
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Stacy's Mom 
 
    The Ultimate Uncensored Collection 
 
    By Amanda Clover 
 
    @amandasmut 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    This book and all its contents are copyright 2017 by Amanda Clover. All rights are reserved and no portions may be reproduced unless for the use of brief quotations for review purposes. 
 
      
 
    All characters appearing in this story are over the age of 18. This is a work of parody and any resemblance to real people or situations is coincidental. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Foreword 
 
      
 
    I began writing the Stacy’s Mom series in early 2014. It was certainly inspired by the Fountain’s of Wayne song (and sexy video) for the song by the same title. I think age gap relationships can be really hot and the title implies a love triangle, maybe with a hint of taboo, which adds an even sexier tone to the concept.  
 
    The series was fairly straightforward (and leaned heavily on sex) at the beginning, but I think it developed in a really fun direction as the series progressed. As the protagonist continued to date Stacy and have an affair with Stacy’s mom, things became kinkier, and domination definitely entered into it. I was having a blast writing it by the time the protagonist was turned into a sperm donor for the neighborhood women who wanted to be knocked up. 
 
    I do not often delve directly into my personal life when writing erotica, but the Stacy's Mom series is uniquely autobiographical. No, I wasn't Stacy or her mother. I was more like the protagonist of this series. 
 
    In my case, the genders were reversed and it was Holden Adams and his father, Martin Adams, who changed my life. Real names changed to protect the innocent. Well, reasonably innocent.  
 
    Holden Adams was my third boyfriend and the first one I had sex with. He was hot in a sort of suburban cowboy kind of way. I think his country boy hunk demeanor was his way of rebelling against his cosmopolitan parents. When you're an eighteen year old girl, dating a guy who wears a cowboy hat around all the time and can lift a bale of hay on his shoulder is pretty much a fantasy come true. 
 
    But Holden was lousy in bed. He had a wonderful cock, a great body, but he came in ten seconds flat. I was on the pill but we even tried condoms just to slow things down. To no avail. Holden's father, Martin, was every bit as hot as Holden, but in a much more urbane way. He wore suits all the time and even when he was relaxing on the weekend he looked like he was wearing tailored clothes. He was in great shape and his salt and pepper beard and mustache were very manly and sexy. If Holden was a cowboy, his father was James Bond, or maybe the Most Interesting Man in the World. 
 
    There was no intense seduction, just a little flirting, some eye contact when he would come home and almost catch us, and finally I just made a move one night. Holden was asleep, his mom was working on the computer in her upstairs office, and I walked downstairs to leave. Martin (Mr. Adams as I called him then) was sitting in the screened-in porch, listening to the night and reading a book. He probably knew his son had fucked me earlier that night. He seemed to know everything. 
 
    "Hi, Mr. Adams," I said.  
 
    "Leaving already, Amanda?" He asked, taking a sip of the whiskey on the table beside him. His blue eyes glittered like steel as he took me in. 
 
    I was dressed for going out in a short party dress that clung to my teenage body. I can still see that dress. I loved it, with a cute little belt that showed off my slender waist and my hips. My breasts had fully blossomed at that point and I was long past being shy about showing them off. I liked the way Mr. Adams was looking at me. It made my heart beat a little faster and my body feel a little hotter. 
 
    "Holden fell asleep," I said with a shrug.  
 
    "Oh? It's still early." Mr. Adams stood up and took my hand without asking. I remember how he smelled. Like fresh sawdust from his workshop and spice from his cologne. He almost touched my face with his hand and said to me, "Would you like to go for a walk? It's a beautiful night." 
 
    We went for that walk. We walked the neighborhood and listened to the insects and looked up at the stars. He asked me about my plans for college and how things were going with Holden and I made little comments about the relationship was "fun" but "not too serious." I knew what I wanted, even then, and I wanted Mr. Adams to know that too. 
 
    There was a gazebo behind their house. He built it himself and painted it with Holden earlier in the summer. His hands were so big and strong, callused in places, and he strokes my arms and held me against him as the summer breeze stirred my hair. There was no light in the gazebo and we were alone in that summer darkness.  
 
    It was a romantic moment, but when he finally kissed me on the lips, things moved quickly from there. His tongue was so forceful and so bold. His hands stroked my hips, lifted my dress, and slid into the back of my panties to cradle my ass. I was so wet for him. The lightest pressure sent me to my knees and before I even considered how bad this way, only fifty feet from my boyfriend's bedroom, I was sucking his father's cock.  
 
    The soft swish of my mouth, my breathing through my nostrils, and his chuckling groan mingled with the singing insects. He rested a hand on my head and stroked my dirty blonde hair. I wanted to please him like I had never wanted to please Holden. I licked and sucked his balls and ran my hand up and down his cock, glistening and silver in the moonlight.  
 
    "Do you want to feel it inside you?" He asked softly. 
 
    Of course I did. I bit my lip and nodded as I looked up at him, stroking his cock against my lips, taking him back into my mouth until he made me stop. He lifted me onto my feet and he kissed me and held me in his strong arms. As his tongue pressed into my teenage mouth, his hand lifted my skirt and slid into my panties. Oh, god, those fingers, so confidently strumming my little clit and slipping into my wet pussy. It makes my clit throb just thinking about it now. He made me cum on his fingers right there and then, as fast as Holden used to cum for me. As I was trembling from the aftershocks, Mr. Adams turned me around and bent me over the seat in the gazebo. He pulled my panties halfway down my thighs and without a word, just a hand on my firm ass, he slid his bareback cock deep into my pussy. 
 
    I think the hottest part was that he never wondered aloud whether I was on the pill or if he should wear a condom. He just slid that thick cock inside me, took hold of my slender waist, and banged me forcefully, but not roughly. 
 
    I came at least twice. I think it might have been three times. I remember my thighs shaking and my lower back hurting from arching so hard. He had my dressed pulled up to my waist and my top pulled down. He pried the cups of my bra beneath my breasts so the squeezed tops of my tits bounced free and jiggled with each thrust. His hips slapped against my ass and his cock hammered in and out of my soaking pussy.  
 
    “Oh, Mr. Adams,” I cried.  
 
    “Shhhhhh,” he hissed and covered my mouth with one hand. That made me moan even more and push back against him. He leaned over my arched back and pressed his lips to my ear and told me, “I’m going to cum inside you.” 
 
    There was no discussion. His strokes became more deliberate and forceful. I knew from sucking him that his cock was about the same size as Holden’s, but in that moment it felt enormous inside me. It seemed to swell and then began to throb. Literary honesty: I usually can’t feel it when a man cums inside me, not really, not until things get sloppy. But I felt that. I felt the force of his release as if his middle-aged body desperately wanted to plant his seed in my teenage body.  
 
    It was hot and nearly made me cum again. I squeezed him with my Kegel muscles and he groaned with his aftershocks of pleasure.  
 
    Mr. Adams and I parted ways without talking about what had just happened that night, but a relationship developed between us. There were lots of late night phone calls and Internet chats. He bought me a digital camera and I took naughty pictures for him.  
 
    Things ended with Holden not long after Mr. Adams fucked me, but they continued with Martin Adams for a while longer. I was away at college, but those first few months I made frequent trips home and Martin bought me a calling card so we could have late night phone sex. The few times we met in person, he fucked me like a wild man. It was some of the best sex of my life. He was so strong, intense, but never rough with me. He took charge when we were together in a way that was totally chauvinistic and paternal and yet turned me on like nothing else. 
 
    There was a pregnancy scare, the time I almost got caught by Holden giving Martin head in the family SUV, the time he fucked me in the changing room of a Victoria’s Secret store, and some other exhilarating moments that I might write about some day. Things were not meant to last with Martin. We were far apart, the age difference meant we didn’t have a ton in common, and I soon moved on to my first college boyfriend.  
 
    I still stalk Martin on Facebook, wishing him happy birthday sometimes, and secretly hoping that even though he is getting up there he might get in touch with me again. Maybe just for one more night together. 
 
    Until then, the Stacy’s Mom series is a tribute to that brief but very memorable relationship. 
 
    XOXOXO 
 
    Amanda Clover 
 
    2017 
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    Part 1 : The Whole Neighborhood's Wet Dream 
 
      
 
    Stacy Gardner has the sexiest mom in the whole world. It's a fact. 
 
    I know what you're thinking. I'm only a senior in high school so maybe I haven't seen the whole world. That's a big place with a lot of sexy moms. I am sure there are some fine moms in France or Nigeria or China. Surely at least one of those women tops Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    No way. Stacy's mom is the hottest mom on the planet. I have never fantasized about someone more in my life. Which is a problem, because I am dating Stacy Gardner.  
 
    "Dad is at work," says Stacy over the phone. "Mom has to run a bunch of errands. Want to come over and use the pool?" 
 
    "Use the pool" is code. It means go up in Stacy's bedroom while her parents aren't around and do everything other than have sex like a couple of hormone-crazed teenagers. Which shouldn't be a big surprise, since we're actual hormone-crazed teenagers. 
 
    "Yeah," I say. "I'll be over in five." 
 
    I put on a clean shirt, give myself a thick mist of body spray and tuck my curly brown hair under a baseball cap. Since Stacy lives so close I just hop on my bike and ride over to her house. Every time me and Stacy play this little game we edge that much closer to doing the deed. Close enough that I have condoms in my pocket. It has only gotten more intense since Spring Break started.  
 
    Stacy answers the door before I even have a chance to knock. She pulls me into the foyer of her family's big house and kisses me right there under the big portrait. My eyes lock with Mrs. Gardner in the photo as my tongue invades her daughter's mouth. My cock is so hard it hurts as it presses against the inner seam of my jeans. 
 
    Stacy Gardner is hot. Her long, naturally blond hair is parted down the middle and swept back behind her ears. She has her mother's blue eyes, her mother's full lips and button nose, and her mother's long legs.  
 
    That's where the resemblance ends. Mrs. Gardner has big, natural breasts, curvy hips, and a firm butt that is still big and round like a Kardashian. I like Stacy's toned little bubble butt and her perky mounds. I've had my hands on both of them and they are even better without the clothes. They just aren't the figure of a suburban goddess. Her mom has that and more. 
 
    "I feel that," says Stacy.  
 
    She slides her hand down to the front of my jeans and gives me a squeeze. It jolts me out the fantasy I was having of her mother rising out of the ocean inside a clamshell.  
 
    "He has a mind of his own," I confess.  
 
    "Want to go upstairs? I have something to show you." 
 
    I follow her little butt in her pink shorts up the stairs. She looks back at me from the top step to make sure I am properly ogling her. She stays like that, posed with one foot on the second floor and the other foot three steps lower. She is showing off her long legs and the way her shorts snuggle the crack of her ass and ride up so high that I can see the bottom curve of her cheeks. She rocks forward and back on the ball of her foot, stretching her leg to the limit and then back.  
 
    "Do you think I'm limber enough?" She asks and bites her lower lip. 
 
    "That depends on what you have in mind," I say. 
 
    I give her shorts covered butt a kiss as my fingers slide up the back of her calf and to the back of her thigh. Just as my fingertips press into the underside of her shorts, as I feel the firm curve of her butt and the cottony edge of her underwear, she bounces up the last few steps.  
 
    "I don't have annnnnnything in mind," she says with a giggle and takes off for her bedroom. 
 
    She has to run the last few steps to escape me. I've forgotten about Mrs. Gardner for the time being and I only have eyes for her sexy daughter. I chase her into her room and we collide just inside the door. Our bodies push the door closed. I pull her against me, smother her with my kiss and darting my tongue into her hungry mouth. I turn and put her back against the door.  
 
    She raises a leg against my hip and my fingers follow it up to her shorts. Her nipples straining her light top. My fingers press inside her shorts, fingertips dancing over the soft mound of her panties, the cotton warmed by her lust. I press. I trace the shape of her groove through the cotton. 
 
    "Touch me," she gasps. "I have wanted this all week." 
 
    "Take off your shirt," I whisper. 
 
    My kiss wanders to her neck and then away so she can peel her tight top off and show me the sheer cups of her bra and her jutting nipples. She tosses the shirt aside, unhooks the bra and looks at me with relish as she bares herself to me. I fill my hands with her pert breasts, her nipples hard against my palms as we kiss again. I move lower and inhale the perfume of her skin. My lips graze the pink pebbles of her nipples. My tongue strokes them and traces her small areolas.  
 
    "Remember that thing you did last week?" she asks. 
 
    I freeze with my lips about to capture one of her nipples. I remember exactly what she is talking about and how after no more than 30 seconds she asked me to stop. I look up and see she is biting her lower lip. It's an irresistible look and she knows it. 
 
    "I thought you didn't like that," I say. 
 
    "I just wasn't ready for it," she says, caressing my hair. "I want you to do it again." 
 
    "All of it? Even the--" 
 
    She nods. My cock twitches remembering the way she looked. So she really was limbering up for something. 
 
    I give her breasts a few more kisses and then lead her over to her bed. It's pink, like most everything in her room, and its covered with cute pillows and stuffed animals. I don't bother moving them, I just lift her up and drop her butt onto the foot of her bed. She lets out a little yelp, but her expression is steaming hot as she stares at me, totally compliant and eager. She wants me to bend her into a pretzel. 
 
    Okay, more like a donut, but it's still a move that requires a lot of teenage flexibility and comfort with her body. First things first, I hook my fingers into the waist of her shorts and slide them down her long legs. She kicks them off and they wind up hitting me in the face. I laugh and put them aside.  
 
    Stacy's white cotton panties hug her little pussy so tight I can see the indentation of her slit. There is a hint of wetness there from where I pressed with my fingers. I lean in, inhaling the clean scent of her skin and the faint musk of her arousal, earthy, like freshly fallen leaves in autumn. She leans back on her elbows, her legs dangling over the bed as I lean in and run my fingers up her mound.  
 
    "Ohhhhh, stop teasing," she cries. "You know how turned on I am." 
 
    "How turned on are you?" I ask, pressing my fingers harder against her slit. 
 
    She laughs and tries to squirm and roll away from me. She makes it onto one knee, crawls onto the bed, and I grab her ankles. I flip her roughly onto her back again and her giggling is punctuated with a surprised laugh. Before she can escape me, I strip off her panties. She lifts her butt of the bed and allows me to slide them down her muscular thighs and her long legs.  
 
    "I shaved it for you," she says.  
 
    I liked her golden down. It was a soft triangle over her delicate pussy. I like it even better now, with her hair trimmed into a strip that seemed to draw my eye to her bare, blushing pink of her pussy. I can never call Stacy's sex something as crude as a cunt. Stacy has a flower between her legs, a folded pink tongue, that Japanese folding paper, precise and pretty, with a hint of honey welling up from her excited depths.  
 
    "Are you ready?"  
 
    "Yes," she says. 
 
    I grasp her ankles in my hands again and slowly bend them back. As her knees nearly collide with her breasts, she opens her legs and allows me to fold her feet, slowly but insistently, up to her head. I make sure she isn't wincing in pain. She isn't. She stares intensely at me, waiting for me to finish bending her. I press her feet the last few inches behind and above her head, with her calves forming a cradle for the back of her head. 
 
    "Like that," I say. "Hold your thighs right there. Is it comfortable?" 
 
    "MMhmm," she says and nods. I can tell she is fibbing. 
 
    I place her hands on the backs of her thighs and admire the incredibly exposed position, with her head resting on her heels, her breasts pressed lightly together, and her newly-bare pussy, along with the pink divot of her anus, totally exposed. 
 
    "That's so fucking sexy, baby," I say to her as I drop to my knees. 
 
    With her in a pretzel, this is no time for teasing. I run my fingers over her mound and press, opening up her pink velvet and brushing against the bud of her clit. She shudders from the touch. 
 
     I lean my mouth down to her and press my tongue to the flat strip of flesh just beneath her vagina. I feel her ass clench reflexively, but I move my tongue in the other direction, licking slowly and insistently at her swollen, honey-glazed lips.  
 
    My tongue delves past her spread folds and presses into her as I lick my way to the straining bud of her clit. I use the fingers of both hands to spread her wider, to better expose the tiny pebble of her pleasure. I never let my tongue stay in one place, but I don't flick it, I don't try any tricks, I just give her pussy long, slow, probing licks.  
 
    "Ohhhh my god," laughs Stacy, dropping her head back onto her pillow. "That's...that's so good." 
 
    I've been learning. She doesn't let me go down on her very often. I mean, the first time was only a few weeks ago, but each time I have picked up another tip she likes. She likes to be driven to the edge, using the tip of my tongue to roll the bead of her clit, only to stop and lap her slowly again, tasting her juices as I run my tongue the length of her slit and press inside her. Back and forth, until she was holding my head and trying to fuck her juicy little pussy against my mouth.  
 
    I finally pulled my tongue away. I lifted my mouth, but continued to slowly stroke her clit. She was panting with lust. A deep flush had spread from her face to her throat and breasts. Her hard nipples quivered atop the pert mounds of her teenage breasts. 
 
    "Are you ready?" I ask, aware of how she freaked out the last time I tried what I am about to do to her. 
 
    "Yes," she says, "just...don't stop what you're doing with your fingers. I'm really close." 
 
    I keep my fingers working at her clit as I return my tongue to her sweet groove. My earnest licking moves lower and lower, until I pass the smooth band of skin beneath her pussy and my tongue finds that hot clench of her ass. She jerks as I lick her puckered pink hole. Her ass tastes just as fresh and clean as the rest of her as I give her a slow, wet rimjob and work my fingers against her clit. I feel her tensing up, her orgasm tightening in her body, so I press the tip of my tongue against her hole and work it into her ass. 
 
    "Oh my...oh my god! Lick...lick it...I'm cumming!"  
 
    She lets go of her thigh with one hand and grabs my head, pulling me against the firm cushion of her ass. My tongue screws into her clenching hole and my fingers strum furiously at her clit. Stacy bucks, arching and working against my mouth, thrusting into my fingers and my tongue. Her wild movements press her pussy against my nose. I fell the tremors of her orgasm. The hot clenching of her ass around my tongue.  
 
    "Ohhhh yes, yes," she moans, slowly relaxing against my face. She does not stop moving though. She keeps working her body, as if eager to rev her motor back up to speed. Through clenched teeth, she hisses, "I need it." 
 
    She suddenly urges me up. I slide my tongue from her ass and life my face, my lips and nose glistening with her cum. She tries to pull me towards her, but it is difficult in her compromising position. Her eyes meet mine and I see the fire in her. I must have driven her wild with my tongue. 
 
    "Fuck me," she says, making things clear. 
 
    I fumble for the condom in my pocket. It falls from my cum-slick fingers onto the floor. I start to bend down to get it, but Stacy isn't having it. She grabs my arm and pulls me closer. My hard cock straining in my jeans presses against her pussy. 
 
    "No," she says. "Fuck me now." 
 
    I reach down to my zipper, open it and take my cock in my hand. I'm so hard that my cock looks purple as I aim it towards Stacy's parted lips. I start to move towards her and-- 
 
    "Stacy! Come help with the groceries!" 
 
    I nearly have a heart attack as Mrs. Gardner shouts up from the kitchen. Stacy's eyes go wide and she pushes me away and closes her legs. She tries to get up off the bed and collapses onto her face on the floor. 
 
    "Ooooww," moans Stacy. "My legs. It's like double charlie horses." 
 
    While my sexy girlfriend is writhing in pain on the floor of the bedroom, I am stuck with my cock in my hand and Stacy's mom calling again for help with the groceries. If we keep quiet much longer Mrs. Gardner is liable to come looking for Stacy. It all would be very funny, except for the consequences if we get caught. 
 
    "Do something," says Stacy. 
 
    I pull her back up onto the bed as she rubs at her quads trying to get the pain to stop. I hear footsteps starting up the stairs. I unceremoniously throw the blanket over Stacy. 
 
    "I'll go help with the groceries," I say, stuffing my cock back down the leg of my jeans and hoping it isn't too obvious. 
 
    Mrs. Gardner is almost to the top of the stairs. She looks up at me with surprise as I come bustling out of Stacy's bedroom and slam the door behind me. 
 
    "Hey, Mrs. Gardner," I say, pressing my back to the door. "Need some help?" 
 
    "Oh! I didn't know you were here. Is everything alright?" 
 
    "Yes, sure, fine, uh, we were just exercising." My face is bright red with embarrassment. I know she can tell I'm lying. "She pulled a muscle or something. Let me, um, let me help out downstairs. In the kitchen." 
 
    I try to guide Mrs. Gardner back downstairs. She hesitates. I notice her nostrils flare. An odd expression comes over her face and she seems to search my eyes for something. I look away. I feel like what we are doing is written all over my face. Her expression relaxes. She even smiles a little. 
 
    "Alright," she says. "I'll put the frozen stuff away if you can bring everything in." 
 
    I follow her down the stairs, noticing the way her butt look in her tight jeans. The faded denim is stretched tight over Mrs. Gardner's big, round ass. I wonder, if I bent Mrs. Gardner's legs behind her head like Stacy, would she like it if-- 
 
    "In the garage," says Mrs. Gardner, snapping me out of my dirty imagination.  
 
    I had been so mesmerized by her sexy butt I had followed it into the kitchen where the bags of frozen food are already stacked up on the counter. 
 
    "Yeah, sure, I'll bring it all in." 
 
    "Thank you," she says and gives me a genuine smile. 
 
    I haul in the groceries. She must have stopped at more than one store, because the back of her SUV is loaded with cases of water, pop, juice, rolls of paper towels, not to mention bags of canned goods, dry food, produce, and meat. I'm actually sweating by the time I'm done loading everything into the kitchen.  
 
    "Oh, you can put those in the pantry," she says, noticing the stacks of drinks. She watches me work, carrying them one-by-one into the pantry and sliding them onto the shelves. I can feel her eyes on me. I smile at her and try to imagine what she's thinking. 
 
    "You've worked up a little bit of a sweat," she says. "Sit down. Let me get you something to drink. Lemonade? Tea?" 
 
    "Sure, I'll have some iced tea." 
 
    "I'll brew it up for you," she says. 
 
    I sit down at the kitchen island and watch Mrs. Gardner brewing up the tea. Every time she reaches for something, her pink sweater falls open and her luscious breasts strain the front of her white tank. Every time she bends over, I am reminded of just how fantastic her ass looks in those jeans. She has to know what she is doing and what she is doing is making my cock hard all over again. She finally sets out the tea pitcher with the tea and has the kettle going on the stove. 
 
    "I'm going to change," she says. "If it boils before I am back, just pour it all into the pitcher there. It should only take a few minutes to steep." 
 
    She gives me a mysterious smile and departs. It might just be my imagination, but it seems like she is wiggling her hips a little more than usual. Almost like she is trying to show off for me. 
 
    It's working. 
 
    I cool my heels on the stool of the kitchen island, trying not to think about Mrs. Gardner in those tight jeans, when I spot someone walking out into the backyard. It's Stacy, heading for the pool with a towel over her shoulder, and she is wearing a modest bikini that still manages to show off her amazing legs and sexy butt. She spreads her towel out on one of the loungers beside the pool and glances at me through the windows.  
 
    Stacy flashes me her tits. Just a quick flash of those perky breasts and her little pink nipples and then she pops the top back into place, turns, and does a perfect dive into the deep end of the pool. Not two seconds later, the kettle starts whistling with steam.  
 
    I shake my head and go over to the kettle pouring it into the pitcher. The weight of the steaming water pulls the tea bags all the way into the pitcher. I curse and search the counter for something to fish them out with. There is a pair of spaghetti tongs in a drawer of the kitchen island. I'm fishing the tea bags out when a soft, sultry voice speaks no more than six inches from my ear. 
 
    "Having a problem?"  
 
    My shoulders tighten and a chill goes up my back. The teabag slips out of the tongs and falls back into the water. I turn slowly and see Mrs. Gardner smiling at me, obviously amused with my struggle with the tea bags.  
 
    "Ahhh, no, I just...I just..." 
 
    Whatever I was going to say is lost as my gaze drifts down from Mrs. Gardner's blue eyes. I know I am doing it blatantly, that she knows exactly what I am doing, and I can't stop myself.  
 
    That's because Mrs. Gardner is standing less than a foot from me wearing a crimson string bikini. Her breasts have to be at least double-D. I don't even know what comes after that. Does it go to E? Her tits are overflowing a bikini so skimpy I can see the pink edge of her areolas peeking out indentation in her titflesh. Her belly is flat, her wide hips are caressed by the dangling ties of the string bikini. 
 
    "Let me help you," she says, stepping into me so that her heavy, warm breasts are against my bicep. She leans into me and past me, picking up the tongs and deftly fishing the last teabag out of the pitcher. "There we go. You just need to relax." 
 
    I notice she has a towel and a bottle of lotion tucked under her arm. She catches me looking again. 
 
    "Oh, I was going to ask if you would help," she says. "Would you mind putting the lotion on my back." 
 
    She extends the bottle to me. I want to snatch it from her and squeeze it all over her back. Work my hands into her tanned flesh pull down her bikini. I want to massage her until her ass smells like coconut. And then I glance over Mrs. Gardner's shoulder and see that Stacy is sunning herself out by the pool. 
 
    "Mrs. Gardner...I...can't do that..." 
 
    "I'm not asking you to go out on a date with me," she says, pressing her hand against my chest. "Just reach all the...spots...I can't get to." 
 
    She doesn't wait for me to answer her or try to explain myself. She gives me a sultry smile and leans over the kitchen island. Her heavy breasts stretch down the bikini and rest against the granite surface. Her plump ass looks even better stretching that red bikini than it did in the jeans. 
 
    I can't believe this is happening. It's the sort of porno fantasy that kept half the kids in the neighborhood up late at night. Here I am, living it, being invited to touch the body of a woman I have lusted over for years. 
 
    She looks at me over her shoulder and says, "Do I need to show you how to do it?" 
 
    "N-no," I say and pick up the lotion bottle. 
 
    My heart going like a drum roll, I squeeze a glob of the lotion into my palm. I look at all that naked skin stretched out across the kitchen island and I don't know where to my hands. Any spot on her back seems indecent. I've never even touched her with my hands before. I stall, rubbing the lotion into both of my hands. Mrs. Gardner looks over her shoulder again. 
 
    "It's okay," she says, seeming to sense my anxiety. "There's no wrong way to put the lotion on. I'm ready. Just use your hands and work it in nice and deep." 
 
    I glance at Stacy to reassure myself that she is still stretched out on the pool lounger. She is, so I take a deep breath and lower my hands, a bit too quickly, to Mrs. Gardner's shoulders. My lotion-covered palms smack against Mrs. Gardner's back and she jerks a little in surprise. I recover quickly, squeezing her shoulders, pressing the lotion into the smooth skin of her back. I work it in thoroughly and I am rewarded with a groan of pleasure. 
 
    "Let me untie this," says Mrs. Gardner.  
 
    She rests her weight on her tits as she bends her hands back and unties her bikini top. My cock twitches as she flops the strings of her bikini out of the way, exposing faint tan lines in her early Spring tan. The cup of her bikini flops open and I can see the side of one mashed breast.  
 
    "Is that better?" she asks over her shoulder. "Now you can get the lotion everywhere." 
 
    I do get it everywhere, giving her back an overzealous squirt from the bottle of lotion that splatters from the middle of her back almost down to her plump ass. I have to lean over her to work the lotion into her back. Her skin glistens as I spread the lotion. She presses back and I feel the soft curve of her ass make contact with my hard cock.  
 
    "Oh, I'm sorry," she says, without moving her ass. "Is that bothering you?" 
 
    "N-no," I say, working my fingers into her lower back, trying to ignore the feeling of her warm butt pressed against my cock-stretched denim. She moves again, this time turning her hips and dragging her bikini-covered softness up and down my cock. 
 
    "It feels like something is poking me," she says, bouncing her ass lightly into my cock, then again, harder. "What is that poking me?" 
 
    I slowly put the lotion down and snap the top closed. She looks back at me and rocks her hips again, rubbing her ass into my cock. 
 
    "We shouldn't be doing this," I say. "Stacy is sitting out by the pool. We can't do this." 
 
    "Do what? You're just helping me out with my suntan lotion," says Mrs. Gardner.  
 
    She bounces her ass against me again and she bites her plump lower lip just how Stacy does it. I try to rub the lotion into her lower back. She has my cock pinned against my thigh inside the leg of my jeans. It's hard a pipe stuffed down my pants and she rubs her crack against it, pressing and grinding into me. My hands slip in the lotion and wind up on either side of her hips. I pull her against me. I thrust my hips and fuck the bundled tube of my cock against her ass. 
 
    "Take it out," moans Mrs. Gardner.  
 
    "What?" I gasp in disbelief, though I am unable to stop moving. 
 
    She reaches back with both hands and plucks the strings of her bikini bottoms. The loose knots separate and as she rocks away from me and my petrified cock she lets the bottoms drop. For a moment I glimpse the bare curves of her ass and the lightness of her tan lines. When she rocks back, the bare flesh of her plump heart-shaped ass collides with my cock.  
 
    "Fuck me," she says. "Do I have to beg for it? Because I will beg for it. Get down on my knees and begggg." 
 
    She doesn't have to beg. I regain enough motor control to unbutton and unzip. I drop my jeans down to my knees and shed my boxers as well. I squeeze my cock in my fist. It is almost purple and it is glistening with precum.  
 
    Mrs. Gardner stops playing games with me. She tilts her hips and gives me a clear view of the gold-fleeced peach of her pussy. It's bigger and juicier than Stacy's. I can smell her lust and the hot, forbidden nature of what is happening makes me hot all over.   
 
    "Fuck me," moans Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    She reaches back, between her thighs, and splays open her fleshy lips to expose the inner pink. I can feel the heat of it on my cock. 
 
    "I have condoms," I say. 
 
    "Oh? Do you want to wear a condom?" 
 
    I swallow in thought, unconsciously edging the head of my cock closer to the mesmerizing opening just inches away. 
 
    "If you're worried, pull out when you're about to cum," she says, as if I am so used to having sex that I might have thought of that. She tries to decide things for me, rocking her hips again so that her hot groove rubs against my cock and smears her glistening juices on my bulging bell.  
 
    There's no more fighting it. No more thinking about Stacy. I look into her mom's lusty eyes and I thrust forward. I have had a blowjob three times in my life. Seven handjobs. Neither prepared me for the sensation of sliding my straining cock into a hot, wet, extremely tight channel made for a cock. I guess the closest would be the time I put a whole bunch of lube in my hand and fucked my fist. Not a proud moment, but that sensation most resembles the feeling of sliding my cock into Mrs. Gardner.  
 
    She's so hot. I groan and nearly fall forward over her. I grab her hips to steady myself, every inch of my hardness impaled into her boiling fuck tunnel. 
 
    "Ohhhh, Mrs. Douglas," I gasp, on the brink of cumming in one stroke. 
 
    "You're so much bigger than Don," she moans. "You can call me Rebecca if you want. Or Becky. Or...ohhhh...Mrs. Gardner if you like that more." 
 
    She gives me a squeeze with her inner muscles, which is not helping me at all. I try to think about horrible things to get my mind off the pleasure. I can't be a literal one-pump chump with this beautiful older woman. She wiggles back against me, her butt pressing against my thighs.  
 
    "Mrs. Gardner...I...I've never done it...I'm really close to having an orgasm." 
 
    "You're a virgin?" she asks incredulously. "You're so hot. And you're eighteen. I just assumed you and Stacy were having sex in her room." 
 
    She actually seems upset by the realization that she is taking my virginity or that she has seduced me or whatever. Which is weird, because she doesn't seem to care about her daughter at all, just that she doesn't want to be my first. But it's a little late for that with my cock already inside her incredibly hot pussy. I grab her hips again, my fingers sinking into her softer flesh. 
 
    "It feels so good," I moan.  
 
    I thrust slowly, working my cock in and out of her hot groove. My orgasm is perilously close, but it feels too amazing to stop. I lean into her, our flesh slapping softly together as she lifts her head and twists back to look at me. She stands up a little, her pussy tightening around me, her ass molding against the shape of my hips. 
 
    "Kiss me," she says, twisting her head and offering me her full lips.  
 
    We kiss and her tongue invades my mouth aggressively. She even curls a hand around my head to hold me in place. I don't try to escape. I give in to her lusty kiss and let her plunder me with her tongue. She fucks back against me and squeezes me in her velvet cove. I can feel my orgasm rising. There's no avoiding it. At the last instant I think of pushing away from her to pull out, but I don't, I let it happen. 
 
    "Mmmmmmmm," I cry into her mouth. 
 
    For an eternity of maybe two seconds the pleasure gathers to a white hot intensity inside Mrs. Gardner's boiling channel. The pleasure of all the nerves in my body seems to focus in on the head of my cock. On that impossible heat and the warmth of her body. And then I ride over that brink and my cock is erupting into her. It feels like she squeezes me and milks my spurting cock with her inner muscles. I desperately thrust into her in those final moments and pour my load as deep as it can go without thought of repercussions. 
 
    My cock slips out of her and I hear a soft drip of cum falling from her pussy onto the tiles of the kitchen floor between her feet. I stagger half a step back. My cock is slowly going soft. Her pussy is a mess of juices and smeared cum, her lips swollen with lust and red with the friction of our colliding bodies.  
 
    "I didn't...pull out..." 
 
    "No, you didn't," she says. "And it was hot that way. Wasn't it?" 
 
    "Yes," I admit. 
 
    "Chances are, nothing will happen because of it, so don't worry."  
 
    She turns and I get my first real look at those glorious tits. They are very wide and surprisingly perky despite their huge size. She has wide, very light areolas and big nipples that are a slightly darker shade of pink. I feel like after having sex the chance to touch them has passed, but she grabs my hands and drops them onto her warm breasts.  
 
    "I'm glad," I say, squeezing her breasts, running my fingers over her nipples. 
 
    "Glad, why?" She searches my face.  
 
    I smile at her and say, "Glad you were my first." 
 
    Somehow, my cock is beginning to stir again. I lean in to kiss her on the lips and spot movement over her shoulder. Stacy is sitting up in her lounger. I don't know what to do. I duck down behind the counter and I'm face-to-freshly-fucked-pussy with Mrs. Gardner. The smell of sex is strong down here.  
 
    "She's coming," she says. "You'd better crawl out of here." 
 
    I pull up my jeans and boxers as best I can and scurry out as I hear the sliding door open and close. 
 
    "Mom, what are you doing naked?" 
 
    My heart pounds with fear.  
 
    "Just putting on my lotion," says Mrs. Gardner.  
 
    "Ew, do it in your room next time," says Stacy. "Have you seen my boyfriend?" 
 
    "No, I think he went home after he helped with the groceries. He seemed sort of embarrassed. What were you two doing in your room." 
 
    I don't stick around to hear Stacy's explanation. I manage to get well out of sight and then slip out the front door. I gather my bicycle and ride back home, feeling like I just escaped from a madhouse. I feel exhilarated, lucky even, but also mortified about cheating on my girlfriend, the one who was begging me to have sex with her, with my girlfriend's hot mom. 
 
    I'm also more than a little bit afraid that I knocked her mom up. That thought is almost too terrifying to even consider, but as I get home and lock myself up in my room it's all I can think about. Even after I take shower I still feel like I smell like Mrs. Gardner.  I know my mom and dad will notice that I am different, so I just stay in my bedroom for dinner and pretend to be sick. 
 
    It isn't until after midnight that I get a text message. I figure it is going to be from Stacy. I pick up the phone and it's from Rebecca Gardner.  
 
    "NEED U AGAIN. COME OVER." 
 
    I type back, "WHAT ABOUT HUSBAND??" 
 
    "SLEEPING." 
 
    I hesitate. My cock is getting hard just thinking about Mrs. Gardner again. It's hard to resist the urge to hop on my bike in the middle of the night and ride over there. But the thought of doing something with her daughter and husband asleep in the house is too terrifying. 
 
    "WORRIED ABOUT STACY," I finally type. 
 
    "SORRY," she replies and then a moment later adds. "HOW ABOUT BJ?" 
 
    I laugh at the thought that the sexiest woman I have ever seen is trying to entice me to come over by offering me a blowjob. I look out the window of my bedroom. I can see my bike leaned against the garage. It's a clear, quiet night and everyone is asleep. 
 
    I type, "COMING OVER."  
 
    "LOL KNEW THAT WOULD WORK," she replies. 
 
    I can't resist her. I'm at the mercy of my desires and I feel like I'm falling into a bad situation because of it. But, as I sneak out my window and climb onto my bike, I take comfort knowing that I am about get my cock sucked by the hottest woman in the entire world. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Part 2: Lured Into a Threesome with My Girlfriend's Mom 
 
      
 
    Some people call me a lucky guy for dating Stacy Gardner, one of the cutest girls at my high school. What they don't know is that even though I've only made it to third base with Stacy, I have hit a home run with her mother. You may think that sounds like a mistake, but Stacy's mom is the sexiest woman I have ever seen. Mrs. Gardner is like a magazine model or a porn star or something and she wants me, an eighteen year old guy from the neighborhood. 
 
    It's not always an easy arrangement. It has made for some awkward situations, particularly since Mrs. Gardner can't get enough of me and doesn't seem to be afraid of getting caught with me. Some days I even think she might even get off on the idea. 
 
    Days like today.  
 
    I'm bagging groceries at the Value Saver when Stacy walks in. She smiles and waves and I smile and wave back. Her poolside tan is looking cute in khaki shorts and a red tank top. I spend so much time with Mrs. Gardner that sometimes I forget Stacy is my girlfriend. She always makes sure to remind me,  whether it's by text, a Facebook post or a hot make out session under the bleachers at school. 
 
    Then I see Stacy isn't alone. Mrs. Gardner is wearing a low cut sun dress, the top stretched by her amazing tits and the clinging skirt showing off her long legs. She takes off her big sunglasses and rests them in her blond hair. She sees me and grins. She says something to her daughter. My pulse quickens and I stare as they head into the produce section.  
 
    "Hey, dumbass," says my manager. "You're bagging steak with root beer. Get it together." 
 
    I look down at the grocery bag in my hand. He's right. I smile sheepishly as I rearrange the customer's groceries. I try to stay focused on my work as I catch an occasional glimpse of Stacy and her mom weaving in and out of the aisles of groceries. I keep tensely waiting for their full cart to come rolling in the direction of the checkouts.  
 
    Instead, I see Stacy, her blond ponytail bouncing behind her, tank tight against her pert breasts, pink bra straps showing, looking right at me. She comes over to my checkout and slips past the woman paying for her stacks of cat food.  
 
    "Mind if I help?" she asks. 
 
    "Um, sure," I say as she starts bagging the groceries next to me. 
 
    "I figured I should come over and say 'hi' to remind you that tomorrow is Friday night." 
 
    "Uh, ok," I say, searching my head for any reason why she would be pointing out the obvious. 
 
    "Friday night and my dad is going to be out of town." She stops bagging and looks at me meaningfully. "Friday night and my mom is going over to her friend's house for a book party or something." 
 
    She grabs my bicep with both hands and leans against me. Her breath is hot on my neck and ear. Her lips brush against my earlobe as she whispers. 
 
    "It's time. I want to finally do it." 
 
    My cock stirs at the thought. Stacy and I have been doing everything but the deed itself. She's a naughty girl and she likes what we've done and I know she wants more. I feel guilty admitting it, but I just haven't been as preoccupied with having sex with Stacy with her mom practically jumping on top of me. Mrs. Gardner has been giving me all the sex I need. But that's not fair to Stacy. 
 
    "Oh, yeah, I'll be there. Want me to, um, bring anything?" 
 
    "Condoms." She stretches the word out and tickles me with it. 
 
    I realize the customer and Doug, the guy at the register, are both glaring at me as I am holding up the checkout.  
 
    "Alright, I'll be there," I say. 
 
    Stacy giggles and dances away from me. She's heading for the exit. 
 
    "Where are you going?" 
 
    She holds up her hands and show me her nails. 
 
    "Manicure!" 
 
    I watch her ass in those tight shorts as she leaves the store. I've had my hands on that ass. Heck, I've had my tongue in it. I'll never get tired of looking at it and it makes my imagination wander to what I am going to do to her Friday. I snap out of it as the automatic door closes behind her and she disappears into the late spring evening. The gust of warmth a reminder that summer is coming and I'll soon be graduating from high school. 
 
    I'm thinking about Stacy and Friday and the summer when Mrs. Gardner appears at my checkout. Whatever fantasy I was having about Stacy fades into the stacked reality of her mother, unloading her cart onto the conveyor, flashing her straining tits at me and Doug every time she bends over. While that perv Doug is getting an eyeful, I'm trying to look casual and just bag her groceries. I know she knows it's me, but she's playing things casual. 
 
    "Any coupons?" asks Doug. 
 
    "No," says Mrs. Gardner, sliding her card and punching in her info to pay, "but I could sure use some help out with my groceries." 
 
    "Of course," says Doug, handing her the receipt. "And, um, might I say, that is a really lovely, um, dress you are wearing." 
 
    "Oh, this?" Mrs. Gardner looks down at her cleavage and leans forward, squeezing her breasts between her arms. "I think it's a little tight. I might have to...work out some more." 
 
    She tugs gently on the dress and reveals more of the generous curve of her amazing breasts. Doug and I, not to mention the customer behind her, can all see the upper peak of her bikini line on her tanned body. She pulls a little more and exposes more pale flesh and the subtle texture and pinkish color of her areolas. I think we're all on the edge, waiting for her nipples to pop free, but she releases her dress and her tits jiggle back into place, safely under the clinging fabric. 
 
    "It looks hot," I say. 
 
    Mrs. Gardner glances over at me, a victorious smile on her face and an eyebrow raised.  
 
    "It's actually nice and cool in all this...heat."  
 
    She leads me out of the store as I push her cart behind her. I can feel Doug's jealous eyes boring into my back. Sorry, perv, only bag boys get to help out in the lot.  
 
    The evening breeze pulls at Mrs. Gardner's dress and I can see the outline of her plump ass under the flapping cloth. Her blond hair whips across her face as she glances back at me to make sure I am watching her with a proper amount of teenage lust. She swings her hips like a hypnotist's medallion. In that moment, I would follow her anywhere. 
 
    Cars are coming and going from the Value Saver lot. It shares a strip mall with several other stores and restaurants. I can see the nail salon where Stacy is probably getting her manicure. Mrs. Gardner has parked all the way out in the boondocks of the lot. Only employee cars out this far. I realize in that moment that she had all this planned and I am walking right into her trap. She glances back at me again, her smile more playful than ever, and it's hard to care that she is a spider and I'm the little bug caught in her web. 
 
    "Here we are," she says, pointing to the BMW her husband usually drives. She opens the trunk with the key fob and I start unloading the groceries. She seems content to watch me work. Lots of heavy cases of pop and water. Nothing to wear me out, but she seems to like what she sees. I finish loading her car and close the trunk.  
 
    "There you are, Mrs. Gardner," I say, still playing the part of respectful bag boy. 
 
    "Oh, you're adorable," she says and she tousles my hair. "Come with me." 
 
    I follow her around to the driver's side of the car. She gets in, closes the door, and the window buzzes open. I look down at her as she drops her sunglasses back onto her face. She flips down the mirror on the back of the sun shade and start applying lip gloss. 
 
    "I don't mind if you date my daughter," she says, smoothing the gloss out with her fingertip, "but I don't want you to have sex with her. She is going to college and I don't want anything getting in the way of that. Do you understand?" 
 
    "Yes," I say. "Yes, ma'am." 
 
    "Ma'am?" She seems annoyed with that. "Come here. You're a good boy. You deserve a reward." 
 
    "I need to get back into the--" 
 
    "Come here!" she snaps.  
 
    I step closer to the window and start to lean down, expecting a kiss or something. Mrs. Gardner reaches out and grabs me by my belt loops. She pulls so hard that I collide with the door of her car, my arms and head rest on the sun-warmed silver roof. Before I can pull away again, I feel her hands lifting my apron and unzipping my khakis. Her hand reaches into the waist of my briefs and her fingers wrap around the thick curve of my cock. 
 
    "Oh, fuck," I moan, as I feel her tongue slowly lick the underside of my cockhead.   
 
    She has done a lot of crazy things, like fucking me with her daughter swimming in the nearby pool and blowing me with her husband asleep in a nearby bedroom, but none of her lusty antics prepared me for getting my dick sucked through her car window.  
 
    Her hand strokes my swelling shaft as her soft lips part against the head of my cock. I can see the whole parking lot, people coming and going, shoppers arriving, and meanwhile Mrs. Gardner is wrapping her wet lips around me, her mouth so hot my cock is at full attention in seconds. 
 
    "Oh, Mrs. Gardner, that's...that's..." 
 
    "Mmmmmhmmmm," I hear the reply from inside the car.  
 
    She's not releasing me from her mouth. In fact, she's stroking my balls with her fingertips and beginning to bob her mouth on my straining cock. My tip brushes against the warm wall of her throat with each stroke of her lips. A car drives slowly past on their way out of the lot. I catch sight of the passenger, an elderly woman, and she's looking right at us. Her eyes go wide. I can only imagine she sees my cock and Mrs. Gardner's head silhouetted inside the car and realizes what is happening. She starts to say something and then her husband pulls away. 
 
    My heart is pounding in my chest, but my pulse is throbbing in my hard cock. Mrs. Gardner is giving me a killer blowjob, all wet and warm and dripping down my balls, with her soft hand milking my length while her lips and tongue cradle me. I feel my orgasm rising. I'm almost able to tune out the constant commotion in the lot and focus my full attention on my gathering pleasure thanks to Mrs. Gardner's slurping mouth. 
 
    "I'm going to cum," I say, warning her.  
 
    "I want to taste you," she replies, her lips brushing the sensitive head of my cock and then engulfing me once again. 
 
    The exquisite suction of her mouth has me on the very edge of spurting when I spot Stacy. She is walking out of that nail salon, her ear buds on, admiring her nails as she steps off the curb and starts towards the car.  
 
    I want to tell Mrs. Gardner to stop. I want to pull my cock out of her mouth. It's impossible. My body is in charge. I gently bounce against the frame of the door and thrust my cock into Mrs. Gardner's mouth. The other cars in the lot are blocking Stacy's view of what her mother is doing to me, but she can clearly see me standing with my arms on the roof of her car.  
 
    "Fuck," I grunt as it hits me.  
 
    Mrs. Gardner's sucking mouth, her soft lips and curling tongue, drag me over the edge. For a few incredible moments I am in the straining throes of pleasure before I explode into Mrs. Gardner's mouth.  
 
    Across the lot, her daughter sees me and waves. I try to smile normally and wave back at Stacy as I pump her mother's mouth full of my huge load. Mrs. Gardner seems to relish my cum, sucking and releasing, slowly bobbing her lips on my shuddering cock until she has every last twitch of spunk out of me. By the time she releases my cock and allows me to hurriedly zip up, her daughter has arrived beside the car. 
 
    "Hey, Stacy," I say, hoping she can't see the bulge under my apron. 
 
    Mrs. Gardner wipes her lips and turns to her daughter. 
 
    "Hey, sweetie, your handsome boyfriend was just helping me with the groceries." 
 
    "Don't try to steal him, mom," says Stacy, winking at me. 
 
    In reply, I laugh a bit too hard at the joke. Mrs. Gardner glares at me over the lenses of her dark glasses. I can see a tiny, pearly drop of my cum on her chin can still feel her spit all over my balls. I awkwardly try to cover up my laughing. 
 
    "You nerd," says Stacy. "See you Friday." 
 
    She gets in the car and Stacy and her mother quickly pull out. They both wave to me as they drive off, leaving me to wonder which of the two women I am actually dating at this point. 
 
    The next day at school, Stacy reminds me. In between Advanced Chemistry and Mrs. Thompson's writing class we duck into the orchestra pit in the main auditorium. It's always empty at this time of day and it's a good chance for me and Stacy to catch up.  
 
    In this case, we catch up with our mouths locked together, our tongues dancing the tango and her cute little butt sitting on my lap. I've got one hand under her shirt and her bra, squeezing her pert breast and teasing the hard pebble of her nipple with my fingertips. Stacy squirms and gets her hand underneath her butt and unzips me. 
 
    "What are you doing?" I hiss. 
 
    "Shhhh," she says, a mischievous look on her face.  
 
    She hops up from my lap and lifts the back of her skirt. Her firm butt and perky cheeks are deliciously swallowing up her pink thong. Reaching back, she presses the warm curve of her butt against the underside of my hard cock.  
 
    With a hook of her finger she pulls out her thong, wraps it around my cock, and drops it back into place. My cock is held against her cheeks. With a little pressure from her fingers and a backwards push of her ass, my cock slips between those firm bubbles like a hotdog into a bun. It feels amazing, all warm and soft, but the fun is only just starting. 
 
    "You like that, baby?" she asks and begins to bounce her butt slowly up and down.  
 
    She works that perky ass like a stripper, grinding her crack on my cock and stroking me with her cheeks. She watches my expressions of pleasure and does that lip biting thing she knows drives me wild. 
 
    "God damn, Stacy," I laugh, unable to tear my eyes away from that firm butt stroking my shaft. "What has gotten into you?" 
 
    "Nothing, yet," she giggles. "But tonight, I'm hoping it's you." 
 
    Her sexy grinding is having an effect on me and I can feel my cock beginning to swell with my growing orgasm. As amazing as it looks and as good as it feels with my cock balanced in her crack, I'm not eager to make a huge mess of us both.  
 
    I grab her and lift her off of me, slipping my cock from beneath her thong and turning her quickly around. I stand up from the musician's stool and pull her against me and she gasps with laughter, which I quickly silence with my kiss. Stacy reaches down to my cock sticking up between us and wraps it in her soft hand.  
 
    "Stop that," I gasp. "You're going to make me cum. And that's going to be a mess." 
 
    "I'll just point it at you," she laughs, stroking me and angling my cockhead at my abs and chest. 
 
    "Point it somewhere else," I insist. 
 
    She laughs, but seems to like the idea. She slips partly behind me, pressing against my shoulder as she reaches around to work her fist on my cock. I lean back and both of us watch as my cock darkens from crimson to almost purple. Clear precum begins to leak from the head and spill onto her fingers. She swipes her glistening fingers over my cockhead, smearing the juice around. 
 
    "That is hot," she whispers.  
 
    "I feel like a science experiment," I say, holding my shirt out of the way. 
 
    She resumes milking my cock, her grip firm, her stroking steady and urgent. She is breathing heavily from the effort.  
 
    "How far will the volcano erupt?" She giggles. "I've seen yours erupt pretty far before." 
 
    "My magma, oh, is bubbling," I groan. 
 
    She gets behind me and reaches around to hold my cock with both hands. She is working me like a pro, standing on her tip-toes so she can watch over my shoulder. My cock is stiff as steel in Stacy's hands, but with all that heat and precum it feels like it is about to melt.  
 
    "That's it," she whispers into my ear. "I want to see you shoot it out. Pretend your cock is inside me. That's it, shoot it into my virgin pussy." 
 
    Hearing Stacy talk so dirty I can't hold back any longer. I thrust my hips, pumping my cock into her hands just like I pushed it into her mom's sucking mouth. That realization colors my rush of pleasure, guilt mingling with the high of my tightening ecstasy that suddenly releases in a mighty pump and spurts a long, curving rope of cum across the orchestra pit.  
 
    "Oh god! Look at it squirt!" gasps Stacy as my cock launches several more long streams of milky semen across the dark concrete. A grunt, curling my toes in my shoes, fucking against her hands as the last of my load spurts out over her fingers and drips to the floor at my feet.  
 
    She lifts her fingers up and I can see the strands of my cum dangling from them. She acts like she is going to wipe them off on my shirt or face and I wince away.  
 
    "As if," she says. "You know I love this stuff, stud." 
 
    She sticks out her tongue and catches a gooey strand. I groan at the sight of her licking my cum off her fingers. She makes a face, like it doesn't taste too good, but she gamely continues until her fingers are cleaned.  
 
    "Now give me a kiss," she says, coming towards me. 
 
    "Maybe tonight!" I laugh, I've got class. 
 
    "Oh, that's how it is? One way street?" 
 
    "We're going to be late," I protest as she continues to come towards me. 
 
    "You're not going anywhere until you return the favor."  
 
    Stacy bunches her skirt up her thighs and pulls it up to her waist. Her mound is outlined beneath the tight pink of her thong. There is a dark line of moisture down her furrow. She lifts her foot up on one of the lower stools and beckons me with a curled finger. 
 
    "What do you want?" I ask. 
 
    "I want you to lick me," she says. "You can go to class when you make me cum." 
 
    I'm not really used to Stacy being so dominant, but I like it. I guess it runs in the family. I stuff my cock into my jeans, zip up and then fall to my knees on the floor. My hands caress the firmness of her ass, cradling it as I lean in and begin kissing up her thighs, moving to her panty-covered mound. One finger pulls her panties aside and I kiss the hairless pink of her juicy slit.  
 
    "Good boy," she says, stroking my hair like I'm her favorite pet.  
 
    My tongue finds her honey-sweet groove and I begin to lick. I like to lick Stacy and I have on several occasions, proving my talent and getting to know what she likes. I give her strong, steady licks, occasionally stopping to flick against her clit and tease it back and forth with the tip of my tongue. She pulls my mouth against her slit, grinding so that her hot juices spill down my chin and coat my lips. 
 
    "Oh, yeah, that's it," she moans, working her hips to fuck against my tongue. "Taste that sweet pussy. Yes, baby, yes. Make me cum." 
 
    When I know she is close, I open my mouth and clamp my lips over her juicy peach. My tongue presses insistently against her clit as I suck at her swollen velvet. The raunchy slurping sound seems to echo in the auditorium, but it is quickly drowned out by Stacy's oblivious cries of pleasure. I can only imagine what someone walking in will hear, but I'm drowning in her cum and I can hardly concern myself with being caught as she uses my tongue like a sex toy. 
 
    Stacy grabs my head with both hands and practically mounts my face she is fucking against my tongue so hard. I give her clit a thorough thrashing and don't stop sucking her sweet honey until she collapses from her orgasmic high. I release my grip on her ass and her weight lifts from my face.  
 
    "That was so fucking hot," she says with a blushing giggle. 
 
    It's my turn to give her a taste and she isn't as shy about her cum as I was about my own. We share a sloppy tongue kiss, so wet and dirty that my cock is rock hard again. Before I can get a chance to make an even bigger mistake here in the auditorium I hear the door opening. The music teacher appears in the orchestra pit. He sees me and Stacy swapping spit and his eyes go wide with surprised anger. 
 
    "What the hell do you two think you're doing? This is a classroom, not a hotel!" He waves his hands. "Get out of here or I'll get the fire hose and turn it on you." 
 
    We run out, laughing at our luck that we were only caught kissing. Before we separate to head to our classes, Stacy chances one last kiss. 
 
    "Tonight," she says, grabbing my cock through my jeans. "I'm going to rock you, baby. Just wait for my text." 
 
    So I know what you're probably thinking at this point: I really have it made. I've got Stacy at school willing to jerk me off in the orchestra pit and I've got her mom giving me blowjobs in the parking lot of the grocery store. And I'll be honest, those two things are pretty nice. But it's creating some sort of war inside my mind. I can't think of one without thinking of the other. Stacy with her tight teenage body and virginal eagerness. She's on my level and she is into me. Mrs. Gardener, a real woman, with all those jaw dropping curves and the horniness of two eighteen year olds. She also knows her way around a cock in a way Stacy will take years to learn. But Mrs. Gardner knows about me and Stacy and she doesn't want me doing the exact thing Stacy wants me to do tonight. 
 
    "What the hell am I going to do?" I sigh as I get home from school and drop my book bag onto the bed. I guess being stuck between a smoking hot mom and her tight daughter is a good place for a guy like me to be in, but that doesn't make my decision any easier. 
 
    I have to give it up to Stacy. She is offering me her virginity and that is something special I just can't pass up. I take a long hot shower and do my best not to think about Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    At around seven, Stacy texts me, "MOM GONE TO BOOK CLUB OR SOMETHING. STILL WAITING ON DAD." 
 
    "LET ME KNOW," I reply. 
 
    I stretch out on my bed and start play Xbox to pass the time. I'm all dressed, body spray, new shoes, fresh gear, ready to roll and I am sucking at Call of Duty because I can't stop thinking about what is going to happen. When my phone vibrates with another text I practically throw the controller down. I look at the screen. 
 
    "HEY BABY, MAMA NEEDS SOME LOVE." 
 
    It takes me a full second to realize that Stacy isn't sending me a weird message, it's from her mom. She's booty calling me. My cock twitches. I want nothing more than to give Mrs. Gardner what she wants, but I have a date with her daughter.  
 
    I start to type in a reply that I have plans with friends when my phone begins to ring. It's her. With a sigh, I pick up. 
 
    "Heyyyyyyyy, stud. Do ya miss me?"  
 
    Oh, great, Mrs. Gardner is drunk. I can practically smell the wine over the phone.  
 
    "Hey, Mrs. Gardner." 
 
    "How is my favorite boytoy, tonight?" I hear giggling in the background. "Do you still have a little juice left in that nice, big cock?" 
 
    I hear more giggling. It's worse than I thought. Mrs. Gardner isn't just drunk, she is drunk and talking with her friends about me. Do they know the name of her "favorite boytoy?" 
 
