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“You gonna get me warmed up?” I asked.

“If I’m your first I wanna do it right.”

“You’re my first.”

His hand came beneath my little skirt and he started to rub at my panties.  I was fucking soaked, but I knew that all of those juices would be for naught if Mr. Jackson was going to put it in my asshole.

“You’ve been teasing me all day, haven’t you?” he said.

“I like getting you all worked up.”

“Well, here I am; all worked up.”

I reached for his cock and tugged at it, pushing my face towards his.  “You going to fuck me?”

He raced his lips to mine, and we kissed hard.  His tongue swirled around mine and I gripped his cock harder, pulling it with more purpose.

“Take off your panties,” he said.

I let go of his cock and Mr. Jackson moved away.  He took a chair from the edge of the van that we hadn’t had space for, and he sat in it.

“Good girl,” he said as I turned away from him and rolled down my sticky panties.

They fell from under my little skirt, and I stepped out of them.

“Show me,” he said.  “Pull up that skirt.”

I moved it up slowly over my ass, felling naughty and sexy.  Mr. Jackson watched from the wooden chair, steadily jerking his cock.

“Bend over,” he ordered.

I did as commanded until I was looking at him from between my legs.  My titties moved towards my face.  I held my ankles with my hands.  Even upside down, Mr. Jackson looked fuckable.

“Spread your ass for me,” he said.

I pulled my cheeks wide, leaving nothing to the imagination.  He could see right into my tiny, dot of an asshole.  I wondered how the hell I was going to fit something as big as him inside it.

“That’s it,” he said, and he got up from his seat.

The noises from outside were still coming in under the little gap in the back of the van.  I wondered if my moans might escape and pour into the street, leaving people to guess what was happening inside.

I braced myself for his approach.  I was sure that he was just going to ram it into my ass, but he knelt behind me instead.  His hard cock was just out of reach from this angle, but pretty soon I didn’t give a fuck about all of that.

I suddenly felt his tongue pressing right against my asshole, and my whole world fell away.  I’d never had anyone lick my ass before, but the insane sense of euphoria struck me quickly.  It was intoxicating.  It was like getting a message, or something, only it was the naughtiest massage I’ve ever had.  People don’t usually treat that muscle like that.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped.  “Fuck, Mr. Jackson.  You ... your ... your tongue is in my ass!”
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A move to the coast was something I’d always wanted, even if it meant living in a small studio-apartment.  It was a price worth paying to be so close to the sea.

I’d enlisted the help of my friend’s dad, Mr. Jackson, who came as a double-threat.  He worked out, so he was strong enough to lift everything, but also, he owned a moving van.

We loaded it full of my stuff.  The whole journey he was saying that this was never going to fit in my tiny new place.  I thought the same, but didn’t have the heart to tell him that he was probably going to be carting half the stuff back home with him.

It was a hot day and it only seemed to get hotter the closer we got to the coast.  The moving van wasn’t exactly high-spec.  If we wanted to make it cooler, we just lowered the window more.  That was about the extent of the aircon onboard.

Mr. Jackson wore a pair of shorts with a thin t-shirt and shades.  He drove forward in the seat, his wrist on the wheel, looking cool, for an older guy.

I sat across from him with my sneakers up on the dash, watching the world go by through the open window.  I’d opted for one of the shortest skirts I owned, which was perhaps not the finest piece of attire for moving a bunch of stuff from a height.  I guess I didn’t think things through.  I rarely did.

We finally pulled up to the place and Mr. Jackson parked on the roadside, putting on his hazard-lights and setting the van in park.

“Let me give you the tour,” I said, bouncing from the van all giddy and excited.

Outside I could smell the saltiness of the sea and feel the warm breeze meandering up the street from the ocean.  People moved at a slow pace along the sidewalk, laughing and talking.  Everyone just seemed happier.

Mr. Jackson bounced out of the van and ran his thumbs around the waist of his shorts to let some air in.  Even though I couldn’t see his eyes, I could sense the judgment.

“This it?” he asked, looking to the door to his right.

“That’s the access, yeah.”

I punched in a code on the door and propped it open.  He followed me inside and I showed him up the stairs to my new place.

“You never mentioned the stairs,” he said.

“I didn’t think it was important.”

I could feel his eyes burning into the back of my head, but I decided to ignore them.  Instead, I opened the door and pushed inside.  It was kind of dark and smelled worse than last time I was here, but it was mine.

He walked in with a grimace and looked at the peeling wallpaper and damp ceiling.

“You spent your grandma’s money on this?” he asked, unimpressed.

“Potential, Mr. Jackson.  Potential.”  I skipped to the middle of the room.  “My bed will go here, and the bookcase will separate the space.  A sofa and TV can go here,” I told him, pacing the floor, “and there might be room for a small chair here.”

“A very small chair.”

“And then it’s just the bathroom,” I said, pointing.

He walked slowly to the bathroom door and peered inside.  He looked back to me with a raised eyebrow.  “You wanna shower in that?”

“It just needs a good clean.”

“Whelp, you’re by the coast at least.  That’s what you wanted, right?”

“Right!  It’s not so bad here.”

He pulled his sunglasses down and scanned the room again.  “I notice there isn’t a kitchen?”

“Who needs one of those?  I just need an electric stove and a microwave.  I’m good.  I can fit a fridge in here.”

“At least you’ll be eating fresh.”

“That’s the spirit.  Now let’s get my things up here.”

“They’re never going to fit.”

“We can try.”

We left the door open and went back downstairs.  Mr. Jackson’s van had a parking-ticket under his windscreen-wiper.  He snatched it out and then looked at me with a frown.

“That one’s on grandma,” I told him.  “Don’t worry about it.”

He scowled down the street at the parking enforcement officer who was busy scribbling another ticket.

“Leave it.  I got it.  Don’t worry about it.”

