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Read An Excerpt
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As I sucked his perfect length I started to toy between my legs, pushing my fingers against my pussy and moaning against his forbidden flesh as I felt my own wetness.  “I want you,” I groaned.  “I want you to be my first.”

“Your first,” he whispered, confused.

I pulled his cock from my mouth.  “The first in my ass.”

I felt Angus’s cock twitch in response.  I pulled back off him and opened the belt of my gown, letting it fall open and showing him my naked, mature body.

His eyes wandered over it.  He took in my big tits and soon he was staring at the triangle of kempt hair that sat above my pussy.

“Come here,” he beckoned, and he lay back against the tiles.

I crawled forward over him, arriving over his cock.  But Angus didn’t want me there yet.  Instead his hands came down inside my thigh and he pulled me upwards.  I continued to kneel forwards until his face disappeared beneath my crotch.

I could feel his breath inside my legs and then I felt the stubble of his handsome face against the soft skin of my inner thigh.

His mouth opened and gasped over my wetness.  He drove his tongue into me and I clenched, releasing a grunt of pleasure that I prayed my husband didn’t hear.

Angus was quick to the task.  He started to lap over my rippled flesh, parting the petals with his tongue and sliding along the groove like he was licking a Popsicle.

He was a messy eater, and I reveled in it.  The more ravenously he ate from me the more pleasurable it felt.  To feel his lips and tongue dance over my flesh was a treat like no other.

“Fuck,” I hushed, stretching my hands down my thigh and grinding my hips over him.

I smoothed my flesh across his face and realized I was in full control.  Angus had nary a say in where my pussy went—even if it disappeared completely.

I leaned forwards and concentrated as his tongue slipped down my pussy and over my honey-pot.  He slid inside briefly but before he could taste me it was gone.  It was replaced by the strap of skin that separated my two playgrounds.  Suddenly I felt the swirling of his tongue race over my puckered, virginal knot.

“Yes!” I cried, and Angus took that as his cue to lick faster.
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My Soapy Butt For My Lodger
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When you get to the age of forty you’ve pretty much done all there is to do and all that you’re going to do, but I’ve long been against that kind of mentality.  I wanted to grow old disgracefully, sampling everything that life had to throw at me, whether it was a good idea or not.  That day I found myself firmly on the side of ‘bad idea’ territory, but I decided to go for it anyway.

My ex-lodger Angus was visiting for the weekend and, being a house-proud kind of woman, I’d decided to make the place spotless for him.

He’d arrived late the night before and I still hadn’t quite got everything ready.  The last thing on my list was the kitchen floor, which was in need of a good scrubbing.

I rose early that morning, wrapping my white gown around my naked body and leaving my husband in bed whilst I tried to make a productive start to the day.

I tip-toed down the hall and peered into Angus’s room.  I could see his peaceful face through the crack of the door and I stayed to watch him a while, feeling a sense of nostalgia and pride.  It’d had only been a year since he left, but Angus felt much older now somehow.  He was approaching twenty and well on his way to becoming a man.

When I moved from the crack in the door I found myself doing a quick double-take.  As the angle shifted I saw that he wasn’t quite as covered up as I thought.  Slowly I peered back through the gap, shifting my gaze and gasping as I realized he was sleeping nude.

I bit my lip and leant against the frame of the door, pushing it slowly wider and holding my breath as the bottom of the door brushed over the carpet.

With the gap an inch or so wider I could see his face and his naked body.  He was laid in such a way that I could only see his muscled torso and his big thigh that covered his modesty.  He looked so buff since I’d last seen him, but I guess a year of working on his body would do that.  He’d joined the gym soon-after leaving here and he’d definitely made progress.

I started to fantasize about a man just like Angus claiming me.  I kidded myself that the man I pictured was a complete stranger, but in my mind’s eye he was almost exactly like him—same blue eyes, same age, same muscled body.

Just then he cleared his throat and I stepped back from the aperture, panicked.  His eyes remained closed and he shifted his weight.  I watched his face move and then I brought my eye back to the crack in the door, covering my mouth as I gasped at the sight before me.

Angus was sprawled on his back now and there, sat on his stomach, lay his stretched out, engorged cock, looking delicious and forbidden all at once.

I couldn’t help but look.  My husband often awoke in a similar state of arousal, but I had no idea it was so common.  Unlike my husband though, Angus had a smooth, fresh-looking cock that drew my eye towards it like it was glinting metal.  There was something deliciously forbidden about it.  I knew if I lingered anymore I’d begin to have designs beyond my morals.

