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The ‘Anal Sex 40-Pack 3' contains 40 sinful stories of anal pleasure.  Be it threesomes, age-gap fantasies, strangers, dirty debutants, double doses or sultry MILFS, the women in these stories have one thing in common : they love taking it in the tiniest, tightest hole of all.

If you like backdoor fantasies, then this collection is for you!  Contains books ‘All Anal’ 5 & 6, and ‘Just Anal’ 1 & 2.

Warning : This book contains explicit sexual content.  Strictly Adults Only!
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“You dressed for the occasion,” she said, extending an elegant hand to shake.  “Nice to meet you.  I’m Anjelica.”

I took her hand and invited her in. “I’m Tori,” I said.

Nate rushed forwards, extending his hand too.  “Nate,” he said.  “It’s a pleasure.”

“It looks like the pleasure will be all mine,” she said wryly.

Her accent had this eastern European tinge to it that tickled down my spine every time she spoke.  Something about the way her mouth moved made me imagine it in a host of other places.  I think we’d made the right choice.

She wore long black stockings and a fur-lined white coat that she removed the second she came in.  Beneath it she had on a black bra and panties that drew the eye with its swirling lace and sheer look.

“So how do we begin?” I asked, looking to her for guidance.

“Like this,” she said, and she stepped into me and planted her lips on mine.

We kissed deep and her hand came to my ass, squeezing at it while I sampled her mouth.  She tasted sweet and addictive, like candy.

As she pulled back I looked into her dazzling hazel eyes then across at my husband.  His jaw was almost on the floor.  Beneath his tight underwear I could see the thick slab of flesh that was getting ready.

“Now you,” she said, stepping towards him.

I was still giddy with the excitement of our kiss when she wrapped those same lips over my husband.  He closed his eyes and pushed is fingers into her glossy, blonde hair, pulling her slender body close to his.  She looked good draped against him.

Anjelica wasted no time in sliding her hand down to the thick packet of my husband.  She rubbed along it and he groaned into her mouth.

“Excited already?” she smirked, pulling back.

“Who wouldn’t be?” he said, looking between the both of us.  “Two beautiful women in one room, dressed like that!?  Damn!”

Anjelica giggled now too, pushing her hair behind her ear and looking down as though she was slightly shy of showing such emotion.

“I—uhmm—ordered the ‘surprise’” I said, looking to her and hoping she knew what I meant.

She turned away from the both of us and bent forwards.  Our eyes darted to her round ass and I noticed the box-shape in the centre of her butt, pushing against the panties.

“A buttplug!” Nate guessed instantly.

“A buttplug,” Anjelica said, spinning playfully back around.  “And that’s just to warm me up.”

Nate was beyond excited.  I’d known him for years and I’d never quite seen the sheer elation that cast across his face before now.

“You really are spoiling me.”

“It’s for a birthday?” Anjelica guessed.

“Sort of,” I said.  “It’s a treat for both of us.”

“Is it now?” she said, looking at me in a new light.  “Tell me, Tori.  Have you ever eaten pussy before?”

She asked the question so frankly that I wondered if I’d heard her right.

“Never,” I confessed.

“Well that is something we will have to change.  Get on the bed.”
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There was something clearly different about ‘Hotel Sex’ from the moment we arrived.  The women on reception wore lingerie, the bell-hops wore buttless chaps and the concierge wore a bow-tie and very little else.

“Are you sure this is the right place?” Nate said, leaning in to whisper.

I giggled, looking to him and then noticing the bobbing pecs of the barman who was putting on a display for his raucous female customers.

“I think this is the right one.”

Nate’s birthday was soon but I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t just as keen to sample the place as he was.  Some friends of ours had mentioned it years back and we vowed to visit soon-after.  We weren’t too precious over each other when it came to matters of the flesh.  As long as we were back in each other’s arms after everything was said and done then we were both happy.

A threesome was something neither of us had done but it was something I certainly wanted to try.  I’d spoken to Nate beforehand and he’d told me that was exactly what he was looking for too.  Going to the south of France to get it might seem a bit extreme, but we figured we could combine it with a holiday, you know?  Fine wine, fine cuisine and fine, fine ladies.

I tipped the bellhop after he’d set down our bags.  I was intrigued to see where he was going to put the money, given his limited options.  Before I could watch he’d slid back out of the room and it was just my husband and I.

The room seemed like your fairly average affair at first glance, but it had its little nuances that let you know exactly where you were.  Along with the soap and shampoo sat little bottles of lubricant.  As well as the room-service menu there was also a ‘Hotel Sex’ special menu that featured adult toys of every variety.  In the back of it was what we came for: the room-ordered mistresses.

“Here it is!” I chirped, holding it up to Nate who was admiring the view out over the beach.

“So the old bastard was telling the truth,” he said, coming over with wide eyes.

“You can pick them!” I said, amazed.

Nate took the magazine from me.  “Monica,” he read.  “They even have bios!  ‘I enjoy long walks and deep-throating.’”

“You’re kidding,” I said, snatching it back from him.

I read through it and confirmed it with my own eyes.  “And very reasonably priced,” I said.

Nate peered over my shoulder and we looked across the pages together.

“See anything you like?” I asked.

“I was thinking someone blonde.”

“Oh, were you?”

I smiled back at him but Nate’s eyes stayed focused on the page.  “There,” he said.  “Her.”

His finger came down on a lady called Anjelica.  I read the bio aloud.

“‘I came here to sample the sun, but stayed to sample the tourists.  I enjoy both men and women and there’s nothing that I’m not into.  If you’re looking for a night you won’t forget, then you’ll get exactly that with me.’”

“Sounds intriguing,” Nate said.  “Look, she’s Croatian.”

He pointed to the little flag beside her name and I noticed that each woman had one, along with their height and sexual preference.  Anjelica was bisexual, as were most of the women there.  I couldn’t help but get turned on as I imagined what she might do to me.

“You want this one?” I asked.

“If that’s okay?”

“Of course,” I said.  “Look at her!”

I moved to the phone and picked it up.

“Now?!” Nate said.

“Why not?  We don’t just get to have one, you know.”

He laughed as though he couldn’t believe his luck and then someone picked up on the other end of the line.

“I’d like to order Anjelica, please,” I said, strangely comfortable with how surreal it all was. “Ooh, ‘extras’” I repeated, bobbing my eyebrows at Nate.

“Extras?”

I covered the mouth-piece and whispered into it, keen not to let him hear.  I wanted to leave some of it a surprise for him.

“Yes, that’s everything, thank you.”

I set the phone back down and Nate was still looking across, wide eyed.

“Extras?!”

I giggled.  “You’ll see.”

“When is it?”

“She’ll be up to our room in an hour.”

“This is certainly kicking off the vacation right, huh?” he said, unfastening his shirt.  “I’m gonna jump in the shower.”

The pair of us got showered and dressed.  It seemed senseless to put all of our clothes back on afterwards, so instead I opted for a black, one-piece lingerie that my husband had bought for me last Christmas.  He wore a tight pair of boxer-shorts and nothing else.  Nate didn’t need it.  His sculpted body was a testament to his commitment in the gym.

“Two minutes,” he said, looking to the clock on the wall.

“Maybe she’ll”—there was a knock on the door—“be early,” I finished.

The excitement on both of our faces was palpable.  On the other side of the door stood the woman who was going to unlock a whole new experience for the both of us.

“Ready?” I asked, looking back to Nate.  “You look ready.”

He took a breath.  “Do it.”

I opened the door wide and on the other side stood Anjelica, looking exactly like she had in the picture.  She had this beaming, infectious smile.

“You dressed for the occasion,” she said, extending an elegant hand to shake.  “Nice to meet you.  I’m Anjelica.”

I took her hand and invited her in. “I’m Tori,” I said.

Nate rushed forwards, extending his hand too.  “Nate,” he said.  “It’s a pleasure.”

“It looks like the pleasure will be all mine,” she said wryly.

Her accent had this eastern European tinge to it that tickled down my spine every time she spoke.  Something about the way her mouth moved made me imagine it in a host of other places.  I think we’d made the right choice.

She wore long black stockings and a fur-lined white coat that she removed the second she came in.  Beneath it she had on a black bra and panties that drew the eye with its swirling lace and sheer look.

“So how do we begin?” I asked, looking to her for guidance.

“Like this,” she said, and she stepped into me and planted her lips on mine.

We kissed deep and her hand came to my ass, squeezing at it while I sampled her mouth.  She tasted sweet and addictive, like candy.

As she pulled back I looked into her dazzling hazel eyes then across at my husband.  His jaw was almost on the floor.  Beneath his tight underwear I could see the thick slab of flesh that was getting ready.

“Now you,” she said, stepping towards him.

I was still giddy with the excitement of our kiss when she wrapped those same lips over my husband.  He closed his eyes and pushed is fingers into her glossy, blonde hair, pulling her slender body close to his.  She looked good draped against him.

Anjelica wasted no time in sliding her hand down to the thick packet of my husband.  She rubbed along it and he groaned into her mouth.

“Excited already?” she smirked, pulling back.

“Who wouldn’t be?” he said, looking between the both of us.  “Two beautiful women in one room, dressed like that!?  Damn!”

Anjelica giggled now too, pushing her hair behind her ear and looking down as though she was slightly shy of showing such emotion.

“I—uhmm—ordered the ‘surprise’” I said, looking to her and hoping she knew what I meant.

She turned away from the both of us and bent forwards.  Our eyes darted to her round ass and I noticed the box-shape in the centre of her butt, pushing against the panties.

“A buttplug!” Nate guessed instantly.

“A buttplug,” Anjelica said, spinning playfully back around.  “And that’s just to warm me up.”

Nate was beyond excited.  I’d known him for years and I’d never quite seen the sheer elation that cast across his face before now.

“You really are spoiling me.”

“It’s for a birthday?” Anjelica guessed.

“Sort of,” I said.  “It’s a treat for both of us.”

“Is it now?” she said, looking at me in a new light.  “Tell me, Tori.  Have you ever eaten pussy before?”

She asked the question so frankly that I wondered if I’d heard her right.

“Never,” I confessed.

“Well that is something we will have to change.  Get on the bed.”

She had this commanding yet alluring way about her.  To look at her and listen to her soft voice you would think her meek and vulnerable, but the words she chose and her delivery of them made me act without hesitation.

I moved to our hotel bed and sprawled across it, rolling onto my back to notice Anjelica and my husband sharing another moment together.

Her hand went down inside the back of his boxer-shorts and she squeezed his buttocks.  I watched her fingers start to move down there and then I listened to a gasp from Nate.

“She sure is playful,” he said, looking back to me.

“What was she doing?”

Anjelica smiled over his shoulder at me.  “I was fingering your husband’s asshole.”

“Oh,” I said.  “I’ve never really done that before.”

“That’s why I’m here,” she said.  “To give you a taste of the things you’ve never had or done.”

She moved to the bed and lay beside me.  I could smell her flowery perfume and conditioner and her lips came close to mine again.

We kissed and I ran my hands over her smooth skin, moving down curiously towards the protrusion in her panties.  I pressed against it and she closed her eyes tight, sucking a breath and pulling her lips off mine.

I watched the expression on her face awaken in pleasure and her eyes opened to look at me again.  “Have you ever had anything in your ass before?”

