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“Are you sure there isn’t a muscle of yours you need help with?”

Kyle started to turn red.  To see his handsome, blushing face sat atop his carved physique was a turn-on.  He had the fresh face of innocence, but he had the body of a cover model.

“Like what?” he said, and I hadn’t expected that from him.

“I don’t know,” I said, taking a step closer.  I walked around behind him and trailed a nail over his broad shoulders.  “Something you’d like to work on?”

He was still and silent.

“I have something I’d like to try,” I said.  “A muscle that’s never been worked before.”

I don’t know where the sinful words were coming from, but they poured from me with ease.  It was as though I was leading myself down a path of taboo with no hope of turning back.

“What’s that?” he asked, and he looked fearful of the answer.

I leaned in close to his ear to whisper.  “My ass.”

“You were just working it,” he said, pointing to the barbell.

“No,” I said, and I moved around to his other ear, putting a hand on his shoulder and tip-toeing to whisper.

“My asshole.”

I stayed on his shoulder and looked forwards into the mirror.  There was silence and his eyes were on mine and mine on his.  We stared deep into each other for what felt like a minute.  I had to let him know I was serious.

I watched his Adam’s apple bounce and dropped my gaze lower, making no bones about letting it rest on his terrific packet.  I wanted him to know where I was looking.

The silence continued and Kyle shifted his weight, but he didn’t go anywhere.  It seemed he was as curious as I was to see where this would end.

“Have you ever done that?” I asked.  “Fucked an ass?”

I kissed his shoulder gently.

“N—Never,” he stammered.

“Don’t be shy,” I said, kissing him again.  “It’s just you and me down here.  My husband doesn’t get back for another hour.”

He swallowed hard again and moved his head to the right to look down on me.  I kept my face looking up at him so that our lips were only an inch or two apart.

“I’ve never done that,” I confessed, letting my breath touch him.  “But I want to.”

“You want it ... in your ass?” he asked.

“Desperately,” I hushed, and I moved my hand onto that thickness of his and left it there.

His eyes closed and a single bead of sweat ran from his hairline and fell down his face.

“Can you help me with my work-out?” I asked, leaning up to kiss his lips.

When our mouths touched Kyle did nothing at first.

“Help work-out my asshole,” I said, and when I kissed him a second time his lips moved with me and his tongue searched into my mouth.

He turned to me and the kiss became more passionate.  His hands moved around me and fell straight to my ass, squeezing at the flesh and breathing into me as we embraced.
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“You’re more than welcome to join me,” I said to Kyle, and I had no idea how greatly that decision would affect the both of us.  “The gym’s more than big enough.”

“Thanks, Heather,” he said with a smile.

Since turning nineteen he’d become increasingly interested in buffing up his muscles.  I guess he was a victim of social-media’s unattainable goals, but I couldn’t deny his interests.  Besides, the exercise was just as important as the look he was going for.

“I work out at around six before my husband gets home, if you’d like to join me?”

“Sounds good,” he said, and I could see he was eager to get going.

For the next few weeks we worked out together and I’d advise him where I could.  Mostly he just went for the free-weights, but I’d help him with technique and posture.

On several occasions I’d caught him watching me, but I just thought it was because he was studying my form.

I’d stare at my reflection and see him in my periphery behind.  His eyes would wander down my brunette hair and over my grey leotard, resting finally on my tight butt as I was squatting.

“Everything okay?” I asked, looking at him in the mirror as he stared.

He startled and ran a hand through his black hair, looking to my eyes now.  “Just taking a break,” he said nervously.

I smiled knowingly as he blushed.  I guess it was my own fault.  I’d always worn quite revealing clothes in the gym and I didn’t want to change things up just because he was there.  It was important to be comfortable in there, no matter how you looked.

So it went on like that.  Kyle would take the break from his reps and I’d continue mine, spotting him in the corner of my eye as he ogled me over the weeks.  At forty years old it was kind of flattering to have a guy half my age showing more than a keen interest.

The whole time there was something stranger that was happening though.  The changes to Kyle’s body had been so gradual that I had scarcely noticed his progress, but then one day he came downstairs in only his shorts and sneakers, swaggering with fresh confidence.

“Going topless today, honey?” I asked, looking at him in the mirror as he moved to his bench.

