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A prospective boarder isn't what she expects -- he's more.
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Megan glanced at the clock as her friend on the phone laughed about the latest bit of gossip that
they’d just shared. “I’m going to have to go, Angie. I have somebody coming to look at the basement
in a few minutes.”
“I can’t believe you’re taking in a boarder. I don’t think I could have a stranger living in my house.”
“I know,” Megan agreed. “It’s either that or lose the house, though.” She shook her head,
remembering how long she and her ex-husband had searched to find a place within their means. The
payments on the house had been exactly that – right up until he’d run off with some twenty-year-old
bimbo, leaving her high and dry.
Now, she was struggling more than when she’d first moved out of her parent’s house almost twenty
years ago. Forty, and barely making ends meet.
“Well, good luck.”
“See you at the gym tomorrow. Bye.”
Megan hung up the phone and contemplated what she was wearing. She had absolutely no idea how
to dress for this. A shrug accompanied the decision that she may as well just stick with the top and
jeans she was wearing. Whoever ended up living in the basement may as well get used to her normal
at-home attire, because both bathrooms were upstairs.
She did take the time to run a brush through her dark brown locks and put on a little makeup. After all,
this was as much her first impression to make as it was for the potential boarders.
The doorbell rang at exactly two o’clock. Well, that’s a good sign I suppose, Megan thought. Here we

go.
She couldn’t completely hide her puzzled look when she saw a young blond-haired man upon
opening the door.
“Hi, I’m Kelly. I’m here to look at the room.”
“Oh. Uhm, of course.” Megan silently cursed herself for letting the surprise and nervousness she felt
creep into her voice.
Kelly chuckled. “You were expecting a girl, weren’t you?”
For some reason, Megan found herself smiling. “Yes, actually. I guess that’s what I get for assuming
that from the email.”
“I’m used to it. Is it a problem?”
“No, of course not. We may as well walk around to the basement door.”
“Cool,” he responded, and stepped back away from the door.
Luckily, Megan had rehearsed her tour and terms several times. It wasn’t all that different from what
she did every day as a real estate agent, anyway. Only that familiarity kept her from faltering as she
considered the possibility of having a young man living in her basement.
Still, it was all she could do to fight down a blush when part of her mind injected the word handsome
into that description.
Kelly took one last look around after the tour. “Well, it’s twice the size of my apartment and a couple
hundred bucks less. It’s exactly what I’m looking for. I’ve got the first and last month’s rent on me.”
He apparently had the money, and the rather bored property manager had attested to his record as a
good tenant at the apartment complex where he currently lived – never once saying he to break her
illusion that she was checking the information for a woman. Megan knew that she wasn’t going to be
exactly comfortable with anyone at first, so she decided to take the plunge. “You can move in any
time.”
****

Megan grabbed her gym bag off the bed and headed for the front door, knowing that Angie would be
there any minute. So far, she had barely noticed that anyone was living downstairs, even though he
was still in the process of moving in. Other than watching him make trips back and forth to the truck
out front, she’d only seen him once when he came upstairs to use the front bathroom.
The doorbell rang as she was walking toward the door. She’d barely managed to open it when Angie
pushed her way inside.
“Oh my god. Is that him?” She peeked out the window.
“Yes. What are you doing?”
“Panting.” Angie let out a purr. “He’s delicious.”
Megan rolled her eyes and sighed. “Come on, Angie.” She reached for the doorknob and saw Kelly
walking toward the truck. He was wearing shorts and a muscle shirt, which made her silently echo her
friend’s thought of delicious.
“Prude,” Angie chided as the door opened. She walked out ahead and waved to Kelly, who waved
back, looking more than a little confused.
“Get in the car,” Megan whispered through her teeth, and gave her friend a little push.
Both women sat down in the car, but Angie kept her eyes on the young man outside. “Check out
those glutes. I could just eat him up.”
Megan started the car and put it in gear. “We have our own glutes to worry about.”
“I think I may have to stop and get batteries on the way home.”
Megan rolled her eyes one more time and backed out of the drive, but found that she couldn’t resist
one last peek at Kelly’s retreating butt.
****
It took Megan nearly ten minutes to convince her blonde friend to get back in her own car and go
home after returning from the gym. Angie had talked endlessly about the man living downstairs, and
truth to tell, Megan had found him in her thoughts more than a few times. Between that and the men
working out in the gym, she was more than a little flustered.

