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“Dr. Carter!” I cried, more damsel-in-distress than was necessary.  “Stop being naughty!”

At this point I didn’t even want to free my hands.  Instead I wanted to feel that huge clap of his shovel-like palm against my bare ass again.

“Spank me, Dr. Carter!” I urged now, changing the dynamic.

“You like that?”

“Do it,” I begged, bending forward and showing him how ripe and ready I was.

He squared up and hit me with another spank, grabbing a huge handful of my ass soon afterwards.  He squeezed my flesh and bounced a cheek of my ass, seeming to enjoy the supple movements.

“Yes, Dr. Carter!” I groaned, as though I’d waited years for this.  “I love that.”

“I didn’t know you were so naughty, Amy,” he said, adjusting himself behind.

“Do it again.”

I looked back over my shoulder, keeping my hands sheathed in the gloves and bending each knee in turn to rock my ass.  My lab-coat rested up on the small of my back and my yoga-pants stayed around my ankles.

He struck me again on the other cheek and I could feel the heat rush to the source of pain instantly.  It rippled through me and I felt a sparkle of excitement between my legs that caused me to wriggle.  Something about having my hands engaged made the whole thing more erotic.  The lack of control was driving me wild.

“You could do anything to me while I’m here,” I hinted.  “Anything you wanted.”

I stood a toe on the heel of my other foot and kicked off my sneakers, stomping down the crotch of my yoga-pants and pulling my legs out of them with a struggle.

“What were you thinking?” he asked, not wanting to say it.

“Anything,” I breezed, in sultry tones.  “Anything your heart—or cock—desires.”

I made no secret about looking straight to the crotch of his pants.  His lab-coat was open down the middle and beneath the buckle of his belt sat a huge bulge that appeared to be growing.

“Anything, huh?” he smirked, adjusting his big cock in his pants.

I hummed in excitement as my eyes locked on his crotch.  I tried to make an outline of him, imagining exactly where his cock lay inside his boxer-shorts.

“That looks so big.”

“You can hardly see it.”

“You’re right, I can’t.  I need to see more.  I need you to show me more.”

He jostled his cock some more, bouncing it on his fingers and sliding it up and down against the inside of his pants.  Slowly he unclasped his belt and the sound of the clinking metal made my brain turn upside down with lust.  I closed my eyes and listened to the zipper of his pants being pulled down.

“That’s it,” I encouraged.  “Show me.”

He pulled his pants open wide and then ventured inside.  I held my breath as he pulled the appendage up over the waist and then suddenly I was staring right to the forbidden, hard length of Dr. Carter.

“That’s big,” I swooned, watching him wrestle his hand around it.

He tugged steadily behind me and I moved my legs together against each other, impatient to feel him against me.  I could feel my pussy becoming damp, but I didn’t just want him in there.
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Dr. Carter was a scientist!  It sounds crazy, but somebody has to be.  It’s not as glamorous as it sounds and it mainly involved a life of solitary testing in bland, expressionless laboratories for the major drug companies in America.  I knew him as our close neighbor growing up and I was always drawn to the notion of following in his footsteps.

The upshot for me—as a budding scientist myself—was that after years in the company he was allowed to elect his own assistant.  In good old nepotistic fashion he, of course, wound up employing me, his nineteen-year-old neighbor.

I absolutely aced the interview.  I’m not kidding, I took it seriously.  I wanted to make it there on merit as much as possible.  The other applicants didn’t seem up to much when I spoke to them beforehand, but I was still sure not to reveal our relationship.

The up-tops didn’t care who he employed.  Dr. Carter had done such great work for them over the years and wound up making them an incredible amount of money in the process.  His testing had paved the way for a lot of products that you’d regularly pick up at the local pharmacy or even the local drug store.  His work had helped get shampoos, deodorants, sleeping tablets and all kinds of different products into the households of America.

At first my day mainly involved making coffees, but as the weeks went by he afforded me greater responsibilities.  I started by laying out the various chemicals, liquids and compounds that he’d be using that day, then I got to weighing and measuring the quantities before finally being allowed to carry out my own experiments.

He kept a watchful eye, of course, but he was gradually offering me greater independence, as though he was training me up to be his replacement.  At forty-two I think he had a lot of years of work left, but who knows?  Maybe he was planning on an early retirement.

