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“Here,” he said, “I can help.”

He put the lube on his own fingers and then went to my ass.  I closed my eyes as his wet fingers pressed through the tight aperture, widening it slowly before burying a digit inside.

“Is that okay?” he asked, and I nodded.

Max worked me open slowly, twisting his soaked finger inside me.  It felt strange at first to have him inside there, but I couldn’t deny that it also felt good.

He teased the little nerve-endings and worked my ass open enough for him to put another finger inside me.  I wondered if he’d learned how to get a woman ready like this online too.  Most guys just rammed it home and hoped for the best.

“Gosh, Max, that’s it,” I strained, wincing, and focusing on the stretch of his fingers and the tightness of my ass around him.

“You feel ready, Mrs. Howard,” Max said.

He got up on his knees above me, squirting the lube along his cock.  I watched as the clear liquid fell over him and he worked it along him with his fist.  His arm hadn’t seen much football action, but it sure knew how to jerk his cock.  I loved watching him play with himself like that, but that wasn’t what we were there for.

Max moved the head of his cock to my ass, and I held my breath.

“Breathe,” he told me, as though he was a pro.

I did.  Steadily.

I felt the head of his cock press against my open hole.  At first, I wondered how the hell he was going to manage it, but then I felt the pressure of his cock and my asshole started to relent.

It gave only the briefest of surrender, opening just enough for Max to feed more of himself inside.  I grunted and felt him enter me completely, and at some point, my muscle felt as though it was sucking him inside.

Max exhaled a groan and sunk himself deep, until all of his cock was buried so far inside me that I could feel it at the pit of my stomach.

“It’s all the way in, Mrs. Howard,” he said, staring down.  “Oh, fuck, it’s in.”

“Oh, Max, you’re in my ass!” I cried, and at the worst time ever.

As I was saying the words, Lacy burst through the door, and neither of us heard the swoosh of the door across the top of the carpet.

“What the fuck?!” were the first words out of her mouth.

Max and I turned our faces to the door and looked in horror.  I could see from Lacy’s eyes that she was staring right at the point of contact.  Shit, my ass basically faced the door, and she was looking at Max’s cock buried deep inside it.

“Holy shit,” she said, staring.

“Get out of my room,” Max said, not displaying the panic I thought he might.

“No way,” she said.  “I’m staying for this.”
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Max had been devastated after his injury.  It’d put him out for the rest of the football season, and with it being his right hand it meant he couldn’t do anything.  And I mean anything!

I started to notice a change in his mood a couple of weeks after the incident.  He’d be quick to anger and was uncharacteristically tetchy, especially with my other lodger Lacy.  The two of them bickered like siblings sometimes, but they always made rent, so I didn’t complain.

I told Lacy to give Max some breathing room, and it was then that she spilled the beans on why he was behaving so differently.

“He’s backed up to the eyeballs, Mrs. Howard.  He hasn’t popped off in weeks,” she’d said.

Naturally it took me more than a minute or two to realize what she meant, but when the penny dropped, I didn’t find it quite as funny as Lacy did.  I realized that something like that was a big thing for someone Max’s age.  Nineteen-year-old guys were either sleeping or jerking off, and it hadn’t crossed my mind until Lacy pointed it out in her own unique way.

She’d left for work, and I’d decided straight away to seek Max out in his room.  I suppose I should have knocked first.

I walked in and Max abruptly stood up and made a grab for his pants with his good hand.  On his computer screen was the face of a moaning woman, and it didn’t take a genius to figure out what he was up to.

“M-Mrs. Howard!”

I turned my head and shielded my eyes.  “Sorry!”

I started to wonder if Lacy had played the naughtiest trick on me, but when Max slumped back into his seat and I peered through my fingers, I saw that same dissatisfied face as always.

“Are you okay?” I asked, and I tried to ignore the cock thrusting in and out of an asshole behind him.

Max sighed.  He didn’t seem to care about the porn now either, which made me really think something was up.  He looked down at his arm and sighed.  The tips of his fingers poked out from the cast.