“A finger,” I said.

“Nothing more?”

“Nothing more.”

“Nate,” she said, turning to him.  “You’ve never put anything other than a finger in your pretty wife’s pretty asshole before?”

“I haven’t,” he said, laughing.

“You have very boring sex in America,” she declared.

I’d have been offended if she weren’t so god-damn delightful.

Nate walked over and joined us on the bed, kneeling over the both of us with his stiffness still stowed away in his briefs.

“Shall we introduce your husband to the party?”

“We should,” I said, tasting her lips again.  I could scarcely keep myself off her.

Anjelica sat up and put herself in front of Nate who looked down, taking deep breaths as though he was practicing a kind of stoicism.  Knowing him like I did I think he was tempering his enjoyment.  It was unbecoming to come in the first few minutes of a threesome.

“Let’s see what we’ve got here,” she said, rubbing her hands across his packet.

Nate threw back his head and groaned, surrendering to the unadulterated joy of it all.  I couldn’t help but giggle at how much he seemed to relish it.

Anjelica curled her long nails over the waist of his boxer-shorts and pulled him down, revealing the kempt hair that sat sculpted above his clean-cut cock.

It rolled out and bounced upright, looking more impressive than I’d ever known.  The thick veins stretched up him and Anjelica seemed immediately smitten.

“He looks delicious,” she said, looking to me.  “May I?”

“You may,” I said, watching on eagerly.  I wanted to see how she tackled him.

I knelt up on the bed for a better view, looking down on Anjelica as she moved her lips over the smooth head of my husband’s cock.

They slid over him and he let out another moan of pleasure, looking down now and watching his inches disappear inside her eager throat.

When she was at her capacity she wriggled her neck on him and pushed down further, eager to fit as much of his cock into her mouth as she could.

I watched her neck bulge as her hand worked at his balls, massaging them and rolling them in her fingers like they were stress relievers.

My hand moved mechanically to the hot crotch of my panties as I watched.  I hadn’t even noticed that I’d done so until Anjelica pointed it out.

“You’re not as shy as you look,” she said, flicking her pointed tongue at my husband’s freshly wet cock as she spied my hand.

I bit my lips and continued to smooth my fingers over the front of my panties, pushing the fabric against my dampening groove and coaxing my clit to stiffness as I watched her enjoy him.

Her lips pulled tight around his shaft as she slid him out of her mouth, kissing her lips off the tip and tickling the sensitive underside.  Her hand started to jerk him over her and then she lay back on the bed, moving her other hand between my legs and rubbing at the inside of my thigh.

I moved my hand away from my crotch slowly and hers replaced it, rubbing my panties and keeping the rhythm along my husband’s cock as she did so.

I looked across and met Nate’s eyes.  We leaned towards each other and started to kiss while our mistress satisfied the both of us.

“Take off my panties, Tori,” she said.

I looked down from her face and over her cutesy tits and flat stomach, all the way down to the black panties that covered her modesty.

She lifted her ass off the bed expectantly and again I couldn’t deny her.  I moved my hands to the waist of her panties and started to slide them down, realizing in an instant that this was the first time I’d ever undressed a woman.

Anjelica moved back to my husband’s cock as though the whole thing was par-for-the-course.  She drove him back into her mouth as I pulled down her panties to reveal her completely shaven, smooth pussy.  If my pussy looked as perfect as hers I’d have shown it off too.

She kept her ass raised as I pulled the panties down over her stocking and off her ankles.  When I was done she split her knees wide, unabashed at showing me exactly what she had to offer.  I could see the soft-pink slit and just the hint of pussy lips meandering down the sides.  There was a glisten to it that drew the eye, as though it was sparkling like a gem-stone.

Beneath her pussy sat the round, bejeweled base of her butt plug, hiding the last of her modesty beneath it.

She pulled his cock from her mouth and looked to me.  “Taste it,” she said.  “Let me be your first.”

I dropped down to lie on the bed, looking forwards at her pussy.  They seemed so alien up-close like this.  It was easy to forget that I had one of my every own between my legs, gradually getting wetter now at the thought of how slutty I was about to be.

Above me I could hear the slurping kisses of Anjelica as she devoured Nate and every so often he’d let out a groan of enjoyment.

I nestled between her legs and started kissing up her thigh as I approached.  It looked so inviting and Anjelica wasn’t shy.  Her fingers started to rub her clit as I approached and her slit started to move too.  I could catch the glimpses of her wetness inside and I licked my lips in preparation.

I kissed softly at first, curious at how it might feel on my lips.  It felt no different to anywhere else to begin with, but as I probed deeper I tasted the sweet cream of her pussy on my tongue.

Anjelica moaned as though she’d been waiting for this moment since she arrived.  Her fingers scissored her pussy open and I licked my tongue along everything she showed me.  I tried to imagine how I’d like to be done to me.  My kisses became more wet and erratic.  I started to suck and pull at her flesh and soon I was lost in the moment.

“Be my slut,” she growled, gripping my hair and holding my head on her.

I started to writhe my ass, pushing my pussy against the mattress impatiently as I fed on her.  The horniness built inside me until it started to unlock a new side of me.  I was aroused beyond measure and it felt unfair that Anjelica should be the one having all the fun, especially as I’d paid for her.

I took my lips off her and stood up on the bed like a new woman.  Anjelica looked up at me with a smirk, as though this was the person she’d yearned to unlock inside me.

“Do it,” she urged, as though she could hear my thoughts.

I thrust my panties down my leg and stepped out of them eagerly, straddling her and dropping to my knees.  I walked myself up her body until my pussy was over her face.

“That’s what I fucking want,” she snarled, and she clamped her mouth instantly over my kempt groove.

Her lips worked over me just like I’d imagined them to.  She licked and flayed over the sensitive flesh, probing into me and going further beneath me than I intended.

Nate stood up now and put his cock close to me.  He didn’t say a thing, but he didn’t have to.  There was no way I was going to leave that throbbing, dangling cock of his unclaimed in front of my face.

I raced my lips over him and felt my competitive streak begin to emerge.  I was sure Anjelica had no designs of making it a competition, but I couldn’t help but try to best her.  I tried to give Nate the sloppiest, nastiest blowjob I could muster.

“This is my fucking cock,” I drooled, letting my spit fall over him and then smother it over his cock with my tongue.  Before long his entire length was shrink-wrapped in my spit.

“Treat him nasty, Tori,” Anjelica said, her words muffled by my thighs.

She gripped at my ass and pulled my pussy against her as though she couldn’t get enough.  Her tongue pressed against my clit and then she moved down until she was settled on the most sinful place of all.

I cooed delightedly as I felt her start to massage my tight asshole with her tongue.  I should have known earlier that her questions weren’t innocent.

“What’s she doing?” Nate asked, noticing the change in me.

“Her tongue,” I gasped.  “Her tongue is in my ass.”

“I knew you’d like it,” Anjelica said, then she teased herself back into my knot again, pushing against it as though she was fighting her way inside.

I started to push my hips forwards and back, running my ass and pussy over her mouth and using her like she was an object.  She didn’t seem to mind.  In fact the smacking of her hand against my ass told me that she was actively enjoying it.

Each spank of hers made me buck like a bronco, as though she were jockeying me from beneath.  I started to jerk my husband with the same frenzy, pulling at his cock and listening to the debauched cries bounce off the hotel walls.

I kicked my leg over her and looked down at the wet face as she gasped upwards.  I dropped quickly, kissing and licking around her mouth as though I was both tending to her and thanking her for a job well done.

“I want you to pull this thing out of me now and we can give your husband his treat,” she said.

Anjelica rolled over on all-fours.  My husband pinched the clip of her bra and it dropped down her arms.  Her small, perfect titties sat beneath her and my husband squeezed at them.

“You want me to pull it out?”

“Yes,” she said.  “Maybe Nate would like to see it.”

Anjelica used one hand to open her ass and looked back over her shoulder at the both of us.  Nate was just as keen to see it as I was.

“Here goes,” I said.

My fingers teased over the flat head of the bejeweled toy, pulling back and marveling as her muscle started to open wide over the egg-like plug.

“Look at that,” Nate said, slowly jerking his cock.

Anjelica looked way too pretty to be this dirty.  It felt as though a choir was missing its heavenly lead-singer.  Instead of her angelic voice we were bearing witness to her devilish ways.

“That’s it,” she groaned, biting at the top of her arm.  “Do you see it, Nate?”

“Oh, I see it.”

He jerked his fist along his cock and Anjelica watched him, as though she was eager to see him enjoy himself at the sight of her.  I think she found the idea of people getting excited by her a thrill.  The way she concentrated on my husband’s expression as he watched me pull the plug from her ass made me think this was as much as a delight to her as my tongue on her pussy.

“Keep pulling,” she said, and I watched the shining metal emerge from her perfectly clean asshole.

It popped free and her butt stayed open a little way.

“Tongue it,” she said, looking back to me.

I didn’t need her instruction this time around.  The second I saw her perfect little hole I just knew I had to lick it like she had licked me.

I stabbed into it, listening to the cry of pleasure shoot up out of her lungs as her head hung down beneath her.

“That’s so fucking good,” she groaned, and I licked my way around her asshole like it was my job.

Nate kicked his leg over the both of us, standing over her and jerking like he was about to unload all over her back.

“Fuck my ass, Nate,” Anjelica growled.  “Put him in my ass, Tori.”

Nate bent forwards, winking his ass at me now too.  I took a grip of his cock and pulled it back, smudging his head against her pink, forbidden hole.

“Let’s get this big cock in her ass,” I said, jerking him and forcing him against her aperture.

He shuffled on his feet, bouncing the mattress as he got into position.  I found myself concentrating more than I imagined, lining up the thick, bulbous crown with her impossibly small ass.

“Are you ready for him?” I asked.  I think I knew the answer.

“Put him in my ass,” she groaned.  “Put him inside my ass.”

“There it is,” I said, slapping my husband’s butt as though it was his cue.

He dropped down and I watched her muscle spread over him, sucking tight to his cock and taking him with an ease I was envious of.

“Yes!” she groaned, her voice clenched in pain.  “That’s it!”

She slapped at the mattress as Nate continued his descent.  I fed his inches down into her, massaging his cock until there was none of it left to touch.  His balls bunched invitingly against her pussy and I couldn’t help but press my face to them.

I sucked on his hanging fruit, rolling them in my mouth as Anjelica’s muscled relaxed around its new tenant.

“Now fuck me, Nate,” she groaned.

Nate pulled back and started to work his cock through her and I marveled at the sight of it all.  I had front-row tickets to my husband’s first experience of fucking ass—and what as ass it was.

He dropped into her over and over, groaning as her tight muscle jerked him inside her.  It pinched around him like a ring and pinched from tip to hilt, as though it was working the cum from his balls.

I eyed my husband’s pink asshole that suddenly looked much more inviting than it had in the past.  Before today it was just something that was there, but now it was something to heighten the pleasure.  I knew how good it was from Anjelica’s deft licks and touches and I knew it would be the same for Nate.

“Stop there,” I said, stroking over his back.

Nate did as requested.  I moved my face between his muscled cheeks and tickled my tongue out just as before, sampling his flesh and delighting in the coo of appreciation that escaped him.

