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“Put it in my ass.”

His hands gripped over the waist of my pants and he wasted no time in tugging them down.  I don’t think he expected me to be going commando, because when he saw my naked butt he paused.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” he hushed.

“Don’t stop now.”

My pants hung above my knees.  I used my hands to spread open my ass and Dylan took a step back to admire the view.

“You’re soaked, Kelsy!”

I giggled.  “When I started to think about it I got so horny.”

“I can see that.”

He moved closer again and then I felt his finger tickle at the groove of my pussy.  I closed my eyes and inhaled as he slid along it.

“That’s good,” I whispered.

I hung my head and looked down my body, trying to ignore the dangling balls on my chest.  They didn’t seem so funny anymore.

He pushed his finger through me and I let out a satisfied groan, then he took it out and smudged the excess cum over my tight knot.

“You look so pretty,” he said.

I batted my lashes playfully.  “I’m all yours.”

He shook the bottle of lube to the tip and opened the end.  He squirted it onto the toy and smoothed it around the head of it with his fingers, then I watched it disappear from view behind me.

I stared at the wall and felt the cool gel touch my virginal knot.  Dylan pushed forwards and my asshole widened.

“Oh, Dylan,” I whispered, trailing it with quick breaths.  “Put it in my ass.”

“It’s going in, babe.”

He focused on the toy as it slowly disappeared.  I felt my muscle stretch over the tip and then it seemed to suck the ensuing inches into me.

He pressed the button at the base and the vibrator awakened, rattling my insides with a vigor that seemed much stronger than when I’d held it in my hand.

I made a fist on the cushions of the couch, my mouth hanging agape as I tried in vain to handle the mounting pleasure.

“Holy fuck!” was all I could say.  I looked back at Dylan with an open mouth and saw his delighted smile.

“I think someone likes it,” he said.  “Merry Christmas.”

“Merry Christmas to me,” I laughed, slapping the back of the couch.

I doubled over again as he pushed the toy deeper and I eased my ass back to meet it.

“That’s good,” he said steadily, watching closely from behind.  “You’re taking it well.”

His compliments genuinely helped.  I found my confidence rising as the toy eased deeper, tickling my insides in a way nothing ever had before.

“Perfect,” he whispered.
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The Wrong Box
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Christmas morning was always a treat.  Since Mom’s divorce I found myself getting twice as many presents, even more than that if you count the ones from Dylan, her new boyfriend.

I stared at the tinsel-sprinkled tree, looking at the carefully wrapped boxes beneath.  This year I was spending Christmas with Mom and Dylan.  I alternated every year, but I much preferred Mom’s cooking.

She’d moved on after Dad and was now dating Dylan.  He’s nice and I think it’s good that Mom’s tried to move on.  Right now Mom’s at Nana’s so it’s just me and Dylan until she gets back to start dinner.

“Dive in,” Dylan said, walking into the lounge carrying a glass of champagne.

“No bubbles for me?” I asked.

“It’s nine o’clock in the morning,” he said, taking a sip.  “You shouldn’t be drinking so early.”

I shook my head and got on my knees at the tree.  I was wearing my Christmas PJ’s that Dylan had bought me last year.  They were this fun Christmas-tree design with two baubles hanging off of the chest, right where my nipples were.  Mom hadn’t approved.

“I guess I’ll start with this,” I said aloud.

The box I picked was wrapped differently to the others.  It drew the eye immediately, despite its modest size.

I turned back to Dylan as I started to open it, but he was smiling at his phone.  Mom, no doubt.  They were both over forty but I knew for a fact that they still did it.  I’ve even overheard them a few times.

My finger slid under the wrapping-paper and Dylan’s carefully-placed scotch tape ripped open the seams.

“What is this?” I mused, pulling the box free.

“Oh shit,” he cried suddenly.  “Put that back.”

Now I was even more intrigued.  I stared at the black packaging and the picture that adorned the front.  It showed what was unmistakably a small dildo with wavy lines at the tip.

“A massaging pen?” I joked.

“That shouldn’t be there.”

I looked at the tag and saw that it was meant for Mom.

“How thoughtful of you, Dylan,” I teased.  “I’ve always wanted one of these things.”

I opened the inner box and pulled out the plastic insert.

“Would you put that back?” he pleaded.

“Hmm, I’m feeling like I need a massage right now.”

