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“Open your ass for me,” he said.

I reached back and pulled both cheeks wide, pressing my face into the pillow.  I felt the head of his cock at my ass and then I felt him push.

I couldn’t believe how easily he went inside me.  The toy had certainly done its work in relaxing my tight little muscle, and Mr. Jacobs was reaping the rewards.

“It’s so tight and warm, Kia,” he said.

“I want all of you inside me, Mr. Jacobs.  All of you.”

He moved over me and pinned me against the bed.  I realized when his cock pushed into me that I had nowhere to go.

His inches flooded into me, and I gasped as I felt something where it had no business being.  He was so huge, and it was a real accomplishment when I felt his hips press against my ass.

“You’re in me,” I told him.  “You’re the first one in my ass.”

“Oh, Kia,” he moaned, his mouth at my hair.  He started to kiss the side of my face and grind into me.

“Fuck my ass, Mr. Jacobs,” I gasped.  “Fuck my fucking ass!”

He put his hands around me and gripped me in his arms.  His hands squeezed at my tits and then his hips started to work.

He dropped his big cock right into me over and over, hitting me with force.  It was rough and painful, but I wouldn’t have it any other way.

Anal sex wasn’t supposed to be loving or tender.  I thought that at least, anyway.  It was supposed to be a filthy, painful act that was brimming with passion and intensity.

Mr. Jacobs was committing the ultimate taboo, and to do that with a sense of quiet care seemed foolish.  At least like this, we could pretend that we’d got carried away with our own emotions, rather than making a conscious decision to commit adultery.  And not just and kind of adultery, but sodomy.  Even the word sounded vulgar.

He pounded his cock into me mercilessly, and my cries soon filled the bedroom.  We each knew Mrs. Jacobs was a heavy sleeper after wine, but then no-one had ever wailed as loud as I was then.

“Fuck my ass!” I kept saying, and it was as though I was daring him to be even rougher with me.

He went above me as though he was doing press-ups and slammed his cock through my tight ring, moaning and gasping as he did so.

“Oh, Kia,” he kept saying.  “Oh, Kia, you’re so naughty.  You made me do this.”

Shit, whatever he had to say to keep the guilt at bay.  I didn’t care at that moment.  I wasn’t about to argue with him in the middle of a glorious ass-fucking.  Instead, I demanded his release, not realizing how close my own was.
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I’ve been selling lingerie online now for a year, and it was going great.  I’d put new outfits up weekly and had quite the following, although most of that following consisted of guys who just wanted to see me modeling the latest pieces.

I had a bit of a hustle on the side, selling used lingerie to the men who wanted it, but mostly my business was all above-board.

I rented from a husband and wife and the wife, Mrs. Shields, even helped with the photographs, after a bit of convincing.  She hated the idea of me showing my body off, but when I told her I never showed my face she started to lighten up a bit.  When I showed her my profits, she was all for it.

The money rolled in and the business, if you could call it that, grew.  At nineteen I was making more money than a lot of my friends and having a bunch of fun doing it.  But then one day, everything changed.

My page was due a big update and I’d planned on some revealing lingerie to really kick things off with the rebrand.  I blurred out all the parts I couldn’t show, and that only made my male audience salivate more.  The worst thing a woman can do is give up the goods early.  I didn’t want to rule out an Only Fans page just yet.

Anyway, I had a bunch of people waiting for that week’s release and no-one to take my photo.  Mrs. Shields was away on vacation and the friend I’d lined up to replace her had taken ill.  In desperation I turned to Mr. Shields, the forty-something, shy spouse of my regular photographer.  It’s weird, I know, but it kind of made sense at the time.  I mean, he was right there at home with me.  It just seemed sensible.

“Jeez, Hannah, can’t you wait for Cathy to get back?” he said, immediately against the idea.

“I can’t miss the deadline!”

“But it’s your deadline.  Why don’t you just do it later?”

“Because if I had that attitude, I’d never make a good business.”

He hummed in vague approval.

“What do I need to do?”

“Just point the camera and shoot,” I said.  “It’s really easy, I promise.”

Mr. Shields slapped his hands on his big, bare thighs.  It was summer and he’d taken to only wearing shorts around the house.  His hairy barrel chest inflated as he breathed deep and stood up.

