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Read An Excerpt
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His hand held my head, and I could feel his eyes watching me intently as I pleased him.  I’d no idea if his wife ever did this for him, but he seemed like a grateful recipient.

He started to groan as I twisted my mouth around him, riding it up over him and feeling my jaw ache at how wide I had to part my teeth.

Having my mouth just full of his dick like that was making me wetter than I ever imagined.  I could feel it bleeding against my panties.

He dragged down the duvet and I felt the air on my exposed tits.  It was no time to be coy now, but I still felt nervous at exposing myself to him like that.  He’d never seen me anywhere close to naked.

Mr. Joplin was a whole new kind of ‘first.’  The first older guy; the first married guy; the first guy in my ass.

I pressed him to the top of my throat and hummed on him as his hand came to squeeze my tits.  They were modest, but easily a handful.  He paid attention to each, grabbing them with enough pressure that it sent a blast of delight through me.  My nipples stiffened and my pussy swelled.

For the moment I didn’t think about the list I’d written.  I was focused solely on delivering an earth-shattering blowjob to my landlord.  I wanted to show him that I was experienced.  I wanted to please him more than his wife did.

“That’s it,” he hushed.  “Get it nice and wet and ready for your ass.”

That’s when it hit home where he was going.  My pussy was turning damp but all the juices in the world weren’t going to help him squeeze his cock in my ass.  I started to wonder how it would feel.

I pulled off him and jerked his cock, studying its size and girth.  Could I handle it?  I’d soon find out.

He let his gown fall off him completely and he lifted back the duvet to get into bed with me.  He lay beside me and beneath the duvet his hands started to explore.

They started on my hips, pulling me closer to him until our lips could meet.  It felt so weird kissing him like we were lovers, but I soon got over it.  Having his mature tongue swirling round my mouth made me melt and eased any inhibitions.

He squeezed at my ass with his cool, rough hands, pulling me closer until his erection was pressing against me.  I could feel his hips grind on me.  I wanted so much more.

I gripped his cock and started to jerk it.  Mr. Joplin’s hand moved to the front of my panties.  He pushed against the soft flesh and awakened my clit beneath.

“Mmm,” I cooed.

His fingers stayed where they were, rubbing back and forth along me and teasing out the juices that he’d already coaxed to the fore.

They bled against the front of my panties and turned the crotch sticky.  When he finally pushed his fingers down inside my underwear he became excited by the wetness that greeted him.

“Oh, Angel,” he hushed, and he moved his fingers down until they were right at the source.

He kissed me and drove his tongue into my mouth as he drove his fingers inside me.  My mouth opened in a moan and he snatched it from me.
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I Put ‘Anal’ On My Wish List And He Found It
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Ours was a family of traditions.  We breakfasted together on Thanksgiving; attended midnight mass at Christmas, even though we weren’t particularly religious; and every year we wrote out Christmas lists.  It was a tradition I kept up, even after I moved out to live with Mr. Joplin and his wife.

It didn’t matter what age we were, we wrote out those lists all the same and then other members of the family would find them and tick off whatever gifts they could.

It made everything fun, helped people with gift-buying and it meant that you always got what you wanted, as I found out that year...

At some point leading up to Christmas I’d returned home a little more inebriated than I should have been at nineteen.  For whatever reason, I’d decided that the perfect time to write my Christmas list was right then.

I made sure I put the latest folding phone release on there, along with some perfume that I’d been looking at.  Then, almost completely out of leftfield, I wrote ‘anal sex’ as my third most-wanted thing of all.

Part of me thought it’d be something funny to write, but a deeper part of me had put it down for good reason.

After a friend of mine had recounted her experiences, I found myself fascinated by the prospect of anal sex.  I was an anal virgin, of course, but the notion was just too intriguing for me to ignore, and Clara had described it all so perfectly that it sounded like something from another planet.

She and her boyfriend had experimented, and she’d said it was way more amazing than she’d ever pictured.  Ever since then I’d been dreaming of doing it myself, but with no boyfriend it kind of made things difficult.

