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“You know, it’s better to spoon,” he said.  “It reduces our combined surface area so less of us is exposed to the outside temperature.”

“Is that true?”

“One hundred percent.  It’s science.”

“Science, huh?”

“Like to experiment?” he asked.

I looked across at him and bit my lip.  I wasn’t sure how sexual his proposition was or whether it was a genuine attempt to make me warmer.

“Sure,” I answered, and I turned away from him and wriggled back against his body.

Colin closed in around me.  I could feel the hair of his chest against my back and then his skin.  I could feel his heartbeat.  His thighs moved beneath mine and his midriff slotted against my back.  He wrapped his arm around me, and I pulled it tight.

“Better?” he asked.

“Better,” I concluded immediately, and I closed my eyes to his embrace.  To feel him so close against me was a joy I hadn’t known in so long.  That skin-to-skin contact was something different.

I wriggled into him slowly, winding my hips without realizing what I was doing.  Soon I felt Colin begin to grow against me, and I didn’t know whether to vocalize what was happening or not.

“Sorry,” he said eventually.

“Don’t be,” I said quickly.  “It’s kind of flattering.”

“It’s just the proximity and everything.”

“We can stop?” I asked, looking back.

“Only if you want to.”

“No,” I said quietly, and I bit my lip and wriggled my ass against him again.

“You know what else is warm?” he said behind me.

“What?” I asked, excited for the answer.

“Body temperature.  Inside the body, I mean.”

“Is that right?”

“If you want to warm your hands you can put them under your armpits or between your legs to draw more warmth.”

“Between my legs?”

“Anywhere it’s warm.”

“It’s warmer inside though, right?”

“Oh yeah, of course, but there’s only so many things you can fit inside.”

“Is that right?”

I could feel Colin’s heartbeat increase against my back.

“Would you like to try another experiment?” I asked.

“What kind?”

“A warmth experiment.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.  What’s warmer: a pussy, or an asshole?”

I heard him gulp behind me.  “How do we gauge it?”

“I trust you,” I told him.  “I don’t think you’ll lie.”

“You want me to ...”

“Put your cock in my pussy,” I said quietly.  I tried to say it all nonchalant like it was no big deal, but truthfully my heart was pounding too.  It was insane, but something about the thrill of the day was making me want to try something new, and this would be new alright.

“Take your panties down then,” Colin said, as thought that act would be his permission.

I wanted him bad.  I pushed downy my panties and wriggled them to my knees, then I pushed my bare ass back against him.
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It probably wasn’t our finest idea to hike the Appalachian trail in the winter, but Colin said that that’s all part of the challenge.

“It’s easy to do it in spring and summer, Hannah” he said.  “The real heroes do it in winter.”

It also just so happened that our job meant we couldn’t take any time off in the spring and summer.  It all seemed a little too convenient, but I was up for the challenge of hiking with my older colleague.  I think he just wanted the company and at nineteen I was happy enough going along for the ride.  It was a form of extreme workplace bonding if nothing else.

We went northbound to make things easier.  Northern Georgia, where the trail begins, doesn’t get too cold in the winter, but it gets cold enough.  The plan was that as we went north the weather would begin to improve, especially since we were starting in February.

Our packs were heavy.  I’d done some practice with them beforehand to get some strength in my legs, but nothing compared to that first day.

We were excited to begin with, but it soon became an uphill slog.  Colin kept his spirits high and tried to do the same for me in the meantime.

“There’s no rush,” he’d say, and we’d often stop to take in the sights.

The walk was relentless but there was something healing about getting back to nature like that.  Out there you couldn’t really get a sense of humankind, apart from the trail that had been cut into the woodland from decades of hiking.

At any moment you could close your eyes and just be, you know?  It seemed like such a beautiful and natural setting, which made what Colin and I did there even more jarring in comparison.

I’d always been close to him at work.  I don’t know what it was but I’d bonded with him, despite the fact he was in his forties.  People found our workplace relationship strange, but Colin and I didn’t mind.  They thought a nineteen-year-old shouldn’t be that close to a guy in his forties, but we weren’t breaking any laws.

We packed enough supplies for the first few days of walking and we used those supplies at intervals that Colin dictated.  We really had to earn our food, but it felt so much nicer when we actually got the chance to eat.

As the light started to fade on the first day wet set up our tent.  The temperature began to drop the second the sun disappeared below the tree-lined horizon.

“I think we should get in and start getting warm,” Coli said.  “If we cook at the entrance to the tent hopefully some of the heat will come inside.”

“Can’t we just cook in the tent?”

He shook his head quickly.  “Nuh-uh, no way.  This tent is our survival out here.  You can’t jeopardize that.  You’ve gotta think out here, Han.”

“Right, of course.”

“Besides, it’s fun getting cozy and warm, isn’t it?”

“I guess ...”  I had no idea how fun it’d be.

“Something about a cold bed that really does it for me.”

“Not me.  I want a nice, warm bed.”

I looked off distantly and imagined the comforts of home.  I didn’t want to start missing them on our first night, but it was so fresh in my memory.  The night before I’d bedded down on a soft mattress.  Out here I had a thin sleeping mat and an even thinner barrier to the outside world.