“You said it’s important to be comfortable, right?”

I gave a wry smile and watched his eyes move to my ass as I took another squat.  His muscles had become perfectly defined on his chest and torso.  Whatever plan he’d been following had really been working.

“You’re looking good,” I said.  “I’m proud of you, Kyle.”

His smile broadened.  When he lay down to do his reps there was something else about him that had been quietly growing too.

It was the first time I’d ever noticed it, but in his tight shorts it was easy to spot now.  His thick cock rose magnificently.  His shorts pulled across it so tightly that I could practically see the veins coursing up his length.

I don’t know if the erection was because of me or not, but it was certainly a welcome sight.  The roles switched briefly and I ogled him as he took to his reps, staring up at the ceiling and oblivious to my voyeurism.

That day I was wearing my leg warmers and my grey leotard that rode right up into my butt.  I think I was subconsciously planning something—but what that something was I couldn’t say.  I’d even neglected my lycra tights that day to give Kyle something to really look at.  And look at it he did.

Again and again I’d spy him watching, and eventually I decided to take the plunge.

“Can you come and spot me,” I said, fixing some extra weights to the side of the barbell.

He looked surprised at first.  “Uh, sure.”

Kyle set down his weights and walked over.  You could see the progress even in his stride.  His posture was much better and his broad shoulders made him look like an absolute hunk of a man.

“What do I do?” he said, his hands on his hips.  His pecs flexed and I wasn’t sure if he meant them to.

“Just stand close and help me if I need it.”

I put the bar across my shoulders and he stood nearby, watching me as I dropped to squat.

“Closer,” I said, and I rose up a tad slower than usual.

Kyle shuffled nearer and looked down on me as I sank again.  I looked forward into the mirror and stared directly at his big cock that sat close to my left shoulder.

“A little closer,” I said, and again he got nearer.

This time when I rose I felt my butt hit the protrusion of his cock.

“Right there,” I said.  “Stay there.”

I pushed my ass out onto him and dropped again.  I could see the bulge growing in his pants and I looked to Kyle’s face to see him gulp nervously.

I rose again and again I stroked my tight ass over the bulge.  He was positioned in such a way that it was my naked flesh that was stroking over him, which is what I think excited him more than anything.  It thrilled me to know I could get him hard against his wishes.

I did several more reps until his cock was unmistakably stiff in his pants.  It swerved up his front and made for the waist of his shorts, as though it was trying to come up for air.

On the last rep I made sure I made a meal of it.  I rose slowly with a forced grimace, pretending to stumble.

“Honey!” I cried, with faux panic.

Kyle was over me in seconds and effortlessly lifted the weight up to help me, holding it on his stomach.

I span quickly and put myself on him.  “Thank you,” I gasped, breathing heavily.

I reached my chin up to his and he stood there stoically.  I realized I had my palm on his chest and I could feel his fast-beating heart beneath.

I took a step back and Kyle set the weight back on the rack.

“Anything else you need help with?” he said.

“I’m good,” I said.  “But what about you?”

“I think I’m okay.”

“Are you sure there isn’t a muscle of yours you need help with?”

Kyle started to turn red.  To see his handsome, blushing face sat atop his carved physique was a turn-on.  He had the fresh face of innocence, but he had the body of a cover model.

“Like what?” he said, and I hadn’t expected that from him.

“I don’t know,” I said, taking a step closer.  I walked around behind him and trailed a nail over his broad shoulders.  “Something you’d like to work on?”

He was still and silent.

“I have something I’d like to try,” I said.  “A muscle that’s never been worked before.”

I don’t know where the sinful words were coming from, but they poured from me with ease.  It was as though I was leading myself down a path of taboo with no hope of turning back.

“What’s that?” he asked, and he looked fearful of the answer.

I leaned in close to his ear to whisper.  “My ass.”

“You were just working it,” he said, pointing to the barbell.

“No,” I said, and I moved around to his other ear, putting a hand on his shoulder and tip-toeing to whisper.

“My asshole.”

I stayed on his shoulder and looked forwards into the mirror.  There was silence and his eyes were on mine and mine on his.  We stared deep into each other for what felt like a minute.  I had to let him know I was serious.