“Let’s do it,” he said.  I don’t think he realized what he was in for.

He followed me through to the make-shift studio that I’d set up in their spare room.  I’d positioned a few bounce-boards to maximize the light and made an accent wall with some fancy wallpaper.  I’m not sure any of my followers really cared, but I liked to keep investing and innovating.

Mr. Shields walked in and immediately spotted the rack of lingerie in the corner.  He raised his eyebrows and pinched at the fabric of one of the negligees.

“This is see-through?” he said.

Naturally I ignored him, setting up the bounce-boards.

“Hannah?” he pressed.

“They’re see-through, yes,” I confirmed.  “They won’t be the worst thing you see today.”

I could practically hear him gulp.

“I don’t know about this,” he said, rubbing his chest.

I rushed to him and held his wrists.  “You’ll be great!”

I didn’t want him to know that I was nervous too.  It’s not every day you strip off in front of an older guy.  Doing it in front of Mrs. Shields was bad enough.  At least we had the same body parts!

The camera on the tripod was all set-up and ready to fire away.  Mr. Shields looked at the digital display and familiarized himself with the equipment.

“Just point and click,” I told him.  “Well, you don’t even need to point, really.  Just click.”

“Sounds like even I can do that,” he laughed.

“I’ll just be changing in the corner.”

His laughter was cut short.  “Changing?  In here?”

I shrugged.  “What difference does it make?”

“Yep.  Of course.  Go ahead.”

He looked away as I pulled one of the newer items off the rack and started to change.  I went right down to my panties, removing my bra.  The item was a sheer green in color, and I wanted my fans to notice that it was see-through.

“Right,” I said, matter-of-factly.  “Ready?”

He glanced back and then his eyes shot forward.  His whole body looked tense as I walked into shot, turning a toe into the carpet, and posing for the camera.

“Hannah, I can ... I can see your ...”

I looked down and twisted my mouth in a grin.  “You’re supposed to.”

“I’m supposed to?”

“Not you specifically, just ... people.  People are supposed to be able to see through it.”

“Oh,” he said, looking into the screen.  “As long as you know.”

It was sweet to hear him be so considerate, and kind of nice to pose for him like that.  He and his wife always told me how beautiful I was and here was my chance to show it off.  Mr. Shields would never dream of asking to see more of me, so it felt like a nice treat to show him how beautiful I was all over.

“This is how they see me online,” I told him.  “Don’t worry if you get my face in there, we can cut it out in the edit.”

“Do you edit out your, um, nipples too?” he said, clearing his throat.

“It depends.  Some sites allow it, but on the ones that don’t I’ll put a circle over them or something.”

“Right,” he said distantly.  He took several photos but never concentrated on his subject for too long.

I did a bunch of poses for him.  I don’t know why, but I found myself pouting even though I knew my face wasn’t going to be in the photo.  I guess that was just for him.

“Okay, let’s do the next one,” I said, walking past him and back towards the rack of clothes.

“Next one?”

“I’ve got a few items to photograph.  You don’t mind, do you?”

“Um, no, that’s fine.”

I heard him sigh and felt kind of bad about putting him through this.

“Just pretend I’m someone else if it helps,” I said to him, walking past in a new outfit that saw my breasts completely exposed.  The black fabric framed them, but didn’t cover them, and they hung out in stark contrast.

I didn’t say anything to Mr. Shields.  I just leant forwards a little and blew a kiss for the camera, keeping my breasts hanging down from the lingerie.  I’d been endowed with a large chest, and that definitely helped me sell.  When things started taking off, I put more of an effort into my body, making sure my stomach was flat and my ass was nice and toned.  My breasts were the only thing that didn’t need any attention, but Mr. Shields was giving them it anyway.

“You know your breasts are ...” he waggled a finger between them.

“I know.  Just keep shooting.”

He pulled his lips over his teeth and leant forwards, using the camera to hide his face.  I posed, pretending like I was posing for my fans and not for him.

He took several snaps, shifting his weight uncomfortably.  It was only when he stood upright and looked out the window that I noticed the bulge in his shorts.

I guess it’s natural, really, but it didn’t make it any less jarring.  Seeing him aroused like that and knowing it was because of me was both exciting and dangerous.  Shit, I knew the other items that I was trying, and they were much more revealing.

