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“What it’s like?”

“Yeah.  Describe it.  It’s been so long.”

“On one condition.”

“What’s that?”

“That you tell me how you remember it afterwards.”

“Deal.”

I set down my mug, folded my legs and turned towards him.  “It’s incredible,” I gushed.  “The sensation when I engulf him.  Ugh!  It’s like nothing else.  There’s nothing special about Gavin being in there.  I think it could be anyone.”

“Anyone?”

“Yeah.”  At the time I missed his not-so-subtle hint.  “So how about you?  What’s it like for you?”

“I just like how tight it is.  And how wrong it is.”

“It’s definitely wrong,” I laughed.  “But it feels so right.”

Mr. Harding started to laugh too.  “I think that might be the real root of it; how wrong it is.”

“I can think of wronger.”

“Than anal sex?!  Jeez, do I wanna know?”

“You can’t think of anything more sinful than two lovers having anal sex?”

“Oh!  Then yeah, I can.”

“The idea of that kind of turns me on too,” I confessed.

“What?  Like, older guys?”

“Yeah.”

“I think I know what you mean,” he said.  “I’ve always lusted for a younger woman.  It’s strange how it happens, huh?”

“Anal sex with a guy twice my age,” I said.  “Now that’s wrong.”

I bit my lip and looked at him, shaking my head.  “That would be naughty, wouldn’t it?”

“Us?”

I nodded.

“Sure would,” he said.  “I don’t even know how you start something like that.”

“You start by taking out your cock,” I laughed.

“Is that what you want?”

I hadn’t expected him to ask me so explicitly.  I stared for a moment, wondering what to do.  I wanted it—I wanted it bad.  I nodded.

He lifted up the bottom of his sweater and my eyes were immediately drawn to the swelling at the front of his pants.  He was already bolt stiff from the conversation so far and I couldn’t blame him.  I was wetter than a thunderstorm too.  Shit, this was getting out-of-control fast.

“Do you wanna take it out?” he asked.

I grinned from ear-to-ear.  “I’d love to.”

He put his hands at his side and I went for his belt buckle.  I unfasten it with a giggle and then popped the button on his pants.

“I need a better seat,” I told him, and I slipped off the couch and moved between his legs.

I tugged at the top of his pants and Mr. Harding lifted his ass.  They slid down over his boxer-shorts that were tight over his cock.  He looked even bigger now.

“Go on,” he encouraged.

I pushed my ass out and felt the wetness of my pussy against my panties.  I could feel my heart pounding to be released from my chest as my adrenaline mingled with my arousal.

I curled my fingers down inside the waist of his underwear and Mr. Harding sucked a breath.  He watched as I moved the waist of them down.  His hair got thicker and then I saw the first hint of his thickness.

“That’s it,” he said steadily.

My eyes spread wide as more of him was revealed.  Suddenly the idea of stuffing his huge cock in my ass seemed impossible.
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It was no-one’s fault I guess; relationships just fall apart.  Gavin and I had got married young and after a year I already felt like he was treating me differently.

Sex had become more sporadic than ever, and whenever we finally did it Gavin always wanted to stuff himself in my ass.  I wasn’t against that sort of thing, but my pussy needed some loving too, you know?

I guess I played my part too.  I’d actively sought-out hobbies that got me out of the house and we were spending less and less quality time together.

I was at the end of my tether.  Our marriage seemed irreconcilable, and in my quandary I did what I always did: I went to Mr. Harding.

Mr. Harding was my ex-boss and he was my rock.  He always seemed to know just what to do or say, and being a guy I guess he’d have a better insight than most as to why Gavin had suddenly turned so sour and distant.  He was always happy to lend an ear.

“You’re young,” he said, pouring me one of his herbal teas.  “You’ve got the rest of your life to find the right person.  There’s no rush.”

He handed me the tea and sat beside me on the couch in his house’s snug.  The combination of the tea’s aroma and his sage words was already starting to calm me.

“You don’t need him,” he said.  “You know there’s always a bed for you here.”

I smiled.  He really was too kind to me.  “Thanks, Mr. Harding.”

