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“Have you ever done it?” I asked.

“Put something in my ass?  This one time—”

“No!  I mean ... given anal?”

“A bunch of times,” he said, then he looked off as though he was recalling them.

“What’s it like?”

“So good,” he said quickly, before remembering who he was talking to.

“Can I make a confession?”

He narrowed his lips.  “Sure,” he said, although it sounded like he didn’t mean it.

“It’s in my ass, right now.”

Peter’s eyes widened.  “What is?”

“The plug.”

“Now?  In your ass?”

I nodded.

“You have a butt-plug in your ass right now?”

I nodded again, slower.

“Bailey ... that is fucking hot.”

I giggled at how expressive he said the words.  His eyes were genuinely sparkling.

“First time?”

“Uh-huh.”

“How does it feel?” he asked.  He’d never been more interested in anything I’d done.

“Kinda strange.”

“It will at first,” he said sagely.  “When you relax you can take anything in there.”

“Is that so ...”

I let a lusty gaze linger on him as I took him in a new light.  Before that day he was Peter—the reliable older guy who was basically from another planet.  Suddenly though it was as though we’d found a common bond.  Anal wasn’t exactly the bonding that Molly so often had in mind for us, but it was progress.

“Can I see?” he asked suddenly.

I swallowed at the request.

“It’s okay,” he said, realizing he’d overstepped the mark.  “That’s too much.  Sorry.”

“No,” I said.  “It’s fine.  I kind of want to show someone.  It’s weird.  The idea of you watching is just so hot.  Like even now you’re just standing there, but it’s turning me on so much.”

“I’m turning you on?”

“Yeah!” I giggled.  I found myself suddenly much less shy than usual.  Peter’s confessions were liberating to the both of us.

“Can I tell you a secret?” he said.

I bit my lip and nodded.

“I’m turned on too.”

At that he looked down at his crotch and I glanced to it too, noticing a bulge at the front of his jeans that I’d never witnessed before.  It looked so big.

“You’re hard?”

“Hard as granite.”

“Because of me?”

“Because of you and that thing in your ass that you won’t show me.”

I rolled my lip through my teeth and thought for a moment.  “Okay,” I said.  “Don’t tell anyone.”

I turned over onto my side and brought my knees up to my chest, then steadily I lifted the light skirt and Peter bent his knees to look under.

“My God,” he said.  “It’s sparkling!”

He stared at the jewel that covered it and ran his eyes over me.  I held my naughty smirk, thinking of Chelsea and how I might be able to regale the girls with my own story of sin.

“Can you see it?”

“I can see more than that,” hey said.  His hand rubbed across the thick packet in his jeans.  “I can see your pussy too.  It looks so wet.”
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Trying It In My Ass With My Friend
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Chelsea regaled the group with yet another one of her sexual escapades.  By now it was routine.  She’d meet her new, older boyfriend on Fridays and every Sunday morning at the coffee-shop she’d hold court, telling us all about it.

I sat in the corner of the table, listening intently.  It was rare that I joined in.  At nineteen my sex-life was still yet to get off the ground, but Chelsea had tried all-sorts.  That weekend’s topic?  Anal.

“What’s it like?” one of the girls asked.

Chelsea savored the question, taking a long sip of her frappucino as we all waited for her to divulge.

“It’s incredible,” she said, surprising us.

“Does it hurt?” I asked.

“A little, at first.  You need lots of lube.”

“I’ve never used lube,” another of my friends said.

“Oh, you need it.  Trust me,” Chelsea said.  “Dillon is so big.  We needed a lot.”

“Does it feel weird?” I added.

“It’s like nothing you’ve ever experienced.”

“Did you come?”

“Jeez, Bailey!  You sound kind of interested,” Chelsea joked.

I blushed in the corner and the girls around me giggled.

“I’ve never even put a finger near there,” I said, shrinking.

“This was way more than a finger,” Chelsea continued.  “But when he slid it home my whole body awakened.  It was amazing to have him in there like that.”

“Will you do it again?” someone asked.

“Definitely.  You all need to try it, at least once.”

“Any tips?” I asked, and my friends looked at me smirking.

“She’s sold, Chels,” one of them said.

“So she should be,” Chelsea said in the rare act of defending me.  “You want to be real relaxed.  It’ll help a lot.”

“Sounds fun,” Kayley chirped beside me.

“It’s your homework, girls,” Chelsea declared.  “I want each of you to try it when you go home later.”

Kayley laughed.  “And suppose we don’t quite have a willing cock on hand?”