“She’s licking your ass too?” Anjelica asked, as though she was well-versed in the noises people made when someone tongue-fucked their ass.

“She is,” Nate confessed.

“You are a very naughty woman,” Anjelica said.  “Maybe you’d like to lick your husband’s come from my asshole too?”

That whole sentence took some devouring.  Not only was Anjelica requesting that my husband come in her ass, but she was also requesting that I lick it back out of her.

“You want me to come in your ass?” Nate asked.

“I do,” Anjelica said.  “Unless Tori has a problem with that.”

I massaged my tongue over my husband’s asshole again and then gave it a slap.

“Do it,” I purred.

“Get beneath me,” Anjelica said.  “I want to eat your pussy again.”

I slid beneath her legs until I felt her kisses on my pussy again.  I looked up into her slender, elegant snatch again and saw my husband docked away behind it.

Her asshole pinched over him and every time he pulled back it stretched out from her, as though it didn’t want him to leave.

“That’s it,” Anjelica purred.

Her tongue worked over me and I became impossibly excited.  I could feel the ecstasy building inside me and it seemed to be fuelled by the sinful sight that was mere inches above me.

My husband’s powerful cock plowed into her over and over.  Her pussy hung open and drooled out her juices and I caught them on my face, lurching forward to kiss them back against her.

I could hear the clapping of his hips against her ass, along with the smacking of her lips as she pulled and licked at my swollen flesh again.

Anjelica moved a finger inside me as she toyed with my clit, massaging along my soaked tunnel and giving me something to grip.  I could feel the contractions begin and soon I was gasping in air to feed the climax.

My head prickled and turned light and above me Nate continued as though nothing had changed.  His pace increased and I watched his cock slam into her harder.  His balls pulled up tight to his shaft.  Anjelica continued to finger fuck me, tickling her tongue to my clit as the orgasm undulated out of me.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned, pushing my pussy up to her face.

My husband used her asshole to jerk him, slamming through her at a pace that I knew I would never be able to endure.

Her ass had looked so untouched before now, but I could see that Anjelica was experienced beyond her years.

“Come in my ass,” she groaned, sensing that Nate was close.

He moaned above, letting out a guttural cry that coincided with the slowing of his thrusts.

I watched as his cock pulled back, throbbing above me as he dispensed his seed inside her.  The moment was upon me before I had time to prepare.

I was still breathing hard when he pulled his cock all the way out of her.  I was breathing so hard, in fact, that when I gasped for air I instead met the first drooling rope of Nate’s cum, pouring out of Anjelica’s asshole as she pushed it out.

I flinched in surprise at first, then raced my mouth forwards, opening it wide and catching the rest of his seed as she pushed it out of her with a grunt.

Ordinarily something like this was way beyond my level of comfort, but I had a trust in Anjelica that I didn’t think I would.  She oozed out his white cum like a perfect little porn-star and I ate it like her perfect costar.

My husband had stepped back to watch, not wanting to let this moment pass.  It wasn’t every day that you watched your wife swallow the cum that you’d fired into another woman’s butt.

“Good girl, Tori,” he said.

He moved his hand to her ass and probed deep with his finger, dragging the remnants out of her and watching as they poured over my mouth and face.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” Anjelica cried, biting the inside of my leg as I put the cherry on the top of our cake.

“Give me those fingers,” Anjelica urged, as though it was a competition in naughtiness.

Nate came around the bed, his cock still hard and bobbing as he put his hand close to her.

Anjelica grabbed his wrist and wrestled her lips over his fingers, sucking the cum off them and smacking her lips like it was the tastiest thing she’d eaten in weeks.

Finally she kicked her leg back over me and rushed her face to mine, licking at the cum that had missed my mouth and guiding it back towards the target.

She used her tongue to push it inside me and soon the both of us were kissing again, only this time the seed of my husband was complimenting the moment.

She washed it around my mouth with her tongue and I could feel the silkiness of it all over me.  We passed it back and forth, giggling like old school-friends as my husband watched on in awe, steadily working his spent cock and no-doubt committing the moment to memory for whenever he next needed to jerk his cock.

“That’s the nastiest thing I’ve ever seen,” he said, sounding impressed.

“You need to get out more,” Anjelica said, smiling at him with glossy, cum-drenched lips.

She moved off the bed and left me, dropping at my husband feet and giving his cock one last sensual suck.

He groaned and I watched as he stood there with his dick buried in her throat.  I played with a lock of my hair, running my tongue over the slippery cum that coated my mouth and teeth.

“Will that be all?” Anjelica said, turning a knee in and looking between the both of us.

“For now,” Nate said.

Anjelica grabbed her bra and panties and put her coat back on as though nothing had happened.  She blew us a kiss.  “Welcome to Hotel Sex.”

We both watched her leave, the two of us disheveled and sweat-dappled as though we’d just survived a natural disaster.  A whirlwind of sin had spun wildly in a room and left a trail of sinful destruction in its wake.

“Day one!” Nate said, sitting on the bed and shaking his head.

“I know!”

“When you ate my cum out of her ...” he shook his head and blew a jet of air up his face.

“I’m naughtier than I thought!”

“Good,” Nate said.  “Think I can put this in your ass later too?”  He gripped his cock and shook it.

“No harm in trying,” I smirked.  It felt as though some of Anjelica’s adventurousness had rubbed off on me.  My husband was in for a real treat.

THE END
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When I started interning for Mr. Cooper’s tech company I was given an old laptop to work on.  I say ‘old’ but it was merely old by the company’s standards.  There were still very few things it wasn’t capable of and it was easily north of few thousand dollars worth of tech.

I was nineteen and trying to get a leg-up in life.  So many places demanded experience that I’d taken a job working for my Dad’s friend Mr. Cooper, even though I had no real desire to work in this particular sector.  I just wanted a good reference and the chance to say I’d been in the wide-world of work without lying.

Well, Mr. Cooper’s company was pretty relaxed as far as things go.  When I’d tell my friends about my working conditions they’d stare, dumbfounded.  It seems most people don’t have beanbags to work on or unlimited supplies of candy at their desk.

About a few weeks in I was working at my station and trying desperately to remember the website I’d been on earlier that day to strip some code from.  I wound up checking the internet history and that’s when I discovered an absolute swathe of filthy searches and web-pages.

I looked around the office to see the other occupants studiously looking down at their laptops.  I scrolled through the searches.  ‘Teen anal,’ ‘first-time anal,’ ‘ass-fucked teens,’ ‘anal virgins.’  There was definitely a theme there.

My eyes were seriously opened.  Tentatively I selected one of the search returns and was presented immediately with a video.  Thankfully I hit the mute button before it began, because from the expression on the woman’s face it looked like she was making quite a lot of noise indeed.

Her mouth was agape and so was her ass.  Behind her stood a mature, well-endowed guy, plunging his thick cock deep into her.  Each time he did so her brow would furrow and her mouth would open to moan.

I watched for a couple of seconds, glancing around the office again to see everyone busily working.  I guess the work Wi-Fi wasn’t restricted, because from there I went through several more search returns to see each one as depraved as the last.

For twenty minutes I marveled at the sinful, writhing bodies that seemed to relish the sensations of anal sex.  It made me begin to question it myself.  Was it as amazing as they made out?

For the rest of my shift I found myself day-dreaming about what I’d seen.  I tried to imagine the sensation of something probing where it shouldn’t.  I’d never before given thought to that type of sex.  It seemed like something reserved only for porn-videos, and not for the public at large.  But this had opened my eyes.

The bigger question though was just who used to own this laptop before me.  I had to know what the guy—and I’m guessing it was a guy—looked like.  I wanted to see if there was any evidence in his face of the fetish that he seemed to enjoy so thoroughly.  I guess no-one’s demeanor screams: ‘I love anal sex,’ but I had to know.

Nearer the end of the day I decided to visit the boss.  I gave his big glass door a knock and he invited me in to his glass office.  He said it was for transparency’s sake.  I was hoping he’d be equally transparent with me.

He beckoned me in and I closed the door behind me.  Thankfully the office was at least sound-proof.

“Hey,” I said, taking a seat opposite.

“Rebecca!  There she is,” he beamed.  “How’s my favorite little intern?”

“She’s super,” I said.

“How are you settling in?”

“Good.  Uhm, great!  I just ... had one question.”

He took his hand off the computer mouse and looked across attentively.  “What is it?”

“My laptop,” I began.  “Who did it belong to before me?”

“Nobody,” he said.

“Nobody?”

“Well, it used to be mine, truth be told, but it was new before that.”

I felt the bottom of my stomach drop out.  I swallowed hard and looked across at him.  It turns out the face of a complete anal addict just happened to look exactly like Mr. Cooper’s.

“Why?” he probed.

I cleared my throat.  “I—uhm—I think I found some old files, maybe.”

“Oh yeah?  Do they look important?”

He had no idea.  Being in charge I thought he might be more careful when it came to matters of security and data-breaches, but here he’d given me a view at his deepest, darkest desires.

“Not too important,” I said.

“Well, I’m not missing anything,” he said.  “You can delete them if you like.”

“You’re sure?”

“Unless you want me to take a look?”

“No!” I blurted.  “I mean”—I calmed myself—“no, I don’t think that’s necessary.”

“Was there anything else?”

I took another look at him.  He wore spectacles as well as an open collared-shirt, rolled up back over his arms.  At forty-two he had managed to keep himself relatively stress-free.  The company seemed to follow in his footsteps, at least in that regard.  I hoped I wouldn’t find out that the whole organization was a front for some kind of underground anal-sex circuit.

“I think that’s everything.”

“I’ll see you at dinner?” he asked.

“That’s tonight?  Shit, I forgot.”

“You can’t make it?”

“I can,” I said, “but my parents are out of town so they won’t be joining us.”

“I guess it’s just the two of us then,” he said.  “My wife’s out too.”

I stared blankly at him.  I couldn’t back out of a dinner-date with my boss when I was so new.  Shit, what was I thinking?  It wasn’t a ‘dinner-date’ anyway; it was just dinner.

I got up to leave.

“I was just going to grab a pizza.  Sound good?”

“Sounds good.”

He smiled and looked back to his computer.  I opened the glass door and left him alone.  Ordinarily I’d have let out a huge breath and taken a moment, but I was all too aware that he could still see me.

Instead I made my way back to my desk, brushing my skirt beneath my legs and sitting heavily in the chair with a long breath.

“Did he chew you out?” one of the employees asked.

I looked over to another woman, around my age, sat across from me.

“Huh?  Oh, no.  No, it was fine.”

“Phew!” she said, jokingly wiping her brow.  “He can be a real animal when he gets worked up.”

“Really?”

“Oh, yeah.  He chewed me a new one.”

‘I bet he did,’ I thought.

Just then another penny dropped.  If he had been searching for all of this stuff on his work computer and was infatuated by it all as he seemed to be, then it stands to reason that his wife might have a few secrets of her own.  Was he fucking her ass regularly?  I’d try to gauge that when I next looked her in the eye at a family barbecue.

“He’s got a hidden side then, huh?” I asked.

“Oh, yes,” she assured.

I think I was already starting to see it.

I went the short-walk to Mr. Cooper’s house later that evening, arriving just before eight.  He opened the door soon after I knocked and invited me inside.

