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About the Author


Prologue




They were barely through the apartment door
when Kelly was pulling him against her, forcing him to press her
against the wall of the short entrance hall. They kissed
passionately, their mouths finding each other and then their tongue
intertwining as they explored each other. Michael tried to put his
hands around her ass, but she grabbed his wrists and brought his
hands up to her breasts.

He pawed them through her shirt but she didn’t
mind; Kelly wanted that. Her nipples were aching for attention.
Together, with fumbling fingers and over-eagerness, they managed to
pull her shirt and camisole up over her head, freeing her tits.
Michael put his hand to her naked flesh and she moaned in the back
of her throat. He was handling her roughly—it was obvious he was
either inexperienced or had only been with women too shy to tell
him what they wanted—but she was desperate to be roughly
handled.

After a few seconds of roughly pawing at her
firm breast, his fingers finally found Kelly’s erect nipple and
he—gently now—squeezed it between thumb and forefinger. Her light
brown nipple ached for the attention and she groaned deeply now,
loud enough to give Michael pause in his clumsy attempt at
pleasuring her.

“Am I hurting you?” he asked breaking their
desperate kiss. He kept her nipple trapped between his fingers
while his other kept her wrist pinned against the wall.

“Yes,” she moaned. “Do it harder.”

 



Chapter One


“Janice, can you watch the twins on Saturday
night?”

“Ohmygod, Kelly, do you have a date?” Janice’s
over the top reaction was exactly what Kelly had been expecting.
She tried to ignore it.

“No, I’m just…meeting someone. Don’t make a
big deal about this.” It was hard enough for Kelly to admit that
she needed to make this request and, worse, that she was doing it
so soon. Having her friend get overly excited about something that
should be…normal. “Can you watch them?”

“For you? Sure. Adam and Evan love playing
with the twins.”

Kelly nodded, a gesture her friend wouldn’t be
able to see on the other side of the phone. “Great. Thanks. We’ll
talk details later, okay?”

“Sure. Sounds fine.”

After ending the call Kelly held her hands
over her face and tried not to cry. She didn’t know why she was
trying not to cry. She was fairly certain she had been cried out
months ago. She told herself it was because she had needs that she
couldn’t continue to deny and that made her ashamed.

 


Mid-30s MILF looking for a young
gentleman for casual dating and other casual things.

It was the short intro on her bio on the adult
dating website Kelly had opted to use. What she had found was that
there was what seemed like hundreds of dating websites for anyone’s
special interest. This one wasn’t heavily into extreme kinks on one
side nor did it lean heavily the other direction of a modern day
wedding matchmaker site. Friends and casual, fun sex. That’s all
she was looking for right now.

Kelly had made a huge mistake on her first
time through: she had mentioned her ethnicity. That had resulted in
every man infected with yellow fever constantly messaging and
emailing her. She had wiped her profile and started over, this time
dodging the ethnic question and making her half Italian-half Korean
the least important part of her life. Even her pics made her
ethnicity seem uncertain. Dark hair? Sure. Honey tan skin? Yeah.
And so? Almond shaped eyes? Not so much that it was obvious, at
least with the correct lighting and make up. The fact that she
stressed her chest in her pictures probably turned more than a few
men off, but that was fine. While she didn’t have huge tits and
massive cleavage, she liked her tits because they were, in a word,
perky. If a man couldn’t appreciate them, then she didn’t want to
date him.

Kelly was looking for a man that was younger
than her, seemed polite, and wouldn’t make an issue of her
ethnicity. It took a bit of searching, but she eventually found
Michael. He was cute with slightly shaggy sandy-brown hair, blue
eyes and excellent grammar in his emails and texts.

After too much flirting online and too many
delays, Kelly decided to take the plunge and meet him in person,
but only after giving him her own assessment to determine if he was
worthy of her.

Give me a compliment, she demanded in a
chat.

—You have the kind of exciting personality
that really comes through on text, Michael had responded. He
worked in a bank but apparently that type of corporate job hadn’t
destroyed his sense of humor and an ability to be
charming.