I’d even gone as far as to do a little online research, watching videos of people’s supposed first-time anal experiences and noting how their brows scrunched up when they were penetrated.  It mesmerized me, honestly.  Maybe it came along at the perfect time or something, but whatever the reason I found myself thinking about it twenty-four-seven.

I wrote out the list downstairs and went to sleep soon after.  The next morning I’d clean forgotten that I ever even made a list in the first place.  It slipped my mind so completely that I didn’t even notice that the list was missing.

My new home consisted of just the three of us; Mr. Joplin, his wife and me.  They treated me like one of their own.  They were both in their forties and needed a bit of extra income.  The rent was so cheap that it made sense, and I had much more freedom here than at home.

I found myself so confident and comfortable around Mr. Joplin, which were things I never felt at home.  I always felt like I was being judged or held to some kind of standard that I struggled to meet.

Mr. Joplin was unobjective.  He’s the one who seemed to care for me no matter what—the one I felt I could really talk like an adult, and who treated me like an adult back.

I heard a knock on the door of my bedroom that morning and he came walking in wearing his dressing-gown.

“Morning?” I asked, slightly confused.  He never did anything like this.

I noticed a tray in his hands, and he set it down beside me on the edge of the bed.  It had orange-juice, coffee and pastries on it.

“Is that for me?” I asked, beaming.

He nodded, but he seemed off.

“Wow, Mr. Joplin!”

“Figured you’d need it,” he said.  “How was last night?”

“Ugh!”  I sat up in bed and went straight for a Danish.  “I survived.  I guess that’s something.”

“Where’d you get to?”

“Just at Clara’s house.  She knows how to party.”

“I bet,” he said, then he pulled out a piece of paper from his front pocket.  He held it in his hand, looking down on it.

I swallowed down the pastry with a swig of coffee.  “What’s that?”

“Something I found this morning.  Something I’m glad my wife didn’t find,” he said.

I chewed slowly.  Some of the pieces were falling into place.  “Oh?”

“She’s out, by the way,” he said from nowhere.  “Won’t be back for a while.”

“Uh-huh.”

I was desperately trying to work out what I’d done.  I had the vaguest of ideas, but nothing was coming to me fully formed.  They were all fragments and half-memories.

Mr. Joplin shuffled on the spot.  “So, I found your Christmas list.”

“Oh!” I felt a sense of relief.  “Yeah, I must have written it last night when I got in.  Anything funny on there?”

“You could say that,” he said.

Any brief calm that I was feeling soon went away again.  Shit, what had I put.

“What’s on there?” I asked, taking another bite.

He cleared his throat.  “The newest Samsung, some perfume from Vera Wang, and then this.”

He offered me the note and tapped at number three on the list.  My eyes scanned along the line.  It read: ‘anal from mr joplin.’

I started to cough, pulling away from the note and averting my eyes.  Hopefully I’d choke to death.  Unfortunately, I didn’t.

“Care to explain?” he asked.

“I—I don’t know!  I just wrote anything down.  I thought it’d be funny, I guess.”

“Funny?”

“Yeah, like: ‘Ha-ha, she wants to do anal with a married man.’”  Jeez, that sounded ridiculous.

I looked up at Mr. Joplin from under my brows as he studied the note.  “It’s quite the list.”

“Well, you don’t have to get me everything on it.”

He let out a soft chuckle and I started to grin.  It felt like I’d gotten away with it.  I mean, what woman would legitimately be putting something like that on her Christmas list?  He had to believe that I was only joking, right?

“What if I told you I could get you all this,” he asked, holding the list out.

“A—all of it?”

He nodded.  “Everything you’ve put on here.  Including item number three.”

“I—I guess ...”

Fuck.  Now I know why he’d mentioned his wife being out.  This was it.  This was all my wildest dreams coming true, and it was happening when I felt close to my worse.

“If you want?” he asked, and his confidence seemed knocked.  “I mean, I don’t have to.  It was just an idea.  You wrote it, so I thought ...”

“I’d love that,” I told him quickly.  I hated seeing him like that and I felt my chances slipping, if I had a chance at all.

I kept thinking it was some kind of joke that he was playing.  I mean, he wouldn’t really fuck my ass, would he?  That wasn’t what older, married guys did, but maybe my Mr. Joplin was different to most.