    "Um, Mrs. Gardner, I am going out tonight. I--" 
 
    She slurs an interruption. 
 
    "With who? My daughterrrr? I don't think so. You need to come over to Cynthia Benson's house tonight and show us a good time." 
 
    Cynthia Benson? The name rings a bell, but not a clear one. I think she is on the PTA with my mom. If I remember right, she is a Real Housewife style injected and pumped-up sort of woman, not the natural beauty of Mrs. Gardner. Still, whatever she looks like, I'm eighteen, and the idea of a possible threesome is definitely enticing. I must have let on that I was considering the offer by my silence. 
 
    "You're thinking about it, aren't you?" Mrs. Gardner laughed. "216 Whitecrest. The door is unlocked. Don't make us wait too long, young man." 
 
    She hangs up before I can even turn down her offer. I try to go back to playing Xbox, but my aim is totally thrown off by the images running through my head. What seemed like a fairly easy decision is suddenly the hardest one of my lifetime. My phone buzzes with a new text. 
 
    "DAD GONE OUT," read the text from Stacy. "COME OVER QT." 
 
    I hesitate, trying to decide what my reply will be. I make up my mind. Mrs. Gardner is drunk. She probably doesn't even know what she is saying. Stacy is asking me to be her first. Tonight. I can't pass that up. 
 
    I start to type my text telling her I will be right over when suddenly another text comes in. It's from Mrs. Gardner and it has the icon for a photo attachment. My heart starts pounding as I open the text.  
 
    "WE'RE WAITING," it reads. 
 
     The attached picture is of Mrs. Gardner and the very busty Mrs. Benson pressing their topless breasts mashed nipple-to-nipple as they look up at the camera. Mrs. Gardner is smoking hot as always and Mrs. Benson isn't bad either. She has feathered strawberry blond hair, enhanced lips for that Angelina Jolie look and blue eyes that are looking at the camera - at me - with pure lust. Her tits are actually at least a cup size bigger than Mrs. Gardner's, huge round orbs with milky bikini lines and freckles decorating her cleavage. 
 
    "Fuck," I say, staring at the picture. 
 
    I don't want to lie to Stacy, but her hot, young body can't compete with two cougars begging for me to come over and fuck them.  
 
    "MOM IS A BITCH," I text to Stacy. "CAN'T COME OVER :(" 
 
    Before Stacy even replies with her disappointment, I am already texting her mom.  
 
    "ON MY WAY," I send and stuff my phone into my pocket rather than deal with the texts from Stacy. I know there is going to be a lot of making up to do. I can't think about that right now. 
 
    I don't dare take the car with my parents still up in the living room. In fact, I don't even want to deal with them, so I climb out the window of my bedroom and hop on my bicycle. The night is warm. The neighborhood quiet. I pedal like a maniac, my legs seemingly fueled by my guilt.  
 
    216 Whitecrest is about five blocks away. It's one of those suburban mansions with big columns out front, like somebody squished the White House onto a tiny suburban lot. I drop my bike in the grass of the front yard.  
 
    My heart pounds as I climb up the steps to the huge front door. I ring the doorbell, but nobody answers. I try the door and it opens into a beautiful entryway with hardwood floors, flower-stuffed vases and mirrors. I catch sight of myself and realize how strange I am in my loose shirt and jeans, walking into this opulent house like some sort of teenage thief. 
 
    I feel the urge to turn and run out. An urge that is immediately beaten back as I hear moans and laughter coming from the upstairs. My guts tighten with nerves. I can taste acid in my throat. That doesn't stop me as I climb the stairs, taking the last few in big leaps, and follow the moaning sounds towards a bedroom near the back of the house. 
 
    I take a deep breath at the door before pushing it open and stepping into the bedroom. My entire body goes hot as I step into a scene straight out of a porno movie. In fact, there is a porno movie, playing on a huge TV screen mounted opposite the four poster king sized bed. The orgy taking place on the screen is nothing compared to what I see on the bed.  
 
    Mrs. Gardner has her perfectly plump ass raised in the air, I can see her juicy, freshly-shaved pussy and a hint of her pink asshole. She lifts her head and looks over her shoulder, her lips glistening with Mrs. Benson's cum. She switches off a whirring vibrator and turns to face me with a drunken smile.  
 
    When Mrs. Gardner turns, I catch sight of Mrs. Benson, sprawled on pillows, her plump thighs wide apart, her blond-furred cunt slick with her juices. She is flushed and breathing heavily, her fingers caressing her wide areolas atop the pneumatic perfection of her giant tits. She sits up more and smiles with the same lusty drunkenness as Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    "I told you he would come," says Mrs. Gardner. "He is a good boy. Aren't you?" 
 
    "Uh, yeah. Yes, ma'am." 
 
    The two women look at each other and giggle. Mrs. Benson leans past Mrs. Gardner, draping her huge tits on the foot of the bed and looking at me with excitement. 
 
    "Why are you wearing all those clothes? Take them off so we can see you." 
 
    "Oh, yes, a strip tease!" laughs Mrs. Gardner.  
 
    She leans in beside her friend, dropping her big, natural breasts onto the foot of the bed. Both women watch me begin to take off my clothes. The women watch with delight as I undress to the lewd sounds of the orgy on the TV screen. I kick off my shoes and toss away my jacket. I pull my shirt off and expose the firm muscles of my abs and chest.  
 
    "Oh my god, look at that," giggles Mrs. Benson. "He doesn't have any hair." 
 
    "He has some," laughs Mrs. Gardner. "I've seen it before. Go on, show her your hair." 
 
    I unzipped and let my jeans work off my body as I flex my thighs. My cock is hard and tucked down my leg. As I step out of my jeans, I peel off my boxer briefs and let the two horny housewives see my big, thick cock and my trimmed fringe of brown hair.  
 
    "My word," says Mrs. Benson. "That is an amazing cock." 
 
    Mrs. Gardner motions me towards the bed with her dreamy eyes and her curled finger. I step within reach at the foot of the bed and her warm hand takes hold of my cock. I groan as her fingers tighten and she pulls me closer to her and Mrs. Benson. 
 
    "Should I suck it?" Mrs. Benson asks her friend. "I want to suck it. I'm going to suck it. Bring that big thing over here so I can put it in my mouth." 
 
    Mrs. Gardner releases my cock and subtly nods her head to her friend. Mrs. Benson pouts her silicon-plumped lips as I step in front of her with my hard cock aimed at her face. She may have a bimbo fakeness to the way she looks, but my cock is twitching in anticipation of feeling those plumped up lips wrapped around my shaft. 
 
    Mrs. Benson wants to take her time though. She grabs my cock and tugs me closer. Her eyes are wide and she is smiling as she inspects my length like a dog show judge. She pushes my cockhead up towards my head and lowers her face to my balls. I think she's just going to have a look, and then I feel her tongue lifting the dangling weight of one ball. She gently sucks and draws my tender nut against her lips. Her mouth opens wider and suddenly both of my balls are being bathed in her hot spit. She sucks and massages them with her tongue as her fingers wrap around my shaft and she begins to gently jerk my cock. 
 
    "Ohhh fuck, she's got them both in her mouth," I moan with a laugh in my voice. 
 
    "Yes, she does," agrees Mrs. Gardner. "She's a total slut. Just wait until you feel her deep throat that big cock." 
 
    "Mmmhmmmmm," agrees Mrs. Benson, her voice vibrating my balls. 
 
    Mrs. Gardner rises high on her knees and embraces me over the footboard, her soft tits mashing against my chest as her lips meet my shoulder, my neck and finally my mouth. Her tongue presses between my lips and I meet her kiss with my own lust.  
 
    The aching stone of my cock is suddenly encased in the warmth of Mrs. Benson's mouth. I look down from the corner of my eye and I can see her with the puffy pink oval of her big lips sliding the length of my cock. Her lips slide further and further down my cock until I feel the soft, warm entrance of her throat against my cockhead. She swallows and the head of my cock is pulled into the massaging heat of her throat. Her gagging is muffled by my fat cock as her throat swallows around me, taking me deeper and deeper until my balls are against her chin.  
 
    I moan into Mrs. Gardner's kiss. She pulls her mouth away, seeming to study my face as her friend deepthroats my hard cock. My girlfriend's mom staring at me as I get a blowjob from another woman is pretty weird, I'll admit. It gets a lot weirder as Mrs. Gardner ducks her head down and takes over on my balls, licking them and sucking them while her friend pulls off a bit and starts sucking hard on my cock. Two hot mouths and two eager tongues bathing my cock and balls, fighting over my straining dick, is almost more than I can stand. 
 
    "Ohhhh...don't know how much...I can take..." 
 
    The two women laugh against my cock. They kiss each other and kiss my shaft. They both look up at me as their hands caress my shaft and Mrs. Benson's tongue strokes around and around the fat head of my cock. 
 
    "You're going to take a whole lot more," says Mrs. Gardner. "Get up on this bed, stud." 
 
    There's no denying them. I feel like if I resisted they would probably just overpower me and force me anyway. They pull me up into the bed with them and practically toss me onto my back. There's a big, slightly curved vibrator right next to my head on the pillows. I can smell the sweet musk of Mrs. Benson's pussy still clinging to the sex toy.  
 
    Mrs. Benson and Mrs. Gardner kneel on either side of me with my hard cock sticking up between them like a fleshy, red marker of some sort. Their bodies, while similar, are also very different. Mrs. Gardner is middle-aged perfection, with her plump breasts and round ass a testament to her bras and her workout routine respectively. She has a firm tummy and slender arms and legs. 
 
     Mrs. Benson has a bit more weight, with thicker thighs and a little fat around her tummy, along with a really big ass. It all works for her though because she has matched it with two enormous breast implants that stick out from her chest like a couple of tanned bowling balls with big, brown nipples. It doesn't matter that they're fake. They're like trophies to her willingness to give a man what he wants.  
 
    "Oooh look, it's twitching," says Mrs. Benson, running her fingertips over my cock.  
 
    "Why don't you go first," suggests Mrs. Gardner. "After all, you've never had the pleasure of enjoying that big cock before." 
 
    Mrs. Benson straddles me, looking down as she strokes my cocking between her warm thighs and directs my cockhead to the fuzzy furrow of her pussy. Her swollen labia brush their slick velvet against the head of my cock. She looks into my eyes as she slowly impales herself onto my hardness. Her hot pussy devours my dick and I grab her plump thighs as if I might fall somewhere from the intense pleasure.  
 
    "Oh my god, right to my g-spot," she laughs above me. "This is going to be fun." 
 
    She starts working her hips and slipping her hot cunt up and down my length like a woman who has practiced fucking a lot. Her big ass rises and falls and I can see it in the mirror at the foot of the bed. I can even see my cock, appearing briefly with each up and down motion as he stretched pussy swallows me up again. She leans forward, her huge fake tits bouncing in that weird way that big fake tits bounce. 
 
    "You like that pussy?" she asks. 
 
    "Y-yeah," I moan. "It's tight." 
 
    "It is tight," she agrees. "I do exercises to keep it that way." 
 
    She squeezes me with her inner muscles and I nearly shoot into her steamy channel. Mrs. Gardner pulled a similar trick on me, but not with the ease with which Mrs. Benson does. As she rides me, it's like there are fingers squeezing and stroking my cock inside her velvet tunnel. My hands naturally slide to the soft roundness of her ass. My fingers dig into her flesh as she rides me faster and harder. 
 
    "I think it's time you put that tongue to use, young man," says Mrs. Gardner. "Would you mind if I sat on your face?" 
 
    "N-no," I say. 
 
    My girlfriend's mom climbs over my face, turning so that her ass fills my view and her smooth thighs enclose my head. Her hot groove lowers to within an inch of my mouth and I can't help but breathe the scented air of her sex. There is no resisting that sight. I bury my tongue in Mrs. Gardner's hot, sweet pussy and thrust my nose into the hot cradle of her crack. 
 
    "Ooohh, eager boy," laughs Mrs. Gardner. "Be sure to lick...ohhh...that's right. Get the clit. Mmmmmm...good boy." 
 
    I lap at her straining clit as she moves atop my face, using me as her sex toy like her friend is using my hard cock to get off. It's a little hard to breathe, trapped beneath Mrs. Gardner's ass, but that doesn't seem all that important just then, with my cock encased in a tight pussy and Mrs. Gardner's sweet taste and raunchy smell overwhelming any sense of self-preservation. Her juices pour into my mouth as her slick groove smothers my lips.  
 
    Above me, I can hear the two women moaning and embracing. Their lips smack wetly together and soon I can hear Mrs. Benson wailing with pleasure. 
 
    "Ohhhh yes," she cries. "That cock is going to...going to....AAaaaahh!" 
 
    I feel her orgasm around me like a tightening noose of pleasure. She squeezes my shaft in her velvet vice as her ass bounces against me. I moan my pleasure into Mrs. Gardner's juicy cunt. I can't take much more. I grab the ass over my face tightly, burrowing my tongue deep into Mrs. Gardner's pussy as I feel my balls tightening and my orgasm rising. 
 
    "NNnnnnnmmmmmmmmmmmph!" I cry into Mrs. Gardner's sweet slit. 
 
    My cock explodes inside Mrs. Benson's milking pussy. I hear her laugh with excitement. 
 
    "Ohhh god, I can feel him throbbing," she giggles. "He's filling me up with his cum." 
 
    There is a lot of it, such a prolonged orgasm that I almost feel afraid it won't stop. My hot spunk gushes into her MILF cunt and overflows down my throbbing dick and onto my balls. I cream her completely full and never stop tonguing Mrs. Gardner's tasty twat. As Mrs. Benson stops moving atop me and my orgasm begins to fade, I try desperately to make Mrs. Gardner cum with my flicking tongue. Instead, her ass lifts from my face and I get my first gust of cool, fresh air in several minutes. 
 
    "Look at that," she says, stroking her hand down my stomach to where my cock is going soft inside her friend. "Look at all that cum. Let's see it." 
 
    Mrs. Benson lifts off of me and spreads her pussy with her fingers. She grunts softly as she pushes a few milky globs of my cum out from her steamy depths. They spill onto my cock and join the gooey pool above my cock. Mrs. Gardner curls two fingers into her friend's creamed pussy and coaxes out even more of my load. 
 
    "Messy, messy," she scolds, as I lie there in disbelief at the lewd scene. "We'd better clean you up, young man." 
 
    Mrs. Gardner and Mrs. Benson clean me in a way that I can only describe as vacuuming. They bend their faces down to my messy cock and begin to loudly slurp the cum up, pausing periodically to lock lips and swap the cum between their tongues. The sight of these two hot moms swapping my teenage cum is almost more than I can stand. Needless to say, my cock is hard again by the time they are finished. 
 
    "Is it your turn?" asks Mrs. Benson. 
 
    "It is, but I think I need something special. Think you can warm me up, Cynthia?"  
 
    "My pleasure," purrs Mrs. Benson. 
 
    Stacy's mom has a great ass. It's a woman's ass, big and round, and as she bends forward onto the bend, lowering her breasts to the tangle sheets, her cheeks spread and her ass forms a big, round heart aimed right at me. I can see the clench of her asshole above the dripping peach of her pussy. Cynthia Benson gives me a naughty look and gives Mrs. Gardner a spank on her ass. Her plump cheeks jiggle with the impact and a red handprint appears on the pale flesh.  
 
    "Oooh, quit teasing," moans Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    "Do you want me to eat that asshole?" coos Mrs. Benson. "Get my tongue in there and loosen you up for his big dick?" 
 
    Mrs. Benson winks at me and my cock twitches. I moan as Mrs. Benson leans her face down to Mrs. Gardner's ass and thrusts her tongue between Mrs. Gardner's shapely cheeks. I can hear the soft contact between tongue and asshole. The suck of air as Mrs. Gardner feels her friend's tongue at her tender backdoor.  
 
    "Holy fuck," I groan. 
 
    "Mmmm, I think he likes to watch," says Mrs. Benson. 
 
    They actually shift their position a little and Mrs. Gardner holds her cheeks wide open so that I can see Mrs. Benson's pink tongue wriggling into her friend's asshole. I can see the tight pucker opening and swallowing the tip of Mrs. Benson's tongue. I can see it all and know that I am about to get to fuck that ass. 
 
    Once Mrs. Gardner is satisfied with the tongue-lashing, she pushes her friend away and turns her ass towards me again. Beckoning over her shoulder, I know exactly what is expected of me. I kneel behind her, the throbbing iron of my cock in my hand. I can feel Mrs. Benson's spit on the hot wrinkle of Mrs. Gardner's asshole. I press my cockhead against the divot and it opens slowly, stretching and finally swallowing the tip of my cock. 
 
    "Ohhhhh god, it's so hot," I groan. 
 
    "Slowwwww," gasps Mrs. Gardner. "Your cock is huuuge." 
 
    It's just as well that she is telling me to take things slow. I have a feeling that if I ram my cock in deep I am going to cum in one stroke. Seeming to be gentle and taking my time gives me a chance to catch my breath and acclimate to the extreme heat and tightness of Mrs. Gardner's asshole. Eventually, Mrs. Gardner starts to set the pace, working her ass back into me and forcing my cock deeper into her hot hole. I lean back a little to watch as my cock stretches her pink pucker, drilling into her big ass and filling her with my hard meat. 
 
    "Yeah, fuck back onto that big boy's cock," moans Mrs. Benson. 
 
    She reaches down and caresses Mrs. Gardner's smooth cheeks, opening and closing her plump ass around my cock. For a second there, watching her play with her friend's plump ass and watching my cock getting fucked, I am just marveling at all the sex things I am crossing off the list in one night. Threesome, anal sex, watching lesbians go at it, the list could go on, but just then Mrs. Benson grabs my shaft and pulls my cock out of her friend's asshole. Before I can do much more than drool, she drops her mouth to my cock and sucks hard at my swollen meat.  
 
    "Ohhh, you are bad, Cynthia," laughs Mrs. Gardner. "Put it back." 
 
    Mrs. Benson bobs her wet mouth on my cock a few times and then pushes my cockhead back into Mrs. Gardner's puckering asshole. I push forward this time, one hand on Mrs. Gardner's hip as I set the pace. I can't take any more of this teasing and back and forth. My grip tightens on her hips as I begin to fuck my cock in and out of her ass.  
 
    "Fuck me," she cries, her tits swinging with each stroke. 
 
    Mrs. Benson gives me room and I grab Mrs. Gardner by both hips and pound her hot hole. My cock drives deep, my balls swinging against her pussy until they begin to tighten up against the base of my cock. I can feel my cum boiling. I fuck deep into her. 
 
    "I'm going to cum," I groan. 
 
    "Ooh, pull out, baby, I want to feel it on my-" 
 
    "No," I growl. "Inside." 
 
    Both women squeal with delight at my sudden forceful turn. For once, I don't care about their amusement or enjoyment, I am lost in the most intense orgasm of my life. I never imagined what the difference would be between cumming inside a woman's ass as opposed to her pussy. It's as different as a pussy can be to a blowjob or a blowjob to a hand. It's that much more intense and tight and wonderful as my cock throbs powerfully and my cum spurts into Mrs. Gardner's ass. For a glorious few seconds, I am filling the ass of my girlfriend's gorgeous mom with a massive load. 
 
    I fall forward onto her back, the last drops squeezing out of me and deep into her ass. I kiss her shoulder, but mostly I just try to recover my senses. 
 
    There is more to the night. The women work hard to wear me out, riding and sucking and stroking me, smothering me with their abundant curves and even, it sometimes feels, fighting over my aching body. I slink out of Cynthia Benson's house just before dawn. My lips are chapped from kissing. My cock and my back are both sore. My ass even hurts a little bit from that time Mrs. Benson jamming a finger up my butt while she was blowing me and touched some spot deep inside me that made me explode in her mouth. 
 
    Climbing onto my bike, I check my texts and see more than a dozen from Stacy. By the time I scroll through all of them, I realize that my excuse did not satisfy her and she became increasingly upset with my lack of response to her text. I am going to have a lot of work to do to salvage my relationship with Stacy after tonight. But first, I have to let my body recover before Stacy's mom demands even more from me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Part 3: On Vacation with Mother and Daughter 
 
      
 
    I'm sitting next to my beautiful girlfriend on the redeye flight to the Bahamas. I didn't have to pay for the ticket, I didn't have to pay for the hotel, and I'm probably going to finally have sex with Stacy Gardner about ten minutes after we get to our rooms. Hers is right across the hall. Yeah, you heard that right, there are two separate hotel rooms where I can get down to business with my gorgeous girlfriend. So why am I not overjoyed? Why isn't this a fantasy come true?  
 
    Well, it sort of is, but I'm still terrified, because Stacy's knockout mom is on the flight with us. She's staying across the hall from me in the hotel. Her room even shares one of those doors with Stacy's. She's the one footing the bill for everything, so I don't really have room to complain.  
 
    Oh, by the way, I've been fucking my girlfriend's mom for the past three months. Yeah, I'm that guy. The eighteen year old punk in the neighborhood banging the hottest MILF around. 
 
    The lights are down in the aircraft. I lean out into the aisle and I can see Mrs. Gardner about five rows up from us. Her blond hair is pulled back in a long braid and she looks stunning in a sleeveless blouse that hugs her breasts and a split-side skirt that shows off her shapely legs. Thinking about her body stiffens my cock. She's made me touch every inch of it, sometimes with my tongue, and she has made me cum more ways than you'll find in the table of contents of the Kama Sutra.  
 
    Fortunately, she has a pillow tucked behind her head and her chair leaned back into the knees of the fat guy sitting behind her. It looks like I'll finally get a little alone time with Stacy. You know, just the two of us, alone on a crowded airplane full of snoring vacationers headed for the islands. 
 
    Mrs. Gardner might be the hottest mom I've ever met, but her daughter is growing into her lingerie model body. Stacy's eyes are hidden behind a big Hollywood style pair of sunglasses. I only know she is looking at me because her glossed pink lips are smiling. She has her mom's blond hair, tied into a ponytail, but where Mrs. Gardner is all soft curves and steamy lust, Stacy is a naughty girl with a tight teenage body. Her summer dress hangs on her pert breasts and hard nipples. It's short and shows off a lot of her tanned legs. She smells like suntan lotion and strawberry daiquiris and we haven't even seen a beach yet. 
 
    "What are you staring at?" she teases. 
 
    "Just thinking that everyone is asleep," I whisper, leaning closer to her, "including your mom." 
 
    "Oh? And you were thinking we were about a mile high, huh?"  
 
    She giggles and runs her hand down to my lap. I shift and let out a little groan as her fingers press at my cock already straining inside my shorts. She gives me a hard squeeze, her lips parting as if she's laughing silently. 
 
    "Aren't you worried about the guy sitting by the window?" I duck my head towards his empty seat. He left early in the flight and said he was going to sit closer to his family in an empty seat near first class.  
 
    "He's not coming back. Come on, let's move over and get comfortable." 
 
    How can I argue with that? We shift over one seat, placing Stacy up against the shuttered window and me in the middle. I won't be able to see the stewardess coming very easily, but it does feel more intimate back here. Stacy quickly takes advantage of that intimacy. 
 
    Her fingers tease my zipper out from my fly and with a naughty smile quirking those glossy pink lips she unzips me, reaches in, and drags my cock out through the front of my shorts. Her soft hand wraps around me and I let out a soft groan of pleasure as she begins to jerk me off.  
 
    "You like that?" she whispers.  
 
    "Yes, but I think it's only fair if I return the favor." 
 
    My fingers lift the hem of her short skirt and slip beneath it, along her smooth thigh and to the cottony softness of her panty-covered mound. She hisses through her teeth as I rub my fingers up and down her groove, pressing the fabric gently into her folds and feeling her wetness begin to soak through. She counters by moving her hand more roughly on my cock. Her fist tightens around me and her fingers slip beneath my cockhead as her thumb drags over my swollen ridge. 
 
    Her lips part slightly as I lean in and kiss her. She moans against my mouth. Her lip gloss tastes like strawberry. Her tongue tastes like that daiquiri she was drinking. She is hot and hungry for me and I prowl my tongue between her lips, sampling more of her, pressing more tightly as I work my fingers against her groove. 
 
    I slip my hand into her panties and feel the downy trim of her golden hair and the heat radiating from her wet pussy. Her little cit is standing out and easily discovered by my fingers. She sucks in air as I stroke it.  
 
    "Oh fuck," she whispers. "I need it. I need your cock." 
 
    "Right here?" 
 
    "Yes," she moans. "Sit back. Put the arm rest up. I'll climb on top." 
 
    I pull the arm rest up. Stacy stands up and shimmies out of her soaking panties. She holds them up so I can see how wet they are before she tosses them into her little purse. Her lips return to mine. She doesn't climb into my lap right away, but instead turns to face me, her thighs apart and one thigh resting atop my cock. She rubs my hardness with her leg as we share a scorching kiss between us.  
 
    I'm so oblivious to the world around us that I reach around her and slide the back of her skirt up. My hand cradles her firm ass and I can feel the hot inner curve of her crack with my fingertips. Her pussy is soaking through the leg of my shorts.  
 
    "Ahem!"  
 
    Stacy pulls away from me like she just got stung by a bee. I quickly pull the airplane blanket over my hard cock. Mrs. Gardner was standing in the aisle watching us about to fuck. She's trying to look furious or disgusted or something, but I can see an amused smile showing through. She knows I am dating her daughter. Sometimes I think Mrs. Gardner likes it because she gets off on ruining my chances to fuck Stacy. 
 
    Of course, Stacy doesn't know that I have been fucking her mom for the past several weeks and I'm not about to tell her right now. Mrs. Gardner slides smoothly into the aisle seat and gives us both a scolding look. 
 
    "That is inappropriate behavior for a public place," she says. "Young lady, your butt was hanging out for everyone to see." 
 
    "Godddddd, mom!" Stacy covers her blushing face. "I know, okay. Okay?!" 
 
    "Don't take that tone with me, young lady. And you," she looks at me, "you keep your hands off my daughter on the airplane. Behave like an adult." 
 
    "Y-yes, sure. I'm sorry." I know Mrs. Gardner is playing some sort of weird game with me, so I am surprised by how ashamed I actually feel. "It won't happen again." 
 
    "You're right," she agrees. "It won't. Because I'm going to sit right here and make sure it doesn't." 
 
    She winks at me. If Stacy noticed the gesture, she hides it in her sighing outrage. She turns in her seat, putting her back to her mom and me.  
 
    "I'm going to listen to some music!" she snaps. 
 
    Stacy shoves her earbuds into her ears. I can hear Taylor Swift playing. Have her listening to music on one side and her mom on the other leaves me in a precarious position. Especially considering I have my cock sticking out of my shorts with only an airplane blanket protecting me from further public humiliation. I look over and see Mrs. Gardner is smiling and staring right at the shape of my hard cock sticking up beneath the blanket. 
 
    "Nooo," I whisper. 
 
    She just laughs and gives me another wink. 
 
    I lean back in my seat and close my eyes. Stacy seems to be snoring softly and I am doing my best to pretend to be asleep. The ruse doesn't work so well when I can't stop thinking about the gorgeous MILF sitting beside me and what she is about to do to me. My cock stays hard under that blanket. It's like a guy waving those lights on an aircraft carrier telling the plane to land. 
 
    After about ten minutes, Mrs. Gardener lifts the corner of the blanket and cool air rushes over my stiff cock. I takes a lot of willpower, but I keep my eyes closed. Her hand slips over my thigh, tickling my leg before her fingers wrap around my cock. She gives me a squeeze and begins to slowly stroke my length. 
 
    Stacy suddenly shifts in her seat beside me, turning onto her back and leaning her head against my shoulder. Just a couple feet away, her mother's hand is wrapped around my cock, slowly jerking me beneath the blanket. Mrs. Gardner leans over in the seat beside me, her tits mashing against my other shoulder and her warm breath on my neck.  
 
    "You can keep pretending you're asleep. I don't mind."  
 
    She brushes her lips against my ear as she speaks. A shiver runs through me and I can feel her mouth curling into a smile. Her hand is moving faster and faster on my cock. The cheap blanket sticks to the precum oozing out of my tip. 
 
    Mrs. Gardner kisses my cheek, her lips dragging down to my chin and then lower, kissing my chest through my shirt. I crack one eye to watch as the lovely blonde descends towards my lap. She peels the blanket back, exposing my cock and her hand wrapped around it. My breath catches as I realize what she is going to do. 
 
    "Shhhhh," says Mrs. Gardner. "You don't want to wake up Stacy." 
 
    Her hot, sucking mouth and full lips engulf the head of my cock. I stifle a moan of pleasure as  Mrs. Gardner's tongue traces the ridges of my cockhead. She softly slurps and bobs back up the length of my straining cock. Her lips pop free, trailing a strand of spit back to my cockhead.  
 
    "Mmmmmm," she murmurs. "You're already leaking." 
 
    She looks up at me and strokes my cock against her swirling tongue. I watch through my cracked eyelid as she tugs a droplet of precum to my swollen tip and washes it away with her tongue. She is leaning in to take my cock back into her mouth when I hear a woman clear her throat over my shoulder. Mrs. Gardner's hand freezes on my cock and her head snaps up. We've been caught, I realize. She flushes, but maintains her composure.  
 
    The stewardess leans down into my line of sight. She's not the younger, cuter one who was flirting with me when we were boarding. It's the plump, middle-aged one who brought us our meals. I feel a surge of pleasure as I realize she can't take her eyes off my glistening dick. It's not like freakishly big or anything, but I know what I'm packing and it's better than most. 
 
    "Ma'am...you really can't..." 
 
    "Oh, leave us alone," says Mrs. Gardner, as if the stewardess is intruding. "Everyone is asleep right now. We're not hurting anybody." 
 
    "It's indecent," says the stewardess. 
 
    She leans forward a little more and I see her big tits filling out the blouse beneath her blue uniform jacket. 
 
    "Mmm, maybe," says Mrs. Gardner. "Maybe I don't care." 
 
    Mrs. Gardner slides her plump lips over my cock and takes me back into her mouth without taking her gaze of the stewardess. Her cheeks hollow as she sucks me, bobbing steadily up and down with the plump stewardess leaning down even closer.  
 
    Mrs. Gardner's lips pop free of my cock and before I can even understand what's going on the stewardess has her mouth around me. Mrs. Gardner giggles as she watches the dowdy brunette with her big, matronly tits dangling in my face and her mouth sliding up and down my hard cock. 
 
    Somehow, Stacy is still asleep with her head on my shoulder. The stewardess cuts her eyes at me and catches me watching her. She lifts her mouth from my cock and in a second Mrs. Gardner is back to sucking me off. 
 
    "Do you need a pillow?" asks the stewardess.  
 
    Before I can answer, she pops open her blouse and thrusts her big, soft tits in my face. No, that's not right, she smothers me with them. She suffocates me in her pillowy mounds as Mrs. Gardner slurps up and down my straining meat. I can feel my balls going tight against my shaft. I moan into the breasts blotting out all light. 
 
    I try to remain perfectly still, but as my orgasm rises I thrust upwards, a single buck into Mrs. Gardner's slurping mouth. I feel Stacy's head bounce on my shoulder. My moan of pleasure is silenced by the stewardess and her tits. I can feel her hand on me as she's smothering me, helping Mrs. Gardner by milking my meat into the MILF's moaning mouth.  
 
    I explode between Mrs. Gardner's luscious lips. My cum pumps into her mouth again and again and she sucks hard, draining every drop and not stopping until I start to squirm. 
 
    The stewardess lifts her tits from my face. When I open my eyes I see Mrs. Gardner leaning up and the stewardess leaning down. Their mouths press together and they share my creamy load between them, passing it back and forth with their tongues. They reluctantly separate, traces of my load clinging to both of them. 
 
    Mrs. Gardner tucks my wet cock back into my shorts and zips me up. The stewardess puts her fat tits back into her blouse and gives me and Mrs. Gardner a good night kiss on the cheek. Don't get me wrong, the stewardess is no stunner, not even half as hot as Mrs. Gardner, but how can a guy say no to something like that? 
 
    Mrs. Gardner sits back up in the aisle seat. She pops open her compact and starts fixing her lipstick.  
 
    Somehow, Stacy slept through all that and still doesn't budge from my shoulder until our flight is on final approach. By then, It's daylight and the crystal blue ocean surrounds the Bahamas. Stacy slips her big shades on again and I sit up to watch out the window as the palm trees and catamarans get bigger and bigger. 
 
    "Did you sleep?" she asks, seeing I am awake. 
 
    "A little bit," I say. "The stewardess brought me some extra pillows." 
 
    From a fantasy flight to a tropical dream. We step off the plane and into the sun-washed paradise of the Bahamas. A shuttle bus takes us to our hotel. Our rooms are on opposite sides of the hall on the sixth floor of a massive resort hotel. All three rooms have a balcony with a little table. Mine looks out on the pool area, thronged with families and travelers, while Mrs. Gardner's room and Stacy's room has a view of the white sand beach and the blue ocean waves.  
 
    "I am going to change into my bikini and go down to the beach," says Stacy. "I need to get some sun after that flight." 
 
    It's easy for me to change into my beach outfit. I just strip off my clothes, put on my trunks and exchange my sneakers for sandals out of my luggage. I'm sitting on the bed in Stacy's room, fiddling with my phone, when Stacy walks out of the bathroom in her bikini. It's one I have never seen before and she wears the salmon-colored bikini like someone designed it for her.  
 
    The low-rise bottoms seem as if the strappy sides are about to slip off her hips as she saunters over to me. I can see the shape of her mound in the tight gusset and the gap between her firm thighs. The bikini top is conservative on her pert breasts, but offers a cutout fringe that teases her soft mounds beneath. She leans forward and the weight of her breasts stretches the top down a little. 
 
    "Do you like it?" she asks. 
 
    "Stacy...you look smoking hot." She sits down in my lap and slides an arm around my shoulder. "Maybe after the beach we can come back a little early and..." 
 
    She squirms her bottom in my lap. I know she can feel my hard cock against her ass. 
 
    "...finally have some privacy." 
 
    We kiss, our lips opening and our tongues slipping together. I want to do it right there, but we are once again interrupted by her mom. She has a key to all three hotel rooms - it was part of the deal of letting me come along - and she uses it to barge in on us. Stacy hops up from my lap, leaving me once again obviously turned on. 
 
    "Hey, you two ready for the beach?" asks Mrs. Gardner.  
 
    She looks like a porno fantasy with her curves crammed into her own bikini. It's a black number, a little more conservative in the bottom and a lot less conservative in the top than her daughter's. Her big, tanned tits are practically falling out. She ties a floral wrap around her hips and comes over to the bed.  
 
    "Can you lotion me up?" she asks, handing me the bottle.  
 
    "Oh, yeah, do me too," says Stacy. 
 
    It sounds like a fantasy, sure, but you try looking at a smoking hot mother and daughter in bikinis, side by side on the bed, stretched out and waiting for you to put their hands all over them. Okay, maybe I'm not explaining this right, but it sucks. I am fighting to keep control of myself. I can't fuck them right now, but every part of my body is telling me to climb on top of them.  
 
    I am fighting this war with myself while both of them are making eyes at me and giggling. Acting like they want me to do it. My lotion covered fingers trail down their backs, almost to their asses, back up between their shoulders and onto the backs of their necks. They turn, even though they could do it themselves, and make me lotion up their faces, chests, tummies and thighs.  
 
    I can see the way Stacy watches me as I am lotioning her mom. I wonder what the hell is going through her heads as I run my fingers right up to the edge of those big breasts and down to her mom's shapely hips. She has to see, just like I can, that Mrs. Gardner's fat nipples are sticking up underneath her bikini top and down below her bikini bottoms are just as snug against her mound as Stacy's.  
 
    What does Mrs. Gardner think when I touch her daughter the same way? She knows I have gone right up to the brink with Stacy. She has made me confess some of the things I've done with her before, like going down on her daughter and getting a blowjob from her daughter. She has to know that if she is putting us in a room together her daughter and I are finally going to have sex. Does that turn her on? Does she want me to finally fuck Stacy? 
 
    "I think you're ready," says Mrs. Gardner and gives her daughter a swat on the butt.  
 
    "He missed a spot on your back. Right here. Give me the lotion." 
 
    Stacy captures a dollop of lotion on her fingertip and begins to massage it into her mother's neck, just beneath the tight tail of her braid. As she's doing this, her body is draped over her mother's back. The thought suddenly occurs to me that maybes Mrs. Gardner set all this up because she wants to do more than just let me fuck her daughter. Maybe she wants, like, a threesome. Is that even legal? 
 
    "All set," says Stacy, rolling off her mom. "But now let's do him." 
 
    Before I can object, both women have their lotion-covered hands rubbing me down. I can tell by the way they stroke my shoulders and chest that they are savoring my muscular body. I'm not like ripped up or anything, but I workout and lift weights and it shows. Stacy gives my butt a squeeze through my trunks. Mrs. Gardner actually slips her fingers into my trucks, pressing them down until I feel her touching the edge of my trimmed pubes and the top of my cock. She withdraws her hand a split second before her daughter comes back around to the front. 
 
    Do you see now why these women drive me crazy? Sometimes it's a good kind of crazy, but other times, like now, I can feel like a fly being eaten by two spiders at the same time. 
 
    "All done!" declares Stacy. 
 
    "Missed a spot," says Mrs. Gardner and she proceeds to carefully and slowly rub lotion into my chest. I know she's just doing it because she wants to touch my chest again. I try not to smile too much as her fingers brush over my nipple.  
 
    We head down to the sandy white beach and set up our towels and beach chairs. A guy comes over for our drink order and Mrs. Gardner actually lets us order something alcoholic. Stacy has some sort of papaya fruit drink. I have a Corona. Mrs. Gardner opts for some pineapple drink that is huge. We laugh when the guy brings it over.  
 
    The beach is swarming with sexy women and studly guys, so there is no lack of entertainment as we lean back and enjoy our drinks. Of course, I sneak peeks at the two tanned beauties beside me on the beach chairs. Stacy catches me looking at her. She pulls off her sunglasses and sits upright. 
 
    "Let's go for a swim," she suggests. 
 
    Out in the warm surf, the water is so clear I can see my feet touching the bottom.  
 
    "Don't swim out too far!" calls Mrs. Gardner from her chair.  
 
    We play in the surf for a while, enjoying the way the waves break against our legs and then our backs. Stacy presses into my arms, her breasts against my chest as she twines her arms around my neck. I lean down and kiss her. She kisses me back, hungry for something more. I can taste that papaya on her tongue. My cock hardens against her body. I know she can tell I'm hard.  
 
    I feel her under my hands. Her firm body ready for me. I can just pull her bikini bottoms aside and slide my cock into her and no one will know. We can fuck right there in plain view of the beach. 
 
    Then some laughing kids go swimming past us and their dad gives us a mean look. 
 
    It's like that for the next two hours. Moving around in the ocean, trying to find a moment of privacy. Sometimes Stacy is kissing my shoulder, her firm ass in my hands as she grinds against my cock, sometimes she has her back to me or I drag down her top and steal a quick kiss of her hard, pink nipples. 
 
    I won't lie, it is super hot and leaves us both in a constant state of arousal as we are interrupted and nearly caught again and again. Finally, the sun is starting to set and I think we are both a little sun-weary from our day in the surf. I also think we have other things on our mind as we stride out of the ocean and towards our chairs. Mrs. Gardner is nowhere to be seen. 
 
    "Look," says Stacy, pointing to one of the busy cabana bars set up on the beach.  
 
    Mrs. Gardner's shapely ass is on top of a barstool and she is having a drink. Two buff college guys are talking to her. I feel a sudden flare of jealousy.  
 
    "What's wrong?" asks Stacy. 
 
    "Nothing."  
 
    I know I can't confess my feelings for her mom, let alone what I've been doing with Mrs. Gardner. It's like, you can cheat on someone, and that's bad, but by fucking my girlfriend's mom I have been double or triple cheating on her. 
 
    "She'll be fine," says Stacy, maybe guessing at some of the reason my jaw is clenched. "It's a chance for us to get some privacy. Let's go back to the hotel. Let's go to my room." 
 
    She pulls my gaze away from the cabana and I look into her eyes. My lust is still simmering and neither one of us has been satisfied by all the groping and kissing. She's right. It's a great opportunity to finally do what we've both been waiting for. 
 
    We gather up our stuff, she takes my hand, and we hurry off the white beach and back to the hotel. We're all over each other in the elevator. I press her up against the mirrored wall and drive my tongue into her mouth. My cock is pressed right up against her pussy, just two layers of bathing suit separating us now. She can feel it, I can feel it, and I almost reach down and make it happen. 
 
    The doors ding open early and a family of five gets a vacation education in teenage mating habits. The mom holds her three kids back. The dad just stares at me with a look on his face caught between anger and admiration. I reach over and press the door close button. Stacy laughs against my lips. 
 
    "That's the last time we're going to get caught," she says. "If mom is drunk she'll be there until they're ready to close that place down." 
 
    "Forget about her," I say, trying to take my own advice. "This is about us." 
 
    She swipes the card into the door and the lock clicks open. We don't even bother turning the lights on. I can hear the pool music filtering up from six floor below as I catch her in my arms and practically carry her over to the bed.  
 
    I don't think either of us is interested in foreplay. Our whole afternoon, hell, our whole relationship, has been foreplay. I strip off my trunks and my cock bounces free. She is on her back, lifting her feet up as she slides off those bikini bottoms and shows me, in the dim light, her juicy pussy, completely waxed clean. 
 
    I spread her thighs and start to climb atop her.  
 
    "Wait," she says.  
 
    She switches on the bedside lamp and leans over to her purse. I stroke my cock slowly in my fist, the new light giving me a chance to admire her body and particularly the delicate pink folds of her pussy. She passes me the condom. I feel a momentary disappointment - Mrs. Gardner rarely wants to use condoms - but of course it makes sense. We can't have Stacy getting pregnant with both of us heading off to college. 
 
    I tear open the wrapper. Stacy slides a hand between her thighs and plays with her pussy while I struggle, with a little difficult, to get the condom rolled onto my hard cock. The ridges and little bumps on the condom feel weird and it looks goofy with the little empty tip sticking up from the head of my cock.  
 
    "Get on your back," says Stacy. "I want to ride it." 
 
    I thought I was about to pound her missionary style, which seems a better position for a first time, but who am I to argue? I roll onto my back, my condom-wrapped cock glistening a little with the spermicide coating the pink sheath.  
 
    Stacy flashes her perfect firm ass and her perfect little peach of a pussy at me as she crawls down to my hips. Her fingers brush against my cock, testing it, making it bounce a little before she wraps her hand around me. She kneels high above me, straddling my thighs, stroking me slowly as she looks down at me with a nervous smile on her pretty lips.  
 
    "You can handle it," I say, sensing her apprehension. "Just take it slow." 
 
    She bends over me and kisses me. I caress her shoulders, her back, and untie her bikini top. She lets me pull it away. Her breasts are still damp from the ocean. I gather their coolness in my hands and squeeze them together. Her hard nipples press against my palms. Her tongue fences with mine as she crawls over my cock. Her hand is still stroking me gently. There is sand on our thighs.  
 
    Her velvet presses against the tip of my condom-covered cock. Her body's heat soaks through the latex. She rubs my against her wet groove, gently opening herself, moaning into the kiss we share each time she strokes my cock against her clit. I release her breasts and slide my hands to her hips. She pulls her lips from mine and towers above me, a teenage goddess. 
 
    "Our first date," she says, her voice hoarse with lust, "I knew you were going to be the one who takes my virginity. And I knew I was going to be your first." 
 
    I try not to let it get to me that Stacy isn't my first. Not even my second. It's one of those truths that has become a lie thanks to Mrs. Gardner. And, okay, me too. I go along with it and I deserve some of the blame. 
 
    "You're so beautiful right now," I say to her, and it's true.  
 
    Yeah, a goddess seems right. With her tanned skin and her pale bikini lines marking her pert breasts, her toned body and her perfect pink pussy, she is like a statue of a perfect woman's form. Bronzed and still glistening from the water of the ocean. A little coarse sand between our touching thighs. 
 
    She mounts herself on my cock. It is slow, but still sudden, as I feel her hymen like a soft membrane that yields as she rests her weight atop my cock. She winces, bites her lip to stifle a cry, and continues lower, taking every inch until I feel her weight in her cervix pressing down atop my cock. She swallows, fighting back what must be painful, and she begins to move atop me. She is so tight and so wet there is almost no comparison to Mrs. Gardner.  
 
    "Oh my god," I moan. "Slow, baby. I don't want it to hurt you." 
 
    "It's so big," she says, a hint of pain in her voice. 
 
    I hold her hips and let her set the pace. I can see a little wince in her face each time she moves atop me, but she powers through it. Her muscles tense with each roll of her hips. Her soft channel grips me tightly. Her juices soak down to my balls. She begins to moan with each up and down motion. I slide my hands to her firm ass, squeezing her cheeks, holding them as she begins to move faster and faster.  
 
    "It's...better than I imagined," she laughs. "It's so hot and hard." 
 
    Her tits begin to bounce. The bed shakes beneath us and her flesh slaps against me. I fight the urge to thrust into her tawny body and content myself with digging my fingers into the tensing cheeks of her ass. The squeezing tightness of her teenage pussy is almost enough to make me cum. I'm glad the condom is there or I would have blown my load in the first five seconds.  
 
    I'm hypnotized by her, flushed and smiling above me, as beautiful as that first time I saw her across the classroom in Algebra. Her books up against her chest. Watching her tight little butt pass me by as she took her seat. I'm so hypnotized by her beauty that I almost miss the movement behind her in the darkness of the hotel room. 
 
    But I don't miss it. My heart skips a beat as the door opens up behind Stacy. Mrs. Gardner leans into the doorway. She's flushed from all the drinking, a boozy smile on her face and her blond hair, unbraided, spilling onto her big tits. She stops when she sees us. Her mouth opens as if she's going to say something. She doesn't. 
 
    "What's wrong?" asks Stacy. 
 
    "Uh, nothing," I say, not wanting the moment to be ruined. "I was just...I didn't want to cum to fast." 
 
    "Mmmmm," Stay leans forward and kisses me. She thrusts her pussy back onto my cock. "You can cum whenever you want. I wish you weren't wearing the condom. I wish I could feel it. But..." 
 
    She lefts the rest unsaid and resumes her movements atop. Her hair falls over her face. I feel emboldened and strangely excited by Mrs. Gardner's silence. I slide my hands up to her daughter's hips and thrust up to meet Stacy. The condom crinkles lightly as I pound it into her pussy. I set upright, holding Stacy behind her back as she bounces on my lap.  
 
    Over her shoulder, Mrs. Gardner is still watching us, but now she has her hand down the front of her bathing suit. The sight of her fingers working beneath the stretched fabric drives me wild. She's getting off on seeing me fuck her daughter. I have to put on a show for her as much as I have to satisfy her daughter. 
 
    I growl and pound my cock into Stacy. She seems a bit caught off-guard at the way my hands hold her ass and I move her up and down on my throbbing length. She gasps, louder and louder, her breath hot against my lips, her sweat flavoring our kiss. 
 
    "I'm going to...you're going to make me..."  
 
    Her words are fractured by the force of my thrusts. Her nipples drag against my chest. She kisses me again, tongue thrusting into my mouth for a change as she hungrily rides my thrusting cock. I feel her body tense against me, her back arch as she thrusts herself down onto my cock. 
 
    "AAaaaaaaa!" she cries, squeezing around me.  
 
    I can feel every throb of her tight channel as if she's milking me. I can't stand it. I try to scream something. I try to let her know what I'm feeling. 
 
    "Graaaaaaaaaarrrr!" Yeah, that's probably what it sounds like.  
 
    My cock tenses and explodes into her, into the condom, shot after shot filling the tip with my hot spunk. Her muscles work around me, coaxing me, her body shaking in my arms as she squeezes out every drop of my load. I fall back onto the bed again and she is in charge, riding me through the last of my orgasm and her own. Her bouncing slows. Her parted, sweat-dewed lips are quivering with her pleasure.  
 
    "It was...it was..."  
 
    She can't get the words out. Her face fills with emotion. I smooth the golden hair back from her face and lean up to kiss her.  
 
    "It was amazing," I say. 
 
    "Yeah, that," she says. 
 
    She stretches out atop me, my cock still buried in her tight little pussy, and for a while we just lie together like that, kissing and holding onto each other. Occasionally laughing about what just happened. She finally rolls off of me, my softening cock slurping as it leaves her soaking pussy and slapping against my thigh.  
 
    "Oh my god," laughs Stacy, looking at my cock. "You came so much." 
 
    I lift my head to look down at my cock and see that the reservoir tip of the condom is complete filled with my semen. Stacy gently unrolls the condom, careful not to spill any. She holds it up to the light. 
 
    "No wonder I can never swallow all of it," she says and rolls her eyes.  
 
    She ties a knot on the condom and tosses it into the garbage can. I finally remember Mrs. Gardner was watching us and I look over at the connecting door. It's thankfully closed and there is no sign of Stacy's mom. 
 
    "I need to, um, take a shower," says Stacy.  
 
    She seems suddenly self-conscious. I realize why. I don't want to be gross about it, but when a girl loses her virginity there is some extra juice in the mix. It's on me and her and on the sheets.  
 
    "I'll get some new sheets," I say. 
 
    She hugs me, her breasts against my chest one last time and a lingering kiss on my lips.  
 
    "I love you," she says. 
 
    It's the first time she has said it to me. I mean, love has come up between us, but never being said directly like that. I don't want to say something I don't really mean. Or, hell, I can't say anything but what I say. 
 
    "I love you too, baby." I give her another kiss. 
 
    I watch her fine ass go as she heads into the bathroom and turns on the shower. I gather up the stained sheets and pull them off the bed. There is a maid's cart just down the hall, sparing me the need of explaining something I really don't want to explain. I stuff the sheets into the dirty laundry and grab a new set. I duck back in and put them on the bed while Stacy is still in the shower. I want her to be able to sleep on clean sheets. 
 
    I think about leaving again. Going back to my room for a shower and a rest. Mrs. Gardner knows what I am doing in here with Stacy, so it seems like the prudent thing to do. Then again, my cock is hard just thinking about Stacy and that crazy tight pussy of hers and that is making a persuasive argument. You can probably guess that it wins the argument. 
 
    I enter the steamy bathroom, feeling more than a little bit like a creeper. I can see her through the frosted glass of the shower door. She's singing to herself. I think Rihanna. Stacy is beautiful even when I can't see the details. She is using the detachable shower head between her thighs.  
 
    I step out of my trunks again and open the door, catching her off-guard, but stepping under the water with her before she can object to what I am doing. The warm water washes away the sticky residue of sweat and seawater. She blinks away the spray of water and I take her into my arms underneath the water and kiss her. 
 
    "I thought you were going to go back to your room," she says. 
 
    "I couldn't get you out of my mind." 
 
    She glances down at my hard cock prodding against her belly. She wraps her hand around it and strokes me. 
 
    "Obviously," she says. 
 
    I kiss her lips and quickly move down, to her neck and her shoulder, down to her breasts. The water flows over them, against my nose and lips as I suck one of her hard nipples and lightly pinch the other. She cries out in shocked pleasure. I tease her other nipple with my teeth.  
 
    "Don't you dare bite meaaaaH!" 
 
    I give her a bite on the nipple and before she can recover lightly bite the other one. My fingers slide between her thighs, pressing past her dripping lips and into her hot channel. She is soaking wet, even without the water.  
 
    It happens fast. Neither of us stops to think or even tries to slow things down. I turn her and press her face against the frosted glass. My hands are on her perfect ass. I watch the water flowing down over it and spilling down the backs of her thighs. She looks at me over her shoulder. 
 
    "Be gentle," she moans. "I'm still sore." 
 
    I am gentle. Sort of. I guide my cock to her hot little teenage pussy and push it inside her, past her velvet lips and into her clutching tunnel. God, it feels so much better without the rubber. I think it must for her too, because the look that comes over her face is almost as ecstatic as when she came in the bed. I slide into her, inch by inch, pushing slowly and steadily until I fill her tight pussy with everything I have to offer. My balls press against her clit and her ass is flush against me.  
 
    There is no talking this time. We don't need to talk. I take hold of her slender hips and begin to pound my cock into her. Maybe pound isn't the right word, not at first, but I quickly work my way up to a good, solid pounding. Mrs. Gardner has taught me that a woman may be tender, but most of the time she just wants a man to hold her down and fuck her. She wants to get off, she wants him to be gentle, but not gentle. If that makes sense. 
 
    That's how I try to give it to Stacy. My long cock plunges in and out of her puffy pussy. My hips slam against her wet ass. She leans forward more into the glass, her tits mashed against them, the whole shower shaking as I pound my dick into her. Each thrust her ass slaps momentarily open and I get a good glimpse of her little pink asshole. I run a finger into her crack and start screwing one finger and then two into that naughty hole.  
 
    She cums hard and without warning. I fuck her even faster and harder as her pussy clamps down so tight she almost manages to roadblock my cock in her squeezing slit. I power through her contracting muscles and she wails with pleasure, her cries echoing in the steamy bathroom. Her asshole clenches so tight around my thrusting fingers that it feels like she's going to squeeze them off my hand. 
 
    I can feel my orgasm rising, so suddenly and so forcefully that I almost just let it happen and cum inside her. My rational mind screams out at the last possible instant and I pop my cock out of her hot, tight pussy. I wrap my fist around it just in time to catch it and aim it at her ass as I fire my first spurt of cum onto her cheeks. She watches over her shoulder as I pound my cock in my fist, gushing out long, sticky ropes of cum that whip her ass and fall across her lower back.  
 
    "Holy fuck," I groan, squeezing out the last drops of my cum and smacking my cock head against her ass. I gently work my fingers back out of her asshole and tease my cockhead against it. 
 
    "Oh, no!" she laughs. "Twice in one night is enough, mister. And you're not going there!" 
 
    "I see how it is," I say, giving her a smack on the butt. "I can finger it and even lick it, but I can't put my cock in it." 
 
    The water washes the cum from her ass. She turns to face me and I pull her into my arms. 
 
    "That's right," she says. "Maybe someday. But that thing, that cock of yours, is...it's big." 
 
    "Thanks," I say. 
 
    I never even finish the shower. I step out and pull on my trunks and walk down to the Coke machine to get us something to drink. We're both parched and the ice cold Cokes are memorable as we lounge on her bed and listen to some sort of themed pool party going on six floors below. She's wrapped in a towel. I want to peel it off of her and go again. It's almost one in the morning though, so I don't.  
 
    "We never even ate dinner," she says.  
 
    "Big breakfast tomorrow," I say, giving her a kiss on the cheek. "Maybe we can get one of those boat tours or something afterwards." 
 
    "You just want to have sex with me on a boat." 
 
    "The thought had crossed my mind," I admit. "But right now, I had better head back to my room before your mom catches us together." 
 
    I feel weirdly guilty putting it like that. Probably because I know it's a lie. I know she has already caught us. My mind flashes back to Mrs. Gardner fingering herself while she watched me fucking her daughter. What is she going to do when she confronts me about all this? I have a feeling I'm going to find out soon enough. 
 
    I give Stacy a last kiss before leaving. I can still feel her wetness on my cock. I'm too tired to start another shower. I get into my dark hotel room, kick off my sandals, stretch out on my bed without even pulling back the comforter, and promptly fall asleep. 
 
    Someone knocking on the door wakes me up. Less than an hour has passed. It has to be Stacy. 
 
    "Can't stay away from me?" I ask as I open the door. 
 
    "That's right," says Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    She leans against the frame of the door. I can smell the sweetness of the booze coming off of her. She's wearing nothing but one of the hotel robes, cinched around her waist, but not tightly enough as I can see most of her breasts and both of her nipples. 
 
    "Mrs. Gardner...I..." 
 
    "You what?" she asks, pushing past me into the room. "You were waiting for me?" 
 
    She thrusts something soft and slightly damp into my hand. I hold it up and realize it's the cum-filled condom Stacy tied into a knot and threw in the trash. She fished it out of the garbage. 
 
    "How was she?" asks Mrs. Gardner, breezing past me and sitting down on the bed. "Did she fuck you like I fuck you?" 
 
    I don't know what to say, so I offer, "I'm sorry, Mrs. Gardner. I thought..." 
 
    "Come here. Sit down on the bed beside me." 
 
    She pats the bed, her breasts jiggling with each slap of her hand on the comforter. She is beautiful and disheveled and said-looking, and there is something hot about all that. She's usually so put-together that seeing her sloppy is a turn on. Her guard is down. She's showing me her real feelings. 
 
    I walk over to the bed and sit down beside her. She takes my hand, rubbing my fingers with her thumb. 
 
    "I knew you would have sex with her. I hope you were safe. Were you safe every time?" 
 
    "Yeah, we were...I mean, pretty safe." 
 
    "Look at me."  
 
    She unties the robe and slides it from her shoulders. The terrycloth slips fully from her big breasts with her fat nipples jutting out. Her tits are much bigger than Stacy's, but I can see the genetics. Maybe after a couple decades and a couple kids, Stacy's pert breasts will be this big and soft. She is all curves, never too much, with a thick ass that she knows drives me wild. She parts her thighs and shows me that her trimmed, golden thatch covering the pink of her velvet lips.  
 
    My cock stiffens in my shorts.  
 
