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A SEXY TASTE OF WHAT'S TO
CUM…

 


From "Make Me DRIP"

 


"You make me SO hard, Kari. I don't care about
our ages, and I don't think you should, either."

 


He resumed our passionate make-out, hands
cradling my head and fingers running through my hair. I was
positively breathless when the young stud finally broke our kiss to
lavish his attention on my tits instead. He slipped off my blouse
and unhooked my bra, causing me to moan and lie back on the couch,
bringing Max down with me. I widened my legs in invitation as Max
sucked and pinched at my excited nipples.

 


"Your tits are remarkable."

 


The low groans and grunts Max emitted while
feasting traveled straight down to my pussy. As he ran his
mouth and tongue over my mounds like a man possessed, I was shocked
to feel my pussy clench and release in a powerful
orgasm.

 


"Fuck, did you just cum? That's so
incredibly sexy."

 


Max leaned over me, one strong, warm hand
trailing from my breast to my belly and into the waistband of my
jeans. He shoved my panties aside and plunged two fingers into my
soaked cunt, then slipped them back out and put them into his
mouth.

 


"Oh god, baby... You taste divine… I want you
to leak your juices all over my face before I pound
you."

 


He deftly popped the top button of my pants
and undid them, yanking them with force down to my ankles before
positioning himself between my inner thighs, which were soaked at
the top.

 


"Christ, look how wet you are... So wet you've
leaked onto your thighs."

 


It was the wettest a man had ever made me, if
we're being honest.

 


Max parted my plump, pink labia using a finger
and slowly, slowly pushed it inside, making me sigh. He then began
to gently kiss my left inner thigh as he worked his way inward. His
lips met my "lips" with an impassioned kiss, his tongue then
tracing a long lick up and in my slit. I moaned lowly as he held my
soft, bare folds taut and slid his tongue in and out of my hot,
slick hole, tasting and licking. I groaned as he reached up with
his hand to grab at and rub my breasts.

 


 


From "NURSING HIM at the Nursing
Home"

 


"Turn around," he whispered hotly into the
little slut's ear.

 


Heather did as she was told without
hesitation, eager to now offer her tits to this man
face-to-face.

 


"Are you going to suck my tits?" asked
Heather, bluntly and directly.

 


"Fuck yes, I'm going to suck your tits,"
replied the old man in a serious tone.

 


The young slut stared lustfully, her desires
boiling over with anticipation, as the sexy senior lowered his head
into her breasts. Her soft, full mounds made for the comfiest of
pillows as he nestled his face into her flesh. George's stubble
stimulated Heather's tits in a way that shot pricks of pleasure
throughout her body.

 


Oh fuck, oh fuck… this bitch has such nice
tits, was all George could think as he drank in the dream that
was her huge, beautiful breasts. His mouth quickly turned to seek
out the nearest nipple, his tongue sliding, straining, stretching
for that first taste.

 


It was even more delicious than he had
envisioned. He'd barely wet a drop on his tongue, and he was
already enslaved. The slightest hint of what was yet to come
sent him spiraling into a sucking frenzy. He slowly swept his wet
tongue around her nipple three times before latching on and
beginning to suck with gusto.

 


There was no losing track of where her nipple
was in the heat of his mouth; its hardness had formed a distinct
spout from which to flow her hot rich elixir. It trickled out
slowly but steadily at first, but the more George sucked, the more
it was willed to flow.

 


Heather was absolutely reveling in how good it
felt to get her tits sucked. And to think, she'd almost missed
out on this fundamentally female experience! It felt wrong, and
forbidden, and yet at the same time, so very, very
right.

 


*****


 


Make Me
DRIP

 


I had just finished unloading my final box
when I heard the doorbell chime. Sweeping my mess of hair back into
an untidy pony, I was annoyed at who could be bothering me today of
all days -- this first day in my new home. A meddling housewife
perhaps, or maybe one of those damn Jehovah's
Witnesses…

 


I inspected my appearance briefly in the
full-length glass in the hallway -- a reflection that returned a
tired, semi-sweaty look after a long morning of moving
in.

 


Awesome. What a lovely first impression I'm
gonna make to whoever is on the other side of that door, I
thought with a sigh.

 


"Remember to be polite, Kari," I told myself
as I swung open the front door.

 


A quick head-to-toe scan of the specimen
standing before me was enough to make me weak in the knees. I found
myself grabbing onto the side of the door for more
support.

 


In front of me was no Stepford wife bearing a
lasagna, but rather a tall, tan drink of water. He looked to be
about 22 to my 42; was built, Latino and hot as fuck. His mouth was
turned up in a warm smile, whereas mine was slightly
gaping.

 


"Hey there, nice to meet you. I'm Max... the
boy next door."

 


He grinned as he said it, motioning with a
tilt of his head the direction of his digs. He seemed to have no
shame in allowing his gaze to graze over my entire body, causing
goosebumps to pimple over my forearms.

 


"Kari," was all I could manage to get
out.

 


"Kari? That's a beautiful name," said Max
sincerely as he continued to melt me with his handsome
smile.

 


"Say, Kari, I couldn't help but notice you
handling quite the load. I've watched you going in and out with
some boxes, and wanted to come over here and offer my
assistance…"

 


Handling "quite the load"… god, look where
he was making my mind go.

 


"Um, actually I'm about done now, but I really
appreciate you thinking of me. It's been a long morning of getting
settled in, and it's now time for me to relax…"

 


Max nodded as he continued to smile warmly,
his eyes teasing over parts of my body he had no business looking
at.

 


"Would you maybe want to join me, for a
lemonade? I suppose we should get to know each other if we're going
to be neighbors," I proposed suddenly.