Take another shower – a cold one, she thought, and headed to the laundry room to drop her workout
clothes in the hamper. When she reached the door, she could hear the shower in the front bathroom
running.
The realization hit her hard. Only a few feet away, her handsome young boarder was naked, water
cascading down his body.
Megan sucked in a sharp breath as her nipples stiffened and the tingle of wetness creeping between
her legs sent chills up her spine. She pulled the clothes out of her gym bag, once again wondering
what was with her overactive sex drive the last three years. Though she chided her friend for always
talking about it, part of the reason she did so was that she was always thinking about it, too. The
admonitions were as much for her as for Angie.
The sound of the shower shutting off replaced arousal with panic. The last thing she wanted to do
was run into Kelly in her current state. She hurried back to the other side of the house, and only
breathed a sigh of relief when she heard first the bathroom door, and then the basement door close.
With the moment of anxiety over, the needs of her body reasserted themselves. She switched on the
television and scrolled through what she’d recorded on the DVR. Lifetime romances, soaps, and
romantic comedies filled the list. Hardly the thing to take her mind off her arousal. A flip through the
channels revealed nothing else to distract her, either.
She gave up on the television and walked into the bedroom, thinking she would read for a while
instead. Then she remembered where she’d left off in the racy novel. No help there.
Get a hold of yourself. Megan thought as she walked to the dresser to retrieve her nightgown. Cold
shower, and then bed.
She took one step across the threshold of her bedroom door before the memory of Kelly showering
washed back over her. It would be her naked beneath the streaming water, and she could almost see
herself running into him as she emerged in her nightgown afterward.
She stepped back into the bedroom and closed the door.
I have got to get over this, she thought. Okay, just go to bed. Color rose in her cheeks as she hurried
to strip off her clothes and put on the gown. She felt as if someone was watching her the whole time.
The vibrator in the nightstand next to the bed called out to her as she slipped under the sheets. She’d

bought it two years ago when her seemingly perpetual arousal had pushed her beyond the point that
her fingers could satisfy.
Her face burned as she thought about it and she let her head fall with a thump to the pillow. Only after
an hour of tossing and turning did she finally slip into a fitful, frustrated sleep.
****
A crash of thunder startled Megan awake. She sat up in the bed as another boom sounded, the room
lighting up from flashes of lightning outside. When the rumbling died down, she heard something else.
Tornado sirens.
Megan felt around on the nightstand until she found the remote and turned on the television.
“... Cloud spotted and moving toward the area at thirty miles per hour. Take shelter immediately in a
basement or interior room. Stay away from windows.”
Megan’s heart raced as she turned off the television and tossed back the sheets. The wind was
howling outside, the house creaking from the force of it. She threw open the bedroom door, her bare
feet slapping on the hardwood as she rushed toward the basement, guided by the constant flash of
lightning.
She turned on the stairway light and pulled the door shut behind her before running down the stairs.
As soon as she reached the bottom, a confused sounding groan burned through the sleep fog and
panic.
“Huh? What?”
Megan gasped and looked down, finally remembering her boarder. She was standing at the bottom of
the stairs in a thin summer nightgown that barely reached her knees – braless.
A deafening crash of thunder shook the house, and Megan cried out. The power winked off, and she
was left trembling in the darkness.
The beam of a flashlight pierced the gloom. “Are you okay? Is that the tornado siren?” Kelly asked.
Megan fought past the lump in her throat to answer, “Yes, they said it’s heading this way on the
news.” She couldn’t stop her voice from quavering in fear.

