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Alan looked to the bathroom door.  “You know, Carrie and I have never done it.”

“I don’t even like to think about you guys having regular sex, never mind that,” I lied.

“Oh, we just finished doing that.”

I shook suddenly in the bed.  “Here?!”

He smiled and nodded.  “You’re practically lying in it.”

“Ewww!” I laughed, wriggling.  Thankfully I couldn’t feel anything wet against me.

“Carrie’s freshening up,” he said.  “She likes to be thorough.”

“You fucked right here?”

“It’s our bed, Hannah, of course we did.”

“Why did you let me in?!”

“You looked cold.”

“I’d have gone back to my own bed if I’d have known!”

“But then we wouldn’t have got to share our love of anal.”

“Love?”

“Well, I love it,” he said.  “I look at enough videos myself, but I always make sure I delete my search-history.”

I pursed my lips.  “I’ll remember that in future.”

“You ever done it?”

I shook my head.  “You?”

Alan shook his head too.  “We’re both virgins I guess.”

I turned to look at him again and I felt that same awkward silence descend.  You know when you’re only inches away from kissing someone and there’s that moment.  Well, I could feel it weighing heavy and I honestly had no clue what direction I wanted things to go.

It felt like the moment lasted forever, but in reality it was probably only five seconds before I moved forward another inch and met Alan’s mouth.

We touched lips and waited again, then I lurched forwards and gave him my tongue.  His wrestled back against my own and we rolled in the bed.  It was then that I realized he was completely naked.  Not only that but the thing between his legs was far from flaccid.

I could feel it against my stomach, pressing onto my long t-shirt.  Below, my pussy came to life, leaking its juices into the crotch of my little panties.  I couldn’t help but think that the wettest pussy in the world would be no good for where Alan wanted to put it.

“We have to be fast,” he said, looking at the door.

“So be fast,” I told him.

My breath raced as he kissed me again.  I could feel my heart thudding in my ears.  The adrenaline surged through me rapidly.  With Carrie so close the fear of getting caught was both a turn-on and a worry.  It’d be tough to explain this away.

“Jerk my cock,” he whispered.

He moved over on top of me and straddled my body.  Fuck, things were moving fast.  I looked down and saw his cock in the twilight of the bedroom.  It jutted out on his hips, looming over me like a magnificent, rare creature.  It looked more much mature than the one cock I’d already sampled.

“Do it,” he urged, looking back.

I took it in my hand and felt its strength.  I was dealing with a real man now, and not the chads from college.  Alan was comfortable in his own skin, and that made me comfortable too.

“It’s so big,” I swooned, but behind the excitement I was terrified.  How was I going to fit something that big in my ass?
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I’m back at my old home for the holidays over winter.  Alan and Carrie had taken me in at eighteen when I had no place to go and offered me a room with cheap rent.  They’re always glad to see me, but Alan loves to make jokes about how he has to keep his hands off of his wife while I’m there.  I’m twenty now and I owe those guys a lot.

I always pretend to shudder at the thought of the two of them together, but if I’m totally honest the idea of it intrigues me a little.  I’ve never seen them be intimate, but I think I’d like to.  I wonder how older people fuck.

Anyway, I’m back for now in the room I used to stay in.  They hadn’t changed it at all.

College had so far been a wild ride, and my priorities had shifted.  Since losing my virginity there I found myself becoming increasingly interested in the naughtier side of sex and the things that a woman could have done to her.  I was on a real voyage of sexual discovery.

I’d stay up late in my dorm-room, browsing the internet and looking for kinks that piqued my interest.  It started tame, with videos of sex and cumshots, but soon I was watching women getting butt-fucked and wondering what it might be like.  So far I’d only gotten as far as a finger, but even that had felt good.

Back at Alan and Carrie’s things were different.  I’d snuck a few glances on their computer but I was cautious.  I didn’t want them to come into the room and see me fingering my ass on the swivel-chair while I watched porn.  I tried to keep a lid on things.

Anyway, on the second night back I managed to drift off to sleep.  It had been more difficult on the first night, but I was starting to feel more comfortable after so long away.

I don’t fully remember my dream, but I do know that it was somewhat erotic.  A rhythmic bumping sound had provided the backdrop, and I’d been roused by a roaring cry of ecstasy.  I wasn’t sure whether the sound had been real or whether I’d imagined it, but it startled me awake, nonetheless.

I sat there in the darkness and blinked to check whether or not my eyes were even open.  I put out a hand for the bedside light but couldn’t find it.  Everything was different at home and if I’m honest I’d kind of lost my bearings.

I slipped from my room and into the hall, thinking that I was right back at college.  I tip-toed down along the dark corridor and pushed open the door that I thought was our shared washroom.

I could hear a flow of water coming from within, as well as the sound of someone breathing heavily.  I still wasn’t entirely cogent, but reality was dripping back slowly.

I moved closer towards the sound of the water.  A crack of light came through another door within the room.  I approached cautiously with my arm out, ready to enter.

“Wait!” a voice cried.  “Carrie’s in there.”

I turned back and looked.  I squinted in the half-light and made out the figure of someone in bed.  They were half-covered by a duvet.  I could make out the curves of some muscles strewn with hair.  I realized then that it was Alan and I was in their room.

“Oh, gosh,” I hushed.  “Gosh, I’m so sorry.”

“Are you still sleeping?” he asked.

I laughed, whispering: “I feel like it.”

By now my eyes were adjusting to the light that was coming in from the en-suite.  I walked steadily to the bed and looked down on Alan.  He was still out of breath.

“Did you have a bad dream or something?” I asked.

“Uhh, something like that,” he sighed.

“Carrie’s showering late, isn’t she?” I looked back to the door and the rushing water beyond.  I could hear her singing softly.

“Umm, yeah.”

I walked closer to his bed, rubbing my arms.  “I’m cold.”

He opened the duvet cautiously and offered me inside.

I didn’t think about it as much as I should have.  I jumped in excitedly and snuggled in.  It was just so warm.  I rolled my shoulders and smiled.  I hadn’t noticed the soft slap of Alan’s cock as I’d nudged against him.

“That better?” he hushed.

I closed my eyes and sighed.  “Better.”

A moment of silence passed in which Carrie’s singing rose in the shower.

“So, I went on the computer this afternoon ...” Alan began.

“Yeah?”

“I was looking for asphalt for the driveway ...”

“Yeah?”

“Guess what happened when I typed the first two letters?”

I looked across at him with confusion.  In the back of my mind a realization started to dawn.

“I got a suggested search query,” he said.

“Oh ...?”

“About ass-fucking?” he added.

My body tightened as he said the words.  Fuck, it was hot to hear him talk like that so close to me, but I was so embarrassed.

“Maybe it was a mistake?” I offered.

“I know how computers work, Hannah.”

I swallowed nervously.

“I did the search too,” he confessed.

I turned to him suddenly and my eyes sprang open.  “You did?!”

“That first video ...” he said, shaking his head.

“Where the guy pulls out and shoots all—” I stopped short of the finishing the sentence, thinking I’d gone too far.

“All over her face,” he smiled.  His teeth glistened in the half-light.  I loved his smile.

“What did you think?” I asked.

“It was hot.  I’m getting excited just thinking about it.”

“You are?”

“Aren’t you?  Fuck, it was nasty.  The way her mouth opened.  The way he forced it in.  The way she moaned.”

I closed my eyes and clenched my jaw.  I could feel Alan’s words flow down through me and arrive right at my pussy.  I quivered with excitement.

“So, you’re a fan?” he hushed.

“I think so.”

Alan looked to the bathroom door.  “You know, Carrie and I have never done it.”

“I don’t even like to think about you guys having regular sex, never mind that,” I lied.

“Oh, we just finished doing that.”

I shook suddenly in the bed.  “Here?!”

He smiled and nodded.  “You’re practically lying in it.”

“Ewww!” I laughed, wriggling.  Thankfully I couldn’t feel anything wet against me.

“Carrie’s freshening up,” he said.  “She likes to be thorough.”

“You fucked right here?”

“It’s our bed, Hannah, of course we did.”

“Why did you let me in?!”

“You looked cold.”

“I’d have gone back to my own bed if I’d have known!”

“But then we wouldn’t have got to share our love of anal.”

“Love?”

“Well, I love it,” he said.  “I look at enough videos myself, but I always make sure I delete my search-history.”

I pursed my lips.  “I’ll remember that in future.”

“You ever done it?”

I shook my head.  “You?”

Alan shook his head too.  “We’re both virgins I guess.”

I turned to look at him again and I felt that same awkward silence descend.  You know when you’re only inches away from kissing someone and there’s that moment.  Well, I could feel it weighing heavy and I honestly had no clue what direction I wanted things to go.

It felt like the moment lasted forever, but in reality it was probably only five seconds before I moved forward another inch and met Alan’s mouth.

We touched lips and waited again, then I lurched forwards and gave him my tongue.  His wrestled back against my own and we rolled in the bed.  It was then that I realized he was completely naked.  Not only that but the thing between his legs was far from flaccid.

I could feel it against my stomach, pressing onto my long t-shirt.  Below, my pussy came to life, leaking its juices into the crotch of my little panties.  I couldn’t help but think that the wettest pussy in the world would be no good for where Alan wanted to put it.

