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Richard wasn’t gentle.  I think his job dictated that he really put his patient through the ringer in his attempts to work their muscles back to health.  It seems most muscles needed a vigorous bout of jostling before they could be manipulated, and there was another muscle of mine that was about to experience that.

Now both of his hands moved to my ass, and he started to push and massage it, working it slow.  He was breathing deeper and so was I.  I could feel the arousal mounting inside me.  My pussy was dripping with excitement, but none of it would help.

What would help though was the sudden fresh drops of warm oil that he delivered to my ass cheeks, letting them dribble all over me.

“Perfect,” he hushed, and I closed my eyes.  “Just perfect, Kim.”

He moved his hands in a circular motion, working the oil into my buttocks before spreading them wide and running his thumbs between them.

He pressed down on my butt and one of his thumbs waggled at my tight knot, pressing inside and letting me feel it.

“Mr. Shields,” I hushed, biting my lip.

His thumb pressed right through the hole, and I felt the lubricant of his oil around my knot.  He was able to slip himself in quickly and then he pulled out as rapidly as he’d arrived.

I was about to take a breath to relax but then I felt his other thumb bounce into me from the other side.  That stayed there for a while and then he took that thumb out too.  His hands worked around my toned butt again, then he slipped the thumb in without warning, pulling it out and replacing it with the thumb of his opposite hand in quick succession.

He repeated the substitution of his thumbs inside me and I started to gasp, gripping the sides of table tightly as I experienced his wild ride.

His thumbs probed and probed until my ass started to relent to the subtle stretching.  It got wider and wider and soon he was working both thumbs inside me and putting my asshole to the test.

“Good, Kim,” he said, working against the tightness.

“Mr. Shields!” I gasped, and I felt as though I was close to climax.

Again, and again his thumbs blasted through me, sometimes alternating, sometimes going in me together.

I wriggled on his treatment table and felt a strange thrill in our setup.  Mr. Shields was doing the naughtiest of things to me, but from here I could see nothing.  I didn’t have to look into his eyes.  He could have been anyone, but every time I reminded myself that it was Mr. Shields I felt an added burst of excitement that stirred something inside me.

“You’re gonna make me come, Mr. Shields,” I whined, and it seemed to make the act more real.

“You’re gonna come for me?” he asked.

“You’re gonna me come,” I croaked again, and I felt the climax rush up on me.  “Oh, fuck my ass!”
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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.”

“I know but now that I’ve seen it ...”

“Let’s just try and forget it, huh?”

“I can’t!”

“It’s only been a day, honey.”

“I know, but it’s all I’ve been thinking about.”

He seemed more engaged.  “Really?”

“Yeah!  It’s like I can’t get the image out of my head.”

“I ... I’m not sure I know what I can do about that.”

I sighed.  “Me either.  It’s like it’s locked in my mind in that state.  Every time I think about it, it’s just this delicious, thick, hard, beautiful cock!”

His eyes were bulging from his skull as he stared at me.  I was breathing so hard that my tits were bursting against my bra and my shoulders were bouncing.  I’d gotten a little carried away.

“Beautiful?” he asked.

“I—I didn’t mean that.  I meant ... aesthetically ... it ...”

“I’ve got an idea,” he said, thankfully cutting me off from digging a bigger hole.

“What?”

“I’ll come by tonight, when Cleo’s asleep.  I’ll show you that it’s just a penis and then you can start forgetting about it.”

“You think that’ll work?”

He shrugged.  “Worth a shot, isn’t it?  If it’ll cure your cock-fever.”

He started to laugh.

“Anthony!  Not funny!”

“I’ll be by tonight.”

He left the room and closed the door quietly.  I wasn’t so sure that his plan was going to help.  Now my thoughts of his cock dialed up to eleven.  I was going to see it again!  That didn’t seem like the best medicine.

Either way, I drifted off to sleep.  I dreamed of Anthony, standing there all wet and with a thick erection punching out from his body, just like it had in the bathroom.  I dreamed of dropping to my knees and sucking on him, then thoughts of the porn that I’d watched earlier started to mingle in.

I imagined his cock fucking an ass, but as the dream continued the face of the porn actress transformed into mine.  I awoke with a jolt, breathing heavily.

“It’s okay,” a voice whispered, and I realized he was already in the room, sitting on the end of the bed.

I reached for the beside light and switched it on.  Anthony shielded his eyes.  He was wearing his dressing-gown.

“Jeez, that’s bright,” he said.  “You having a bad dream?”

“I don’t know,” I answered honestly.  My sticky crotch was telling me it wasn’t all bad.

“Are you ready?” he asked.

In my startled state I’d completely forgotten about his crazy plan.  Before I had chance to change my mind, I answered him.

“I’m ready.”

“I really think this will help,” he said, standing up from the bed and turning towards me.  “You saw what you saw, and it’s no big deal.  Every guy has them.”  He pulled the little fabric belt open, and his gown started to split.

“So, here’s one of them flaccid,” he continued, parting the gown.  “Hopefully you can see that it’s not that big a deal.”

He spread the middle of the gown apart and I gasped as I saw his soft cock.  It looked just as beautiful.  It wasn’t hard, but you could tell just from the way it hung there that it was big and weighty.

