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“Oh, Jake,” I moaned, holding his head on me.

He pushed my leg up at the thigh and flicked his tongue up into my core.  I let out a fast moan as he breached my aching O.  It was enough to know I wanted more of him.

But I was still so conflicted.  I knew it was wrong and it was tough to ignore that.  I felt the inner turmoil dampen my arousal.  I didn’t know what to do.

“Jake,” I moaned desperately, and then I stumbled off him and fled towards the door.

I put a hand on it and stared back at him where he knelt.  I couldn’t make out his expression, but I instantly regretted leaving him there.  I paused with my hand on the handle.

“Don’t, Evelyn,” he said, standing.  “We can have some real fun in here.”

He walked towards me, and I waited for him to approach.  He stood behind me and kissed at my shoulder.  My eyes closed when his lips touched me again.

“What kind of fun?” I asked.

“The naughtiest kind.”

He kissed me and then I felt his big cock push up between my ass.  I gasped with surprise as he arrived.  My hand released the door and reached around to grab his butt and pull him on to me.

His thick cock washed back and forth along my groove, slipping over my O and up along my asshole.  I wriggled back against him and relished the sensation of his thickness sandwiched between my toned ass-cheeks.

“What are you going to do to me?” I asked.  I wanted to hear him say it.  I wanted him to make it real.

“I’m going to fuck your ass.”

I let out a whimper as the sinful words caught my ear.  They were so assertive.  I’d never done anything like that before in my life, but I knew in an instant that I wanted it.  We were already headed for hell—we might as well make it worthwhile.

“You wouldn’t,” I teased, pushing back.

He reached down and took a grip of the hilt of his cock.  He put his other hand on my shoulder and held me there against the glass door.

“I would,” he said, and he pressed the tip of his cock to my asshole.

I felt myself start to spread.  My mouth opened and I let out a gasp.

Jake paused where he was.  “The rest is up to you,” he said.

My tits pressed against the warm glass and the condensation ran down in streams, collecting more water along the way.

I breathed deep and closed my eyes.  It was decision time.  I’d already had his cock in my mouth and there was no coming back from that.  Why not go a little further?

“Do it,” I dared, and I pushed back onto him.

The pressure of his cock mounted against me and eventually my muscle relented.  The knot widened and Jake pushed through it.  I let out a shriek as I felt the painful stretch of him.

He moved a quick inch into my asshole and stayed put.  I gasped, trembling.  I waited until the pain subsided and then started to push back on him.  My ass engulfed him.  His cock searched deep and Jake groaned, feeling the pinch of my tight muscle.

“Good girl,” he said, and the plaudits gave me a flutter of butterflies.
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I’m back at my old home for the holidays over winter.  Alan and Carrie had taken me in at eighteen when I had no place to go and offered me a room with cheap rent.  They’re always glad to see me, but Alan loves to make jokes about how he has to keep his hands off of his wife while I’m there.  I’m twenty now and I owe those guys a lot.

I always pretend to shudder at the thought of the two of them together, but if I’m totally honest the idea of it intrigues me a little.  I’ve never seen them be intimate, but I think I’d like to.  I wonder how older people fuck.

Anyway, I’m back for now in the room I used to stay in.  They hadn’t changed it at all.

College had so far been a wild ride, and my priorities had shifted.  Since losing my virginity there I found myself becoming increasingly interested in the naughtier side of sex and the things that a woman could have done to her.  I was on a real voyage of sexual discovery.

I’d stay up late in my dorm-room, browsing the internet and looking for kinks that piqued my interest.  It started tame, with videos of sex and cumshots, but soon I was watching women getting butt-fucked and wondering what it might be like.  So far I’d only gotten as far as a finger, but even that had felt good.

Back at Alan and Carrie’s things were different.  I’d snuck a few glances on their computer but I was cautious.  I didn’t want them to come into the room and see me fingering my ass on the swivel-chair while I watched porn.  I tried to keep a lid on things.

Anyway, on the second night back I managed to drift off to sleep.  It had been more difficult on the first night, but I was starting to feel more comfortable after so long away.