“Think you can carry on?” I asked as I passed him.

“I’m sure I’ll find the strength from somewhere,” he laughed.  “Most guys would kill to do this, wouldn’t they?”

“There’d be quite the queue.”

“Then I guess I’m privileged.”

I laughed.  “You’re welcome.”

He started to loosen up a little, but the fat bulge in his shorts went nowhere.  When I emerged in front of him in a daring, crotchless number, he seemed more relaxed than ever.

“That’s a bit better,” he said, looking at the screen as I posed.

I was confused.  I practically had my pussy out and Mr. Shields thought that was an improvement.  When I thrust my hips forwards and framed my kempt pussy with my hands, the penny finally dropped.

“Oh!” he burst, looking away.  “Oh, wow ...”

“It’s okay, Mr. Shields,” I reassured him.  “I want you to photograph me, okay.  You’re doing nothing wrong.”

His Adam’s apple bounced as he gulped again.  He turned slowly back to the camera.

“Do you have to pose like that?”

“I need people to know its crotchless, Mr. Shields.”

“Gosh, Hannah, I’m not sure I needed to know that.”

“It’s okay,” I reiterated.  “Just keep shooting.”

He stayed at full mast as he took photos of my outfit.  I couldn’t see where he was looking specifically, but it would be difficult for his eyes not to target the soft, pink petals of my pussy.

I turned around now to show him the split in the back of the garment, bending forwards and pulling my cheeks apart.

“Wow, Hannah,” I heard him say.

“Don’t worry, it all gets airbrushed out.”

“This is the kind of stuff Cathy sees?”

“She got used to it.”

“I’m not sure I can ...”

“You won’t be doing this every week, remember.  It’s just a one off.  Enjoy it.”

There was a silence as he took more photos.

“I hadn’t thought about it like that,” he said calmly.

I looked back over my shoulder and posed, not noticing that Mr. Shields was busy with his shorts.  When I stood upright and turned around, I saw his cock bursting through the fly.

“Mr. Shields!” I cried.

“What?  You said to enjoy it!”

“I meant enjoy the experience!”

“I am!  Shit, you’ve got your pussy and ass out, I can’t have my cock out?”

“It’s stiff, Mr. Shields!”

“And why do you suppose that is, Hannah?  Jesus, you’re a damn temptress.”

We were both frozen in place.  I stood there in my black lingerie with a hand on my hip, and Mr. Shields stood opposite with his vein-strewn, burgeoning cock throbbing though the gap in his shorts.  He’d kept his shorts buttoned at the waist so that the hole of his fly was like a cock-ring.  It pinched tight around the base of his shaft and hugged his delicious-looking balls too.  Fuck, it was a sight.

“Not so normal when I do it, is it?” he said.  “These are my crotchless shorts.”

“Mr. Shields!” I giggled.  “It’s not like that.”

“Want to make me a page on your website?”

I shook my head and smiled.  “You’re outrageous.”

“That outfit is outrageous.  I’ve never seen anything like that.  Let me see it again, would you?”

I looked down.  “What do you want to see?”

“Turn around and bend over again,” he said.  “I want to make sure of something.”

“You didn’t get enough photos?” I smirked.

“Let’s say ‘no,’ shall we?”

I put myself in front of the lens and bent forwards, showing off my toned ass to the camera.  The lingerie formed a slit that widened as it passed over my asshole, giving him the perfect view.

Before we’d started, I’d done all the necessary waxing and cleaning.  I wanted everything down there photo-ready, so I could be confident that Mr. Shields was seeing me in my best light.

“That’s something,” he hushed.

I heard him walk towards me, but I pretended to be oblivious.  When he pinched my ass with his hand, I let out a playful gasp and then oohed as he took a fist of my flesh in his hand.

“You do crazy things to me, you know that, Han?”

“I’m just posing in my lingerie ...” I said, feigning innocence.

Mr. Shield’s hand came off my ass and I thought he might be retreating behind the camera again, but then I realized he was bending down on one knee.  I bit my lip and waited to see what he’d do.

“Damn,” he hushed, and I could feel his breath on my butt.  “I’ve never seen an asshole look this good.”