“We have to be fast,” he said, looking at the door.

“So be fast,” I told him.

My breath raced as he kissed me again.  I could feel my heart thudding in my ears.  The adrenaline surged through me rapidly.  With Carrie so close the fear of getting caught was both a turn-on and a worry.  It’d be tough to explain this away.

“Jerk my cock,” he whispered.

He moved over on top of me and straddled my body.  Fuck, things were moving fast.  I looked down and saw his cock in the twilight of the bedroom.  It jutted out on his hips, looming over me like a magnificent, rare creature.  It looked more much mature than the one cock I’d already sampled.

“Do it,” he urged, looking back.

I took it in my hand and felt its strength.  I was dealing with a real man now, and not the chads from college.  Alan was comfortable in his own skin, and that made me comfortable too.

“It’s so big,” I swooned, but behind the excitement I was terrified.  How was I going to fit something that big in my ass?

“Good girl,” Alan said.

He took my wrist and started to move it, showing me a pace that I was supposed to keep.  When he let go of my arm I continued, moving my fist over him.

“Here,” he said, and he grabbed a bottle from off the side.  He squirted something onto his cock.  When I ran my fist up over it, I found the liquid cool and slippery.  I covered his dick with it, moving my fist along his length and marveling at how incredible his thick cock felt as it slipped through my grasp.

“There you go,” he said.  I felt like I’d achieved something.  “Give me your hand,” he said, holding the bottle again.

I put my free hand out and he squirted a dollop onto my fingers.

“Put that on your ass,” he said.  “And in it.”

Fuck.  Holy fuck.  It was happening.

“We’re gonna do it?” I asked.

“We’re gonna do it.”

“You’re sure?”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life.”

“But, Carrie...?”

“Carrie won’t matter if we hurry.  Put it on your ass.”

“My panties are in the way!”

He moved off me and quickly gripped the waist of my underwear.  He hurried them down my legs.  I barely had time to be bashful.  I closed my knees but Alan moved them open, putting his body between them.  He jerked himself over me and looked down.

“Oh, Hannah, you’re so beautiful.”

He started to jerk close to my pussy and I felt so turned-on.  Having an older guy have the hots for me was just so flattering.  It’s kinda tough to explain.  Like, he’s seen everything, you know?  But he still wants you.

“Look at that beautiful pussy.”  He rubbed the tip of his cock against it.  “Put the lube on your ass.”

I reached down with my fingers and put the cool liquid against me.  I felt the knot tighten a little because of the temperature.  I moved my fingers around it.  This was somewhat familiar—I’d played with my ass before—but I’d never had to get it wide enough to fit something as big as Alan’s cock inside.

“Good girl,” he said, jerking harder.  He breathed deep.  “Put your fingers in.”

‘Fingers,’ I thought.  I was only used to one.

I pushed one inside and felt the tight grip of my muscle.  My eyes closed and I fingered my ass.  Alan’s cock returned to my pussy and he smudged the head of it at my clit.  It was so stiff and swollen, just from the idea of taking him in my ass. He hadn’t even put it in yet, but I was more excited by the prospect than I ever had been about anything.  I could feel the juices of my pussy running down steadily towards my asshole.

“Don’t stop,” he said.

I pushed deep, letting him watch me.

“Don’t stop.”

He jerked his cock and pushed his hand up under my t-shirt.  He squeezed at my big tits and then pushed the bottom of my tee upwards until he could see what was underneath.

“That’s my girl,” he said, squeezing and rubbing them.

I took a breath and felt my nipples stiffen in response to his touch.  Whenever I looked out between my lashes he was running his eyes all over me.  He moved his cock away and looked down at my finger as it sat in my ass.

“Now two,” he said.

I moved the second digit to my hole, squeezing it in beside.  Here we go, I thought.  The muscle stretched and my mouth opened.  It pressed inside and I gaped wider to accommodate it.

“Yes!” he burst, jerking himself.  “Deeper.”

His eagerness was rubbing off on me.  I pushed deeper and felt the lube line my insides.  It helped my fingers press inward.  I’d never had anything that big in there before and I was proud to have taken it.  Now I wanted bigger.

“I want your cock,” I told him.

“You’re gonna get my cock,” he said, jerking and looking back to the bathroom.

Carrie’s singing and the running water still sounded.  Whenever either of them stopped it was time to panic, but for now we were good.

“Let me stretch it for you,” I told him, pushing my fingers deep.

I brought a third finger to my ass and tried to squeeze that in too, but I could barely make it to the first knuckle of each finger.

“That’s good,” he said, and he took his cock and rubbed it against me again.

He moved it down my pussy lips and sunk it inside.  I could feel it enter me in my ass, pushing past my fingers.

“Alan!” I burst.  “You’re in me!”

“I know sweetie,” he said, pushing in and out slowly.  “I couldn’t help myself.”

I closed my eyes and bit my lip.  My body twitched and trembled.  I was being fucked in both holes and it felt incredible.  It was as though I’d leap-frogged several stages of sexual discovery in a few quick minutes.  Alan wasn’t lying when he said we needed to be fast.

“I want your ass,” he whispered.

“I want you to have it,” I groaned, pushing those three fingers in as far as they’d go.

My ass did its best to keep up, widening and relaxing.  It was way more malleable than I ever anticipated.  I guess you don’t know what you’re capable of until you try.

“Give me it now,” I told him.  “Fuck me in the ass.”

I moved my fingers away and he took himself from my pussy.  His cock was soaked in my cum, cum that continued to flow out over my O and down to my ass, providing the lubrication that his big cock would desperately need.

He pushed my legs wide at the knees and bent me back so my asshole pointed at him.

“There,” he said, tucking his thighs under my ass.  “Oh, fuck, Hannah.”

I held my legs back and looked up at him as he stared down at my dark hole.  I felt the tip of his cock press against me.  He pushed.  Nothing could have prepared me, not even my three fingers.  The muscle stretched over him, and I let out a wailing groan.

The singing from the bathroom stopped suddenly.  “Honey?” Carrie’s voice called.

I felt us both turn tense.

“Bless me,” Alan shouted.  “I’m sneezy tonight.”

There was a silence.  Alan stared at the door, keeping his cock inside me.  I winced.  My asshole flexed around him.  I tried not to let out another wail.

Carrie’s singing resumed and Alan let out a breath.  He turned back to me with a smile and then lunged forwards.

I tightened up again and opened my mouth to yell.  He put his fingers in my mouth and I bit down on those instead.

He pushed his cock deeper and I turned my head away, letting go of his fingers.  He squeezed at my knee as I strained, feeling the pain of his dick in my ass.  It’s weird to say, but it felt good.  It felt necessary.

I took it all, and I took it proudly.  Despite the gasping and the desperate look on my face I was loving every second of it.  I had joined two elite clubs; one that many women were a part of—having a guy’s cock in your ass—and one that few women had ever joined—having that a cock in your ass while the guy’s wife was in the next room!

“You’re so perfect,” Alan said, looking down.  “So fucking perfect.”

I managed to smile, but he quickly took that from me with a slow rock of his hips.  I felt his cock roll out of my asshole and pull back.  My butt griped him as though it didn’t want him to leave.  The vacuum pulled him back in and Alan plunged back deeper.

I engulfed him entirely felt him at the pit of my stomach.  It felt so alien but so incredible.  He tickled my insides with his cock, teasing my pussy from a fresh angle that I’d never experienced before.

I started to spin my fingers on my clit to relax myself, but it only made me wilder.  The cum flowed out of my pussy and slipped into my ass whenever he pulled back far enough and pushed into me.

My asshole turned slippery with lube and cum.  Alan’s cock glided through my muscle, and he used it to jerk himself.  Carrie showered obliviously.

“I’m gonna come in your ass,” he told me.  It wasn’t up for discussion.

“Please,” I begged.  “Please.  That’s where I want it.  I want it in my ass.  Come in my ass!”

He moved faster.  He started to fuck me hard, getting rough with me.  He moved forwards and squeezed my throat.  The break in oxygen felt incredible.  My senses heightened and my scalp prickled.

“Alan!” I wheezed, and I felt the climax burst within me.

I flexed beneath him, writhing and straining as the orgasm arrived.  It tore through me.  I wanted to cry out loud in joy but Alan put his fingers into my mouth.

“Quiet,” he hushed, “or it’ll be my cock next.”

Now that didn’t sound like such a bad idea.

My body trembled and I tried to compose myself.  It would twitch at intervals, but I barely had time to enjoy it.  He was continuing his pace with no regard.  His cock sprang through my tight knot over and over.  He used my ass to jerk himself to completion, and I loved every second of it.

“Come,” I told him.  “I want you to come now.”

My own cum oozed down from my pussy and found my ass again.  He took my legs and bent me back, fucking down into me hard.  My asshole took him over and over and his hips clapped against my toned butt.

“Yes!” I whined.

“You’re gonna fucking get it,” he growled, and he lost himself.  He started to sound like someone I didn’t know.  He started to sound like a damn animal, but I loved it.  His grunts and growls drove me wild.  I wondered if I’d have to put something in his mouth to shut him up.

“Do it!” I dared.  “Come in my ass.”

He built to a glorious crescendo and the two of us held our breath for his release.  Finally, he exhaled and I felt his dick twitch.