He didn’t say anything as he placed the list on my chest of drawers and opened the front of his dressing-gown slightly.  I could see his hairy, muscled chest beneath.  It looked so inviting.  He never revealed this much.

“Now?” I asked.

He shrugged.

I instantly moved the breakfast tray from the bed to the floor and sat up straight.  The duvet slipped down to reveal my cleavage and I realized I’d slept topless.  I pulled the duvet up slightly.

“How long’s she out?” I asked wryly.

“Long enough.”

He walked confidently towards the side of the bed.  He looked down on me.  I looked at face, but I desperately wanted to look at something else.  His hand moved to the belt of his gown, and I looked to it instantly.

“Need help with that?” I asked.

Mr. Joplin didn’t answer.  Instead, he let the gown fall open and his cock rose through the gap.  I couldn’t help but flinch and gasp.  I was expecting him to be wearing some boxer-shorts, but this now meant that he’d planned this morning intrusion more than I’d thought.

“Oh, gosh,” I wowed.

I hadn’t seen many stiff cocks in my life so up-close and personal, but his sure was a picture.  It was thick and long, like I’d seen in porn.  Truly, it could have belonged to one of the male actors, all veined and delicious looking.  It was clean-cut and the head was swollen and throbbing.  I could see instantly that he was more turned-on than a simple erection.  He was brimming with excitement, and it made my lust start to bubble immediately.

“Is that all for me?”

Again, he didn’t say a word.  He had a quiet command about him that continued as he mounted the bed with one knee.  He moved forwards until I had nowhere to go.  His cock got closer and closer to my face and the joyous reality dawned on me.  It was going in my mouth.

I opened over him ravenously and pushed my lips down over him.  I could smell the sweetness of his shower-gel on the tuft of pubic hair as my nose approached it.  His inches were sucked into my mouth, but I couldn’t claim them all.  Shit, I was some way off.  The distance I couldn’t make I bridged with my hand, wrapping it round the hilt and pulling on him as my tongue danced around him.

“Angel,” he hushed.

His hand held my head, and I could feel his eyes watching me intently as I pleased him.  I’d no idea if his wife ever did this for him, but he seemed like a grateful recipient.

He started to groan as I twisted my mouth around him, riding it up over him and feeling my jaw ache at how wide I had to part my teeth.

Having my mouth just full of his dick like that was making me wetter than I ever imagined.  I could feel it bleeding against my panties.

He dragged down the duvet and I felt the air on my exposed tits.  It was no time to be coy now, but I still felt nervous at exposing myself to him like that.  He’d never seen me anywhere close to naked.

Mr. Joplin was a whole new kind of ‘first.’  The first older guy; the first married guy; the first guy in my ass.

I pressed him to the top of my throat and hummed on him as his hand came to squeeze my tits.  They were modest, but easily a handful.  He paid attention to each, grabbing them with enough pressure that it sent a blast of delight through me.  My nipples stiffened and my pussy swelled.

For the moment I didn’t think about the list I’d written.  I was focused solely on delivering an earth-shattering blowjob to my landlord.  I wanted to show him that I was experienced.  I wanted to please him more than his wife did.

“That’s it,” he hushed.  “Get it nice and wet and ready for your ass.”

That’s when it hit home where he was going.  My pussy was turning damp but all the juices in the world weren’t going to help him squeeze his cock in my ass.  I started to wonder how it would feel.

I pulled off him and jerked his cock, studying its size and girth.  Could I handle it?  I’d soon find out.

He let his gown fall off him completely and he lifted back the duvet to get into bed with me.  He lay beside me and beneath the duvet his hands started to explore.

They started on my hips, pulling me closer to him until our lips could meet.  It felt so weird kissing him like we were lovers, but I soon got over it.  Having his mature tongue swirling round my mouth made me melt and eased any inhibitions.

He squeezed at my ass with his cool, rough hands, pulling me closer until his erection was pressing against me.  I could feel his hips grind on me.  I wanted so much more.

I gripped his cock and started to jerk it.  Mr. Joplin’s hand moved to the front of my panties.  He pushed against the soft flesh and awakened my clit beneath.

“Mmm,” I cooed.