I’d moved out when I was eighteen to live with Gavin.  Mom and Dad had had their reservations, but I was sure he was the one.  How naïve can a girl get?  In only a year I’d realized Gavin wasn’t all he’d cracked up to be.  Like so many other guys he talked a good game, but never really backed it up.

On the flip-side there was Mr. Harding: a self-made millionaire that had built a business off the back of practically nothing.  He’d stuck to his guns when lesser men would have crumbled.  Now he enjoyed a life running his business from home, where he could apparently entertain ex-employees and console them when their lives fell apart!

“So what’s the plan now?” he asked.

I sighed.  “I don’t know.  Haven’t really thought that far ahead.  What do you think I should do?”

“It seems pretty shot between you and Gavin.  Would you say that’s fair?”

“Yeah.”

“So it’s time to start thinking about moving on from that.  You don’t want to get too attached to the idea that you could have saved the relationship.  If it’s done, it’s done.”

“It’s pretty done.”

“Good.  I was never too fond of Gavin.  I guess I can tell you that now.”

“Why didn’t you tell me before?!”

“You seemed so in love!”

“Seemed.”

“You did love him,” Mr. Harding said.  “And that’s okay.  It’s possible to fall out of love with someone too.”

“I guess that’s what happened.  I just wonder where it all went so wrong.”

“You could spend the rest of your life dissecting it.”  He took a sip of his tea and I waited for him to continue.  “Ultimately you know that this was the right thing to do.”

“He stopped loving me first, I think.”

“How could you tell?”

“Just the little things.”

“Like what?”

“No more coffees in bed,” I laughed.

“You can get those here,” he hinted.

I smiled warmly at him.  He was the kind of security I’d been looking for in Gavin.

“What if I brought a guy back here?” I asked him wryly.  I guess I just wanted to see what he said.

He shrugged.  “You’re old enough.”

“I’m only nineteen.”

“That’s old enough, isn’t it?  Jeez, if I was twenty-years younger ...”

“Mr. Harding!” I swooned.  “Stop it!”

I leant into him for a hug and smelled that subtle, woody aftershave of his.  It was like an added bonus on top of an already amazing hug.  He really did give the best hugs.

“Gavin doesn’t know how much of an idiot he is,” he said.  “Promise me that when he finally realizes what he’s passed-up that you won’t give him the time of day.”

“I don’t think he’ll realize.”

“Well then you really are better off on your own.”

“I don’t wanna be alone though.”

“It’s not forever.  And if you can learn to love your own company then the rest comes easy.”

Ugh, he was always so right!

I took another sip of tea and looked across at him.  He smiled that warm smile of his that always made me want to melt.  He had on his thick, cable-knit sweater, making him even more huggable than normal.

“Are you and Mrs. Harding still in love”?

“I think so,” he said.

“You don’t sound so certain.”

He sighed.  “She doesn’t bring me coffee in bed anymore.”

I let out a laugh.  “Did she ever?!”

“Good point.”

“And do you and her still ...?”

He feigned confusion.  “What?”

“Don’t make me say it!” I giggled.

“Have sex?”

“Yeah.”

“On occasion.”

I scrunched my nose in thought.

He rubbed my arm.  “What’s wrong?”

“Gavin and I,” I began, but I couldn’t bring myself to continue.

“What?”

“It’s nothing.  I shouldn’t really be talking about it.”

“Harley, you can talk to me about anything.  You know that, right?”

“You might regret saying that.”

“Try me.”

“He ...” I fought with the words.  Shit, I couldn’t believe I was about to say it to him.  “He’d only ever put it in my ass towards the end.”

Mr. Harding swallowed his tea with a gulp, looking over the rim of his mug.  I couldn’t help but laugh as his eyes bulged.

“Well, that was certainly a statement,” he said.

My giggle faded off.  “Sorry.”

“No, it’s my fault.  I did say you could say anything and—well—you did!”

“I shouldn’t have said that.”

“Why do you think that is?”

“Some things you don’t need to know.”

“No, I mean: why do you think he was only fucking your ass by the end.”

Now it was my turn to gulp.  I certainly hadn’t phrased it the way he did.