I unfastened the back of the van and the shutter rolled up.  Thankfully everything was where we left it.  Mr. Jackson stood beside me and looked inside, then he looked around the van and down the street again.  He took a deep breath.

“We’ll have it done in no time,” I told him, and I crawled up into the back of the van.

“Jeez, Gianna, could you have worn a shorter skirt?”

“Actually, no,” I smiled, getting to my feet and brushing down my loose tank-top.  “Big stuff first?”

He sighed.  “Sure.”

He hopped up into the back of the van and immediately blew a jet of air up his face.  It was hot in there alright.

“Let’s do the bookcase,” I told him, unfastening it and wriggling it free.  It was a five-foot rectangle of wood that was easily the most troublesome piece.  Even the bed broke down into smaller parts.

The two of us wriggled the problematic piece to the edge of the van, pivoting it left and right until we could load it onto the elevator that folded down out the back.

“Switch places,” he said, beckoning me with a hand from inside the van.  “You’re flashing the whole neighborhood.  That’s not way to introduce yourself.”

“Might get me a few friends?” I giggled.

“Not the right type of friends.”

He passed me and took the opposite end, swinging it out onto the platform before maneuvering the other end in place.  We both hopped down and then lowered the bookcase to the street.

“We can’t get two parking tickets, can we?” I asked.

“I hope not.  This’ll be the most expensive move in history otherwise.”

Gusts of wind kept catching my skirt as Mr. Jackson and I got the bookcase in off the street.  A guy offered to help but Mr. Jackson dismissed him immediately, assuming he had ulterior motives.

“You’ve gotta be careful down here,” he strained, lifting the bookcase up onto the steps.  “A lot of people see a fresh piece of meat like you and start rubbing their hands together.”

“Fresh meat?!”

“You know what I mean.  Green girl, not used to ocean life.  You’re a target.”

“Thanks for the warm welcome.  Jeez.”

“You know what I mean,” he said.  “Here, let’s push.”

He had gotten the bookcase up on several steps so that the flat underside could be pushed to the top of the staircase.  Thankfully there was room at the top of the stairs to slide the whole thing onto the upper floor.

We pushed together form the base, sharing the width of the stairs.  Mr. Jackson was clearly putting more effort in than I was, but we were both sweating so I told myself I was doing as much as he was.

At the top of the stairs he pulled out the neck of his t-shirt and swallowed hard.  “Only about thirty more trips up these stairs, huh.”

I smiled.  “It’ll help you keep your figure.”

“I was doing fine without this!”

He broke in a smile for the first time in a while and then started to hoist the bookcase through the doors of the apartment.

Mr. Jackson didn’t need help with his figure.  He’d gone health crazy after a scare several years back, and now he was the dilf that all of us lusted after.  Who could blame us?  Forty-five, with the body of a guy in his twenties.  You’d be crazy not to go for him.  I’d already seen a few passers-by eyeing him up.

“Bed next?” I asked.

“Mattress first,” he said.  “They’re a pig to shift.”

Fuck, he was right.  You kind of had to pinch them at the top and then shimmy them, but obviously I didn’t really want it dragging along the floor, which made things ten-times harder, especially given the fact I was only a little bit taller than the mattress’s width.

The sweat was pouring off both of us.  Mr. Jackson’s t-shirt was sticking to him delightfully, and it was kind of hot to see the sweat rolling down his wide neck.

I could feel the perspiration on myself too.  It was heaven afterwards when we stood outside in the street and let the breeze run over us.  I felt my nipples stiffen through my bra and it wasn’t long before he noticed them.

“Jeez, Gianna, how many signals do you wanna give off to the guys around here?”

“There’s only one guy for me,” I teased.

He shook his head.  “Get in the van, and try not to show the world your asshole this time?”

I shook my head with a smirk.  He’d always had a way with words.  I hopped up on the raised platform and caught him checking my skirt.

“You sure you don’t want a look?” I asked him.

“I’m sure,” he said, shaking his head and getting into the back of van with me.

“Let’s do the headboard,” I said, unshackling it from the insides of the truck.

Before I’d released it, it started to tilt towards me quickly.  I put my hands up to catch it and heard Mr. Jackson bolt towards me.  The whole van shook as he ran, but just in time he took the weight of the wood from me, pressing his body against my back.

“That was close,” I hushed.

“Is everything you own a fucking ton?” he strained.

I started to giggle with him pressed against my back, pinning me to the wall and holding the wood above me.  I could feel something stiff against my ass.

“Let me get out,” I told him, and I bent at the knees and exited from under him.  When I looked back, I could see the stiffness in his shorts, poking out and up.  Steadily he set the headboard back against the side of the truck.

“Now who’s putting on a show,” I laughed, looking to his shorts and then looking out the back of the van to the people strolling the sidewalk.

“Huh?” he said, before looking down.  He pulled at his shorts and tried to make his t-shirt cover his modesty.  “At least I’m making an attempt to hide it.”

“I kinda wish you wouldn’t,” I teased.

“Gianna,” he said sternly.

“Relax!  No-one knows us here, silly.”

“Right, they just think I’m your mature boyfriend?”

“Exactly!”

Again, I got a wry smile from him, but he tried hard not to let it flourish.  “Just help me with this, would ya?” he said.

“With the headboard or ...” I nodded again to his shorts.

“The headboard.  But you got enough to answer for when it comes to the other thing.”

“What do you mean?”

“A mini-skirt, Gianna?  Really?”

“It’s hot!”

“It’s never that hot.”

“Oh, loosen up.  You could be wearing a little less too.”

“How?” he asked, looking down.

“Your t-shirt’s soaked,” I shrugged.  “Get rid of it.”

He tightened his lips.

“Worried you won’t have anything to hide your hard-on?”

“Gianna!”

There was something about hearing him say my name like that that I just loved.  I knew I’d gotten to him, and it was kind of a thrill to be scalded by him.

“So go on,” I urged.  “Take it off.”

