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“Don’t you fucking move,” I said now, pulling my pussy off his mouth.

I held his face and looked down into his eyes.  He looked rightly terrified, but his cock stayed stiff nonetheless.

“I want you to get me nice and relaxed,” I said.  “If you’re going in my ass you have to work for it.”

I stepped back down to the carpet and turned away from him, showing him the shapely figure of my ass.

I stared forward away from him, trying not to smile as I knelt to the floor again and then lay forward on my forearms.

I looked back to him, seeing his eyes firmly fixed between my legs as my ass-cheeks opened for him and he saw the playground present itself before him.

“Now eat my ass,” I said.  I’d never said something with so much command before in my life.

Jayden jumped off the couch like my voice was a starting-pistol.  Before I even knew what had happened he had buried his face between the cheeks of my ass and his tongue was stabbing into my virginal asshole.

“Oh, fuck!” I cried, losing myself immediately to it.

There was a danger of the façade slipping.  It was tough to remain in control when the tongue-lashings were having such an unforeseen effect on me.

I started to groan and Jayden pushed open the cheeks of my ass, sliding his tongue up from the honey-pot of my pussy and winding it over the tight muscle of my ass.

“You taste so good,” he said from behind, his voice echoing off the wet flesh of my spit-drenched ass.

I pushed the back of his head against me in response, silencing him with my forbidden flesh and relishing the sensation of that busy, virginal tongue of his going crazy at my asshole.

His sensual licks and flays began to relax the muscle and every so often he would make a point of his tongue and stab it a little ways inside.  I knew the real thing would pale in comparison, but the slick muscle of his tongue definitely did more than intrigue me.

“That’s it, honey,” I purred.  “Open my fucking ass.”

I kept an elbow out in front to steady myself and my hand moved beneath me.  It slid down to the kempt fur of my pussy and pushed against the top of my clit, moving the skin above it so as to jostle it inside the hood.

I felt my juices start to dribble out of me but Jayden was good.  Whenever it looked like they might drip away completely his tongue would wash down and claim them, spreading them back up me before arriving right back on my gradually relenting ass.

“I’m ready, Jayden,” I said, and his mouth pulled away.

“Mrs. Hathaway?”

“Do it,” I urged.  “Put it in my ass, this instant!”
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Put It In My Ass, This Instant
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“This is the second time in a month I’ve had to bring him back here, Mrs. Hathaway,” Sergeant Thomas said.  In the back of his car sat Jayden, my lodger, staring forward.

“I’m so sorry, officer,” I said, hiding my anger for the moment.  “I just don’t know what to do with him.”

“He’s nineteen,” Sergeant Thomas said.  “You can always kick him out.”

“That won’t help.”

“Little discipline sometimes makes a person realize how good they’ve got it.”

I stood at the front-door in my dressing gown and stared at the side of Jayden’s face, wondering what punishment fitted him best.

“We caught him in a side-alley at the window of the women’s changing rooms.  He seems to be a fan of their yoga class,” the officer said.

“Oh, Jayden,” I said, shaking my head.  “Why’s he doing that?”

“That age I guess,” the officer shrugged.  “He’s a good-looking kid.  Not like he couldn’t get a woman for real.  Some of the women looked down-right flattered when we showed them their peeping-tom.”

“Maybe a good woman would put him on the straight-and-narrow.”

“Or maybe he’d get her knocked up and wind up in twice the trouble.”

“Good point.”

“Are you ready for him?”

I sighed.  “You don’t want to keep him for a few days?”

Sergeant Thomas laughed.  “Don’t have the resources for more than one night, I’m afraid.”

“I sometimes wonder if I have the resources ...”

“You just need to be strict with him.  Some kids respond to that.”

He turned back to his car, walking his burly frame down the garden-path and heading to his back door.  He opened it without a word and stood back.

Jayden stepped out, his head down.  He knew enough to know what he’d done was wrong, but that hadn’t stopped him from doing it again.

He walked sheepishly up the path towards our house.  He was tall, muscled, attractive-looking—but he just seemed to always make the wrong decision all the time.  At nineteen he was about to enter the adult world, but he was grossly underprepared.

“Inside.  Now,” I said, pointing.  He skulked past me and I gave Sergeant Thomas a nod and a wave, closing the door and turning to see Jayden about to go upstairs.

“No you don’t,” I said, affecting the stern tone that Sergeant Thomas had suggested.

He stopped instantly and turned around.  Maybe it would work.

“What the hell has gotten into you?” I asked.

Jayden said nothing.

“In the living room,” I said, directing him.  “We’re going to talk about this.”

