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Mr. Matthews moved to put it back in his pants.

"No," I shouted and he froze.  "Don't."

He held it out a moment as he considered the consequences.

"Ashley, this could get us in a lot of trouble."

"Only if someone finds out," I said.  "Just let me see it grow, please?"

My sweet innocence seemed to wear him down and he rested it back across his palm, letting it engorge.

I bit my lips as it expanding before me, moving a hand to my pussy behind the curtain.  I couldn't let the moment pass without soothing my aching groove, so I began to tease a finger over it.

I closed my eyes and let out an erotic sigh that clearly startled him.

"Right, that's enough," he said, and quickly put himself back in his pants.

I jumped from the bath in response, drunk with lust now and ready to do something stupid.  Perhaps standing wet and naked in front of him wasn't the greatest of ideas, but it did create a whole new host of options.

"Ashley, what are you doing?" he asked, taking a step back.

"I want it, Mr. Matthews," I said, moving towards him.

He looked me up and down for the first time, seeing the woman I'd become.  My full, wet tits begged for his attention and, below my kempt hair, my pussy ached for his cock.

"I'm late for work," he said, and if that was his only excuse then I knew it wouldn't take much cajoling.

"Let me see it again," I said, moving ever closer.  "Let me touch it."

He was back against the sink now but I could tell his resolve was waning.  He was looking at me sidelong with increasing curiosity and I knew there was more I could say to convince him.

"Let me suck it," I snarled with fresh confidence.

"Ashley," he began, "if I pull this cock out and you put it in your mouth you know it won't end there."

"I know," I said simply, raising my eyebrows suggestively.

He exhaled and shook his head and I began to get excited.  I knew I had him.

"Just for educational purposes," he said, trying to convince himself more than me.

I looked down as he unfastened himself again, waiting with bated breath for the fresh reveal of his dick under wildly different circumstances.

I stared at it as it hung close to my body, mere inches from my pussy and bobbing as the blood beat through it.
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The day it all happened wasn't exactly special.  It was a regular Tuesday and Mr. Matthews was running a little late for work.  He rented a room out to me and I got a pretty good deal.  He was a an  older guy that I sometimes lusted over, but the age difference was too big to consider.  He was around twenty years my senior.

I was busy showering before setting off to work, but I guess Mr. Matthews's schedule was a little out due to his tardiness.

At nineteen I you could say I was more than a little curious about guys.  I'd had a few amateur fumblings but I still hadn't lost my virginity.  It was getting to the point where I felt like it'd never happen, but I never dreamed it would happen the way it did.

There was a sudden knock on the door.  "Ashley, can you hurry up in there, I'm desperate," Mr. Matthews shouted, startling me from a relaxing cleanse.

"I'll be a few minutes," I admitted.  I loved taking a long time in the shower, but not out of spite.  I just enjoyed the warm water soothing my skin in the morning and it really kicked the day off right.  I didn't want him to ruin it.

"Come on, Ashley," he knocked again.  "I'm busting out here."

It was kind of strange to have a conversation with him while I was showering.  Not uncomfortable, necessarily, just odd that I was completely naked and he was talking to me only meters away.

He wasn't bad looking, Mr. Matthews.  He kept in shape at the gym and despite being over forty he really looked good.

"Okay, okay, just a second," I said, wiping the excess water from my body and jumping from the bath.  "I'll unlock it but don't come in right away, okay?"

"Got it," he said quickly, clearly impatient.

I slid the bolt across and walked back to the shower, hurrying when I heard the handle twist.

"Jeez, Mr. Matthews," I said, barely making it back into the bath in time.  I pulled the shower curtain across and hid my modesty as he rushed to the bowl.

"Sorry, Ashley," he said.  "I just couldn't wait."

So now there was only this thin bit of material between him and I.  On the one side of it was him, hanging his cock over his trousers as he pissed, and on the other side was me, naked and dripping wet as I showered.

I heard the rush of fluid hit the water as he let out a relaxing sigh.  Suddenly I felt the strangest sensation come over me.  It was as though all of my lust had built up to a point and now it was bubbling at the surface.  My curiosity was running rampant and I was struggling to control it.

I tried to ignore it, washing the soapy suds over my tits but as my palms wondered over my breasts I began to lose it.  My nipples turned stiff and my pussy almost called out to be filled, as though it knew there was a bare cock within striking distance.

Mr. Matthews continued to flow, as though he'd been waiting a while but hadn't interrupted.  Tentatively I walked to the end of the bath and moved a hand to the curtain.

I paused, wondering if this was the right thing to do, but I couldn't deny my own curiosities.  I was desperate to take a glimpse of a cock, and it just so happened that this desperation reached its climax when the only dick available to me was my forty-something housemate.

Don't get me wrong—Mr. Matthews was a catch.  But he was still much older than me and that was something that I knew was very wrong indeed.

I heard his stream begin to fade and I knew the moment was drawing to a close.  It was either now or never and as he shook off the last few drops I took my chance.

I pulled the curtain back over my face, peering past it and seeing it for the first time.  Hanging from his trousers and looking big and impressive I saw my first taste of cock.

Seeing it like that did little to sate my interest.  If anything it merely spurred me on and I felt a flourish of desire burst inside me.  I wanted more, but I didn't yet know what that meant.

I was almost catatonic from the sight of it, unable to move from the end of the bath and in a very real danger of getting caught.

Mr. Matthews gave his cock one last shake and put it back in his pants, flushing the toilet and turning to see me glancing over the curtain.

"Ashley?" he asked, confused.

I didn't move.  How was I going to get out of this one?

"What were you doing?"

"I—I was just—"

"Were you watching me pee?" he queried, puzzled.

"I just—I wanted to know."

"Wanted to know what?" he asked now, and it suddenly dawned on me how bizarre this whole situation was.

"What they look like," I said as innocently as I could.

"What what looks like?" he asked, no less confused.

"Your ... penis," I stumbled.

