found hiding in there.

Chris took a breath.  I could feel how tense he was.  I rolled over to face him, then felt Blake spoon me from the other side.

I bit my lip and wondered what the hell was happening.  It was as though the three of us had been so turned-on during the night that we had decided to settle for each other.  I didn’t know what had got into Blake, but he started to kiss gently at my neck as I felt him grow against my ass.

“Boys!” I hushed, impressed and shocked.

Chris pulled the elastic waist of his boxer-shorts out from his body, and I took the chance to move my hand inside and feel his shorn, coarse hair.  I found the thick barrel of his cock and wrapped my fingers around it carefully, jerking him slow.

“Mrs. Connor,” he hushed, and he moved his face to mine.

Blake dry-humped me from behind, and the movement form his hips really started to get me going.  I could feel the wetness of before return with aplomb.

I jerked Chris slowly and tickled my hand over the full length of his prowess.  He had a lot to offer.  I thought of how good he might feel inside me, and then felt Blake’s cock ease between my ass-cheeks behind me.

“What’s got into you two?” I asked, giddy with excitement.

“I’m not letting him have you on his own,” Blake said, then he bit at my shoulder.

Chris reached down into the duvet, and I let go of his cock while he took his boxer-shorts off.  He opened his legs and let me really take a good grip of his cock now.  It felt thick and powerful in my hand, and I wanted it inside me so bad.

Blake was pushing his cock against me and then his hand came around the front of my night-shirt and squeezed at my tits.

Chris started to unfasten my buttons as the two practiced their teamwork.  When my shirt was open enough Blake put his hands inside and squeezed my big tits.  It felt so surreal to have him treating me like that, but I wasn’t about to stop him.  The levels of my horniness were so high that it felt like I’d have fucked anyone.  Thank God that the two available guys were hot and willing!

Chris pushed the duvet off himself, and I saw his beautiful chest revealed.  He moved out from under the blanket and then surprised me by getting on his knees and putting that big, beautiful cock of his right next to my face.

“Suck him, Mrs. Connor,” Blake said behind me.

“You don’t mind?”

“Suck his cock,” Blake said.  “It’s okay.”

I don’t know what had happened between the two of them on the night out, but I’m guessing they’d had a conversation about me in which somehow Chris had come out on top.

Chris held the hilt of his cock and steered it towards my lips.  I took him off me and took control, pulling at the base of his shaft and moving the tip of him to my mouth.

I opened over him and felt his stiffness flood into me.  I hummed contently and imagined that his cock had penetrated my pussy instead.

Blake’s hands moved down off my bare tits and into the front of my pants.  He pushed against my smooth panties.  I remember how good it felt to have someone else doing that and not myself.  It was much more surprising that way.

I hummed on Chris and tried to put as much of him into my mouth as I could.  My hand went under his balls and massaged them gently.  I cupped them and pulled him towards me, teasing my nail at his taint.

“That’s it, Mrs. Connor,” Chris said, then he noticed Blake’s hand in my pants.  “Take those off.  Let me see.”

I pulled Chris from my mouth and then downed my pants.  I was going to leave my panties on, but Blake went for those too.

“No need to be coy now, Mrs. Connor,” he said.

I looked back over my shoulder to check that it was still Blake behind me.  It was so out of character for him, but I was beginning not to care.

“That’s it,” Chris said, and he bent forward and started to play with my pussy.

I watched him and I watched that big cock of his too, looming close to my body as it defied gravity beneath him.  I grabbed him and put him to my mouth just as Chris moved his face to my pussy.

We were in this weird kind of sixty-nine position with Blake as a bystander for now.  Chris licked at my clit, moaning into me as I treated his cock to my tongue again.

I swirled myself around the taut crown, listening to his joyous cries return before he mouthed over my pussy and sucked hard.  My head fell back to the pillow as I enjoyed him.

Blake started to move beside me.  Suddenly I had his gorgeous cock pressing against my lips.  I felt like I couldn’t deny him.  I hadn’t even seen his hard cock and now he was bursting through my lips and showing me that he was bigger than his friend.

“That’s it, Mrs. Connor,” he hushed, moving my hair aside to watch.

I tried to give Blake the pleasure I thought he deserved, but Chris was so good at eating my pussy that I could scarcely concentrate.

I let Blake take control instead, keeping my mouth open and letting him fuck me as I moaned in response to Chris’s busy mouth and tongue.