I don’t fully remember my dream, but I do know that it was somewhat erotic.  A rhythmic bumping sound had provided the backdrop, and I’d been roused by a roaring cry of ecstasy.  I wasn’t sure whether the sound had been real or whether I’d imagined it, but it startled me awake, nonetheless.

I sat there in the darkness and blinked to check whether or not my eyes were even open.  I put out a hand for the bedside light but couldn’t find it.  Everything was different at home and if I’m honest I’d kind of lost my bearings.

I slipped from my room and into the hall, thinking that I was right back at college.  I tip-toed down along the dark corridor and pushed open the door that I thought was our shared washroom.

I could hear a flow of water coming from within, as well as the sound of someone breathing heavily.  I still wasn’t entirely cogent, but reality was dripping back slowly.

I moved closer towards the sound of the water.  A crack of light came through another door within the room.  I approached cautiously with my arm out, ready to enter.

“Wait!” a voice cried.  “Carrie’s in there.”

I turned back and looked.  I squinted in the half-light and made out the figure of someone in bed.  They were half-covered by a duvet.  I could make out the curves of some muscles strewn with hair.  I realized then that it was Alan and I was in their room.

“Oh, gosh,” I hushed.  “Gosh, I’m so sorry.”

“Are you still sleeping?” he asked.

I laughed, whispering: “I feel like it.”

By now my eyes were adjusting to the light that was coming in from the en-suite.  I walked steadily to the bed and looked down on Alan.  He was still out of breath.

“Did you have a bad dream or something?” I asked.

“Uhh, something like that,” he sighed.

“Carrie’s showering late, isn’t she?” I looked back to the door and the rushing water beyond.  I could hear her singing softly.

“Umm, yeah.”

I walked closer to his bed, rubbing my arms.  “I’m cold.”

He opened the duvet cautiously and offered me inside.

I didn’t think about it as much as I should have.  I jumped in excitedly and snuggled in.  It was just so warm.  I rolled my shoulders and smiled.  I hadn’t noticed the soft slap of Alan’s cock as I’d nudged against him.

“That better?” he hushed.

I closed my eyes and sighed.  “Better.”

A moment of silence passed in which Carrie’s singing rose in the shower.

“So, I went on the computer this afternoon ...” Alan began.

“Yeah?”

“I was looking for asphalt for the driveway ...”

“Yeah?”

“Guess what happened when I typed the first two letters?”

I looked across at him with confusion.  In the back of my mind a realization started to dawn.

“I got a suggested search query,” he said.

“Oh ...?”

“About ass-fucking?” he added.

My body tightened as he said the words.  Fuck, it was hot to hear him talk like that so close to me, but I was so embarrassed.

“Maybe it was a mistake?” I offered.

“I know how computers work, Hannah.”

I swallowed nervously.

“I did the search too,” he confessed.

I turned to him suddenly and my eyes sprang open.  “You did?!”

“That first video ...” he said, shaking his head.

“Where the guy pulls out and shoots all—” I stopped short of the finishing the sentence, thinking I’d gone too far.

“All over her face,” he smiled.  His teeth glistened in the half-light.  I loved his smile.

“What did you think?” I asked.

“It was hot.  I’m getting excited just thinking about it.”

“You are?”

“Aren’t you?  Fuck, it was nasty.  The way her mouth opened.  The way he forced it in.  The way she moaned.”

I closed my eyes and clenched my jaw.  I could feel Alan’s words flow down through me and arrive right at my pussy.  I quivered with excitement.

“So, you’re a fan?” he hushed.

“I think so.”

Alan looked to the bathroom door.  “You know, Carrie and I have never done it.”

“I don’t even like to think about you guys having regular sex, never mind that,” I lied.

“Oh, we just finished doing that.”

I shook suddenly in the bed.  “Here?!”

He smiled and nodded.  “You’re practically lying in it.”

“Ewww!” I laughed, wriggling.  Thankfully I couldn’t feel anything wet against me.

“Carrie’s freshening up,” he said.  “She likes to be thorough.”

“You fucked right here?”

“It’s our bed, Hannah, of course we did.”