He sighed and then, to my surprise, he pulled his t-shirt right up over his head.  I watched as his abs and pecs were steadily revealed, making sure to give enough time to the swelling in his shorts that had now dropped back into position.

“There,” he said.  “Happy?”

“Me and all the other girls around here,” I teased.

“Just help me with this, would ya?”

The headboard weighed a ton, but it was at least easy to grip.  He and I made short work of it as we took it out of the back of the van and up the stairs.  This time a young woman asked if we needed help and this time I declined.  With his shirt off it was my turn to be protective of him.

We set it down upstairs and fetched the rest of my items.  Slowly the room started to take shape and gradually the back of the van emptied.

As his muscles worked and his veins pumped with blood Mr. Jackson became insanely hot.  The sweat ran over him gloriously and it looked like he was fresh out of the gym with his swollen, worked muscles and glistening, tanned skin.  I could see more than ever why he got the attention he did.  I started to lust after him and, knowing I might not see him for months, I took to fantasizing about him too.

I’m not going to lie; it wasn’t the first time I’d thought about him like that.  At nineteen I was a charged bundle of hormones, keen to explore, and I was sure there’d be no better guide than him.  I started to think of what a guy like that could do to a willing younger woman.  I started to imagine us in compromising situations, like before.  I started to think about him pressed against my ass again, only this time neither of us wore clothes.

He and I returned to the van after the bulk of the stuff was in my new apartment.  He stood in the empty space, his hands on his hips, breathing heavily and surveying the remaining items around us.

“You want these up there too?” he asked, nodding at the last few bits.

“I think that’s everything,” I told him, and I lowered the shutters of the van with us inside.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“I wanted to thank-you for your help.”

“You can do that with the door open.  It’s hot in here.”

“So maybe we need to take off some more clothes?”

I pulled my tank-top up over my head and stood across from him in my bra and mini-skirt.

“Gianna ...” he warned.

“Come on,” I said, turning my back to him.  “Let me say thank-you.”

I lifted my skirt so that he could see my ass.  I knew now that it was a part of me that he was definitely fond of, given how much he’d talked about me exposing myself and how hard he’d gotten when he’d caught a glimpse.

“You’re welcome,” he said, “now come on.”

“But I haven’t thanked you properly.”

I lifted my skirt all the way up over my ass so he could see the tail of my panties disappearing between my full cheeks.  I could feel the air blowing in from outside, through the little gap at the bottom where the shutter hadn’t fully closed.

“What are you trying to do?” he asked.

I turned to face him now and dropped my skirt.  Right on cue, his hard cock was punching at the front of his shorts again.  “That,” I said.

He looked down and then across at me.  “That just happens sometimes, alright?”

“Seems to happen at very specific times, if you ask me.  It’s happening now.  Right before I put you in my mouth.”

His face opened in shock.  “Gianna, you can’t do that.”

“Watch me,” I said, walking slowly towards him.  “I really want you to watch me.”

He stared down, looking to my eyes that stared back.  “We’re all done, Gianna.”

“Not yet we’re not.”

He made no attempt to stop me as I put my fingers on the waist of his shorts.  I even did it slowly and everything, just in case.  I could feel my heart beating hard in my chest.  I couldn’t tell whether it was excitement or nervousness or simply the fact that we’d ran a marathon of staircases.

“There’s no going back if you pull those down,” he said.

“There’s plenty of going forward.”

“I just don’t want you to—”

I flashed down his shorts and took his underwear with them.  I was confronted immediately by his huge cock, bursting up out of his pants and bobbing in front of me like a caged animal, breathing heavily and waiting to attack.

“Holy shit, Mr. Jackson,” I gasped, looking from his cock to his face to check if he was seeing what I was seeing.

“You’ve done it now, Gianna,” he said, letting his hands hang at his waist.  “No point stopping now.”

I yanked his shorts down to his ankles and he stepped his sneakers through them.  I took them off and he stood naked, save for his shoes.

“Exactly where do we stop?” I asked.

“Not sure.  I know how we start though.”

“How’s tha—” was all I managed to say before he took a hold of his cock and pushed it into my mouth.

I hurried open to allow him inside, moaning as I felt the stiffness of his arousal inside me.  He was all salty and warm, and I wouldn’t have had it any other way.  The fresh sweat of the day gave him a richer flavor and I wanted to lick it all off him. 

I took a hold of his cock and started to jerk it, rolling my tongue around the head.  I was desperate to please him.  Many women had sucked his cock in the past, but I wanted to set myself apart from those.  I realized in no time at all how I could do that.

“You know what I’ve been thinking?” I asked, jerking him slowly.

“What’s that?”

“I’ve been thinking about getting my ass fucked.”

I felt his cock twitch in my grasp.

“Is that so?” he asked calmly.

I nodded.  “Never had that done before.”

“I could help you there,” he said.

“Oh, you’ve helped enough for today,” I said, putting him back in my mouth.

“I insist, Gianna.  It’d be no trouble at all.”

I popped my lips off him.  “If you’re sure?”

“Take off your bra.”

I reached behind and unclasped it, throwing it to the dusty, carpeted floor of the van.  Mr. Jackson put a hand to my face and then bent down to kiss at my cheek.

I pinched my titties, turning the nipples stiff.  I leaned away and rubbed at my breasts.  They were damp with sweat and the heat had made the nipples kind of puffy.

Mr. Jackson jerked his cock and watched.  Naked he looked like an absolute specimen.  If I had to design a guy that I wanted to see naked, he’d have looked a lot like that.  All mature and muscled, with a big cock that showed its experience.  His balls hung invitingly off the hilt off his cock, rocking slowly as he cruised his fist along his prowess.

“You think you can take it?” he asked.

I shrugged.  “I think I’d like to try.”

“I can’t just slip it inside you that easy,” he said.  “I’ve gotta get you warmed up.”

“It’s plenty warm.”