Shit.  I didn’t even know how to reply to that.  I’d never had my asshole complimented before, and the last person I imagined would ever do that was him.

“I got it nice and ready for you,” I told him.

“Mmm,” he hummed, gripping my ass again.

Suddenly he pressed his face into my ass and his tongue washed right over my knot.  I gasped a breath and closed my eyes to his touch.  No-one had ever done that to me before, and I quickly realized that it was a sensation like no other.

“Fuck, you taste good, Hannah,” he hushed.

“Keep tasting,” I urged, reaching forwards to find the wall.

I held myself steady as he pressed against me, forcing his tongue into my knot and tingling my insides until they fizzed like static.

My hands bunched at my tits, and I felt my nipples turn stiff as I groaned.  My head hung and I stared at the floor, wondering what the hell I’d done to deserve this.

“Fuck, Hannah,” he said, and I could see his arm working quickly as he started to jerk his hard cock.

As if the tongue in his asshole wasn’t enough, knowing that he was working his cock started to turn me on even more.  I’d never seen him let loose to this extent before, and I was beginning to relish it.

“Jerk that cock for me,” I demanded.  “I want to see you work it.”

Mr. Shields moved around beside me, showing me his swollen dick.  He shuffled his hand over it and then brought it to my mouth.  I was happy to oblige.

“That’s it, Hannah,” he grunted, pushing himself through my open lips.

He was so fucking stiff inside me.  I pinched my lips to him and let him fuck my mouth.  My hand still held my ass open, and I found my finger curiously heading towards my knot.

He had no idea that I’d waggled it through the tight muscle, and as I sucked his cock, I started to loosen myself up, hoping that he might be the first one to put it in my ass.

“Are you fucking your ass?” he asked finally.

“Just my finger,” I said, holding his cock and staring down the barrel.

He was so pumped and stiff that it made my pussy drool.

“Let me see,” he said, and soon he was back with his face between my ass-cheeks.  He watched as my finger probed the hoop of tight muscle, then he started to tongue around it and lick at my pussy.

I felt him taste the juices of my sex, scooping it from my O and rubbing it back over my ass.  My finger teased it towards my hole, and the cum acted as a lube to pass the digit through me more easily.

“Try two for me,” he said, watching.

He had front-row tickets to my intrepid exploring, but Mr. Shields didn’t just want to watch.

I pressed the second digit inside and felt the stretch.  Mr. Shields hummed in encouragement and started to lick my ass with greater vigor, then he pulled my fingers out and pushed his tongue inside me instead.

I closed my eyes and ached a moan as he thrust his tongue inside me.  It was the naughtiest thing I’d ever fucking heard of, but that just made it ten-times hotter to me.  I started to toy with my pussy as he played with my ass.  It looked like he had eyes for nothing else.

“That’s it,” I told him.  “Keep licking, Mr. Shields!  I want to come for you!”

He was ferocious.  He stabbed and prodded, spat and licked, until I was right on the brink of climax.  The whole time I rubbed over my clit and finger-fucked my pussy, wailing so hard that my moans bounced off the walls.

“Come for me,” he urged, speaking right against my sodden knot.  He slapped down on my ass and squeezed it hard, then he thrust his tongue into my butt again.

I started to come, and my ass began to wink, tightening and loosening over and over as my insides contracted.

The pulses of climax burst through me, coming out of me in moans.  Mr. Shields knew just what was happening, and he seized the opportunity.  As my ass flexed open, he put two fingers inside it.

My muscle pinched his digits and then flexed wide as the climactic waves continued.  As soon as it relented, he pushed a third digit inside and really started to open me up.

The pain and stretch paled in significance when compared to the strength of the excitement that the climax gave me.  So, Mr. Shields continued to work behind me, pushing his fingers into my ass and staring as I gobbled them up inside me.

“Oh, Hannah that looks beautiful,” he said softly.  “So, so beautiful.”

“I want you inside there,” I told him, looking back.

Mr. Shields smirked and then stood up.  He came around the side of me again and put his cock to my lips.  This time I sucked on him like a whore, twisting my mouth on him and spitting on his rock-hard cock.  There was no sense being coy now, and I was keen to reciprocate the pleasure he’d given me.  Besides, having someone’s tongue in your ass really sets the tone for how much of a slut you can be.