Mr. Matthews looked down to his crotch and then back at me.  "You were looking at my dick?"

"Yes—no—well ... I guess," I confessed.

"Ashley, you know that's weird, don't you?"

"I do," I said, frustrated.  "I just had to see it."

He sighed as though the matter were over with.

"Well, did you get a good look?" he asked, turning to the sink and washing his hands.

"Not as much as I wanted," I replied, unsure whether or not I should be admitting that to him or not.

He froze and looked at me in the mirror above sink.

"That came out wrong," I said, hiding behind the curtain now and trying to rescue this spiraling situation.

"Would you like another look?"

"Huh?" I said, peering back around with intrigue.

"Would you like to see it again?"

I looked straight in to his eyes to see if he was joking.  He looked pretty damn serious.

"You'd let me?" I asked, trying to mask my excitement.

"I guess it's just kind of a sex ed. lesson, right?"

"Right," I agreed.  I'd have agreed with anything if it meant I got to see him again.

"Then here we go," he said, unfastening his jeans again.

This time I felt much more of a desire for him.  It wasn't just a voyeuristic glance now—Mr. Matthews was showing me his cock and he wanted me to see it.  It felt much more erotic than I'm sure was permitted and in that steamy bathroom we were both about to do something foolish.

He pulled himself out and took another step towards the bath as the water continued to run across my back and legs.

"You see?" he said, holding it across his palm.  It looked kind of dangerous, such was its size.  I wasn't expecting him to be so big, but I was kind of proud of him when he showed himself off.

"Uh-huh," I replied, speechless as I continued to stare at it.

"This is what one looks like, more or less."

"More of less?"

"Well, some are smaller, some are thinner, some are larger—"

"Larger?"

"Well, sure, Ashley."

"That looks pretty large to me."

He laughed at the compliment and as his head turned away to hide his smile I noticed something much more important occurring.

Whether Mr. Matthews knew it or not, his cock had begun to grow in his midst, twitching and stretching across his palm at a barely discernable pace.

"Well it's nice of you to say," he said, and then his expression changed as he realized his predicament.

"It's getting larger," I gasped, my eyes spreading wide as it swelled.

Mr. Matthews moved to put it back in his pants.

"No," I shouted and he froze.  "Don't."

He held it out a moment as he considered the consequences.

"Ashley, this could get us in a lot of trouble."

"Only if someone finds out," I said.  "Just let me see it grow, please?"

My sweet innocence seemed to wear him down and he rested it back across his palm, letting it engorge.

I bit my lips as it expanding before me, moving a hand to my pussy behind the curtain.  I couldn't let the moment pass without soothing my aching groove, so I began to tease a finger over it.

I closed my eyes and let out an erotic sigh that clearly startled him.

"Right, that's enough," he said, and quickly put himself back in his pants.

I jumped from the bath in response, drunk with lust now and ready to do something stupid.  Perhaps standing wet and naked in front of him wasn't the greatest of ideas, but it did create a whole new host of options.

"Ashley, what are you doing?" he asked, taking a step back.

"I want it, Mr. Matthews," I said, moving towards him.

He looked me up and down for the first time, seeing the woman I'd become.  My full, wet tits begged for his attention and, below my kempt hair, my pussy ached for his cock.

"I'm late for work," he said, and if that was his only excuse then I knew it wouldn't take much cajoling.

"Let me see it again," I said, moving ever closer.  "Let me touch it."

He was back against the sink now but I could tell his resolve was waning.  He was looking at me sidelong with increasing curiosity and I knew there was more I could say to convince him.

"Let me suck it," I snarled with fresh confidence.

"Ashley," he began, "if I pull this cock out and you put it in your mouth you know it won't end there."

"I know," I said simply, raising my eyebrows suggestively.

He exhaled and shook his head and I began to get excited.  I knew I had him.

"Just for educational purposes," he said, trying to convince himself more than me.

I looked down as he unfastened himself again, waiting with bated breath for the fresh reveal of his dick under wildly different circumstances.

I stared at it as it hung close to my body, mere inches from my pussy and bobbing as the blood beat through it.

"Damn, Mr. Matthews," I said, unable to take my eyes off it.

He moved closer to me now as he became complicit in the act, breathing heavier as the lust coursed through his veins.

My stomach fluttered with adrenaline and I moved my hand cautiously forward, looking to his face for one last sign of approval before I took it in my midst.

He gave a slow nod and then looked back down to his cock, watching as I put it against my palm and put my fingers around him.

He and I both exhaled as our skin collided in forbidden union.  He felt so stiff against my hand and I could feel his pulse against my flesh.

I moved up and down his length, my hands still wet from the shower and acting almost like a lubricant.

"That feels good, honey," he soothed, looking down as if to make it real.

I was shuddering with arousal now, nervous to please him and excited to go a few steps further.

"Put it in your mouth," Mr. Matthews said, unbuttoning his shirt and pulling it off his shoulders.

"Aren't you already late?"

"I can be later," he smiled.

I took my hand from his flesh and knelt on the carpeted floor, watching as he pulled his trousers off his legs and rolled his boxer-shorts off his ankles.

His big thighs were the perfect frame for his enormous dick, beset on both sides by strong, hairy muscle.

"Suck my cock, Ashley," he said, walking close to me and pushing the hair from my face as he held my head where he wanted it.

I licked my lips and steeled my nerves, opening my mouth wide and clasping my lips around his stiff flesh.

In my mouth he felt even harder and he let out a huge sigh again, as though he hadn't had this done to him in a long time.

I flashed my mind back to videos I'd seen or conversations with my friends and tried to glean as much information on technique as I could.

I began to drench him in my spit, building the saliva up and letting it fall over his cock as I jerked him slowly in my curled fist, feeling the veins and ridges of his sex and familiarizing myself with this new appendage.

Instinctually my pussy began to soak, filling with wetness as if to remind me that it too needed to be pleased.

I sucked his cock as best I could and he didn't seem to have any complaints.  His soft moanings encouraged me and he gradually began to work his hips back and forward, sliding himself through my open mouth as though he was fucking it.

