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  The Beach 1

A Cheating Wives Short


I walked out to the beach from the wooden deck of my beach house. Well, it wasn’t just mine. I owned it with my husband, Jason, he just wasn’t here right now. 
I had made the three hour drive from our primary home yesterday, planning to spend a week or so out here by myself, enjoying the ocean and the quiet. Work had been particularly stressful lately and it was time for a break. 
Jason wouldn’t be able to make it this week. His work was keeping him at home, and, frankly, that was fine with me. I liked being by myself and needed that time periodically. Also, sometimes I just thought it was nice to have a break from each other.
The sand was warm—but not too hot—under my feet as I stepped out onto the beach and into the late afternoon sunshine. Waves roared and crashed to shore and it was clear that the water was a little rough today. There weren’t too many people on the beach right now—several scattered groups and a few individuals. This beach was usually fairly quiet anyway. 
As I walked toward the water, I noticed a group to my left of six or seven people, hanging out on towels and chairs and drinking out of red plastic cups. They were young—early twenties—and I realized they must be spring breakers. This was definitely not a spring break town—too quiet for most kids probably—so this must have been an unusual group. Either that or there was a free beach house involved, maybe one of them had a house in the family. I smiled as I remembered my own spring breaks and set my chair down in the sand. I was probably thirty feet away from them. 
I pulled off my shorts and t-shirt and kicked my flip flops off by my chair, then laid my towel onto it before sitting down. I breathed easy as the sound of the ocean invaded my brain, lulling me into the rhythm of the waves. 
A few minutes later, my attention was pulled to my left and I caught the gaze of one of the spring break guys. He looked away a second after I made eye contact, then looked at me again a couple seconds later. I sent a small smile his way before turning to look back at the ocean. 
He was cute. Sort of boyish looking, even for his, probably, twenty-two years. He had a medium build with toned, but not bulky, muscles and light brown hair that blew in the wind. He was wearing red swim trunks. 
A few minutes later, I could feel him looking at me again and I turned my head. This time he smiled at me. 
Enjoying this long distance flirt with this young guy, I closed my eyes and laid my head back against my beach chair. I was already feeling the stress of the last few months melting away. I sat there awhile, eyes closed, listening to the ocean and digging my feet into the sand.
“Uhhh, hi.”
My eyes shot open and I turned my head toward the voice. “Oh shit. You startled me,” I said, my hand on my chest. It was the guy.
“Oh, sorry. I didn’t mean to sneak up on you.” He smiled. “I, um… well, my friends all went inside and, uh, I just thought I’d say hi.”
“No problem,” I said. “I was just in a zone there if you know what I mean. Are you guys on spring break?”
“Yeah. We’re staying at my friend’s aunt and uncle’s house. That one right there.” He pointed to the one next to mine. There was a fair amount of space between houses so it wasn’t real close to mine.
“Oh,” I said. “That’s mine right there.” I pointed behind me.
“Yeah,” he said. “I saw you walk out of it earlier.”
As he said that, a crackle of attraction went between us, his eyes communicating that he had noticed me early on.
“Um, my name’s Braedon, by the way.” 
Braedon sounded like a twenty-two year old’s name.
“Megan,” I said and reached my hand out to take his. He had offered it after he said his name.
When our hands met, that crackle of attraction turned into a bolt. I felt it go up my arm and shoot into my body. I imagined he felt the same thing.
“Well, enjoy your beach time,” he said. “I’m sure I’ll see you around this week.”
“Right. You too. And have fun.”
He smiled, then turned and walked up the beach toward the house he was staying in. I took a few moments to reflect on what had just transpired as I turned my attention to the ocean. 
It was always fun to feel attraction to somebody new. Jason and I had been together for 12 years, since we were both 29. We had a good relationship, but I had definitely started to feel a need for some variety. My little beach flirtation was doing the trick. 
I stayed out on the beach for another hour until the afternoon became evening, then I headed inside to clean up and make something to eat.
After showering, I cooked dinner while the sky darkened, then ate on the deck that faced the beach. It was pleasant with a warm breeze and as the stars came out I sat for a while and gazed at them, listening to the sounds of the ocean.