I watched his Adam’s apple bounce and dropped my gaze lower, making no bones about letting it rest on his terrific packet.  I wanted him to know where I was looking.

The silence continued and Kyle shifted his weight, but he didn’t go anywhere.  It seemed he was as curious as I was to see where this would end.

“Have you ever done that?” I asked.  “Fucked an ass?”

I kissed his shoulder gently.

“N—Never,” he stammered.

“Don’t be shy,” I said, kissing him again.  “It’s just you and me down here.  My husband doesn’t get back for another hour.”

He swallowed hard again and moved his head to the right to look down on me.  I kept my face looking up at him so that our lips were only an inch or two apart.

“I’ve never done that,” I confessed, letting my breath touch him.  “But I want to.”

“You want it ... in your ass?” he asked.

“Desperately,” I hushed, and I moved my hand onto that thickness of his and left it there.

His eyes closed and a single bead of sweat ran from his hairline and fell down his face.

“Can you help me with my work-out?” I asked, leaning up to kiss his lips.

When our mouths touched Kyle did nothing at first.

“Help work-out my asshole,” I said, and when I kissed him a second time his lips moved with me and his tongue searched into my mouth.

He turned to me and the kiss became more passionate.  His hands moved around me and fell straight to my ass, squeezing at the flesh and breathing into me as we embraced.

I felt his hard dick pressing against my stomach as I ran my hands over that envious physique of his.  I touched and felt out his muscles like they were brand new and Kyle felt me too, concentrating mainly on my round, toned ass that had been the object of his affections for the past few weeks.

“That’s it,” I said, and I dropped to my knees quickly.

Kyle put a hand on his face and let out a desperate sigh, as though he was unsure of the right thing to do.

“Give me that hard cock,” I said, rushing it out over his shorts.

Before he could tell me how bad an idea this was I’d thrust his fresh thickness into my mouth.  His resulting, heavy breath told me that it was something he desperately needed.

My warm mouth spread over him and I pushed him to the back of my throat, feeling my pussy cry out as his arousal throbbed in my mouth.

My tongue circled him and Kyle’s breathing became instantly quicker.  He looked down and moved my brown hair aside so he could see my face.  I doubt it felt real to him and the sight of his cock disappearing into my mouth must have seemed like a dream.

“Oh, Heather,” he groaned, and his head fell back as I began to roll my tongue around his girth.

I sucked passionately on him as though I was keen to show him what I was capable of.  My hands pushed his shorts down off his ankles until he was stood only in his sneakers.

He felt impossibly big in my mouth as I forced him home.  I hadn’t ever thought of him as having a big dick before, but there was no mistaking the reality now that it was pressing against the back of my throat.

I gasped off him and stared into his wet length, sliding my spit over it and watching the way his flesh moved beneath my grip.

I looked up finally and smiled into his eyes, then I pulled the sides of my leotard into my cleavage so my tits fell out the side.

He marveled at the sight of my big breasts as I exposed myself, then his eyes closed in delight as I thrust him back between my lips.

As I sucked on him I looked sidelong into the mirror.  The sight that met me could have been directly from a porno movie.  The muscled guy that stood above me threw his face back to the heavens and I plunged his thickness as far inside me as I could stomach, watching my reflection the whole time.

I cupped and massaged his balls and watched it in the mirror as though I was observing someone else.  To witness the both of us committing the sinful act somehow seemed to make it more real.  It was though I was watching a recording of the event instead of committing the sin myself.

“That feels so good,” he gushed, looking down and affording himself a brief laugh.

Gradually Kyle began to enjoy himself more and more, easing himself into the situation gently.  The more he enjoyed it the more involved he became.  He started to thrust his hips slowly and move his cock through my lips and it felt so good to have him fuck my mouth like that.

He held my face and looked down into my eyes as his cock filled my mouth.  His brow furrowed and he nodded in approval at the sensation.  Hidden inside, my tongue worked around his flesh, wetting up and sucking until my mouth was full of saliva.

He pulled out of me and then took my hand, lifting me to my feet effortlessly.

“Be the boss of me,” I urged, throwing my head back to let him admire me.

His hands squeezed at my tits, playing with them like they were a brand new toy.  He kneaded them and pushed them together before playfully resting his face into them.