    "You're beautiful, Mrs. Gardner." 
 
    She brings her feet up on the bed, leaning back and parting her thighs wider as she runs her hand over the downy hair on her pussy. She strokes her slit and eyes me with a lust I remember from the first time we had sex. In her kitchen. While her daughter was outside lounging by the pool.  
 
    She doesn't have to say anything. She doesn't have to tell me what to do. I slide off the bed and fall to my knees in front of her. She bites her lower lip. Stacy has the same move. It drives me fucking crazy. I kiss her thighs. I can smell her womanly scent, aroused and forbidden, glistening through her golden hair. I press my mouth to her cunt and she inhales loudly. My tongue splits her sweet pussy and I taste her hot juices inside her. 
 
    "Yes. Yessss. Lick my fucking pussy." 
 
    Mrs. Gardner taught me to lick a woman and I have a had a lot of practice with both her and her daughter. I enjoy it, almost as much as getting pleasure myself, and I feel strangely like I owe it to Mrs. Gardner. Her clit is much bigger than Stacy's, a hard little bullet that presses beneath my tongue. I lap at it and suck at it. My chin drips with her juices. 
 
    "That's it," she moans, pulling me against her by pressing her heels against my back. "Suck it harder. Suck it...aaaaaHHH!! Yes! Just like that." 
 
    I give her pussy a sloppy tongue bath. Her cum drips down her thighs and down to the crack of her ass. I feel my cock twitch as I think about licking more than just her pussy. I push her thighs back, her knees towards her breasts, and expose the wrinkle of her asshole. It glistens with her spilled pussy juice. She clenches it and releases. 
 
    "Go on, baby," she says. "Be a very naughty boy and eat my ass." 
 
    I tongue Mrs. Gardner's hot asshole without hesitation, teasing around the clenching rim before darting my tongue against the pucker. Her ass relaxes and my tongue slips inside. She reaches her hands around and spreads her ass open even wider. One hand goes to the back of my head and Mrs. gardner pulls me against her ass. My lips smack and I suck at her tender flesh. I run my tongue from clenching pink to straining clit, driving her wild. 
 
    Her heels bounce against my shoulders and she nearly suffocates me by holding my head against her pussy and big, soft ass. I never let up in my licking. I can tell she is on the brink of cumming for me, but she denies herself the pleasure. 
 
    "Get up on this bed," she says. "Sit down. Sit down and let me suck your big cock." 
 
    I sit down on the edge of the bed and she slithers off, falling to her knees in front of me and spreading my thighs. She gives my balls a washing with her tongue. Her hand wraps around my hard cock and she strokes me while she sucks on my tender stones. When she releases them from her sucking mouth it is to kiss her way up to the tip of my cock. She eyes me as she parts her full lips and engulfs the straining head of my cock. 
 
    She smiles. She smiles around my cock as she sucks me. God she is good at this. Stacy gives a great blowjob too, but her mother, it's like she loves sucking cock. It's so wet and her tongue is moving everywhere on my hard cock. I'm so tired I just want to close my eyes and cum in her hot mouth as I drift off to sleep. She slurps as she lifts her lips from my glistening cock. 
 
    "I can taste her on you," she says.  
 
    My cock flexes at the thought that she is slurping up the taste of her daughter's pussy. 
 
    "That means you didn't wear a condom the last time you fucked her." She runs her tongue all around my cockhead. "But I like tasting her pussy on you." 
 
    "I p-pulled out and...aaaahhhh..." 
 
    She deepthroats me. My cock presses past her swallowing muscles and into her throat. It flexes into her esophagus and I am encased in the impossible tightness of that velvet throat. She swallows and it's like fingers tightly stroking my cock and a mouth sucking it at the same time. It's so warm and wet. Her watering eyes look up at me and her spit soaks down my balls. Every time she swallows it's like she's trying to swallow my cock and the rest of me with it. 
 
    "I can't...Mrs. Gardner...I..." 
 
    There's no reasoning with her. She swallows again and my cock throbs and pulses in her throat. My cum spurts straight into her belly, my thick, hot spunk lubing her throat as her muscles work around me. She sort of moans while I'm cumming and the sensation vibrates my cock, my balls and makes me shoot even harder and deeper into her throat. She finally slides her throat back, gagging a little as my huge prod eases out of her raw throat.  
 
    "I bet she doesn't do that," says Mrs. Gardner hoarsely.  
 
    "N-no," I laugh, actually out of breath from the force of my orgasm.  
 
    She's gasping too, but she's not resting on her blowjob laurels. She climbs onto the bed, onto me, her soft, warm curves pressing atop me as she kisses me. She forces my mouth open, the taste of cum so strong that for a second I think she is trying to snowball me or something. I try to pull away, but she's got me pinned and her fingers are woven tight into my hair. Her tongue presses into my mouth. No load on it, just the lingering taste, so I get over it and start kissing her back. 
 
    Her body against mine and her slopping, eager kissing makes me hard again in what feels like seconds. She looks into my eyes and we both know that after what has happened tonight I have to fuck her. I roll her off of me and climb between her shapely thighs. Her trimmed cunt is dripping from my tongue-lashing and then some, my hard cock finds her groove and I don't even have to use my hand to guide it past her lips. Her steaming fuckhole opens to me, her lips part in a sigh of pleasure as I sheath my big dick in her honeypot. 
 
    "Yessssss," she hisses. "I know you love that pussy." 
 
    I grunt and lean over her, holding her hip with one hand as I plow my cock balls-deep into her churning tunnel. Her kegel muscles squeeze around my dick and her legs wrap around me, pulling me deeper, my balls slipping against her asshole. I thrust into her without restraint. The bed shakes so hard that something falls off the night stand.  
 
    "Tell me...ahhh..." Her words are punctuated by my powerful strokes. "...tell me that...you...aaahhh...love me..." 
 
    I can see the need in her eyes, on her flushed face, her quivering lips that hang open in pleasure. Her big tits sway with every stroke. Sweat is beginning to slick her hair and mine. I hammer my cock even harder into her, prodding that deepest place that drives her wild, feeling her ass clench against my balls.  
 
    "Tell me you love me!" she cries. 
 
    It feels like a betrayal of her daughter, but I can't stop myself. In that moment, and in others before, it is true. 
 
    "I love you Mrs. Gardner...I love..." 
 
    She pulls my head down and forces me into a kiss. Our sweat-salted lips part. Our tongues mingle together as the thrusts of my cock slap into her soft, welcoming body. She cums in that moment, her pussy clamping around me and her wordless pleasure screaming hot into our kiss. Her orgasm is like a firework shooting straight into my powder and it all goes up in a glorious, booming, sparkling display.  
 
    "Inside me!" she cries. 
 
    I let loose deep into her pussy, savoring that moment as my cum boils out, pumping against her inner walls and bathing her cervix in my thick teenage spunk. I've cum so much in the past 24 hours I feel like my supplies should be exhausted, but I can feel it shooting out and it is hardly diminished. My strokes into her clutching cunt take on a lewd, juicy sound as our mingled juices overflow and trickle down her asshole. 
 
    We collapse together, side by side, but the tip of my cock still inside her. I smooth the hair from her face and kiss her again. I regret saying I love her in the heat of the moment. I can see in her eyes that desperate need that I never noticed before. That need that goes beyond just wanting my cock. A loveless marriage, a daughter heading off to college and leaving her with an empty house, and Mrs. Gardner loves me.  I think I might have just dived in even further over my head.  
 
    She snuggles against me, her big breasts cool from her evaporating sweat in the air conditioning. My cock finally slips free of her pussy as she puts a leg over my hips and pulls me even tighter. I should get up or turn or something, but I'm too tired. I just fall asleep. 
 
    I awake without an alarm or a wakeup call. Just my crusty eyes opening to the bright light of day breaking through from the balcony doors. It spills across the bed and across the naked body that is still cradling me. Mrs. Gardner is still there, asleep. I can see her age more than I've ever noticed it before. She is still pretty, but sleeping and being hungover do not do wonders for someone.  
 
    "Hey, baby," she says, her eyes sleepy. She caresses my face. "What time is it?" 
 
    "Almost ten," I say. "Shit. Stacy is going to come looking for me soon." 
 
    "Yeah?" She laughs and teases her hand down my chest. Her fingers make contact with my hard cock. "Ooh, what's this? Been dreaming about me?" 
 
    "Sometimes...it's like that when I wake...oohhh...." 
 
    She strokes my cock and gives me kisses on the shoulder, the neck, and up to my ear. Her hot breath on my ear raises goosebumps on my arms. 
 
    "I'm going to go take a shower," she says. "Feel free to join me." 
 
    My mind flashes back to fucking Stacy in the shower the night before. The hot feel of her daughter's pussy squeezing around me, almost virginal, taking me as I stretch her tender tunnel. Those memories fade as Mrs. Gardner climbs out of bed, reminding me of her gloriously voluptuous body and that big, firm ass she has.  
 
    She looks over her shoulder to be sure I'm watching. How could I not? She swings her hips as she heads to the bathroom and her ass bends against her thigh, back and forth, like a juicy metronome. She pauses at the doorframe to press herself against it, turns in profile to show me her sexy figure, and then slips through into the bathroom. 
 
    "You're so fucking hot," I shout to her. 
 
    "I know," she giggles and turns the shower on. 
 
    I laugh at my predicament. I know. I'm an asshole for being upset. I get to fuck Stacy and her mom, but you know what, I'm a human being. It's fucked up to have your feeling pulled in two different directions like that. To have a teenage girlfriend who you think maybe you can have a long future with, but then her mom wants you too, and I can't imagine a future with both of them. Could I really dump Stacy for her mom? 
 
    I'm pondering just that when there is a knock at the door. I wrap myself in my sheet and peep through the peephole. Stacy is standing outside, already in her sunglasses and a completely different sex bikini that makes me drool. I crack the door open.  
 
    "Hey, baby," she says, a knowing smile on her face. "You ready for the...you're not even dressed?" 
 
    "Not yet," I say, blocking the door. "Just getting ready to hop in the shower." 
 
    She teases her fingers on my chest. 
 
    "Want some company?" she asks. 
 
    Oh, God, do I. For a split second the thought flashes into my head of both of them in the shower with me. Would they go for it? Of course not. No way would that ever happen. That's like, illegal or something. Right? I'll have to look it up on the Internet. 
 
    "Sorry, baby, I'm gross and sweaty. I really need to get cleaned up." 
 
    "You do reek of sex," she laughs. "Okay, I'll meet you down in the restaurant in the lobby. Don't make me wait too long though." 
 
    "I'm as hungry as you are," I say. 
 
    "Yeah?" She lowers her shades and winks at me. "We'll see about that." 
 
    My cock twitches. Her ass looks amazing and perfectly firm as she walks away. I actually stick my head out through the door to watch her go. I close the door, take a deep breath, and head into the bathroom. I need to get Mrs. Gardner out of here, take a shower, and go down to meet Stacy. 
 
    "Was that Stacy?" asks Mrs. Gardner.  
 
    I can see her naked behind the frosted shower door. She's doing something with her fingers. Something that makes my cock twitch again. 
 
    "Yeah," I say. "She's waiting for me down in the restaurant." 
 
    "Well, "says Mrs. Gardner, opening the shower door, "I guess you'd better hurry up and get in here." 
 
    She turns away from me, leaning against the tiles and pushing her plump ass back in my direction. She is reaching one hand back, probing three fingers into that tight asshole. The sheet drops from around my waist. She giggles at the sight of my straining cock. 
 
    "Come on in here," she says, "and fuck my ass." 
 
    Jeez. What a nightmare my life has become. Will the whole vacation be like this?  
 
    What can I do? It's not like I can say no to that. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Part 4: Mother and Daughter at the Same Time 
 
      
 
    I am pretty sure I have been kidnapped. By my girlfriend, Stacy. Okay, so maybe not kidnapped, because I came over to her house willingly and let her tie me up in her bed. There were no objections from me when she was unzipping my jeans and pulling them off. I didn't complain when she slid off my underwear and wrapped her hand around my cock. How could I say no as she leaned her lace-smothered tits against the head of my cock and stroked me into that warm, soft cleavage.  
 
    She must be ambidextrous or something, tying my ankles with one hand while she jerked me off with the other. I should have realized something was wrong when she finished tying me to her fluffy pink bed like some sort of Aztec sacrifice with my cock sticking straight up in the air. 
 
    "I'll be back," she said to me and left the room. I watched her firm little butt wiggle as she went in that naughty lingerie. She disappeared out the door. 
 
    That was half an hour ago. My erection has gone away and now I'm starting to get nervous that Stacy might not be coming back at all. 
 
    Alright, so maybe this didn't come out of nowhere. Maybe I should have been a little more careful after what happened recently. I walked into some sort of trip because I let my dick do the thinking. What going on? I guess I've got plenty of time on my hands, so I might as well explain. 
 
    You see, I've been dating Stacy Gardner for quite a while now. She's a smoking hot eighteen year old, just like me, getting ready to head off to college. Great ass, nice tits, these full lips that she likes to bite whenever she gets turned on, and blue eyes that can make me do anything. After months of playing games with her, Stacy and I finally went all the way on vacation in the Bahamas. That was a couple weeks ago and we've been going at it like rabbits ever since. 
 
    The problem wasn't Stacy, it was Stacy's mom. She's the devil. But, like not Satan, I mean like one of those sexy devils that eats your soul. She looks like sweet, innocent little Stacy if she was a porno star. She has these huge, firm tits she always throws in my face, a juicy ass that she uses to hypnotize me, and the same blue eyes that Stacy uses to control me. Mrs. Gardner is the whole neighborhood's MILF wet dream. She took my virginity months ago and she has been using me as her sex toy while I've been dating her daughter. 
 
    Mrs. Gardner's jealous side didn't really come out until she caught me in the act with her daughter. That has turned Mrs. Gardner into some sort of sex monster in a competition with Stacy to see who can kill me with their pussy first. It sounds like a dream come true, but there is only so much fluid in my body. I would bang Stacy in the afternoons and then Mrs. Gardner would lure me somewhere at night. In the past couple weeks I think I have averaged three hours of sleep every night. 
 
    The schedule had other disadvantages, like the fact that every other day Mrs. Gardner was catching me and her daughter in the act. I think she got off on interrupting us. It was that jealous side I was talking about. Me and Stacy would be minding our own business, 69ing by the pool, fucking in the shower or Stacy would be riding my cock while I was sitting on the running washing machine, and then Mrs. Gardner would barge in and catch us.  
 
    The first time she walked in on us she gave us this really awkward lecture about safe sex and respecting her household, which was extra awkward because my cock would not go soft. I couldn't help it, I kept thinking about what Mrs. Gardner was going to do to me later that night. The fantasy just about came true, because nothing turned on Mrs. Gardner like catching me in the act, which meant being caught all but guaranteed an especially hot session with Mrs. Gardner later that night. 
 
    Stacy was eager, but Mrs. Gardner was sex-crazy. She would do things that no eighteen year old would even think about. During our late night sessions, she regularly deepthroated me, let me fuck her bareback, slid my cock into her ass or jerked me to a double orgasm, which I didn't even know was possible until Mrs. Gardner made me do it, just to prove she was "better" at sex than her daughter. 
 
    It was killing me, but the arrangement seemed to almost be working. Other than a few questions from Stacy about why I was always so sore, everyone seemed to be happy with the arrangement.  
 
    Right up until Stacy caught me with her mom. All the hot days and nights, all that trading back and forth between daughter and mother, might blend together in my memory, but that particular night is as clear as a high res video in my brain. It helps that it only happened three days ago. 
 
    As usual, I was over at Stacy's house. We were upstairs in her room, on her bed, with our tongues tangled up like a pair of ear buds that have been in the pocket of my running shorts. I had my hand under her shirt and her bra, her soft breast all warm beneath my fingers, her nipple hard. Despite that signal, Stacy didn't seem like she was very into it. She wasn't making those little moaning sounds she usually made while we kissed. 
 
    "Is everything okay, baby?" I asked her. 
 
    "No, I guess not," she admitted. "I'm sorry. I'm so tired. I haven't been getting a lot of sleep with all the, um, you know." 
 
    "The sex?" 
 
    "Yes," she said. "You've been keeping me up." 
 
    "And you've been keeping me up," I said, taking her hand and pressing it against my hard cock in my jeans. I am pretty sure I heard her sigh.  
 
    She looked at me and said, "Do you want me to handle that for you?" 
 
    Of course I did. She unzipped me and had my hard cock in her soft hand in no time. She worked her fist up and down my shaft. She had a bottle of lotion beside the bed and a squirt of that certainly helped, but it wasn't enough. Have you ever had a hand job from someone who was falling asleep? I'm guessing it's about like trying to thread a needle with your eyes closed. And her eyes were closed after about a minute of it. 
 
    "Okay, I get it," I said. "You need a night off." 
 
    "No, no, I'm good to go."  
 
    Stacy almost interrupted her own objection with a dramatic yawn. I pushed her back onto the bed, pulled her shoes off, and covered her up.  
 
    "Dad is out of town. Come to bed with me," she murmured, her eyes already closed. 
 
    I shut off the lamp and gave her another kiss. It felt a little weird because she was already asleep. I was pretty tired too, so I slipped off my shoes and crawled into bed beside her. We almost never had a chance to actually sleep together, since even if Mrs. Gardner wouldn't do anything, her dad still didn't know about us and he would lose his shit. Stacy snuggled up against me and I think I fell asleep about as quick as she did. 
 
    I dreamed I was wrapped inside a burrito and it was warm and squishy. Somebody kept trying to unwrap my tortilla and I had to fight with them to pull it back.  
 
    I woke up and realized there was more than a little reality to the dream. In the darkness, someone had rolled me onto my back and had peel me out of the blanket covering both me and Stacy. I raised my head, straining to see in the darkened bedroom. My eyes opened wide as Mrs. Gardner's hands slid up my legs and began to unzip me.  
 
    "What are you doing?" I whispered. 
 
    There was a smile on her face, but a serious look in her eyes. She worked diligently, unzipping me and shucking my jeans down my legs. She dropped my Levis onto the floor and rubbed both hands over the growing bulge of my cock in my underwear.  
 
    I glanced over at Stacy. She was still snoring quietly. The blanket had ridden up during my struggle with Mrs. Gardner and Stacy's little butt was sticking out from beneath the covers, her shorts were snug against her firm cheeks.  
 
    Mrs. Gardner freed my cock and wrapped both hands around my shaft. The feel of her hot, wet tongue tracing around my tip demanded my full attention.  
 
    "Right here?" I whispered. 
 
    "Mmmmhmmmm," she murmured as she pressed her soft lips against the underside of my cockhead. I had to fight the urge to moan as Mrs. Gardner's lips parted on my swollen cock and she filled her mouth with my straining tip.  
 
    Seeing my dick buried between those soft lips as she bobbed her head on me was almost enough to make me forget about Stacy next to me in the bed. Almost. As Mrs. Gardner's lips dragged down my shaft and back up again, as her tongue cradled my shaft and she slurped softly on my hard length, I kept glancing over at Stacy. She didn't move. She kept her back turned to us and her snoring was never interrupted. 
 
    I lowered a hand to Mrs. Gardner's blond hair and gently guided her on my cock. She went along with me, but as my cock flexed between her lips she lifted her mouth away with a pop of suction. Before I could offer a complaint, her hand returned to my spit-soaked shaft and she dropped her head between my thighs. Her tongue caressed my balls in my tight sack. She kisses them and gently sucked at them as her hand worked on my tool. It felt so good, she almost made me pop right then. I guess it probably would have been better if she had.  
 
    Instead, Mrs. Gardner sat up. She peeled her night gown over her head, exposing her gorgeous tits with her plump nipples jutting out. She knelt higher and I saw the thong she was wearing, lavender and molded to the hairless mound of her pussy, before she pulled it out of from the generous roundness of her ass and down her thighs.  
 
    Her voluptuous body was silhouetted by light spilling in from the hallway. Wordlessly, with just a smile on her lips, she climbed onto me and reached between her shapely thighs to guide my cock to the warm, wet softness of her shaved cunt. I cradled her ass with both hands, squeezing her cheeks and guiding her lower. Her folds opened around me. Her hot channel slid down my cock and squeezed as she impaled herself on my straining length.  
 
    "Ooohhhhh," she exhaled and leaned over me.  
 
    "God, you're so fucking hot, Mrs. Gardner," I whispered. 
 
    "Shhhhhhh," she said and dangler her tits into my face. 
 
    I kissed them and followed my licking tongue to one nipple. It felt between my parted lips and I roughly sucked as I began to move beneath her, thrusting into her churning cunt, rocking the bed gently with each stroke. Mrs. Gardner moved atop me, rolling her hips in that way that drives me crazy. We were both trying so hard to be quiet that Stacy's bedroom became a soft symphony of gasps, wet slurps and the gentle smack, smack, smack or Mrs. Gardner's body against mine. 
 
    The situation was so wrong, with Stacy groaning in her sleep beside me, and Mrs. Gardner's pussy was so hot and tight, that I knew I could not hold out much longer. I sucked hard on her nipple and bounced her on my cock. The bed moved more violently. My fingers dug into the soft curves of her ass. 
 
    Stacy turned onto her back. Her head turned towards me and her eyes opened, just a crack, just for a moment, but it froze my blood into ice. I stopped thrusting. Mrs. Gardner stopped rocking her hips. We held our collective breath. Stacy's voice was slurred with sleep. 
 
    "Mmmmmm, I love you...mmfff..." 
 
    Stacy's eyes closed again and she resumed snoring. Mrs. Gardner lifted her sucking mouth from my cock with a soft pop of wet flesh. I sat up and tried to stop her from leaving. 
 
    "Not going anywhere," she whispered and stroked my face. "Doggystyle. Now."  
 
    Was it a terrible idea? Yes. In my defense, Mrs. Gardner was supposed to be the responsible adult in that situation. I was only following orders. 
 
    I got up from the bed and we basically traded places. Mrs. Gardner was on her hands and knees, facing the pillow and with Stacy sleeping right next to her. Mrs. Gardner's plump ass was tan everywhere that wasn't covered by a bikini. That triangle spreading across her round cheeks was pale and marked in red from my fingertips pressing tightly.  
 
    "Fuck me," she hissed, looking at me over her shoulder. 
 
    I steadied myself with one hand on her ass. My other hand guided my cock to her soaked slit. I pushed into her folds and buried my cock to the root in Mrs. Gardner's clutching fuckgroove. She gasped as I filled her with my meat and my balls swung lightly against her clit. Her back arched and she pushed her plump ass against me. I watched her bounced against me. Her puffy pussy devoured the slick length of my cock. 
 
    I take full responsibility for what happened next.  
 
    As my orgasm started to rise, as the pleasure overwhelmed my sense of self-preservation, I grabbed Mrs. Gardner's hips with both hands and I pounded her pussy. The bed shook with every stroke. Her dangling tits swung beneath her arching body. The weird thing was that I did not forget about Stacy. I stared right at my teenage girlfriend as I pummeled her mom's pussy with my fat cock. I got off on it. 
 
    My balls tensed. I drove my cock into Mrs. Gardner, past the point of no return. She moaned and raised her head. I felt her grip me tightly, like a hand inside that wet, well-fucked pussy, clenching around my thrusting length.  
 
    "Yesssss!" cried Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    At that exact moment, Stacy's eyes flew open. I saw the confusion on her face as my cock throbbed and spurted deep into Mrs. Gardner's pussy. I watched that confusion turn to shock as my cum boiled out in massive gushes, flooding Mrs. Gardner's depths and overflowing into her stuffed channel. I saw that moment of understanding on Stacy's face, where she realized it wasn't a dream, that I was really fucking her mom, and I think I came even harder into Mrs. Gardner. I leaned into her ass and spilled every drop of my load. 
 
    "I...aaaah...I..." 
 
    That was about as eloquent a defense as I could manage with the last of my huge creampie twitching into Mrs. Gardner's pussy.  
 
    "What the FUCK!?" screamed Stacy. 
 
    She screamed a lot of other things at me. Oddly, I don't remember those words, but I remember the loud slurp my cock made as I pulled it out of Mrs. Gardner's pussy. I glimpsed a white trickle down her swollen lips before she leaped up from the bed and tried to cover herself. By then, it was way too late.  
 
    Stacy chased me out of the bedroom and the house, hurling articles of clothing at me. I pulled them on as I ran. The girl has a wicked fastball. Pegged me right in the middle of my back with my tennis shoe and left a footprint.  
 
    That first night, it didn't quite sink in just how fucked up what had happened really was. I mean, I knew it was wrong, logically, but a lot of the naughtiness of fucking my girlfriend's mom had worn off by that point. I think I was eating breakfast the next morning when it hit me. 
 
    Dude, I thought, your girlfriend caught you fucking her mom in her bed. 
 
    That sort of thing doesn't actually happen. It's too messed up to be real. But it happened and it was all my fault. Well, like a third my fault. Two thirds on Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    I was too mortified to call or text Stacy about what had happened, so I tried contacting Mrs. Gardner. She wasn't answering my calls or replying to my texts. I was in total radio silence. Day two and three I felt like an even bigger shit. After that, I started to assume my relationship with Stacy and her mom was over.  
 
    I mean, I should have known it couldn't last. 
 
    I was actually talking to my friends again, something I had been too busy to do for quite a while. I was ready to go out on the prowl. I mean, I'm realistic, I knew I would never hook up with another mother and daughter team and never one as hot as Stacy and her mom. But I had confidence to spare. I was ready to hunt. 
 
    That very night, I received a call from Stacy. I almost let it ring to voice mail, but I decided to pick up. Just a week ago I had been thinking long term about Stacy. I owed her an answer. 
 
    "Hey, Stacy," I said. 
 
    "Before you say anything else," she began, "I want you to know that I talked it over with my mom and it's not your fault. You were stuck in the middle and you thought you were doing the right thing." 
 
    All my excuses died on my lips. I was so stunned she thought I had hung up. 
 
    "Are you still there?" 
 
    "Yeah," I said. "So we're okay?" 
 
    "Well, maybe," she said. "I want to go out with you. Just me and you. Sit down and feel things out." 
 
    "Um, alright, name a time." 
 
    "Now," she said. 
 
    That was a few hours ago. 
 
    I met Stacy for dinner. We came in separate cars in case things didn't work out. But they did work out. They worked out better than I could have imagined.  
 
    I was already at the restaurant when Stacy arrived. I had just gone for a button down shirt and jeans, but Stacy looked like she had bought her outfit just for the date. Stacy dressed sexy, don't get me wrong, but she was eighteen and not the sort of girl I think of as a "killer red dress" sort of girl. 
 
     But she was wearing that killer red dress tonight. It hugged her firm teenage body like a second skin, taut over her muscular tummy and clinging to her breasts. She was wearing high heels that showed off her long legs and the firmness of her ass. Her blond hair was done up in curls that fell around the narrow straps of the dress and her slender shoulders.  
 
    "Hey," she said. 
 
    "Hey," was my clever reply. 
 
    Ten minutes into dinner she left her side of the booth and came over to my side. Her fingers plucked at the buttons of my shirt. Her glossy lips invited mine. 
 
    "I've missed you," she whispered, teasingly close to kissing me. 
 
    Shit did that lip biting thing. That was all it took. My cock was so hard it hurt. I leaned in and smashed my lips against hers. Her mouth yielded to mine, warm and inviting for my tongue. We made out like it was our first time. Too hot. Too sloppy. Tongues everywhere and moaning as we kissed. 
 
    When the waitress came out with our entrees both of our faces turned bright red. 
 
    "Better not take it any further than that," she said. "We've already had a couple complaints about all the necking you two are doing." 
 
    "Right, uh, sorry," I said. 
 
    I wasn't sorry. We barely touched our food. I paid and we were all over each other in the parking lot. I slid her butt onto the trunk of my car. She parted her legs as I pressed against her and kissed her. My denim-block cock dug against her panty-covered pussy. People leaving and arriving at the restaurant glared at us. 
 
    "Follow me home," said Stacy. "I've got something for you in my bedroom." 
 
    More than one thing, as it turned out. First, she had the lingerie, which she exposed bit, by tantalizing bit while some dance music played on her phone. It was expensive stuff for her perfect, teenage body. Deep lavender lace that was so perfectly cut that the waist gapped slightly between her hipbones and her mound. She teased off her dress and showed me the high-cut back of the panties, perfect for her firm ass.  
 
    There was a decorative black bow between the cups of her bra. Those cups cradled Stacy's delicious tits, fringed with a sheer compliment of additional lace that only partly concealed the upper curves of her pink areolas. Best of all, Stacy kept the high heels on. Her legs went on for miles and I wanted to explore them with my tongue. 
 
    "Your turn," she said. "Take it all off for me." 
 
    I tried to make a joke of it, dancing along to her music, but her smoldering gaze hurried me along. She sat on the bed, watching as I undressed, her thighs apart so I could see her pussy shaping the lace of her panties.  
 
    "Now, onto the bed," she commanded. 
 
    She took her time, tying me tightly to the frame of her four poster bed with silk scarves. Which brings us back to the here and now. She played with my cock just enough to drive me crazy and then she left me. She has abandoned me to die on her bed. Maybe it's a fate I've earned. 
 
    I lift my head at the sound of footsteps on the stairs. Not one set, but two. The terrified beating of my heart booms in my ears. What if she fetched her dad? Is he going to blow me away with a shotgun? 
 
    I hold my breath as the footsteps stop just outside the door. I hear voices, to quiet for me to make out. I'm only eighteen. I really don't want to die. 
 
    The door opens and I cringe, expecting the blast of that shotgun. 
 
    Stacy and Mrs. Gardner enter the room like a couple of housecats with a stunned mouse between them. They prowl towards the bed and I see that Mrs. Gardner is wearing a crimson version of the lingerie her daughter is wearing. If anything, it looks even hotter on Mrs. Gardner. Her big breasts jiggle with each step. The crimson lace wraps her mound and her wide hips like a present. Her plump ass is sculpted by the high heels she is wearing.  
 
    "What is...what is going on?" I gasp. 
 
    "He's all soft," says Mrs. Gardner. "I thought you said you primed the pump." 
 
    "Oooh, I think we took too long," replies Stacy. 
 
    They sit down on the bed on either side of me. Their hands meet at my cock. Stacy wraps her fingers around my flaccid shaft and begins to gently tug. Mrs. Gardner reaches between my thighs and gently massages my balls. 
 
    "Ohhhh fuck," I groan, watching mother and daughter working together to pleasure me. 
 
    "That's the idea, silly," says Stacy. 
 
    "Why?"  
 
    "My husband hasn't been able to satisfy me for years," says Mrs. Gardner. "I may not have much of a romantic future with Tom, but you're only eighteen. I need a man who can give me things. But I still have needs." 
 
    She gently tugs on my balls. Just enough to make me hiss. 
 
    "And I need a boyfriend I can trust while I go away to college," says Stacy, stroking my stiffening cock. "You're staying here to go to community college while I go away to Sandy State. I was afraid I was going to have to break up with you at the end of the summer. I thought I'd never be able to trust you." 
 
    "So...so what now?" 
 
    Mother and daughter exchange a glance and giggle at my question. I almost get my feelings hurt except they are doing some amazing things to my cock. 
 
    Mrs. Gardner keeps her hand on my balls, gently kneading them in her grasp as she lay against my right side, her big tits pressing into my arm and her chin resting on my shoulder. She flutters her dark eyelashes at me. 
 
    "What now," she whispers, "is Stacy and I are going to share you." 
 
    Stacy continues to stroke my cock, but she stretches out against my lest side, her lace-wrapped breasts against my other arm and her chin resting on my other shoulder. I am flanked and pinned down by Stacy and her beautiful mother. Stacy looks up at me with those blue eyes. 
 
    "You've been sharing us, but now it's official," says Stacy. 
 
    "You're my daughter's boyfriend," interjects Mrs. Gardner, "and your my relief from a cruddy marriage." 
 
    "W-what about your husband?" 
 
    "Daddy will never know," says Stacy. 
 
    "The best part of this arrangement is that until summer ends and she goes off to college, you get us both." Mrs. Gardner exchanges another look and a giggle with her daughter. "At the same time." 
 
    Stacy, a giggle still on her lips, presses her mouth to mine and before I can react her eager tongue is exploring my mouth. She releases her grip on my cock as we kiss and her hand slowly slides up to my chest. She gives me rough pinches on my nipples, giggling at my gasp of reaction. I get over my shock and kiss her back, but as my tongue thrusts at hers, Stacy pulls away. 
 
    She mounts my face without hesitation. Her knees fall over my shoulders and my head is trapped between her thighs. I can smell her perfumed pussy, a hint of the forbidden drifting through that elegant lace. My arms and legs are still helpless stretched out, so she is in charge of what happens next. I can only move my head and neck. Stacy leans back, stroking my hair and looking at my down the dominating length of her slender body. 
 
    "You looks so handsome between my legs," she says. 
 
    "Oh, yes, sweetie," says Mrs. Gardner. "He is such a good pussy eater. Ride that face." 
 
    I think my cock grows an extra inch hearing Mrs. Gardner telling Stacy to ride my face. It is all the encouragement the teen needs to pull aside the lace of her panties and expose the delicate pink folds of her pussy. I get a good look at her sweet lips before she smothers my mouth in her honeyed velvet and feeds me the pressing mound of her sex. I spell out my gratitude with my tongue, lapping at her dewy groove before focusing my full attention on Stacy's hard bud.  
 
    While Stacy is gasping and ridding my tongue, Mrs. Gardner's hands wrapped around my cock and she strokes. I feel her lapping at my cockhead. I groan into Stacy's pussy. My pleasure only grows as I hear my teenage girlfriend moaning, "Suck his big cock, mom." 
 
    Mrs. Gardner muffles her own laughter by filling her hot mouth with my cock. Her lips wrap tightly around my shaft and she bobs her sucking mouth up and down my length. Ever few strokes, she takes me into her throat, bending my cock with her neck and massaging my sensitive tip with the liquid sensation of her swallowing tightness.  
 
    While Mrs. Gardner is giving me one of her top shelf blowjobs, her daughter is grinding on my face like she is trying to win a bull ride. I am completely at the mercy of both of them. And I love it. I stick my tongue out all the way, curving it down my chin and forming a saddle for Stacy's hot, sweet folds to open up. Her clit drags against my tongue. Her juices spill into my mouth. 
 
    Mrs. Gardner starts massaging my spit-damp balls with her fingers. She sucks hard on the tip of my cock, hollowing her cheeks and popping her lips with suction while her other hand works my shaft. Buried under the teenage sweetness of her daughter's pussy, squeezed between Stacy's thighs, Mrs. Gardner is going to make me cum.  
 
    "Allllllllllll!" That's what it sounds like with my tongue being used as a railroad for Stacy's naughty choo-choo.  
 
    "I think he's going to cum," laughs Stacy. 
 
    "Mmmmhmmm," agrees Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    I feel Stacy's weight shift above me as she twists her body to watch her mom finishing me off. Mrs. Gardner's mouth slows, the suction intensifies and she adds a twist of her wrist as her squeezing hand shuttles up and down my shaft. My balls are tight under her fingers. My orgasm grips me in a sudden rush of pleasure. The liquid heaven of Mrs. Gardner's mouth is a perfect match for the smothering sweetness of her daughter's thighs. 
 
    "Ohhhh, yeah, mommy. That's so hot. Suck it all out." 
 
    At those naughty words I let go into Mrs. Gardner's mouth. I buck my hips a little, but she has total control over me, sucking out my gushes of semen and swirling her tongue in the hot flow of cum. Mid-orgasm, she slides her lips down me and takes my spurting cock into her throat. The sensation prolongs my throbbing pleasure as I strain to empty every spurt into her throat. 
 
    "Mmmmmmm!" she cries, her excitement vibrating down to my balls. 
 
    My orgasm subsides, although my cock continues to twitch with powerful aftershocks of pleasure. Mrs. Gardner finally pops her lips free. 
 
    "Oh, that was so good," she laughs. "What a big load." 
 
    "I thought you were going to drain him dry like a juice box," giggles Stacy. 
 
    "Mmm, I would if I could." Mrs. Gardner strokes your sensitive cock. "Now you work that cute little butt on his face while I make him nice and hard again." 
 
    "Wwwwwith pleasure!" 
 
    Stacy resumes her juicy ride on my face. I think I let out an "oh god" as Mrs. Gardner plays with my softening cock, giving it strokes and kisses and licks, but for now my focus is on her daughter. Stacy is obviously intent on cumming as well. She shouts down instructions to "suck my clit" and "flick your tongue" that I obey immediately. Her honey coats my cheeks and spills down her muscular thighs. I suck her tender clit and she ride my tongue and smears her juices from my nose to my chin. 
 
    "Yessss!" she cries. "Yesss! Make that pussy cum!" 
 
    I wish my hands were free. I would grab her firm little ass and pull her onto me until I squeeze all the juice out of her peach. With just my tongue and my neck muscles, I think I do a pretty good job. Stacy must agree. Her thigh muscles suddenly tighten around me, crushing against my jaws almost painfully. Her pussy presses down, hot and wet against my lips, my upper lip brushing her straining clit as my tongue drives into her tight, teenage hole.  
 
    "Cum all over his face!" gasps Mrs. Gardner and her mouth resumes sucking my half-hard cock. 
 
    "I'm cumming! Fuck me with that tongue!"  
 
    I twist it into her clenching hole. I ignore everything, including the fact that I can't breathe, as she squeeze my tongue and presses her clit against my lip. It's like her pussy is trying to swallow me up and drown me in her cum. I feel the waves of contractions of her orgasm. For a good minute though, I can't actually hear anything because her thighs are so tight against my ears. 
 
    Finally, the hot lusciousness of her teenage body lifts from my face and I get my first gasp of fresh air in almost fifteen minutes. She is flushed, her thighs shaking as she slides off of me and onto the bed.  
 
    "Was that good, baby?" asks Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    "Mmmm yes! He is so good at that."  
 
    They both look at me as I lie there gasping for air, my red face sweaty and covered with Stacy's cum. 
 
    "I think you nearly killed him," laughs Mrs. Gardner, giving my cock a squeeze. "Are you okay?" 
 
    "Yeah," I say, between gasps. "This would be a lot more fun if you untied me, you know." 
 
    "Oh, he wants us to untie him," says Stacy, massaging my heaving chest with her fingers.  
 
    "Yeah, he thinks it will be more fun." Mrs. Gardner gives my cock a long lick. "You know what, baby, I want to see you fuck him." 
 
    "Oh, mommy, that's bad. You're going to watch me fuck my boyfriend?" 
 
    I can't believe this conversation. A stupid smile spreads across my face as Mrs. Gardner leans over to the bedside table and retrieves a condom.  
 
    "Better be safe, honey," she says and tears open the package. I groan as Mrs. Gardner rolls the pink latex onto my straining cock. "Come on, sweetie. I want to see your technique." 
 
    "Are you going to give me pointers?" asks Stacy, crawling down to my hips.  
 
    "Maybe," says Mrs. Gardner, crawling up to my head. "Maybe I'll learn something from you." 
 
    Stacy smiles at me as she undresses, removing her juicy panties and the delicious cradling cup of her bra. Her firm tits are full C's, bikini marked from the sun with pale triangles that follow the under-curve of each breast. Her small areolas and jutting pink nipples make my mouth water. She throws her leg over me and takes hold of my condom-wrapped cock as she kneels above me. Mrs. Gardner cradles my head, sharing the view even as her lace-cupped tits dangle against the side of my face. 
 
    "You look so beautiful like that," says Mrs. Gardner. "Go slow. I want to enjoy it." 
 
    "His cock is so big," says Stacy, gripping me tight, "I don't think I have a choice." 
 
    Her breasts bounce lightly with each breath she takes. She looks from her mother to me, her smile widening to a flash of her perfect teeth and then her eyes roll back as the delicate velvet warmth of her pussy parts against the head of my cock. She sinks down onto my tool as slowly as promised, her channel so tight it is almost like pushing my cock into a closed fist. Her heat soaks through the latex and warms me to my balls.  
 
    "Oh, baby, that's so hot," moans Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    "It's so big, mommy," whines Stacy, still holding my root with her hand.  
 
    "You can do it," says Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    Stacy's mound rests against her fist wrapped around my cock, protecting her tight depths from the last few inches of my big cock. At her mother's continuing encouragement, she flexes her thighs and lifts her pussy just enough to pull away her hand. Her hot, clutching channel slides down those last few inches and she rests her ass against my thighs. 
 
    "Ohhhh god, you are so tight," I moan. 
 
    She squeezes around me and I shudder. 
 
    "Mmmmm, that is nice," Mrs. Gardner massages my muscular stomach, her fingers teasing into the edge of my pubic hair. "Ride that cock, sweetie." 
 
    I want Mrs. Gardner to cross the line we are so close to. I want her to stroke her daughter's pussy or slide her hand up and squeeze one of Stacy's breasts. But she doesn't. As Stacy begins to slowly move atop my cock, her pussy flexing around me she heaves atop my tool, Mrs. Gardner pulls her hand away. 
 
    The lusty MILF turns her full attention to me. 
 
    "Do you like fucking my daughter?" she asks. 
 
    "Yes," I groan. 
 
    "I bet you wish we would untie you so you could pound her little pussy." 
 
    "Yessss," I agree as Stacy begins to move a little faster atop me. 
 
    Mrs. Gardner grabs me by my hair and yanks my head back. 
 
    "You are such a naughty boy," she says, "we just have to keep you tied up. Now, give me a kiss." 
 
    Do I have any choice? If I did, would I have refused her? That's a double no. While Stacy rides my throbbing cock, her mother presses her lips to mine in one of the sloppiest, hottest kisses I've ever experienced. Her tongue bullies my into submission as she tastes my lips and sucks the sweetness - Stacy's sweetness - from my tongue. She only stops kissing me to unbuckle the crimson lace of her bra. She unveils those beautiful, natural double D's with their darker, wider areolas and fat nipples. I hungrily suck when she offers one to my mouth. 
 
    Sucking on Mrs. Gardner's tits, glimpsing Stacy riding my dick, it's only that thin barrier of latex that keeps me from shooting again in a couple minutes. I give Mrs. Gardner's thick nipples a thorough tongue bath and sucking while Stacy starts making the bed creak beneath us.  
 
    "Suck my mommy's tits," Stacy encourage. "Yes, you suck on those while I ride your big dick." 
 
    I feel the hot vice of Stacy's orgasm around my cock. It clenches tightly and she gasps with pleasure. Her pussy is squeezing me so hard she has to slow down and force herself down onto my cock again and again.  
 
    "Cum all over that big dick," moans Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    "It's soooo good!" cries Stacy. "I'm cumming!" 
 
    Mrs. Gardner lifts her breasts away from my face so I can watch my beautiful teenage girlfriend riding my cock to her climax. She leans forward over me, her hair hanging in her face as she works her hips and feeds my cock in and out of her squeezing channel. The sight of her in the throes of her orgasm is again nearly enough to make me shoot, but somehow, I hold on. 
 
    "Ohhhh that was so good," laughs Stacy. "I want to cum again." 
 
    "You do that," says Mrs. Gardner. "Why don't you turn around and ride him in the other direction. Show him that sexy little butt of yours." 
 
    "Oh, good idea, mommy," says Stacy. She gasps as she lifts off my swollen cock. My length slurps out of her slick pussy and thumps against my belly.  
 
    "Let me help you with that," says Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    As Stacy turns and shows me the firm, tan roundness of her athletic ass, with its pale triangle across her cheeks, Mrs. Gardner grabs my cock and aims it for her daughter's pussy. Again, there is no contact between the two directly, but it comes tantalizingly close as Stacy leans forward and her mother guides my condom-wrapped cock to Stacy's pussy. Stacy pushes back, her glistening pink swallowing me up once again. 
 
    Watching Stacy ride my cock in reverse cowgirl is a testament to all the running Stacy has always done. Her firm ass bounces up and down, her pussy stretched tight around my cock and her cheeks opening and closing with each stroke. I can see the tight pink clench of her asshole. I want to spit on it and drill a finger into it, but my hands are still tied. 
 
    "Do you like the way that ass looks?" asks Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    "It's beautiful," I say. "She has an amazing ass." 
 
    "Yeah, I suppose," laughs Mrs. Gardner. "If you like them small and round and perfect." 
 
    Although it's a compliment, it's also a little defensive, since Mrs. Gardner has a thick ass verging on a full booty. If you lined Stacy and Mrs. Gardner side by side, I don't think I would be able to pick which one I preferred, but for now the decision has been made for me. I get to just watch as Stacy's teenage buns slap against me and she works her hips and slides that pretty pussy back onto my cock. 
 
    "I can't take much more of this," I moan. 
 
    Mrs. Gardner cradles my head again, her warm tits cushioning the back of my neck.  
 
    "You want to cum in that pussy?" she whispers. "I want you to hold out until Stacy is ready. Can you do that?" 
 
    "Yes," I moan in reply. 
 
    "Such a good boy," she says, reaching down and pinching both of my nipples. 
 
    That sharp shock of pain and pleasure mingling is almost enough to make me explode inside Stacy's pussy. Her ass spreads for an instant with each downward slap of her round butt against my thighs and then instantly bounces back into its firm shape as she slides up the glistening length of my cock. She is in the same groove as me, pants as she heads towards an explosive orgasm I only hope I can hold off until we meet at the same place. My balls are tight against my shaft. I can feel the cum boiling. Stacy's girlish whine and the smack of her ass is not helping me resist the urge. I lean my head back and Mrs. Gardner looks down at me.  
 
    `"You can do it," she soothes. "Think about math. What's one plus one." 
 
    "Two," I moan. 
 
    "And what do you get," she coos, running her hand over my abs as her daughter bounces on my cock, "when you add two to one?" 
 
    "Aaaaaahhhh three!" My response is probably a little less clear than that as my orgasm overtakes my resistance. "I'm cumming!" 
 
    Lucky for me, Stacy is only an instant behind and her throbbing pussy meets my throbbing cock as I spurt my load into the condom. I actually fill it with so much cum that I can feel my hot load overflowing the reservoir tip and smearing down my shaft. Stacy cries my name and works her hips as she fucks down onto me. I thrust my hips as much as my predicament will allow, stuffing my spurting cock so deep into Stacy that I feel the soft barrier of her cervix as her pussy squeezes around me. 
 
    "Oh, I bet that is good," says Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    Her orgasm outlasts mine and I can do nothing but whimper in over-sensitivity as she rides my cock. She looks over her shoulder, watching my pained expression as she slides her clenching cunt around me. Her bouncing ass slows. She rises from me with a loud slurp of her soaking slit and my cock again thumps against my belly. I glimpse the puffy red peach of Stacy's pussy as she crawls off of my legs and turns around to face me. 
 
    "Oh my god," she pants. "You have no idea how good that felt." 
 
    "Actually," says Mrs. Gardner, fondling my cock, "I have a pretty good idea of how good it feels." 
 
    "Duh," laughs Stacy. 
 
    Mrs. Gardner carefully peels the condom off my cock. She holds it pinched at the top and lets all the cum weigh on the tip, dangling like a little water balloon at the end of the cock-stretched rubber.  
 
    "You milked out a big load, honey," she says. "I think he liked watching your cute butt bouncing up and down." 
 
    "Yeah, too bad it all that cum has to go to waste." 
 
    "Mmm, not necessarily," says Mrs. Gardner.  
 
    She gives her daughter and then me a devilish look and does something that makes my eyes go wide and my soft cock twitch. She stretches out the condom and upends it over her open mouth. The milky glob of my cum slides out of the rubber and falls into Mrs. Gardner's mouth. She takes a moment, rolling with her tongue, showing it to Stacy and then me, before swallowing it in a single gulp. What a slut! 
 
    "That's...you're incredible, Mrs. Gardner," I moan. "Are you going to untie me now?" 
 
    "Nnnot just yet," says Mrs. Gardner. "I've got one more thing you need to do." 
 
    It's hurt turn to peel off her lace panties, exposing her shaved pussy and the plump onion roundness of her butt. She tosses the panties aside. 
 
    "You've got a wicked tongue," she says, teasing my lips with her fingers. "I think it's time you put it to use doing something really nasty." 
 
    My cock twitches again. 
 
    "Oh, yeah?" I say. "Does it have anything to do with that juicy butt?" 
 
    "How did you know?" laughs Mrs. Gardner. "See, the deal is, if you want to fuck it, you've got to lick it. And you want to fuck it, don't you?" 
 
    I can already feel my cock stirring again. Of course I do. 
 
    "That stupid grin tells me everything I need to do know," says Mrs. Gardner as she begins to climb over top of me, facing my feet. She settles on her knees, the plump curve of her ass just an inch above my face. "You're going to be a good boy and eat that ass, aren't you?" 
 
    "Mom!" cries Stacy, mortified by her mother's nasty words. 
 
    "Yes," I moan, unable to resist. "Let me lick it." 
 
    "Good boy," she says, reaching back to hold my head. "Get your tongue in there and have a taste." 
 
    She sits her ass on my face and pulls my head up to meet her, my nose is stuffed into the upper cleft of her cheeks and her ass spreads against my face, burying me in the hot trench of her ass. My tongue finds the familiar divot of her ass, a hint of sweat on her tender clench as I begin to lap greedily at her forbidden hole. 
 
    "Mmmmm, yes, get in there. Lick that asshole." She rocks her ass back into my face. "Sweetie, why don't you get him nice and hard again for your mother." 
 
    "My pleasure," says Stacy. 
 
    I feel her hands on my shaft. Her full lips open around my tip and the eager suction of her mouth draws my limp flesh onto the warm cradle of her tongue. She moans around me and I moan too, my stretched tongue drilling into the hot pucker of Mrs. Gardner's asshole. 
 
    Before I had sex, when I was just figuring out girls and their bodies, I could have never imagined licking a girl's butt. It seemed gross. But with Mrs. Gardner's luscious ass smothering my face and her hot little wrinkle against my tongue, I can say with some authority that it is fucking hot. I lap at her hole as she moans above me, pushing down against me and finally relaxing her ass enough for me to force my tongue inside. 
 
    "Fuck my ass with your tongue," cries Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    "You are so dirty, mom," says Stacy, between slurps on my cock. "I never imagined I'd see you sitting on my boyfriend's face." 
 
    The pleasure of my girlfriend's mouth on my cock can't distract me from the hot, smothering ass of her mother. I can barely breathe and, to be honest, I don't care. I tongue-fuck her pucker without pause, gasping for air beneath her grinding cheeks and squirming my tongue up her clenching ass. She rocks her hips faster and faster, as if my deep ass-licking is going to make her cum. 
 
    "Aaaaa!" she cries. "I can't take it anymore!" 
 
    Her weight lifts from my face. I blink at the sudden light and get a good view of Mrs. Gardner's plump cheeks as she climbs off of me. She leans over and begins untying me. Stacy gets the message, popping my cock from her mouth to untie my ankles. 
 
    I'm sore from being stretched out on the bed, but I know what I have to do. These two have been in charge for too long. It's time for me to show that I can hold my own.  
 
    I push Mrs. Gardner onto her hands and knees. She lets out a lusty moan as I press her face down into the pillows. She reaches back and spreads her cheeks for me, showing me the spit-lubed wrinkle of her ass. Stacy moves beside me. I can see the mixture of emotions on her face, the confusion of seeing her boyfriend lining his cock up to fuck her mother in this forbidden place. 
 
    "Do you want me to fuck her ass?" I ask Stacy. 
 
    She leans against my shoulder. Her blond hair is in her eyes. Her breasts pressing against my bicep as I slowly work my fist on my cock. 
 
    "Yessss, fuck me," moans Mrs. Gardner, waving her ass back and forth. 
 
    "I didn't ask you!" I say and smack her butt. Her head jerks up, her lips apart, and she moans. I look at Stacy and brush the blond locks from her eyes.  
 
    "Tell me you want me to do it," I say. "Tell me you want to see this thick cock driving into your mom's tight asshole." 
 
    "Yes," gasps Stacy. "Yes, that's what I want. Fuck...fuck my mom in her ass." 
 
    I lift my hand up to Stacy's face and hold it out with my palm flat and turned upwards. 
 
    "Spit in my hand," I tell her. 
 
    She forms a little bubble of saliva on her puckered lips and spits it into my palm. I let the warm wetness run down to my fingers and spread Stacy's spit on her mother's pink asshole. It's the closest I'm going to get to seeing that taboo line crossed, not that we're not a hundred miles past the line according to most people. 
 
    I press my cock to Mrs. Gardner's asshole. I can feel the heat of her nasty hole against my tip. 
 
    "Dooooo it," she cries. 
 
    I smack her again, making her yelp. I turn to Stacy and look into her blue eyes. 
 
    "Do it," she whispers.  
 
    I take hold of Mrs. Gardner's ass with both hands and drive my cock into her tight divot. Her pink hole stretches around my throbbing dick as I plunge into her hot pucker. Mrs. Gardner cries out with a mixture of pain and pleasure. Stacy gasps at the lewd sight of my fat cock drilling into her mom's ass. 
 
    "Your mom loves this big cock in her ass," I say to Stacy. I give Mrs. Gardner another smack on the ass as I piston my cock in and out of her tight hole. "Isn't that right, Mrs. Gardner?" 
 
    "Yes!" she cries. "Fuck my ass! Fuck it hard!" 
 
    I growl, grabbing two handfuls of Mrs. Gardner's soft hips as I plunge my cock in and out of her ass. My ball slap against her wet cunt. My cock drives into her to the hilt as I smack against her ass and send jiggles rippling up her cheeks. Each thrust sets her tits swinging, her fat nipples dragging against the blanket. Mrs. Gardner doesn't just kneel there and take it, she fucks back against me, impaling her stretched asshole on my cock. 
 
    Stacy moans beside me and I realize she is playing with her little pussy as she watches me pounding into her mom's ass. I turn my head and lean over to kiss her. Her mouth opens to me and our tongues slide together, our gasps of pleasure accompanied by the steady slap of Mrs. Gardner's ass against my thighs. I keep my hold on Mrs. Gardner's hip with one hand and bring my other hand up to her daughter's breasts.  
 
    I squeeze Stacy's tits and play with her nipples. I pinch one nipple, making her gasp into my mouth as I stretch it and lift her breast.  
 
    "Your mom's ass is going to make me cum," I moan into her kiss. 
 
    "Fill her," she hisses.  
 
    "Cum inside me!" cries Mrs. Gardner.  
 
    Mrs. Gardner's rolling hips and ass spell the doom of my resistance. Each squeeze of her stretched hole, each hot contraction of those nasty muscles, is too much. Stacy gasps with pleasure beside me, fucking against her fingers as her orgasm peaks. Our tongues speak the language of our mutual ecstasy and I unload into Mrs. Gardner's clenching ass. 
 
    "Ohhhh yes, I can feel it twitching in my ass!" she moans. "Pump me full of your hot load!" 
 
    I tear my lips away from Stacy and my hand away from her breast to grab Mrs. Gardner again with both hands and power my surging spear into her ass. I growl with pleasure as my jizz empties into her.  
 
    That's it. That's all I can take. My cock slips out of Mrs. Gardner's ass and I collapse back onto the bed. I am drenched in sweat and barely able to breathe. The smell of sex is thick in the air of the bedroom.  
 
    "Oh my god," moans Stacy, pulling her glistening fingers from her pussy. "That was the hottest thing I've ever seen."  
 
    She falls atop me, kissing me over and over as she pushes her firm curves against me. She reaches for my cum-smeared cock. 
 
    "Can we go again?" 
 
    "I...I don't think I can," I moan.  
 
    It's true. They play with my cock and argue about what they might be able to do to revive it, but I am spent. Even when they try sharing my cock in one of the most amazing double blowjobs conceivable I am not able to get it hard for more than a few seconds.  
 
    I end up as the filling in a spooning sandwich between Stacy and her mom. I'm curled against Mrs. Gardner's back and Stacy is curled against mine. My arm reaches around and hugs Mrs. Gardner's big breasts. Stacy gently plays with my cock. Do I need to tell you how nice that is when you're drifting off to sleep? Top tier titties in one hand and a teenage handjob going on south of the border.  
 
    I'm not very good at remembering my dreams, but when I wake up I am pretty sure that I was dreaming about threesomes with Mrs. Gardner and Stacy. I roll over onto my back and I'm more than a little disappointed to realize I am alone in the bed. I can hear the sound of the shower in the adjoining bathroom. As much as I'd like to relax or drift off to sleep again, the urgent pressure in my bladder demands that I pay the toilet a visit.  
 
    In the steamy bathroom, I can see someone moving on the other side of the frosted glass. I relieve myself. 
 
    "Is that you?" asks Stacy.  
 
    "Who else would it be?" I shoot back and flush the toilet. 
 
    She pops her damp-haired head out of the shower.  
 
    "Care to join me?" 
 
    I do care to join her. I slip into the stall with her, the hot water pouring over her slick curves and between her glistening breasts as I run my hands from her outer thighs to her hips. We kiss and I press her back into the tile. I blink away the water, looking at her beautiful body, fondling and kissing her breasts before moving lower. I give Stacy a good tongue lashing, but she wants more. 
 
    "Fuck me," she moans.  
 
