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Read An Excerpt

Mr. Matthews moved to put it back in his pants.

"No," I shouted and he froze.  "Don't."

He held it out a moment as he considered the consequences.

"Ashley, this could get us in a lot of trouble."

"Only if someone finds out," I said.  "Just let me see it grow, please?"

My sweet innocence seemed to wear him down and he rested it back across his palm, letting it engorge.

I bit my lips as it expanding before me, moving a hand to my pussy behind the curtain.  I couldn't let the moment pass without soothing my aching groove, so I began to tease a finger over it.

I closed my eyes and let out an erotic sigh that clearly startled him.

"Right, that's enough," he said, and quickly put himself back in his pants.

I jumped from the bath in response, drunk with lust now and ready to do something stupid.  Perhaps standing wet and naked in front of him wasn't the greatest of ideas, but it did create a whole new host of options.

"Ashley, what are you doing?" he asked, taking a step back.

"I want it, Mr. Matthews," I said, moving towards him.

He looked me up and down for the first time, seeing the woman I'd become.  My full, wet tits begged for his attention and, below my kempt hair, my pussy ached for his cock.

"I'm late for work," he said, and if that was his only excuse then I knew it wouldn't take much cajoling.

"Let me see it again," I said, moving ever closer.  "Let me touch it."

He was back against the sink now but I could tell his resolve was waning.  He was looking at me sidelong with increasing curiosity and I knew there was more I could say to convince him.

"Let me suck it," I snarled with fresh confidence.

"Ashley," he began, "if I pull this cock out and you put it in your mouth you know it won't end there."

"I know," I said simply, raising my eyebrows suggestively.

He exhaled and shook his head and I began to get excited.  I knew I had him.

"Just for educational purposes," he said, trying to convince himself more than me.

I looked down as he unfastened himself again, waiting with bated breath for the fresh reveal of his dick under wildly different circumstances.

I stared at it as it hung close to my body, mere inches from my pussy and bobbing as the blood beat through it.
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The day it all happened wasn't exactly special.  It was a regular Tuesday and Mr. Matthews was running a little late for work.  He rented a room out to me and I got a pretty good deal.  He was a an  older guy that I sometimes lusted over, but the age difference was too big to consider.  He was around twenty years my senior.

I was busy showering before setting off to work, but I guess Mr. Matthews's schedule was a little out due to his tardiness.

At nineteen I you could say I was more than a little curious about guys.  I'd had a few amateur fumblings but I still hadn't lost my virginity.  It was getting to the point where I felt like it'd never happen, but I never dreamed it would happen the way it did.

There was a sudden knock on the door.  "Ashley, can you hurry up in there, I'm desperate," Mr. Matthews shouted, startling me from a relaxing cleanse.

"I'll be a few minutes," I admitted.  I loved taking a long time in the shower, but not out of spite.  I just enjoyed the warm water soothing my skin in the morning and it really kicked the day off right.  I didn't want him to ruin it.

"Come on, Ashley," he knocked again.  "I'm busting out here."

It was kind of strange to have a conversation with him while I was showering.  Not uncomfortable, necessarily, just odd that I was completely naked and he was talking to me only meters away.

He wasn't bad looking, Mr. Matthews.  He kept in shape at the gym and despite being over forty he really looked good.

"Okay, okay, just a second," I said, wiping the excess water from my body and jumping from the bath.  "I'll unlock it but don't come in right away, okay?"

"Got it," he said quickly, clearly impatient.

I slid the bolt across and walked back to the shower, hurrying when I heard the handle twist.

"Jeez, Mr. Matthews," I said, barely making it back into the bath in time.  I pulled the shower curtain across and hid my modesty as he rushed to the bowl.

"Sorry, Ashley," he said.  "I just couldn't wait."

So now there was only this thin bit of material between him and I.  On the one side of it was him, hanging his cock over his trousers as he pissed, and on the other side was me, naked and dripping wet as I showered.

I heard the rush of fluid hit the water as he let out a relaxing sigh.  Suddenly I felt the strangest sensation come over me.  It was as though all of my lust had built up to a point and now it was bubbling at the surface.  My curiosity was running rampant and I was struggling to control it.

I tried to ignore it, washing the soapy suds over my tits but as my palms wondered over my breasts I began to lose it.  My nipples turned stiff and my pussy almost called out to be filled, as though it knew there was a bare cock within striking distance.

Mr. Matthews continued to flow, as though he'd been waiting a while but hadn't interrupted.  Tentatively I walked to the end of the bath and moved a hand to the curtain.

I paused, wondering if this was the right thing to do, but I couldn't deny my own curiosities.  I was desperate to take a glimpse of a cock, and it just so happened that this desperation reached its climax when the only dick available to me was my forty-something housemate.

Don't get me wrong—Mr. Matthews was a catch.  But he was still much older than me and that was something that I knew was very wrong indeed.