“Yes!” I hushed.

Alan exhaled and looked down at the source of his joy.

I felt a flash of heat and hummed at how nice it felt, but he took up his pace again and started to fuck me all over again.

He was clearly coming, but he didn’t even stop to enjoy it—unless this was him enjoying it.  He fucked my ass and the cum poured into me, making an absolute mess of my hole.  By now cum and lube were spattered between my cheeks and Alan had fucked some of the cum out onto the mattress and sheets.  I was hoping Carrie would think that that was her doing if she accidentally lay in it.

He went wild right to the end.  I could barely feel his cock twitch and pulse as he drilled his cum into me.  Fuck, I’d been ravaged.

Finally, he pulled out quick and I rose up on the bed in shock.  His cock rushing out of me like that felt like I’d had an accident, but Alan didn’t even stop to acknowledge it.

He was too busy working his way up the bed to me with his dripping cock.  In the half-light I could see the cum hanging off the tip.

I didn’t even use my hands; I just opened over him and tasted the nutty cum all along him.  I felt so fucking dirty and naughty, but I also felt wanted.  I felt for the first time like I’d been able to offer him something that he couldn’t get from anyone else.  I hoped I’d shown him how grateful I was.

I jerked the base of his cock and licked the sheen of cum off him as he calmed down above me again.  His chest burst in and out as he fought for breath.

“Wow,” was all he could say.

I blinked up and popped my lips off the tip of him, then we heard the dreaded noise of complete silence in the bathroom beyond.

“Carrie!” I hushed.

Alan sprang off me and I got up quickly.  I made big tip-toed strides to the door as he settled back in the bed.

“Hannah,” he hushed.

He tossed me my panties.  I caught them and turned back for my escape.  The room got brighter as the bathroom door opened wider.

“Nice and clean,” Carrie said with a sigh.

I slipped through the door, feeling the cum run down inside my thigh from my leaking ass.

“You’re still out of breath,” I heard her say to Alan just before I slipped back into my own room.

I hurried into bed with a pounding heart and an aching ass—but it was a good ache.  It was an ache that told me I’d been properly fucked—properly fucked in the ass by a mature stud.

Shit, I slept that night I can tell you.  I slept soundly, dreaming of the many days of vacation that I had left before I returned to college.  Maybe Alan and I could get up to some more fun.  Maybe he could fuck my ass just like that again!  Maybe I could show his wife some gratitude too ...

THE END
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Farmer Gregor had raised dairy-cows for years, and Amber was one of his best.  Her milk was the talk of the farmer’s market.  It fetched a hefty price due to its richness and limited supply.  People would use it in cakes to give it a velvety, decadent texture, or put it in coffees for the ultimate morning pick-me-up.  Others would drink it by the glass and savor the sweetness that no other milk quite achieved.  Mr. Giles was proud of Amber, and rightly so.

All good things must come to an end though, and this good thing came to an end in a way so strange that I daresay you won’t quite believe me.

You’ll have to forgive my accent, by the way, and I hope it doesn’t come across too British.  I’m afraid Mr. Giles and I are as English as they come, right the way down to our tea-drinking and his tweed caps and jackets.  He fell short of smoking a pipe, although I think that’s only because his wife won’t let him.

Anyway, I digress.  Our story begins late one stormy night.  The barn-door was going crazy in the wind and must have come off the latch.  The second I heard it I was sprinting from my bedroom where I stayed as part of my job.  The last thing you want is the cows getting out on a night like this.

So I ran across the muddy courtyard to the barn and thankfully managed to barricade the door shut before our inquisitive bovines had planned their escape.

I double-checked for Amber as she was the one cow we couldn’t afford to lose.  She seemed fine, although a little shaken by the rumbling storm overhead.  I don’t think my flash-light pointed directly at her face was much help either.

I stayed with the cows a while as they mooed uneasily, shuffling on their feet and unable to sleep a wink.  I wasn’t surprised.  Out here there wasn’t much shielding you from the wrath of the elements.

Suddenly there came a deep grumble of thunder.  It started in the distance and came closer, as though the storm was targeting Mr. Giles’ farmstead in particular.  I wondered perhaps if one of his milk rivals had hired a shaman to send over a thunderstorm.  Honestly, you can’t put it past these people.  They take their milk very, very seriously.

The barn was cold but the cow’s coats are quite thick.  It’s their breed, you see.  A benefit of that is that you can snuggle up against them if you happen to find yourself outside in a storm.

For twenty minutes I stayed and all the while the rumble grew nearer until the cracks and flashes of thunder were visible outside.

They lit up the sky, sparking through the sheets of rain that poured down.  It was like the damn apocalypse.  Mr. Giles was a deep sleeper and wasn’t rousing, despite the incessant mooing of the worried cattle.

Amber seemed more frightened than most.  She was shaking and shivering, and her silence was a stark contrast to the animated noises of the cows around her.

She was shaken up alright.  I stayed until the storm passed, leaving only the rain in its wake.  When things had quietened down and the animals seemed settled I locked them in the barn and walked back to the house.

After toweling off and getting warm I managed to sleep, waking only a few hours later to the sound of Mr. Giles downstairs in the kitchen.

“Fetch me some milk, Agnes,” he shouted up to me.

I know, I know, ‘Agnes’ is a terrible name!  My father was nothing if not traditional, and unfortunately the men in his family often name their first-born daughters after their own mothers.  It made Grandma Agnes happy, but I’d have preferred Amber’s name in all honesty.

“Coming, Mr. Giles!” I cried from the bedroom above.  I was on the clock almost twenty-four-seven, but Mr. Giles paid well and the views from my bedroom window were to die for.

I dressed quickly in my gown and Wellington boots.  Not the most chic of outfits, of course, but it gets the job done.

I ran back into the courtyard and noticed that Mrs. Giles’s car was gone already.  On Fridays she’d sometimes leave early for work.  She was a ‘networker’ as she called it.  She’d travel around and try to broker deals with traders and stores.  Mr. Giles said it was better that she went alone, as the guys she often dealt with could be easily persuaded into a business relationship.  She had all the sass and sex-appeal but Farmer Giles trusted her.  Turned out there were about to be bigger problems back at home!

So I went out in the barn to fetch the morning’s milk.  Mr. Giles was old-school.  He’d get it warm, straight from the cow and use it for his breakfast tea and porridge.  It really did make the difference, trust me.

I grabbed a sterilized pale and walked over to Amber.  She was still looking a little worst-for-wear since last night, but frankly so was I.  My hair was all straggly from the preceding storm.  With my dressing-gown half-around me I must have looked like a disheveled mess.  Thank God we worked alone out here.

I set about squeezing those cutesy little teats that hung off her udder.  The second the first spurt panged off the bottom of the bucket I knew something was amiss.  First of all the milk didn’t seem as pure-white as usual.  It looked much more yellow.  Secondly there came the smell.  I’d long-heard of thunderstorms affecting milk, but I thought that was an old wives’ tale.  Farming is full of them, so it wouldn’t have surprised me.

There was no getting away from it though, the milk just smelled foul.  I brought the bucket cautiously to my mouth and took a sip.  It was sour alright.  The bit that I didn’t swallow I spat back out in the bucket.

At first I was aghast at the taste, but then I realized the real worry.  Farmer Giles’s prize milk was ruined.

I wanted to run back the house and tell him, but before I did that the strangest sensation started to come over me.

I thought the milk had turned me woozy.  I felt suddenly light-headed.  There followed a sensation of great fullness.  I held my stomach, wondering if I was going to be sick.  Instead of that though I felt this intense euphoria blossom over me.  Despite the circumstances, I had the pervading thought that everything was going to be okay.  It didn’t linger long.  Following that quickly afterwards was an intense pressure beginning in my breasts.

Now I was nothing if not busty—and that’s the one thing I can say about myself with confidence.  Don’t ask me why or how, but I had been bestowed a pair of breasts that at times were a burden due to their size.

Suddenly they felt inexplicably bigger, if that was possible.  It was as though I was experiencing a growth-spurt, localized directly on my tits.  In fact, ‘spurt’ was the best word for it, because not long after the sensation arrived, I felt a spurt of liquid shoot from my nipples.

I pulled my bra forward off my tits and inspected beneath.  They looked wet.  I watched them curiously and my eyes spread wide as they seemed to inflate further still.

When I dropped my bra back against my tits I could feel it digging into my skin.  It was pushing my tits back against my rib-cage and cutting in to the side of my body.

I raced my gown off and unclasped the bra, feeling a great relief as soon as I did so.  My brow furrowed as I inspected the inside of the bra-cup and found it wet with a hint of white about it.  I looked down at my tits just in time to a see a bead of white appear on the teat.

“My God!” I hushed.

Amber mooed and I looked across at her.  The cow seemed to nod, as though it had imparted some strange power.

Again I felt the sensation.  This time my other breast was producing a teardrop of milk that turned into a gentle flow.  It ran down off the nipple and curled under the curve of my tits.  When it hit my body it started to roll down over my equally milky flesh.

“What’s happening to me?!”

The veins in my breasts were more pronounced and the milk was flowing so freely that I needed another bucket to catch it.  I took a clean one and squirted the milk inside.  The feeling of relief was unsurpassed.  It was as though the pressure that I felt inside me was being slowly relieved.