“See?  No big deal.”

I looked up into his eyes.  He must have saw the doe-eyed glaze over them.

“You okay?” he asked.

“It hasn’t helped!  It still looks incredible!”

He covered himself up with a sigh.  “It was worth a try.”

“No,” I said.  “Don’t.”

“Don’t what?”

The words had leapt from my throat before I’d had chance to vet them.

“Don’t’ put it away,” I said, committing to the folly.  “I want to see more of it.”

“Jess, you shouldn’t.”

“I know.  I think that’s why I want to.”

“Is that why you think about it so much?  Because it’s so wrong.”

He might have been on to something.

“I don’t know, Ant.  I don’t know, but I do know that that’s one of the prettiest cocks I’ve ever seen, and if you ever break like I have, I’d very much like to hook-up.”

He frowned in confusion.  “Hook-up?”

“I don’t care that you’re married,” I said, my whisper rising to a low announcement.  “I think you’ve got a beautiful cock and that shouldn’t be a bad thing to say.”

“Jess ...”

He stood there, meeting me in the moment.  Something caught my eye from nowhere, and I realized that his cock was gradually peering out from between his gown, stiffening right before my eyes.

“There,” I gasped, pointing.  “Oh, Anthony.”

He looked down, but he made no attempt to cover his modesty this time.  Instead, it just grew, throb-by-throb, stiffening and rising until it was punching out powerfully from between the gap in his gown.  I saw those same veins flare up along its length.  The head turned smooth and full.  It looked powerful and beautiful all at once.

“There it is,” I said, a twinkle in my eyes.

“You’ve done the craziest thing to me,” he said.

Cleo lay asleep in the room beyond, oblivious to her husband’s actions.  Ant seemed equally oblivious of Cleo as came towards me at the side of the bed and offered his cock straight to my mouth.

I looked up to check if this was what he wanted.  His cock touched my lips and I just opened right over him instantly, closing my eyes and winding my head down over him.

I felt his hard cock fill my mouth.  My tongue rubbed against it and the resistance turned me on like nothing else.  He was so hard, and it was all for me.

At first, he stood there, as though he wasn’t involved in things.  I threw my head along his cock over and over, gradually introducing my hand to jerk him.  The whole thing was just happening so fast, but I didn’t want it to stop or slow down.  I wanted to worship that cock of his and pull out its cum.

“That’s it,” he hushed.  “Good girl, Jess.”

He stroked his hand over me, and I just felt so loved.  He was saying all the right things.  My pussy started to salivate further, brimming with juices.

His hips started to move.  At first it was gradual, and I had to change the rocking of my head slightly, so he didn’t breach my throat.  But soon he was moving in long pumps, driving his cock through my lips without me even having to do anything.

I just kept my mouth as wide as I could, pressing my tongue against his cock as it rushed through my mouth and tickled at the top of my throat.

With my hand free I started to rub at my pussy, then Ant moved the duvet aside to see me delving my arm down into my pajama pants.

“Good girl,” he said again.

He fucked my mouth as I rubbed myself.  My fingers pressed into my wet honeypot, spreading the juices back against myself.

His rhythm faltered.  His hands came to the waist of my pants, and he pulled them down, revealing my naked body beneath.  I closed my legs, feeling bashful.  It seemed stupid, given the circumstances.

I took him from my mouth and rolled over as he surveyed me.  He squeezed at my hip, moving my t-shirt up a little.  Gradually I opened my legs, showing him my shaven, dripping core.

“Oh, Jess,” he hushed.  “That’s so beautiful.”

I felt a swell of confidence as his eyes ran over my most intimate of places, just like mine had ran over his.

I started to rub myself slowly for him.  Anthony grabbed his cock and jerked it, and I became ten-times more turned-on.  Seeing him take command of his powerful cock like that was like watching an artist go to work.  It was clearly something he had done many times, and he knew just how to do it perfectly.

His hand rushed slowly back and forth, pinching to the tip and pulled back.  His eyes ran over me, using my nakedness as his arousal’s fuel.

It was reciprocated in turn, and the juices of my pussy flooded freely as I stared at him jerking his cock.  I pressed my fingers inside and then pulled them out, but before I could rub them back against myself Anthony had grabbed my wrist.

He knelt to the floor and studied my soaked digits.  I watched him, excited and wary.  He opened his mouth over them and took a long, hard suck, tasting my juices.

My stomach did somersaults.  I couldn’t believe how willfully he was tasting me, but if that was a surprise then the next thing almost made me pass out.

He moved my legs apart and then grabbed my hips, dragging me to the edge of the bed until it was clear where his face was headed.

He pressed himself between my knees and then swallowed right over my soaked mound, tasting the wet flesh and gliding his tongue up the groove.

I threw my head back into the pillow and sucked a breath.  My back arched and my tits pointed at the ceiling.

Anthony wrapped his arm over me and let me know that he was staying put for now, then he proceeded to suck and toy with my pussy until I could no longer deny the looming climax.

I was brimming with excitement from the moment I woke up, but this really took things to the next level.  To feel his mouth on me like that was something I never thought I’d experience, and he was good at it.  He tongued me like he meant it, putting in the effort to get me off.