He huffed and walked by me.  Despite a night in the cells he still looked and smelled amazing.

I followed him and he sat heavy on the couch, exhaling and looking up to the ceiling as I came to sit opposite on the chair.  Sometimes I wondered why I’d bothered taking him in.

His eyes flicked down to me as I sat and crossed my legs beneath my gown, pulling the garment over them and facing him.  I hardly knew where to begin.

“Just what the hell has gotten into you?”

Jayden was silent.

“This is the second time now you’ve been caught doing that.  What’s the problem?  Do you want me to buy you some magazines or something?”

“No,” he said, horrified at the thought.

“Then what, Jayden?  Because I’ve gotta tell you you’re on your last warning here with me, and with Sergeant Thomas.  One more incident like this and that’s it: criminal record.  Bye-bye life.”

“I just ...”

“What?” I asked, leaning forward.  “Tell me.”

“Pictures of women don’t cut it for me,” he said.

I furrowed my brow.  “What do you mean?”

“I want the real thing, Mrs. Hathaway!”

“Can’t you just go out?  Socialize like normal guys do?  Meet a woman?”

“It’s not that easy,” Jayden said.  “It’d be my first time.”

“With a woman?” I clarified.

Jayden nodded, silent.  It made some kind of sense.

“Well, hell, honey that’s fine.  First times are nervy for a reason.”

He seemed to become a bit more responsive.

“Hell, there’s things I haven’t done that still get me nervous thinking about them.”

“Like what?” he asked, leaning forward a little.

“Like ...” I thought for a moment.  “Driving on the wrong side of the road in another country.”

Jayden sighed and sat back.

“Well, okay then ... umm,” I thought of something comparable.  “Ice-skating.”

“That’s totally different!”

“How is it?”

“Well one is ice-skating, and the other is having sex.”

“Well, alright then,” I said, determined to prove myself to him now.  “Anal sex.”

That got his attention.

“I’ve never had anal sex before and that makes me nervous.  Happy?”

It seemed like I’d finally got through to him on some level.  I just never knew talking about my ass would do that.

“What makes you scared?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” I said, thinking.  “I don’t know if it will hurt, I guess.  I don’t know if I’ll enjoy it.  You?”

“Well, I don’t want to hurt someone,” he said, looking away.  The confession made my heart swell for him.  He was such a sweet man deep-down.

“Oh, honey, you won’t hurt them,” I said, consoling him with a hand on his knee.

“I don’t know, Mrs. Hathaway,” he said.

“It’s biological,” I began, knowing that science was a little out of my depth.  “Women are designed for that.”

“I’m not so sure,” he said.

“Trust me.”

“I mean ...” he fought to find the words.  “I mean I don’t know if they’re meant for a guy my ... size.”

“Oh,” I said and then it dawned on me what he truly meant.  “Oh.”

He looked uncomfortable.  It seemed a point of some concern.

“Well, look,” I said, “I’ve been with more guys that just my ex-husband and I can tell you that guys come in many different shapes and sizes.”

“I know,” he said.

“Women do too,” I added.

It seemed like he hadn’t considered that.

“For every big ... dick out there, there’s a ...” I took a breath.  I wasn’t used to talking to him like this.  “There’s a ... pussy that’s made just for it.”

“Or an ass,” he added.

“Or an ass.”

Jayden shifted in his seat.  He seemed visibly much more comfortable.

“Is that why you look?” I said.  “Is that why you watch?”

He twisted his mouth.  “It just seems safer to me,” he said.  “I’m not hurting anyone.”

“But those women don’t know you’re watching,” I said.

“Exactly.”

I laughed and then tried to remember Sergeant Thomas’s words about being stern.  “You should respect a woman’s body, Jayden.”

“I do,” he pleaded.

“Then don’t spy on them without their permission.”

“Do I have your permission?”

“My permission?  My permission for what?”

He pointed.  “Your gown’s been kinda open this whole time.”

I touched at my leg and felt bare skin, looking down to see my lacy black panties.  I hurriedly pulled it over me and bit my lip as I looked at him.

Jayden smiled.

“You didn’t have my permission,” I said.  “But thank you for pointing that out, Jayden.”

“Do I have your permission now?” he said, leaning forward again.  There was a sparkle in his eye that I’d never seen before.

“Permission for what?” I asked slowly.

“To admire,” he said.

“Admire?  Me?” I started to blush, flattered by his attention.  I realized now how the women from the yoga class must have felt.  I was just a forty-year old woman; the notion that Jayden should be interested in me was a revelation.

“Yeah,” he answered.

I felt conflicted.  I had coaxed this honesty from him and now that it was in front of me I was reluctant to deny him.