One of the other things I’d started doing around the lab was playing a few practical jokes on him.  I made sure they were never anything too serious—it was a dangerous environment after all—but Dr. Carter seemed to enjoy them and I certainly got a kick out of looking at his bewildered face.

A favorite of mine was to line the inside of his goggles with black-marker.  One time I’d managed to keep a straight face when he took the glasses off and he’d wound up with a black mask outline on his face for the whole day.  He looked like the lone-ranger!  It was so funny!

Eventually he started to get me back and soon there was a tit-for-tat kind of dynamic going on that really spiced up the day.  I found myself becoming closer to him than I ever imagined and I think it’s fair to say our relationship transformed in those first few months of working with him—even more than I ever imagined it could.

I’d been learning more and more about reactions and that day I’d decided to play a prank on him.  Being responsible for laying out his chemicals in the morning I committed the cardinal sin of deliberately mislabeling some of them, knowing that the combination of a particular powder and a particular chemical would results in an impossible—harmless—gushing, endless froth.

I waited a little ways behind him as he started to mix them and I marveled as the chemical-reaction erupted before our eyes.  The greenish froth blasted up out of the beaker and bombarded his face.  He turned away to splutter, covering the top of the beaker with his hand and causing more of it to fire out under the pressure and splatter his lab-coat.

I started to laugh nervously afterwards as Dr. Carter put the pieces together slowly, wiping the froth off his face with a twinkle in his eye.

“Amy ... was that you?” he said.

“Ummmm...”

“Amy!”

He rushed me playfully, grabbing me and smearing the harmless froth across my face as I struggled.  I giggled against him, feeling the strength in him as he jostled and cajoled me.

I was breathless as I stared into his face, then there was a sudden chemistry between us in which we both looked into each other’s eyes and saw something deeper staring back.

There was a brief moment of seriousness and I laughed nervously, struggling again but feeling his grip even tighter on my arms now.

“Dr. Carter,” I whispered, trying to break him from the trance-like state.

“I’m gonna get you back for that,” he said, seriously at first but then he started to laugh too.

He released his grip on me and I felt a pang of nervous adrenaline ring out inside me.  My pupils were fat with lust for him suddenly and I saw him in a fresh light.  It seemed like the moment when he transformed from my boss and neighbor into an object of lust.  At the age of nineteen sex was never too far from my mind, and it seemed only a matter of time before my sinful thoughts turned to him.

“That was a good one,” he laughed, shaking off his hand and assessing the damage.  “But now you’ve gotta help me clean up.”

I did as he asked.  It was a small price to pay for the laughter he’d delivered and it passed a few minutes.

As I scrubbed the equipment down I looked sidelong and him, studying his face and wondering if I could broach a more serious matter.  It was an insane thing to suggest of course, that suddenly he might be interested in fucking his nineteen-year-old lab-assistant, but alone in that room together it soon became all I could think about.

As the days passed I started to fantasize more and more, but I knew that I couldn’t be the one to make the first move.  I was too nervous.  Instead I vowed that if Dr. Carter showed me even a modicum of sexual intent that I would reciprocate in kind.  I wanted desperately to know what he might feel like inside my pussy or inside ... my gosh, can I say it?  Inside my ass.

Anal sex was something I’d never done before, but the more naughty videos I watched online the more it made me believe that it was something I’d love to try.  I’d experimented with a finger or two in the past and I’d found it an amazing experience, but the thought of Dr. Carter’s cock sliding in there seemed so unrealistic that I could scarcely entertain the notion.

Sooner or later though it was his turn to get me back for my cruel prank, and his response was both genius and naughty all at once.

You see, in the lab we have something called a glovebox, which is a see-through plastic box with a set of gloves sealed to it.  The idea is that you can put your arms into the gloves and perform experiments and studies without the worry of contamination.

Dr. Carter’s genius plan was to wait until my hands were buried in the gloves and then—with no chance of escape—he’d teach me a real lesson.

I hadn’t seen it coming, I swear.  I stood at the glovebox in my lab-coat and goggles, peering down with keen interest on the reaction occurring before my eyes.  I was so engrossed that I barely even heard him sneak behind me.

In one rapid motion he pushed the bottom of my lab-coat up over my ass, then he dragged down my yoga pants, right the way to the ankles, leaving me with only the strap of panties to cover my modesty.  My round cheeks sat on either side of the divide, open to the elements.

“Dr. Carter!” I cried, wriggling in the gloves.  They were tight around the cuffs of my lab-coat and they weren’t easy to get in and out of.