Mr. Shields fucked my mouth until the saliva dripped from my chin.  He pushed deep until he was almost in my throat, then pulled back and smothered my face with his cock and balls.

I pushed my fingers deep into my ass and worked it wide, licking his balls as I did so.  The moans that escaped him were noises that I’d never heard him make before.  I bet Mrs. Shields had heard them a lot.

Fuck.  Mrs. Shields.  I’d totally forgotten she existed, but when I remembered the guilt hit deep.  Before I had time to dwell on it, her husband had stood up and he was squaring his cock up to my asshole.

“You’re ready, Hannah,” he told me.

I didn’t feel ready, but then I guess no-one’s really ready to have something that big in their butt.

“Fuck my ass,” I begged, looking back like a desperate whore.

My mouth was soaked in spit and my makeup had started to run from when his cock in my throat had made my eyes water.

I watched as he walked forwards, staring down in his target.  I left my fingers inside until the last possible moment, then I ripped them from my ass and plunged them into my mouth.

I sucked on them and then bit and moaned as I felt the pressure of his swelling bearing down on my loose knot.

No amount of fingers can prepare you for a girth like that.  It made my breathing stop as he pushed into me, but then my muscle started to flow over him like a glacier and swallow him up inside.  At a certain point it felt as though I was sucking him in, and it was then that a deep smile blossomed on my face.  I had done it.

“Oh, Hannah,” he said, looking down at the impossible magic-trick.  My asshole gripped tight around him, and his cock disappeared inside it.

I felt him press through me, and I was shocked to discover how good it felt in my pussy.  He started to tease my sex from a whole new angle, and soon any pain I felt had started to subside.

With my asshole loose I was amazed at how much punishment it could take.  Mr. Shields was gentle at first, but when my yelps died down he started to cruise his cock through me, giving me the full length at speed.

I took it with a gracious moan.  My eyes would roll back, and my head would jolt as his hips hit my ass.

He started to pound against me, feeding his inches into me over and over and giving me everything.  At times his cock would threaten to slip free, but I’d push back and reclaim him.  At one point Mr. Shields rammed forwards too and I took him right to the hilt.  I felt like a superhero.

“You’re my slut, Hannah,” he told me.  I didn’t want to be anything else.

He took my arms and put them behind my back.  I surrendered to him completely, letting him use my asshole like it was tight fist jerking his cock.

I closed my eyes and focused on the thick, stiff cock that burst through me over and over.  My brow furrowed and I moaned, and it felt like the moan began to fuel something inside me.  The more I whined the more thrilling it all felt and soon Mr. Shields had started to join me.

“Yes, Hannah,” he said, goading me.

At first, I went through the motions, moaning back and hoping for his release, but soon I started to feel that familiar sensation of a looming climax.

I couldn’t believe it!  My vision surrendered itself to the sensation and my eyes closed.  Swirling colors danced on my eyelids and the sensation became too much to hold back.

I started to come again, not realizing that it was possible to climax from anal.  I whimpered and whined, and my pussy flexed out its juices.  I looked under myself and saw them stringing their way to the floor, with Mr. Shields’s strong legs planted and his thighs tense.

“Oh, fuck, Hannah.  I’m close,” he told me.

“Come with me!” I whined.  “Please!  I want to feel it.”

He reached under and squeezed at my tits, rocking his cock through me, and breathing hard against my back.

I took his weight for a moment and then he stood upright, slapping my ass and then standing completely still.

Without hesitation I started to work back over him, wriggling and cajoling him through my ass.  Mr. Shields stayed where he was and my asshole pinched up his length.  I felt him turn stiffer inside me and his fists clenched.

“Hannah ...” he whimpered.

“Come, Mr. Shields, please!  Shoot it in my ass!”

He moaned and then I felt the heat pour out of him.  I started to writhe under him faster, but then he gripped my hips and started to fuck me again.

He blasted the cum through my tight hoop, filling me with his warm seed until the texture of his cock changed within me.

“Keep shooting,” I told him, and now the words held a different meaning.