I heard his stream begin to fade and I knew the moment was drawing to a close.  It was either now or never and as he shook off the last few drops I took my chance.

I pulled the curtain back over my face, peering past it and seeing it for the first time.  Hanging from his trousers and looking big and impressive I saw my first taste of cock.

Seeing it like that did little to sate my interest.  If anything it merely spurred me on and I felt a flourish of desire burst inside me.  I wanted more, but I didn't yet know what that meant.

I was almost catatonic from the sight of it, unable to move from the end of the bath and in a very real danger of getting caught.

Mr. Matthews gave his cock one last shake and put it back in his pants, flushing the toilet and turning to see me glancing over the curtain.

"Ashley?" he asked, confused.

I didn't move.  How was I going to get out of this one?

"What were you doing?"

"I—I was just—"

"Were you watching me pee?" he queried, puzzled.

"I just—I wanted to know."

"Wanted to know what?" he asked now, and it suddenly dawned on me how bizarre this whole situation was.

"What they look like," I said as innocently as I could.

"What what looks like?" he asked, no less confused.

"Your ... penis," I stumbled.

Mr. Matthews looked down to his crotch and then back at me.  "You were looking at my dick?"

"Yes—no—well ... I guess," I confessed.

"Ashley, you know that's weird, don't you?"

"I do," I said, frustrated.  "I just had to see it."

He sighed as though the matter were over with.

"Well, did you get a good look?" he asked, turning to the sink and washing his hands.

"Not as much as I wanted," I replied, unsure whether or not I should be admitting that to him or not.

He froze and looked at me in the mirror above sink.

"That came out wrong," I said, hiding behind the curtain now and trying to rescue this spiraling situation.

"Would you like another look?"

"Huh?" I said, peering back around with intrigue.

"Would you like to see it again?"

I looked straight in to his eyes to see if he was joking.  He looked pretty damn serious.

"You'd let me?" I asked, trying to mask my excitement.

"I guess it's just kind of a sex ed. lesson, right?"

"Right," I agreed.  I'd have agreed with anything if it meant I got to see him again.

"Then here we go," he said, unfastening his jeans again.

This time I felt much more of a desire for him.  It wasn't just a voyeuristic glance now—Mr. Matthews was showing me his cock and he wanted me to see it.  It felt much more erotic than I'm sure was permitted and in that steamy bathroom we were both about to do something foolish.

He pulled himself out and took another step towards the bath as the water continued to run across my back and legs.

"You see?" he said, holding it across his palm.  It looked kind of dangerous, such was its size.  I wasn't expecting him to be so big, but I was kind of proud of him when he showed himself off.

"Uh-huh," I replied, speechless as I continued to stare at it.

"This is what one looks like, more or less."

"More of less?"

"Well, some are smaller, some are thinner, some are larger—"

"Larger?"

"Well, sure, Ashley."

"That looks pretty large to me."

He laughed at the compliment and as his head turned away to hide his smile I noticed something much more important occurring.

Whether Mr. Matthews knew it or not, his cock had begun to grow in his midst, twitching and stretching across his palm at a barely discernable pace.

"Well it's nice of you to say," he said, and then his expression changed as he realized his predicament.

"It's getting larger," I gasped, my eyes spreading wide as it swelled.

Mr. Matthews moved to put it back in his pants.

"No," I shouted and he froze.  "Don't."

He held it out a moment as he considered the consequences.

"Ashley, this could get us in a lot of trouble."

"Only if someone finds out," I said.  "Just let me see it grow, please?"

My sweet innocence seemed to wear him down and he rested it back across his palm, letting it engorge.

I bit my lips as it expanding before me, moving a hand to my pussy behind the curtain.  I couldn't let the moment pass without soothing my aching groove, so I began to tease a finger over it.

I closed my eyes and let out an erotic sigh that clearly startled him.

"Right, that's enough," he said, and quickly put himself back in his pants.

I jumped from the bath in response, drunk with lust now and ready to do something stupid.  Perhaps standing wet and naked in front of him wasn't the greatest of ideas, but it did create a whole new host of options.

"Ashley, what are you doing?" he asked, taking a step back.

"I want it, Mr. Matthews," I said, moving towards him.

He looked me up and down for the first time, seeing the woman I'd become.  My full, wet tits begged for his attention and, below my kempt hair, my pussy ached for his cock.

"I'm late for work," he said, and if that was his only excuse then I knew it wouldn't take much cajoling.

"Let me see it again," I said, moving ever closer.  "Let me touch it."

He was back against the sink now but I could tell his resolve was waning.  He was looking at me sidelong with increasing curiosity and I knew there was more I could say to convince him.

"Let me suck it," I snarled with fresh confidence.

"Ashley," he began, "if I pull this cock out and you put it in your mouth you know it won't end there."

"I know," I said simply, raising my eyebrows suggestively.