—Yeah, yeah. Great. Now compliment
my body.

There was a pause and Kelly wasn’t sure if it
was because Michael was thinking or if the internet was
slow.

—I haven’t met you in person yet.
How can I possibly compliment your body?

She almost laughed at his overly nice
politeness. She had polished off half a bottle of wine while
chatting with him. The twins were in bed and she was on the verge
of making a bad decision. After yanking off her shirt and bra in
one smooth movement she used her phone to take a picture of herself
topless and sent it to Michael with the comment, How does this
work for you.

The pause seemed interminable but was probably
only a few seconds. Wow.

Grinning with a little bit of intoxication,
Kelly replied, That’s it?” Wow.”

—Some things are so beautiful and
awe-inspiring it takes poets ages to find the right words to
properly praise and describe them.

He did have the heart of a poet; she decided
but couldn’t resist pushing him more. Give me a dirty
compliment. Do it right and it’ll be worth your time this
weekend.

There was a definite pause in his reply.
You have the kind of tits that would make some men cry because
of their beauty, other men would start wars to have them all to
themselves, others would blind themselves because they know they
would never see anything more beautiful in their life no matter how
far they traveled or how many women they saw.

—Wow, was her one word
reply.

And this time his reply was incredibly quick.
That’s it?” Wow.” That’s all I get?

She dodged the question. Did you major in
English in college?

—Minored. Parents insisted on
business.

Kelly finished her glass of wine and decided
it was too late to continue this conversation. And she was probably
too drunk because she was still sober enough to know if she
continued she might wind up masturbating while he watched on a
webcam. I’ll see you Saturday evening.

—I’ll be the one in the red
hat.

Right before she signed off she gave him one
last compliment. Thanks for not sending a dick pic. That would
have sunk you.

 


“You’re wearing that?” Janice said as she
dropped her twin sons off at her friend’s house.

“What’s wrong with this?” Kelly asked looking
down at her white blouse with jeans and knee-high brown leather
boots. Casual but attractive; she had even unbuttoned one button
below her usual level to give just the tiniest hint of non-existent
cleavage that was hidden by a pink camisole.

“It’s not sexy,” Janice told her and then
screamed over her shoulder at the rampaging boys aged six to nine
who were already bouncing on the couch and loveseat. “Knock it off
you monsters!”

“If he doesn’t want me like this, I don’t want
him,” Kelly said with more confidence than she felt.

 


He was wearing a ridiculous red beanie hat
emblazoned with the logo of a local and defunct sports team. But
Kelly didn’t need the hat to recognize him; she had his face etched
into her brain from the photos he had sent plus all the time they
had spent chatting on Skype. She sat down at the table before he
had the chance to see her and jump to try to give her an awkward
hug or other inappropriate greeting.

“Hello Michael,” she told him with a small,
nervous smile.

She had taken him by surprise. “Kelly. Wow.
You’re even better in person.”

“Don’t lay it on so heavy,” she warned him.
“You come off as desperate.”

“I’m not desperate. This is just who I
am.”

His big goofy grin was more than enough to win
her over, but the nagging insistence in the back of her mind told
her to take things slowly. “Keep being who you are and we won’t
have to stay here all that long.”

With that he gestured toward the menu. “I
already ordered myself a coffee. What would you like?”

She looked him up and down. He was wearing
jeans and boots like her—both concessions to the sudden drop in
temperature with autumn’s sudden arrival—but was wearing a heavy
sweater under a leather jacket. “Actually nothing,” she confessed.
“Can we go back to your place?” The smile she tried was supposed to
convey sexual confidence, but instead she felt like an idiot
propositioning a man ten years younger than her.

He laughed at her an immediately her heart was
crushed. “Wow,” he breathed. “I never had someone—anyone—be so
direct before. I’m…flattered.”

“And what does that mean, exactly,” she
pressed him.

Michael bolted down the remains of his coffee.
“Let’s go.”

