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I gushed a moan and squeezed at my tits.  I wanted Jayce to see all of me, so as he feasted on my asshole I removed my t-shirt and bra and stood naked in front of him.

Jayce was still clothed, and there was something even more alluring about that than if he were totally nude.  Seeing him in those clothes—Jayce’s familiar clothes—made the fact that his stiff cock was on display even more jarring.

There were so many reminders of who he was to me, and they were all completely blown out of the water by the sight of that glorious, throbbing cock that looked more than ready for round two.

“This is going in your asshole,” he said, and he stroked his finger up the length of it.

I trembled as I imagined it, then I felt his tongue pressing into me even further.  I was stretched wide, and his cock was about to stretch me further.

“Come sit on it,” he said.  “I want the best view.”

Jayce didn’t take any of his clothes off, but as I positioned myself over him, I could feel the strength of his muscled chest beneath.  He was a big man, and I was his tiny in comparison, but I was very stretchable.

I squatted naked over him, pressing my tits to my knees and reaching beneath myself to stand his cock upright and target my asshole with it.

“That’s it,” he said.

I touched the head of his cock to my gape and started to drop.

“That’s it,” he grunted, and by now he could feel the tight grip of me as he pressed inside.

I opened my mouth and closed my eyes.  Jayce’s cock stretched me better than any plug ever had.  I started to quiver with delight as I paid attention to him.  This was it!  A real cock, deep in my asshole.  This is what it was really like.

“Yes!” I whined, but I didn’t stop.

I kept sinking on him, looking down at my pussy and watching his cock disappear beneath it as I felt the stretching pain.

“Good girl,” he kept saying, and he couldn’t take his eyes off the sinful point of contact.

It must have been quite the sight to see the woman you lived with that you considered a friend, suddenly dropping her naked body down on you and having her asshole stretch over your cock.  The turmoil Jayce must have felt was unparalleled, but he didn’t seem to struggle in overcoming it.

“All of it,” he urged.  “Good girl.  Take it all.”

I wanted to so bad.  I would have done anything for him.  I felt his cock search deeper as I sank on it until it was buried so far into my colon that it was almost poking into my stomach.  I squatted down on him and closed my eyes tight, grunting with satisfaction.  I’d done it.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


My Older Friend’s Anal Obsession : Anal Lovers 41

[image: ]




Let me tell you about Duncan.  He and I lived a quiet, wholesome life together after his wife left.  I never saw him with any women afterwards, but I discovered later that he’d had a whole host of women before her.

He was forty-nine and I was nineteen.  We met last year, when I was desperately searching for somewhere to live and he had a spare room.  He needed the rent now that his wife wasn’t giving him her share.

It’s weird to imagine his life before his wife, and so I rarely ever did.  He didn’t talk about it, and I didn’t think to pry, so I just carried on, oblivious, but at nineteen I was sexually adventurous and Duncan’s allure was strong.  Something about an older, confident guy made me think he’d know exactly how to please a woman, and boy was I right.

I discovered how true that was when I was exploring the attic one afternoon while Duncan was out at work, hoping to find some old ice-skates that I was sure I put up there last summer.

I crept cautiously over the boarded beams, keeping my head low to avoid the cobwebs that hung from the rafters and flashing my torch around quickly to target any strange noises.

Having no idea where to begin looking, I started popping open storage containers and peering inside, hoping to find my skates somewhere within but finding nothing but useless old kitchen appliances and long-forgotten cushions and rugs.

The attic seemed to be where things went to die and be forgotten, but I was about to awaken something that was more impactful than any ancient treasure.

An old leather trunk caught my eye and I decided that it was to be the next spot of exploration, despite how off-putting the dusty, belted fasteners were that held it shut.  The box was quite large and looked like it could have been expensive in its day.

When I finally popped it open, I was dismayed to find only a few journals and some old clothes.  I was close to shutting it and placing it back where I’d found it, but some familiar handwriting caught my eye between the open pages of one of the books.

“Duncan?” I whispered, leaning in, and grabbing one of the books.

I flicked quickly through the pages and found reams of handwriting.  Page after page were filled with his words.

“A diary?” I squeaked, excited.