I steadied my nerves.  Something about hearing such a sinful phrase come from Mr. Harding’s mouth had sent a charge of excitement through me.  He never cursed like that.

“I think it was kind of like a sign, you know?”

“How do you mean?”

“Like, it’s easier to have sex with someone in the ass if you don’t love them?”

“That makes sense,” he said.  “Less intimate.”

“Yeah, exactly.  And maybe it was easier for me to take it like that.  We didn’t have to look at each other.”

“Easy to take?” he said, raising an eyebrow.

“You know what I mean!” I laughed, slapping his leg playfully.

There was a silence in which we both took another sip of tea.  Mr. Harding had never felt so open before, so I decided to take advantage.

“Do you and your wife ever do it like that?”

“Not in what feels like forever,” he said.

“It sounds like you miss it.”

“There’s nothing quite like it.”

“Jeez, you’re not reminiscing over it, are you?!”

“What?  It was hot, okay?”

He turned a little red with embarrassment.  That was rare.  It was kind of sweet to see him so vulnerable for once.

“My old boss: the anal sex fiend,” I teased.

“If I was a fiend I’d have killed someone for it by now.  It’s been years, Harley.”

“That’s a long time to go without something you like.”

“You’re telling me.  I’ve damn-near forgot what it feels like.”

“I know what it feels like all-too well.”

He looked over curiously.  “Can you tell me?”

“What it’s like?”

“Yeah.  Describe it.  It’s been so long.”

“On one condition.”

“What’s that?”

“That you tell me how you remember it afterwards.”

“Deal.”

I set down my mug, folded my legs and turned towards him.  “It’s incredible,” I gushed.  “The sensation when I engulf him.  Ugh!  It’s like nothing else.  There’s nothing special about Gavin being in there.  I think it could be anyone.”

“Anyone?”

“Yeah.”  At the time I missed his not-so-subtle hint.  “So how about you?  What’s it like for you?”

“I just like how tight it is.  And how wrong it is.”

“It’s definitely wrong,” I laughed.  “But it feels so right.”

Mr. Harding started to laugh too.  “I think that might be the real root of it; how wrong it is.”

“I can think of wronger.”

“Than anal sex?!  Jeez, do I wanna know?”

“You can’t think of anything more sinful than two lovers having anal sex?”

“Oh!  Then yeah, I can.”

“The idea of that kind of turns me on too,” I confessed.

“What?  Like, older guys?”

“Yeah.”

“I think I know what you mean,” he said.  “I’ve always lusted for a younger woman.  It’s strange how it happens, huh?”

“Anal sex with a guy twice my age,” I said.  “Now that’s wrong.”

I bit my lip and looked at him, shaking my head.  “That would be naughty, wouldn’t it?”

“Us?”

I nodded.

“Sure would,” he said.  “I don’t even know how you start something like that.”

“You start by taking out your cock,” I laughed.

“Is that what you want?”

I hadn’t expected him to ask me so explicitly.  I stared for a moment, wondering what to do.  I wanted it—I wanted it bad.  I nodded.

He lifted up the bottom of his sweater and my eyes were immediately drawn to the swelling at the front of his pants.  He was already bolt stiff from the conversation so far and I couldn’t blame him.  I was wetter than a thunderstorm too.  Shit, this was getting out-of-control fast.

“Do you wanna take it out?” he asked.

I grinned from ear-to-ear.  “I’d love to.”

He put his hands at his side and I went for his belt buckle.  I unfasten it with a giggle and then popped the button on his pants.

“I need a better seat,” I told him, and I slipped off the couch and moved between his legs.

I tugged at the top of his pants and Mr. Harding lifted his ass.  They slid down over his boxer-shorts that were tight over his cock.  He looked even bigger now.

“Go on,” he encouraged.

I pushed my ass out and felt the wetness of my pussy against my panties.  I could feel my heart pounding to be released from my chest as my adrenaline mingled with my arousal.

I curled my fingers down inside the waist of his underwear and Mr. Harding sucked a breath.  He watched as I moved the waist of them down.  His hair got thicker and then I saw the first hint of his thickness.

“That’s it,” he said steadily.

My eyes spread wide as more of him was revealed.  Suddenly the idea of stuffing his huge cock in my ass seemed impossible.