Chris got me incredibly close to climax and then stopped as though he could tell what my shivers meant.  He lay back beside me, and I turned to him, kissing him with the mouth that had just sucked his friend’s cock.

Blake opened the last few buttons of my top from behind, then he pressed his naked body against mine and I felt his cock tease back between the cheeks of my ass.

I didn’t know if Blake knew where he was pointing himself, but I found the smooth head of his cock pressing against my asshole.  I didn’t want to stop him.  I wanted to please them both at once, and if I wanted to do that then I was going to have to get comfortable with one of them in my ass.

Looking back perhaps I should have chosen the smaller cock, because Blake’s felt huge as it started to spread me open.  I let out a huge groan of pain as he split my ass wide and started to go inside.

He pushed slow and Chris kissed at my face.  He sat on his knees and watched me wriggle as Blake defiled me.  My ass started to engulf the intruder, opening wide and sucking him inside.

Chris squeezed my tits and moved his hand down to my pussy.  He toyed with my clit and then moved lower.  He seemed surprised that my pussy was vacant.

“You’re in her ass, Blake!” he cried.

“He—he didn’t know?” I asked, looking back.

“Shit, Mrs. Connor, I’m so sorry.”

He pulled back to leave me, but I reached back and held his ass.  The hard part was already over.

“No,” I told him.  “No.  Stay there.”

Blake stayed inside me as my muscle twitched around him.  It tried repeatedly to snap shut, but it was met instead by the bulk of Blake, wedged inside it.

“That’s it,” I said slowly, and gradually I started to wriggle.

“Fuck, Mrs. Connor,” Chris gasped.  He seemed genuinely impressed.

“That’s good,” Blake said in a rare moment of praise.

I smiled dreamily as another of his inches pushed into my ass.  Anal was something I’d done years ago but I’d never tried it since.  It hurt like hell, but I knew that getting past the pain was where the real pleasure lay.

Slowly I relaxed around him and soon Blake was able to move by himself.  He pushed slowly, moving through me asshole as Chris jerked over me, wowed by the sight of it all.

“Take his cock in your ass,” Chris said excitedly.

“I want you too,” I told Chris, smirking.

“In your ass?”

I laughed and the winced as my sphincter twitched and found no relief.  “In my pussy,” I corrected.

Blake continued to ease in and out of me, going through the gears slowly until he was fucking my ass for real.

My face contorted in pleasure and then Chris put his cock back to my lips.  I opened over him and for the first time in my life I was pleasing two cocks at once.

With each of them inside me I felt like a queen and a slut all at once.  I sucked on Chris like I had before, only now Blake’s big cock was rippling through my muscle.

“I’m ready,” I told him.

I wasn’t sure exactly how this was going to happen, but then Blake reached an arm under my body and started to turn me over onto him.

I rolled up onto Blake’s chest and spread my legs on him.  I was impaled on his cock and showing everything now.  I’d never felt more vulnerable.  I was at his mercy.  He continued to pump up into me, taking my weight on his body with ease.

“Fuck her, Chris,” he told his friend.

Chris moved around me, looking down in wonderment as his friend’s cock squeezed up into my ass.

“Damn, Mrs. Connor, you’re soaked,” said Chris.

Blake moved his hand to check, finding my empty pussy and rubbing quickly over the wet flesh.  He gave it a pat and addressed his friend.

“Fuck her with me, Chris.  Get right in there.”

“Fuck my pussy, Chris,” I told him, watching as he got into position.

He steered his cock into me and tried to keep his weight off my body so as not to crush Blake.  I felt his cock stabbing at my wet flesh.  Chris found my tight O and pressed into it.

I thought I’d be able to take him easily, but with Blake in my asshole my pussy had become ten-times tighter than before.

Chris grunted in approval as he pushed onwards.  “You’re so tight, Mrs. Connor,” he told me.  It was one of those compliments that was so naughty to hear, but it made me feel so good.

“Fuck me, boys,” I told them, and Chris started to get more confident.

He bore over me, giving me a bit of his weight as he started to fuck me.  Soon he was pounding over me and moving my whole body on Blake who stayed stiff beneath me.

I rocked up and down on Blake’s chest, swallowing and releasing his cock with my asshole over and over.

“That’s it,” I groaned, closing my eyes.