The motion of Mr. Matthews's hips thrusting made me imagine him fucking me, and as we both sat naked in the bathroom I knew the chances of that were high.

"That's so good, Ashley," he said, looking down with drooping eyelids and a serene look on his face.  "Play with yourself for me."

I pumped him in my fist and looked in to his eyes, seeing the pleasure etched across his face that was all my own creation.

It felt good to please him and I wanted to do more for him, so, as instructed, I moved a hand to my wet lips and began to circle at the stiff stud of my clitoris.

"That's right, honey," he soothed.  "Get that pussy ready for my big cock."

His words were almost jarring.  I'd never heard him talk like that before and to have him do it directly at me was hot.

"Turn around," he said simply, looking down.

I did as instructed, shifting on the carpet until my ass was facing him.  I felt a little frightened to be baring myself to him like this and in no time at all he too was on his knees and heading for his target.

I tensed as I felt his breath drape across my soaked flesh and I turned my head just in time to see his face disappear under my ass.

My eyes closed as soon as I felt his lips connect with my flesh, mouthing heavily over my pussy and giving it a big wet kiss.

"Oh, Mr. Matthews," I gasped, running my fingers through the carpet and stretching forward so my breasts grazed the floor.

I kept my ass pushed up and out for him, allowing him the perfect vantage for my groove that he was now exploring with his tongue, stabbing in to my core.

His tongue delved in to my honey-pot, splaying up and down my crease until I was a mess of spit and my own juices.

His lips and chin slipped over me as he began to get crazier, sucking and biting at my loose flesh as he went down on me.  It was the first time I'd ever had my pussy eaten and I was sure I'd never forget it.  It felt heavenly and in no time at all I was quivering with pent-up tension that threatened to crash out of me at any second.

Mr. Matthews continued in earnest, spurred on by my cries and writhing movement as I began to lose myself on the bathroom floor.

He introduced a finger now and teased it inside me.  It felt big, but I knew the real prize would feel much bigger.

He finger-fucked my hole as his tongue continued its work, expertly taking me towards orgasm.  My stomach tensed and I gripped at the carpet, clenching my teeth and crying through them as it began to erupt within me.

Mr. Matthews's loose lips wandered all over me and at points he'd tickle the sensitive knot of my asshole that would pulse in response and cause me to giggle as I came.

"That's so naughty," I moaned, trembling as I came, my vision coloring.

"It's gonna get much naughtier," he suggested and I pushed back on his finger and into his face as my pussy convulsed.

My eyes closed tight with excitement and I felt his face leave my groin now as he stood behind me, watching as the orgasm quivered out of me.

"Ready for this big cock?"

I gasped and fought to come back to reality.

"I'm ready, Mr. Matthews," I said, trying to contain myself.  "Stick it in my pussy."

He stooped in to me, sliding the smooth head of his cock along my sensitive channel until the head was coated in my juices.

Then I felt him begin to press in to me and I could feel the muscle of my sex begin to relent and allow him inside.

I clenched my teeth as he stretched me and I moaned loud and long in the steamy bathroom, taking his cock for the first time.

The pain was sharp and quick, but it soon gave way to an intense pleasure that made me glow with delight.

Mr. Matthews pushed himself deep inside me and I let out another yelp that caused him to withdraw before pushing slowly back inside.

He moved slow enough that I could feel each and every ridge of that hard cock of his and soon he was increasing his pace, crashing his hips down on to my ass and causing our flesh to collide noisily.

The clapping sound of our forbidden act rang out loud above the sound of the streaming shower and my moans felt loud enough that they could wake the whole neighborhood.

Mr. Matthews didn't let up, sliding himself through my lips again and again and hitting a spot so deep inside me that I didn't even know it existed.

He flashed a spank down on my ass and my pussy tightened further still around his length, hugging him in a hard grip that seemed to please him.

"Your pussy's so tight, Ashley," he gasped, crashing another slap down on my reddening cheeks.

"Come inside it," I pleaded.  "I want to feel you empty inside me."

"Oh, honey," he exclaimed, surprised.  "I've got a nice big load for you."

"I want it," I said and his pace quickened further still.

He was smashing his cock down in to me now and I was moaning blissfully, biting my lip and trying to savor every single moment of this out of fear it would be our last.

"I'm close, Ashley," he warned and I felt him stiffen.

"I want it," I cried.  "I want your cum."

"Here it comes," he said and our exchanges quickened with the proximity of his release.

"Give it to me!"

He stopped deep inside me and I felt him pulse and twitch, sending the first hot volley of his seed into my core.

"Oh, Mr. Matthews," I cried softly, feeling him begin to fill me up.

"Take this big load," he said, sucking in air through his teeth as he rocked gently and throbbed inside.

More and more of his cum fired within me, pulsed from his cock in thick ropes that coated his dick and lined my sex.

He pulled his length out of me and pushed it back in deep, pushing his seed deeper and sending several more ropes of his love spiraling into me.

He began to stand up and I could feel his thick cock making its last withdrawal, my pussy closing tight behind it as though it was locking his cum inside me.

"Fuck, Ashley!" he said, looking down on my cum-smashed pussy-lips.

"That felt good," I said contented.  "Is it always that good?"

"Usually," he said, giving my groove a tickle with his finger as he stared into my sex.  It was as though he couldn't imagine the sight before him and that was more than understandable.  How often do you look at your own cum, spattering the pussy of a woman half your age?

"I've gotta go to work, honey" he said, seeming to hope I wouldn't be upset.

"That's okay, I've gotta clean this up," I smiled.

"That was so hot, Ashley," he said and he crouched back to the floor and kissed my cheek.

I smiled as his lips touched me.

"Thank you, Mr. Matthews," I said, as he rushed his clothes back on.

"We'll have another lesson soon," he smiled.

I smiled back from the carpet and watched as he left, finally letting my ass fall as I lay on my stomach on the carpet.