I was momentarily perplexed when I spotted how small the toy inside was.  I took a look at Dylan and saw the embarrassment on his face.

“It’s not very big,” I told him.

I pulled it from its wrapper and held it up to my face, studying the sleek, smooth toy.  It looked like it was wrapped in rubber and had these small ridges on the tip.  A silver button sat at its base.  Naturally, I pressed the button.  Immediately it started to vibrate.

“Oooh!”  I startled.  “It shakes!”

He shook his head.

I moved the wand around above me as though I was casting a spell.  “Expelli-orgasmus!” I cried.

“Kelsy, come on,” he said, but I wasn’t done playing.

I moved the vibrating toy to the baubles that hung from my PJ’s.  I let it rattle against them and then looked seductively at Dylan.

“Is this doing it for you?”

He smiled finally.  “Would you put that back?  It’s Carol’s.  You’ve got plenty of other stuff.”

“I hope I’ve got one of these.”  I shut it off and studied it again.  “It’s kind of small, huh?”

His eyes moved shiftily and helped me to slot the pieces into place.

“Oh!” I cried.  “Oh!”

“Don’t say a word to your mother,” he warned.  “Can you please just put it back?”

“But Dylan, this is quite the revelation.”

“We’re ... experimenting.”

“It’s making me think I should be too.”

“Not at your age.”

“I’m nineteen, Dylan.  If two forty-year-olds can be shoving stuff up their butt then I don’t see why I can’t give it a go.”

He shook his head again.  “You just won’t quit, will you?”

I looked at the toy in my hands with fresh eyes.  “So that’s where this thing goes.”

I turned it on again and looked to him with a smirk.

“You’ll drain the batteries,” he said.

“They feel pretty charged.”

The toy rattled violently in my hand and I brought it again to my chest, this time missing out the baubles entirely and placing it straight on my breasts.

He closed his eyes as though he didn’t want to look.  I stared mischievously at him, feeling the vibrations against my sensitive nipple.  I knew I’d took it too far when I felt my pussy awaken, but I’d never had pleasure like it.  Before now I’d only ever explored with my fingers.

Dylan stared sheepishly through his lashes as I slid the toy down my body.  I rose up on my knees and tucked it under myself, touching it to my clit that was begging for attention.

“Kelsy, that’s enough,” he said, sterner than usual.

“Let’s not argue on Christmas morning,” I hummed, closing my eyes.

I let the toy linger against me, furrowing my brow as its magical ways delighted me.  I pushed the crotch of my PJ’s tight against me and then ran the toy down my groove.  I could feel it dampen with excitement but I continued beneath, teasing it at my ass.  Fuck, it felt good.

“Kelsy, come on,” he said and he set down his champagne and moved towards me.  “Give me that.”

I could barely hear him.  I was focusing so deeply on the rattling around my ass that I didn’t even notice his advance.

He reached beneath to grab my wrist and I gripped his arm with my empty hand.  My eyes opened to see him up-close and personal.

“It feels so good,” I whispered.

“That’s what I was hoping,” he said.  “Only I was hoping it for Carol.”

I could feel his wrist against my sex as I held the toy to my butt.  I rolled my lips through me teeth and looked across at him.

“Some Christmas morning, huh?”

He raised an eyebrow.  “Are you done?”

“You’re not gonna let me finish?”

Dylan didn’t know where to look.  “How long will that take?  It’s supposed to go in your ass.  Not on it.”

I took the toy off of me and handed it to him finally.  “Is it a warm-up for the real thing?”

He ignored me and put the toy back in its box.  “Now open the presents that are yours.”

“Are any of them as fun as that?”

“Open them and see,” he said.

“Are any of them lube?”

“What’s gotten into you?”

“Nothing.  Yet.”

Dylan tucked his dressing-gown tighter around him, tying the belt across his waist.  He was topless beneath, but wore a pair of PJs on his legs.

He put the box back under the tree.  “I’m gonna have to rewrap that now.”

“Unless you give it to me.”

“I’m starting to think I should have bought you one.”

“So I can have it?”

“I didn’t say that.”

“What if I don’t have lube?  Will spit do?”

“I guess,” he shrugged, talking like the whole thing was now completely normal.  I had him exactly where I wanted him.

“Have you ever done that before?”

“What?  Put something in my ass?”

