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Editor’s Note:

 


You
can find this story with the others listed below in
the ‘Anal, Orgy
& Public Erotica’ collection.

 


That collection contains the following stories:

Millionaire's Affair, Big Tool In The Garage, In The
Club, In The Rain, Older Woman Younger Man, Our Weird Relationship,
Pleasing A Gay Friend, Punishing The Wife, Watched In The Middle,
Doctor Manners, Only Inside, Spanking My Buttocks

 


The ‘Anal, Orgy & Public Erotica’ collection can be found at any of
your favorite e-stores.


A YOUNGER MAN

I walk into the small room and sit. All the walls
are mirrored except for one. Underneath me the chair is of high
quality leather and has a nice springing feeling to it. I run my
fingers over the wooden armrests and enjoy the polished softness of
the wood.

In front of me is a long red curtain that sits
behind a pane of thick glass. It looks like one of those ones that
you might see at a theatre. When it opens, the show will really
begin.

I scruff my trainers on the black and white confetti
mix marble floor. This establishment is on the good side of town
and I don't really belong. My clothing is of normal cut and quality
and my appearance isn't anything special. The men waiting outside
at the small bar they have set up, and from which I bought one
overpriced beer before coming in here, is expensive, gold trimmed
and gorgeous. The women that stood in the crowd of men, beautiful,
heavenly creatures that they were, spoke softly and elegantly
considering what their job is. Proper ladies for a rude poor boy to
ogle at and nothing more.

I finger my wallet in my pocket. My friend belongs
to the club and I used his card to get in. The amount I just spent
could buy me a small wardrobe of clothing from the shop that I work
at. My fingers are crossed that it will be worth the amount I
paid.

The curtain slowly opens. In the room beyond the
lights are out. I lean forward. Something is moving on the
floor.

With a flash and a burst of music from the walls
somewhere, a pair of womanly buttocks appears against the glass.
They run down it, leaving a very long clear stain from the very
middle. I groan. It is better than expected.

The woman inside turns. I can't see her face because
of the mask that she is wearing, but I highly doubt that she is my
age. I'm 21 right now and she is most likely significantly older.
This is the reason that I came here - the reason why I'm satisfied
seeing this act. Older women won't look at me; I love them, but
they don't love me. In this room, only inside, I can see her naked
as the day she was born. I can do anything I want in here and no
one will say that I'm wrong for what I like.

Standing, I pull my belt buckle open and drop my
jeans. My piece is hard and I work it as I watch.

"Dance, baby. Show me the goods."

Her mounds press to the glass and the lights come on
in full. I didn't realize that she could see me, but she can. It is
erotic. I stand there unashamed for the first time in my life doing
only what pleases me.

The woman turns and puts a leg up on a chair. Her
fingers come to the hole and she caresses it in long, swift
strokes. I come to the glass and watch closely. This is driving me
crazy. She keeps stroking herself and revolving her wide, sexy
hips. I cry out, but stop myself from letting loose.

She turns and sits, opening her legs, urging me with
her eyes to give my juices to the glass, but I hold on. The show
ends with a bang and I plan to get it.

Whirling her fingers around and around, I stare at
her like I have never done so at a woman before. That she is human
is beyond me to consider. All I feel is that here is what I have
wanted, what I paid for, what I dreamed off and it knows my mind
well. A little wetness appears on the hole and she licks it up
before standing and walking out the door to the side.

I turn to the door on my side. Watching her play
with herself has got me heated. I want to go all the way with her,
but I didn't pay for that because it was way out of the price range
I was willing to pay (I think it would have been out of the range
of most of the men outside too).

She comes in and I sit. No words are spoken; none
are needed. I put my hand on the wood of the arm rest and relax as
she strokes me up and down. Seeing her more closely, I almost think
that she looks like someone I know, but the mask that she is
wearing hides her features. It doesn't matter. I only want to see
her body and her hands doing their things. This is exactly what I
wanted to feel: Relaxed, calm and satisfied.

10 minutes passes and then my juices flow down over
her hands and arms. There is so much of them that some gets on her
mask.

"Sorry," I say, rubbing it off.

She doesn't speak, but her eyes smile at me. I watch
her leave and the curtain closes. A man comes with a warm towel and
I wipe myself off before dumping it in the small bin near the door
on the way out of the dance area. That was good. It felt
wonderful.


THE NEXT DOOR NEIGHBOR

I stroll out of my apartment and run straight into
Mrs. 672.

"Oh, sorry about that. Are you ok?"

