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“Justin!” I cried, turning on the bed and covering up quickly.

I winced as I felt the sharpies move further up my ass, but I wasn’t about to slide them out of me with him standing in the doorway.

It was then that I noticed he wasn’t wearing anything.  He was just standing there with a big, hard, delicious-looking cock on display, and the penny dropped.  After staring at it for twenty-minutes, I’d recognize that cock anywhere.

“You—” I began.  “Mister Big?”

“Do you still have the sharpies in your ass?” he asked, stepping into the room.

My face was red, and my heart was pounding.  Looking at his cock on the laptop screen was one thing but having him fully lit in front of me and being able to see his bouncing, throbbing length for real was a completely different story.

“You want to see me come, right?” he asked.

I nodded, holding the duvet across my chest.  For some reason all my coyness had returned, even though he’d seen everything.

“Then watch,” he said, and he sat on the end of the bed, stroking his cock.

I was frozen with excitement as I felt his weight on the mattress, bouncing slowly as he looked down at his cock and started to enjoy himself, just like he’d been doing in the room next door.

“Oh, Carla,” he moaned now, and to hear him say my name like that gave me a thrill like nothing else.

“Come for me, Mister Big,” I whispered, looking at the pleasure etched across his face.

He stopped and looked at me.  “Go doggy for me,” he said.  I guess it was his favorite position.

Tentatively I shifted the duvet down and he caught sight of my bare tits for real.  I turned over and showed my ass, then I put myself on my hands and knees and pointed my filled butt in his direction.

The sharpies were still in there, all three of them.  Justin sucked a breath through his teeth as he saw them.

“I thought it was you pretty early on,” he said.

“And you didn’t stop?”

“Would you have wanted me to?”

I smiled.  “No.”

It was so fucked up, but so true.  I liked what I saw, and I’d never thought before that my housemate could be an object of lust.  I liked other guys so much that I forgot that one was just next door, even if he was off-limits.  If snatching someone from their wife online was sinful enough, then snatching a guy from his wife for real was even hotter.

Justin put his hand out and touched my ass.  He started to squeeze it, and I closed my eyes, hoping that he’d explore me further, but being too shy to say it.

“That’s such a hot fucking ass,” he said, rubbing and squeezing.

The bed continued to rock as he worked his cock, but it was clear that his own orgasm had taken a back seat while he focused on me.

His thumb pinched at my butt and started to move further into the cleavage until I could feel it moving the pens inside me.

“I think we could replace these with something else,” Justin said.
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English gentleman Harris Clarke was out for an early-evening’s stroll with his nineteen-year-old pupil, Alice.

Harris had been enlisted by Alice’s parents to help the wayward younger woman, trying a dose of outdoor therapy in an attempt to rid Alice of her devilish streak.

The pair were strolling through the woodland close to their village, taking in the sights and smells of a beautiful, hot summer before the nights drew darker as winter approached.

Alice wasn’t exactly a typical example of a nineteen-year-old English woman.  She had naughty, rogue-like traits that Harris worked hard to try and iron out of her.

Despite his efforts, Alice still regularly got in trouble with the local police, having exposed herself on several occasions on the village green during a Sunday afternoon’s game of bowls.

It had embarrassed her parents something rotten, and the villagers felt as though Alice was tarnishing the good name of Hartington, where they presided.

A mobile-phone video of a naked Alice sprinting through the sedate game for the elderly had gone viral online, not only for the jarring juxtaposition of such a wild scene at such a slow-paced activity, but also for the fact that Alice was quite the stunner.

She was an athletic blonde with big, round breasts and a shapely butt.  Even Harris had had to double-take when the video was shared with him via WhatsApp.  At first aroused, he soon felt shame at having looked at a woman thirty-years his junior in any kind of sexual way.

Consequently, her parents had asked Harris to spend more time with Alice, right when his wife Julia had decided to do the opposite.  Harris thought it would be difficult to influence the headstrong Alice but felt a duty to her parents and the villagers of Hartington to at least try.

So now they strolled beneath the swaying trees, sheltered in the shade of the lush, verdant branches, with Alice bouncing ahead gaily.

Harris shook his head as she skipped along the dirt path, thudding her sneakers against the dry dirt as she bounced over exposed roots.

