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Becky was excited today. She hadn't told Ken about her surprise, but it was sitting there in the drawer by the bed, waiting for her. Waiting for both of them, really. Ken just didn't know.

"Did you have two coffees this morning?" Ken, her boyfriend, asked her from across the table.

They were out to lunch. Ken didn't work Fridays, and Becky took half-days a lot of the time so they could get their weekends started early. Those weekends would usually start with them meeting out for lunch once Becky was out of work.

"Huh?" Becky paused in munching her salad with its sweet Italian dressing. The light from the window behind her in the restaurant shone partially onto Ken's face, so he had to squint a little unless he leaned back. He did that, running a hand back through his short brown hair and dodging the beam of light trying to attack his eyes.

"You got a lot of energy, babe," he said to her, leaning in his chair. "Damn it, why did we choose this table?"

"I got it." She turned around in her seat, grabbing for the blinds and lowering them down. Her long, brown hair, tumbled down her shoulders, and she made sure it didn't dip into her food. "There," she said, turning back to Ken with a smile under face, making the tiny freckles under her eyes bunch up. The sun was no longer stabbing into his face.

"Thanks, Becks," he said, blowing her a kiss. It had a little mocking tone to it, so she poked his hand with her fork.

"Anyway," she said, "I'm just excited. It's Friday, I'm out of work, I don't have to talk to Marcia until Monday, I'm out here eating lunch with you...plenty of reasons for me to have some pep in my step."

Ken gave her a grin. "I'm flattered."

She returned the grin, and thought, You just wait till later.

The weather was nice, their city on the cusp of fall, so they finished their lunch and went to Eastlake Park. After two years of dating, this was still their favorite place to go, where they'd had their first date, after getting breakfast at a corner cafe across the street from the park. The lake was small, more of a pond really, but it was still fun to just walk around and look at, watching the frogs and the small fish and how big the reeds had gotten before winter came in to cull them. Now both Becky and Ken were twenty-six years old and still loved it just as much.

The day was enjoyable, warm and close between the two of them. A walk in the park, some shopping, dinner with a couple of friends at a new place that had opened up a few weeks back. But her secret stayed in the back of her mind all throughout the day, making her smile when she thought about it even if she was in the middle of sipping her drink or her mouth was full of food. Luckily, it didn't cause her to choke.

Eventually, the day wound its way down, and the sun set as it always did, though sooner each day as winter neared, and Becky and Ken made their way home to the fourth-floor apartment they shared. They had moved in together a little less than a year ago. Becky thought of her surprise as something of a moving-in anniversary present, but maybe that was just an excuse. Either way, it had helped to motivate her to just go for it.

So when they got home and had gotten settled in and she knew she was ready, Becky went to the bedroom and puttered around for a minute. Then...

"Hey, Ken, come back here for a second," she called out from the bedroom. "I need you to reach something in the closet for me."

"One second," he called back to her, and not long after, he walked into the bedroom, heading towards the closet. "What do you need?"

"I lied." She slipped by him and closed the bedroom door for dramatic effect.

He turned back to her. "Oh, it's like that, huh?"

Ken took a step forward, grabbing her and pulling her into his arms. "You're trapped in here with me, you know."

"Oh, no," she giggled, and then she kissed him, touching his lips in a familiar embrace. Their Fridays together often ended in sex, so surely Ken hadn't been surprised at Becky coming onto him. 

But she had a little more in store for him today.

They moved to the bed, kissing, their hands groping each other and pulling clothes off. Becky's big tits were practically bursting out of her bra when Ken pulled her shirt off, and as he pushed her down onto the bed, he looked down to admire the ample size of her chest, her breasts swelling over the cups of the bra.

He reached down with one hand and undid the front clasp, freeing them. Becky moaned as he grabbed one of her tits in each hand, massaging her flesh and teasing at her big, hard nipples. She loved when Ken played with her tits, and the big pair on her chest just begged for attention.

She enjoyed his hands on her body, the two of them helping each other get completely naked. She slipped his shirt over his shoulders, and he managed to throw it off and get his pants off as well in the next couple of seconds, coming back over her with a lean, naked body and a hard cock rubbing against her thigh.

Becky grinned wickedly up at Ken he slipped his hands underneath her ass to grab her panties from the back. They were red, they were made of lace, and they were undeniably sexy. She had worn them on purpose, and she spread her legs to give him a good look.

"I fucking love these," he breathed, his fingers hooked in the rear of the waistband underneath her ass. "I almost don't want to take them off."

"I know," Becky said, and then she snapped her knees shut right below his chin. "But I have to insist that you do."

"Careful with those," he said, rubbing one cheek against her knee, then pulling on her underwear from below. They slipped off her ass, Becky lifting her hips in the air to help him, and then he pulled them up her legs, which she raised in the air. He slowly pulled them up past her thighs and calves, then gently took them off her feet, letting the red panties drop on the bed. Becky spread her legs for him again, showing her trimmed pussy and the spread of her nice, big ass, curving into the bed.

She looked at Ken between her legs, while he did the same to her. She loved seeing him hard, so turned on by her. She knew that he would like what she had in store for him. But she would help both of them get warmed up a little first.

Meeting his eye for as long as she could, Becky gently turned herself over, rolling onto her stomach on the bed so that her legs were spread around him again, but this time, the sexy, plump cheeks of her ass stared him right in the face where he knelt.

"Eat my ass, Ken," she said, wiggling it at him. "I've been dying for a good rimming."

"Fuck," was all he could say, and he immediately lowered himself down on the bed, planting his face between her cheeks. Becky giggled, then moaned as his hot breath rolled across her pussy and asshole, tickling at her. He grabbed her ass with both hands, squeezing her cheeks and pulling them apart, exposing her back door. She pushed up at him, urging him to dive between her cheeks, and was rewarded with the thrilling sensation of his hot, wet tongue dragging itself slowly across her asshole.

"Ohhhh," she moaned, her cheek on the pillow. She reached back and spread her ass cheeks open with both hands, helping him along. The action of spreading her asshole made his tongue feel even better, Ken getting her good and wet before pressing his tongue into her, trying to squeeze his way into her tight back door.

"Fuck, yes," she said, her voice muffled by the pillow. She picked up her hips, putting her ass back into Ken's face, trying to help him get inside. 

She was always too tight for his tongue to force its way inside, though it was fun and satisfying to try. That was as far as they had ever gone with anal. A tongue, or just a finger, but never two, and never beyond that. Ken wasn't pushy about it, but she had seen the way that he looked at her ass, and how much fun he had jamming his tongue up there while playing with her pussy. She knew that he wanted to fuck her in the butt.

She pressed back into his face, feeling the tight ring of her asshole open up a little bit for his tongue, a fraction of an inch finding its way inside to fight against the strong muscles back there. Even that slight invasion, which could hardly be called penetration, felt so good.

Ken's hands left her ass cheeks, leaving her to keep them held open for him while he brought his fingers down to her pussy and rubbed at her there.

"Jesus, you're already so wet," he commented briefly, before plunging his face back down between her ass cheeks and eating her again.

He was right. Getting her ass eaten turned her on so much that Ken's fingers were slipping into her pussy before he had even realized he found her hole. She moaned, this time burying her face in the pillow as her pussy stretched around his fingers and his tongue licked and lapped and probed at her ass. Her muscles tensed, her hips lifting to help him plunge his fingers deep into her pussy, her hands pulling her ass cheeks as far apart as she could, trying to will the ability of his tongue to get inside, but her back door was just too tight, even for the strongest muscle in the human body.

"Keep going," she begged him, and she was already thrusting against his fingers, ramming herself toward the heights of orgasm one step at
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