“Serves you right!” he cried, laughing as he looked at my bouncing ass.

I could hear him cackling behind me and I started to giggle too, kind of relishing the fact that he was taking a good look at my toned ass.

He lifted the coat back for a better inspection, then he let a spank rain down across me as I writhed to get out of the gloves.  I must have looked a picture; my peachy ass bouncing and flexing as I wriggled for freedom.

“Work that ass,” he cried in jest, giving me another spank.

As the flash of heat struck my butt I hummed contentedly, groaning deeper than I should have in response to the amazing sensations that he was delivering.

“You like that, Amy?” he asked, still laughing.  As if to check he gave me another spanking.  This time the sound of his hand hitting my flesh rang out loud in the lab, bouncing off the walls.  He made a good connection alright, and the feeling of the pain arriving quickly and leaving slowly felt strangely good.

“Dr. Carter!” I cried, more damsel-in-distress than was necessary.  “Stop being naughty!”

At this point I didn’t even want to free my hands.  Instead I wanted to feel that huge clap of his shovel-like palm against my bare ass again.

“Spank me, Dr. Carter!” I urged now, changing the dynamic.

“You like that?”

“Do it,” I begged, bending forward and showing him how ripe and ready I was.

He squared up and hit me with another spank, grabbing a huge handful of my ass soon afterwards.  He squeezed my flesh and bounced a cheek of my ass, seeming to enjoy the supple movements.

“Yes, Dr. Carter!” I groaned, as though I’d waited years for this.  “I love that.”

“I didn’t know you were so naughty, Amy,” he said, adjusting himself behind.

“Do it again.”

I looked back over my shoulder, keeping my hands sheathed in the gloves and bending each knee in turn to rock my ass.  My lab-coat rested up on the small of my back and my yoga-pants stayed around my ankles.

He struck me again on the other cheek and I could feel the heat rush to the source of pain instantly.  It rippled through me and I felt a sparkle of excitement between my legs that caused me to wriggle.  Something about having my hands engaged made the whole thing more erotic.  The lack of control was driving me wild.

“You could do anything to me while I’m here,” I hinted.  “Anything you wanted.”

I stood a toe on the heel of my other foot and kicked off my sneakers, stomping down the crotch of my yoga-pants and pulling my legs out of them with a struggle.

“What were you thinking?” he asked, not wanting to say it.

“Anything,” I breezed, in sultry tones.  “Anything your heart—or cock—desires.”

I made no secret about looking straight to the crotch of his pants.  His lab-coat was open down the middle and beneath the buckle of his belt sat a huge bulge that appeared to be growing.

“Anything, huh?” he smirked, adjusting his big cock in his pants.

I hummed in excitement as my eyes locked on his crotch.  I tried to make an outline of him, imagining exactly where his cock lay inside his boxer-shorts.

“That looks so big.”

“You can hardly see it.”

“You’re right, I can’t.  I need to see more.  I need you to show me more.”

He jostled his cock some more, bouncing it on his fingers and sliding it up and down against the inside of his pants.  Slowly he unclasped his belt and the sound of the clinking metal made my brain turn upside down with lust.  I closed my eyes and listened to the zipper of his pants being pulled down.

“That’s it,” I encouraged.  “Show me.”

He pulled his pants open wide and then ventured inside.  I held my breath as he pulled the appendage up over the waist and then suddenly I was staring right to the forbidden, hard length of Dr. Carter.

“That’s big,” I swooned, watching him wrestle his hand around it.

He tugged steadily behind me and I moved my legs together against each other, impatient to feel him against me.  I could feel my pussy becoming damp, but I didn’t just want him in there.

“Are you gonna show me what you do with that?” I asked.

He began to jerk his hand along himself, pinching his way to the tip and manipulating his stiff flesh, like he’d done countless times before.  This time was different though.  This time he was doing it under the watchful eye of his horny nineteen-year-old lab-assistant and I wasn’t gonna let him continue to do it on his own for much longer.

“Why don’t you take down my panties and show me what you do with that thing?” I posed.

He narrowed his eyes and looked down on his big cock, jerking slowly along it as it continued to grow.  It lay across his palm now, stiffer than ever, brought to life by his big, blue veins that stretched up him and to the taut, soft-pink crown.