“What’s wrong?” I pressed.

“I can’t do it!” he shouted.  “It’s too hard with the wrong hand.”

It hurt so bad to see him so upset.  He sat slumped in his computer chair, his jogging bottoms loose at his waist.  His handsome face wore a pout.

“Practice, honey.”

“I have!  I’ve been practicing for weeks, and I just can’t do it.  I can’t get the grip, or the speed, or anything.  It just doesn’t happen.”

I walked further into the room and glanced behind him as the silent star of the muted movie pulled out his cock and blasted several ropes of cum across the toned ass of his female costar.

“Even watching that?” I asked, nodding to the monitor.

Max spun on his chair slowly and looked at the screen.  He put his left hand on the mouse and guided it to the stop button with no haste.  I watched as the guy pulled out the last few beads of cum.  I wasn’t one for porn myself, but I was starting to see the appeal.

“Nothing works,” Max said.  “I just can’t do it.”

“I’ve noticed you’ve been behaving differently.

He sighed.  “Sorry, Mrs. Howard, it’s just ... I need that release, you know?”

“I know, sweetie,” I said, and I put my arm on his shoulder and knelt to put my head to his.

I could feel his pain, and I hated seeing him like that.

“Play something else for me, would you?” I asked him.

He pulled away and looked up at me.  “Huh?”

“Put another movie on.  Something you like.”

Max moved slowly but did as I said.  He clicked another video and I saw the title.

“‘Anal gaping creampie,’” I read.  “You into that?”

“Kind of ...”

“Get to the good bit.”

I bit my lip excitedly as Max moved the slider on the video.  Soon the cast were naked, and the guy’s big, delicious cock was throbbing.

“Is it working?” I asked Max.

He looked down at the tent in his sweatpants.  “What do you think?”

I knelt on the floor beside him, then I grabbed his pants with two hands and started to wriggle them down.

“What are you doing?!” he gasped.

“Helping.”

The look of shock faded, and his shoulders dropped.  He moved his hands away to allow me in, and then he lifted his butt up off the computer chair.

Before I knew it, his cock had sprung out of his pants, all thick and hard, just like the guy’s on the screen.  I couldn’t believe the size of him.

“Right,” I said, and I looked up at Max.

The excitement on his face made me stifle a giggle.  His pupils were wide, and he was staring down in disbelief, no doubt at the sight of both me and his erection in one image.

“Let me help you out,” I said.  “It’s been a while since I’ve done this, but it’s just like riding a bike, huh?”

Max was silent.  He swallowed as I moved my hand towards the thick appendage that had settled back against his stomach.

I pulled him back carefully and then put a hand around him, slowly beginning to stroke his cock.

“Oh, Mrs. Howard,” Max sighed, and his head fell back against the headrest of his chair.

The moans that came out of him were something else.  He started to enjoy me instantly.  I hadn’t had a guy do that in so long, and because of that, I started to enjoy it too.

“Good boy,” I told him, and I pulled at his cock and watched it slip through my fist.

I don’t know what came over me, but having it so close in front of me like that meant that instinct kind of took over.  I stooped to him and before I knew it, I was mouthing over the tip of his cock.

“Shit!” Max cried, looking down in disbelief.

I caught his eye and smirked with him in my mouth, then I pulled him free and jerked my spit over him.  I sucked a breath through my teeth and stared.

“Watch your porn,” I said to him, and he moved his chair out a little so that I could get in front of him.

I knelt beneath his desk in front of him, but Max’s eyes barely ventured away from me.  He took the opportunity to watch as I sucked him, and I felt his cock begin to stiffen more in my mouth as his moans got away from him.

“Oh, Mrs. Howard,” he whimpered, and I pumped harder in response, pulling back and watching in anticipation.

His toes pointed and I felt my pussy turn wet.  Max used his good hand to grip at his armrest, then I felt the pulse in his cock and braced myself.