I flashed the torch around the attic and then targeted it at the page, illuminating the faded pages.  The date in the top-left corner was ’10-09-94’ and the passage read as follows.

Daisy, Daisy, Daisy.  Damn!  How did I snare such fine piece of ass?  And when I say ‘fine’ I mean it.  Jeez, I wish I could draw so I could make a sketch of that work-of-art and keep it forever.

I’ve got the memories though!  They’re going nowhere.  She looked so fucking hot in those jeans and when I finally got to rip them off, I felt like a kid at Christmas.

That perfect ass was my undoing!  I’ve been a slave to a hot butt ever since, but Daisy was the first one to slide it right over my cock.  Fuck!!!

“Come inside my ass, Duncan!”  Shit!  I’ll never forget those words, or how tight her ass felt around my dick.  She gripped me like a vice and took it so well.  From now on I’m gonna try that with every woman I meet.

I blinked in the darkness, lost to the pages.  I hadn’t planned on it, but I’d found myself imagining a younger version of Duncan, slipping his lucky cock into the mystery Daisy’s ass.  Gosh, I wonder what that felt like.

I turned over to the next entry from less than a month later.

A red-head!  My first ever!  I’m making quite the collection of babes already.  Bobby said I should make a list, and I felt kind of embarrassed admitting that I’d been journaling instead.  Do people do this?

Anyway, Brianna!  Fuck, she’s got a huge ass.  I thought it’d take a search party to get me out of there!  Instead, all it took was the cum I’d left inside her to ease my exit.  When she put it back in her mouth I couldn’t believe it, but I didn’t want to make a big deal out of it.  Just a shame she wanted to kiss me after!  I think I’ll be seeing Brianna again.

I turned to the next entry and Duncan had indeed met up with Brianna again, this time for a blowjob out in the park that saw him shoot all over her joyous face.  She’d pushed it all into her mouth and they’d carried on their walk like nothing had happened until they found a bird blind and Duncan went down on Brianna.  It was nice to know he gave something back!

For the next hour I sat up there, reading through his many and various exploits until my pussy was sodden in a way it never had been before.

“Chelsea?” came Duncan’s voice from the open hatch, and I realized I’d been up there so long that he’d returned from work already.

He appeared at the top of the ladder, his silhouetted figure looking in my direction.  I pointed the flashlight at him, and he squinted, covering his eyes.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Um, you haven’t seen my old ice-skates, have you?”

“Those?  I threw them away I think,” he said.  “You hungry?”

“You bet!” I chirped, hoping to hide my nervous excitement and reluctant to berate him.  It didn’t seem right to pry so deeply into his private life and then scald him for throwing away my skates.

“Come on down and I’ll fix us something.”

He retreated down the ladder and didn’t seem especially concerned by the sinful diaries that the attic held.  Perhaps he trusted me more than I thought.

I followed soon after, belting up the old trunk and leaving everything as I’d found it.  I took one last look in its direction as I started to descend the ladder.  With each step I could feel my wetness creeping out of me.  I couldn’t believe how soaked I’d become from reading Duncan’s exploits, and I felt shame at being so turned on by them.

All through dinner naughty images of a younger Duncan kept flashing across my mind as we ate.  He talked and I tried to listen, but all I could imagine was him stood behind a Daisy, or a Brianna, pounding his cock into their tight asshole and relishing every second of it.

After dinner I did the dishes as quickly as I could and retreated to my room with thoughts of Duncan still on my mind.

I lay on my bed and stared up at the ceiling where I thought his books lay.  They seemed to call me, like the drums from the board-game in Jumanji.

With my pussy still wet and only one thing on my mind, I slipped my hand down the front of my sweatpants and started to toy with my pussy.

After dinner Duncan regularly took up residence on the sofa and whiled away the hours watching sports.  There seemed to be an unending supply of it, and he was on hand to attempt to consume every morsel.  It afforded me the opportunity to do whatever I wanted upstairs, and that day I had ideas naughtier than any I’d had before.

Duncan’s unrelenting passion for anal had bled into my consciousness and I was starting to wonder what it might feel like to have something go in there.

I swallowed, excited by the thought and nervous to act on it.  One set of fingers circled and jostled my clit slowly, while my other hand took down my sweatpants from the back until they were sitting above my knees.

