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“You gonna get me warmed up?” I asked.

“If I’m your first I wanna do it right.”

“You’re my first.”

His hand came beneath my little skirt and he started to rub at my panties.  I was fucking soaked, but I knew that all of those juices would be for naught if Mr. Jackson was going to put it in my asshole.

“You’ve been teasing me all day, haven’t you?” he said.

“I like getting you all worked up.”

“Well, here I am; all worked up.”

I reached for his cock and tugged at it, pushing my face towards his.  “You going to fuck me?”

He raced his lips to mine, and we kissed hard.  His tongue swirled around mine and I gripped his cock harder, pulling it with more purpose.

“Take off your panties,” he said.

I let go of his cock and Mr. Jackson moved away.  He took a chair from the edge of the van that we hadn’t had space for, and he sat in it.

“Good girl,” he said as I turned away from him and rolled down my sticky panties.

They fell from under my little skirt, and I stepped out of them.

“Show me,” he said.  “Pull up that skirt.”

I moved it up slowly over my ass, felling naughty and sexy.  Mr. Jackson watched from the wooden chair, steadily jerking his cock.

“Bend over,” he ordered.

I did as commanded until I was looking at him from between my legs.  My titties moved towards my face.  I held my ankles with my hands.  Even upside down, Mr. Jackson looked fuckable.

“Spread your ass for me,” he said.

I pulled my cheeks wide, leaving nothing to the imagination.  He could see right into my tiny, dot of an asshole.  I wondered how the hell I was going to fit something as big as him inside it.

“That’s it,” he said, and he got up from his seat.

The noises from outside were still coming in under the little gap in the back of the van.  I wondered if my moans might escape and pour into the street, leaving people to guess what was happening inside.

I braced myself for his approach.  I was sure that he was just going to ram it into my ass, but he knelt behind me instead.  His hard cock was just out of reach from this angle, but pretty soon I didn’t give a fuck about all of that.

I suddenly felt his tongue pressing right against my asshole, and my whole world fell away.  I’d never had anyone lick my ass before, but the insane sense of euphoria struck me quickly.  It was intoxicating.  It was like getting a message, or something, only it was the naughtiest massage I’ve ever had.  People don’t usually treat that muscle like that.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped.  “Fuck, Mr. Jackson.  You ... your ... your tongue is in my ass!”
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A move to the coast was something I’d always wanted, even if it meant living in a small studio-apartment.  It was a price worth paying to be so close to the sea.

I’d enlisted the help of my friend’s dad, Mr. Jackson, who came as a double-threat.  He worked out, so he was strong enough to lift everything, but also, he owned a moving van.

We loaded it full of my stuff.  The whole journey he was saying that this was never going to fit in my tiny new place.  I thought the same, but didn’t have the heart to tell him that he was probably going to be carting half the stuff back home with him.

It was a hot day and it only seemed to get hotter the closer we got to the coast.  The moving van wasn’t exactly high-spec.  If we wanted to make it cooler, we just lowered the window more.  That was about the extent of the aircon onboard.

Mr. Jackson wore a pair of shorts with a thin t-shirt and shades.  He drove forward in the seat, his wrist on the wheel, looking cool, for an older guy.

I sat across from him with my sneakers up on the dash, watching the world go by through the open window.  I’d opted for one of the shortest skirts I owned, which was perhaps not the finest piece of attire for moving a bunch of stuff from a height.  I guess I didn’t think things through.  I rarely did.

We finally pulled up to the place and Mr. Jackson parked on the roadside, putting on his hazard-lights and setting the van in park.

“Let me give you the tour,” I said, bouncing from the van all giddy and excited.

Outside I could smell the saltiness of the sea and feel the warm breeze meandering up the street from the ocean.  People moved at a slow pace along the sidewalk, laughing and talking.  Everyone just seemed happier.

Mr. Jackson bounced out of the van and ran his thumbs around the waist of his shorts to let some air in.  Even though I couldn’t see his eyes, I could sense the judgment.

“This it?” he asked, looking to the door to his right.

“That’s the access, yeah.”

I punched in a code on the door and propped it open.  He followed me inside and I showed him up the stairs to my new place.

“You never mentioned the stairs,” he said.

“I didn’t think it was important.”