“Stand up,” he ordered.

I stood submissively before him, biting my lip as he approached with his cock swinging at his midriff.  He brought it under my skirt and rubbed it at the soft mound beneath my panties.

“You gonna get me warmed up?” I asked.

“If I’m your first I wanna do it right.”

“You’re my first.”

His hand came beneath my little skirt and he started to rub at my panties.  I was fucking soaked, but I knew that all of those juices would be for naught if Mr. Jackson was going to put it in my asshole.

“You’ve been teasing me all day, haven’t you?” he said.

“I like getting you all worked up.”

“Well, here I am; all worked up.”

I reached for his cock and tugged at it, pushing my face towards his.  “You going to fuck me?”

He raced his lips to mine, and we kissed hard.  His tongue swirled around mine and I gripped his cock harder, pulling it with more purpose.

“Take off your panties,” he said.

I let go of his cock and Mr. Jackson moved away.  He took a chair from the edge of the van that we hadn’t had space for, and he sat in it.

“Good girl,” he said as I turned away from him and rolled down my sticky panties.

They fell from under my little skirt, and I stepped out of them.

“Show me,” he said.  “Pull up that skirt.”

I moved it up slowly over my ass, felling naughty and sexy.  Mr. Jackson watched from the wooden chair, steadily jerking his cock.

“Bend over,” he ordered.

I did as commanded until I was looking at him from between my legs.  My titties moved towards my face.  I held my ankles with my hands.  Even upside down, Mr. Jackson looked fuckable.

“Spread your ass for me,” he said.

I pulled my cheeks wide, leaving nothing to the imagination.  He could see right into my tiny, dot of an asshole.  I wondered how the hell I was going to fit something as big as him inside it.

“That’s it,” he said, and he got up from his seat.

The noises from outside were still coming in under the little gap in the back of the van.  I wondered if my moans might escape and pour into the street, leaving people to guess what was happening inside.

I braced myself for his approach.  I was sure that he was just going to ram it into my ass, but he knelt behind me instead.  His hard cock was just out of reach from this angle, but pretty soon I didn’t give a fuck about all of that.

I suddenly felt his tongue pressing right against my asshole, and my whole world fell away.  I’d never had anyone lick my ass before, but the insane sense of euphoria struck me quickly.  It was intoxicating.  It was like getting a message, or something, only it was the naughtiest massage I’ve ever had.  People don’t usually treat that muscle like that.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped.  “Fuck, Mr. Jackson.  You ... your ... your tongue is in my ass!”

“I’m getting you nice and ready,” he said, and then a finger arrived and pressed inside.

I closed my eyes tight, bracing for a pain that didn’t come.  His finger wandered inside with ease, waggling my knot wider as his tongue relaxed my knot.

“Oh, Mr. Jackson,” I burst.  “That feels good.”

I hadn’t expected it to.  I knew nothing about anal sex other than the pain, but so far it had been very different.  Perhaps he did it another way.

“How do you like that?” he asked, moving his mouth away and using only his finger to probe me repeatedly.

“I love it,” I gasped.  “I fucking love it.”

“Now you do it,” he said, and he walked back to his seat.  “Get on all fours.”

I raced to my hands and knees, pulling my skirt back over my ass.  I let my face rest of the floor and I played with my ass for him, picking up where he’d left off.

I pressed my finger inside and it felt much smaller than what Mr. Jackson had given me.  I cruised my digit through the knot, feeling it stutter through my opening and find my warm insides.

“Good,” he said.  “Don’t forget to spit.”

I gave my fingers a fresh dollop of saliva and pressed it to my opening knot.  The more I toyed with my ass the wider it opened.  It was surreal, but soon I was pushing a second finger inside and finding no resistance at all.

“Good, Gianna,” he said.  “That’s fucking good.  How does it feel?”

“I think I like it, Mr. Jackson.  I think I really like it.”

“Good.”  I heard his voice get louder as he came closer.  “Don’t you stop.”

He spat and my ass got a fresh delivery of lubricant.  I used it to push my finger inside, daring to try three.  That was when things really ramped up.  I could feel the pain as I stretched myself.

“That’s it,” he said, and I felt his words against my soft, untouched petals.  “Keep going.”

He clamped his mouth over my O and feasted on my sticky pussy.  His tongue searched inside, and I moaned hard, breathing in gasping breaths.  I felt my ass open and close as he tongued me, responding to his stimulus.

He used the full length of his tongue to tease me, running from my clit all the way back to my leaking entrance.  He didn’t seem to mind the taste of me at all.  Shit, the way he was feasting on me he seemed to love it.

I looked under my body and saw that he was jerking his cock too.  It was as stiff as ever and he was clearly enjoying the show.  I grunted and pressed my three fingers as deep as I could, then Mr. Jackson put a finger in my pussy, and I felt it from the other side.

“Good girl, Gianna,” he said.  “Good girl.  Don’t stop.”

I felt the rumbling of climax approach.  There was just too much to hold back.  I’d never had both holes and my clit pleasured before, but Mr. Jackson was a maestro, playing me like an orchestra.

My fingers pushed into my ass and he started to finger-fuck my pussy.  The juices flowed ceaselessly, and he started to lap them up.

“Yes,” I hushed, low at first as though I didn’t want to announce the impending release.

“Come for me,” he said, and with his permission I moaned harder.

“Mr. Jackson!” I cried, stuffing my fingers into my ass with aplomb.

“Come for me, Gianna!”

“Oh, fuck!  Fuck!  Yes!”

I was sure that the people outside could hear.  Their silhouettes moved by the truck, unaware of the nature of the encounter inside.  Even if they though two people were fucking, they would never have guessed the kind of fucking we were doing.

“Come for me,” he spoke, his words hitting my wetness.

He mouthed over my pussy and my body tightened with excitement.  My muscles tensed and then finally I let out a long, grunting breath.