The flashlight beam fell on her and she squinted, bringing an arm up to conceal her breasts.
“Maybe you should sit down.” The light moved to illuminate a couch. “You’re as pale as a ghost.”
Unable to find the presence of mind to answer, Megan walked to the couch, wincing at every
thunderous boom, and shaking with fear. She did manage to keep her concealing arm in place,
though.
A man’s voice steadily rose in volume from where Kelly held the flashlight. Megan glanced over to
see him standing next to his bed, wearing nothing but a pair of boxer shorts, turning a knob on
something.
“Battery powered weather radio,” he explained.
Megan tried to listen, but found that she couldn’t concentrate because every crash of thunder caused
her heart to skip a beat. A bright square of light appeared in her peripheral vision, and she looked
over to see Kelly pulling something out of a small refrigerator.
He walked to her and held out a bottle of water, keeping the flashlight pointed so that the light didn’t
directly fall on her. “They’re saying that it’s to the south of us. Have a drink.”
“Thank you.”
“I don’t think we really have to worry. It sounds to me like it’s just tearing up corn fields and will blow
right past town.” Kelly sat down in a chair and opened his own bottle of water. “They’re just being
cautious by sounding the tornado sirens.”
“I don’t know how you can be so calm.”
He chuckled. “I’ve been through this a few times before. Tree took out the corner of our house when I
was a kid, and I lost my first car to another one a while back. Believe me; we’d know if it was actually
anywhere near. You can’t help but hear it. People always say that it sounds like a freight train, and
that’s about right.”
Megan took a sip of her water, finding some solace in his relaxed demeanor.
“Glad I’m here instead of in that fifth floor apartment where I was. Guess I picked a good time to
move.”

“Guess so,” Megan responded, feeling her jitters die down. His voice was soothing – and sexy. “It still
looks a little bare down here.”
Kelly laughed. “Well, I didn’t really have enough stuff to fill the apartment, and I’ve got a lot more
space here.”
With the A.C. down, the house heated up rapidly. Megan reached up and wiped a bead of sweat from
her forehead that was threatening to find its way into her eyes.
“Hang on,” Kelly said as he got up from his chair. A few seconds later, he returned with a small
battery powered fan.
Megan smiled and said, “Thank you,” as she turned on the fan. With him standing right in front of her,
she was overheating from more than the rising temperature. His gorgeous, muscled body so close to
her, barely covered and glistening with sweat was almost too much to take.
Kelly tilted his head toward the ceiling a short while later. “Sounds like its starting to calm down a bit
out there.”
“Thank god. My nerves are raw.”
“Probably not much hope of getting back to sleep until the power comes back on, though.” He
stretched, raising his arms over his head and emphasizing every muscle in his body in the diffuse
illumination of the flashlight standing on a table nearby.
Thoughts of the storm receded into the back of Megan’s head for a few moments as she fought not to
stare. She could feel her gown clinging to her stiffening nipples and tried to nonchalantly push her
shoulders forward to remedy it. It worked, but only for as long as she maintained the awkward
posture.
Kelly sat back down. “I’m sort of used to the heat, working construction. Great money until the
housing bubble burst.”
“Tell me about it,” Megan responded with a roll of her eyes. “I’m in real estate.”
“Really? Maybe you’ve sold something I’ve built. Wouldn’t that be whacked out? What agency do you
work for?”