“Come on,” Colin said, and he threw his bag inside and to the back of the tent.  “Let’s get in.”

We cooked and ate as it started to get dark.  Colin used his flashlight to see what he was doing.  He said it had to last until he could recharge it somewhere.

Afterwards the two of us got into our sleeping bags with full stomachs.  I could hear the pair of us breathing hard and I’m pretty sure I could make out the fogginess of our breath as it left our cooling bodies.

“It’s cold, Col,” I whispered over.

“It’ll warm up,” he said.  “We’ll warm up.”

“Just by lying here?”

“There are quicker ways.”

“Like what?  Are you sure we can’t just light that cooking stove in here?”

“No way,” he said sternly.

“Then what?”

“If you start moving, you’ll get warm.”

“But I’m trying to sleep.  Moving isn’t going to help that.”

“The tent should keep it all in,” Colin said, touching the thin material.  “Or keep some of it in.”

“What, so I just stand up as far as I can, jog on the spot for ten minutes and then jump back in my sleeping bag?”

“If you want to try that?”

I thought for a moment.  I had on my yoga pants still and a t-shirt.  I suppose I could have worn more but I wasn’t used to sleeping in my clothes.

“Like this,” Colin said, and he got out of his sleeping bag.

I watched in amazement as Colin, wearing only his boxer-shorts, started to jog on the spot in a kind of crouched position.

The light lit up his muscled body and naturally my gaze steered straight for his underwear.  I could see his modesty being banged about between his rapidly moving legs.

With nothing else to do, I started to laugh.  Colin’s face was mock serious and that just made me laugh even more.  The warm air blasted out of his mouth as jogged on the spot.

“Why don’t you just wear more clothes?!” I cried, my eyes streaming with tears.

“Too easy,” he answered quickly.

When he was done, he stopped and jumped straight back into his sleeping bag, wrapping it tight around him.

“Better?” I asked, my laugher calming.

“Much.”

“You left the light on,” I nodded.  It hung above us from a little tag at the peak of the tent.

“I left it on for you,” he said.  “It’s your turn now.”

“No way!”

“It’ll help.  It’s getting nice and toasty in here already.”

I was feeling frivolous on our first night.  The sense of adventure was coursing through my veins, and I was up for trying something I wouldn’t normally.  Shit, that wouldn’t be the only thing I tried that night.

“Fine,” I said, and I burst out of my sleeping bag and stood up with a bent back, like Colin had.

“You’re wearing all your clothes!” he gasped.  “I’m offended!”

“It’s freezing!”

“Run!  Run, Hannah, run!”

I started to jog with Colin encouraging me from below.

“Run!” he kept saying, and I started to laugh at how absurd the situation was.  “Take off your clothes and run!”

Colin was a purist, and it was clear my sleep attire was offending him.  I hoisted the t-shirt up quickly and dragged it over my head.  Beneath my bra hid my modesty.

“Good!  Pants too!”

I carried on jogging and looked down on Colin who was smirking from his sleeping bag.

“Pants too!” he repeated.

“Ugh!”

I stopped jogging abruptly and quickly tore down my tight pants, yanking them off my ankles until they turned inside out.

“Now run!” he said.

I started jogging again only this time I was pretty exposed in my underwear.  I’m sure Colin’s intention wasn’t to look.  Knowing him like I do I think he just wanted me to experience all the sensations of outdoor life, and boy did I, but with my tits bouncing on my chest it must have been tough not to glance.

The chill was immediate on the parts of my body that had been covered, but as I started to jog again, I felt my heart race until I no longer felt the cold.

“Good!  Now in the sleeping bag!”

I raced quickly back between the covers and found the warmth in there that I’d left.  I wrapped it up around me and trapped the heat inside.

“There,” he said.  “Better?”

“A little.

“A little?!  I’m roasting.”

“I’m not,” I giggled, and I pulled the thing tighter around me.  “I shouldn’t have taken my clothes off.”

“Nonsense.  Come on.”  He started to open the zipper at the side.  “We can share our warmth.  That’s what mountaineers do.”

“Share our war—what?”

“Quick, open yours too.  Trust me.”

I did.  I opened my sleeping bag quickly and Colin put his over mine until we were in one big sleeping bag.

“There,” he said.  “Better?”

I could feel his bare skin against mine beneath the covers.  Our breath was less visible.  Colin’s face was close to mine.  So close.  He started to smile.

“What?” I asked.

“You left the light on.”

“Noooo!”

“It’s okay,” Colin said.  “I’ll get it in a minute.”

My fingers reached out subtly in the depths of the duvet.  I felt them stroke against his skin, but I couldn’t be sure which part.

“You know, it’s better to spoon,” he said.  “It reduces our combined surface area so less of us is exposed to the outside temperature.”

“Is that true?”

“One hundred percent.  It’s science.”

“Science, huh?”

“Like to experiment?” he asked.

I looked across at him and bit my lip.  I wasn’t sure how sexual his proposition was or whether it was a genuine attempt to make me warmer.

“Sure,” I answered, and I turned away from him and wriggled back against his body.

Colin closed in around me.  I could feel the hair of his chest against my back and then his skin.  I could feel his heartbeat.  His thighs moved beneath mine and his midriff slotted against my back.  He wrapped his arm around me, and I pulled it tight.