He exhaled and shook his head and I began to get excited.  I knew I had him.

"Just for educational purposes," he said, trying to convince himself more than me.

I looked down as he unfastened himself again, waiting with bated breath for the fresh reveal of his dick under wildly different circumstances.

I stared at it as it hung close to my body, mere inches from my pussy and bobbing as the blood beat through it.

"Damn, Mr. Matthews," I said, unable to take my eyes off it.

He moved closer to me now as he became complicit in the act, breathing heavier as the lust coursed through his veins.

My stomach fluttered with adrenaline and I moved my hand cautiously forward, looking to his face for one last sign of approval before I took it in my midst.

He gave a slow nod and then looked back down to his cock, watching as I put it against my palm and put my fingers around him.

He and I both exhaled as our skin collided in forbidden union.  He felt so stiff against my hand and I could feel his pulse against my flesh.

I moved up and down his length, my hands still wet from the shower and acting almost like a lubricant.

"That feels good, honey," he soothed, looking down as if to make it real.

I was shuddering with arousal now, nervous to please him and excited to go a few steps further.

"Put it in your mouth," Mr. Matthews said, unbuttoning his shirt and pulling it off his shoulders.

"Aren't you already late?"

"I can be later," he smiled.

I took my hand from his flesh and knelt on the carpeted floor, watching as he pulled his trousers off his legs and rolled his boxer-shorts off his ankles.

His big thighs were the perfect frame for his enormous dick, beset on both sides by strong, hairy muscle.

"Suck my cock, Ashley," he said, walking close to me and pushing the hair from my face as he held my head where he wanted it.

I licked my lips and steeled my nerves, opening my mouth wide and clasping my lips around his stiff flesh.

In my mouth he felt even harder and he let out a huge sigh again, as though he hadn't had this done to him in a long time.

I flashed my mind back to videos I'd seen or conversations with my friends and tried to glean as much information on technique as I could.

I began to drench him in my spit, building the saliva up and letting it fall over his cock as I jerked him slowly in my curled fist, feeling the veins and ridges of his sex and familiarizing myself with this new appendage.

Instinctually my pussy began to soak, filling with wetness as if to remind me that it too needed to be pleased.

I sucked his cock as best I could and he didn't seem to have any complaints.  His soft moanings encouraged me and he gradually began to work his hips back and forward, sliding himself through my open mouth as though he was fucking it.

The motion of Mr. Matthews's hips thrusting made me imagine him fucking me, and as we both sat naked in the bathroom I knew the chances of that were high.

"That's so good, Ashley," he said, looking down with drooping eyelids and a serene look on his face.  "Play with yourself for me."

I pumped him in my fist and looked in to his eyes, seeing the pleasure etched across his face that was all my own creation.

It felt good to please him and I wanted to do more for him, so, as instructed, I moved a hand to my wet lips and began to circle at the stiff stud of my clitoris.

"That's right, honey," he soothed.  "Get that pussy ready for my big cock."

His words were almost jarring.  I'd never heard him talk like that before and to have him do it directly at me was hot.

"Turn around," he said simply, looking down.

I did as instructed, shifting on the carpet until my ass was facing him.  I felt a little frightened to be baring myself to him like this and in no time at all he too was on his knees and heading for his target.

I tensed as I felt his breath drape across my soaked flesh and I turned my head just in time to see his face disappear under my ass.

My eyes closed as soon as I felt his lips connect with my flesh, mouthing heavily over my pussy and giving it a big wet kiss.

"Oh, Mr. Matthews," I gasped, running my fingers through the carpet and stretching forward so my breasts grazed the floor.

I kept my ass pushed up and out for him, allowing him the perfect vantage for my groove that he was now exploring with his tongue, stabbing in to my core.

His tongue delved in to my honey-pot, splaying up and down my crease until I was a mess of spit and my own juices.

His lips and chin slipped over me as he began to get crazier, sucking and biting at my loose flesh as he went down on me.  It was the first time I'd ever had my pussy eaten and I was sure I'd never forget it.  It felt heavenly and in no time at all I was quivering with pent-up tension that threatened to crash out of me at any second.

Mr. Matthews continued in earnest, spurred on by my cries and writhing movement as I began to lose myself on the bathroom floor.

He introduced a finger now and teased it inside me.  It felt big, but I knew the real prize would feel much bigger.

He finger-fucked my hole as his tongue continued its work, expertly taking me towards orgasm.  My stomach tensed and I gripped at the carpet, clenching my teeth and crying through them as it began to erupt within me.

Mr. Matthews's loose lips wandered all over me and at points he'd tickle the sensitive knot of my asshole that would pulse in response and cause me to giggle as I came.

"That's so naughty," I moaned, trembling as I came, my vision coloring.

"It's gonna get much naughtier," he suggested and I pushed back on his finger and into his face as my pussy convulsed.
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