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Brittney sat on her knees, tugging at Hamish’s cock and making herself even wetter. Her pussy was soaked with juices, but it didn’t seem proper to take Mr. Langston there after all she’d heard.  She wanted him just like the woman in the book was getting it: in her ass.

Brittney took her hands off his cock and used her mouth only.  She started to rock over him, enjoying the sensation of his cock hanging between her lips.  With her hands free she pulled back her panties.

Hamish couldn’t see a thing, but he wished he could.  When Brittney’s fingers moved to her pussy and then went round the back and between the cheeks of her ass, he just had to know what she was doing.

“What’s going on there?” he asked, nodding at her butt when Brittney looked at him.

She unsheathed his cock from her lips and told him plainly.

“I’m finger-fucking my ass to get it big enough for your cock.”

“Oh,” was all Hamish could say to that.

Brittney put him back in her mouth like it was all normal, continuing to move the juices of her pussy to her ass and push them inside.

Soon her aching, virginal hole was smothered in the cum from her pussy.  She’d pushed some inside it too, feeling the tight hoop of muscle widen as she probed it over and over.  It wasn’t big enough to take a cock, but it was bigger than it had been.

“I think I might be ready for you,” Brittney said, standing up.

Mr. Langston pulled his shorts and underwear down, stepping on his sneakers and taking everything off at once.  His T-shirt was soon removed too and before long he was standing in front of Brittney, naked and powerful.

Brittney surveyed him.  The hair on his chest was magical.  Few guys her age had that.  Another thing guys her age lacked was the confidence that older guys just had.  Hamish knew he was going to fuck Brittney, as much as he knew how wrong it was too.

“Take your bra off,” he said, nodding.  He’d be a fool to miss out on seeing those.

Brittney unclasped the sports bra at the front, and it burst open, revealing the big, ripe tits that the garment had been pinning back.  They were bigger than Hamish knew.

“Good girl,” he said, pushing the top open and cupping Brittney’s breasts.

His thumbs smoothed over the nipples, and they turned taut.  Brittney was easy to excite.

“They’ve woken up for you,” she said, looking down at them.

Hamish swept up her tits and moved his face to them.  He sucked at the nipples and bit them roughly as Brittney giggled.

“Fuck, that’s nice,” she said.

Hamish wanted to thrust his cock into Brittney and snatch the virginity from her, but he didn’t think that proper.  He wanted to at least toy with the notion that he was warming her up.  Brittney didn’t want that though.  She had the impatience of youth.

She turned away from Hamish’s mouth and pushed her ass out, using the desk for leverage.

“Right there,” she said.
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Brittney Halliday wasn’t anticipating doing anything crazy that day.  She sat at the breakfast bar at the Langston’s house.  They’d very generously taken her in after her tough start to adulthood, but the Langston’s could afford it.

Brittney never asked too many questions about Mr. Langston’s narration work, but not due to any real reasons.  It hadn’t been the request of Mr. Langston or an insistence from his wife, it was simply something that Brittney had never really thought to question.  As far as she was concerned, he had a job and it paid well, and she didn’t need to know anything more than that.

Brittney pouted and looked out of the open double doors.  The curtains beside them wafted in the summer’s breeze.  A large expanse of green grass sat perfectly trimmed, with a gravel path leading to Mr. Langston’s studio at the top of the garden.  She huffed and looked at him as he sat inside.

Brittney was at a loose end for what to do that day.  Her friends had cancelled on her at the last minute, and she felt as though she was wasting the summer, sitting inside.

She watched Mr. Langston perform in the studio, talking animatedly into the microphone.  His lips moved and sometimes it even looked like he was shouting, but Brittney couldn’t hear a thing.  The sound-proof garden office had been built to spec.

Idly Brittney picked up her phone and began to flick through it.  She glanced at how erratically Mr. Langston read the pages, bringing to life whatever story it was that he was narrating.

Out of curiosity, Brittney did something she’d never done before.  She googled Mr. Langston’s full name.

Brittney stared at the results in mild confusion.  She scrolled down the titles of romance books and frowned, looking out at the strait-laced Mr. Langston and then double-checking she’d spelled his name right.