The feeling of climax returned anew as Chris fucked me, rubbing his pubic bone right on my clit.

My breaths raced and Chris kissed my face as I moaned.  I was unable to return his wet pecks, but he didn’t care.  He cruised his hard cock through me, grinding it against his friend’s as the two of them sought to please me.

“Yes!  Yes!  Yes!” I wailed, feeling like a dirty, mature slut.  “Fuck my fucking holes.”

“Yeah, Mrs. Connor,” Chris said, excited by my debauchery.

“I’m gonna fucking come,” I told him.

“Come for me,” Blake said, finding his rhythm and pounding up against me.

Their cocks played me like an instrument, rushing into me intermittently until their reliable pace started to get me off.

My vision swirled with color, and I felt the release of the all the stress in my body.  Everything that was tense relaxed and with it flowed my orgasm.

It trembled through me, making me gasp wildly.  My chest flushed red and so did my cheeks.  The hotel room filled with the unmistakable cries of climax.

“Oh, fuck, Mrs. Connor,” Chris said hastily, and I didn’t give him the attention he deserved.

He moved slowly suddenly, then he pulled his cock up out of me.  He jerked his cock and then I felt the heat of his cumshot begin to blast over me as I came.

“Ooh!” I startled, then I closed my eyes in a hum as I took more of his seed on my body.

It showered me from pussy to neck, with Chris bearing over me joyously, jerking his stiffness and watching the ropes scatter over me.

“Take it, Mrs. Connor,” he groaned, delivering a volley of cum that leapt right form his cock and landed on my chin.

I sent my tongue to claim it and hummed as I tasted his sweetness.  Blake started to fuck harder at my ass.

He brought his hand around and squeezed my tits, unabashed by his friends cum that had covered part of them.

“Oh, fuck, Mrs. Connor,” he grunted, and I held myself above him with my feet as he fucked upwards into my open ass.

He used my ring to jerk his cock, powering onwards quickly until the finish-line approached.

“Come in my ass, Blake,” I told him.

By now Chris was jerking slow and watching the finale.  Blake’s cock slipped through my hole, disappearing inside over and over until his balls pulled close to the base of his shaft.

“Come in my ass!” I told him again, then Blake let out a sigh and I felt him twitch.

His heat poured into me, and I sat down on him to take him deep.  I fell off to the side of him and kissed at his cheek as he wriggled and filled me with his cum.

“Good boy,” I told him over and over.  “Good boy.  Fill my ass.”

Damn, did he!  He gave me a filling to match Chris’s, twitching around eight or nine times and sending a volley of spunk into my ass each time.

His cock turned slippery in my butt now as it squirmed through my knot, then I pulled up off him completely and felt his stiffness slither free.

I bit my lip as I dismounted, turning to look at Blake’s cock and make sure everything was okay.  It was covered in a film of delicious, glistening cum.

“Nice job, Mrs. Connor,” Chris said, and he watched as I fell back into the duvet and put my forearm across my face.

I breathed deep and hard, trying to reclaim my breath and my sensibilities.  One would be easier than the other.

“That was crazy,” Blake said, laughing.

I let out a smile.  “Don’t get used to it.”

I felt well and truly serviced by them both.

“What got into you?” I asked Blake, looking across at him.

He had a dreamy smile on his face.  “I told Chris that if we didn’t land some girls that he could try his luck with you.”

“I hadn’t planned on Blake joining in,” Chris said.

I opened my mouth wide in shock.  “I was a back-up?!”

“No, Mrs. Connor, no.  Not like that.”

“You’re fucking fine, Mrs. Connor.  You were my first choice; I just didn’t think I’d succeed.”

“You caught me at the right time,” I said.  “I can’t believe I let you put it in my ass.”

“I didn’t know, I swear,” Blake said.

“It’s okay.  I kinda liked it.”

That comment led them both to be impressed.  I guess nothing is more affecting to a nineteen-year-old man than a woman who can take a cock in her ass.

Sleeping in a small bed with two guys suddenly becomes a whole lot easier when the three of you have all climaxed.  If you ever find yourself in a cramped bed, I’d highly recommend it!

THE END
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A Game of Milfs And Men
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Heather Harper sat at the hotel bar, sipping on her cocktail and trying to give an air of approachability, to the right person, of course.

