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He pulled back and wiped at his mouth, looking up at me with a smile as he saw me come out the other side of euphoria.

“What ... where did you learn that?”

“Experience,” he said, standing up.

He opened his belt and pants and pushed them down his body, and I finally saw his cock bounce up out of them.  It was thick and hard, and it looked mature and classy.  I looked at the tip and how close he was to fucking me.

“I want to see it go in,” I said, slipping down off the basin.

I opened his shirt and put my hand on his hairy chest as he stepped out of his pants.  He took off his socks and I slid my panties down my legs and stepped out of them, keeping my dress on.

“You want to see?” he asked, turning me around.

He lifted my dress up and rubbed at my ass, pulling the cheeks open and gripping his cock.

“Spread it for me,” he said.

I parted my ass and looked back, seeing that I’d bared my tight knot to him as well as my drooling snatch beneath.

He went for my pussy, standing off to one side so that I could see the moment of contact.  I saw it and I felt it, not knowing which sensation I preferred.

My eyes closed so that I had to focus on how it felt.  He spread through me, pushing me open slowly and bathing in my soaked core.

“Hand me the lube,” he said.

It was tough to focus on the task with him inside me.  I was breathing hard as I realized just how big he was.

“Be gentle,” I told him as I handed him the bottle.

I watched in the mirror as he squirted it onto his fingers, then soon I felt the cool gel against my asshole.  It felt surreal to have someone else rub it, but even weirder when I felt him begin to press inside.

His nails weren’t as long as mine.  It didn’t hurt, but it felt so strange to feel his finger probe me like that.  He drove through the band of muscle, and I watched him disappear up to the knuckle.

“Feel okay?” he asked.

I nodded and he started to fuck me too.  His cock pushed over his finger on the other side of my thin divide, touching my cervix before dragging back out.

I’d have been happy if that was all we did, but then I remember that we’d made a promise to do something he’d never done with his ex, and I realized I had a job to do.

“In my ass,” I told him.

“You think you’re ready?” he asked, surprised.

I nodded.

“Let me make sure.”
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Let me tell you about Duncan.  He and I lived a quiet, wholesome life together after his wife left.  I never saw him with any women afterwards, but I discovered later that he’d had a whole host of women before her.

He was forty-nine and I was nineteen.  We met last year, when I was desperately searching for somewhere to live and he had a spare room.  He needed the rent now that his wife wasn’t giving him her share.

It’s weird to imagine his life before his wife, and so I rarely ever did.  He didn’t talk about it, and I didn’t think to pry, so I just carried on, oblivious, but at nineteen I was sexually adventurous and Duncan’s allure was strong.  Something about an older, confident guy made me think he’d know exactly how to please a woman, and boy was I right.

I discovered how true that was when I was exploring the attic one afternoon while Duncan was out at work, hoping to find some old ice-skates that I was sure I put up there last summer.

I crept cautiously over the boarded beams, keeping my head low to avoid the cobwebs that hung from the rafters and flashing my torch around quickly to target any strange noises.

Having no idea where to begin looking, I started popping open storage containers and peering inside, hoping to find my skates somewhere within but finding nothing but useless old kitchen appliances and long-forgotten cushions and rugs.

The attic seemed to be where things went to die and be forgotten, but I was about to awaken something that was more impactful than any ancient treasure.

An old leather trunk caught my eye and I decided that it was to be the next spot of exploration, despite how off-putting the dusty, belted fasteners were that held it shut.  The box was quite large and looked like it could have been expensive in its day.

When I finally popped it open, I was dismayed to find only a few journals and some old clothes.  I was close to shutting it and placing it back where I’d found it, but some familiar handwriting caught my eye between the open pages of one of the books.

“Duncan?” I whispered, leaning in, and grabbing one of the books.

I flicked quickly through the pages and found reams of handwriting.  Page after page were filled with his words.

“A diary?” I squeaked, excited.

I flashed the torch around the attic and then targeted it at the page, illuminating the faded pages.  The date in the top-left corner was ’10-09-94’ and the passage read as follows.

Daisy, Daisy, Daisy.  Damn!  How did I snare such fine piece of ass?  And when I say ‘fine’ I mean it.  Jeez, I wish I could draw so I could make a sketch of that work-of-art and keep it forever.

I’ve got the memories though!  They’re going nowhere.  She looked so fucking hot in those jeans and when I finally got to rip them off, I felt like a kid at Christmas.

That perfect ass was my undoing!  I’ve been a slave to a hot butt ever since, but Daisy was the first one to slide it right over my cock.  Fuck!!!

“Come inside my ass, Duncan!”  Shit!  I’ll never forget those words, or how tight her ass felt around my dick.  She gripped me like a vice and took it so well.  From now on I’m gonna try that with every woman I meet.

I blinked in the darkness, lost to the pages.  I hadn’t planned on it, but I’d found myself imagining a younger version of Duncan, slipping his lucky cock into the mystery Daisy’s ass.  Gosh, I wonder what that felt like.

I turned over to the next entry from less than a month later.

A red-head!  My first ever!  I’m making quite the collection of babes already.  Bobby said I should make a list, and I felt kind of embarrassed admitting that I’d been journaling instead.  Do people do this?

Anyway, Brianna!  Fuck, she’s got a huge ass.  I thought it’d take a search party to get me out of there!  Instead, all it took was the cum I’d left inside her to ease my exit.  When she put it back in her mouth I couldn’t believe it, but I didn’t want to make a big deal out of it.  Just a shame she wanted to kiss me after!  I think I’ll be seeing Brianna again.

I turned to the next entry and Duncan had indeed met up with Brianna again, this time for a blowjob out in the park that saw him shoot all over her joyous face.  She’d pushed it all into her mouth and they’d carried on their walk like nothing had happened until they found a bird blind and Duncan went down on Brianna.  It was nice to know he gave something back!

For the next hour I sat up there, reading through his many and various exploits until my pussy was sodden in a way it never had been before.

“Chelsea?” came Duncan’s voice from the open hatch, and I realized I’d been up there so long that he’d returned from work already.

He appeared at the top of the ladder, his silhouetted figure looking in my direction.  I pointed the flashlight at him, and he squinted, covering his eyes.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Um, you haven’t seen my old ice-skates, have you?”

“Those?  I threw them away I think,” he said.  “You hungry?”

“You bet!” I chirped, hoping to hide my nervous excitement and reluctant to berate him.  It didn’t seem right to pry so deeply into his private life and then scald him for throwing away my skates.

“Come on down and I’ll fix us something.”

He retreated down the ladder and didn’t seem especially concerned by the sinful diaries that the attic held.  Perhaps he trusted me more than I thought.

I followed soon after, belting up the old trunk and leaving everything as I’d found it.  I took one last look in its direction as I started to descend the ladder.  With each step I could feel my wetness creeping out of me.  I couldn’t believe how soaked I’d become from reading Duncan’s exploits, and I felt shame at being so turned on by them.

All through dinner naughty images of a younger Duncan kept flashing across my mind as we ate.  He talked and I tried to listen, but all I could imagine was him stood behind a Daisy, or a Brianna, pounding his cock into their tight asshole and relishing every second of it.

After dinner I did the dishes as quickly as I could and retreated to my room with thoughts of Duncan still on my mind.

I lay on my bed and stared up at the ceiling where I thought his books lay.  They seemed to call me, like the drums from the board-game in Jumanji.

With my pussy still wet and only one thing on my mind, I slipped my hand down the front of my sweatpants and started to toy with my pussy.

After dinner Duncan regularly took up residence on the sofa and whiled away the hours watching sports.  There seemed to be an unending supply of it, and he was on hand to attempt to consume every morsel.  It afforded me the opportunity to do whatever I wanted upstairs, and that day I had ideas naughtier than any I’d had before.

Duncan’s unrelenting passion for anal had bled into my consciousness and I was starting to wonder what it might feel like to have something go in there.

I swallowed, excited by the thought and nervous to act on it.  One set of fingers circled and jostled my clit slowly, while my other hand took down my sweatpants from the back until they were sitting above my knees.

I put an arm beneath me and sat on it.  First, I just stroked the inside of my cheeks, teasing around the naughty knot of muscle until I felt brave enough to venture towards it.

My finger pressed on the muscle and at first, I didn’t really feel anything.  It wasn’t until I took a fingerful of my pussy juices and spread them across my hole that things really started to get exciting.

Now that my butt was wet my finger could slip over it easier, and I noticed instantly how pleasurable the act was.

My butt was way more sensitive than I’d ever given it credit for, and mixed with the heady pleasure that toying with my clit gave me, I was soon well on my way to climax.

As my breathing deepened I started to get more depraved and adventurous, until soon my finger was battling against the one-way-street that was my asshole.

It pressed right through the muscle, and I gasped.  My eyes spread open as something was awakened inside me, and I pushed the digit deeper into the tight warmth.

Instantly I was enamored by the sensation.  It pushed me immediately over the edge, and I started to whimper and moan on the bed as the biggest climax I’d ever had overcame me.

I felt my ass pinch around my finger as I rubbed the orgasm from my pussy, spreading my juices up and along my folds as I penetrated myself from behind.

If anal was naughty, then solo anal was even naughtier.  After the climax I found that my shame deepened, to the point that I went online to see if anyone else was as naughty as I was.

I was quickly comforted by the depravity I found, and soon the notion of fucking my ass while I masturbated didn’t seem like a big deal, but I didn’t find anyone who did it to thoughts of their older friend.

The next day I was back in the attic, thumbing through Duncan’s adventures and supplanting myself in the female role.  Soon, his past became my fantasy, and I started to imagine how it might feel for something bigger to go in my ass.

Over the course of a few weeks, I ran through the chapters in Duncan’s books without him realizing, and I discovered that they continued well into his relationship with his ex-wife.

It was strange to read about him fucking her ass, but after years of fucking other people’s, it didn’t come as a great surprise that he might like the naughtier kind of sex with his wife too.

The dates in the top left corner of the pages grew closer and closer to the present day, and that’s when I began to wonder if Duncan still wrote his sordid journals.  I decided that I had to find out.

So, when he was out at work again, I went to his bedside dresser and opened the top drawer.  I hit the jackpot immediately.

There, on top of a stack of filled diaries, was Duncan’s most recent musings, and they were mine for the taking.

I got to reading them immediately, flicking straight to the back to see what the freshest bout of naughtiness was that was occupying his mind.  My eyes widened as I devoured the passages.

