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  Foreword




  Sexual unions between mature women and young boys is, and always has been, an intriguing subject. We wondered about it, then asked a varied group of people why this was true, if indeed they subscribed to our thoughts. Here are a few opinions we acquired:




  A thirty-three year old woman who admits to numerous affairs with boys between the ages of 19 to 23.




  "I always feel like their teacher - like I was really contributing something to them - and that's probably why I come so great with them."




   




  A psychologist; faculty member at a California College.




  "These affairs were once traditional among some cultures, and still are to a large degree. The reason? Well, there are many, some peculiar to the individuals involved which limits any generalizations, but I would say there are some basic reasons that are involved in some manner in most of these cases: "For the women - they feel effective with the young, even 'powerful' with some elements of maternalism expressed through this manifestation.




  "And for the boys; consciously, the mature woman is a 'safe' yet desirable partner, while on the unconscious level they are serving Oedipal leanings."




   




  The sixteen-year-old son of an elementary school teacher.




  "Because they're the easiest to make - nothing's involved except being ready when she is. And not getting caught!"




   




  The thirty-eight-year old adulteress wife of a busy fundamentalist preacher.




  "They're so young... so innocent... they are going to be so hurt by the world that they need my love now."




   




  ** The lucid details of the case histories in this report preclude the true identity of the individuals involved, therefore, all names have been changed.




  

  Chapter One




  Her name was Edna White. She was thirty-five years old, unmarried, a junior high school teacher of considerable ability, pretty in an unpretentious way, totally uninterested sexually in men her age, but inordinately fond of young boys. Because of her job, she had to take great pains to protect herself. It would be totally unthinkable to let it get around that she had an almost compulsive need to be fucked by fourteen-year-old boys. Fifteen-year-olds and sixteen-years-olds were acceptable to her, even the seventeen-year-olds on occasion, but she most definitely preferred the younger cocks. There was something about a fourteen-year-old boy, no matter what he looked like, that turned on Miss Edna White to the point where she was ready and eager to do anything sexual to and with him. Of course this had to be done discreetly, preferably after dark, at her home or some other such place where no one would be apt to discover them as she fucked and sucked the boy half out of his mind.




  



  School was out. It was the latter part of the month of June... and Edna White had a throbbing pussy.




  



  She stood on the porch of her small home on the outskirts of town and stared at the cars passing by, her mind working hard on a solution to her present problem - how to entice a young boy into her home before the day came to an end. She had no idea of how long she stood there - time had a way of marching swiftly by when Edna was caught up in the grip of cock fever. Finally, however, she turned to enter the house and at the same time she heard a car pull into her driveway. Turning around, she stared at the car as it came to a halt and a young boy climbed out of it. Her tongue ran across her full lips as she looked him up and down. The boy was a stranger to her - she was sure she had never seen him at school, and this was excellent for she preferred boys from schools other than her own. He was blond, about five feet ten inches tall and of medium build. As he strode toward the porch, Edna White sucked in air quickly. He had a decided sexy look about him that was quickly apparent to her experienced eyes.




  



  He stopped just short of the first step of the porch, looked up at her and smiled warmly. He was, she thought, a very handsome youngster.




  



  "Hello," he said. "I'm looking for a summer job. Have you any lawn work... or anything... I could do?" His eyes were very blue and his gaze direct.




  



  Edna smiled down at him in just the right manner; friendly without being too friendly immediately; prettily without seeming too flirtatious; sensuously without permitting it to be brazen. "Come inside," she invited, taking care to sound quite proper. "Let's talk about it. As a matter of fact, I've been looking for someone to do lawn work, shrubbery trimming, that sort of thing." She opened the door and stepped inside the house, while he caught the door and held it for himself as he entered. She had the air conditioning on and was glad of it - it gave her a reason to close the front door and lock it, which she did without the boy noticing it.