After a little while, I went inside to grab a book, then turned the deck lights on so I could actually see, and sat down to read. I read a few chapters, then heard a knocking sound on the edge of the deck stairs. I looked down and saw that it was Braedon.
“I didn’t startle you this time, did I?” He called up from the bottom of the stairs.
“No, you didn’t. You can come on up if you want.” He started up the steps.
I was a little confused and a little excited. Why wasn’t he with his friends? Had he come over for something specific?
“I hope you don’t mind. I saw the light and then noticed you were sitting here and my friends have all gone out, so I decided to walk over. It’s a nice night.”
I motioned to a chair for him to sit down. “Why aren’t you out with your friends?
“I don’t drink,” he said, sitting down. “So I kind of end up watching out for everybody and tonight I just didn’t feel like it.”
“Ahhh, okay. What would you have done if you hadn’t seen a friendly neighbor?”
“Watch some TV, maybe read, maybe go sit out on the beach in the dark, look at the stars. I kinda like being by myself anyways.”
“Well, feel free to hang out for a bit. Want some iced tea or water?”
“Iced tea would be great. Thanks.”
I headed inside to pour a glass of iced tea for him and grab myself a beer. There was a buzz throughout my body as I wondered what he had come over here for, and then realized, that I, of course, knew exactly why he had come over here.
With his iced tea in one hand and my beer in the other, I headed back out onto the deck and handed him his drink. We chatted for a little while about this and that, the stars included. He was taking an astronomy class and mentioned some things he was learning. He was a reader too, so we talked about books as well. After about a half hour, his iced tea and my beer gone, a quiet fell between us. 
The tension between us thickened the more minutes passed, though it couldn’t have been more than two or three. Finally, he spoke.
“Looks like you have a really cool house,” he said, turning his head around to look in through the window. 
“Want to come in and see the place?” I asked, knowing full well what would happen if he said yes.
“Sure.” He smiled at me and the look in his eyes was thick with attraction.
I lead the way inside, Braedon right behind me. We set our respective empty glass and bottle near the sink and I walked him around the place. 
The house was three bedrooms, two and a half baths, with a kitchen open to a nice-sized living room. It was just one floor, but it sat up on stilts so it was like having a second story only. It didn’t take very long to walk him around and when we were done we stopped in the kitchen.
“Want another iced tea?” I asked, but even as I did he moved closer to me. 
“No thanks,” he said, taking a step forward that put him just inches away from me. One of his hands went around my waist and his tongue went into my mouth.
I kissed him back, putting a hand onto the back of his neck and we stood there several moments, lips and tongues mingling.
He pulled away. “Is this okay?”
“Yeah,” I said, a little breathless.
“Are you married?”
“Yep.”
“Is that a problem?”
“Nope.” What Jason didn’t know wouldn’t hurt him.
Braedon kissed me again, harder this time, pressing his mouth against mine. One hand went into my hair and one hand went to my ass as we made out in my kitchen. Truthfully, I wanted to go straight for his dick, but I slowed myself down, knowing there was no reason to rush.
He backed me up against the counter that separated the kitchen from the living room and lifted my thigh up and against him, grasping it. Holy fuck, I wanted his cock right now.
I ran my hands over his chest and arms, purposely keeping them above his belt for now, though I was extremely excited about what I would find when I finally undid it.
He was still holding my thigh, but his other hand squeezed my breasts through my shirt. I decided to just dispense with it. I pulled my t-shirt over my head.
“I figured there was no reason to keep that on,” I said, tossing it toward the couch in the living room. I had no idea if it made it or not.
“You probably don’t need this either.” He reached around and unclasped my bra, removed it, then tossed it into the living room.
He squeezed my tits again, this time using his fingers to play with my nipples too, while kissing my neck and grabbing my ass.
“Hop up here,” he said, and patted the counter. 
I hoisted myself up onto it and he moved forward between my legs. My tits were at a much better mouth-height for him and he took one of my nipples into his mouth and sucked. 
I put my hand onto the back of his head, running my fingers through his hair, while he licked and sucked on me. He moved his tongue over my nipple in fast, short strokes, then kissed and sucked on the rest of my breast and repeated on the other one. His hands moved to the top of my shorts where he unbuttoned and unzipped them.