“Hungry?” he asked, then he noticed the laptop bag in my hand.  “You’re not still working are you?” he asked, concerned.

“I just wanted to check a few things.”

At home I’d ogled the rest of his eye-opening search-terms and visited websites.  Thankfully a little bit of ‘painal’—as it seemed to be called—was about the extent of the depravity that he sought.  I guess I could come to terms with that.

“Come on,” he said, beckoning me through to the kitchen.

I set the laptop bag down and followed him.  In the kitchen he pulled out a couple of plates and dropped a few slices on mine, sliding it across the counter-top towards me.

“Good day at work?” he asked.

“Uh-huh,” I nodded taking a bite.

“Good,” he said.  “I’ve been impressed with you so far.  What’s it like working for me?”

He pulled himself off a slice, tugging at the strings of melted cheese and then taking a bite.  He chewed and closed his eyes, savoring the flavor as he let out a groan.  All I could wonder was whether that was the same groan he used when he was filling his wife’s ass.

“It’s eye-opening,” I said.

“Did you fix those files?”

“Files?”

“On my old laptop,” he said.  “Were they important?”

“Oh, I don’t think they’re too important.”

“What were they?  Graphs?  Projections?”

I swallowed hard.  “Search results,” I said.  I wanted to see where this would go.

“Search results?”  He seemed genuinely oblivious.  “Search results for what?”

Rather than speak I went back to the lounge and grabbed the laptop.  I came back into the kitchen and set it on the counter, pointing it towards him and opening the screen.

The laptop flashed on and I typed its access-code quickly.  When it unlocked it showed a screen filled with the results from a search for ‘anal’ in the laptop’s web-history.

His eyes bulged and he coughed on his pizza.

“I thought I cleared that,” he wheezed, patting his chest.

“Got something to tell me?”

He laughed nervously, wiping his mouth and putting down his slice of pizza.

“What can I say?” he said, shrugging and holding out his hands.

“Is this what you and Mrs. Cooper are in to?”

“Eileen?  God, no!”

“Someone else then?” I asked, worried of the answer.

“No,” he said.  “It’s just me.  Just for me.”

“There’s so many!”

“It’s just a fantasy,” he continued.  “That’s all it is.  Nothing more.”

“So you’ve never ...”

“Never,” he answered quickly.  “I’d like to, but my wife—”

“Mr. Cooper!” I blurted quickly.  “There’s some things you should keep to yourself.”

“I do,” he protested.  “I just hadn’t figured on you snooping around.”

“Snooping?  I was working, which is more than I can say for you!  This doesn’t look like work to me.”

He turned stern suddenly.  “What I do on my own company’s time is up to me, Rebecca.  Don’t you forget that.”

I’d over-stepped a mark and seen a flash of what that employee before was talking about.

“Sorry,” I said, looking down at the pizza.

“It’s just a fantasy,” he repeated.

“Would you ever like to do it?”

“Of course,” he said.  “Who wouldn’t wanna live their fantasy?”

The whole time he spoke all I could think about was the adventurous thrusts of the many cocks I’d seen that day, pushing through the tight muscle of their co-stars’ butts.

I closed my eyes and the sinful image contorted, the face of the man on the screen changing in to Mr. Cooper’s.  I bit my lip as the image became more vivid.  The camera panned out and the face of the girl he was hanging out of was me.  Everything else fell away.

“Rebecca?” I heard through the fog.

I opened my eyes to see him again, standing across from me.

“What if I let you?” I said, unprompted.

“Let me do what?”

“Let you fuck my ass,” I breathed, staring into his eyes.

The look on his face spoke volumes.

“Rebecca!”

He stared across, dumbfounded.  Neither of us spoke.  A vein across his forehead throbbed and his piercing gaze met my hopeful eyes.

“I just want to help you with your fantasy.”

“It’s my fantasy, Rebecca.  Not yours.”

“It’s mine too,” I protested.  “I want to know too.”

“Since when?!”

“Since today!” I cried, defiant.  “I want to know what it’s like and I want you to show me.”

“Rebecca,” he said with anguish.  “We can’t.”  He didn’t seem convinced.

“Why can’t we.”

“It’s a bit extreme, isn’t it?”

“So?” I shrugged.  “If you’re gonna do it you may as well commit.”

“Commit to fucking my friend’s daughter?” Mr. Cooper asked, and it was one of the first times I’d heard him swear.

“Ass-fucking,” I corrected.  “It doesn’t count.”

“It counts for more!”

“How?”

“Fucking a woman half your age is bad; fucking a woman half your age’s ass is worse,” he said.

“Not in my eyes,” I said.

“Well it’s not your eyes that matter,” he said, entertaining the idea way more than I thought he would.

“Of course it is.”

“It isn’t, Rebecca.”

“Look, if only I know what you’ve done, then it’s only my opinion that matters, isn’t it?  Who cares what anyone else thinks?”

“I care.”

“Well, look,” I said, taking one last bite of pizza.  “If you want to fuck my ass, I’ll be in the lounge.”

I turned to walk away, hoping that he would spy the tight yoga-pants that I’d donned specially.  If he liked asses that much then maybe he wouldn’t care who they belonged to.

“Not in the lounge,” he said.

I turned back to him.  “Huh?”

“If we’re gonna do it, we don’t do it in the lounge.  Not in the house.”

“Why not?”

“Not in the house,” he repeated, sterner.

“Okay, then where?  Where do you want to do it?”

I couldn’t believe I’d made it this far.

“The workshop,” he said.

The workshop was a little wooden house in the back-yard that Mr. Cooper had built several years ago to work on his ‘projects.’

“The workshop?” I repeated.

He fished in his pocket and pulled out a set of keys.  He carefully wound one of them off the metal ring and handed it me.

“This is for the padlock.  Wait up there for me.”

I took the key off him and felt my heart flutter wildly in my chest.  The adrenaline was pumping around my body but I was still wary.  This had all gone better than I could ever imagine.

“You want me to go up there now?”

He nodded.  I turned for the door and he spoke.

“When you see me again, I won’t be the same guy,” he said.  “I’m just warning you.”

It sounded ominous.

“Who will you be?”

“I’ll be your boss.”

I smirked excitedly.  “I think that’s who I want.”

“Go,” he said.

I opened the back-door of the kitchen and walked out into the yard.  The night was warm and clear.  I took a breath and a moment to myself, looking back to the door as I walked slowly away up the garden path towards his workshop.

The walk felt surreal.  I turned to face the house and walked backwards, looking at the light come on upstairs and his silhouette appear against the curtains of his bedroom.

I turned towards the workshop and put the key to the padlock, unlocking it and opening the door.  Inside it smelled of wood.  I searched my hand over the wall for a light and turned it on.

The room illuminated and I got my first real look of what his workshop was like.  There was a plethora of angry-looking tools hanging from the wall.  In the middle there was a huge wooden table, scored with marks from the various workings he’d conducted on it.  It was brushed clean but looked old and worn.

I folded my arms across my chest, forgetting for a moment exactly why I was there.  Instead I circled the room, examining the various tools and wood-workings that he had on display.  He seemed to be quite the craftsman.

Just then the door opened again and Mr. Cooper stood in it.  He wore his long dressing-gown and I could see his bare shins beneath it.  I wondered what he had on underneath.

“Right,” he said.  “Firstly ...”

He moved to a tall filing-cabinet, opening the top drawer and fishing around inside.  He pulled something from it.

“Take off your pants,” he said.

“My ... pants?  Now?”

“Do you want me to take them off?”

He held the object in his hand.

“What is that?” I asked.

“It’s a butt-plug,” he clarified.  “It’ll help.”

Now that he’d named it I remembered seeing objects like it amongst the search-results on his laptop.

“It goes in my ass?”

“Yes it does,” he said, taking a couple of steps towards me.

He held my face and looked down.  I looked up longingly.  His touch felt good, but I knew they wouldn’t all be this gentle.

He touched his lips to mine and kissed me.  I felt his hands come down and he squeezed at my ass.  He put his hands inside my pants and pushed them off me.

I reached back and put my hands on the table, holding myself there and looking at Mr. Cooper as he tugged down my yoga-pants.  He came back up for my panties and dragged them down my legs too.

I had no time to be bashful.  He had quickly exposed me.  My knees squeezed together and he moved his face into my pussy, kissing the kempt triangle of fur gently as though he was saying hello.

“Good girl,” he said.

My pussy was wet already at the mere idea of it all.  Truth be told I think I’d been slowly getting soaked all day, ever since I started to browse over those sinful images.

“You have to put it in my ass?” I asked, biting a finger.

“Right in your ass,” he said.  “Turn around.”

I did as he asked, showing him my athletic little butt.  He parted my cheeks and then he ran his tongue up through the crack, tickling right over my asshole.

I gasped and my eyes bulged.  I stared straight ahead across the room, then I closed my eyes to concentrate on that eerie sensation again.  It felt so alien, but there was no denying that it also felt incredible.  My boss’s wet tongue passing over my asshole was a sensation I never thought I’d experience.

“Good girl,” he said, probing a little way inside with his adventurous muscle.

He brought his finger inside the crease and I could feel him pushing at the wet muscle, teasing the tip of his finger a little ways inside.

It didn’t hurt one bit.  Instead it intrigued me.  If the tip of his finger waggling in my ass felt this good, imagine what his huge cock would feel like?  Shit, I had no idea what I was in for.

Suddenly I felt a different sensation against my tight muscle.  I realized soon enough that he was introducing his polished plug to my ass and the narrow tip was gradually breaching my most forbidden spot of all.

“Does that feel good?” he asked, kissing and biting at my ass.

I bounced on my knees and pushed back, feeling the plug spread my muscle open slowly.

“Oh, fuck!” I groaned, feeling a slight sensation of pain as he started to stretch me.

I slapped a hand down on the table and gripped the edge, taking deep breaths as I met the plug’s widest point.

“Good girl,” he said again.

He kissed my ass and this time he teased one of his fingers underneath me to stroke along my damp pussy.

“Fuck,” I hushed, closing my eyes tight in a wince.

The pain of the plug stretching me felt odd when it was mixed with the pleasure of his finger sliding over my petals.  The confusion was intoxicating.  It’s tough to describe.  The pain felt instantly rewarding in ways that I can’t really articulate.  It was like squeezing a spot and feeling an immediate satisfaction afterwards, as though the endorphins from the pain looped in an endless cycle of joy combating distress.

“Fuck, Mr. Cooper, that feels good,” I groaned, the worst of it over with.

“You’re doing great,” he encouraged, slotting the toy all the way home until its disc base was the only thing visible.

“Is it ... is it in?”

I moved a hand behind me and touched the wood to confirm it.  He helped me out of my sneakers and took my yoga-pants and underwear off my ankles.

I leant back against the edge of the table and felt the plug move inside me as he pressed his body against mine.

He started to kiss me again and this time I returned it.  Our tongues entwined and that wooden toy stayed buried deep inside me, my asshole slowly adjusting to its inability to fully close.  Mr. Cooper was well prepared.

“I never thought it would be you,” he whispered.

“I’m glad it is.”

His hands squeezed at my big tits as we kissed again and I felt my nipples stiffen under his command.  I felt comfortable and nervous all at once.  He was a familiar face, but this was far from a familiar occasion.