“What would you like to admire?”  I could feel my stomach flipping over nervously.  I had no idea what I hoped his answer would be.

Jayden looked me up and down with a scrutiny that I hadn’t felt in years.  His eyes wandered down over my mature body and for the first time in a long time I felt wanted.

“These?” I offered, and I slipped my hand inside the gap in my gown, teasing over my bra.

Jayden swallowed.

“Or this?” I asked, sliding my hand down over the fabric of my gown and moving towards my crotch.

Jayden inhaled deeply and the lust in his eyes was palpable.

“Am I allowed to admire you?” I asked.  I knew the answer, of course, but I wanted Jayden’s.

He sat steadily back on the couch and widened his legs.  That was when I saw it for the first time.  There, stretched down one of his thighs, sat a thick, long rod of flesh, the likes of which looked out of place against his narrow hips and broad shoulders.

“Oh, my,” I swooned, listening to my heart beat hard in my chest.  “That’s ... big.”

“I told you,” he said.

“Nothing I can’t handle,” I said wryly.

“In your ass?”

That caused my eyes to bulge.

“I don’t know about that,” I said, brushing a lock of hair behind my ear demurely.

“My first and your first,” Jayden said.

I guess there was no greater way of sympathizing with the torment of his predicament than to experience my very own nervous debut.

I could scarcely take my eyes off the impressive lump that lay beneath Jayden’s pants.  It was more than enough proof that he was all grown up.

“Do you think I can admire you ... for real?” he asked, sweeter than ever.

“For real?”

“I want to see you,” he said.  “All of you.”

My cheeks were flushed red with embarrassment.  I didn’t quite have the control over the conversation that I hoped I might.

“There’s only one part of you I’d like to see,” I said as confidently as I could muster, hoping to swing the dynamic of power in my favor.

Jayden moved a hand down to his pants and started to rub along the embossed length.  He molded the fabric around it until I could make out the bulbous head of his crown.  It looked dangerously big, but that just made me want it more.

“Can I ...,” he said, putting a hand on the waist-button of his jeans.

Fuck, I wanted to see it so bad.  I thought about my confession to him—about how I’d never had anything in my ass before and I thought about how that monolith of his might feel, wedged in my tight hole.

“Yes,” I hushed.  I pulled the tassel at my waist wide open gradually, resting it back against my gown.

Jayden popped the button of his fly slowly and then carefully undid his zipper.  His pants spread wide as though they’d been waiting for the release.

As I watched I pushed the gown open slowly, easing it off my shoulders and seeing Jayden’s face awaken to the sight of my big, plump tits, sat bound by my black lacy bra.  My nipples were stiffer than ever inside, but I wasn’t sure if that was something Jayden would spot.

“You look good, Mrs. Hathaway,” he said, and I felt the confidence in my decision begin to grow.  Jayden would be in as much trouble as me if anyone found out about this.  As risky as the notion of age-gap sex was, I think we were pretty safe in our little household.

“That’s it, honey,” I said steadily, affecting the command in my voice that Sergeant Thomas had hinted at.  “Show me that big fucking cock.”

Jayden shivered at the sound of the dirty words pouring from my mouth.  I’d never talk like that around him normally, but these were not normal circumstances.

He pushed his back against the sofa-cushion and lifted his ass off the seat, whipping his pants down underneath himself until only his tight boxer shorts were visible.  Now I could see why he’d insisted that any pairs I bought him be long in the leg.  I could see the outline of his cock stretched downwards, vying to peer out from beneath.

“That’s it,” I said slowly, as though I might lose my catch at any moment.  “Show me that big cock of yours.”

Jayden exhaled and made a quick decision.  He eased back against the sofa again and lifted his ass, whipping his boxer-shorts down under himself and quickly revealing everything he had to offer.

I gushed a breath as he undressed himself, watching his huge cock spring back and thud against his muscled stomach where I could take a good look at it.

Jayden kept his arms away for the moment.  What he’d said was true: his cock was huge.  It looked out of place against his white t-shirt like that.  The veins that breathed life into it stretched up him like lightening and his weighty balls hung heavy beneath.

“Now you,” he said.

I stood up and looked down on him, feeling dominant as I loomed above.  I opened my gown down the middle and pushed it back off my shoulders, standing in only my bra and panties now.  Jayden made a move for his hard cock, not wanting the view to go unappreciated.

“Not yet,” I said sternly, and his hand froze before it arrived on his target.

He put his palms back against the cushions either side of him and watched instead as I reached behind myself and unclasped my bra.

I let it drop forward off my body and Jayden got a final, up-close perspective at what a real woman looked like.