His fingers stayed where they were, rubbing back and forth along me and teasing out the juices that he’d already coaxed to the fore.

They bled against the front of my panties and turned the crotch sticky.  When he finally pushed his fingers down inside my underwear he became excited by the wetness that greeted him.

“Oh, Angel,” he hushed, and he moved his fingers down until they were right at the source.

He kissed me and drove his tongue into my mouth as he drove his fingers inside me.  My mouth opened in a moan and he snatched it from me.

He pulsed his fingers within me and then pulled them out quickly.  My eyes opened, wondering why he’d stopped so soon, then he pushed his soaked fingers into my mouth.

I closed my eyes and hummed contently as I tasted myself on him.  I’d never done anything as naughty as that for anyone, but something told me it wasn’t stopping there.

He paid close attention as I cleansed his fingers of my juices, then he returned them to my pussy for a fresh bout.  His kisses moved down off my face and soon he was latched onto my nipple, flicking his tongue across it as he pushed his fingers into me again.

I opened my mouth in a silent moan that soon became audible.  It left me as a low growl that peaked at the end as I thrust my head back into the pillow.

His fingers drove through my core quickly, working out my fluids.  I could hear the smacking of his digits inside me as he moved quicker.  My body became charged with excitement, trembling like a bomb that was desperate to explode.

“Oh, Mr. Joplin,” I whimpered, and I gripped his wrist.

I felt my pussy squeeze on him and then my climax burst within me.  It snuck up on me almost from nowhere.  I knew I was excited, but I had no idea I was that excited.  For a second my inhibitions left me completely and I came all over his fingers.

“That’s it, Angel,” he said, kissing my moaning face.  “Come for me.”

Boy, did I.  The orgasm was one of the most intense I’d ever had.  He kept his fingers inside me to ride out the whole climax.  My pussy pinched him over and over and my asshole twitched beneath.

He pulled out of me and quickly found my tight knot.  With his fingers soaked he was able to push one of them inside me.  Before I knew it, I had a finger in my ass and a small taste of what it might be like.

I remember feeling guilty that I found the sensation so amazing.  I thought that women—real women—weren’t supposed to like this kind of thing.  It was something that guys got off on.  Yet here I was with his finger deep in my ass, and I wanted more.

He kissed me and I kissed him back.  If he was willing to be this naughty, then I was willing to be naughty right along with him.

He moved his finger through my muscle slowly at first, but gradually he built his speed until he was fucking my ass.

I wriggled and moaned, gasping as he pleased my pussy from the other side.  The orgasm had fluttered away from me, but it still felt as though it was lingering just beneath the surface and waiting to be called upon again.

I held his cock hard, squeezing around him and pulling my hand up his shaft.  He felt as hard as rock.

“Let’s see what I’m dealing with here,” he said, and he pushed back the duvet and rolled me over.

He moved his finger through me and looked down as it eased slowly through my asshole.  I let him watch, wriggling against my bed as he finger-fucked my ass slowly.

I felt him spit on me, then the texture of his finger changed.  He started to twist it through me and I gasped at how my muscle opened and closed in a new way.

Soon the tip of his second finger arrived at my ass.  It surprised me at how my muscle was able to relent and let him inside.  It felt like such a small hole, but Mr. Joplin was doing something to it that I didn’t know was possible.  It was like he was giving it a massage and getting me relaxed.  And it was working.

“That’s it,” I hushed, and I felt his other hand grip my big ass.

He sucked a breath through his teeth and pushed his second finger into me.  My asshole widened further than it ever had before.  I was excited that I was able.  It meant that it might truly be possible to take that big, stiff cock of his in a place it really didn’t belong.

I remember wishing that I could tell Clara everything I’d been through, but I knew her first question would be to ask who the guy was.  I couldn’t tell her the truth, obviously.  It was something that had to stay between me and Mr. Joplin.  It’d crush me if his wife ever found out.

“I think you’re ready,” he said.

I opened my eyes and looked back at him.  “Ready for the real thing?”

He nodded.  “Let me put this big cock inside you.”

“Do it,” I urged.  “Do it!”

He mounted me, straddling the top of my thighs.  I kept my face in the pillow and pushed my ass up off the mattress.