I moved away from the door, walking down the hall and going downstairs to the kitchen.  I slinked stealthily, keen to avoid the creaky floorboards that riddled the staircase so as not to wake anyone.

In the kitchen I played some quiet music and started to fill a bucket full of soapy water.  As it filled I daydreamed back to that image, finding myself fantasizing again about tackling a beauty that was the mirror-image of Angus.

I closed my eyes and pictured kissing him.  I pictured my hands running down his naked body and I imagined myself taking his cock in my grasp and jerking his love from him.  My thoughts became even more sinful and debauched as the fantasy took root.

Soon I was envisaging him crashing his hot spunk over my moaning face or thrusting his powerful cock right into my forbidden, virginal asshole.  It was that last thought that seemed to awaken me more than anything else.  I imagined being fucked there for the first time at the hands of Angus.  What a treat that would be.

Just then I heard the splash of excess water as it ran over the edge of the bucket and into the basin.  I startled back to reality and I shut the water off, pouring out the excess and adding a little more soap to froth it back up.

I heaved the bucket down from the counter and set it near the corner of the room, getting on my hands and knees and starting to scrub at the hard, tiled floor.

As my arm worked my tits shoot beneath me, batting open my gown every so often and causing me to pull the belt tighter around my waist.  It got to the point where I may as well have just thrown the damned thing off entirely.

I battled away for a few minutes and then I heard the creak of the stairway beyond the quiet sound of the melodic music that floated from the radio.

Angus emerged at the door in a pair of shorts and a t-shirt.  His blonde hair was disheveled and messy, but there was something about his look that still managed to drive me wild.  I could scarcely meet his gaze as I pictured the forbidden sight from earlier.

“Morning,” he said, and he walked across the floor and stooped to peck my cheek.

I closed my eyes as his lips touched my skin and I let out a breath.

“Morning,” I said, trying not to sound as though I’d just been imagining his cock deep in my ass.  “Sleep well?”

“Sure did,” he said.  “I always loved that bed.”

I hummed in affirmation, trying not to let that once-in-a-lifetime image of his infest my craw.

“You’re cleaning now?”

“No rest for the wicked,” I sighed, scrubbing at the floor until my gown came open again.

I pulled it over my big tits and looked to Angus.  Thankfully he was busy at the counter, fixing some fresh coffee and making all manner of clattering and banging.

“Keep the noise down,” I hissed as he crashed the pot of coffee down on the side.  “My husband, remember.”

“I thought he was a heavy sleeper?”

“He is,” I said, “but that doesn’t mean you can go making so much noise.”

“Jeez, sorry, Paula.”

I knelt up and huffed.  “Ugh,” I groaned.  “Sorry.  It’s nice to have you back.  I’m just a little worked up this morning.”

Angus looked at me and then averted his gaze.  “You look it.”

I stared down to see that my gown was split open again, revealing just a hint of nipple on one of my breasts.

Angus was laughing to himself, pointing his face towards the cupboard.

“Sorry,” I said again awkwardly.

“I don’t mind,” he said cheerily.  “Who doesn’t wanna see a nice pair of tits in the morning?”

I gasped.  “Angus!”

He laughed and then put a hand over his mouth, shooting a mocking gaze up at the ceiling as though the thought of waking my husband terrified him.

I have to confess, while I knew it was the right thing to do to scald him, there was something flattering about having a guy half my age tell me my tits looked nice.

I stifled a grin.  “Help me move this bucket, would you?”

Angus stopped what he was doing and walked over, slapping his big bare feet along the tiles.

“Where do you want it?”

“Just behind me, here,” I pointed.

He lifted the bucket like it was nothing and took a step back.  I heard the squeak of his skin on the tile and I watched his legs shuffle like a cartoon before gravity finally punished him.

He fell heavy on his ass and then I heard the loud clang of the bucket on the floor, followed quickly by a rush of warm, soapy water that blasted right against my ass.

There was a shocked silence afterwards and Angus sat wide-eyed, leant back on his hands.  His eyes shifted as though he was waiting for my husband to make a move, but none came.

I realized quickly that my ass was absolutely soaked with water, but what I didn’t realize was that the resultant splash had shot my dress clean up over my ass.  It wasn’t until Angus turned his head and his jaw dropped that I realized something was up.

“Angus!” I hissed again, shaking my head and nodding to the ceiling.