Once they were undone, Braedon slipped his hand inside and ran it over my hips and ass. In the position we were in, he couldn’t access much more.
“I don’t think you need these either,” he said.
“Agreed.” I jumped down from the counter, slid my shorts and my panties off and got back up.
Braedon pushed me back onto the counter so I was laying flat. I put my feet on the edge and he leaned over and touched his tongue to my clit. He licked me slowly.
“Fuck,” I said, as jolts of pleasure went through me. I wasn’t sure if it was the physical sensations or the fact that I had a college senior eating my pussy on top of my kitchen counter that was getting to me more, but it was intense. 
Braedon used his tongue in measured strokes up and down my pussy, licking from entrance to clit. He held onto my thighs as he ate me and after a few minutes of exploring my pussy with his mouth, he pushed back on my thighs to expose my ass and rimmed me, his tongue moving in circles over my asshole. Jason never did that.
For the next several minutes, I was Braedon’s three course meal as he moved his tongue from clit to pussy to ass. Except for the fact that the counter was a little hard on my back, I wanted him to eat me until he was full. This was seriously making me want to fuck.
“I want your fucking cock,” I said to him, my hands on his head. He looked up at me from between my legs. 
“I want to give you my fucking cock.” He leaned over me and kissed me, before standing up and pulling on his belt buckle.
I sat up, and while he worked on his pants, I pulled his t-shirt up. He got his belt undone, then lifted his arms above his head while I pulled his shirt up and over him. Then, he unbuttoned and unzipped his shorts, letting them fall to he floor. I could clearly see the outline of his cock through his underwear. 
I put my hand on it and rubbed. He was thick. After a moment, I pulled at the waistband, reached in and grabbed his cock, then pushed his underwear down. They fell to the floor. He was rock hard and dripping pre-cum.
I stroked him, using my hand up and down his length. Braedon closed his eyes and moaned softly. 
“I can’t wait to get it in your pussy.”
“Hold that thought,” I said. Then I hopped off the counter, got down onto my knees and took his dick in my mouth.
As I slid it in, I tasted the fluid on the tip. I used my hand with mouth as I sucked him, going down his length as far as I could then pulling back. With my hand stroking him, I licked his balls a few times, then put his cock back into my mouth.
“I can’t wait anymore,” he said, hands in my hair. “Do you have condoms?”
He was refreshingly responsible.
“Yeah, they’re in the master bathroom under the sink in the little organizer thing. You’ll see them.”
Jason and I used them occasionally for various reasons so I knew we had some. Braedon walked off toward the master bedroom, cock bobbing in front of him as he did, while I waited against the counter and did my best to push the thought out of my mind that I was cheating on my husband.
The thing was, it was such a good cheat.
A moment later Braedon returned, condoms in hand—he had brought the whole box—and a bottle of something. 
“Flavored massage oil,” he said, holding up the bottle. “Thought that could be fun too.”
Flavored massage oil? I had no idea we had any. Had Jason and I ever used that together?
My thoughts were interrupted by Braedon grabbing me around the waist and shoving his tongue back into my mouth. His fingers roamed between my legs, then entered my pussy. His cock was going to give me a much bigger stretch than that.
He let go of me to grab the box of condoms, opened it and pulled one out. I watched with anticipation as he put it on, then he turned me around so my stomach rested against the counter. I leaned over, sticking my ass out toward him, while I felt him searching for the entrance to my pussy. He found the right place and pushed in, his thick cock slowly stretching me out as he went in deeper. When he was in at a good depth, he leaned over me so his chest touched my back, one hand grabbing a tit and one hand on my stomach and slowly began moving in and out of me. I moaned and matched his rhythm, backing into him as he went all the way in, the pulling forward a little as he pulled back. Our bodies moved together like the ocean.
“You feel so good,” he said, holding me tightly and keeping up a steady pace. He moved his fingers to my clit and circled it.