The woman glances to me and her eyes go wide in
shock. I've only seen her twice, but she is very attractive and has
an amazing body for an older woman.

"I'm fine," she murmurs.

I give her a strange look and pat her on the
arm.

"Sorry for startling you. Are you going out?"

"I am."

"Cool. Have a nice day."

She leaves. Something in me makes me look to her
rounded bottom as she does.

"That shape..."

An image of a pair of buttocks sliding down a pane
of glass flashes in my mind's eye. I rush to the stairwell and
watch her exit at the bottom to jog to her car.

"It's her," I whisper. The woman at the club lives
two floors above me.

I lean against the wall and wonder what to do. She
probably doesn't want to talk to me after what happened. I'm young
and not likely to be her type.

Going back to my door, I lock it, turn and stop.

"Why not...?"

I decide I'll visit her tonight. It'll just be a
chat. I'm not going to reveal her occupation to the world or
anything. All I want to do is talk.

Tonight, although I don't know it, I will do MUCH
more than that. It's not something I know now, but that I'll find
amusing later.


VISITING ANN

I knock on the door. It takes awhile, but she comes
and opens it.

"Hello? Ah, didn't I see you downstairs before?"

"Yeah. You must be new to the building. I don't
think I've seen you around."

It's blatantly untrue. The first time I saw her was
a few months ago, but she didn't really see me and has probably
forgotten.

"Oh, I've been here awhile."

"Really? That's cool. I thought I might come and say
hi. I'm a very friendly sort of guy and like to know everyone
around here."

Lies come and lies go. She accepts them as truths
and I smile at her in the most polite manner possible. I doubt that
she suspects I know her secret.

"Well, thanks for coming by. I'm in the middle of
cooking, so..."

"You can cook?" I interrupt before she can send me
away. "What are you making?"

"Eggs on toast."

"My favorite. Mind if I come in and have a little
bite to eat? I won't stay long."

I'm half way in the door right now. She looks down
to my feet and back up. I think that she's going to send me away,
but she doesn't.

"Come in. I have a little extra made anyway."

I stroll in and find that she has a very normal set
up. The room is tidy like most girls' are and the furniture is
secondhand but clean and not badly used.

She sits me at the table and pours me a coffee. The
plate she has is loaded with food, so she goes and gets another one
and pushes some on it for me.

"Thanks so much for having me over," I say with a
big smile. "I'm so lucky to have met you today."

She looks sideways. I know that she is thinking
about my throbbing manhood blasting out juices all over her hands
like a milk fountain gone explosive.

"I'm glad too."

We eat and talk. My work occupies the conversation.
I'm trying to move into a more up market chain, so that I can work
towards becoming a manager or something. I'm still young, but I
really want to get the whole working thing sorted and out of the
way. After that's done I can concentrate on my first love: Chasing
older women.

"So you are working really hard?" she says. "It must
be hard not being able to go out with your friends."

"I make time. Do you have a boyfriend? This place
doesn't look fit for two."

She glances at me in a way that I'm not sure how to
interpret. I continue to look interested, even though the question
is huge.

"I broke up with a man recently. He took most of my
stuff."

"Really? That's horrible. Can you get it back?"

"No. He wasn't a very nice man."

I note that. Evil, dangerous boyfriend dumps
gorgeous older woman to be swooped up into the arms of a dashing
younger man. It is all for the good.

"That's too bad. Some guys are just rotten."

We sit and enjoy the rest of our coffees. I find her
amazingly attractive and interesting to talk to. It is very hard
for me to bring together the image of her working her fingers
around on her button violently and the lovely woman with a nice
gentle smile that I am sitting across from.

"You know, have you ever been a dancer? You have a
wonderful frame."

She blushes.

"No. I don't dance well."

"Ah, maybe sports then."

We discuss me and my imaginary high school sporting
achievements. She is on edge now that I mentioned her dancing
career. It is clear that mentioning the truth will not be the best
way to go about this.

"Can I use your bathroom?"

She tells me where it is and I head inside. Her
laundry is in the same room. I look into it and see many pairs of
expensive underwear. This is definitely the same woman from last
night.

I come back and sit down.

"I'm going to have to admit. I accidentally found
these behind the toilet. You should be more careful where you leave
things."

It's the exact same bra she was wearing in the room.
I put it down on the table and it sits between us.

"You know, don't you?"

"Maybe. I don't really care though."

The woman looks me in the eye. Her cheeks are red in
a very delightful way.

"You don't?"

"Nah. I find
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