  



  "Sit down, please," she said to him, indicating a chair that rested directly in front of the sofa, which she went to quickly and sank down on the plump cushions, taking care that her skirt crept up considerably on her shapely thighs so that he might view her body better. She took note of the quick movement of his eyes as his glance was directed toward her thighs, saw him avert his eyes as he flushed ever so slightly, saw him breathe deeply and attempt to regain control over himself. She was pleased that he did so almost immediately.




  



  "Did you want someone to work one day a week, or what?" he asked, apparently making a strong attempt to look her directly in the eyes and not permit himself to dart another glance at her revealed legs.




  



  "I would think that three or four days a week for a while would be more suitable. I have... many things for you to do, you see." Edna kept her voice pitched low, but did not attempt any sexual innuendoes just yet. She had to find out a few things about him first, had to study him as well.




  



  He was nodding his head as he leaned forward resting his tanned young arms on his widely spread legs. "I'd be glad to work as much and as often as you want me to, ma'am." He coughed slightly. "I'll do anything to you, ma'am... excuse me, I didn't say it right. I meant I'll do anything for you."




  



  Edna leaned forward on purpose, turned slightly on the sofa and then sank back again swiftly. It was a move she had practiced often, for she knew it would cause her skirt to creep even higher on her thighs. It worked. Her skirt was now about as high as it would go, and since she was wearing only pantyhose and nothing else beneath the skirt, she knew the boy could see the outline of her puffy cunt.




  



  From the expression on' his face, he had not only seen the outline of her cunt, but was quite excited about having seen it.




  



  She teased him a little. "Is there something wrong?" Her eyes were riveted on his.




  



  He returned her look. "No, ma'am. Nothing is wrong. By the way, my name is Rick Howard." He looked hopefully at her.




  "Oh, I'm sorry," she apologized. "I'm Miss White. Miss Edna White. I - er - live here alone." Somehow it seemed important that she get this fact across to him in a hurry.




  



  He smiled quickly, revealing his white teeth again. "I'll do a good job on you... I mean on your lawn, Miss White."




  



  She pondered these two apparent slips of the tongue. Was he sharper than she was giving him credit for being? Was he, too, playing a little game... with her. She decided to make an overt statement, one that she could draw back from if necessary. "Rick," she said, "I'm sure you will do a good job... on me." She glanced down at the carpet on purpose, but only for an instant, just long enough for him to register a reaction to her words, but not too long for her to glance back up at him quickly and catch his response.




  The look on his face, she noted with pleasure and excitement, was one of complete and utter lust.




  



  He was hooked.




  



  She didn't bother to discuss the details of the so-called job. Instead, she asked him where he lived, the words tumbling out of her mouth quickly. When he told her he lived in the next town, she informed him he could have the job at ten dollars a day.




  



  Having done this, she quickly stood up and lifted her skirt over her hips as if she were trying to straighten it. She held it high as she glanced down at herself deliberately, then reluctantly allowed the skirt to drop into place.




  The boy was on his feet, his eyes extremely odd looking. He was breathing rather fast, she noted.




  



  "Rick," she said decidedly, "will you do me a very great favor, please?" She glanced at him almost primly. It was good to glance at a boy in this fashion when you had something important to ask him, she had long ago discovered.




  



  "Sure," he replied. "Anything you want."




  



  She half dropped her eyelids and turned sideways so that he might take note of her full tits. Edna knew she was sexy looking. She had never doubted her ability to attract a boy. The only thing that ever concerned her was that she might someday choose the wrong type of boy, mistakenly, and that he would react horribly - that is, turn and run from her, yelling at the top of his lungs perhaps. Such a scene would be hideous.




  



  "Rick," she said softly, "did you say anything I want?"




  



  "Yes, Miss White. I'll do anything for you. After all, you've just hired me to work for you all summer."




  



  "Anything, Rick?" she asked again, eyeing him lustfully now and not caring that he saw the look in her eyes, the expression on her face.