I lay prone for a while, enjoying the sensation of his warm love in my belly.  I couldn't wait to have him inside me again.

THE END
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Summer heat brings with it summer clothes—which usually means a lack of clothes altogether—and that was exactly the mood of our household that day.

I’d awoke from a terrifically erotic dream to find my panties sodden and my lust riding high.  I couldn’t really remember the dream—only that it was hot—so when I drew my curtains back and looked out in to our back yard to see my older housemate Matt busy at work ... well, my mind started racing.

He worked shirtless in the garden, the hot sun beating down on his big back as he bent over the flowerbeds and tended to his magnum opus.  He’d been working on the garden most of the summer and it was looking pretty good.  Matt wasn’t looking too bad either and in my state of morning arousal I quickly found myself fantasizing about him.

Even as I washed myself in the shower I couldn’t shake my naughty thoughts.  I was ashamed to admit it, but I quickly found my fantasies revolving around him and I felt extra naughty when I let them flourish further.

What's worse is that Matt's girlfriend also lived with me.  I guess I was kind of their lodger, paying them rent to help out with their bills.  The house was there's but Matt, that day, was all mine.

My hand tickled softly at my crease as thoughts of him raced around my mind.  I was in the window again in my fantasy, only this time he was naked and completely oblivious to my covert voyeurism.

I played with myself above him in full view, looking down on him as he stood up and his big cock swung between his legs.

The sound of running water came rushing back with reality and I quickly realized I’d curled a finger inside my tight pussy.  I blushed and felt a great conflict, but I couldn’t deny how those thoughts were affecting me.  Matt, it seemed, was my new object of lust.

At nineteen thoughts like this were rife.  I’d only ever had one sexual encounter before which basically involved me touching a guy’s hard dick.  I think it was this lack of experience that propelled me onwards that day.  I was eager to have my first, full taste of sex and what better person to give it me than Matt.  He just needed a little convincing.

Somewhere between the shower and breakfast I’d made up my mind that I was going to seduce him.  Never having seduced anyone before my plans were somewhat limited, but they basically involved me wearing very little clothes and being very suggestive.  How could it go wrong?

“Want some juice, Matt?” I shouted from the back-door.

I watched as he stood up, shirtless and looking almost intimidating.  His barrel chest was adorned with a light smattering of hair and he was tanned from the sun.  He was a little over forty but he looked great for his age.

“I’d love some,” he shouted back, wiping the sweat from his brow.

He had on a pair of light-blue denim jeans with a brown belt and boots to match, along with a fetching pair of gardener’s gloves.

“I’ll be right out,” I said back and moved back into the house.

Inside I quickly ran upstairs and set about choosing an outfit to present his juice in.  Maybe it was a little overkill, but I basically pulled out my entire wardrobe and lay it on the bed, wondering what on earth would most turn him on the most.

Eventually I settled on this tiny, little summer-dress that was so thin it was almost see-through.  It was a bright-yellow color and at the right angle you could see my pink nipples through the sheer fabric.  Naturally I paired it with absolutely nothing, putting it on over my naked body so that the slightest of movements would give him a vantage straight towards my forbidden sex.

I ran back downstairs and poured him out a glass, putting it on a tray to give him the full experience.

I swallowed hard and moved back out in to the yard, concentrating on the glass as my mind raced with thoughts.  I didn’t really know where I was going from here, but I thought I might be able to improvise.

“An O.J for you, Sir?” I asked, affecting this well-to-do accent as I presented it to him.

“Why thank you,” Matt said, doing the same back and turning towards me.

He kind of froze as he saw me, scanning his eyes quickly up and down my figure before composing himself.

“I need this,” he said, taking the glass and flashing a big set of eyes at me that made me weak at the knees.

“Hard at work?” I asked, looking down at the pretty flowers that adorned the outside of the grass.

“I don’t know about that,” he said, looking around and then back to me.  “You look very pretty this morning, Clara.”

I looked down myself and shrugged as though it was nothing.  “Just something I threw on.”

I could feel the fabric of the dress tickling across my bare breasts and it wasn’t long before my nipples rose to attention, my whole body still charged with a sexual desire from that morning’s mysterious dream.

His eyes flashed to my chest as my nipples greeted him, poking through the fabric with ease.  As the sunlight danced across the yellow of my dress I was sure that he noted the change in color around the protrusion.  I may as well have been naked for all it mattered.

“Are you ... wearing anything under there?” he asked, nodding towards my chest.

“Matt!” I gasped, pretending to be offended but secretly happy that he’d noticed.

“Sorry, Clara,” he said, casting his head down as though he knew he’d said something out of turn.

“It’s okay,” I giggled.  “I’m just teasing.”

He looked up and smiled and I swayed on the spot, feeling a cool breeze glide its way between my thighs.

“Got much planned today?” he asked, taking a drink of his juice.

“Just chilling,” I said, fingering the rim of my glass and taking a demure sip.

There was already something quite surreal about our situation.  Matt was stripped to the waist and I was only wearing one item of clothing myself, save for my sandals.

“Well,” he said, taking another swig.  “I better get back to it.”

I could feel the opportunity slipping away.  Matt was back at work tomorrow and our days alone together would be few and far between.

He turned and crouched back to the floor and I had a sudden flash-bulb of an idea.

“I’m just going to do some yoga,” I said, trying not to sound too proud of myself for thinking it up.

“No problem,” he said, a little dismissively.

He set back to work and I moved on to the plush, cool grass, laying on my back and realizing I had no idea what the hell yoga was.

I looked at his back as I sat there, feeling the shoots of grass against my ass.  I daydreamed as I stared at him and imagined where I saw this fantasy going, but nothing quite prepared me for the reality of it all.

I bent over backwards in this kind of crab pose and strained as I did so, angling my pussy towards him in the hope he might turn around and catch a naughty glimpse.

He seemed oblivious, completely ignoring me and my increasingly loud moans.  I tried out several more positions but Matt didn’t seem very interested.  It seemed I’d have to try a different tactic.