I waited for any sound from above, ignoring for the moment how wet my butt felt.  After a minute I realized that my husband was the heavy-sleeper that we’d all deemed him to be.  There wasn’t even a peep from upstairs.  Downstairs, however, I could hear the fast-beating heart of Angus as he took in a view that he probably thought he’d never see in his life.

“What are you—” I began, then I stopped in horror as I reached a hand back to my ass and was greeted with bare skin.

It was then that I realized two things.  Firstly my naked ass was totally exposed, and secondly my soaped-up asshole was pointing straight towards Angus.

I quickly moved the fabric back to cover my modesty, blushing and not quite knowing what to say.  Angus had made it a year under my roof without seeing any of my private-parts, and then in one brief morning he’d seen one of my tits and my virginal asshole in one go.  What were the chances?

“Damn, Paula,” he said, and he was still staring.

“What?” I said, looking at the water that was now all around us.

It was pooling beneath us and soaking into Angus’s shorts, but he didn’t seem to care a jot.  He was still gazing right at the spot where my revealed flesh had been.

“That ...” he began.  “That was the nicest asshole I’ve ever seen.”

My eyes bulged at the bizarre statement.  I didn’t know where to begin.

“See a lot, do you?”

“It was perfect,” he hushed.  “Can I see it again?”

“Angus!” I cried in dismay.  Only a few minutes ago I’d been staring at his forbidden cock.  I was such a hypocrite.

He sat there and absorbed my punishment, beginning to feel embarrassed by his request.  As he sat back on his hands I noticed a bulge in his shorts that looked far from typical.  I had a flash-bulb recollection of that beautiful cock of his all over again.  A dangerous seed took route in my mind.

“I’ll make a deal with you,” I said.  “You show me what you look like all hot-and-bothered, and I’ll give you another look at my ass.”

Angus thought for a moment, seeming confused.  I nodded down to the crotch of his pants and the penny dropped.

“Oh!”

“Choice is yours,” I said, looking back to him as I sat on all-fours, awaiting his decision.

Angus said nothing.  He let his hands do the talking.  One of them came slowly to the front of his shorts and rubbed briefly over the stiffness inside before he reached in and pulled his thick muscle out over the waist.

I gasped, sucking a breath and staring at the monolith in front of me.  It looked even more delicious up close.  His shaft was smooth and taut with arousal.  A thick vein disappeared beneath his fist that held the lower half of his girth tight.

“Now you,” he said.

I reached back to the skirt of my gown, watching his cock throb in his grasp.  I pulled it back slowly, sliding the wet fabric up over my soaked skin.  Angus’s face told me exactly when I’d pulled it up far enough.  His pupils fattened and he stared longingly between my cheeks.

“Fuck.”

“Now give me that cock,” I snarled, spinning and pointing my face towards him.

He leant back into the pool of water, soaking his t-shirt and shuffling his shorts down more.  The energy in the room quickly increased and I prowled between his legs.  My gown split open again but now I didn’t care.  My tits swayed beneath my body as I put myself between his legs.

“Let’s take a look at you,” I said, tugging down his shorts and watching his cock flail up as it became free.

I took it off his hands and he reclined again, tensing his stomach as he stared down at me.  I handled him gently, delicately fondling his cock and bringing my face closer to him.  There wasn’t even a blemish on his perfect length.

“I want this,” I snarled.  Angus opened his mouth to say something, but his words vanished when I wrapped my lips right over the smooth crown of his magnificent dick.

His arousal surged into my mouth and I pressed my lips over him, hosting half of his prowess in my mouth and gripping the remaining half with my fist.

He groaned and I hummed in response, closing my eyes and winding my lips up off him with a pop.  I breathed heavy and open-mouthed, looking down my nose at the wet, taboo length that sat in my hand.

“This is fucked,” he said, realizing the gravity of the situation.

“Fucked?  You don’t know the half of it.”

I raced back onto his cock without a care.  If my husband was half as good at sleeping as we thought, not even the sound of my own crashing orgasm would rouse him.

I pushed back Angus’s t-shirt and he helped it up over his body.  His abs rippled like a washboard as he tightened them to stare down at me.  With his t-shirt off he looked almost identical to the image I’d seen first thing that morning, apart from the fact that now his cock was in my mouth of course.

I slurped along him, playing a competition with myself to see how much of his cock I could fit down my throat before I gagged.