“Hamish Langston reads romance?” she asked herself, sliding the scroll bar further and marveling at just how many books the unassuming deviant had narrated.

“Wow!” Brittney burst as she saw a title that stood out.  “Butt virgins?”

Brittney bit her lip and checked the name of the narrator.  It matched.

“You dirty devil,” Brittney smirked, and out of curiosity she opened the title.

It was firmly in the erotica camp.  The woman on the front wore very few clothes, and the description of the book spoke of her first time with an older man.

Brittney bit her lip and shook her head, looking out at Mr. Langston in a whole new light now.

He was oblivious of course.  Hamish was completely engrossed in the story he narrated now, making hand-movements that, to the untrained eye, would add nothing to the final production.

Brittney spied a button on the webpage that said ‘Sample’ and she clicked it, needing one last check before she could deduce that the books were truly read by Mr. Langston.

She startled as his familiar voice filled the room, narrating the title that she’d selected.  She turned down the volume and listened intently.

‘David had always had the hots for Justine but knew he could never really hope to achieve his deepest desires of fucking her.  She was his friend’s daughter, and off-limits.  Or so he thought.’

Brittney swallowed and damn-near choked on her spit.  She looked out at the handsome forty-something again and tried to marry it all together.  It was a revelation that hit her hard.

“Mr. Langston reads porn,” she said aloud, as though it would help it all sink in.  “Mr. Langston.  Reads.  Porn.”

Brittney looked at the title again and hovered her thumb over the purchase button.  She couldn’t bring herself to do it, deciding that the outcome wouldn’t be a positive one.

Brittney went out into the garden and felt the sun’s warmth on her skin.  She wore a sports bra and her jean shorts.  It was too hot for anything else.  She could feel the cool tendrils of grass against her bare feet.

At first, she pretended to just walk around, but steadily she got closer to the recording booth.  Mr. Langston was oblivious to her approach, to the point that Brittney made it all the way to the window without him turning around.

She put her ear to the glass, but could only hear a faint humming sound, as though she was listening through water.

She pulled back and looked at Mr. Langston as he made a gesture of running his hands down an hour-glass figure and then thrust his hips forwards as he read.

Brittney was transfixed.  Now she knew that Mr. Langston sometimes read naughty books, she started to imagine that he was doing just that, only a few meters away from her.

She could feel herself becoming wet at the thought and then blushed.  Hamish was in his forties, and he wasn’t supposed to be turning her on like this.  Brittney’s friends had the hots for him, but that didn’t mean Brittney could.  It wouldn’t be right.

She moved away from the glass, feeling silly that she’d ever considered something so crazy, but before she could depart completely, she spotted something else about Mr. Langston that made her freeze.

In the front of his shorts was a big, thick bulge.  He was very clearly aroused.  As he spoke, he touched himself, pulling uncomfortably at the protrusion.  Brittney figured he must be reading something erotic right at that moment.

“You naughty boy,” she hushed, but she couldn’t take her eyes away.

She was just as naughty as Hamish, if not naughtier.  She watched him embody the book, delivering the lines like he was part of it.  Brittney had never been more curious.

She knocked hard on the glass and he turned around slowly, still talking towards his microphone.

He startled and put his hand on his chest, saying something inaudible to Brittney who was still looking at his stiff cock that pressed into the front of his shorts.

Hamish unlocked the door and put his head outside.  “Everything okay?” he asked.

“What are you reading?” Brittney asked.

“A book.  It’s for a client.”

“What kind of book?”

“Why do you ask?”

“I’ve been looking online, you see ...” Brittney said, and she wanted Mr. Langston to fill in the blanks.

“And?”

“And I think I found you on there.”

Hamish breathed deep as though he’d been caught after a long chase.  He shrugged.

“It’s what I do,” he said.  “It keeps a roof over our heads.”

It was quite the roof.  Brittney had taken it all for granted, but now she knew where it came from.  She figured Mr. Langston must be very good at it.

“Can I listen in?” she asked.