“Can you do a cartwheel?” I asked out of the blue.

“Huh?” he said, looking over his shoulder.

“A cartwheel,” I said.  “Look.”

He turned around and watched as I ran across  the grass, planting my hands on the turf and kicking my feet over my head.

My dress rode up a little and a gust of wind gave him a quick view of the naughtiness below it.

“Like that,” I said, looking at him.

He looked as though he was in shock and I could hazard a guess as to why.

“Matt?” I asked, looking in to his mesmerized face.

He shook himself visibly and then looked back to me.  “Show me one more time.”

I could tell from his face that it wasn’t an innocent request, so as I moved to replicate the act I hitched my skirt a little up my thigh to increase the chances of some indecent exposure.

Again I ran down the garden and this time Matt's attention was rapt on me.  I gave him a smile just before I turned my body over and this time my skirt rode way up, almost over my waist.  In fact it rode so high that when I was finally the right way around again it was still struggling to fall back into place.

“Impressive,” he said, his gaze locked on my sex before my skirt dropped back over it.

“Think you can do it?” I asked.

“Absolutely not,” Matt said simply.  “But I’d love it if you did it again.”

I smiled at him and he raised an eyebrow.  There was definitely something more to it but I didn’t know how to kick things on from here.

I did as instructed and set about putting on another show for him.  As I took my third run-up an idea struck me.

Instead of landing it perfectly and giving him only a brief look at my shaven pussy I decided to deliberately fail.

“Damn,” I cursed, landing harder than I wanted to and splitting my legs wide so that my skirt rode up over the top of my thigh.

“Are you okay?” Matt asked, rushing over and standing above me.

“I’m okay,” I said and he took a step back.

I put my hands back behind me and let out a sigh, feeling a breeze shoot across my pussy that let me know it was more than a little visible, should he want to chance a naughty glance.

When I looked to him I noticed that was exactly what he was doing and I could see his pupil’s dilate with lust as he thought something sinful.

I let him have his fill for the moment, lying back on the grass as though the cartwheels had sapped all my energy.

“I’m just gonna stay here a while,” I said, and I closed my eyes to the sun, hoping that Matt might be the one to make the next move.

I lay on my back for a few minutes, opening my legs a little wider at intervals with no real idea whether he was still interested.

I could hear only the faintest of shuffling coming from his direction, but it was kind of nice to lie back on the grass like that in the sunshine anyway.

When my eyes finally opened I was in for the shock of my life.

I peered through my half-closed lashes and saw the silhouette of him against the burning sun.  I watched him a moment before I realized one of his hands was moving very briskly.  Startled, I opened my eyes and looked down to see the most terrific of sights.

Whilst my eyes had been closed it seems that Matt had whipped out his big cock, and now it was sat across his palm, looking hard and delicious, being quickly jerked in his fist.

He froze, as though he hadn’t anticipated me opening my eyes before he was finished.  It put me in the strangest of positions.  The normal thing to do would be to scald him for his naughtiness, but that was exactly what I wanted from him.

“Matt,” I said slowly, with a kind of curious arousal.

“I’m sorry, Clara,” he said, stopping as though he’d been busted.  “I couldn’t help it.”

He seemed almost ashamed and it looked as though he was about to put himself away.

“Don’t,” I interjected quickly.

He looked at me with shock, freezing with his cock in his hand.

“Don’t put it away,” I said, looking in his eyes.  “I want to watch.”

Matt still didn’t move, as though suddenly the whole thing was real to him.

“Carry on,” I said, almost pleading now.

He took a look over his shoulder, as if he was weighing things up in his mind.  I hoped he’d make the right decision.

My face was a picture of fearful anticipation but as he pulled himself back out of his pants I let out a beaming smile.

He unfastened his belt and pulled his jeans open wide, pulling out his entire cock—balls and all—and slowly beginning to jerk it in his hands.

“That’s what I want,” I encouraged, opening my legs wide and giving him an even better view of my wet sex.

His eyes were transfixed on my slit and as he got into his rhythm I began to inch my hand down my body and towards my forbidden groove.

His gaze shifted to my fingers now as they moved spider-like down my body, as though any sudden movement would give away their intent.

He watched them the whole way until I was gently cruising a digit down the loose flesh of my pussy.

“Play for me, Clara,” he breathed, falling to his knees now and beating his cock as I lay on my back.

I closed my eyes and felt a swell of ecstasy inside me.  The innocent morning was fast turning into something lusty and erotic, but I wouldn’t have it any other way.  Playing like that for him felt way more intimate than I’d ever anticipated.

I could hear his soft moans as he jerked himself, my fingers teasing my swelling clit and venturing inside my honey-pot at intervals.

I teased the juices from my pussy and splayed them all along my slit for him, turning it wet and glistening as he pumped himself.

In no time at all my body began to approach orgasm, but I quickly realized that this wasn’t entirely what I wanted.  My breath rose and my frustrations grew.  I wanted more.

“Fuck me, Matt,” I snarled suddenly, lifting my head and looking down my body at him.

His eyes flashed open and caught my gaze, knowing in an instant that I was serious.  He didn’t miss a beat, falling back and tearing off his boots and pants like he'd been waiting for that command the whole time.

He was completely naked now and our garden frolic was almost in full swing.  As he moved over me I could see his huge cock swaying between his legs and looking majestic.  It’s girth was almost worrying and I was kind of nervous to have him inside me.

I swallowed hard as he moved over me, but he soon took charge.  He moved the bulbous crown of his big cock up and down my sex, coating the tip in the juices that he’d just watched me coax from myself.

His lips drew close to mine and we kissed, deep and passionately.  Our tongues danced and I could feel his hot breath on me, but when he broke away his face seemed more steeled and determined than ever.

He went back to his knees briefly and gripped at either side of the cleavage of my dress, pulling it sharply and tearing it open right down the middle, causing me to yelp.