“Better?” he asked.

“Better,” I concluded immediately, and I closed my eyes to his embrace.  To feel him so close against me was a joy I hadn’t known in so long.  That skin-to-skin contact was something different.

I wriggled into him slowly, winding my hips without realizing what I was doing.  Soon I felt Colin begin to grow against me, and I didn’t know whether to vocalize what was happening or not.

“Sorry,” he said eventually.

“Don’t be,” I said quickly.  “It’s kind of flattering.”

“It’s just the proximity and everything.”

“We can stop?” I asked, looking back.

“Only if you want to.”

“No,” I said quietly, and I bit my lip and wriggled my ass against him again.

“You know what else is warm?” he said behind me.

“What?” I asked, excited for the answer.

“Body temperature.  Inside the body, I mean.”

“Is that right?”

“If you want to warm your hands you can put them under your armpits or between your legs to draw more warmth.”

“Between my legs?”

“Anywhere it’s warm.”

“It’s warmer inside though, right?”

“Oh yeah, of course, but there’s only so many things you can fit inside.”

“Is that right?”

I could feel Colin’s heartbeat increase against my back.

“Would you like to try another experiment?” I asked.

“What kind?”

“A warmth experiment.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.  What’s warmer: a pussy, or an asshole?”

I heard him gulp behind me.  “How do we gauge it?”

“I trust you,” I told him.  “I don’t think you’ll lie.”

“You want me to ...”

“Put your cock in my pussy,” I said quietly.  I tried to say it all nonchalant like it was no big deal, but truthfully my heart was pounding too.  It was insane, but something about the thrill of the day was making me want to try something new, and this would be new alright.

“Take your panties down then,” Colin said, as thought that act would be his permission.

I wanted him bad.  I pushed downy my panties and wriggled them to my knees, then I pushed my bare ass back against him.

“Put it inside me,” I urged, and I looked forwards at the rippling fabric of the tent as the wind blew outside.  In here we felt safe from the scrutiny of the world.

Colin moved his boxer-shorts down.  I felt his thickness against me.  He pulled his chest away from me so he could steer himself between my cheeks.

I was wet already, and I knew it.  Colin would find out soon.  The second the head of his cock touched my wetness I heard him take a breath.

“You’re excited, huh?” he said.

“What woman wouldn’t be?”

I bent over more so he could get the access he needed.  His cock pressed against my groove and suddenly I started to swallow him up.

I opened my mouth in shock and closed my eyes as I felt him enter me.  His cock was quickly embraced by my pussy that hugged him close and encouraged him deeper.

“Is it warm?” I asked, pretending as though we were still doing the experiment.

“So warm,” he said.  “So wet.”

“Good,” I told him, and I started to gently rock, working myself over his cock.

Colin moved slowly too, breathing deep and trying to control himself.

I started to moan, feeling his thickness surge into me with reliable intensity.  He was so fucking stiff, and I was so turned on that I knew it wasn’t going to take me long.

For whatever reason I tried to be quiet.  I was pretty sure there was no-one around us for miles, but as the climax quickly gripped me, I stifled my grunts until they left me in quick whimpers.

“Colin,” I burst.

“Han?”

“I’m coming!”

He held me closer and continued to fuck me just like he’d been doing.  “It’s okay sweetie,” he said close to my ear.  “Come for me.  You can come for me.”

“Fuck!”

His voice was like caramel against my ears.  Hearing him being so affectionate during my most passionate of moments was like a gift.  He guided me towards my climax and told me everything was going to be okay.

“Oh, Colin,” I strained.

My eyes closed tight, and my lip curled.  The sensation burst inside me, and the release felt incredible.  I let out a long moan and started to wriggle on him.  My pussy threw out more of its juices as it contracted, squeezing around the intruder and hugging him close.

“That’s good,” he said, and still he kept his reliable rhythm, even as my pussy fought to squeeze him free.

His cock felt huge inside me, and I started to wonder if I’d bit off more than I could chew with the experiment.  I wondered if Colin would remember the second half of our agreement, but few guys will forget being promised anal sex.

“You’re perfect,” he said to me, and he kissed at my neck as he pulled his soaked cock free.

He moved up from my pussy an inch or so and he swashed the wet tip of his cock back and forth over my tight muscle.

I’d felt it twitch as I came, but it was nowhere near ready to be fucked.  Colin pressed forwards and felt its resilience, then he licked a finger and moved it down to my ass instead.

He pushed it inside and I gasped out at the wall of the tent.  My eyes sprang open, and I felt him inside me.  He was the first guy ever to go in there.

“Is it warmer?” I struggled.

Colin’s finger moved through my knot slowly, gradually easing me wider.

“I don’t know yet,” he said.

He finger-fucked my ass and I got slowly used to the notion.  It felt weird at first to have something searching up my asshole like that.  It was as though it was all happening at the pit of my stomach, but soon Colin’s moving finger started to feel different.  It started to feel good.

“There you go,” he said slowly, and soon he added a second finger that slipped in easier than I thought.  “We just need to work you wider, that’s all.”

The whole-time Colin’s cock stayed hard.  I could feel it against the cheek of my ass, but I’ve got to be honest, that wasn’t the biggest sensation that I could feel!