More and more spurts hit the bucket until I had a pale to rival Amber’s.  It looked just as creamy too.

Naturally I brought a sample of it to my lips and I was blown away.  It tasted almost identical to the offering that Amber would often produce.

I bit my lip nervously and looked about the barn, hoping that inspiration would strike and I’d find a way out of this sticky mess.  First though, I had to attend to Mr. Giles.

I pulled my gown back around me and left the bra where it was for now.  I took the pale back inside and Farmer Giles grabbed it from me quickly.

“Took you long enough,” he said.  “My tea’s almost getting cold.”

He put the edge of the pale to his cup and started to tilt it.  I watched my breast-milk flow into the cup and mingle with his dark tea.  It produced a fantastically rich, tanned brown color.  Mr. Giles swooned.

“As good as always,” he smiled, and then he poured the remainder into a saucepan of porridge.

I was mortified, but I couldn’t help but be curious.  It’s not exactly an every-day occurrence that your boss drinks your tit milk without even realizing.

“That might be the finest drop yet,” he said obliviously, licking his lips.

I blushed with embarrassment.  Not only was he drinking my milk, he was absolutely loving it.

He took a deep breath and closed his eyes, running his tongue over his lips where my milk still danced.  He looked a picture of unadulterated bliss and I knew exactly how he felt.  The milk seemed to inject a certain essence into the drinker.  Mr. Giles looked so handsome, stood there enjoying it.

“I want more,” he said, looking to me.

“More?”  I was flummoxed.

“More,” he said.  “I’ll fetch some.”

He was on his feet and in his boots in no time.  I pulled my gown tight across me and followed him into the courtyard.

“I can fetch it, Mr. Giles,” I said.  “It’s okay.”

“Nonsense, I’m half-way there.”

He walked briskly in his boots and navy-blue pajamas, with his dressing-gown flowing behind him.

“I don’t mind!”

I pulled at the pale and he tugged back.  He opened the barn door and walked inside.  The whole time I followed him close, fearful that he might discover Amber’s plight and blame me.

“I’ll do it, Mr. Giles I insist,” I grunted, wrestling the pale from him.

He took it away from me and stared.

I swallowed nervously and tried to be calm, but his curious gaze was making me uncomfortable.

“What is it?”

“Your tits, Agnes,” he said simply.

I looked down to see that I’d spilled completely out of my gown.  Not only that, but the beads of milk were still steadily flowing.

“Oh, golly!” I cried, pulling the gown across me quick.

Mr. Giles seemed mesmerized.

“I’ll ... fetch you some more?” I asked.

He nodded, keeping his eyes locked on my gown.  There was a growing dark patch on each breast as the milk bled into the fabric and spread outwards.

I knelt to Amber and stealthily slipped out a breast.  I pinched towards the teat and fired the cream into the bucket, hoping that Mr. Giles didn’t notice where the fluid was coming from.

“There,” I announced chirpily.

I covered up my breast and turned back to him, but Farmer Giles was still transfixed.

“I feel funny,” he said.

I placed the bucket down and hurried to him.  “Are you okay?”

“I feel funny, Agnes.  I can’t explain it.”

“Are you sick?” I asked, worried.

I placed a hand on his forehead.

“Not sick,” he said.

“Then what?”

“I feel like I need your Mrs. Giles back.”

“I’m here.  I can help.  Mrs. Giles won’t be back for hours.”

“I need something,” he urged.

“What?  What do you need?”

“I need to do something with this.”

He pointed down and I leaned back to look.  The front of his pajama-pants was bursting forward, pushed out from his waist.  There could only be one thing doing that.

“Mr. Giles!” I cried, shocked and impressed.

“I need Mrs. Giles.”

“I’m here,” I said.  “It’s okay.”

All the while my breasts dribbled their milk and Farmer Giles’s eyes targeted them, transfixed by their nectar.

“More milk,” he insisted.

“But Mr. Giles, you—”

“More!” 

I hurried him the bucket and he clamored for it ravenously.  He placed it to his lips and guzzled down the offering.

As I watched him feed from me I started to awaken.  There was something inexplicably hot about nurturing him like that and knowing that he was absolutely relishing each mouthful.  It was as though I’d offered him a home-cooked meal and he was gratefully devouring it.  I felt proud and wanted all at once.

“That’s fucking good, Agnes,” he said.  It was most uncharacteristic.

“You like it?”

He nodded.  “It’s yours isn’t it?”

“No!  No, it’s not mine!”

Mr. Giles nodded to the long, smooth, glossy, metal containers that housed the milk from the other cows.  Everything was spick-and-span in the barn, and the huge vats shone like mirrors.  I realized all too late that he could see my ruse in the reflection.

At first I was mortified.  I stared at him, horrified by what I’d done.  But soon-after I realized that Mr. Giles had seen the whole thing and had still opted to guzzle it all down.  He knew he was drinking my breast-milk, and he just didn’t care.

“It was amazing,” he confessed.  “Do you have any more under there for me?”

I felt bashful and proud all at once.  My hand fondled my pronounced nipples that were now punching out through the silken fabric of my gown.

“Under here?” I asked.

He watched and I ran a finger in a circle around my nipples

“Yes,” he hushed.

He took a step forward and I slipped a hand inside my bra.  I knew I was doing something utterly sinful and wrong, but I just couldn’t help it.  Mr. Giles seemed to have been bitten by the same bug, because he was being equally foolish.

He moved the middle of my gown open and I dropped my hands to allow him inside.  The pressure in my tits was close to bursting.  The steady drip of milk from my nipples increased into another fine-stream and then an outright spurt.  The milk blasted forwards and I leaned back to groan at its release.  It was exciting me beyond measure and I could feel my pussy respond by becoming as damp as my gown.

I watched now as Mr. Giles opened his mouth wide and met the fine jet of milk.  It scattered on his face and then hit the inside of his mouth.  He rolled it around his tongue and hummed, then he moved forward towards the source.

“That’s it, Mr. Giles,” I groaned.  “This can be your breakfast.”

His mouth opened again and he latched on to the life-giving breast, helping to relieve the pressure by sucking fiercely on the teat.

Like a cow’s udder it delivered.  I held his head on me and scratched at his scalp, encouraging him to feed from both of my charms.

“Don’t forget this one,” I offered, and Mr. Giles obliged by moving over and giving it the same treatment.

He guzzled down the ambrosia, then stood up and stared at me with a film of white about his lips.

“I fear I’m about to do something much worse,” he hinted.

“Do it,” I dared.  “I want it.”

Mr. Giles downed his pajama bottoms and his engorged cock sprang upwards.  I gasped and swooned at its size.  He was so big and manly that I almost felt at a disadvantage.

When I saw that gorgeous cock of his I was utterly smitten and transfixed.  My eyes could move nowhere else, even as the milk continued to spurt fantastically from my chest.

“Mr. Giles, that looks so gorgeous,” I told him.

His eyes were on my tits but mine were firmly on his cock.  As he had already had the delights of my breasts I felt it only right that it should now be my turn to sample him.

“I want to suck it,” I urged.

“Suck it, Agnes.  Put it in your mouth.”

I dropped to my knees and the milk spattered his pajamas.  I turned a shoulder in and aimed the jet of cream at his dick, pinching to the end of my nipples to increase the strength of the stream.

He watched carefully and groaned delightfully when the warm nectar glazed his cock.

“That’s better,” I smirked.

He let out a laugh too, but when I opened my mouth over the crown of his hard dick the laughter stopped.  A heady groan replaced it as he cast his head back.

I could feel the strength of his arousal in my mouth.  It was like hard rock-candy.  I could taste the sweetness of my milk on him too and decided I needed more.

I started to lean back and apply more milk to his length, with Mr. Giles’s encouragement of course.

“Coat my cock in your love,” he said, moving my hair aside and holding it back.

I fed the cream over him, dousing his stiffness and then plunging it back into my mouth.  I pressed him right to the back of my throat and felt my pussy awaken as my eyes bulged.

“Oh, Agnes, you are something else!”

I pinched my lips tight around him and pulled back towards the tip.  He bounced free and then lifted my chin.

“On your back, Agnes,” he said.  “I want to fuck your tits.”

I beamed with excitement and wasted no time at all.  I fell backwards onto the hard floor and watched as Farmer Giles hopped out of his pants.  His huge cock flailed and smacked against the inside of his thigh and then it started to come towards me.

He took off his gown and showed me the manly, big, hairy chest beneath.  God I wanted to touch it so bad.  I wouldn’t have to wait long.

I bit my lip and held my breath, watching his cock descend and Mr. Giles with it.  He took it in his grasp and I spread my tits wide.

“Good girl,” he groaned, pressing his cock into my cleavage.

I pushed my tits up around him and a surge of milk fired up against his torso.  It dripped down onto me as he started to pump his hips and send his huge cock gliding through my wet cleavage.

“Oh, that’s perfect,” he groaned.  “Just like your Mrs. Giles.  Agnes, that’s so fucking perfect.”

It was odd to hear him swear like that and odd to hear him compare me to his wife.  But, the compliment was undeniable.  He thought the world of her, so to be compared to her was a rare privilege.

“Where do you want me to shoot?” he asked, continuing to work his hips.

