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  A Birthday Surprise


Mom was yawning. I picked up my phone to glance at the time. 11:17 pm. She wouldn’t last much longer.  
Sandra, Mom's best friend, sat on the other end of the couch from me, laughing her ass off at the comedy special we were all watching. I thought it was pretty decent, and Mom had laughed some too, but Sandra thought it was hilarious.
“Hey, Courtney, you’re dying on us over there,” Sandra called out to Mom, chuckling. 
“You know me. I turn into a pumpkin at about this time.”
“You’re only 47 years old. You’d think you were a hundred.”
“I think most 47-year-olds feel this way. I do work, you know.”
“So do I,” Sandra shot back, “but I’m still going strong at 50. You’re setting a bad example here for Niles on his birthday.” Sandra reached across the couch and pushed against my upper arm. 
"You guys know I'm a night owl," I said. 
“He’s just turned 18. It makes sense he’s a night owl,” Mom said and got up from the chair she was sitting in. “Alright, you two have worn me out. Time for bed.”
Mom walked over to me, kissed me on the head, and said: “Happy birthday, sweetie.”
“Thanks, Mom. Good night.”
"I'm gonna finish this show and make sure Niles doesn't get into trouble, and then I'll be on my way," Sandra said. 
“Trouble in my living room?” I asked, teasing.
"Hey, it's your 18th birthday, and you never know."
“Alright, you two,” Mom said, “I’m done here. Good night.”
“Good night,” we both said in unison. It had been a good birthday.
My actual birthday was this past Wednesday, and today was Friday. Tomorrow night I had plans with friends, and then on Sunday, my grandparents were having something for me, so it was like a birthday week, which was cool. 
Mom had cooked dinner tonight—pot roast, my favorite—and then me, her and Sandra played a couple board games. After that, we turned on this comedy special. I opened some gifts from Mom and got a couple from Sandra—a book I’d been wanting and a gift card. 
Sandra and Mom had been friends for as long as I could remember, and she was always around for stuff. It would have seemed weird if she hadn’t been here tonight. She had a son too, but he was older than I was, 26 or 27, and lived in another state. He visited occasionally. 
Sandra laughed again, and this time so did I. She had her feet up on the coffee table in front of us, her just-above-the-knee skirt riding up her thighs. Sandra had great legs, I had to say. 
For the next half an hour, I laughed here and there while Sandra doubled up with laughter every few minutes. Finally, it was over. 
I was wide awake as usual, and I figured that Sandra would head home, so I was a little surprised when she didn't make any moves to go.
"Hey, kid," she turned her head toward the hallway that led to the bedrooms, listening for a moment, "I've got one more gift for you. If you're interested."
There was a flutter in my stomach as she said it. “Yeah?”
“You ever gotten a blow job before?”
Time stood still for a few seconds as I realized what she had said, and my cock got just a little bit hard. 
"N-no." I shook my head, too, as if to emphasize the answer.
“Want one?”
Holy shit. Sandra wanted to blow me.
The truth was I had no experience. I hadn't dated much, and I had only kissed, like, two girls before. But I also really wanted to have my dick sucked.
“I don’t know. What about Mom?” I looked over toward the bedrooms.
"We both know once your Mom is asleep, she's dead to the world. She'll never know."
She was right. Mom slept really deeply. We often joked it would take a bomb going off to wake her.
I really wanted to say yes, but I wasn’t sure. This seemed kind of crazy. But, then again, why not?
“Listen,” Sandra said, “if you’re not interested, no problem. But since you’re now an adult, I thought you might want to have some adult fun on your birthday, and I’ll happily give you that fun.”
With a sudden burst of energy, I went for it. “Okay, cool. Let’s do it.”
Sandra smiled. “Alright, here we go.”
She got up from her position on the couch and knelt in front of me while I unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans. I pulled them and my underwear down my legs so I could pull my cock out. I was already half-hard.
“My god, look at that thing,” Sandra said, grasping my shaft.
To put it bluntly, I had a big dick.
I was nine inches long and thick. Truthfully, I had always been a little worried that girls would be too intimidated by it. Sandra did not look intimidated in the slightest.
She licked me like an ice cream cone from balls to head, and I shuddered in pleasure. Continuing to lick up and down, it took only a couple of minutes for me to get rock hard.
“Mmmm… Niles, you have a big, beautiful dick.”
“Yeah…,” I said a little awkwardly, smiling at her.
She stroked me as she licked my balls next, running her tongue all over my sack, and I couldn’t help but moan.
Next, she took my cockhead into her mouth, swirling her tongue around it before plunging my cock deeper into her mouth. I groaned more loudly than I wanted to. 
She looked up at me, sliding my cock in and out of her mouth, and the sensation was like nothing I'd ever felt. Her wet, warm mouth was gonna milk me for all I was worth and, believe me, I was worth a lot.
Sandra used her hand with her mouth, sliding it up and down to the places she couldn’t reach with her mouth, just like they do in porn. Everything felt so amazing, but I wasn’t sure where I should put my hands. 
She must have noticed because she stopped for a moment, placed my hands on the back of her head, and swallowed my dick again. That really turned me on. 