Megan answered, and quickly fell into conversation with him. The talk proved to be a welcome
distraction from both the storm and her embarrassing arousal. Soon enough, she was laughing at
stories he told from his job, and he at hers. An hour went by, the tornado warning long expired and
the thunder but distant echoes of it’s former booming crashes.
She started when the lights and air conditioning suddenly popped back on.
“Hey, hey. All right. Maybe I’ll get some sleep tonight after all.”
Megan nodded, her eyes going wide at the sight of him in full light. She was sitting below one of the
vents, and the cold air was blowing directly on her sweat-dampened gown. When his eyes focused on
her, she knew that he’d seen her nipples pressing against the thin material, and her cheeks started to
burn.
“Guess I’ll get to bed,” he said as he stood up, his eyes drifting back to her face.
“I should...” Megan trailed off without even realizing it as she saw his boxer shorts tented away from
his body. Even the waistband hovered above his muscled abdomen, supported by the hard organ
beneath. “My god,” she whispered before she could stop herself.
“Hmm?”
The sound of his voice snapped her out of her trance and she gasped, tearing her eyes away from
the sight of his cock straining against the fabric. “I’m sorry,” she said in a rush as she stood up and
turned away.
She gasped again when his hand settled on her shoulder.
“It’s okay – really. I don’t mind.” His hand stroked her shoulder as he spoke.
His touch nearly turned her knees to water and he snapped his other hand to her waist when she
faltered.
“Kelly, what...” She couldn’t find any more words as her skin broke out into gooseflesh.
“It’s only fair. I was looking too.”
Megan couldn’t believe what she’d just heard. Granted, she worked out, but that could only do so
much against the effects of gravity and a slowing metabolism.

The hand on her waist crept down to her hip. When she didn’t flinch away or say anything, it moved
again to her ass.
He leaned in closer, his breath hot against her neck. “I’ve been hard ever since you came down
here.”
She knew that she should stop him, but the touch of his hands and his sexy voice paralyzed her.
“So fucking hot,” He said in a husky whisper and kissed her neck.
A warbling moan bubbled up from her as he kissed her neck over and over again. One hand kneaded
her buttocks while the other moved from her shoulder to caress her right breast. Need welled up
inside her and she spun in his grasp, seeking his lips with hers.
He pulled her tight against him, his erection throbbing against her tummy as he kissed her hard and
explored her body with his hands. His tongue slipped between her lips, and hers twined with it. She
whimpered into the kiss as the hem of her gown lifted.
Megan pulled away from his lips to gasp when his finger pressed against her nether lips through her
panties. He let out a sexy growl and grasped her gown with both hands again. All her inhibitions
burned away in the heat of passion; she lifted her arms and allowed him to remove it.
Kelly let the cloth fall to the floor and put his hands on her waist while his eyes drank in the sight of
her bared breasts. If he noticed that gravity had taken its toll on the heavy globes, or the slight
rounding of her tummy, there was none of it in his hungry gaze. He groaned as she explored the
contours of his cock with her fingertips, his hands sliding higher to cup her breasts.
He leaned forward, and Megan’s breath came in staccato bursts coinciding with kisses on first her
chest, then her left breast, and then her right. Her fingers curled around his cock when he lifted her
nipple to his lips.
The silken material of his boxers slipped over the hardness beneath, his manhood throbbing in her
grasp. She gasped and threw her head back from the sensation of his lips locked on her nipple,
sucking hard. When Kelly moved to engulf her other nipple, Megan lost her grip and reached for the
waistband of his underwear instead.
Kelly sucked hard and pulled back, letting her nipple pop free of his lips. He stood up straight,
revealing the head of his cock poking above his boxers – all she’d managed to reveal. Megan tugged