Angus was breathing hard.  His hand held my head steadily as I worked my lips over him.  We both knew how utterly wrong this was, but we were too far in to pull out.  Only two things were going to stop this runaway train of sin now: either my husband waking up, or Angus’s glorious climax.

As I sucked his perfect length I started to toy between my legs, pushing my fingers against my pussy and moaning against his forbidden flesh as I felt my own wetness.  “I want you,” I groaned.  “I want you to be my first.”

“Your first,” he whispered, confused.

I pulled his cock from my mouth.  “The first in my ass.”

I felt Angus’s cock twitch in response.  I pulled back off him and opened the belt of my gown, letting it fall open and showing him my naked, mature body.

His eyes wandered over it.  He took in my big tits and soon he was staring at the triangle of kempt hair that sat above my pussy.

“Come here,” he beckoned, and he lay back against the tiles.

I crawled forward over him, arriving over his cock.  But Angus didn’t want me there yet.  Instead his hands came down inside my thigh and he pulled me upwards.  I continued to kneel forwards until his face disappeared beneath my crotch.

I could feel his breath inside my legs and then I felt the stubble of his handsome face against the soft skin of my inner thigh.

His mouth opened and gasped over my wetness.  He drove his tongue into me and I clenched, releasing a grunt of pleasure that I prayed my husband didn’t hear.

Angus was quick to the task.  He started to lap over my rippled flesh, parting the petals with his tongue and sliding along the groove like he was licking a Popsicle.

He was a messy eater, and I reveled in it.  The more ravenously he ate from me the more pleasurable it felt.  To feel his lips and tongue dance over my flesh was a treat like no other.

“Fuck,” I hushed, stretching my hands down my thigh and grinding my hips over him.

I smoothed my flesh across his face and realized I was in full control.  Angus had nary a say in where my pussy went—even if it disappeared completely.

I leaned forwards and concentrated as his tongue slipped down my pussy and over my honey-pot.  He slid inside briefly but before he could taste me it was gone.  It was replaced by the strap of skin that separated my two playgrounds.  Suddenly I felt the swirling of his tongue race over my puckered, virginal knot.

“Yes!” I cried, and Angus took that as his cue to lick faster.

His tongue circled the knot, washing its way around me and relaxing me gradually.  Soon all I cared about was the sensation around my unbroken ring.  My pussy was merely a back-drop.  I circled my finger over my swelling clit and felt the pleasure rise in my core.

He slid his pointed tongue gently through the aperture, teasing it open just enough to begin to excite me even more.  My body relaxed and so did my muscle.  Soon he’d pressed a good inch of his tongue right through my hole and I was begging for more of him.

“That’s it,” I groaned.  “Eat my fucking asshole.  Be my good boy.”

Angus groaned in response and I felt a sudden rocking motion.

I looked behind me to its source and noticed that he was now beating his rock-hard cock as he ate from me.  I started to imagine it going inside me and soon the thought of it wasn’t enough.  I wanted the real thing.

I eased my ass off his face and watched it emerge.  He blinked up at the light and I dropped my face to kiss him again as a climax threatened inside me.

“You’re a dirty boy,” I hushed, my voice quivering with excitement.  “Let’s be even dirtier.”

I slid my ass down his body, gliding my knees over the wet floor until I met the bulbous crown of his hard cock.

I wriggled and felt it press against his cock.  Neither of us touched it, but by some stroke of luck or judgment it settled against the recess of my asshole and slowly started to split me open.

“Fuck,” I groaned, pressing my naked body against his as his huge cock breached a hole that it had no business entering.

“Oh, shit.  It’s going in,” he whispered.

My eyes clenched shut and I moaned into his shoulder as his powerful cock split my flesh and my orgasm flourished.  There was a pang of dull pain as he thrust into me then I felt the muscle swallow over him and suck him inside.

I moaned against him, dulling my cries against his muscled chest, desperate not to bring down the walls of our quiet home.  My pussy contracted, gasping open and wondering why it was so empty.

He groaned at the new sensation of warmth around his cock, pressing it deeper until his entire length was bathing in the heat of my freshly claimed asshole that twitched and pulled around him.

I breathed deep against him, holding him close as the pain of his girth started to lessen and my orgasm waned.  Behind the pain a slither of pleasure emerged and I focused on it.  I sank into him and felt the alien-like sensation of his cock stabbing at my insides as my pussy ached in spasm.  It felt glorious.

“You’re in my ass,” I gasped.