“Why did you let me in?!”

“You looked cold.”

“I’d have gone back to my own bed if I’d have known!”

“But then we wouldn’t have got to share our love of anal.”

“Love?”

“Well, I love it,” he said.  “I look at enough videos myself, but I always make sure I delete my search-history.”

I pursed my lips.  “I’ll remember that in future.”

“You ever done it?”

I shook my head.  “You?”

Alan shook his head too.  “We’re both virgins I guess.”

I turned to look at him again and I felt that same awkward silence descend.  You know when you’re only inches away from kissing someone and there’s that moment.  Well, I could feel it weighing heavy and I honestly had no clue what direction I wanted things to go.

It felt like the moment lasted forever, but in reality it was probably only five seconds before I moved forward another inch and met Alan’s mouth.

We touched lips and waited again, then I lurched forwards and gave him my tongue.  His wrestled back against my own and we rolled in the bed.  It was then that I realized he was completely naked.  Not only that but the thing between his legs was far from flaccid.

I could feel it against my stomach, pressing onto my long t-shirt.  Below, my pussy came to life, leaking its juices into the crotch of my little panties.  I couldn’t help but think that the wettest pussy in the world would be no good for where Alan wanted to put it.

“We have to be fast,” he said, looking at the door.

“So be fast,” I told him.

My breath raced as he kissed me again.  I could feel my heart thudding in my ears.  The adrenaline surged through me rapidly.  With Carrie so close the fear of getting caught was both a turn-on and a worry.  It’d be tough to explain this away.

“Jerk my cock,” he whispered.

He moved over on top of me and straddled my body.  Fuck, things were moving fast.  I looked down and saw his cock in the twilight of the bedroom.  It jutted out on his hips, looming over me like a magnificent, rare creature.  It looked more much mature than the one cock I’d already sampled.

“Do it,” he urged, looking back.

I took it in my hand and felt its strength.  I was dealing with a real man now, and not the chads from college.  Alan was comfortable in his own skin, and that made me comfortable too.

“It’s so big,” I swooned, but behind the excitement I was terrified.  How was I going to fit something that big in my ass?

“Good girl,” Alan said.

He took my wrist and started to move it, showing me a pace that I was supposed to keep.  When he let go of my arm I continued, moving my fist over him.

“Here,” he said, and he grabbed a bottle from off the side.  He squirted something onto his cock.  When I ran my fist up over it, I found the liquid cool and slippery.  I covered his dick with it, moving my fist along his length and marveling at how incredible his thick cock felt as it slipped through my grasp.

“There you go,” he said.  I felt like I’d achieved something.  “Give me your hand,” he said, holding the bottle again.

I put my free hand out and he squirted a dollop onto my fingers.

“Put that on your ass,” he said.  “And in it.”

Fuck.  Holy fuck.  It was happening.

“We’re gonna do it?” I asked.

“We’re gonna do it.”

“You’re sure?”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life.”

“But, Carrie...?”

“Carrie won’t matter if we hurry.  Put it on your ass.”

“My panties are in the way!”

He moved off me and quickly gripped the waist of my underwear.  He hurried them down my legs.  I barely had time to be bashful.  I closed my knees but Alan moved them open, putting his body between them.  He jerked himself over me and looked down.

“Oh, Hannah, you’re so beautiful.”

He started to jerk close to my pussy and I felt so turned-on.  Having an older guy have the hots for me was just so flattering.  It’s kinda tough to explain.  Like, he’s seen everything, you know?  But he still wants you.

“Look at that beautiful pussy.”  He rubbed the tip of his cock against it.  “Put the lube on your ass.”

I reached down with my fingers and put the cool liquid against me.  I felt the knot tighten a little because of the temperature.  I moved my fingers around it.  This was somewhat familiar—I’d played with my ass before—but I’d never had to get it wide enough to fit something as big as Alan’s cock inside.

“Good girl,” he said, jerking harder.  He breathed deep.  “Put your fingers in.”

‘Fingers,’ I thought.  I was only used to one.