Outside the small café he asked her, “Don’t
you know it’s dangerous to go back to a strange man’s
apartment?”

She shook her head. “Better than inviting you
back to my place where you can just kill me and leave the body.
Your place is safer. After you kill me you’ll have to dispose of
the body. If you’re an ax murderer I want you to work for
it.”

Her statement caught him by surprise. “I…don’t
know what to say.”

“Just don’t be an ax murderer,” she said as
they arrived at the small parking lot intended for the café’s
customers. “Drive together or separate?” she asked.

“I’m not an ax murderer,” he
promised.

 


Going upstairs to his apartment transported
Kelly back to when she had just finished college. It was a nice
enough place, but she also felt like she was sneaking into a place,
fooling someone: a parent, a roommate, maybe even a girlfriend who
was away or lived elsewhere.

She liked the feeling.

After their quick, fumbling foreplay in the
hallway, after Michael made her knees go weak when he pinched her
nipple so hard she wanted to pass out, she found her confidence
again. “Bed,” she demanded. “Take me to your bed.”

Michael broke their clinch and pulled her down
the short hallway, leaving her shirt and camisole on the floor. The
apartment was small and in no time they were falling into his bed.
It was clean but smelled vaguely of his masculine, musky scent. The
smell alone would have made her panties soaked if they weren’t wet
already.

He fell on top of her, but Kelly wasn’t going
to passively allow him to do with her as he wished; she had needs
that had to be satisfied. Instead she pulled at his clothing,
insisting he strip as they continued kissing. Getting his sweater
and undershirt off was easy and Michael didn’t protest at all when
her hands went to his jeans to open them up. Some more fumbling
ensued while he kicked off his shoes and they pushed off his jeans
and underwear.

What was revealed was glorious. His cock
wasn’t huge, but it was nicely proportioned, already hard with a
gentle curve to the shaft, growing out from a base of sandy brown
hair that matched what was on his head. Kelly leaned forward to
take the glans into her mouth. She tasted the thin precum he was
leaking and Michael shuddered as she sucked on the velvety
head.

She glanced up at him. “It’s been too long
since I’ve sucked cock,” she admitted.

“You do it well,” he managed to say. Always
polite, always looking to compliment her.

“Stop,” she warned him. “One lick doesn’t
equal a skilled blowjob.” But then she leaned forward and started
sucking him in earnest. It hadn’t been so long since she had gone
down on a man that Kelly couldn’t recognize a man nearly at the
edge of cumming. She stopped without giving him any warning or
relief.

“Why’d you stop?” he asked
plaintively.

“I don’t want you cumming too soon. My needs
first.” She settled back onto the bed. “Show me you want to earn
it.” When Michael reached for the zipper on her jeans, she slapped
his hands away. “Play with my tits,” she ordered. “Then we can move
forward.”

With a mental shrug, Michael laid down next to
her, kissing the side of her neck and bringing his hand to her
nipple. She pushed his head down from her neck to her breast. He
took the hint and started sucking on her nipple. It didn’t take
that much effort. Kelly hadn’t been with a man for far too long. He
sharply pinched one nipple while sucking and biting at the other
one.

“Harder,” she encouraged him. Despite herself
she was rubbing her thighs together, causing some friction in her
pussy.

He complied, not letting himself worry about
causing her too much pain. She seemed to like having her tits
abused. Michael bit, twisted, and pulled on her little nubs until
she was gasping with pain then, behind her eyes, there was a
blossom of white pleasure as she muffled her orgasm brought about
only by his attention to her tits.

“Oh, thank you,” she blurted out. “I needed
that.”

Michael half gasped-half laughed in amazement.
“I never saw a woman cum from having her tits played
with.”

She smiled in satisfaction. “Then you haven’t
been dating the right women. Would you like a blowjob or do you
want to fuck first?” she asked him. She was still sailing high from
her orgasm.

“I get a choice?” he asked, showing his
relative youthfulness.

“You get a choice if you have condoms,” she
told him. “Otherwise no choice, just a blowjob.”