She’d had one-or-two suitors already, but they hadn’t fit the bill.  Their main problem was that they’d approached her on their own, and that wasn’t what Heather was looking for.  You see, Heather already had a relationship of sorts, only not the conventional sort.

For some time now, Heather and her friend’s son Trent had gradually been stumbling towards each other.  They’d started messaging online after Heather had visited her friend Sharon, Trent’s mother.  Heather hadn’t ever remembered Trent looking so handsome before, and after her divorce she’d explored her options.

But Trent had his trepidations, as any nineteen-year-old might when it came to fucking a woman over twice his age.  Trent had always found her attractive.  He’d stopped short of masturbating to her profile pictures, but he often found himself fantasizing about her.  Trent found older women attractive, and Heather wasn’t excluded from that.

They’d talked openly about the idea over messenger.  Trent liked that he could open up to Heather, and Heather enjoyed his boyish vulnerability.  She knew Trent’s secrets, but she wanted more, and had been open to him about that.

It had been a lot for Trent to hear that Heather had sexual desires for him, but he’d slowly come to terms with the reality of it all.  He knew it was wrong, but he’d got more and more comfortable with the idea of it happening.

One of Trent’s stipulations though, and something that Heather was not opposed to, was that if this was going to happen, Trent wanted another guy present.

Heather hadn’t understood it at first.  Trent had gone on to explain that he could distance himself from the act if someone else was there to enjoy her too.  He told himself that she deserved a boyfriend her own age, and that this could be a process for them both to vet such an individual.  Trent may have, perhaps, been lying to himself.

So there sat Heather, chatting to the barman whenever he wasn’t serving another customer, and radiating a quiet, alluring confidence when he was.

Trent arrived afterwards.  He mingled as best as he could, attempting to strike-up conversation with the other men riding solo in the hotel bar.

Some of them wanted to be left alone.  Trent could pick that up immediately from how his casual introductions had been batted away quickly.  However, one such guy seemed much more engaged when Trent had struck up conversation.  He didn’t quickly revert to his phone.  He seemed confident and approachable.

“What brings you here?” Trent had asked.

“Bit of business and a bit of pleasure,” the man said, raising his glass and taking a drink.  He had jet-black hair that was brushed back and held in place by magic.  He wore a creaseless white shirt that hugged his muscled frame tightly.

He took another sip from his drink and assessed Trent.  It didn’t feel like he was being hit on.  He could relax a little.

“How about you?” the man asked.

“Trying to find salivation at the hotel bar,” Trent laughed.  It was a line that had served him well before.

“Salvation from what?” the man asked.

“Ugh,” Trent sighed.  “A recent break-up.”

The man was instantly accommodating.  He moved his coat from a nearby chair and turned it towards Trent.  He looked to be ten or fifteen-years Trent’s senior.

“Sit,” the man said.  “I’m Joe.”

“Trent,” said Trent, extending his hand.

The handshake was firm.  Trent was making mental notes.

At the bar Heather took glances towards Trent and his blossoming new relationship.  She gave a subtle nod of approval to no-one in particular at who he’d picked out.  Heather had noticed Joe already and had been slightly annoyed that he hadn’t approached her.

“So, what happened?” Joe asked as Trent sat down.

Trent’s mind was whirring.  He hoped he wouldn’t have to remember any of these lies.

“I think she cheated on me,” Trent said.  “I never found out the truth.”

“Shit,” Joe said, nodding in consolation.  “I’ve been there.”

“How’d you get over it?”

“I realized it didn’t matter.”

Trent narrowed his eyes.  “How do you mean?”

“Whether she cheated on me or not, the relationship finished.  It just wasn’t worth thinking about in the end.  I’d tie myself up in knots and never get anywhere.  Eventually I realized that if she did cheat on me, that was nothing to do with me and everything to do with her.  Either way, we weren’t meant to be together.  I’m much happier now.”

“You find someone else?”

Joe smiled.  “Nope.  I just realized I didn’t need someone else to be happy.”

Trent thought on Joe’s words.  It felt like great advice for something that hadn’t yet happened in Trent’s life.

“You’ll realize it too,” Joe said.

Trent took a drink.  “How long did it take you?”

Joe breathed deep through his nose and sat back in his chair.  Trent noticed how shiny his black shoes were.

“It’s a process, definitely.  People go through it at different speeds.”

“Were you slow or fast?”

“I was fast,” Joe said.

“Any tips?”