The torrent that he unleashed was wild, but it didn’t stop me.  I continued to jerk him slowly, wowing as the ropes of cum sprang up out of his cock and pattered back against his stomach and t-shirt.

They swirled off the tip of him, raining upwards into the air before being claimed by gravity and lacing back down across him.

I could feel it in my grip too, and I rubbed it over his cock and used it to slip him through my fist with greater delight.

A wave of euphoria washed over his face, and he was left with a heady smile.  His eyes were closed, giving me the opportunity to stare at him and the mess I’d created.  Neither of us cared about the porn on his monitor now.

He was absolutely covered, and more of him had rolled down over my fist and into his pubic hair.  I couldn’t believe what I’d done, but Max was happy, and I couldn’t put a price on that.

“Feel better?” I asked him, and absent-mindedly I put my thumb to my mouth and sucked his cum off it.

Max looked embarrassed.  He tasted good.

“I didn’t think you’d do that,” he said.

“Got to be honest”—I licked his cum from my fingers now—“neither did I.”

Max took a deep breath and let out a funny, shrill sigh that made us both laugh.

“All good?” I asked him.

Max nodded and looked down at the mess.

“You can clean that up,” I told him, and I got to my feet and pulled some tissues from the box beside his computer and handed them to him.

I looked down at his spent, cum-glossed cock, making sure Max saw me staring.

“Let me know if you need any more help,” I said.

I strode from the room, feeling suddenly like I wielded so much power.  I’d made him come, and I realized how much he’d love me for doing that.

In the bathroom I washed my hands, but I couldn’t stop thinking about his beautiful cock, and how gorgeous it looked when it was plump and aroused, throwing out its cum.

Max had so much to give.  He had youth on his side, but also a week’s worth of virulence.  I hadn’t ever seen a cumshot so big and the whole thing had got me more excited than words.

I hurried into the shower and gave myself a glorious orgasm with the showerhead, feeling like a new woman afterwards.

For the next few weeks, that continued.  Max plucked up the courage to ask for it a couple of days after the first time, and I couldn’t have said yes quick enough.  I think he was starting to notice I enjoyed it, and Max had started to put the volume high enough to hear the porn movies he watched while I serviced him.  He still chose an anal movie every single time.

Lacy was oblivious, of course, and I’d have liked to keep it that way, but fate had a strange way of intervening.

Max’s hand had started to get better, but our escapades hadn’t stopped.  If anything, they’d started to get naughtier, with me working my pussy while Max got to grips with jerking himself with his own hand again.

I mean, fuck, I knew it was naughty, really, I did, but I hadn’t had so much fun in years, and Max was an adult after all.

Then, one day, I went to Max’s room to see him shaking a bottle of lube, and the rest was history.

“What do we need that for?” I asked.

Max nodded to his computer screen, and I saw a scene from his favorite anal movie playing out.  I’d even seen it before during our meetings.

“Please, Mrs. Howard?” he asked.

“You ... you want to ...?”

Max nodded, and the smile on his face was so broad and endearing that I felt like I couldn’t say no.  Besides, I’d never done it before either, and at least he was thoughtful enough to bring lube.

“Where’s Lacy?” I asked.

“She’s out,” Max said, and I realize now I should have got a few more details from him before I closed the door of his room and trapped us inside.

He jumped from his seat excitedly and took off his sweatpants.  I rushed over to him, still smitten by that perfect-looking cock of his.  I had to wonder how I was going to fit him in my ass, but for now, I put him in my mouth again.

I knelt before him, and Max guided himself to my lips.  He was always so careful and gentle that it made me feel like a slut whenever I injected a little bit of sass or pace.

I threw my hair about my head as I made a wet channel with my mouth and fist, passing his hard cock through it and feeling it pop through my open lips over and over.

“I’ll never get tired of that, Mrs. Howard,” he said.

Max let me suck him for a few minutes, telling me how good I was doing it the whole time.  The porn played in the background, but he faced away from it, more interested in me that afternoon.

