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​First time anal in the backseat of the car 
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The car was their cocoon, the engine long dead and the night around them absolutely still except for the breathless fog that bloomed across the windows. The overhead glow of a streetlamp far down the road painted only a faint gold sheen through the glass, leaving the backseat dim, shadowed, and dripping with heat. She straddled him, thighs spread wide across his lap, knees awkwardly pressed into the cushions, her skirt already shoved up around her waist. Their mouths had been fused for what felt like forever, her lipstick smudged across both their lips, his hands restless as they roamed from her back to her hips, her ass, gripping and squeezing as though he couldn’t decide where he wanted her most.

Her panties were tugged aside and her bare heat pressed against the ridge of his cock, teasing along the length of him. She rocked forward, grinding in slow circles, whispering his name in a broken gasp every time the blunt tip nudged against her clit. When he pulled back, panting, his eyes gleamed with that edge of reckless daring only moments like these could draw out.

“You ever thought about me in your ass?” His voice was husky, the question heavy in the cramped air, surprising even him.

She froze, breath caught, eyes flicking down between them as if imagining it right there. Her hesitation was real, mouth parted, and she gave a nervous laugh before admitting, “Maybe... but I’ve never...” The unfinished confession made her blush.

He kissed her cheek, her jaw, murmuring against her ear, “We don’t have to, but I’d love to feel you there, just once.”

That curiosity that always simmered beneath her shy veneer tipped the balance. She nodded, small but certain, and reached for the glovebox. A little squeeze-bottle of lube rolled out, kept for moments exactly like this, and she chuckled nervously at how prepared he always seemed. He was already tearing open the condom wrapper with trembling fingers, rolling the latex down over himself, his cock flushed, veined, impossibly hard under her thighs.

The smell of latex and slick lube filled the space as he smeared the cool gel thickly over himself, coating every ridge, every inch. She bit her lip and lifted herself slightly, heart hammering, hands braced against his shoulders. His tip pressed lower now, nudging insistently between her cheeks until the cold slickness of lube touched her entrance.

The angle was strange, their limbs cramped in the tight backseat, her head brushing the roof when she tried to straighten. She adjusted, breath sharp, and reached back to guide him herself. When the blunt head pressed firmly against her tightest place, she hissed through her teeth, eyes wide.

She lifted herself on shaky thighs, knees digging into the worn upholstery, hovering above him with her skirt still hiked up around her waist. His cock stood proud and slick, latex rolled tight, lube glistening under the dim spill of light through the windshield. Her breath came in shallow gasps as she felt the blunt crown nudging insistently between her cheeks.

“Easy,” he murmured, steadying her hips, his tone low and coaxing. With his thumbs he spread her open, parting her so the tight ring of her ass was exposed to the cool night air. She whimpered, trembling, and when the swollen head pressed flat against her entrance, her body tensed in a desperate clamp.

“Don’t clench,” he whispered, his lips brushing her cheek, his voice warm against her ear. “Push out for me a little, like you’re letting go. Trust me.”

She flushed with embarrassment at the instruction, but obeyed, a shiver running down her spine as she tried to relax that stubborn knot of muscle. The sensation was strange, raw, humiliatingly vulnerable. His thumbs spread her wider, holding her open for him, and she felt the pressure of his cockhead intensify.

Then he tugged gently at her hips, guiding her but not forcing her down. “This has to be you. I can hold you steady, but only you can take me inside.”

The fat crown pried her open with agonizing slowness, resistance giving way by fractions. She made a strangled grunt in her throat, eyes screwing shut as her body flared with the sharp stretch. Her belly tightened, the invasion so foreign it made her feel like she had to go to the bathroom right then, that shameful, primal urge to expel.

“Ohhh god, it feels like I’m gonna - ” she gasped, voice cracking, fingers clawing into his shoulders.

“You’re not,” he reassured, voice strained but tender, his breath hot against her neck. “That’s just me pushing in. You’re taking it, baby, so slow, so good.”

Her body shook as the swollen crown finally breached her, the tight ring clamped helplessly around the widest part of him. She let out a guttural moan, half-strangled, forehead pressed hard to the fogging glass while her nails raked his shoulders.
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