There was a smirk on Joe’s face.  “The first thing I’d do, is sleep with someone else.  Nothing makes you realize someone isn’t so special like fucking someone else.”

Trent laughed.  “Easy to say!”

“Easy to do,” Joe said, and he leaned forwards.  “You see that blonde at the bar over there?”

He nodded over the top of his glass.  Trent turned, even though he knew who Joe was talking about.

“I see her,” Trent said.

“She’s sat there just waiting on the right guy to show up.”

“You think I’m that guy?”

“I think you are,” Joe said.  “Just go and be you, unlike all the other people who’ve approached her.”

“What did they do?”

“They tried to be someone else,” Joe said simply.

Trent feigned awkwardness.  He hadn’t expected that a stranger might do all the legwork for him.

“Go on,” Joe said.  “Have a bit of Dutch courage.”

Trent sipped his drink, but he didn’t move.

“Come on,” Joe said.  “I’ll show you.”

He set his drink down and the two of them approached Heather.  She saw them coming out of the corner of her eye and did her best not to look.  Around the bar, several more men took an interest, desperate to see how the milfy blonde’s new suitors would fare.

“You mind if my new friend and I take a seat?” Joe asked.

Heather turned and smiled.  “Be my guest.”

They’d gotten further than most already, but only because of Trent.  Heather wouldn’t entertain anyone unless Trent accompanied them.  It was part of the plan.

Joe’s confidence was immediately soaring.  He sat at the bar and made sure Trent was closest to Heather.

“I’m Joe,” he said.  “This is my new buddy, Trent.”

Trent extended a hand.  Heather took it, and he felt her smooth, cool skin on his.

“He’s going through a rough patch and needs to know that he still looks like an absolute catch.  I think he does, but we wanted a woman’s perspective.”

Heather became excited immediately at the prospect of being able to freely compliment Trent.

“He’s very handsome,” she said.  “You both are.”

“You don’t think he’ll struggle?” Joe asked.

“I think women should be throwing themselves at his feet,” Heather said.

“Just like the guys in here have been doing with you?” Joe laughed.

Heather shrugged.  “I think Trent has a bit more about him than that.”

Trent tried to hide his smirk.  Their ruse was working, and it was difficult to ignore how proud he was of it all.

“And what about you?” Heather asked Joe.  “Do you need a confidence boost?”

“I’m good,” Joe said.  “Unless you’ve got something you wanted to say?”

Heather bit her bottom lip and thought.  “I’m wondering why you’re in here on your own,” she said.

“I could say the same.”

“I’m looking for someone to spend the night with,” Heather said quickly.

“Do you like young guys like Trent here?”

Joe’s efforts to get Trent laid were commendable, and it just drove him higher and higher up the list of suitors.  He was gentlemanly almost to a fault.

“Or do you like them more Joe’s age?” Trent added.

The two of them smiled as they awaited Heather’s answer.  She smiled too, but only because she knew the answer she was about to give.

“I like both,” she said.  “At once.”

Joe started coughing on the sip of his drink that he’d taken just before Heather had answered.  Trent started to laugh and so did Joe.

“I did not see that coming,” Joe said.

“It can intimidate a lot of guys,” Heather said, throwing down the challenge.

“Just to be clear,” Joe said.  “You’re interested in both of us?”

Heather nodded and took a sip of her Martini.  A previous reject threw his money down on his table in disgust and left the bar right then and there.

“I’m just going to the little girl’s room,” Heather said, and she slid off the seat and clicked her heels along the marbled floor confidently.

Joe watched her ass move as she left.  His imagination had already started working.  Trent was nervous at the prospect that this might really happen.

“I wasn’t expecting it to be that easy,” Joe said.  “What do you think?  You got what it takes?”

“For a threesome?”

Joe nodded.  “It’s a great way of getting over that ex of yours.”

Trent shrugged as though he was only along for the ride.  “Sure.”

“Sure?!  You’re about to catch and absolute smoke-show and all you can say is: sure?”

“I don’t know,” Trent laughed.  “It sounds good.  I’ve never done it before.”

“You’ll enjoy it,” Joe said confidently.  “We all will.  Trust me.”

Joe started drinking faster.

“Let’s make our move when she gets back,” Joe said.  “I’ve got a room upstairs.”

“That fast?!”

“Strike when the iron’s hot,” Joe said.  “And this iron is running very hot.”