I pushed one inside and felt the tight grip of my muscle.  My eyes closed and I fingered my ass.  Alan’s cock returned to my pussy and he smudged the head of it at my clit.  It was so stiff and swollen, just from the idea of taking him in my ass. He hadn’t even put it in yet, but I was more excited by the prospect than I ever had been about anything.  I could feel the juices of my pussy running down steadily towards my asshole.

“Don’t stop,” he said.

I pushed deep, letting him watch me.

“Don’t stop.”

He jerked his cock and pushed his hand up under my t-shirt.  He squeezed at my big tits and then pushed the bottom of my tee upwards until he could see what was underneath.

“That’s my girl,” he said, squeezing and rubbing them.

I took a breath and felt my nipples stiffen in response to his touch.  Whenever I looked out between my lashes he was running his eyes all over me.  He moved his cock away and looked down at my finger as it sat in my ass.

“Now two,” he said.

I moved the second digit to my hole, squeezing it in beside.  Here we go, I thought.  The muscle stretched and my mouth opened.  It pressed inside and I gaped wider to accommodate it.

“Yes!” he burst, jerking himself.  “Deeper.”

His eagerness was rubbing off on me.  I pushed deeper and felt the lube line my insides.  It helped my fingers press inward.  I’d never had anything that big in there before and I was proud to have taken it.  Now I wanted bigger.

“I want your cock,” I told him.

“You’re gonna get my cock,” he said, jerking and looking back to the bathroom.

Carrie’s singing and the running water still sounded.  Whenever either of them stopped it was time to panic, but for now we were good.

“Let me stretch it for you,” I told him, pushing my fingers deep.

I brought a third finger to my ass and tried to squeeze that in too, but I could barely make it to the first knuckle of each finger.

“That’s good,” he said, and he took his cock and rubbed it against me again.

He moved it down my pussy lips and sunk it inside.  I could feel it enter me in my ass, pushing past my fingers.

“Alan!” I burst.  “You’re in me!”

“I know sweetie,” he said, pushing in and out slowly.  “I couldn’t help myself.”

I closed my eyes and bit my lip.  My body twitched and trembled.  I was being fucked in both holes and it felt incredible.  It was as though I’d leap-frogged several stages of sexual discovery in a few quick minutes.  Alan wasn’t lying when he said we needed to be fast.

“I want your ass,” he whispered.

“I want you to have it,” I groaned, pushing those three fingers in as far as they’d go.

My ass did its best to keep up, widening and relaxing.  It was way more malleable than I ever anticipated.  I guess you don’t know what you’re capable of until you try.

“Give me it now,” I told him.  “Fuck me in the ass.”

I moved my fingers away and he took himself from my pussy.  His cock was soaked in my cum, cum that continued to flow out over my O and down to my ass, providing the lubrication that his big cock would desperately need.

He pushed my legs wide at the knees and bent me back so my asshole pointed at him.

“There,” he said, tucking his thighs under my ass.  “Oh, fuck, Hannah.”

I held my legs back and looked up at him as he stared down at my dark hole.  I felt the tip of his cock press against me.  He pushed.  Nothing could have prepared me, not even my three fingers.  The muscle stretched over him, and I let out a wailing groan.

The singing from the bathroom stopped suddenly.  “Honey?” Carrie’s voice called.

I felt us both turn tense.

“Bless me,” Alan shouted.  “I’m sneezy tonight.”

There was a silence.  Alan stared at the door, keeping his cock inside me.  I winced.  My asshole flexed around him.  I tried not to let out another wail.

Carrie’s singing resumed and Alan let out a breath.  He turned back to me with a smile and then lunged forwards.

I tightened up again and opened my mouth to yell.  He put his fingers in my mouth and I bit down on those instead.

He pushed his cock deeper and I turned my head away, letting go of his fingers.  He squeezed at my knee as I strained, feeling the pain of his dick in my ass.  It’s weird to say, but it felt good.  It felt necessary.

I took it all, and I took it proudly.  Despite the gasping and the desperate look on my face I was loving every second of it.  I had joined two elite clubs; one that many women were a part of—having a guy’s cock in your ass—and one that few women had ever joined—having that a cock in your ass while the guy’s wife was in the next room!