“Gosh, I don’t know,” I confessed.  “Where would you like to?”

“I can think of a lot of places ...”

His cock moved up and out of my cleavage.  I pressed my chin to my chest and opened my mouth to meet him, claiming the crown as he thrust forwards and popping my lips off him when he withdrew.

“Do it where you like,” I told him.  “I don’t care.  I just want to please you.”

“You are, honey.  You are.”

He pushed my gown wide open now and it fell back against the floor like a blanket.  His big, wet cock moved from my cleavage and he knelt between my legs.  He looked down on me adoringly.

“You look so perfect, Agnes.”

I bit my lip and scrunched my shoulders.  “You look pretty good yourself.”

I stared right at his cock and then looked back to him.  “What are you gonna do with that?” I asked.

“The naughtiest thing I can think of.”

“You’re going to put it in my arse?”

Mr. Giles laughed.  “Clearly you can think naughtier than I can.”

“Oh!”

“I’m going to put it in this fine, tight pussy.”

“Oh!  That will certainly do.”

His big hand rubbed at my panties and then he looked to me in amazement.

“You’re soaked!”

I raised my eyebrows and bared my teeth.  “Sorry!”

“Nothing to be sorry about,” he said, moving the crotch of my panties over.

I let out a deep breath and realized that this was it.  This was the moment that Mr. Giles was about to—

“Oh, fuck!” I groaned.

His big cock had spread right through my tight muscle, gobbled up quickly by my drooling core.  I felt full immediately, but Mr. Giles had much more to give.  He pressed onwards and moved his cock deep.  I gripped him tight and grunted, sending a jet of milk firing into the air like the fountains of the Bellagio.

The pair of us groaned and the cows around us groaned too.  They mooed and watched on, wondering what the hell the two of were doing on the floor in the middle of their barn.

Farmer Giles’s big hands came underneath me and he wrapped me in his tight embrace.  When I was lifted slightly from the floor he increased his thrusts, slamming into me and using his arms to yank me back against his thrusts.

“Oh, Mr. Giles! Oh, Mr. Giles!” I wailed, shaking like a rag-doll beneath him.

My tits wobbled against him and their milk sprayed out, hitting his chest and catching in his hair. I could feel the warm wetness between us.  The embrace felt like the most erotic thing I’d ever done or witnessed, and in no time at all I was close to climaxing.

“You’re gonna make me come,” I moaned, gasping for breaths and clawing at his back.

“Come for me, Agnes,” he dared.  “I wanna feel you tighten on my cock.”

Hearing those words leave his mouth was like a catalyst.  The orgasm blossomed quickly and tore through me.  I wept out my moans beneath him, biting into his shoulder as he continued to pound his huge cock through me.

“Oh, Mr. Giles, you’re making me come!”

“I’m close too, darling,” he grunted.  “I’m really close!”

“Shoot it inside me.  Give me your cum!”

I’d never wanted something so badly.  The milk from Amber had sent me wild, and my milk had had the same effect on Mr. Giles.  The two of us were feeding on each other’s naughtiness and there was nothing to keep us in check.

“Pump your fucking cum in me!” I whined, and I opened my eyes and stared into his to show him I meant it.

“Oh, Agnes!”

“Come inside me!”

“Oh, Agnes!”

Mr. Giles’s eyes closed and his whole body trembled.  I felt the swell and surge in his cock.  Knowing how imminent it was excited me further and I wriggled down on him with a grunt, relishing the moment.

I looked into his face and saw the pleasure wash over him.  At exactly the same moment I felt the bursting flash of heat arrive inside me, followed quickly by a long, heady groan.

“I’m coming!” he cried.

He didn’t need to tell me.  I could feel the fierce lashings blast within and then the heat from him started to spread through me.

“Oh, Mr. Giles” I cried, my own orgasm still rippling within.  “Oh, Mr. Giles, that’s so nice!”

He pumped slower now, sending his cum deep as my tits continued to weep their milk.  His cock became glossed in his cum and started to slide through me easier.  The texture of his slippery stiffness cruising through me was second only to the sensation of his lips on my nipples.

As if he could hear my thoughts Farmer Giles brought his mouth to my breasts again and took one last feast, grinding his big cock into me as he exorcised the milk from my teat.

“Perfect,” I whispered, holding him to me.

“You are.”

I closed my eyes and melted against him.  I felt a sudden pang of guilt that I tried to quash.  It mingled with the danger of a pussy full of his cum and I had to fight hard to stay in the moment.

His eyes opened and he smiled.  Everything drifted away suddenly.  He pulled back away from me and wiped his mouth, then he pulled himself out.

His cock was still stiff with a delicious coating of cum over his length.  He jerked it slowly, pinching out one last bead of cum that fell down onto my stomach.  I rubbed at it and Mr. Giles squeezed at my tits.

“That sure was something,” he laughed, running a hand through his hair.

“You can say that again,” I giggled.

Thankfully the pressure in my breasts had gone and they were no longer leaking everywhere.  The intense burning lust had also lifted, and I wondered if the milk had some kind of lusty time-limit, or whether our combined climaxes had signaled the end of our forays.

“I’ll leave you to milk Amber,” he said, and I didn’t yet have the heart to tell him the bad news.

“Will do.”

Mr. Giles dressed calmly and I watched that magnificent figure of his be covered by his morning attire.  It seemed so odd to watch him leave the barn in his dressing-gown and pajamas, knowing that only a moment before he’d been naked and stiff and pressed against me.

Gradually I got to my feet and looked to Amber who seemed to have a smile in her dark eyes, as though she knew.

“What do I do now?!” I asked aloud.  A moo followed.

There was only one thing to do.  Pass my own milk off as Amber’s and hope for first-prize at the farmer’s market regardless.

I had become Mr. Giles’s new prize cow!

THE END
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Head Chef In My Virgin Butt
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Working in Chef Parker’s kitchen was hard.  So hard, in fact, that two of his recent understudies had abandoned his business altogether, leaving it down to just me and him in the kitchen for that evening’s service.

“This is a real test today, Sarah,” he said, putting his hands on the metal table that separated us.

“How many covers?”

“We’re almost full.”

I gritted my teeth and tried to smile.  “It’ll be fine.”

“Only if we get it right,” he said.  “We can do this.  I trust you.”

He said the words with a flat sternness that basically implied he didn’t expect me to let him down.

“Are we as prepared as we can be?” he said.

“I think so.”

“Then we should have nothing to worry about.  And remember: as tough as things get tonight, time doesn’t stop.  It will come to an end.”

The statement sounded foreboding.  I’d only been helping him for the last few months after his first assistant chef had quit.  When the second one left a week ago I started to wonder what I’d let myself in for.

Mr. Parker turned away to check the prep and I took a deep breath.  This could be the making or breaking of me.  I had no idea that both making and breaking would be the occurring that day.

He opened up each small metal container, checking the contents with a keen eye and marking something off on a notepad that he regularly carried around.

I watched his big, hulking frame.  He was your typical head-chef.  He was over six feet with these huge laborer’s hands that were inexplicably delicate when they needed to be.  He used them now to angle back the metal-trays that lined the back of the prep-table and peer inside.

His studied each one with this stoic look on his face that masked almost every emotion.  The only discernible ones were negative, but I knew that he had a gentler side that could be coaxed from him every now and then.

He opened one of the containers and his brow furrowed.  He ran his hand back through his ashen-grey hair and pinched at the bridge of his nose.  I braced myself.

“Where are the chopped onions?” he said, still facing the wall.

“They’re—they’re there.  They’re in there.”

He grabbed the tin and turned it to me.

“What are these?”

“Chopped onions,” I said defiantly.

“These are sliced onions,” he said.  “Sliced.”

I stayed quiet.

“You know the difference between sliced and chopped?”

I nodded.

“Then why are these chopped onions sliced?”

He didn’t raise his voice but he didn’t need to.  He was always pretty good at showing his intense disappointment with an only minimal exertion of energy.

“Do I need to show you how to chop onions?”

I shook my head.

“Then chop onions,” he said.  “You have five minutes to fill this tin.”

He dumped the sliced onions in the trash and tossed the tin on the table where it clanged noisily and slid towards me.

I hurried to the vegetable store and took a handful of onions, bunching them all along my forearms and rushing back to the table.  One of them slipped out of my grasp and he watched it drop to the floor.

“Less haste, more speed,” he said, observing with folded arms.

The pressure felt huge.  I grabbed the knife and my hands were shaking.  I sliced through the onion and pulled off the outer layers, turning it on its size and starting to chop it.

“Quicker,” he said, and I clenched my jaw and tried to find another gear.

The knife whirred beneath me but I could still sense his displeasure.  He rounded the table to my side of the kitchen and stood close behind me, watching over my shoulder.

“That’s not quick enough, Sarah,” he said.

“I can’t go any faster.”

“Then maybe you should work on your technique.”

I stopped chopping and let out a sigh, resting the knife down on the board.

“Here,” he said, and he moved his big arms around me to take the knife from me and hold the onion.  I think he knew he’d almost broken me.

His big frame surrounded me.  I could feel the warmth of his body and the tingle of his breath against my ear as he spoke.

“Watch,” he said.  He took the knife to the half-cut onion.  “Cut this way first,” he said, making match-stick sized cuts lengthways towards the root, “but not all the way.  Leave a gap on the root side, see?”