She wore a checkered, light-blue dress, and as she bounded along the track her short skirt floated upwards, showing Harris that bare, milky ass that he’d coveted in the viral video before he realized it was hers.

He thought of the comments that came beneath as awful men described the awful ways that they’d take the playful teen and teach her a lesson.

“Come on, Mr. Clarke,” Alice shouted, and it shook Harris from his dark thoughts.  “Keep up!”

Alice turned and skipped, and Harris started to jog after her slowly.  At forty-nine he felt as though he still had it, despite the fact that age was catching up with him.

Alice giggled, her blonde hair bouncing with her as she sauntered through the woodland like she was in an angelic music-video.

The moment was cut abruptly when she stood on her untied laces and stumbled forwards, tripping on an exposed root from an ancient tree.

Harris stopped in his tracks and covered his mouth as he watched Alice scream her way to the dry earth.

Her legs kicked out as her chest hit the path, with her skirt trailing so far upwards that nothing was left to the imagination.

Harris stared, realizing instantly that Alice wasn’t wearing panties.  Alice hadn’t yet remembered that fact, and she was kicking her legs in a playful strop.

“Fuck!” she cried, and Harris raced to her aid with his hiking boots thudding beneath him.

He looked down on her peachy, bare ass and shook his head, kneeling to the floor and pulling Alice’s skirt back down over her butt.

“You’re not wearing panties, Alice,” he huffed before holding out his hand.  “Here.”

Alice took his palm and turned, smirking as she got back to her feet.

“How am I supposed to flash those prudish old men if I’ve got panties on?” she teased.

“You’re not supposed to do that,” said Harris, brushing at the front of Alice’s pretty dress.

Alice stood there pouting while Harris smacked the dust off her top.  He caught her breast accidentally and noticed how freely it moved.  Alice bit her lip and turned slightly red.

“Forget your bra too?” asked Harris, leaning away from her and raising an eyebrow.

“I didn’t forget,” countered Alice.

“Alice, you can’t keep going around with hardly any clothes on.  It’s not how people act.”

“Then I guess I’m not like people,” Alice stropped.  “Why won’t they just let me be, Mr. Clarke.”

Harris sighed.  It was tough to argue with that point.  If Alice’s nature was one of a budding nudist, then who was Harris to ask her to be otherwise?

“You mean this isn’t just a phase?” asked Harris.

“What’s a phase?”

“Flashing people, being coarse and crass, going viral with naked videos of yourself ... it’s just all a bit much, Alice.”

“Then maybe you should stop watching them,” said Alice.

It was Harris’s turn to be embarrassed now.  He didn’t know what to say, shifting his eyes off the path and looking at one of the flowering bluebells that lined it.

“Besides,” said Alice.  “Where’s the fun in life of being normal?”

She skipped ahead and this time she purposefully pushed back her skirt, showing off her ass to Harris who could only click his tongue and shake his head.

Despite his disappointment, he couldn’t possibly ignore the sight that Alice was offering.  Something about her toned, firm butt ignited something inside Harris.  It reminded him of youthful fumblings with English beauties, but that felt like a lifetime away now.

With Julia the most he could hope for was a quick late-night session before bed, in which his wife would work herself to climax with her vibrator while Harris would try his best to get involved, sometimes finishing long after his wife had rolled over and gone to sleep.

Alice’s cherubic ass reminded him of a more fulfilling time, when his conquests cared just as much about his climax as he did theirs.  He wondered if Alice enjoyed the same sexual frivolities as he did in his youth.  He realized he’d lost his virginity around her age and couldn’t help but be curious.

Alice danced like a woodland nymph, meandering through the beautiful forest as though she was at one with it.  That was until a local cat startled her from a bush nearby.

Harris was some way back, but he heard the commotion.  The cat rattled in the undergrowth and let out a defensive hiss and screech that caused Alice to stumble away quickly.

She shrieked, tumbling off the beaten path and submerging herself into a thicket of grass and nettles that sat alongside the track.

“Mr. Clarke!” she burst quickly.

Harris couldn’t believe how careless Alice was.  He ran to her aid, quickly and befell the same fate as his heavy boots hit a stone and he stumbled towards her.

Alice looked positively beaming at the thought of Mr. Clarke falling over on top of her.  The last thing Harris saw before he fell into the pile of nettles was Alice, grinning like the Cheshire Cat that had startled her.

