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“Look at that, Robert,” Dawn said.  “Look how her tight asshole pinches your cock.”

Dawn looked back over her shoulder to make sure Anthony was still there as she described the scene.  Anthony was used to Dawn’s quiet, reserved demeanor.  He never had her pegged as a mistress, or as any kind of dominant force.  Nor did he Robert.  It was clear to Anthony that Robert was leading the show now.

“She takes it so well, doesn’t she?” he said.  “I sometimes wonder if her asshole is the best part of this worthless bitch.”

Anthony felt a bursting race of anger.  His fists clenched and he opened his mouth to say something.  As he breathed in, he saw Dawn’s hand race behind her, open fingered, in a stop motion.

She held it there.  Anthony paused.  He breathed.  Dawn looked back, and he could see in her expression that she was pleading for him to remain calm.

Anthony’s nostrils flared and he took several deep breaths.  As he did so, Dawn used her hand to bounce her ass for him, and it started to calm his adolescent rage.

Anthony was mesmerized by her butt and how beautifully the suspenders framed it.  Dawn’s high heels made her legs long, and her ass tight and toned.

Dawn comforted Anthony like she was his matriarch now.  With all of Amanda’s warmth stripped from her, Anthony was left to stare at Dawn, who appeared to be in some control over the situation.

The blonde-haired forty-year-old Mrs. Baker, on the other hand, was nothing but a prop.  Robert told her as much.

“Jerk my cock in your asshole, you useless slut,” Robert spat.

Anthony was beginning to realize that it was all part of their roleplay, but that barely made things easier.  He was still watching Mrs. Baker be defiled before his very eyes, and yet he couldn’t turn away.

Anthony squeezed his cock and banged the back of his head against the doorframe.  Dawn turned to see the frustrated angst in him.  She saw the swelling in his pants and figured that to be some consolation at least.

Dawn bent forwards on the bed and put her face close to Amanda’s vacant pussy.  She could smell the sex as Robert bucked, shooting jets up air upwards like bellows.

The voyeuristic Anthony was looking at what Dawn was showing him as she bent over.  He saw the beautiful dot of her mature asshole, and the delicate folds of her pussy beneath.  The way the top of her stockings cut into her thigh was beautiful.  Anthony started to think he was deserving of some fun himself.

“I’m gonna come,” Robert whispered.

“Do it,” Dawn encouraged.  “Come in this slut’s ass, Robert.  Fucking do it!”

Anthony heard Mrs. Baker whimper.

“I’m gonna come,” Robert said louder.

“Finish in her ass, Robert,” Dawn said.

Anthony hit ‘record’ on that one.  He’d never forget the sinful words, and how delicately Dawn had said them.  It was like playing Metallica on an antique violin.

He stayed in the doorway as Robert raced to his release, with Dawn encouraging his every thrust.

“Fill her with your cum, honey,” Dawn said, rubbing his back.  “Shoot it.”

Dawn kept herself close to the act.  She took a glance back at Anthony as Robert threw back his head and grunted.

“I’m gonna fill her ass,” he groaned.
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Anthony Bennett stepped out from his friend’s ride and waved him off.  He zipped up his coat and put his hands in his pockets, staring at his old home.  He hadn’t seen it in months, but lit up in the cold darkness of winter, it felt warm and inviting.

His term at college had been kind of crazy, and he was looking forward to relaxing with the comforts of his Mrs. Baker’s cooking.  In fact, he’d hoped to surprise her.  A sickness amongst the faculty had seen the term finish earlier than it was supposed to, and Anthony hadn’t told Amanda of his imminent arrival.  It was something he’d live to regret.

He walked up the drive with an excited smile as he imagined the look on her face.  She’d be pleased to see him.  She always was.  He imagined the warmth of her woolen sweater as she hugged him tight, and the sweet smell of her perfume.  She’d always been good to him since taking him under her wing.

He turned his key in the lock and stalked inside quietly.  Though the lights were on, the house felt empty.  Anthony was reluctant to call out for Mrs. Baker and ruin the surprise, so he checked each room stealthily instead.

He peered around the doors until he came across the dining-table, set up for an evening meal that had appeared to have been finished some time ago.  There were three plates and three wine glasses to go with it, so Anthony could instantly conclude that his single landlady hadn’t found a new man yet.

With the kitchen empty and the garden dark, Anthony turned his attention upstairs.  He was sure that he’d find Mrs. Baker there, and his smile grew as he crept up the steps of his old home.

It was only now that he started to hear voices.  They sounded raised and frantic.  Anthony quickened his pace, worried now.