    I remember the shower in the Bahamas. Those hot thrusts and the fear of a dangerous mistake without a condom. I pull Stacy into my arms and lift her up. She wraps her thighs around my waist and clenches tight as I carry her out of the shower and drop her wet butt onto the bathroom countertop.  
 
    "Please," she whispers, "fuck me. Like this." 
 
    She parts her pink with her fingers and I can't resist. I drive my cock into her, stretching her teenage slit and filling her with every hot inch until my balls are pressed up against the counter and my cockhead is driving against her cervix. I kiss her as I slam my cock into her. There is nothing romantic or even tender about this. It's a hard, fast fuck. My cock pounds into her deliciously tight little pussy. Her perky tits shake with each stroke. Her mouth hangs open. 
 
    I manage to get her off first. She buries her face in my shoulder as she cums, holding against me and scooting her ass on the counter to fuck against my thrusting cock. Her pussy flutters around me. Her thighs clench. 
 
    She comes down from her peak and wraps her arms around my neck. She leans back and watches my cock pounding into her pussy. It looks pretty nice stretching those little pink folds, I have to admit. In no time, I feel my balls tightening up against my cum-slicked root. 
 
    "I can't take much more," I hiss. "I'm going to cum." 
 
    I reach down to pull my cock out of her pussy. Stacy grabs my hand. She looks meaningfully into my eyes. 
 
    "Inside me," she whispers. "Cum inside me." 
 
    It's all I need to hear to set me off. I watch my cock thrusting into her perfect teenage mound, I look from that to her jiggling tits and then into her blue eyes and I lose it. My cock throbs inside Stacy's unprotected teenage pussy. It is a feeling like no other, unleashing my hot load of cum into her fertile body and basting her tender cervix with my cream. I let every drop spurt into her and hold my cock inside her during the aftershocks. 
 
    It is only as my orgasm fades that the realization hits me. She smiles, but I feel dread as I pull my cock from Stacy's pussy and watch my cum slowly dripping out of her swollen mound.  
 
    What have I done? 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Part 5: Dominated by My Girlfriend's Mother 
 
      
 
    I never thought it would get this kinky. Okay, sure, I should have when mother and daughter tied me to a bed and took turns doing me, but that just seemed like some sort of fantasy come true. This... well, maybe it is still a fantasy come true. Definitely not the same kind. 
 
    Okay, so you might remember me as the lucky teenage punk who gets to bang his hot girlfriend and her knockout mom. That recently they both figured out what was happening and even let me do them in the same bed. Then my girlfriend, Stacy, went off to college. It's only been a few weeks and I miss her a lot. I'm stuck here going to community college because I couldn't afford going away to a university.  
 
    It's not all bad. Mrs. Gardner has been keeping me company. It's just that, well, the tone of our relationship has changed a little bit. She was always sort of bossy before. Now that Stacy is out of the picture except on the weekends, Mrs. Gardner has been taking more and more control of my life. She has me run errands. She has me do chores. Most of all, she has me come over and "play a game." That's where things have gotten a little bit out of control. 
 
    "Are you almost finished in there?" she calls through the door.  
 
    "Yeah, just about," I say. "Do we have to do it like this?" 
 
    "Yes! Now get your butt out here, young man!" 
 
    I step out of the bathroom feeling absolutely ridiculous. I'm wearing the tiny black bathing suit that Mrs. Gardner bought for me, the one that feels like a size bigger than a condom, and I have oiled up my body just how she asked. It feels all weird with my butt sticking out like this, but when she sees me wearing the suit her eyes light up and a smile spreads across her full lips. I look good, I guess, with my suntanned muscles glistening, only it's like one of those male strippers or something. Not my usual look. 
 
    "OOooooooh!" Mrs. Gardner coos with delight. "What a beefcake." 
 
    "I look stupid." 
 
    "Shhhhh!" She holds up her hand. When she speaks again her voice is deeper and more authoritative. "I am your queen. You will not speak unless I command it." 
 
    Mrs. Gardner is in this whole Cleopatra getup which, I have to admit, looks pretty hot. It's a short black wig and this golden snake sort of crown, her eyes are all done up with eyeliner and blue eye shadow, and she is wearing this skirt and top that look like they were found in some Egyptian treasure room. Lots of gold barely covering those huge tits. 
 
    This is one of her "games." She pretends to be someone or makes me do something I wouldn't normally do. I usually act like I hate it and then I end up liking it. 
 
    "Now," Mrs. Gardner lifts one of her feet, "come over here and worship my toes, slave." 
 
    "Slave?" 
 
    "Just do it or I will lash you!" She wiggles her toes at me. 
 
    She has done it before. I can see the whip thing sitting next to her bed. I don't want to have to explain any more marks to my mom when she sees me walking out of the bathroom after a shower, so I get down on my knees beside the bed and take hold of Mrs. Gardner's dainty foot. I run my thumbs up under the arch and massage between the toes. She moans like she is really enjoy it. 
 
    "Kiss them," she commands.  
 
    I dip my head forward and kiss the top of her foot.  
 
    "Suck them," she orders. 
 
    Her toes press into my mouth. I wash them with my tongue and suck them. It's weird and a little gross, but the more I do it, the more natural and hot it feels. By the time she brings over her other foot I am cradling it against my face, smacking kisses under her arch and looking up at her horny highness as I squirm my tongue between her toes and nibble at them. I never thought about having a foot fetish, but my dick is as hard as a pipe in the little black banana sling Mrs. Gardner is making me wear.  
 
    "I have other uses for your tongue, slave," she declares. 
 
    I look up from her foot as she spreads her golden thighs and shows me the neatly trimmed mound of her pussy. It's practically dripping wet, so obviously all that toe sucking had an effect on Mrs. Gardner. She runs her fingers over her fleshy mound and spreads herself open, showing me the pink and the fat bullet-shaped bud of her clit. I know what she wants me to do now. I don't have any doubts this time. I love doing it. 
 
    I crawl up on the bed between her shapely legs, caressing them as I move closer and closer, kissing her round thighs. I kiss my way towards the hot, perfumed groove of her juicy pink. There is a familiar and not unpleasant musky scent. It's always a little stronger with Mrs. Gardner than with her daughter, Stacy. It's like, I don't know exactly, the smell of womanhood. It makes my cock throb and I think that's exactly what it's supposed to do. It's like pheromones or whatever. 
 
    "Bring that tongue here," beckons Mrs. Gardner with her curled finger.  
 
    "Yes, uh, my queen," I say.  
 
    My cock is drilling a hole in the bed as I slide between her thighs, pulling them over my shoulders and running my tongue the length of her wet cunt. She moans and pushes my head down. I have always been good at this, knowing when to lap at the clit, when to suck and when to get adventurous and go elsewhere with my tongue. I give my "queen" the royal treatment, slipping my tongue over her sweet bud until she is squirming and gyrating against my face. 
 
    "That's it, slave!" she sighs. "Make your queen cum!" 
 
    I suck at her clit and drive two fingers into her dripping tunnel. Her hot channel flexes around my probing and she arches her back and grinds her clit against my lapping tongue. Her fingers tighten painfully in my hair and she announces her orgasm by screaming my name and adding "my good slave" after it. I let her ride against my mouth, coating my cheeks and chin as my tongue works furiously at her swollen clit and her clenching fuckhole slides around my fingers. 
 
    She finally releases me from her grasp and relaxes back onto the pile of her pillows. She lets me lift my head and climb over her. She looks pretty fucking sexy in her whole Cleopatra getup and I smash my lips against hers. Mrs. Gardner is never shy about tasting her own cum on my lips and we share her sweet slickness between our tongues in a long, hot embrace. My cock is practically tearing through those little shorts she gave me and I am grinding it against her soaking slit. 
 
    "On your back!" she snaps and pushes me away. 
 
    I roll onto my back and she practically tears those shorts off me. Gives me a rough wedgie as she yanks them down from my cock and rolls them down my legs. She grabs hold of my hard cock and pops it right into her mouth. Her cheeks hollow as she sucks, bobbing on me and flicking my leaking tip with the tip of her tongue. She is an amazing cocksucker, but Mrs. Gardner is only giving me a little taste of her talents. 
 
    She pops her lips free of my cock and climbs atop me. Her hot furrow grazes my sensitive tip and I let out a groan. Before I can make another sound, she stuffs those shorts into my mouth. Pretty gross, right? I don't care, because the next second, the hottest MILF in town, all dressed up like the Queen of the Nile, is swallowing my straining cock with her hot, tight pussy. 
 
    "Yessssss," she hisses as she rides down my cock until she is sitting against me. "You just sit there, slave boy, and let me use this wonderful cock the...gods...have given to you." 
 
    I try to grab that wonderfully thick ass of hers, but Mrs. Gardner pushes my hands back down to the bed above my head. I moan into the shorts as she squeezes me with her inner muscles. My resistance to her royal domination was never much to begin with. When she starts moving her hips and grinding that hot, tight pussy onto my cock, well, I'm her slave. Like she said. 
 
    Her gold necklaces slap against her bouncing breasts as she begins to ride my cock. The bed creaks beneath us and her soaking pussy makes soft, wet sounds as it slips up and down the straining length of my cock. Mrs. Gardner fucks like a porn star. She is a woman who loves sex, everything about it. When she leans back, reaches down and gently squeezes my balls, I am ready to blow. 
 
    "Holy fuck," I groan into the shorts stuffed into my mouth. 
 
    "Sshhhhhh!" snaps Mrs. Gardner. "Don't you dare cum yet." 
 
    Her hand squeezes and gives me a painful shock. My rising orgasm recedes and I fall back, whimpering into the shorts, as she rides me to a screaming orgasm. She throws her head back, her tits and necklaces practically smacking me in the face and the bed shaking violently. Her pussy squeezes around me and I can feel my orgasm threatening to explode again, but somehow I hold back. I realize that I am waiting for her permission. I won't cum until she lets me. 
 
    "Ohhh, you poor thing, I can feel how big your cock is for me." She has a mocking tone as she works her pussy up and down on my straining cock. "You want to cum so bad. Should I let you?" 
 
    "Yes!" I shout into the shorts stuffing my mouth. 
 
    "What's that?" She stops moving atop me. "I can't make out what you said." 
 
    She plucks the shorts out of my mouth. 
 
    "Please!" I cry. "Let me cum." 
 
    "What are you going to do for me?" she teases. 
 
    "Anything," I gasp and try to thrust into her.  
 
    She forces her hips down roughly and slams me back down onto the bed with her weight. The hot glove of her pussy squeezes around me again. She leans forward, the weight of her breasts against my glistening chest, her sweet lips leaning down close to mine.  
 
    "Sign a contract," she says. 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "You heard me. I want you to sign a contract stipulating exactly how you will pleasure me whenever I demand it." She kisses me beside my lips. "I want you to sign a contract of sexual subservience." 
 
    Now, I know what you're thinking. What sort of real man signs a sex contract agreeing to be submissive to their girlfriend's mom. The answer, obviously, is one who wants to cum really bad. Besides, it's not like she had the contract in front of me, I was just telling her my basic agreement with the concept.  
 
    "Y-yeah," I manage. "Okay. I'll do it." 
 
    "Good boy," she says. 
 
    Something about the smile she gets on her face makes me feel like the fly that just agreed to climb into the spider's web. Then she's squeezing me with the hot velvet of her pussy and rubbing her tits in my face. She lets go of my hands and I grab her big, round ass and pound my cock into her. I nearly throw her off of me, my thrusts are so violent. 
 
    "I'm cumming!" I cry. 
 
    "Yesssssss. Fill me with that hottttt thick load!"  
 
    My cock throbs and I pump Mrs. Gardner's soaking slit full of my teenage cum. It seems like holding out has made my orgasm more intense and my load even bigger than usual. It squirts into her and overflows her squeezing pussy, down my shaft and dripping over my twitching balls. I bury my face in her warm breasts and hold onto her ass so hard that my fingers press into the soft roundess of her cheeks. 
 
    "Ohhhh yes, baby, give me every drop!" she moans.  
 
    She makes sure I do and won't let me up until she has milked out every drop. She rolls onto her back beside me and forces me, admittedly without much force, into a long, deep kiss. My cock slowly goes soft despite the best efforts of her tongue. Later, after a shower and getting dressed, she walks me to the door wearing her fluffy pink robe. It's almost midnight.  
 
    "See you soon, Mrs. Gardner," I say. 
 
    "I'll be working on that contract," she promises. "Oh, and say 'hi' to Stacy for me if she calls you." 
 
    Stacy doesn't call me. She is awesome when I go up to visit her at college or when she comes home for the weekend, but she doesn't get in touch much during the week. She claims it's because of school work. I sometimes think she might already be sleeping around. But who am I to judge? By agreement, she is sharing me with her mom while she is away at college. That's an incredible relationship arrangement and I'm not anxious to spoil it by getting jealous. 
 
    The next day, I am running late to my English Lit class at community college. One of the disadvantages of staying up late to make sure Mrs. Gardner is sexually satisfied is that I have to cram my homework in before breakfast. I rush in just before the time when Mr. Hollister locks the door and scoot over to the one free seat. 
 
    Right next to Kelly Morgan. She flashes me her perfect white smile and I feel my cock twitch. You see, I've had a thing for Kelly since my Freshman year, but she spent like all of high school dating the running back of the football team. She's a stunning redhead with big, blue eyes, freckles across her nose and the perkiest tits I have ever seen stretching out a shirt.  
 
    "He's looking for an excuse to fail you," she warns as Mr. Hollister heads back to the front of the class. "And I wouldn't want to see you get kicked out." 
 
    "Oh, what? Do you like having me around?" I bumped her leg with mine and she giggled. 
 
    "That's enough!" snapped Mr. Hollister. "We'll see how many of you are laughing after today's quiz. No curve, so you better hope you studied the material." 
 
    English Lit? Yeah, I was a little busy with Ancient Egypt for Mrs. Gardner. Fortunately for me, Kelly Morgan is an ace. She slides her paper to the edge of her desk and lets me copy. I'm smart enough to change the wording so neither of us will get caught and I nod to her to hand in her quiz while I still have a couple to piece together from what I can remember from her test. Basically, James Joyce is the best dude ever and all my years of reading Harry Potter and Star Wars novels was a waste. 
 
    After the period, Kelly approaches me in the hall.  
 
    "You know, you could have gotten me in a lot of trouble," she says.  
 
    "You were a lifesaver," I reply. "I have a job that keeps me up late and I barely even touched that reading list." 
 
    "Oh, really, where do you work?" 
 
    I must being blushing a little because her blue eyes twinkle as she studies my face. We continue down the hall and towards the parking lot. 
 
    "It's a long story," I finally manage. 
 
    "So tell it to me," she elbows my side. "Let's, like, go out for pizza or something." 
 
    Holy shit. I can't believe it. Kelly Morgan is asking me out? I step out into the hot afternoon sun in the hopes that it will hide my disbelief. 
 
    "Y-yeah, of course, I mean. I'd love to-" 
 
    "Love to, what?"  
 
    The stern voice sends a shock through me. I turn and see Mrs. Gardner is leaning against the side of her silver luxury sedan. Her designer shades are up on her long blond hair and she is wearing a killer black dress that showed off her voluptuous hips and cradles and lifts the perfect roundness of her tits. She has a smile gracing her cherry red lips. She raises an eyebrow at me, obviously waiting for some sort of response. 
 
    "Uh, Kelly, this is--" 
 
    "Samantha Gardner," says Mrs. Gardner. 
 
     It's always weird to hear her first name. She leans over and shakes Kelly's hand. 
 
    "A pleasure to meet you, Kelly. Come on you two, hop in and I'll give you a ride." 
 
    "Actually, I rode my bike here and..." My words trail off as I catch the stern look in Mrs. Gardner's eye. 
 
    Mrs. Gardner tells me to put my bike in the trunk and insists I sit in the front and Kelly sits in the back. She asks Kelly where she lives (with her parents up on Red Circle Drive) and then she sets off in almost the opposite direction. She grills Kelly on how well she knows me. Kelly tells her the unvarnished truth, including insists the she and I are "just friends," but I can see she is starting to get really uncomfortable.  
 
    "Where exactly are we going?" Kelly finally asks. 
 
    "There was something I wanted to show you. It won't take long. Will it?" She glances at me as she asks and my heart begins to pound. 
 
    Mrs. Gardner's hand slides across the center console and strokes my leg. Her fingers press into my lap, against the softness of my cock. I begin to stir. I glance back at Kelly, she is watching, wide-eyed as Mrs. Gardner fondles me through my jeans. Kelly is so intently watching that she never even looks me in the eyes. 
 
    Mrs. Gardner turns into the parking lot of a garden center that recently went out of business. She maneuvers the car back behind the main building and into the shade beneath a big tree. Wordlessly, she unfastens her seatbelt, releasing the tension it was creating between her breasts. She unzips my jeans and I let out a gasp as she pulls my big cock through the fly of my jeans so that Kelly had a clear view of it. I heard a soft moan of surprise, maybe even a little pleasure, as the hot redhead got her first good look at what I was packing. 
 
    "It's nice, isn't it?" laughs Mrs. Gardner, wrapping her hand around my cock and glancing back at Kelly. "It feels even better than it looks." 
 
    Stacy's hot mom leans across the center console, her big tits almost spilling out of her top as her mouth slips over my straining cock. I let out the breath I didn't know I was holding as her soft lips and hot mouth slide down my shaft. I lean back in my seat, trying to hide my face and my embarrassment from Kelly, but that only serves to give her an even better view of my lap and Mrs. Gardner giving me a slow, deep blowjob. Her hot spit is soaking down to my balls and her tongue is curling beneath my shaft.  
 
    "Oh my god," I whisper. 
 
    "Mmmmmmmm," moans Mrs. Gardner and she fills the intimate confines of the car with the hot slurp of her mouth.  
 
    You know, at some point the humiliation of it just sort of disappears behind the hot, wet reality of a sucking mouth on your cock. Or at least it does for me. I close my eyes and enjoyed the incredible sensation of Mrs. Gardner's deft sucking. I occasionally crack one eye and glance back at Kelly. Every time she is flushed and staring rapturously at my glistening cock disappearing into the mouth of my girlfriend's mother. I'm not exactly sure what Mrs. Gardner is trying to prove by blowing me in front of Kelly, but I am pretty sure she proved it after about thirty seconds. 
 
    But she's in no hurry. She pops her lips off my cock and strokes me while she drops her face to my thighs and washes my big sack with her tongue. Precum beads to the tip of my purple cap and she laps it away like she's sampling ice cream.  
 
    "My favorite part," says Mrs. Gardner after running her tongue up my shaft to my cockhead, "is when it swells really big in my mouth and I know he's about to cum. It's like, I get to decide what happens next. And I love that feeling of control. That I made him do this. Have you ever made a guy cum in your mouth, Kelly?" 
 
    "Um, yeah," says Kelly. 
 
    "Mmmmmm and did you like it? Did you like the way it tasted?" 
 
    "No! Not...I mean...not the taste." 
 
    "It's an acquired taste," agrees Mrs. Gardner. "But the experience that goes along with it makes it all worth it. Did you swallow?" 
 
    Kelly hesitates. She finally looks into my eyes and then she nods, slowly, admitting to swallowing cum. Her face is almost as red as my cock. Mrs. Gardner laughs softly and returns her mouth to my cock. She looks up at me and then back at Kelly. Her hot lips are tight around my swollen cock. I can feel my orgasm rising and the dirty questions she was asking Kelly are only making it worse. 
 
    "I...I'm going to cum," I moan. 
 
    Mrs. Gardner's mouth slurps free of my cock again, but she keeps her lips pressed beneath my cockhead and works my shaft with her hand. 
 
    "Do you hear that, sweetie?" she asks Kelly. "He's right on the brink. Right there. And now I get to decide where and, I suppose, if he gets to cum. Should I let him cum?" 
 
    Kelly nods slowly. 
 
    "Tell me where," whispers Mrs. Gardner, her lips brushing beneath my glans. 
 
    "I don't..." I see Kelly's excited breathing hitch in her chest. Her perky tits heave up and down. She finally gets control of her emotions and murmurs, "In your mouth." 
 
    "Good choice," says Mrs. Gardner and her hot, sucking mouth returns to my cock. 
 
    She sucks me hard, her soft lips popping around my cockhead and my balls tightening against my shaft. I moan and thrust into her mouth as the first wave of cum spurts out. She moans around my spurting cock, taking my load in her mouth and sucking hard. I can feel my cum in her mouth, filing it up, held against my twitching tool as I become suddenly hot with new humiliation.  
 
    "Holy shit," I moan, sinking back into the seat. 
 
    Mrs. Gardner lifts her mouth from my cock. She brings her hand up to her lips to be sure she doesn't spill a drop. She slides awkwardly over the console and leans into the back. Kelly doesn't give her any help. The hot redhead seems to want to disappear into the backseat. Mrs. Gardner isn't having it. She slides over the center console completely and rests her hands on either side of Kelly's shoulders. I watch as my girlfriend's mom, holding a mouthful of my cum, leans in and gives Kelly Morgan a big, wet kiss.  
 
    For a second, it almost seems like Kelly is going to go with it. Her eyes close halfway and her lips seems to part. I can hear the wetness of their kiss as they pass my cum between them. And then Kelly flips out. 
 
    "No. No, no, no." She pushes Mrs. Gardner away and wipes her fingers over her own tongue. "I can't do this. It's weird. It's...you're Stacy Gardner's mom and...I can't do this. I'm not a lesbian." 
 
    Mrs. Gardner turns back to me, a sly smile on her lips and a pearly bead of my cum in the corner of her mouth. 
 
    "I don't think she's the right girl for us," says Mrs. Gardner. "Do you, sweetie?" 
 
    I should have known. I mean, last night she was talking about sex contracts. She's clearly got a whole power thing going on. I should have realized what she was doing as soon as she started grabbing my cock. Now, looking at Kelly's horrified expression, I realize I blew it. Any chance I had with Kelly Morgan disappeared with that gooey kiss. 
 
    "I think you'd better take her home," I say. 
 
    "Good choice," agrees Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    Kelly doesn't even say "bye" when we get to her house. She practically bolts out of the car, leaving me alone with Mrs. Gardner in the late summer afternoon. She takes me home too, but before she lets me go she sets up a date for later. 
 
    "Ten o'clock," she says, stroking my face. "We have some work to do. Be hungry. I'll make something delicious for a late dinner." 
 
    Like I'm going to say "no" to her. She rules my life. Between Mrs. Gardner and Stacy I think I am sliding into a weird life of being a sex slave. Not that I am exactly complaining about it, just a little, I don't know, concerned maybe. I'm not even nineteen for a couple more months. Seems a little young to become a sex slave. But what do I know? 
 
    I grab a quick shower and when I get out there is a text waiting for me from Stacy. She wants me to call her. I feel an odd sense of dread when I see that message. Like I said before, she never calls me in the middle of the week. Something must be up. 
 
    But I'm not the sort of guy to hide from my problems. I call her to find out what is on her mind. 
 
    "My mom told me about the contract," she says.  
 
    There is a long pause. I can't tell by her tone if she is angry, happy or totally neutral. I answer her with a cautious, "Oh, yeah?" 
 
    "Yeah, I think it's a good idea," says Stacy. "It will help make sure we're all on the same page and, you know, like if mom needs help around the house, you can give her a hand." 
 
    "You really want me to become your mom's sex slave?" I ask. 
 
    "Well, it's not really a sex slave, it's just an agreement. And you know I'm going to have to sign it too. Same page, like I said." 
 
    "Alright, I'll think about it." I quickly add, "I miss you." 
 
    "I want you to come up this weekend. There's a couple people I want you to meet." 
 
    We chat about classes and parties, our mutual friends, that sort of thing. I leave out what happened with her mom and Kelly in the car. I don't really know how Stacy would react, since her mom was the instigator, but I don't want to test those waters. 
 
    "Oh, it's almost ten!" I exclaim. "I've gotta go. I'm meeting your mom about, um, the contract." 
 
    "Good. You have fun." 
 
    It seems like such an innocuous thing to say. Until I realize my girlfriend is telling me to have fun fucking her mom. Thinking about that puts a smile on my face as I throw on a clean button down, fresh jeans and run a comb through my hair. It's a little chilly for a summer night, so I also wear my letter jacket from high school. I know how Mrs. Gardner loves to see me wearing that. 
 
    She waiting for me at the door in a white chiffon robe that might as well not be there and a matching bra and panty set of creamy pink satin and black lace trim. It's a new outfit and she is wearing it like Victoria hired her for the catalog. She embraces me in the doorway, running her hands down to my ass and giving me a squeeze.  
 
    "Come on in, sweetie," she says, dragging me through the door. 
 
    I don't smell any food cooking, just the flowery scent of Mrs. Gardner's perfume and the hint of alcohol on her breath. She leads me into the kitchen, her hips swinging at a sultry prowl and her round ass inviting my gaze. She pours me a big glass of wine and proceeds into the dining room. 
 
    "I, uh, talked to Stacy," I say. "She seemed very enthusiastic about the, um, the contract." 
 
    The dining room table is bathed in the warm glow of about a dozen candles placed on the table and strategically around the room. Mrs. Gardner slides her shapely rear onto the table and pushes a chair out with her bare foot. 
 
    "Have a seat," she says. 
 
    I sit down in the chair, feeling unusually nervous around her. She scoots back a little more onto the table and lifts one of the candles over to rest on her thigh. She places a small stack of papers between her spread legs. The smell of her perfumed body stiffens my cock and that sexy lingerie isn't helping matters.  
 
    "Can I, um, look at it before I sign it?"  
 
    "Of course," says Mrs. Gardner. "Take your time. I want you to know exactly what you're getting into." 
 
    She remains sitting there, her feet kicking and toes playing with my legs as I try to read the contract. I can see the muscles moving in her thighs and it's pretty distracting. 
 
    The contract covers Stacy first. I will "be available at her convenience" to offer "sexual and non-sexual pleasure" to Stacy and "anyone else she desires." 
 
    "Like a dude?" I ask Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    "No," she points down to the contract.  
 
    I follow her finger to a stipulation that I never exceed my comfort level with members of my sex. Which is good, because, like nothing against gay dudes, but my comfort level is no other dudes even in the room. 
 
    The part covering Stacy seems more like an affirmation of my relationship with her and sort of an agreement that she is generally in charge of it. Which I am fine with. But then below that is the section for Mrs. Gardner and it spans several pages and goes into great detail. A lot of it I have done with Mrs. Gardner before and reading about how I must be willing to do all these different things give me another wave of arousal. The contract also includes a bunch of sex acts I have never even heard of and, trust me, I have done quite a bit of Internet research on sex acts. 
 
    "What's prostate milking?" I ask.  
 
    "Oooh," she giggles. "I'll show you some time." 
 
    "Ass worship? Is your ass a big golden idol?" 
 
    "Big, maybe, but I think I need to tan a little more if you want golden. Drink some of your wine." 
 
    I take a big gulp of the wine, which seems to satisfy her. After the long list of sex acts there is a part where I declare that "all of my cum" belongs to her and that she can "claim it or demand it whenever she desires." That's a little more authoritative than my deal with her daughter. It sounds like she can pull me out of class and jerk me off at a moment's notice. I imagine what that would be like. I know just how insatiable Mrs. Gardner can be. 
 
    I look up at her, at the sensual smile curling those full lips, at her porn star's body in her perfect pink and lace bra and panties, and my heart, and maybe my cock, melts. I don't know exactly what this means and I feel like maybe I shouldn't sign it, but I do anyway. With a flourish. Sloppy and looking up at her as I finish the last curlicue of my name. 
 
    "Ohhhhhh, good boy," she says and finishes her wine with a gulp. "You've made me very happy, young man." 
 
    "Yeah?" I move the candle from her leg and run my hands up her thighs. "Let me see if I can make you even happier." 
 
    She stretches her dangling legs and tease her toes up my biceps as my fingers press against the hot, satiny mound of her pussy. I stroke it and trace the furrow through her panties. I can even feel her clit through the tight fabric. I press harder, stroking against her clit, eliciting a quiet gasp. She squirms on the table.  
 
    "I want your tongue," she says. "I want to cum on your tongue." 
 
    "Yes, uh, master." 
 
    "Mistress," she giggles. "But you don't have to call me that. Just treat me like that. Now..." 
 
    She pulls my face down to her panty-covered pussy and drapes her legs over my shoulders and back. She pushes my nose against the flowery softness of her cunt. Her heat soaks through against my lips. 
 
    "...get to work." 
 
    I am breathing her musk and her perfume. I nuzzle against her soft mound and kiss her thighs, her groove, and run my fingers up and down her slit until her moisture begins to soak through. As soon as I taste her sweetness I pull her panties to the side and bury my tongue in the fleshy tunnel of her cunt. She grabs my head with both hands and pushes against my mouth.  
 
    "That's it, right there," she sighs. "You know what you're doing." 
 
    My tongue divides the slick folds of her pussy and drives in and out of her clutching tunnel. I know she likes being tongue-fucked, but not nearly as much as she likes my tongue on her clit. I lap at her, washing her bud and sucking it until she is fucking my mouth and grinding her slick groove on my chin. She arches against me, nearly knocking over the candle on the table as she cums against my tongue. I swallow her slippery sweetness. I love the way it coats my lips.  
 
    "Yesssss, you are so good with that tongue." 
 
    My kiss follows her tummy up to her breasts. I slip the robe from her shoulders and unbuckle her bra. Her big tits bounce free, dropping only a little with gravity and presenting me with her thick, pink nipples. Her pale bikini lines have finally been browned away with her topless tanning. I circle her nipples with my tongue and take turns sucking them as I crush her tits together.  
 
    "I'm going to fuck you," I say, looking into her pleasure-heavy eyes. 
 
    "I need that big dick," she gasps.  
 
    I turn help her turn onto her hands and knees, her big round ass swallow up those satin and lace panties. I tear them down from her jiggling cheeks and she lifts her knees out of them. I toss them aside and drop two loud swats on her plump ass. She hisses and drops her breasts and shoulders forward onto the table.  
 
    "Give me that dick," she moans, wiggling her ass from side to side. "Give me that cummmmmm." 
 
    I'm only human and my cock has practically burrowed through the zipper of my jeans. I unbuckle and unzip and drop my jeans and boxers down my thighs. I don't even take them off. I'm in too big of a hurry. I grab my petrified cock and press my swollen tip against Mrs. Gardner's hot, spit-lubed groove. She lets out a moan as I rub against her clit. That's as much teasing as I can stand. I grab her ass with one hand and feed my cock into the steamy tunnel of her pussy. 
 
    "It's so big," she gasps. "Fuck me just like that." 
 
    "You want it hard?" I growl, thrusting deep into her. 
 
    "Yes, fuck me. Fuck me hard! Fuck me hardddd!" 
 
    I grab her ass with both hands, spreading her cheeks and watching her pink pucker flex with each stroke of my big cock into her tight pussy. I thrust harder and harder until the table is shaking and each slam of my cock into her tight channel of her cunt sends a wave of rippling through her body. I collide with her with loud smacks, my balls swinging against her clit. At least until they start to go tight on me. 
 
    I want to cum. I want to fill her with a hot load so bad my body is almost shaking. But I hold back. I want to hear Mrs. Gardner, my mistress, begging me for my spunk. I can tell she is close to cumming herself by the way her breath is shaking her sweat-slick body. 
 
    I lean over her and drool a strand of spit between her cheeks, onto her pink asshole. I squeeze them together, lubing up her pucker before I gently work a finger into her hot ass. I finger fuck her little asshole while I continue to steadily pound her pussy. 
 
    "Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes!" Her cries come with one word per stroke, finally erupting in a long, "Yessssssssss!" 
 
     Mrs. Gardner's orgasm grips tight around my cock and rhythmically squeezes my thrusting finger with her ass. I thrust deep and slow and steady, powering through her tightening inner muscles and slamming my cock against her cervix. It has to hurt a little, but she seems to love it and thrusts back against me, slapping her soft ass into my legs. As her orgasm starts to recede, but before she finishes, I slip my cock from her pussy, leaving it gripping desperately at nothing. 
 
    "Ohhhhh," she whimpers. 
 
    Before she can complain, or give me an order, I drag my finger out of her ass and feed my cock into her tight pucker. My cock stretches her wide and fills the hot tunnel of her ass. I pop it out again and listen to her gasp, watching her pink hole slowly close. I spit on it again and fuck my cock back into her ass.  
 
    "I'm going to cum in there," I growl, grabbing both of her cheeks and pounding into her ass. 
 
    "Fill it," she moans. "Fill my fucking ass with that load." 
 
    "Yeah? It's a big one. You want this alllll in your ass?" I slam my cock hard into her, burying it in her pucker. My balls have gone tight and I am about to blow.  
 
    She looks back at me over her shoulder and moans, "shoot it all in my ass." 
 
    I slam my twitching tool up Mrs. Gardner's stretched pink pucker so hard and so deep that she nearly goes flying off the table. She manages to hold on as I erupt into her clenching bowels, blasting her hot tunnel spurt after spurt of my teenage spunkload. Cumming inside a woman's pussy is amazing, but there is nothing like cumming in her ass. It's so tight, so hot and it takes every drop. 
 
    As my cock twitches out its last trickle of my load, Mrs. Gardner retakes control. She pushes me back with her hand on my chest. My cock leaves her ass with a pop of suction and I catch a glimpse of my white cream dribbling from her raw hole. She turns and takes hold of my sensitive cock. 
 
    "Hey!" I cry as her hand grips it tightly and shucks up and down the length of it. 
 
    "You wanted to know what prostate milking is, so I'm going to show you." She laughs at my discomfort. 
 
    "I-I can't cum again. It hurts." 
 
    "I can milk the prostate five times in five minutes if you give me an excuse."  
 
    She drops to her knees, still stroking my cock. Her hand slides along my thigh and around to my buttock and my eyes go wide. I try to step back, but Mrs. Gardner has a death-grip on my cock. 
 
    "Now, now," she scolds. "Be a big boy and stand right there." 
 
    Her finger goes between my cheeks. It drills into my ass. This wasn't what I had in mind. I've never even stuck a finger up my own ass and the thought is, well, it's gross. But she smiles and my displeasure.  
 
    "You hate it, don't you?" she laughs. "The next time I see you, you are going to be begging for me to do this again." 
 
    "No," I moan. "No way." 
 
    "When I demand your cum," her finger probes deeper, "you are obligated to give it to me." 
 
    Her hand works my cock painfully. My post-orgasmic over-sensitivity is continuing, but somehow her stroking and her probing my ass is making me stay hard. I feel trapped. Totally under her control. 
 
    And then her finger curls inside my ass and it pushes at a spot that feels like it's both inside my ass and somehow inside my cock. My eyes go wide and my breath catches in my throat. It's like a bolt of pleasure, pure, hot lightning shooting into my cock.  
 
    "There it is," she laughs. "Go on, give it to-" 
 
    A stream of cum launches from my cock and lashes Mrs. Gardner right in the face. It hits here with so much force that it splatters all over her lips, nose, cheeks and chin. I am cumming so hard, coating her face in a load bigger than any I have ever shot before. It's so sudden and intense that it feels like something is wrong, only it feels amazing. Powerful contractions continue to pump out ropes of my cum over her jiggling tits, onto her arm and all over her face. She keeps prodding her finger against that spot until finally, gasping, I cry out for her to stop. 
 
    "For now," she says, tugging the last of my cum out with her hand. "But later, I might have to do that again." 
 
    The worst part, is that as her finger slips out of my ass I know she was right. I am going to want her to do it all over again. Maybe even later tonight. For now, I collapse onto the chair and laugh. At her cum-covered face and tits, at the strange orgasm, and at the contract she made my sign. 
 
    "You can laugh now," she scolds, "but this weekend, when Stacy is holding you to the contract, you will realize just how much we own you now." 
 
    The laughter dies. Despite myself, I can feel my cock going hard again. It only takes a few minutes, watching her clean my cum off of her face, before I ask.  
 
    "Do you think we could do that thing again?" 
 
    "Of course, sweetie," she says. "Only this time, I want your cock inside me while I do it." 
 
    I know, right? The sacrifices I have to make to please Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Part 6: Obedient Slave to Mother and Daughter 
 
      
 
    When my girlfriend's mom invited me out to dinner at Appleman's, I had no idea what she intended to put on the menu. Before the waitress even brought out our appetizers, the voluptuous blond MILF motioned for me to duck underneath the table at our booth. My parents eat at this restaurant. I went to high school with Kylie, our waitress.  
 
    What can I do? I definitely can't say no. Mrs. Gardner and I have a very strict agreement, you see. I signed it and everything. When she wants me to do something, I have to do it and as a reward I get to continue dating mother and daughter at the same time. 
 
    I glance around the dark, but very busy, restaurant. Our waitress is at the bar getting Mrs. Gardner's sour strawberry margarita. I give Mrs. Gardner a pleading look and she jerks her head impatiently for me to go under the table. I wait for the table next to us to be engrossed in conversation and then I slide like a snake under the booth. 
 
    I stare at Mrs. Gardner's red skirt and her shapely legs. She opens her knees wider. She gathers the skirt in her hand and pulls it up her legs, above the tops of her stockings, exposing her white garter framing the neatly trimmed golden hair of her mound. A glistening hint of pink is visible in the darkness between her thighs. 
 
    "You know what I want, young man," she says, keeping her voice stern. 
 
    Her perfumed musk fills the secret alcove beneath the booth. Going down on my girlfriend's mom in the middle of a busy restaurant wasn't exactly something I woke up thinking I was going to be doing. Then again, who am I to complain? I feel a thrill at the thought of being caught. 
 
    I take a deep breath and slide my hands up her smooth stockings and onto her thighs. I lean between her knees, occupying that space within a space, feeling the heat coming off her golden pussy. I kiss her inner thigh, moving closer and closer to that hot groove, listening to her breathing a little heavier. The clink of glasses and murmur of conversation in the restaurant seems to go away. 
 
    "Yes," she murmurs. "Lick it." 
 
    I caress her thighs with both hands and use my thumbs to stroke Mrs. Gardner's swollen mound. There was a time I fantasized about her. About this sort of thing. When I was just starting to date her beautiful daughter Stacy and every boy in the neighborhood had the hots for Mrs. Gardner. Now I am not just living the fantasy, I am living two at once. And, honestly, it's a little much. This woman likes to wear me out. 
 
    I dip my tongue to the thick bean of her clit. Her breath catches as I give that precious bud a long, slow lick. I stroke around it and press it against its hood, moving it with the tip of my tongue. I lap it a bit more quickly and then, brushing it with my lips, I suck it into my mouth.  
 
    "Ohhhhhh..." 
 
    "Here's your margarita," says Kylie, the waitress.  
 
    My head nearly bangs into the table. I lift my lips from Mrs. Gardner's clit, but her hand delves under the table and pushes me back down against her glistening groove. I try to breathe quietly, inhaling the full richness of Mrs. Gardner's womanly musk. I dutifully, although a bit distractedly, return to licking Mrs. Gardner hot trench. She keeps her hand on my head, guiding me to like her more and probe her with my tongue. 
 
    "Here's his Coke," continues Kylie. "Did you...are you alright?" 
 
    "Mmmmm, just fine," says Mrs. Gardner. "I was wondering if I could ask you, um, what...what sauces come with the...app...oooh...appetizer." 
 
    So that's the game she's playing? Keeping Kylie around. Well, I can play that game. I clamp my lips around her clit once again, sucking hard enough that wet sounds have to be audible above the table. While I am slurping on Mrs. Gardner's hard clit, I slosh two fingers into her soaking pussy. Her hot hole devours my digits. I fuck them in and out, her juices spilling onto the seat of the booth. I lube my pinkie in the steady flow and begin to tease it between her cheeks. With each stroke of my fingers into Mrs. Gardner's soaking cunt, my pinkie teases against her hot little asshole. 
 
    She squirms on her seat, but holds my head between her thighs. Kylie finishes explaining the sauce options and Mrs. Gardner lets out a long sigh. I can feel by the tension in her thighs that getting her clit sucked in the middle of a restaurant is driving her to the brink. I watch her tits heaving in that low cut red dress she is wearing. Her nipples so hard they're visibly erect even through her bra.  
 
    "What...what about...fuck...." 
 
    "Are you sure you're okay?" asks Kylie.  
 
    "F-fine," moans Mrs. Gardner. "Can you tell me...about the desserts?" 
 
    While Kylie describes chocolate lava cakes and triple peanut butter ice cream, I pound my fingers into Mrs. Gardner's shuddering fucktunnel. She has soaked my chin as I furiously tongue her clit. I curl my fingers inside her, searching for that spot that drives her wild. She jerks as my fingertips find it. I press as I lick her clit. 
 
    "Aaaaahhhhhhhh!" she cries. "Aaaah, yes, oh fuck, yes...I'll take...aahhh..." 
 
    She stammers and tried to come up with something to say about the desserts. I relentlessly batter her clit, even as her hand pulls roughly at my hair, trying to get me away from her. I press my pinkie into her ass, past her clenching hole, and suck at her clit one last time. Her thighs are crushing around me. Her whole body tenses and relaxes. 
 
    Somehow, Kylie gets an order out of all the sounds Mrs. Gardner is making, and leaves. The tables around us have gone quiet. I slip my fingers from Mrs. Gardner's pussy and give her a few slow licks to clean the cum from folds. I kiss my way back to her knees as she drops her skirt back into place. 
 
    Flushed, covered with sweat, my cock as hard as a drill bit, I slide back into my seat at the booth. The guy across from us is staring right at me. He has a weird grin on his face. I tip my head in his direction and he gives me the thumbs up. 
 
    "Very good," says Mrs. Gardner, saluting me with her margarita. "Let me catch my breath and I will give you your reward." 
 
    "It can wait until we get back to the--" 
 
    "Oh no," she says, a flash of her recent dominatrix behavior curling her lips and furrowing her brow. "You're going to receive your reward here." 
 
    I am expecting her to slip under the table and suck my cock or come over to my side of the booth to jerk me off. Instead, Mrs. Gardner gets up from the table and takes my hand. She leads me through the busy restaurant and into the women's restroom. It's mercifully empty. And strange. No urinals, extra sinks, and a few vending machines I'm not used to seeing in a bathroom.  
 
    "I'm not supposed to--" 
 
    "Shhh!" she hisses. "Follow me." 
 
    Her ass and hips look amazing in her red dress. The low cut shows off the tanned mounds of her breasts. I follow her, as I am contractually obligated to do, into the handicapped stall at the back of the restroom. She bolts the door behind us.  
 
    As soon as the door is locked, she pounces, pushing me up against the tile wall and smothering my questions with her ruby red lips. Her tongue drives into my mouth, overwhelming my defenses and reluctance as I slip into a hot, wet, yielding kiss. Her fingers work at my belt and she unzips my jeans. She drops them down to my ankles. She teases the hard mound of my cock through the cotton of my boxer briefs.  
 
    I hear the bathroom door open and close.  
 
    "Mmmmmmm!" I cry into her kiss. 
 
    She laughs softly as her lips pull away from mine. Her blue eyes glitter with amusement. She hugs tightly against me, crushing her breasts into my chest, thrusting her hand into my boxer briefs and taking hold of the hard length of my cock. Her lips press against my ear.  
 
    "Turn around," she says. 
 
    "W-what?" 
 
    "You heard me," she says. "I'm going to milk your cock." 
 
    Panic. That's about what I feel. She wants to do this new thing she tried out on me a couple weeks ago. And she wants to do it in public no less.  
 
    I want you to understand a couple things about me. One, I'm secure in my sexuality. I'm a guy. I like women. A lot. I think I've proven that. Two, I am not a fan of stuff going anywhere near my butt. And three, Mrs. Gardner is in charge. I am contractually obligated to do whatever she wants. And that is the one reason, the only reason, I nod my head and turn around to face the wall. 
 
    I lean my forehead against the cool tiles and, looking down, I can see my cock as she peels my underwear down my thighs. I feel so naked with my ass out there like that. She caresses it with one hand and leans her body against my back. Her other hand reaches back around me to stroke my cock. I'm totally not doing this because I want to. Are we clear? This has nothing to do with how amazing my orgasm was the first time she did it to me. 
 
    There are two other women in the bathroom now. They're talking to each other by the sinks. In my head, their conversation is about the two sets of feet they can see under the stall.  
 
    The soft warmth of Mrs. Gardner's breasts press against my shoulder. Her fingers tease closer and closer to my ass crack. 
 
    "Are you ready?" Her hot breath caresses my ear. 
 
    "Yes," I moan quietly. 
 
    "Yes, what?" she demands. 
 
    "Yes, mistress," I sigh. 
 
    She wets her fingers in her mouth and gently, but insistently, presses them into my clenched ass. It is a strange feeling, not really a good one, but it is accompanied by her hand squeezing and tugging at my hard cock. The tip of my cockhead brushes against the tiles with each stroke, smearing little clear dabs of precum against the white. 
 
    Mrs. Gardner's fingers push deeper and deeper into my ass. I gasp and adjust how am standing. She pushed ever deeper until I feel her touching that spot, deep inside me, behind my cock. It's sort of like having your navel touched if your belly button was inside you. Meanwhile, Mrs. Gardner's hand is working my cock, brushing her thumb over my sensitive tip and smearing my precum down my shaft. 
 
    "Are you ready?" She whispers and nibbles at my earlobe.  
 
    "Please," I gasp. "Please. Be careful." 
 
    Her tongue delves into my ear and I shudder. She strokes that part inside me, her fingers gently working inside my ass. My cock swells in her hand. My balls tighten.  
 
    "Ohhh fuckk!" I gasp, my words echoing from the tiles of the bathroom. "I'm...ahhh..." 
 
    There's no words for my orgasm. I make an animal sound as the point inside me seems to throb and my cock twitches and explodes in Mrs. Gardner's stroking fist. Huge gushes of my semen splatter against the wall and plop from my cock to the floor between my feet. My orgasm seems to last two or three times longer than usual and the quantity of my cum is enormous. I shudder and nearly lose my feet just from the force of the orgasm. 
 
    "Gooood boy," Mrs. Gardner coos into my ear as she squeezes the drops of cum from my cock. "So much cum. Such a messy boy." 
 
    Her fingers slip slowly out of my ass and she relinquishes her grip on my cock. I'm still a little shaky as I step back from the cum smeared wall. I pull on my shorts and jeans and fasten my belt.  
 
    "You can't leave it like that," she says, looking scornfully at the mess on the wall and floor. 
 
    "I...alright." 
 
     I unroll some toilet paper and mop it up. It takes more and longer than I expected. I flush it and turn to reach for the door. Mrs. Gardner catches my hand.  
 
    "You missed a bit," she says. 
 
    "Where?" 
 
    She slips her foot out of her high-heeled shoe and raises it up several inches off the floor. The top of her foot is spattered with my cum. Droplets are oozing down onto her toes. I reach for the toilet paper again. 
 
    "No," she says. "Not with the paper. With your tongue." 
 
    "That's disgusting," I blurt. 
 
    "Disgusting? Do you know how many times I have swallowed your cum?" She caresses my face. "It's not gay, since it is your own, if that's what you're worried about with your little masculine fears. So adorable. No, this is about our contract." 
 
    "Tell me I have to do it," I say. 
 
    "But you don't have to do it," she replies. "You can refuse. And I will punish you for your refusal." 
 
    So far I have stayed on Mrs. Gardner's good side. Even though doing this definitely pushes the limit of what I'm willing to do, I would rather do it and get it over with than have her torturing me for days.  
 
    "I can already tell you've made up your mind. Go on. Get down on your knees." 
 
    I sink to my knees on the tile. I cradle her calf in my hands and lift her foot towards my bent face. There are pearly droplets of my cum between her toes and a splatter like candle wax on the sleek curve of her upper foot. I dip my lips to her toes. I kiss them and slip my tongue into the salty liquid. It isn't pleasant, but I fight back my revulsion and begin to lick it all up.  
 
    "Good boy," she says. "Suck my toes." 
 
    Yeah, I do it. I'm her slave. I'm going to go ahead and admit that now. It's not something I'm proud of, but I have already come to accept it. Mrs. Gardner owns me and her daughter borrows me on the weekends. 
 
    "Well done," she says and pulls her foot away. "You may get up." 
 
    I stand. She straightens my shirt like a doting mother and soothes my hair back. 
 
    "Such a handsome and obedient boy," she says. "I am going to miss you when you go and visit my daughter this weekend." 
 
    Her fingers tighten in my hair and she yanks my head back. 
 
    "Tonight, you belong to me." 
 
    When we step out of the stall, those two women who were talking are staring at us with wide eyes. Mrs. Gardner smiles with something like pride. She takes my hand and walks me past them like she is showing me off. 
 
    We have a nice dinner, but once we are back at her house she attacks me. She sucks my cock and strokes my balls, promising that she plans to, "drain every drop from me" before I get to see her daughter. She doesn't stop sucking until I cum in her mouth. She gives me a little time to recover, most of which I spend licking her pussy, and then she rides my cock with her ass facing me. She bounces her tight pussy on my hardness until I blow another load deep inside her. 
 
    "On your knees, fucktoy," she declares. "Now you're going to worship my ass and do a good job if you expect to fuck it." 
 
    Believe me, I do a good job, spreading her cheeks with both hands and tongue-fucking her ass until she is satisfied. I give Mrs. Gardner a missionary ass fucking. She jerks me off with her tits. She gives me this slow blowjob that leave me on the edge of an orgasm for like twenty minutes before she shoves her finger back up my ass and I cum in her mouth.  
 
    I'm actually fucking her again, for the fifth time or maybe the sixth, when I start to fall asleep. She rolls me onto my back, rides me to a dreamy orgasm, and slumps forward onto me with her beautiful tits resting against my chest. She squeezes my cock with her pussy.  
 
    "Stacy is going to have to work hard with you," she murmurs, stroking my face and lazily kissing me between words. "Do you think she can get cum from a stone?" 
 
    I don't say it, but if anyone can, it's Stacy Gardner. 
 
    Considering how long I have been dating Stacy while fucking her hot mom, it is a little surprising to hear the jealousy. But maybe it isn't jealousy. Maybe it's just a game being played by Stacy and her mom and I am the ball they're bouncing back and forth. The image sticks in my head. I drift off to sleep and dream of myself as a volleyball bouncing back and forth between Stacy's pert breasts and her mother's big mounds. 
 
    Friday morning, I crawl out from underneath Mrs. Gardner, grab a quick shower, and head to my classes at the community college. I'm sore all over. People joke sometimes about getting a sore cock, but you know, the lips are the first part of you to get chapped. Mine are and I bet Mrs. Gardner has some nice friction redness going on. 
 
    In English Lit class I sit as far away as possible from Kelly Morgan. The gorgeous redhead saw me getting a very vigorous blowjob from Mrs. Gardner and I haven't been able to look her in the eye ever since. She freaked out when it happened and I have a feeling things will never recover. I sigh, turn in my lousy paper on John Updike, and head for my car. I drove to school today. I'm going to straight to Sandy State to see Stacy. 
 
    It's a long drive. Lots of early fall sunshine and warm enough to keep the windows down the whole way. Arriving on a college campus is like being transported to another planet where everyone is young and beautiful. Alright, not everyone, but there are so many great asses in yoga pants that I almost wreck my car more than once. 
 
    Since Stacy is just a Freshman she is still in the dorms. Somehow, she lucked into a single room. It's on the end of the third floor of the Brandywise dorm building. A big, brown brick dormitory with solar panels on the roof and kids lounging in the grass outside. I walk past them, feeling out of place like I am a different species even though I am technically in college. They seem so much older. The girls are women and they all look like American Apparel models. The guys have beards and cool clothes. I'm still trying to grow out of my high school jock phase. 
 
    I head upstairs at the dorm, even though I'm pretty sure I am supposed to wait, and into the hallways full of girls in various states of undress. God, it's like being dunked in estrogen. They're shouting from dorm to dorm and lounging in t-shirt and panties on the couches in the common area. Some of them give me a second look, but most of them do not seem to care that a guy is walking in their midst.  
 
    I reach Stacy's door, with its whiteboard with a naked girl drawn on and a note to "LEAVE A MESSAGE, BITCH!" I knock on the door and after a few seconds it swings slowly open. A sleep-eyed brunette opens the door. 
 
    "Oh, right," she says. "You must be the boyfriend." 
 
    The girl walks back into the dim room, her firm little ass exposed in her pink panties beneath an oversized sweatshirt that hides the shape of her slender upper body. The shades are pulled on the windows and the room is a bit of a mess of discarded clothes. The desk is piled with empty water bottles. 
 
    "I'm Eve," says the girl, dropping her cute butt onto the rumpled bed. "Stacy should be back in a few minutes. If you want a drink or something, you can check the fridge. I'm just going to go back to taking a nap." 
 
    "I thought she didn't have a roommate," I say. 
 
    "She doesn't," she says, a saucy smile turning her lips. 
 
    She curls up on the bed, exposing even more of her panty-covered ass in the process. I stare at it for a few seconds before plopping down into the chair at the computer desk and letting out a long sigh. Maybe it's because Mrs. Gardner kept me up so late last night, maybe it's because of the long drive, but I manage to fall asleep sitting up almost instantly. 
 
    I am awakened by Stacy's hands resting on my knees. She standing in front of me, looking casually gorgeous in a red sweater and jeans. Stacy Gardner is every bit her mother's daughter. Her breasts are smaller, her ass is much firmer, but I can see her mother in Stacy's face. Her blond hair is pulled back in a ponytail and her jeans hug her shapely hips. 
 
    I start to say something to her, but she holds a finger up to her lips. She points at Eve, still curled and snoring softly on the bed. She leans down and plants her full lips against mine. Our mouths open and our tongues intertwine. I press into her kiss and stroke her face. Her hand caresses my thigh. It moves closer and closer to my cock, which is stiffening inside my jeans.  
 
    She pulls her lips away from mine. Wordlessly, she drops to a crouch. She unzips me and fishes my cock out of my jeans. I glance over at her sleeping friend as Stacy wraps her hand around my stiff cock. I want to ask her what the hell she is doing, but then her lips part around my cockhead and Stacy's hot, wet mouth is around me. She sucks me with steadiness, her blue eyes watching me as her mouth slips up and down the length of my hard cock. Her fingers reach into my shorts and she gently squeezes my balls. 
 
    Stacy takes her time with it and clearly enjoys what she is doing. She pauses from bobbing on my cock and smiles against my tip. Her tongue traces the ridge of my cockhead. She licks from my balls to my tip, slow and hot, before give me a cheek-hollowing suck that makes me squirm. The only sounds in the room are the soft, wet slurp of Stacy's mouth on my cock and Eve's snoring.  
 
    Stacy stops and stands up. She turns her back to me and peels her jeans off of her athletic ass. It's gorgeous and barely covered by her white thong underwear. The pale triangle of a bikini contrasts with her lingering summer tan on the smooth curves of her apple bottom. She turns back, dancing around, showing me her perfectly hairless little mound. I reach for it and she pushes my hand away. 
 
    She moves with sureness, straddling my lap and taking hold of my straining cock. She guides it to the velvet heat of her pussy and sinks down onto my cock. Her pussy is so wet that I slip easily inside her, despite her teenage tightness.  
 
    Her hungry pussy swallows every inch until she is sitting against my legs. She laces her arms around my neck and begins to move with her athletic grace. Silently. Looking into each other's eyes and sigh in the small, hot space between us. I hold her waist and thrust into her, but she does almost all the work. She rides my cock like a stripper giving a lap dance. She knows just how to move. I want to moan, to tell her that if she keeps moving like that she is going to make me cum, but we remain totally silently. 
 
    Her hips roll faster. Her tight pussy squeezes even more tightly around me. My balls are tightening and I am on the brink of that rush of pleasure just before I spurt. I force myself to hold back. I want her to cum. I want to feel her pussy throbbing around me.  
 
    My hands slip lower. I hold her firm ass with both hands and smother her with a kiss. Her tongue is at my mercy. She is increasingly distracted by her mounting pleasure. I thrust up into her, shaking the chair. I don't care that our slapping flesh or the wetness of my cock pushing into her might wake Eve. I need to feel Stacy cum. 
 
    It doesn't take much longer.  
 
    "Oh my god," she hisses into our kiss. "I'm cumming. I'm....aaaaAAAAAH!" 
 
    Her whispered moan of pleasure rises to a screaming crescendo as her pussy clutches at my thrusting cock. I look over at the bed and my fears are confirmed. Eve is sitting up and staring right at us, her dark hair disheveled from sleep and her knees drawn up to her chest and exposing her pink, panty-covered mound. A line of dark moisture is visible on her underwear. 
 
    "Fuck," I let loose, gasping. "I'm going to cum." 
 
    "Inside me," cries Stacy. "Cum for me!" 
 
    I grit my teeth and nearly buck her off my lap as my cock erupts inside her hot channel. My load pumps into my teenage girlfriend, spraying against her fluttering fucktunnel and oozing down my shaft to drip on my balls. She is just as good at milking those last drops out as her mother. A laugh infects our kiss and we are both giggling as I descend from the heights of my orgasm. 
 
    "Very nice," says Eve. "Eight out of ten maybe." 
 
    Stacy reaches past me, grabs a water bottle off her desk, and throws it at Eve. The brunette gets popped right in the head with it and falls back laughing into the pillows.  
 
    "Ignore her," says Stacy. "That was at least a nine." 
 