 


Max chuckled and replied after a momentary
pause.

 


"You read my mind. A glass of lemonade sounds
great. I'm very thirsty."

 


God, so am I, I realized as I did a
little shameless ogling of my own.

 


I stepped to the side to allow him to enter my
abode, and as he passed my gaze traveled upwards to meet his
significant height. He momentarily paused on his way in, turning
his body to face mine and reaching out to place his hand on my
shoulder. With a squeeze and a smile, he then turned back and
continued to walk through.

 


So THAT just happened, I thought
woozily as I swiveled around to close the door. Max saw himself
into the kitchen, and I followed.

 


"Please, sit," I offered as I motioned to the
closest chair.

 


I fetched the pitcher of yellow stuff from my
fridge and poured each of us a big glass. I turned to bring it to
him, and couldn't help but notice where I held the glass was
directly in line with my breasts.

 


Max couldn't help but notice,
either.

 


"Here you are. Please enjoy," I told him as I
handed him his cup, then situated myself in the seat across from
his.

 


"Thanks again for offering to help," was my
icebreaker as he raised the glass to his lips.

 


"Of course. I'm never put out by helping a
pretty girl."

 


" 'Girl'? You're too kind," I chuckled as he
took in his first sip.

 


His otherwise smooth face wrinkled into a
slight grimace, one that was promptly snuffed out by a
smile.

 


"Oh, shoot!" I exclaimed.

 


"I forgot to mention that I only do sugar-free
in this house. Gotta watch the figure, you know. Metabolism isn't
what it used to be. But I can get you some water or milk if you'd
like…"

 


"Need to watch your figure? You look pretty
tight to me."

 


Again Max made no secret about running his
eyes over my body, his hungry stare lingering on my
tits.

 


"The lemonade is just fine,
beautiful."

 


He took a huge gulp and didn't grimace this
time.

 


"Aaah!" he exclaimed as he set his glass
down.

 


"Refreshing."

 


I giggled as I sat back and got to know
him.

 


Turns out he was actually 25, which made my
interactions with him slightly less cougar-ish, but still fully in
the Ashton/Demi territory. He worked as a landscaper for a garden
design business, and my eyes couldn't help but wander over to my
own sorry, minimal backyard when he said that. I was lost for a few
moments picturing him all shirtless and sweaty, tending to my
bushes.

 


"Kari?" said Max suddenly, looking
expectant.

 


I'd completely missed whatever he had just
asked.

 


"Oh! Um, my apologies… All of this unpacking
has left me hazy. Come again?"

 


My otherwise makeup-less face flushed with a
natural blush. I'd been caught daydreaming, about the gorgeous stud
right in front of me no less!

 


Max just chuckled and smiled.

 


"Now I really wish I would have spotted you
sooner so I could have helped. I asked where you're
from."

 


"Oh, shit, sorry. From Maryland. I'm from
Maryland. I got tired of the snow and really wanted a change, so
here I am. Fortunately my career allows me to work from anywhere,
so I could just pick up and leave."

 


"And what is it that you do?"

 


Max's faced was fixed upon mine, as if I was
telling him the most interesting facts in the world.

 


"Well, I… write naughty things," I replied
quickly and nonchalantly before picking up my glass and taking a
huge swig.

 


"Is that right?" responded Max with a big
grin.

 


I really hoped he wouldn't press further, but
of course he did.

 


"How naughty are we talking?" asked Max in a
whisper as he leaned across the table.

 


I set my glass down and smiled slyly. The
details of my profession were not something I revealed to most
people, but Max seemed different. Worth it.

 


"So naughty that I have to write under a
pseudonym, and Mom and Dad and the rest of the fam all think I'm
just a freelance writer."

 


Again Max chuckled and said, "Well aren't you
the dirty girl. I'd be very interested in, uh, enjoying some
of your works."

 


The blush was back.

 


"Uh, yeah, sure… maybe some time." I stumbled
over my words.

 


Before any more discussion could be given to
it, Max was on his feet with a big stretch. His movements revealed
fitness model abs and a slight dark tuft that was leading to
something perhaps even more drool-worthy below…

 


"I suppose I should let you get back to it,
whether that's relaxing… or dreaming up new ways to excite me," he
winked.

 


Wha-

 


My mouth formed the word, but no sound came
out.

 


"It was so very nice to get acquainted with
you, Kari," Max informed as he approached me with a smile, leaned
down and kissed my cheek. He smelled divine; very manly, but the
clean kind of manly like Axe body spray.

 


He was just inside the kitchen doorframe when
he turned around.

 


"Would you mind terribly if I came back
tomorrow and tinkered around with your yard a bit? As a 'welcome to
the neighborhood' kind of gift."

 


The butterflies were now fluttering full-force
in my tummy.

 


"Oh, that would be so sweet of you. The yard's
a mess, I know it. But there's no way I'm letting you tackle that
abomination without paying you."

 


I did my best to remain serious while staring
at his handsome face.

 


"Helping a beautiful woman such as you is all
the compensation I want. But if you're really gonna put your foot
down, I'm sure we can come up with some other way for you to thank
me."

 


Max nodded in the direction of his empty
lemonade glass on the table.

 


"Cheers," he acknowledged, and then
left.

 


He was now out of the house, but not out of my
head for the rest of the day.

 


***

 


The following afternoon, the handsome young
eye candy returned as promised, bearing all of the tools necessary
for some serious yard maintenance. He mowed, trimmed and pruned,
myself peering out from the kitchen window all the while,
transfixed by the way his taut muscles moved while he
worked.

 


After he was finished, he entered the kitchen
through the side door, still shirtless. My eyes lingered for maybe
a little too long before fetching my purse and
checkbook.

 


"How much do I
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