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I’m pretty sure Alissa’s mom is hitting on
me. But then again, I think she might be hitting on most of the
guys at the party. This is Alissa’s
high-school-graduation-going-away-to-college-bash . . . at least
that’s what she’s calling it. And things have sort of gotten out of
hand. Her mom told all the other parents there wouldn’t be alcohol
. . . but come on, how are you really gonna enforce something like
that around a bunch of eighteen-year-olds who really don’t give a
fuck at this point.

Not only is there plenty of liquor, but
there’s a pretty substantial amount of weed floating around. Matter
of fact, I’m high as a kite right now. To the point, I don’t really
give a fuck about much, either.

The one thing I do care about is getting
alone with Ms. Carter, Alissa’s mom. Man, there are so many rumors
about her and how she likes to do it with younger guys. She’s been
divorced for as long as I can remember. I live next door, so I’ve
known her a long time. And I’m pretty sure most of the shit people
have been saying is true.

As I walk into the kitchen, I see four or
five people hanging out doing tequila shots. It’s a pool party, so
they’re standing around in their bathing suits. One girl looks good
as hell, her big titties bulging in that bikini top—she’s biting
down hard on a lemon, her face puckered all to hell as the juice
squirts into her mouth.

“Hey, Jackson . . . you wanna do a shot,
man?” one of the guys asks. I peek over to see Nick Brennan, the
captain of the football team—and one of my closest friends.

“Maybe later, dude,” I say, and slide into
the living room.

The scene is kind of the same in there, folks
standing around, a couple of people making out on the couch. Then I
see Miss Carter standing in the corner chatting with two girls who
have apparently raided the liquor cabinet—they’re slurring their
words and hanging all over one another to keep from falling into
the floor.

I make eye contact with Ms. Carter from
across the room, give her a sly grin.

“Excuse me,” she says to the girls, “but I
see someone I have to say hello to.”

She walks over to me. I eye her up and down.
Her long red hair is over her shoulders and she’s wearing a spring
dress with pink flowers printed on it. Her titties are huge, and
she’s showing so much cleavage I’m not even sure why she has a
dress on at all.

The hem of the dress reaches the top of her
thighs, and I’m sure if the wind blew, you’d see her panties pretty
easily. The tops of her thighs are thick . . . and she aint wearing
any shoes.

“Hey, Jackson,” she says, those big green
eyes sparkling as she says it. That smile makes my dick roll in my
shorts.

“Hey, Ms. Clark.”

“You enjoying the party?” she asks, reaching
out to rub my shoulder.

“Yeah,” I say—the same time thinking I’d like
to be enjoying her.

I watch her eyes take me in, watch her gaze
drop to my crotch and then go back to my eyes.

“You know, I was thinking maybe we could go
somewhere where we can talk . . . it’s a little loud in here.”

“Sure,” I say, smiling so wide it hurts.

She takes my hand and leads me down the
hallway, then pauses at the bathroom door. We duck inside and she
pulls the door closed, twists the lock. She immediately plants her
lips across mine.

Holy fuck! I think to myself. I never
thought it would happen like this, but here I am.

We go at it like mad, like hot steam blowing
through a kettle. Her hands are all over me. I’m sucking her
tongue. She rips my tee shirt over my head and slings it into the
bathtub, plants her mouth back to mine. She rubs her soft hands
over my thick pecks. My cock is already bulging against my
shorts.

I don’t wait a second longer. I unbutton her
dress and lift it over her head, toss it beside my tee shirt.
Jesus Christ! I moan . . . she’s standing before me totally
nude, nipples completely erect on those big milf titties, a patch
of red covering her twat. She’s more woman than I’ve ever seen.
Just standing there smiling.

“You gonna take off those shorts?” she asks,
flicking a finger in my waistband.

“Sure,” I say, fumbling with the button.

“Good god,” she gasps, covering her mouth as
my cock springs free. “The rumors were true,” she whispers, her
eyes going wide.

“Yeah, I guess I got a reputation,” I
say.

She grabs my cock and strokes it softly,
plants her lips on mine, sucks my tongue into her mouth. I can’t
wait to give her my dick. I’ve been wanting to pound her pussy for
years. And now is my chance. Now is my one opportunity.

I grab her shoulders and shove her away, lift
her onto the sink, pry her knees open to reveal her glistening pink
pussy.

“My god, that’s the most beautiful thing I’ve
ever seen,” I say, staring down at her pretty pink hole. Her lips
look tender and soft. I stroke my cock, feel my head swell in my
hand.

Yeah, I’m pretty big. I know that. She’s not
the first woman to gasp at the size of my dick. It’s what you come
to expect when your nine inches long and as thick as me.

She can’t take her eyes off it.

I scoot up close, rub my head up and down her
slit, divine for her wetness.

“Oh, god . . . that feels so good. I could
cum just feeling you rub me like that,” she moans.

I plant my lips on hers. Our tongues dance as
I rub my fat head the length of her slit. She moans in my mouth
each time it brushes her clit. She grabs my hips, pulls me closer.
I find her opening, slip inside.

“Ohhhhh,” she moans, pulling her mouth away
from mine.

“I’ve wanted to give you this for so long,” I
say.

“My god, you’re so thick,” she says.

“That’s just the head, Ms. Carter.”

“I know . . . it’s so fucking wide,” she
moans.

I work it slow, even though she’s pulling at
my hips. I can tell she wants it. I can tell she wants it hard.
Every part of me wants






















































Check Out These Other Titles:


























cover.jpg