    There is certainly no hiding what we were doing from Eve. Stacy dismounts from my lap in a slurp that leaves most of my load on my lap in a gooey mess. She passes me a bath towel and I do my best to clean up. 
 
    "I think we need to get you in the shower," observes Stacy as I struggle with the mess. 
 
    "Do you mind if I join the two of you?" asks Eve. "Feeling a bit dirty myself." 
 
    It's a semi-public shower. Individual stalls with curtains inside a larger tiled shower area. Anyone walking in can see three heads in one shower and will know, basically, what sort of mischief were up to. It's times like these that I realize why I put up with all the unpleasant parts of this strange life I have found myself living. Eve is certainly not as hot as Stacy, but when the brunette peels off her clothes and is standing with us in the shower, water spilling from her pert breasts and her firm ass pressed against me, I am not complaining. 
 
    "He does have a nice cock," she says, watching me go stiff. 
 
    "He certainly does."  
 
    Stacy fondles me and then turns her attention to her friend. They start with a few teasing kisses beneath the flow of water. Their hands explore each other. Stacy is curvy and athletic, Eve is slender and pale. Her ass is adorable though. I slip my hand down to it and she turns to me, away from Stacy's kiss. 
 
    "You like that, big guy?"  
 
    I give her ass a squeeze. 
 
    "You know I do," I say. 
 
    "Does it bother you at all, imagining your girlfriend with her nose buried in my ass and her tongue in my pussy?"  
 
    I think about it for a second. 
 
    "Does it look like it bothers me?" I ask. 
 
    The two girls giggle at that answer and resume kissing and caressing each other. I'm content to let them play. It's quite a show as they slip their hands between each other's thighs and their kisses roam from shoulders to breasts to nipples. Stacy bites her lower lip and leans her shoulders against the tile wall. Eve drops to her knees in the water and begins licking Stacy. 
 
    "You're a mess," she says. "Let me clean you up." 
 
    Her fingers and tongue do all the work and it is a huge turn on seeing my cum slip into Eve's mouth. She lets it spill down her chin and get washed away by the water. I'm not complaining that she isn't a swallower either, especially since as she really gets into licking Stacy and leans forward, I have a glorious view of Eve's pussy and ass. Her pink hole is clenched between her cheeks. Her pussy is a dark-furred flower just waiting for me. 
 
    I don't ask. I make room in the shower and stroke my finger's over Eve's pussy and up to her tight asshole. She glances back, a smile on her face all the permission I need to continue. I guide my cock to her soaked furrow and push inside her. Stacy watches with lust written on her face as I begin fucking her slender friend. Eve moans and returns her tongue to Stacy's pussy. 
 
    Mrs. Gardner might have given me a sore cock, but it turns out that you can power your way through anything when you're cock is in a tight teenage pussy. I hold as tight as I can to Eve's slippery hips and pound my cock into her tight channel. Each stroke of my big cock into her little pussy makes her asshole flex between her cheeks. I guess it's physics or something. She's so skinny that my big cock barely fits in there. 
 
    "Oh yes," cries Stacy. "Fuck her. Fuck her harder." 
 
    I growl and double my efforts. My thighs slam against the wet padding of Eve's ass. It's not much padding, actually, and her whole body trembles with each stroke. I feel her cumming around my cock and I force my cock through her tight muscles and against her cervix. She can't stop the pile driver of my dick. Stacy's leans heavily back against the tiles, her hips working as she grinds her slit against Eve's tongue.  
 
    "Pull out," she says. "Pull out and cum all over her, I want to see it." 
 
    I think I have made abundantly clear that I have to do whatever Stacy and her mom say. That includes yanking my cock out of Eve's clutching cunt. As much as I want to blow my load deep insider her, I do as Stacy wants and jerky my dick over Eve's soapy back. It's not an impressive cumshot, but I decorate her cheeks, her asshole and back with globs of my cum. Stacy moans.  
 
    "Goood boy," she says. "Do you like that, Eve? Do you like the way that cum feels on your back?" 
 
    "Yessss," she hisses. "Almost as much as I like this pussy." 
 
    The lesbo session continues after we're back in the dorm room. Stacy insists I lay on the bed and recover while she and Eve go all out with fingers and tongues. After a long, red-faced 69 between the two, they finally separate. Eve pulls on her clothes and hands Stacy a 20 dollar bill. 
 
    "He was worth it," she says. "But I think I'll stick to girls. See you soon." 
 
    "Any time," says Stacy and she gives her a long kiss. 
 
    I wait until Eve is gone and then I sit up in the bed. To be honest, I'm ready to go again after watching my hot girlfriend fully dyking out with Eve. I want some answers first. 
 
    "What the hell was that?" 
 
    "You mean the money?" Stacy giggles and bounces over to the bed. "Mom may use you one way back home. That's not how I am going to put you to use. You're still my boyfriend and I love you, but, like you're also a hunk. And I know a lot of girls who just need a little dick." 
 
    I'm stunned. 
 
    "You're pimping me out?" 
 
    She giggles again and strokes my hair.  
 
    "Yeah, I guess so. You didn't seem to mind back there in the shower." 
 
    I drop my head back onto the pillow and let out a long, weary sigh. 
 
    "Your mom almost killed me all by yourself. Now you're going to have me fucking your friends..." 
 
    Okay, so it's a complaint about things being too good. A man can only take so much. Then his heart just gives out. I don't want to die from sex before I'm old enough to buy a drink at a bar. 
 
    Stacy stretches out beside me and throws her leg over mine.  
 
    "Just us," she says. "For the rest of the night and all day tomorrow." 
 
    "Thank God. I have to recharge." I'm content for a few seconds and then I realize there is still a little time at the end of her schedule. "What about tomorrow night?" 
 
    "Oh, tomorrow night we're going to a party," she coos in my ear, "and you're going to be the guest of honor." 
 
    Why do I suddenly feel like I just got invited to a banquet by a vampire? Not that it ruins my visit with Stacy. We relax that night. We go out to see a couple bands at college bars. We walk in the park and look at the stars. It's all pretty innocent and romantic if I can forget about the threesome in the shower and the fact that I saw my girlfriend going down on Eve. 
 
    The next day we go to the cafeteria together. We work out and go swimming. God she looks hot in her bikini. Everyone at the college's huge, indoor pool looks pretty good. Stacy sees some friends there and swims over to talk to them. The girls keep looking in my direction and giggling, remind me that I am the "guest of honor" at a party tonight.  
 
    We go shopping, we have Italian ice at this cool little Italian deli place, and I help Stacy look at a bunch of antique furniture that she doesn't buy. 
 
    "Just window shopping for now," she says. "I'm going to get an apartment next semester and I'm going to need a ton of furniture." 
 
    The later it gets in the afternoon, the more I am thinking about the party and being pulled away from my romantic time with Stacy. I think she can tell. She seems more amused than disappointed. 
 
    "I guess we'd better go back," she says. "The party starts in a little over an hour and you have to get ready." 
 
    "What do I have to do to get rid?" I ask, doubt creeping into my voice. 
 
    "Oh, nothing major." 
 
    Yeah, right. First, she shaves off my pubes in the shower. She had a saucy look on her face when she lured me to the shower with her, but once we're inside it's all business. She makes me stand perfectly still as she uses a disposable razor and some shaving cream to strip off every trace of my hair. Walking through her dorm hallway wrapped in a towel, I feel like a piece of meat. The girls catcall me from their rooms and I am chased by wolf-whistles and "show us your cock!" back to Stacy's room. 
 
    At the last minute, I turn at the door and flash all of the women a quick glimpse of my flaccid cock dangling against my thighs. I know it's big, even soft, and the women squeal with delight. Stacy pulls me into her room. 
 
    "Don't give it away for free!" she scolds. 
 
    "You really are pimping me out. I can't believe you." 
 
    "Oh, don't worry, I'm sure you'll enjoy every minute of it. Now, let's get you dressed." 
 
    "Is this some sort of costume party?" 
 
    "Oh, yes, everyone is going to be dressed up. Especially you." 
 
    My costume is insane. It includes a dog collar, a mask that is similar to one of those green man masks that is just a faceless mask of spandex or something, only mine is blue, and a bathing suit. At least it's a baggy pair of trunks and not one of those banana boats that Mrs. Gardner likes me to wear around the pool at her house.  
 
    "What am I supposed to be?" I ask, looking at myself in the mirror and flexing my muscles.  
 
    "A faceless hunk," says Stacy. "Tonight, sweetie, you are going to be a sex toy for every girl who pays the cover charge at the party. What they want, they get, and if you don't give it to them you are violating the contract." 
 
    "What if they're ugly?" 
 
    "Have you seen many ugly girls at this college?" 
 
    "A couple." 
 
    "Then you may have to deal with a couple of them and satisfy them just like the rest." She reaches into her pocket. "One more thing. A little bit of help." 
 
    She hands me the two pills. One is blue. The other looks like a Sweet Tart. I recognize the blue one. I never imagined that at eighteen I would be holding a Viagra in my hand. I guess if I am expected to satisfy every woman at a party, I might just need it. 
 
    "What's the other one?"  
 
    "That one is a little something to help you if things get boring. Eve gave me a couple and I thought you might enjoy it." 
 
    "Molly?" 
 
    She nods. It's an ecstasy pill. I've never tried it before, but I know all about it. Taking it will heighten my desire and make everything pleasurable and happy. I'm hoping I won't need that sort of help. 
 
    Stacy's costume is much more normal. Jailbait. She pulls her hair into pigtails and dons a low-cut top and skirt with jailhouse stripes on them. Her look is completed with some glossy, candy-red lipstick, a big lollipop and a striped pillbox hat. The outfit shows off her amazing legs. My cock stiffens, but when I try to make a move she pushes me away. 
 
    "Down boy," she says. "Save it for the party." 
 
    The party is at a friend of a friend's house. Off campus, a nice, old house with Halloween lights prematurely strung up on the windows and around the door. The door is answered by a slightly chubby girl dressed as Cleopatra. The outfit isn't doing her muffin top any favors, but her tits look amazing in the golden bikini. 
 
    "Janice," says Stacy. "This is our party favor." 
 
    "Ooooh." Janice coos and strokes my abs. "Do we get to see his face?" 
 
    "Only if you pay up. Is the room ready?"  
 
    "Yeah, do I get to be first?"  
 
    Stacy bites her lips, obviously considering it.  
 
    "I tell you what," she says. "Give me the money and you can have him for ten minutes. And don't let him cum." 
 
    Janice pulls a twenty out of her cleavage and passes it to Stacy. Before I can protest, Stacy clips a leash to the dog collar around my neck and hands it to Janice. The girl in the Cleopatra wig giggles and gives me a tug. 
 
    "Come one, slave boy," she says. "Let's have some fun." 
 
    The room is decorated like a harem tent, with gold fabric and lots of pillows on the huge bed. There are LED candles strewn around the room and a bowl full of condoms, lube packets and various sex toys on the table beside the bed.  
 
    "Remember," says Stacy, following us into the room. "Don't let him cum." 
 
    Janice is closes the door, sealing out Stacy. She turns to me, her back against the door. She's cute, with sort of a Kewpie doll face and big brown eyes surrounded by the Egyptian-style eyes shadow. I like her Cleopatra wig and, like I said before, her tits look amazing in that top. Still, it's a little weird to just be shut into a room with a stranger and told I have to do whatever she wants. 
 
    "Alright," she says. "Let's see it." 
 
    I hesitate for a moment and she gives me a jerk on the leash. Her hands run down my washboard stomach and she drags my trunks down my thighs. My smooth cock catches for a second and then bounces free, nice and big and mostly hard.  
 
    "Oh, my word," moans Janice. "No wonder Stacy is always in such a good mood. Hmmm, well, if I suck on it a little bit do you promise you won't cum?" 
 
    "I'll do my best," I say, my words muffled by the mask. 
 
    "Mmmmmm!"  
 
    Her moan of excitement vibrates around my cock as she fills her mouth with my hard fuckmeat. In a single stroke she takes me to the back of her throat. I can feel the liquid heat of her swallowing against the tip of my cock. She looks up at me, brown eyes watering a little, and she swallows again. My cock pops into her throat. Hot, wet, velvet tightness engulfs the tip of my cockhead. I can actually see Janice's throat bulge a little around my cock. 
 
    After only a few seconds of having her tongue stroking my shaft and her throat massaging my big cockhead, I feel my balls tightening up. This is intense. I didn't expect a world class cocksucker. 
 
    "You need to stop that," I say after a few more seconds. "I can't take much more of that." 
 
    She gags a little as she pulls off my cock. She trails spit between my cockhead and her full lips. She gasps and looks up at me through her tears of discomfort. 
 
    "What's the matter, slave boy? Don't you like the way I suck cock." 
 
    "That's...yes...but Stacy said..." 
 
    She bends my cock up and begins lick and sucking my balls. They tighten a little more. Her tongue moves dangerously close to my ass and jerk back a little. 
 
    "Don't be a prude," she scolds. "Doesn't she lick your ass?" 
 
    "What?  A guy doesn't...I mean..." 
 
    "You're not a very good slave," declares Janice.  
 
    She ducks back down, between my balls, pushing my legs apart with her face. Her tongue delves where the sun doesn't shine. Does it feel weird? Yeah. Really weird. And sort of gross. But also it feels amazing. Her hand wraps around my cock and she jerks me as her tongue works my ass. I can feel my body tensing up. So does she and she pulls her face from between my legs. 
 
    "It has only been like three minutes," she chuckles. "I'm not done with you yet. Get on that bed." 
 
    I step out of my shorts and climb onto the bed. She motions me onto my beck, my wet cock sticking straight up and bouncing slightly with involuntary muscle contractions. Janice peels out of her harem pants and reveals her soaked, white panties, wide hips and big, pale thighs. She looks me in the eye as she hooks her fingers into those panties and drags them down from her plump, shaved mound. Her pussy literally drips. 
 
    "Take off the mask," she says. "Just up to your nose." 
 
    I obediently peel the mask up over my chin and up to my nose. It's nice to get some fresh air, but Janice has other ideas. She climbs atop me and sits her hot, gooey pussy on my mouth. Her juices coat my tongue as I dutifully begin licking her. My tongue screws into her hot tunnel. My hands grip the fat roundness of her chubby bottom. Janice loves the skills I have honed with Mrs. Gardner and soon she is bucking and grinding on my face. Her juices spill over my chin and slick my nose.  
 
    "Yes, yes!" she cries. "Suck it, bitch. Just like that. Suck the cum out of my pussy." 
 
    "Mmmmmmphhhhmmm!" I agree, barely able to breathe, but game enough to suck her fat clit as she bounces her big ass on my face. I'm getting all sweaty and out of breath, but Janice has other things on her mind. She rides my tongue until her whole body tenses up. A sudden, hot gush of liquid spurts into my throat. It's a lot more than I expected and I sputter as more and more sprays across my tongue. 
 
    "Oh, yeah," she giggles. "I'm a squirter." 
 
    Now she tells me. Half drowned in her pussy juice, she finally lifts her weight from my face. I expect her to give me time to breathe. Instead, Janice drops her ass onto my face and I feel her mouth close around my cock. Her round ass swallows up my nose and her pussy rubs my lips. She proceeds to give me a deepthroat blowjob to beat even Mrs. Gardner's best while grinding her dripping pussy and big ass into my face.  
 
    I'm not complaining as I finally arch my back beneath her and fire a huge load of cum straight into Janice's massaging throat. She moans as my cock spurts straight into her tummy, obviously enjoying the sensation of my hot load pumping into her stomach. She finally releases my cock from her lips and climbs off of me. 
 
    "Time is almost up," she says. "You'd better hide that cock or Stacy is going to be really mad that you couldn't hold it." 
 
    I don't even know what to say. I feel embarrassed by cumming even though Janice gave me a merciless blowjob. I quickly pull on my shorts and cover my mouth with the musk. The scent of Janice's cum lingers on my lips.  
 
    Soon enough, Stacy bursts through the door and declares that time is up. She announces that the party is getting started and it's time for me to "meet the customers."  
 
    There are a lot of them. They crowd around me and cheer at me and reach out to touch me as Stacy leads me by the leash through the crowded hallways and rooms of the house. The women are dressed in a bewildering variety of costumes. Most of them are sexy costumes like you can get at any costume shop. A huge-breasted witch, a zombie nurse with great legs and a bloodstained pink costume, two nuns with cutouts that show off their cleavage. There is a Hooters girl, a super heroine dressed like Scarlet Archer from the Metro City Heroines comics, and a hot blonde doing her best to look like a soldier in her camo short-shorts and ripped tank top. There are even a couple of girls dressed like video game characters. One like Chun Li from Street Fighter and another like Lara Croft from Tomb Raider.  
 
    They're reaching for me, running their fingers over my bare muscles and trying to slip their hands into my shorts. It's a madhouse. Women start waving money and Stacy starts taking it from them. Apparently, the more you pay, the earlier you get to go in the night. Some of the women are bidding upwards of a hundred dollars. It's a little flattering, but honestly, I'm pretty fucking scared. There are like 50 women in this house. I can't handle all of them. 
 
    Can I? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Part 7: Reverse Gangbanged by College Girls 
 
      
 
    I'm pretty sure my girlfriend has turned me into a prostitute. 
 
    I'm wearing a dog collar, my pubes have been shaved off and I have a blue spandex mask covering my face. This is not my usual Saturday night. My chest and abs are already glistening with sweat and, to be honest, my cock is still a little sore from the workout it has been given over the past couple days. I have to power through the pain. Tonight, Stacy has instructed me, I am going to be a living sex toy for every girl at this costume party willing to pay the price. 
 
    They have me locked up in the romantic bedroom with the canopy bed and all the LED mood candles, waiting to find out who is going to be the high bidder who gets me first. At least Janice, whose house is hosting the party, brought me a couple beers. I crack open the second, listening to the music and chatter of voices through the closed door.  
 
    As the hostess, Janice has already had her turn with me. She was cute, if a bit chubby for her sexy Cleopatra outfit. I'm not one to judge and she was a very eager girl.  
 
    My phone vibrates. It's a text from Stacy's mom.  
 
    "Having fun?" she asks. 
 
    "Being used for sex." I text back. "Your daughter is pimping me out." 
 
    If I had expected some sort of sympathy or maybe outrage at the way I was being used, I should have known better.  
 
    "LOL that's my girl!" came the reply. "Should have thought of that myself." 
 
    "Plz don't get any ideas!"  
 
    "I know a lot of lonely housewives with too much money. Have fun." 
 
    Yeah, I'll try to have fun, Mrs. Gardner while your daughter has half her college do they splits on me, thanks. There is a knock at the door, so I quickly set aside the phone and pull my mask down over my face. I guess it's supposed to give the girl the choice of me being anonymous.  
 
    The door opens and my beautiful girlfriend Stacy enters and quickly closes the door behind herself. Her blond hair is parted and pulled to the sides in a pair of bouncing pigtails. She's dressed in a jailhouse striped blouse, skirt and cocked pillbox hat. She's jailbait, in other words, and she has a huge grin on her face. 
 
    "You're not going to believe how much money you have already raked in for me," she says. "The starting lineup is all set. You're going to be with Clarice first. She's...she is a little spoiled and she paid a lot--" 
 
    "How much?" 
 
    Stacy frowns. 
 
    "Don't you dare interrupt me or I'll start treating you like a slave. Is that what you want?" 
 
    "No, uh, mistress."  
 
    It's bad enough that Mrs. Gardner has made me into her little slave boy. Now my own girlfriend is doing it. I never should have signed that slave contract. I'm way too young to be into a relationship this fucked up. 
 
    "There are condoms, lubes and vibrators in the basket beside the bed. There are some other toys in here, I'm not sure where Janice put them. She said there was a Sybian." 
 
    "A what?" 
 
    "It's like a stool a woman can sit on that vibrates. It has all sorts of different attachments and a control dial." She crosses the room and yanks a sheet off of something in the corner, revealing a rounded stool with a fleshy-looking latex nub on it. "Here it is. Plugged in and ready to rip. For the girl who needs everything to get off, I guess. But let's keep it hidden. I want you satisfying these women as quickly as possible." 
 
    Before I can protest, or even comment, Stacy hops up from the bed and heads to the door. 
 
    "Oh, and remember, you have the Viagra and the, um, other pill I gave you." 
 
    "The molly," I say. 
 
    "Yes, only one of each, so use them wisely. Good luck, sweetie." 
 
    She disappears through the door. I feel nervous. The wait seems to drag on. I strain to hear the music playing or discern the voices on the other side of the door. Anything to take my mind off the fact that I'm sitting in a princess bed waiting for half the girls at the party to pull a train on me. Nothing works.  
 
    The door finally opens. My first customer has arrived. 
 
    Clarice prances into the room and hangs her willowy frame against one of the columns of the canopy bed. She is wearing a crown made out of flowers, straight blond hair that only curls behind her ears, and a masquerade mask that hides her eyes from me. Her lips are thin and glossy pink and the pale slenderness of her torso peeks from beneath the loosely-tied robe she is wearing.  
 
    "You must be Clarice," I say, sitting up. 
 
    "You look creepy with that mask," she says. "Take it off." 
 
    I do, shucking the stupid mask off over my head. I'm all red and sweaty underneath it, not to mention very relieved for some fresh air. 
 
    "Sorry, Stacy made me wear that." 
 
    "Oh, I get it," says Clarice. "Some girls might not want to know you at all. I see the appeal." 
 
    "You, um, you look very pretty." 
 
    "Do I?" She looks down at herself as if just noticing her long legs and the robe hanging open almost enough for me to see her breasts. "I had a whole fairy queen costume, but I realized it would take way too long for me to take off. Not at all...like this..." 
 
    Clarice gives the cloth belt of the robe a tug and it unties. She lets the robe sag open for a moment, showing me the sides of her pert breasts, her slender belly, and the gold-thatched mound of her pussy. She shrugs her shoulders and the robe spills down her body and to her ankles. She is very pale, her breasts slightly upturned and with nipples and areolas almost the same shade as her surrounding skin. There is a flush in the valley between those luscious tits. Her hips are narrow, boyish even, and her pussy is a delicate velvet ripple furred with light gold.  
 
    "First," she says, crawling onto the bed, "you're going to take off those stupid swim trunks and let me see your cock." 
 
    I lift my ass and shuck them off. Stacy told me to put them on for every girl because they'll want to see an "unveiling." My cock bounces free. It's long and fully hard. I'm used to at least a little reaction, but Clarice just holds her smile as I expose myself to her.  
 
    "Next," Clarice reaches past me to the basket on the nightstand, "you're going to put on this condom."  
 
    She tears it open and hands me the slightly slippery latex ring. Feeling a bit pressured, I fumble and take a little too long unrolling the translucent white sheath over my straining cock. By the time I've finished, the smile has faded from Clarice's face.  
 
    "Lie back," she says, motioning to the bed. "You're going to lick me first." 
 
    She climbs my body. Her knees drop on either side of my head. Her smooth thighs enclose me and I look up as she drops her delicate peach against my face. My hands wrap around her thighs and my tongue thrusts into the pink of her pussy. I suck at her, tasting her juice. I feel her shudder against me and her thighs tight around my head. 
 
    "That's a good boy," she laughs. "Stick your tongue out and I'll put it to use." 
 
    Clarice is not the sort of girl who just sits there and lets me work my magic. She commands me to extend my tongue and I do it, slipping into the hot velvet groove of her pussy and brushing against the little bean of her clit. Breath hisses through her teeth and she thrusts roughly down against me. Her mound opens against my tongue, the sweet juice of her peach flows into my throat and she begins to ride me. Roughly.  
 
    I think she has been imagining saddling up on a man's face and she knows exactly how to use me. She even grabs my hair, pulling and jerking my head against her as I try to keep up with her bouncing wetness. 
 
    Her breathing grows louder and her tongue dressage more frenzied. Her thighs are so tight against my face that I feel like I can hear her pulse and it actually hurts my jaw a little bit. I'm sure she's just about to cum, when suddenly she is dismounting from my face and rolling onto the bed beside me. She's flushed and panting. She looks at me with wild eyes behind her masquerade mask. She pulls her knees against her breasts and holds the back of her thighs. 
 
    "Get over here and fuck me," she says. "Right now. Fuck me hard." 
 
    "Yes, uh, mistress," I say, wiping my lips on the back of my hand. 
 
    Her swollen cunt and the little divot of her asshole are perfectly exposed by the position Clarice has assumed. She looks up at me as I kneel before her with my condom-wrapped cock in my hand. I run the tip and the underside of my shaft against the furrow of her pussy.  
 
    "Don't stall," she hisses. "Give me that dick." 
 
    I don't want to keep my customer waiting. I press my cock into Clarice's slick channel. I go slowly, stretching her tight teenage tunnel, pressing until I hit the soft wall of her cervix and my balls are mashed against her asshole. Clarice isn't satisfied. Not yet. She growls and slaps my hip. 
 
    "Fuck me!" 
 
    "You're so tight," I object. 
 
    "You're not going to hurt me with that big dick," she says. "Now stop being a bitch and fuck me like a man." 
 
    Now it's my turn to growl. I grab the backs of Clarice's slender legs and pound my cock into her. She is so wet and so tight that even though the condom it is incredible. The hot clench of her ass against my balls only adds to the pleasure. Her mouth hangs open, slightly curled into a smile as I piston my latex-wrapped cock in and out of her pussy. Just as I start to get  good rhythm she suddenly demands, "Lick me!" 
 
    "What?" I gasp, my pleasure beginning to rise. 
 
    "Take your fat cock out of me and get down there and put your tongue to use again." 
 
    She doesn't have to explain herself further. A bit reluctantly, I drag my cock out of from her tight velvet and begin to lick Clarice's delicate pussy. She coos and drops her legs over my shoulders. She thrusts against my mouth and holds my head down. She cums, loudly, screaming "FUCKER!" as her juices pour down my chin.  
 
    "Put it back in!" she commands. 
 
    And in a second my cock is back in her overheated pussy and I am atop her, thrusting as fast and as hard as I can, desperate to drive myself over the line. But Clarice isn't paying any attention to my pleasure, except maybe to deny it. As my orgasm closes in, she demands I return to licking her. With a snarl, I drag out my cock and thrust my tongue back into her boiling folds. I can taste the spermicide from the condom mixing with her sweetness. Despite my frustration, I give her another thorough tongue lashing. When I try to rove lower, licking her clenched ass, she gasps and yanks my head back up to her clit. 
 
    "Don't be dirty," she scolds. "Lick my pussy." 
 
    This cycle of frustrated fucking and groveling tongue-service repeats three more times, each rewarding Clarice with a toe-curling, gasping orgasm, before she decides that she has finished with me. She is flushed and sweaty and gorgeous. Her ass is slick with her overflowing juices. I desperately want to bend her over and fuck her until I cum. 
 
    "Good job, slut," she says as she gets dressed. "Maybe the next girl will take pity on you." 
 
    "Bitch," I mutter. 
 
    "Thank you," she giggles and departs with a last flash of her bottom from under her robe. 
 
    I tear off the condom and toss it into the trash. My cock is red and aching for release. Fortunately, I don't have to wait long for another customer. In fact, I still haven't fully dressed. I pull the blanket over myself so she will at least get that much of a "reveal."  
 
    "Oh my," I groan as I see the girl stepping through the door. 
 
    She is sexy and slim, her lustrous black hair parted and pulled back in a bouncy tail. She's dressed in a sporty fantasy, with red soccer shorts hugging her shapely hips and a white jersey that's tight over her muscular abs and small breasts. Her full lips are curled into a smile and her brown eyes are smoldering with lust. She's a stunner. Her only flaw, and it's a small one, is that I see her teeth are a little crooked when her smile widens.  
 
    "Well, hello there," she says.  
 
    "What's your name?" I ask. 
 
    "Mmmmm, how about Paula?" She giggles and bounces over to the bed. "That sounds good. What do you want me to call you?" 
 
    "Huh, well, I suppose you can call me Beckham. What can I do for you?" 
 
    She sits down next to me on the bed. I love the way her ass fills out those shorts as she lowers her butt onto the bed. She has a nice, round and gorgeously firm butt. She looks at me and runs her hand over the blanket, up my thigh and onto the lump of my cock. I flex involuntarily under her hand. 
 
    "How about you start by showing me this," she says and gives me a playful squeeze. 
 
    "I warn you, it might go off at any moment." 
 
    "I'll be careful," she giggles.  
 
    Her eyes burn with interest as she watches me roll the blanket down from my chest and stomach and fling it off my cop and down to my knees. My hardness rises free of any concealment, still red and swollen, throbbing with my unquenched need. For a few seconds, Paula just stares at it. I think she's about to reach out and grab it. Instead, she turns to me and attacks me with a sudden, passionate kiss.  
 
    "Mmmmmmphhhhhh!" I reply in surprise and then her lips are prying mine apart and her teasing tongue is dipping between my lips. It's a long, relaxed, but very open kiss. Our flavors mingle. Our heat unites. She pulls away with a little gasp and I can see the deep flush in her cheeks. 
 
    "You taste like you've been up to naughtiness with that tongue," says Paula. "Don't worry, I don't mind. It wouldn't be the first time I've tasted Clarice's pussy." 
 
    "Would you like me to give yours a taste?" I ask, sliding my hand between her thighs and feeling the heat radiating through her shorts. 
 
    "Tempting," she says. "But now that I've seen that big cock, it's all I can think about." 
 
    I twist to reach for a condom from the basket. Paula catches my hand and pulls it back, placing it on her breast through her jersey. I can feel the pebble of her nipple straining beneath the fabric. 
 
    "Don't worry about that," she whispers. "I'm on the pill." 
 
    Normally, I would be happy about her offer. No matter what sex ed class says, condoms aren't nearly as much fun as the real thing. Right now, though, I am still aching and on the edge of release. If I slide my cock into Paula without the benefit of a condom, I might just explode in one stroke. 
 
    I look up into her eyes. She rocks back from, sitting high on her knees and smiling down as she peels her jersey off over her head. It catches for a moment on her breasts, small, but lovely mounds pulled up and then bouncing back into place as they are released from the jersey top. Her nipples are tiny pink buds and I can't resist running my fingers over them.  
 
    "I'm so wet right now," she gasps. "I should have worn panties under these shorts." 
 
    Paula doesn't even bother taking them off. She climbs atop me and with two fingers she drags the tight gusset of her soccer shorts aside. Her swollen folds are glistening wet. She is fleshier than Clarice, her labia more pronounced.  
 
    As she straddles me, I run my hands around to her luscious ass and squeeze it. My fingers dip under the back of the shorts and I caress her smooth flesh. The hot velvet of her pussy drags against my straining cockhead. She holds her shorts aside with one hand as she lowers herself onto me. Her pussy opens, her hot, tight channel swallows every inch of my aching cock.  
 
    "Ohhhh that's a big one," she laughs, riding down my straining dick until her ass falls against my thighs.  
 
    My fingers tighten on her ass. I let out a low groan and try to will myself not cum as her hot pussy squeezes around me. She rises, slicking my cock with her warm juices, pulling all the way to the tip and then dropping back down my length with a twist of her hips. 
 
    "P-paula," I moan. "I can't..." 
 
    She rides up and down. Twice. Three times. Her pussy milks my cock. She bites her lower lip and stares down at me, one hand still between us and the other plucking at one of her little nipples. I can't take it. 
 
    "I'm going to cum!" I cry.  
 
    "What?"  
 
    She stops moving atop me. It's too late. The bedroom is filled with the intense stillness of the moment, both of our attention focused on my cock buried in the hot tunnel of Paula's pussy. The pain of my ecstasy curls my toes. I want to slam my cock deep into her. I want to pound her in the throes of my pleasure, but she remains achingly, perfectly tensed and still atop me, watching the pain play out on my face.  
 
    My cock throbs inside her. She squeezes back with her inner muscles as my cum boils out, filling her tight tunnel and spilling down my shaft to drip onto my balls. She smiles at me and moves ever so slightly, just a slight rise and fall accompanied by the exquisite squeeze of those inner walls, drawing out every twitch and every last drop of my cum. Finally, my orgasm begins to subside. I fight the urge to laugh at myself, but I can't stop a sheepish smile from crossing my face. 
 
    "I choose to take that as a compliment," says Paula. 
 
    "You should," I say. "You are...you're really fucking hot." 
 
    I decide to leave Clarice out of this. Throwing blame at her would just come across as pathetic.  
 
    "I had fun," she says. "Even if I didn't get off. You're cute and...I like the shyness. It's funny for a gigolo." 
 
    "Is that what Stacy is calling me?" 
 
    My cock begins to soften inside Paula's creamy groove. She climbs off of me. Turning to the side as she does and unwittingly giving me a glimpse of her pussy, slightly stretched by her pulled shorts, glistening and dripping with white.  
 
    "Wait," I say as she is on her hands and knees. "Stay just like that." 
 
    I roll up and kneel behind her. 
 
    "You're not ready to go again already, are you?" she asks in disbelief, looking at me over her bare shoulder. 
 
    "No." I hook my fingers into the waistband of her soccer shorts. "But that doesn't mean I can't get you off." 
 
    I yank the shorts down from her lovely ass, leaning in to kiss her jiggling cheeks as I peel the shorts down her thighs and away from her cummy pussy. As I bare that spunk-smeared muff completely, my hand presses between her thighs. My fingers stroke across her mound, opening her lips and finding the fat bead of her clit. She shudders. I smack my lips on her ass and begin licking my way towards her crack. 
 
    "Uhhhh," she tenses. "What are you...what are you doing?" 
 
    "Relax," I say. "Trust me." 
 
    Some girls are understandably nervous about anything anal. They think it's dirty or even gross. But once they feel it, once they are forced to relax, they can really enjoy it. I've learned from Stacy, her mom, and others, that nothing relaxes a girl's ass quite like a tongue. Focusing my fingers on her clit and the heel of my palm on her stuffed pussy only helps matters. 
 
    "Oh my god," she moans. 
 
    I spread her ass with my other hand and curl my tongue between her cheeks. My tongue lashes Paula's clenching asshole. She shudders at the first contact and I can tell she wants to pull away. I lean against her, holding her just above her ass, lapping her tender wrinkle while my fingers work her clit. My cum drips out of her pussy. I palm it back into her fleshy mound, working my palm in a rough circle. 
 
    "Fuck me," she moans, lifting her head. "Fuck my pussy with your fingers." 
 
    While my tongue beats at the hot drum of Paula's anus, I push two fingers into the creamy groove of her pussy. My thrusting fingers make a lewd squelch with each push. Paula quickly drowns that sound out with her moaning. I dart the tip of my tongue against her pink wrinkle, squirming into her hot ass as she begins to fuck back against my fingers. 
 
    "Ohhhh my god, yes! Yes!" She cries. "Fucking...eat my ass. Fuck me with your...ohh...I'm going to cum!"  
 
    I hook my fingers into her clutching cunt as it squeezes back against my fingers. Her juicy peach is dripping with my cum. Her ass is tightening against my tongue. She throws back her head, lips wide in a wordless wail of ecstasy. 
 
    "AAAaaaaaaah!"  
 
    The waves of her orgasm clench against my fingers and tongue. Her toes curls so hard that they turn white. I moan with sympathetic pleasure and screw my tongue deep into her squeezing asshole. She rides back against me for almost a full moment before slumping forward onto the bed. The kiss we share afterward is sloppy and deep. 
 
    So, yes, Paula leaves satisfied. I wipe down with a washcloth in the adjoining bathroom and ready myself for the next customer. Stacy pops her head in. 
 
    "Try to keep things moving," she says. "You can't take half an hour with every girl." 
 
    "Are you going to pimp slap me if I do?"  
 
    She raises an eyebrow and then her hand in a threatening way. We both laugh, but I can tell she wouldn't mind punishing me for something. That's what I get for signing that damned sex contract. A pimp. 
 
    Valencia is my next customer. She is a wide-hipped, chubby black girl with a really cute face. She's wearing this sort of cowboy costume with a laser pistol. It doesn't seem very sexy. 
 
    "What are you supposed to be?" I ask. 
 
    "Zoe Washburne," she says. "From Firefly? Did you watch it?" 
 
    No, I didn't, but Valencia sits down on the bed and proceeds to tell me all about this outlaw spaceship and its crew from her favorite TV show. The more she talks about it, the more excited and animated she becomes. Remembering what Stacy said about keeping things moving, I interrupt her mid-sentence about someone named Saffron and give her a kiss on her full, pink lips. Her eyes go wide for a second and then she relaxes into my embrace.  
 
    "I hope you don't mind," I whisper between kisses. "I just thought you looked too beautiful not to be kissed." 
 
    The line melts her like a piece of chocolate in my hand. Or mouth. Well, hands too. As I'm kissing her and sucking on her neck and shoulder, I'm busy peeling off all these layers of clothes she's wearing. She's chubby, yeah, but that's no excuse. By the time I've undressed her to a matching set of maroon lace underwear, she is moaning in my hands. And she looks damn sexy. I kiss my way into her ample cleavage, caressing and cradling her breasts before moving my hands behind her back to free them. 
 
    "Oh, god, I've thought you were sexy ever since Stacy showed me your picture," gasps Valencia. "I never thought I would, get the chance to...ohhhh! Don't stop. Suck them." 
 
    My lips close against one fat nipple and I draw it into my mouth. As I lick and suck and nibble at her straining nipples, my hand works into the front of her panties. Her pussy is shaved bare and soaking her underwear with her excitement. My kissing and caressing is getting more and more heated. I can feel her surprisingly big clit beneath my fingers. She thrusts against my hand. Her lips tremble as she moans. 
 
    "I want to ssssuck your cock!" 
 
    It takes me five seconds to have my trunks off again. She giggles as she wraps her hand around my hardness. I stand beside the bed and she gets on her hands and knees, the big heart of her ass, chocolate and smooth, raised behind he as she wraps those full lips around my cock and sucks. Valencia is one of my top three blowjobs ever. It is wet and slow. She might not be in a hurry to get me off, but that does not mean she slacks off. Her head bobs steadily on me, faster and faster, until I have to warn her to stop. 
 
    "If you want sex, you need to take that out of your mouth right now." 
 
    She pops her lips free, smiling as she strokes my wet shaft.  
 
    "Are you going to fuck me?" 
 
    Yes. Yes I am going to fuck Valencia. I get behind her on the bed, slide on a condom, and tease my cock up and down her hot furrow. When she moans that she can't take the teasing, I grab her soft hips and pound my cock into her. She howls with pleasure as I fuck her. Those big tits swing so low that her nipples drag the blanket. Ripples travel from her big ass halfway up her back.  
 
    I never let go of those wide hips. I lean my shoulders back as I fuck her so I can watch the way she rides back against me, bouncing that big butt on my thighs as her pussy squeezes against me. I never slow in my own thrusts and soon I have achieved the desired effect. Valencia wails loudly and rocks her hips as she fucks back wildly against me. Her voluptuous body is like a storm-pushed wave, colliding hard against my cock and breaking against me, her pussy so juicy I can barely take it. 
 
    "I'm cumming!" she cries. 
 
    I grab her shoulders with both hands and lean over her, powering my cock into her tightness. Her whole body shakes and then tenses up as her orgasm crashes into her. I can feel her clamping down tight and then releasing around my cock.  
 
    "Cum for me!" she pants. "I want you to shoot your load onto me! I want to feel it!" 
 
    How can I resist that? As I drag my throbbing cock from her pussy, I yank off my condom and stroke myself over the smooth, brown landscape of her beautiful body. Cum gushes out. More of it than I was expecting, lashing her shoulders, back and splattering in white globs onto her ass. My cream gathers in the dimples just above her ass. She twists and looks back at me as I rain down the last of my load onto her beautiful body. 
 
    Valencia leaves satisfied and after her comes a tall, busty brunette named Mara. She is dressed in a Wonder Woman costume that shows off her long, muscular legs and squeezes her big tits together into a gorgeous pile. She gives me a haughty smile.  
 
    "Turn around," she says, stringing out a gold-painted length of rope. "It's time to put you in my golden lasso." 
 
    Yeah, she's going to be that kind of girl. She ties me up with her golden lasso and tells me that now I can only tell the truth.  
 
    "On your knees," she demands and I drop to my knees. "Now tell me how much you want to eat my pussy." 
 
    "Like...like it's an oasis and I'm crawling through the desert dying of thirst. I've never wanted anything so bad. Please, uh, Wonder Woman. Please let me lick your pussy." 
 
    "Hmmm! Not good enough! You can start with my boots." 
 
    She brings one red vinyl boot up onto the bed. I swallow my pride and start licking. Running your tongue over vinyl is pretty disgusting, but at least her boots seem clean. They're definitely clean after she has me wash every inch of them. Then she turns around and makes me tell her how great her ass looks. 
 
    "Like a heart. Like a dream. As luscious as an apple." 
 
    She drags me by the lasso until my face is buried in the blue-and-stars mounds over her ass cheeks. The heat of her crash pushes against my face. She pulls again and I inhale her scent, perfumed and still naughty.  
 
    "Take them off. Take them off and worship Wonder Woman." 
 
    Now there is something I'm good at. I peel those tight shorts down from Mara's lovely ass and I give her the tongue-lashing she demands. Not even Mrs. Gardner likes getting her ass licked as much as this girl. She moans and fucks back against my face. She commands me, "Tongue fuck my shithole you little maggot!"  
 
    I could do without the mean names, but I enjoy getting bossed around while I thrust my tongue up her hot tailpipe. She plays with her cunt, leaving one hand free for me to jerk myself off. All this licking is going somewhere too. Mara climbs onto the bed and spreads her ass with one hand. She looks back at me, my gaze drawn from her spit-shined wrinkle to her lusty eyes. 
 
    "Fuck it," she commands. "Prove to me you're a man that knows how to please a woman." 
 
    I reach for a condom. 
 
    "No," she says. "Bareback." 
 
    That makes it a challenge. As I push my cockhead against the tight drum of her asshole, Mara and I both let out a groan of tension and pleasure. Her ass relaxes and my cockhead pops past her muscular ring. I thrust forward, filling her hot ass with inch after throbbing inch of my cockmeat. I take it slow, but I don't take it easy. She is clearly a girl who wants to be fucked. 
 
    I reach around her thigh and my fingers find her clit. She hisses with pleasure as I begin to thrust into her, gaining speed, strumming her clit with my fingers. Her ass is hot and tight. She relaxes into the groove much more easily than most women I have done anal with. Clearly Mara is a bit of an anal queen. I'm not going to complain. After a sometimes frustrating night, being able to pound my cock into Wonder Woman's gorgeous ass is definitely rewarding. 
 
    At some point, she decides she wants to see my face. She pops off her bustier, freeing those big, creamy tits with her wide areolas and brown nipples. She rolls onto her back and brings up her legs. My cock is back inside her ass in a second. I push her legs up and pound my dick deep into her hot hole. Her tits shake with each thrust. Her mouth hangs open in pleasure.  
 
    "Play with your clit," I tell her, my hands occupied with holding her legs. 
 
    She nods, slipping her hand between her upright legs and diddling herself while I watch my cock disappearing into that pink pucker. It doesn't take much longer for Mara. She twists her head back into the pillow and lets out a deep moan. Her fingers strum furiously. I can see the arching tension in her body, in her curling toes, and then I feel it, throbbing and squeezing back against my cock. Waves of orgasm rocking through her body. 
 
    I hold out just long enough and then I let loose, spilling a small load that nevertheless feels huge as my cock throbs and twitches in her hot ass. I slow my strokes. I lean forward and she finally lets met kiss her. We share that molten heat of a cum-stuffed afterglow. My cock slowly getting softer. Her ass squeezing and closing and slowly pushing me out.  
 
    We kiss and caress a little more during a quick shower.  
 
    "Sorry about being such a bitch," she says.  
 
    "That was half the fun," I chuckle, kneading a washcloth into her asshole to clean her up. "You really do have a great ass, but I have to say, these tits are pretty glorious too." 
 
    "Want to fuck them?" she asks, pushing them together with her biceps. 
 
    "Yes," I quickly answer. "And no, I can't. But talk to Stacy. Maybe some other time." 
 
    After Mara, there is just enough time for me to gulp down that Viagra before my next customer. Madison comes next. She has a killer body and trashy makeup. If I thought Mara was domineering, Madison is a downright slave master. Actually, I soon learn, Madison in her Playboy bunny costume has a grudge. She prances around and shows off her strip club moves, swinging from one of the posts of the bed, and tells me that she is a stripper. 
 
    "And I'm sick of all the gross fucks who paw at me and tell me to suck their cocks," she says. "I'm a dancer, not a whore." 
 
    "Of course, " I say. "I'm the whore here. What can I do for you?" 
 
    "Dance," she says. "To begin with." 
 
    Easier said than done. I know how to grind on a girl at a dance, but I've never stripped. Not that I even have much to strip off. I try to put myself in the mind of when Mrs. Gardner dresses me in those little bathing suits and has me oil up and prance around for her. I guess it's more like a bodybuilding competition than a dance, posing and flexing. Madison laughs and smacks my ass as I turn in front of her. She pulls my trunks down using her toes and I finish the job for her, exposing myself and my flaccid cock.  
 
    "This body doesn't even make you hard?" she asks, running her hands up to her breasts and squeezing them through her costume corset. 
 
    "You're fucking hot, Madison," I admit, hoping that pill kicks in before she gets really pissed. "I'm just trying to keep up with the customers." 
 
    My answer doesn't satisfy her. She decides to bend me over and spank me on the bed. She hits hard enough to make me gasp a couple times and I don't really like being bent over. My paranoia proves well-grounded when she starts playing a fingertip against my asshole.  
 
    "Do you like that, you bad boy?" she giggles. "Let's see how a man likes getting his ass fingered." 
 
    Before I can object, she slops lube onto my asshole and pushes her finger inside me. It's humiliating and, worse, my cock goes as hard as steel. She reaches one hand between my thighs and strokes me as she fucks her finger in and out. It's not quite the prostate punishing pleasure that Mrs. Gardner has mastered, but I let myself get into it, moaning as she fucks me with her fingers.  
 
    "You are such a little bitch," she laughs. "Let's see if you know how to use that tongue on a pussy." 
 
    Her finger leaves my ass and she leans back into the pillows. She slides off her short-shorts and shows me her pink panties, soaked through. She drags my head down to her pussy and I go to work. To be honest, her pussy tastes a little strange, salty, like maybe she was fucked recently. I try not to think about it is I drive my tongue into her hot velvet and lap at her clit.  
 
    Before long, my proven skills have Madison moaning and wrapping her legs around my head. Meanwhile, my cock is burrowing into the bed beneath me, but if I expected any relief from Madison, I am sorely mistaken. Once I get her off, she is out the door, giggling at my hard cock as she leaves. 
 
    "Thanks, bitch," she says and wags her fingers at me. 
 
    I start to lose track of the women. I know Chloe is next. She's memorable in her zombie nurse outfit. Between laughing, she plays up the zombie girl act, chewing on my shoulder and arm and, eventually, my cock. She's gentle though. Just biting hard enough to scare me.  
 
    She strips her top off and shows me those big, gray-painted tits with a fake wound on one of them. She climbs onto my cock and rides me like she's been thinking about it all night. Even with the condom and the Viagra, I have no problem getting off with her naughty game. We cum almost simultaneously. Her zombie pussy milking me and my cock pumping into the condom. She slides off me and admires the inflated reservoir tip.  
 
    "I'm surprised you're not shooting out blood or something at this point," she laughs, stripping the condom off my sensitive cock. 
 
    "Give it a couple hours," I moan. 
 
    Tisha follows up. She's dressed as Chun Li and she wants to show off her long, muscular legs. She smacks me around good-naturedly and wraps them around my head. I've eaten so much pussy, it's still nice to have her perfumed mound grinding my tongue and her muscular ass working beneath my hands.  
 
    I make her cum and she, in turn, insists on make me cum. Her tits are a little small for a titfucking, but Tisha, her hair in Chun Li buns, gives me a scorching blowjob. My Viagra hard cock rewards her efforts with a thin gush of cum that she easily swallows. She tries to keep going, maybe thinking that was just precum, but I pull her off of me. 
 
    "You got it," I laugh. "Please don't kill me." 
 
    "Maybe some other time!" she laughs, striking a Chun Li pose. 
 
    I manage my next three customers without cumming. There's Wendy, in her creepy Raggedy Ann Doll costume, Jessica in a vinyl Matrix girl outfit, and the plump and very funny Tara, who rides me like a pro in her cowgirl outfit and admits disappointment that I don't cum inside her. 
 
    "I'm sorry, sweetie, but you can't get cum from a stone." 
 
    My next customers are a double. Daphne and Velma from Scoobie Doo. The pale, skinny girl in the redheaded wig and purple skirt sits her waxed mound on my face while Velma, chubby but cute, wraps her big tits around my cock and jerks me off. I take turns fucking them and they take turns riding me. They finally finish me off with a loud, wet double blowjob. Their tongues and lips war over the straining tip of my cock and they catch and share the thin gushes of cum that finally reward them. 
 
    After the Mystery Machine, I get another visit from my girlfriend. She walks in and perches on the bed. I'm exhausted, not even bothering to pull on any clothes, I just stretch out on the bed and try to catch my breath. My cock is still hard from the Viagra despite my recent orgasm. Stacy prods me with a fingertip and my cock twitches. 
 
    "I think it's time you pop that other pill I gave you," she says. 
 
    "The ecstasy?"  
 
    She nods. "It's free play, next. It's going to be intense. There are at least a dozen girls still waiting who only paid the twenty dollars for the orgy." 
 
    "Orgy?" 
 
    "Well, more of a gangbang really. Only you're the one who is going to be banged." 
 
    I sigh and lean over to get the pill from the table. I look at the little tablet in my hand. Stacy hands me a glass of water. 
 
    "Here goes," I say and pop it into my mouth. The water washes it down. 
 
    "I'll give you a little time for it to take effect," says Stacy. "Have fun." 
 
    She leans down and gives me a kiss on the cheek. I close my eyes and almost fall asleep there on the bed. I am exhausted, but that weariness begins to fade. My worries fade. Everything recedes into a buzzing warmth I feel all over my body. I laugh. I open my eyes, everything seems extra intense. Like the whole room is wobbling a little bit. I realize I am hearing my own heartbeat and I laugh.  
 
    The door opens without a knock. I burst out laughing as girls pile into the room. There's catwoman and a sexy schoolgirl, there's a naughty librarian and a fat girl wearing lingerie. I motion for them all to join me on the bed. 
 
    "Hiiiiii girls!" I laugh. More are following them into the room. At least a dozen. It feels like two as they crowd around and begin crawling onto the bed. "I feel like the guy who gets caught by all the zombies." 
 
    That makes them laugh. Their hands touch me. They pull back the blanket, exposing my hard cock. Breasts are pressed into my face, heavy and hot, and I seek out a nipple and begin to suck. I feel like a baby, sucking milk from his mother. A hand even cradles me against the smothering breasts. Hands are on my cock. Kisses on my abs. On my thighs. More than one mouth at my cock. A tongue is washing my balls. 
 
    The tits lift from my face and I laugh. It's all I want to do is laugh. Every touch is hot and wonderful. The mouth that closes around my cock is a new level of pleasure I never could have imagined.  
 
    "Let's fuck him," I hear one girl say. 
 
    "Who goes first?"  
 
    "Betty called it out in the hall." 
 
    I laugh at their conversation and sit up just in time to watch a very slender young woman straddling me. Her pussy is covered with red hair. It tickles against my cock as she descends on me, a moment later her hot, tight cunt opens around my cock and I gasp at the excruciating pleasure of her pussy. I sit up, grabbing her little ass with both hands as she throws her arms around my neck and rides my hard dick. She's cute, freckly and dressed like a streetwalking hooker with big hoop earrings, too much makeup and a miniskirt pushed up around her waist.  
 
    "Fuck me," she whines. "Fuck me with that big dick." 
 
    Someone reaches below us and squeezes and caresses my balls as I slam Betty until she is begging for me to cum. She goes off like a firecracker in my arms, clamping tight around me and desperately kissing me as her orgasm ripples through her.  
 
    After Betty there is Samantha, Mindy and Vera. One after another, the college babes climb aboard and ride my hard cock. They cum on me and finish their turn. Some take turns on my face. Some suck my nipples or lick my balls while I am fucking other girls. 
 
    I'm in a constant state of pleasure. At the brink for what feels like an hour before I finally orgasm into the eagerly sucking mouth of that fat girl in lingerie. Angie, someone said her name is. Her constant moaning goes up a muffled octave as my cum spurts into her mouth. Her eyes close and she takes it, draining out every drop and lifting her mouth with a slurp.  
 
    She shows off her prize to the other girl. Slender Betty wants a taste and Betty and Angie share a long, very lewd tongue kiss with my milky white cum shared between them. The Viagra has finally lost its hold on me, but with a little coaxing from a purring cat woman's licking tongue, I am brought back into action. 
 
    The girls line up, hip to hip, and I bang my way from one end of the row to the other. After I've made several of them cum, the other girls start pairing off and fucking each other with tongues, fingers and dildos. Catwoman, vinyl pants pulled tightly down just below her buttocks, spreads her ass and beckons me into her hot wrinkle. I fuck her and unload deep in her hot hole. When I pull out, my cock is almost instantly in the mouth of another girl who doesn't seem to mind a little ass to mouth. 
 
    One woman blends into the next. Giggling, moaning and sighing all around me. Each of them waiting another turn to fuck Stacy's prize stud. I am drenched in sweat. Constantly out of breath. I don't care. It feels to good to stop and I want to satisfy every customer.  
 
    I think I pass out at some point. Or maybe I just enter a torrid daze of drugs and fucking that ends with me slumped on a folding chair on Janice's back porch. The sun is just starting to come up. I can hear a few girls still talking in the house. The chubby Cleopatra has taken off her wig to reveal close-cropped blond hair that better suits her than the Egyptian queen look. Stacy, gorgeous and sleek in black lingerie, is smoking weed beside me. I'm holding a bag of frozen blueberries to my cock and balls.  
 
    "I hope they didn't do any permanent damage," says Janice. 
 
    "He'll be fine," says Stacy. "Won't you?" 
 
    She ruffles my hair. I nod weakly. To be honest, I'm not sure I will be, my cock feels numb. I'm hoping that's just the frozen blueberries. 
 
    "Poooorrr baby," coos Janice.  
 
    She steps behind me and begins massaging my shoulders. I groan and slump back against her grip. 
 
    "How much?" I croak. 
 
    "Enough," says Stacy. "You'll cover my tuition and then some." 
 
    "What about next semester?" asks Janice.  
 
    "Maybe I should start signups now," laughs Stacy.  
 
    Janice goes into the house, leaving me alone with Stacy. 
 
    "Your mom is going to put me to work too," I say. "I know her. She loves this idea." 
 
    "All those friends she has? You could make her a lot of money. Banging lonely MILFs. Isn't that why you started fucking my mom?" 
 
    I'm speechless. Believe it or not, Stacy has never given me too much of a hard time about sleeping with her mom. There was that rough patch right when she found out, but since then she has encouraged it. But the truth is, I cheated on Stacy with her mom. She'll always have that to hang over my head. 
 
    "I guess I just have a thing for your family," I finally try. 
 
    "I'll let my dad know you want to fuck him," she laughs. When I get a shocked look on my face she passes me the joint and laughs. "I'm just kidding, you dork." 
 
    The sliding door opens and closes behind us and Janice steps back out. She prances over to Stacy and hands her a fifty dollar bill. 
 
    "What's this for?" asks Stacy. 
 
    "Oh, I was hoping I could go for one more ride." 
 
    Stacy looks at me. I shrug. She takes the money and folds it into her bra.  
 
    "Ten minutes," she says. "And don't kill him." 
 
    Stacy heads back into the house. I look up at Janice and lift the frozen blueberries from my poor, overworked cock. It's totally deflated and halfway retracted into my body from the cold. 
 
    "To be honest," I say. "I don't think you're going to be able to get me hard again." 
 
    "Oh." Janice raises an eyebrow. "We'll see about that." 
 
    She drops to her knees, resting her arms on my legs. As her warm mouth closes around my cock, as feeling returns to me, I know she's going to win. My cock is already beginning to stir in her sucking mouth. Looking down at Janice, happily slurping on my swelling cock, I have the distinct feeling that my career as a teenage man-whore has only just begun. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Part 8: Satisfying the Neighborhood's Horny MILFs 
 
      
 
    Ellen Griswold is wearing stockings, black garters and a black bra that accentuates the tanned mounds of her breasts. She is in great shape for forty-five and I don't see a touch of gray in her curly, blond hair that falls past her shoulders. She's wearing a lot of makeup, but she seems otherwise natural as she crawls across the bed towards me on her hands and knees. I'm standing at the foot of her giant bed, covering my flaccid cock with both hands. 
 
    It's not that I'm embarrassed. Well, maybe that's part of it, but it's more that Ellen's husband is lying on the bed on his back and looking up at me from about a foot away. Mrs. Gardner told me that Ellen and her husband, Clark, are into the cuckolding fetish.  
 
    I asked Mrs. Gardner what that means and she said that Ellen's husband likes to watch her have sex with other men. I mean, I guess that's weird, but not that weird. I just didn't realize he was going to be on the bed. Now it's looking more like a threesome where the third person is really lazy. 
 