  



  His cheeks reddened slightly, but he did not flinch at her gaze. "Yes, Miss White... I'll do anything to you... I mean for you."




  



  Edna slowly removed her blouse and tossed it over a chair. She unhooked her bra and with what she knew was a tantalizing slowness, pulled it free of her body. Her pretty, round tits tumbled into the boy's view even as she heard him gasp. "Rick," she said, her eyelids almost closed now, "will you please fuck me?"




  



  He stood quietly in the middle of the room as she went close to him and dropped to her knees before him. Her hand shaking slightly, she reached for the tab on his zipper, found it and carefully pulled it down. She could not help noticing that he was already very hard - his cock was pushing outward against his pants, making a very obvious bulge at his crotch.




  



  "Are you going to suck it?" he asked, his voice sounding strained and tight.




  



  "If you wish me to, Rick. I'll suck it awhile and then you can get on top of me and shaft me." Oh, how she loved to speak in this manner to a young boy. Quite unlike the manner she had to use when speaking to young boys in school. "Would you like to shaft me, Rick?" she asked, taking great pleasure in murmuring the words seductively.




  



  "Sure," he replied, obviously gulping as he spoke, though she was not looking up at his face now and could not see what he was doing. Her eyes were riveted on the protrusion just above his crotch. "Sure," he repeated. "I'd like to do... it to you... you sure are some woman, ma'am. You shook me all up there for a few moments."




  



  Shakingly, Edna snaked her hand inside the boy's pants and wrapped her slim fingers about his fat cock. She almost drew her fingers back in shock because of the intense heat of the tool. As she wrapped her fingers about his throbbing prick, she took note of the fact that it was much hotter than any cock she had held before. She wondered about this a little, but not for long. An intense longing had come over her, and she knew she would fulfill it.




  His cock out of his pants now, held firmly in her small hand, she parted her red lips and thrust her mouth over the head. The moment he felt his cock being sucked, he apparently became frantic, and grabbing her head, he began to fuck it off into her mouth.




  



  She pulled away and as she did so, the jerking prick struck her repeatedly on the cheeks, the nose, the chin. Oh, it was all too wonderful, she felt, too wonderful to be true. But it was true and the more she held her lips back from his wildly thrusting cock, the more he tried to ram it down her throat. Edna was so excited and hot that she was already having miniature orgasms, one following on the heels of another in devastating fashion. Grabbing his trousers at the waistband - he was not wearing a belt - she yanked down hard on them, while at the same time he crashed down on top of her, his cock flailing wildly in the general direction of her lips. Somehow, she managed to pull his pants down to his knees, while a moment later removing her skirt and pantyhose with one hand, and then spreading her legs far apart and forcing him to pump his prick lower down, towards her cunt. His cock was so hard that when it stabbed fiercely at her cunt region, it actually caused pain there.




  



  She had to grasp it firmly and steer the wildly agitating cock into her juicy pussy lips. He shot it into her all the way to the hilt. The boy had a long, slim cock, and she had no difficulty in wrapping her cunt lips about it tightly and clasping it in a perfect frenzy of rapture. He battered her body as only young boys can do, with a lightning speed and a penetration that was complete with every sharp stroke. Edna had another series of quick, little orgasms that left her gasping for air, while pumping her cunt up and down on the boy's swollen, dripping cock. She drained him of every drop. The length of time he required to cease squirting into her cunt was almost unbelievable. This boy was no masturbator, she told herself. She knew about young boys, knew which ones were heavy masturbators, which ones were not. This kid had, up to now, pretty much kept his hands off his genitals, she knew. For the obvious reason, this pleased her. It was nice to think you were getting perhaps sixteen years of boy cock juice.




  



  Even though his hot offering had ceased now, he continued to fuck her, his cock shooting in and pulling out of her at a terrific rate of speed. Oddly enough, it was now that she had her greatest orgasm, the spasm being so great that had she not had his hot, young body on top of hers, she would have doubled up and perhaps screamed with ecstasy. As it was, she simply screamed and then lay limply beneath his steamy young body.