“Uh-huh,” I nodded, watching as he cut several more matchsticks.

“Then, we cut through the onion sideways.”  He turned his knife so the flat side faced up and held the top of the onion, cutting in twice again.  “Now we slice as normal.”

Chef Parker sliced through the onion and as he did so it fell apart into tiny little cubes, all uniform and perfect.

He picked another up and quickly repeated the process, turning an entire onion into tiny little cubes in seconds.

“Try,” he said, handing the knife back to me.

He stayed close behind me, his body pressed tightly against mine.  I guessed this was his idea of bonding.

I did exactly as he’d said, making the precision cuts in the vegetable and finishing with a final slicing that saw it all diced up.

“Good,” he said.

I wriggled in front of him with glee, waggling my hips in a little jig.

“Don’t get carried away,” he said, keeping his spot.  “Do it again.”

As I repeated the process I felt something thick against my butt.  He hadn’t moved, so whatever it was could only be a part of him.  At first it didn’t dawn on me.

Again the onion fell apart into little blocks and again I did my victory dance, this time rubbing back against the stiffness behind me that refused to budge.

“Easy!” I cheered.

He was quieter now.  I felt him again, prodding me with ... something.

“What’s that?” I asked, stopping now and looking curiously back at him.

“Good work, Sarah,” he said, ignoring the question as he walked back around the other side of the kitchen with a curious gait.

“Everything okay?” I asked, realizing slowly what had just happened.

“Finish those onions,” he said, returning to his notepad.

I looked wryly across the table at him.  ‘Naughty man,’ I thought.

I’d be lying if I said the evening went off without a hitch.  It was an organized kind of chaos in the kitchen with Mr. Parker barking his orders and the pair of us doing the best we could to get everyone fed in a timely manner.

The last dish of the night came through at around eleven thirty and we managed to survive the evening with only one complaint.  We also finished the night with two fresh CV’s thanks to an advert placed in the local stores and newspapers.

“I think this is cause for celebration,” he said, coming back into the kitchen after saying his goodbyes to the last remaining waiter.

He popped the cork on a small bottle of champagne and handed me a flute.

“To you, Sarah,” he said, pouring the fizz into the glass.

“To both of us,” I said, raising the glass.

We chinked them together and took a swig each.  I smiled at him with a twinkle and felt the bubbles burst on my tongue.

“So,” I began, “about earlier.”

“Earlier?” he asked, hopping up onto one of the tables to take a seat.

“The onions,” I said, hoping to refresh his memory.

He furrowed his brow in confusion.

“When you got an erection?”

He took a gulp and looked off to the door, taking another swig of his drink.

“It’s okay,” I continued.  “We got pretty close to each other.”

“Hmm,” he said, not giving anything away.

“Was it because of me?” I asked, hopefully.

“I, uhhm ...”

“It was kind of nice anyway,” I shrugged.  Approval from him was hard to come by and his big erection pressed against my back was as close as he’d come to a compliment in a long time.

“It was, huh?” he asked, and he had a smoother look to himself now, bobbing his eyebrows at me and almost smiling.

I giggled.  The twinkle in his eye was intoxicating.  I’d never seen him so smoldering before in my life.  Usually he was either angry or indifferent.

“Well I’m afraid this is only for my wife,” he said, and he gripped his hand to his crotch and gave it a shake as he let out a huge belly laugh.

“That’s a shame,” I said, and I hadn’t realized just how naughty a statement that was at first.

He looked over, passing his empty glass between his hands.  “Don’t tell me you’d like to try it too?”

I shrugged, embarrassed.

“It’s off-limits,” he said, standing up and moving to the basin to set his glass down.  “Unless you want it to go somewhere it shouldn’t?”

My pulse was racing and I knew we were heading into dangerous territory, but I couldn’t stop.

“Where’s that?” I asked.

He came close to me now, putting himself between my open knees.  My legs dangled from the edge of the table either side of his body and he looked down, lifting my chin to look into my eyes.

“Well it wouldn’t be right to have sex with my own staff,” he said.

I stared into his eyes and felt my pupils widen at his words.  I’d be lying if I said the idea hadn’t been playing on my mind all night.

“I—I didn’t—” I began.

He pressed his finger to my lips.  “Shh.”

He looked over my shoulder to the door that led to the restaurant again and then to the back-door that lead outside.

He left me dumbstruck on the table and walked towards the back-door, twisting the bolt closed and shutting us inside.

When the lock turned I felt a shiver rise up my spine.  I could take an educated guess that Chef Parker’s dick was in proportion to the rest of his body, and that meant it was fucking big.

He stood across from me in his chef’s outfit, just watching me for now.  I sat on the table and felt his sudden scrutiny, looking down my body at my unflattering chef whites.

“What?” I asked finally, letting out a nervous laugh.

“I just didn’t think you’d ever make advances on me,” he said.

“I’m not,” I laughed, finding it necessary to deny it.  “Am I?”

“Come on, Sarah,” he said, walking close again.  “You don’t want to do anything right now, while we’re alone?”

“Here?”

“Right here.”

I swallowed hard again.  I couldn’t work out whether this was another one of his tests.

“What did you have in mind?” I asked.

“Well,” he said, pushing my knees open and putting himself between them again.  “I was thinking of tearing down your pants and fucking your ass.”

I stared blankly at him, my mouth opening slowly in shock.  My mind was abuzz.  Had I heard him right?

“In fact,” he said, lifting me down off the table.  “I think I’m just going to do it.”

Mr. Parker took off his chef’s jacket and tossed it behind himself, revealing his muscled, barrel-chest that was strewn with hair.

I gushed a whimper, trying to deal with the sudden emotional torment that had been dumped on me.  Chef Parker ... was going to fuck ... my ass.

“You—you’re gonna—”

“I’m gonna fuck your ass, Sarah,” he repeated.  “You have a problem with that?”

“I—I’ve never had my ass fucked before,” I said, as if that was the only issue I had.

“I’ll be gentle,” he said, but his smirk belied the truth.  “Take those off,” he said, pointing.

I looked down to my outfit.  “Everything?”

“Everything,” he said.

I imagined I was still on the clock and that he was my boss.  I had to do what he said.  Fuck, I wanted to do what he said.  The idea of his stiffness inside me was making me wet.  I didn’t care how he ended up inside me, I just wanted him there.

“Are you hard now?” I asked, taking off my top to reveal my bra beneath.

He looked to my big tits.  “Almost,” he said.  He walked forward and put his hands on my shoulders.  “We can’t tell anyone about this, okay?”

“Okay,” I nodded.

He reached behind and pulled me close, bending his knees so that his face was level with mine.  I stood on tip-toes and reached my lips to his.

The kiss was small at first, but then my mouth opened and I tried my tongue inside his mouth.  He sucked my breath from me and pulled me close to him, taking my weight effortlessly and lifting me.

My naked skin pressed against his body and his hands wound up my back in search of my bra straps.  He rolled them off my shoulders and deftly unclasped the back of the garment.

I wrapped my legs tight around his midriff and leaned away from him, taking off my bra and letting him see my tits beneath.

Mr. Parker looked down, unabashed by his urge to see them.  He eyed each one and sucked a breath through his clenched teeth.

“I knew they’d look good,” he said, then he brought his hands beneath my thighs and lifted me even higher.

I let out a playful squeak as I found myself almost touching the ceiling above.  Then his face came to my tits and he started to toy with my nipple, sucking it into his mouth.  I felt his stubble graze over my soft flesh and then my nipple stiffened, matching the arousal that I could feel in the rest of my body.

My stomach fluttered nervously and my pulse rose.  A shiver surged through my spine and I surrendered to him, deciding in that moment that I was going to go with the flow, no matter what happened.

“Suck my tits, Chef Parker,” I breathed, holding the top of his head to steady myself.

He sucked and licked on each breast until they were both wet with his spit, the nipples stiffer than ever.

He dropped me to the floor now and I landed feeling giddy.  My head was light like static.  His touches were intoxicating.

“On your knees,” he said.

I took off my kitchen crocs—don’t judge me—and knelt before him.  I wore a tight pair of yoga-pants on my lower half, just for ease.  They were light and airy and in the kitchen both of those things mattered.

I stared forward at his white pants, looking to the crotch as he opened the button with his thick fingers.

He was quickly on the zipper, dragging it down as I rocked on my knees at his feet.  The moment I’d been waiting for was fast-approaching.

He reached inside and pulled out the huge slab of flesh, laying it across his palm for inspection.

“Fuck!” I gasped.  “I knew it’d be big, but jeez!”

He let out another belly-laugh, letting his huge truncheon slap down into his hand.  It looked like a cosh that was capable of some serious damage.

It was as thick as my wrist and I’m not even kidding.  He was long with powerful veins surging up his length like lightening.  The tip was clean-cut, revealing the soft pink head that rounded out at an aesthetically pleasing arc.  His balls hung off the thick base beneath, begging for just as much attention as the rest of him.

“My God,” I swooned again, “it’s—”

Suddenly he took a grip of my hair and angled his cock towards my face, pressing it through my lips until my mouth was full of him.

I spluttered on him, my jaw wide-open to accommodate his thickness.  I could feel the surge of blood against my tongue as it pumped into his cock.  I had to pinch myself.  Chef Parker’s hard cock was in my mouth.