Fuck, I swear she’s doing it deliberately.  She comes downstairs in the morning in the looses shorts, and I can see her butt jiggle as she makes breakfast.  Why the fuck couldn’t I have an uglier friend and housemate?

Shit, is this normal?  It doesn’t feel normal ... I’m not gonna do anything, of course I’m not, but I’ll be damned if I haven’t imagined what it might feel like to put it there.  Fuck, I’m going to hell!  She’s nineteen!

I set the book back in its place and closed the drawer.  For a few minutes I just sat there, staring off into the corner of the room as I imagined Duncan doing untold things to me.

Quickly I realized that he was never going to be brave enough to make the first move.  Shit, he’d have to be insane to try something on!  But if I put myself out there first and made it abundantly clear that I was just as curious as him ... well that could lead to something, couldn’t it?  I had to try.

Knowing that morning glory was very real I decided to capitalize, especially after reading how horny Duncan was after seeing me in my little shorts at breakfast.

I thought my shorts were just for sleeping in, but it turns out they’re for exciting older men too.  First thing in the morning I took off my panties and put my shorts back on, along with a tight T-shirt and, of course, no bra.

I brushed my teeth and sauntered downstairs under the guise of ‘breakfast’ but truthfully, I wanted to be filled by something other than cereal that morning.

“You’re up early,” Duncan said, sipping his coffee as he stood in his suit-pants and ironed shirt.

“I thought I’d wave you off.”

“I don’t leave for another hour and a half.”

“Then I guess I’ve got plenty of time to warm up my waving arm.”

Duncan laughed, but as I stretched up for the cereal on the top-shelf, his laughter faded.

I knew instantly that he’d be looking at my toned butt as I stood on tiptoes, and I knew too that if he looked from just the right angle, he’d realize I wasn’t wearing panties.

“I can get it,” he said, approaching.

“I’ve got it.”

I took down the cereal box and felt his eyes on me.  I was so excited by what I was attempting that my nipples had stiffened, and they were making it abundantly clear where they sat beneath my thin t-shirt.

Duncan leaned back on the kitchen table and sipped his coffee, looking at me over the top of the cup.

“What?” I asked coyly, smiling.

“Sometimes ...” he began.

“What?”

“Sometimes I can’t believe you live in my house.”

I giggled.  “Why?”

He sighed.  “No reason.”

Duncanturned away, and I thought that I might be losing his attention completely.  I shifted things into overdrive and threw my spoon beneath the table.

“Oops!” I cried, and before he could grab the rogue cutlery, I was on my knees reaching for it.

“What are you doing?” asked Duncan, confused by how I was suddenly underneath a table when I’d been at the kitchen counter seconds before.

“I dropped my spoon,” I strained, and even though I could make a grab for it, I kept pretending I couldn’t.

Duncan was behind me now and staring at my upturned ass that wriggled in front of him like bait on a fishing line.

I had no idea where my shorts had fallen, but I imagined that they’d slipped clean aside, and Duncan was quietly getting stiff to the sight of my snatch and the puckered up, virginal dot that sat above it.

“Do you need a hand?” he asked eventually.

“If you could push me under, I might be able to reach it.”

“Push you?”

“Yeah, like just give me a nudge.  I can almost reach it.”

I don’t think Duncan needed much of an excuse, and in just a few seconds I had him at my back on his hands and knees, his grip on my waist.  He moved me forwards and I angled myself under the table further.

“Jeez, Chelsea,” he said.  “You’ve got no idea what you’re doing to me.”

“I’ve got some idea,” I teased.  “Got it.”

I scooched my ass back towards him, but he hadn’t moved.  I wound up planting my butt right on his face.

“Oh, sorry,” I said, looking back.

I saw Duncan’s closed eyes and the serene look on his face.  He took a deep breath.  “Don’t be sorry.”

“If you wanted to, you could ...” I began.

His eyes opened quickly and looked straight to mine.

“I mean, if you wanted to.”

Duncan didn’t know what I was suggesting, and truthfully, neither did I.  I hoped the ambiguous offer would be enough for him to act, and boy was it!

“I want to,” he said, and he hooked a finger under the frilly fabric that formed the loose crotch of my tiny shorts.

I looked forward, too embarrassed to watch.  My face reddened.  I felt the stubble on his cheek and chin as it pushed into my ass.

“Oh!” I burst, not realizing that this was an option.

Soon I felt his tongue washing over my knot, and I remembered that I’d read about him doing this to ... Gisele, was it?

“Fuck, Chelsea, I’ve wanted to taste you for so long.”

My chin rattled as I took a gasp of air.  Duncan’s tongue circled my ass and then slid down into my pussy, finding it wet.

“Oh, fuck, that’s it,” he said.  I’d never heard him so aroused in all my life.

He swirled his tongue all around my butt and started to open my cheeks with his hands.  He pressed his tongue into the knot, and I realized that my adventurous finger paled in significance when compared to his writhing, wet muscle.

He stabbed into me and gradually the muscle that I thought was tight and borderline impenetrable, slowly started to widen by imperceptible margins.

I felt more and more of his tongue slither into me, and by the time he was ready to introduce a finger, my asshole swallowed it right up.

“Oh, Duncan!” I shrieked.  “I want more than your finger.  Please!  I want you to fuck me like you did all those other women.”

He stopped tonguing me and rubbed my butt instead.

“You read about that?”

“Uh-huh,” I nodded.

“You want to be an entry in my journal?”

“I do,” I whined.  “Please.  Please make me one of your anal girls.”

“Fuck, Chelsea, I’ve dreamed of you saying that.”

“I want it, Duncan.  I want you to be my first.”

“I’m gonna help you,” he said, then he pressed his tongue right back into my ass.

I moaned and rested my cheek against the cool floor of the kitchen as he poked into my butt over and over.

The ring of muscle sucked around his finger as it went inside, and soon he was pressing the tip of another finger into me until I could feel the glorious stretch.

“Yes!” I gasped, and my muscle widened further.

His two fingers breached me, and he started to press them through the muscle, using the wetness of my pussy as his lubricant.

He’d probe my pussy with the fingers of his other hand and then circle his submerged digits with my cum, pressing it into my ass until his fingers slipped through my band of muscle.

I sat beneath the table the whole time, closing my eyes and focusing on the sensation of Duncan exploring behind me.

“I want your cock,” I whined.  “Please!”

“Here,” he offered, and he stood up and opened his suit pants.

I squirmed out quickly from beneath the table and turned on my knees towards him, opening my mouth and pressing out my tongue.

“Here,” I said, tapping my outstretched tongue.

Duncan fished into his pants and produces a cock so thick that I wondered how the fuck it was going to fit in my ass.

For now, I attempted to fit it into my mouth, stretching my lips over him and trying to keep my teeth away from the tip of his cock.  I sucked along him, driving my mouth over his thickness and swirling my tongue around the crown.

Duncan moaned above me, brushing my hair aside and leaning back to see the point of contact between his cock and my lips.

I was keen to repay the naughty favor, and I sucked his cock like it was my last meal.  I chomped along the side of his length with wet kisses that soon went to his weighty balls as I pulled them to my face and sucked on them.

“Damn, Chelsea,” was all he could say as he stared down, impressed.

I giggled and smacked his big cock against my face before swallowing it back up and turning him wet with my spit.

“On your feet,” he said, and he took his cock and started to jerk it.

I stood up for him and then turned around as he grabbed my shoulder and moved me.

He pushed me forwards and I put my hands on the kitchen table and pushed my butt back.  Duncan flashed my shorts down quickly and then squared up behind me.

“Are you gonna ...” I began, but I didn’t have a chance to finish.

He stepped into me, and I felt the dull head of his cock pressing at my open asshole.  The muscle was still loose and with a little effort he was able to angle himself inside.

It felt like my butt was sucking him deeper as he stretched me wide and pressed into me.  I opened my mouth in a silent moan, and then cried out for him.

“Duncan, you’re in my ass!”

“Not yet,” he said, and we seemed to have entirely different criteria for what ass-fucking meant.

He pressed in me to the hilt, not resting until his hips were pressing against the cheeks of my ass.

When he was all the way deep, he stopped where he was, breathing hard as though the act had required tremendous effort on his part.

“I’ve pictured that view so many times,” he said, looking down the front of his shirt.

I pursed my lips and imagined the sight that he was seeing: my toned ass, pushed back, showing the cleavage at the top and then the thick slab of cock that burst through me just below it.

He reached his hand up inside my t-shirt and started to squeeze at my soft tits.  I held his hand against me.  My chin dropped as he took his first slow withdrawal.

“Oh, Duncan, yes!” I burst, feeling the ridges of his cock ripple back out of me.

He pumped forwards and our ass-fucking fantasy began.

I spread my legs wide and leaned over the table as he started to fuck me hard from behind, slamming several inches into me quickly and striking my butt with his hips.

Soon I was a passenger to his urges, and I fell forwards completely until I was lying my face on the table and surrendering my ass to him completely.

He squeezed at my butt and pushed his cock through the muscle, thumbing at the stretched outside ring as his balls smacked my pussy with each thrust.

I hadn’t thought an orgasm possible from ass-fucking alone, but somehow he was managing it.  I think the occasion just got to me, you know?  Like I’d built this moment up for so long that now that it was happening, I could finally enjoy it.

I started to ache and tremble, and I felt my pussy engorge with blood as my arousal raced towards it.

It was as though I was tricking my body into thinking I was being fucked the conventional way, with Duncan’s glorious raw cock pleasuring my pussy from the chamber beside it.

Again and again, he pushed inside me, and my asshole kept him held tight inside it, sucking around his length as though it was attempting to drain him of his love.

“Duncan, I’m coming!” I strained.

“No-one’s ever done that,” he said joyously, and I realized I hadn’t read about an anal-only climax in any of his conquests.

He seemed buoyed at the prospect and his thrusts came faster and harder, slamming against me until an orgasm was my only escape.

My vision swirled with color and a euphoria I’d never known enveloped me.  It felt like a kind of happy nostalgia as I squirmed into the table and rejoiced at how amazing Duncan’s cock felt inside me.

“Yes!” I strained, my fists clenched.

He pressed through slowly and deliberately now, and I could feel the arousal in his length by how hard he was.  It was like I was being fucked by a tree branch the way his wood-like cock eased through me over and over.

I stood up and pinched his cock between my buttocks.  Duncan lifted my t-shirt up above my tits and gave them a squeeze with both hands, then he sent one of them down to my pussy.