    "Oh, come on," purrs Mrs. Griswold, crawling over top of her husband until I can only see his legs sticking out behind her. "Let me see it, sweetie. She said on the phone that you're huge." 
 
    Reluctantly, I raise my hands. I can see a touch of disappointment that I'm not rock hard. Sorry, Ellen, but this is my fourth stop of the day. I didn't realize I was going to be spending my entire weekend having sex with the housewives of my neighborhood. The women who are paying Mrs. Gardner for my services. Which definitely makes me a man whore. 
 
    "I see we have a little work to do," says Ellen, wrapping her soft hand around my flaccid cock and lifting it up. "Would you like a blowjob?" 
 
    "Uh, yeah, sure," I say. 
 
    "Me or this little sissy?" she asks, slapping her husband's face. 
 
    "You!" I answer quickly.  
 
    "Mmmmm, my pleasure," she says and leans over her husband's face to tickle the underside of my cock with the tip of her tongue. 
 
    She strokes me and teases me with her tongue until I start to stiffen in her hand. She parts her lips around the swelling bell of my cockhead. Her hot mouth engulfs me and I let out a long groan. Her tongue is very active, swirling and curling around my cock as she slowly bobs on my tip. Her hand works the rest of my shaft and before long at all she has coaxed me to full hardness. I try to focus on her ruby red lips devouring my dick rather than the face of her husband I keep glimpsing under her bobbing head.  
 
    Mrs. Griswold moans and slurps on my cock like she is going to cum just from sucking on me. I can hear little splats as her spits drip off of my cock and down from my balls onto her husband's face. He whimpers each time it happens. As enthusiastic as she is, and as good as it feels, I'm anxious to move along to something that doesn't involve her husband's face a foot away from my balls. I rest a hand on her head and gently urge her to lift her mouth from my cock. She slurps up my length and her lips pop free. 
 
    "What's the matter, baby?" she asks and licks my cockhead like a wet, swollen lollipop. 
 
    "Ohhh, nothing the matter, it just...feels so good. I want to fuck you, Mrs. Griswold." 
 
    "Listen to that," she says to her husband. "He's so eager and ready to go with this big dick. Not like you, Clark, with your tiny little cock that barely gets hard for me." 
 
    I glance down the bed, past Mrs. Griswold, and her husband's cock seems pretty hard to me as he desperately jerks it off and eyes my own hardness. Then she tugs me by my dick and I realize she is aiming my cock down towards her husband's face. Before that can go any further, I step back, pulling my cock from her grasp. 
 
    "How about, uh, we do it on this chair here," I suggest. "You could put your knees on the seat and bend over and, uh, how about that?" 
 
    "Sssssure," says the shapely blond as she gets up from the bed. "I like the way you think. Now come here, Clark. You know where you belong." 
 
    My hopes of getting Mrs. Griswold's husband out of the middle of things quickly disappear. He sits down on the floor with his back to the seat of the chair and leans he head back onto the chair. Mrs. Griswold takes off her bra and shows me her impressively pert and overflowing c-cups with their thick nipples.  
 
    She wiggles out of her panties and into a position with her knees up on the chair on either side of her husband's head and her shaved and very wet pussy just above his mouth. She leans her upper body and those nice, big tits over the back of the chair and looks back at me as she thrusts her bikini-lined bottom in my direction.  
 
    I can see everything. The well-lined pucker of an ass that I am guessing has seen its share of cocks and toys and a slick groove of pussy that is pink and practically begging for my hard cock. I try not to think about the fact that I am going to be standing above Mr. Griswold's cock or that his face is right next to my balls. Mrs. Griswold is a paying customer and, according to Mrs. Gardner, I am supposed to do whatever the customer wants. 
 
    I have my limits. This is getting close, but my cock is still hard so I decide to play along. I wet the palm of my hand and stroke my cock a few times as I get into the awkward position behind Mrs. Griswold and aim my cock for her well-lubed fuckslit.  
 
    "Ohhh, yes," she coos. "Put that big cock in me, stud. Show my husband how a real man fucks." 
 
    I take hold of her wide hip with one hand and guide my cock to her grove. Her swollen lips brush my sensitive tip. I push into their hot velvet and open her middle-aged cunt to my teenage cock. Her channel opens around me, tight enough to make me groan and wet enough that I slip easily into her to the hilt. My balls mash against her fat clit and her plump ass cushions the impact of my thighs. 
 
    "Ohhhhhh! Yes! I love that big dick!" 
 
    This being the fourth stop of my day, I was worried it might take me an hour to get off, but Mrs. Griswold surprised me by insisting I go bareback. Without a condom getting in the way, her hot tunnel squeezes around me with surprisingly strong muscles. Like a hand gripping my shaft and a hot tongue against the head of my cock. I slip my cock almost out and thrust back into her with a loud slurp of wetness. Her husband moans and he is so close I can feel it in my balls. 
 
    "That's right, Clark," gasps Mrs. Griswold as I fuck into her tight channel. "This teenage boy has a big hard cock to spread me open and hit all the spots you can't. And you know what he's going to do to me?" 
 
    "Whaaaat?" moans Clark, barely audible over my flesh slapping into his wife's ass. 
 
    "He's going to fill me up with a hot load." She looks back at me and reaches back to spread her ass and rub two fingers against her fat asshole. "Aren't you, baby? You going to load that pussy with your hot cream?" 
 
    "If...ahhh...that's what you need, Mrs. Griswold." 
 
    "Please," she moans. "Call me Ellen." 
 
    "Yes," I moan, slamming my cock into her as she works her fingers up her ass. "Yes, Ellen. I'll fill you with a big load." 
 
    After that it's just a matter of doing what I have been told I do best. I get a good angle on her pussy and she has a tight grip on my thrust cock. I hold her waist with both hands, mesmerized by the sight of her fingers working in and out of that ass of hers. She cums hard for me, kicking her left leg like she has a charlie horse and smacking her husband in the head with her shin. Her toes curl. Her ass raises and she squeeze me like she is trying to strangle my cock with those clutching inner walls. 
 
    As Ellen Griswold is coming down from her climax, I'm riding towards mine. So maybe I do feel her husband's tongue, brushing my cock as he licks his wife's clit and then actually licking my balls a little. It doesn't matter. I'm too close to pull out and yell at him.  
 
    "That's it baby," moans Mrs. Griswold, seeing the pleasure on my face. "Fill that pussy. Make a creamy mess for me." 
 
    "Ohhh...yes...Mrs. Griswold. Yes, Ellen. I'm...cumming!" I slam my cock into her, burying into the hilt and firing the first pump of hot cum into her depths. She moans and jerks up her head as if she can feel my spunk painting her inner walls.  
 
    "OooOOoh! That's it, baby. Squirt it all inside me!" 
 
    How can I refuse that command? I empty my balls into her pussy until I can feel my creamy load slipping around my shaft. I'm surprised it is a lot, this being my fourth time of the day an all, but it is a lot. Enough that even before I have pulled out it is dripping off my balls. Right onto her husband's face.  
 
    "Ohhhhh," moans Mr. Griswold.  
 
    Ellen looks back at me and says, "Good boy. Now my cuckie husband has to clean up." 
 
    She pushes me back with a hand on my tensed abs. My cock slurps out of her and before my cum can even spill out of her freshly-fucked channel, Mrs. Griswold turns her hips and drops her creamy pussy onto her husband's face. He furiously jerks himself off as he starts eating his wife's cum-filled pussy.  
 
    "Money is on the table, sweetie," she says. "But you're free to stick around if you'd like to watch my pathetic husband clean my pussy." 
 
    "Um, uh, no. Thanks. Sounds, uh, hot. But I've gotta go." 
 
    "See you soon, stud," she says and blows me a kiss. She then turns her full attention to her moaning husband, grabbing his thinning hair in both hands and grinding her pussy onto his mouth. 
 
    I pull on my clothes and grab the money. I squint at the sunlight outside. It's a clear and crisp fall day. I'm wearing blue jeans and the letterman jacket Mrs. Gardner insisted I wear. My busty blond pimp is waiting for me in her car. She motions for me to get into the warm passenger seat. She's on the phone, but gestures for me to give her the money. She peels off a few twenties for me and keeps everything else. 
 
    While she's talking on the phone, I guess maybe I should introduce Mrs. Gardner again, in case you're like just jumping into this story or whatever. I don't even know why I'm writing all this stuff down. Basically, I started dating Stacy Gardner my senior year of high school. One of the hottest girls in school. Blonde, tight body, sweet personality. Gorgeous.  
 
    But Stacy's mom was a cock stiffener of legend in my neighborhood. If Stacy looked liked a model then her mother looked like a porn star. All natural curves and a love of string bikinis. She liked to tease the boys in the neighborhood, right up until she decided to take things to another level with me. 
 
    Things have progressed since then. Stacy knows about me and her mom and they share me. Like, with a contract and everything. Mrs. Gardner turned me into her sex slave and Stacy decided to whore me out to her friends at a Halloween party. That worked out so well for Stacy that her mom decided to expand the franchise. Which brings us to today. My first day of work as the neighborhood's playtoy for all of Mrs. Gardner's cougar friends.  
 
    She ends the call and looks at a text on the screen. 
 
    "I've already got you booked up for tomorrow," she says. "Word has spread and every woman I know wants a ride on that bone." 
 
    "I don't know how much more I can do today," I say. 
 
    She reaches her hand down to my lap and gives my cock a squeeze through my jeans. She puts her lower lip out and furrows her brow sympathetically. 
 
    "Oh, you poor baby. Are all these wet pussies making that wonderful cock sore?" She looks up at the ceiling of the car as she feels her hand into my jeans and grabs hold of my sticky cock. "Oh, messy boy. I thought I asked you to shower after each visit." 
 
    "They were doing weird stuff in there." 
 
    She rubs the top ridge of my cockhead with her fingertip. She curls her finger around to rub at that spot just under the cockhead that drives me wild. Despite all of my exertion today, she is starting to make me hard. She unzips me and pulls me out through the fly of my jeans. She admires my slowly swelling cock. 
 
    "Cuckolding is pretty common now, sweetie. It wouldn't surprise me if you see it again. You need to be comfortable with the sorts of things grown adults do in the privacy of their bedrooms." She looks at me over the black lenses of her sunglasses. "Or the things they do in their cars." 
 
    She leans across the center console and takes me into her mouth.  Her red lipstick smears the head of my cock and her hot tongue coaxes a lingering drop of spunk from my slit. I rest my hand in her silk blond hair has her lips tighten and she bobs her mouth up and down. Despite the intense pleasure, and Mrs. Gardner's incredible skills, I barely begin to get hard in her mouth. 
 
    "Mmmmm," she murmurs, tickling my balls with her tongue. She slurps off my flaccid cock and pops her lips free. "Fair enough, sweetie. You seem to be all tapped out for today. I'll reschedule your appointments for tomorrow and take you home and give you a nice hot meal and some time to relax." 
 
    The hot meal is served in the living room. Me, on my knees in front of the white leather couch, and Mrs. Gardner with her legs hanging over my shoulders and the crimson triangle of her panties pulled to one side. I suck at her fat clit while she sits propped on her elbows, watching me as she plays with her plump breasts. Her thumbs sweep back and forth over her nipples. She plucks at them and stretches them as I lap hungrily at that button atop her honeyed slit.  
 
    "That's a good boy," she coos, letting her feet hang over my shoulders. "Go lower. Lick my ass." 
 
    I press my tongue into her hot divot and lick against the clench of her asshole. I rim her until her little pucker relaxes and I can slip a finger inside. I return my mouth to Mrs. Gardner's wet peach. She gives me some added encouragement with her hand on the back of my head, cradling my against the wet groove of her pussy. I continue to gently work a finger in and out of her ass. 
 
    Despite my depleted condition, going down on Mrs. Gardner reawakens my familiar feelings of lust. I try to stand up and tell her as much, but she digs her heels into my back and pulls me roughly against her cunt. I have no choice in the matter. Well, maybe some choice, but I choose to continue to lick her and suck at her tender bits while fingering her ass.  
 
    "That's it. Almost there. Don't...ahhh...stop now." 
 
    She begins bucking and grinding and feeding her juicy muff to me. Her girlcum is dripping from my lips and sweetening my throat. I lap it up and feel her ass squeezing against my finger as she cums. Her heels pull painfully at my back and for a few seconds I am suffocating against her hot trench. She relents, allowing me to lift my gasping face even as I continue to pleasure her with my tongue. 
 
    She relaxes and releases me from her grasp. Her legs lift from my shoulders and she luxuriates naked on the leather couch. I'm still damp from a shower and wrapped in only a towel. I let it drop away and show her my hardness. 
 
    "Ohhh, what's this?" she coos, sitting up and shifting her big breasts as she reaches out and grabs me.  
 
    She drags me closer and leans over the side of the couch to take me into her mouth. It seems like more of a taste test than a blowjob. She fills her mouth with my hardness and bathes my cock in her hot spit. Her tongue travels all around my ridges and flicks at my seeping slit. I try to gently fuck into her mouth. She brings her fist up and clamps it around my cock to prevent that. 
 
    She gently begins to bob her mouth on me. She does it with agonizing slowness and watches out of the corner of her eye as my face contorts in painful pleasure. She pops her lips free, just about to say something when her phone begins to ring. She scoops it off the end table without sitting up or even releasing her hold on my cock. 
 
    "Oh, hey baby. How is school?" She says and I realize she must be talking to Stacy. "Yeah, it's going great. He has already brought in enough for a new set of tires for my car. Tomorrow he has seven, I'm giving him the night off though. Just us time. What does that mean?" 
 
    She laughs and looks up at me. 
 
    "Oh, you know, sweetie. I was just sucking his cock. Uh-huh. Sure, hang on." She holds the phone up to me and I take it from her.  
 
    "Uh, hey, Stacy," I say. 
 
    "Enjoying a blowjob?" she asks, a naughty lilt to her voice. 
 
    At that moment, Mrs. Gardner's mouth closes around my cock and all I can do is answer Stacy with a long groan. Mrs. Gardner laughs around my cock and tickles my balls with the vibration. She slurps and bobs on me, making more lewd noises than usual for the benefit of her daughter. 
 
    "I thought so," giggles Stacy. "It sounds like she is showing off on that big cock. Well, two can play it that. I want you to reach down and put your hand on her head." 
 
    "O-okay," I reply and rest my hand on Mrs. Gardner's golden hair. 
 
    "Lace your fingers into her hair," whispers Stacy, her voice increasingly husky with lust. "Gently. I don't want her to know what you're doing. And when you do it I want you to say, 'Sounds good to me.'" 
 
    I slowly work my fingers into Mrs. Gardner's silken hair. She smiles up at me and takes me into her throat. The hot, wet membrane grips me like a velvet sheath. Her swallowing muscles massage my sensitive tip.  
 
    "S-s-sounds good to me," I moan, barely able to concentrate. 
 
    "Now," whispers Stacy, a small voice against the storm of sensations, "tighten your fingers in her air and put one hand on her throat and fuck her. Fuck my mother's throat." 
 
    "I...can't," I moan. 
 
    "You do it or I am going to punish you beyond all comprehension," snaps Stacy. "Do it or you will never see my pussy again." 
 
    It happens so quickly. I haven't been sexually aggressive with Mrs. Gardener in weeks, maybe even months, so she is not expecting it at all. I grab her hair, wrapping my fingers up in it as I take hold of her throat my other hand. Her eyes go wide and for a tense moment I feel the pinch of her teeth against my shaft.  
 
    "Do it now!" screams Stacy. 
 
    The phone drops from my shoulder. I thrust, pushing deep into Mrs. Gardner's throat. So deep that I can feel her throat bulging beneath my hand. The pleasure is excruciating. My Gardner, to my surprise, is totally submissive to my sudden dominance.  
 
    She looks up at me and there is not a trace of anger in her eyes as I pump my cock in and out of her throat. She doesn't gag. She has proven many times before that she has almost total control over her gag reflex. Despite this, drool begins to spill from her lips and wet my balls as they slap against her face. 
 
    "Ohhhhh fuck," I moan, thrusting faster.  
 
    She gurgles in her throat, but still does not choke. Slime drops from her lips and spills warmly over my balls. Tears of discomfort fall from her eyes. 
 
    "Fuck! Fucking going to...ahhh!" I stroke hard and deep into her throat. "Cumming!" 
 
    My twitching cocktool spews straight into her throat. I can feel her muscles working to swallow down the healthy pumps of cum. My strokes slow as my balls empty down Mrs. Gardner's throat. I finally relax from the tension of pleasure and slide my cock out of her throat and mouth with a wet slurp. She sucks me as my cock is retreating, her drool-smeared cheeks hollowing until my cock pops free of her lips. 
 
    "Aaaaaah," she gasps. When she speaks, her voice is more than a little hoarse. "You're a naughty boy. Did my daughter put you up to that?" 
 
    "Yessss," I moan, staggering a step back. 
 
    She nods and picks up the phone. 
 
    "Stacy, I'm going to get you back for that. No, I'm not going to take it out on him. He's a good worker. But you, my pretty daughter, are going to know my revenge." She hangs up the phone. There was a playfulness to what she was saying, a false melodrama to be sure, but I know she means it when she says she will get Stacy back. If it involves throat fucking, I'll happily volunteer. 
 
    Mrs. Gardner seems totally at peace with what I did to her. She even brings me a cocktail and later gives me a massage. We fool around a little more in her bed, mostly kissing and fondling, and then I am asleep before ten o'clock. Who knows, maybe she slipped me something in my drink. If she was going to take revenge on me, she must have decided against it. I wake up naked and feeling quite good. I can hear something sizzling in the kitchen below and detect the savory aroma of breakfast. 
 
    "Are you up?" shouts Mrs. Gardner. "Grab another shower and get down here. I've got pancakes, bacon and eggs for you to start your busy day." 
 
    "What do you want me to wear today?" I call down. 
 
    "Your clothes are waiting today. Along with another surprise." 
 
    The clothes turn out to be a suit. Not just any suit, a Hugo Boss suit tailored for me. I never went in for measurements, but Mrs. Gardner assures me she has had her hands on me enough to know my size. It fits perfectly. I don't even wear suits very much and I have to admit the damn thing looks cool. Like James Bond or something. 
 
    "My little hedge fund manager," she gushes, finishing tying my tie. "Today you're going to be serving the elite clients. My friends have shelled out twice as much today and you had better satisfy them." 
 
    "I'll do my best," I pledge. 
 
    "Mmmmhmmm." She gives me a kiss on the cheek and takes my hand. "Now come and see your other surprise out in the driveway." 
 
    I have no idea what to expect, but it definitely wasn't a long, black limousine. 
 
    "Do you like it?" she asks. 
 
    The driver, a burly black guy in sunglasses and a dark suit, gets out and holds the door open for us. Mrs. Gardner caresses him as she leans down and climbs into the limousine. I follow her into the roomy interior. It's lit by party lights and there are bottles of champagne chilling in refrigerated buckets. 
 
    "One of your clients today arranged this in place of payment. I had to do a little favor for Ben out there to get him to chauffeur you today." 
 
    "Favor?" I ask, feeling a surprising flash of jealousy. 
 
    "Oh, don't worry," she says. "There is nothing between us. It's just a little fun and Ben's huge, huge - and I mean just fantastically huge - cock. He's far too old for me." 
 
    She winks and rubs my leg. 
 
    "I had to have someone to drive you around to all five of your appointments today. I want your mind focused on the job and I will be busy." She gets out of the limo and then leans back in. "Have fun, sweetie. And text me if you need anything." 
 
    "Who is the first appointment?" I ask, but she is already out the door and heading back into the house. 
 
      
 
    The First Appointment (8:30 AM) 
 
      
 
    The limousine stops outside a fairly modest ranch style home on the edge of our neighborhood. There is a park next door and a grade school just down the road. The curtains are drawn across the bay window. I feel a twinge of nerves as I study the house out the tinted window. The sound of the divider whirring down shocks me.  
 
    Ben peers over the divider and hands an index card back to me. I take it from him and see Mrs. Gardner's neat handwriting. 
 
    "Tara Delacroix," reads the card. "Age 47. Former beauty queen. She is overweight and self-conscious." 
 
    "So I'm going to have sex with a fat woman?" I ask Ben. 
 
    He shrugs.  
 
    "Dunno. Mrs. Gardner just gave me the cards and told me to take you to each address at each time and then hand over the card. I don't know any more than what the card says."  
 
    I sigh and get out of the limousine. I'm not really looking forward to banging some old fat lady, but I trudge up the walk and lightly knock on the door. Maybe she won't be home. 
 
    "Coming," I hear a voice call from the other side.  
 
    Heavy footsteps approach. The door swings open. And I'm surprised by how good looking the woman is on the other side. I am struck by her bright blue eyes and the softness of her full lips. Her strawberry blond hair is neatly parted in a style that I might say is retro, but totally not in a bad way.  
 
    "Hello," she says and I can see the delight in her expression. "You must be Samantha's friend." 
 
    "And you must be Tara," I say and shake her pudgy hand.  
 
    It is only as I shake her that I take in her body. She is definitely overweight. I guess I would say quite fat. Like maybe over 200 pounds, which is a lot of weight for a woman just over five feet tall. It's not all bad though. For her double chin she gained huge, F-cup or bigger breasts, wide hips and an ass that fills out her tight pants like a couple of roasts. If that doesn't sound like a flattering description, maybe it isn't entirely, but I wasn't repulsed like I expected. 
 
    "Why don't you come in?" she suggests and steps aside. I brush past her and into a comfy living room. I see pictures of a husband, three kids a few years younger than me, and all the other trappings of a happy family. She has a tray of snacks sitting on the coffee table. 
 
    "I don't really know how this works," she says, blushing deeply. "I've never done this before. I...my husband is cheating on me and it just seemed like a way to make peace with that inside myself, you know?" 
 
    "Yeah," I say, even though I don't.  
 
    "Um, do you want to sit down?" she suggests a spot on the couch. "Do you want a drink or something?" 
 
    I sit down on the couch. I could use a stiff drink, but I need to take charge of this situation. I take her hands and guide her to the spot beside me on the couch. 
 
    "Tara," I say. "You need to relax a little. Let me start by saying you look beautiful. No, really you do." 
 
    I let her watch my eyes taking in every curve of her plump body. Then I bring my hand down to her hip. A tremor of nerves shudders through her and her huge breasts quiver visibly. 
 
    "You didn't need to hire a man," I say. "But I'm glad you did. I'm happy to be here with you today and I'm happy to do whatever you want." 
 
    "I don't know," she says, looking away and flushing again. "I don't know what...I mean...maybe we can just talk. Or something." 
 
    "We can talk," I say. "Or..." 
 
    I lean into her and my lips find the plump warmth of hers. She inhales deeply as we make contact, almost a gasp, and I feel her tense up. I lean into her, my silk tie dropping into the valley of her breasts and my tongue urging her lips apart.  
 
    "Mmmmmm," she moans and yields to me. 
 
    The tension slips from her and her tongue slips against mine. Her mouth is hot and welcoming. Her lips are so wonderfully soft. I let her slide back on the couch and follow her down. My hand caresses up her side and finds the soft mountain of one of her breasts. Her nipples is hard beneath her lavender blouse.  
 
    "Oh, god, no one has touched me like this in years," she moans. "What is...what is your name?" 
 
    "Don't worry about that," I say, moving my lips to her neck and down into her cleavage. I mold her breasts in both my hands, her aroused nipples overcoming the padding of her bra to show proudly through the fabric of her blouse. I bring my mouth down to one mound and suck it through her top. My spit darkens the lavender.  
 
    "We should, ohhhh, we should go to the bedroom." 
 
    "If that would make you more comfortable," I agree. 
 
    In the floral privacy of her bedroom, with its many pictures of her kids and the strong smell of her perfume, I undress her. Each layer I peels away reveals another bulging roundness, which I kiss and caress as if discovering a treasure. She is wearing stockings with her skirt and thick heeled shoes. It lift them off of her and kiss her thigh. My hands squeeze her huge ass through the white satin of her panties. 
 
    She sprawls on the bed, spreading her legs uncomfortably, an unusual redness to her inner thighs where they must rub together. She is beautiful despite the incredible, shocking paleness of her naked body. Her areolas are large on the heaving mountains of her breasts, but so lightly pink they faded into nothing and rise as frosted caps into fat, motherly nipples. I overlook her belly and admire the pudgy mound of her sex and the delicate pink of her folds.  
 
    "Can we turn these lights out?" she asks. 
 
    "No," I say, pulling off my tie and unbuttoning my shirt. "You're beautiful and I want to see you." 
 
    I take my time undressing. I like the way it feels knowing a woman is watching me with absolute lust. She practically gasps when my boxer briefs finally come down and she sees that I'm not only hard, but leaking precum from my huge cock. I bring it to her and she take me in both soft hands and strokes me. Her mouth opens and engulfs me. She moans as if she's licking the cream from her favorite cupcake.  
 
    "Don't make me cum," I warn.  
 
    "Why not?" she asks, lifting her mouth free and pushing strands of hair out of the way. 
 
    "I want to make love to you," I say.  
 
    "Let me suck you a little more," she moans and returns to sucking me. 
 
    Who am I to deny the soft vice of her lips and her tongue cradling my shaft as she bobs on me. She may not have the skills of Mrs. Gardner, but I can feel how much this is turning Tara on in every flick and moan and urgent slurping suck. Her fingers tease my balls.  
 
    I mean to make her stop. To say something or even pull her mouth away. Instead, I feel the growing pressure of my orgasm and I just let it happen. I let out a soft moan and my throbbing cock pumps into her mouth. Tara winces and stops moving her mouth on me as the first spurt of semen catches her throat. It seems as if she is about to pull off of me. 
 
    She looks up at me, determined, and resumes sucking. Her eager mouth draws out another spurt and another. I can feel my hot cum filling her mouth. She finally swallows, eyes locked on mine, as my orgasm is nearly finished. She lets her tongue coax out the last twitches from my shaft.  
 
    "Oh, Tara," I moan. "I'm sorry. You were just so good at that, I couldn't stop myself." 
 
    She lifts her mouth from me and smiles, her lips glossy wet.  
 
    "If I just paid eight hundred dollars to do that, it was worth it." 
 
    eight hundred dollars? That's a lot of money. I can't let this woman suck me off and then pay that much for the privilege. 
 
    "No," I say. "That's my fault. You were just too amazing. Let me make it up to you. Lie back." 
 
    "You don't have to," she says quickly.  
 
    "I insist." 
 
    "I'm self conscious about it," she says, guessing what I intend to do. 
 
    "You need to stop that, because like it or not, I am going to make you cum with my tongue." 
 
    I could pretend that it was hard or that I forced myself to do it, but the truth is that going down on Tara is one of the hottest things I've done that day. Her body jiggles every time I hit the right spot, her tight pussy pours sweet juice on my tongue and she does this thing with her huge tits where she pushes one into her mouth and loudly sucks on her own nipple.  
 
    Either I make her cum or she is the best faker on earth. Good enough to release a tide of sweet-tasting girlcum against my tongue at her arching moment of climax. As she is coming down from her orgasm, I surprise her with my hard cock. It slips easily into her wetness and I thrust until every inch is buried in her hot tunnel. I lean over her, hands squeezing her breasts and sharing her nipple with her. I move to the other and loudly suck it as I begin to move atop her. 
 
    Tara closes her thick thighs around me and draws me deeper. We kiss as I punish her hot trench, fucking her like she probably hasn't been fucked in years. Her faces is deep red and sweat pours from her forehead. I don't care. I kiss her salty lips and drive my tongue against hers as my cock powers in and out of her clutching tunnel. 
 
    "Oh, god," she moans. "God, I'm going to cum again! I'm going to...AAAAahh!" 
 
    I stroke past her clenching walls and prolong her orgasm with the well-timed thrusts of my rigid root. I even suck on her curling toe, giving her a thrill she wasn't expecting as her juices drip down my balls.  
 
    "I'm going to cum soon," I pant. 
 
    "Pull out," she warns. "Not on the pill." 
 
    I drill into her, hard and fast, making her tits shake and her head bounce until I feel the inexorable rise of my spunk. I pull out of her and grab my cock, stroking it over her and spurting out long ropes across her tits and over her extended tongue. She pulls me to her mouth and finishes me between her hungry lips. 
 
    Tara and I cuddle and talk and then she sends me away with a tin of homemade cookies. I pass them up to Ben. 
 
    "They good?" he asks. 
 
    "Just right," I say. "Give me a few minutes to have a drink back here and then on to the next one." 
 
      
 
    The Second Appointment (10:30 AM) 
 
      
 
    Margaret Hastings, age 53, just wants to have tea. That's what the card says. She a graying brunette with a kind face and a very petite figure. Pretty, but in a spinster sort of way. Like flowers on wallpaper. She wears a dress that looks straight from a vintage store. 
 
    "So handsome," she says, caressing my face and then my tie. "Come in, I'd like to have tea with you." 
 
    Margaret makes tea, but that isn't the reason she is paying Mrs. Gardner for me to come over. Margaret wants to watch me jack off in her kitchen. She sits dropping sugar cubes in her tea and adding cream while I stand there with my tie over one shoulder, one foot on a kitchen chair, and my cock sticking through my pants. I beat it slowly at first. She sips her tea and watches. 
 
    "Go faster," she says. "Would it help to look at my breasts?" 
 
    "Y-yeah, sure," I pant, beating my cock faster and working up a sweat. 
 
    Margaret puts her tea down and slowly unbuttons her flower printed blouse to expose the small, impressively pert mounds of her breasts. Her nipples are soft raspberries atop the pale mounds of her tits. I admire them, but keep my distance, steadily jerking my cock for her.  
 
    "Faster," she says. 
 
    I am officially beating my meat. I'm punishing it for her. My hard cock has turned red and the fat bell of my cockhead has swollen nearly to purple. My arm is starting to get tired, but I can tell by my tightening balls that I will easily be able to finish before I have to switch hands. Margaret must see that truth as well. 
 
    "Stop for a moment," she says. "Let go of your penis. Here." 
 
    She stands up smoothly from her chair and turns her back to me, the fronts of her thighs pressed against the kitchen table. She gathers up her skirt in one hand and raises it up her slender legs until she has exposed the firm, pale mounds of her buttocks. Between them is a gleaming gem. It takes me a few seconds to realize that it is a butt plug. 
 
    Margaret looks at me over her shoulder and her fingers tease the gem between her firm cheeks.  
 
    "Don't stop," she say, pushing on the plug. 
 
    I step a little closer and reach for her ass. I've had enough of this teasing and I want to fuck her. Margaret smacks my hand away and looks at me with a very cross expression.  
 
    "Not inside," she warns. "You can't go inside. But here. Between." 
 
    She rubs her inner thighs. Then turns back against the table with her firm little pale bottom facing me. I can see her delicate pink, shaved perfectly hairless. So easy to just thrust inside her. But Margaret captures my cock and pushes it parallel to her slit. Her warm groove presses atop my length. My cockhead even brushes her clit. She tightens her thighs around me and I groan. 
 
    "Like that," she says and leans her upright back against me. "Hold me around my chest and do it like that." 
 
    "You're very specific," I murmur over her shoulder. 
 
    I reach around her to hold her above her breasts and pin her against. Her body is tight against me, but I am left the space and leverage to thrust my hips. I begin working my cock between her thighs and when I look over her shoulder I can see my cockhead pressing out from her by a few inches. Sticking out with her wetness glistening atop it from between her thighs like she has a little cock or a giant clit. 
 
    Margaret moans softly with each stroke. My cock is brushing her clit with each thrust, my length massaging her opening and my body pressing against the plug in her ass. She chews her lip and I feel her body tensing against mine. I kiss her shoulder and she lets out a long, high gasp of pleasure. I know she is cumming by the way she suddenly reaches back and grabs my hips. I thrust roughly between her thighs, my cock absolutely slicked by the heavy flow of her juices. 
 
    "Ohhh," she sighs and goes almost limp in my arms. "Oh, yes, I needed that. You have no idea." 
 
    I slow my thrusting even though I haven't cum. Maybe she doesn't want me to. I'm right on the edge, but I am not going to object if she wants me to stop. 
 
    "I'm, um, happy to help however I can," I say, relaxing my hold across her chest.  
 
    "I want you to come back tomorrow," she says. 
 
    "I, uh, have a meeting," I say, remembering my business suit fantasy probably doesn't match with my community college student reality. 
 
    "I will pay you," she says, sounding a bit hurt. 
 
    "In the evening?" I suggest. 
 
    That's fine with Margaret. We embrace and she gives me a polite kiss on the cheek. Once her dress is back in place she is so modest and composed that it is hard to remember what she looked like naked. But I won't soon forget that gem between her cheeks. No time to linger. My next appointment is in a few minutes. 
 
      
 
    The Third Appointment (11:30 AM) 
 
      
 
    Mrs. Zara Crowley is resting her four-inch high-heel on my butt cheek. No. That's not true. Resting makes it sound gentle. She is pushing her sharp heel into my butt. The tip of her riding crop taps my other cheek. 
 
    "Samantha said she had herself a boytoy," says the statuesque housewife dressed as a dominatrix queen. "I had no idea he would come dressed like a banker. I was just going to spank you a little, but I absolutely hate you Wall Street types--" 
 
    "I'm just a student!" I moan. 
 
    Her riding crops smacks my ass and sends a sharp sting through me that quiets my objections. 
 
    "Never interrupt your mistress," she says.  
 
    Her heeled boot drops from my ass with a thump. I hear a shifting and I glance over my shoulder to see that she is sliding her panties down over her latex stockings. Her labia are pierced and so is her clit. Her pubic hair is shaved into a neat lightning bolt. As she bends forward, her huge breast implants and brown nipples are visible inside the transparent plastic domes atop her corset. What was that movie with the Orgasmatron and the hot chick in space? It's sort of like that, only much scarier. 
 
    "I'm sorry, mistress," I moan. 
 
    "Oh, you will be," she promises. 
 
    I realize just how much trouble I'm in when she puts on her strap-on. It is at least eight inches long, thick and neon pink in color. My heart skips a beat at the sight of it. When she reaches for the lube, I feel a new level of terror. I never agreed to this.  
 
    "Please, uh, mistress. I...I didn't know you were going to..." 
 
    "Oh?" She stares at me as she drizzles the length of the dildo in lube. "I am paying very well for an obedient little high school jock bitch who is going to get fucked. Now if you want to get that money, you're going to act like a man and take this big cock." 
 
    Not on my list of finer moments, to be sure. I close my eyes, take a deep breath and listen to her calling me a "jock faggot" and a "pathetic fuck boy." Her lube drips into my crack and her fingers massage my tight hole. Mrs. Gardner has played with my ass before. It always makes me nervous, because, like, you know, but it feels good. This part feels good too. Mistress Zara gently works one gloved finger and then another into my hole.  
 
    "Is that good? You like get finger-banged, don't you?" She pumps her two fingers in and out slowly. 
 
    "Y-yes, mistress," I moan, my hardening cock betraying me if I had tried to lie. 
 
    "How about three?" she asks and pushes a third finger up my ass.  
 
    It is uncomfortably tight. A fullness and stretching as she fucks me with her fingers. She pushes deep, letting lube slick my inner walls and dripping more into my crack. I can't help it. I push back a little against her. 
 
    "Ohhhh, yes, that's a good bitch," she says. "Fuck yourself just like that." 
 
    I push back a little more and she laughs and smacks my ass. Her hand on my ass slides around my hip and grasps the dangling length of my cock. She squeezes it a bit roughly.  
 
    "Are you ready, bitch?" she whispers. 
 
    "Y-yes," is my answer even though my twisting guts are telling me "no." 
 
    Mistress Zara's fingers slide out of my ass, leaving me feeling strangely open. I close my eyes. I don't want to look back at what is about to happen. I hear her chuckling cruelly. The head of the dildo presses between my cheeks. As it invades my tender and well-lubed ass, she begins to milk my cock with her hand. The strap-on feels too big, too hard, and I let out an involuntary whine of pain as she thrusts the whole length into me. 
 
    "First time, huh?" she laughs again. "I will get your ass used to this. A few visits with me and you'll be taking the one I have molded on a horse cock." 
 
    "Ohhhhh," I whimper. 
 
    One of Zara's gloved hands takes hold of my waist and she leans over me, thrusting her rubber toy up my helpless ass. The worst part of it, the part I hoped wouldn't happen, is that after only a few strokes it starts to feel good. Not just good. It feels awesome. The lubed strap-on works in and out of my virgin ass and she steadily squeezes me and tugs my hardness. 
 
    "Ohhh," I moan.  
 
    "Yeah, you like that, bitch?" She hisses, stroking harder into me. "You going to cum for me?" 
 
    I can't tell her that my last customer let me go to the brink and left me hanging. I can't even make that excuse to myself. After just a couple of minutes I am ready to blow my load and it's mostly due to that strap-on pounding into my ass. 
 
    "Yeah, you like that, you faggot bitch. You going to cum for me?" 
 
    "Not...a faggot..." I moan, not that there's anything wrong with being gay. I'm just not into guys. But this... 
 
    "You're about to pop on my hardwood floor," she says in that evil voice, "I think you're a pretty big faggot. That's okay, sweetie. Just admit it and cum for me. Show me that sissy boy load." 
 
    "Aaahhhhh!" I cry as I feel my body tense. The way she is talking is only making it harder to hold back. Her thighs slap against my ass. The dildo stretches me wide and I clench around it. My orgasm is intense, knotting inside me for several seconds of pure ecstasy before the unavoidable spasms begin.  
 
    "There we go," she laughs as my cum begins to squirt onto the floor between my knees. "Gooood boy. Go on, cum for that big cock in your ass. You love it." 
 
    Her gloved hand milks out shot after shot of my spunk spattering onto the floor and onto my inner thighs. My guilty and disgust only grows as my orgasm recedes. 
 
    "Here, you naughty boy. Have a taste."  
 
    She releases my cock and roughly shoves two cum-smeared fingers of her gloved hand into my mouth. The salty sweet taste of my spunk is disgusting. I've tasted it before and I don't find it a turn on, but in that abject moment I lick Mistress Zara's fingers clean. 
 
    "That's good," she says. "What a good boy. Now you know I have something to do for me." 
 
    Mistress Zara slides the dildo out of my ass. For a moment, I think she's going to make me suck it. I think I would have to bail if she did that. Maybe she sees that I'm finally at my breaking point, because she unbuckles the harness for the strap-on and sets it aside. She climbs into the sex swing - in her living room no less - and spreads her thighs. Her fingers rub over her fat, pierced clit and her pierced labia.  
 
    "Come here, boy. Time to make Mistress Zara cum." 
 
    My ass hurts and my thighs are splattered with cum, but I do my best. I lap at the cold metal ball in her clit and moan when she grinds her juicy cunt against my face. The piercing in her labia are actually weight, stretching them out, and she has a very fleshy mound.  
 
    She also likes to use me as her sex toy. She grinds against my face and shouts commands at me. Her latex-covered legs draped over my shoulders. She's getting me all sweaty between her clenched thighs. The swing creaks and her working hips bounce her hot cunt against my face. 
 
    To be honest, and I try to always be honest in these things, I am in too much of a daze to do much of a good job on her. I'm glad she takes control. She sheds her clear plastic breast armor and plays with her huge, bolt-on tits. She tugs at her nipples and thrusts herself against my face. 
 
    "Yes, yes, yes!" she cries. "Suck my pussy, bitch boy. Suck it...good! Ahhhhh!" 
 
    Her cum washes into my mouth. I'm licking her and trying to suck her, but mostly I'm trying not to drown as she convulses against my face. Her orgasm is long, loud, and very wet. Her strong and not unpleasant scent fills my nostrils and her taste is sweet and sour. Her cum slicks my mouth and I'm glad it has flooded away all trace of my own cum. 
 
    After, she lets me take a shower. Fifteen minutes later, I'm dressed and looking at the envelope full of cash. It's three hundred more than I was expecting. 
 
    "There's a good tip in there," she says. "You were a good boy. See you soon." 
 
    I walk a little stiffly back out to the limousine. The divider is down when I ease my sore ass into the seat. 
 
    "How'd it go?" asks Ben. 
 
    "Please don't ask."  
 
      
 
    The Fourth Appointment (1:30 PM) 
 
      
 
    My fourth appointment is with Cassandra Lipton. She lives in a new apartment development downtown. Modest, but modern and nice. I walk into the building, but I can't get into the elevator. I have to ask at the desk because I don't have an apartment key. The bored old man asks my business. I tell him it's personal. He shrugs and rings up to the apartment number I was given. 
 
    "Hi, Miss Lipton. I have a visitor here to see you. He says it's personal. Just a second." He holds the phone away from his face. "She wants to know your name." 
 
    Without thinking, I give my real name. There is a long pause and then he hangs up the phone. 
 
    "Go on up, elevator is unlocked." 
 
    I regret giving my real name like that instantly. The fear of revealing my identity to a stranger who knows exactly what I'm doing has my stomach knotted up almost as bad as when Mistress Zara strapped on that dildo. I ride up to the twentieth floor hoping there's not too much sweat on my face. TI find the apartment number and knock on the door. 
 
    My heart practically bursts from my chest when I see who answers the door. I'm close to fainting. 
 
    Standing on the other side of the door is one of the hottest middle-aged women I have ever met. Her long red hair is piled up on her head in a tight bun with a single lock hanging over her face. Her abundant curves are poured into a red dress that is showing off the roundness of her breasts and the incredible hourglass of her figure. Her legs are long and her heels are high. And her blue eyes are as wide as mine. 
 
    "Aunt Sandy?" I blurt. 
 
    "When Bill told me who was here to see me, I couldn't believe it. Did...did Mrs. Gardner know?" 
 
    How could she? Sandy isn't my actual aunt, it's just what I've called her my whole life. She is actually my mom's brother's ex-girlfriend. Can you follow that? Not related, but for whatever reason she has been a part of the family for years. The thing is, she never went by Cassandra, and her last name isn't Lipton. 
 
    "I thought your last name was Brooks," I blurt. 
 
    "My maiden name is Lipton," she says. "Jim and I got a divorce in spring." 
 
    "Oh, I'm sorry," I say. Not really, Jim Brooks was a huge blowhard who always ruined our Thanksgiving dinners. But her relationship status is the least of my concerns right now. "Did you, uh, did you hire me?" 
 
    "Maybe you'd better come in," she says. "I don't think I want to have this conversation in the hallway." 
 
    Her apartment is small and very nice. A little overcrowded with furniture, probably brought here when divorced her husband. She sits down on a floral couch that doesn't quite meld with the modern apartment or her sleek outfit. She pats the spot beside her and I sit down, feeling like a kid in her presence. 
 
    "God, you look so handsome," she says. "I'm sorry I'm not someone else. You're a real heartbreaker." 
 
    "Th-thanks," I stammer, feeling twelve years old. "You look, um, you look really good." 
 
    My face goes hot and I immediately look down at my hands. Really good? I can't believe I said she looks really good. I couldn't help it. Hundreds of adjectives were going through my head and none of them were the sort of thing I should be saying to my aunt.  
 
    She is staring at me. I can feel it. I look up and she has this weird smile on her face. 
 
    "What?" I demand. 
 
    "That suit, that haircut, you're so grown up." She puts her hand on my leg. "You're a man." 
 
    I feel a thrill as I look down at her hand on my leg.  
 
    "Aunt Sandy..." 
 
    "Cassandra," she says giving my leg a squeeze. "Unless you'd like to call me 'Aunt Sandy'."  
 
    Her hand slides up my thighs and she gives it another squeeze. I'm terrified and yet I can feel my cock stirring. 
 
    "I should probably go," I say, not making a move to get up. 
 
    "Yes," she agrees, moving her hand down to my inner thigh. "You should definitely go." 
 
    "We can just pretend..." I hesitate as her hand brushes lightly against my balls. "Pretend this never happened." 
 
    "Well," she says, her glossy lips curling into a smile, "if it never happened, then that means we can do anything we want." 
 
    God, I don't stop her. I don't stop Aunt Sandy from unzipping me and lowering my underwear. I don't stop her from fishing my cock out. I don't even stop her when I feel her warm, soft fingers on my bare cockhead. 
 
    "Oh, Aunt Sandy," I moan. 
 
    "You like saying that, don't you?" She says. "Go ahead then. Call me Aunt Sandy." 
 
    Lust flashes in her eyes as she squeezes my cock and begins to gently stroke me. Her kiss is sudden and fierce. I sigh against her soft lips and my mouth opens. Her tongue and my tongue collide, sealing the sin of what we are doing.  
 
    She watched me grow up. I always looked up to her. Now her tongue is tangling with mine and her hand, deftly, squeezing and stroking me.  
 
    "Aunt Sandy," I moan into her kiss. Her lips retreat and turn into a smile. 
 
    "I always thought you were such a handsome young man. You took after your father. Now look at you." Her gaze flicks to my lap. "Look at your huge cock." 
 
    There is no need for more foreplay. I pull her onto my lap. Her knees sink into the couch on either side of me. She lifts the tight spread of her skirt up from her stockings, exposing her garter and the white triangle of her panties.  
 
    I slide my hands up the backs of her thighs and squeeze her ass in both hands. It's thick and luscious. I spread her cheeks and her panties wedge between them. Her mound is against my cock, just that layer of cloth separating us from crossing that final line. Her heat is blazing through the cotton. 
 
    "You're so fucking sexy," I finally say. "I thought...I thought about you. Sometimes. When I was by myself." 
 
    "Oooh," she pushes down against my cock. Her hand is between us, fondling me and teasing me against her panty-covered slit. "And now look. The fantasy has come true. Aunt Sandy is here for you, sweetie. Aunt Sandy is right..." 
 
    Her hand pulls aside her panties. I feel them against the head of my cock and then I feel the soft hairs and the wet heat of her bare pussy. She looks into my eyes. 
 
    "...here." 
 
    She slides down onto my cock. Her pussy is boiling hot around me, squeezing and particularly tight as she clutches at me. I lean my head up and steal another kiss from her. It's sloppy and wet, as hot as the depths of her sex that now surround me. My fingers dig into the bare flesh of her ass.  
 
    We move together. Slowly, watching each other, smiling with our secret. She gradually slips off the shoulders of her red dress and peels the tight top beneath her ample breasts. I release her ass and sit up against her, sliding my hands up her back and unbuckling her bra. She shrugs out of it and lifts the peach-colored cups of her bra away. 
 
    The lace and underwire have left fine red lines in her pale flesh. Her breasts are huge and natural and magnificent. I begin kissing them and she hugs me against her. My lips travel to one of her plump, tan nipples, so luscious in my mouth. I suck at her areola and lash my tongue against her nipple.  
 
    "Ohhhhh, yes," she moans, moving faster atop my lap. 
 
    I hold her breasts in both hands and look up at the beautiful, towering idol of my aunt. The heat of her cunt surrounds me and her body moves in my lap almost ferociously. Another lock of her red hair fall in front of her face and she leans her hands onto the back of the couch. She presses her heaving breasts into my face again. 
 
    "Your cock is so big," she cries. "I...I can't take much more, baby. You're going to make me cum." 
 
    I smack both hands onto her ass and curl my fingers into her hot crack. I can feel her muscles working beneath my hands. 
 
    "Cum for me, Aunt Sandy," I moan. "Cum on my big dick." 
 
    It begins with a long exhalation from her. Her perfumed breasts are smacking rhythmically into my face and her body goes all tense. She curves her back, throws back her head and lets out a long, hissing cry of, "Yesssssss!" 
 
    I feel her fluttering walls grip me and her muscles rippling with her waves of pleasure. It is too much for me as well. I never think about protection or pulling out. All I know is the hot, wet perfection of her gripping cunt. My cum fires deep into her. I think I cry her name, although I actually go a little deaf in one ear from some sort of internal pressure. My orgasm is long and heavy. I know she feels every pump. 
 
    "Oh, baby," she laughs, shuddering with aftershocks and slowing her ride atop my cock. "You have no idea how badly I needed that. Let me clean you up." 
 
    She slips off my lap and drops her face between my thighs. Her tongue and her hot mouth does the work of cleaning my spunk from my lap. Her hot tongue pushes up, under my balls, and teases for a few seconds against my clenched asshole. Her slutty behavior is almost enough to get my cock hard again. 
 
    "Aunt Sandy," I laugh. "I have to go." 
 
    "Promise me," she says, taking both of my hands. "Promise you won't tell your mother." 
 
    "No!" I almost shout. "I mean, I would never do that. God. She can't know what I'm doing here either." 
 
    "Good, then I can trust your discretion." She gets up with her top spilled pulled beneath her breasts and walks over to her purse. She plucks a neat clip of money out and sets it on the end table. "Not to be crass, sweetie, but I'd like to keep things professional." 
 
    "Can I come back, Aunt Sandy?" 
 
    "You mean, will I hire you again?" 
 
    I stand up and cross to her. I smile and take her into my arms. She laughs with surprise and her eyes widen as I press my lips to her again. It's a hot, wet kiss and when I separate, I look into her eyes. 
 
    "The next time is free," I say. "Just don't tells Mrs. Gardner I said that." 
 
    Okay, so she's not my aunt. No blood relation. But I still got a deeply taboo thrill from fucking her and there is no denying I want to do it again. If Mrs. Gardner and Stacy are going to use me as their man-whore then I am not going to feel guilty about getting a little action on the side. In fact, there's a big shit-eating grin on my face when I go down to the limousine. 
 
    "Better, huh?" says Ben through the divider. 
 
    "Yeah," I say. "At least I wasn't traumatized." 
 
    He doesn't seem to react, he just hands back the final card and starts the car in motion. 
 
      
 
    The Fifth Appointment (8:00 PM) 
 
      
 
    Cynthia Benson. 216 Whitecrest. I recognize the name on the card and the address Ben has brought me to. My cock is hard by the time we arrive outside the suburban mansion. The last time I was here it was the middle of the night. Mrs. Benson was drunk and so was Mrs. Gardner and when I walked upstairs and stepped into the bedroom I entered a carnal world that blew, among other things, my teenage mind. 
 
    I straighten my tie in the limo's mirror and step out, walking up the path past the Porsche in the driveway and up to the huge front door. It opens before I can knock and I am presented with the pneumatic perfection of Mrs. Cynthia Benson in a silver sequin wiggle dress that leaves little to the imagination. It's so low cut and so tight I can see the edge of her big areolas peeking out into her tanned cleavage. Her blond hair is done up like she's going to a wedding and she has on heavy makeup to cover her middle age. Not that she needs it. With her inflated lips and her perfect nose, Mrs. Benson is like an aging porno queen.  
 
    "We meet again," she says. "This time a little more sober. Come inside." 
 
    Her high heels click as she steps back from the door to let me in. Her plump ass fills out her silver dress nicely and she knows just how to move her hips to keep my eye locked on that round backside. It helps that I know that ass very intimately.  
 
    "I'm surprised you would, um, employ me," I say. "After all, you already know I have a thing for dirty blondes."  
 
    She giggles, but does not reply to my quip. She leads me downstairs to her basement, switching on the lights as we arrived in a carpeted den. Mrs. Gardner is waiting for us at the bar set up in the basement, her own shapely body nicely filling out a pink dress as she sits sipping a cocktail.  
 
    "There he is," she says. "How was your day?" 
 
    I sit beside her at the bar. She passes me a drink - I think it's a martini - and I take a long sip. It takes a moment for the tart martini to clear my tongue. I'm not used to alcohol. 
 
    "Well, ahem, Zara was an interesting visit." 
 
    "Oh, I'll bet," laughs Mrs. Gardner, exchanging a look with her friend. "What about Cassandra?" 
 
    "Aunt Sandy," I say and she bursts out laughing. 
 
    "It's okay if you didn't go through with that one. I knew all about--" 
 
    I hold up a hand to interrupt her.  
 
    "I went through with it. And it was the most fun I had today." 
 
    She raises her eyebrows and then her drink in a toast to me.  
 
    "Well, I'm glad you had fun with your aunt, you naughty, naughty boy. But the fun is just beginning." She runs her finger around the rim of the martini. "Why don't you finish your drink and then you can get a little more...comfortable with me and Cynthia." 
 
    I bolt back the drink and hiss as the slug of booze drops down my neck. It takes me a second to shake it off and then I hop up from my barstool. I shed my jacket, tossing it onto the bar. My fingers begin to work in my tie. 
 
    "Oh, let us help you with that," says Cynthia, pressing those big fake tits into my back and reaching around me to untie my Windsor and begin unbuttoning my shirt. She kisses my neck as she undresses me. 
 
    "I wanted to peel this off of you as soon as I saw you wearing it," says Mrs. Gardner as she unbuttons the rest of my shirt and pulls it out of my pants.  
 
    The lift off my undershirt and Mrs. Gardner and Cynthia both begin kissing my chest and stroking my cock with their hands over my pants. I let out a hiss of pleasure as they both decide to suck on my nipples. It's not a part of me that gets much attention, so I am surprised by how good it feels. They flick my nipples with their tongues and then they both begin to move lower. 
 
    "Oh, fuck," I moan and rest a hand on each of them. 
 
    My cock is straining for release by the time they unzip me and pull my boxer briefs down my thighs. The length of it springs out and smacks Cynthia right in the face. Both women have a giggle fit. Mrs. Gardner takes hold of my shaft and angles it towards Cynthia. 
 
    "Oh, I forgot how big it was," says Cynthia, admiring my hardness. 
 
    "You can have it first," says Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    "Why, how very generous of you!" Cynthia leans forward and runs her tongue around the ridge of my cockhead and beneath it to the tender spot, which she flicks rapidly with the tip of her tongue. As she takes me into her mouth, she lets out a contented, "Mmmmmmm."  
 
    Those pumped up lips may look fake as hell, but they feel soft and real as they tighten around my cock. Cynthia starts giving me a slow and very wet blowjob while Mrs. Gardner, watching her friend work on my cock, begins to fondle Cynthia's big tits through her dress. That makes Cynthia moan louder around my cock, which sends vibrations up my shaft and to my balls. 
 
    Mrs. Gardner's mouth soon joins Cynthia's and both women are kissing around my shaft and licking playfully up and down my length. Mrs. Gardner takes her turn and Cynthia ducks between my thighs and I feel the hot pull of suction on my balls. Her tongue caresses them and her warm mouth engulfs them in turn while Mrs. Gardner looks up at me with those lusty eyes and bobs on my length. 
 
    There is no bed in the basement, so we end up on the couch, where the blowjob continues. They are on either side of me, leaning into my lap, while I stretch out my arms and lift the backs of their dresses. Mrs. Gardner's panties are damp and I rub her groove through the fabric. Cynthia isn't wearing any panties and my fingers curl into her hot tunnel. 
 
    "Oh, god," gasps Cynthia. "Yes, finger fuck me. Get your fingers all in that pussy." 
 
    Mrs. Gardner, drooling on my cock and licking down to my balls, wiggles her panty-covered pussy against my fingers. I squirm my fingers inside her panties and push two into her hot tunnel. She moans around my cock and begins to hungrily slurp up and down my length.  
 
    My cock feels like it's going to melt from their hot mouths. The sloppy double blowjob ends before they can make me cum and Mrs. Gardner and Cynthia both get up from the couch. Cynthia puts on some music. Mrs. Gardner turns down the lights in the basement. They begin moving to the music, pressing together and undressing each other.  
 
    "Oh, fuck, that is hot," I say. 
 
    They kiss each other and caress each other and strip out of their dresses. Mrs. Gardner is hotter, definitely, but Cynthia has that sort of pumped up perfection mingling with a little extra weight that gives her a luscious softness and roundness. She climbs onto my lap, straddling my cock and kissing me. My cock presses against her soaking cunt. Mrs. Gardner drops behind her and I begins to lick at us both, her tongue moving between Cynthia's ass and pussy and my cock. 
 
    "I need to feel it inside me," Cynthia pants between kisses. 
 
    She reaches down and I slip easily into her hot tunnel. Her weight settles against my laps and she begins to move atop me, those big tits in my face and her pussy working up and down my shaft. For a moment, I close my eyes and remember Aunt Sandy, just hours earlier riding my cock like this.  
 
    "I want to fuck you from behind," I moan. "I want to see your ass." 
 
    She happily obliges me, bending over and giving me a good view of her big ass and dripping slit. I fuck into her as Mrs. Gardner kneels beside me on the couch, caressing her friend's ass and kissing my shoulder. I turn to her and kiss her lips. 
 
    "I'm going to fuck you too, don't worry," I say. 
 
    It's a boast I might not be able to live up to. Cynthia moves like she has been thinking about me for a month, rolling her hips and bouncing her big ass against me. She has a lot of control over her inner muscles and she uses them to stroke me like a hot, wet hand inside her.  
 
    "Oh, fuck, I need to pull out," I groan. 
 
    "No!" Cynthia's head snaps up. "Cum inside me." 
 
    I pound into her, thighs slapping loudly against her big ass and her shaved pussy swallowing me up with each stroke. My balls bounce against her clit, although they are tightening quickly.  
 
    "Look at that big ass," Mrs. Gardner whispers in my ear. "Like a pale peach. Like a big, sweet onion. And her little pink asshole..." 
 
    She reaches past me and teases her friend's pucker with a fingertip. Cynthia does not even look back, but moans at the sensation.  
 