  



  "My God," she murmured in abandon. "Is he going to fuck me forever?"




  



  His naked young body continued to pump away at her clutching cunt and in a very short space of time he was once again pouring his scalding goo into her. Again she had an enormously satisfying orgasm, and again she screamed while she was achieving it, not loudly, but more of a whimpering scream. The boy appeared to pay no attention to this. He seemed to pay no attention to anything other than the business at hand - his obviously frantic desire to keep on with his fucking movements, to once again bring the love juice to the tip of his cock and explode within her cunt depths.




  



  Although Edna was already gratified, she was hoping he could once again manage to bring it off. She knew it was often difficult for a male to blow three times in a row, but young boys were different from older men. Young boys seemed to have an unlimited amount of sexual energy. There had been one boy who had fucked her seven times without "uncunting" - a word she had later devised to describe his activity when thinking about it in retrospect.




  Now she pressed her hands, palms downward, on his bare ass, the better to hold him in place on top of her slippery, perspiration-dampened flesh. She wrapped her legs around his, hooking her toes underneath his calves for a firmer grip. Finding his mouth with her lips, she began to kiss the boy passionately as he fucked her with that kind of wild, reckless fury that only young boys seem to possess. God, how wonderful it was to have a youngster on top of her nude body, pumping a swollen cock into her cunny. This was what she had wanted so very much and how fortunate she was that this boy had happened by to ask for a job. Why had he come here to her place? Had he known she was a woman living alone? Had he, perhaps, heard stories about her from other young boys? Although she doubted this, it was, of course, a possibility.




  



  "Oh, dear," she sighed, pulling her lips from his. "Are you really going to fuck me forever?"




  



  The boy acted as if he had not heard her question, although actually it had not been meant as a question. He placed his hands under her ass and clutched the cheeks there fiercely as he kept on with his furious fucking movements, his cock going into her deeply with every fast, brutal stroke.




  



  "Oh, dear," she sighed again, her voice shaking, for she was having still another orgasm. "You are going to kill me, fucking me this way. Oh, I love it so."




  The boy blew off in her at that precise moment and she once again thrilled to the touch of his stabbing cock as it erupted, giving off its content of thick, hot love juice.




  



  "Oh... Jesus... " he cried - the first words he had spoken since she had steered his prick into her cunt. His prick squirted once more, the boy shuddered, and then ceased to move in her. He lay still on top of her, his entire weight resting on her, for apparently, he was too tired to hold himself up now. Edna didn't mind, though she, too, was very tired. It was nice having this hot young boy, nude and sweaty, on top of her. It was more than nice - it was heavenly. She wondered just how long his cock would remain hard inside of her and when minutes had passed and it showed no sign of going soft, she sighed and patted his ass gently.




  



  "You are a very good fucker, Rick," she told him gently.




  



  "You're... awful good... yourself," he gasped.




  



  "Tell me," she asked softly, "doesn't it ever go soft on you?"




  



  He gave a short, soft chuckle. "Sure it goes soft but not when I got it stuffed up the cunt of a lovely lady like you."




  



  Edna nodded her head. The boy was smart. He knew how to talk to a woman.




  



  "Thank you, dear," she said.




  



  "I think I could fuck you all night long, Miss White," he told her. "You don't mind my saying that word, do you?"




  



  "No. I love to hear you say it. Say it again, Rick."




  



  "Fuck? That the word you want to hear?"




  



  "Use it in a sentence," she urged, her passion rising again.




  



  "I like to fuck you, Miss White. You fuck real good."




  



  "Thank you, Rick," she said softly. She was silent for a moment. Then she continued.




  



  "My, we got acquainted quickly, didn't we, dear?"




  



  He raised up a little, looked down at her and grinned. "Yes, we sure did, Miss White.