He fell with a thump, trying to keep his body off Alice as she lay up-turned in the thicket, her dress riding above her waist and her pussy exposed.

“Mr. Clarke!” burst Alice, giggling despite the stinging from the nettles beneath her.

Harris felt the same stings all over his bare legs, with the spiked plants even penetrating his thick shorts.

“How compromising,” laughed Alice, draping her hands over Harris and humming.

“Will you quit it?!” he shouted.

Harris got up wearily, dusting himself off and trying not to look at Alice’s, beautiful sex.  By now Alice was well aware that she was on full display, but simply didn’t care.

She lay in the undergrowth, looking up from her bed of nettles and staring dreamily at Harris as he stood silhouetted in front of the evening’s setting sun.

“You’re dreamy, Mr. Clarke, you know that?” asked Alice.

“Get up and help me find a dock leaf,” he said dismissively.

Harris began to search for the medicinal plant that countered the stings of the nettles.

“There should be one close-by,” he mused, brushing aside plants and staring at the floor.

Alice winced as she got up wearily, feeling the burn of the nettles all over her.  She fought against scratching the itch, knowing that it made the pain worse.

“Come help, Alice,” urged Harris.

Alice limped from the flora and joined Harris’s search, scouring the woodland for the plant that might make them feel better.

“Is this one?” Alice asked, scratching at her arm.

Harris looked over at the big, green, leafy plant that Alice had found.

“It is!” he beamed, and he hopped across the path to join her.

Harris bent and snapped off several leaves, handing them to Alice.

“Rub,” he said simply, then he took some for himself.

Harris rubbed the leaves roughly at his legs, finding the cool of them soothing against his burning skin.

Alice did the same, unabashedly lifting her skirt to rub the plant around her sex like it was nothing.

Harris felt a burning itch around his crotch but couldn’t bring himself to be as care-free as Alice and tend to it.  Besides, he’d become quite excited at being pressed on top of her exposed beauty.

“Can you help me rub?” asked Alice, and she turned away from Harris and showed him that delicious ass of hers again.

Harris’s nostrils flared as he studied the perfect curves.  They seemed sculpted by an artist who had a lifetime’s expertise in crafting women.

He noticed the red blotches where the nettles had stung her and realized that perhaps for once, her request was innocent.

Alice knew better, and when Harris came close behind her with his dock-leaf she held her breath, anticipating his touch.

Harris placed the leaf against her naked ass and Alice felt his cool, harsh grip as he began to rub, shaking her ass cheeks open.

“Hmm, that feels good,” mewled Alice, closing her eyes to Harris’s rough touch.

It wasn’t often that he got this close to Alice, but he told himself he was doing a job.  Despite this fact, Harris’s cock continued to stiffen in his pants as he felt Alice’s flesh shake under his command.

Alice felt the leaf search upwards and tickle between her legs.  She yearned for more.

“Keep doing that,” she insisted.  “I think it’s working.”

Harris felt the leaves begin to turn brittle and loose, coming apart in his hands as he continued to rub.  Soon there was more of his fingers touching Alice than there was dock leaf.

“Like that,” she encouraged, feeling his skin on hers.

Harris stroked, allowing himself a moment of naughtiness in which his finger accidentally caressed the soft, wet petals of his eager acquaintance.

He looked at the growing bulge in his pants and felt the sting over it too.  The nettles had breached his shorts and scalded his now-hard cock.

“Can I rub you?” asked Alice, looking back over her shoulder.

She could see in Harris’s serious expression that he was enjoying himself.  His eyelids hung lower and loose, and his jaw was tight as he tried to clench away the excitement.

“Where did it get you?” asked Alice, turning to face him.

She looked down over her big breasts, touching Harris’s strapping chest that sat beneath his white t-shirt.

“On my legs,” Harris said.

Carefully Alice took a dock leaf and crouched to the floor to tend to him.  She rubbed gently and seductively at his hairy legs, targeting the redder areas and moving up above his knee.

Harris looked down at Alice’s blonde hair and how carefully she tended to him.  No-one had shown him this kind of care in a long time.  He found himself stroking her blonde locks, and when he did, Alice looked up and smiled a sparkling smile at him.

“It goes right up under your shorts,” she said.  “I should get there too.”

Alice’s playfulness wasn’t as overt as always, but it was nevertheless there.  She started to unfasten Harris’s belt, and Harris did nothing to stop her.