“Good girl,” he said, holding me on him.

He kept himself buried there, relishing the warm, wet embrace for the moment, then finally he loosed his grip on my hair and I pulled back, gasping as his cock was set free.

“Damn!” I coughed, wiping at my drooling mouth.  “That’s a fucking b—”

Again he gripped my hair and yanked me forward, giving me another faceful of hard dick.  I felt it tickle at the top of my throat, trying to probe further.  Slowly he rocked himself through my lips, gently making love to my mouth.  I felt like a total slut.

“That’s it,” he said steadily, easing in and out.  “Play with my balls.”

I reached beneath his cock and squeezed gently at his hanging fruit, listening to the appreciative groans ease out of his lungs.

“Yes, Sarah,” he said.  “Perfect.  Keep sucking.”

He loosed his grip on my hair again and I started to suck his cock like I meant it, keeping my lips tight around his shaft and sliding them as far down as I could before pulling back.

I popped him free and pushed his cock back up against his stomach, marveling at how it covered his navel.  I gnawed my way down his length and then sucked at his balls, rolling one into my mouth and slathering my tongue all over it.

“Yes, that’s it,” he said, looking down at my handiwork with pride.  “That’s it.”

It was the first time where I felt like I had his immediate approval, but as my jaw started to ache I wondered just how the hell I was going to fit him inside my ass.  Until that day the most I’d had in there was an adventurous finger, and even that felt like a struggle.  But I didn’t want to let him down.

“I want you,” I pleaded up at him, biting at the base of his cock.

“Stand up,” he said sternly, and again I did as ordered.

He held my shoulders and looked down over my tits and to the high waist of my yoga pants.

“Take those off,” he said.

I started to whip them down, then he took my shoulders and span me around so I faced away from him.

“Good,” he said.

I eased the pants down slower, showing him the whale-tail of my thong and then the big, round ass that it divided straight down the middle.

“Fuck,” he growled.  “That’s what I want.”

I bent to push the pants down and I took them off my ankles, stepping out of them steadily and wondering if I could turn around yet.

He came behind me and hugged me again, gripping my tits with his hands and pressing his body against mine.  He kissed my neck and I felt a part of myself melt for him again.  My pussy turned sodden but there was almost something tragic to it.  I had all the lubricant I needed, but it was in the wrong hole.

“I’m gonna fuck that nice ass,” he said, whispering and biting at my ear.  “My big cock stuffed in your tiny ass.”

“Oh, Mr. Parker!” I mewled.  “Yes, Chef Parker.  Fuck me, Chef!”

“Fuck you where?” he asked, expectantly.

“Fuck my ass!”

“That’s right.”

“Fuck my fucking ass!”

He gripped my panties as though he couldn’t wait any longer.  His movements were quick and stern, yanking at the flimsy fabric and trying to remove them any-which-way he could.

I heard something rip and soon I was rid of them.  He tossed them away dismissively and advanced back on my naked body, hugging me and slotting his cock through my legs so that it lay along my wet groove.

I looked down and saw the tip of him poking out in front of me.  It felt like proof that I was about to take something in my ass that had no business being there.

“You’re gonna fucking get it, Sarah,” he said, snarling like an animal behind me.

“Do it!” I begged.  “Fuck me!”

He squared up behind me and bent his knees, taking a hold of his cock and guiding it towards my virgin asshole.

I felt the head of him touch it, pressing against it in a woeful attempt to stretch me open.  It didn’t work, as much as I wanted it to.  He was just too big.

“Keep pushing,” I urged, feeling the rock-hard length at my tiny aperture.

He grunted and I felt the slightest give in my muscle.  It eked open another millimeter, but refused to budge further.

Chef Parker moved suddenly behind me and I watched dumbfounded as he removed the ceramic top that held the butter.  He took a smear of it on his fingers and ran it along his cock, then he grabbed another dollop and returned back behind me.

“On your knees,” he said, and I bent forwards, looking back to him and pointing my ass in his direction.

“That’s it,” he said, kneeling behind me too.

I bit at my bicep, waiting for the pain, but instead I felt a hot, wet slither.  I realized quickly that it was his tongue, massaging my muscle in an attempt to coax me open.  

“Damn!” I cried, finding the act immediately mesmerizing.

I’d never had a tongue on my asshole before and it’s safe to say this wouldn’t be the last time it happened.  He circled around the muscle and I gasped and groaned, feeling it widen slowly as though he was some kind of asshole-charmer.

Finally he brought his fingers to my butt, washing the butter around the opening and then bringing the fat tip of his dick back for another try.  This time when he pressed forwards I felt the muscle open and slide over him.

“Oh, fuuuuuck!” I cried, hearing the moan rebound off the walls.

“Yes!” he urged, pressing onwards as my stretched asshole started to swallow him up.

The head popped through the opening and then several inches followed.  He surged onwards and I felt the peculiar sensation in the pit of my stomach.  My pussy felt full and satisfied against the odds.  It was though it was being pleasured from a brand-new angle that I didn’t know existed and had never experienced before.

“Get it all in!” I cried now, keen to finish what we’d started.

He fed his inches into me, creeping forwards until there was no more left to stuff inside me.  His stomach pressed against my butt and I held his cock tight in the grip of my sphincter.

I swallowed and took several deep breaths.  “Fuck, Chef Parker!” I gasped eventually, but then the gasp turned to a shriek as he started to fuck me.

He pulled back and my muscle rolled over him, pinching tight all the way to the crown where he stretched me wide and made me scream in pained pleasure.

Each time the tip almost came free I felt a tingle of excitement.  The opening and closing of my ass seemed to delight me in ways I never thought possible.  It was like unlocking a whole new pocket of fresh ecstasy.

“That’s it,” he said, letting a slap down on my ass now as he hit his rhythm.

“Chef Parker!” I gasped, feeling the searing pain on the cheek of my ass.

He gripped my butt and held it with both hands, pulling me back and forth on him as though he was using my entire body to jerk his cock.

He gave words of encouragement from behind, tearing my asshole open like it was the first present under the Christmas tree.

“Oh, good work, baby,” he groaned.  “You’re doing great!”

He pounded me like I’d done something wrong, but every time he surged forwards I felt the amazing sensation of his cock probing deep.

“Get it,” I urged, yearning to please him.  “Make a mess of my ass.”

I didn’t know I had it in me.  His cock was like the key to a side of debauchery that had long been dormant.  Suddenly I was an anal-starved harlot, crying out for my own boss’s hot cum in my ass.  If it hadn’t have actually happened I’d have never believed it possible.

“Cum in me, Mr. Parker!” I cried.

“Work it out of me,” he said breathless.  “Pull it out of me with your ass.”

He stopped fucking me and left it up to me now.  I started to rock back and forth, working my ass along him as I gyrated.  I bounced forward and clapped my cheeks over him, getting used to the new position and making it my own.  His long grunts and groans told me all I needed to know.  I was good at this.

“Don’t stop,” he said, and he seemed quieter now.

“I’m gonna get it.  I’m gonna get my dessert.  Pump it.  Pump.  It.  In.  My.  Fucking.  Ass.”

With each word I bounced back against him, claiming his whole length again and again as though my life depended on it.  Suddenly his groans became louder and more urgent.

“Oh, Sarah,” he said, falling forward over me.

I wriggled beneath him then I felt the pulse of his cock followed by an intense surge of heat, accompanied by a long, pleasured cry.

“Give it me, Mr. Parker,” I yelled, feeling more and more of him erupt inside me.

He shook against my back, trembling in his most vulnerable of states.  His balls emptied in me, shooting thick, hot ropes of his forbidden cum deep into my sinful asshole until it was brimming with his seed.

He took one last plunge inside me, expelling some of his mess.  It dribbled down over the folds of my pussy and dropped to the kitchen floor in delicious strings.

He pulled back and I heard a squelch of sticky cum as his throbbing head pulled out of me.  His hand held me open for the moment and I could feel my asshole gasping like the mouth of a floundering fish.

It winked over and over, tightening back up each time as though it was slowly coming to terms with what had been done to it.

“Oh, fuck!” he grunted suddenly then he let on final slap down on my ass and fell back against the floor, breathing heavily.

“Damn,” I cooed, turning to him carefully and trying not to make a buttery, cummy mess on the floor of his kitchen.

“You’re a good, little whore,” he said.

I smiled like a devil.  To me, that was a compliment.  Shit, they were rare.  I was going to take them any-which-way they came.

“I’m your good little whore,” I corrected.

He crawled over to me and planted another kiss on my lips.

“Stand up,” he said, and he got to his feet and took my hand.

I did as instructed, feeling a slight pain in my ass.  I’d really been fucking punished and it would take me a few days to feel normal again I suspected.  For now I could his hot seed swimming in my butt.  I wanted to keep it there as long as I could.

“You did good today,” he said, holding my shoulder like he was giving me a sudden pep-talk.  “I think you can cut it here.”

“I think so too,” I said.  “I surprised myself today.”

“You surprised me too,” he said, breathing heavy.  “Keep it up.”

He gave my ass a pat and then turned me again, holding my shoulders.  He took a look down me.

“Damn,” he said again, shaking his head in disbelief.  He gave me one sudden final slap, flashing his hand across my butt.