For the next several minutes, we fucked on my kitchen counter slowly with our bodies tightly locked together. The pressure between my hips built as he filled me over and over again and his fingers worked my clit. He wasn’t moaning, exactly, but his breathing was so heavy that I knew he was getting closer to climax too. With no one around to hear us, I cried out freely while we enjoyed each other’s bodies. 
“You wanna give it to me a little harder?” I asked, turning my head around to face him. 
He chuckled. “Sure. I won’t last real long like that though. That’s why I’ve been keeping this slow.”
I laughed softly. “No problem. I’m just ready for something a little more vigorous.”
I turned my head straight forward again and he grasped onto my hips. Instead of the slow, rocking motion we had been keeping up, he now pulled his dick out then drilled it back in, going much faster than we had been.
His hips hit my ass with every thrust, sending vibrations through my body and making a slapping sound that reverberated through the kitchen. His fingers dug into my flesh with increasing pressure.
I braced myself on the counter using my hands and forearms, my body jolting forward every time he nailed me. I moaned and cried out as I felt the energy between us increase. Braedon was getting louder too.
“Fuck,” he kept repeating in between moans that were getting louder and more insistent. A couple of moments later he cried out loudly a few times in a row as he sank his cock deep into my pussy. He quieted down, but gave me a few more deep thrusts as he emptied himself of cum. When he was done, he exhaled loudly and leaned over me, keeping his cock inside. 
I reached for his hand and put it between my legs. I was close. He circled and stroked me fast until my pleasure increased and I tipped over the edge, my pussy squeezing, then relaxing around his cock. Finally, we were both quiet and still.
We stayed there together like that, still bent over my kitchen counter, his cock still inside me, for a few moments. We had both gotten a little sweaty and it felt like a good exercise session—a nice bit of heart-pounding action and then the quiet, calm feeling after. He pulled out finally, then walked toward the bathroom. 
I stayed there by the kitchen counter a moment, feeling a little guilty about what I had just done. But not too much. 
Braedon walked out of the bathroom, then down the short hallway to the kitchen and living room toward me, his cock a little softer than it had been.
“C’mon,” I said, as I began walking to the couch. He followed behind me.
I sat down on the corner seat and he sat beside me in the middle. I swung my legs over his lap, so my back was against the arm rest and he rested his hand on my thigh.
“So you like older women, huh?” I asked. 
He smiled big. “Yeah. Though up until this point the oldest woman I had ever been with was 26. But I was 20 at the time, so you know…” He laughed. 
“I’m a little older than 26, that’s for sure.” I laughed this time.
We started chatting like we had been out on the porch previously, though this time we were sitting with each other completely naked after having just fucked. Still, it was a pleasant, interesting conversation and the post-sex feeling enhanced it. 
Suddenly, he grabbed me up close to him, pulling my body toward his and kissed me. 
“That was so much fun,” he said. “I’m glad I walked over.”
“Me too. That was awesome.” 
I had no illusions that this was anything more than a fun beach fling. But that’s what made it great.
“Ummm, I’d better get going. Get home before my friends get back. Unless you want them to give you looks on the beach all day long tomorrow.” He smiled and winked.
“Yeah, no, I can skip that. This is supposed to be a relaxing week for me, so I don’t need a whole bunch of judgment being hurled my way.” I winked back at him. 
He kissed me quickly on the lips, then I moved off of him so we could both get up. I gathered up my clothes to dress and he did the same. A few minutes later we had changed out of our birthday suits. I walked him to the door.
“Hey,” he said, “we’re here for the rest of the week, so if you want to… get together again. I’m totally game.”
I instantly responded. “I’d love that.” We wrapped our arms around each other for another round of kissing. 
“Maybe we could try the massage oil next time. I love vanilla.”
The massage oil. I had forgotten about that. 
“Sure,” I said, still puzzled as to why I had it.
“Here. Let me give you my number,” Braedon said, and we exchanged phone numbers.
He left right after that with a goodbye kiss, and as I watched him walk down the porch stairs toward the beach, I realized that this was going to be a very relaxing week, indeed.  






  
  The Beach 2

A Cheating Wives Short


The next day dawned bright and sunny, my bedroom filled with the golden light of morning. If I concentrated, I could hear the sound of the ocean. 