I could feel his eyes burning into the back of my head, but I decided to ignore them.  Instead, I opened the door and pushed inside.  It was kind of dark and smelled worse than last time I was here, but it was mine.

He walked in with a grimace and looked at the peeling wallpaper and damp ceiling.

“You spent your grandma’s money on this?” he asked, unimpressed.

“Potential, Mr. Jackson.  Potential.”  I skipped to the middle of the room.  “My bed will go here, and the bookcase will separate the space.  A sofa and TV can go here,” I told him, pacing the floor, “and there might be room for a small chair here.”

“A very small chair.”

“And then it’s just the bathroom,” I said, pointing.

He walked slowly to the bathroom door and peered inside.  He looked back to me with a raised eyebrow.  “You wanna shower in that?”

“It just needs a good clean.”

“Whelp, you’re by the coast at least.  That’s what you wanted, right?”

“Right!  It’s not so bad here.”

He pulled his sunglasses down and scanned the room again.  “I notice there isn’t a kitchen?”

“Who needs one of those?  I just need an electric stove and a microwave.  I’m good.  I can fit a fridge in here.”

“At least you’ll be eating fresh.”

“That’s the spirit.  Now let’s get my things up here.”

“They’re never going to fit.”

“We can try.”

We left the door open and went back downstairs.  Mr. Jackson’s van had a parking-ticket under his windscreen-wiper.  He snatched it out and then looked at me with a frown.

“That one’s on grandma,” I told him.  “Don’t worry about it.”

He scowled down the street at the parking enforcement officer who was busy scribbling another ticket.

“Leave it.  I got it.  Don’t worry about it.”

I unfastened the back of the van and the shutter rolled up.  Thankfully everything was where we left it.  Mr. Jackson stood beside me and looked inside, then he looked around the van and down the street again.  He took a deep breath.

“We’ll have it done in no time,” I told him, and I crawled up into the back of the van.

“Jeez, Gianna, could you have worn a shorter skirt?”

“Actually, no,” I smiled, getting to my feet and brushing down my loose tank-top.  “Big stuff first?”

He sighed.  “Sure.”

He hopped up into the back of the van and immediately blew a jet of air up his face.  It was hot in there alright.

“Let’s do the bookcase,” I told him, unfastening it and wriggling it free.  It was a five-foot rectangle of wood that was easily the most troublesome piece.  Even the bed broke down into smaller parts.

The two of us wriggled the problematic piece to the edge of the van, pivoting it left and right until we could load it onto the elevator that folded down out the back.

“Switch places,” he said, beckoning me with a hand from inside the van.  “You’re flashing the whole neighborhood.  That’s not way to introduce yourself.”

“Might get me a few friends?” I giggled.

“Not the right type of friends.”

He passed me and took the opposite end, swinging it out onto the platform before maneuvering the other end in place.  We both hopped down and then lowered the bookcase to the street.

“We can’t get two parking tickets, can we?” I asked.

“I hope not.  This’ll be the most expensive move in history otherwise.”

Gusts of wind kept catching my skirt as Mr. Jackson and I got the bookcase in off the street.  A guy offered to help but Mr. Jackson dismissed him immediately, assuming he had ulterior motives.

“You’ve gotta be careful down here,” he strained, lifting the bookcase up onto the steps.  “A lot of people see a fresh piece of meat like you and start rubbing their hands together.”

“Fresh meat?!”

“You know what I mean.  Green girl, not used to ocean life.  You’re a target.”

“Thanks for the warm welcome.  Jeez.”

“You know what I mean,” he said.  “Here, let’s push.”

He had gotten the bookcase up on several steps so that the flat underside could be pushed to the top of the staircase.  Thankfully there was room at the top of the stairs to slide the whole thing onto the upper floor.

We pushed together form the base, sharing the width of the stairs.  Mr. Jackson was clearly putting more effort in than I was, but we were both sweating so I told myself I was doing as much as he was.

At the top of the stairs he pulled out the neck of his t-shirt and swallowed hard.  “Only about thirty more trips up these stairs, huh.”

I smiled.  “It’ll help you keep your figure.”

“I was doing fine without this!”

He broke in a smile for the first time in a while and then started to hoist the bookcase through the doors of the apartment.