He stepped out of his shoes and let his pants drop with his boxer-shorts.  He stepped out of them wearing only his lab-coat and shirt.  His huge cock jutted out from between the open fabric, swaying as he walked over to me.

“Mmm, that’s it,” I moaned.  “I want to feel you.”

His big hand was quickly inside the waist of my panties and he started to pull them down roughly.  I heard them tear as his frantic hands moved quickly and his urgency excited me.

“That’s it,” I groaned, looking back to him and waiting to feel his length.

Instead he dropped to his knees.  At first I thought it was to take my panties off, but after he’d done that he stayed in place.

Instead of the thick head of his cock I felt his slithering tongue as he pushed his face between my big ass.  He licked over my pussy, slathering me with his saliva and tasting my wetness.

The surprise didn’t last long.  It felt so good that I quickly started to moan, pushing back against his face now that I realized how eager he was.

His tongue wandered aimlessly, sliding up out of my pussy and tickling the tight knot of my asshole, as though he had his own designs of fucking me in the wrong place.

“Eat my pussy, Dr. Carter,” I moaned.  When I felt his mouth do just that I moaned: “Eat my ass,” and soon his tongue was flicking between the two.

At first he circled my ass, tickling the sensitive muscle, but then he started to make a point with his tongue and poke it a little ways inside the forbidden hole.

It felt fucking incredible.  My fingers had felt good in the past, but they belonged to me.  It was always better to have someone else explore you, and to have them explore you with their tongue?  Well that was just the best feeling of all.

His muscle flexed over my forbidden flesh and he got settled between my ass, opening my cheeks wide with his hands so that he could get deeper into me.

He tickled over my drooling pussy and pushed the cream up towards my dot of an asshole, circling it like it was his prey before darting deep inside again.

“That’s it, Dr. Carter.  Get it ready for your big cock.”

I could feel him coaxing a climax out of me the more and more he licked.  He played each hole like an instrument, masterfully strumming over my petals before making his way up and around my aching asshole.  Both demanded him inside them now.

“Fuck me, Dr. Carter,” I cried, making a fist of my hands inside the gloves.

I pretended to still be helpless when he stood back up, noticing that his cock was still as stiff as ever as he bent his knees slightly to get in under me.

He held the hilt and guided it forwards, then I felt him slip along the wet crease of my pussy before finding my waiting O.

He pressed into the muscle and I groaned as he split me, reminding myself that it was Dr. Carter whose cock was breaching my core now.

He pushed through me and I closed my eyes tight in a wince, sucking an impassioned breath through my clenched teeth as I felt him stretch me.

He felt good as he surged through my core, satisfying me like no-one ever had before him.  My pussy gripped quickly around him, as though it was a trophy that it didn’t want to drop.  He fed himself into me and I took every inch until I could feel him prod at my cervix.

“Yes!” I cried, elated.  “Show me how you’d fuck me!”

“You’re the boss,” he lied, raining another spank down on my big red ass.

I moaned at the sharp pain, then I groaned in delight as he started to run his cock through me, dragging it along my pussy and then stabbing it deep back inside.

The air would rush out between us and tickle over my wet asshole, reminding me that he was probably looking down right on it.

His thumb started to poke at it gently, teasing a little way inside as he continued to clap his hips against me.  I could hear the rhythmic slapping of our forbidden flesh, mingled with my cries.  The whole thing seemed so surreal that I had to pinch myself.  Never before and perhaps never again would anything like this happen in this lab, or to me.

“That’s good,” I moaned, concentrating on that impossibly big slab of flesh as it entered me again and again.

He was stiffer than rock as he plowed into me, and he’d need to be if he was going in my ass.  It was a one-way street and anything trying to enter it was met with hostility, but I wanted to roll out the red carpet for Dr. Carter.  I wanted to welcome him inside.

For now though he fucked through my pussy, sending waves of pleasure radiating outwards.  I could feel the warmth of him against me as he doubled over my back, moving his hands to my tits to hold them beneath my t-shirt.

My nipples stiffened through the fabric and he teased them with his fingers.  Soon he was reaching his hands underneath my t-shirt and I felt the cool of his skin on my skin before he cupped my tits.

He squeezed them and fucked me hard, sending his cock deep to strike a spot so far inside me that it had never been pleasured before.

My groans rang out loud, but the lab was as empty as always.  Dr. Carter was the only witness to my cries, and he wasn’t about to stop because of them.