I didn’t realize how freely it had been leaking until he rubbed the juices back against it.  My cum was stringing from my pussy and I was aching to feel his climax too.  I wanted to feel the burst of cum in my ass like so many women had before me.

“Duncan, please,” I groaned.  “Please come in my ass!”

“Oh, Chelsea, I’m going to,” he said confidently.  “I’m going to.”

He kept me where I was, hugging me tight and fucking my ass from behind.  The pinch of my ass around him provided a longer length of stimulus for his cock, gripping him from hilt to tip as he pressed through me steadily.

I didn’t think I’d ever say it, but Duncan made love to my ass in a sensual, passionate manner that I thought was reserved only for pussies.

Anal was supposed to be a sordid affair but stood upright in the kitchen and with Duncan at my back, anal felt to me like a secret being shared.  It was intimate beyond words to offer him the most private of places and having him accept.

His hard cock rocked through me in an upward arc and soon I could feel the climax in his tense, trembling frame.

“Chelsea,” he hushed, then he became louder.  “Oh, Chelsea, you’re gonna make me come!”

Fuck!  That felt like all I’d ever wanted in life.

“Come!” I dared him.  “Come in my ass and make me yours!”

Duncan plowed on until I felt his cock spasm and throb.  His moans became deeper, and the breaths raced from him.

“I’m coming!”

I took over, pushing back against his swelling cock as the heat poured into me in bounteous waves.  More and more of his seed was exorcised from his length by the tight pinch of my muscle, as though I was milking him.

He cupped my tits and pinched my nipples as the last few spurts of his offering spat up inside me, then I pushed him out of me and squeezed the last few drops.

His cock squirmed from my muscle, and I looked back at him, red faced and embarrassed.

“I’m just another page in your book now,” I told him.

“You’re much more than that,” he said, and he leaned over and kissed my lips.

I felt the butterflies in my stomach and the heat of his cum in my ass.  Then he looked down and spread his cock up and down over my ass and pointed it back inside.

I tensed up again and felt him breach me, only this time his cum was the lube.  His cock felt different as it slid through the slicked-up hole.

“That feels good,” I told him, but Duncan only gave me a few slow pumps before exiting me again.

He gnawed on my shoulder and then kissed my neck, squeezing my ass and thumbing at my open asshole as the cum leaked out of it slowly.

“You’re not just a page in my book,” he told me.  “I don’t want this to be a one-off.”

I turned to face him now, my tits still on display.  “Neither do I.”

Duncan walked close and kissed me, and I felt his cummy cock against the fur above my pussy.  His kisses trailed down to my tits, and he sucked on my nipples gently.

“Oh, Chelsea,” he said, breathing deep.  “I hope I haven’t done something stupid.”

We had, but I’d never admit it.  Not to him at least.  Now I write my own diaries about my exploits with Duncan and others, and if anyone ever found them, I’d have a lot of questions to answer ...

THE END
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I love cock.  Let’s get that out of the way first of all.  I’m nineteen, and I’ve watched countless videos of all kinds of cocks doing all kinds of things.

Watching them come is my favorite.  Something about seeing them all stiff and almost angry looking, then watching as they pulse to life and start shooting out their cum.

That’s another thing I like.  Cum.  I like it white; I like it clear; I like it shooting like the lava of an erupting volcano; and I like it drooling out of the crown like a freshly glazed cake.

I like the close-up videos, and seeing the glossy, red heads of a cock and the excited face of the woman who gives it the last pump before it pops.  God, I’d love to be her most of all—to have that much power in my midst, you know?  Being the wielder of that life-sauce would be a privilege.

In spite of this, my sex life hasn’t even started yet.  I’ve been so shy and reserved that the most I’ve ever done is touch one after fishing into the pants of a guy I know.

Playing with myself is a different story.  That’s something I do a lot, which is perhaps why I’m not so bothered about finding a guy to share that with.  All I want is a cock, and I don’t care who it belongs to.

As if to prove that point, I’ve started spying on my older housemate, Jayce.  I haven’t caught him yet, but I know that I can safely peer into his bedroom from a crack in the door that bounces right off his full-length mirror.  From there I can see him whenever he’s lying on the bed.  All I have to do now is wait for him to get unbearably excited.

I’ve started warming-up for the arrival of my first cock.  It’s premature, I know, but I was always taught to be prepared.  As such, I ordered a butt-plug, and was stoked on the day it arrived.

I’d stared at the brushed metal finish and the tapered end.  It looked like an apricot almost.  I remember thinking how I wished I’d have just gone and got a dildo, so I could ram something cock-like inside me somewhere, just to see how it would feel.

But part of me was glad that I didn’t do that.  I wanted my first to be a surprise.  I wanted it to feel unique and I wanted it to be a real, genuine experience.

In the meantime, the butt-plug would be the next chapter of my sexual adventurism.  I started putting it inside myself before I masturbated, and it turned my orgasms up a notch.  They were so intense that I’d have to bite something so as not to rouse the suspicion of Jayce downstairs.

One evening though, I didn’t bite hard enough.  I let out a shuddering groan as the orgasm escaped me, and I thought I heard movement in the room below.

My heart was racing as I waited for Jayce to climb the stairs and investigate the noise, but after several minutes I realized he wasn’t going to be doing that.

In no time at all I’d put another video on the screen of a beautiful, throbbing cock pulsing out its cum and I was back to masturbating again.

I was so engrossed in the porn that I didn’t hear the moment that Jayce actually came upstairs.  I just remember the door of my room opening and freezing.  I knew it was too late to do anything about it.

So, Jayce stepped in and looked across the scene.  Porn played on the monitor and there sat me, his younger lodger, on my computer chair, with my knees up by my ears, a butt-plug in my asshole, and a finger massaging my soaked pussy.

We each said nothing, and time felt eternal.  Jayce took one last look down at the melee or juices and debauchery that lay below my waist, then he turned on the spot and left.

Shamefully I pulled up my panties and shuffled to the front of my computer chair, closing the window of filth that had played on the monitor.

“You’ve done it now, Gail,” I hushed worriedly.

I didn’t know when it would be safe to emerge from my room, but I decided that I’d better get it out of the way sooner rather than later.  I was going to have to come out at some point.

I hadn’t heard a peep from Jayce since he’d discovered me.  My forty-three-year-old housemate was never normally this quiet.  I put my head out into the upstairs hallway and just listened.  I could hear a faint noise and felt empowered to investigate.

I crept down the hallway and to Jayce’s room.  The door was ajar, and standing in the hallway I used my tried and tested ‘mirror technique.’

I had to cover my mouth to hide the gasp when I saw what he was doing.  He was lay back on the bed, his jeans down by his ankles and his hard cock pointing up to the ceiling.  He held it in his hand and squeezed up it, writhing like a man possessed.  Finally, it had happened.

Fuck, this was it.  I’d waited so long to see Jayce in this position.  I never dreamed it would have happened right after he caught me like that, but then I realized that I might be the cause of it.  Maybe, just maybe, I’d inspired him to let his hair down and masturbate, just like I’d been doing.

I marveled at him from the hallway, as though I was a documentarian observing the rare behavior of an elusive species.

His hand worked over his cock, and I wished I could have been closer to it all.  He was jerking himself with a passion that I rarely saw on the internet videos.  It was as though he was exorcising something from deep within himself.  I wanted to be there when he finally released it.

My pussy was still soaked.  I squeezed my legs together and felt my asshole grip the butt-plug.  I’d pulled up my pants so quickly that I’d forgotten to take it out.

I couldn’t watch without joining in.  I put my hand down the front of my yoga pants and pushed my finger down my soaked groove, tickling my clitoris in just the way I liked.

My lips pressed together hard as I fought not to make a sound.  Jayce wasn’t so careful.  I could hear his grunts and groans from within the room and then: “Fuck, Gail.”

Gail!  He’d said my name!  Jayce was thinking about me while he jerked his cock, and I couldn’t have been happier.  My pussy spasmed and an extra little jolt of excitement eased out from my core.

“You’re gonna get it now, Gail,” he said, and I saw him look down at his cock expectantly.

He had no idea that I was spying on him, and the volume of his voice would never have been heard were I not in his doorway.  This was all for him, and I was prying on his private moment.

He crashed his head back into the pillow and pushed his hips skywards, jerking his cock with several impassioned pumps that saw his release arrive.

The primal grunts that left him made me weak at the knees, but the real prize was watching his thick, hot sauce be blasted upwards.

It rained down on him, and Jayce didn’t seem to care.  He was in the moment, and I felt special to have witnessed it.

Jayce’s cum continued to shoot skywards, firing from the swollen crown of his impressive-looking cock.  My fingers strummed quickly, and I had an overwhelming urge to go closer to the action.

I could see him staring down at his cock as he squeezed the last of his love from it.  It oozed out of the eyelet atop his cock and then slid down the side where his fist ran over it and turned his whole length glossy.

“I’m coming in,” I said, letting the urge take me.

Jayce looked over as I walked through the door.  He didn’t move.  I walked right over to the bed and crouched beside it.  He pointed his cock to me and looked.

“Go on,” he said.  “You think I don’t know you’ve been spying on me?”

My eyes shifted.  “I—”

“I know, Gail, and I don’t care.  Do what you came here to do.”

Shit, I wasn’t going to turn down an offer as plain as that.  I held his cock with him, putting my hand around his and feeling the hot, sticky cum on his fingers.  I opened my mouth and pushed it over the head, humming contently as I got my first taste of cum.

It was delicious.  I don’t know if it was just Jayce’s, but it tasted kind of salty and sweet at the same time, and it left this amazing texture behind it.  It was unique, and that was what I was looking for.

“Good girl,” was all Jayce said.  He moved my hair away and watched as I lapped up his cum like a servant.

Eventually he let go of his cock and left it to me.  Before his hand moved away, I gripped his wrist, then I started to target each finger and lick the cum off those too.

When I returned to his cock I found it softening, but I didn’t care.  I put him back in my mouth and sucked, pulsing my tongue along him, and finding remnants of cum on his shaft.

I teased at the eyelet of his cock as I vied for more cum, then I felt him start to stiffen all over again in my fist.

“Oh, Gail,” he hushed, closing his eyes and stretching his body out.

“You’re getting hard again,” I marveled.

“I am, honey.  What are you going to do about that?”

I bit my lip and stood up.  Now it was my turn to show him what I liked.

I turned proudly to show him my shapely, athletic ass, then I looked back over my shoulder to see him staring.