His mouth kissed me, and his lips pulled and jostled me delightedly, moving my flesh apart and teasing at the hood of my clit.  My little pearl grew swollen, charged with excitement.  Each nudge sent the meter of my excitement soaring higher.  I could feel the bubbling climax approaching like a rumbling thunderstorm.

“Ant, you’re gonna make come,” I whined.

He didn’t say a thing.  He just carried on eating my pussy, gripping me harder as I wriggled.

The orgasm centered on my core and then exploded outwards in radiating waves, moving through my body like aftershocks that made me tremble.

I had to stifle my cries so as not to alert Cleo.  They left me in stuttered grunts as my face reddened.  I stared down on Anthony to see him looking up at me with a grin in his eyes.  Below, out of sight, his mouth and tongue worked in glorious union, tickling at my pulsing core.

My muscles flexed on his mouth and gradually I settled back to earth, breathing hard and letting out whimpers of disbelief and ecstasy.

“Gosh, that was so good!  I don’t deserve that.”

“You do,” he whispered.

He kissed my pussy gently and I hissed a breath.  It was so sensitive, but I wanted his mouth to stay on me.

Anthony must have been clued-in to the same thing, because rather than attack my pussy, he moved his tongue down a few inches and tickled up at my ass.

I giggled at first, unsure of how to react.  He smirked up at me.

“You like that?”

I bit a finger and scrunched my shoulders.  “Maybe.”

“Let’s check.”

He went in again, this time much more deliberately.  His tongue stayed put, tickling around my little knot and pressing against it to check its resistance.  I thought to that naughty video I’d seen and the crazy dream that I’d had.

Anthony moved away from me and stood up.  His cock was still rock hard, with his gown flowing either side of it.

“Good night,” he said, and he pulled it over himself as though he was going to leave.

“No,” I said, sitting up and grabbing his arm.  “No.  You need to come.”

“I need to get out of here.”

“No,” I said again, and in an attempt to keep him there I rushed my t-shirt off my head.

It worked.  He looked at my tits, biting slowly at his lip in thought.

I leaned away slowly, so as not to lose him from my lure.  I settled back against my fluffy pillows, leaving the duvet off me.  I squeezed at my big tits and teased a finger over my pussy.  I could finally touch it again without it feeling too sensitive.

“Don’t go yet,” I said in my most smoky of voices.

“Jess ...”

“Stay,” I said, and then I thought of the one thing no guy can refuse.  “Stay and fuck my ass.”

He lingered on the spot.  A smile widened on both of our faces.

“We can’t do that,” he said, but I could tell from his grin that he didn’t mean it.

I turned over onto my stomach and pushed my ass up slowly off the bed, making it as curvy and inviting as I could.

“Sure we can,” I said.  “Just push it right inside.”

“Oh, Jess,” he said, and he pounced on me.

My smile was stretching from ear to ear at first, like dog with a new toy, but the second his tongue touched my forbidden hole my brow furrowed in pleasured anguish, and I moaned into the pillow.

I used it to stifle my cries, wailing as he poked me with his pointed tongue and started to venture far enough inside to give me an idea of what it was all about.

I didn’t realize how sensitive my ass was.  Each of his licks sent a shiver of bliss through me.  His tongue swirled on my asshole, making my pussy drip with pleasure.  But all the pussy-juice in the world wasn’t going to make my ass any easier to get inside.

He opened me up gradually, starting with a finger that twisted and probed inside me.  I felt the muscle spread and soon the intruder moved through me easily.  After a few minutes of him massaging me open, the muscle no longer tried to close the second he retreated.

Instead, it found a new level of slackness, and Anthony exploited it by introducing his second finger.  He kept this up until he was almost pushing a third in.  With a slap on my ass and a bite of my cheek, he finally went for it.

“You’re ready,” he said, and he moved up onto the bed to kneel behind me.

I bit at my bicep and looked off at my alarm-clock.  The red light blinked at 4:02.  He pressed against my relaxed knot, and it spread over the tip of him, easier than I could have imagined.

I felt a pang of stretching pain as he hit his widest point.  He moved slower, pushing inside me as I growled.  I moved my face to the pillow again to deaden the sounds.

“That’s good, Jess,” he said, looking down as he disappeared up inside me.  “That’s it.”

Each inch felt like a mile as he slowly defiled me.  His cock searched up through me and finally I felt my ass start to accept him and suck him inside.

The next few inches were easy.  He passed his stiffness up inside me and I felt giddy just knowing that his beautiful cock was now stowed-away in the naughtiest of places.

“It’s in my ass,” I gasped, wincing.

“Yes, it is,” he confirmed slowly, holding my cheeks apart with his hands.

He moved through the hole steadily.  I felt him retreat and he pushed back into me, lengthening his thrusts bit-by-bit until he was passing almost all his inches through me at once.

He started slow at first.  I could focus on exactly where he was inside me.  He’d move back all the way to his tip, and I’d feel my ass open, waiting to pop him free and snap shut in his wake.  But he didn’t give it the relief it craved.  Instead, he pushed his inches back inside me and ventured deep, nudging my lower stomach as he sunk to the hilt.

I could feel his pubic-hair at the top of my ass-crack.  His balls would smack against my wet pussy too.  Anthony’s cock stirred inside me, toying with my pussy from a whole new angle.  That was the part of porn that you didn’t get to experience: the feeling.