Mr. Shields’s ropes and volume couldn’t be seen, but the noises of each grunt told me that there was a lot.  As he pushed his cock deep the cum overflowed and spilled from my ass.  Some of it dribbled down my leg and some of it joined the messy leaks of my pussy, racing down the strings of cum and hitting the floor.

“Do we photograph this too?” he said breathlessly.

I started to laugh, but the idea wasn’t a bad one.  It could be Only Fans content in the future, maybe.

“I think we’d be silly not to capture our first time.”

“The first of many,” he said, and his cock still worked through my ass slowly.

He pulled out of me and went for the camera.  I don’t think he realized how weird it felt for a girl to lose a cock from her ass.  I quickly moved my hand around to assess the damage, just as Mr. Shields was looking at the screen again.

“Oh, that’s it, Hannah,” he said.  “Finger the cum out of there.”

He took several photos as I plunged my fingers deep and found his cum.  There was so much of it on the floor and even more left inside me.

“How much cum did you give me?” I laughed.

“A few days’ worth,” he teased.

“Oh, fuck, that feels good.”

My tight ass pinched around my finger as I fucked myself one last time, using his cum as a lubricant.  It was perfect for it.

“Good girl,” he said.  “You gonna taste it for me?”

Luckily for him, I hadn’t yet stopped feeling like a slut.  I brought the cum-soaked fingers to my mouth and tasted his salty, nutty seed.  It was beautiful and almost sweet.  Knowing that it represented his lust for me made me hungry for it, and I went back to my ass for more, smirking at the camera and earning more praise from him.

“That’s perfect, Hannah.  Oh, you beautiful, naughty slut.”

Hearing Mr. Shields call me that gave me a thrill.  Before now I’d only ever been his sweet lodger, but now I’d embodied something more.  It was a real coming-of-age ass-fucking, when Mr. Shields stripped me of all my nineteen years of innocence.

“Spread it one last time,” he said.

I pulled at my cheeks and bared the cum-smashed hole to the camera once more.  It must have excited him because he came over to me, jerking his flagging cock and marrying it up to my ass again.

He pushed himself inside and the camera continued to click, taking photos of his cock inside me.  It was proof that I’d done it.

“How’d you find that setting?” I asked.

“Lucky guess,” he laughed, and I felt him start to stiffen again as my butt pinched him.

He fucked me slow, as though he was making love to my ass now.  I hummed and hung my head, feeling a love for him like I’d never had before.

Eventually he pulled back, leaving me empty again, but leaving me full in so many other ways.

“Thank you,” I told him sincerely.

“Any time you need a photographer ...” he said suggestively.

“Let’s send your wife on vacation more often!”

THE END
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David Connolly had only wanted to finish some landscaping in his new yard project.  He hadn’t planned on what followed.

His neighbor’s adult daughter Miley, whose help he’d enlisted, had different plans from the start.  Since turning nineteen she’d started to conduct herself in tempting ways, more than aware of the power that her tight, younger body held.

She wielded her figure like it was a weapon, and David, being your average sex-starved, forty-something guy, had noticed.

He wasn’t going to do anything about it, of course, but it was undeniable how shapely and beautiful Miley had become.  Her breasts were big and pert, and her ass was toned and athletic.

On top of this, Miley had started wearing yoga pants, and they could scarcely be separated from her skin whenever they were on.  They hugged the contours of her smooth legs and ignited temptation in any onlooker.

Miley knew all of this, and sought to wear her yoga pants at any opportunity.  And if the skin-tight pants weren’t already a tease, Miley liked to pair them with only a bra.

The first time she’d worn it David had done a double take.  He thought Miley might have just been popping by quickly to grab something before returning home, but when she spent the day there, he was flabbergasted.

Today was Miley’s last day on the project, and David was almost thankful.  He’d staved off his urges for so long, but he was only human.  There was only so long that you could look at that vulnerable bra clasp, or ogle at the tight, round butt temptation takes hold.

Miley knew it all, of course.  She thought getting Mr. Connolly excited to be the zenith of attractiveness.  If a girl could get an older married guy excited, then she could get anyone excited.  David didn’t stand a chance.

That day, Miley’s yoga pants were coffee colored, and in David’s periphery it looked like she wasn’t wearing anything at all.  At first, he’d feared that to be true, worrying that Miley might have gone fully rogue.
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