the cloth down slowly, letting out an oh of aroused wonder as she exposed inch after inch of him.
His thick cock twitched away from his body, dancing for her as she revealed his smooth-shaven balls.
She cupped the orbs and gently squeezed, moaning as he dropped his underwear to the floor with a
sexy growl. The reality of what was happening truly hit her at that moment. She was standing almost
naked in her basement with a man half her age, his hard, young, virile cock in her hand.
Megan whimpered in surprise when his fingers twined into her dark tresses, pulling her into a hungry
kiss. A second later, the hand slid down her back and joined the other, his thumbs slipping beneath
the material of her panties.
Cool air kissed her hot sex as Kyle pulled the cotton down. He left her panties hovering between her
thighs, grasping her butt with one hand and cupping her needy sex with the other. “Oh god,” Megan
whimpered as his fingers grazed over the short curls between her legs.
“You’re hairy,” he said in a hushed whisper. Even as her cheeks started to burn with embarrassment,
a wide smile broke out on his face. “I like it.”
“Oh yes,” Megan whimpered in anticipation as he bent his knees. She put her hands behind his head,
pulling his face toward her pussy, but he locked his fingers together beneath her butt instead.
He answered her yelp with a grunting chuckle as he lifted her, his muscles bulging. After the moment
of surprise, Megan wrapped her arms and legs around him, her heart pounding from the feeling of his
muscled body.
He carried her the few steps to his bed, his eyes fixed on hers, and then sat her down on the
mattress. He stood back up, his cock twitching mere inches from her face, leaving little doubt what he
wanted.
She wanted it too.
Megan wrapped her hand around his shaft and pulled, guiding him to take a step forward. As soon as
he was within reach, she gave the purple helmet of his cock a swipe of her tongue.
“Fuck yeah,” Kelly growled while reaching for her breasts.
Megan lapped his hard organ, loving the feeling of it pressing against her tongue as she made him
throb. She moaned from his touch as he squeezed and caressed her breasts, regularly teasing her
hard nipples with his fingertips. After a few licks, she used her tongue to wrangle the head of his cock,

and took it between her lips.
A groan passed Kelly’s lips as she took half of his throbbing shaft into her mouth. She let her lips slide
slowly back to the tip, turning her head so she could look up into his eyes as she did so.
“Holy shit,” he exclaimed as she reached the head, and took him in again – even deeper this time. His
hips twitched forward, and only the guiding hand at the root of his cock kept him out of her throat. She
reached behind him with her other hand, squeezing his rock-hard butt as she let him slip completely
free of her lips this time.
“You must like sucking dick to be that good at it,” Kelly remarked, the tip of his saliva-slick member
bumping her in the chin.
“Uh huh,” she answered, feeling absolutely wanton. When she took his cock in her mouth this time,
she was done teasing.
Kelly panted for breath as her lips slid up and down his shaft, her hair whipping with each bob of her
head. She tingled all over as explosive breaths carried his words.
“Fuck. Oh yeah. Damn!” His hands moved to the back of her head, pushing and pulling with the
motion of her mouth over his organ.
It had been a while – and even longer since she’d had a cock as big as Kelly’s in her mouth – so
Megan felt the effects in short order. Her jaw began to ache from opening so wide to accommodate
him, and her neck stiffened. She fought down the discomfort, spurred on by his constant stream of
oral encouragement, and then a burst of flavor as he leaked a drop of pre-cum.
Still, sheer willpower could only accomplish so much, and she slowed as the ache in her jaw and
neck grew more pronounced. When he tugged on her head a little harder, thrusting with his hips at
the same time, the tip of his cock slipped too deep, gagging her.
Megan pulled back and coughed, trailing strands of saliva from her lips to his twitching, glistening
cock. She swallowed, and then panted for breath until her stomach settled.
Kelly slipped a hand beneath her chin and tilted her eyes up to his. “I wanna fuck those tits.” He gave
a little push and nodded toward the bed.
As she scooted backwards, Kelly tickled the curls between her legs and let out a little growl. He
climbed onto the bed and straddled her hips as soon as she pulled her legs up onto the mattress.