It wasn’t early—mid morning—and being that this was my vacation, I had nothing to do and nowhere to go, so I laid in bed awhile. 
My mind began to wander back to last night and in my imagination I saw Braedon fucking me on my kitchen counter as if I was watching us from the side. I saw the way he grabbed my tits as he thrusted his thick cock into my pussy and felt aroused. 
I thought about getting on my knees and sucking his nice cock and the way he put me up on the counter to eat my pussy. I reached my hand into my panties and ran my finger in between my folds and up and down my pussy, gathering some lubrication so I could stroke my clit. It didn’t take long for me to come, not with the image of Braedon naked and nailing me on my mind. 
I pulled my hand from between my legs, enjoyed the post-orgasm calm for a few minutes, then rolled out of bed and into the bathroom.
A few minutes later I was in the kitchen making coffee and a little while after that I was drinking said coffee on the deck and watching the ocean. There were a few groups and individuals out on the beach, but I didn’t see Braedon or any of my spring break neighbors. 
When my coffee was gone, I decided that it was time to put on a bathing suit and get out on the beach. Heading inside the house I changed quickly, then grabbed what I wanted for the beach. About twenty minutes later I was settling down into my beach chair, a nice breeze hitting my body and my feet firmly planted in the warm sand. I pulled out a book and let the ocean provide me with some background noise for my novel. It wasn’t until my phone chimed that I realized 30 or 40 minutes had passed. I picked it up and looked at who the message was from, then smiled.
Good morning :) 
Hey :) good morning back
I looked over to my left and saw Braedon sitting with some of his friends, three girls and another guy. They were about twenty feet away. He made eye contact and smiled quickly.
Been thinking about that pussy since last night
He included the little purple devil emoji at the end of that one. I sent him the winky face back.
Believe me, I’ve been thinking about your cock…
Yeah?
Yep
Fuck. I want to take you in your house right now and bend you over something
I’m game ;)
There was a couple moments pause.
Can’t really get away right now. Still getting shit for not going out last night
No problem. Whenever you can get away I’m pretty much up for it
:)
I put my phone down and made eye contact with him again. It was probably just my imagination, but I swore his shorts had tented a bit. I had definitely gotten wet and now my mind was a million miles from this beach. Images of him fucking me doggy style flashed through my mind. 
The rest of the afternoon and early evening passed quietly and I finally got my mind off of Braedon’s cock. I was horny as fuck, though. And it didn’t help that I had a new, young friend who wanted to keep putting his cock inside me the next house over. It was too bad we wouldn’t be able to fuck again today. I was definitely ready for it. 
As I ate dinner that night, it dawned on me just how easy a time I was having cheating on Jason. There was no hostility on my end. I just figured that quietly having some extra fun with someone else wouldn’t hurt him. I even wondered if he might be turned on by the idea of me being with someone else. Not that we had ever talked about it. The thought just came out of the blue.
As I cleaned up from dinner, my phone chimed again and I saw that Braedon had sent a couple of messages. 
The first one said, Thinking of you… and the next one was a picture of his hard cock, with his shorts and underwear pushed down his thighs. I immediately wrote back.
I’d love to get on my knees and suck that thing dry
A moment passed.
Fuck
I’m gonna have to take care of this right now
I laughed as I continued putting dishes into the dishwasher. Maybe seven or eight minutes later I heard another chime. 
When I checked the message this time there was a picture of a cum puddle on a towel. He had clearly just jerked off.
Too bad that wasn’t in my mouth. I’d love to taste your warm cream
Hopefully tomorrow :)
;)
I put my phone down, finished cleaning up and headed into the bedroom so I could get myself off again. I figured I’d use a toy this time.

    
  The next night I sat on the couch reading. It was late—around 1 am. The time had gotten away from me. 
I put my book down and my mind wandered a moment. I had been hoping to see Braedon today, but hadn’t. Well, maybe tomorrow. As soon as I had the thought, my phone chimed.
Hey :)
Hey ;)
Still up?