I wanted to thrust, to fuck her mouth hard and fast until I was shooting cum down her throat, but I held back, letting her lead the way, getting very close to blowing it.
Sandra took a break from sucking and started licking again, covering every bit of my shaft and nuts. I knew I didn't have long when she put it into her mouth again and moaned.
“Shit… Oh, shit… Fuck, it’s coming…” I whispered. “Here it fucking is… I’m gonna fucking come… Oh, fuck… Oh, fuck…”
I exploded into Sandra’s mouth, shooting one, two, three, four ropes of cum before slowing down with a few smaller bursts. Sandra did not miss a drop. 
She swallowed my load, keeping up with all my jizz, and moaned while she did it. 
When I was done, and all my cum was inside her, she let my dick go from her mouth, and it dropped into my lap.
“How was that, birthday boy?”
“Holy fuck, that was amazing,” I said, catching my breath. 
“Good. It was supposed to be.” Sandra winked at me as she got to her feet.
"Wait," I said, and, before I knew it, continued with: "I want to eat your pussy."
Sandra raised her eyebrows, and then a smile crossed her face. 
“The BJ was a birthday gift. You don’t have to return anything.”
I was a little more in my right mind now. “I know. I just really want to taste you.”
Sandra paused, considering my offer. Then, without saying a word, she shrugged her shoulders and pulled off her panties. She sat beside me on the couch and hiked her skirt up. 
“Go for it,” she said with a smile.
I pulled my underwear and pants back up but didn't bother to zip or button them, and I moved onto my knees on the floor between Sandra's legs. 
She put her feet on the edge of the couch, and her pussy was entirely exposed to me. She had just a little bit of hair as if it had started to grow back after having it completely smooth, and her folds glistened a bit.
I put my face between her thighs and licked her tentatively. I wasn't sure what to do, but I kept my tongue moving, tasting and exploring her pussy with my mouth. When she moaned, I got very excited.
“Up a little bit. Little bit more. That’s it. Right there. That’s my clit. Do you feel that?”
I nodded as I circled the hard little nub with my tongue. Sandra moaned and put her hand on my head.
For the next few minutes, I focused on her clit and assumed I was doing a good job because of the sounds she was making. I licked, lapped, and sucked on her, still not entirely sure what I was doing, but enjoying it.
Her pussy was getting wetter, and I could taste her juices more and more. I decided to move from her clit and put my tongue into her opening, exploring this new area. 
Sandra grasped my hair in a really hot way and made all kinds of noise while trying to keep herself quiet. 
Feeling a little more comfortable now, I licked up and down the sides of her pussy, trying to take in all of her, then returned to her most sensitive spot. 
“Yeah, Niles… Fuck… Yeah, eat that fucking pussy… God, it feels so good…”
Sandra was rolling her hips into my face as I ate, and I wrapped my arms around her thighs, pushing my face into her crotch. I was starting to get the hang of it now, and I moved my tongue to different places, alternating between her clit and other areas of her pussy. 
Her juices dripped into my mouth as I pleasured her, and suddenly I had an urge to put my fingers into her tunnel. Pulling my face back, she looked surprised for a moment, and then I slid a finger into her slick entrance and fucked her with it. 
It was so warm and wet inside her pussy, and I stuck another finger in, which made her groan. Sandra was breathing hard and writhing on the couch as I finger fucked her. I loved the way her body felt.
I pulled my fingers out and stroked her clit for a few moments before putting my face back in her crotch and licking her again.
I dragged my tongue over her pussy from bottom to top a few times, taking in all of her, letting some of her juice smear on my face, then I focused back on her clit. She grabbed my hair tighter.
Flicking my tongue over her clit, I looked up at her. Sandra seemed like she was about to burst. Keeping up a steady pace with my tongue, she started to talk.
"Fuck, Niles… That's it… That's fucking it… You're gonna make me come… You're gonna make me fucking come… Oh, god, oh, god, here it is…"
Sandra's hips bucked into my face as I tried to keep licking her, grasping onto her thighs to keep myself steady. Her legs shook as she put both hands on my head and ground against my mouth while everything about her convulsed. Soon, she slowed down.
When I finally pulled away from her, my mouth was covered in her juices. She let go of my head, put her feet on the floor, and laid her head back against the couch. 
“Jesus Christ,” she said.
I wiped my mouth, stood up, finally fastened my jeans, and wondered what the fuck had just happened.
I loved every moment of it.
Sandra looked around her, and when she spotted her panties, she grabbed them off the floor, put them back on, and then sat back down on the couch.
“Holy shit, Niles. You’re a quick study.”
"I really liked it," I said a little awkwardly.
"I could tell," Sandra said and paused for a moment. "And, now, I think it's time I go."
She stood up, and so did I. I felt a little dazed, but I watched as Sandra grabbed her bag and headed for the door.
“Hope you enjoyed your gifts,” she said and opened the door. “Happy birthday, kid.”
“Thanks. I definitely did.”
She winked and stepped outside, and I closed the door behind her.
Damn, what a birthday.





OEBPS/cover.jpeg