You can watch all the videos of ass-fucking you like, but you’ll never truly know how it feels to have Anthony’s seven-inch-cock buried all the way inside you.  I felt full.

“Fuck, look at that,” he said quietly behind me.  “So beautiful.”

“Keep fucking me,” I whimpered.  “I want you to finish in there.  Can you do that?”

“Yes, baby,” he said confidently.

“Then do it.  I want to feel it, all hot and melting.”

His slow pumps turned to harsh thrusts as he went through the gears.  My knees slipped from under me and soon I was laying prone on the bed.  I had nowhere to retreat to now.  I was at his mercy, and Anthony didn’t show any of that.

He pumped into me, smacking his hips against my ass.  His cock surged through my tight ring.  The muscle clamped around him, pinching all along his length as his cock swelled and stiffened.  It felt new inside me as he approached climax.

“Oh, Jess,” he growled.  “Jess!  I’m gonna come!  I’m gonna come!”

“Do it,” I whispered.  “Come!  Come in me!  Come in my ass!  Please!”

He wrapped his arms under me and really used me.  He held me in his grasp, moving only his hips.  He powered into me, fucking me hard and jerking his cock through my ring.

“Come!” I wailed.  I needed it now.

“Oh, Jess!”

“Come!  Come, Anthony!  Pump it in my ass!”

Just then the door burst open, right at our most sinful moment.

“Ant!” came Cleo’s cry.

“Cleo!” I cried back.

“Oh, fuck!” was all he could say.  He was ignoring her completely.  “I’m fucking coming!”

“Anthony!” Cleo cried again, but then she fell silent.

I could only imagine her view.  She would have been staring into her husband’s clapping cheeks and watching his cock surge into me.  I wondered if she’d figured out exactly where he was housed, but then Ant made it obvious to her.

“I’m coming in your ass, Jess,” he strained.  It was as though he knew there was no coming back from this, so he was just enjoying it to the fullest.

“Come,” I whispered back.

I held my ass open for him and he rocked slowly, filling me with that glorious, naughty spunk of his.

I looked back to see Cleo in the doorway.  She was mesmerized.  She didn’t yet look upset.  She was just watching, catatonic as her husband pumped his cum into my asshole.

“Oh, Anthony,” she whispered.  It sounded like it was their end.

He bucked slowly now, plunging his cock into the sticky, cum-soaked hole that used to be my ass.  Now it was his fuck-toy.  It belonged to him.

He bit at my back and then kissed my shoulders.  His touch felt incredible, but I couldn’t enjoy it as much as I had been doing.  With Cleo behind us I felt an enormous guilt.  Perhaps his climax was clouding his judgment, but he’d surely be feeling it too soon.

He pulled out of me slowly and I let out one final grunt.  I felt his hand on my ass, opening it.

“Look at that,” he said proudly.

Cleo moved.  I looked back to see her on tiptoes, spying down over me and looking at exactly what Anthony was showing her.

“Did it work?” she asked.  “Jess?  Are you still thinking about his cock?”

I realized then that I wasn’t, so I answered honestly.  “No, Cleo.”

“You couldn’t have done it quieter?” Cleo said, her hands on her hips.

Anthony rolled over and his wet cock slapped against his stomach.  “I had to get there,” he said.

It seemed her only annoyance was that she’d been woken up.

“Come on,” she said, let’s get you cleaned up.

Anthony stood from the bed, and I turned over.  My ass closed gradually, trapping his seed inside me.

“No more cock for you, young lady,” she said, shaking a finger.

Behind her Ant walked naked from the room.  He cut a fantastic figure, but his cum-soaked cock no-longer held the same power now that I’d had my fill.

Cleo grinned.  “He’s good though, isn’t he?”

I was shaken by it all, but I nodded regardless.  He was good.

“Now try and get some sleep,” she said, and she followed him from the room.

I tried to listen down the hall for a sign of argument, but none came.  I didn’t know what kind of arrangement that they’d settled on, but I felt strangely used.

I realized though, that I didn’t care.  If Anthony wanted to use me like that, he was free to anytime.  Now all I had to do was feign another feverish bout of cock-delirium and I might be able to sample him again.  Who knows, maybe Cleo could come join us?

THE END
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Mom had done amazing since going single again, but Jonny had also squirreled away a fortune that I felt like her and I deserved.  I was always pretty confident that he was hiding something from her, but I never had much of a reason to check.

Back then I wasn’t so bothered where all his money was, but now that I was saving for Spring Break, things had changed.

I needed the money so I could head to Cancun with my friends, and so far, my efforts to limit my spending hadn’t exactly gone to plan.

I knew where Jonny lived, even though I rarely visited.  I’d sided with Mom.  I’d only known Jonny for a few years.  As far as I was concerned, stealing from him was guilt-free.

He lived up on the hills outside of town.  The roads wound up into the mountains, past the plots of various rich households that overlooked the normal folk below.  They all had pools and spotlights and four-car garages.  Jonny’s was no different.

It was going to be difficult to break in while he was out.  I could make a pretty good guess that the security would be top-notch.  So, I did the next best thing: I broke in while he was home.