I was just about to go to bed
Don’t do that. We should have some fun
Oh yeah? ;)
Yep it’s an early night here. Everyone’s in bed. I’d love to come over if you’re up for it
Definitely. You caught me just in time. I’ve been wanting some of that cock
Hang on
My body buzzed with excitement. I sat there on the couch a few minutes anticipating everything Braedon was going to do to me and then I heard a knock on the door. I jumped up to answer it.
When I got there and opened it, Braedon grabbed me right away and pushed his tongue into my mouth. He grabbed my ass and squeezed, then his hands traveled all over my body in quick succession. Back, tits, stomach, hips, between my legs. I was already soaked.
I grabbed his cock, which was rock hard, and rubbed him over his pants. We pulled away from each other for just a second.
“Let’s go in the bedroom this time,” I said, and nodded my head in that direction. I lead the way and he followed.
Once inside the bedroom, he grabbed the waistband of my sweatpants and pulled them down, while he started in on his belt buckle. I helped my pants off the rest of the way, then pulled off my panties and my tank top. Braedon hadn’t gotten to his underwear yet, so I reached over and pulled those off, revealing his hard, thick, dripping cock.
I wanted to take that thing everywhere I could.
I walked over to the bed and pulled the comforter back, so it wouldn’t get messy. Sheets could be changed a lot easier. Then I reached into the nightstand drawer and pulled out some condoms. I hopped onto the bed and Braedon followed quickly behind me, getting over top of me and taking my nipples in his mouth. I reached down to stroke his cock and he reached down to put his fingers inside me and stroke my clit. 
“So fucking wet,” he said, and I realized that we didn’t need to waist any more time. 
“I want you now,” I said, and reached over to grab one of the condoms. 
I opened the package and pulled it out, while Braedon sat back on his legs so I could get it on him. Once it was rolled down his cock, he got between my legs, rubbed the head of his cock up and down my pussy a few times, then pushed into the opening.
We both moaned as he entered me.
He started up fast and hard right away, his need clearly showing. I wrapped my legs around him as he pounded me with that thick cock, running my hands over his back and head, through his hair.
He kept saying ‘fuck’ over and over again with moans in between them, drilling himself deeply into me with each thrust. His cock, though extra thick, was an average length, which meant he could get in deep while giving me a good stretch. It felt awesome.
“Fuck… Fuck, I’m gonna come. I’m gonna fucking come in your pussy…”
And he drove himself into me hard and deep, shooting his load inside me (well, into the condom, that is). He moaned and gave hard thrusts as he emptied himself and when he was done, he collapsed on top of me.
“Oh god,” he said, breathing heavy. “Sorry that was short.” He pulled out and rolled off of me. “That’s been building up. I just couldn’t hold off.”
“No problems here. I mean, we’re not done are we?”
“Fuck no,” he said, turning his head to look at me and smile.
“Then no worries. I’m pretty confident I can get you up as many times as I want you.” I leaned over to kiss him.
After a couple moments, we broke away and he sat up. He got up from the bed, his cock still mostly hard and the top of the condom filled with his cum. He walked toward the bathroom, went inside and shut the door. I laid there and closed my eyes.
“Hey,” he called out after a couple minutes, “where’s that massage oil?”
I told him where it was and a moment later, he carried it out of the bathroom with him.
“I told you I liked vanilla,” he said, sitting on the edge of the bed and squeezing some out into his hand. I had never used a massage oil with someone before.
Braedon rubbed the oil between his hands, then placed them on my body and caressed my stomach, waist and tits. 
After a couple moments, he moved to sit on top of me, straddling my hips, though not putting all his weight onto me. I thought that was a playful position and I smiled up at him, his hands roaming my body with the slick oil.
He squeezed both breasts, then holding onto each one, ran his thumbs over my nipples before sliding his hands down my body and back to my stomach, giving me nice pressure all over my upper body.
“Great hands,” I said, enjoying the warmth and the stimulation.
“Thanks. But I want to see what this stuff tastes like.”
He leaned over me, grabbed one of my breasts with his hand and sucked the nipple, then licked all over it.
“Not bad,” he said, putting my nipple back into his mouth.
He spent a few minutes licking and sucking everywhere he had put the oil, as I anticipated him putting his mouth a little lower.