“It stings,” he winced, then he turned around and scanned the forest.

“We can’t be caught, Mr. Clarke.  We’re not doing anything naughty.  Yet.”

Alice smirked and then opened Harris’s shorts, pulling them down.  She saw instantly that he was stiff beneath his white boxer-shorts, but she opted to ignore that for now and focus on soothing his painful stings.

Alice rubbed the dock-leaf at the top of Harris’s thigh, just beneath the bottom of his boxer-shorts.  Before long she was searching under them.

“You’re covered,” she said.  “That must really hurt.”

Alice felt the wind caress her wetness as it blew beneath her skirt.  The woodland was still and quiet, save for the chirping of birds that were unaware of the unfolding sin on the forest floor below.

Harris just stared.  He thought that if he didn’t speak, he couldn’t be accused of anything, but his inaction was as good as permission to Alice, who eagerly continued to undress him under the guise of caring for him.

“Let me get everywhere,” she said.  “We can’t have you aching, can we?”

She looked up at Harris again briefly before pulling at his boxer shorts.

Harris kept his face turned down on the scene, watching as his big cock burst from his underwear and bounced in front of Alice’s face.

Alice tried to remain professional, focusing on downing Harris’s underwear to his ankles before lifting her head and drinking in what she’d exposed.

His cock looked untouched by the nettles.  It was long and hard, jutting out from his body like an alien being.

Alice could feel her heart rate increase ten-fold as she stared at the forbidden thickness in front of her, salivating at the sight of Harris’s lust-filled veins as the beat blood into his cock.

“Let me soothe it,” hushed Alice, and she wrapped him in a dock leaf and started to tug at him slowly.

Harris swallowed and then closed his eyes as Alice’s tight grip slid over him.  His foreskin moved up and down over the swollen, taut head of his cock.

Alice peeled it downwards until the crown was completely exposed.  It was a deep pink and unblemished.  As she pulled the dock leaf back towards the tip, she noticed a bead of precum announce itself through the small eyelet.

“Oh, Mr. Clarke,” she whispered, thumbing carefully at the pearly liquid.

She rubbed it around the head of his exposed cock, smoothing the liquid against his skin before continuing to tug with the dock leaf.

“You tell me when it feels better,” Alice said gently.

Her chest was turning red with arousal as she tugged.  She felt her breaths become longer and deeper, and her breasts filled the front of her dress as her lungs inflated.

Harris looked down into Alice’s plunging cleavage, knowing that a pair of beautiful tits sat just out of reach beneath.  As she tugged, her breasts rocked against the front of her blue-checkered dress.

“Ooh, that looks like it’s working,” said Alice, putting her face close.

It was as though she was waiting for Harris to protest, but he remained stoic and calm.  He wanted more from Alice, but he couldn’t bring himself to say it.

Finally, Alice went farther than she ever thought she might, letting the head of Mr. Clarke’s cock touch her lips first of all before opening her mouth over him when he didn’t say anything.

Harris moaned and put his hand on Alice’s head, moving her further onto him to finally let her know how much he was enjoying her touch.

Alice took the touch as permission and drove his cock as deep as she could, discarding the leaf to the woodland floor now that it was unnecessary.

Instead, she soothed Harris with her warm, wet mouth, flicking her tongue up along the underside of his stiffness as she drove it in and out of herself.

She pushed as deep as she could and started to tickle at Harris’s heavy bally, relishing how his heady, masculine moans turned the still forest into prelude of sin.

Alice popped her lips off him and looked up at Harris, taking his cock in her fist and beating it purposefully.

Finally, Harris smiled, and it caused Alice to give an open-mouthed smile back before throwing her mouth back over him and sucking him in.

She squeezed him and tasted the sweet precum that his cock gave up, rolling it around her mouth and changing the texture to something more sticky and slippery.

Alice started to rub under her dress, feeling her pussy begin to drip as her arousal soared higher than any kind of excitement she’d ever known.  This was the most forbidden kind of fun she could think of, and that was exactly the realm in which Alice got off the most.

Eventually she got to her feet and turned away from Harris, lifting her dress and pulling it upwards so that it rested over the middle of her back when she bent over.