“Damn,” was all I could say.

“I hope we didn’t get it out for no reason.”

I sprang into action, moving my head forward and pressing my lips over the tip of his cock.  His hand immediately came to the back of my head and he helped me over him.  His arousal drove into my mouth and I could feel its pulsing heartbeat against my tongue.

“That’s good, Harley,” he told me.

There on the sofa in Mr. Harding’s little snug I sucked his cock, committing the most debauched, sinful act of my entire life.  It was infidelity and I was getting-off on it like nothing else.  I just wanted to please him.

I started to rub at my pussy as I sucked on him and after a while he noticed what I was doing.

“Wanna show me what you’re up to down there?” he asked.

I popped his cock from my mouth and licked my lips.  “I was just playing with my pussy.”

“I guessed that much.  Let me see.  I wanna watch you for a second.”

I felt nervous at suddenly being the sole focus.  I stood up in front of him and he allayed my fears by beginning to jerk his cock.

“You look so good,” he said.

I felt my confidence grow.  I turned away from him and pushed out my ass.  My yoga-pants pulled tight over it and Mr. Harding seemed to enjoy that.

He reached forward and squeezed me, sucking a breath through his clenched teeth.

“Is that where you want my cock?” he said.

“I hope so.”

“If you can think of something even naughtier then I’m all ears.”

I had thought of something, but I’d surprise him with that later.

Gradually I peeled my yoga pants down over my ass.  Mr. Harding made all the right noises as I revealed myself to him.  I bent all the way forward and gave him a look at what he wanted.

“Stay right there,” he said when I was folded in half with my pants at my ankles.

He squeezed my bare ass and spread it open.  I felt his thumb dangerously close to my hole, but then he moved it into the groove of my wet snatch.

I let out a soft moan as I felt him slide along my pussy.  He pushed his thumb into me and I let out a desperate wail of arousal.  I felt like I could come just from that, but I knew that Mr. Harding had more in store.

“I want you,” I mewled.

“You want my big cock, huh?”

“I do, Mr. Harding.”

“You want my big, hard cock?”

Suddenly I could feel his voice closer.  It seemed to echo off me.  Then I felt his breath drape over my wetness and then the stubble of his chin in between my ass.

“Mr. Harding!” I wept.

He flashed his tongue right over my asshole and I got my first sample of what it might be like.  The lick had felt incredible.  All of the nerves around my hole sprang to life, delivering a jolt of electricity that made my hairs stand to attention.  Gavin never did that.

“You’re tonguing my ass!” I moaned.  It felt even hotter to say it.

“You like that?”

“Keep doing it.”

He shuffled into a better position, using both of his hands to spread me open.  I could feel his teeth pushing against me as he fought to send his tongue even deeper inside me.

It waggled its way through the tight knot, venturing a centimeter-or-so inside.  If this was my teaser sample then I wanted the whole-damn thing.

I started to play with my pussy as he tongue-fucked my ass.  My clit was bolt stiff and every time I jostled it I found my levels of arousal growing.

I breathed deep and fast to try and fuel the fire of climax that had started to rage inside me, but I wasn’t going to be able to keep it at bay.

“You’re gonna make me come,” I whined.

“I wanna feel it.  Come on my mouth.”

He continued to lap away at my ass and each wash of his tongue felt better than the last.  The more he toyed with me the more I started to relax, and soon he was stuffing his fingers inside the tight aperture.  That’s when I really lost it.

“Mr. Harding!” I wailed, writhing before him.

I wriggled and stomped on my pants, dragging my feet out from them until I was wearing only my t-shirt.

He slapped my ass and moved in again with his tongue.  My body simmered on the precipice of climax.  I held on to it for as long as I could, capturing that feeling of euphoria that was like nothing else.  There aren’t many people who can say they’ve felt like that with an older guy’s fingers in their ass.

He’d started with just one, but now I could feel my tight muscle gripping around two of his fingers.  When I started to come the muscle squeezed around him.

“That’s it,” he told me, spotting the signs.  “Come for me.”

And come I did.  It left me in a torrent of release.  It felt almost cathartic, as though it symbolized the true end of Gavin and I’s relationship.