He moved down the bed, so he was laying in front of me with his head between my legs. He kissed and licked my inner thighs as I moaned, the image of him eating my pussy already playing in my mind. 
“Wait a minute,” he said, and pushed himself up. 
He got off the bed, leaving me practically panting, walked over to the nightstand and grabbed the oil again.
“Let’s oil up those thighs.” He squeezed more oil into his hands and smiled at me.
He sat down in front of me toward the end of the bed and massaged the oil into my thighs, caressing and squeezing as he did so. Then, he laid back down with his head near the apex of my legs and continued licking and kissing my thighs.
He got closer and closer to my pussy, licking and kissing around it, until I watched his tongue touch my clit and felt a jolt of pleasure through my body. 
“Fuck,” I said.
Braedon licked me up and down, from opening to clit, in long measured strokes, stopping here and there to give me fast flicks of his tongue on my clit. Then he’d dip his tongue into my pussy.
“That vanilla tasted pretty good, but your pussy tastes much better.”
My pleasure was building. I had been horny as fuck since I had been with him last and the pressure of his tongue was just perfect…
I cried out as I came, my hips and thighs shaking with release. I put my hand on his head and ran it through his hair while he continued to eat, suck and lick at my pussy. Finally I stopped shaking.
I exhaled loudly and put both my arms behind my head, trying to relax, but Braedon wasn’t letting up. 
“I’m not done with you yet,” he said, and gave me a gentle bite on the inner thigh, then a couple more licks of my pussy. He pushed my thighs and hips back so my ass faced upward, then touched his tongue to my asshole, licking in circles. I really liked that.
I reached my hand down between my legs and stroked my clit while Braedon ate my ass. The clit and ass stimulation was amazing, but the sexiest thing was that Braedon moaned while he licked me. 
After a few moments he moved my hand aside and moved his tongue to my clit, licking me in fast strokes while he put a finger into my pussy. He pulled it out, still licking, and moved it to my ass, then pushed it inside, moving it in and out. I was getting so close again.
Moaning loudly, I moved my hand to his head while he licked my pussy and fingered my ass.
“Fuck, you’re gonna make me come again…”
A few seconds later my hips were jerking hard and fast as I cursed and moaned some more and told Braedon he was a pussy and ass eating champ. When I was done, Braedon stopped and looked at me from between my legs and I laid back, spent. He smiled at me, then got up and walked into the bathroom. I heard the water running while I closed my eyes and he was back next to me in bed a moment later.
He cuddled up next to me and I turned and rested my head on his chest and my arm across his stomach. He rubbed my back and I noticed that his cock was hard. But I needed a few minutes rest.
“Well, that was amazing bit of oral,” I said, running my hand over his chest.
“Glad you liked it. It was the least I could do after my three minute performance earlier.” He chuckled.
I laughed. “Don’t worry about it. My prediction is that we’re going to fuck again before the night is over, and now that we’ve both come we’ll be a little less needy.”
“Yeah, I’m pretty sure that prediction is correct.” He stroked his cock a few times. 
“See you’re already ready to go again. It’s just that I’m an old woman and need some rest after a couple heart-pounding orgasms.”
“Rest all you want to. I’ll just lay here and play with myself until you start playing with me again.”
He moved his hand up and down his cock leisurely, enjoying the self stimulation. I watched him, enjoying the way his hand looked holding his cock. 
“You’re pretty sexy when you do that,” I said, popping up and leaning on my elbow, my hand resting on his chest.
“Oh yeah?”
“Yep. But I think I’m gonna have to take over.”
I reached for his cock and placed my hand around it, moving his hand out of the way. I stroked him a few times, before reaching down to rub and hold his balls. He grabbed the back of my head to pull me in for a kiss.
“I’m gonna suck that thing,” I said, matter-of-factly, when we pulled away from each other. I moved over top of him with my head over his cock and my pussy over his face. I took his cock into my mouth, while he licked my clit. I had always enjoyed the sensation of mutual oral. 
I moved his thick cock in and out of my mouth while using my hand too. I could taste his salty precum, while I sucked him up and down. But what I really wanted was to ride this thing.