“No,” I laughed.  “Put something in someone else’s?”

“Oh.  I’m not sure we should be having this conversation.”

“I’m an adult.  Just asking a question.”

“I have,” he said.  My eyes widened.

“I love the idea of it,” I told him.  “It’s just the right amount of naughty, don’t you think?”

He sat down on the sofa and exhaled.  “It’s certainly something to think about.”

He rubbed a hand down his face.

“Everything okay?” I asked, standing.

He looked across at me and laughed at the baubles that dangled on my chest.  “Fine,” he answered.  “Just thinking things I shouldn’t.”

I took a couple of steps in his direction.  “Like what?”

“I shouldn’t be thinking them, let alone saying them.”

“I won’t tell.”

He stared over at me with a look I’d seldom seen before.  There was an intensity in his gaze now.

“Is it about the toy?”

He nodded.

“Is it about me?”

He nodded again.

“Do ...” I thought very carefully before continuing.  “Do you want to put that toy in my ass?”

Dylan waited for a moment and then nodded again.

I responded with a wide smile.  “Then what are we waiting for?”

I took it out from under the tree again and removed it from the packaging, holding it out to him.

“Go ahead,” I said, and then I remembered what he’d said about spit.  I let some fall out of my mouth onto the tip of the toy, then I mouthed over it until it was covered.  The rubber tasted all fresh and new.  “There.”

His expression was a picture.  He took the toy from me carefully and I turned away from him, looking over my shoulder and bending forwards.  My pants pulled tight over my ass as I arched my back.

“I’m ready if you are,” I said.  “Our secret.”

“Lube might be easier,” he said.

“I didn’t think you had any?”

“I do upstairs.”

“Get it,” I told him excitedly.

He hurried from the room, leading the way with his erection that was now punching through the split in his dressing-gown.

I waited there, leaning over the arm of the couch and trying not to think too much about what we were about to do.  It often felt like I was on the verge of doing something reckless with Dylan when the two of us were alone, but I never imagined him participating so readily.

I put a hand down the front of my pants and touched at my pussy.  The damn thing was soaked.  If I’d have known how dripping I was I doubt we’d need the lube.

He returned with a tiny bottle of clear liquid, standing with it across the room and giving it a shake in his hands.

“Perfect,” I said.

He came closer and put his hands on my ass.  “Are you sure about this?”

“Put it in my ass.”

His hands gripped over the waist of my pants and he wasted no time in tugging them down.  I don’t think he expected me to be going commando, because when he saw my naked butt he paused.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” he hushed.

“Don’t stop now.”

My pants hung above my knees.  I used my hands to spread open my ass and Dylan took a step back to admire the view.

“You’re soaked, Kelsy!”

I giggled.  “When I started to think about it I got so horny.”

“I can see that.”

He moved closer again and then I felt his finger tickle at the groove of my pussy.  I closed my eyes and inhaled as he slid along it.

“That’s good,” I whispered.

I hung my head and looked down my body, trying to ignore the dangling balls on my chest.  They didn’t seem so funny anymore.

He pushed his finger through me and I let out a satisfied groan, then he took it out and smudged the excess cum over my tight knot.

“You look so pretty,” he said.

I batted my lashes playfully.  “I’m all yours.”

He shook the bottle of lube to the tip and opened the end.  He squirted it onto the toy and smoothed it around the head of it with his fingers, then I watched it disappear from view behind me.

I stared at the wall and felt the cool gel touch my virginal knot.  Dylan pushed forwards and my asshole widened.

“Oh, Dylan,” I whispered, trailing it with quick breaths.  “Put it in my ass.”

“It’s going in, babe.”

He focused on the toy as it slowly disappeared.  I felt my muscle stretch over the tip and then it seemed to suck the ensuing inches into me.

He pressed the button at the base and the vibrator awakened, rattling my insides with a vigor that seemed much stronger than when I’d held it in my hand.

I made a fist on the cushions of the couch, my mouth hanging agape as I tried in vain to handle the mounting pleasure.

“Holy fuck!” was all I could say.  I looked back at Dylan with an open mouth and saw his delighted smile.

“I think someone likes it,” he said.  “Merry Christmas.”

“Merry Christmas to me,” I laughed, slapping the back of the couch.

I doubled over again as he pushed the toy deeper and I eased my ass back to meet it.