Mr. Jackson didn’t need help with his figure.  He’d gone health crazy after a scare several years back, and now he was the dilf that all of us lusted after.  Who could blame us?  Forty-five, with the body of a guy in his twenties.  You’d be crazy not to go for him.  I’d already seen a few passers-by eyeing him up.

“Bed next?” I asked.

“Mattress first,” he said.  “They’re a pig to shift.”

Fuck, he was right.  You kind of had to pinch them at the top and then shimmy them, but obviously I didn’t really want it dragging along the floor, which made things ten-times harder, especially given the fact I was only a little bit taller than the mattress’s width.

The sweat was pouring off both of us.  Mr. Jackson’s t-shirt was sticking to him delightfully, and it was kind of hot to see the sweat rolling down his wide neck.

I could feel the perspiration on myself too.  It was heaven afterwards when we stood outside in the street and let the breeze run over us.  I felt my nipples stiffen through my bra and it wasn’t long before he noticed them.

“Jeez, Gianna, how many signals do you wanna give off to the guys around here?”

“There’s only one guy for me,” I teased.

He shook his head.  “Get in the van, and try not to show the world your asshole this time?”

I shook my head with a smirk.  He’d always had a way with words.  I hopped up on the raised platform and caught him checking my skirt.

“You sure you don’t want a look?” I asked him.

“I’m sure,” he said, shaking his head and getting into the back of van with me.

“Let’s do the headboard,” I said, unshackling it from the insides of the truck.

Before I’d released it, it started to tilt towards me quickly.  I put my hands up to catch it and heard Mr. Jackson bolt towards me.  The whole van shook as he ran, but just in time he took the weight of the wood from me, pressing his body against my back.

“That was close,” I hushed.

“Is everything you own a fucking ton?” he strained.

I started to giggle with him pressed against my back, pinning me to the wall and holding the wood above me.  I could feel something stiff against my ass.

“Let me get out,” I told him, and I bent at the knees and exited from under him.  When I looked back, I could see the stiffness in his shorts, poking out and up.  Steadily he set the headboard back against the side of the truck.

“Now who’s putting on a show,” I laughed, looking to his shorts and then looking out the back of the van to the people strolling the sidewalk.

“Huh?” he said, before looking down.  He pulled at his shorts and tried to make his t-shirt cover his modesty.  “At least I’m making an attempt to hide it.”

“I kinda wish you wouldn’t,” I teased.

“Gianna,” he said sternly.

“Relax!  No-one knows us here, silly.”

“Right, they just think I’m your mature boyfriend?”

“Exactly!”

Again, I got a wry smile from him, but he tried hard not to let it flourish.  “Just help me with this, would ya?” he said.

“With the headboard or ...” I nodded again to his shorts.

“The headboard.  But you got enough to answer for when it comes to the other thing.”

“What do you mean?”

“A mini-skirt, Gianna?  Really?”

“It’s hot!”

“It’s never that hot.”

“Oh, loosen up.  You could be wearing a little less too.”

“How?” he asked, looking down.

“Your t-shirt’s soaked,” I shrugged.  “Get rid of it.”

He tightened his lips.

“Worried you won’t have anything to hide your hard-on?”

“Gianna!”

There was something about hearing him say my name like that that I just loved.  I knew I’d gotten to him, and it was kind of a thrill to be scalded by him.

“So go on,” I urged.  “Take it off.”

He sighed and then, to my surprise, he pulled his t-shirt right up over his head.  I watched as his abs and pecs were steadily revealed, making sure to give enough time to the swelling in his shorts that had now dropped back into position.

“There,” he said.  “Happy?”

“Me and all the other girls around here,” I teased.

“Just help me with this, would ya?”

The headboard weighed a ton, but it was at least easy to grip.  He and I made short work of it as we took it out of the back of the van and up the stairs.  This time a young woman asked if we needed help and this time I declined.  With his shirt off it was my turn to be protective of him.

We set it down upstairs and fetched the rest of my items.  Slowly the room started to take shape and gradually the back of the van emptied.

As his muscles worked and his veins pumped with blood Mr. Jackson became insanely hot.  The sweat ran over him gloriously and it looked like he was fresh out of the gym with his swollen, worked muscles and glistening, tanned skin.  I could see more than ever why he got the attention he did.  I started to lust after him and, knowing I might not see him for months, I took to fantasizing about him too.