His fingers probed deep, and I started to realize, for the first time ever, than anal sex had its merits.  I’d thought it was something that only sluts did and could see no reason why it’d be pleasurable.  I got why guys liked it, I guess, because they got to fuck something, but I never knew why women liked it until now.

It felt like getting fucked, but from a whole new angle.  I could steel feel him in my pussy, but to know that the sensation was actually in my ass made me feel a whole new kind of naughty.

“Good girl, Han,” he said, and then he brought his cock back to my tightness to try again.

I held my breath and braced as I felt the wide head of his cock at my ass.  It was way bigger than the two of his fingers, no question.  He pressed on and I felt my ass begin to stretch over him.

“That’s it,” he said.  “Relax.”

His voice still felt incredible to hear, but now it was juxtaposed by the stretching of my muscle beneath.

“Colin!” I strained, and I made a fist in the fabric of the sleeping bag.

Defiantly I pushed backwards and then I felt my ass go over his widest point.  The second I was open like that I felt his inches rush into me.  They didn’t hurt.  Instead, they felt good, filling me like that.  The initial stretching of my skin subsided and soon Colin was wedged in my ass.  I couldn’t believe that we’d done it.

I took several deep breaths and then looked over my shoulder at him.

“So,” I said.  “Which is warmer?”

“This is tighter,” he said.  “So, I guess its warmer.”

“Feel good?”

“Incredible,” he said, and he started to move slowly.  “You?”

“Better than I thought.”

“Want me to carry on?”

“I want you to finish.”

I could feel him get excited by my words.  His cock seemed to throb and stiffen as he heard me say it.

“You want me to come in your ass?” he asked, clarifying.

“We want all the warmth we can get, right?”

“Sure do.”

“Then fill me up with your warmth,” I told him.  “Come in my fucking ass.  I’ll let you.”

“Oh, Han,” he moaned, and he kissed my shoulder and started to fuck me harder.

I felt him squeeze through my ass over and over and I couldn’t help but moan.  He pushed deep and struck something inside me that delighted me.  I felt the waves of pleasure radiate up through my core as Colin’s hard cock was squeezed again and again through my tight muscle.

“Oh, Han, your ass feels so good.”

“Then keep fucking it,” I told him.  “Keep fucking it, baby.”

He moaned in disbelief.  He held my hip steady and started to buck forwards against me, clapping his hips on the top of my ass.

It shook as he struck me, and the reverberations felt incredible too.  To feel his force acting on my body like that made me realize that I was at his mercy and being at his mercy felt good.

Colin worked his stiffness through me in our little tent of sin.  The temperature increased just like he’d said.  I felt warm all over—warm enough to melt.

My pussy eased out its juices as Colin pressed inside me and I wriggled my fingers down between my thighs to tease my clit as he fucked me.  He didn’t know, of course.  I started to moan as I touched my pussy and Colin’s pace increased.

“Oh, Hannah,” he called, and to hear him say my name with so much passion like that made me tremble.

He fucked me deep and it became clear that he wasn’t going to last much longer.  His strokes became huge.  He moved all the way up through me as though he was trying to touch my lungs, then he withdrew so far that I worried he’d slip out of me completely.

I felt my asshole begin to push him out, but every time he defied it and pushed back against its wishes to exorcise the intruder.

It played havoc with my emotions.  My ass literally didn’t know what had hit it.  Colin’s big cock continued to plow through me, cruising along the forbidden channel with increasing speed.

I heard him begin to lose himself behind me.  He started to moan, and I smirked as he did so.  My mouth was opening and closing with moans too and we each fueled each other’s desires.

The cries shot out from the tent and into the night.  It was a natural sound, but it didn’t sound like nature.  It sounded like two people fucking, but anyone listening didn’t know the full truth.

Colin fucked my ass hard and soon the strength of his groans meant only one thing.  He was crying out behind me with a passion I’d never heard him exude.

“Come,” I told him, granting permission.  “Come!  I want your come.  Come, for me.  Please!  Please come!  Come in my ass!”

My words were met with moans that grew louder the further I encouraged him.  I felt his cock turn to hard granite.  It swelled beautifully and then he let out a long, drawn-out moan that was different from the others.

“Yes!” I burst, knowing it could only mean one thing.

Suddenly I felt it.  I felt that glorious heat.  It felt like a precious resource was being pumped into my ass.  It came from his cock in quick bursts.  Each throb signified a fresh spurt of cum that filled up my insides bit by bit.

His cock sat amongst his cum, rocking gently through my lubricated muscle.  It seemed to slip easier through my tight O now.  Each thrust forced his cum deep until my stomach turned warm.

“Every drop,” I begged of him, reaching back to pull his ass and bury him deep.

He sank the whole of his cock into my cum-soaked hole and left it there, bathing in the sin.  It twitched and squeezed out the last few drops.

He let out a groan and then kissed my shoulders some more.  His pecks moved around to my face, and I turned my head so I could kiss his lips.

He moved around me, and his cock slid out a way, but he was able to kiss my lips while his cock stayed in my ass.  It felt incredible to conclude things like that.  The kiss was deep and passionate, somehow feeling way naughtier than anything we’d done so far.  Even with an ass full of his cum the kiss felt like something more forbidden.