Both holes started to gasp and contract.  My fingers pushed deep and felt the pinch of my strong muscle.  Likewise, Mr. Jackson was feeling the contractions around his finger and the flutter of my petals on his lips.

“That’s it, Gianna,” he said, and he let a hard slap down on my big ass. It shook before him and then he licked again at my pussy, pressing his face to my sex.

I gasped, riding the beautiful wave of bliss.  Mr. Jackson stood up behind me.

“Give me your ass,” he demanded, and I pulled my fingers out instantly.

I breathed hard, riding the aftershocks of climax until I felt his big crown at my opening.  He pressed into me, and my asshole stretched over him.  I was surprised by how easily I took him, but the pain was still there.

“Oh, Mr. Jackson!” I burst, and you could hear the discomfort in my voice.

He seemed to relish it.  His cock had never been harder.  He pushed it deep and I engulfed him, accepting him within me.  It felt like my ass was almost pulling him deeper.

“Good girl,” he said.  “That’s it.  There it is.”

“You’re in my ass,” I whimpered.  “Oh, gosh, it’s in my ass.”

“It is, baby,” he said, dropping his knees again and again and lowering his cock into me.

I kept my face down and my ass up, surrendering to him in one of the most submissive poses a woman can muster.  I wanted him to experience what he’d just given me.  I wanted him to come like I had, and I wanted to feel his heat in my ass.

“Get it, Mr. Jackson,” I begged.  “Fuck my ass!”  That’d give the game away to any bystanders, that was for sure.

Thanks to his gym-work he was able to keep that squat over me, lowering his body with those powerful legs and sending his stiff cock searching deep.

He went so far into my ass that I could feel him poking at the bottom of my stomach, but when he pushed deep and pulled back I felt the joy of him in my pussy too.

It felt so good to be dominated by him like that, and it was a rush to know that I could give him something so naughty that few women could.  I felt like a pro, despite this being my first time.

“That’s it, Gianna,” he strained, but I felt like I wasn’t doing much.

“I want your cum in my ass,” I told him.  At least I could talk dirty him.  “Please!”

“You’re gonna get it,” he said with confidence.

“Fill it.”

“You’re gonna get it,” he repeated.

He dropped his cock through my tight ring over and over, and I started to rub my clit and take a greater joy from the moment.

“My wife never lets me do this,” he said.

“Then it’s a good job I’m not her.  Now fill my ass with cum.”

I was so glad he’d said that.  It put me a step above her.  I knew that I could provide for him in a way that his wife never could.  I felt like his special girl.  His one-and-only.

“Gianna, I’m close,” he said, and he pressed against my ass and put his weight on me with a hand on each ass-cheek.

I stayed firm, letting him use me.  He worked his hips harder, passing his cock through me at an angle.

My pussy felt the shake of his balls as he upped his pace, using my asshole to jerk his cock.  I hugged tight around him, pinching along the thick barrel all the way to the hilt.

It felt like his cock was going to rush out of me completely, but he used a thumb to steer himself effortlessly back into my gaping asshole each time.  I yearned for his cum now, and I knew I was going to get it.

“Fill me up, Mr. Jackson.  Fill me!”

“Gianna!”

He swelled and paused, then he rocked and let out a groan that brought with it the first rope.  I felt him flood into me, all warm and silky.

The texture of his cock changed as the cum wrapped around it.  My insides became covered, and Mr. Jackson continued to moan out his release, filling me up with his seed.

“Every drop,” I begged, and I started to rock back against him now that he had stopped thrusting so hard.

My ass swallowed him up over and over.  I smirked like a dirty slut, propping myself on my elbows and rocking back and forth.

Steadily I pinched every last drop from him, using my ass to satisfy him.  I looked back at his face and saw the warm smile returned.

“Well done, Gianna,” he said, and I felt a warm glow.  His approval still meant so much to me.

He pulled out and I spread my ass for him like I’d seen in porn.  I had no idea what kind of view he could see, but I imagined a webbing of white cum across my gasping abyss.

“You’re a naughty girl, Gianna, you know that?”

“I’ve got some idea.”

“It’s a shame I found out so late.”

He moved my skirt down over my ass and I turned to him, kneeling on the floor.  I felt my asshole pinch shut, trapping his hot cum inside me.

“Late?”

“You’re here now,” he said, gesturing outside.

“Then you have an excuse to come visit.”

I eyed that sticky, cum-wrapped cock of his and licked my lips.

“That’s a tempting offer.”

I crawled slowly towards his spent cock.  This would shock him; I was sure of it.  I took him back in my mouth and tasted the saltiness of his release, along with the inside of my ass.

He let out a long sigh as I cleansed the cum from him.  I batted my lashes and then showed him my pearly whites with a grin.

“Besides, the place is so small we’d have to share a bed,” I said.

“Is that right?”

“Who knows what we might get up to?”

“I’ve got a pretty good idea,” he said, searching for his shorts.

“Then I’ll see you next month?”

“Maybe ...”

“You can help me paint,” I teased.

He laughed.  “I knew I’d somehow be roped into that the second I saw the place.”

I shrugged.  “You know me too well.”

“I’m starting to ...”

THE END
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Mr. Crawford and I both enjoyed skiing, and it was something that we’d bonded on countless times throughout my years working with hm.  When his business closed we’d go on vacations especially to ski, spending time together out of the office.  It really made me stand out as his favorite.

The best part, of course, was that his wife didn’t know how to ski.  She was in the office a lot and she’d pout all the way up to our vacation, but Mr. Crawford would insist there was nothing there for her.  She’d joined us several years ago and been utterly bored by the whole experience, so he was doing her a favor by putting his foot down like that.

She busied herself easily and had a large group of friends to hang out with, all at her husband’s expense, of course.  I think she just liked to make him feel guilty before he went away, but he was above all that.