Hamish looked uncomfortable.

“Just for a minute.  Please?  I don’t have anything else to do.  Chelsea and Tobin canceled on me.”

“You don’t want to listen to an old man working, surely?” Hamish asked.  “On a hot day like this ...?”

Brittney’s eyes shifted.  “I do,” she said.  “I never took an interest before.”

“And suddenly you’re interested, now that you know what I do?”

She nodded.  “Yeah.  What’s wrong with that?”

“Nothing, it’s just that I’ve been doing this since you moved in and you never questioned it.”

“Better late than never, right?”

“I suppose,” Hamish said cautiously.  “Come in.”

He opened the door wider, and Brittney walked through it, picking up the woody scent from inside the studio.  It was clinically clean.  Hamish closed the door.

“You know it’s kind of a load off my mind now that you know.  Cathy and I spoke about it a lot.  If you ever asked, I’d tell you, but we agreed we’d never go out of our way to mention anything.”

“Are you embarrassed?”

“No,” Hamish said.  “Far from it.  I’m proud of what this job has given us.  We worried you might be embarrassed though.  Better you find out than your friends, right?”

“They won’t be informed,” Brittney laughed.  “Can I sit in on a reading?”

“Yeah, but no noise though,” Hamish said.  “I don’t want to have to spend longer in the edit.”

“You edit them too?”

“Oh yeah,” he said.  “My client receives them good to go.  It’s a big part of the job.”

“And here’s me thinking you just said naughty words into a microphone.”

“It’s a little more complex than that, Brittney.”

“So, show me,” she said, and she sat on a stool and put her hands on her knees.

Hamish cleared his throat and put his mouth close to the microphone.  He looked at his tablet that was perched on a stand, like a conductor might have before starting his performance.

Brittney sat excited in the silence.  There was so much unknown, and it was all about to be revealed to her.  She didn’t quite know what to expect.

Hamish started speaking and his voice filled the room.  Brittney could feel it in her chest, and it felt like she could feel it between her legs too.  It was smooth and smoky, like warm caramel.

“But he never once imagined he might find himself here: staring at the beautiful sight of her pussy as it sat splayed before him, aching and wet.”

Brittney gulped so loudly she feared it might interrupt the recording.  Hamish glanced over but carried on reading.

“He wasn’t going there though.  That was too predictable.  He only wanted to go in one place, and he wasn’t sure if she could handle it.  He looked at her beautiful face as she stared smokily at him, enjoying him watching.

“‘Are you gonna just look, or do you want to taste?’ she asked.

“‘I want to fuck,’ Blake said. ‘Your ass.  I want to fuck your ass.’  Her eyes spread wide at the admission and Hamish—”

“It’s anal?!” Brittney interjected.

Hamish’s mouth opened to say the next line and then he stopped.

“Is that a problem?” he asked.

“You read anal porn?”

“What’s the difference?  Is it more embarrassing now?”

“No, it’s just ...”

“You know what, maybe this was a bad idea.”

Hamish started to move to the door, but Brittney was quick to protest.

“No!  I’ll be quiet.  Fuck, it’s just ... wow.  I’ve never heard anyone talk about ass-fucking before.”

Hamish’s nostrils flared.  He wanted to scald Brittney for swearing, but felt as though it wasn’t his place to.

“Just be quiet, can you?” he asked, and he returned to his microphone.

Brittney took a breath and closed her eyes, fighting against the turmoil of emotions that mixed inside her.

Hamish’s caramel voice read the words and Brittney was overcome.  She listened as he described the protagonist’s foray into anal sex with a younger woman, acutely detailing her pained expression as she took a hard cock in her ass for the first time.

Brittney’s mind started to wonder.  She was intrigued by anal, that was for sure.  She didn’t see the merits of it but listening to Mr. Langston describe it made it easier to stomach.

She could see Mr. Langston’s stiff cock sitting in his shorts as he came to the finale of the scene, where hot cum got blasted up inside the younger woman’s ass.

Brittney could feel her pussy leaking at the thought.  By the time Mr. Langston read the words ‘the end,’ she was practically soaked.