“That’s good,” he said steadily, watching closely from behind.  “You’re taking it well.”

His compliments genuinely helped.  I found my confidence rising as the toy eased deeper, tickling my insides in a way nothing ever had before.

“Perfect,” he whispered.

He started to pull it back and I felt a new sensation now as the ring of my asshole was dragged back with the toy.  The lube caught and then it started to slide and soon he was steadily fucking me.

“There we go,” he said.  “There it is.”

One hand opened my ass wide as the other made fists in the couch cushions.  I started to rock my hips and the baubles swung on my PJ shirt.

“You can take that off,” he said.  “No point being coy now.”

I unbuttoned some of my top with one hand and then quickly rushed it over my head.  My big tits hung down and Dylan was quick to greet them.  He moved to the side of me and held them in my hand, as though he was checking their weight.

The waist of my pants cut into my skin as I opened my legs wider and Dylan continued to pass the cylinder through me as he played with my nipples.

“You’re getting me excited too,” he said.  “Is that what you want?”

I looked to the thick bulge in his pants and then up at his face.  “More than anything.”

He opened the waist of his gown and let the belt fall.  The gown wafted open and I looked inside at his hair-smattered pecs and flat stomach.  He took good care of himself.  Now he was taking good care of me.

“Mmm,” I moaned, eyeing up his body.  “I want to see more.”

He took his hand off the toy for the moment and I moved quickly to it.  He smirked as he saw me start to fuck myself with it, but then he continued with the show.

“You want to see this?” he said, pointing at his packet.

I nodded and moaned.

He squeezed around it, making an outline of his cock with the material of his pants.

“Gosh, look at that,” I cooed, wide-eyed.  “Pull it out.”

He reached into his pants and I watched closely, moving the toy faster in response to my mounting arousal.

He pulled down his pants with one hand and lifted his cock up out with another.  The thing looked huge.

“Fuck!” was all I could say.

Dylan pushed down his pants and the monolith hung between the gap in his gown.  It pointed out from his body a good ways.  The head was smooth and a darker shade of pink.

“You like the look of that?”

“Definitely.  Might like the taste of it too.”

“Be my guest,” he said, and he bounced it in his palm.

I moved from the sofa but kept my body bent.  I held the toy at my ass as I moved my face towards that forbidden, delicious thickness.

“I’m a lucky lady,” I swooned.

I opened my mouth and he steered himself towards me.  I felt his forbidden flesh touch at the outside of my lips and a lightning-bolt of adrenaline burst through me.  My asshole flexed on the toy and a whine escaped me that rushed down over his hard cock.

“Good girl,” he said, stroking my hair aside.

I drove my lips as far down on him as I could muster, rolling my tongue around the barrel.  I looked upwards to see Dylan’s eyes on me, watching the performance.

“Good,” he continued.

I peeled back off him and he angled his body sideways so he could see round the back of me for a moment.

“Still got that thing inside you, huh?”

I nodded and licked at his weighty, hanging balls.

“Maybe something else could go inside you too.”

I bit my lip and nodded.

“You want that?” he asked, making sure.

I pouted.  “Please.”

He gripped my hair and steered me back over the couch.  I yelped with glee as I felt the roots pull painfully at my scalp.

“Bend over,” he ordered.

I did as he said, making a show of pushing the toy slowly in and out of my ass.  If I flexed in just the right way the vibrator would start to move out of me, but then my two fingers would slot it back home.  It felt amazing.  The sensation struck deep in my stomach and the vibrations rippled through to the other side of the fleshy-wall, teasing my pussy and making my cum flow more freely.

“That’s fucking soaking,” he said, spying down beneath my ass.

“It’s wet because of you,” I mewled.

“I’d better make use of it, huh?”

I nodded.

He walked forwards holding his cock, then I felt what I imagined to be his smooth tip sliding up and down along my petals.

They rolled over him like a blanket, then Dylan started to press forward at the creamy entrance of my pussy.

“Oh, Dylan,” I whispered.

For the moment the toy stayed still.  My eyes closed tight and I focused now on the burgeoning cock that was stretching my pussy wide.  The lube of my cum ran over him and he slipped in past the tight muscle.

I sprang over him and cried out gleefully, opening my eyes wide and pushing the toy in too.  The two of them together felt like nothing I’d ever known.