    "Before the night is over," whispers Mrs. Gardner. "I want to see your cock right there." 
 
    How could it be any other way if she commands it?  
 
    Moments later, I can feel Cynthia cumming around me. The hot vice of her pussy is too much. I grip her hips and explode deep inside her. My churning load boils into her hot MILF pussy, so deep that I suspect I'm somehow cumming straight into her womb.  
 
    "Ohhhh, that's a good boy," says Mrs. Gardner. "Fill up that tight pussy. She loves teenage boycum." 
 
    I briefly wonder how many teenage lovers Cynthia has and then I am reminded by her clenching cunt that I am still in the midst of my orgasm. When I do finally come down from that wet and gooey climax, I slip my cock out of her dripping peach and relax back onto the couch.  
 
    Mrs. Gardner spreads her friend's pussy open and I can see the pearly spunk welling in Cynthia's pink channel. It oozes down from her lips and hangs in a lewd strand. Cynthia reaches back and scoops it up before it touches the couch. She looks at me, sweaty and satisfied, and licks her fingers clean. 
 
    "You two...are intense," I say, still trying to catch my breath. 
 
    "We're just getting started with you," promises Cynthia. 
 
    I've heard the term "fucked senseless" before, but I never really understood it until now. Mrs. Gardner and her voluptuous friend ride me like a Sybian, which Cynthia also has. She brings the vibrating sex stool out of a closet and she and Mrs. Gardner take turns on it while they suck my dick and lick each other's assholes. They are a filthy pair and between cock-wringing rides of my dick, they sit at the bar, totally naked, and have drinks.  
 
    By the end of the night I am cumming without actually ejaculating. It's worse than the Halloween party at Sandy State where Stacy's girlfriends gangbanged me nearly to death. I actually fall asleep at around three in the morning with Mrs. Gardner slurping on my cock, trying to get it hard, a finger up my ass and Cynthia's pussy in my face.  
 
    The next morning, I awake on an air mattress on the floor of Cynthia's upstairs bedroom. Mrs. Gardner is overhanging the bed and Cynthia is tangled up with me on the mattress. I don't even remember going upstairs. I remember smoking some pot with Cynthia and then I think I blacked out. 
 
    By the time I have showered and dressed, Mrs. Gardner is sitting up in the chair beside the bed and waiting for me. 
 
    "Come here," she says in a sultry voice. 
 
    "It's Monday," I say. "I'm sorry, Mrs. Gardner, I have to get to class." 
 
    "Come here." The sizzle in her voice brings me over to her. She spreads her thighs and shows me the chafed redness of her well-fucked pussy. But she is just showing me. She reaches over to the table beside the bed and picks up a fat roll of money. 
 
    "Fifteen hundred dollars is your cut," she says. "Plus whatever tips you made. Do you understand what that means?" 
 
    "I can buy a car," I say. 
 
    "It means that if you work for me every other weekend and maybe the occasional weekday customer, you can transfer to Sandy State after this semester." She presses the money roll into my hand. "Is that what you want? To be with my daughter full time?" 
 
    I don't know the answer to that. They've both been using me and have been domineering lovers, but what is my future with Mrs. Gardner? At least with her daughter there is a real relationship. 
 
    "You're married," I say. 
 
    She leans forward and takes my hands. 
 
    "You don't have to decide right now, but I want you to know that I will leave him for you," she whispers. "If you decide it's me you want, I will leave my husband and we can be together. But you're going to have to work hard if that happens." 
 
    I have a feeling, whoever I choose, they're going to make me work hard. I glance over at the softly snoring blond on the air mattress, my cum drying on her chest, and realize that maybe I don't want to make up my mind. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Part 9: Aunt Sandy's Hired Sperm Donor 
 
      
 
    "Artificial insemination," says my mom. "They suck the sperm up in a tube and shoot it up there." 
 
    My dad and I both stare at her with shock. You have to understand, my mom never swears, she barely even talks about sex. Definitely not so openly and around the dinner table as she describes the procedure her coworker is undergoing to get pregnant. After several seconds of staring, my dad and I begin to laugh. 
 
    "What?" she look as us with annoyance. "Oh, it's a medical procedure! Grow up! Look, Aunt Sandy is doing it too." 
 
    I nearly spit out my drink at the mention of "aunt" Sandy. First of all, let me get right out there and point out that the voluptuous and gorgeous redhead, Cassandra Lipton, is not my actual aunt. She's been around since I was a little kid and she usually comes to Holiday dinners, but she never even married my mom's brother, Uncle Joe. She is his ex-girlfriend and has since married and divorced from someone else. So she is not related to me at all. 
 
    Do I seem a little overly sensitive about being clear she isn't an actual relative? Yeah, about that, well, as of a few weeks ago, Aunt Sandy has been hiring me from my girlfriend's mom, Mrs. Gardner. The woman who has been acting to sort of arrange little visits with lonely or horny housewives in the neighborhood. Sandy hasn't just been my customer, either. She has been my favorite customer.  
 
    "So, um, if Aunt Sandy is getting artificial insemination, does that mean she is on the fertility drugs and stuff like your friend from work?" 
 
    "Oh, look, now he takes an interest," my dad laughs and gestures to pantomime Aunt Sandy's bountiful bosom.  
 
    My mom kicks my dad under the table and he curses.  
 
    "Well, I expect so sweetie, but she just started up this week. I believe it takes a couple weeks for all the hormones to help with fertility and ovulation. She has to test the ovulation and then rush to the clinic to have her donor insemination." 
 
    "I'd pay to see that procedure," mutters my dad, almost too quiet to hear. 
 
    If only he knew what sorts of procedures were going on at Aunt Sandy's apartment. The thought makes me realize that I have practiced less than safe sex with her, under the belief that she would always take care of things. Has she been using me as her sperm donor? 
 
    After dinner, I head to my bedroom and take out my phone to text Mrs. Gardner. Stacy's mom is the hottest MILF in the neighborhood and my relationship with her could not be more fucked up. While my girlfriend is off at college, I am literally signed up to be Mrs. Gardner's sex slave, occasionally visiting or being visited by her daughter. It was supposed to keep me faithful, but the subservient side of it was immediately used by both my girlfriend and her mom to turn me into a sort of gigolo. Stacy used me as a stuntcock for all her friends at a Halloween party and then her mom turned me into a male prostitute making house calls with all her friends in the neighborhood. 
 
    That's how I ran into Aunt Sandy. Now, Mrs. Gardner has given me the night off, but I want to know what she has in mind for me with my sorta-aunt. Has she been in on some sort of plot to use me to impregnate Aunt Sandy? I need to meet with Stacy's Mom for some answers. 
 
    "Okay," says Mrs. Gardner when I get her one the phone, a hint of amusement in her voice. "I can meet with you to talk about whatever you'd like. You can't come over here tonight though, I have some of my husband's family visiting. I'll pick you up at East Lake Park." 
 
    "Why can't we just meet like two adults?" I ask. 
 
    There is a pause and a soft chuckle on the other end. 
 
    "Are you all grown up now? A big boy?" She likes to tease. "At the park. Ride your bicycle. But if it makes you feel like more of a man, you can take the baseball cards out of your spokes." 
 
    I throw on a windbreaker and ride my bike out to East Lake Park. Winter is on the way and my breath steams in the night air. The park is closed so all the lights are out. It's just a hint warmer than freezing and I stand there pacing under a dark picnic pavilion. It's almost an hour before Mrs. Gardner shows up in her car. The headlights sweep over me and I squint into the bright light.  
 
    I jog over to the passenger side of her car and I am surprised to see another person in the passenger seat. The woman has Mrs. Gardner's blond hair, nose, and chin, with slightly thinner lips and maybe a few years less age. Her body might be as nice as Mrs. Gardner's porn star perfection too, but she has clearly let it go, so it's almost like I'm looking at Mrs. Gardner wearing a fat person costume. She looks at me like someone eying chocolates in the window of a candy store. I know that look well, but it catches me off-guard tonight. 
 
    The window purrs down and Mrs. Gardner leans across the woman riding with her. 
 
    "This is my sister, Joanna," says Mr. Gardner. "I told her a little bit about you and thought she might enjoying meeting you while our husbands are back at the house bonding."  
 
    "Can I see it?" asks Joanna. 
 
    "Of course." Mrs. Gardner gestures to my crotch. "Take your cock out for her. I told her it was huge." 
 
    "Um, I really just came here to talk about something--" 
 
    "You will take your cock out right now, young man," snaps Mrs. Gardner. "Take it out and give my sister a good look." 
 
    I know better than to defy Mrs. Gardner. She can be downright cruel when she is angry at me about something. I unzip my pants and press my abdomen and thighs tightly against the window frame of the passenger side. This dangles my cock and balls into the car for a nice, up-close look for her sister. I feel a warm hand on me almost immediately. It strokes my shaft and teases fingers down to my cold-tightened balls. They loosen up in Joanna's hand and I hear her saying something to Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    The driver's side door opens and Mrs. Gardner steps out of her car. She leans her arms over the roof so that her breasts are squeezed nearly to bursting through the cutout of her wrap dress. 
 
    "So what did you want to discuss with me?" she asks. 
 
    I groan as Joanna begins to stroke me with her hand and lick all around the tip of my cock. It's hard to pay attention to Mrs. Gardner with her sister's tongue tracing circles on the rim of my purple helmet. Why did I ask to meet tonight? What was it I wanted? It certainly wasn't that soft mouth opening up around my tip and engulfing my cock in soft, wet heat. I can hear her moaning and slurping inside the car as she begins to bob her mouth on my hardening cock. 
 
    "Hey!" Mrs. Gardner snaps her fingers. "Are you wasting my time? Because that would make me very cross with you. Do I need to remind you what happens when I am cross?" 
 
    Her threat conjures images of Mrs. Gardner strapping on a cock, me on my knees licking my own cum off her feet, me unable to sit down because she has paddled me nearly to blisters. Nothing clears things up quite like a threat from Mrs. Gardner these days. I stiffen up and manage to shut out the incredible heat of Joanna's slurping mouth on my cock.  
 
    "I...um...I heard that Cassandra Lipton is going to be taking, oooh, um, fertility treatments. I was wondering, aahh... if that means she is going to..." 
 
    "You are wondering if the woman you call your aunt is going to want to use your delicious teenage cum for her latest project." Mrs. Gardner walks slowly around to my side of the car. Her hand slides up my chest and pinches one of my nipples through my shirt. "The answer depends very much on an appointment she has purchased for you tomorrow. You will be going to the fertility clinic to have your sperm counted and analyzed. If your seed is as well-behaved as you generally are, then I would imagine the answer is 'yes', your so-called aunt would like your sperm." 
 
    She snaps her hands up and squeezes my cheeks.  
 
    "Whether she wants it in a cup or she wants you to fuck it into her, if she pays, you are going to go through with it. Do I make myself clear?"  
 
    I nod my head. 
 
    "Good boy," she says, releasing my cheeks and finishing with a slap. "Now give me a kiss." 
 
    I pucker up to give Mrs. Gardner a smooch, but she has other ideas of where she wants my lips. She slinks onto the hood of her car and climbs up the windshield and onto the roof. She dangles her legs over the passenger side and slide her red skirt up her thighs. Her pussy is perfectly shaved and she has mouthwatering tan lines surrounding her pale pussy with golden legs and abdomen.  
 
    She laces her fingers into my hair and pulls my face down between her thighs. I know better than to resist her, not that I would anyway as she thrusts her glistening folds against my tongue. I do my best to lap at her flesh fuckslit and focus my tongue on her fat clit while Joanna continues to suck me inside the car.  
 
    Mrs. Gardner holds my head down firmly, working her hips and grinding all over my tongue and chin. Her sister pops her mouth off my cock long enough to suck the swollen eggs of my balls. She swallows both into her mouth at the same time and gives them a sloppy tongue bath while her hand tugs my shaft. I groan into the deliciously familiar groove of Mrs. Gardner's cunt and focus the attention of my flicking tongue on her clit.  
 
    "Thaaaat's it," she moans. "You made the drive out here worth it. Isn't that right, Joanna?" 
 
    "Mmmmmmm!" She pops my balls out of her mouth. "His cock is even bigger than you madeit sound. Can he fuck me with it?" 
 
    Mrs. Gardner pushes my face up from her slit, her juices coating my chin. "Up for giving my sister a freebie?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I say. "Would you like me to finish with--" 
 
    "Yes," she laughs, thrusting my face down between her thighs, "I want you to make me cum first." 
 
    Her legs fall over my shoulders and her heels drive me even harder against the car. I reach around her, grabbing the softness of her ass with both hands, fingers pushing the back of her skirt into the warm crevice of her ass while my tongue lashes her clit. I suck on that fleshy bud until Mrs. Gardner is wailing and bucking against my mouth.  
 
    Her skin squeaks on the roof of her car as she thrusts against me. Her clutching cunt coats my tongue and chin in a hot bath of her cum. I lick it all up and swallow what spills into my mouth. I look up at her submissively, past her heaving breasts barely contained by her dress, into those brilliant blue eyes shining in the moonlight.  
 
    She finally lifts my face. I am panting for air, flushed and sweaty. I wipe my mouth on my sleeve and she pulls me in for a hot, cock-twitching kiss. Her sister is still taking full advantage in the car, licking and sucking at my balls and occasionally pausing in that to give the fat tip of my cock another hard slurp.  
 
    "Ohhh, you're such a good boy," says Mrs. Gardner, ruffling my hair. "Now I want you to show Joanna what you can do with that cock." 
 
    Joanna's lips pop free of my hardness and I have to step back as she climbs out of the car with an unceremonious grunt. She is a big, sexy woman. She jiggles as she stands up straight, smoothing hair from her face. Her wide hips and soft belly are matched with two of the biggest, roundest breasts I have ever seen. She sheds the sweater she has hanging on her shoulders and begins to pull off her top, over the paleness of her belly and over the lavender lace of her huge bra crammed to overflowing with her titflesh. 
 
    "It's cold out here," she says. "Don't make me stand around. Take off your clothes. I need that hot cock in me." 
 
    We do it in the picnic shelter. Mrs. Gardner has an old blanket in the trunk of her car and she spreads it out on the concrete floor of the shelter. The wind is cold and our breath faintly steaming in the gathering autumn chill. Joanna's naked body is shocking as she sprawls on the floor. She is even bigger than I thought, with cellulite-dimpled cheeks dropping onto the blanket as she spreads her thighs and shows me the glistening patch of her blond-thatched pussy. She plays with one of her fat tits and looks up at me with lust in her eyes.  
 
    I am used to women looking at me like a piece of meat. I stand naked for her to see my teenage leanness, my muscles and my hard cock sticking up at an angle and still slightly damp with her spit.  
 
    "He is fucking hot," moans Joanna. 
 
    "I told you," purrs Mrs. Gardner, settling onto the bench to watch. She spreads her legs and idly strokes her pussy as I drop to my knees between her sister's thick thighs. I grab Joanna's legs by the backs of her knees, bending them up and apart as I use only the motion of my hips to rub my cock against Joanna's sopping groove. The friction of my fucktool rubbing against her vulva is lessened by the slickness of her plump folds.  
 
    "Fuck meeee," she whines. Her golden hair spills over her face. She looks up at me and pulls the cups of her bra beneath her plump tits. Her hands mold her soft breasts, squeezing and caressing them as her fingers pluck at the fat, tan tips of her nipples. I've seen women eager to be fucked, but Mrs. Gardner's sister is in a frenzy. She squirms and thrusts her pussy against me, trying to impale herself onto my cock. 
 
    I release one of Joanna's legs just long enough to guide my cock into her slick pussy. It is hot and dripping and ready for my dick. I slide into her, pushing to the hilt in a single stroke and bottoming out against the tight wall of her cervix. She blows the air out from her lungs in a shocked exhalation of pleasure. 
 
    "Oh, yeah, that's it, sweetie," coos Mrs. Gardner. "Pound my sister like her husband never does. Spank her ass with those balls." 
 
    "Yes...oooh...yes ma'am."  
 
    Is Joanna the sort of woman I would normally go for? Maybe not, although as her body shudders with each stroke of my cock into her clutching tunnel, I can certainly see her appeal. That doesn't really matter though. Mrs. Gardner wants me to fuck her sister hard, so I fuck her sister hard. Our flesh collides with loud slaps, my balls against her spread ass, crack dripping with her juices and my cock filling her impressively tight fuckhole.  
 
    "Ohh! Oh!" Joanna lifts her head up, bobbling with each ram of my cock, as her face contorts in pleasure. "Make me cum! Please, make me...ohhh!" 
 
    It's the first orgasm, but it won't be the last. Her cunt squeeze tight around my thrusting cock and I feel her juices flowing in a slick river down her thighs and dripping from my balls. After that first orgasm, my thrusting cock takes on a wet slurp as I piston my swollen length in and out of her squeezing soccer mom slit.  
 
    Her second orgasm follows quickly after and by the time she finishes she is quaking and her face is all red and sweaty. I slow down for a moment, giving her a chance to recover. I bow my body over hers and bend my face to the jiggling mounds of her breasts. My tongue circles one nipple and then I give her a nice, hard suck. She wails and I am surprised by a burst of liquid into my mouth. I pull away quickly and look down to see pearly white droplets glistening on her areola and milky breast. 
 
    "You're...that was milk!"  
 
    "Ohhhh, yes," she moans, pulling my head back down to her chest. "Suck them." 
 
    "Joanna had her youngest less than a year ago," says Mrs. Gardner. "She is still pumping her milk. Go ahead, sweetie. Taste it." 
 
    I suck at the other nipple. This time I am prepared for the spray of warm, sweet, thin liquid that coats my tongue. It's not bad, actually, and sucking it from her breast makes my cock even harder inside her. I gather her breasts in my hands and suck back and forth between them.  
 
    Starting that first gush from each nipple seems to prime the pumps as now simply squeezing them produces sprays of Joanna's milk. She arches her back and helps me, squeezing with practiced hands that push down towards her fat nipples and produce showers of white milk that wet my face and open mouth. 
 
    "That's so fucking hot," moans Mrs. Gardner, frigging her clit with greater enthusiasm. "Do you like that, baby? Do you like the way her milk tastes?" 
 
    "It's sweet," I say, letting another gush fill my mouth. "It's...yeah, it's good. It's fucking hot." 
 
    I can feel my cock pushing towards the point of no return. The whole time I've been licking up milk and sucking at Joanna's engorged nipples I have been pounding steadily into her sloshing fuckpit. My balls are tightening against her asshole. My cock is swelling inside that juicy tunnel. I give her breast one last, hard suck, filling my mouth with her sweet milk as I cross the line. 
 
    "Ohhh fuuuuuck!" I cry. 
 
    I unload deep inside her, spraying Joanna's MILF fuckpit with my hot, teenage load of cum. My slow, shuddering strokes are accompanied by loud slurps as spunk oozes out of her pussy and down her crack. She squeezes her breasts and showers the darkness with her milk as I fill her up with my spunkload.  
 
    "Oooooh," she moans. "I can feel it inside me." 
 
    I rest my weight atop her and bend my lips down to give her a sweaty kiss. Her lips part and her tongue eagerly invades my mouth. Her inner muscles squeeze around me and send a shiver up my spent cock. 
 
    "That's a good boy," says Mrs. Gardner, allowing her skirt to settle back over her thighs. 
 
    Joanna reluctantly releases me from our liplock and I roll off of her and onto my back on the concrete. I glance back at her and her creamy cunt is steaming in the cold night air. 
 
    "God, he was amazing. Can I fuck him again?"  
 
    "Not tonight," says Mrs. Gardner. "He needs his rest with the busy day he has this tomorrow. But I'll be sure to add you to the schedule." 
 
    Mrs. Gardner nods for to me," You can go." 
 
    I dress hurriedly and climb onto my bicycle. Pedaling home through the chilly night, my mind drifts from plowing Mrs. Gardner's chubby sister to the thought that I am going to be having my jizz tested to see if it's good enough to knock up my aunt. I mean, not technically my aunt, but the lady who I have called Aunt Sandy for as long as I have known her. I've already gone through with having sex with her for Mrs. Gardner, but knocking her up is a whole other level of twisted. I'm not sure I can force myself to do it. 
 
    The thought keeps me awake for half the night. I'm almost ready to throw in the towel and try to play video games or something until I pass out. I sit up in bed and realize I have a text from just a few minutes ago on my phone. 
 
    It's Stacy, the girl who is technically my girlfriend, but who only gets me on certain weekends because she is away at college. She just wants to know how I'm doing and has added, "missing u" with several heart emoticons. I don't want to talk to her via text. I pick up the phone and call her number from my contacts. 
 
    She picks up quickly, although there is hoarse sleepiness in her voice.  
 
    "Didn't expect you to call," she murmurs. "What's up?" 
 
    "I miss you."  
 
    It comes out almost as an admission. Maybe it is an admission. I signed that twisted contract with Stacy and her mom knowing I was going to get more sex than most men could dream. Instead, it has turned into indentured sexual servitude and mostly at the hands of Stacy's mom. At times, I still love the arrangement. But with what I have to do tomorrow looming over my head, it's pretty easy to feel sorry for myself. 
 
    "You can come up and see me this weekend," she says. "I know a few of the girls would love to spend--" 
 
    "Just me and you," I say. "I mean, if that's okay with you. I feel like I haven't had you to myself in a long time." 
 
    There is a pause on the other end, as if she's considering whether or not she is going to chastise me for interrupting her. She's not the stern disciplinarian that Mrs. Gardner can be, but she likes to remind me that she's the boss. Instead, I get sympathy. 
 
    "What's wrong? Are you okay?" 
 
    "Your mom," I begin the sentence and then realize I can't finish it. 
 
    "What is she doing to you?" 
 
    "Do you remember my aunt Sandy? I mean, she's not really my aunt, but I call her my aunt. I'm pretty sure you've met her before. She's, um, really... she's a good looking woman. Red hair, blue eyes, sort of like Jessica Rabbit or that woman from Mad Men." 
 
    "Christina Hendricks?" 
 
    "Yeah, Sandy looks a little bit like her," I say. "I guess I had the hots for her before, but now you mom is making me do something I'm not too sure about. Sandy is taking fertility treatments to get pregnant and she, um, wants me to be a sperm donor. Like, I'm guess to insert the sperm myself." 
 
    "Insert it?" Stacy giggles. "You mean your aunt hired you to knock her up and my mom is making you go through with it. I don't see what the problem is if she's not your actual aunt." 
 
    "Don't you think it's a little weird that your mom wants me to, uh, make a baby? That's the part that is really messed up." 
 
    "I get it," says Stacy. "Having sex with these women was one thing, but you don't want to feel responsible for a baby. But it doesn't sound like your aunt wants you to hang around and be a dad." 
 
    "But it's going to be my kid no matter what." 
 
    "You really want a kid, don't you?" Stacy laughs at me and her laughter makes me furious. I almost hang up on her. "If you really want to be a daddy, why don't you knock me up?" 
 
    "You're in college on birth control and--" 
 
    "I'll stop taking it," says Stacy. "And there's nothing to stop a pregnant woman from going to college." 
 
    "That's not what I want!"  
 
    "You just wanted to whine to me, is that it?" Her tone has changed and she is no longer being nice at all. "Suck it up. It's all in the contract and if my mom says you need to fuck your aunt and knock her up then you have to do it." 
 
    "Right," I say. "Right. You're right. All in the contract." 
 
    Stacy's soothing tone returns as she promises, "It will be alright. Come up and see me, like I said, and we can work all of this out. That's an order." 
 
    "Yes, mistress," I say. 
 
    "Mmmmm, good boy," she says. "And have fun with Aunt Sandy." 
 
    Stacy teases me with a selfie of her firm little ass in a low-riding pair of pink panties that are pulled halfway down her cheeks. She shoots the pick over her shoulder into a mirror. I wish I had that ass to bury my face in right about now. At least it would give me something to do so I'm not just lying awake in bed thinking about how I'm supposed to knock up Aunt Sandy. 
 
    Somehow, I do finally fall asleep. The next day, a text is waiting for me from Mrs. Gardner with the address of the fertility clinic where I'm supposed to get my sperm analyzed. I don't really like the sound of having any part of me analyzed at a clinic. I mean, what if they like stick one of those cameras down my dick and into my balls or something? I guess it doesn't matter, I'll just have to suffer through it, because whatever they do at the clinic won't be worse than the punishment Mrs. Gardner gives me if I miss the appointment.  
 
    It turns out I have to ride my bike like a maniac just to make it to the clinic on the far side of downtown. It's just a little office with a bunch of nurses and a big waiting room. A petite Asian nurse with "LEE" on a name badge walks me back to a small room. It isn't an examining room like I was expecting. It's dark, there are a couple chairs, a small TV, and some magazines. There is also an adjoining bathroom. 
 
    Nurse Lee hands me a plastic cup with a screw-on top.  
 
    "Try to deposit your sample completely into the cup," she says. "If any lands on your clothing or outside the cup, do not scrape it up and put it in or you risk contaminating the sample. Once you have finished, seal the top with the sticker here and write your name and the time onto the sample for me. Any questions?" 
 
    "Um, yeah," I feel like an idiot but I blurt it out, "am I supposed to cum in this cup?" 
 
    She smiles, but it's like a condescending smile. She thinks I'm stupid.  
 
    "You need to stimulate yourself, without lubrication, to ejaculating into this cup so that we can analyze your sperm for possible in vitro fertilization. If your sperm is defective, we will not be able to proceed. Do you understand?" 
 
    I don't. I mean, I get what she is saying, but I don't understand why all this is happening to me. I just nod like an idiot. 
 
    "If you'd like, we can send your wife back. She is in the office." 
 
    "My wife?"  
 
    "Cassandra? Yes, she was speaking with the doctor. I'll send her back. Sometimes it's preferable if the, ah, spouse helps with the process." 
 
    Nurse Lee walks out, leaving me in this weird, dark jerk-off chamber waiting for the woman who made me come here. After about five minutes, there is a soft knock at the door. 
 
    "C-come in," I say, tossing down the big jugs porno magazine I was looking at. 
 
    The door opens and Aunt Sandy steps in. She is redheaded and beautiful, her blue eyes glittering in the dim lighting and her very shapely body wrapped tightly to the neck in an overcoat. Her crimson hair is up in a tight bun and her full lips are painted a matching shade of scarlet. She smiles and smoothly enters the room, closing the door behind her. I find it hard to look her in the eye. We've had sex, but I still get nervous around her since Aunt Sandy and I were so close before I started working for Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    "Nurse Lee tells me you are in need of a little assistance." She begins to unbutton the overcoat. "She thought I might be able to offer you a hand." 
 
    The coat falls from her shoulders and reveals that Aunt Sandy is wearing a barely-there nurse's white coat buttoned tightly beneath her huge breasts so that her creamy flesh and crimson bra are both bursting out of the collar. The short skirt ends above her stockings so that there are three fingers of her plump thighs naked. The nurse's costume is something a stripper would wear and it barely fits Aunt Sandy's extremely voluptuous frame. She comes closer and each swing of her hips seems like it is going to demolish the buttons of the uniform. Her ridiculous high heels click on the floor. 
 
    "Ohhhhh, what do we have here?" she purrs, running her hand over the bulge in my pants. "It seems like you have some swelling. I think Nurse Sandy had better relieve that immediately." 
 
    I lean back in the chair, overwhelmed by her Nurse Sandy character and the intoxicating, flowery smell of her perfume. She squeezes my cock through my jeans and lets out a hiss of satisfaction. She chews the plump, red morsel of her lower lip as her fingers work my belt, my button, and begin to lower my zipper. My cock springs free of my boxer shorts. Her pale fingers wind around it and she squeezes and strokes me gently.  
 
    "This is a very large organ you have," she leans over me, her nipples popping free of her overstuffed bra and her huge breasts almost smothering my face. "It might take both hands to relieve this pressure." 
 
    She kneels before me and works my cock with both soft, dry hands tugging at my swollen cock. Precum begins to leak out as she keeps a steady rhythm and works my shaft from my tightening balls to the swollen purple head of my cock. Her magnificent breasts jiggle with each pump of my cock. She peers at me over that drooling tip and her crimson lips curl into a smile. 
 
    "Are you looking at my breasts? That's very naughty! I am working on a very delicate medical procedure." 
 
    "S-sorry," I moan, fighting the urge to stare at those quivering, creamy mounds. 
 
    "I don't want to distract you," she purrs, dropping the warm weight of her breasts against my cock. She drags her tits up and over them and then rocks back again, moaning slightly and chewing that plump lip again as she mashes those soft breasts around my straining cock. She strokes me into the hot blanket of her breasts, her hand bouncing her breasts up and down as she massages my cock. Her other hand is free to tease my inner thigh and cradle my balls. "I need you to shoot a biiiiig load, mister. Are you going to be a good boy and do that for Nurse Sandy?" 
 
    "In your cleavage?" 
 
    Her palm weighs my balls and she squeezes them both gently in her hand. She strokes me a little slower and leans her lips close to mine. 
 
    "No, silly," she breathes. "You tell me when you're about to cum and I'll make sure all that juice goes into the cup. Okay?" 
 
    I can't even form words. Her incredible outfit is driving me crazy. She's so hot busting out of that nurse's uniform that I manage to forget she is my aunt. I just focus on the expert attention she is giving to my cock - and now my balls too - stroking me and fondling me into that velvet valley between her huge breasts. 
 
    She leans up, her breath hot and sweet with peppermint, and she kisses me suddenly and passionately. I resist her purely out of surprise at the force of her kiss. Her tongue invades my mouth and I am helpless in her torrid embrace. She kisses me with the passion of a long-separated lover as her hand continues to pull me towards my release. I recover from my shock and my tongue works back against hers. The soft, warm space between her breasts is wet with smears of my precum.  
 
    Finally, I can't take it any longer and I tear my lips away from the sloppy kiss. 
 
    "Going to cum," I gasp.  
 
    Her blue eyes are on mine. Her lips are a mess of smeared lipstick curving into a satisfied smile as she leans back and lifts the weight of her tits from my lap. My cock is hugely swollen and a particularly dark shade of crimson. The entire head is wet with my precum as her hand works slowly, squeezing from my root to just below the very tip.  
 
    My balls are so tight I know I am going to explode. She sees my wide-eyed pleasure and I feel the hard edge of the specimen cup pressing beneath my cock. She pulls my dick like a shifter, angling it down so it's almost even with the floor. The cup covers my cockhead as her other hand slides down my length and back up again. 
 
    I rock forward, sliding my cock into her hand and pressing my tip against the hard bottom of the specimen cup.  
 
    "That's it," cries Sandy. "Fill it up for me!"  
 
    "Ahhhhhh, I'm cumming!" No sooner have the words left my mouth than a powerful ecstasy takes hold of my cock and curls my toes in my shoes. Sandy strokes me expertly while keeping the specimen cup against the head of my cock. Powerful spasms of pleasure take hold with such force it feels as if I am squeezing my balls dry. I feel the hot, wet splash of the cum against the tip of my cock and Sandy giggles and quickly adjusts the tilt of the container so as not to spill any of my precious spunk. 
 
    "Ohhhhh, yes, gooood boy," she says, milking me into the cup. "What a big load for me." 
 
    "It's for you," I agree. "All for you..." 
 
    She pulls the cup away from my cock and screws the lid on tightly. Her pen is out and she is marking down the exact time of my ejaculation. She quickly buttons up her top and stands, leaving me with a slowly deflating cock, trying to catch my breath. 
 
    "Sorry, sweetie," she says. "No pillow talk. It's important I get this out to the real nurses." 
 
    She starts towards the door, turns back, and bends sharply over at the waist, leaning her head all the way down to my lap to plant a kiss on the tip of my cock. 
 
    "Good boy," she says to it and flicks a pearly drop of late cum with her tongue. It stretches into a glistening strand between her tongue and my cock before that pink serpent disappears into her mouth and she is standing up again. "You can go home now, sweetie. I'll call you with the results." 
 
    I watch her big, round ass wiggle out of the room and let out a long sigh. Get jerked off by the woman who I've thought of as my aunt might be wrong, but I'm grinning from ear to ear. I tuck the shrinking hose of my cock back into my jeans and head out of the room. it feels like all the real nurses are watching me go, but I know they're probably used to a hundred different guys jerking off into cups every single day. I keep my head down and get the hell out of there. 
 
    Last night, when Mrs. Gardner explained this job to me, I was barely even thinking about what the result of the test would be. Now, sitting in my bedroom with all my old baseball and football trophies, staring at my shelves of action figures and my big poster of Black Widow from the Avengers. All this kids stuff feels weird and I just want to know that I can be a man. That my sperm cells are pro swimmers. What if it turned out I was infertile? I think I would feel pretty lousy about that. I never imagined myself as a dad, but I always just assumed I'd be one eventually. 
 
    I'm so focused on the consequences of becoming a father that my phone ringing nearly gives me a heart attack. I grab it off the nightstand beside the bed. 
 
    "Hey, sweetie," comes the sultry voice of Aunt Sandy. "I have the results from your tests. You have a healthy count in the 99th percentile and your sperm exhibit 'high motility'." 
 
    "Which means?" 
 
    "Very eager swimmers," she says with a giggle. "I am ovulating and my calculator says that my best time will be tomorrow morning around nine. Are you available?" 
 
    "To impregnate you," I say. 
 
    "That's the plan." She pauses and adds, "If this really makes you uncomfortable we could take another specimen. Although I would prefer... the natural method." 
 
    So would I. As weird as it is to think of knocking up Aunt Sandy, I have already fucked her, just not with the intent of getting her pregnant. In some ways the thought that I will be having sex with her to conceive is exciting. I mean, that's like the whole point of sex, right? But I've never done it with the intention. 
 
    "Nine AM," I agree. "I will be there." 
 
    "For natural conception?" 
 
    "Yes, Aunt Sandy," I say, my face getting hot and my voice lowering. "I will do it the natural way." 
 
    " I bet you will," she says with another giggle and hangs up the phone. 
 
    The short call has stiffened my cock. I don't have long to dwell on the thought of inseminating Aunt Sandy the old-fashioned way. I receive a call from Mrs. Gardner and she wants to make sure I went through with the sperm test. 
 
    "Yes," I say and give her the results. "And I have an appointment with Aunty Sandy tomorrow morning to, um, finish the process." 
 
    "To fill your aunt's tight pussy with a hot load of that teenage cum," laughs Mrs. Gardner. "You're such a sweet nephew to do this for your aunt." 
 
    She's not really my aunt is what I think, but I keep my lip buttoned.  
 
    "I require photo evidence of the deed," continues Mrs. Gardner. "After you unload all that lovely cum into your aunt, you will text me a photo. I think she will understand and know that it if we use the image for marketing her face will be blurred out." 
 
    "Marketing?" The thought makes me queasy.. 
 
    "Oh, yes. With numbers like that and a nice big cock, you might really be in demand with some of these older professional women who are only now finding time to have children. Eighteen year old sperm injected fresh from the source? That could be big money. You'll be a regular Johnny Appleseed in our neighborhood." 
 
    The thought takes over my dreams that night. I see all of the women I have slept with for Mrs. Gardner, housewives and single ladies, moms and spinsters, all of them moaning and begging for me to knock them up. My dream turns into one long run-on sentence of clutching cum gutters catching my spurting loads, but it ends as a nightmare. I'm being chased by the women pushing strollers and baby carriages and those old-fashioned Mary Poppins contraptions. They're all yelling for my money, but it's not enough. They want my body. They want to tear me apart! 
 
    I wake up with a gasp from the nightmare of about two dozen of the hottest, bustiest MILFs from my neighborhood trying to rip me apart. After the horror of the dream passes, I am confronted by the terror of reality. Today is the day I impregnate my aunt. 
 
    I shower and look at the soapy length of my dangling cock. How many women have I fucked with it? How many mouths and pussies and asses have I filled with this cock? Now my aunt is going to have my cum filling her fertile pussy. It's too late for me to back out now. 
 
    I dress in my Sunday best. I know it seems weird, wearing my tie and my stupid blazer, but I fell like this is important and I need to be professional. I need to let my aunt know that I am doing this as a job. There are no feelings involved. 
 
    "Going somewhere today?" asks my mom as I walk into the kitchen. 
 
    "Um, job interview." 
 
    "Ohhhh, well, you look very handsome." She smoothes the part in my hair. "You're going to get the job." 
 
    I feel uncomfortable sharing the kitchen with my mom. I take my bowl of cereal and wolf it down in the living room watching some idiots on one of those morning news shows. They're arguing about politics like it's the most important thing in the world, but it seems pretty unimportant when I think about Aunt Sandy sprawled on a bed, spreading her pink pussy open for me. 
 
    My mom wants to take a picture of me in my suit. It's not like I never wear it. She is just weird about commemorating moments like job interviews. I bolt to the door while she is fishing for her camera in her huge purse. 
 
    "I've really got to go, mom," I say. "I'll let you know how it goes!" 
 
    I'm twenty minutes early to Aunt Sandy's apartment. My heart is beating a hole in my chest as I rap my knuckles on the door. It opens on the first knock, like she has been standing by the door and waiting for me to show up. 
 
    Aunt Sandy is straight out of a Victoria's Secret catalog. I am transfixed by the sight of her satin and lace swaddled curves, the sheer bustier and garter set, and the pale mounds of her overflowing breasts. The burgundy and black lace form a sharp contrast to the creamy white of her voluptuous body. I can see the pink edges of her areolas peeking above the cups of her bra.  
 
    "Come in," she says, stepping back from the door. "Would you like something to drink?" 
 
    "Some water," I say. "It said on the Internet that I shouldn't do any drinking or it might, uh, interfere with stuff." 
 
    "Is that the medical terminology?" Aunt Sandy giggles and swings those wide hips as she turns and goes for her refrigerator. The bustier has a sheer skirt to match. Beneath that frilly nothing, the plump peach of Aunty Sandy's luscious ass is thonged by a narrow strip of black. "Come on in. I'll get you a bottle of water." 
 
    I follow her all the way to the fridge in her kitchen and manage to wait for her to open the door of her refrigerator before I drop to my knees behind her. My fingers slide up the backs of her thighs and my hands covet the roundness of her ass. Her cheeks are so smooth and deceptively firm. 
 
    I spread her cheeks with my thumbs and I can just see the pink edges of her anus peeking from beneath her thong. The wine-dark gusset of her underwear is snug over her mound. She leans forward a little and I can see the split of her labia and the slightest hint of moisture soaking through the dark fabric. 
 
    Without a word, I peel the thong out of her ass and down her hips, over her garter and her thigh-high black stockings. The wine-colored satin and black lace drops from her knees down to her high heeled shoes and she steps out of them, leaning one hand on the refrigerator.  
 
    I spread her again this time, admiring the shaved pink of her flower, dewy with her lust, and the perfect wrinkle of her anus hiding in the crevice of that plump white ass. The lusty scent of her fills my nostrils and I want to taste her. I want to delve my tongue into her pussy and rim the hot pucker of her ass. 
 
    "Fuck me," she gasps. "Right here. Right now. Fuck me. I'm soaking wet." 
 
    "Yes," I moan and stand up, denying myself the pleasure of licking Aunt Sandy's pink holes. 
 
    My cock is out in a flash. She reaches behind her, leaning into the open fridge and pushing her bare ass out as she tugs her cock towards her slippery groove. Her eyes lock onto mine as her hot furrow brushes my cock. She strokes me against that warm, wet velvet.  
 
    "I need this," she says. "I need you to give me your cum. Do you understand?" 
 
    I look from her to my cock, dripping with precum as she strokes it against that perfect pink entrance. My eyes meet Aunt Sandy's and I slowly nod. She releases my cock. 
 
    "Do it," she hisses. "Fuck me. Fuck me with--" 
 
    I interrupt her by seizing the soft flesh of her hips and thrusting my cock into her without needing any help from my hands. Her hot tunnel opens to my thrust and I fill the tight, gripping channel of my aunt's cunt. I thrust every inch into her, slapping against her ass as my balls spank against the bud of her clit. She nearly falls into the refrigerator and catches her balance on the shelf with a clink of jars and bottled beers.  
 
    "Ohhhh my god," she cries. "I forgot how big that was." 
 
    I remind her vigorously, pounding my cock into her hot tunnel with a fury. Her breasts shake with each stroke. Our bodies collide with loud slaps of flesh. Her ruby lips hang open in a cry of pleasure that I feel in my chest. I release her hip with one hand to pull her head up and I lean into her and smother that scream of lust with my kiss. 
 
    Our tongues slide together. The kiss is at an awkward angle, but I will not be refused her lips as I hammer my cock in and out. This is what she wanted. This is what Aunt Sandy wanted. Her tits slapping against the milk jug. Her lips smothered with my kiss. Her big, juicy ass spanked by my hips as my cock pounds in and out of her. 
 
    I break the kiss to warn her, "I'm going to fucking cum." 
 
    "Yessss," she hisses. "I'm going to cum too. Just... just a moment... just... aaaAAAH!!!" 
 
    The grip of her pussy tightens around my steely cock. I pound into her, fighting my way through the clutching walls of her fuckhole. Her orgasm is as powerful as any I have felt inside a woman and, trust me, I've felt a lot in the last year. It's like a hot, fleshy vice closing and opening against my thrusting cock, the texture inner walls of her sex seeming almost to suck at my straining pole. 
 
    "I can't hold back!" I cry, my face twisting up as I try to stop the flood. 
 
    "Ohhh! Fill me! Fill my pussy!" 
 
    That's all I need to hear as I let loose my orgasm deep inside my aunt. Her clutching cunt wrings my cock as I spurt into her pussy. My thrusts slow to deep, short strokes, pushing against her cervix as I pump her full of my hot load. I can feel my cum flood around my cock and dripping down my balls. Stray droplets, squeezed out of Aunt Sandy's stuffed gutter, splatter onto the kitchen floor beneath us.  
 
    "Oh my god, I can feel it," she moans. "So much cum, filling up my fertile pussy." 
 
    The reminder that this is more than just a recreational fuck in my aunt's kitchen sends another spasm the length of my cock. My balls seem eager to squeeze out every drop into her hungry fuckhole. I start to pull out of her, but she stops me. 
 
    "No," she murmurs. "Stay inside me until you go soft." 
 
    I don't know if it's like a way to keep my cum up against her womb or what, but I'm not going to argue as she stands almost upright, my cock still trapped in her flooded pussy. We resume kissing over her shoulder. This time I ease a hand around her and fondle her breast through the lacy cup of her bodice. I can feel the hardness of a fat nipple against my palm. 
 
    "I want to take a picture," I murmur. "Just like this. Lean forward." 
 
    I fumble with my phone and lean back, my cock still stuffed in Aunt Sandy's cum-smeared pussy and her big pale ass framed by her garter. I snap a couple photos and send one along to Stacy. I tuck the phone away and return to kissing Aunt Sandy. 
 
    My cock does not soften inside her. Somehow, maybe because it is turning me on thinking of knocking her up, maybe it's her mischievous tongue darting into my mouth or her pussy squeezing around me, but my cock goes from half-mast back to full, raging hardness. Aunt Sandy's eyes go wide as I begin to move inside her again. The thrusts are slow and make lewd slurping sounds because of how creamy her pussy is with my cum. 
 
    "You're hard again," she moans, her lips curling into a smile. "You teenagers are unbelievable." 
 
    "There have been more than one?" 
 
    "Are you kidding me?" she winks. "Before you there were a dozen boys with hard cocks and paper routes who were all too happy to pay me a visit. Why do you think I got a... oooohhh..." 
 
    I begin to fuck her harder, reminding her how nice my cock is compared to all those other boys she used to toy with. My balls slap wetly against her cum-smeared clit. My fingers catch the cup of her bodice and I yank it beneath one of her big, pale breasts. Her titflesh jiggles and heaves with my thrusting cock.  
 
    "Don't be jealous," she moans. "I picked you to get me pregnant." 
 
    "I'm not jealous," I say, smiling back at her. "I just want to do a good job. I want to make sure my Aunt Sandy gets nice and knocked up." 
 
    Aunt Sandy is a big girl, but she's not big and fat or anything, and I've been getting lots of exercise thanks to Mrs. Gardner's workload for me. I scoop her up, my hands holding her weight beneath her thighs with her back leaning against my chest.  
 
    "Oh, my god! Be careful!" She cries as I begin to lift her up and down on the cum-smeared pillar of my cock. She laughs with pleasure as she realizes I'm not about to drop her and I slowly lift her up and down on my cock.  
 
    I carry her into the bathroom next to the kitchen and stand facing us towards the mirror so she can see her creamy pussy riding my cock. So she can watch her breasts heave and her flat belly flex beneath her sheer bodice as she tightens up with ecstasy. She finally throws the crimson silk of her hair over my shoulder as she cums. I bounce her rippling pussy on my dick, watching her lovely body move in the mirror. 
 
    Despite my lust, my arms are getting tired, so I carry her into the bedroom and drop her face down onto the bed in a gasping pile, her ass up in the air and my cock still buried in her twitching cunt. I lean over that soft ass and pound my cock into her, my weight driving it deep and my thrusting cock pushing little yelps of pleasure out of Aunt Sandy's mouth.  
 
    I don't give her a warning. She knows. She can feel my cock swelling inside her sticky pussy. I tense and dig my fingers into her hips as my cock hits that high peak of pleasure. I tip over the edge and unload again into my voluptuous aunt's already cream-stuffed cunt. My cum gushes out and soaks the tender entrance to her fertile womb. 
 
    Finally, my cock begins to soften inside her, and I gasp as we separate in a raunchy gush of overflowing cum. My cock slurps out, dragging against her cum-stained stockings as I roll onto the bed beside her. I'm out of breath for a long time, a smile plastered on my face as Aunt Sandy rubs at her pussy and stays with her ass raised up in the air. When she finally recovers and decides I'm not about to leap up and fuck her again, she stretches out on her belly and reaches over to caress my chest. 
 
    I'm still almost fully dressed and my pants, hanging around my knees, are a mess. 
 
    "You've more than earned your money today," she says, teasing my nipple through my shirt.  
 
    "We'll see about that. How long will it take for you to know?" 
 
    "A couple weeks probably," she says.  
 
    "Then I guess we'll have to keep trying until we know for sure." 
 
    "You're pretty expensive," she laughs, running her fingers down to my sticky cock and teasing the sensitive head. "I don't know if I can afford to have you visiting me every day." 
 
    "I think we can work something out." I pull her into my arms and kiss her passionately. Our tongues share the taste of our sweaty lips. My hand squeezes the round mound of her ass. "What kind of nephew would I be if I didn't want to help my aunt get pregnant?" 
 
    "Ohhhh... you're a very good nephew," she laughs, playing along with me. "Let me say thanks." 
 
    Her lips travel down my chest and a moment later I feel her soft mouth opening up and engulfing my cock. I don't know if I have it in me to fuck Aunt Sandy again, but I know she is going to try. And I know I am going to enjoy every second of her attempt. 
 
    "Ohhhh yes," I moan, stroking her silky hair as her mouth begins to bob on my cock. "You're very welcome." 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Part 10: A Breeding Stud for Mothers and Daughters 
 
      
 
    "Oh my god!" cries my mom, practically jumping up and down. "Congratulations, Sandy! I know you've been trying so hard!" 
 
    My mom hugs the beautiful, voluptuous redhead so tightly that it looks like Sandy's breasts are going to burst out of her sweater. 
 
    We're all gathered in the kitchen at my house to hear the news that Cassandra Lipton is pregnant. She has an ultrasound to prove it and everything, although the little wiggle of baby just looks sort of like a peanut on the black printout.  I've known Cassandra as "Aunt Sandy" since I was a kid, she almost was my aunt by marriage, but it never happened. She was so nice that my family stayed close friends with her. 
 
    "Do you know anything about the father?" asks my dad. Mom shoots him a murderous look for prying, but Sandy happily answers. 
 
    "Oh, yes, I got to meet him and everything. He was very nice. And handsome. Actually, he looks quite a bit like your son." 
 
    Mom and dad both look at me. I can see the gears turning in dad's head, a faint grin on his face, while mom seems like she thinks it's an innocent compliment. My face is bright red, of course. My face has been various shades of crimson since Sandy walked in the house. Because, here's the thing: her baby is mine. No, not like mine I possess it, but mine as in, Cassandra Lipton hired me to impregnate her. Which I did enthusiastically. 
 
    Think I'm a pervert? You imagine growing up around a living, breathing, redheaded, blue-eyed Jessica Rabbit sort of woman, the sort of lady who keeps looking good well into her thirties and early forties, and then you might understand why I decided to slide in on a technicality. She's not really my aunt. Just a friend of the family. And she needed my help. 
 
    And I got paid. Or at least Mrs. Gardner, my girlfriend's mom and my madam or pimp, got paid and I got a cut of it. My sperm test results were so good that Mrs. Gardner has been shopping me out to all her friends, making arrangements as a "professional inseminator." I guess it pays a lot better than just having some fun, because my schedule as the neighborhood MILF handler hasn't been quite as busy lately. Guess she is focused on quality over quantity. 
 
    "Well, dinner is almost ready," says my mom. "Do you want to help out?" 
 
    "Actually," says Sandy, "I was hoping I could have a look at, um, your son's new laptop. I was thinking of getting one myself and I thought he might give me some pointers." 
 
    "Oh, yeaaaah," says my dad. "He knows all about computers. I'm sure he'd be happy to show you everything." 
 
    It's a little over-enthusiastic, even for my dad. Sandy chuckles and heads out of the kitchen, towards my bedroom. My heart is thumping as she passes me by and I get a whiff of that flowery perfume she has left on my clothes before. Her hips swing from side to side and her ass looks amazing in those tight Capri pants. I start to follow after her, still red-faced and almost hypnotized by the swing of those hips, when my dad grabs my elbow. 
 
    "Get her to lean over," he whispers. "She's not wearing a bra, you'll get a good look at those gazookas." 
 
    That's my dad, ladies and gentlemen. Father of the year. Telling his own son to perv out on his aunt's boobs. If he really knew what was about to happen he'd probably throw me a high five.  
 
    I catch up to Sandy. It feels really weird to follow her into my bedroom. I've never had sex in this room. I've fooled around with my girlfriend, Stacy, sure, but never had sex and I've definitely never seen any of my "clients" in here. I quietly close and lock the door behind me. Sandy sits down on the foot of my bed, her purse resting on her knees and her big breasts straining the buttons of her shirt. 
 
    "It's nice," she says, looking at the rock music and movie and bikini posters all over the walls. There are video game action figures on my desk and my old sports equipment next to my dresser. Some trophies and comic books on my shelves. It's a teenage boy's room and I have been feeling like a man. Right up until now, when I feel about ten. 
 
    "Yeah, uh, thanks. So, um, congratulations again on the baby." 
 
    "Thank you," she says, looking at me with surprising emotion in her big blue eyes. She pats the bed beside her. My heart beats a little faster as I shuffle over to the bed and sit down. Why am I acting like such a wimp? I've banged every hot mom in the neighborhood. I've had crazy, sweaty, animal sex with Aunt Sandy. But now it's like I'm in the car getting picked up from the pool by her and given a ride home.  
 
    I sit down beside her on the bed. Her skin is like porcelain painted with flushes of red, her lips are full and glistening, and those big blue eyes are taking me apart like a frog in biology class. I almost jump up from the bed as her hand rest on my thigh. 
 
    "Don't be so nervous, sweetie," she says, leaning in towards me, her closeness threatening to smother me. "I had to see you. I can't stop thinking about you." 
 
    "You know, um, I have a girlfriend and, um..." 
 
    "It's not like that. I'm not trying to take you away from her..." Aunt Sandy's hand reaches my lap and she gently squeezes my straining cock through my jeans. Her lips are almost against my ear. Her whispering words are so hot and close that each syllable seems to touch me. "You're the father of my baby. I had to see you and... this big cock." 
 
    She squeezes more insistently. Her lips brush against my earlobe.  
 
    I suddenly think I hear my mom walking down the hall just outside my door. I pull away from Sandy and jump up from the bed. She was leaning into me so aggressively that she almost falls over onto the bed. She rights herself and looks up at me, more amused than annoyed. 
 
    "Didja, um, did you want to see my laptop?" I ask, gesturing over my shoulder to my computer. 
 
    "Oh, surrre," she says, getting to her feet behind me. "Does it play music?" 
 
    I'm relieved to have something else to focus on for at least a moment. I turn my attention to my laptop, waking it up and browsing to my music catalog. Aunt Sandy doesn't help my concentration any by leaning her breasts against my back and her head over my shoulder.  
 
    "Oh, is that Nicki Minaj? Play that."  
 
    I know it's a bad idea as I click on Anaconda. The filthy rhymes start spilling out of my laptop's speakers. Worse, it's hooked into my stereo. I turn it down, so at least my mom won't come running to yell at me, but there's no getting away from Nicki's sex-soaked voice.  
 
    There's also no escaping Aunt Sandy. The warm weight of her breasts lifts from my back. I turn and I'm caught in her gaze once again, only now she is unbuttoning her blouse. My mouth goes dry. I can't do anything to stop her. I can't even tell her to stop. I stare as, button by button, her creamy titflesh is exposed. Those lusciously big breasts seem even bigger than I remember them. They are huge, slightly sagging mounds that she cradles with both hands as her shirt falls open. Her thumbs caress her areolas and bend her fat, fleshy nipples.  
 
    I try to say something, only my words come out as a sort of zombie sound. She giggles and walks right up to me again, her nipples brushing my shirt, her lips leaning to mine. Her kiss is exquisitely gentle. Her breath hot and her tongue a sweet tease against mine. Her fingers playing through the hair at the back of my head. 
 
    "It's okay," she murmurs. "Relax, sweetie. Let your auntie handle everything." 
 
    Her free hand slides into the waist of my jeans and her warm fingers wrap around my cock. It's already rock hard and buried down the leg of my jeans. She works the buttons open and fishes my stiff length out. She strokes it against her soft tummy and kisses me again, a bit more intensely. Nicki is rapping about her ass and I reach around and grab two handfuls of Aunt Sandy's plump butt in those Capri pants.  
 
    "Mmmmmmm," she moans into the kiss before pulling away. "I'm glad to see you're waking up." 
 
    "We really shouldn't be doing this," I say. 
 
    "You're right. Which is what makes it so hot." She pulls away from me again, but she doesn't go far. She drags her breasts down my chest, down my stomach and lets the soft weight of them fall against my cock. I let out an involuntary groan and lean back as I watch Sandy catching my hard shaft between her breasts and squeezing tightly in those warm, luscious pillows. 
 
    "Ohhh fuck," I moan.  
 
    "You like that?" She squeezes and massages my cock between her tits. She tucks in her chin, sticks out her tongue and gives the bead of precum forming at my tip a hot swipe. It disappears on her tongue. She looks up, mischief all over her pretty face, and says, "Give me some of that lotion on the desk behind you." 
 
    My jerk off lotion? I'd forgotten it even existed, but it's still right there where I left it before my career as a gigolo started. I pass Aunt Sandy the crusty bottle of hand lotion and she squirts out a cool, white stream into her cleavage and all over the head of my cock.  
 
    "Oooh," she giggles. "That feels nice. And this, mmm, is going to feel real nice."  
 
    She isn't wrong about that. The lotion spreads down deep between those warm mounds and coats my cock thoroughly. She presses so tightly around me that the sound of her bouncing breasts is lewd and wet. She looks up at me, watching me as I watch my cock spearing up through her tits on each downward stroke.  
 
    "Fuck them," she moans. "Fuck my tits." 
 
    That's the sort of order that must be obeyed. It's a bit of an awkward angle and that absolutely does not stop me. I start crouching a little and fucking my cock between her tits. The friction warms her breast even more and the lube soaks slowly into my length. My legs slap against the generous undersides of her breasts. My cock leaves a reddened path up her throat almost to her chin as she leans back a little to give me a better angle. 
 
    "That's it, baby," she moans. "Fuck them. Fuck my big tits with that cock." 
 
    My cock slaps between those tight mounds, nearly skipping out with lube on some of the strokes. Sandy covers the gap with her fingers to keep my cock from riding out. I know I'm being too loud. I can't help but imagine my dad with his ear to the door listening to my groaning as my pleasure goes with every stroke.  
 
    I stop it all suddenly, pulling my cock from between Aunt Sandy's tits and taking a step back. 
 
    "What's wrong?" She looks down at her friction-reddened and aloe vera scented cleavage as if there could have been anything the matter with that heavenly corridor. I pick her up under her arms and kiss her with all the hunger in my body. Her tits smear against my shirt and she's already pulling it off. My jeans are down around my ankles and coming off over my shoes. My hands are unbuttoning and unzipping those pants of hers.  
 
    "Fuck me," she gasps between kisses. "Plleaaaase. Oh, god, I need it so bad." 
 
    "Something else first," I say, pushing her back onto the bed and watching those lovely mounds jiggle. I shuck her pants down the rest of the way and she kicks them off her foot. She's wearing pink and white striped panties and the wetness of her pussy is obvious soaking through the cotton. I slide between her legs and kiss her warm inner thigh.  
 
    The scent of her perfumed body mingles with that unmistakable and lovely musk of a grown woman's arousal. I've come to be very familiar with that smell, each woman with her own slight variation, and Aunt Sandy's among the sweetest. My kiss travels her inner thigh, reaching that hot center of her womanhood and I press my lips to her damp panties and kiss her hot mound through the fabric. 
 