“Use a toy,” Chelsea said.  “There’s this amazing shop a couple of blocks from here that has everything you want.  The woman that owns it is so cool too.  It wasn’t weird at all when Dillon took me there.”

The girls finished their coffees and one-by-one we got up to leave.  In the goodbyes that followed I sidled over to Chelsea and waited for a quiet moment.

“Chelsea, about that shop ...” I probed, raising an eyebrow.

She leaned in.  “You want to know where it is, don’t you?”

I looked back to the girls to make sure they weren’t paying attention.  “I do,” I said.

“I’ll take you there,” Chelsea smiled.  “Come on.”

She turned to the group now.  “Bailey and me are heading out.  We’ll catch you girls later.”

“She’s going to the sex-shop!” Kayley blurted, causing several other patrons to shoot their looks in our direction.

I blushed again as Kayley’s hand pointed me out.

“We’re going to the sex-shop,” Chelsea corrected.

“Can I come?” Kayley asked.

“Most certainly not.  I think Bailey here is having her awakening.”

Chelsea had a knack of both defending and admonishing me in equal measure.  I don’t think she meant it.  Truly I just think she wanted me to have an experience.  Boy, would I.

Chelsea drove me over there in the car her father had bought for her.  She was from good stock, which made it extra weird that she’d chosen to hang around with Dillon.  He always seemed so disheveled.  He was laden with tattoos and looked like her father’s worst nightmare.  Maybe that was why she’d gravitated towards him.

“I’ll get you something nice,” Chelsea said, leaning on me as we walked into the store.

It made no bones about its business.  The woman behind the counter greeted us with a friendly smile as we entered.  Chelsea was loud and brash, but that kind of took the edge off in there.  It’d be way more uncomfortable if we were two shy, bookish nerds as opposed to just one.

“My friend here wants something for her ass,” Chelsea said.

The woman behind the counter barely flinched.  “Anal toys are back there in the corner.”

Chelsea reached her hand to mine and practically dragged me towards the corner of the store.  When I looked at their offerings my jaw hit the floor.

“They’re supposed to go in here?” I asked, pointing at the toys and then my tiny, little ass.

“Some of these are for people of experience,” Chelsea said.  “They’re not all for your first-time.”

“Bottom row for your first-time,” the owner called over.

I peered down at the toys that hung on the bottom row.  They were much less loud.  There were tiny bullets and smaller dildos that looked not much bigger than a finger.

“There,” Chelsea said, picking out a brushed-metal butt-plug.  “These are good.”

“Good for what?” I asked, taking the packet off her and turning it in my hand.

“They open you up.  They get you ready for the real thing.”

“I’m not sure there will be a real thing.”

“But when there is,” Chelsea said, bobbing her eyebrows.  “Here, let me get this for you.”

“It just goes in?  It doesn’t vibrate or anything?”

“One step at a time there, stud,” Chelsea laughed.  “This is like a starter-toy.”

Chelsea walked quickly back to the counter and put the toy down before I could protest.

“Just this please,” she said before turning back to me and adding: “for now.”

I shook my head and smiled wryly, turning bashful all over again.  I was much less bashful later on in the privacy of my own bedroom.  I stared down at the toy as I sat on the edge of my bed in my cutesy little skirt.

The owner of the store had thrown in a bottle of lube with the purchase.  She too said I’d need it.  Now I rotated it in my hand, squinting to read the tiny instructions on the back.

“How hard can it be?” I thought.

I unwrapped the toy from its packet and then studied the plug.  It looked sleek and clean, with faux jewels coating the flat base of it.

“Here goes,” I thought.

My older housemate Peter was downstairs but he never came in my room.  The person who always did—Molly—was away for the weekend.  It felt safe enough ...

I took my panties down from under my skirt, kicking them off my legs and onto the carpet.  I wasn’t sure exactly what the best position to do this was.  I rolled onto my back and put my knees up near my shoulders, opening the lube as I contorted in a knot.

I managed to squirt a dollop of lube onto the end of the toy, then I spread the excess over my asshole.  It was the first time I’d ever touched it outside of a bathroom.

It felt naughty immediately.  My fingers smoothed the lube over the aperture and I felt a tingle of pleasure instantly.  So good was the sensation that I lingered my finger there for a moment, pushing it against the sensitive hole and delighting in the new-found feelings it delivered.  It felt ... intriguing.

Then came the toy.  I pushed the narrow end of it against my ass and felt myself begin to gradually open up.  I took several deep breaths as my asshole widened slowly.  I stared up at the ceiling and the brief, pained anguish turned to a sudden euphoric wave as my butt sucked in the remainder of the toy until it was lodged deep inside me.

