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“Here,” he said, and he tossed me the bottle.

It had a pump on the top and looked kind of like hand-sanitizer.  I gave it a pump and rubbed the liquid between my fingers.

“It’s so slippery.”

“That’s the idea,” he said.

“I bet that feels good.”

He shifted his eyes and sat on the bed.  The whole thing moved as he put his weight on it.

“Does it?” I pressed.

“Yeah, sure.  Of course.”

“Mmm.”

I fingered at it and he watched.  The moment was oddly intimate.  Jackson was introducing me to something and I was taking an interest; it was a dynamic that hadn’t happened in so long.  It seemed surreal to bond over something as weird as a bottle of lube.

“Is this the same bottle you used with her?” I asked.

He nodded.

I was going to feign being disgusted, but there was something hot about imagining him pumping the top of this bottle while he was mid-fuck.

“Show me how you use it,” I told him, and I handed it to him.

“You just used it,” he said.  “Just pump the top and you’re good.”

“Show me.”

He pressed a load out into his hand.  “Like that.”

He got up to find a tissue.

“Don’t waste it,” I said.

“Well, what do you want me to do with it?”

“Use it,” I said, nodding to his waist.  “Show me.”

“Jen ...”

“You showed Kelsey.”

He stood there with the lube on his hands, facing the decision of his life.

“Let me help,” I said, spurring him on.

I grabbed his belt and looked up into those big, dumb, brown eyes of his.  He just stared.  I started to unfasten him, and he didn’t protest.

I yanked his pants open and then left him there, standing dumbstruck with a handful of lube, and his pants undone.

“Show me,” I reiterated.

“Aren’t you gonna do the rest?”

I rolled my eyes like it was no big deal and then put my hand inside.  I found his thickness.  He’d already started getting hard.  I pulled him over the waist of his boxer-shorts and moved them down to the top of his thigh.  His cock grew right in front of me.  It looked so thick and inviting.

I sat back on the bed and pursed my lips.  I could feel my face turning red with embarrassment, but I couldn’t look away.

“Like this,” he said, and he put the lube against his cock and started to work it over it.

I watched as it turned all slippery, sliding through his powerful fist.  I was mesmerized.  I felt my pussy awaken to it immediately.  The heat moved to it and so did the wetness.

“Wow,” I cooed, unable to take my eyes off him.

At first, I could pretend it was just a performance and that Jackson was simply showing me how it worked, but then he groaned.  Fuck, he had to groan.  Listening to him enjoy it was like a jolt of arousal straight to my veins.

“That feel good?” I asked, looking up at his face.

His eyes were partly closed, as though he didn’t quite know where to look.  He nodded.

“Keep going,” I urged softly.

His fist worked over his length, gliding along the cylinder of swollen flesh.  His veins became pronounced, breathing life into the monolith.  I started to salivate, from my mouth and my pussy.

“The lube,” he said.  “Use it.”
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It was an image that I’ll never get out of my mind.  I didn’t mean to see it, I swear, but now that I had, I couldn’t think of anything else.

It crept into my dreams like a weed.  I’d wake in the morning with sticky panties and realize that the whole night I’d been conjuring wildly erotica, inappropriate scenarios between my landlord Anthony and me.

You see, a few days back I’d walked right into the bathroom just as he was stepping out of the shower.  I don’t know what he’d been doing or thinking about, but his cock was stiffer than steel.  My eyes were drawn to it immediately, and in a quick instant I’d taken a snapshot of the whole image in my brain, ready to be stored and recalled.

Anthony had cried out playfully, telling me to get out.  I’d turned around the second everything had dawned on me and bolted back to my bedroom with a red-hot face.  God knows what he thought.

I looked to my headphones that sat on my desk and cursed them.  He had no idea I’d been wearing them, of course.  What kind of naughty pervert would burst into the bathroom like that, knowing that the shower had been running only seconds before?  That’s what I imagined Anthony was thinking in that moment, as though I’d done the whole thing deliberately.

I’d never been more embarrassed in my life.  My face went into my hands, and I let out a long groan.  There was just no coming back from this.  Maybe this was why nineteen-year-old women didn’t live with forty-year-old married men.