    "Ohhhhh yes," she cries, her pleasure hopefully masked by Nicki's filthy rapping. She grabs my hair with both hands and pulls my against her pussy. I hook two fingers into the side of her panties and pull it aside, exposing the swollen outer lips, glistening wet, and the pink delicacy of her inner flower. Aunt Sandy is shaved except for a neat triangle of silky red above her clit.  
 
    She tries to rub her wet lips against me, but I fight her pulling hands with the strength of my neck and tease around her eager groove with kisses and light licks. I make my way to that straining bud, already fully engorged, and I look up at her as I brush it with my lips and give it the lightest teasing licks. She's squirming and begging for me to lick her. Instead, I clamp my mouth onto her clit and I suck so hard that her heels thump against my shoulders and she lifts her ass of the bed to fuck against my sucking mouth.  
 
    She cums almost immediately, bucking against my mouth like she is trying to pull her clit away from me. I keep my mouth locked tight on that pellet of pleasure, only stopping with the suction to vigorously lick it within my mouth. She finally slumps back onto the bed, tits heaving as she tries to catch her breath.  
 
    "Fuck me, please, sweetie. I need your cock."  
 
    My cock needs her. There's no more playing around. I sit up on the edge of the bed. She rolls to her feet and joins me. Her hands massage my cock and I kiss her breasts.  
 
    "Turn around," I say, guiding her with my hands. She can see us in the mirror across from my bed and I have a great view of Aunt Sandy's big, luscious ass. It's soft, but not dimpled with cellulite or overly large. It's perfect, in other words and she grabs my cock between her thighs as she sits her drooling pussy onto my cock. Her ass spreads, showing me that pink knot of her asshole as I feel her pussy opening around me and swallowing my cock. She sits onto my lap, impaling herself on every hot inch and rocking back against me.  
 
    "Ohhhh god, I always forget how big it is," she laughs. 
 
    I hold her hip with one hand and reach around her to stroke her clit. She starts to move on my lap, doing most of the work and allowing me to enjoy the view of her ass bouncing onto my cock. I'm slick with her wetness in seconds and I can feel that hot juice dripping down my balls. My bedroom is ripe with the smell of our sex. In the quiet between tracks, I have to clamp a hand over Aunt Sandy's gasping mouth to keep her quiet. 
 
    "Dinner is ready," I hear my mom call. 
 
    "Be, nnnnnn, be there in a minute!" I cry, my voice breaking with pleasure. 
 
    I grab Aunt Sandy's hips with both hands and start to thrust hard into her. In the reflection in the mirror I can see her tits bouncing. I look down and watch her asshole clenching and releasing and her big bottom rippling with each impact of my cock. I lift us both off the bed and to her feet. She falls forward, catching herself with her hands on my desk. Her tits dangle and slap together as I pound into her hard from behind. 
 
    "Cum... cum inside me. Oh my god. Fuck. FUCK!" she cries. 
 
    "What was that?" shouts my mom. 
 
    "Nothing!" I shout, grabbing a handful of Aunt Sandy's hair and yanking her head up. I growl, "You want this? You want to sit there with your pussy full of my cum?" 
 
    "Yesssss!" she gasps. "Fill me again. Fill me like you filled me with that fertile load before." 
 
    My growl of pleasure becomes a momentary shout as pleasure grips my cock and she grips me with her hot channel. I bury my cock balls-deep into her and explode, pumping out hot gushes of my spunk against her cervix. My cum loads her pussy and smears the throbbing piston of my cock. I empty every drop into her before slowly withdrawing my twitching cock from her pussy.  
 
    "Stay just like that," I pant, keeping a hand on her so she stays bent over. I crouch behind her and see my cum filling her slick folds, a single drop lengthening into a strand as it spills from inside her. I pull her panties back into place, covering her swampy groove. I smack a kiss on her luscious ass. "Better get dressed now." 
 
    We pull on our clothes in a hurry and I spray air freshener into the room to cover the smell of our hot fuck session. She pulls me into a long, deep kiss, our tongues swirling together until we are jolted apart by a knock on the door. 
 
    "Everything okay?" asks my dad through the door. 
 
    I open it quickly and give him a sheepish smile. He gives me a curious look and then glances at Aunt Sandy, her hair disheveled, and his look of surprise becomes a look of total confusion. Fortunately, I don't think the old man's brain will let him believe what the evidence is telling him. 
 
    "Dinner is ready," he says. "Better get out there before it gets cold." 
 
    I can only imagine what Aunt Sandy felt like walking past him with my cum squishing in her panties. The thought is almost enough to make my cock stiffen again. Fortunately, my sister arrives just then to distract from the awkwardness of the moment. We all sit around the table and enjoy the meal my mom has made. I do notice Aunt Sandy squirming an awful lot in her chair and she does give me more than one wink when she catches me watching her. 
 
    Towards the end of the meal I feel my phone vibrating. I check my missed calls and see it's from my girlfriend's mom. I excuse myself to the bathroom to listen to the message from Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    "You're supposed to answer," she scolds. "Well, anyway, call me when you get this. I have one of your special customers coming over tonight for coffee at eight. If you can't make that, you'd better let me know in the next half hour." 
 
    I don't really want to bail on Aunt Sandy, but I know I need to make this appointment. I need the money to pay for my community college and it's also one of the special customers. That can mean that timing is important. As in, they've been taking special medication and may be following an ovulation schedule. Whatever that means. I guess they're more fertile when they see me. 
 
    "WILL BE THERE." I text to Mrs. Gardner. 
 
     I think about going back into the dining room to finish dinner. There isn't enough time to risk it. I'll get caught up in mom's dinner guest etiquette and be lucky to make the appointment. One thing I have learned under sexual contract to Mrs. Gardner: don't miss an appointment. She will have a punishment for me and I will not like it. Or worse, I will like it, which messes with my head even more.  
 
    "GOTTA SPLIT. SORRY CAN'T SAY GOODBYE. SEE YOU SOON." I text it to Aunt Sandy and hope for understanding. By the time I am on my bicycle and pedaling to Mrs. Gardner's house, I receive a text from Sandy that is just a heart symbol. Good.  
 
    I arrive at the Gardners' house with a couple minutes to spare. There is an unfamiliar car in the driveway. An expensive unfamiliar car. I ditch my bike behind the bushes, straighten my shirt, smooth my hair, and ring the doorbell. 
 
    After a few seconds, I see a shadow appear behind the tinted glass. The door opens and I am greeted by Mrs. Gardner. Now, if this is your first glimpse at her, through my eyes, let me tell you, she is a tall, shapely blonde with a plump kiss, perky nose and blue eyes. But she's so much more. Mrs. Gardner drips with sex appeal. She is every teenage boy's jerk off fantasy and I was the teenage boy she decided to fuck. I liken her to a particularly beautiful pornstar. 
 
    Only, not tonight. The woman standing on the other side of that doorway looks more like an old school marm, with petticoats and a high-collared ankle-length dress that hides her shapely hips and abundant breasts. Even her lustrous golden hair has been piled on her head and tamed in a tight bun.  
 
    "Hello, young man," she says. "You are just in time. Let me introduce you to our special guest tonight, Mrs. Andrea Lacewell." 
 
    I follow her clicking high heels into the house and she lowers her voice so whoever was listening from the other room can't hear.  
 
    "You couldn't wear a button down shirt?" 
 
    "I'm sorry," I hiss, looking down at my band t-shirt. "I had to hurry to get here." 
 
    "I can see, you're all sweaty and out of breath. And why do you smell like aloe vera?" She waves her hand to keep me from answering. "No, nevermind. Here she is. Don't screw this up. she's paying a fucking... Hello, Andrea. He has arrived." 
 
    I follow her into the sitting room beside the kitchen. It's a room I have only been in once,  literally one time in all my visits with Stacy and Mrs. Gardner, and I remember it was because Mrs. Gardener insisted that I fuck her on the floral-print antique couch. All the furniture in the room, from the high-backed chairs to the corner tables, are antiques. But Mrs. Gardner specifically wanted to be fucked on the "ten thousand dollar couch" that her husband bought her. Who was I to disagree with that request? 
 
    Andrea Lacewell is sitting on that couch now and she looks mean. That is my first impression. She is slender and maybe in her mid-forties. Her blond hair is tightly braided, her cheekbones are like two supermodel cliffs, and her eyes are a particularly cold shade of blue. There is not even a hint of a smile on her small, tightly pursed mouth.  
 
    Her manner of dress is as conservative as Mrs. Gardner's, although her dress is red and showing off her calves and high heeled boots. She is also wearing little lace-fringed gloves and holding a cup of tea and saucer. She stands as I step into the room and sets the cup aside on one of the tables. 
 
    "Well, well, well, he is... strapping." She walks over and circles around me, looking me up and down. "He dresses like a child. And... that smell?" 
 
    "Lotion," I admit.  
 
    She looks at me coldly and I immediately know I should have kept my stupid mouth shut.  
 
    "I was told he would not speak to me," says Mrs. Lacewell to Mrs. Gardner. "I do not want him to speak." 
 
    "Of course not!" agrees Mrs. Gardner. She hurries over and grabs my cock and balls through my jeans. She squeezes until I cannot keep the pain from registering on my face. "Not another word. You are here for your seed, not for your personality." 
 
    "I hope you understand," says Mrs. Lacewell, returning to her seat on one end of that soiled couch, "that I would prefer this to be sterile and automated. But even my doctor agrees my chances of conception would be better at this point in the so-called natural way." 
 
    "This method has its... advantages," says Mrs. Gardner and she stops squeezing me so roughly. Her hand smoothes the front of my jeans and massages my cock through the denim.  
 
    "So you claim. I have never enjoyed it. Perhaps the act of conception itself will prove stimulating."  
 
    So Mrs. Gardner is hooking me up with this ice bitch who doesn't even want me to talk and this lady also hates sex? It's going to be a long night.  
 
    "Why don't you prepare him," suggests Mrs. Lacewell. "I would like to see what he has." 
 
    "Go and stand by the ottoman," Mrs. Gardner instructs.  
 
    I think she means the big rectangular stool. I stand beside it in a position that provides a profile view to Mrs. Lacewell. My voluptuous madam seats herself primly atop the Ottoman so that she is facing me. I look away from what she is doing and stare at one of the ridiculous light sconces on the wall in this room. Like this is Sherlock Holmes times or something. 
 
    Mrs. Gardner wets her crimson lips and unbuttons my jeans. She open the fly and exposes the flaccid bulge of my cock in my boxer briefs. By this point, I am used to having someone watching me in the act. A lot of my clients through Mrs. Gardner have been housewives with limp-dicked husbands that want to see them getting pounded by a guy with a big, hard cock. So I've had old guys staring bloody murder at me while I get my dick sucked by a MILF, but somehow this time Mrs. Lacewell's gaze makes me go red. It's like I'm part of her science experiment or something. 
 
    Fortunately, Mrs. Gardner isn't experiencing similar anxiety. She drops my jeans down to my knees and begins caressing my thighs. Her fingers hook into the waist of my underwear and she slowly draws them down, glancing over her shoulder once to gauge Mrs. Lacewell's reaction when she sees the fat hose of my cock.  
 
    "It is rather large," is all Mrs. Lacewell says, her expression as cold as if she is looking at a salmon filet on a bed of broccoli and rice. 
 
    Mrs. Gardner gathers up my cock in both hands, lifting it and showing Mrs. Lacewell the heavy dangle of my balls. It's pretty fucking weird, being handled and inspected like this, but my confusion is soon resolved by the hot, wet softness of Mrs. Gardner's lips. They open around my cock and she begins to gently suck me and tease my swelling tip with her tongue. She flicks at my sensitive slit and finds every spot she knows drives me crazy. One soft hand works my growing shaft and the other massages the balls she was roughly squeezing just moments ago. 
 
    "Ohhh," I moan, forgetting myself for a moment. I earn a frown from Mrs. Lacewell and a sharp graze of Mrs. Gardner's teeth on my cock. I bite back a hiss of surprise and relegate myself to watching her suck me. She is unusually gentle, hollowing her cheeks and remaining fairly quiet, although her soft moans do vibrate up my shaft and tickle my balls. Just as I am really starting to enjoy things, Mrs. Gardner pops her lips free of my cock and lifts her head.  
 
    She grips my cock tightly at the base to exaggerate its swollen size.  
 
    "There you are," she says to Mrs. Lacewell. "Are you ready or shall I prime him for you a bit more." 
 
    Mrs. Lacewell sighs as if she is being asked to paint a fence.  
 
    "I suppose now is as good a time as any. Now, the doctor advised me against using any lubrication, so I might need a moment." 
 
    She stands and lifts her skirt up to her slender hips. Her panties are plain white and I can see the darkness of her straw blonde muff beneath the thin fabric. She draws her panties down, surprisingly unconcerned with being naked. Her legs are actually quite lovely and she has a firm little butt that I feel almost guilty for admiring. Her pussy is completely untamed, but her hair is not particularly thick. Coy beneath it, her pussy is as delicate as a perfect pink wildflower waiting to be plucked. 
 
    Mrs. Lacewell sits herself back down on the couch and spreads her thighs apart. She begins to gently rub at her clit. Mrs. Gardner slowly strokes me, a glistening droplet of precum forming at my tip. Finally, Mrs. Lacewell is looking at me with something like lust. Her eyelids droop. Her face flushes across the cheeks and I can see the redness of her engorged pussy.  
 
    "Stroke him a bit faster," she says. "I would like to see that oily liquid there drip onto the floor." 
 
    "Precum? Of course." Mrs. Gardner squeezes me tighter in her hand and strokes me a bit faster. I move my hips a bit, fucking into her fist as the precum drools out of my cock, lengthening into a syrupy strand that falls to the hardwood floor.  
 
    "Yes, that is nice," says Mrs. Lacewell, thrusting gently against her fingers. "Would you like to come and put your cock in me now, boy?" 
 
    I nod to her and she seems to like that I did not answer with words. 
 
    "Good," she says, spreading her outer lips for me. "Come on then and put it in me." 
 
    Mrs. Gardner releases her grip on my cock and gives me a swat on my ass to send me on my way. I shuffle out of my jeans and underwear as I cross the room. I decide to pull of my t-shirt as well so she can see the well-defined muscles of my chest and abdomen. One of the things about being constantly put to work fucking MILFs is that they have kept me fitter than ever. Even at my high school peak I wasn't ripped like I am now and I see a hint of delight in Mrs. Lacewell's eyes as she admires my muscular teenage body. 
 
    She looks annoyed when I slide my hands under her thighs and tilt her hips to allow me better access to her pussy, but she does not complain. I let the weight of my cock fall against her stroking fingers. The heat of her slick little groove is tangible even through her fingers. She moans very softly, her expression changing just a flicker as she moves her fingers from her clit and takes hold of my cock. 
 
    I feel Mrs. Gardner press against my back. She kisses my shoulder from behind and strokes my biceps, murmuring for me to, "Be gentle." 
 
    I push gently, fucking into Mrs. Lacewell's fingers and letting the underside of my cock lightly saw against her furrow and straining clit. Now she moans loader and her head drops back on the arm of the coach. Her breasts are so well-bound in her modest dress that I cannot guess at their shape, but I want to tear the cloth apart and twist her nipples until she screams. Instead, I gently rock my hips back and let the fat head of my cock rest at Mrs. Lacewell's opening. Her hot folds are yielding and eager for me. 
 
    "Do it," she moans. "Inseminate me, boy." 
 
    I let my cock hang there, poised to enter her, the lightest pressure would open her up, but instead I bend my body forward and kiss Mrs. Lacewell. She pushes me away with both hands and sputters. 
 
    "Now, that is absolutely inappropriate, I am a married wo-mmmmphhh!!!" 
 
    I silence her protests with another kiss. This time, I grab her tightly-braided hair with one hand and hold her head motionless as I kiss her passionately and drive my tongue past the barrier of her lips.  
 
    She's still trying to talk as I thrust my cock into her, burying my hardness in that tight, slick sleeve, filling her middle-aged pussy with inch after inch of the hot iron of my teenage cock. Her protests die and her mouth opens to me, maybe in a cry of shock, but her tongue begins to fence ably with mine and, after a second stroke, I feel one of her hands hanging her weight on my neck. 
 
    I thrust so deep I feel her cervix and my balls slap against the hot little cleft of her ass. The couch squeaks on the hardwood as my thrusts rock it back a couple of inches into the wall. I release her lips from my kiss and she moans plaintively. Her sour words have become a girlish whine of pleasure, moaned through her sinuses. I hold her slender hip with one hand and raise my head so I can watch that extremely tight little pussy swallowing up my entire cock. 
 
    "Oh, goodness," she gasps. "It's so much... so much bigger than I thought. It's like... oh, I feel like there is a demon inside me." 
 
    I raise an eyebrow and meet her gaze. I slow my strokes and let her feel every ridge and vein on my big dick as I invade her pussy on each thrust.  
 
    "Do you want me to stop?" I ask her, knowing the answer. Mrs. Lacewell bites her lip and shakes her head in reply. I let go of her hair and tease my thumb over her lips. She opens them and flicks her kittenish tongue against my digit. I let my paw fall from her face and land on her breast. I squeeze and stroke it through her dress. 
 
    I have to admit, I am fighting not to cum. Mrs. Lacewell might be a stuck up bitch, but she has a virgin-tight pussy that is squeezing the life out of my cock. I'm a cool dude with a cocky look on my face, but inside I am at war with my urge to unload inside her and give her exactly what she wants. For some reason, I'm not willing to just give that to her. Not this easily.  
 
    I pull my cock out of her pussy suddenly and with a slurp of wetness that lets me know just how worked up we are both getting.  
 
    "No, put it back!" she cries.  
 
    "Not yet," I growl and I try to climb onto the couch. I intend to give her something for that mean mouth to work on for a little bit. But Mrs. Gardner has other ideas. She reaches around me and roughly grabs my cock. I cry, "Hey!" 
 
    "Be a good boy now," she purrs. "And I'll give you a treat." 
 
    Before I can object, she is pushing my cock back into Mrs. Lacewell's wetness. The woman's disappointment melts back into a mask of pleasure as I thrust into her once more. My own pleasure is suddenly joined by an unfamiliar feeling something warm and wet at my ass. I look back and I realize Mrs. Gardner is doing something I have done to her many times before: she is rimming me. Her tongue goes around and around my sensitive hole before squirming insistently inside. Her hungry tongue encourages my thrusts and, as she violates my ass with her hot licking, I can hold back no longer. I grab Mrs. Lacewell's hips with both hands and pound my cock into her.  
 
    "Ohhhh my god, yess!" she cries, her head thrown back and her mouth hanging open. Her sharp fingernails dig into my thighs as I piston in and out of her and feel my hot release mounting. My ass clenches in a spasm against Mrs. Gardner's tongue and her laughter vibrates into me, feeding my ecstasy as I finally explode deep inside Mrs. Lacewell's fertile pussy.  
 
    Hot pumps of pleasure seize my throbbing cock and I empty a massive load inside Mrs. Lacewell. Somewhere in the midst of that orgasm, Mrs. Gardner replaces her tongue with a finger and she massages my prostate to deftly milk me of every gasping drop of my cum. Mrs. Lacewell's squeezing, orgasmic channel conspires with Mrs. Gardner to empty me completely. 
 
    Both women release me almost simultaneously and I stagger back, my cock slurping free of Mrs. Lacewell's creamy slit.  
 
    "I have a towel here for you," says Mrs. Gardner. I reach out for it and I realize she is talking to Mrs. Lacewell, who has tilted her hips and pulled her legs back almost behind her head. My cum is overflowing her messy folds, dripping in a silky ribbon over her pink asshole.  
 
    "Yes, please," gasps Mrs. Lacewell. "He has given me a very good amount." 
 
    "I promised he would not disappoint," says Mrs. Gardner, holding the towel against the other woman's firm bottom to keep my cum from spilling everywhere. "Now you just stay like that. Stay comfortable. Do you need anything? A pillow?" 
 
    "I am fine. He may leave."  
 
    "Yes, of course," says Mrs. Gardner. She turns to me and I am already picking up my clothes and retreating into the kitchen. She follows me out. "Well done. Go upstairs and have a shower. You are staying over tonight." 
 
    "More customers?" I ask. 
 
    "No," she says with a mysterious smile. 
 
    I head upstairs, relieved to take a shower and let my libido relax a little. As I am drying off, I notice a lot of medicine bottles on Mrs. Gardner's sink. I pick one up and it's for something called Fertinex. I pick up another one and it's Clomid. I don't know what those are. I hope Mrs. Gardner isn't getting sick. I'll have to remember to ask her very carefully so she doesn't know I was snooping. 
 
    I step out into the bathroom and let my towel drop form around my waist. Mrs. Gardner has an entire drawer in her dresser full of clothes she has bought for me. I try on a couple of button  down shirts and a part of silk boxers. I'm trying to decide between a pair of skinny jeans and a pair of khakis when I hear the door open behind me. I turn, holding them up for her to decide, and I am shocked to see that it isn't Mrs. Gardner at all. 
 
    "Hey there, stud," says Stacy. 
 
    Yeah, my girlfriend. Remember her? She has been off at college and I only see her about every other weekend. In fact, I wasn't expecting to see her this weekend.  
 
    Stacy is beautiful. No surprise there. She looks like a more slender and firmer version of her mother, with bigger eyes and full lips always inviting a kiss. When she agreed to date me, I thought I was the luckiest guy in high school. The first time she put her hand down my pants I came almost instantly. And then I fucked her mom. And things spiraled out of control from there, or into control, considering I signed a kinky sex contract with both Stacy and her mom.  
 
    "What are you doing here?"  
 
    She practically leaps into my arms in a big hug. I wrap her up and pull her against me and then give her the big, wet kiss she so richly deserves. After a little teasing tongue-fencing, our lips separate and I let her slide out of my arms and back onto her feet. 
 
    "Mom,have you been trying on outfits again?"  
 
    "Oh, no, she called me over to deal with a customer and I didn't bring a change of clothes. Which one do you like?" I hold them up again. Stacy fingers the jeans and I toss the khakis aside. I sit down and start pulling them on. "So you didn't answer my question, what are you doing here?" 
 
    "Mom didn't tell you?" She seems surprised. And why am I just noticing that she is wearing a detective-style tan trench coat belted around her waist? Something weird is going on. 
 
    "Your mother doesn't tell me anything other than what she feels like she has to. So why are you dressed like you're looking for the Maltese Falcon?"  
 
    "Oh," she looks down and plays with the belt. "Um, well, if mom hasn't told you... I mean, it's supposed to be a surprise." 
 
    I am about to reach out and take hold of that belt to find out what Stacy is wearing underneath her coat when I hear the unmistakable sound of Mrs. Gardner clearing her throat. She is standing in the doorway, hands on her hips and, unusually, wearing her square-framed glasses.  
 
    Somewhere along the way to the bedroom, Mrs. Gardner shed her conservative outfit. Now she is dressed like a lingerie model. Her breasts are cradled by a silky pink bodice, corseted and open-cupped, with her plump tits only sheathed in delicate curtain of sheer pink fabric. Her wide hips and shapely thighs are accented by a pink garter that matches the triangle of pink g-string panties and her pink stockings.  
 
    She smiles, because she knows I love it. She unties the bun in her hair and shakes the lustrous golden blond down over her shoulders and down her back.  
 
    "Holy shit," I actually mutter, my cock going stiff at the sight. 
 
    "Mommmmm," whines Stacy. "I thought we were going to reveal our outfits together." 
 
    "We're together," says Mrs. Gardner. She steps up behind her daughter, a few inches taller on her high heels, and she winds her arms around Stacy's waist to untie her coat. "Let's show him." 
 
    My eyes have to be bugging out of my head as Stacy's coat opens and I see my tight-bodied teenage girlfriend in high-end lingerie straight out of a French boutique. Hers is white and black with golden accents, a matching bra, panty, garter and stocking that fit her pert breasts and firm, but shapely body perfectly.  
 
    "Ta-da," says Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    Stacy does a turn to show me how great her little bubble butt looks in the white thong she is wearing. Mrs. Gardner gives her daughter's ass a smack that hardly causes a ripple on Stacy's runner's butt.  
 
    "What I wouldn't give to have an ass like that again," says Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    "Yours is amazing too," I quickly offer. 
 
    "You think?" She does a turn next to her daughter and leans forward, hip to hip, to offer me a size comparison. Mrs. Gardner's is plump and big, an onion beside her daughter's pert peach, but no less cock-stiffening. If anything, I have to admit I like that big, soft ass of Mrs. Gardner's a little better when it's sitting on my face. Smothering me in her hot ass. Stacy's looks better when I'm taking her from behind. Together? It's fucking magical. 
 
    "Why are, um, why are you both dressed like that?" 
 
    "Because," says Mrs. Gardner and she and her daughter prowl towards me, "we have a little surprise for you. Tonight... you're going to knock us up." 
 
    Now I know my eyes are bugging out of my head. I don't even have an answer for that. 
 
    "We've both been taking fertility treatments. I don't even think Stacy needed them, but we want to make sure tonight is a perfect night." 
 
    "Yeah," agrees Stacy as they push me back onto the bed with my pants not even zipped up. "We want to give birth right at the same time. Which means tonight..." 
 
    Their lips press to my ear on each side and Mrs. Gardner picks up the sentence. 
 
    "...you get both of us at once." 
 
    Stacy's tongue teases my earlobe. On the opposite side, her mother nibbles. I shudder between them and watch their hands sliding down together to massage my stiff cock through the tent of my boxers. 
 
    "I want to see you fuck my mom," whispers Stacy. "And then you're going to fuck me with that big cock." 
 
    My girlfriend wraps her hand around my shaft and begins to stroke me. Her mom teases the head of my cock with her fingertips and continues to nibble at my earlobe. Mrs. Gardner's hot breath is making the hairs stand up on my neck. 
 
    "I...I... can do that," I moan. "You two can have me any way you want me. I signed that contract, after all." 
 
    My words are feeble. Just a whisper as Mrs. Gardner kisses her way up my cheek and plants her lips on mine. I strain to kiss her more deeply, but she pulls her lips away. 
 
    "You've been fucking today. We need to take our time with you and build up a nice, big load of cum for each of us. Do you want me to suck your cock?"  
 
    I do, desperately, but I want something more. 
 
    "Sit on my face," I murmur. "Let me... let me taste your sweet pussy and ass." 
 
    "Ohhhhhh, my pleasure, you obedient little boy," purrs Mrs. Gardner. She climbs to her knees beside my head and casts a glance at her daughter. "That means you're on cock duty, sweetie. Show him how much you've missed him." 
 
    "I know what will put him on the edge," giggles Stacy.  
 
    "Just don't let him cum in your mouth, you greedy slut." Mrs. Gardner slaps her daughter's ass as Stacy crawls between my legs. Stacy takes over my cock with both hands, but my view of her stroking my hardness is eclipsed as her mother straddles my head and settles her big, soft ass and the heat of her panty-covered pussy only inches from my mouth.  
 
    Mrs. Gardner leans forward over me, giving me an even better view of her plump cheeks and the way they spread to reveal her g-string threaded over the sexy wrinkle of her asshole. She looks back at me over her shoulder.  
 
    "You had better make me cum. Watching you fucking that prissy bitch downstairs had me ready to scream. You need a real woman to ride your face." 
 
    "Yesss," I agree, embracing her ass with both hands and lifting my face to her soft warmth. She grabs my hair and pulls me the rest of the way, burying my nose in her crack and pressing my lips against her hot, panty-covered mound. 
 
    Beneath the clean, citrus-scent of her body wash, I inhale the familiar perfume of Mrs. Gardner's aroused pussy and the faint musk of her asshole. Both are an aphrodisiac to me and I inhale them loudly and eagerly.  
 
    "Ohhhh, yes, my little panty sniffing boy. Get a good smell of that ass and pussy." She tugs my head from side to side and rolls her hips to grind against my face. The hot softness of her pussy meets my eager mouth and I kiss and lick at her through her panties. I press the soaking fabric into her groove with my tongue, tasting her sweetness and even finding her clit through the wet material. 
 
    As Mrs. Gardner is using my face for a stool, her daughter is using her tongue to trace the rim of my swollen glans. I resist the pleasure and focus on the hot pussy pressed against my face. I squirm my tongue beneath the fabric and taste the hot folds of Mrs. Gardner's pussy. I pull her panties aside with my fingers and go at her clit. Soon enough, I am distracted once again by a steady, vigorous licking just beneath the crown of my cockhead. Stacy knows just where to focus her tongue and she is driving me crazy. My moans are muffled by the ass smothering my face. 
 
    "I think he likes what you're doing," laughs Mrs. Gardner. 
 
    I can barely make out her daughter's reply of, "Then he's really going to like this." A moment later, I know she's right, as her mouth descends on my balls and her hand begins to expertly pump the straining length of my cock. With Stacy tongue-teasing and sucking on my balls, Mrs. Gardner shifts her hips and suddenly her ass is covering my mouth and my tongue is pressed into the warm crevice between her cheeks. 
 
    My tongue eagerly explores Mrs. Gardner's bikini-lined ass. I use both hands to fondle her ass and my tongue finds that hot, clenching wrinkle. I lick her squirming pucker and she lets out a deep moan above me.  
 
    "That'ssss it," she sighs. "Worship my fucking ass." 
 
    Believe me, it's my pleasure. I was dreaming about Mrs. Gardner's ass when I was just another neighborhood kid watching her pull a bikini wedgie out from her cheeks on the diving board. I love her ass and I let her know it, massaging her asshole with the flat of my tongue, slowly working a spiral into her tender pucker.  
 
    While my tongue is rimming its way up Mrs. Gardner's ass, Stacy decides it's time to take things to the next level. She releases my balls from her mouth with a wet pop and her soft lips open over my cockhead. She engulfs me in her wet heat and begins to suck me and stroke me at the same time. I'm so lost in the daisy chain of pleasure and the erotic heat of tongue-fucking Mrs. Gardner's ass, that it takes me a moment to realize Stacy's mom has joined her at my cock. Mrs. Gardner is kissing and licking my shaft while her daughter focuses on my tip. 
 
    I try to focus on probing my tongue into Mrs. Gardner's hot, tight asshole. I moan and drill my tongue in and out. But those two mouths and tongues keep drawing me back. Stacy and her mom takes turns sucking me, but that soon isn't enough and their tongues begin slipping together, kissing around and over my cock. They're moaning too and Mrs. Gardner is reaching down to gently squeeze my spit-covered balls. 
 
    "Ohhhh my god," she moans. "Don't stop... don't stop licking my ass." 
 
    She thrusts one hand to her pussy and roughly rubs her clit. I feel her orgasm seizing through her body, her juices spilling down my chin and her asshole squeezing tight around my thrusting tongue. She buries her cries of pleasure on my cock, taking me into her throat and letting those moans vibrate into my body.  
 
    Before I even realize what is happening, Mrs. Gardner's ass lifts from my face. I bring up my head just in time to see her straddling my hips and Stacy guiding my hard cock into her mother's well-licked trench. Then I am inside her, buried to the hilt in that boiling tunnel of her pussy as she squeezes me tight and begins to ride my cock. I don't think I even last a minute. I grab her hips, spreading her ass and punching my cock into her slick pussy.  
 
    "I'm cumming," I cry, desperate with pleasure. My orgasm peaks as I feel Stacy's tongue on my tight balls, licking and suckling them as I explode deep inside her mother's fertile cunt. Mrs. Gardner's practiced pussy milks me for every drop, squeezing me like a hand with her inner muscles. She leans forward as I finish and slides off of me. 
 
    "Goood boy," she says, covering her goo-dripping pussy with one hand. "That was a big load." 
 
    Stacy's mouth descends on my cock almost immediately, sucking away the traces of my cum and her mother's pussy juices. She curls a lock of her blond hair behind an ear and looks up at me as she bobs her mouth diligently on my sensitive fucktool. Mrs. Gardner sits on a chair facing the bed, her hips raised and her legs wide apart, she gently fucks two fingers into her creamy pussy. 
 
    "I don't... I don't know if I can go again yet," I say, watching my cock going flaccid in Stacy's mouth despite her best efforts. "I've cum a lot today and, oooh, that was a big one." 
 
    Stacy pops her lips free and pouts. Her mother is more pragmatic. 
 
    "Give him a little rest. I'm sure we can find a way to stay busy." 
 
    What happens next is one of those things that I should probably keep to myself. I want to tell you everything, believe me, the moments will be burned in my brain forever. Stacy and her mother have pushed boundaries in the past, but they go racing across every line of taboo I can think of while I sit there watching. They're both adults and definitely consenting and there is something beautiful about them, together like that, sprawling and touching and kissing in ways that every "decent" person would consider forbidden. It's love and lust meeting and they are doing it without restraint and, at least partly, for my enjoyment. 
 
    By the time they are finished with each other, my cock is hard and their lips are slightly chapped from so much kissing. Their faces are flushed, they are out of breath and their hair is damp with sweat.  
 
    Stacy, seemingly on the brink of exhaustion, climbs onto the bed and crawls beside me. She collapses and rolls onto her back, her pert breasts heaving up and down and a dreamy, sinful smile on her face. 
 
    "I don't know if I can keep going," she laughs. "Mom, you are so bad." 
 
    "I think you mean good," says Mrs. Gardner, crawling beside her daughter and nuzzling against her neck. She teases her finger's over her daughter's nipple. I can hear her lips smacking and Stacy giggles and turns to me.  
 
    "I'll do it all," I say, my cock straining like steel in my grasp. "Relax, sweetie. I'll give you that cum." 
 
    For Mrs. Gardner, it was fulfilling some biological fantasy to have children. I enjoyed giving her what she wanted, not to mention I enjoyed fucking her, but it's different with Stacy. She is my girlfriend. This is a future we might be sharing. I want her to know that I feel it too. 
 
    "I love you," I say as I spread her thighs and climb atop her.  
 
    "I love you too," she moans.  
 
    "I love you both," agrees Mrs. Gardner, watching me kneel between her daughter's slender thighs. I rub my cock against Stacy's spit-slicked pussy. Her little clit is standing out like a pebble and I smack my cock against it, making her gasp with lust. 
 
    "Are you sure this is what you want?" I ask as I look into Stacy's eyes. 
 
    She chews the pink fruit of her lower lip and nods at me. I slide my cock inside her tight channel, filling her with my hardness and reuniting our bodies after too much time apart. I lean my head down to her, but I don't take my eyes off that perfect, shaved peach swallowing my cock. Mrs. Gardner cradles her daughter's head against the soft pillows of her breasts and both women look up at me as I begin to thrust into Stacy's exquisitely tight pussy. 
 
    At first, she is content to let me show her my moves. She is tired and I am worked up from watching Stacy playing with her mom in very inappropriate ways. I bend over her, sucking at her picking nipple as I hammer my cock in and out and slap her ass with my balls. 
 
    "Ohhhhh yes, I needed that dick," she cries. "Fuck me. Fuck me hard." 
 
    I grab her throat, something I've never done before, not choking her, but pushing her head back into her mother's breasts. Our eyes are locked in an intense stare and as I pound her teenage pussy it's like the world around us, even her mother, fades into the darkened bedroom. We journey together into pleasure, my cock driving us both towards a perfect release. I want her to cum with me. I want us to feel the moment together. 
 
    Mrs. Gardner has other ideas. 
 
    "Oh, that's so fucking hot," she moans. "Look at you two. A perfect pair. Ohhh, suck me sweetie." 
 
    She pushes her breast to Stacy's mouth and Stacy dutifully sucks at Mrs. Gardner's nipple, pulling the fleshy tip into her mouth and popping her lips wetly on her areola. Mrs. Gardner reaches out and pulls my head in close. She kisses me and jams her tongue into my mouth. The hot, wet lust of her kiss invades me and overwhelms me. I feel Stacy's cunt gripping my cock and her mother's wet tongue, still tasting like pussy, and I lose it.  
 
    My cock erupts into Stacy's pussy. Her sheath grips me tight as my spunkload bastes her teenage cervix. I can tell the load isn't as big, but it feels more desperate, more out-of-control, and I cry against Mrs. Gardner's lips as I empty every drop into her daughter.  
 
    My thrusts slow. Stacy lifts her mouth from her mother's breast and demands my kiss.  
 
    "Oh, baby, I feel it," she cries. "You filled my pussy so good. You made a baby with me." 
 
    "That remains to be seen." Mrs. Gardner reaches down and strokes her daughter's taut belly. "We're just going to have to try a few times. Each." 
 
    I don't know why my girlfriend suddenly wants to be pregnant, but I may die trying to make it happen over the weekend. As Mrs. Gardner's hand begins to stroke my flaccid, cum-slicked cock fresh from her daughter's pussy, I come to a decision: if this is going to kill me, it's the way I want to go. 
 
    "I guess we'd better keep working," I moan, guiding Stacy and her mother's heads to my cock, "until everyone is pregnant." 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Epilogue: Five Years Later 
 
      
 
    The savory smell of hamburgers, bratwurst, and chicken breasts cooking on the grill wafts out of my backyard and into the kitchen. Davey, my son with my wife, is playing out in the yard with our visitors, Rianna and Lana. Having three four-year-olds running around the house at the same time certainly changes the tone. Stacy catches me watching our son playing with the girls and she gives me a wink. That's because Stacy knows what most people at the party don't: all three kids are mine.  
 
    Rianna visits often and that's the daughter I conceived with Stacy's mom with the help of a bunch of fertility drugs and lots of hot sex. Rianna visits all the time, but Lana is a less frequent visitor. That's because she's the daughter of my "aunt" Sandy. No, not really an aunt, as you probably know by now, but we conceived a baby together thanks to a business arrangement. Now Sandy is married to Kevin and Kevin has no idea about me. 
 
    Stacy's dad knows about me though. Her mom likes to rub things in to him and I guess he gets off on knowing I am still fucking his wife and even knocked her up. He's raising my daughter with his wife as Stacy's much younger sister. How messed up is that? Well, it's not my place to judge, seeing as I'm right in the middle of it all. 
 
    "You have a beautiful place," says Kevin, smiling and raising a beer in salute as he walks into the kitchen. "Great yard. I wish I had it together at such a young age. I spent my early twenties on the prowl." 
 
    "Thanks, buddy!" I say, saluting him back. "You need another cold one?" 
 
    "Nah, two is my limit. I'm driving home later." 
 
    Kevin is a good looking guy, but I know his dirty secret: tiny dick. I'm no longer in a sexual relationship with Sandy, but she has called me in the dead of night on more than one occasion and confessed his inadequacy. I can't be sure, but I think she was using her magic wand while she was talking to me. It sounded like that familiar buzzing in the background. Fair enough. That lusciously curvy older woman is not the only person living in the past. 
 
    I'm a dad now. A productive member of society. Not some gigolo running around the neighborhood fucking every woman who will let me. It's just me and Stacy. The last time I was with even Stacy’s mom was almost three years ago. You know, for old time's sake. But I still fondly remember all those hot nights being passed from MILF to MILF and used like a living Sybian. Heck, I got rich off it. 
 
    Well, rich enough that at least I could put a nice down payment on this house. And Stacy's dad hooked me up with a job with one of his clients. Now I work for Mr. Wardell. Which reminds me... 
 
    "I'm going to go out and check on the boss," I say to Stacy and head out onto the patio. 
 
    Mr. Wardell is a burly, take charge sort of guy pushing fifty. He has thinning gray hair, a ruddy face, and a loud laugh that can be heard all over the office. He is a great boss and he has taken me fishing and golfing more times than I can count. He’s pretty much a friend. 
 
    "How is the meat going?" I ask him, approaching the grill as he is flipping the last of the burgers. 
 
    "Any minute now," he says. "You don't have to worry about it. But, hey, can you do me a favor?" 
 
    "Sure, what do you need?"  
 
    He points across my backyard pool to Mrs. Wardell. She is stunningly hot in a floral string bikini that barely contains her tanned tits and her shapely hips. She must be fifteen years younger than him, which puts her right between me and her husband in terms of age. Her chestnut hair catches the sunlight and sparkles. She has her sunglasses pushed up in her hair and she is smiling, but I can see the barely-concealed boredom.  
 
    That's because she is talking to my mom. 
 
    "Oh, yeah," I say. "My mom gets going and she just won't shut up. I'll go break things up." 
 
    "Just make sure Eileen is having a good time," says Mr. Wardell. He grabs my bicep as I start to walk away. I glance back at him and he gives me a strange, intense look and adds, "A really good time." 
 
    "Uh, alright, sure," I say. "I'll take care of her." 
 
    "Good care of her," he says and releases my bicep. 
 
    Very weird vibes from Mr. Wardell. Does he know more about my past than I thought? I put it out of my mind as Davey, Lana, and Rianna run up to me. 
 
    "Daddy! Daddy!" Davey calls and I pick him up in my arms. "Can we go on the trampoline?" 
 
    "Of course," I say. "Better do it before the food." 
 
    "Will you tram-am-polee with us too?" Lana asks.  
 
    "Not today, sweetie," I say. "But I bet everyone would love to see your mother on that trampoline." 
 
    I glance over at Sandy. The pale, curvy redhead is wearing a blue bikini and looks like she would pop out of her top on the first bounce. I wink at her and she gives me an flirty smile and takes a sip of her Diet Coke through a straw. I remember those eyes staring up at me as she bobbed her pretty face on my cock. I was a very, very lucky man. 
 
    "Alright," I say, setting Davey back down. "You kids go have fun on the trampoline. I'll get grandma to keep an eye on you." 
 
    "Okay, daddy!" He shouts and runs off to the kitchen to solicit Stacy. 
 
    Eileen Wardell watches me walk around the side of the pool and stride up to her. Maybe I am puff my chest out a little bit, showing off my pecs and my abs. My mom hasn't even noticed me, she is still talking to Eileen about something. 
 
    "Hey, mom," I say. "Leave this lovely lady alone. Can you watch the kids while they are on the trampoline?"  
 
    "Oh, sure," she says. "Oh! They're already jumping." 
 
    My mom hurries off to make sure nobody breaks an arm on the trampoline. I smile and sit down on the lounger my mom vacated. I cannot help but notice the plump buds of Mrs. Wardell's nipples standing out beneath her bikini top. I know I'm staring at her tanned tits, but I don't care. It's making my cock stiff imagining those luscious breasts wrapping around my-- 
 
    "Lovely lady, huh?" Mrs. Wardell interrupts my dirty daydream. 
 
    "Uh, yeah, well, you look great." I smile and gesture over to the grill. "Your husband sent me over here to make sure you're entertained." 
 
    "Oh, did he now?" Mrs. Wardell gets a curious smile on her face and rolls onto her side. Her breasts shift and I can see the edge of her left areola peeking out from beneath her bikini top. "How long have you been working for my husband?" 
 
    "Two years," I say. "Give or take. I really love the job and he is such a nice guy." 
 
    "Yeah, you hang out with him an awful lot. It makes me jealous." She reaches out and strokes my knee idly. "It makes me wonder why you don't want to spend time with me." 
 
    "That's... I mean... uh, well, I... you're the boss's wife and I didn't think..." 
 
    Her hand slips a little higher, along my inner thigh, her fingers teasing inside my bathing suit trunks. I let out a breath and I can't think of anything else to say. Mrs. Wardell's brown eyes sparkle as she looks up at me. She takes her hand back out of my bathing suit and slowly licks her palm and fingers.  
 
    "That's..." 
 
    Whatever I am trying to say becomes a soft groan as her moist hand slides into my bathing suit and wraps around the shaft of my hard cock. She chuckles, clearly pleased at what she finds straining inside my trunks. Her hand strokes up and down my cock several times. I glance over at her husband and he is staring right at us. With a smirk on his face. 
 
    "Mrs. Wardell," I moan as her hand works up and down my cock and her fingers begin to spread precum over my tip. "This isn't... we can't do this. I don't know what Mr. Gardner told your husband, but I don't do this sort of thing anymore. I'm, uh, retired." 
 
    "Why do you think my husband hired you?" She asks, giving my cock a squeeze. "Every woman in town knows what you used to do. I missed out on the fun before. I'm not missing out on it this time." 
 
    "My wife is right over there," I gasp, trying gently to push her hand away. 
 
    "Would you like her to watch me suck your cock or should we go somewhere more private?" She asks as she reaches up to the waist of my trunks and begins to drag them lower. 
 
    "Alright, alright," I push her hands away. "Let's go." 
 
    Mrs. Wardell grins as I take her hand and sneak out of the yard and around to the front of the house. I know her husband is watching us escape and it makes me feel both weird and a little turned on to know that he wants me to fool around with his wife. Hopefully he will cover for me if Stacy comes looking for me. 
 
    "Where are we going?" She asks as we run through the sun-warmed grass.  
 
    "The garage," I say. "We can fool around in my SUV." 
 
    Two minutes later, I am sitting on the back bench of the SUV in the dark garage with my trunks around my ankles and my hard cock sticking straight up from my lap. Mrs. Wardell is on her knees, stroking me and running her tongue around my swollen tip.  
 
    "It's even bigger than I thought it would be," she moans and her hot mouth descends onto my cock.  
 
    She is ravenous, sucking me like she can't get enough, the dark SUV filled with the wet slurping of her mouth as she bobs her head atop my cock. I reach around behind her neck and untie the string of her bikini. She shrugs it off and the damp cups fall away from her tan-lined tits. Her tan-and-pale breasts are glorious, pert despite their size, and her fat nipples and areolas are rosy pink. I fondle her mounds as she gives me the best head I've had in months. 
 
    "Oh, Mrs. Wardell," I moan, gently pinching her nipples. "You're going to make me cum in your mouth." 
 
    "Mmmmm?" She pops her lips free and works her hand on my spit lubed cock. "Already?" 
 
    "It's been a while since I've had a blowjob that good," I say, my cock twitching in her palm. 
 
    "Can you go twice?"  
 
    "If you let me cool down a little after," I say. 
 
    "You can cum in my mouth," she says, "but that means you are going to eat my pussy until you're ready to go again. I'm not going home without cumming. You understand?" 
 
    "I don't know if we should risk...ohhhhh..."  
 
    It is impossible to offer her any further objections as she not only returns her mouth to my cock, but looks up at me as she deepthroats my hard tip. The soft, squeezing warmth of her throat is nearly enough to put me over the edge. I start gasping and squirming as her hot saliva drenches my dick and drips down my balls. Her tongue cradles my shaft and her lips slide back up to the tip. She massages my tightening balls as she resumes a more normal sucking. 
 
    "Fuck," I groan, my cum boiling. "Ohhhh... Mrs. Wardell. I'm so close." 
 
    "Cum for me," she gasps, her soft lips against my tip. "I want that big dick to cum right in my mouth." 
 
    I can't hold back. I grab a handful of her hair and thrust between her lips. She sucks and cradles my balls, moaning around me as my pleasure races through my body, rising to a peak that suddenly throbs and unloads into her hot mouth. Spurt after spurt of my cream pumps against her tongue and her soft throat and she gulps it all down. As the last of my pleasure empties from my throbbing tip, I slump back in the chair, out of breath and moaning faintly.  
 
    "Mmmmmmm," Mrs. Wardell moans around my cock, bobbing a few more times and hollowing her cheeks as she sucks out the last, overly-sensitive pump of my cum. Her lips break free of my tip with a pop and she lifts her head from my lap and passionately kisses me. There is no arguing about the salty taste on her tongue, she holds me there with her tongue swirling into my mouth and her hand cradling my deflating fucktool. 
 
    "What a big load," she giggles. "I hope you have a whole lot more in these balls for me." 
 
    "Yes," I gasp, unable to imagine myself getting hard again and feeling a little guilty about what just happened. I mean, Stacy egged me on in the past, but I've been faithful to her for years now. We've been a happy family. And here I am getting a hot blowjob from my boss's wife in our dark garage. 
 
    By the faint glow of the SUV's console lights, Mrs. Wardell rises from her knees and unties her bikini bottoms. She has a tiny, shaved triangle of chestnut hair above her womanly pussy. Her ass is beg and has a luscious bikini tan line triangle on her plump cheeks. She steps out of the bathing suit and leans against the back of the chair, pushing her ass towards me. Even in the faint light I can make out the plump crinkle of her asshole and those dewy cuntlips. 
 
    "You know what you have to do now, right?" She asks, looking at me over her shoulder. "Get to work. You don't want me saying something bad to my husband, do you?" 
 
    "N-no, of course not," I say. "Whatever you need, Mrs. Wardell." 
 
    "I need that tongue!" She snaps, reaching back and grabbing a handful of my hair. She pulls my face against her plump ass, her crack swallowing up my nose as she pulls my mouth against her hot pussy and the backs of her thighs. 
 
    The forceful way she is treating me and the womanly musk of her arousal are enough to drive me wild. It has been too long since I have been with an older woman and even when Stacy is domineering it makes me go nuts. I lash Mrs. Wardell's steamy folds with my tongue, sampling the sweet nectar of her pussy.  
 
    I grab her soft ass with both hands, spreading her wider, pulling her against me, and inhaling the pool-washed raunchiness of her asshole. My tongue delves into her hot channel and she moans and pushes back against my face. She keeps her hand on my head and begins to grind against me, spreading her juices over my chin and up to my nose. I feel the bud of her clit and I lap at it, drawing out its firmness and making her cry out more loudly with pleasure. 
 
    "That's it," she moans. "That's a good boy. You know your way around a pussy." 
 
    "It's so hot," you moan and push two fingers into her cunt as you lick her clit. You use your thumb to tease the clench of her asshole. 
 
    "Fuck meee," she moans. "I need that cock hard. I need it hard. Ohhhh but those fingers.... mmmmmm..." 
 
    She rolls her hips like a dancer, fucking back against my tongue and onto my fingers. I feel her pussy clutching at me. I decide to up my game. Show Mrs. Wardell how nasty I can be. I rub my knuckle against her clit, forcefully, and lift my head up a little to thrust my tongue between her cheeks. 
 
    "Ohhhhhh... naughty... naughty boy! That's it, you dirty boy! Lick it! Lick my fucking asshole!" She looks back at me as she bounces against my face, smothering my tongue in her hot crack. I fuck against her asshole with the tip of my tongue and push inside, up her clenching pipe as her pussy spasms against my fingers. "Ohhhhh, yes! Your tongue is so deep! Make me cum! Make my ass cum!" 
 
    My fingers slosh in and out of her soaking pussy as I tongue fuck her clenching asshole. She thrusts against me, arching her back and nearly bending the passenger seat of the SUV. Her cry of pleasure is piercing inside the tight, steamy confines of the vehicle. I can feel her rippling muscle spasms around my fingers and the rhythmic clench of her asshole against my tongue. I let her ride my face until her pleasure is spent.  
 
    She slides off me, gasping, and turns and kisses me straight away, her plump tits pressing against my bare chest. Her tongue swirls forcefully in my mouth and her hand is on my cock. I'm not surprised that it's hard. I was trying to ignore it, but I could tell it was going stiff. 
 
    "I have to fuck you," she moans. "Oh, god, I have to have this big dick inside me."  
 
    She is on my lap before I can even think about resisting. Her hand is tight around my swollen, spit-lubed shaft and she guides it to her steamy entrance. Her pussy is soaking from my tonguework and slips down easily onto my hard cock. We groan in unison as her heat envelops my rigid fucktool, riding down until I feel her soft hair against my groin. I kiss her plump breasts and reach around her to grab two handfuls of her ass.  
 
    “Yesssss,” she moans. “Oh, fuck, yes. This is what I needed, boy. This is it!” 
 
    She rides me like a Texas cowgirl, bucking and making the whole vehicle shake as her tits bounce and slap against my face. She laces her arms around my muscular neck and holds tight, her pussy sliding up and down and her ass thumping against my thighs. I’ve been given a workout by women before, but this is something else. This is the pent up lust of years of neglect. This is a woman who needs to be fucked and, as her pussy slips and slides up and down on my cock, I decide I need to be the one to do the fucking.  
 
    I lift her up as I stand, both of our heads almost hitting the ceiling of the SUV. I turn with her ass cradled in my hands and I drop her onto the seat. I press into her hard, eliciting a cry of pleasure and a toss of her silky hair across her face. Holy shit is she hot in the glow of the console. The blue light paints her body like some voluptuous undersea goddess, shuddering with each stroke of my cock, her hot, velvet cunt swallowing up my hard cock. 
 
    “Ohhhh, yes, I’m cumming!” She wails with pleasure and arches beneath me. I pound into her harder, driving her orgasm with each stroke as I feel her walls clutching at my cock. I kiss her to shut her up, my tongue invading her mouth and swirling against her tongue even as she screams her pleasure into our kiss. Her pussy is drawing me towards my own edge. I can feel my cock twitching and my balls tightening up to fire another load. 
 
    “Going to cum,” I grunt, stroking hard and fast into her soaking cunt.  
 
    “Oh, that’s it, stud,” she moans, lifting her head to watch my glistening cock piston in and out of her stretched pussy. “F-fucking… fill me!” 
 
    “Ohhhhhh!” I lean hard into her, driving my cock deep as I explode into her hot, clutching tunnel. Her pussy squeezes my spurting tool as I empty my load of cum into my boss’s hot wife. The guilt hits me again as the last twitches of orgasm shudder the length of my cock. I slowly draw my hips back, cock slipping out of Mrs. Wardell’s pussy and some of my cum dribbling out of her pussy and onto the seat beneath her. 
 
    “Mmmmm, that’s deep,” she says, reaching down and thrusting two fingers into her creamy cunt. She brings out her spunk-coated digits and lifts them to her mouth, looking fiercely into my eyes as she sucks my cum from her fingers. “You want to go again, big boy?” 
 
    “N-no,” I gasp, staggering back all hunched over in the SUV. “I can’t believe… I shouldn’t have.” 
 
    “Oh, but you did such a good job,” she says. “But twice is good. For now. Do I need to get you the money or do I give it to your wife?” 
 
    “W-what?” I flop down onto the seat, slowly pulling up my swim trunks. “What are you… money?” 
 
    “She didn’t tell you?” Some sort of realization crosses Mrs. Wardell’s flushed face and she lets out a musical laugh. “Oh, sweetie, my husband and your wife worked all this out ahead of time. Two hundred for the fun runs, five hundred for insemination. Which you threw in for free, but I don’t think I’m ovulating.” 
 
    “Oh, god,” I moan, my head falling back on the seat. My wife has been pimping me out behind my back and to my boss’s wife no less. I murmur, “Just… just give the money to her.”  
 
    “Sure thing, sweetie.” She kisses me on the cheek and squeezed my cock in my swim trunks as she slides past me out of the SUV. “I’ll see you soon.” 
 
    Mrs. Wardell is already out of sight by the time I clamber out of the SUV and walk back out to the party. My mom and dad have the kids at one of the folding tables and they’re eating hot dogs. Stacy’s mom is helping out. She makes eye contact with me and winks. Does she know too? 
 
    “Hey there, sweetie,” says Stacy, sidling up alongside me. She has changed out of her bathing suit and into a breezy summer dress that shows off her long legs and motherhood-enhanced breasts. Her smile is mischievous and her eyes twinkle. “Did you have some fun with Mrs. Wardell?” 
 
    “You put me up to that? Why didn’t you talk to me first?”  
 
    “It was hotter when you thought you were cheating on me,” she giggles. “Admit it.” 
 
    “I felt like shit about it,” I say. “I don’t want to cheat on you.” 
 
    “Well, good,” she says, embracing me tightly and pressing her cheek to my chest. “I don’t want a cheater. I just want some extra cash.” 
 
    “I’m done with this stuff,” I say and I want to push her away, but I don’t. 
 
    “Don’t you want to fuck me too?” She asks, looking up at me. “I’m ovulating. I think it’s time for another kid.” 
 
    There is no resisting Stacy’s will. She grabs my cock through my suit and in thirty-seconds we are behind the garden shed. She is pressed up against the sun-warmed plastic and I am holding her by her firm butt as she wraps her legs around me.  
 
    “Fuck me,” she hisses into my ear. “Fuckkkkk meeee!” 
 
    She bites my neck as she is cumming. The hot, rippling spasms of her pussy, so much tighter than Mrs.Wardell’s, drive me wild. I hold out as long as I can, but before I know it I am unleashing waves of sperm into my young wife’s fertile pussy. She stays locked to me, her legs around me, looking into my eyes between kisses and smiling at me. 
 
    “My mom is next,” she says. “She’s back on the fertility treatment. And I think Aunt Sandy might want a little brother for Lana. Plus there’s my friends from work and your mother’s friend from the shoe store and…” 
 
    She stays with her legs wrapped around me, my cock slowly going soft inside her creamy pussy as she ticks off all the women she expects me to fuck and impregnate. Part of me wants to resist a return to this sordid lifestyle, particularly since I’m a dad now, but deep down I know I can’t refuse Stacy or her mother. They run the show. They get to decide who I am going to be fucking. 
 
    “Alright,” I say, cutting off her seemingly endless list. “You have your breeding stud back. Tell your mom I’ll do her tonight.” 
 
    “She’s not on the fertility treatment yet,” says Stacy. 
 
    “No,” I say, kissing her and grinning. “But I’ve been wanting to fuck your hot mom again for years.” 
 
    I have to kiss her to quiet her laughter. Someone at the barbecue might hear us back here. 
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