As I bent forwards, I started to roll my pants and panties down, revealing more and more of my ass.

Jayce had taken up his cock and started to jerk it, clearly enjoying what I was showing him.  He even lifted his head up and got on an elbow so he could really stare.

“You’re wearing a butt-plug?” he asked.

I bit my lip and nodded.  “Uh-huh.”

“You like that?”

“I do,” I giggled.

“You like things in your ass?”

I nodded.

“I’ve got something that can go in your ass.”

I gasped and looked back at him, seeing his smirk.  My eyes sparkled at the idea as I pushed my panties over the bejeweled base of the toy and down my legs.

I stepped out of them and felt Jayce’s hand at the inside of my thigh.  He squeezed and moved upwards, thumbing at my soaked crease.

“You’re so wet, Gail.  Is that because of me?”

“Yes,” I lied.  It had started with the porn, but it had continued because of him, that much was for sure.

Jayce’s mature cock was back to full stiffness, but he wasn’t paying attention to that now.  Instead, he was pulling me at the thigh so that my ass went closer to him.

“Look at that,” he said.  “Bend forwards.”

I bent over for inspection and he pushed my cheeks wide apart.  His finger ran around the edge of the toy, and I felt him on my sensitive muscle.

Then came a lick.  Fuck, the lick.  Shit, it was the hottest thing I’d ever known.  I didn’t think people did that outside of porn, but Jayce’s tongue suddenly started to circle around the base of the toy and it was no accident.

“That feels good,” I hushed, not wanting him to stop.

He pushed my butt open, and I had to counter him by leaning back into it.  It felt dangerously empowering to smother his face with my ass like that.

After he’d teased me a while he started to pull gently at the toy, watching as it widened my asshole.

“Can I pull it out?” he asked.

“Only if you’re going to replace it with something.”

Shit, it felt so good to think of that line in the heat of the moment.  Usually, it was the kind of cool thing that I’d think of saying afterwards.

“I’m going to,” he said plainly.

He pulled steadily and my muscle stretched over the widest part of the plug.  He kept the pace slow and I felt my butt pinch the metal free and stay wide.

He put the toy on the floor and then went back to my ass, pressing his face between it and targeting the muscle directly with his tongue now.

I gushed a moan and squeezed at my tits.  I wanted Jayce to see all of me, so as he feasted on my asshole I removed my t-shirt and bra and stood naked in front of him.

Jayce was still clothed, and there was something even more alluring about that than if he were totally nude.  Seeing him in those clothes—Jayce’s familiar clothes—made the fact that his stiff cock was on display even more jarring.

There were so many reminders of who he was to me, and they were all completely blown out of the water by the sight of that glorious, throbbing cock that looked more than ready for round two.

“This is going in your asshole,” he said, and he stroked his finger up the length of it.

I trembled as I imagined it, then I felt his tongue pressing into me even further.  I was stretched wide, and his cock was about to stretch me further.

“Come sit on it,” he said.  “I want the best view.”

Jayce didn’t take any of his clothes off, but as I positioned myself over him, I could feel the strength of his muscled chest beneath.  He was a big man, and I was his tiny in comparison, but I was very stretchable.

I squatted naked over him, pressing my tits to my knees and reaching beneath myself to stand his cock upright and target my asshole with it.

“That’s it,” he said.

I touched the head of his cock to my gape and started to drop.

“That’s it,” he grunted, and by now he could feel the tight grip of me as he pressed inside.

I opened my mouth and closed my eyes.  Jayce’s cock stretched me better than any plug ever had.  I started to quiver with delight as I paid attention to him.  This was it!  A real cock, deep in my asshole.  This is what it was really like.

“Yes!” I whined, but I didn’t stop.

I kept sinking on him, looking down at my pussy and watching his cock disappear beneath it as I felt the stretching pain.

“Good girl,” he kept saying, and he couldn’t take his eyes off the sinful point of contact.

It must have been quite the sight to see the woman you lived with that you considered a friend, suddenly dropping her naked body down on you and having her asshole stretch over your cock.  The turmoil Jayce must have felt was unparalleled, but he didn’t seem to struggle in overcoming it.

“All of it,” he urged.  “Good girl.  Take it all.”

I wanted to so bad.  I would have done anything for him.  I felt his cock search deeper as I sank on it until it was buried so far into my colon that it was almost poking into my stomach.  I squatted down on him and closed my eyes tight, grunting with satisfaction.  I’d done it.

“That’s it,” he said.  “Fuck, you’re all the way down.  Shit, look at that perfect pussy.”

His thumb teased at my clit and then moved down to my sex to find me dripping.  He pushed my cum back up over my pussy and teased it.

I’d played with myself so much that I knew that Jayce, despite his experience, couldn’t compete.  He had enough on his plate as it was, so I moved his hands off me and pinned them down by his sides.

For the moment I just writhed, slowly grinding and stirring his cock in my asshole.  After enjoying that sensation, I began to lift off him, pulling at my ass before dropping back down and beginning a real dose of ass-fucking.

“Look at that,” hushed Jayce, and his chin was practically stuck to his chest as he watched my virginal asshole swallow him up.

“I can’t see, so you’ll have to do all the looking for me.”

“You don’t have to worry about that,” he said.

“Maybe I should give you something more to watch ...”

I started to tease my pussy with my fingers, rubbing my cum over my petals until they glistened just like they had when Jayce had caught me on the computer chair.

“You’re my slut now, you know that?” he asked.

“Then you’d better fuck me like one, hadn’t you?” I teased.

I pressed my fingers into my pussy and felt his cock beyond.  Now Jayce’s cock was my butt-plug, and my fingers were the tools that were going to get me off.

“Come for me,” he hushed.  “I want to see how you come.”

“Seems only fair, doesn’t it?”

“You saw me,” he shrugged.  “I want to see you now.  Show me.”

I sat all the way down on him and wriggled, humming at how good he felt.  When all of him was inside me I leaned back away from him, stretching his cock backwards and showing him my aching slit.

“I like to come like this,” I told him, then I started to work my clit.

My pussy was puffed up with arousal and my clit was so stiff.  I’d never known an excitement like it within myself.  I just knew the climax was going to be huge, and it wasn’t going to take long to coax out of me.

The second my finger started strumming I felt the distant rumble of orgasm on the horizon, and with Jayce watching me it gave the whole thing an added edge that it had never had before.

“That’s it,” he goaded.  “Come for me.”

Shit, that was fucking hot to hear.  His words stripped me of any self-consciousness that was left.  I could hear in the tone and passion that he really wanted it, you know?  He wasn’t just saying it for me.  He wanted my orgasm as badly as I did.

“Oh, I’m gonna come,” I whimpered.  “You’re gonna make me come!”

I started to breathe deep and grind on him, stirring his cock in my ass and strumming quickly over my clit.  My juices were the perfect lube, and I was able to strum my pussy so quickly that my fingers were almost a blur.

“Yes!” he said excitedly.  “Yes, that’s it!  Come!  Come!”

“Oh, Jayce, I’m going to!”

I went right to the edge and then released.  It was glorious.  I felt the spasm of climax and then a sudden spurt of juices.  My fluids gushed out of me in a quick blast that covered his shirt.  I was about to apologize but Jayce spoke first.

“Gush all over me, that’s it!” he cried.  “Fucking cover me in it!”

He didn’t care, and if he didn’t care, I didn’t care.  I let go of a muscle I hadn’t even realized I was tensing, and the release flowed out of me.

My core contracted, squeezing Jayce, and making my insides flutter.  The squirt continued to shoot up him, turning his shirt a darker color.  Droplets scatted just beneath his chin and Jayce put his head back into the pillow as though it was a baptism.

“There it is,” he said.  “Good girl.”

I was spent, but I knew Jayce still needed to come.  Or did he?  Shit, I had no idea how fast he could reload.  I knew guys my age were good to go seconds after, but I wasn’t sure if that was true of Jayce.  He was about to show me.

“Come here,” he told me, and I leaned over him and let him take me.

I was high up on Jayce and hanging on like a limpet, giving him the perfect angle to pump his cock up through my hoop.  And boy, did he.

He hugged me close, and I could feel the wetness of my release against my bare skin.  Jayce thrust up off the bed and used my tight asshole to jerk his cock, working himself through the pinching muscle until he was straining.

“I want it,” I cried close to him.  “Shoot it in my ass, Jayce, I want it!”

“You want my cum?”

“I do!”

“Tell me where!”

“In my ass, Jayce please!  Please come in my ass!”

I used my words to coax the climax from him.  With Jayce’s hands around me, I couldn’t offer much else.  He held me tight to him and fucked me so hard that my tits shook, and my nipples teased against his wet shirt fabric.

“Fucking come!” I urged.  “I want to feel it.”

“You’re gonna get it, Gail.”

“Please!”

“Oh, Gail!”

That was it.  I could just tell by his tone.  He pushed his cock all the way deep instinctively, as though he was fucking my pussy and he wanted his cum to blast right through my cervix.

I felt the warmth pour into me, and I’ll never forget that feeling.  Having Jayce’s cock just throbbing in me like that and watching the pleasure etch across his face was other-worldly.  I kissed at his cheek as he came, then he started to fuck me slow, moving his cock through my cummy insides.

“Thank you,” I kept saying.  I was just deliriously happy.

“Oh, Gail,” he said.  “What have you made me do?”

Jayce’s words sounded like they were of regret, but the steady grinding of his hips made me think that he didn’t regret a thing.  He kept his cock inside me and moved it through a bath of cum over and over.

“I didn’t make you do a thing,” I teased.  “I think you came inside me all on your own.”

I stroked his gentle face and looked down on him.  Gosh, it was so surreal.  I wanted to kiss him, but it felt wrong.  Imagine that!  I had his cock buried in my ass, but kissing him felt wrong!

“Want to see what you’ve done to me?” I asked.  This would surely test his regret.

He nodded.

I wanted to catch him in his conflict and point it out to him, but instead I just sat up off his cock and turned my ass to face him.

I was on all fours with my butt pointed at Jayce.  I opened my ass for him and let him see the cummy hole that he’d left behind.

“Damn, Gail,” he said.  “That looks so good.”

I looked back at Jayce’s cock, all strewn with cum.  I decided to reverse over him and put my butt close to his face.  Let’s see you eat my ass now, I thought.

My intention was to go for his cock.  I lifted it and gave it a quick check over before putting it in my mouth.  Jayce was still stiff and his cum tasted just as good as before.  I started to lick around his cock and then, to my surprise, I felt his tongue at my ass again.  I didn’t know what to say, and I didn’t want to scare him off.