“Do you like these big titties?” I asked, bunching my breasts in my hand and pushing them together as I leant forward.

Jayden nodded, speechless.

For the first time in a long time I felt as though I had the power of control over him.  Before now Jayden had been tough to manage, but in this scenario I was well-and-truly the boss and he needed to know it.

“Now,” I began, taking steps towards him and mounting the sofa.  “Take up that big cock of yours and show me how you work it.”

I straddled his legs, putting my knees either side of him and leaving my naked breasts on display in front of his face.

Jayden’s hand moved and he gripped around the thick barrel of his flesh, squeezing it tight.  Half of his length stretched up out of the top of his fist and slowly he began to pump along it.

I watched him, leaning back and staring over my tits at the sight of him steadily jerking his cock for me.  I could feel my pussy swelling with wetness as his hand ran over his manhood.

“I fucking want that,” I said.

Jayden didn’t speak.  His eyes stared forward at my tits that hung on my chest.  I leaned forward against him and pushed his face into my cleavage, holding him against me.

“Good boy,” I said, feeling his hand stroke up against my stomach as he played with himself.  “Suck my tits.  Suck them.”

Jayden opened his mouth compliantly.  Suddenly it felt as though I had a semblance of control over him, and all I had to do was sacrifice my morals to get it.

His stubbled jaw grazed over the tender flesh of my breasts, stimulating my already stiff nipples.  His mouth opened over them and I felt his tongue flutter across the stud.  I threw my head back and moaned, feeling his fist quicken between my legs.

I held him against my chest and looked down into his tender face.  His eyes were closed and he looked serene as he sucked on my breasts, but out of sight he was busily jerking that huge cock of his.  He was closer to a woman than he’d ever been and he looked determined to enjoy the occasion.

I moved away from him now and he blinked up at me as I stood back off him.

“Take off your shirt,” I said, and Jayden did as I said.  It rose up his body and the delightful muscles of flexed beneath as he tossed the garment aside.

I knelt on the floor and I could see the nervous anticipation in his eyes as I got myself in position.  I took his pants and underwear off his feet and removed his socks until he was totally naked and vulnerable before me.  His armor was completely stripped from him and I was ready to take control.

“Are you ...?” he began.

“I’m going to put as much of this big cock in my mouth as I can,” I said, surprising myself with my frankness.  “Then I’m going to sit on it and bury you in my ass.”

Jayden swallowed hard and I shuffled between his legs, pushing them aside sternly.  Between his thighs sat his delicious-looking balls, hanging off the hilt of that enormous cock of his.

I moved forward and targeted those first, holding his cock back against his stomach and gnawing at the flesh beneath.  I rolled one of his orbs into my mouth and listening to him groan.  It was a noise I’d never heard from him before, but it told me everything I needed to know.

I moaned in response, sucking off him and licking my way along the long underside of shaft.  I had to dip my tongue back into my mouth to replenish the saliva as I cruised up along him, then when I arrived at the crown I rose on my knees and sank my mouth back down over him.

“Oh, Mrs. Hathaway,” he cried, doubling forward as I devoured him.

The sensation must have felt incredible to him.  His hand was on my head in an instant and his arousal was filling my mouth completely.

I pushed as hard as I could to squeeze him to the back of my throat, but half of his cock lay unclaimed with my hand gripped around it.

I started to jerk up from the hilt and circle my tongue around his cock, like a shark tormenting its prey.

“That feels so good,” he whispered, moving my brunette hair aside and looking down as I did my work.

I started to think that I was being too good to him.  A dominant woman doesn’t suck a man’s cock like this.  A dominant woman makes a guy eat her out.  Jayden barely deserved this.  I peeled my lips up and off him and let go of his dick completely.

“I’ve changed my mind,” I said.

Jayden’s face was one of panicked worry.  “About this?”

“No,” I said, and I put a foot up on the sofa and then another.

Jayden tried to look up at my face but soon my crotch was in the way.

“I want you to eat my pussy first,” I said.

I put my panties on his face and then felt his tongue tease out between his lips, moving the fabric of my panties and toying at the mound of flesh beneath.  He had nowhere to retreat to.

I kept everything nice and trim down there so Jayden was lucky.  The way I felt in that moment I’d have made him eat my pussy regardless.

He mouthed on me and started to dampen the crotch, mingling his spit with my own juices as he experimented with different techniques.

It only took a few moments for me to grow impatient.  I put my fingers down inside the waist of my panties and pushed them down, baring my forbidden flesh to him for the first time.

“Fuck,” he hushed.

“Don’t curse,” I said quickly.

“Sorry, Mrs. Hathaway,” Jayden said.