I moved my tongue against his and we shared everything of each other.  I think that was truly where the excitement lay.  I loved him so much that I was willing to give him all of me.

“Which was warmer?” I asked now, grinning.

“Definitely your ass,” he said, and he wrapped me up in his arms again and pulled me close.

I felt his body against mine once more.  His cock stayed inside me, turning softer until my ass could squeeze it out.

It felt so surreal to push him out like that, but it wasn’t messy.  Like a loyal servant my muscle was able to quickly snap shut after his exit, trapping his beautiful seed within me.

I never knew how good it would feel to drift off to sleep to the sound of Colin’s gentle breathing, backed by the wind outside and with an ass full of hot cum.  Honestly, it was one of the soundest night’s sleep I’ve ever had.

I awoke the next morning with the sunshine, seeing Colin on his feet and clothed, unzipping the tent.

The light poured in, and the cold did too.  Colin closed the zipper quickly afterwards and I heard him stretch outside.

“Morning,” I said.

“Morning, honey,” he replied, and everything sounded like it was normal between us.

We knew that it wasn’t though.  We knew we’d done something we shouldn’t have, but what I didn’t know was whether Colin was willing to do it again.

I wanted him badly from the second I awoke, but I knew that slipping into that routine could be dangerous.  You can’t fuck your older co-worker every night and then slip back into society as though nothing had happened, as much as I wished I could.

“I’ll make breakfast,” he said outside.

I sat up in the tent.  I could still feel him inside me.  I smiled warmly.  “I’ll be out in just a minute.”

THE END
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Tom loved to fish and I loved to get on his nerves.  Against his better judgment he invited me out on a night-fishing adventure so I could see what ‘true fishing’ was like.  That’s what he called it, anyway: true fishing.

He said out there at night with nature and no other distractions you can better get a sense for things.  He likened it to some kind of Buddhist pursuit, being at one with his surroundings.  Obviously, I thought it was bullshit, but with nothing better going on I decided to take him up on his offer.

I don’t think he’d seriously expected me to say yes.  At nineteen I had all the free time in the world, so I figured this was just another way of killing a few hours.

Tom was forty, and he was a giant of a man.  His six-foot-seven frame towered over me.  If he wasn’t such a big softie, he’d be terrifying, but I knew the real man.  I’d once seem him knock two guys out clean because they were harassing his wife, but I’d also seen him cry to a video of a homeless cat on the internet.

“We’re gonna head out around one in the morning, Clara” he said, then he looked at me awaiting some kind of reaction.

“Sure thing,” I chirped.  I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction.  I was joining him now no matter what.

“Still up for it?”

“Oh yeah.  Can’t wait!”

“It gets cold out ...”

“I’ll wear something warm.”

“Says it might rain too.”

“I’ll wear something warm and waterproof.”

Tom looked across at Emilia, his wife, who smiled.  “She’s going with you, honey, whether you like it or not.”

“I want her to come,” he lied.  “I’m thrilled at the prospect.”

Both she and I laughed now.  “It’s just one night,” she said to him.

That was what was getting me through too.  It’d be over before I even had chance to complain about it.

So, Tom and I set off.  I helped him load the car with frankly too much equipment and in the dead of night we drove down to the local river.

Tom had done the trip a hundred times.  Even with barely any light he was able to navigate his way from the lay-by where we parked.  Before long the sound of the slow-moving river was our guide, and we went in its direction.

I was tasked with setting up the bivvy, which is a kind of open-faced tent that fishermen use for shelter.  In the meantime, Tom toyed with his rods, doing some kind of arcane art that was unfamiliar to my eye.  It seemed abundantly important, but I didn’t quite know why.

He carefully set up each rod, balancing them on a stand and leaving the line in the water.  When he was done, he unfolded the second chair and sat beside me beneath our adequately erected shelter.  A light pointed upwards so we could see our surroundings.  Tom said it was important that it didn’t shine on the surface of the water, or it could scare the fish.

“What now?” I asked, folding my arms to my stomach, and leaning forward on the chair.

“Now,” he said, reaching into the cool box, “we wait.”

He pulled out a beer and twisted the cap off, then he offered me one.  It might be the only time in my life he’d ever offered me a beer, and it’d be the only time in my life that I’d ever accepted one.  Usually I hated the stuff, but I was out here with Tom doing ‘man things’ so it seemed only right.

He sat back in his chair and took a huge swig of beer, then he looked off into the night.

“It’s beautiful out here, huh?” he asked.

I looked around.  “It’s dark.”

“It’s not though,” he said, and he pointed up at the sky.  “Look.”

I craned back my head and he put his foot over the light that shone up from the floor.  The sky barely held any darkness.  There was a sheet of stars, some bright, some dim, and others only revealing themselves when you stared at one spot long enough.

“A thousand worlds,” Tom said.  “Maybe.”

“I’m not sure I believe in all that stuff.”

“We’re either alone in the universe or we’re not.  Both of those are amazing.”

He took another swig of his drink to punctuate his point.  My gaze stayed fixed on the sky, looking at the swirls of color as different tones were gradually revealed.

My attention was taken when a splash sounded in the water and Tom leaned forward quickly on his chair.