He gripped beneath me and pulled up at my hips, pointing my ass out further.  He spat on my asshole again and rubbed at it, only this time it wasn’t his finger doing the rubbing.

He pressed his cock against my ass it started to swallow him up gradually, widening over the crown as I moaned out a mixture of pain and pleasure.

He stretched the circle of muscle but then something changed.  It felt as though my ass was sucking him into it.  I started to engulf him, wrapping over his cock and feeling proud that I was able.

“Look at that,” he hushed, and I was left to imagine the sight of my asshole warping over his dick.  It must have looked so naughty for him to stare down on a sight like that.

“Mr. Joplin!” I cried, attempting to make him feel even naughtier.

“That’s it, Angel,” he groaned, and he gave me everything he had.  He fell over me and I yelped as his cock burst up into me.

It felt surreal at first, like he was performing some operation on my lower stomach, but soon I found the sensation intriguing and even delighting.  It was like he’d found a new way to fuck my pussy.  As his cock started to rock, I felt that tremble of climax return from nowhere.  Mr. Joplin spotted it too.

“That’s it, Angel,” he said.  “I wanna see you come.  Be a naughty little slut for me and come on my cock.  You think you can do that while I fuck your ass?”

“Yes!” I growled, biting at the pillow.  I was so certain.

I reached my hand beneath me and pushed it against my aching pussy.  It had been calling out for a more purposeful touch ever since his cock had started to delight it from this new, absurd angle.  The second my fingers pushed against my charged clit I felt the climax return anew.

“Yes!” I whined.  “Oh, Mr. Joplin!”

“That’s it,” he said, and he started to increase his intensity to match mine.

I whined into the pillow as he lost himself, fucking me so hard that the whole bed started to move.

It creaked and whined from his thrusts, and I was so grateful that his wife was out of the house.  The noise from this room was unmistakable, but you’d never had guessed its source.

His big cock burst through my ring over and over and my finger wound around my sensitive folds.  My pussy was more swollen than I’d ever known.

“Oh, Angel,” he cried.  It was so hot to hear him call my name.

I was so focused on my own climax that I didn’t realize that he was nearing his.  I just kept gasping and whining, furrowing my brow and yearning for release.

My pussy started to clench, and I felt my ass begin to squeeze around him.  He plowed on against the rebelling muscle, relishing the new tightness.

“That’s it, Angel!” he strained, pumping his cock quickly through me.

He pushed down on my hips now and rocked himself through me, using my tight muscle to jerk the tip of his cock.

I swallowed over him again and again, whimpering joyous cries into the pillow as my climax continued.  It was like nothing I’d ever known.  I could feel the wetness pouring out of me.

“Angel!” he strained, and then he pushed himself all the way deep and put his weight on me.

He rocked on me, and I felt his cock throb.  It pulsed out his warmth and I felt the heat arrive deep in my ass.  It was a sensation that you could never replicate, but one that I instantly adored.

My eyes rolled back.  “Mr. Joplin ...”

I went somewhere else completely for a second or two.  I could hear his grunts as he fed my ass all of his cum.  He rocked and pushed deep, sending his seed far into my body, as though he was secreting it away.

“That’s what I wanted,” I hummed, wriggling into the pillow.

My asshole felt like a whole new part of me.  It hugged Mr. Jopin tightly and gave barely any signal that he was inside me.  It was as though it had been molded to the shape of his cock—like it was a bespoke hole just for him.

“You make me do such bad things,” he whispered, kissing at my neck and ear.

The wet pecks felt so sensual, contrasting the dirty act we’d just done.  He pumped his cock slowly through me, but I could tell it had lost some of its stiffness.

He pulled back and I felt my ass exorcise him.  It made me startle.  I couldn’t control its exit.  When he was out of me Mr. Joplin fell beside me on the bed and breathed deep.  His wrist was across his forehead.

I put my arm over his chest and nestled in against his shoulder, kissing him gently.

“That was incredible,” I told him.

“My wife ... she never lets me do that.”

“I’ll let you.  I’ll fill the gaps that she leaves.”

He looked across.  “That wouldn’t be fair.”