“You’re so perfect,” Alan said, looking down.  “So fucking perfect.”

I managed to smile, but he quickly took that from me with a slow rock of his hips.  I felt his cock roll out of my asshole and pull back.  My butt griped him as though it didn’t want him to leave.  The vacuum pulled him back in and Alan plunged back deeper.

I engulfed him entirely felt him at the pit of my stomach.  It felt so alien but so incredible.  He tickled my insides with his cock, teasing my pussy from a fresh angle that I’d never experienced before.

I started to spin my fingers on my clit to relax myself, but it only made me wilder.  The cum flowed out of my pussy and slipped into my ass whenever he pulled back far enough and pushed into me.

My asshole turned slippery with lube and cum.  Alan’s cock glided through my muscle, and he used it to jerk himself.  Carrie showered obliviously.

“I’m gonna come in your ass,” he told me.  It wasn’t up for discussion.

“Please,” I begged.  “Please.  That’s where I want it.  I want it in my ass.  Come in my ass!”

He moved faster.  He started to fuck me hard, getting rough with me.  He moved forwards and squeezed my throat.  The break in oxygen felt incredible.  My senses heightened and my scalp prickled.

“Alan!” I wheezed, and I felt the climax burst within me.

I flexed beneath him, writhing and straining as the orgasm arrived.  It tore through me.  I wanted to cry out loud in joy but Alan put his fingers into my mouth.

“Quiet,” he hushed, “or it’ll be my cock next.”

Now that didn’t sound like such a bad idea.

My body trembled and I tried to compose myself.  It would twitch at intervals, but I barely had time to enjoy it.  He was continuing his pace with no regard.  His cock sprang through my tight knot over and over.  He used my ass to jerk himself to completion, and I loved every second of it.

“Come,” I told him.  “I want you to come now.”

My own cum oozed down from my pussy and found my ass again.  He took my legs and bent me back, fucking down into me hard.  My asshole took him over and over and his hips clapped against my toned butt.

“Yes!” I whined.

“You’re gonna fucking get it,” he growled, and he lost himself.  He started to sound like someone I didn’t know.  He started to sound like a damn animal, but I loved it.  His grunts and growls drove me wild.  I wondered if I’d have to put something in his mouth to shut him up.

“Do it!” I dared.  “Come in my ass.”

He built to a glorious crescendo and the two of us held our breath for his release.  Finally, he exhaled and I felt his dick twitch.

“Yes!” I hushed.

Alan exhaled and looked down at the source of his joy.

I felt a flash of heat and hummed at how nice it felt, but he took up his pace again and started to fuck me all over again.

He was clearly coming, but he didn’t even stop to enjoy it—unless this was him enjoying it.  He fucked my ass and the cum poured into me, making an absolute mess of my hole.  By now cum and lube were spattered between my cheeks and Alan had fucked some of the cum out onto the mattress and sheets.  I was hoping Carrie would think that that was her doing if she accidentally lay in it.

He went wild right to the end.  I could barely feel his cock twitch and pulse as he drilled his cum into me.  Fuck, I’d been ravaged.

Finally, he pulled out quick and I rose up on the bed in shock.  His cock rushing out of me like that felt like I’d had an accident, but Alan didn’t even stop to acknowledge it.

He was too busy working his way up the bed to me with his dripping cock.  In the half-light I could see the cum hanging off the tip.

I didn’t even use my hands; I just opened over him and tasted the nutty cum all along him.  I felt so fucking dirty and naughty, but I also felt wanted.  I felt for the first time like I’d been able to offer him something that he couldn’t get from anyone else.  I hoped I’d shown him how grateful I was.

I jerked the base of his cock and licked the sheen of cum off him as he calmed down above me again.  His chest burst in and out as he fought for breath.

“Wow,” was all he could say.

I blinked up and popped my lips off the tip of him, then we heard the dreaded noise of complete silence in the bathroom beyond.

“Carrie!” I hushed.

Alan sprang off me and I got up quickly.  I made big tip-toed strides to the door as he settled back in the bed.