“Grab the net,” he said urgently.

I hurried for his landing net as he worked the reel.  He started to pull and then became excited.

“We’ve got one already, Clara!”

He reeled it in, yanking the rod back and twisting frantically.  I’d never seen him so excited, and I’ve got to be honest, it started to rub off on me too.

“Get it!” I cried.

“Lower the net into the water he said,” and I spied the fish’s white stomach through the surface.

It wriggled and flapped as he pulled it forwards.  I angled the landing net beneath it and scooped it right up as Tom cheered.

“Nice, Clara!”

I felt like one of the guys.  Tom rested his rod and took the net from me.  He set the net down steadily on the riverbank and then grabbed the fish in his hands like it wasn’t some kind of scaly menace.  I kept my distance, watching as he deftly unhooked the fish’s lip and then held it in two hands.

“Look at that,” he said, and he stroked his thumb along the vibrant scales of the fish.  It wasn’t big, but it was my first.  You always remember you first.

“It’s a fish!” I rejoiced.

He started to laugh.  “Our first of the night.”

He set it back gently in the water and released it.  It flapped and sped off.

“We don’t keep them?” I asked.

“It’s a sport,” he said.  “I’m respectful of them.  They belong in there.  I belong out here.”

“You eat fish though, right?”

“Some,” he said.  “I won’t eat these though.”  I thought it was for some moral reason, but then he finished his point.  “They taste awful.”

He set the line back in the water and then fell back into his chair, picking up his beer and continuing to sip it slowly as he watched the float for movement.

The next twenty minutes nothing happened.  We stared, barely speaking, hoping for yet another burst of frantic excitement to interrupt our night.  But none came.

“You wanna throw out some bait?” he asked.

“Sure,” I shrugged, but I had no idea what he meant.

He opened a plastic tub and then offered it to me.  I looked down to see a bunch of swirling maggots, writhing in what looked like sawdust.

“Gross!” I cried.

Tom laughed.  “They’re just worms.”

“Oh, yeah, just worms.  Sorry.  Of course.”

“No need to be sarcastic.”

He gripped a fistful and aimed them at the float.  They scattered in the water.

“What does that do?”

“It attracts fish,” he said.  “They come for the food and end up chomping down on our hook.  Sure you don’t wanna try?”

I sighed and took a fistful, sitting up from my seat and taking aim quickly.  The maggots flew from my hand, scattering everywhere but the float.

Tom laughed and then slapped a hand right across my ass.  I was wearing yoga-pants and the resulting sound was like he’d just struck bare flesh.

My eyes bulged open and I stared back.  “Tom!”

He took a swig of his drink.  “Sorry, baby, it was just there in front of me.”

“I could smack your dick,” I defied.  “If it’s just there in front of me.”

“Be about the first piece of action it’s seen this year,” he said, revealing more about his and Emilia’s relationship than I cared to know.

I settled back in the seat and quiet descended on our little party again, but in the back of my mind I was thinking about Tom and how little sex he’d had this year.

I wasn’t exactly doing great either.  I could have had a whole bunch of guys, but I didn’t want to give any of the people who’d approached me the satisfaction.  They were almost all assholes and the ones that weren’t were overconfident idiots.  It’s like there was some kind of decent-guy-vacuum out there.  Tom was one of the better ones, despite his wandering hand.  He treated Emilia well.  I used to get jealous of the attention he gave her when I first moved in with them.  I was strangely saddened to hear he wasn’t getting any.

“So, you and Emilia aren’t having sex?” I asked, cutting through the silence.

He spluttered on his beer.  “What?”

“You and Emilia.  You don’t ... do it.”

He looked across at me from his chair.  “You feeling alright?”

“I was just wondering,” I shrugged.  “You said you haven’t seen any action this year and we’re like, six months in.  That’s a long time.”

“You’re telling me,” he said.  “I’m so starved that the sight of your little ass was enough to get me going.”

“Glad I could be of service.”

“That’s the point,” he said.  “You can’t be of service.”

I took another drink of beer.  It was starting to grow on me.  “I could be.”

I could feel his eyes on me as I leaned back my head and looked again to the heavens.  It wouldn’t be so bad, I thought.  At least I know where he’s been.  Or hasn’t been.

“We couldn’t,” he said again, but his insistence on that fact made me think he certainly had some inner turmoil over it.

“We could,” I shrugged.  “No-one’s gonna know.”

Tom stared at the float again.  “Give it some more bait.”

I grabbed another fistful of the stuff and stood up.  I threw it to the water, but this time I couldn’t have given a shit where it landed.  I was focused solely on pushing my ass out so far that it made a peach for Tom.  I knew he’d be looking again.

“That’s it,” he said steadily.

When I looked back, I could see him fixed on my curves.  I kept myself there.  I thought it was the least I could do to return the favor.  He’d taken me out here against his wishes, I might as well make it worth his while.

“You can touch it,” I told him.  “If you like.”

He rubbed a hand down his face and scratched at his stubble.  “If I touch it, I’ll want to do more.  Much more.”

“So do it,” I told him.  “My ass is your ass.”

“You might regret saying that.”

“Go on.  Take a big handful of it.”