I felt something pressing against my midriff suddenly and I looked down and did a double-take.  It was obvious what is was, of course, but it took some digesting.

There, poking out through the split of his gown, was his big, pink, stiff cock, looking like nothing I’d ever seen before in my life.  He was a giant.  It looked so big that I thought about backing out right then and there.

“Don’t worry,” he said, sensing my sudden shock.  “Your ass is way more capable than you think.”

I wasn’t too sure what he meant by that, but I hoped to God he was right.  The plug had been a struggle but it paled in comparison to the behemoth that stuck out from his gown.

“Can I ...?”

“Of course,” he said, stepping back off me.

I dropped to my knees and felt my ass open wider, but the plug didn’t move.  It stayed exactly where it was.  Each of its movements stirred something in the pit of my stomach and the alien sensation felt incredible.

I stared forward and he opened his gown, revealing the coarse, thick hair that sat above his cock, thinning out on its ascent up towards his navel.  Mr. Cooper looked after himself, and that was no more apparent than now.

His cock was unblemished, save for the thick veins that adorned it, climbing up his length like wild ivy.  His balls were shorn close and hung heavy below.  Above all of that sat his flat, muscle-laden stomach and beyond that his pecs.

The gown fell off him and I looked up at his face.  It was odd to see both his face and cock in one picture.  The two didn’t seem to go together, but the fact that they now were seemed like the cherry on the cake.  This wasn’t just the most sinful thing I’d ever done; it felt like the most sinful thing anyone had ever done.

“Jerk it,” he said, moving my hair aside and looking down into my face.

I licked my lips and took a hold of his cock.  My fingers wrapped around it and suddenly my hand seemed tiny in comparison.  I shuffled it back along him and pointed the tip towards my mouth.  My lips stretched over it slowly, just as my asshole had spread over the toy that was still buried inside it.

“Good girl,” he said, and every time he did his approval gave me encouragement.

I drove onwards, squeezing as much of him as I could inside my mouth.  My jaw stretched wide and my mouth filled with his hard arousal.

I moved my head back and forth slowly, passing him through my tight lips and listening to the approving groans that came from above.

He held my head on him, pushing gently at the back of it and beginning to gradually move his hips until he was practically fucking my mouth.  I sat there on my knees and let him enjoy me.

With Mr. Cooper in command my hands were free to caress my body.  I rubbed over my tits and pinched at my nipples, moaning on his dick as he slowly made love to my mouth.

Eventually they came behind me and I pulled at both cheeks of my ass, pushing out and feeling the plug attempt to escape.  With some effort I think I could exorcise myself of it, but I wasn’t ready yet.

He was really pushing himself through my lips now.  My jaw started to ache and I could feel him hitting the top of my throat.  I did everything I could not to gag as my eyes welled with tears.  I didn’t want him to think me an amateur, no matter how true that was.

Finally he pulled back off me and I gasped, looking down at his wet cock and the string of spit that still linked the bulbous crown to my lips.

“I want this fucking cock,” I groaned now, feeling ready.

“You’re gonna get it,” he said, and he took a fistful of my hair.

I yelped as I felt the brief sprinkle of pain, hurrying quickly to my feet to alleviate it.

“Mr. Cooper!” I whimpered, playing victim.

“You’ve been a naughty girl, haven’t you?” he asked.

He flipped me around and pushed me against the table roughly.  I looked back over my shoulder at him as he approached behind.

“I’ve been a naughty girl,” I confirmed.  “I need to be punished!”

“You do,” he said.  “You need to be punished.  How do you need to be punished?”

“I need you to punish my ass!” I cried.  “I need you to fuck my ass.  Fuck my virgin ass and be the boss of me!”

He let out a long groan, as though they were the words he’d been longing to hear for decades.

“You’re gonna get it,” he growled, and then he took a grip of the plug in my ass.

“Oh, Mr. Cooper!” I whimpered, feeling him move the toy slowly in and out.

My aperture split wide and closed shut around it over and over, gaping when necessary and pulling tight when it was afforded the luxury.

He wiggled the toy inside me and kissed at my neck, eliciting gasping moans of pleasure that flooded his workshop.

“Tell me where you want this cock,” he growled.

“In my fucking ass!” I cried.  “I want it in my fucking ass!  Please!  Please!  Please fuck my asshole.”

I sounded possessed, and it wasn’t far from the truth.  At the beginning of the day it was a notion I had never entertained, but now all I could think about—all that I wanted—was Mr. Cooper’s huge, hard cock, buried deep in a place that it really didn’t belong.

“You know just how to get me worked up,” he said.

His arm ran up between my tits and his hand squeezed at my neck whilst his other hand pulled at the egg-like plug that sat buried.

He pulled outwards and I strained a groan, feeling my head fill with blood as he pinched either side of my neck.  I let out a growl and felt my head turn light as my ass winked open and the toy popped free.

“That’s it,” he said, tossing the thing behind him.

His finger came inside and passed through easily.  My asshole stayed agape and I seemed to have no control over its doing so.

“Open wide,” he said, his hand still on my throat.

He caressed my slender neck as he guided his huge cock to the opening, finding it welcoming him in.

I felt the tip press into me and I closed my eyes tight, grunting as his cock stretched me wider than the toy had.

The cry blossomed into a growl, lurching from the depths of my stomach.  The pain was apparent, but it was mixing with that surreal pleasure once more.

His tip popped through the aperture and my cries turned more erotic.

“Give me it!” I dared.

He moved the rest of himself through me, sliding those thick inches between my tight muscle as he kissed at my shoulders.

“Fuck, Mr. Cooper!” I gasped, looking down at the pock-marked table.

“That’s it, honey,” he said.

“How does it feel?”

“Warm,” he said.  “Tight.”

“Is it what you wanted?”

“Oh, yes,” he said, his voice aquiver.

“Does it feel good?”

“Yes, Rebecca,” he breathed, sending the last of himself into me to dock home.

“Does my asshole feel good?”

“So fucking good, baby.”

I never in my life thought that I’d be seeking approval for the comfort of my asshole, but it seemed Mr. Cooper’s life-long ambition was to stuff his cock into a woman’s ass and I wanted to know if it lived up to his expectations.

“Let me work it for you,” I told him, pushing him back a ways to give me some room to maneuver.

I bent forward so that my body was at a near right-angle from me legs, leaning forward and putting my hands onto the table.

I started to rock back, jerking his hard cock through the muscle of my ass and dictating the tempo.

“Relax, Mr. Cooper,” I cooed.  “Let me take care of you.  Let me take that cum out of you.”

“Yes, baby,” he cried.  “I want to cum in your ass.”

“I want it too.”

It seemed only right.  No-one ever got pregnant from an ass full of cum and as sexual acts go, things didn’t get much more naughty than this.  It didn’t make sense for him to pull out.

“Let me work it out of you,” I moaned sliding my asshole along the full length of his delicious cock.

It really gave me a measure of just how big he was.  I’d creep forward along him and marvel at the distance I could travel before I felt the swollen head of his cock.

I’d threaten his release, holding the tip of his dick right on the biting point of my asshole before throwing my body back and quickly rushing my sphincter down over his shaft.

It must have felt good.  Each time I did it I felt him tense up inside me and he’d suck a surprised breath, holding it and then letting out a long groan soon afterwards.

“If you keep doing that I’m gonna cum,” he groaned.

“That’s exactly what I want.”

Suddenly something became unlocked inside me, as though there were several stages of anal sex of which I was only just discovering.

First came the pain; then came the discomfort; then came the acceptance; and then finally, out of nowhere, the pure excitement of it all.  It didn’t just feel good—it felt necessary.

“Let me take that cum out of you, Mr. Cooper!” I moaned, feeling those heavy balls of his slapping against my pussy whenever I pushed back to hard.

His cock rammed deep and each time it did it awakened another rich vein of pleasure.  I started to wind my fingers over my pussy to accompany it, desperate to unlock the ecstasy that seemed secreted away in the act.

Gradually I felt my own climax begin to blossom and the moans escaped me in less articulate ways.

“Oh—that’s fucking goo—” was about all I could muster.

I felt my pussy begin to salivate wildly, gasping open just like my asshole as his thick cock rocked into me.

He rained down a slap on my ass and gripped me tight, pulling my whole body back onto him.

“I’m gonna—I’m gonna—I’m gonna,” I began, unable to finish the sentence.

His dick slammed home powerfully and my climax blossomed inside me, awakening in the pit of my stomach and radiating outwards in rippling waves.

“Mr. Cooper!” I cried, slapping my hand down against the table.

Something about the wild, desperate eroticism in my voice must have got him over the edge too.

“Oh, baby, I’m gonna cum too,” he hushed.

I moaned long and loud, relaxing my body and letting him pull against me.  My asshole winked over him, convulsing as the muscles around my pussy started to flex and contract wildly.

I closed my eyes tight and moaned in disbelief, never quite believing that an anal orgasm was something that truly existed.

“Cum in my ass,” I whined, desperate for that cherry on the cake.

On command I felt him stiffen and throb, then suddenly I heard the long groan of release as I felt the first hot, sticky heat fire into me.

“Just like that,” I mewled, narrowing my eyes and looking back to him.

I rocked my ass over him, feeling each swell and its accompanying burst of cum that fired deep and filled me.

His rich seed soaked into my asshole and I worked it from him with aplomb, still trembling from my own climax.

I concentrated on the heat—that sinful heat—warming my core like nothing I’d ever experienced.  The intruder was more than welcome.

“Every drop, Mr. Cooper.  Every drop.”

He rocked slower now and his groans became less powerful, along with the bursts of love from his balls.  Eventually he fell over me, keeping himself docked inside as though his cock was bathing in a hot-tub of spunk.

“Good girl,” he hushed, kissing my back and neck.

His weight against me felt good and it was a takeaway moment that I didn’t anticipate having.

“Thank you,” I mewled.  “Thank you.”

Gradually he eased himself back out of me, his fantasy realized.  My asshole stayed agape and he held my cheek open, assessing the messy damage.

He gave my ass a slap and some of his cum trickled free, sliding down the inside of my leg.  He used his finger to catch the errant drop and guide it back towards his home.

He pushed inside with a breath and I let out another sensual moan.  He really was anal obsessed, but you won’t hear any complaints from me.

“Satisfied?” I asked finally, looking back.

“Yes,” he said, breathing heavily.

“Good.”

I stood up and turned to him, unabashed now as I looked at his naked body and showed him mine.

“That’s my girl,” he said wryly, looking me up and down.

“That’s my boss,” I purred, doing the same and lingering on that magnificent cock of his that hung there ominously.  It would be mine again soon—I could guarantee it.

THE END
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I guess you could say I thrive on my nervousness.  Whenever something daunting approached I always tended to overcome it in style, despite the trepidations I’d have in the days leading up to it.  It was as if the adrenaline was the food I needed to perform, and I discovered that day that it stretched way beyond my sporting prowess.

Coach Bloom had been striving to get the best out of me.  I’d joined the Dallas Cosmos months ago and while I’d impressed in training I was struggling to perform on the pitch.  I knew I had what it took but things just weren’t falling right for me.