“Hannah,” he hushed.

He tossed me my panties.  I caught them and turned back for my escape.  The room got brighter as the bathroom door opened wider.

“Nice and clean,” Carrie said with a sigh.

I slipped through the door, feeling the cum run down inside my thigh from my leaking ass.

“You’re still out of breath,” I heard her say to Alan just before I slipped back into my own room.

I hurried into bed with a pounding heart and an aching ass—but it was a good ache.  It was an ache that told me I’d been properly fucked—properly fucked in the ass by a mature stud.

Shit, I slept that night I can tell you.  I slept soundly, dreaming of the many days of vacation that I had left before I returned to college.  Maybe Alan and I could get up to some more fun.  Maybe he could fuck my ass just like that again!  Maybe I could show his wife some gratitude too ...

THE END
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Mr. Richards made us wear these tiny little skirts in his diner.  I had to lead by example, he told me, since I was his favorite.  If I wore one, then the rest of the female staff would follow.  It certainly got customers through the door though, and for the most part they were respectable, especially after one of them wasn’t and Mr. Richards took him outside and broke his fingers.  People sure acted differently after that.

Women don’t come to work at a diner to get harassed, and Mr. Richards was well attuned to that.  He paid attention to all the staff’s needs and wants.  The only thing that was non-negotiable were the uniforms.  The skirts were short; that’s just how it was.  Even our aprons hung lower than them.  The customers could look, but nothing more, and you could wear whatever kind of tights you wanted beneath.

I wore a pair of thick, dark tights, but the boss wasn’t exactly happy about that either.  It wasn’t breaking any of his rules though as far as I was concerned.  My friend, Sherryl, either wore nothing at all or some fishnets.  She really didn’t give a shit.  I just wish I could have her attitude—and her legs!  Those things go all the way up!

Because of that she was also one of Mr. Richards’s favorites, and I don’t mind admitting that I got a little jealous.  I’d watch him study her as she bent over to reach a drink from the far side of a customer’s table.  He’d meet people at the door and take them to a table, touching the small of Sherryl’s back as he introduced her.  It started to grate on me.

I started to think that he had ideas beyond employment for Sherryl, especially when I found them at the back of the kitchen ‘talking.’  With how close he was to her it didn’t much look like talking.

I’d tried to bring it up later but he shut me down instantly.  Besides, it wasn’t exactly the conversation you’d want to have with other employees around.  I guess Mr. Richards just liked younger women now that he was approaching fifty.  However, I soon discovered that younger women weren’t the only thing Mr. Richards had a yearning for.

One day I’d kind of had enough and decided to talk openly to Sherryl about how I felt.

“His hands are all over you,” I told her out back as she smoked.  “You don’t mind?”

Sherryl shrugged.  “Mr. Richards is kind of hot.”

“Eww,” I motioned, but I didn’t mean it.  I knew he had a certain way with the ladies.  He was the reason we got so many female customers in there too.

“But why you?” I asked.  It came out all wrong.

“What do you mean by that?!”

“Sorry, I mean, you’re pretty, I can see that, but so is Annabelle.  So is Jenna.  Mr. Richards isn’t all over them.”

“Mr. Richards know something about me that he doesn’t know about them.”

“What?”

Sherryl looked around and took a puff of her cigarette.  “I love ass-fucking.”

My eyes bulged.  “What?!”

“I love getting fucked in the ass.”

Shit, now I had all kind of questions.

“That’s it?”

Sherryl nodded.  “The second he found out he’s been all over me.”

“You think he wants to ...”

She shrugged.  “Most guys do.”

“Eww!” I cried again.

“It’s fun.  Have you tried it?”

“No, but I mean why—”

“Then how do you know you don’t like it?”

“Do you think Mr. Richards has ...?”

“Definitely,” Sherryl smiled, enjoying my reaction.

I pretended to wretch.

“It’s something people do,” Sherryl said.  “Don’t get too caught up on it.”

“But he wants to fuck your ass, doesn’t that bother you?”

“I’d let him.”

“Sherryl!”