From the get-go the whole mood between us was different.  We kept getting suspicious glances at the airport from people who wondered what a forty-five-year-old man was doing with a woman in her early twenties.

Those suspicions permeated our interactions.  I took to calling him ‘boss’ ‘big boss’ more, which certainly didn’t help matters.  I kind of enjoyed the worried look on his face whenever I did a spot of faux flirting.  He’d laugh nervously and then explain to the cashier or whoever that I was his employee.

“You’ve got to stop doing that, Lacey.  People will talk!”

“Let them talk,” I laughed.  “We know the truth.”

Truth or not, things were definitely changing amongst us.  I was recently single and definitely had an eye for men, but I was done with guys my own age.  They were so immature and irresponsible.  I was looking for something more.

As for Mr. Crawford; well, he was a guy, and guys will fuck almost anything.  I just never imagined he’d be down to fuck me.

The vacation started like they all had in the past.  We hit the slopes before we even unpacked our bags, reveling in the pursuit of that fine, untouched powder and the thrill that comes with it.

I’d follow him down the hill or he’d slalom his way after me.  At the bottom of the slope we’d share a quick debrief about the previous run that often included joking and laughter, then we’d ascend to the top to do it all over again.

When enough time had passed we’d go for lunch and some hot chocolates, but the whole time this weird mood hung over us.  There was this unspoken tension that was building.

That night we did what we always did.  We got a bottle of schnapps and sipped it in front of the roaring fire at the lodge Mr. Crawford had rented.  It wasn’t cheap but he had a lot of money and didn’t mind spending it for a bit of privacy.

Throughout the night we got closer and closer, but nothing actually happened.  I tried to keep it platonic, you know?  Sure I’d tuck into his body as the little-spoon, pushing my butt up against his crotch, but I wasn’t expecting anything.  Even when I felt the hard bulge in his pants, I didn’t act on it.  I just figured it was natural, you know, and Mr. Crawford didn’t seem too uncomfortable.

At the end of the night, I gave him a kiss on the cheek and lingered a little too long close to his face.  I’d retired to my bedroom, but I didn’t sleep great.  I just kept having these insane thoughts about him.  I could never admit it to anyone else, but I feel safe writing it under a pseudonym.  I was ravenous for him, but I hoped that would all wear off once I’d woken up.

I looked to the wooden wall, knowing that Mr. Crawford’s bed lay beyond.  I wondered if he was lying there, thinking the same things I was.

The next day we rose early to make the most of things.  He bought breakfast and we ate outside, squinting against the sun.  It was a clear day, and the conditions were perfect.

“About last night,” he began, and I felt an immediate lump in my throat and a buzz in my stomach.  

“Yeah?” I asked cautiously.

“I was thinking we shouldn’t drink tonight.  I feel a little groggy.”

I felt so relieved that it was nothing more serious than that.  “Oh, yeah.  Yeah, totally.  Agreed.  We didn’t come here for that.”

“Nope,” he said, sipping a coffee.  He caught my eye above the top of his cup and then looked away.  There it was again, that tension.

We got out on the slopes just after breakfast.  I followed him down a particularly speedy route, trying my best to match his imprints to a tee.

Even in his padded, puffy outfit he cut a great figure.  His ass was so toned and perfect that I couldn’t take my eyes off it.  It led me down the hill like a carrot, dangling in front of me just out of reach.

It distracted me to the point where I lost my rhythm and I soon found myself hurtling off course.  I forced myself to bail, and with a shout to alert him I soon found myself submerged in a few feet of snow.

I was upside down, but everything felt okay.  I gave everything a cursory waggle and then made a pocket for myself to breathe in as I tried to free myself from the powder.

“You alright?” came Mr. Crawford’s concerned cry soon after.

“Uh-huh,” I told him, my voice muffled by snow.

He dug me out and then yanked at my legs, dragging me from the snow unceremoniously.  I looked up at him dazed.

“You, sure you’re okay?”

“I think so,” I said, touching my head.

“You’ve took a bang, huh?  Let’s get you down and get you checked out.”

We took it steady all the way to the bottom and then Mr. Crawford quickly sought out some medical attention, insisting that a banged head was nothing to shrug off on the slopes.

They gave me a once-over and told me I’d took a hit, but I’d be fine.  They advised taking it easy for the rest of the day and Mr. Crawford and I retired back to the lodge.

“Sorry, boss,” I told him as he let me through the door.

“Don’t sweat it,” he said.  “We need a little down-time sometimes.”

He gave my butt a pat as I walked in ahead of him.  I remembered that chasing his ass had been what had gotten me into this mess.

Mr. Crawford got the fire going and then fixed me another hot chocolate.  He snuggled in behind me and we watched the television together.

“Don’t go to sleep,” he urged from behind.

“I’m not,” I replied.  I totally was.

Every so often he would give me a jolt to keep me awake, but eventually he came out from behind me and sat next to me so he could keep an eye on me.

“Why’d you move?” I asked, pouting.

“Because you’re getting too comfortable.”

“But it’s nice.”

“Not nice for you,” he asserted.  “We need you awake and uncomfortable.”

“How am I supposed to do that?”

“Sit on an icepack.”

I grimaced.  “Ugh.”

“Just don’t fall asleep.”

“But, Mr. Crawford,” I fawned, leaning on him.

He shrugged me off with a laugh.  “Lacey!  I mean it.”

“Then you’re going to have to keep me awake, boss.”

I realized what I’d hinted at the second the sentence left my mouth, and if it could be taken innocently then it wasn’t.  By either of us.  There was a silence afterwards in which the full, sinful interpretation of my words flourished.

“It wouldn’t be right,” he replied, and it caught me off guard.  Not, ‘no,’ but ‘it wouldn’t be right.’  There was wriggle-room there, I thought.

“Right or wrong, I have to stay awake.”  I feigned making my eyelids droop.

“Lacey!  Don’t joke about with that,” he said.  “This is serious.”