Instead he upped his pace, standing up and gripping my ass with both hands.  He’d push forwards and pull me back, moving me like a ragdoll over his dick as though my whole body was merely an object with which to jerk his cock.

I didn’t mind one bit.  The sensation of that thick cock of his slipping through me was intoxicating.  I started to breathe long and deep, causing my head to turn fuzzy with excitement.

Before long I could feel an approaching climax.  I knew what was going to happen.  It always did.  I’d come so hard that anyone in my pussy would be forced to vacate, but I had a back-up plan for Dr. Carter.

“Don’t stop!” I moaned, my lips quivering as the climax approached.  “Keep fucking me!”

He let another slap down on my ass and my pussy tightened around him, then I felt the climax explode and I exhaled to meet it.

“I’m coming,” I whined, groaning long and loud and feeling the contractions in my pussy begin to squeeze him.

I expelled him like an intruder, squeezing the tip out until he had no choice but to exit me.  When I finally pinched him free I let out a desperate groan and delivered my next instruction.

“Now put it in my ass!”

He wasted no time, as though he’d wanted to hear it.

“I’m gonna fuck your pretty little ass, Amy,” he said, breathing long and hard.  I could sense that he was trying to temper his own excitement.  Guys loved fucking ass, and getting permission to do it was rare.

“Shove it in my ass!” I growled, forgetting my sensibilities.

My pussy continued to contract, wildly, winking my asshole that Dr. Carter searched for now.  He smothered the tip of his cock over me, trying to find the tight aperture.  When he did so I pushed back with a growl, feeling him spread my tight muscle open.

“Yessss!” I moaned finally.

I groaned in pained ecstasy as he broke open my asshole, becoming the first man to find himself inside there.  My orgasm continued in earnest and even my ass started to massage the welcome visitor as it flexed and pulsed.

I pinched his flesh and then relaxed around him.  Each time the muscle flexed Dr. Carter would push deeper into me, bathing his dick in my warmth and searching as far inside me as he could.

“Your dick feels so good,” I confessed, looking back into his eyes.

Every time I saw his face it was a jarring reminder.  It was easy to forget who was fucking me, given how incredible the sensation felt.  The coupling of that sensation and the face of Dr. Carter almost didn’t make sense in my mind.  It was a struggle to comprehend that it was his cock inside me now, stretching through my forbidden muscle and giving me my first taste of anal sex.  It’s fair to say I liked it.

“More!” I dared.  “Give me all of it!”

I sensed he might have been holding back, unable to discern the pleasure amongst my pained, heady wailing.

“You wanna take it all?” he asked

“Every inch!”

“Good girl,” he said, rubbing his hand over my red-raw ass.  “You’re gonna get everything you want.”

He pushed onwards until I felt the hair around his cock touch my butt.  He was docked all the way home now.  Slowly he began to glide through me, making these gasping noises behind me as though he couldn’t believe what was happening.

“Where’s my cock?” he asked.

“It’s in my ass, Dr. Carter!” I replied, looking back to him.

“Where is it?!” he asked again, smirking.

“It’s in my fucking ass!”

“And where do you want my cum?” he said, still bucking into my wildly.

“I want it in my ass.”

“In your ass?”

“Deep in my fucking ass, Dr. Carter.  I want that fucking cum.  It’s my cum!”

I couldn’t believe the naughty words that were coming out of me, but the more the pair of us spoke the more turned on we both became.

I could sense another climax approaching through the ether, but I could also sense that Dr. Carter was going to beat me to it.  No longer could I feel the swinging of his balls clapping against my pussy.  They’d pulled back up tight to the hilt of him with a job to do now.

“I want your fucking cum,” I goaded, looking back and narrowing my eyes.  “I want you to shoot your fucking cum deep in my asshole!”

That must have done it.  Dr. Carter’s eyes closed and he made a noise that I’d never heard him make before.  It erupted from the pit of his stomach, somewhere between a moan and a growl.  He sounded like a damned animal, and I guess in many respects he was.  I’d never had anyone fuck me like that.

My fists tightened in the gloves and I looked back to the expression of ecstasy as it washed across his expression.  His lip curled and he groaned deep, then I felt the first hot blast of sticky cream fire into me.

“Yes!” I cried, watching as Dr. Carter began to gasp in breaths and look down to the source of his pleasure.

It must have looked so good to see my pink asshole ringed around his cock and to know that out of sight he was emptying his balls deep inside me.
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