He ripped it wide open, right over my tits until he could see them on my chest.  My pulse was racing and a tinge of fear adorned my lust.

“Much better,” he smiled.  It seemed as though he was much more of a ravager than a lover, but I enjoyed the power dynamic.

“I’m gonna fuck that little pussy now,” he said, and suddenly he seemed a completely different man.

I breathed deep and long, impatient for his cock now.

“Give it to me, Matt,” I begged.  “I want that big dick inside me.”

He positioned it at the entrance to my core and I felt him begin to press himself inside, stretching me open.

I let out a moan that I hoped the neighbors wouldn’t hear.  There was no mistaking it’s meaning.  It was the moan of a girl who was getting fucked by a cock much bigger than she could handle.

He pushed it past my tight O and I yelped, feeling complete suddenly as it breached me and drove deep inside me.

Matt groaned too as his cock rushed through my lips, suddenly finding himself planted to the hilt and filling me up with his hard flesh.

My mouth opened in a silent moan and didn’t close for a while, my eyes wide open and brow furrowed as I looked up in to him.

It suddenly seemed surreal, as though it couldn’t possibly be happening.  Not only had I just had my virginity taken, but it was Matt that had deflowered me.

I couldn’t think of a more perfect moment and as the initial pain subsided it quickly gave way to an intense pleasure.

“It feels so good,” I mewled and his lips met mine once more, his cock stationary for the moment as we shared another loving kiss.

This time it was wetter and more breathy than the last and he slowly began to rock inside me, grinding that big cock of his along my tunnel and reigniting the arousal that had been so strong only moments before.

It didn’t take much at all to get me going again.  The whole freshness of the experience was enough to propel me to the heights of ecstasy in an instant.  Before now, my only orgasms had been delivered by my own fingers, so to have his thick dick doing the work all by itself felt magical.

I clenched my jaw and tensed my stomach as he plowed me, driving that huge dick deep into my core again and again as his hand caressed my face.

Suddenly he was gripping my throat tight and I fast discovered it was something I enjoyed intensely.

The feeling of him around my throat provided some inexplicable danger, as though there wasn’t enough of that already.

When he applied a little pressure and my breathing became raspy I began to lose myself completely.

Now my pussy was convulsing wildly, gripping his cock at intervals and I was moaning through my restricted airway, crying up at him as I writhed on his dick.

He continued to pass himself through me, his cock feeling even bigger now that my pussy was contracting around it and I found myself in the middle of the best orgasm I’d ever had.

My vision colored and clouded and when Matt loosed my throat the returning oxygen seemed to fuel the fire of my climax, causing it to flourish majestically.  It was like a sexual awakening, and it was all his doing.

“Come on my cock,” he snarled, and it dawned on me he knew exactly what he was doing.

His hands moved to knead my tits now as he guided me through my climax, turning his hand down and tickling at my swollen clit as he rocked inside me.

He felt so good that I didn’t want this to end, but I could scarcely stand him inside me much longer.

I squirmed up off his dick and my pussy clenched tight as I lost all my senses, feeling his kisses on my cheek as he caressed me.

“Good girl,” he whispered, dancing his breath over my sensitive ear.

I shuddered once or twice as reality came rushing back, my eyes spreading wide in shock and awe.

“Jesus, Matt!” I cried, looking down my body to see the ripped yellow fabric beneath his big frame.

He moved to his knees and walked himself up my body, his cock shrink-wrapped in my juices and looking no less impressive than before.

As he put it close to my face I knew his intentions and I propped myself up on an elbow so I could take him.

His cock looked even bigger in my small hands but I began to jerk him nonetheless, trying to mimic what I’d seen him do only minutes before.

“Put me in your mouth,” he ordered, looking down and moving the hair from my face.

I looked up at him demurely and then back down at his cock, swallowing hard and relishing the challenge.

I opened wide and pushed him past my lips, feeling his thick meat fill my mouth in an instant and trying to move my tongue around him as best I could, tasting myself on him as I did so.

“That feels so good, Clara,” he sighed and I jerked the shaft as I kissed and sucked at the tip, unable to force much more of him inside me.

Matt let me play with him a while and I began to stroke his flat stomach with my nails as his breaths rose and he cast his head back as he enjoyed me.

I felt like I was very quickly becoming a pro at this whole ‘sex’ thing and to say this was an awakening would be an understatement.

Suddenly I yearned to do all of the things I’d heard of from porn and right now felt like no better moment to try them.

“I want you back inside me,” I said, pulling off his cock and jerking him while I awaited his reply.

“I’m close,” he said simply, his face a picture of pleasure.

“I want it inside me,” I said, smiling and trying to contain my glee.

“You want me to come inside you?” he asked with a mixture of fright and pleasure.

“Yes, Matt,” I said.  “I want it.”

“You know the risks?” he asked, looking at me earnestly as I jerked his cock in my hand.

“I want it,” I repeated.

He didn’t need another cue and he quickly moved back into position.

This time I turned on to my stomach, showing him my bare, toned ass and longing for his cock.

“Fuck me, Matt!” I begged, looking back over my shoulder to see him enjoying my curves.

My legs were spread a little to allow him in and I soon felt his cock pushing at my O once more.  He popped inside me with a groan that I reciprocated and he quickly began fucking me, closing my legs on his cock to make it feel even tighter around his flesh.

He drove against my ass with terrific clapping sounds as he propelled himself towards climax, fucking me and causing me to bob in front of him as though I were a lifeless doll.

The feeling of his hips crashing against my ass was amazing, as was the pressure of his cock in my tight pussy.

He pressed himself up on his hands over me, slamming his cock hard in to me now as he made his way towards his glorious finish.

“I want it,” I repeated, trying to look back and see the pleasure in his eyes.  “Give me that cum.”

I didn’t care anymore that the neighbors might hear and it seemed neither did Matt, his thrusts intensifying so that the slapping of our flesh grew louder and my moaning rose.

“Here it comes,” he groaned, building to a fantastic crescendo.