“Keep doing that,” I hummed, and I jerked his cock steadily as I felt him lap up his own cum from my butt.

Jayce was a bigger freak than I’d ever given him credit for and it excited me beyond measure.  I jerked his cock and then started to suck it, realizing that this time, it never softened.

He just stayed stiff, to the point that I wondered if I could make him come for a third time.  As much as I loved feeling him go off in my asshole, feeling him empty in my mouth would be a treat too.

“Oh, Jayce, I want more,” I told him, and I jerked his cock hard as he pushed his tongue into my smashed-in ass.

His tongue was like tender after-care after the brutal fucking from his stiff cock.  He massaged my hole and coaxed it back to its previous tightness, cleansing me of his spilling seed in the process.  The bulk of his load stayed inside me, and I felt its sloshing heat the whole time I sucked his dick.

Soon I was pumping him hard and snarling at his cock as it moved like a blur beneath me.  I wanted more, and I wanted it bad.

“Shoot another load for me!” I begged, as though Jayce could summon them up on command.

I don’t know if it was normal for him, or whether the moment was just that hot, but Jayce did manage another climax.

I watched it unfold in balls this time, rather than his face.  They rolled like a being unto themselves, then they sucked in close to his shaft, as though they were delivering a pressurized load of cum to the base, readying it to shoot up his shaft like a bottle-rocket.

“Come!” I urged, looking at his cock.  “Give me your fucking cum!”

Jayce had stopped tonguing me now.  The sensation of my tight fist must have felt too good.  His hips pumped in and out, as though he couldn’t climax without simulating the movements of sex.

“Give me your cum!  I want it!  I want it in my mouth, Jayce, please!”

“I’m coming!” he whined, and I raced my lips over that glistening crown of his quickly, imagining the countless videos that I’d watched in the past and making my own memories now to replay in my mind.

He blasted right into my mouth and my cheeks filled with his cum.  Despite this being his third cumshot, the volume was impressive.  I had to swallow down his load to stop it from spilling right out of me.

It slid down my neck like medicine, and I yanked the base of his cock for more.  Jayce pulsed his load into me, squeezing my ass as he did so.

After he was finished, I squeezed my lips off him and let his cock fall back against his stomach.  I sat upright and pinned his face beneath me with a giggle.

“Good boy,” I told him.

I heard his muffled laughter in my ass and then his tongue poked out to tease me.  I wriggled on his face and finally freed him, looking back on the happiest, most content man that I’d ever seen in my life.

“Gail, you’re incredible,” he said.

“Me?  I didn’t think you were going to eat your cum out of my ass like that.”

He shrugged.  “The moment took me.”

“I think we need some more moments then, don’t we?” I asked.

He didn’t need to think.  “We do,” he said instantly.

And we did.  Our adventures were just beginning.

THE END
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Kitty Tighthoop felt a cold coming on.  Always one to get ahead of the game, the nineteen-year-old, health-conscious, young woman booked in an appointment with her doctor.

“I want those new sweets,” she’d asked on the phone.  “The ones on the television that stop a cold in its tracks before it’s had chance to take hold.”

After some explaining Kitty and the receptionist had figured out the right brand, and they were all set to be ordered, ready for her appointment in a few days’ time.

In the meantime, Kitty’s cold had gotten worse.  She was now pouting her way around the house in her sweatpants, feeling sorry for herself while her mature, married housemates Andrew and Shawna looked after her.

While everyone else worked, Kitty stayed home, busying herself with a healthy mixture of Netflix and Instagram.  She’d flick between the two and then—when the moment took her—she’d source some of her favorite porn and waste a few minutes masturbating.

Kitty was sexually adventurous but hadn’t yet gone all the way.  The thought of doing so was both thrilling and terrifying.  For now, she liked to watch and play, fantasizing about a time when someone might fill her up the same way she watched the young starlets on screen get filled.

Kitty liked anal too.  She found the notion fascinating and practically applauded the models online that could take a big cock in their ass with such grace.  Kitty aspired to be just like them, although she was too self-conscious to be filmed.  She was happy enough to watch from the sidelines and dream of a day when she could try it for real.

The clinic was quiet, and Kitty was seen quickly.  She tapped gently on the door and entered when she heard Dr. Hooper beckon her inside from within.

“Ms. Tighthoop,” he said, spinning on the chair and beaming.  He was always pleased to see Kitty.  He had a hard-spot for her.  “What can we do for you today?”

“I rang ahead,” said Kitty.  “I’m here to try the new cold sweets.”

“So, you’re the one,” Dr. Hooper said.  “Sally said someone was keen.  They’re fresh on the market and I must give you some warnings.”

“Warn ahead!”

“Firstly, you must take two of those once a day.  No more, no less.”

“Got it,” nodded the bubbly beauty.

“Secondly, they should be taken with food.”

“Got it.”

“As for the side-effects ...”

Kitty liked this part.  She put her hands on her knees and leaned forwards.  She often tried the freshest thing on the market and practically willed some of the side-effects along.  So far, she’d had no serious complications, but did have a whole lot of fun when Dr. Hooper had given her some sweets that made her breasts swell.

“Headaches, cold chills, relaxed muscles, and light-headedness is all par for the course.”

“They’re likely?”

“Some more likely than others,” the doctor said, examining a printed off piece of paper.  “The relaxed muscles effect is very interesting.”

“Oh?”

“In fact, in some circles”—Dr. Hooper leaned in close—“they call this the sex sweet.”

Kitty gasped and covered her mouth.  “Why?!”

“It relaxes the sphincter muscle,” Dr. Hooper said.  “And I’m sure you can guess the rest.”

“To let them get fucked in the ass?!”

Dr. Hooper blinked.  “I said I’m sure you can guess the rest.”

“Gosh, imagine that.  All those porn stars popping this sweet before they take an ass full of cock.”

Dr. Hooper cleared his throat and uncrossed his legs.  “Will there be anything else, Ms. Tighthoop?”

Kitty took the pack of sweets and stared down, feeling their power surging through her.  “No, I think that’s everything, doc.  Two a day with food, and my ass will be wider than the Suez Canal.”

“That’s not really what these are f—”

“Thanks, doc,” Kitty said, standing up.

She skipped out of the door as Dr. Hooper shook his head, looking at her toned butt and fearing the worse for its future.

At home, Kitty couldn’t wait.  The symptoms of her cold weren’t even bothering her anymore, but she used them as an excuse to pop two of the sweets after eating.

She sat there excitedly in the ensuing minutes, hoping that she’d be experiencing the side-effects that the doctor had warned her of.  Not the headaches or chills, of course, but the relaxed muscles and gaping asshole.

Kitty felt lightheaded, but not in a bad way.  She became floaty and excited.  Kitty found her way to some of her favorite porn and started to watch it as the effects bathed her steadily.

Soon enough she felt herself begin to widen.  As quickly as she could she took down her sweatpants and panties, laying back on the sofa and beginning to play with herself.

At first her fingers toyed with her soaking sex, coaxing out the wetness and spreading it back up over her folds until they were slippery and glistening.

She breathed deep, feeling her breasts fill the hooded top that she wore.  Her fingers had never explored below her pussy, but she was becoming increasingly interested as she felt the sensation of her ass relaxing.

“Fuck,” she squirmed, writhing into the sofa cushion in excitement.

Kitty pulled her knees back towards her and reached around her bare thigh.  Her finger rubbed along her soft skin and ventured into the cleavage of her toned butt.

She could feel the texture of her skin change as she headed towards her butt.  In the shower she usually found the muscle watertight and nothing more.  It had felt kind of good to touch it, but it was never Kitty’s intended target.  She focused solely on her pussy, normally, and it hadn’t failed her yet.

What Kitty hadn’t factored in though, was that it was now well past five o’clock and her housemate Andrew would be home any minute.

But Kitty was way too invested in her changing body.  She moved her fingers further and found them slip straight into her asshole.  She could feel the sinewy, warm insides against her fingertips.  She pulled back out quickly, and her heart raced.

“My God,” she hushed.  “The doc was right.”

Kitty gave her pussy some more attention, moving her fingers inside and coating it in a film of her juices.

This time she slipped into her asshole with lubricated digits and soon found herself all the way deep to the knuckle.

Kitty moaned and wriggled the fingers inside herself, feeling the sensation in her pussy and her ass at the same time.  It was a heady, glorious mix and she started to become used to it.  Soon her other hand had joined the party, with Kitty rubbing at her clit as her pussy lips puffed up in excitement.

Andrew had come home as usual and was standing in the doorway now with his briefcase in hand.  Of all the sights he could ever hope to see on his return, this one had never crossed his mind.  And yet there sat his younger lodger, with her knees obscuring her face and her fingers deep in her asshole.

Andrew had to do a double-take once he’d noticed that Kitty’s fingers were pleasuring two separate entities.  His eyes bulged with intrigue and surprise when he realized her fingers were submerged all the way, deep in her ass.

Carefully he placed down his briefcase, sure not to make a sound.  The only noise that filled the room was Kitty’s moans, coupled with the sticky clacking of her fingers as they probed and rubbed.

She started to come, wriggling more and more on the sofa, and having no idea of the show that she was putting on for the much older Andrew.

He thought that it was too late now to say anything.  Instead of making her aware of his presence, he carefully pulled his cock out through his open fly and started to jerk it.  He’d never been stiffer, and it felt as though his cock was instantly primed to explode.

Kitty was oblivious to the performance she was putting on.  Her pussy leaked over her fingers, and she grunted out her release, rubbing it quickly over herself and pulling the lips of her pussy open so that Andrew could see the joyous slit that seemed to beckon him towards it.

He was overcome with excitement.  He fell against the frame of the door and jerked himself sensually, running his hand over his thickness and feeling his scalp prickle with his inevitable release.

Kitty startled and moved her knees, spotting Andrew in the doorway.  She was about to cry out in horror until she spied the serene, blissful look on his face.

She moved her knees further and then saw his hard cock, jutting out jarringly from his underwear.  It was surreal for her to see Andrew like that, and then see the perfect, beautiful cock of his that wouldn’t have looked out of place in the porn she watched regularly.

It was throbbing with arousal and Kitty started to drool for it.  She watched Andrew jerk his cock and begin to lose himself, and soon she was willing for his climax to arrive.

“Do it,” she hushed, and Andrew’s eyes opened.