Tom’s hands were big and when he gripped my butt he really gripped my butt.  He gave it a squeeze and I bit at my lip, staring forward at the twinkling water.

“Mmm, that feel good?” I asked.

He brought another hand to me and started to squeeze, kneading my butt like it was a ball of dough.

“Fuck, Clara, the things you do to me.”

He was squeezing so hard that the fabric was bunching.  I could feel the air reach down into the waist of my yoga-pants.  He spied the thin strip of my panties that circled my waist.

“I just want you to be happy,” I told him.

“It’d take more than this to make me happy.”

“You don’t like my ass?”

“I love it.  It’s just, I need more.  Sorry, Clara, I don’t think you can give it me.”

He released his grip and sat back in his chair.  I turned and saw a solemn look on his face now.

“Really?” I asked, and I leaned forward and pushed my tits together so that the cleavage became fat in front of him.  “I can give you a lot.”

Tom smiled and shook his head, looking away.  “Emilia won’t do what I want most of all.”

“What’s that?”

He looked back to me.  “You really wanna know?”

I nodded.

“Anal.”

My mouth opened.  Hearing that word made me shiver.  It was something that had intrigued me for a long time, after I’d heard friends talking about it.  I mean, the idea of it was crazy to me, but that didn’t mean I didn’t want to try it.  A guy takes his hard cock and shoves it in a place it has no earthly business being, and somehow that’s pleasurable?  I could understand it from a guy’s perspective, but what girl wants something going in her ass?

“She won’t?” I asked.

He shook his head.

“Is that why you’re not having sex?”

“No,” he said.  “Although she did get upset.  She asked why her pussy wasn’t good enough.”

God, this was a big conversation.  I went with it.  “And is it?”

“Fuck yeah,” he said.  “But sometimes it’s nice to deviate, you know.  Just every now and then.”

“Deviate like: sometimes you have sex with you wife and sometimes you have sex with me?”

His jaw went tight.  “You don’t want that.”

“Don’t tell me what I want.  Ask yourself if it’s what you want?”

To help him make up his mind I bunched my titties together again and rolled them against each other.  I tried to show him my smokiest expression.  Tom sat in his chair like he was receiving a lap-dance but had been told he couldn’t touch.

His fists tightened on the arms of the chair, and he tapped his heel on the floor.  I could sense that something was growing in his pants.  Shit, I didn’t have to sense it, I could see it.

“No-one would ever know,” I continued, and I sat over his legs and put my tits in his face.

He leaned his face away, then he turned his head and looked up at me.  I was wearing a smirk that he couldn’t ignore.  I saw the corners of his mouth turn upwards and I knew I had him.

“Come on,” I said.  “This is better than fishing, isn’t it?  Is this why you invited me out here?”

“I haven’t done nothing,” he said.

“I seem to remember you spanking my ass and then telling me it looked good.”

“Okay ... apart from that.”

“If you think it looks good in these pants, imagine how it looks out of them.”

“Boy, do I imagine ...”

He brought his hands round me and he cupped my ass again.  He gave it a shake and moved my whole body.  I felt so dainty, perched on him like that.  Something about surrendering to that big, muscly body of his was intoxicating.  There’s no greater sign of trust than turning sub on your partner, except for maybe letting them stuff their big cock in your ass.

“I know you want it,” I said, pulling down the front of my shirt.  “So, take it.”

He looked at my tits and then put his hand on the neck of my top.  He pushed it down until my breasts were almost spilling out.  He wanted to get at them, but from this direction it was almost impossible.

I did the only decent thing and pulled my t-shirt up over my head.  I tossed it to the dry ground and then focused again on Tom.  He was staring at my tits, looking at the bra and imagining what lay beneath it.

“Let me help you,” I told him, and I reached back and unclasped it.

I felt so fucking naughty, but I also felt like his good girl.  It’s so weird and I know it sounds stupid, but I just wanted to do right for him, and this felt like the best way of doing that.

He watched as I unclasped myself.  He kept his hands away.  It was as though he could still rid himself of any responsibility if he didn’t touch me, but when my big tits were finally revealed he found it hard to keep his hands where they were.

“Go on,” I urged.  “Feel them.  They feel good.”

As if to prove it I snatched them up in my hands, cupping them and thumbing at my nipples.  They sprang to attention instantly like loyal servants.

“Clara ...” he hushed.

Here he comes, I thought.

Just as expected, Tom pounced.  He swept my tits together with his big hands and then buried his face against the soft skin.  I could feel his stubble against my chest, and it made me giggle, but the giggle soon subsided when he opened his mouth over one of my nipples.

He sucked and flicked his tongue in the embrace, bouncing over my sensitive node.  It sent bursts of hot excitement surging down to my pussy.  I felt it flutter in the crotch of my jeans as it pulsed to life and filled with aroused blood.

“That’s it,” I urged, and I held his head against me as he feasted.

Tom sucked, moving his mouth between each breast and squeezing them roughly.  To have his big, commanding hands on me like that made me melt.  I wanted him to have his way with me.  I just had to encourage him a bit more.

“You can do whatever you want to me,” I told him.  I hadn’t considered yet that perhaps the size of his cock was comparable to the size of him.  How was I going to fit something that big up such a small, virginal hole.