I started to giggle, covering my mouth and realizing immediately how right Chelsea was.  It was a revelation, and something I wished I’d have tried sooner.  If only I had someone to do it with for real.

Suddenly there came a knock at my door and I tightened up instantly.  A queasy flash of adrenaline burst through me and I wondered what the hell I should do.

I left the plug in my ass and brought my legs back down to hang over the bed, smoothing my skirt down over myself just in time.

The door opened and Peter’s mature, deep voice came through the crack.  “Bailey?” he asked.

“Uh-huh?”

He pushed the door wider and then looked at me on the edge of the bed.  It must have seemed so strange.  The room was silent and I was just perched there—no phone-in-hand or anything.  Just ... sitting.

“Hey,” he said, looking around the room.  “Umm, sorry to bother you.  Molly’s not home until tomorrow so I wondered if you were okay with a take-out?  We could get Chinese food or”—he noticed the uncomfortable look on my face—“are you okay?”

I nodded wordlessly.  Peter never came in my room, and the one time he did it was whilst there was a butt-plug buried in my ass.  What were the fucking chances of that?

“Bailey is something wrong?”

He walked right in and sat on the bed beside me.  I wanted it to swallow me up completely.  The weight of him shifted the mattress and every time it did I was reminded of the toy in my ass.

“I’m okay, Peter,” I said, forcing a smile.  He saw right through it.

“What is it?” he asked, shifting his weight again and bouncing that plug into my ass.  It was as though he was playing with the toy for me.

“It’s nothing,” I said, covering my mouth and trying to hide the pleasure each of his movements gave me.

“Come on, what is it?  I know I’m not Molly but you can still confide in me you know.”

I fought frantically to conjure up a convincing lie.  As my mind whirred I spotted the ripped package on the floor, with the word ‘BUTT-PLUG,’ emblazoned across it.

I lingered my gaze on it for too long and Peter looked too now.

“Oh,” he said, noticing it.  “Oh!”

He stood up as though I was contagious, stepping away from the bed.  “You ... you’re ...”

“It’s nothing,” I said.

“Something you’re trying?”

I didn’t know what to say.

“You know a lot of people love it.”

I think he was trying to console me, but it just made the whole thing worse.

“Peter!” I groaned.

“I should leave you to it,” he said.

“I’m not—I’m not doing anything!”

“So you want me to stay?” he tried.  I think he knew I was lying but just wanted to tease me.

I narrowed my eyes at him and wriggled on the mattress, finding something incredibly naughty about playing with my ass while he was in the room.  Maybe this was the awakening that Chelsea had spoken about.

“Have you ever done it?” I asked.

“Put something in my ass?  This one time—”

“No!  I mean ... given anal?”

“A bunch of times,” he said, then he looked off as though he was recalling them.

“What’s it like?”

“So good,” he said quickly, before remembering who he was talking to.

“Can I make a confession?”

He narrowed his lips.  “Sure,” he said, although it sounded like he didn’t mean it.

“It’s in my ass, right now.”

Peter’s eyes widened.  “What is?”

“The plug.”

“Now?  In your ass?”

I nodded.

“You have a butt-plug in your ass right now?”

I nodded again, slower.

“Bailey ... that is fucking hot.”

I giggled at how expressive he said the words.  His eyes were genuinely sparkling.

“First time?”

“Uh-huh.”

“How does it feel?” he asked.  He’d never been more interested in anything I’d done.

“Kinda strange.”

“It will at first,” he said sagely.  “When you relax you can take anything in there.”

“Is that so ...”

I let a lusty gaze linger on him as I took him in a new light.  Before that day he was Peter—the reliable older guy who was basically from another planet.  Suddenly though it was as though we’d found a common bond.  Anal wasn’t exactly the bonding that Molly so often had in mind for us, but it was progress.

“Can I see?” he asked suddenly.

I swallowed at the request.

“It’s okay,” he said, realizing he’d overstepped the mark.  “That’s too much.  Sorry.”

“No,” I said.  “It’s fine.  I kind of want to show someone.  It’s weird.  The idea of you watching is just so hot.  Like even now you’re just standing there, but it’s turning me on so much.”

“I’m turning you on?”

“Yeah!” I giggled.  I found myself suddenly much less shy than usual.  Peter’s confessions were liberating to the both of us.

“Can I tell you a secret?” he said.

I bit my lip and nodded.

“I’m turned on too.”

At that he looked down at his crotch and I glanced to it too, noticing a bulge at the front of his jeans that I’d never witnessed before.  It looked so big.