He looked at his lodger.  At first, he felt shame, but when he saw the excitement in her face and the encouraging, slow nod that she gave him, he knew this was what she wanted.

“Do it,” she said again, surer of herself now.

Andrew smiled and then closed his eyes.  He focused on the sensation from before, finding it easily and holding on to it.

He started to imagine fucking Kitty, and he opened his eyes to get a fresh look at her naked, exposed holes.  Andrew would have had either, but in that moment he only wanted to come.

“Bring it to me,” moaned Kitty.

Those words alone were enough of a catalyst for his orgasm to begin.  He tried to stop it, willing the cum back into his body, but it was no good.  He walked quickly towards Kitty’s side, not knowing what he was going to do.

Kitty waited as Andrew’s cock came closer.  Now she could see the subtle nuances of its appearance.  She could see the way that a few strands of hair came out at the hilt of his shaft, and she could see the ripples of veins that breathed life into the impressive specimen.

“Oh, Kitty,” hushed Andrew, and it sounded almost like an apology.

He was still fighting against his climax, and as a result the cum started to dribble from the tip in a way that Kitty hadn’t seen in porn.

It looked to her like his cock was leaking, and instinctively she brought her mouth over it so as not to cause a mess.

“Oh, gosh!” Andrew said, staring down on Kitty’s familiar face as his cock pulsed in her mouth.

Kitty kept her eyes closed, tasting the warmth of him as he flowed into her.  She grabbed his dick and started to tug it, and now the ropes left Andrew just like they did in the naughty movies she watched.

She pulled her mouth away and jerked harder, letting the spunk spiral from the tip of Andrew’s cock and fall across her face wherever it may.

As the cum raced across her cheek in thick ropes, Kitty looked up at Andrew with a grin.  It was a picture of Kitty that he’d never erase from his mind, and truthfully, he didn’t want to.  She started to giggle and then mouthed over the top of his cock again, catching the last few drops of his seed and swallowing them down gratefully.

“I got carried away,” Andrew said, as though that would explain why his cock was in his lodger’s mouth.

“So did I,” confessed Kitty, “but I’m not finished yet.”

“Then let me help.”

Kitty watched with increasing adoration as Andrew stripped back his shirt and opened and got to his knees beside her.

He removed her sweatpants until she was naked from the waist down, then he moved her at the hips and pointed her sex right at his face.  Kitty bit her finger and looked down as Andrew inspected her.

“You’re perfect,” he announced, smitten by her silky, smooth pussy lips and the gaping hole beneath.

He moved his face towards her sex and Kitty sucked a breath and held it.  She watched as Andrew’s mouth opened right over her mound, then she felt the slither of his tongue up over her crease.

“Oh, God, you’re good!” she croaked.

Kitty let her head fall back into the sofa.  She was instantly moaning all over again as Andrew’s experienced tongue worked her towards another climax by encircling her clitoris and teasing just a little way inside her O.

Andrew was a deviant too, and it wasn’t long before he was pushing back her legs at the knees and pressing his tongue right into her gape.

Kitty wondered how she tasted, but from Andrew’s repeated tongue-submersions, she guessed she tasted pretty darn good.

Andrew relished it.  He slithered his tongue into her back passage and reveled in the resulting whoops of joy that Kitty gave freely.

So much did he enjoy it, that his cock hadn’t even had chance to turn soft.  The teeth of his fly pinched around the thick base, as though it were a cock-ring keeping the aroused blood inside his penis.

He stabbed his tongue into Kitty’s asshole and felt a tingle of nostalgia.  He hadn’t been with a nineteen-year-old since he was nineteen, and he knew fine well that he didn’t then have the experience that he had now.

Back in the day, Andrew might have recoiled at the sight of a wide-open asshole, but now all he wanted to do was fill it.  Thankfully, Kitty wanted the same.

“Cram it in me, Andy,” she begged, whimpering.  “Please!”

Andrew stood up and took a hold of his cock.  Kitty bit her lip excitedly as she saw that his prowess hadn’t waned.

“I don’t even want it in my pussy,” Kitty said.  “Just shove it straight in my ass, Andy, please!”

“What kind of man would deny a woman’s wishes?” Andrew said, absolving himself of blame.

He wriggled Kitty to the edge of the sofa and then pushed back her legs.  Her cum-strewn face was now framed by her thighs and her asshole pointed right towards him.

Andrew pushed his thickness along the groove of Kitty’s pussy, covering the sensitive underside of his cock in a torrent of juices that he’d helped to coax free.

He moved the tip down now and found the warmth of her butt.  It was hungry.  It seemed to open over him, swallowing him inside it.

“Yes!” cried Kitty, and finally she felt something resembling a stretch.  Andrew was so girthy that even the specialist sweets weren’t enough to ease his passing.

She grunted with satisfaction as he buried himself inside her, pressing against the wall of her pussy from the opposite side.

“Look at that,” marveled Andrew.

He withdrew slowly and watched Kitt’s pussy appear vacant and attainable for a moment.  When he pushed himself into her ass again, her pussy seemed to close.

It didn’t stop Kitty from strumming at her clitoris though, and she started to work her fingers over it as Andrew fucked her ass and watched.

The grip of her butt around his shaft was like a magic portal.  It looked as though his cock was disappearing completely, but whenever he pulled it back it was apparent where he’d been hiding.

He leaned over her and bounced his hips against her ass, sinking his cock all the way inside before pulling himself out completely.

Kitty licked her lips and tasted Andrew’s cum again.  She stared between her legs and watched his dick disappear behind her pussy and fill her up.

She nodded and looked into his eyes, letting her eyelids droop to show him just how much she was enjoying himself.

Andrew upturned his hand and put his two middle fingers together.  Kitty watched as they went to her pussy, forcing themselves in alongside his big, burly cock.

He felt the tightness of her virgin pussy around his digits, as well as the bulbous head of his cock as it plunged into her asshole beyond.

Together he played her body like an instrument, pumping into her butt and fingering at her pussy in a unison so glorious that Kitty couldn’t deny how it made her feel.

She squeaked with joy and thrashed her head, gasping as she stared at Andrew’s adventurous methods.

Andrew was excited too.  He took his fingers out and smothered Kitty’s pussy with the juices he’d extracted.  He pinched at her puffy lips and squeezed her clit in the embrace.

Jolts of blissful electricity surged up Kitty’s spine as Andrew’s cock defiled her.  She could sense him in her colon and wanted more.

“Make me come, Andy!” she whined.

Quickly Andrew pulled himself free, but he kept Kitty bent back.  He pressed his tongue against her pussy and ran it all the way down to her asshole, circling around the gape.

“Yes!” cried Kitty, and she played with her pussy just how she liked it, getting herself all the way to the edge again.

Andrew felt her asshole pinching as she came.  It flexed on his tongue, her muscles pulsing over and over and squeezing out the juices from within.

Kitty was delirious with excitement as she looked down.  She was met with Andrew’s eyes, and out of sight his mouth chomped happily on her pussy before he tasted her ass all over again.

Kitty would have been happy for it to end there, but Andrew was summoning his decades of experience to come up with a position that Kitty wasn’t even sure she’d seen in porn.

He undressed completely and turned himself away from her so that the back of his thighs met her upturned butt.  In a kind of half-straddle, Andrew was able to get up on Kitty, sitting on her folded-back legs to angle his hard dick down until it met the beautiful gape again.  His cock stretched downwards, and he was able to squat and send it into her butt again from a fresh angle.

He sat back on Kitty’s legs, pinning her head between her knees and showing her what his asshole looked like in return.

Kitty stared at the sight.  Never in a million years had she thought she might see Andrew’s asshole, especially up-close like this.  As he bounced his cock into her, she began to feel the same sense of adventure as he.  Her fingers reached forwards and she tried her luck.

Andrew was oblivious to her intentions at first.  He was busy looking at his pinned down cock as it eased through Kitty’s butt.  From this angle, her butt and its hole were all he could see.

Behind him Kitty led with her fingertip, pressing it to the hairy, twisted knot that showed itself.

“Oh, yes,” said Andrew immediately.  He was a man of the world, and he was keen for Kitty to continue to be adventurous.  “In my ass, Kitty.  That’s it.”

With his permission Kitty felt emboldened.  She spat on her fingers and splayed the saliva over his ass, then she plunged deep and tried to give him the same satisfaction that he’d given her.

Andrew’s butt had many more excitable nerve-endings inside it than Kitty’s did, and that was saying something.  He quivered as her fingers burst into his ass and started to probe.

“Yes, Kitty,” he groaned, bouncing.  “That’ll make me come.”

Kitty was overjoyed.  She looked up at Andrew’s big back, trying to imagine how his face might look as he came.

He folded at the waist and pushed his ass back, keeping his cock deep and pressing against the inner walls of Kitty’s colon.

Kitty pushed her fingers further, getting braver and braver.  She started to twist them, twanging her knuckles through the tight knot of Andrew’s asshole and feeling his prostate beyond.

She didn’t know it, of course, but Kitty was inadvertently massaging the pleasure-muscle that hid in Andrew’s asshole, and one of the joyous side-effects of such an endeavor was that it caused an increase in volume to any normal cumshot.

Having already climaxed, you’d think this effect would have been dulled for Andrew, but so excited was the debauched hunk that his balls were brimming with his seed.

“Oh, Kitty, that’s it,” he groaned.  “That’s it!  Make me come!  Make me come!”

Kitty upped her pace to match Andrew’s words.  Her fingers pumped through his muscle and then she felt him clasp around her.

His cock bloomed and swelled in her ass, then it pulsed and delivered the first of many volleys, deep in her butt.

Kitty moaned as the warmth poured into her, and Andrew moaned with her.  To share his excitement like that was a privilege, and to make him come was an honor.

Andrew’s first cumshot was by his own hand, but there was no denying that this one was because of Kitty, and she took great joy in that knowledge.

“Fill my ass with cum!” she moaned, not knowing that Andrew had already done that.

The cum from his second volley was so bountiful that it had started to spill out and squirm through the gap between cock and colon.

Kitty felt it exit her, running in long streams over her butt before dripping to the floor beneath, or smudging into the sofa-cushion.

Andrew kept fucking, and so did Kitty.  He bounced into her, displacing the pearly liquid until it flowed out of her butt like a volcano full of thick cream.

Now the texture around his cock was slippery, and he was able to cruise his spurting length through her asshole and revel in the new sensation.