I put an arm beneath me and sat on it.  First, I just stroked the inside of my cheeks, teasing around the naughty knot of muscle until I felt brave enough to venture towards it.

My finger pressed on the muscle and at first, I didn’t really feel anything.  It wasn’t until I took a fingerful of my pussy juices and spread them across my hole that things really started to get exciting.

Now that my butt was wet my finger could slip over it easier, and I noticed instantly how pleasurable the act was.

My butt was way more sensitive than I’d ever given it credit for, and mixed with the heady pleasure that toying with my clit gave me, I was soon well on my way to climax.

As my breathing deepened I started to get more depraved and adventurous, until soon my finger was battling against the one-way-street that was my asshole.

It pressed right through the muscle, and I gasped.  My eyes spread open as something was awakened inside me, and I pushed the digit deeper into the tight warmth.

Instantly I was enamored by the sensation.  It pushed me immediately over the edge, and I started to whimper and moan on the bed as the biggest climax I’d ever had overcame me.

I felt my ass pinch around my finger as I rubbed the orgasm from my pussy, spreading my juices up and along my folds as I penetrated myself from behind.

If anal was naughty, then solo anal was even naughtier.  After the climax I found that my shame deepened, to the point that I went online to see if anyone else was as naughty as I was.

I was quickly comforted by the depravity I found, and soon the notion of fucking my ass while I masturbated didn’t seem like a big deal, but I didn’t find anyone who did it to thoughts of their older friend.

The next day I was back in the attic, thumbing through Duncan’s adventures and supplanting myself in the female role.  Soon, his past became my fantasy, and I started to imagine how it might feel for something bigger to go in my ass.

Over the course of a few weeks, I ran through the chapters in Duncan’s books without him realizing, and I discovered that they continued well into his relationship with his ex-wife.

It was strange to read about him fucking her ass, but after years of fucking other people’s, it didn’t come as a great surprise that he might like the naughtier kind of sex with his wife too.

The dates in the top left corner of the pages grew closer and closer to the present day, and that’s when I began to wonder if Duncan still wrote his sordid journals.  I decided that I had to find out.

So, when he was out at work again, I went to his bedside dresser and opened the top drawer.  I hit the jackpot immediately.

There, on top of a stack of filled diaries, was Duncan’s most recent musings, and they were mine for the taking.

I got to reading them immediately, flicking straight to the back to see what the freshest bout of naughtiness was that was occupying his mind.  My eyes widened as I devoured the passages.

Fuck, I swear she’s doing it deliberately.  She comes downstairs in the morning in the looses shorts, and I can see her butt jiggle as she makes breakfast.  Why the fuck couldn’t I have an uglier friend and housemate?

Shit, is this normal?  It doesn’t feel normal ... I’m not gonna do anything, of course I’m not, but I’ll be damned if I haven’t imagined what it might feel like to put it there.  Fuck, I’m going to hell!  She’s nineteen!

I set the book back in its place and closed the drawer.  For a few minutes I just sat there, staring off into the corner of the room as I imagined Duncan doing untold things to me.

Quickly I realized that he was never going to be brave enough to make the first move.  Shit, he’d have to be insane to try something on!  But if I put myself out there first and made it abundantly clear that I was just as curious as him ... well that could lead to something, couldn’t it?  I had to try.

Knowing that morning glory was very real I decided to capitalize, especially after reading how horny Duncan was after seeing me in my little shorts at breakfast.

I thought my shorts were just for sleeping in, but it turns out they’re for exciting older men too.  First thing in the morning I took off my panties and put my shorts back on, along with a tight T-shirt and, of course, no bra.

I brushed my teeth and sauntered downstairs under the guise of ‘breakfast’ but truthfully, I wanted to be filled by something other than cereal that morning.

“You’re up early,” Duncan said, sipping his coffee as he stood in his suit-pants and ironed shirt.

“I thought I’d wave you off.”

“I don’t leave for another hour and a half.”

“Then I guess I’ve got plenty of time to warm up my waving arm.”

Duncan laughed, but as I stretched up for the cereal on the top-shelf, his laughter faded.

I knew instantly that he’d be looking at my toned butt as I stood on tiptoes, and I knew too that if he looked from just the right angle, he’d realize I wasn’t wearing panties.