  



  I - I liked it, too. I mean I liked the way you... well... the way you handled me."




  



  Edna was pleased that he would say this for it was true that she had "handled" him. "Thank you, Rick. You're a nice boy. I enjoy having your prick rammed up my cunt. I can't understand what's keeping it so hard, however."




  "You are, Miss White. You're a real keen-looking girl."




  Edna was human. She loved being called a girl. "Do you want to rest awhile and then... have me suck your prick?" She kissed the side of his face as she breathed the words.




  



  "Want me to pull it out and turn around and stab it into your mouth?" he asked, his voice sounding lustful.




  



  She bit her lips lightly and smiled tiredly. "Wouldn't you like to kiss me... you know... while I suck you?"




  



  "You want me to lick your cunt, Miss White? With my tongue?"




  



  Edna smiled and felt the old excitement returning all over again. "Yes, with your tongue, Rick. Think you'd like to try it?"




  



  "Sure, I will. Tell you what, Miss White. I'll lap your cunt for a while and you take some more rest. Okay?"




  



  "That would be... fine, Rick." My, what a hot young boy he was. Extraordinary!




  



  He pulled his cock out and crawled backwards on his hands and knees and then dropped flat on his stomach, his face buried in her crotch. Edna closed her eyes to better appreciate the "feel" of it and when his tongue began to lightly caress her sensitivity, she had a quick, savage orgasm.




  



  "Oh, my goodness," she breathed, "you make me so terribly, wonderfully hot. What is it about you?"




  



  He did not answer her. Instead, he stopped his tonguing briefly, turned his body around so that he was on his hands and knees, his legs straddling her upper body.




  



  She saw his head shoot down to her crotch and once again felt his darting, wet tongue as he "puppy-dogged" her eagerly. His ass was directly in front of her face.




  



  She wished she could kiss his ass, but trying to rise up with him straddling her, required more strength than she seemed to possess. He, of course, was so busy going down on her that he did not notice her attempt to kiss his ass. Finally, the simple solution came to her mind much in the manner that many simple solutions to problems do - last of all. Grasping his waist with either hand, she pulled her head up close to his ass, and with her heart pounding dreadfully, she kissed his anus repeatedly.




  



  "Jesus," he cried out, stopping his cunt sucking for the moment. "Do that again, please," he begged her, and resumed tonguing her cunt.




  



  "Oh, isn't this beautiful," she murmured softly, almost to herself, and tried to get her head underneath his crotch so she could kiss his balls and prick. "I can't reach them," she whispered. "I just can't reach them."




  



  As if he heard her and understood, he lowered his loins a little and when he did this, she managed to kiss his balls and after adjusting her body a little, got first one and then the other into her mouth to suck briefly. Now, she wanted to suck his cock, but it was out of reach until he lay down flat, his legs shooting back and straddling her head marvelously.




  



  "Ah," she cried softly. "Give it to me, honey."




  



  He lifted his body slightly, pushing his prick backward a little until she caught the end of it with her tortured lips. As he continued to lick and suck her cunt, his cock entered her mouth and she felt him growing large there. She struggled to breathe properly, finally managed to control herself correctly, and proceeded to lightly suck his swollen tubing.




  



  "Jesus, that feels great," he cried, his words coming out thickly. "Suck me off, Miss




  



  White, oh, Jesus, suck me off."




  



  Edna White had every intention of doing exactly that. His prick was so hard and long and slim and lovely... she could have sucked on it for a week. His bare legs pressed against her head and she could smell the scent of his flesh as well as that of his genitals, the mixture of the two being a maddeningly wonderful thing. She sighed even as she sucked and then she grasped the cheeks of his ass and gripped them fiercely, hanging onto him in this manner as she moved her head up and down, her lips tightly sucking the boy's tool.