Kitty felt a deep satisfaction at having made Andrew come.  She pulled her fingers out of his butt and looked at his cock emerging as he stood up.

Andrew’s dick burst out from Kitty’s ass and flung a rocket of cum forwards as it settled on his waist, no longer constrained by her gaping ring.

He turned, breathing heavily.  Now that he’d come, he was experiencing a morsel of post-nut clarity, and he felt a brief sense of shame as he stared at his exposed lodger whose cum-smashed asshole was still pointed right at him.

He jerked his cock slowly and their eyes met in several seconds of silence before Kitty spoke and cut right through it.

“I want to suck the cum off your cock,” she said plainly.

Andrew didn’t spring to action immediately, and that gave Kitty the chance to plunge two fingers into her cum-filled butt and then suck them dry.

“You mean business, huh?” asked Andrew.

Kitty nodded.  She sat normally on the sofa, pinning her leaking ring against the sofa-cushion beneath her.  She picked up Andrew’s cock and pushed her lips over it, feeling his semi-stiffness squirm inside her.

Andrew took another breath.  He felt her tongue swirl around his length, like it was being French-kissed.

Kitty sucked off the bitter, sweet, nutty flavor until Andrew’s cock was clean, then she let it fall from her mouth as she looked up dreamily at him.

“You can come and fuck my ass any time you like.  Okay?”

Kitty wanted an answer.

“Okay?” she repeated.

Andrew nodded.  “You might regret saying that when I come to your room late at night.”

“I don’t think I will,” teased Kitty.

The door went again, and this time Kitty heard it.

“Your wife!” she hissed.

Andrew quickly swept up his clothes and made a run for the downstairs cloakroom.  Kitty donned her sweatpants and pulled them up her legs.  Carol walked in just as she was making a pose on the sofa.

“You’re still sick?” she asked, putting down her bag.  She walked to Kitty and placed a hand on her forehead.  Then she noticed the drying cum that was strewn across Kitty’s cheek.

Carol licked her finger and swept it up, grabbing a tissue and wiping it off herself.

“That must have been some sneeze,” she said.

“It was,” Kitty said wryly.

“You’ve got a temperature.”

“I do feel hot,” Kitty conceded, and she could feel Andrew’s cum wetting the back of her panties.

“Have you taken anything for it?”

Kitty wanted to say: “Two doses of cum,” but she thought better of it.

“Just some paracetamol,” she said instead.

“Get some rest,” Carol said, rubbing her back.  “Is Andy home?”

“I think so,” said Kitty, and more of his cum bled out from her ass.

THE END
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I often drank with the older couple I rent a room from.  I don’t know if that’s normal, but it didn’t feel weird.  If anything, it helped us all bond a little better.  I’d wind up telling them things I’d never have the courage to confess sober, and they’d divulge things about themselves that I’d never hope to find out any other way.

We each knew each other’s insecurities, hopes and dreams, and they knew a few things about me that I think they’d rather not.

One Friday night I’d let slip that I’d finally had sex for the first time, which led to a lot of smirking on their part and some very up-front questions that I answered as frankly as I could.

It was like a competition to see who would crack first: me from their questioning, or them for my answers.

Mrs. Longstaff asked positions while Mr. Longstaff lay beside her on the sofa with his feet up.  I looked at him after each answer and saw his sly gaze.  He was definitely imagining it, but I guess that’s what you do when someone speaks; you imagine.

By the time his wife’s interrogation was though I’d divulged when, where and how it happened, as well as the lucky recipient.

“I hope that kid knows how good he had it, Gina,” Mr. Longstaff had said.  His wife had smiled.

Truth is, I’m not sure Billy Ledecky had realized how good he had it.  He kind of gave me the cold shoulder afterwards and it shook my confidence.

But Mr. and Mrs. Longstaff were right on hand to build it back up, during another late night session where we drank and talked.

“You know, Andy here used to be quite the lothario,” Mrs. Longstaff said, looking across at her husband.

“Here we go ...” he began.  “Go on.”

His wife laughed.

“What’s a lothario?” I asked.

“A young Casanova,” she clarified.  “He had his pick of the women.”

“And I chose the best one,” he said, kissing his wife’s hand.

“Aww,” I fawned jokingly.  “What did you used to get up to, Mr. Longstaff.”

“Nothing special,” he said.

His wife let out an outrageous laugh.  “Ha!  They didn’t call you ‘Anal Andy’ for nothing.”

My eyes bulged.  “Anal Andy?!”

Mr. Longstaff was blushing.  It was the first time I’d ever seen him turn that color, and it had happened so fast.

“Look how red he’s going,” Mrs. Longstaff said.  “Aww, is little Anal Andy embarrassed?”

“Why did they call you Anal Andy?” I asked.

“Take a guess,” his wife answered.

“I’m hoping it’s because Mr. Longstaff gave anal ...”

“What else would it be?!” he bellowed.

His wife and I laughed as Mr. Longstaff sat up in the couch and grabbed his drink.  He took a swig as Mrs. Longstaff continued to make him feel more uncomfortable.

“Anal Andy had a reputation amongst us gals for always, and I mean always, trying to put it in your ass.  We always refused, of course.”

“You didn’t,” he said between swigs.

“I did!” Mrs. Longstaff said.

“I mean ‘you’ as in, ‘you gals.’  You definitely all didn’t refuse.”

“No way,” Mrs. Longstaff said, intrigued.  “Who let you?”

A smile began on his lips and he looked across at me.  He was the only one in the room who knew what his next line was going to be, and he was relishing that fact.

“In fact,” he said, setting down his beer and sitting back in the seat, “you were the only one who refused.”

Mrs. Longstaff’s jaw hit the floor.

“Jess?  Alice?  What about—what was her name?  The one in specs.”

“Christine,” Mr. Longstaff said.

“Yeah, her.”

He nodded.  “All of them.”

“No!  Way!” his wife said, sitting forward on her seat and looking at him.  “You didn’t tell me that.”

“I didn’t think it was important.”

As they argued I started to look at Mr. Longstaff in a completely different light.  I mean, I always knew he he’d had sex before, but I never imagined him in someone’s ass.  How did you even do that.  I was new to sex at nineteen, and it had hurt bad enough squeezing a guy in my pussy for the first time.  How the hell did you fit one in your ass?

I came back to the room after a brief daydream.  The two of them were still mid ‘discussion.’

“Why do you think it wouldn’t be important for you to tell me that you fucked almost all of my friends in the ass?”

“Because that’s the past,” Mr. Longstaff said.

“It’s the past, but it’s still important.  That’s why they teach history in school, Andy.”

“Anal Andy,” I corrected.  It did not improve things.

“Relax, Sharon,” he said.  “You know there’s only one woman for me.”

“One woman who doesn’t take it in her ass,” I teased.

Mr. Longstaff shook his head at me as his wife stared.  “Don’t, Gina”

“Maybe you’d like to take a cock in your ass,” she said, “but I wouldn’t.”

The room fell silent afterwards.  I was thinking, and I mean really thinking, about what she had said.

“I think I would like a cock in my ass,” I announced.

He sputtered beer back into the can as Mrs. Longstaff’s head turned to me slowly.

“What?!” she gasped.

I shrugged.  “Looks like it’d be fun.”

“Fun?  You think it’s fun having a guy’s cock sliding up your ass?  That thing’s a one-way-street, Gina.  Things don’t go up it.”

“They do,” Mr. Longstaff said.

She gave his arm a slap.  “They do not.”

“That’s not what Christine thought,” I said.

“What is this?” Mrs. Longstaff asked.  “‘Everyone pile on Sharon’ night?”

“We’re playing, Mrs. Longstaff.”

“It’s just good fun,” Mr. Longstaff said.

“Do you still try it on?” I asked.

He shook his head, but his wife had a different answer.

“He does!” she said.  “About once a month he tries it.  Regular as clockwork.  I’ve never let him in there yet.”

She seemed proud of the fact.

“Do you miss it?” I asked him.

“I wouldn’t say ‘miss it...’”

I could tell from his tone and lack of eye-contact that he definitely did miss it.  You don’t have such an insatiable appetite for something as he clearly had in his youth and then completely overcome it.  Mr. Longstaff wanted it, I could tell.  Shit, the more I thought about it, the more I wanted it.  I could be the first of my friends to go there.

The conversation moved on, but I was left to ponder.  At times throughout the evening, I had flashes of Mr. Longstaff’s previous conquests, taking his stiffness right in their ass.  Something about imagining a woman being fucked, but her pussy being completely empty, seemed jarring.  I wondered how much it hurt.  I wondered if I’d like it.

That night I dreamt about it.  I couldn’t help it.  I dreamt of being taken by a faceless man and staring up at him as he put his cock under my pussy and pushed.  In my dream I was on my back, and a hunky man loomed over me.  He looked older.  His chest was hairy, and some of it was gray.

My legs were pinned back, and he kept his eyes right on mine as he pushed into me.  I think I might have came in my dream, I don’t know.  I remember waking up with a creamy panties, but something else in the night had been more startling.

I realized once I’d awoke that the guy fucking me did have a face.  It wasn’t a stranger, or a movie-star, or an old friend, but someone much closer to home.

A flashback played across my mind’s eye, and in it I saw Mr. Longstaff.  I saw him bearing over me with a passioned look on his face.  I felt the stretch of my ass as he breached me.  I felt shame and arousal all at once.

The dream was compelling.  You know those dreams that feel so real that you have to keep convincing yourself they didn’t happen?  Well, this was one of those, and as I went to the bathroom that morning, I realized that those sinful thoughts would be living long in my memory.

Showering them away didn’t seem good enough.  I drew myself a soapy bath and slid into the tub with a groan.  With the water all around me, I felt safe to explore.

“Anal sex ...” I mused aloud.

Beneath the bubble-topped water my hand rested on my thigh.  It drifted between my legs and then over my pussy, but that wasn’t the target.

Gently I pressed my finger against the water-tight muscle beneath.  It felt ... strange.  My asshole wasn’t something I touched with any regard to pleasure, but now that I was thinking about using it to pleasure myself, I realized that touching it wasn’t completely without stimulus.

I felt a strange tickle, and the sensitive nerve-endings seemed to reward me with a thrilling sensation.  I wanted more, and I knew I could give that to myself.

In several minutes I’d turned over completely.  I was on my knees in the tub with my ass above the water.  Soapy suds ran over my toned butt, and their slipperiness definitely helped.  In this position I was able to squeeze one of my fingers right through the tight muscle.  I waggled it against my insides and gave myself the first real taste of something approaching anal.