“Jesus, fuck!” I yelped, gripping the couch.  I looked back at him with a broad, excited smile.  “I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

“Good,” he smiled, then he rained a spank down on my ass.

I flinched as it struck me, tightening my ass around the toy and my pussy around his girth.  He seemed to enjoy that.

“This is my pussy now,” he told me.  “And this is my asshole, okay?”

I nodded.  “They’re yours, Dylan.  Do what you need to.”

“That’s what I like to hear,” he said.

He leaned over me until my hand was wedged between us.  With some effort I could still coax the toy in and out of me, but Dylan’s cock was giving me a much greater enjoyment.

He sent it deep and groaned.  I imagined he could feel the vibrations against the tip of his cock.

“That’s perfect,” he hushed.  “You’re so tight and perfect.”

I moaned and rubbed my head back against his chest.  His hands gripped my tits and he squeezed at my nipples, pushing himself deeper with a thrust that caused my ass to wobble.

“Oh, Dylan!” I moaned.  “Oh, Dylan fuck me!”

Fuck me he did.  Gradually he built his pace, slapping his hips against my ass and thrusting the dildo inside me as he did so.  He started to pound fiercely, taking meaty fistfuls of my ass and slapping it whenever he felt I deserved it.

Each spank sent a tingle through me, as though it were a sprinkling of icing on an already amazing cake.  I started to tremble, beginning somewhere in my stomach and radiating outwards until my shoulders were tight.

“You’re gonna make me come,” I cried.  The sensation was unmistakable.

“Come for me,” he said, letting off another smack on my now red ass.  “Come on my cock!”

I held my breath and focused, pushing the toy all the way deep as Dylan did the same with his cock.  He flexed it inside me and my pussy squeezed on it, then I exhaled and felt the whole wall of ecstasy come crashing down.

“Dylan, I’m coming,” I cried.

My ass squeezed out the toy and then my pussy started to squeeze harder on his cock.  I wriggled beneath him and tossed my head uncontrollably.  I could scarcely decide what position I needed to be in to ride out the wave of bliss, so instead I thrashed under him, wriggling and squirming as the delight tickled my insides.

Gradually his cock was squeezed from me, unable to cope with how huge it felt within me.  My pussy pushed him out of me and then I fell forward into the couch, still writhing and baring my ass to him.

His pushed my cheek open with his hand and thumbed at my asshole.  The toy had gone some way to relaxing it and his thumb slipped through easily, waggling in my core and putting a cherry on top of a very impressive cake.  What I didn’t know though, was that Dylan was about to add a whole new tier to it.

The first thing I knew about it was when the pressure at my ass suddenly felt way bigger than a thumb.  I looked back quickly to see him staring down at my butt and I quickly realized who the new intruder was.

“Do it,” I dared.  “Do it.”

Dylan looked to me and smirked.  “You deserve it.”

He kept his eyes on mine as he pushed forward, staring at me with a command that he seldom exuded.

I could barely take it.  I closed my eyes tight and yelped as that bulbous crown of his pushed through my dainty, virginal asshole.

He’d felt big in my pussy, but the girth of his cock in my ass was almost unbearable.  But bear it I did.  My ring stretched over his widest point and then he started to flow into me.  It felt like I needed to go real bad, but a giant cock in your asshole will do that to you.

I took several calming breaths, sucking in through my nose and breathing out steadily through pursed lips as though I was mid-labor.

“You’re doing great,” he said, stroking my ass and smiling.  “It looks good, Kels.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah, baby.  Your pink little asshole is hugging my cock so tight.”

“Mmm, good.  I want to please you.”

“We can please each other,” he said, looking at my ass and rubbing the big bare cheeks.

“I want to please you now, Dylan.”

“Is that right?”

I nodded.  “I want to take what you have to offer.”

“You do, huh?”

As we spoke he gently eased into me, beginning to fuck my ass for real.  The pace gradually increased as we exchanged words.

“I want to feel it,” I told him, trying to stay calm.  “I want to—oooh—I want to feel you come.”

He upped his pace a fraction.  “Yeah?”

“I want to feel you come,” I told him again.  “I want to feel you shoot-off in my—oooh—in my ass, Dylan.”

He found another gear.  “You want that?”

“I do!” I cried, my whole body moving with his thrusts now.  “I want you to come in my asshole!”

“My dirty slut,” he cried, spanking me again.
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