Letting him go from my mouth, I changed my positioning so that I was facing him while straddling his hips. I reached to the nightstand for a new condom, opened it and got it situated on him.
Holding his cock firmly with my hand, I placed it to my entrance and slid down on it, then rocked my hips back and forth while Braedon held my thighs and grinded up into me.
“Yeah, that fucking pussy feels good.”
I smiled at him as I rode. 
Leaning forward, my hands braced on his chest, I moved my hips forward and back to pull him in and out of me. Braedon squeezed my ass with both hands, accentuating my movements. 
A few moments later, I leaned all the way over onto him, while he wrapped his arms around my back and thrusted hard and fast up into my pussy. He touched his finger to the rim of my ass and circled the outside, making me moan. 
I could feel the sweat on his body as he pumped into me fast and held me close. He was breathing hard and heavy with the relentless thrusting of his cock. Finally, there was a slowing of the action, and I took the opportunity to reorient myself on his body. 
Doing my best to keep him inside me while I moved, I sat up and turned myself so I was now facing his legs. He popped out right before I got all the way around, so I grabbed his cock and put him back in before I started to ride him backwards. 
I have to admit, woman-on-top not being one of my favorite positions, my agility on top has never been fantastic, but, I was having fun and Braedon was having fun and that was all that mattered. I lifted myself up and down on him, his cock sliding in and out of me, then I rocked my hips and circled them, enjoying his thick shaft inside of me. 
Suddenly, Braedon sat up and pushed me gently so I rolled forward onto hands and knees, his cock sliding out of me. He repositioned himself so that he knelt behind me, moving my legs wide, then pushing up tightly against my body while inserting his cock back in. I lowered myself to my forearms, while Braedon grasped my hips, drilling his thick cock inside me.
His hips hit my ass and thighs with force and it made that slapping sound which only indicates that a great fuck is happening. I cried out each time he went all the way in, and was getting nailed at just the right angle. 
Braedon grunted and groaned behind me, not letting up for an instant, digging his fingers into my hips. He slowed suddenly, leaned over me close and bracing himself with his left arm, used his right hand in between my legs on my clit, stroking and circling, while using a rocking motion with his hips to give me some gentler penetration. 
With our bodies pressed close together, I could feel the sweat on our thighs mingling and another orgasm quickly approaching. 
His cock filled me and his fingers stroked me fast, so it wasn’t long before I was coming, hips jerking and shaking. Braedon moaned as I came.
He moved his hand from between my legs to wrap around my stomach and pounded my pussy, still leaning over me. It sounded like it wouldn’t be long for him. 
I was right.
After a few loud groans, he pushed all the way inside me and let himself go, moaning as he shot a load inside my pussy. When he was done, he leaned his head against my back and we stayed there a few moments, sweaty and catching our breath, enjoying the connection of our bodies. 
He finally let me go and pulled out. 
It had gotten super hot in the room, so I hopped off the bed to turn the ceiling fan on. With a little air flow, we laid on the bed together and cooled off from all the exertion. A few minutes later, Braedon got up and went into the bathroom. By the time he returned, I was already half asleep. 

    
  I blinked open my eyes and realized that I had fallen asleep. Braedon was beside me, snoring lightly. I stretched my arms overhead and replayed the last couple of hours in my mind. 
I got up and used the bathroom, then pulled my sweatpants and tank top on before heading into the kitchen. I was hungry and thirsty. 
Once at the kitchen sink, I filled a glass with water and drank it down, then rummaged around in the pantry and fridge for snacks. I heard Braedon get up and go into the bathroom a few minutes later. 
Munching on some crackers and cheese, I watched Braedon emerge from the bedroom in his underwear.
“I’m gonna die of thirst,” he said, smiling.
“Glasses are in there.” I pointed to the cabinet where they were kept.
He pulled one out, filled it up at the sink then drank it down, filling it up again when he was done. He looked over at the food I had pulled out with wide eyes.
“Hungry?” I said and motioned to the spread I had out.
“Oh yeah.” He dug in.
We snacked and chatted for a while and I figured he’d probably go back to his house when we were done. It was truly the middle of the night now, the darkest part. I hadn’t been up
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