Megan teased her nipples, her eyes intent upon his twitching cock as it drew closer.
The large globes had already spilled toward her sides when Megan lay down, so he had little trouble
situating his erection in the valley between. He groaned as she squeezed her breasts together,
enfolding him in the warm nest, and didn’t spare a second before he started thrusting.
Kelly’s cock poked out from between her breasts, and inch or more of the shaft visible with each
forward motion of his hips. The purple helmet was well within reach of her lips and tongue, and the
pearly drop of pre-cum that welled up from him as he pumped his shaft gave her good reason to do
so.
“Fuck yeah, those tits feel great. Suck it. So fucking hot.”
The lubrication of her saliva on his shaft evaporated quickly but Megan barely took note of the hot
friction building between her breasts. His grunts grew louder, his thrusts harder, and she wanted
nothing more than to feel her sexy boarder erupt in her mouth. She moaned around the head of his
cock as it popped in and out of her eagerly sucking lips.
His breathing quickened, and the grip of his fingers where he held her sides tightened. “You want it,
don’t you?”
Megan released him just long enough to answer, “Yes,” before wrapping her lips back around him.
“You’re ‘bout to get it,” he grunted. A moment later, a long growl that steadily grew louder and tighter
rumbled from his throat. The growl culminated in a deep, explosive sound, and jets of hot cum blasted
into her mouth.
Megan’s eyes widened when the first spurt hit the back of her throat. A twitch of his hips let the tip of
his cock slip free just enough for the second shot of cum to decorate her lips, nose, and cheek. With
him safely back between her lips so she wouldn’t lose a drop, Megan sucked him hard, jiggling her
breasts around him.
He growled, breathing hard and fast, while she sucked him dry, savoring every bit of the creamy
offering before swallowing. When he jerked away, she leaned her head back and used her fingers to
pull the cum decorating her face to her lips. He shuddered and smiled at her as she did it, and
muttered, “Uh huh,” when she brought a nipple to her lips as well.
He found the strength to lift his leg a minute later, swinging it over her body and then collapsing onto
his side next to her. Megan rolled over to face him, licking her lips, and said, “You taste good.”

He let out a weak chuckle, and then twitched as his sensitive cock throbbed. Megan’s pussy begged
for attention, and her hand crept between her legs almost of its own volition.
Kelly smiled, scooting back a little so he could have a better view. Though she felt a momentary flash
of embarrassment, his rapt attention spurred Megan on. She bent her knee, parting her legs wide,
and traced the moist parting of her nether lips. “I’m so wet,” she teased, amazed at her own words,
“So hot.” She slipped two fingers into her needy pussy and groaned from the sensation of momentary
relief.
Unable to endure the heat that had come over her any longer, Megan probed her canal with ever
increasing fervor. Her breathing quickened, often punctuated by sharp pants as electric pulses of
pleasure rippled through her body.
A loud whimper escaped her as Kelly sat up and grabbed her leg. He pulled, sliding her bottom on the
bed, and Megan followed his silent demands to turn until she lay parallel on the bed.
“Oh please,” she begged as he lifted and bent her knees, moving between them.
Kelly took a deep breath as he slipped between her thighs, filling his lungs with the perfume of her
arousal. Several broad strokes of his tongue moistened the curls surrounding her sex, slicking them
back, and then the tip dug a furrow down the middle.
A great warbling cry escaped Megan as his tongue parted her nether lips. He groaned as he tasted
her, just brushing her hood before delving lower, deeper, seeking more of her bittersweet nectar.
His tongue wriggled and probed, demonstrating a skill she never would have expected from one so
young. The slippery organ roamed her pussy with hungry desire, making her writhe uncontrollably.
His hands slid to her thighs, holding them apart and holding her bottom down, giving her no escape
from the exquisite assault.
“Yes! Yes! Yes! Oh god, yes!” Megan cried out. The hot spark of impending climax she’d built with her
fingers roared into a bonfire, consuming her until she knew nothing except the intense pleasure of his
wonderful tongue.
A swirl of cool air accompanied his tongue suddenly leaving her. Megan’s eyes popped open and she
lifted her head. Teetering on the precipice of release, she pleaded, “No, don’t...”
The word stop vanished from her mind and she gasped as he rose up to his knees, revealing his fully