Trent started drinking too.  He looked around the room to see that they’d caught the attention of several of the other men who drank in solitude.  He felt a certain sense of pride at snaring Heather, even though the whole thing was a ruse of his own making.

“Here she comes,” Joe said, and he turned his face to a smile as Heather swanned back to the bar elegantly.

“We were thinking,” Joe said, making Trent complicit.  “I’ve got a room upstairs.  Perhaps we could go somewhere quieter.”

Heather didn’t even sit back on her stool.  “Let’s go,” she said.

She turned to walk from the room.  Joe quickly tossed some money down and gave Trent the eye, nudging him off his stool.  The two of them walked to catch up with Heather and she put out an elbow for each of them.  They escorted her from the bar under the scrutiny of the onlookers who couldn’t quite believe what they’d just witnessed.

Joe guided Heather towards the elevator and the three of them got in.  He pressed a button on the panel, and they ascended towards a night of sin.

Heather and Joe were calm enough, but Trent was having a hard time hiding his nerves.  He’d never made it with a woman before, which is something that Heather suspected.

“Ever done anything like this before?” Joe asked Heather.

“Never,” she said honestly.  “You?”

Joe tilted his head with a smile.  “I used to be a different man,” he said.

Heather twisted her mouth in a grin.  “I’m hoping I can see some of that man tonight?”

The three of them stepped out of the elevator when it binged open.  Heather noticed immediately that the doors on this floor were much more spaced-out than those on the floors below.

“You’ve got a suite?” she asked.

Joe nodded.  “The company pays for it.”

“And what do you do?”

“Insurance,” Joe said.  “It’s boring stuff, really.”

“We won’t be doing anything boring tonight,” Heather said, and she looked back to Trent.

“I’m looking forward to it,” Trent said.

He let Joe and Heather walk ahead for the moment, gauging how well they matched together.  Joe was around ten years younger than Heather, but they looked good next to each other.  It wasn’t long before Trent was staring at Heather’s ass and letting those naughty thoughts of his wander again.  Soon he wouldn’t have to imagine.

“Here we are,” Joe said, and he slid his keycard into the door.

It opened to a short corridor that led to a huge sitting area.  A floor-to-ceiling window looked down on the city below.

Joe quickly fixed some drinks from a bar in the corner of the room as Heather and Trent took it all in.

“Damn,” Heather said to Trent quietly.  “Nice find.”

Trent gave her a wink.  Joe brought over three glasses and a bottle of champagne.

“Is that a business expense too?” Heather asked.

“I’m just entertaining some clients,” Joe smiled, popping the cork.

Trent offered his glass forward along with Heather.  Joe poured, looking between the two of them.

The three of them toasted the evening and took a sip.  Joe advanced on Heather and put his hand on her hip.  She held her glass over his shoulder and let his lips touch hers.

She could still feel the bubbles popping against her tongue as Joe moved into her mouth.  Their tongues wrestled briefly.  Trent was left to look on.  He drank nervously, not yet knowing his place.

Joe broke away from Heather.  Her eyes were sparkling even more intensely now.  She could feel a bubble of lust in her stomach.  Her pussy was getting hot.

“Give her a taste,” Joe encouraged of Trent.

Heather turned to him.  She approached him with confidence.  Trent opened his mouth and started to kiss her.  He felt his cock spring to attention immediately.  Joe grabbed their glasses and set them on the coffee table.

Heather was at first somewhat coy.  She knew it was wrong, but the second it started happening she couldn’t stop it.  It was like a runaway train.  She knew the best thing to do was to just go with it and enjoy the ride.  Her hand moved straight to Trent’s cock, and she started to squeeze at the stiffening protrusion.

“That’s it,” Joe said softly.  He moved behind Heather and put his hands under her armpits, cupping and squeezing at her tits that her black dress held so well.

Trent’s cock was stiffer than he’d even known it and Heather’s hands on it felt incredible.  He was tight with arousal and tense, but there was nothing that was going to stop his erection from blossoming.

Heather could feel Joe at her back too.  His cock was hard, and it was pressing against her ass.  It’s the first time she’d ever felt two hard cocks at once, and it wouldn’t be the last that night.

The lights of the city twinkled beneath them, unaware of the sin that was about to play out in Joe’s hotel suite.  He’d pushed Heather’s shoulder straps down and started to kiss her neck.  She shivered her way off Trent’s lips and closed her eyes to enjoy her new man.