“You’re hard?”

“Hard as granite.”

“Because of me?”

“Because of you and that thing in your ass that you won’t show me.”

I rolled my lip through my teeth and thought for a moment.  “Okay,” I said.  “Don’t tell anyone.”

I turned over onto my side and brought my knees up to my chest, then steadily I lifted the light skirt and Peter bent his knees to look under.

“My God,” he said.  “It’s sparkling!”

He stared at the jewel that covered it and ran his eyes over me.  I held my naughty smirk, thinking of Chelsea and how I might be able to regale the girls with my own story of sin.

“Can you see it?”

“I can see more than that,” hey said.  His hand rubbed across the thick packet in his jeans.  “I can see your pussy too.  It looks so wet.”

“It is,” I confessed.  “This toy is something else.”

“Fuck, Bailey,” Peter said, straightening up and rubbing at his cock.  “What am I supposed to do with this now?”

“I can think of a few things.”

Peter’s wry smile matched my own.

Without saying anything he started to unbuckle his belt.  I took a deep breath and shivered, knowing that things were about to change forever.

“Show me,” I whispered.

He paused.  “What do you want to see?”

“Your hard cock.  I want to see your hard cock, Peter.”

It was as though he was waiting for my explicit request.  As soon as I’d given it he opened his jeans wide and fished inside for my treat.

He pulled it up out of his boxer-shorts and it dropped out, looking big and delicious.  I’d actually never even really seen an erect cock this close-up before.  In the past my only encounters were late night, dark fumblings.  This was suddenly very real.

“Is that what you want?” he asked, bouncing it on his hand.

I swallowed hard.  “Yes,” I hushed.

“I can’t hear you,” he said.

“Yes,” I said louder.

“’Yes, I want your cock, Peter.’  Say it.”

“Yes, I want your cock, Peter.  I want it so bad.”

Suddenly it seemed of paramount importance that we didn’t waste the moment.  How often do you get the chance to be fucked by a guy twice your age?  I had to make the most of it.

I made a show of pushing the plug deep into my ass and groaning.  Peter took a couple of steps towards me until his cock was hanging in front of my mouth.  I didn’t need to ask what he wanted next from me.

I opened my lips wide and he pushed himself inside.  I couldn’t fucking believe it.  His arousal felt so good in my mouth that I needed to pinch myself.  Instead, I pushed the end of the plug deeper, tapping it hard and sending ripples of pleasure outwards from my ass.  My pussy flexed and let out its juices, but they wouldn’t be necessary.

“So you want to know what anal sex is like, huh?” he asked, smoothing his hand over my hair as I sucked on him.

I hummed in the affirmative.

“You think you can take this inside you?”

I gasped back off it and jerked him.  “I’d love to try.”

“That’s my girl,” he said. 

He stayed on me for a moment, jerking his big cock steadily close to my face as I waggled the plug in my ass.  It was like none of the stories that Chelsea had ever told.  If we were competing in debauchery then I was way out in front.

I started to pull the plug back, threatening to pop it free of my ass.  Rather than that, I was trying to flex my asshole as wide as it would go to coax it into submission.  The girth of his cock could barely fit in my mouth, which is more than could be said for the plug.  The plug was perhaps as wide as two of my fingers, but Peter was wider still.

“I want it,” I groaned.

Peter found the bottle of lube that I’d threw the duvet over.

“Smart,” he said, studying it.

“Chelsea said I needed it.”

“Oh, so this is her doing, is it?”

He’d met Chelsea on several occasions.  He didn’t exactly take a shine to her.

“Her and her boyfriend do it.”

“I bet they do.  So I have her to thank for your sudden adventurism?”

“You do,” I smirked.

“She’s good for something at least.”

Peter squirted the clear liquid onto his cock and I watched as he rubbed it down over the smooth crown.  His cock was even more of a turn-on when it was covered in a sheen of lube.  It shone in the light and looked menacing and sexy all at once.

He jerked slow and hard, pinching the hilt of his cock so the veins became more pronounced along his length.

“That needs to go in my ass, Peter.”

“Oh, I know, honey,” he said.  “You think you’re ready?”

“Only one way to know.”

Peter grabbed the base of the plug and pulled it back, popping it free.

“It looks ready,” he said.

He brought a thumb to my ass and when he slid it seamlessly inside I realized that my ass hadn’t closed.  Usually it was tighter than anything, but the plug had made it submit.

“That’s it,” he said slowly, pushing his thumb through the now elastic-like muscle.