erect cock.
Megan drew in a slow, deep breath as Kelly moved forward, pressing down on his magnificent cock
with his thumb. She felt the bulbous head press against her nether lips, and then slip inside.
A loud, startled-sounding whimper burst from her lips as his thick cock stretched her. Her intimate
muscles contracted, instinctively rebelling against the intrusion, but she was so wet that he still
penetrated easily into her depths. Kelly growled as he ended the measured push, fully enfolded in her
tight embrace.
“Ah! Oh! Ah! Oh!” Megan exclaimed, giving voice to the unbelievable feeling of his hard, young cock
stroking inside her.
“Mmm – fuck, you feel good.”
“So good. So big,” Megan whimpered in response, the sight of his muscles working with every thrust
of his hips exciting her all the more. The initial shock of having such a big cock after so long pulled
her back from the edge, but not for long.
A subtle shift of Kelly’s hips caused his slick shaft to brush her clit with every thrust, and he increased
his pace. After only a half dozen collisions of their sweating bodies, Megan’s pussy clamped down on
him once more. A sudden flush of heat gripped her nether regions, and she came.
A scream of sweet agony caught in her throat, unable to escape through the initial pulse of orgasmic
release that took her. She found her voice when the wave crashed back into her pussy a second
later, and thrashed in his grasp. Kelly’s powerful hands tightened on her thighs, and he thrust even
harder.
Megan came, and came, and came until her screams were little more than croaks and darkness crept
into the edge of her vision. A buck of her hips powered by climax-fueled strength finally caused him to
slip free, but it served only to trigger another shockwave of ecstasy that arched her back high from
the bed.
With virtually no presence of mind, Megan had no idea how long she remained a prisoner of her
body’s whims. She only managed to force her eyes open when Kelly cupped her cheek in his hand
and asked, “You okay?”
Still fighting for air, her heart pounding, and her pussy tingling, Megan could only manage a nod at
first, followed by a rushed whimper of “Oh my god.”

Kelly chuckled and rose back up onto his knees, his glistening cock still hard and throbbing. Megan
winced from the chill that the view caused in her still-sensitive nether regions and held a hand out
toward the refrigerator by the bed. She mimed holding a cup and said, “Please.”
“Oh, okay,” he responded with a little disappointment in his voice. He climbed down off the bed and
retrieved a bottle of water from the mini-fridge for her.
Megan groaned as she sat up to accept the bottle, feeling beads of sweat running down her body as
the change in posture freed them to the grip of gravity. A quavering sigh escaped her after the first
drink, the cool liquid such a contrast to the heat that permeated her every pore.
Kelly stood next to the bed as she drank, his pussy-slick cock bobbing a foot or so away from her
face. By the time she finished her third drink, more than half of the bottle was gone. The ache
between her legs changed from discomfort to yearning, and she put the bottle down, curling a hand
behind his leg to tug him toward her.
As soon as it was within reach, Megan wrapped her fingers around his cock and took the head
between her lips. Kelly jerked and yelped as her mouth, still cold from the water, engulfed his
cockhead. She chuckled around him, the tang of her juices awakening her taste buds. Megan let him
slip from her mouth and reclined at the same time, her eyes locking with his and her legs parting.
His slightly resigned expression brightened, and he lifted a knee to the bed even as her back settled
to the mattress.
“Mmm, god yes. More,” Megan encouraged him as he moved between her legs. He tapped the head
of his cock over her clit, drawing a whimper from her as her back arched. “Please,” she asked again,
lifting her hips toward him.
“You want it?” He asked, still teasing her by rubbing the tip of his manhood over her moist folds.
“Yes, I want it,” Megan answered in a rush.
“That’s so fucking hot,” Kelly said as he pushed down on his cock, taking aim at her still slightlygaped entrance.
“Oh yes,” Megan groaned as he filled her full of throbbing cock again. His broad smile and her own
excitement spurred her on. “Oh, I love your cock.”