Something was in my ass.  I started to rock it through the tight hoop, and I imagined it to be the real thing, but I knew it was nowhere near big enough.

After some time, I was pushing two fingers into my ass, and the stretching sensation was perhaps more akin to how I imagined anal to be.

I realized that Mr. Longstaff must have done something similar to this to his conquests, unless he’d just rammed it home without so much as a hello.

I’d always thought him to be a gentleman, so I reasoned in my head that Alice or Christine or whatever had been properly prepared before he’d done the dirty with them.

What started to confuse me was that Mrs. Longstaff hadn’t even entertained the idea.  If she’d have had some bath time fun like I was having, perhaps she’d have changed her mind.  Who knows?

The muscle started to relax, and soon I was probing two fingers through the tight ring at a pace more akin to getting fucked.  If no-one was going to fuck my ass, then I was going to do it all by myself.

The water in the tub rocked beneath me as my whole body moved, and I started to forget myself.  I started to forget that I was sharing a house, but a sudden knock at the door reminded me of that fact.

“Gina?  What are you doing in there?” Mr. Longstaff asked.

As my eyes opened, I realized I’d been mewling gently, but not gently enough for it to stay within the confines of the bathroom.

“Nothing,” I lied.

“Sharon’s out,” Mr. Longstaff said from nowhere.

With my ass in the air and my fingers in my butt, that moment felt like it lasted a lifetime.  In it, I cast my mind back to the night before, and the looks that Mr. Longstaff had given me when his wife had divulged his passion for anal.

Was he interested?  Did he want to try it with me?  His desperation for the naughtier kind of sex had been brimming and bubbling inside him for over a decade.  Was I the one to finally give him the release he craved?

“The door’s open,” I said, and I prepared to meet my destiny.

The latch clicked and I stayed staring ahead.  The bathtub was in the middle of the room, with one end pointing towards the door and the other facing the opposite corner.

The first thing Mr. Longstaff would have seen was my ass, and the fingers that were wedged inside it.  I was thinking he might say something, but there was silence.

I stared forwards at the corner, where two walls met.  This felt like two things colliding too—two things on a separate path, suddenly crashing together in an inevitable conclusion.

“I see you’ve been exploring,” he said.

I heard his bare feet against the cool floor tiles.

“We talked about it so much ... I just had to try.”

I moved my fingers and continued to moan, putting on a show for him.  I didn’t imagine him to be looking anywhere else.

“I wish Sharon would do that,” he hushed.

“I’m doing it,” I told him.  “I’m here.”

He perched on the edge of the tub and put a hand on my big ass.  He rubbed my toned butt, moving the soapy suds over it and spreading it so he could see inside.

“What do you see?” I asked.

He took a deep breath.  “I see your beautiful asshole, stretching around your fingers.”

“How does it make you feel?”

“It makes me feel like I want to be inside it.”

“You can be,” I said, and I moved my fingers out from the tight grip of my muscle.  “If you want to be.”

Mr. Longstaff kept me spread, and I realized that my asshole didn’t fully close.  I’d never experienced anything like that before, but the muscle seemed to stay agape, as though I’d broken it.

“Maybe I want to be,” he said, and then I felt his hand move into the cleavage of my butt.  Suddenly he was breaching the tight muscle.  It was a thrill to have someone else touch me there, and not know what they were going to do next.

“Oh, Mr. Longstaff,” I moaned.

He pushed two fingers inside me, and it was abundantly clear that his fingers were thicker than mine.  My butt stretched wider than it had yet, and Mr. Longstaff sucked a breath through his teeth as he watched.

“So tight ...” he said.  “Damn, I bet that would feel good.”

“It does feel good,” I confessed, and I closed my eyes to focus on it.

He slipped into me, and I started to feel a stimulus in my pussy now as he pleasured it from the opposite side.

Mr. Longstaff brought his other hand to me, and he cupped it beneath me like he was feeding a horse.  He rubbed at my pussy and moved up to my clitoris.  I was so amazed that he seemed to know exactly how to please me, but I guess he was experienced.  You don’t make it to forty-three without learning a thing or two, but at nineteen I was oblivious to that.  I’d only ever been with guys my age.

“That feel good?” he asked.

“I think you know the answer.”

He let out a soft laugh and then pushed his fingers into my pussy too.  His hands worked together, and I started to moan louder.

I bit my bicep as my heart raced.  I could taste the soap on my skin, but that wasn’t exactly the pervading sensation at that time.

Mr. Longstaff’s fingers worked me like an instrument, moving through both holes in glorious harmony.

“Good girl,” he said, and that really started to get me going.

It was such a simple piece of praise, but it rattled something inside me.  I started to come, and he noticed that too.  His finger spun quickly on my clitoris while his other hand worked my asshole, sliding through the knot until it started to gasp.

My muscles contracted and clenched, and he felt the squeeze of my ass around his fingers.  But it couldn’t squeeze shut completely, and that only seemed to get me off more.

“I want the real thing, Mr. Longstaff,” I whined, and I was thrashing so hard that water was rocking over the edge of the tub.

It hit the floor and splashed but neither of us cared.  He just carried on fucking my ass with his fingers as he guided me through the most glorious climax that I’d ever had.

“I want your cock!” I told him.  “I want your cock!”

He didn’t let up until I was coming out the other side of my orgasm with breathless delirium.  When I was spent, he pulled his fingers out from my ass, and I gasped as they popped free.

For the moment I lay on my arm, breathing deep and wondering what the hell I’d done to deserve such pleasure so early in the morning.

I heard him behind me, and I heard the clank of his belt.  I hadn’t even looked at him yet.  I just kind of froze there in the post-climax haze, but I was about to be perked up.

I could hear his clothes drop to the floor and then I felt him walk around me.  I saw him for the first time now, and he was completely naked.  At first, I spied his bare ankles and moved up over his muscled calves and hairy thighs, but it was just above that where my assessment stopped.

I just stared, looking at the big, throbbing, beautiful cock that thrust out from his waist.  He was so turned on.  I hadn’t seen a cock go that hard before, even in porn.  It looked ready to burst, as though the thick veins that ran up its side were going to pop any second.

But they didn’t and his cock just stood there, twitching right in front of me, close enough to claim.  The next thing seemed obvious.

“Put it in my mouth,” I told him, and I looked up at his face now to see him.  There he was.  Mr. Longstaff.

He smiled, the way he’d smiled a thousand times before, and I smiled back.  I couldn’t help it.

“Open,” he said simply.

I let my jaw drop and I stuck out my tongue.  He walked onto me and that beautiful cock of his just slipped right into my mouth.

I closed my lips around him and felt his stiff arousal inside me.  I could feel the pulse of him in his cock as my tongue slid along the underside of him.

“Oh, Gina,” he whispered, moving my hair aside.

He held my face as he made love to my mouth, gently rocking his hips so that his thickness went to the top of my throat and back.

The whole time my ass stayed open, as though it knew there was more to come.  I think my position on all fours was perfect to keep the muscle open, but just in case it wasn’t I sent my hand back there and plugged myself with two fingers.

“You love it, don’t you?” asked Mr. Longstaff.

I hummed in agreement, and he felt the vibrations on his thickness.

“You think you can take this in there?”

I nodded with his cock in my mouth, opening my eyes and looking up at him, all doe eyed.

“I think you can too,” he said.

He took his cock from my mouth and then walked closer, putting my head against his thigh.  I mouthed for his dick and he pulled it away, showing me his clean-shaven balls instead.

They looked inviting enough to me, and I started to tongue at those, thinking it was what he wanted.  He moaned, letting me know that I was on the right track.  I licked at everything he gave me, then he pulled away.

“Sit on the edge of the tub,” he said.

I rose out of the water, and it was the first time Mr. Longstaff really got a good look at me.  He watched the soap fall off my naked body and reveal my big tits beneath.

“Fuck, Gina,” he said, and he rushed towards them as though he’d never noticed they existed before.

He pushed them together and his hands ran beautifully over my soap-strewn tits.  His thumb circled the nipple, and they perked up.

He turned me around and sat me on the edge of the tub, pushing my back forwards and easing my butt back until it hung over the tub’s rim.  I was ready.

My fantasies had involved looking Mr. Longstaff in the eye, but this position made it difficult.  As the bathroom’s design would have it, I was able to look ahead at the wall and see the reflection of him in the full-length mirror.

He hadn’t noticed me watching yet.  He was stroking his cock and shaking his head in disbelief.  He’d traded his wife in for a younger version, and he was about to put me to the test.

“You want this cock?” he asked, and it was then he noticed me staring at him in the mirror.

“Yes,” I nodded.

Mr. Longstaff jerked himself slowly, putting on a show for me as I perched there, waiting to be sodomized.  It had only been a few months since I’d lost my virginity, and now I was about to lose a different virginity altogether.

He stroked his hand on my back and then held my shoulder.  His other hand held his cock at the base, squeezing around it so it flared up even stiffer.

He bent his knees and moved his cock under me, and that’s when I felt his thickness on me for the first time.

He quickly found the weakest part of me to apply the pressure to, and I felt my tight muscle widen further than it ever had.

He was slow, but I still cried out when a beautiful pang of pain hit.  It made the whole thing real, you know?  It wasn’t like the movies online where some woman’s elastic ass would just instantly take a cock.  It was real and raw, and it hurt at first.

But the sensation of pain was so brief.  It was like ripping off a plaster.  I didn’t realize how malleable my sphincter was until his cock went inside it.  What was at first almost too big, suddenly became bearable.

I breathed through the pain as Mr. Longstaff comforted me.  I dread to think how it would have felt if I hadn’t warmed myself up with my fingers.

“Good girl,” he said.  “Oh, you feel so good.  That’s perfect, Gina.”

I felt a sense of pride as he continued to push his inches into me.  The worst was over.  The rest of him flowed into me with surprising ease, and before I knew it, I’d taken every one of his inches inside me.

I could feel the stubbled, shaven hair that he’d styled above his cock as he slotted himself all the way home.  I looked back at him and smiled.

“It’s as easy as that,” he said.

He pulled out and looked down, and I watched in the mirror as Mr. Longstaff defiled me.

“Your ass pinches it so good,” he said, moving slow and focusing on the pink ring of muscle that encased him.

He used the tight grip of my butt to jerk himself, and it was a joy to watch him lose himself like that.  I knew only the fun and serious side of Mr. Longstaff, but now I was seeing the sexy side of him.
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