Harris shook his head at the tempting sight, admiring the beautiful way Alice’s curvy butt-cheeks met.  Below he saw the sinful dot of her virginal asshole and just the hint of her creamy cum beneath it as it eased from her sex.

“Fuck me, Mr. Clarke,” she insisted, looking back with a pleading, fawning expression.

Harris stepped forwards and let his cock rub along Alice’s folds.  She gasped instantly, awakened by the sinful collision of their flesh.  She reached under herself and used her fingers to press Mr. Clarke’s cock against her sodden sex.

Harris started to buck against her, simulating sex by sliding with Alice’s pussy on one side and her fingers on the other.

“Fuck me,” urged Alice again.  “I want to feel it.”

Harris withdrew further than he had yet, and his cock rose up slightly and settled at the wettest part of Alice.  He pushed forwards and felt the resistance of her virginal pussy.

Alice closed her eyes tight and then took a step backwards, feeling her muscle spread over Mr. Clarke’s impossibly stiff cock.

Harris felt her begin to sheath him in her tight wetness and soon he was docked all the way inside, with Alice’s delicious asshole winking up at him.

He rubbed her bare ass and gave it a slap.  The crack rang out in the woodland and Harris looked around again, checking that no more viral videos were being made of his playful subject.

“You feel so good, Mr. Clarke,” moaned Alice.  “Fuck me like you fuck your wife.”

Harris’s cock twitched at the suggestion of his wife.  He was trying his best to forget that he was married.  He was trying his best to forget himself completely.

As punishment he drove deep into Alice and then started to fuck her hard, pulling her back against his advancing cock so that his hips clapped against her butt when he thrust forwards.

Alice’s tits shook in her dress, her stiff nipples grazing against the soft fabric inside.  Soon Harris’s hands were on them, and he was squeezing roughly, unbuttoning the front of Alice’s dress so that he could get inside.  Alice moaned when Harris’s shovel-like hands cupped over her tits and squeezed, pinching towards the nipples as he continued to drive his cock through her.

He marveled at how wet Alice’s pussy was, and how it was continually able to give it up and drape his cock in its juices over and over.

At one point Harris withdrew too far, and with his cock out of her Alice spun quickly and gobbled it up in her mouth, eager to taste herself.

She sucked the juices off Mr. Clarke, relishing how good she tasted.  As she batted her lashes up at him, she thought of something even more sinful than the devilish act that they were doing.

“I want you to fuck my arse,” she said, taking Harris’s cock from her mouth and bouncing it off her lips.

Harris’s eyes spread wide as he watched Alice smack her face with his cock.

“That’s going to hurt,” he said, addressing Alice for the first time since the encounter began.

“I know,” Alice said.  “I want to be hurt by you.”

“You think you can take me?” asked Harris, squeezing the hilt of his cock so that it flared up.

“I don’t know, which is exactly why I want to try.”

Harris couldn’t believe what Alice had said.

Alice wasn’t taking her time though, and she returned to her former position, only this time she spat on her fingers and rubbed them back on her asshole.

Harris watched in awe as Alice’s dainty fingers rubbed over her tiny knot, probing just a little way inside before she went back to her mouth to collect more saliva.

Alice looked back, smirking at her bewildered older friend as he stared dumbstruck at the naughty act.

“You’re something, Alice, you know that?  You’re going to get me in trouble.”

“Fuck me in the arse and I won’t say a word,” challenged Alice.

Harris looked again at the little dot, marrying the head of his cock up to it and wondering how the union might be possible.

“Fuck my arse,” dared Alice, filling the serene evening with her crass wishes.

Harris pushed and Alice stumbled forwards.  She reached back to Mr. Clarke for stability, and Harris grabbed her at the hips and kept her still.

He watched as his cock began to ease inside Alice, almost imperceptibly at first.  The head of his cock began to burrow, and Alice was overtly aware of what it was doing to her.

“That’s it!” she strained, feeling her sphincter inch wider.

Gradually it opened over Harris, and he began to go deeper into her colon, filling up Alice in a way that she’d never dreamed of being filled before.

She rubbed at her vacant pussy for comfort, stroking around her empty hole before searching upwards for the point where Mr. Clarke’s shaft met her aching ring.

“It’s going deep, Alice,” hushed Harris, feeling the tight grip of her butt around him.

Her muscle was like a vice enveloping his cock, and Harris found it curious how his length just seemed to disappear into the younger woman, with no trace of an asshole left behind now that his girth had filled it.