Kelly chuckled, bucking his hips in a few short, fast strokes. “Yeah?”
“God yes. Fuck me!”
He took those words to heart.
Once again, Kelly surprised her with his experience. He manipulated her legs and his stance, twisting
and turning her like a puppet. Every few strokes seemed to find a new pleasure center, making her
squeal and moan in delight.
Sometimes he penetrated deep, nearly knocking at the entrance of her womb. The long, powerful
thrusts let her feel every inch of him – every vein and contour. Then without warning, he would
increase his pace to a flurry of short strokes, the hot friction making her gasp.
Kelly’s eyes sparkled with obvious pleasure as they roamed over her body. “Damn, you feel good,” he
said when their eyes met.
“So good,” she echoed as she squeezed her heavy breasts together.
“Oh, I fucking love those tits. You want me to come all over them?”
“No – inside me. I want your cum inside me,” she answered, the words running together and her pitch
jumping with each collision of their bodies.
His eyes widened. “Oh fuck yeah.”
Megan’s hands fisted into the sheets as Kelly drove his cock home with jackhammer force. The bed
springs creaked and the headboard tapped against the wall, audible in the spaces between her
screams, which were filled with dirty words she’d never imagined passing her lips.
His face tightening, Kelly began to grunt with exertion. Megan’s head thrashed on the pillow, her hair
sticking to her sweat dampened face as his cock pounded into her. She felt the itch of impending
climax spreading through her loins and into her womb, but the hard, fast strokes of his cock didn’t
give her that one instant of relief she needed to reach her peak. Her cries turned desperate – weepy
– as she remained perched at the precipice of orgasm, held there for second after torturous second.
Kelly growled, “Ah, fuck. Come for me. ‘Bout to... Ah!” His hips lost their rhythm for only a single
stroke as he fought to keep his seed from erupting inside her.

It was enough.
Megan came with an ear-piercing shriek, tearing the fitted sheet off the mattress in clawed fingers as
her muscles contracted. She broke out in goose bumps as her flushed skin suddenly came alive with
chilly tingles. The first shockwave had barely torn through her before Kelly drove his cock home one
last time with a great roar.
The feeling of him swelling and throbbing in her tightly clenched canal set Megan off again. His big
cock pulsed, pumping her full of cum as his grunts and her squeals echoed throughout the basement.
Kelly fell forward onto his hands, his breath coming in hard blasts against Megan’s heaving breasts.
She wrapped her arms around his neck and hooked her ankles behind his butt, holding him inside her
while she moaned from the ecstasy still rippling through her.
Still trying to catch his breath, Kelly gasped, “Holy fuck. Never thought... Thought I was gonna stop
coming.”
“Mmm, you made me come so hard,” Megan responded, and then whimpered when an aftershock
gripped her.
Kelly grunted as her walls clamped down on him again, and she couldn’t resist a giggle at the pained
expression on his face. His muscles bunched and he tried to pull free, but she’d drained all of his
strength, along with his cum.
“Mmm – no,” she insisted, tightening the grip of her arms and legs.
He let out a deep, staccato moan, falling down onto his elbows. Megan hugged him against her one
last time, reveling the feeling of his muscled body pressing against her sweat dampened skin, and
then let him free.
The sound he made when he rolled off her to fall limp on the bed sounded so ridiculous that Megan
laughed aloud as she rolled onto her side to snuggle up against him. Cum seeped from her quivering
pussy, but she was too caught up in the afterglow of the incredible orgasm he’d given her to care.
****
Megan awakened to a sleepy groan next to her and let her eyes flutter open. Half expecting that
she’d dreamed the whole thing, she couldn’t resist a moan upon seeing Kelly shifting as he
awakened.

His eyes opened, and he smiled when he saw her admiring his face. He reached for her breast, but
she flinched away, insisting, “I need a shower. So do you.”
Without waiting for a response, she pulled the covers off her legs and swung them out of the bed.
She scrunched up her nose when the motion slid her bottom through the cold, wet evidence of the
previous night’s passion. It took all of her willpower to avoid looking back as she walked toward the
stairs, swaying her hips.
The bed springs creaked as Kelly climbed out of bed and she could feel his eyes on her. Unable to
resist any longer when she reached the stairs, Megan looked over her shoulder to see him in hot
pursuit, his eyes fixated on her butt and his morning erection bobbing.
She’d fallen on hard times – very hard times – and she planned to enjoy every second of it.