  



  Suddenly she remembered something and began to work her lips back and forth in a suctioning manner. She had done this before, always with beneficial results and this time was no exception. The hot boy on top of her began to moan ecstatically, began to fuck her mouth with his rod, never ceasing for one moment the maddeningly wonderful honey-dipping job he was doing in her slit.




  



  "Oh, dear... my goodness," Edna murmured, her words sounding thick and garbled because of the cock in her mouth. "What a hot, young thing he is. He's fucking my mouth... how lovely." As if realizing that it was somewhat silly for her to be talking to herself at a time like this, she stopped it and concentrated on taking the darting tube.




  



  For the fifth time she had a wildly exhilarating orgasm and, as if the boy somehow realized this and wished to make her moments better ones, he went off in her mouth with all the force of a small Niagara. The hot come struck the roof of her mouth and she was obliged to swallow very quickly for he continued to fill and refill her mouth repeatedly. She had just time to ask herself one question: "Where does he get all of this substance - is he superhuman?"




  



  It was two days later and Edna White was standing on her front porch again, wondering this time what was keeping the boy, Rick, from putting in an appearance.




  He had promised her he would be at her house shortly after dusk. It was now almost dark and he was nowhere in view. Edna knew a great longing for a few moments.




  



  What if he never came back to her? What would she do? What could she do? Would she have to simply forget him and look for another hot, young boy?




  



  "I don't want to do that," she said softly. "This boy is too good. He is the best I've ever taken."




  



  She sighed and stared out at the road. Only a few cars passed by, for this was not a well-traveled highway, but only a short, side road, on which lived only a dozen or so families. She had picked out this house for that very reason - Edna White did not want many neighbors and especially she did not want others living close to her.




  



  Turning about, she entered the house and closed the screen door. It was not a hot day. Neither was it too cool. The temperature was just right - for sex.




  



  "Why doesn't he come?" she asked herself aloud, but softly. "I'm so hot for him. I swear, I'll half kill him with love if he ever arrives." It occurred to her that he very possibly had had trouble in getting the car. Perhaps his parents had wanted to use it.




  



  Maybe they had taken it and... well, maybe a lot of things. The point was... the boy wasn't here, and while she had only been with him the one time, that one time had been so magnificent that she had thought about it and dreamed about it for the past forty-eight hours. That pretty, long, slim prick, the way it had felt stabbing deeply into her cunt. She shuddered delightfully now, as she recalled the way he had used it in her. The boy was gifted, no mistake about it. He was sexually gifted as are few men, she thought. Edna was pretty much forced to conjecture on this last thought, for she had not been out with a sufficient number of grown men to really know. Always, she had had this overpowering urge for young boys; even as a young girl she had eyed boys that were not yet ready to partake of sex, though at the time she had not been quite aware of this.




  



  She went to her bedroom, removed all her clothing and put on a skimpy bikini, which she seldom, if ever, wore at the beach. She kept it at home for the purpose of studying her mirrored reflection when she wore it. Sometimes it helped her to look at her body in a mirror while she was naked, but at other times it reassured her to see her reflection clothed in some manner. Edna recognized that these things were simply little quirks she had. She enjoyed her quirks because they were hers and hers alone.




  



  Her bikini on, she stood before a full-length mirror and looked at her body with pleasure. She knew she had a lovely body and while she was not conceited about it, she took great pride in knowing that she could drive a young boy half-crazy with desire any time she wished to do so. All she needed, of course, was the presence of the young boy, in this case, one Rick Howard. Sighing slightly, she deliberately pushed the lower part of her bikini down until the top edge of her pubic hair was revealed. Edna loved to do this - it seemed so terribly and beautifully vulgar. She smiled at her reflection, as with hands on hips, she shot her loins forward and purposely indulged in what she considered to be a degraded look. This was great fun, although a little startling at times. Sometimes it made her wonder if there might not be something terribly evil about herself, but what greater fun could there be than the contemplation of this, while at the same time being able to recognize that the feeling was one of simple nonsense.
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