Trent looked at Joe’s hands cupping Heather’s tits.  He watched as her dress dropped.  He saw her big, beautiful breasts, and the round, perfect nipples that seemed to beckon him forward.

He did what anyone in his position would do.  He moved forwards and swept up her tits, pushing them to his mouth with two hands and kissing at her nipples.

Heather let out a moan and felt the wetness of her pussy break against her panties.  Trent’s tongue wound around her breasts and her nipples stiffened.  His licks and tickles sent shooting bursts of bliss straight down to her pussy.

Joe looked down over Heather’s shoulder and felt a thrill.  Trent was losing himself to the moment.  Joe felt like he was doing a good thing and getting an instant hit of good karma in return.

“I want both of you,” Heather said, and she dropped to her knees.

The deep carpet felt soft against her bare legs.  She looked up at each of her men.

“Pull yourselves out for me.”

Joe looked at Trent.  “I bet you’re forgetting about her already,” he said.

Trent had forgotten.  He’d forgotten he’d lied, but that wasn’t important now.  What was important was that Heather was on her knees and she was hungry.  One cock simply wasn’t enough.

Joe quickly pulled out his length as though he’d been waiting for permission.  Trent looked curiously.  Heather didn’t.  She just pounced on it and put it in her mouth quickly.

She felt the strength of Joe’s arousal inside her and closed her eyes.  She moaned and her muffled cries vibrated into Joe’s stiffness.  His precum tasted sweet.

Trent felt late to the party.  He hurried his pants open and pulled his stiff cock over the top of them, receiving an approving nod from Joe, who was impressed.

“I knew you were packing some heat,” Joe said.

It gave Heather the perfect excuse for a breath.  She pulled off Joe’s cock and looked over at Trent’s.  She wore a look of weary lust, as though her arousal had captivated her and there was nothing she could do to combat it.

Without thinking she fell against Trent, taking his cock in her hand and pushing her mouth down around it.

Trent clenched his fists as he filled her mouth.  Her kisses felt soft over him.  He breathed long and hard, trying to compose himself.

Joe moved her hair aside so that Trent could see what was happening.  Joe was keen to help Trent wherever he could.  He figured that this was Trent’s journey and that he was just a passenger.  As far as Joe was concerned, this was a defining moment for a young man with a broken heart.  For Joe, it was a Friday.

Heather swallowed down the shame.  Her mouth worked over Trent’s cock, slickening it up until it slid beautifully through her full lips.

She dragged her mouth off him, kissing passionately at the swollen crown.  This was a part of Trent that she’d never seen before, and she loved it just as much as every other part of him.

“Come here,” she said to Joe, and she pulled each of them closer to her.

Her men shuffled forwards until the heads of their cocks were vying for position in Heather’s hungry mouth.  Trent had never seen Heather like this before, but he was starting to enjoy how ravenously horny she was.

The two of them looked down, uncaring of their smooth, wet, colliding heads.  So long as Heather was in control of them, they could relax.

“I think she needs treating too, don’t you Trent?” Joe asked eventually.

Joe nodded to the window.  In the reflection Trent could see Heather’s bare back.  Her dress had slipped all the way down to her waist.

Trent wasn’t exactly sure what Joe meant, but he had an idea.  He crouched and started to drag her dress down further.

Heather rose on her knees as Trent pulled the garment under her.  She felt her bare ass slip out from underneath.  Trent worked it down over her high heels until she was kneeling almost naked now, save for her shoes and panties.

“Good,” Joe encouraged.

Trent started to rub at Heather’s panties.  He found the wet patch at her crotch and pushed against it, feeling the soft mound beneath.

Heather groaned, pushing Joe into her mouth and trying to transfer the pleasure straight to him.

Trent’s fingers danced along the wet channel, rubbing the panties over Heather’s clit.  She pushed herself back on Trent, keen for more.

He hooked a finger under the fabric and moved the crotch aside.  When he returned his fingers to her, he found the source of all her sticky joy.

“Yes!” Heather burst.

Trent pushed inside and felt the grip of her pussy around his fingers.  He kissed her back and drove his fingers in and out of her.

She was jerking Joe hard now.  He was breathing deep and looking down on Heather who was starting to embody her sluttiness.