“That doesn’t hurt at all,” I gasped, surprised.

“This still might,” he said, wielding his cock now.

“Do it,” I urged.  “Fuck my ass.  Please, Peter.”

He gripped the hilt again and then swashed his swollen tip over my butt.  He took another squirt of lube on his fingers and toyed it around my hole, circling my ass and then probing deep and pushing the lube inside.

“It’s so slippery,” I cooed.

“It needs to be,” he said.

All at once I felt the pressure of his girth on my knot and he moved forwards.  The pain was suddenly very real.  I could feel my ass stretching to its breaking point and I let out a huge groan.

“Good girl,” he said, and it spurred me on.  I didn’t want to back-out and ruin the whole thing.

“Fuck me!” I grunted defiantly.

Peter pushed a quick inch into me and I hissed a moan, feeling my ass wink tight on him as I did so.

“Oh, Peter!”

It felt way different to the plug.  When the plug slotted home it felt huge, but now it was laughably different.  I’d thought myself some kind of pro after only a brief dabble.

“You’re doing great,” he said.  His eyes were transfixed on the tight, vice-like grip of my ass as it hugged him.

He watched as his cock disappeared, inch-by-slow-inch, into my virgin asshole.  I couldn’t believe how much of him I could take.  My body felt like some kind of magic-trick, accepting a cock that had no earthly business being in my ass.

“That’s fucking perfect,” he said.

There was something empowering about engulfing him like that, and something empowering too about taking the best he had to offer without squealing like a stuck pig.  I felt my confidence grow.

“That feels so good,” I moaned.

“Likewise,” he said, breathing deep.  I’d never heard him make such noises.  It was hot to know that I could do that to him.

“You gonna keep talking or are you gonna fuck me?” I asked.

Peter stopped and said nothing, causing me to look back at him.  He stared into my eyes and then grinned.

“You want it?”

I nodded.  “I’m ready.”

“I don’t think you are,” he said.

“I’m re—”

Suddenly he slammed deep and then started to fuck me, taking the words from my mouth.  He was right of course.  Instantly I let out a pained wail as his rod cruised through me, slipping almost all the way out before probing deep and hitting a spot at the bottom of my stomach.

He pushed down on my knees as though he wanted to make it even tighter, then he leaned over me and started to kiss at my cheek and face.

“Good girl,” he said, using my asshole like it belonged to him.

My lips fought to find his and we kissed, kidding ourselves that the act was somehow ‘loving.’  Kisses like that have no place in the kind of ass-fucking that he and I were doing.

His cock continued to pound into me, as though its intent was to make me submit.  But I had already submitted.  I had already given Peter the most sacred thing I could think of: my anal virginity.

I don’t know if he realized the gravity of it all.  I hadn’t even yet been fucked regularly, and yet here I was, taking the first fucking of my life in my ass and from my much-older friend.

“I want to feel you come,” I begged him now.  “I want to feel you shoot in my ass.  Can you do that?”

“Are you kidding?” he said, keeping his pace.  “If you want my cum in your ass, you’re going to get my cum in your ass.”

I bit my lip and smiled proudly.  It was strange to feel proud at such a statement, but no stranger than the position we already found ourselves in.

Peter’s big hand squeezed at my tits as he fucked me, and with each long, hard thrust I felt myself shed the bashful, timid skin that had covered me all these years.

I took a deep, euphoric breath and groaned loud, listening to both of our moans rebound off the bedroom walls.

He pulled his cock out of me and I startled suddenly, looking to him to make sure everything was okay.

He took my hand and lifted me quickly to my feet and I let out a playful squeak as I stood up opposite him.

He kissed me and took a grip of my ass in his big, strong hands, teasing a finger inside my gaping asshole as he did so.  I took it so easily it was almost comical.

He started to lift my t-shirt and I fingered at the buttons of his shirt.  He began to open them for me and I whipped my shirt up over my head, letting my big tits drop out beneath.  He shook his head at them in disbelief.

“I can’t believe we’re doing this.”

“Start believing.”

I watched as he opened his shirt and suddenly I noticed what an absolute stud Peter was.  I thought Chelsea’s affections for him were a joke, but now I realized how serious she’d been.  Peter was a catch alright.  Fuck, I was lucky.

He tossed his shirt aside and stepped out of his jeans, standing there all hairy and manly, with his huge cock still throbbing at his midriff.  I tapped the underside, tickling it softly and kissing him.

“More lube,” he smiled.

I handed him the bottle and watched him squirt it on his cock, then he spun me around roughly and pushed me forwards onto the bed.
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