I’m not going to lie; it wasn’t the first time I’d thought about him like that.  At nineteen I was a charged bundle of hormones, keen to explore, and I was sure there’d be no better guide than him.  I started to think of what a guy like that could do to a willing younger woman.  I started to imagine us in compromising situations, like before.  I started to think about him pressed against my ass again, only this time neither of us wore clothes.

He and I returned to the van after the bulk of the stuff was in my new apartment.  He stood in the empty space, his hands on his hips, breathing heavily and surveying the remaining items around us.

“You want these up there too?” he asked, nodding at the last few bits.

“I think that’s everything,” I told him, and I lowered the shutters of the van with us inside.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“I wanted to thank-you for your help.”

“You can do that with the door open.  It’s hot in here.”

“So maybe we need to take off some more clothes?”

I pulled my tank-top up over my head and stood across from him in my bra and mini-skirt.

“Gianna ...” he warned.

“Come on,” I said, turning my back to him.  “Let me say thank-you.”

I lifted my skirt so that he could see my ass.  I knew now that it was a part of me that he was definitely fond of, given how much he’d talked about me exposing myself and how hard he’d gotten when he’d caught a glimpse.

“You’re welcome,” he said, “now come on.”

“But I haven’t thanked you properly.”

I lifted my skirt all the way up over my ass so he could see the tail of my panties disappearing between my full cheeks.  I could feel the air blowing in from outside, through the little gap at the bottom where the shutter hadn’t fully closed.

“What are you trying to do?” he asked.

I turned to face him now and dropped my skirt.  Right on cue, his hard cock was punching at the front of his shorts again.  “That,” I said.

He looked down and then across at me.  “That just happens sometimes, alright?”

“Seems to happen at very specific times, if you ask me.  It’s happening now.  Right before I put you in my mouth.”

His face opened in shock.  “Gianna, you can’t do that.”

“Watch me,” I said, walking slowly towards him.  “I really want you to watch me.”

He stared down, looking to my eyes that stared back.  “We’re all done, Gianna.”

“Not yet we’re not.”

He made no attempt to stop me as I put my fingers on the waist of his shorts.  I even did it slowly and everything, just in case.  I could feel my heart beating hard in my chest.  I couldn’t tell whether it was excitement or nervousness or simply the fact that we’d ran a marathon of staircases.

“There’s no going back if you pull those down,” he said.

“There’s plenty of going forward.”

“I just don’t want you to—”

I flashed down his shorts and took his underwear with them.  I was confronted immediately by his huge cock, bursting up out of his pants and bobbing in front of me like a caged animal, breathing heavily and waiting to attack.

“Holy shit, Mr. Jackson,” I gasped, looking from his cock to his face to check if he was seeing what I was seeing.

“You’ve done it now, Gianna,” he said, letting his hands hang at his waist.  “No point stopping now.”

I yanked his shorts down to his ankles and he stepped his sneakers through them.  I took them off and he stood naked, save for his shoes.

“Exactly where do we stop?” I asked.

“Not sure.  I know how we start though.”

“How’s tha—” was all I managed to say before he took a hold of his cock and pushed it into my mouth.

I hurried open to allow him inside, moaning as I felt the stiffness of his arousal inside me.  He was all salty and warm, and I wouldn’t have had it any other way.  The fresh sweat of the day gave him a richer flavor and I wanted to lick it all off him. 

I took a hold of his cock and started to jerk it, rolling my tongue around the head.  I was desperate to please him.  Many women had sucked his cock in the past, but I wanted to set myself apart from those.  I realized in no time at all how I could do that.

“You know what I’ve been thinking?” I asked, jerking him slowly.

“What’s that?”

“I’ve been thinking about getting my ass fucked.”

I felt his cock twitch in my grasp.

“Is that so?” he asked calmly.

I nodded.  “Never had that done before.”

“I could help you there,” he said.

“Oh, you’ve helped enough for today,” I said, putting him back in my mouth.

“I insist, Gianna.  It’d be no trouble at all.”

I popped my lips off him.  “If you’re sure?”

“Take off your bra.”
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