I didn’t exactly plan things meticulously.  I needed money and I’d very quickly came up with this as a plan.  I didn’t know if Jonny had anything expensive that I could carry out on my own, but I decided to take my chances either way.

I parked up on the outskirts of their rich enclave, making sure not to rouse any suspicion, then I took the rest of the trip on foot.  It was wild looking down at the houses that lined the route.  Each of them must have cost millions, which irked me even more that Jonny couldn’t even spare me a few thousand.  He’d stopped replying to my messages eventually.

I recognized his house immediately.  Jonny liked to flash his wealth on Instagram, and there were some telltale features that gave his home away.  The fact the garage-door was open and his favorite lime-green Lamborghini sat inside was a pretty good indicator too.

The gates were locked at the front of his property.  I hadn’t even noticed the blinking light of the CCTV staring down on me.  This is where I started to improvise.

As luck would have it, the gate wasn’t exactly fitted well.  The iron poles that stretched down the gate itself were far too close together to get through, but the part where the gate met the wall was much less constricting.

I got on my knees and ducked under the top hinge.  I was able to kind of force my tits past the iron bar and squeeze my way through to the other side.  After that, it was easy.

I stalked slowly down the drive towards the open, lit garage.  Jonny wasn’t in there, but the door at the back of the garage was open.

It led to a staircase that curved down towards the lower floor of his place.  I stepped slowly along the tiles, listening out for him.

The living area was moodily lit in soft, orange lights.  One wall was all glass, and it looked out over the town below.  I could hear Jonny singing in the kitchen at the far side of the room.  The bright light from within stretched out across the polished floor and almost touched my feet.

I hurried towards the sofa as his voice got louder.  I fell to the ground and slid across the marble, backing into the shadows and pulling my knees tight to my chest.

My heart pumped fast as I hid.  Behind me I heard his singing continue.  From the reflection in the glass opposite I could see him enter the stairwell and head back up to his garage.

I stood up slowly and looked down on the blinking lights of the city that sat beyond the cool-blue infinity pool outside.  Jonny really was living it large up here and I was jealous.  Maybe I should have kept in touch ...

I rushed through the living room, looking for something that I could carry.  Whilst his sixty-inch television and Italian leather sofas were no-doubt expensive, they weren’t exactly the kind of thing that I could sneak out of there on my back.  Instead, I decided to explore.

I passed through the kitchen on my way.  It looked like he’d had been making a smoothie.  On the wall the security system played in a loop on the television, showing the various cameras around his house.

The screen changed and I saw Jonny in his garage, drinking from his glass and doing something under the hood of one of his cars.

I checked the side-room off from the kitchen.  There was a large collection of wine in a rack against one of the walls, but I didn’t know anything about that stuff.

I gave an audible sigh.  I passed out the other side of the kitchen and into a dining area.  There was art on the wall that was no-doubt worth thousands, but I’d never be able to carry it.  Likewise the sculpture on the podium was equally difficult.

Finally, I found his bedroom at the far end of the lower floor.  His bed was huge.  The large window from the living room had continued along the back of the house, affording Jonny some incredible views from his dressing area.

As I stalked slowly through the room, I caught the glint of something on his bedside table.  As I got closer, I saw that it was a watch.

“Jackpot,” I hushed.

He probably wouldn’t even miss it.  Shit, I bet this was just his ‘Tuesday’ watch.  I zipped the watch into the pocket of my jacket and turned for the door.

“Going somewhere?” a figure said, standing in the doorway.

I flinched and gasped, covering my mouth and trying not to laugh.  “You made me jump.”

“What the hell are you doing here?” asked Jonny stepping into the room.

“Just coming to see my favorite guy.”

His eyes were narrow and his face unmoving.  He stared across at me.  “You think I didn’t see you on the security cameras?” he asked.

I paused and then shrugged.  “I’ve got nothing to hide.”

“Apart from that watch in your pocket.”

“What are you talking about?”

He sighed.  “Harper, if you wanted money, you just had to ask.”

“But you always say no!”

“That’s why you ask.  To find out what the answer is.”

“But I know it’s going to be no!  Besides ... I don’t have anything in my pocket, so it doesn’t matter.”

He leant against the frame of the door.  “Here’s what’s going to happen.  You’re going to put the watch back, and I’m not going to ring the police, okay?”

“Jonny ...”

“Three ...”

“I don’t have your watch.”

“Two ...”

I folded my arms.

“One.”

Jonny took the phone from his pocket and started dialing. 

“Wait!” I cried.

He paused.

“Let’s say I do have your watch ...”

“You do have my watch.”

“What will you give me in return?”

“I just told you.  I won’t call the police.  That sounds like a pretty good deal.”

“But it’s me.  Can’t we come up with something.”

He breathed deep and moved into the room, sitting on the end of the bed.

“You need to be taught a lesson,” he said.

“Don’t call the cops.  Please.”

“The watch, Harper!” he boomed.

I felt a shiver and instantly I went in my pocket for the watch, releasing it and tossing it on the bed like it was too hot to touch.

He looked at it and shook his head.  “Just like your mother.”

“She didn’t rob anything from you.”

He raised an eyebrow.  “You ever think there might be two sides to every story?”

He picked his phone up and started to dial it again.

“What are you doing?” I asked, panicked.