“I’m being serious.  You’ve got to keep me awake, Mr. Crawford.  I can think of a few ways.”

He tried not to look at my suggestive grin, staring into the fire instead and pretending that it was very, very interesting.

“What ways?” he said eventually.

Shit, he’d called my bluff.  Where did I go from here?

“Well ...” I started, thinking.  “I know no-one has ever fallen asleep whilst sucking something before.  That could be a start.”

“We’re out of popsicles.”

“Something else then.”

He rolled his lips between his teeth and thought.  I suspected he had already settled on something I could suck on, but he didn’t want to say it.

“We can’t,” he decided, and again I read between the lines.

“We can if you want to.  It’s only wrong if we think it’s wrong.”

“It’s wrong, Lacey, as much as I want it.”

“I knew it,” I beamed.  “I knew it wasn’t just me.”

“You’ve been thinking it too?”

“I’ve been lay awake thinking of it.  Since we almost kissed.”

He chewed the inside of his mouth.  “That was a mistake.”

“The mistake was not going further, Mr. Crawford.  If we’re going to do anything, now’s the time.”

“You think sucking my cock is going to keep you awake?”

There.  He’d said it.

“I think no-one ever fell asleep doing that,” I said confidently.

He hummed and stared again at the fire.

“How about this,” I said, sitting up.  “I’ll start, and you just stop me whenever you want.”

“How does that work?”

“Like this,” I said, and I put my head on his lap.  “Okay so far?”

He rested his hand on my arm.  “Okay so far.”

There was a moment’s quiet.

“No falling asleep,” he said, looking down on me.

“That’s the last thing I want to do right now,” I said, and I lifted my head and turned to face his crotch.

I started to bite at the fabric of his pants, moving closer to the bulge that I could see growing beneath.  It stretched out towards me, as though it was vying to make contact.

“Still okay?” I asked.

He nodded, looking down intently.

“You tell me if you want me to stop,” I said, and I started to pull at the waist of his pants.

He lifted his ass off the seat to help me and then slid down.  His boxer-shorts hugged tight to his legs like thermals.  You could make out everything beneath, and I mean everything.

Still, he didn’t make a sound, save for big breath that he seemed to hold as I hovered my face directly above the thick cylinder beneath the fabric of his underwear.

I started to kiss along his length and I could feel the pulse in his cock as my lips pressed around him.  I felt my heart start to race with him and my pussy became damp.

“Still okay ...?”

He stroked my hair.  “More than okay.”

I started to slide his boxer-shorts down and Mr. Crawford moved his thick cable-knit sweater aside.  He took it off completely so he could get a good view, removing his t-shirt with it.

I watched the hair become thicker as I downed his underwear.  He lifted his ass off the seat again and helped me down his underwear.  I tried not to gasp as his big, delicious, forbidden cock leapt from his underwear and slapped back against his stomach.

He sat back in position and put his hand on my head again.  I stared down at the lightning-like veins that breathed life into his mature cock.  It looked so delicious, and it was devilishly jarring to know who it belonged to.

“Still okay,” he said.

I breathed deep, looking down on his cock and knowing this was it.  It was the culmination of all our glances and forbidden thoughts.

I rubbed my hand along him and then gripped around the hilt, standing him upright and marveling at his prowess.

“That’s some cock,” I hushed.

I kissed the head softly, just with my lips at first as though I was greeting it.  The urge to do more was strong.  The next time I kissed it I gave him a hint of tongue—just enough to get him even more excited.

I felt his body go tense and he hissed a breath.  The next kiss my mouth opened more, and I pushed my lips slowly over the smooth crown until I had several inches of him in my mouth.

“Oh, Lacey,” he groaned, pushing into me.

I started to work my mouth over him, pressing down and keeping my lips tight to his shaft.  I got filled by his cock.  It felt so surreal to have a part of him—a part of Mr. Crawford—in my mouth like that.  I could really sense his arousal against me.  It was like sucking on rock.

I had such a yearning to put him inside me, but Mr. Crawford was thinking of something a little more unconventional than I was.

I didn’t know it yet, but the more I covered his cock in my spit the more I was getting it ready to penetrate my virgin asshole.

He let me suck on him for a long time.  I didn’t quite know how to transition from here, so I just kept on treating his cock to my mouth until it was dripping with my spit.  I followed the trail of my saliva all the way down to his balls, sucking them into my mouth and listening to the appreciative moan from above.

“That’s it, Lacey.  Treat my cock.”

His hand started to move down to my ass, and he rubbed on the smooth thermal pants that I wore.  It wasn’t long before he’d hooked his fingers down between my legs and started to rub against my hot pussy beyond.

“You’ve got something there for me, haven’t you?” he asked.

I hummed on his cock, sending the vibrations shivering down into his balls.

“Something for your boss, huh?”

I popped my mouth off him.  “I do, Mr. Crawford.  Anything you want.”

I didn’t realize how open-ended that statement was.

“Take off your top,” he told me.

I slid off his lap and stood up in front of him.  He sat there looking commanding.  His big cock sat up against his stomach, wet and intimidating.

He watched me closely as I lifted my sweater, revealing my bra beneath.  Mr. Crawford took up his cock and jerked it whilst I found the clasp and opened it.

I felt gravity claim my tits as I slid the bra forwards off my arms.  He wasn’t shy about looking.  He stared at my big, round nipples and the big tits they sat upon, then he stood up and pushed them together, moving his face to them.

I gave a heady sigh as I felt his stubbled kisses all over my breasts.  He bit gently at my nipples, and they flared up in response.  My whole body was charged for him.  My nipples were taut and inviting; my pussy was wet and swollen.  The only thing that wasn’t ready for him, was my ass!

Mr. Crawfor’s big hands moved over me, squeezing and exploring me as his tongue danced over my tits.  I stood there, pulling on his cock steadily and keeping him going.