“I’ve got condoms,” he declared, scrambling
over the side of the bed to reach underneath the frame. He pulled
out a box that contained a few loose condoms and a bottle of lube.
“See!” He held one up in triumph. She held out her hand; if they
were going to have sex, she was going to be the one to put it on
him. Kelly wasn’t stupid.

If nothing else, Michael was eager and able;
he was still sporting a full erection. “You’d better get my pants
off,” she told him as he handed over the condom.

A second later Michael was eagerly pulling off
her boots, unzipping her jeans, and pulling them down as she toyed
with the sealed condom packet. It had been a very, very long time
since she had used one with a man, let alone put one on him, but
she was also certain that it was like riding a bicycle. She’d
remember how to do it.

After pulling off her jeans that were just a
little too tight, Kelly was down to just her pink panties. Michael
paused, excited at the prospect of what was to cum, but also
nervous about possibly upsetting her and having the older woman
change her mind about sex. His eyes went to her crotch and he could
see the obvious moisture stain.

“I’ve never had trouble lubricating,” she
explained to him. “I’m naturally well-hydrated.”

Grinning with eagerness, Michael reached for
her panties with both hands, grabbed the waistband, and gently
pulled them down over her curvy hips. Kelly always dressed a little
bit conservatively, even in situations like this where she knew she
was going to have sex. Her pink panties were plain cotton and were
hardly sexy but they also served to cover up some of the stretch
marks on her body that had mostly faded but were all too bright in
her eyes. Michael didn’t notice the marks, or at least didn’t
mention them, though she was certain he was just being
polite.

Getting the panties off her was easy. Kelly
lifted up her butt so they were easy for Michael to remove. The
only real resistance was when her pubic hair was fully exposed and
the waistband was down to her thighs but the crotch was still
clinging wetly to her vulva. But hydrostatic tension wasn’t enough
to stop Michael’s determination. The panties came off and Kelly was
fully exposed. She let her knees fall open so that he could move
between her legs. It had been her plan to grab his cock and roll on
the condom before he got too close, but instead of moving up her
body, Michael instead planted his face in her pussy.

At once she wanted to tell him he didn’t need
to do that. And he didn’t. She was wet and she wanted him to fuck
her. While his tongue felt good on her clit and exploring her
opening, it wasn’t anything like the hard cock she was wishing for.
Kelly tried to tell him eating her out wasn’t necessary, but his
tongue was limber enough to distract her long enough that she
decided to lay back and enjoy the attention for a
minute.

“Enough!” she declared when he had pushed her
to the edge too many times in that short minute. Kelly knew her
body. Pussy eating, while nice, wasn’t going to make her cum. Only
two things did: a good hard cock buried deep in her pussy or
slave-like attention to her tits. She pulled his face out of her
pussy and waved the condom packet in his face. “Time to use
this.”

She tore open the foil packet and removed the
condom. Michael kneeled up in front of her, his cock still fully
erect, sticking out from his crotch like a beautiful piece of wood
awaiting attention.

Kelly’s fingers hadn’t forgotten the old
motions. She squeezed the tip, put the rolled up condom on the top
of his cock, and unrolled it onto his shaft. It only took a few
seconds and then she felt back to the bed, her legs still wide
open, inviting him inside.

Showing excellent control for someone so young
and relatively inexperienced, Michael took his cock in hand and
used it to guide himself into her pussy. He slipped inside her with
surprising ease. “Oh…wow,” he said as he laid down on top of her
and settled his cock all the way into her pussy.

“Stop saying wow and fuck me,” she told
him.

“Uh-huh,” he replied and his hips started
pumping up and down very quickly and very hard.

Kelly didn’t mind the rough treatment; she
wanted to be fucked hard. She needed to be fucked hard, but almost
right away she realized the thrill of the evening was too much for
Michael. He wasn’t fucking her for fun and enjoyment at the moment;
he was fucking to cum, to get the most thrill out of the next few
seconds because an orgasm was about to take over his body and there
was literally nothing he could do to stop or delay it. Kelly
briefly considered grabbing him behind the balls and holding back
his ejaculation, but in all likelihood that would just ruin his
orgasm. He was a young man and she was certain he didn’t have just
one orgasm in him for the night.