“I can get it,” he said, approaching.

“I’ve got it.”

I took down the cereal box and felt his eyes on me.  I was so excited by what I was attempting that my nipples had stiffened, and they were making it abundantly clear where they sat beneath my thin t-shirt.

Duncan leaned back on the kitchen table and sipped his coffee, looking at me over the top of the cup.

“What?” I asked coyly, smiling.

“Sometimes ...” he began.

“What?”

“Sometimes I can’t believe you live in my house.”

I giggled.  “Why?”

He sighed.  “No reason.”

Duncanturned away, and I thought that I might be losing his attention completely.  I shifted things into overdrive and threw my spoon beneath the table.

“Oops!” I cried, and before he could grab the rogue cutlery, I was on my knees reaching for it.

“What are you doing?” asked Duncan, confused by how I was suddenly underneath a table when I’d been at the kitchen counter seconds before.

“I dropped my spoon,” I strained, and even though I could make a grab for it, I kept pretending I couldn’t.

Duncan was behind me now and staring at my upturned ass that wriggled in front of him like bait on a fishing line.

I had no idea where my shorts had fallen, but I imagined that they’d slipped clean aside, and Duncan was quietly getting stiff to the sight of my snatch and the puckered up, virginal dot that sat above it.

“Do you need a hand?” he asked eventually.

“If you could push me under, I might be able to reach it.”

“Push you?”

“Yeah, like just give me a nudge.  I can almost reach it.”

I don’t think Duncan needed much of an excuse, and in just a few seconds I had him at my back on his hands and knees, his grip on my waist.  He moved me forwards and I angled myself under the table further.

“Jeez, Chelsea,” he said.  “You’ve got no idea what you’re doing to me.”

“I’ve got some idea,” I teased.  “Got it.”

I scooched my ass back towards him, but he hadn’t moved.  I wound up planting my butt right on his face.

“Oh, sorry,” I said, looking back.

I saw Duncan’s closed eyes and the serene look on his face.  He took a deep breath.  “Don’t be sorry.”

“If you wanted to, you could ...” I began.

His eyes opened quickly and looked straight to mine.

“I mean, if you wanted to.”

Duncan didn’t know what I was suggesting, and truthfully, neither did I.  I hoped the ambiguous offer would be enough for him to act, and boy was it!

“I want to,” he said, and he hooked a finger under the frilly fabric that formed the loose crotch of my tiny shorts.

I looked forward, too embarrassed to watch.  My face reddened.  I felt the stubble on his cheek and chin as it pushed into my ass.

“Oh!” I burst, not realizing that this was an option.

Soon I felt his tongue washing over my knot, and I remembered that I’d read about him doing this to ... Gisele, was it?

“Fuck, Chelsea, I’ve wanted to taste you for so long.”

My chin rattled as I took a gasp of air.  Duncan’s tongue circled my ass and then slid down into my pussy, finding it wet.

“Oh, fuck, that’s it,” he said.  I’d never heard him so aroused in all my life.

He swirled his tongue all around my butt and started to open my cheeks with his hands.  He pressed his tongue into the knot, and I realized that my adventurous finger paled in significance when compared to his writhing, wet muscle.

He stabbed into me and gradually the muscle that I thought was tight and borderline impenetrable, slowly started to widen by imperceptible margins.

I felt more and more of his tongue slither into me, and by the time he was ready to introduce a finger, my asshole swallowed it right up.

“Oh, Duncan!” I shrieked.  “I want more than your finger.  Please!  I want you to fuck me like you did all those other women.”

He stopped tonguing me and rubbed my butt instead.

“You read about that?”

“Uh-huh,” I nodded.

“You want to be an entry in my journal?”

“I do,” I whined.  “Please.  Please make me one of your anal girls.”

“Fuck, Chelsea, I’ve dreamed of you saying that.”

“I want it, Duncan.  I want you to be my first.”

“I’m gonna help you,” he said, then he pressed his tongue right back into my ass.

I moaned and rested my cheek against the cool floor of the kitchen as he poked into my butt over and over.

The ring of muscle sucked around his finger as it went inside, and soon he was pressing the tip of another finger into me until I could feel the glorious stretch.
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