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“Let’s see you,” said James, and he swiped the bubbles off her ass to reveal the cherubic curves.

He opened her butt, and Georgia felt his scrutiny as he stared at the impossibly small hole, all puckered up tight.

“I want you in there, Mr. Cartwright,” whined Georgia, and she began to drop towards him again.

James rushed up on her and put his face against her wet flesh.  He pressed between her cheeks and stretched out his tongue to tickle at the muscle.

“James!” gasped Georgia.

Instantly the kind of stimulation he was giving her felt a thousand times better than before.  Her landlord’s tongue swashed over her knot and tickled her in ways she’d never known or even dared to imagine.

“That’s ... that’s my asshole,” Georgia said, closing her eyes and smiling serenely.

“It’s so perfect,” confessed James, leaning away to stare at it again.

He put his hand up between her legs and started to caress her pussy.  Georgia’s abundant wetness broke over him instantly and soon James was plunging a finger inside her sex easily.

“Mr. Cartwright, you can’t,” she hushed.  “I want you in my ass.”

“I’m going in your ass, G, don’t worry.”

James took out his finger and used it to rub at Georgia’s asshole.  It slickened up and soon the digit could slide easily through the muscle.

“There you go,” he hushed, getting her used to what was to come.

Georgia groaned.  She reached back and held her ass open with one hand.  The other squeezed her tits as the water dripped from her hands.

“We should share a bath more often,” James said.

“It would save on your energy bills.”

“Might be fun too,” James smiled.

Georgia winced as James’s finger went past his first knuckle.

James’s cock was bolt-stiff beneath the water.  His lusty blood pumped into as the prospect of fucking her ass loomed large.  With this kind of access to such youthful beauty, it was hard to turn down the offer.

“Please, Mr. Cartwright,” said Georgia, looking back and meeting his eye.  “I want your cock in my ass, just like on the video.”

James swallowed.  It was the woman he knew dearly, and now she was yearning to have James put his cock somewhere utterly forbidden.

“Sit down,” said James, and he took the hilt of his cock again and squeezed.

It flooded with blood, becoming swollen and hard.  James kept his grip tight, focusing on Georgia’s beautiful, naked body as she dropped towards him again.  Her ass was looser this time, and the tip of James’s cock worked its way in easier.

Georgia felt it slide up inside her, at first uncomfortable but soon finding a seat deep inside her.  She felt the brief discomfort in her stomach as she settled below the warm water, letting the bubbles embrace her.

She lay back against James’s chest and felt his arms sweep around her and hold her close.  She’d never felt safer, and yet she’d never been more terrified.
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James Cartwright can’t believe the cost of energy these days.  Things have gotten so bad that he’s started limiting his tenant and roommate Georgia to one bath a week in attempt to lower his bills, but it hasn’t gone down well.

“One?!” cried Georgia as she sat on the couch watching television.  “How the hell am I supposed to get through all my bath-bombs on just one bath a week?”

“I don’t get what’s wrong with showers,” shrugged James.

“Mr. Cartwright, showers are for old people,” Georgia asserted.  “Baths are relaxing.  Calming.  Spiritual.”

“And here I thought you just sat in hot water until you got bored.”

“Ugh,” groaned Georgia.  “You need to learn how to chill-out.”

“So you keep telling me,” sighed James.  “You try ‘chilling out’ when you’ve got bills to pay.”

“I pay bills,” protested Georgia.

“You pay one bill.  To me.  And I can tell you, it isn’t enough anymore.”

“Always so serious,” said Georgia, clicking her tongue.

“You can’t be nineteen forever.”  James poked a finger at her and affected a spooky voice.  “Time will get us all!”

Georgia swiped at his hand and tried her hardest not to smile.  It broke through despite her efforts.

“There she is,” teased James.

“Quit it!”

“Seriously though, G, can you just do one a week please?  For me?”

“If I must!”

After the conversation Georgia’s words percolated in James’s craw for the rest of the day.  He did need to learn to relax, and with his stress levels high that skill seemed more important to master than ever.