When he came, Michael lowed like a wounded
bull, slamming his hips into her as hard as he could, trying to get
every ounce of enjoyment out of the orgasm that he could. She was
well-primed and ready for him, but it wasn’t enough for her to
climax a second time.

“I’m sorry,” he apologized. “I’m so sorry. I
didn’t mean to cum so quickly. I’m so sorry.”

“Stop apologizing,” she admonished him. The
last thing she needed was to deal with an overly obsequious boy;
she wanted to share a bed with a man. “We’ll take a break and go
again,” she said.

Michael nodded and rolled off her. He went out
the door, holding the condom to his cock while she laid in his bed.
“Second time will be better than the first,” he called from the
bathroom.

Kelly said nothing but put her hand to her
pussy. She was still good and wet and her vulva was throbbing with
excitement. She closed her eyes and envisioned what it would be
like when he returned.

“I’ve never had a woman jilling off in my bed
before,” he said as his walked in. She opened her eyes and noted
that his cock, while softer and diminished in size, was still
impressive and handsome.

“Then you’ve missed out,” she told him,
patting the bed next to her.

“Want me to go down on you?” he asked a little
to eagerly.

She shook her head. “No. Not right
now.”

“What do you want?” He put his hand on her
thigh and drew it upwards, crossed over her abdomen and trailed a
single finger through the black triangle of her pubic hair. Owing
to her heritage, her pubes were silky soft and largely straight,
almost no curl at all. She didn’t groom over aggressively,
maintaining what she thought was an age-appropriate triangle that
covered her mound and labia.

“I want you to play with my tits,” she told
him boldly. She sensed her pussy was going to bet plenty of
attention.

Michael only half heard her words. “I like
that you don’t shave your pussy,” he said softly. “Not that it
matters but I see way too many bald pussies in porn.” That was
revealing a little too much about his private sex habits than she
wanted to know at the moment, but she didn’t stop him and Michael
continued on. “When I was in high school, my grandfather died. My
grandmother had passed on years before. I had to help my family
clean out his house so we could sell it. I was the lucky guy who
found his porn stash.”

“Do I want to hear this?” she asked him,
uncertain as to where the conversation was going.

“Just listen to me a minute,” he pleaded. “I
found his porn stash. This was right as porn was getting big on the
internet but any easy supply of pictures of naked women a teenaged
boy can more than appreciate. The stuff my grandfather had was
almost classic, almost vintage, stuff like Playboys and
Penthouses along with a bunch of videotapes.”

“I’m not sure I need to know this.”

“Hold on. Anyway because the stuff was older…I
guess I developed an attraction to women who had a lot of pubic
hair.”

“Ah. I see.”

“Yours is beautiful.” His finger was still
curling in and out of her patch, not touching her pussy, but just
feeling the soft hair.

“Thank you…I guess?”

“Sorry if this is making me sound like a
pervert, but almost all the women I’ve…uh…dated must have stock in
shaving and waxing companies.”

“Glad to make you happy.” Kelly wasn’t exactly
sure why he felt the need to mention this to her, but it was a nice
change from being objectified for being half-Korean.

“Let me tell you something else.”

“Maybe you shouldn’t?” she hinted.

He ignored her suggestion. “When I finally got
full access to the internet, I looked up all the women in those old
magazines and videos. Most of them have disappeared but a few still
do adult stuff. Anyway, I think that’s what led me to
you.”

“What? How’s that.”

“Okay, I’m twenty five, right? And you’re…” he
realized he didn’t know Kelly’s actual age, other than she was
older than him.

“Older than you. Not old enough to be your
mother, let’s be clear on that.”

“Right,” he happily agreed when he realized he
had almost shoved his foot in his mouth. “Older. Sexier. You’re a
MILF and when you put that up on your profile, I thought it was
perfect. I’m very lucky. Thank you.” He leaned over and gave her a
kiss.