“It’s so tight,” he smiled.  I dropped to kiss his lips in celebration of the occasion.

As our tongues entwined he held my ass and lifted me off him, dropping me back slowly and filling me with those precious inches all over again.

I sank onto him and felt him slide up inside, pleasuring my pussy from an angle I’d never before experienced.  It was as though Angus’s cock was some kind of magic wand that could give me the ecstasy I desired no matter where I hosted him.

Suddenly he sprang to life and started thrusting his hips up into me.  I moaned and leant over him, feeling my gown waft against my sides as he stabbed upwards in frenzy.

His hot cock burst into my asshole over and over and the muscle jerked around his girth.  My ring hugged him close, sliding up over his dick and keeping a tight grasp.  It slid over each vein and popped over the bulbous crown before I dropped on him and swallowed his inches all over again.

“I want you to come,” I said, looking down and bouncing.  “Come in my ass.”

I put on a show above him, bunching my tits together and sliding my knees out on the floor before bringing them back together.  Again and again I jerked him inside me, bouncing on his shaft and feeling the mounting ecstasy inside me.  I could see it strewn across his face as he lost himself to it all.

“Give it me,” I moaned, uncaring now for the noise.  “Give me your cum.”

Angus became more animated, his eyes focused on my big tits.  I leant back away from him and he stared at my vacant pussy, watching the hilt of his cock beneath as he disappeared into my body like magic.

“Come,” I insisted.  “Come in my asshole.”

Angus nodded and sharpened to life.  He brought his back off the floor and kept himself inside me as he sat upright, then—with some effort—he supplanted my position on top of him and rested my back against the wet tiles.  He pinned my legs back and started to buck into me, firing his cock through my asshole with speed.

“Oh, Angus,” I groaned, rocking and sliding beneath him as he ravaged me.

His big cock drove through me, smashing my asshole wide and treating it nasty.  He started to show me who was boss.

“You’re gonna get it,” he growled, looking down on me now in his new position of dominance.

“Give it me,” I mewled, playing victim.  “Give me your fucking cum.”

He built to a flurry of thrusts, slapping his hips against my wet ass, then suddenly his cock throbbed and I felt the delicious, unmistakable heat.

“Yes!” I groaned.

His eyes closed and he strained his neck.  His cock throbbed again and each time it did another burst of spunk crashed into my ass.

“That’s it,” I groaned, looking up into his eyes.

His gaze met mine and didn’t falter.  He stared into my fat pupils and emptied his youthful balls inside me like his life depended on it.

“Oh, Paula,” he groaned, looking down at the source of his pleasure and easing his sticky cock deeper.

He plunged into me and sent his cum deep.  I could feel the messy warmth in my stomach.  It was a sensation I’d never experienced before, but one that I knew I wanted to feel again.  Whether it was him or my husband, I knew this wouldn’t be the last time that someone came in my asshole.

“Good boy,” I purred.

Just then there was movement upstairs and Angus’s face filled with panic.

In an instant he pulled his cock out of me and a splutter of his seed followed.  I giggled with nervousness and pulled my wet gown around me.

“Go get in the shower!” I whispered.

The sound of the creaking stairs could be heard over the quiet radio.  Angus picked up his t-shirt and waddled from the room with his shorts around his ankles.

He disappeared from one door as my husband arrived at the other, yawning as he entered the kitchen.  He was completely oblivious.

“What happened here?” he said sleepily.

“Just a spill,” I said.  I could feel Angus’s cum drooling out of my asshole.  “I’ll get it all cleaned up.”

I grabbed a sponge and knelt back on the floor, soaking up the water and hiding my blushing face.

“Mmm,” my husband groaned, admiring the view.  He walked over and gave my ass a playful slap.

I closed my eyes and breathed, feeling more of Angus’s spunk slide out of me.

“You want a coffee?” he asked.  I sighed inwardly in relief as he moved away.

“Sure,” I chirped, trying to hide the adrenaline in my shaking voice.

I heard the stairs creak again.  Angus must have sneaked through the other rooms and made his escape.  My husband never even noticed.

I mopped up the mess I’d made whilst he remained oblivious to the mess that lay inside me.  I couldn’t wait to get my hands on that perfect cock of Angus’s again and put it where few women dare.

THE END
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Taking The Barman In Both
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I’d owned the Red Lion now for years.  It was a bar that I’d bought with my husband a decade ago, but he’d since found another woman to satisfy his needs.
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