“What!  Mr. Richards is fire, Lucy.  There’s no denying that.”

“Jesus,” I breathed, looking back to the diner.

“Come on,” Sherryl said, tossing her cigarette and stamping it out with her pumps.  “Break’s over.”

I went back inside to see Mr. Richards giving me a death stare.  “Back to work,” he mouthed, before spotting Sherryl and smiling over my shoulder at her.

Now it all made sense, but I didn’t stop me being jealous.  If anything, it made things worse.  I kept thinking about what he wanted to do to her—what she wanted him to do to her.  Now the little touches at the small of her back moved lower.

I’d had enough.  The next day when I prepped for work, I held up my long, thick tights.  How could I wear these anymore?  If I was going to compete for my boss’s attention with Sherryl, then I had to start here.

My legs felt so cold on the way over, but I told myself it’d be worth it.  Now Mr. Richards couldn’t ignore me, but neither could the customers.

When I first walked in, I got double-takes from the regulars.  “Morning, Lucy,” one of them had said.  He never said good morning.

“Good morning,” I said back.

A few of the staff were already in but mornings were quiet.  I moved through to the back of the kitchen where I usually put my bag.

I set it down and fished inside, then I felt the shadow of someone behind me.

“There she is,” a voice said, and I realized that it was Mr. Richards.

“Morning,” I said softly, reaching down into my bag.

Suddenly I felt his hands on my hips.  He rubbed and pressed the crotch of his pants to my ass as I bent over.  “I’ll never get tired of doing this in the morning,” he said.

I swallowed and my mouth turned dry.  I could feel his cock against my ass.  This wasn’t the kind of attention I anticipated getting.

“That feels nice, Mr. Richards,” I whispered.

I stood up and turned around.  Mr. Richards startled.  He took a step back.  “Lucy?!”

It was then that I realized he must have thought I was Sherryl.

“You greet all of your staff like that?” I asked.

“I—your tights.”

“They’re no more,” I told him.

He looked me up and down.  “You look good.”

“The more naked the better, huh?”

“Now you’re getting it,” he said.  He brushed his hands down the front of his shirt.  “Sorry about that.”

“Quite alright,” I told him.  I brushed past him in the tight confines of that little, private back room.  “I enjoyed myself.”

I could feel his eyes follow me as I walked away confidently.  I’d never felt this way about myself before.  I was beginning to take ownership of my body just like Sherryl had done, and it really worked.

I bounced around the floor, bobbing my ass just like she did and making sure my hair swung with it.  I was like a temptress and the customers really responded.  By midday I already had more tips than I’d ever made in a day.  Now it all made sense to me.

Sherryl wasn’t due in until later and finally I was starting to get Mr. Richards’s attention.  He touched me just the same way, and I wondered if he looked at me like he looked at Sherryl when I was bending over to deliver a drink to a table.

Since my talk to Sherryl, I’d started to look at Mr. Richards differently too.  I’d started to imagine him through the lens that everyone else viewed him.  Not as a boss, or an older guy, but as an object of lust.  Suddenly it all made sense; a tall, confident business-owner with aging movie-star looks.  What was not to like?

By the end of the shift, I was actively teasing him.  Whenever I rounded the counter where he’d regularly stand, I’d make sure to turn and rub my ass across the front of his pants.  I started to reminisce about our morning encounter.  I started to want to feel his cock against me like that again.

At the end of my shift, I walked back to my bag, collecting my tips from beside the register.  In that little space at the back of the kitchen I stowed my money away.  Only Sherryl and I kept our bags here, so everything was pretty safe.  No-one else really thought to come back here.  No-one else, that is, except Mr. Richards.

“You did great today,” he said behind me.

Shit.  It was like that start of the day all over again.

“Thanks.  You think it’s the new look?”

“Definitely.”

I felt him come closer behind me.

“You like it?” I asked.

“I do.”

“Those tights are just so stuffy, you know?”

“I’ve been trying to tell you.”

“Besides,” I said, pausing.  Oh fuck, was I really going to say this?  Fuck it.  “It’s much harder for someone to hike up my skirt and fuck my ass if I’m wearing tights.”