“We need to keep you awake, don’t we?” he said.  “Can’t have you falling asleep.”

“You gotta keep my attention,” I said.

He put his hands around my waist and leaned his shoulder into me so that his head was against my ass.  He squeezed it together and made fists with my flesh, moving my cheeks apart and then close-together again.

“I’ll make sure you don’t fall asleep,” he said, and he started to down my pants.

I bit my lip and watched as he fell to his knees and dragged my pants down.  I stepped each leg up in turn as he pulled the tight fabric from my ankles.

When I was out of my pants, he turned me so that my ass faced him.  I kept looking back over my shoulder, nervous as to his intentions.  A girl can really feel self-conscious about a guy staring into her ass, but I knew everything looked pretty good back there, so that helped.

“That’s perfect,” he hushed.  That helped even more.

He filled me with confidence, rubbing at my ass and giving it kisses when he felt it necessary.  I got comfortable with him behind me like that, so much so that when he downed my panties I didn’t even flinch.

I just let him get a good look in between my ass, thinking that his main point-of-focus might be my pussy.

“Time to keep you awake,” he said, and then he thrust his tongue right against my asshole.

I gasped in shock, but then hummed at how good it felt.  It was like a sudden jolt that you might get when you jump into cool water, before realizing that it actually feels great.

It had the same impact as cool water too, in that my eyes popped right open and any thoughts of falling asleep were stripped from me in an instant.

“Your tongue is in my ass!” I gasped, and it was as though I was double-checking that that was his intention.

Mr. Crawford was old enough to know everything about the female anatomy, but I felt it best to make sure.  I didn’t want this to be some kind of accident, especially now that I was enjoying it so much.

“It’s the only thing I can think of to keep you awake,” he said, his words wet against my flesh.  “But we don’t want you getting too comfortable.”

I didn’t know what he meant until I felt his finger against my hole.  He pushed against the knot of muscle, springing it wide until he was buried to the knuckle.

“Mr. Crawford!” I gasped.

“There you go,” he said.  “You’re awake now, huh?”

He tongued around the digit, and I stood there in the wooden lodge, feeling the heat of the fire at my front and his tongue at my back.

He circled the ring of muscle and sprang his finger through the aperture, coaxing it wider.  I didn’t even realize that was possible, but what I was realizing was that my boss had designs on my ass that extended way beyond a mere finger.

He introduced another finger and I winced at the pain.  He was right: there was no way anyone could drift off to this sensation.

He probed my ass with two fingers while rubbing at my soaked pussy with his thumb.  He hooked that inside too and soon he was toying with both my holes while his tongue wandered around me with wild abandon.

He seemed to worship my toned little ass, rubbing it and moving it and kissing it and biting it.  Between each action he’d probe me a little wider, pushing his fingers deeper and threatening a third that I wasn’t sure I could take.  But Mr. Crawford showed me I could take more.  Much more.

“Ready to stay awake?” he asked, standing.

“Yes!” I gushed, pushing my ass back against him.

The second he took himself out of me I yearned for the return of something inside me.  He came close behind me and set his cock upright so that it lay sandwiched between the cheeks of my ass.  He put his hands under my arms and cupped my tits, then he started to kiss at my neck.  I wriggled my ass on him and moaned, feeling the heat of the open fire on my body.

He pulled away and looked down, guiding his cock towards my tightness.  He pressed against my asshole and found it as malleable as he’d left it.

It started to open over him and my mouth opened with it.  I grunted and growled, breathing deep.  I was desperate to take him, and he was desperate to give it to me.

“Yes!” I burst eventually.  “Fuck my ass!”

“Oh, Lacey,” he cried, pushing deeper.

I winced and cried out with pained pleasure, feeling the stretch but also feeling a deep connection with him as my ass enveloped him.  Past a certain point it was as though I was sucking him inside, and I realized that the worst was over.

Mr. Crawford was attuned to me.  He went slow at first while the muscle got used to being spread wide.  Eventually he started to move his cock through me slowly, pulling back and pressing forwards.

Every time he withdrew, I felt the suck of my air-tight ass around him.  He’d move deep and I’d swallow him right back up again, enveloping him in the void-space beyond.

He fucked my ass, using my tight muscle as a tool to jerk him.  The more he used me the better I felt, and with his cock pounding me steadily I folded my body forwards and let my head hang.

My hair fell forwards, bouncing every time his hips struck my butt.  A ripple of flesh would spring out up my body and I’d feel it jolt all the way up to my tits.  They shook on my chest whenever he didn’t have them in his palms.

I closed my eyes tight and bit my lip, focusing on the sensation of him entering me.  He had more than that of course.  He could see my tight asshole swallowing him up like a damn magic trick.  Something that big had no business being lodged in somewhere so tight.

“Play with your pussy for me,” he urged.  “Come for me.”

I didn’t know how easy that would be, but he slowed his pace so that I could focus on the waves of bliss that radiated out from my clit when I started to strum over it.

Each movement felt huge and the wriggling of his cock in my ass made my levels rise in double-quick time.

He moved slow and steady, passing his cock through me with purpose and giving me words of encouragement to drive me on as my whimpers turned to moans.

“You can do it, baby,” he kept saying.  “I want to feel your ass pinch me as you come.  Come on.  You can do it.  Come for me.  Come for me, Lacey.”

Damn.  Being instructed by my boss like that was perhaps the naughtiest thing I’d ever even heard of, never mind done.

“Come for me,” he kept saying, and I couldn’t deny those smooth words, mixed with the sensations in my ass and at my pussy.

He pumped slowly and I remember feeling like such a slut, but in that debauched moment I lost myself.

My breaths raced so hard that my scalp started to prickle.  It fizzed like electric and my pussy swelled like nothing I’d ever known.  I was so fucking turned on and I just knew that his stiffness in my ass was a big part of that.

“Come, Lacey,” he kept saying, and he started to up his pace as I lost myself.
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