“Can you lie on the bed?” he asked as I took a breath.

I worked my hand over him slowly.  “Sure.”

He watched as I settled onto the mattress, then he moved towards me and put his hands on the waist of my sweatpants.  It was like the roles had been reversed.  I froze, but Max smiled.

“Let me return the favor,” he said.

He’d never gone down on me before, but then he’d never asked to put it in my ass before.  I figured this was his way of sweetening the pot.

He tugged my pants off my ankles and then I slipped my panties down unceremoniously.  There was no reason to be coy around him anymore, we’d done this so many times.

Max started at my ankle and kissed his way up my calf.  I watched him for a moment or two but then I let my head rest on the pillow and stared up at the ceiling.

My heart started to race as he went up my smooth thigh and turned his mouth to the inside of my leg.  His kisses were sometimes wet, and guessing which ones would leave a touch of saliva on me gave me something to take my mind off what was about to happen.

“You’re a good boy, Max,” was the last thing I said to him before his mouth opened right over my pussy.

I ached a moan upwards and felt my eyes roll back in their sockets.  The sensations of his soft, wet lips on mine were heavenly, and when his tongue flexed along my core, I remembered how good this was.

It had been so long since anyone had eaten my pussy that I’d forgot it was something I deserved.  Max had realized that all by himself, and it made me want him even more.

He licked and flayed his tongue along me, introducing his hand that maneuvered me into positions where his tongue could tease me more readily.  He was so good at this that it made me wonder.

“That’s incredible, honey!” I swooned.  “Where did you learn how to do that?”

Max smirked and said, “Online.”  Of course.

I felt the climax arrive inside me quite suddenly.  His tongue had just kept on targeting my clit.  He’d make it flat and slide it up along my inner folds and swoop it over the charged node beneath my trimmed hair.

He knew just where to aim, and his relentless attack on my clitoris was working.  The breaths were racing from me whenever I wasn’t holding them, and my face was turning red.

My tits heaved out against my t-shirt, and I breathed hard, squeezing them and pinching at my nipples to give the sensation the cherry on the cake.

Max ate noisily, which I loved.  He just didn’t care, pulling and smacking his lips against me as my moans bounced off the walls of his room.

I came out of the other side all weary and fuck-drunk, with Max crawling up the bed towards me.  His cock was bolt-stiff, and when he brought it to my mouth, I could see the bead of pre-cum that had arrived at the tip.

“That turns me on so much,” he said, and I mouthed over him gratefully.

He groaned as I sucked him, then I felt him lean over to the side.  When I looked, he’d grabbed the bottle of lube.

“What do you think?” he said.

It was the perfect time to ask.  If you ever want a favorable answer from a lady, ask the question seconds after she’s orgasmed.  I was like putty in his hands.  I hoped my asshole would be as malleable.

“Give me that,” I asked, holding out my hand.

Max gave it to me, cautious that I might suddenly throw it off to the side of the room and deny him the opportunity.

Instead, I squirted a dollop of it on my fingers and turned over on my side.  I brought my knees up and then moved the wet finger to my ass, touching the silky lube against it and circling it on the muscle.

“Mmm,” I hushed.

I didn’t know whether to make a show of enjoying it or not.  I felt good, but I was almost ashamed to be enjoying my own fingers near my ass.  Max didn’t share the shame.

“Here,” he said, “I can help.”

He put the lube on his own fingers and then went to my ass.  I closed my eyes as his wet fingers pressed through the tight aperture, widening it slowly before burying a digit inside.

“Is that okay?” he asked, and I nodded.

Max worked me open slowly, twisting his soaked finger inside me.  It felt strange at first to have him inside there, but I couldn’t deny that it also felt good.

He teased the little nerve-endings and worked my ass open enough for him to put another finger inside me.  I wondered if he’d learned how to get a woman ready like this online too.  Most guys just rammed it home and hoped for the best.

“Gosh, Max, that’s it,” I strained, wincing, and focusing on the stretch of his fingers and the tightness of my ass around him.