“Yes!” burst Alice, realizing that she’d taken everything Harris had to offer when she felt his pubic hair against her curvy butt.

Harris rubbed around her round ass and then withdrew a short way, pushing deep and lengthening his withdrawal each time before beginning to fuck Alice’s ass like it was her pussy.

Alice ached and moaned, and the more she writhed in discomfort, the more Harris pounded into her.

Eventually Alice’s tight ring became accustomed to the battering and soon Alice was focusing on how Mr. Clarke’s cock stimulated her pussy from the sinful chamber beyond.

It was a new kind of fucking for Alice and that alone gave her a heady sense of accomplishment that was only multiplied when she started to finger at her engorged clitoris.

Harris was in how own world of pleasure, closing his eyes and focusing on the warm, tight grip of Alice’s colon as it slid down over his cock again and again.

Alice started to wriggle, holding her breath as she strummed quickly over the excitable pearl at the top of her pussy.

The muscles within her flexed and tightened, and the squeeze wasn’t lost on Harris.  He fucked into it, forcing the closing muscle wider in defiance.

“Mr. Clarke!” moaned Alice.  “Mr. Clarke, I’m going to come!”

Harris hadn’t even noticed that Alice’s racing breaths and louder moans were signifying her excitement.  He thought he was sodomizing her in an act of discomfort, but his debauched partner had managed to squeeze all the pleasure from the crass act that she could.  It was perfectly in-keeping with Alice’s beliefs.

“Come with me,” insisted Alice, gasping.

She fought to hold back the looming climax that tingled and swirled inside her, waiting for Harris to catch up.

Harris pounded harder, gripping so hard at Alice’s hips that his fingers made white marks in her dainty, milky skin.

He drove his cock through her over and over, swinging his weighty balls against her sodden snatch until they started to suck up close to the hilt and yearn to deliver their payload.

“I’m going to come, Alice,” strained Harris, closing his eyes tight and moaning.  “Oh, Alice, I’m going to come!”

“Shoot it, Mr. Clarke!” whined Alice, letting go of the orgasm she was holding.  “Shoot it in my fucking arse!”

The forest became a chorus of sin, with Alice yearning to feel Harris’s hot cock exploding in her butt.

Harris felt the surge as his cock became loaded with cum, then the next throb delivered his deposit.

Alice moaned, and when she felt Mr. Clark’s thrusts wane, she decided to grab the baton and carry on to the finish line.  She bounced back against him, jerking the cum from his cock with her sphincter as her vision swirled with colors.

“Fill me with cum, Mr. Clarke!” she whined, shivering as her pussy leaked out her climax.

Her body writhed and convulsed, gripped by Harris who was thrashing his head around as he let his climax consume him.

The texture around his cock turned slippery and it slipped easily through Alice’s smashed hoop now, lubricated by his seed.

Alice had noticed it too.  She bit her lip and looked back at Mr. Clarke as he continued to fill her, and she came alongside him.

Harris locked eyes, feeling the intensity between them blossom.  In that brief moment they were lovers and nothing less.

Harris pushed deep, keen to see the daring expression of Alice change.  He scrunched his nose in satisfaction as he saw her wince in discomfort when he pushed his cock deep and let off his final ropes.

“My arse is full,” announced Alice, touching around it with her fingers and feeling the stickiness leaking from her.

Harris gave her ass a playful spank and felt her sphincter pinch him free quickly.  He slipped from her and Alice automatically moved her hand back to her ass to stop the escaping cum.

She rubbed the seed back up against her gasping hole.  In a few seconds it had winked itself shut, leaving Alice to circle it with her cum-soaked fingers.

Harris looked down on her fingers as she probed herself once or twice before standing up and turning to face him.

He didn’t know what to say, but for the moment Alice didn’t want to speak.  She brought her cum-covered fingers to her face and made a show of eagerly licking Harris’s seed off her fingers.

When she saw Mr. Clarke’s pupils fatten in arousal, she knew what she could do next to shock him even more.

Alice dropped to her knees and took his cock, examining the slick ass-cum that covered it before opening her mouth over the tip and tasting the salted-caramel-goodness.

She drove him deep and hummed at the moans that escaped him.  Harris held her head again, letting Alice perform some dirty aftercare.
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