The Cosmos were a great team and although it was only part-time I still took it seriously.  I’d train hard with the other girls and I even changed my diet to try and get in shape when we weren’t on the pitch.  I felt better than ever.

We were playing Hampton Lionesses—a fierce rival—and I was extra excited for the game.  As a striker I knew the onus was on me to perform.

The game brought with it the added nerves of knowing Coach Bloom would be watching me closely and expecting me to come up with the good.

In the changing-rooms before the game, I focused.  The coach gave his regular pre-match talk which seemed to work for some of the girls, but I was always too busy inside my own head.

I snapped out of it when I heard the rousing chorus of the girls as we started our pre-match chanting, culminating in the riotous “GO COSMOS!!” that echoed throughout the locker-rooms.

Everyone rose from their seats and clicked through the door.  The studded boots on hard floor was one of the little things that added to the excitement.  I knew it was game time.

Just before I left the room Coach Bloom stopped me, putting a hand on my shoulder and leaning in to my ear to whisper a message just for me.

“I know what you can do,” he said, his voice calm and cool.  “It’s time to show everyone else.”

I looked in his eye and he nodded.  I felt a fire inside me light up.

The pitch opened up as I walked down the tunnel and soon I was looking at the resplendent green carpet, gleaming up under the lights.  It was my stage for ninety minutes.

The whistle blew and everything dropped away like always.  It was just me and the game and the spectators no-longer concerned me.  For forty-five minutes it was a slog and Hampton came close on a few occasions.  I was yet to really have a chance and I found myself frustrated.  I used the half-time interval to focus on Coach Bloom’s words.  I knew that if my opportunity came I had to grasp it.

The match resumed and everything was different.  We overran the Lionesses and it was only be a matter of time before my chance came.

On around the sixtieth minute the ball came my way and I chested it into my stride, beating the advancing defended before blasting the ball goal-bound.  The second it left my foot I knew it was good.

I watched expectantly as it rifled its way towards goal.  The keeper flailed, trying in vain to cover the distance but the ball sailed by.  The net burst.

I jumped joyously and ran for the stands as the home-crowd erupted.  I spotted Coach Bloom bouncing on his heels.  He punched the sky and clenched his fist at me victoriously.

“Great shot, Kate!” Carla said as she jumped on my back.  I was swamped by all of them.

I ran back to our half and I could feel the confidence flowing through me know.  The hardest part was over.

The game resumed again and continued its now familiar pattern.  The Lionesses didn’t stand a chance and before long I was rising above a defender to head home a second goal.

I celebrated in the exact same way, running to the coach for approval.  He was even more joyous than the last time.

“That’s my girl!” he cried.

I felt a love for him in that moment, borne of respect.  He saw how much I meant to the team and I saw how much I meant to him.  My yearning to feel wanted was finally satisfied.

“Now go and get three,” he said, setting me another target.

I’d never wanted a goal more in my life.  For the rest of the game I battled for it, only now their defense was much more wise to me.  Despite them doubling-up on me I managed to sneak a third at the end of the game.

The whistle blew for full-time just after the restart and the team rushed me, jumping all around and hoisting me off the pitch on their shoulders.

“Put me down,” I pleaded as we approached the tunnel for the locker-rooms.  “I want to see Coach.”

Thankfully the girls lowered me back to earth softly and I watched as he made his way to the touchline to greet me, applauding the girls as they cheered their way past him.  I was a sweaty mess but he didn’t seem to care, wrapping his arms tight and pulling me against his big, muscled chest.

“You were amazing!” he beamed, bringing his head away to take a look.

“I didn’t think I’d get the third.”

“Are you kidding?  It was written in the stars!  I had faith.”

“Thanks Coach.  I just hope I can keep it up.”

“You will,” he said confidently.  “That was the test you needed and you passed with flying colors.  Moments like that will happen.  It’s about having the strength to overcome them.”

I felt bashful suddenly.  Coach Bloom’s praise was something I sought but rarely received.  Now that he was lavishing it on me I didn’t know how to react.

“So I expect three goals next week,” he said seriously, before breaking a smile.

“Talk about pressure!”

“I know you can handle it now.  Now go and join the girls and celebrate.  You earned it.”

“Do you mind if I stay a while,” I said.  “Can we talk?”

Coach Bloom looked at me concerned.  “What is it?”

“I—I just ... want to get to know you better.”

He seemed surprised, looking back at his staff and waving them away.  “Sure,” he said.

For the next twenty minutes we spoke frankly.  He asked me about my hopes and dreams and we had the conversation that we should have had when I signed.  In that short moment our respect for each other grew and I realized Coach Bloom was someone I could confide in.  My emotions started to mingle and I wondered what it was from him that I truly wanted.

“Anyway,” he said eventually.  “I’ll let you get back to the girls.”

“They’ll be gone by now,” I said.  “No-one sticks around much after the game.”

Coach Bloom rarely came in the locker-room post-game.  I think he was scared of what he might see.

“Even when we win like that?”

“They’ll be celebrating in the bar.”

“I let you join them,” he said, and he stood up to leave.  “Soda-water only,” he warned.

I almost didn’t stop him, but I’m glad I did.

“Come with me,” I said.  “We can get something to eat after if you like?”

He seemed torn but made a quick decision.  “That’d be nice.”

We left the now-empty stadium and he followed me down the tunnel to the home-team’s changing-rooms.

“Rare that I’m in here,” he asked.

“Hey, there’s no-one around to protest.”

I bent my head around the door of our changing-rooms to find it empty.  The steam of the showers hung in the air but all of the girls had already escaped to the local bar.

“We’re in the clear,” I said, and I waved for him to follow me.

“Always tried to get in here at school,” he said with a cheeky grin, walking sheepishly after me.

“Take a seat,” I said.  “I’m gonna take a shower.”

Coach Bloom sat on one of the benches and tried to look elsewhere as I started to undress.  I pulled the muddy boots from my feet and peeled down my long-socks.

I didn’t feel shy around him.  It was as though I was inviting him into my world, but I hadn’t anticipated the reaction he might have from it.

“Are you gonna—oh!” he said, watching as I pulled my jersey up over my head without ceremony.

“Joining me in the shower?” I joked.

“I don’t think we’re quite there yet.”

I moved a hand to my sports bra and smirked as he looked to the ground.  It felt like I was wielding my nakedness like a weapon and using it to dictate his gaze.  I’ve never known a man be less interested in seeing a naked woman.

“You can look,” I said.

Coach Bloom turned and stared.  I stood there with my pert tits on show.  My tiny panties were all that covered me.  He stared at my body from the seat opposite as I slid my thumbs down inside the waist of my panties.

He watched them begin to move but then he turned away again, clearly not ready to see what was lying beneath.

“You’ll get me in trouble,” he said.

“I think we’d both be in trouble.  Imagine that: “Soccer-Star Beds Her Coach in the Dressing-Room,” I said.

“Coach Bloom Fired,” he retorted.

“I wouldn’t want that.”

I wrapped the towel around my naked body and headed off to wash.

The showers were an open, square room with heads all around, each with their own water-source.  You had to push the button for them to come on and then you’d be treated to around five minutes of water, two of which might be warm—if you were lucky.

Water rushed from the shower-head and the cool blast took the breath from my lungs.  Instantly my nipples stiffened and my body flourished in goose-pimples.  The shock of it all felt good.  It was a post-match ritual at this point—a kind of cleansing as I transformed from hardened player into dainty, nineteen-year-old woman again.

I rubbed the water over my skin and took a squirt of body wash in my hand.  I moved out from under the head of the shower and massaged it over myself, closing my eyes and listening to the patter of water on the floor.

I felt something that startled me and I looked to the archway of the room to see Coach Bloom leaning against it with a different look in his eyes now.

“Don’t stop on my account,” he said.

I smiled and slowly continued, rubbing the soap around my body and up over my curves as he watched.

I turned back to the shower and moved beneath the running water, washing the soap from my body and pushing it down off my legs.

I took a glance back to him to notice him staring at my ass.  All of the training had given me a butt that I was proud of, and I didn’t mind admitting it.

“Like what you see?” I asked, and his eyes flicked back up to meet mine.

“How could I not,” he said, adjusting his crotch.

It was then that I looked to his pants to see the sizeable bulge inside.  I’d never before taken such a keen interest in what he was packing, but from the looks of things it was enough to please any woman.

I bit my lip and turned excitedly away, feeling my pulse rise.  It was intoxicating to know that Coach was watching me from the dugout, but knowing that he was watching me shower was a whole other level of sinful euphoria.  I guess it was the exhibitionist in me.

Suddenly I was caught up in it all.  I wanted to do crazy things to him and I wanted him to do crazy things to me in return.  Having never felt his love so strongly I wondered how much of it he was prepared to give me.  I found myself rising to the challenge as always.

“You go wait in there,” I said.  “I’ll come and spoil you after.”

He gave me a look up and down and then turned away.  I closed my eyes and prepared myself to do something sinful.  The water turned warm.

The shower shut off and the steam flowed out into the changing-rooms.  I pressed the excess water out of my hair and grabbed my towel, wrapping it above my tits and then walking back to where I’d left Coach.

I stopped in my tracks as I saw him again.  He was sat on the bench with his legs astride, as though he’d made a place for me between them.

“Better?” he asked.

“I’m certainly cleaner,” I said, walking over to him calmly.  “Time to get dirty.”

Without a word I crouched at his feet, keeping my eyes on his and watching the excitement arrive in the black of his fat pupils.

“Kate, you don’t know what you do to me,” he said.

“I’ve got a pretty good idea,” I said, eyeing his pants.

“Seeing you putting the work in while wearing the jersey.  It’s one of the highlights of the job.”

“They do it for you?” I asked, pausing.  “Jerseys?”

He seemed coy.

“I have a fresh one ...”

I got up from between his legs and went to my locker, pulling out a fresh pair of shorts and a shirt.  I let the towel drop off me and donned them quickly.

Coach Bloom shook his head as he watched.

“Is that better?” I asked, turning a toe into the floor.

“Perfect.”

I walked back over to him in my uniform and put myself back between his legs.  This time I wasted no time in taking control of his pants, putting my hands on the button and popping them open.

“Is this what you want?” I asked.

“Is this what you want?”

“Let me answer that for you,” I said, and I tugged at his pants and underwear.

Coach Bloom lifted his ass off the bench and I rushed his pants down.  His hard cock flailed out but I tried to ignore it for now, concentrating instead on removing his clothes quickly.

When I’d removed his shoes and pants I stayed there, looking at his naked calves and teasing myself as I slowly lifted my head.  He was in good shape.

I gazed over his hairy shins and continued upwards to his muscled thighs, then I stared into the black, kempt bush of hair that crowned his delicious, thick cock.  It sat up across his stomach, the life being pumped through the embossed veins that ran up his shaft.  The crown was shining like a beacon with the pink skin pulled taut across it.

“Fuck.  Give me that,” I said.

I pulled it back off his stomach and ran it through my fist slowly, watching him move under my command.

Beneath my shorts I could feel my pussy explode into life as it swelled.  I was more aroused than ever.

“Let’s do something crazy,” he said.

“I’m about to.”

I opened my mouth wide and felt his dick enter me.  My lips pushed down around it and he groaned from above, leaning back into the open cubicle that one of my team-mates would usually occupy.