He froze at the peak of his ferocious strokes and as he paused I felt his cock twitch and swell as his balls pulled up tight to the base of his cock.

“Oh, Clara,” he groaned, and then I felt him pulse out the first hot rope of his cum.

It felt so warm and satisfying as it shot inside me and I couldn’t help but moan along with him, softly crying out in pleasure as his warmth spread inside me.

More and more hot jets of his love fired into my core, lacing my channel with a thick, viscous liquid that made his cock rock inside me with great ease.

He slowly ground into me and I pushed back on his releasing dick, feeling fierce jets flash inside me as he filled me to the brim.

The last few spurts of his love began to seep from me, with no room left inside me for them to swim.

It rolled out of my pussy as he pushed himself to the hilt one last time, driving his cum deep inside me and rounding off our creampie encounter.

Matt pulled his cock from me and squeezed the last of his cream from the tip.

“Fuck,” was all he could muster as he rolled on to his back.

I quickly rolled over and lay on him, caressing his face and adorning him with kisses.

“I’ll never forget that,” I said, smoothing a hand over his face and pecking his cheek and lips.

He was panting hard and still seemed to be off in some kind of fantasy.

I lay on him, closing my eyes and listening to his heart slow in his chest as he regained his breaths.

“That was amazing, Clara,” he said finally.  “But we can’t tell a soul, you know that?”

“I know, Matt,” I said softly.  “I know.”

“I’m serious,” he reiterated.  “No-one can ever know.”

“Our little secret,” I said, fingering the soft hair of his chest.

“Our little secret,” he repeated, and we lay in each other's arms for several minutes more, feeling the hot sun beat down on our sweat-dappled skin.

THE END
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I got on quite well with my neighbors Mr. & Mrs. Turner, so when Mrs. Turner went away on a business trip and asked me to check in on her husband I don't mind at all.  He's more than capable but I think she kind of worries about him.

I've lived next to them for a year now since moving in, and even though they're twice my age at somewhere around forty, they feel like older friends.

I head over after she rings, rapping the door but hearing nothing.  I was kind of excited to see him.  Mr. Turner always made me laugh and smile and I hoped today wouldn't be any different.  How wrong could I be?

It was mid-morning on a Saturday and I figured he might be out in the garden doing something so I walked around the side of the house to get to the back yard.

I was wearing a tight pair of jeans and a loose, thin top because of how damn hot it was, so I half expected Mr. Turner to be sun-bathing or something when I arrived.  That would be a real treat.  To get a look at that toned, tanned body of his.

My eyes scanned the garden but I couldn't see a trace of him anywhere.  I'd come this far so I might as well try the back door.

It opened quietly and I moved inside the house to be greeted by silence.  It wasn't until I stopped moving though that I could hear the faintest sound coming through the walls and I thought I'd go and investigate.

In hindsight, I should totally have called out to announce my arrival but for some reason I thought I'd tip-toe through the house all stealth-like and try and surprise him.  Big mistake.

I realized the source of the noise must be coming from his office and as I approached the sound grew a little clearer, but I couldn't distinguish it.  It almost sounded like a faint, tinny howling or moaning noise.

I gripped the handle of his office in my palm and readied myself for the grand entrance.  I turned it in a flash and pushed my way inside with a beaming smile.

“Surpri—”

The smile faded quickly at the sight before me.  Mr. Turner was reclined in his office chair, completely naked and with a huge erection sprouting out from his midriff as his laptop blasted out porn.

“Aria!” he said, shocked.  “What the hell?”

I was speechless as I watched him quickly move for a towel that was on the floor and throw it over his crotch.

"What're you doing here?"

I stared at the towel, the image of what was beneath it burnt onto my retina.

"Your wife told me to stop by," I said, unblinking and almost in a trance.

“Can’t you knock?” he asked, turning red.

I didn’t move.  I was catatonic with this strange sensation.

He looked to the screen and I followed his gaze, watching the mouse icon scramble for the red X as video of a young woman getting ass-fucked played on the screen.

“Do you like that?” I asked, moving a step closer.

“Like what?” he asked, pre-occupied with closing the browser window.  “Would you just—”

“Do you like to watch women getting fucked in the ass?”

He stopped what he was doing and looked to me.  I think it was the first time I’d ever cursed like that in front of him and it felt naughty, but from the widening of his pupils I was guessing he thought different.

I glanced at the towel and saw his cock punching up in to it, still clearly aroused.

“I do enjoy it, yes,” he answer carefully as I sat in front of him on the desk.

“I wonder what your wife would say if she found out,” I said, biting my lip and enjoying this newfound power I had over him.

“That’s not going to happen, is it?” he asked, with some uncertainty.

“Depends,” I smiled, kicking my feet and looking him up and down.

He was in his forties but he worked out a lot.  His body was all muscled and toned.  I often found myself admiring him out of the back window of my house as he lay in the garden.

“Show me,” I said, nodding to the towel.

I half expected him to go on the attack, but he seemed kind of turned on by it all still.

“Show you my cock?” he asked, looking at me under his eyebrows.

“Show me you playing with your cock,” I clarified.

He looked down at his crotch and back to the laptop.

“Shall I put my video back on?” he asked.

“No,” I said, shutting the laptop closed.  “I’ll be your video.”

He looked at me and saw the seriousness in my face.  He exhaled and sat back in his big office chair, looking me up and down.

“How old are you now?” he asked.

“Nineteen,” I said.  “As old as those girls you were watching.”

“You’ll be my model, huh?” he asked, hammering out the details in that businessman-like way of his.

“I’ll do whatever you want,” I said, standing back against the wall and running my hands down the side of my body as I shook out my blonde hair.

Mr. Turner began to move the white towel back over his legs and I braced myself to get a real look at his manhood.  It had been so fleeting before I scarcely had chance to take it all in.

The towel inched over the hair of his legs and more and more of him was revealed to me as I watched.