“Calling the cops.  You’re trespassing, and you’re a thief.  Consequences have actions.”

“Don’t!” I cried.  “I just need money for Spring Break.”

He started to laugh.  “Spring Break?  You broke into my house and stole my watch ... for Spring Break.  You’re a little slut, just like your mom.”

“You cheated on her, remember.”

“I do remember,” he said.  “And you don’t know a fucking thing.  Your mom was the adulterer.  I paid her off to never see her again.”

I was speechless.  For the first time ever, I considered that her version of events might not have been the version of events.

“She ... cheated on you?”

He nodded.  “And now, as an added kick in the balls, here’s her daughter, stealing from me.  I gave you guys everything, and you just take, take, take.”

I started to feel bad for him.  I unzipped my coat and set it down, sitting on the end of the bed with him.

“I’m sorry,” I hushed.  “I didn’t know.”

His stubbled jaw was tight.  I could see he was angry.  Despite that he still looked handsome.  Mom had hit the jackpot and squandered it all.

“How about I earn the money?” I asked.

His hands came off his knees and he breathed deep, straightening his back.  “You want to earn the money?  How?”

I shrugged.  “Chores?”

“You need to be taught a lesson, Harper.  You can’t just go into people’s houses and steal.”

“Then teach me a lesson,” I said.  “You’re right.  I’ve been bad.  Straighten me out.”

His eyes came to mine now and they narrowed.  He was trying to figure me out.  I wasn’t sure exactly what I meant by my words either, but I couldn’t deny their sexual undertones.

“You want to be taught a lesson?”

I nodded with a smile.  “Maybe it’s the only way I can be fixed.”

“You know what they used to do to naughty girls decades ago?”

“What?”

“They’d lay them across a knee and spank them.”

“Spanking?  That doesn’t sound like a punishment.  That sounds like foreplay.”

“It can be both.”

He picked up the watch and looked down at it as he fidgeted.

“It’s a fake, you know?  You wouldn’t have gotten a penny for it.”

“So why do you wear it?”

“It was my dad’s.”

It hit me how much of an asshole I was.  “Gosh, I’m so sorry.”

“It’s okay,” he said.  “You’re going to pay for it.”

I put a hand on his shoulder to comfort him.  It was a real role reversal, and perhaps the first time I’d ever considered his feelings in my life.

“Now take off your pants,” he said calmly.

My hand stayed on his shoulder, but I froze.  I wasn’t sure if I’d heard him right.

“Take off your pants,” he said more sternly, leaning away so that my hand fell.

I locked my eyes on his, and saw that he was serious.

“You need to be taught a lesson, Harper.”

I stood up and pressed my toe against the heel of my sneaker, taking them both off in turn.  Jonny watched calmly from the end of the bed.

“You take them off,” I said to him, trying to wrest back some control.

He shook his head.  “Take off your pants.”

I huffed and then started to down my yoga-pants, peeling them over my ass and sliding them down my legs quickly.  I yanked them over the heel and tossed them towards my coat.

Jonny set his watch down on the duvet and then presented his lap to me.  “Lie here.”

I pulled my lips through my teeth nervously and looked out of the huge window.

“What if someone sees?” I asked.

“Lie here,” he stated again.

I moved into position, both excited and anxious.  I stretched across his lap, laying my torso on the mattress and placing my butt right beneath him, pointing upwards.

“You’ve been bad, haven’t you?” he asked.

“Uh-huh.”

“Say it.”

“I’ve been bad.”

His hands started to rub my ass-cheeks.  I wore a tiny pair of panties that slid into my butt, leaving my round, toned ass exposed.  His magic hands massaged and squeezed.  I felt him begin to grow in his pants.

“You’ve been a bad girl.”

“I’ve been a bad girl.”

“You need to be punished.”

“I need to be punished, Jo”—a flashing spank struck my ass—“neee!”

The crack of his palm hitting my butt rang out in the room.  It had been harder than I imagined it was going to be.  It stung hot.  I whimpered and felt  the juices arrive at my pussy as Jonny’s cock hardened further in his pants.

“You deserve this,” he said, rubbing at my reddening ass.

“I deserve this.”

He let down another wailing smack across my ass, on the other cheek this time.  It stung.  I felt a shiver go right through me.

“Are my panties in the way?” I asked.

He hummed.

“I can take them down for you, if you like?”

“Take them off.”

I wriggled them down over my ass and Jonny helped remove them the rest of the way.  My bare ass faced up at him, and it faced out at the town beyond, on-show for whoever wanted to watch.

“Much nicer than your mother’s,” he said, rubbing at my bare cheeks.

“It’s your ass now,” I cooed.

He squeezed it.  “I know.”

He let down another quick slap that caught me by surprise.  I closed my eyes and grunted hard.  The cry crawled through my throat all gravelly.

“Now you’re starting to feel sorry, aren’t you?” he asked.

“Yes, Jonny!”

“But you need more punishment, don’t you?”

“Yes, Jonny!”

His fingers started to creep into my crease as he stroked my ass.  I wanted to let him know that that was fine by me.

“You can put those hands of your anywhere,” I said.  “However you need to punish me.”

He stroked them into the crease of my ass.  I thought he might go for my pussy, but I was shocked when he started to rub at my asshole.