“You feel ready, Mrs. Howard,” Max said.

He got up on his knees above me, squirting the lube along his cock.  I watched as the clear liquid fell over him and he worked it along him with his fist.  His arm hadn’t seen much football action, but it sure knew how to jerk his cock.  I loved watching him play with himself like that, but that wasn’t what we were there for.

Max moved the head of his cock to my ass, and I held my breath.

“Breathe,” he told me, as though he was a pro.

I did.  Steadily.

I felt the head of his cock press against my open hole.  At first, I wondered how the hell he was going to manage it, but then I felt the pressure of his cock and my asshole started to relent.

It gave only the briefest of surrender, opening just enough for Max to feed more of himself inside.  I grunted and felt him enter me completely, and at some point, my muscle felt as though it was sucking him inside.

Max exhaled a groan and sunk himself deep, until all of his cock was buried so far inside me that I could feel it at the pit of my stomach.

“It’s all the way in, Mrs. Howard,” he said, staring down.  “Oh, fuck, it’s in.”

“Oh, Max, you’re in my ass!” I cried, and at the worst time ever.

As I was saying the words, Lacy burst through the door, and neither of us heard the swoosh of the door across the top of the carpet.

“What the fuck?!” were the first words out of her mouth.

Max and I turned our faces to the door and looked in horror.  I could see from Lacy’s eyes that she was staring right at the point of contact.  Shit, my ass basically faced the door, and she was looking at Max’s cock buried deep inside it.

“Holy shit,” she said, staring.

“Get out of my room,” Max said, not displaying the panic I thought he might.

“No way,” she said.  “I’m staying for this.”

I lay there on my side, unable to move in either direction.  Max’s beautiful cock pinned me to the bed by my asshole, giving Lacy the chance to breeze inside and sit at the bottom of the bed.

“How long have you two been doing this?” she asked.

“Couple of minutes,” said Max.

“No, I mean, this.”

“It started a month or so back,” I said, wincing.  Conversing with her like this really was something.

“I had no idea you were cool, Mrs. Howard,” Lacy said.

I looked at her with a furrowed brow of confusion.

“Anal is fucking hot,” Lacy clarified.

“I guess I missed the memo.  Is anyone not doing anal?”

“I’ve done it,” Lacy said, suddenly keen to share.  Shit, I guess all bets were off now.

“Is it tight, Max?” she said, looking at him.

Max nodded.  “I can feel it pinching.”

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Lacy replied, and she stooped her head to really stare.

I felt the scrutiny of her, but Max didn’t.  He started to move his cock through me, and Lacy wowed as my asshole ate him up.

“Shit, he’s big, Mrs. Howard,” she said.  “You’re taking all of that?”

I closed my eyes and nodded.

“Damn.”

Lacy kicked off her shoes and started to make herself comfortable.  She grabbed Max’s computer chair and moved it around to watch.

“Do you mind?” Max asked, glancing back and slowly making love my ass.

Lacy shrugged.  “No one else seems to.”

She pulled her panties down under her little skirt and sat in the chair.  Suddenly Max wasn’t so concerned by her presence.

I could hardly say anything.  I looked at Max and we made the quiet decision to continue, with Lacy playing with her pussy behind us.

I could hear her breathing start to increase as she toyed with herself, using the sinful image of Max and I as her very own live porno.  I thought back to how Max and I had watched the people on the screen perform for us, and now here we were, performing for Lacy in one of the most sordid encounters I’d ever heard of.

Max’s big cock wriggled through me, and all the discomfort was now gone.  The pleasure of the act started to grow, and Lacy seemed to sense it.

“Take that big, hard cock, Mrs. Howard,” Lacy said.  “Oh, I never thought I’d see you doing that.”

She giggled and moaned, and I looked back to see her spreading her juices around her beautiful pussy and staring at Max’s cock as it plowed into my ass.