“And it’s as easy as that,” Hamish said.  “Another one in the bag.”

He stopped recording himself and turned to Brittney.  “What did you think?”

“I like the bit where the cock went in the ass,” Brittney teased.

Hamish laughed.  “Yeah, they’re not exactly great literary works, but each to their own.”

“Oh, I’m not judging them,” Brittney said.  “Just putting myself in her place.”

It was Hamish’s turn to be embarrassed.  He didn’t quite know what to say to that.

“Audio definitely helps to put you in the scene,” he said.  “It’s all harmless too, isn’t it?”

“I suppose,” Brittney said.  “But it gives you ideas, doesn’t it?”

“It can.

“Do you and Cathy ...”

“Oh, no,” Hamish said.  “No.  Well ... no, not really.”

“You do, don’t you?!” Brittney asked, excited.  “You do this with her?”

“No,” Hamish said.  “In fact, she won’t let me put anything—”

He stopped short of finishing the sentence.  Hamish sometimes confused Brittney with other adults.  He forgot that he had responsibilities.

“She won’t let you put anything in her ass,” Brittney said, staring.  “That’s what you were going to say, isn’t it?”

“Brittney ...”

“It was, wasn’t it!  Ha-ha!  Cathy is such a prude.”

“It’s not prudish,” Hamish corrected.  “Anal sex isn’t for anyone.”

“I’d do it,” Brittney said proudly, not realizing what she was agreeing to.  Nothing had ever been in her ass before either.

“It’s not as easy as the book makes out, Brittney.  You need patience and lots of lube.”

“Patience I’ve got,” Brittney said.  “All my friends bailed on me.”

Hamish tapped at his tablet and then moved to his laptop on the desk, opening the audio and surveying the waves of sound on the screen.

“So, then it’s just the lube,” Brittney continued, determined to get his full attention.

Hamish looked at Brittney as she spat into her hand.

“Will this do?” she asked.

“Brittney!” Hamish cried.  “What the hell are you doing?”

“No good?” she asked.  “I just thought I’d seen people use that.”

“This is no place to be doing that,” Hamish said.

“It’s soundproofed, isn’t it?  This is the perfect place to be doing that.”

“It’s where I work!”

“So, you’ve never jerked off in here?”

“Brittney!”

“That sounds like a yes!”

“I’d get up to all sorts in here,” Brittney said.  “There’s wi-fi down here too, huh?  It’s like a private little booth of sin.”

“I just narrate in here,” Hamish said.  “Nothing more.”

“Shame,” Brittney said, standing up.  “A girl could get her ass fucked in here and no-one would be able to hear her scream.”

“Technically,” Hamish said.  He didn’t want to miss an opportunity to applaud the craftsmanship of his soundproofed booth.

“Fuck my as, Mr. Langston!” Brittney cried.

Hamish’s eyes bulged.

“Fuck me and come in my ass!” she yelled again, looking at Hamish with a grin.

He rushed forwards and put his hand over her mouth.

“Brittney!”

Slowly he took it away, looking deep into her eyes with a look of petrified anger.

“You said it was soundproofed,” she said, smirking.

“It is!”

“Oh, so you don’t want to hear me say it,” she said.  “Why?  Does it turn you on?”

“Brittney ...”

“What?  That book turned you on, I could see it.”

She nodded to Hamish’s shorts.  Hamish looked down, then he looked back to his blonde-haired lodger, wondering where the hell the real Brittney was.

“It’s a byproduct,” he said.

“My panties are soaked.  Is that a byproduct?”

Hamish’s cock twitched.  “It is,” he said.

“You made my panties wet, just by talking,” Brittney said.  “You should be proud of that, Mr. Langston.”

“I am,” he said.  “My voice has made a lot of people very happy.”

“Your tongue too,” Brittney said.  “Gosh, it’s hot in here, isn’t it?”

She took off her jean shorts and stepped out of them whilst Hamish watched from the other side of the room.  He looked over her into the garden, checking that no one was around.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Keeping cool,” Brittney said, then she leaned towards the desk and stared at the laptop.  “What’s this?”