Trent’s cock was still hard.  It rocked out from his pants as he started to finger Heather harder.  Joe caught Trent’s attention.  He nodded down at Heather.

“Fuck her,” he mouthed.

Trent stood up and took down his pants.  He stepped out of his shoes and took his socks with them, racing his way to nakedness before his sanity caught up with him.

Heather saw what he was doing.  She became impossibly excited as Trent knelt behind her and shuffled underneath her ass.

Heather spread her knees wide, sat up and looked back, then she sank on Trent who was holding his cock upright at the base.  He felt Heather’s wetness envelop him.  He pushed through the tight muscle and entered her, feeling her soft, warm embrace.  He felt as though he belonged.

Heather clenched her eyes shut.  She focused on the sensation of Joe’s thickness flooding into her.  She felt happily full for the first time in a long time.  She sat all the way down on him and Trent leaned backwards, keen for Heather to get as much of his cock inside her as she could.

Heather started to bounce, rocking over Trent.  Joe’s cock hung near her face.  She grabbed him and put him inside her, finally feeling the heady sensation of two cocks inside her at once.

“That’s it,” Joe said with encouragement.

“Oh, Heather,” Trent whimpered.

“Get that pussy,” Joe said.

Heather felt her pussy tighten as Joe’s words rang out.  It was so surreal.  It was as though they’d been caught, but instead of being chastised they’d been encouraged.  It made the naughty act of fucking a guy as young as Trent easier to commit.

Heather moved faster, bouncing on Trent’s swollen cock until it was covered in her wetness.  Her pussy slid down quickly, jerking him inside her.  Trent just enjoyed the ride.  There wasn’t much else he could do.

Heather moved forwards and got on all-fours.  Trent moved out of her to allow her to change position.  She stripped her panties down her legs and then made herself available for Trent again.

“Fuck me,” she begged.  “Fuck me wherever you like.”

Joe raised his eyebrows.  He translated for his inexperienced friend.  “If you’ve never tried anal, now’s the time.”

Trent swallowed.  Heather looked back at him and nodded, letting him know that Joe had interpreted things correctly.  Trent stared.  Each hole was a choice.

While he decided Heather took Joe back in her mouth, sucking along him slower now.  She gave him her full attention while Trent weighed things up behind her.

Trent stared at her puckered asshole.  It seemed impossibly tight, which made the notion of stuffing his cock in there even more inviting.  Below that sat her pussy, still streaming with its juices.  He knew it now.  He knew how good it was.  Stick or twist?

Joe watched as Trent approached.  He was curious as to what his new friend might pick.  The second he saw Trent start to struggle he knew which hole he’d chosen.

“Push it into her ass,” Joe said.

Heather had stopped sucking.  Her head was bowed, as though she was trying to open herself up for him.  Trent pressed on, spurred by Joe’s words.

“You have to really ram it home,” Joe said.  “She wants it, I promise.”

“I do, honey,” Heather said.

Trent felt the muscle relent and give way.  He pressed inside and the hoop widened over him.  It pinched his cock, but it felt good to enter her like this.  He closed his eyes and let out a moaning sigh.

Heather’s animalistic grunt didn’t quite match.  She was groaning Trent’s cock into her and feeling the humbling discomfort.  She stretched wide, but she took him beautifully.  He slid deep, probing at the bottom of her belly and toying with her pussy from a whole new angle.

“Good boy,” she hushed.  “Fuck my ass.”

“You heard her,” Joe said.

Trent started to move through her.  He put his knees to the carpet and felt the friction of it against him.  The heat was something he could ignore for now.  The more prevailing sensation was the vice-like grip of Heather’s asshole around his cock.

“I want you inside me too,” she said, looking up at Joe.  “Fuck me.”

Joe undressed and went to the floor.  On route he held Heather’s cheeks in one hand.  “You’re a dirty slut,” he said.  “And I fucking love it.”

He gave her a kiss.  Heather kissed him back, feeling debauched but encouraged.  Trent’s cock rocked through her asshole slowly.

Joe moved under her.  Her tits hung down, circling as Trent violated her from behind.  Joe couldn’t help but try to suck one into his mouth like he was apple bobbing.

“Let me get in here,” Joe said, and he moved his cock up to meet Heather’s soaked pussy.

Heather dropped herself onto Joe and he took her weight.  He maneuvered himself into position and felt the sticky wet target against the head of his cock.  He pressed up with slow purpose.
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