“I don’t care what’s fair as long as I get to do that again!”

I leaned over and gave him a big kiss.  Mr. Joplin’s smile was as broad as mine.  I’d clean forgotten about my hangover the entire time, but suddenly it came easing back.

I crashed back into the pillow.  “My head!”

“I’ll grab you some aspirin,” he said, wrapping his gown around him.

I lay on the bed with his seed easing out of my ass.  He lingered by the door, looking back.  I spied him, realizing that he could probably see my ass from where he was stood.

“Look good?” I asked, and I sent a finger back there to assess the damage.

It slipped into my ass, pushing past the cum.  I hummed at the sensation and Mr. Joplin shook his head in the doorway as he watched.

“You’re something else, Angel.”

“I’m your little slut, and now I only want two things for Christmas.”

THE END
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Steamy Sauna Anal With The Alpha Swede
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Christmas is all about traditions, and in Sweden we have a few that might make your hairs stand on end, for a variety of reasons.  One of them—brace yourself—is a nude sauna with frequent dips in the ice-cold water outside.

The drastic changes in temperature are great for the skin, the body, and the mind.  I wouldn’t have it any other way, but my family aren’t so keen.  We share a sauna with our neighbors down by the lake, but I still can’t get them to join me when it really gets cold.

I don’t mind, really.  I do it on my own often enough that it’s just become normal.  I’m sure people from other countries would find it strange, but for me it’s just something we do.  Just because you’re all naked, it doesn’t mean something sexual has to happen.  It’s just that sometimes, it does anyway.

I was nineteen and this tradition was something my neighbors had done for years.  Every Christmas eve I’d watch them from our window as they headed down to the lake, just a little out of view.  One year I’d seen them jump in there naked, but I didn’t watch for long.

However, that year there was an important difference in proceedings.  First of all, Mr. Mikkelsen’s wife was working over the holidays and couldn’t get the time off.  Secondly, I was reaching the absolute peak of my adolescent horniness and I was desperate to sample their sauna tradition.  I was yearning for a guy, but I had such firm sensibilities that I hadn’t yet done anything sexual with anybody.  The farthest I got was watching a few movies online.  I love the age-gap ones, you know?  Where the guy is like, forty or fifty and the girl is my age.  I’ve seen some naughty ones of those.

It was Christmas Eve morning when I saw Mr. Mikkelsen venture down to the bottom of our field with a cup of hot cocoa.  He walked briskly, seemingly unaffected by the cold.  Me?  I had my robe wrapped tight around me and I couldn’t wait to feel the heat of the sauna on my bare skin as I skipped quickly out from the house to join him.

“Sara,” he said, spotting me.  “Are you joining me?”

“If that’s okay?”

“Just know that I do it traditional, is that alright?”

“Is there any other way?” I asked, trying to appeal to him immediately.

“That’s my girl,” Mr. Mikkelsen said.  “A real Swede.”

Mr. Mikkelsen had been down earlier to get the coals fired up.  I knew the second I touched the doorhandle that it’d be bliss inside.

“Merry Christmas, Sara,” he said, and he closed us inside the warm, wooden room and took off his robe.

I knew it was going to happen.  I knew I was going to see it, but I wasn’t prepared.  My eyes went instantly to it the second Mr. Mikkelsen released it.  He’d shaven his pubic-hair close, and it really accentuated how big he was.

I took my robe off too, hanging it on the hook near the door and moving up onto the warm benches.  Mr. Mikkelsen sat opposite, his legs wide and his arms sprawled across the seat of the bench above him.  His head was cast back, and he was looking to the ceiling.

“More room this year,” he said.  “My wife insists on sitting beside me.  One perk at least.”

“Shame she couldn’t make it.”

“We’re here for her instead,” he said, and he took a long, deep breath.

I watched his body as the sweat started to form beneath the curls of hair on his chest.  I couldn’t help but stare at that big thing that sat between his legs.  It seemed to hold great power.  I was intoxicated by it.

Mr. Mikkelsen had barely glanced in my direction, and I wasn’t sure how to feel about that.  It was wrong, of course, but its still flattering to have someone check you out, even if that someone happens to be over twice my age and married.
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