“Those are the soundwaves I just made,” Hamish said, trying desperately not to look at the youthful curves of the nineteen-year-old’s body.

He shook his head in disbelief.  Brittney’s lacy panties covered her butt, leaving just enough to the imagination, and Hamish did imagine.

“Funny isn’t it?” Brittney said, running her nail along the line on the screen.  “This wavy thing here is capable of exciting people to the point of orgasm.”

“I think it might have some help,” Hamish said.

“Like what?”

He shrugged.  “Vibrator?  Hand?  Mouth?”

“Mouth,” Brittney said.  “That’d be something, wouldn’t it?”

She pressed the play button and then scrolled forwards on the file to a naughtier part of the story.  Mr. Langston’s voice read the words, but he was free to do what he liked now.

Brittney dropped to her knees and put herself in front of him.  She looked up into his face and bit her lip, then she stared to unfasten his shorts.

“Let’s see if you’re still excited,” she said.

Hamish knew he should have stopped her.  He didn’t of course.  He just watched like a bystander as Brittney fished into his underwear and pulled out his stiff cock.

“You are still excited,” Brittney said, looking along the barrel of Hamish’s forbidden thickness.  She was supposed to be at her friend’s house, but instead she was here, committing the adulterous sin.  She was just getting started.

Hamish was about to tell Brittney that no good would come of this, but when she opened her mouth over the head of his cock, every thought left his mind at once.

Her beautiful lips caressed his thickness and those delicate hands of hers massaged his balls in a way only a woman’s can.  Hamish was putty in her hands.

Brittney sat on her knees, tugging at Hamish’s cock and making herself even wetter. Her pussy was soaked with juices, but it didn’t seem proper to take Mr. Langston there after all she’d heard.  She wanted him just like the woman in the book was getting it: in her ass.

Brittney took her hands off his cock and used her mouth only.  She started to rock over him, enjoying the sensation of his cock hanging between her lips.  With her hands free she pulled back her panties.

Hamish couldn’t see a thing, but he wished he could.  When Brittney’s fingers moved to her pussy and then went round the back and between the cheeks of her ass, he just had to know what she was doing.

“What’s going on there?” he asked, nodding at her butt when Brittney looked at him.

She unsheathed his cock from her lips and told him plainly.

“I’m finger-fucking my ass to get it big enough for your cock.”

“Oh,” was all Hamish could say to that.

Brittney put him back in her mouth like it was all normal, continuing to move the juices of her pussy to her ass and push them inside.

Soon her aching, virginal hole was smothered in the cum from her pussy.  She’d pushed some inside it too, feeling the tight hoop of muscle widen as she probed it over and over.  It wasn’t big enough to take a cock, but it was bigger than it had been.

“I think I might be ready for you,” Brittney said, standing up.

Mr. Langston pulled his shorts and underwear down, stepping on his sneakers and taking everything off at once.  His T-shirt was soon removed too and before long he was standing in front of Brittney, naked and powerful.

Brittney surveyed him.  The hair on his chest was magical.  Few guys her age had that.  Another thing guys her age lacked was the confidence that older guys just had.  Hamish knew he was going to fuck Brittney, as much as he knew how wrong it was too.

“Take your bra off,” he said, nodding.  He’d be a fool to miss out on seeing those.

Brittney unclasped the sports bra at the front, and it burst open, revealing the big, ripe tits that the garment had been pinning back.  They were bigger than Hamish knew.

“Good girl,” he said, pushing the top open and cupping Brittney’s breasts.

His thumbs smoothed over the nipples, and they turned taut.  Brittney was easy to excite.

“They’ve woken up for you,” she said, looking down at them.

Hamish swept up her tits and moved his face to them.  He sucked at the nipples and bit them roughly as Brittney giggled.

“Fuck, that’s nice,” she said.

Hamish wanted to thrust his cock into Brittney and snatch the virginity from her, but he didn’t think that proper.  He wanted to at least toy with the notion that he was warming her up.  Brittney didn’t want that though.  She had the impatience of youth.

She turned away from Hamish’s
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