I had to reach out my hands and steady myself on the carpet so as not to fall forward as my knees went weak.

“I’m coming, Mr. Harding!”

He gave my ass a slap and a yelp of bliss leapt from me as the red-hot pain arrived.  His big hand rubbed me and his tongue flicked over my winking asshole.  My pussy contracted and my stomach tightened.

“I want it, Mr. Harding,” I begged.  “I want your cock in me.”

He got to his feet behind me and suddenly everything was set in motion.  I felt his big hands come to my hips and he took charge.  One hand held me while the other steered his cock towards my well-worked hole.

“Yes!” I whined.

I felt the pressure of his swollen cock at my asshole as he pressed into me.  I never imagined a man as sweet as him would be able to do something so sinful, but I guess looks can be deceiving.

“How does it feel?” he grunted.

“It’s big!  It’s so big!”

He pressed into me and I felt my asshole spread over him slowly.  It engulfed him like it had Gavin so many times, but this felt different.  The pain felt like bliss.

“Give me your cock!” I told him.

Mr. Harding moved into me, sending his inches surging deep.

“I can feel you gripping me,” he groaned.

“Push it deeper.”

“That’s what you want?”

“Yes!”

“All the way?”

“All the w—ooh!”

He thrust the last few inches into me and I felt the dull ache at the pit of my stomach.  He kept himself there for the moment as I took several deep breaths.  The stretching off my ass gradually relented as it got comfortable around him.

“Look at that,” he hushed.

I looked back to see him staring down on the sinful union of cock meeting ass.

“Do I look good around you, Mr. Harding?”

“So good, sweetie.”

He smoothed his hand over my ass and tickled the tight band of muscle that hugged his shaft close.

“So fucking tight,” he growled.

He withdrew and I sucked around him, as though I didn’t want him to leave.  He started to fuck me and I felt the delirious joy overcome me.

“You’re doing it, Mr. Harding.”

“This is so wrong, Harley.”

“That’s what I like.  I like it wrong.”

“My cock in your ass.  It doesn’t get much wronger.”

“We can make it wronger.”

“How?”

“If you came.  If you came in my ass.”

Mr. Harding was beside himself at the suggestion.  “Oh, Harley.”

He upped his pace from the excitement, taking me rougher than I ever thought he was capable.  A man so sweet as him, with his Mr. Rogers-like sweater and yet here he was, raw and deep in the naughtiest place of all.

His cock teased my pussy from a whole new angle.  It was like nothing I’d ever experienced before.  Mr. Harding was much bigger than Gavin, and he knew how to wield it.  All of his years of experience were paying dividends, and I was his lucky recipient.

“I’m getting close, Harley.”

“Shoot it in my ass,” I said, looking back at him with a horny smile.  “I want you to come in my fucking ass.”

He drove all the way deep, using the full length of his cock.  Whenever he pulled back I’d feel the swollen head threaten to pop out of me, but then he’d plunge back and bury himself to the hilt.

“Keep fucking me!” I moaned.

He was becoming increasingly animated behind me.  He worked with an intensity that I’d never seen from him, and to listen to the heady moans of arousal felt like something spiritual.  I’d never before heard him enjoy himself so much, and knowing that it was all because of the vice-like grip of my tight ass was leading me to another climax.

“I’m gonna come again,” I told him.

I don’t know how but I just knew that I’d meet him at his orgasm.  It felt like a weird kind of destiny.  I listened to the noises behind me and took them as my cues to let go.

His hand squeezed into my ass and he stood up on his tip-toes.  His whole body was tense and trembling and his heady breaths had stopped.

“Fuck, Harley,” he strained.

He dropped back to the soles of his feet and pushed into me.  Just as he did so I felt my first contraction of climax.  His cock throbbed and my pussy contracted.  My asshole pinched around him, just as he was throwing the first volley of his cum into me.

“Yes, Mr. Harding!” I cried.

I breathed deep and fast, circling my fingers on my pussy as he emptied himself into me.  The sensation of his cock inside me turned slippery as his seed washed around his shaft.  He glided through my knot now, steadily fucking me as the rest of his cum poured out.