“Mrs. Baker?” he called out, and now the surprise of returning home had taken second place to his landlady’s safety.

The door to her room was open, and the sounds from within poured out much clearer now.  Mrs. Baker wasn’t in trouble.  Or at least, she wasn’t in the kind of trouble that Anthony had imagined.

“Smother her face with your pussy, Dawn!” said a man’s voice.

Adrenaline burst through Anthony’s veins.  His stomach twisted, and the hair on his arm bristled.

“Your asshole looks so good around my cock,” the same voice said again.

Anthony was beyond confused.  He thought Mrs. Baker might be watching something she shouldn’t have been, but the sound of the voices was far too clean and crisp.  It was as though they were in the room, but that felt like it didn’t make sense to Anthony either.  Mrs. Baker was not that kind of woman.

He stalked closer and heard the soft mewling of a woman from within the room.

“Fuck her ass, honey.  Make a mess of her tight little hole,” said a new voice.

Anthony’s brow furrowed.  It wasn’t Mrs. Baker’s, but still its gentle tones sounded so familiar to him.

Curiosity overcame all of Anthony’s urges to flee and he arrived at the door.  He opened it slowly and put his head inside.  The scene that met him would live forever in his memory.

The first thing Anthony saw was a smooth, male ass.  It bucked back and forth, the cheeks clenching together.  The man to which it belonged held the outstretched legs of the woman who lay beneath him.

She was naked and her big breasts were wobbling on her chest, but her face was obscured by the stocking-clad thighs of another woman.

Anthony’s cock twitched as he saw her lacy garter belt.  Its suspenders held up a pair of black stockings that covered her thin legs.  She wore high heels but wasn’t wearing any panties, and Anthony could see the curve of her mature ass as it hovered over the subject beneath her.

Anthony didn’t entertain the idea that the woman on the bed might be Mrs. Baker.  He outright refused to address the possibility.  What was bothering him more, was that the person who was straddling the faceless woman on the bed seemed recognizable.

She was facing him, but her green eyes were staring down on the woman beneath her.  More accurately, they were staring at the cock that plowed in and out of the woman on the bed.

She tossed her long red hair back and cupped her tits for the man in from of her.  They were big, and their size was accentuated by how slight her underbust corset made her frame appear.  It was then that she spotted Anthony and became startled.

Anthony’s gaze met hers, and he realized instantly where he knew her from.  Dawn Crossfield was a friend of his grandmother’s, but Anthony had never seen her like this before.

He had always found a quiet allure in the way Dawn dressed, always opting for small skirts that showed off her dainty, mature figure, but Anthony had never lusted after her.

“Don’t stop riding Amanda’s face now,” the man instructed, and Anthony now realized that it was Dawn’s husband Robert.

But this realization was small.  The gargantuan tidal-wave of discovery that followed it damn-near knocked Anthony off his feet.

“Amanda,” he said to himself.  It was Mrs. Baker’s name.

Dawn shared the pain in Anthony’s face, but she wasn’t about to disobey her husband.  Anthony leaned against the frame of the door as Dawn started to writhe her mature pussy across Amanda beneath her.

“Don’t give that bitch a breath,” said Robert, and the insults struck deep inside Anthony just as they did Mrs. Baker.

Dawn closed her eyes to rid herself of the sight of Anthony.  She pushed her breasts together, hoping she could at least give him something nice in return while she snatched his innocence away from him.

“Her asshole is so fucking tight,” Robert said, and Anthony winced deeper.

He turned slowly back to the scene.  Dawn was serenely smothering Mrs. Baker with her soaking, mature pussy.  She looked an absolute picture; Anthony could grant that at least.  The tight corset hugged her like a bodice, making her waist tiny and her tits look beautiful.  It was tough to believe she was fifty-three.

Anthony didn’t usually go for women that old, but then they weren’t always dressed up so sluttily in front of him like this. 

The way she tossed her red hair make it look like a flame, and Anthony was the moth that was flying straight towards it.

“Oh, fuck, honey, look at that,” said Robert, and his ass bucked slower now.

Anthony couldn’t see, and Dawn seemed acutely aware of that fact.  She kicked her legs off the woman that was her seat and revealed Mrs. Baker finally.  There was no doubt now that it was her.  She wiped her maw.  Her face held a pained, pleasured expression, and for good reason.

Dawn stood beside her husband, rubbing his back.  Anthony could see her beautiful, peachy ass now.  The way it was all framed and wrapped up in stockings and suspenders, it was like it was gift just for Anthony.  If only.

Dawn’s skin was milky white.  It
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