I smirked down at him.  “I know you are.”

I put my foot up on the back of the couch and planted my wet pussy back on his mouth.  He tongued outwards and flailed up against my petals, sliding the cream of my pussy back up the groove until I was a sodden mess.

My clit awakened and his inexpert mouth managed to find it with a little help from myself.  My fingers split the top of my pussy and pushed back the hood, then Jayden’s rampant tongue flicked over the pearl and sent a shiver of delight through me.

My spine tingled and the pleasure inside me grew, but one demand still remained: I wanted him in my ass.

“Don’t you fucking move,” I said now, pulling my pussy off his mouth.

I held his face and looked down into his eyes.  He looked rightly terrified, but his cock stayed stiff nonetheless.

“I want you to get me nice and relaxed,” I said.  “If you’re going in my ass you have to work for it.”

I stepped back down to the carpet and turned away from him, showing him the shapely figure of my ass.

I stared forward away from him, trying not to smile as I knelt to the floor again and then lay forward on my forearms.

I looked back to him, seeing his eyes firmly fixed between my legs as my ass-cheeks opened for him and he saw the playground present itself before him.

“Now eat my ass,” I said.  I’d never said something with so much command before in my life.

Jayden jumped off the couch like my voice was a starting-pistol.  Before I even knew what had happened he had buried his face between the cheeks of my ass and his tongue was stabbing into my virginal asshole.

“Oh, fuck!” I cried, losing myself immediately to it.

There was a danger of the façade slipping.  It was tough to remain in control when the tongue-lashings were having such an unforeseen effect on me.

I started to groan and Jayden pushed open the cheeks of my ass, sliding his tongue up from the honey-pot of my pussy and winding it over the tight muscle of my ass.

“You taste so good,” he said from behind, his voice echoing off the wet flesh of my spit-drenched ass.

I pushed the back of his head against me in response, silencing him with my forbidden flesh and relishing the sensation of that busy, virginal tongue of his going crazy at my asshole.

His sensual licks and flays began to relax the muscle and every so often he would make a point of his tongue and stab it a little ways inside.  I knew the real thing would pale in comparison, but the slick muscle of his tongue definitely did more than intrigue me.

“That’s it, honey,” I purred.  “Open my fucking ass.”

I kept an elbow out in front to steady myself and my hand moved beneath me.  It slid down to the kempt fur of my pussy and pushed against the top of my clit, moving the skin above it so as to jostle it inside the hood.

I felt my juices start to dribble out of me but Jayden was good.  Whenever it looked like they might drip away completely his tongue would wash down and claim them, spreading them back up me before arriving right back on my gradually relenting ass.

“I’m ready, Jayden,” I said, and his mouth pulled away.

“Mrs. Hathaway?”

“Do it,” I urged.  “Put it in my ass, this instant!”

Jayden stood up quickly, keen to please and not wanting to get in trouble.  I turned back to watch over my shoulder as he jerked at his cock and aimed it down, then I felt the bulbous crown arrive on my tight hole.

“Yes!” I groaned, feeling him apply the pressure.

“It’s not—it won’t—”

“Force it in my fucking ass,” I cried, becoming impatient.

Jayden pressed on as ordered, then I felt the muscle of my ass begin to spread slowly over that enormous cock of his.

“Ohhhh, fuck!” I groaned, my voice a mix of pain and pleasure.

“Mrs. Hathaway?  Mrs. Hathaway are you—”

“Don’t stop,” I begged.  “Don’t you dare fucking stop.”  I knew it wasn’t gonna get any easier anytime soon and the pain felt good.

Jayden pressed onwards until my ass was as wide as it needed to be.  The crown popped through the ringed muscle and then he sank a quick inch into me that stole my breath away.  I hissed quickly and he paused.  This time it was welcome.

“Good boy,” I said, breathing quick and deep.  “Good boy.  How does it feel?”

“Tight and warm,” he said.  “It feels so good.”

“You feel good too,” I insisted.  “You feel so fucking good in my asshole, Jayden.  Don’t stop.”

He pushed forward and I swallowed more of him inside me, feeling him tickle the depths of my stomach as the alien sensation continued.

It felt like someone was teasing my pussy from a whole new angle and when he pulled himself back gradually there was a flourish of delight that exploded inside me.

“Oh, fuuuck,” I groaned, long and loud.

“Is that good?” he said, more eager to please me now than ever before.

“Yes, honey,” I purred.  “Keep it up.  I don’t want you pulling out.”

He gave me one pump, then another until he hit a steady rhythm, rocking forward.  He put his knees carefully to the floor and gave my ass a spank, squeezing it soon after.
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