“That’s my ass!” I giggled.

“I know.”

He didn’t go anywhere near my pussy, as much as I wanted him to.  I lay there across his lap, feeling the stiff cock punching up into me.  Jonny leaned forwards and parted my cheeks.  I heard him spit, then I felt his warm saliva being rubbed into my asshole.

“I’ve never been punished like this before,” I said coyly.

“It’s the only way to teach you.”

“The only way?”

“Uh-huh.  You need to learn, Harper.”

“About what?”

“That your actions have consequences.  You break into the wrong house, you just might end up getting ass-fucked.”

I hissed a breath as his finger broke through my tightness.  My sphincter pinched around him, squeezing hard.  I hadn’t yet processed the fact that he was going to fuck my ass.  I was too busy coming to terms with his finger.

He pushed deep and his adjacent finger slid down the side of my pussy.  He wasn’t interested in that though.  Perhaps he thought I might enjoy it.  Little did he know, I was enjoying this.

“You think that’s punishment enough?” he asked, moving his finger through my hoop.  “You think I should stop here?”

I shook my head.  “No, Jonny.  I’ve been too naughty for you to stop there.  I haven’t learned my lesson yet.”

He probed me slowly, and gradually the ring of muscle started to grow accustomed to its permanent occupant.  He brought the other finger from beside my pussy and he started to press that inside me too.  To my surprise my asshole opened, and for the first time I felt it stretch as he pushed down towards the knuckle.

“Jonny,” I moaned.

“I think you’re starting to feel sorry, aren’t you?”

I nodded.  “I’m starting to.”

I closed my eyes and focused on that surreal, naughty sensation.  His fingers were in my asshole!  I couldn’t quite believe it.  They pushed and twisted slowly, lubricated by his spit.  It must have been quite the sight for him to look down and see my tight little butt pinching around him.

“This is my ass,” he said.  “Whose ass is it?”

“It’s your ass, Jonny!”

“Good girl.”

He spat again and I felt his finger slip through me a little easier.  I started to groan, enjoying it a little too much.  My pussy was brimming with juices, but none of them were going to help.  He had already decided how he was going to punish me, and it didn’t involve my pussy.

After a moment he whipped his fingers out of me and squeezed off my ass and down my legs.

“Get on your knees,” he said.

I slid off him and got on my knees before him, looking up at him with doe eyes as I feigned being truly sorry.

He unbuckled his belt and stood up, pushing his jeans and underwear down as one.  His cock sprang out of his pants, and I gasped, moving away so it didn’t hit me.

“Keep your ass open for me,” he said.

I had no idea what that meant, but I could take a guess.  I put my hand behind me and leaned forwards, finding my asshole.  It was still slack, and two of my fingers moved inside easily.  They were smaller than Jonny’s after all.

“Suck,” he said simply, and he sat down and gripped the base of his cock.

His dick was full of blood.  It looked so swollen and thick.  He was so turned-on, and that just made me even wetter.  Something about turning on an older guy made me feel more special than ever.  I felt a bond between us strengthen.  It wasn’t the bond most people share with an older guy, but something else.  Something debauched and naughty.  We were both as broken as each other, and there was a solace to be found in that.

I moved my mouth to the glorious tip of his cock and pushed my fingers as deep as they could go.  My lips swallowed over him, and my mouth became flooded with his arousal.  Taking him inside me like that felt incredible, but not as incredible as when he moaned.

“Harper,” he hushed, and he moved my hair away to see the sinful contact between my mouth and his cock.

I put on a show for him, twisting my fist up and down whilst probing my ass.  It was tough to keep the rhythm at both ends of myself.

“Don’t forget your ass,” Jonny said.

I tried a third finger, pushing it and feeling myself stretch.  I moaned but my cries were stifled by his cock that filled my mouth.

I rocked my head over him, jerking him with my mouth and getting the both of us ready for what was to come next.

Jonny pushed my head down until I had no choice but to take him in my throat.  It opened over him, and I felt the discomfort of having him lodged in there.  I couldn’t even wretch.

“You naughty slut,” he said, and then he pulled me off him.

I gasped upwards like I’d emerged from being dunked in water.  The spit stringed from my mouth.  My eyes welled with tears, but I wasn’t unhappy.  Far from it.  I’d found my place.

“Take off your top,” he instructed.

By now I did everything he asked without question.  He’d stripped me of disobedience.  I pulled my fingers from my ass and removed my t-shirt.

“And your bra,” he said afterwards.

I leaned away and popped the clasp, tossing the garment off to the side and showing him my true form.  His eyes ran over my tits.

He stood up and put his cock straight back in my mouth, pushing it deep and keeping it in my throat.  I felt him fill me like that all over again as he slid into my neck.

“Keep your ass open!” he yelled.

I put my fingers frantically to my ass and pushed them inside.  They spread up and widened my hole again.  When Jonny was satisfied that they were back where they belonged, he pulled back his cock and afforded me another breath.

I breathed deep, looking at his beautiful, spit-covered cock.  It was shining in glossy saliva, as though he’d already came and his cum was sheathing him like shrink-wrap.

“On the bed,” he said.

I got quickly into position, falling forwards into the plush duvet and keeping my fingers in my ass.  I pressed my face against the soft fabric and showed my ass to him.