As Sunday whiled away he tried to recall his youth, and what it was he used to do to unwind.  If he wasn’t drinking, he was smoking, but he’d given both of those things up long ago.  He thought back even further, to his childhood, and remembered the comforting warmth of a hot bath.  Maybe Georgia knew more than he gave her credit for.

With Georgia in her room, he set about drawing himself a bath.  As the water filled the tub he stirred it with his hand.  It seemed somehow uninteresting.

James sighed.  He could already feel himself becoming bored by the notion of a bath, thinking that he should call his roommate and offer it to her.

Instead, James poked through the various jars and bottles on the bathroom shelf, reading words like ‘lavender’ and ‘chamomile.’

He selected one at random and poured far too much of it into the water.  Within seconds foam had begun to erupt from the bath where the water hit it.

“Too much?” guessed James, taking a step back as the foam covered the surface of the water completely.

It grew and grew as the water filled the tub and soon it was hard to tell exactly how far the bath was filled.

James submerged his hand through the bubbles, feeling them tickle his arm before his fingers breached the surface of the hot water.

He gave it five more minutes as he undressed, closing the bathroom door and standing in front of the tub naked.

“Time to relax,” he said, but as a precaution he left his phone nearby.

He sunk into the bath with an audible groan.  The water was almost too hot to bear, but James adjusted, resting his head against the back of the tub eventually.

“Right,” he said, and he closed his eyes.

James’s mind was instantly abuzz.  It whirred with thoughts, ranging from his looming credit bill to his future.  Silence was no tonic for James, and before long he was reaching for his phone to drown out his worries.

By this time Georgia had caught wind of what was going on.  She stood out in the hallway, incredulous at what was happening in the bathroom.  She heard the unmistakable swill of water as James reached for his phone.

“Are you having a bath in there?!” she shouted.

James froze.  If his attempts to relax had been bad already, they were about to get worse.

“I just wanted to try it,” he said, and on his phone, he started to scroll.

Sitting there naked and alone, there were only so many thoughts that could occupy a sexually active male’s mind.  James was forty-five, but that didn’t mean he’d retired from the practice of self-vice.

He found his favorite website and then his favorite video, turning down the sound and watching as he sat in the hot tub.

Soon his stresses and worries really did melt away.  Instead, he watched the younger woman on the screen take a cock in her ass, and now his only concern was where the guy was going to come.

“I can’t believe you,” said Georgia outside, and it shook James’s rhythm

“What?!” he said, pausing afterwards and staring at the door.

“You tell me I can only take one bath a week and now you’re taking one?”

“What’s wrong with that?”

“It’s not something you do, Mr. Cartwright!”

“Then I’m starting.”

“Why?”

“Because bubble baths can be relaxing, I guess,” he shrugged.  “Someone told me that once.”

He gripped his stiffening cock and worked it beneath the water, peering at his phone and skipping along through the video.

“Bubble baths?!” shouted Georgia, incredulous.  “Bubble baths?!”

“Yes!” he shouted back.

“You’re using my stuff?”

Georgia burst in on the scene and James was so startled that he dropped his phone.  It hit the floor and bounced towards his roommate who stared down at the moving images in front of her.

“Don’t look at that,” said James, but it was already too late.

“Porn too!” cried Georgia.  “As if things weren’t bad enough!  He takes my bath, he watches porn; you’re like a bad boyfriend!”

“I should be able to do what I want in my own house,” said James, going on the offensive.

Georgia bent down and picked up the phone.  She stopped the video and then handed the phone back to James slowly.

“That’s my bubble bath,” said Georgia.  “So that’s my bath.”

“It’s my bath,” defied James, sinking to her level.

He felt a strange kind of thrill as Georgia loomed over the bath, unaware of his hard cock that sat below the bubbles.

“I’m joining you,” she said.  “It looks too good.”

“You can’t!” protested James, but Georgia had already started to take off her sweatpants.

“They’re my bubbles, and it’s my bath.  You used my stuff, and you took my bath away from me.”

“I haven’t taken anything away from you,” said James, rising in the tub.  “Have it back.”

Georgia whipped off her t-shirt and then unclasped her bra, shamelessly pulling it forward along her arms to reveal her pert tits.
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