Madison, one of my friends, had said that your ass is kind of malleable once you warm it up.  She’d likened it to kick-boxers’ shins, saying that it really hurt at first, but eventually you’d be surprised with what your butt can do.

I’d laughed at the time, but now I found myself wondering how true her words were, and whether Tom would even give me the chance to warm up.

As his face stayed buried in my tits I stared to search down for this thickness, squeezing his thighs first of all, and then moving my hands over his legs in the hope of hitting his protrusion.

It was so big that I didn’t realize I’d found it.  I touched something about halfway up his thigh.  I thought it might be his wallet, but when I leaned away and looked down, I realized it was the tip of his thick barrel.  Jeez, he was big.

“You found it,” he said softly.

“It wasn’t exactly hard.  I mean ... it is hard, but—”

“All yours if you want it.”

I bit my lip.  “You mean that?”

He nodded.  I unclasped his belt and pulled it apart, then I gave him one last look in the eye before I went for him.

My tits shook on my chest as I scrambled to release him.  I un-popped the buttons of his fly and then slipped between his legs.  I was going on pure momentum.  It felt like any break in the intensity would make us both realize how stupid this was.

I wanted to take down his pants but didn’t quite know how to go about it from where I was.  Tom was on hand to take the initiative though.  He stood up from his foldout chair and just whipped down his jeans and underwear as one.  His big cock sprang right out, bouncing up in front of me.  In the half-light it was tough to gauge at first, but when I put my hand around it I realized what I was dealing with.

“Oh, Tom!” I burst, looking up at him to check if he was seeing this.

He stared down, stoic and emotionless.  I knew what he wanted me to do.

I opened my mouth and just sank him straight into me.  The moan from above felt incredible to hear.  It was a direct sign that I was making him happy and giving him something he hadn’t had for so long.

I pressed on and let his thickness fill my mouth.  Fuck, it was unreal.  To have Tom inside me like that.  Shit, I’d only sucked one cock before and here I was taking a married guy twice my age like it was the most normal thing in the world.  Tom took it all in his stride too.

“Good girl, Clara,” he said, and his hand rested on my head now.

He started to feed himself into me, moving his hips slow.  It was like he was making love to my mouth, but I was right there for it.  It felt incredible to have him thrusting into me like that.  I just wanted to please him.

While I sat on my knees, I felt the call of my pussy again and this time I didn’t ignore it.  I moved my hand to my jeans and pushed against it, hoping to relieve the sensation.  All it did was make it grow stronger.

“Take those off,” Tom said, noticing.

I slipped his cock from my mouth and left it hanging there all wet.  I was desperate to join him in being naked.

I hopped up, my titties bouncing and my heart beating.  I popped the button on my jeans and then scrambled out of them quickly, tossing them off in the direction of my t-shirt.

Tom took off his shirt too and I saw that chiseled, barrel chest of his and a jungle of chest-hair.  He was every inch a man, and I wanted every inch of his man inside me.  The only question was where.

The whole time my pussy called out for him, but my ass didn’t once raise its voice.  It just sat there in the backseat, as always, but I knew it was what Tom really wanted.

He grabbed my shoulder and then put his hand straight on my pussy.  I hissed a breath and then closed my eyes as he started to dance his fingers along my wetness.  I was utterly fucking soaked, but he was keen to coax out more.

He pushed into my tight O and freed even more of my juices, bringing them out of me and slathering them across my sex.  The next time he ventured deep there was a fresh bout of cream to be had, but this time Tom had a different use for it.

I stood there under his command, whimpering softly beside the slowly moving river.  The odd bird could be heard calling off into the night, but a louder noise was my pussy, clacking as Tom’s fingers pushed through it.  Fuck, it felt incredible.

“Yes, Tom!” I begged, holding his wrist to keep him in me.

It felt like I was on the brink of climax.  Tom kept on moving his fingers and my body trembled wildly.  My breaths raced from me, and I held them, staring off at the heavens and being transported to them.

I started to come.  It lurched from me in a groan first of all.  It was as though I was fighting it.  Afterall, who wants to come at the hands of a married man, but the second I started surrendering to it the more the climax blossomed.

“Yes!” I cried, and Tom moaned with me, urging me onwards.

“That’s it.  Fucking come!”

It was as though he wanted to please me before he defiled me.  He waited for the climax to play out before he made his next move.  My pussy gripped his fingers, and I felt my ass start to twitch in unison with my contracting core.

He removed his soaked fingers and then, just like that, he pressed one of them right up into my ass.  He timed it perfectly with the gasping of the muscle and soon Tom was buried in a different kind of heat.

“F-uh-ck!” I gasped, gripping his wrist.

“That’s it,” he said, and he started to work his finger immediately.

I got a crash course in anal-fingering very quickly.  Tom’s digit sprang through my muscle, sending it wider and narrower so quickly that I didn’t quite know how to cope.

I trembled and shivered as the orgasm continued despite the new intruder.  His finger pounded up into me as he man-handled me, turning primal.  He gripped my tits and squeezed them, then he spun me around quickly to look at the hole he’d been penetrating.

I shrieked and folded forwards, looking backwards down my spine and into Tom’s animalistic gaze.

“Don’t stop,” I urged.  “I can take it.”
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