I laughed and looked down on him, holding his head on me as he started to suck on my tits.  Soon the laughter left me and was replaced by an intense, erotic sensation.  My nipples tingled in his mouth and I felt them stiffen as my pussy turned sodden with arousal.

“That’s it,” I said softly, holding him against me.  “Suck my tits and get them nice and hard.”

I reached beneath and jerked that big cock of his, moving my hand roughly over him.  He was so thick that my fingers didn’t even reach my thumb as I gripped him.  I tried to imagine it in my ass but knew it was no substitute for the real thing.

Kyle led me over to one of the benches and I sat back against it as he moved on me.  I wasn’t too sure where he wanted me, but when he knelt between my legs I got a pretty good idea of his intentions.

“You’re gonna eat my pussy, huh?” I asked.

He nodded.

“Be a good boy and eat my pussy.”  His head moved between my legs.  “That’s right.”

I felt his face against my thigh and I moved the garment aside for him.  He stayed several inches away as I stowed the crotch of my leotard against the inside of my thigh.  My fingers span on my clit and I watched the excitement flourish in his face.

His eyes spread wide as he watched and I could feel his breath washing over me.  My juices started to creep slowly to the fore until there was a faint glistening at my honey-pot.  I fingered inside and spread the wetness up along my groove.  Kyle licked his lips.

“Taste me,” I urged.

He looked up into my eyes and smiled, then he pushed forwards and closed his mouth over my sex, dancing his delicious tongue over my sensitive flesh.

I reached my arms upwards and gripped the head of the bench, pushing my cunt down on him as he started to eat from me.  He pulled and nibbled at my loose flesh, pushing it around with his tongue and smothering my clit like he hadn’t eaten all day.

“That’s it,” I growled, holding his head on me.  “Lick my pussy like a good boy.”

I held him between my legs and scrunched his hair in my fingers, grinding my pussy across him as his mouth worked busily below.  He ate from me with such focus and intensity that it really surprised me.  He seemed just as intent on my pleasure as I was on his.

I realized suddenly that my body had been tensed the whole time and I relaxed it slowly, feeling his tongue rush quickly over my sensitive clit as I did so.

He tongued around it and I sucked a breath through my lips and tensed all over again, moaning long and loud in the empty gym.

His lips smacked against me and my breaths increased until I was in the midst of a brand-new workout routine.

I felt the climax arrive quickly and rush up on me like a thief.  My body tensed again and I held my breath, closing my eyes to accentuate the sensation of his tongue and mouth on me.

“Let yourself go,” he moaned softly.

My heart swelled for him.  My hand moved to rub at my clit as he played around my core.  Soon he introduced a finger and my pussy squeezed against it as he drove it inside and broke through my juices.

“Yes, Kyle,” I whispered.

My eyes shut tight and I grunted as I quivered on him.  He felt my pussy spasm on his mouth and licked me faster as I let out a breath, followed quickly by several more.

I was panting and moaning now, feeling the waves of bliss radiating out from my pussy as Kyle continued to tongue me.  He ate on me the whole way through, relishing the sensation of my contracting pussy as he coaxed the orgasm out of me.

Soon my sex was an over-sensitized mess and the slightest touch from his tongue elicited a fierce, abrupt jolt.

“Oh, honey,” I swooned, pushing him off me.  “I can’t handle it!”

I giggled as he left me, holding my mouth and squeezing my legs together as though it might ring out the climax.

My stomach tightened again and I jolted fiercely, opening my legs and looking up at him from my place on the bench.

He looked down and marveled, then he started to jerk his cock over me.

“That’s it,” I urged.  “Play for me.”

I watched his big fist as it ran over his forbidden flesh, jerking it slowly.

“I hope you haven’t forgotten where I want that,” I said.

“Remind me,” he smirked, and he looked every inch the man I intended him to be now.

I stood up, still doubling over every so often as an impromptu convulsion escaped me.

“I want it in my asshole,” I said, grabbing his neck and pulling him close.  “Fuck my ass.  Now.”

I turned away and put a knee on the bottom of the bench, arching my back and looking over my shoulder at him.

I slid the leotard aside again and showed him my tight knot.  As he jerked his cock I spat on the tips of my fingers and then massaged the saliva against my asshole as he watched.

“In here,” I said, and his eyes focused on my ass as I pushed a finger inside and moaned.