“Every drop,” I begged.  “I want every drop of it in my ass.”

He wasn’t about to go anywhere.  He basked in the warm sensations of my tight grip, emptying his cum into me like it belonged there.

“I didn’t even let Gavin do that,” I confessed.

“That’s so fucking hot,” Mr. Harding said.

He fucked me slowly now, passing his still-hard cock through me more sensually.

Finally he pulled back and my asshole expelled him, pinching tight off his crown and trapping his seed inside me.

“One last bit of wrong,” I said, turning and trying to hide my smirk.

He was dumbstruck as I got to my knees in front of him and put his cock back in my mouth.  I could taste the sweet, bitterness of his cum and my ass, like salted caramel on my tongue.

“Harley, you’re an angel,” he hushed, brushing my hair aside.

I batted my lashes at him and stared into his eyes with a mouthful of cock.  My tongue pulsed along him out of sight, then finally I pulled him from my mouth with a satisfied gasp.

He fell back into the couch with a comical wail.  He was spent and satisfied.  He looked like how he did after our work’s Christmas meal.

“Get what you wanted?” I asked, and I joined him on the sofa, snuggling close beside him.

“And more,” he said.

We sat there together, naked from the waist down.  It felt so wrong to have done that, but Mr. Harding and I wouldn’t have had it any other way.  We seemed like kindred spirits in that regard; both disciples of anal sex.

“You know the only thing naughtier than what we did?”

My eyes sparkled with excitement.  “No?”

“If we do it again a few more times.”

I giggled and fell against him, kissing his cheek.  “I’d like that.  Maybe I’ll postpone my search for a guy for a while.”

“Maybe I’ll stop pestering my wife to let me put it in her ass.”

“There’s only one asshole you belong in now.”

He turned his lips to me and we kissed.  It was as though we were cementing the beginning of a beautiful, sinful relationship.  I couldn’t wait for our second date.

THE END
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A Game of Milfs And Men
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Heather Harper sat at the hotel bar, sipping on her cocktail and trying to give an air of approachability, to the right person, of course.

She’d had one-or-two suitors already, but they hadn’t fit the bill.  Their main problem was that they’d approached her on their own, and that wasn’t what Heather was looking for.  You see, Heather already had a relationship of sorts, only not the conventional sort.

For some time now, Heather and her friend’s son Trent had gradually been stumbling towards each other.  They’d started messaging online after Heather had visited her friend Sharon, Trent’s mother.  Heather hadn’t ever remembered Trent looking so handsome before, and after her divorce she’d explored her options.

But Trent had his trepidations, as any nineteen-year-old might when it came to fucking a woman over twice his age.  Trent had always found her attractive.  He’d stopped short of masturbating to her profile pictures, but he often found himself fantasizing about her.  Trent found older women attractive, and Heather wasn’t excluded from that.

They’d talked openly about the idea over messenger.  Trent liked that he could open up to Heather, and Heather enjoyed his boyish vulnerability.  She knew Trent’s secrets, but she wanted more, and had been open to him about that.

It had been a lot for Trent to hear that Heather had sexual desires for him, but he’d slowly come to terms with the reality of it all.  He knew it was wrong, but he’d got more and more comfortable with the idea of it happening.

One of Trent’s stipulations though, and something that Heather was not opposed to, was that if this was going to happen, Trent wanted another guy present.

Heather hadn’t understood it at first.  Trent had gone on to explain that he could distance himself from the act if someone else was there to enjoy her too.  He told himself that she deserved a boyfriend her own age, and that this could be a process for them both to vet such an individual.  Trent may have, perhaps, been lying to himself.

So there sat Heather, chatting to the barman whenever he wasn’t serving another customer, and radiating a quiet, alluring confidence when he was.

Trent arrived afterwards.  He mingled as best as he could, attempting to strike-up conversation with the other men riding solo in the hotel bar.

Some of them wanted to be left alone.  Trent could pick that up immediately from how his casual introductions had been batted away quickly.  However, one such guy seemed much more engaged when Trent had struck up conversation.  He didn’t quickly revert to his phone.  He seemed confident and approachable.
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