I hummed contently and closed my eyes, concentrating on the sensation of his swollen thickness rushing towards the back of his throat.  I had to keep reminding myself who it belonged to, but when I looked up to see the face of my Coach I was left in no doubt.

“Good girl,” he said, and his encouragement made me swell with excitement.

I started to rub my shorts against my pussy as I sucked him and the sensation of the smooth fabric against my wet flesh felt incredible.

I could mould it around my folds and feel the stiff button of my clit announce itself beneath.  As I circled it with my finger I felt the charge of excitement rush up my spin and I groaned on Coach Bloom’s cock as it flourished.

“We’d be in a lot of trouble if someone walked in here,” he said.

I looked to the door and realized he was right.  It could open at any second and give us no time to hide.  Both of our careers would be over in an instant.

“Come on,” I said, standing.  “Let’s go back in the shower.”

I took his hand and lead him out of sight, leaving his pants and shoes where they were.  We rounded the wall of the shower and he moved on me, pushing me up against the wall and kissing me passionately as he took control.

“I want to fuck you so bad,” he said between kisses.

My tongue rushed over his and I smothered my hands over his body, trying to explore as much of him as I could in case we only had a limited window.

His hand moved to my ass and it he squeezed it.  Beneath the light fabric it bounced easily, and so did my tits when he started to knead those too.

I breathed deep and looked down at his hands as he pushed my breasts together, then he moved under my shirt and I felt him on my bare skin.

I lifted my arms and he brought the shirt up over my head, tossing it to the floor of the shower-room.

“Look at those,” he said, admiring me.

I joined him and jiggled my chest playfully, watching my breasts shake in response.  I started to giggle but the laughter turned into a sharp intake of breath when he rushed his face to my tits.

He sucked my nipple into his mouth and I lost myself, letting out a pleasured cry that rang out through the tiled-room and into the changing-rooms beyond.

“Suck my tits, Coach,” I hushed, holding his head to me.  It felt hot to say it.

“You like my mouth on your tits?” he said, looking up at me.

“I love your mouth everywhere,” I said.

As if to check if that were true he kissed his way down my body until he was knelt in front of me.  I bit my finger and looked down as he dropped my shorts and stared at my freshly-shaven pussy.  His hands held my waist gently and I waited for him to start to lick me.

Instead he gripped my hips harder and then he spun me around with force, pushing me against the wall and squeezing his face between my ass-cheeks before I could say a word.

“Oh, Coach!” I cried, but then I felt his tongue creep out of his mouth and wash over my asshole.

I hissed a breath as it dawned on me that that was his intention.  He hadn’t missed.  He had deliberately targeted my ass and the second his tongue tickled around it I realized that there was more pleasure to be had from this otherwise-neglected hole.

“You’re an animal,” I fawned, my face against the tiles.  I held my cheeks open for him now so he could get further inside.

“Not even animals do this,” he said.

His stubble would graze over my soft skin as he tongued around my tight ass and gradually he started to ease the pointed tip of the muscle inside a ways to get me excited.

“That feels good,” I cooed, reaching my hands up the wall and submitting to him completely.

Just like everything else in life I suddenly found myself committing fully.  The adrenaline and excitement of the game always forced a reaction from me, and now the ecstasy and euphoria of Coach Bloom’s touch was eliciting the perfect response.

“I want you in my ass,” I moaned.  “I want you to be the first in my ass.”

I couldn’t believe the request that was coming from my mouth.  I’d seen his cock and I’d struggled to slip it past my lips, so I don’t know what chance I had of putting him in there.

“Be my slut,” he said, stroking his tongue over me still.

He probed me with a finger now and massaged my pussy with his thumb.  It slid into the wet, warm embrace of my O while his finger pushed to the knuckle, venturing somewhere that he had no earthly business being.

With both of his digits inside me I moaned, biting my arm in excited trepidation, hoping that he would burst open my asshole once and for all.

“You’re almost ready for me,” he said, working his finger back and forth.  I didn’t feel ready.

I felt just as nervous as the pre-game team-talk.  I wondered how things were going to pan out, but I wouldn’t have to wait long to find out.

Coach Bloom stood up behind me and embraced me with one arm.  It ran up my cleavage and he gripped at my neck as I felt him guide his big cock through the cheeks of my ass.

I arched my back and spread my butt with my hands, then I felt that swollen, spit-soaked crown of his as it started to apply the pressure on my knot.

“Coach!” I grunted, and my muscle grew wider slowly.

It stretched and I felt the pain, but with his big arms around me I felt safe.  As the adversity mounted I found fresh resolve and with a grunt I pushed back against his advancing thickness, swallowing the head of his cock and listening to his satisfaction as I did so.

“Good girl,” he said again, and that same yearning for approval sent a tremble through me.

He kissed at my neck and squeezed it, just enough for me to feel the blood rush into my scalp.

“More,” I whined, and I gripped his waist and pulled him forwards into me.

I groaned louder as his thick inches burst through me and soon I could feel the tip of his cock tickling at my insides.

“Coach’s fucking slut,” he growled in my ear, and the sensation of his breath on my lobe my me tremble.

“Fuck my ass,” I called.  I’d never said something so seriously in all my life.

He started to rock inside me and I felt my asshole pinch around him as he dragged himself out.  When he pushed forward I felt the dull ache and then a pang of excitement called out from my pussy as though he was pleasuring it from a whole new angle.

“Fuck my ass!” I cried again thrashing my head about and looking back into his eyes.

He kept his focus on me and we stared at each other like lovers, doing something that lovers should never do.

“Fuck my ass!” I said again, looking him in the eye.

He grinned and then he pulled me off the wall.  I shrieked playfully and soon he was working me to the hard floor, keeping his cock planted in my ass the whole time.

He hugged me tight and worked me down until I could feel the cool of the shower-tiles against my body.

He held himself over me as though he was doing press-ups, then he pounded his hips down against my ass and sent his taboo cock surging into my asshole over and over.

By now the muscle had grew accustomed to the girth, letting him pass through me unimpeded so that he could fuck me at any pace he wished.

He slammed down and the clap of his hips on my ass mingled with the grunting and groaning of the both of us.

After a while he fell against me and gripped me in his embrace, rolling me over so that I was on top.  I looked at the bright lights in the ceiling and felt his breath against my neck from below.

“Ride it,” he said.  “Ride my cock, Kate.”

With some effort I maneuvered above him and he held his dick in place so it wouldn’t slip out.  I squatted above him reverse-cowgirl and then I began to bounce on my toes.

“Oh, that’s it.  Fuck, Kate, that’s it.  You’re gonna make me come doing that.”

I smirked like a little whore.  Now I knew what to do and there was no stopping me.  I started to bounce on him with longer strokes, widening my legs and using all of my athleticism to swallow him from tip to hilt again and again.

“Fuck yes,” he said, and then I heard the crack of his hand as it slapped my toned ass.

The heat rushed to my butt and when he hit it with another spank it felt sinfully good.  I hissed a breath and grinded down on him, bouncing on his cock as if my life depended on it.

“Give me that fucking cum, Coach, I want it,” I cried, looking back at him.

His hands were behind his head and he was enjoying the view, watching as his cock disappeared magically into my ass over-and-over.

“We can do this after every game,” I moaned.

“Get that cum, Kate, baby.  Get that fucking cum.”

His wish was becoming mine.  As I bounced on him I started to feel a yearning for his climax.  I wanted to experience it all.  First-off I wanted to experience his orgasm, and second-off I wanted to know what it felt like when a guy came in my ass.

“I want it, Coach,” I said, my determination rising with each bounce.  “I want to feel it.  Shoot it inside me.  Please!  Please!  I want it!”

“Oh, Kate!  Oh, Kate!  Oh, Kate!”

His cries sounded more desperate and I could sense the impending release in his voice.  His breaths quickened with mine.  I was concentrating so intensely on his own climax that my own surprised me.

“Oh fuck,” I whispered, and then I moved a hand to the sensation I felt in my pussy.  The muscle spasmed and flexed at my core and I continued to take him in my ass, feeling him push against me.  His size was suddenly more apparent than ever as my asshole started to twitch and tighten on him.

“That’s it, Kate!” he cried.  “That’s it!”

I felt his hand on my ass and he squeezed hard, then I felt the swelling of his cock inside me as it stiffened and throbbed.

I undulated over him.  I was barely able to keep my spot as my orgasm gripped me, and when his cum fired inside me the hot sensation was almost too much to bear.

“Yes!” he said again and again, and I joined him in his chorus as our climaxes mingled.

My ass flexed around him and he throbbed within, doling out blasts of heat as his bountiful climax erupted from his balls.

I blinked at the scene, realizing that it was not a dream and that, yes, I really was in my soccer-team’s changing-rooms with my Coach exploding in my ass.

The both of us came down the other side of the climax, breathing deep and taking stock of the situation in the post-orgasm clarity.

“Damn, that was hot, Kate,” he gasped, breathing heavy.

I took quick breaths and then rose up his cock one last time, feeling the cum escape as it slathered his cock.

I dragged him free slowly and then the tip was exorcised quick, taking a glob of his cum with it before the rest got trapped behind the water-tight knot.

Coach Bloom was on his back, breathing hard.  His shirt was half-way up his body and his cock was still rock-solid.

I took a look at him, torn between guilt and post-coital euphoria.  His cock looked just as delicious as ever.  I couldn’t ignore it.

“Maybe we—” he began, but the rest of the sentence stayed inside him.  The second I rushed my mouth over his cock he found himself speechless.

I hummed and tasted the salted-caramel of his seed, running the silvery texture around my mouth.  He let out a slow breath finally and relaxed, holding my head as I cleansed him of our hard-fought release.

I smacked my lips off the tip of his cock and turned to him with a smile, relishing the satisfied look in his eyes.  It was hot to know I’d pleased him.

“All done?” he asked.

“For now,” I said, wiping at my mouth.

I grabbed my jersey and shorts and put them quickly on, suddenly more cautious than ever as to our exposed state.

Coach Bloom was less quick to his feet.  He seemed fuck-drunk, and I could appreciate why.  I rushed to grab his pants from the locker-room and brought them back to him.  The whole time I could feel his sticky warmth in my ass.

“Thanks,” he said, taking them from me and putting his legs into them slowly.

I straightened my temporary outfit and walked back to my changing-room stall.  Just then the door swung open.  It was Carla.

“Forgot my bag!” she said, coming in like an explosion of reality.  “Great game by the way.”

She leant in to kiss me and then looked at my outfit.

“You’re playing again?”

My face couldn’t hide the nerves.  I was flushed red with embarrassment and I felt as though my whole world was about to collapse.

Carla looked at the shoes on the floor and then looked back to me.  Coach Bloom cleared his throat out-of-sight.

“Oh,” Carla said.  “Oh!”  She beamed a smile and bit her lip.  “If it keeps you scoring.”  She gave my ass a pinch as she turned to leave.

She left the changing rooms and I exhaled deeply, feeling relief wash over me.  Coach Bloom rounded the corner of the stall and made for his shoes.

“We need to leave,” I said.  “Secretly!”

“We could use the back-door,” he said wryly.

“Now is not the time for jokes!”