It stung but the pain felt good.  It felt like I was his and he’d claimed me as such.  I had no problem with that.

“Now get dressed,” he said.  “We’ll clean up tomorrow morning.”

I couldn’t wait to make a mess all over again.

THE END
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So Horny I’d Have Anyone – Even My Ex-Teacher!
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I’d heard stories about how horny women become in their second trimester and beyond, but I never thought it was a hundred percent true.  I could buy into the raging hormones, but the monumental lust and desire was something I didn’t truly believe until I experienced it.

The tremors of quiet arousal had been building for the past few days and it came to a head in the craziest way possible that day.

I’d arranged to meet my ex-teacher Mr. Graham for coffee and a catch-up at a quiet little place outside of town.  Since leaving college we’d inexplicably kept in touch and he was by now a close friend.

Being pregnant had kind of made me feel on top of the world.  I got constant compliments on how glowing my skin suddenly was, or how shiny my hair had become.  Strangers would approach me and ask all kinds of questions, with some of them asking if they could touch my bump.  At twenty-six I’d never known anything like it.

Just the other week an older man had approached me whilst I was clothes shopping and asked if he could feel the baby.  Something about his touch on my stomach felt incredible.  The adulation of strangers was intoxicating.  I started to feel like a goddess, embracing the strength of womanhood that had blossomed so fully inside me.  My body was changing, but so too was my mind.

“You get bigger every time I see you,” Mr. Graham said as he got up from his chair.

He put a hand on my swollen stomach as he kissed my cheek and I closed my eyes to his touch.  I was practically quivering from the drive over.  Sitting in a vibrating car-seat had done things to me that I couldn’t imagine.

“How are you?” I asked, taking a seat that he pulled out from the table.

“I’m good!  How are you, more importantly?  Baby kicking?”

I sat on the hard wood and felt the wetness of my sex against my panties.  I took a deep, calming breath as he rounded the table to sit opposite.  A flash of concern struck him.

“Everything okay, Kelsey?”

“Uh-huh,” I nodded, keeping my eyes closed for the second and taking several calming breaths.  It felt as though if I didn’t compose myself I’d burst with orgasm right there in the shop.  Thankfully, the place was quiet, so my brief bout of arousal didn’t attract any attention.

“You sure?”

I opened my eyes slowly with a breath and a smile.  “I’m sure.”

The look of concern on his face took some time to fade, but eventually he started to relax as we sipped coffee and talked.

At intervals I’d squirm in my seat, smoothing my pussy over the hard wood and imagining being with someone—anyone—who could sate the immense lust that I felt.

“So,” Mr. Graham said around twenty or so minutes in.  “Have you been getting ... the lust?”

My eyes flashed wide as I stared across at him in the ensuing silence.  It was as though he could hear my thoughts.

“You know, my wife and I did it three times a day at her peak,” he continued.  “She couldn’t stop herself.”

The revelation was a relief.  It was nice to hear that my experience wasn’t just my own.

I wiped my hands down my face and let out a faux moan of anguish.  “Ughh, I’m so glad it’s not just me!”

He laughed.  “You’re not alone, Kelsey” he said.  “Heck, I bet you’re horny right now, aren’t you?”

I pursed my lips and blushed.

“It’s alright,” he said, reaching across the table to hold my hand.  “It’s normal, honey.  You’re not an alien!”

Mr. Graham was in his late forties.  He looked after himself well, but it hadn’t stopped his black hair turning ashen in places.  The grey smatterings gave him a mature allure that wasn’t lost on me, even though I was over twenty years his junior.  I’d often seen people give him the eye before.  Jeez, even the waitress on the way in had given him a look.

“You know it’s not just women either,” he said now.

“What’s not just women?”

“I mean,” he said, quieting his voice and looking back over his shoulder, “it’s not just women who are aroused by pregnancy.”

He beamed a huge smile after he’d made the confession.

“You?” I said, surprised and excited by his admission.

“I don’t know,” he shrugged, leaning back in the chair.  “It just does something to me!”

“What?  What is it?”

“I don’t know,” he repeated.  “It’s just kind of ... you’re so fragile, but also its so wrong to think like that.  It’s so taboo that it just makes me want it more.”

I was really blushing now.  It felt like Mr. Graham was speaking directly to me.

“Do you ...” I didn’t know whether or not to say the next words.  “Do you feel it now?”

“Excited?” he said.  “Aroused?”

“Yeah.”

“Sure,” he declared happily.  “How couldn’t I be?  A beautiful woman sat here opposite, all pot-bellied and illuminating.”  He leaned in again to whisper.  “Even your tits have gotten bigger.”

He and I were talking so freely now that the honesty was infectious.

“I know,” I gasped, leaning my head forwards towards him.  My hands gripped my breasts and pushed them together.  Mr. Graham looked on and laughed, then the pair of us looked back to the counter that was thankfully unmanned for now.

“Say,” he began slowly, “there’s a bathroom back there.  If you wanna ... you know ... show me how you’re developing.”

My heart-beat quickened as the whole scenario suddenly became real.

“Me and you?”

“Why not, Kelsey?”

My face reddened with lustful desire.  My pussy called out to me beneath my swollen belly, begging for me to relent and give it what it wanted.  It didn’t care where the satisfaction came from.  Mr. Graham or not, it wanted a stiff, hard cock rammed inside it right now.

“Come on,” I said quickly, shooting my gaze to the counter that remained vacated.

He shared my excitement as he got to his feet, leading the way to the restroom at the back of the shop.

There was only one other person in the place and they didn’t bat an eyelid as the pair of us made for the bathroom together.  No-one would imagine in their wildest dreams that the two of us were about to share a room together like that.

He walked inside and held the door open for me.  The restroom was single-occupancy and quite large, with a toilet, sink and hand-dryer all spaced around the room.  Thankfully the shop had two such restrooms, so our time was our own.

“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” I said, giddy with excitement.

“Just roll with it,” Mr. Graham said, locking the door and turning to me.

On his face was this joyous, lustful expression as he looked at me from head to toe.

“You know, I’ve fantasized about this ever since you started showing.”

“Really?” I blushed.  “With me?”

“I just can’t explain it, Kels,” he shrugged.  “Pregnant women really do it for me, you know.”

“I want to do it for you,” I said, taking a step towards him.

I leaned my lips to his and we kissed.  It was strange at first.  Lips to lips, it felt like a plain old kiss, but when his mouth opened and I felt his tongue press against mine I lost all notion of age difference.

We tongued each other passionately and my big stomach pressed against his.  His hands had started to wander over my body immediately, holding and stroking my belly before moving up to my plump tits.

“Feel how firm they are?” I said, looking down to his hands as they groped my tits.

“Ripe,” he said, eyeing each one.

I dragged the front of my top down and pushed my tits up, squeezing them together until they were peering over the fabric.

“Look at those,” hegrowled, sucking a breath of air through his clenched teeth.

Before I could do anything he’d launched himself on them, planting his lips firmly over the nipples and licking around them until they turned stiff in his mouth.

His wet tongue traced around the sensitive nodes and a chill or arousal shivered down my spine as the swell of ecstasy struck my crotch.

“Oh, Mr. Graham,” I moaned, holding his head to my tits as he started to suckle.

I didn’t know it was going to happen, but soon-after he started I felt the strangest sensation of release come from my breasts.  I couldn’t place the feeling at first, but when he broke off me with a beaming smile and a trace of white on his lips, I realized what had happened.

“Looks like you’re producing too,” he said happily, licking the transparent white from his lips.

“My gosh!” I gasped.  It was the first time I’d even known anything come from my nipples, but Mr. Graham’s complete lack of concern about it definitely made the experience easier to manage.

“You like that?” I asked.

“Of course,” he said, returning for another hard suck.  “It’s all part of motherhood.”

His lips wound around me again and he sucked my tits whilst squeezing them.  I felt the milk spiral through the tight aperture and he sampled my sweet nectar as though it was a starter, with the main-course still to come.

He wiped his sleeve over his mouth when he finally pulled back.  I gripped the lapel of his shirt and pulled him towards me, kissing him passionately and tasting my cream on his tongue.

I savored the taste, swirling my tongue over his in a bid to get a greater sample.  Mr. Graham’s hands were on my ass, squeezing it hard as he pulled me onto him.  I think he enjoyed the sensation of my big belly pressing on his stomach and at the front of his pants.

“I’m so worked up,” he said, pulling back and blowing a jet of air up his face.

“Let me calm you down,” I said, dropping to my knees in front of him and going for his belt.

He staggered back and leaned against the wall.  His hand set the dryer off and we had a brief giggle as the deafening whoosh of air filled the room.  When it faded I stared ahead, rubbing my palm over the big bulge that sat below his denim.

“Give it me, Mr. Graham,” I begged, looking up from my knees.

The hormones had flooded my mind and stripped all sense of right and wrong from me.  All that seemed to matter was my own sexual gratification, and Mr. Graham seemed keen on it too.

He opened his belt and tugged at the top of his jeans.  Before I knew it I was staring straight at the barrel of his mature flesh and wondering how the hell I was going to fit him inside me.

He was a big guy in that department, but the revelation only made me want him more.  Now it was a challenge to see if I could fit him inside me.
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