“You’re welcome,” she replied, almost ashamed
that she had thought he was going to make some perverted
proposition to her. “Now you need to play with my tits until you
make me cum again.”

Michael was happy to comply. He was fascinated
with Kelly’s tits, they were perfectly shaped and sized, not too
large to the point where they hung low on her chest and not so
small that she looked like a child. To him, they were absolute
perfection. She enjoyed the attention he gave them. Her nipples and
areolas fit in his mouth like they were developed for that exact
purpose. She inhaled with a shuddering breath when he sucked,
gently at first and then with more enthusiasm, on the light brown
flesh.

“More,” she begged.

That was all the permission that Michael
needed. At that point he started biting, pinching, and twisting her
nipples while massaging her flesh, holding her so that she couldn’t
escape his attention, not that she wanted to escape. Her entire
world shrank down to her tits and nothing else.

It didn’t take terribly long before the
inevitable happened: her second orgasm just from nipple play. She
clenched her teeth and gripped Michael’s head between her hands
while she climaxed and rode out the event.

“You really like that, don’t you?” Michael
asked when she was done.

“Uh-huh. More. I need more.” Her words cut
right to his core and his already firm cock grew harder.

“Can I fuck you?” he asked while reaching for
a condom from the box.

Seeing what he was doing and watching while he
rolled the bit of latex onto his erection, she nodded eagerly.
Kelly understood the importance of sharing and taking turns during
sex. If Michael didn’t she was more than happy to teach
him.

Once he was armored, he rolled her to her back
and got between her legs. Slipping his cock into her pussy was easy
once again, and then both relaxed with the joining of their
flesh.

“My tits,” she told him. “Play with my
tits.”

He did, reaching with one hand to hold her
nipple while using the other arm to keep his weight partially off
her, but that wasn’t enough for Kelly. She pushed his head down,
making him awkwardly bend his neck so he could latch on to her
nipple while still fucking her.

And that, that was enough. He fucked and
sucked at the same time bringing her to the sharpest peak of orgasm
she had had in the longest time, longer than she could
remember.

It was enough to get her off and himself as
well. He came with a series of hard thrusts into her pussy, each
one accompanied with a spurt of cum until he was completely spent
and fell onto her exhausted.

“Was that good for you?” he asked, half
joking.

“Very good.”

“My neck is sore,” he complained. “I guess I’m
not that limber.”

“Thank you for the effort.”

“This would have been easier with
a third person. I could fuck you from behind while you got your
tits sucked.”

“Don’t get any wild ideas,” she warned him.
But his words sounded delightful to her; she just couldn’t admit
that to him.

They rested together, limbs wrapped around
each other until Kelly judged the time was right and pushed him
aside.

“Where are you going?” he
complained.

“Home.”

“So soon?” Michael sounded like a teenager
pleading for his girlfriend not to go home so soon.

“I’ve got to pick up my kids from the sitter’s
and it’s getting late,” she informed him as she put her underwear
back on.

“Oh. Yeah. I sort of forgot you have kids.”
His eyes went to her waist as she pulled up her jeans and buttoned
them. Though they were faint, there was still evidence of stretch
marks from her pregnancy. He reached out and touched her skin,
tracing the vertical marks on her body. “Those are kind of sexy.
I’ve never seen them before on a woman I had sex with.”

She didn’t know how that statement made her
feel, but she just smiled at him. “Where’s my shirt?” she
asked.

“Uh…I think we left it out in the
hallway.”

Kelly bent down and kissed him lightly on the
lips. Michael reached out and cupped one hanging breast before she
pulled away. “I’ll get it on my way out.”

 


Picking up the twins was a struggle because
they didn’t want to leave their friends’ house. It was late and
Kelly was exhausted by the time she fell into her own bed, alone
again.

The problem was, she was wide awake. She had
been nice and relaxed at Michael’s but the duties of motherhood had
called on her. Now she needed to relax herself and her
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