THE END
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I wasn’t supposed to use my roommate Michelle’s bathroom, but what can I say?  It was just the best.  Period.  The water pressure was amazing and the shower-head was huge.  It fell like rain from this wide, square head above and it was walk-in too.  Not to mention it also meant I got to use her expensive scrubs and lotions.

The other bathroom was a clear second.  Who wants to stand under a fine dribble of luke-warm water when Michelle had the rains of the Amazon blasting out of hers?

I slipped off my panties and took off the t-shirt I wore to bed.  I grabbed a towel and stepped out of my room into the darkness of the hallway.  Light crept in up the stairs but the route to her room was dimly lit.

I should have spotted the signs immediately.  The door was closed.  The door was never closed.  Despite this I walked onward, bleary-eye and yawning, dragging the towel in my wake.

I pushed through the door and found myself a few steps inside the room before I noticed.  There on the bed was a figure that took me by surprised.

Rarely would I see her boyfriend topless, so I had no idea he was rocking a fine set of pecs and abs to die for.  I gasped and did a double-take when I spotted the model-like physique lying there with a sleep-mask over his eyes.

“Shit!” I cried.

Matt startled and quickly went for his mask.  In the melee his duvet slipped down and I saw the briefest of glimpses towards the thick hair that made its home around his forbidden length.  I longed to see more, but instead I was greeted with his shocked expression.

“Courtney?!  Don’t you knock?” he said, before his eyes sprang wide.  Now it was his turn to look twice.

I’d been so shocked by the sight of him that I’d totally forgot that I was naked.  Quickly I rushed the towel over me, holding it above my tits as Matt pulled the duvet up over himself.

“Sorry,” I said, frozen.

“No need to apologize for that,” he said, and he was staring at me with this alluring smirk.

“I forgot you were off work today.”

“I needed a break,” he said.  “And some sleep.”

“I should leave you to it.”

“How come you’re in here?”

I nodded to the bright light that crept through the door of the en-suite.  “The shower.”

“You always use Michelle’s?”

“When she’s not home,” I shrugged.  “It’s just better.  Kind of forgot you’d stayed over.”

“How about I put my sleep-mask back on and you can carry on doing whatever you like?”

“Whatever I like?” I swooned.  “You might regret that.”

Matt smiled back.  “I don’t think I will.”

He moved the duvet back down his body so that his magnificent torso was on display again, then he returned his sleep-mask to his face, put his hands behind his head and exhaled.

I stared.  I didn’t know what to do.  I knew what I wanted to do, but that was something completely different.  I’d never been with a guy twice my age before.

I took a step towards the shower and then looked back to his face.  I couldn’t be sure in the light, but it looked like he was wearing a devilish smirk.  I couldn’t help but match it.  Had I read the situation right?

Steadily I walked towards the bed, dropping my towel and putting a knee onto the mattress.  He must have felt my weight on the bed, but he didn’t move.  He continued to breathe steadily and wait.

“Whatever I want?” I whispered.

He nodded.  “If I don’t see it, it didn’t happen.”

Strange logic, but I wasn’t about to argue.  There were so many things I’d never done with a guy, and here was Matt giving me what appeared to be a free pass.

His hand came out and touched my ass, easing me gently towards him.  I mounted my other knee on the mattress and knelt alongside him, looking down on his mature body.

I took a breath and felt a tremble in myself.  I was kind of nervous, but who could blame me.  It felt like Christmas morning!

My movements were slow at first, anticipating still that I might have misjudged the entire situation.  I gave him ample time to stop me when I slowly started to push the duvet down his body further.

Instead of a complaint I heard him hum.  With his eyes covered I was free to express myself fully, which in this instance involved a wide-open mouth and bulging eyes.

The hair became more densely packed together, but it looked as though Matt had recently cut it back a ways.

As the covers moved down more of him was revealed until I could see the sinewy muscles at the base of his throbbing cock.  It slid out, rising upwards like a being unto itself.  I watched as it settled at an angle, like the hand of a fast-spinning clock.

“Wow,” was all I could say.

“Whatever you like,” he reiterated.

My hand hovered above him and I paused for thought.  As far as I was concerned there was no downside to what I was about to do, but then I wasn’t exactly thinking clearly.  Matt’s huge cock had sullied my senses.  I couldn’t believe how big it was, or how hard.

“Lots of guys get stiff in the morning, don’t they?” I asked.

“They do,” he agreed, “but I’m not stiff because it’s morning.”

I watched the lower-half of his face as he smiled.  My hand was close enough to him that I could feel the heat coming from his skin.

Gradually I tickled my fingers along the thick barrel, listening as he hissed a breath and watching his cock twitch in excitement.

“That’s it, Courtney,” he said softly.

I bit my lip and felt my heart race.  I just couldn’t believe it.  I couldn’t believe a guy as hot as him was letting me have free reign like that.  My friends had always said they’d fuck him at a moment’s notice, but it had taken me until right now to appreciate what they saw in him.  I guess me being nineteen and he being so much more mature had always made me think it wasn’t possible.

Matt was forty, but you wouldn’t know it, especially with his sleep-mask on.  His muscles pushed through to his taut skin and his body looked well taken-care of and unblemished.  The hair on his chest made a trunk that moved down to his navel, stretching beyond that until it bloomed above his perfect, stiff cock.

I took him in my fist and felt the weight of him.  Against my palm I could feel too the beats of his lust-filled blood as it pumped into his cock, getting him primed to do something foolish with me.

“That looks so good,” I gushed.

“You don’t just have to stare,” he said.

Gradually I moved my fist along the barrel, squeezing and pinching towards the head and listening as his soft groans grew louder and deeper.  It was hot to have that affect on him.

I could feel my pussy dampening and I sent my free hand to it, rubbing myself as I looked down on his cock.  It moved all because of me, shaking to and fro as I pumped along it.

“Oh, Courtney,” he groaned.

I dropped my face towards him and my hair fell across his legs.  His moans became more erratic and his body tensed with anticipation.  I think he knew what was to come, but I definitely had something I was planning on surprising him with.

My breaths left me with gusto.  I wanted Matt to feel how close my mouth was to him.  With his eyesight removed I wanted to delight his other senses, but mostly I just wanted to gnaw on that delicious cock of his.

So that’s exactly what I did.  At first I kissed along the back of it, joining my lips together along the thick muscle that ran up his length until I was tonguing on the head of his cock.

He wriggled in the sheets, easing his hips upwards in a slow grind that saw his cock shoot through my fist all over again.

The shining head of his dick was too good to ignore.  I gave it a slow lick and then planted my lips over him, trying not to smile as the joyous cry leapt from the pit of his stomach.

“Suck my cock, Courtney,” he urged, and very quickly he had wound my hair up in a fist.

I did as ordered, sliding my mouth down over the tip and putting as much of him inside me as I could—which wasn’t much.  So much of his cock lay unclaimed that I could easily continue to jerk him at the hilt.

“That’s it,” he encouraged.  “That’s my girl.”

I worked on him like a champion slut.  Without his eye on me I found myself unshackled, as though I could become a completely different person now that I didn’t have his scrutiny.

Matt too was moaning wildly and saying things that I’d never heard him utter.

“Suck my balls, Courtney you naughty slut,” he tried.  “Are you my little slut?”

“I am,” I told him instantly.  “I’m your little slut.”

I gnawed down his shaft towards his weighty, smooth balls.  At first I kissed and licked at them but soon I was sucking on them like they were hard candy.

My hand stayed busy, jerking my spit up over his pole as my mouth suckled on the low-hanging fruit at the base of his shaft.

“I hope you’re nice and wet for me,” he groaned.

“I can let you find out if you like?”

“I’d love that.”

I thrust two fingers deep inside me, wiggling them against my sodden insides before offering them to his mouth.

I watched his nose twitch as he caught the scent and his lips parted to let me in.  He sucked on my fingers and I watched him taste me.  I must have tasted good.

His hand took a hold of my wrist and he kept it at his mouth, licking along my fingers until there was no trace of my arousal left.

“You taste so good,” he said.

“Perhaps you’d like more?”

Matt hummed in the affirmative and then I felt a sinful shiver race through me.  I’d only get one chance to do this, so I might as well make it worthwhile.

I straddled his torso and moved upwards, looking down on his curious face as he tried to determine exactly what was afoot.

Rather than drop back against his hard, waiting cock I opted for an ascent up the bed.  I crawled slowly, looking down over my naked body as I climbed up over him.

I think he realized what was about to happen, because a smirk arrived at his face and both of his hands came to my ass.

He gave it a squeeze and encouraged me upwards, putting me right on his mouth.  His tongue flicked outwards and he gave my soaked pussy a deep, welcome kiss.

“Yes,” I croaked, putting a hand through his hair.

I stared forwards against the God-awful piece of ‘art’ that Michelle had hung above the bed, moaning as he delighted me from below.

His hand squeezed roughly at my ass and his tongue worked busily, slipping back and forth along my core and dining out on my juices.

I leaned back and reached behind for his cock, looking down my milky body at his busy, stubbled jaw.

He feasted on me messily, slapping his lips against my pussy as I started to pump at his cock all over again.

The position was awkward and I could only do it for so long, but Matt didn’t seem to care.  The second my pussy arrived on his face he seemed intent on treating it to something special.

His tongue washed over me again and again, circling around my stiffening clit until my blissful cries filled the room.

“You eat my pussy so good,” I moaned. 

He pulled me back upright and moved my ass further up his face until my pussy was on the bridge of his nose.

His busy tongue continued and soon he was striking against the sensitive knot of my virginal asshole.  It seemed Matt and I might be sharing an idea.

I’d long wanted to be fucked in the ass, but it was always a difficult topic to broach.  With Matt masked I suddenly felt more confident, as though I could hide behind the fact he couldn’t see me.

“Lick my ass,” I moaned, trying the words in my mouth.

He grunted excitedly, stabbing upwards and parting my ass so he could get at it easier.

I wriggled on the spot, relishing the alien sensation that he was gifting me.  I’d only ever tried a finger timidly around the rim before, but Matt’s stabbing tongue was convincing me that I was ready for more.  Much more.

“I want you in my ass,” I cried.

He stopped eating and stared upwards—if it’s possible for a masked person to stare.

“In your ass?” he asked, in case he’d misheard.

“In my ass.  Deep in my fucking ass.  Can we do that?”

“We can do whatever you like, remember?”

“Then I want that,” I told him.

“Let me get you nice and relaxed.”

His mouth returned to me, flicking his tongue upwards and this time pressing it against my butt with more force.  I felt him start to gradually work my muscle open, warming it up slowly as though he was getting ready to exercise it.

I relaxed as best I could, but I tightened up a little when I felt his finger start to probe at my hole.  He forced his way through the tight muscle, working himself in all the way to the knuckle.

To feel him wiggle inside me like that felt incredible, and now his face was back on my pussy.  He tongued at my clit as he worked my asshole and I just lost it completely.

“You’re gonna make me come!”

It stole up on me like a thief.  He’d been exciting me for sure, but I hadn’t anticipated the dual threat of ass-play and pussy-licking to rev my engines so rapidly.

I put my head back and moaned, feeling euphoria like nothing else.  I wondered what I’d done to deserve it.

Matt feasted more hungrily as the cries left me, as though his appetite was piqued by my heady moans.
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