A few minutes later there was a knock at the door.  I knew who it was immediately.

“Come in,” I said.

Anthony’s face emerged around the side of the door.  He was wrapped in a towel with water dappling his chest, just like it had dappled his stiff cock.

“You see that?” he said.  “That’s how you knock and enter an occupied room.”

“I had headphones on!  I didn’t know.”

“I should hope not,” he said.  “What are you playing on?”

I gestured to the computer.  “Just Sims.”

He gave it a cursory glance and hummed.

“I’m sorry, Anthony, I wasn’t meant to see that.”

“See what?” he asked.

My throat tightened up.  Was he pretending?  Did he want me to actually answer?

“I—I shouldn’t have seen you coming out of the shower, I mean.”

He shrugged.  “These things happen, I guess.  I should have locked the door.”

“Yes, you should!”

He laughed.  “If I’d have known my tenant was a sneaky little—”

“It was an accident!  If I wanted to see that then I’ve got the whole internet in front of me.”

“Nothing like the real thing though,” he said absent-mindedly.  “Are you in for dinner later?”

“Yeah, Nadine cancelled.”

“That’s a shame for her.”

He looked at the screen as the game played out in front of him.  As fate would have it, one of the characters was showering and a housemate was occupying a near-by room.

“Would you look at that,” he said.  “Can you make um do stuff?”

“Like what?”

“You know ... stuff?”

“What kind of stuff?”

“Like, have her walk in on him?” he asked.  “Or is it not that life-like?”

I gave a wry smile.  “It’s just a game.”

He hummed and then turned to leave.  “Now I know where you get your ideas from,” he said, and he’d closed the door behind him before I had chance to reply.

The whole thing was fucked, and I couldn’t stop thinking about it.  To him it looked like his housemate had just concocted a scenario on her computer-game and then burst into the occupied bathroom in an attempt to make it reality.

Dinner later was even crazier.  I couldn’t even look at him.  I just knew that beneath the table sat that delicious cock of his, just sitting there in his pants, waiting.

I couldn’t look at his wife Cleo either.  The two of them chewed food and spoke, but all I could do was try—and fail—to get the image of his beautiful cock from my mind.  I imagined Cleo and him together and felt a pang of jealousy at how lucky she was to get to sample it for real.

“Can I be excused?” I asked after I was done eating.

I think both of them knew something was a little off, but they let me go.  I could feel Anthony’s eyes on me as I left the room.  I think he had some idea as to what was up.  It didn’t take a genius; your tenant sees your stiff cock and becomes a completely different person.  It was like staring into the eyes of Medusa or something.

I was borderline hyperventilating in my room.  I tried to busy myself on my computer, attempting to forget all about Anthony and his ... thing.

As an attempt to exorcise myself of the horny demons, I got on my PC and sought out some porn.  I wasn’t an avid consumer of the stuff, but it turns out it’s insanely easy to come-by.  In no time at all I was watching a woman being pounded in the ass by a cock almost as beautiful as Anthony’s.

I breathed calmly.  “Relax, Jess.  It was just a dick.  Just a dick.  God, look at that dick.”

I stared at the screen and watched as this faceless cock violated an equally faceless asshole, just pounding through the widened hole over and over.  The cries from the actress made it sound like she was loving it, but could anyone really love something going in there that much?

Thankfully I’d clicked off the website when my bedroom door knocked, and Anthony walked in.  I turned in the swivel-chair to face him.  I could feel the wetness in my crotch, coaxed by both the porn I’d just been watching and the images of his cock that plagued my mind.

“Everything okay, Jess?”

“Uh-huh,” I nodded.

“You just seem a little ... different since seeing me this morning.”

I swallowed nervously.  I felt like saying something, if only to explain it all.

“It was no big deal,” he reiterated.  “It happens.  It’s okay.”

“I just ...” I began, but I didn’t even know what I was trying to say.  “I just never really imagined you had one of those.”

“A ... penis?”

I let out a nervous laugh.  “Yeah.  You’ve always just been that guy, you know?”

He sat at the end of my bed.  “I’m still that guy.”
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