Lacy started to undress, taking off her little half-length T-shirt and then removing her bra.  This seemed to get Max’s attention and for a moment he stopped his thrusts and looked back at her.

“What?” she asked.

“Nothing,” Max said.  “You look good.”

I rarely saw them compliment each other, and I could see that it had struck the right note with Lacy.  She turned her chin inwards and smiled warmly before tossing her bra off to one side.

Her tits were full and youthful.  They were big, but not too big.  As she sat on the edge of the chair, they hung forwards a little on her chest, swinging as she started to strum at her pussy.

Max started to move above me, and I kept my ass against him as though a magnet was sticking us together.  I wound up on my knees with Lacy humming contently behind us.

“You’re fucking soaked, Mrs. Howard,” she wowed.

“I’m so close, honey,” I confessed.

“I can help.”

I didn’t know what Lacy planned, but I could hear her shuffling behind us.

“Wow,” Max said.  “Like that?”

“You just keep on fucking her, yeah?  Maybe she’ll let you finish in her ass.”

Max looked forward.  “Mrs. Howard?”

“I wasn’t planning on you finishing anywhere else, honey” I smiled.

“There you go,” said Lacy plainly, but her voice sounded as though it was coming from beneath me.

I looked under myself and saw the top of her head scooching between my legs.  I bit my lip and stared forwards, beginning forgiveness from whatever higher entity was witnessing this.

“Mmm,” Lacy hummed, and then I felt her mouth clasp right over my pussy, just like Max’s had done before her.

I don’t know how I’d somehow managed to find two incredible pussy-lickers to rent out rooms in my house, but Lacy’s gentle tongue was just as good as Max’s.  I imagine she knew just how she liked it, and she was mimicking that on me.  Her tongue wound around my charged clit and Max continued from behind.

Everything got too much for me and my body started to get tense as I felt the arrival of my next climax looming.

My pussy drooled on Lacy’s face, and she lapped it out of me as though she’d done this a thousand times.  I don’t know what young adults got up to these days, but the notion of doing this when I was nineteen was unheard of.  Porn had a lot to answer for, but I wasn’t ready to start questioning it yet.

I made fists in the sheets as I started to tremble out my release.  Max rocked into me and moaned with me, and Lacy started to goad me on with hums and purrs, the vibrations of which I felt at my pussy.

I started to moan, and my pussy flexed on Lacy’s face.  Max hit a slap down on my ass and moaned too, then I felt him bloom inside me.

“Oh, fuck,” Lacy marveled.

I could feel Max throbbing within me, and right at the same time I could feel my pussy gasping open and my asshole flexing around his cock.

“Yes!” I whined.  “Come in my ass.”

“Oh, fuck yes,” Lacy snarled, and her mouth came off me completely.

The bed shook faster and when Lacy started to moan, I realized she’d put a rush on her own climax to join us.

Max sent his volleys of cum inside me and groaned out each spurt.  I felt my insides turn warm and his cock started to slide through me all sticky and wet.

My pussy dripped and I looked beneath to see it falling on Lacy’s moaning face.  Her hand worked briskly out of sight, and she started to wail with glee.

“Pull out,” she said to Max.  “I wanna see!”

Max did as she said, and I felt him pop free from my ass.

“Push it out, Mrs. Howard,” Lacy urged, and she lay under me at just the right angle to catch Max’s love.

“I—I don’t know if I—”

“Push out his cum on my face!” Lacy demanded, and I felt like I couldn’t deny her urges.

I pushed and Max’s bountiful load started to sputter and bubble out of me, much to Lacy’s joy.

“That’s it,” she cried, strumming her pussy faster.  “Push his cum out on my face.”

Max stood silent, watching his debauched housemate have her fill as his cock started to wane.

I felt his cum leave me, sliding out of my ass and falling onto Lacy’s moaning face.  She caught what she could in her mouth and rubbed the rest around herself, seeming to find a deep satisfaction in being degraded.  Shit, she was enjoying it so much I wondered if degraded was even the right word!
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