His eyes looked to mine but all I could concentrate on was that moving fabric, revealing more and more inches of sinful taboo every second.

Soon I could see his hairy balls and the hilt of his cock as the towel pulled it left, stretching it over his thigh and teasing the reveal even longer.

It smoothed up his length, showing off his powerful veins that adorned his thick rod.  Each time another inch was revealed I felt my pussy salivate, wondering what the hell I’d done to deserve this.

He finally revealed the whole thing and it sprang back to the centre like a compass-point finding north, swaying a little before settling back against him.

“Fuck,” was all I could say as I stared at it, coming forward from the wall as I was drawn to it.

“Nuh-uh,” he said.  “You have to watch.”

I clenched my fists in sexual frustration but knew that any more than that would be wrong.

Mr. Turner took his cock up in his palm and began to stroke over it, jerking slowly for me.

“Like that, Aria?” he asked, watching his hand move over his stiff flesh.

“I love it,” I said, squeezing at my tits beneath my t-shirt.

“Now are you going to do as I say?” he asked.

“I’ll do anything,” I said, excited and ready to be used.

He jerked slowly as he looked at me and it kind of felt like I was in a job interview of sorts, being given the once-over and seeing if I was fit for the position.

“Rub those tits for me, Aria,” he said and my hand moved quickly as though he owned it.

I squeezed at my tits and felt my nipples rise beneath the fabric, turning stiff and sending a jolt through me.

“That’s right, Aria” he said.  “That’s my girl.”

My hands wandered over my body and began to descend a little towards my stomach, tugging at the bottom of my shirt and stretching it over my hard nipples.

“Take it off,” he said and I began to slide it up over my head, feeling the fabric tickle my tits as it left me before pulling it right over my head and tossing it to the floor.

“Damn, those are nice,” he said, taking a deep breath in and giving his cock some forceful pumps.

I began to rub at my pussy beneath my jeans, bringing another hand up to squeeze my breasts before I started to walk towards him.

“No touching,” he said again, although I think a part of him wanted to reach out to me.

“I won’t touch,” I said.  “It’ll just be your own private lap-dance.”

Mr. Turner raised his eyebrows as I began to mount the chair and writhe in front of him, dangling my big tits in front of his face as I squeezed my nipples.

His face was real close to them and I could feel his breath on my skin as he pumped his cock.  Each time he moved his hand it hit my thigh and when I looked down I could see that huge dick of his being rifled quickly beneath me.

My hips began to gyrate on him and I rubbed at my pussy through my jeans, feeling the heat come from it as it swelled with arousal.

I danced on him for a moment, swaying before him and mesmerizing him with my big, smooth tits that seemed to enjoy the attention they were getting.

I moved off him and stood in front of him once more, watching and awaiting his next command.

“Take off your pants, Aria,” he said, rolling his hand up his dick and looking all kinds of powerful.

I was excited that he’d finally given the order and I popped open the button in a flash, slowly peeling open the zip and showing him the top of my panties.

“Turn around as you pull them down,” he said, keen to get a look at my tight ass as I rolled down my jeans.

I pushed them over my big ass and curved my back outwards to give him a real good profile of myself.  He must have liked what he saw because he began to jerk his cock quicker as he watched.

I moved them all the way off my legs and stepped out of them in just my tiny socks and white panties now.

“Those too,” he said and he pointed to my waist.

I teased over my groove one last time as I braced myself for the big reveal.

I bent over double as I dragged them down, using my tits to cover my modesty for a moment longer before I stood up and showed him the thin strip of hair and tight little groove.

“Damn, girl,” he said.  “There’s just no way I won’t be able to touch.”

I smirked and swayed in front of him, moving closer to him and mounting his chair again.

I grinded on him, pushing my pussy on his stomach and putting my breasts back in front of his face.  He moved two hands up to grip my breasts as he sighed impatiently, and soon he was kneading and sucking on them like he’d been starved.

“Mr. Turner, this is naughty,” I said, but I had no intention of stopping.

“It’s going to get a whole lot naughtier,” he said, and as he did so I dropped my ass on him so the tip of his cock touched at my pussy.

I tensed up in delight, my mind running away with the idea of him deep inside me.

“I want you,” I said, holding his face close to my chest and whispering in his ear.

“I want you too,” he hushed back and as if to cement the notion he put my nipples in his mouth and gave them a hard suck.

I reached a hand beneath myself and found that hard dick of his, feeling its stiffness first-hand and yearning to slide it inside me.

“Put your pussy over it,” he whispered.  “Put it inside you.”

I became excited as I smoothed his head along my groove, letting him feel how wet he’d made me and lubing up the fat head of his cock in the process.

Gradually I sat down on him, feeling his burgeoning crown split me open as it drove inside me until soon I was filled to the brim with his cock, pushing it ever deeper until my pussy clasped around his hilt.

“It’s so big,” I gasped, holding his face and looking him in the eye.

“You’re so tight, Aria,” he said with a moaning wince.

His lips touched mine and we kissed as he stayed inside me.  His tongue rolled over my own as I felt the stubble of his face against my palms and each time his heart beat I could feel the rush of blood surging into his dick.

I pulled up off him, clenching his shaft tight with my pussy before dropping back down on him and moaning out in pleasure as he hit a spot deep inside me.

From that point on I bucked and bounced on him like he was a space-hopper, slamming my ass down on his thighs and sending his length shooting inside me again and again until I was on the precipice of huge orgasm.

I was gasping in air as he fucked me, flailing my hair as my head lolled uncontrollably and my whole body began to tremble.

Fucking Mr. Turner in his office-chair like that was the last thing I ever expected to happen, but now that it was I couldn’t deny the fact that it seemed to bring something out of me.  It was as though I’d turned slutty in an instant and he’d turned into some kind of dom, sitting in his throne and ordering me all about him.

I bounced on him faster and faster and watched the pleasure etch across his face that was all of my own making.

I shuddered and tensed, my whole body releasing the ecstasy in one quick moment that caused it to rush from me with force.
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