He stood at the end of the bed, undressing without care in front of the tall, floor-to-ceiling windows.

When I looked back, he was naked and staring down at my ass, like he was transfixed and hypnotized by it.

“Take them out,” he said.  “Spread your ass.”

I did as he said, pulling at each cheek.  I could feel that my ass was still wide open.

“Look at that,” he hushed, jerking his cock from behind.

“Put your cock in me,” I moaned.  “Please.”

“Is that what you want?”

“Yes, Jonny!  Please!  Please fuck my ass!”

Shit, who could deny that?  I felt his weight arrive on the bed.  He spat again and this time I felt the saliva strike my asshole.

He straddled me and then used his cock to stir his spit towards my gaping ring.  The swollen crown met my resistance, and he pushed inside.  My eyes winced shut.  My brow furrowed and my forehead wrinkled.  I moaned into the sheets.

“That’s it, Jonny!”

He moved slowly but didn’t stop.  I felt his inches creep into me, then at a certain point it felt as though my ass was sucking him up inside it.

I enveloped him, feeling strangely proud as I took everything he had to offer inside me.  I felt his pubic hair grazing at the top of my ass, proving that he was all-the-way deep.

“That’s it,” he hushed.  “Take this punishment.”

“I deserve it,” I wailed.  “Punish me, Jonny.”

He started to fuck me, moving his cock through my aching ring.  It pinched tight around his shaft and jerked him.

His weight on me felt good too.  He pressed my ribs into the mattress, making it tougher to breathe.  Something about that felt amazing.  He was dominating me, and I wouldn’t have had it any other way.

“Think you can steal and get away with it, huh?” he said, upping his pace.  “Think you can steal from me?”

“I’m sorry, Jonny,” I wailed.  “I’m sorry!  Punish me!  Punish me!  Punish me!”

He started to pound me hard, hitting the whole weight of his body against me as he pushed his cock to its deepest point.

It teased my pussy from a new angle and prodded at the bottom of my stomach.  It felt odd at first, but the more he fucked me the closer I came to finding that hidden pleasure in the act.  I’d long-thought the moans from porn-stars couldn’t be real when they were getting fucked in the ass.  They couldn’t have enjoyed it, could they?  Well, I’m here to tell you that you absolutely can enjoy it, and not only that, you can come from it too.

The orgasm rushed up on me quickly, almost from nowhere.  One moment I’m thinking about how weird a sensation it is, having that thick rod in the wrong hole, and the next minute I’m gasping for breath to fuel my impending release.

He hammered into me without respite, fucking me right up until the point of climax and beyond.

It had only taken the briefest thought to start me off, but it had bloomed inside me like a raging fire.  The idea of a nineteen-year-old girl getting her ass fucked by an older man was what kicked me off.  He was over twice my age, for fuck’s sake, and now he was doing this to me.  It was so fucking naughty that I could hardly comprehend it.  In that heady mix of surreal naughtiness, I started to come.

“Jonny!” I gasped over and over, wriggling beneath him.

He didn’t give me any quarter.  He just kept pounding me with that thick, meaty cock of his as I started to wail out my pleasure.

“Jonny, I’m coming!”

I’d never had an orgasm without touching my pussy before.  It was like we’d found a loophole.  I felt the muscles inside me contract and relax over and over again, and my ass started to pinch at his shaft.

I felt the force of him within me, pushing past the closing muscle easily and widening it.  The stretch felt good all over again, and my climax soared.

My pussy eased out its juices easily, and they trickled over my untouched petals and down towards the mattress.

I was so involved in my own release that I hadn’t noticed Jonny’s change in tone.  He was moaning all over again and it sounded beautiful.  Just to know that it was me making him make those noises was incredible.  To be able to give him that kind of unbridled joy was a thrill.  I just needed to push him over the finish-line.

“Come with me!” I cried.  “Please!  Please!  Come in my ass!  I want your cum!  Come in my ass, Jonny, please!”

“Harper!”

“Shoot it!  Fucking come!  Come!  Come in my fucking ass!”

On the last grunting instruction, I pushed my butt up off the mattress.  Jonny stayed where he was, holding himself above me in a press-up pose.

I bounced my ass back and forth, jerking his cock with my asshole and demanding it’s release.

“I’ve earned it!  Give it me!  Pump it in my fucking ass, Jonny!”

Finally, he let out a groan that was different to the rest.  It soared, filling the room with joyous energy until I felt him throb and flex.

He fell on me and started to fuck me slow, moving his cock through me as it twitched over and over.  I felt the heat of him pour inside me, blasting in thick, plentiful ropes that turned our love-making even stickier.

“Yes!” I gasped, feeling him.  “Yes!  All of it!  That’s it.”

He pushed into me and kissed and bit at my back.  The cum flowed from his cock, filling up my ass until there was nowhere left to take him.

He pressed forward and displaced his creamy spunk.  It rolled over the rim of my ass and down over my folds, following the same trail that my own cum had taken.

He pulled back and I felt him leave me for the last time.  I focused on the joyous length dragging through my spent knot, then on the pop of him as his crown pulled out through my ass.

He was breathing hard behind me.  I looked back to see him all dappled with sweat and looking amazing.
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