“Oh, God,” he said, walking forward and jerking his dick.

“Stick it in my fucking ass,” I begged, sure now that I wanted it.

“Open it for me.”

I pulled at each cheek with my hands and rested my head on the bench.  I felt the tip of his cock press against the wetness of my asshole, all slathered in spit.

“It’s going in your ass,” he said, looking down on the whole thing.

“Yes, baby,” I hushed.  “Stick it in my—oooh—stick it in my ass!”

I felt my tight muscles spread over the tip of his big cock.

“That’s it,” I cried.  “Don’t be shy, honey.  Oh fuck, don’t be shy.”

He pressed onwards and I felt my asshole swallow him, mouthing down his inches as he fed them into me.

“That’s it baby,” I hushed, taking quick breaths.  “That’s it.  All the way.”

He drove himself into me deep, enjoying the warmth of my asshole and it’s tight grip on him.

“It feels good,” he said, and his hand squeezed my ass.

I smiled and my brow furrowed in sexual anguish.  The sensation was a mixture of pleasure and pain like no other.

“Is it all the way in, baby?” I asked.

“Almost,” he said, feeding me the last inch until I felt his hips against my ass.

“Oh, that’s it,” I whispered.  “That feels fucking good.”

To have him buried in there felt surreal.  Having him suck on my pussy was bad enough, but to have his cock buried in my virginal ass was the next level.

“Now fuck my ass, can you do that?  Can you give my fucking asshole a workout?”

“I’d love to,” he smirked.

“Do it,” I begged and he started his slow pumps.

“Oh, Heather,” he sighed, throwing his head back.

“Does it feel good, baby?”

“So fucking good.”

“Tell me,” I urged.  “Tell me what feels good.”

“Your asshole around my cock,” Kyle said, fulfilling my every wish.  “Your ass feels so good on my cock.”

“Oh baby,” I gushed proudly.  “You feel so fucking good in my ass.”  And truly he did.

He pushed himself deep and upped his pace, squirming his dick through my tight ring over and over again.  It seemed to pleasure my pussy from the opposite side, like something alien and surreal, but there was no denying the deep satisfaction that could be found in him doing so.

“I want you to finish inside me,” I urged now, looking back into his face to show him I was serious.

“Inside you?” he said, each syllable escaping him with a thrust of his hips.

“Deep in my ass, honey.  I want you to cum in my ass.”

“I think I can do that,” he said, resting both hands on my ass and moving faster.

“That’s what I want,” I moaned.  “That’s what I want more than anything, baby.”

He rained a slap down on my ass and I tightened on him, feeling the stinging heat from his smack soon after.

“Spank me,” I begged.  “Spank me and fill my ass with cum!”

I was surprising myself with the depravity of my words, but in the moment they seemed right.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned, enjoying my filthy words just as much as I enjoyed saying them.  He slapped me again.  “Tell me where you want it.”

“In my asshole, baby,” I replied.

“Keep telling me,” he said, building his thrusts until you could hear the clapping of our flesh in the room.

“Come in my ass!  Come in my ass!  Come in my fucking ass!”

The slaps of our sinful skin rose to a crescendo and our moans seemed to synchronize, building to a glorious moment that I’ll never forget.

“Oh, fuck” he whined, throwing his head back finally.

I felt his cock throb inside me.  “Empty that fucking cum in my ass!”

Suddenly I felt a flash of warmth and the unmistakable sensation of his orgasm inside me.  The heat flowed from his cock and coated my core.

“Yes,” he grunted, looking down at the source of his pleasure.

My ring gripped his shaft close and massaged his cock as his balls emptied.  Each rope fired deep and I mewled at its arrival, feeling beyond satisfied by the gift he’d given me.

“That’s it,” I said calmly, letting him fill me up.

His seed flowed into me and I pushed my ass back on him now, jerking the last few drops from him until he was drained.

“Oh, Kyle,” I swooned, pulling forwards off him.

I felt my sticky asshole pop off the tip of his cock.  I leaned forward and looked at his reflection as he stared into my black, winking hole that was spattered with his pure white seed.

“My God,” he said, as though he’d suddenly arrived back on earth.

“That was amazing,” I said, lying my face on the bench and closing my eyes.
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