There was a silence behind me.  I stared forward into my bag and closed my eyes, silently cursing myself.  Why’d you have to fucking say that, Lucy?

“That’s something you like?” he asked slowly.

I shrugged, standing up and turning back to him.  “Can’t hurt.”

“Oh, it can,” he smirked.  “That’s how I know you’ve never done it.”

“I like it,” I said, trying to impress him.

“Who have you done it with?”

“Just guys.”

“Guys, huh?”

I nodded.

“Well, I’m very jealous.”

I bit my lip.  “You shouldn’t be jealous.”

“The way you shouldn’t be jealous of Sherryl?”

My mouth opened.

“We talk too, you know?” he said.

“You don’t just fuck?”

“I haven’t fucked Sherryl.”

“But you want to!”

He laughed.  “If I could I’d fuck half the women in here.”

“What half do I belong to?”

“You’re off limits.”

“Why?”

“Because you’re nineteen.”

“I’m a nineteen-year-old who just happened to come to work today in a skirt and no panties.”

Now it was his turn to drop his mouth open.  “You did?  What if the customers see?”

“That doesn’t normally bother you.”

“You’re naked under there?” he asked, pointing.  “I don’t believe you.  Prove it.”

I laughed.  “You want me to flash you?  I’m not gonna do that.”

“Knew it.”

“Fine,” I said, turning around.

Mr. Richards braced himself and so did I.  I bent forwards again towards my bag, then I pulled my skirt back up over my ass, revealing to him what I’d kept secret all along.

“Fuck,” he hushed.  Shit, he must have been able to see the whole thing.

“Told ya.”

I went to move my skirt back down and his hand reached out to stop me.  “Wait,” he said.  “I want to tease myself.”

He stepped forwards and I waited just like he asked.  I felt the bulging crotch of his pants against my pussy.  I closed my eyes and breathed deep.  Fuck, that was what I’d wanted this whole day.  Just to feel him against me again like that, you know?

“Don’t stop teasing,” I told him, letting out a laugh.

I closed my eyes and focused on how he felt against me.  My pussy was so wet that he must have been getting some of it on the front of his pants, but he didn’t seem to care.  Shit, we’d stopped caring about a lot of things.

“That’s good,” I told him.

“You’re making me wanna be bad, Lucy.”

“So, let’s be bad.”

“Tell me the truth,” he said.  “Would I be your first?”

“The first guy in my ass, yes.”

Mr. Richards sighed dreamily.  His crotch came away from me and I thought that was the end of it, but then I realized he’d knelt behind me.  His hand came to my ass, and he pushed it open by the cheeks.  Then, to my utter shock and arousal, he started to French-kiss my asshole.

I tightened up.  I mean, I just couldn’t believe it.  Along with that, I couldn’t believe how fucking good it felt.  His tongue wandered all around it, tickling me in a way that no-one had ever done before.  It was like the best kind of massage, all slow and sensual, but ultimately it was dirty as hell.  I didn’t know he had it in him.  Actually, fuck that, I knew full-well he had it in him.  I didn’t know that I had it in me.  I guess there’s a little Sherryl in all of us.

“That’s good,” I told him, not wanting it to stop.

I don’t think he wanted to stop either.  His business would have to continue without him for now.  The girls were more than capable of running the show on their own.  Mr. Richards was free for the moment back here with me, choosing a particularly unusual snack to eat on his break.

“Oh, Mr. Richards,” I purred, relishing his tongue in my ass.

He pushed my cheeks wide and stabbed into me, teasing my asshole in ways that I’d never known.  I had no idea it could be such a vessel of pleasure like that.

“Let’s get you nice and ready,” he said, and that could only mean one thing.

I felt my nerves spike, but the gentle lapping of his tongue did much to soothe them.  The adrenaline coursed through me, and my breaths became deeper and harder.  I pushed my hands against the tiled wall ahead and arched my back.  My butt smothered his face, but Mr. Richards didn’t seem to care.  In fact, he seemed to actively enjoy it.  He pushed forwards to meet me, sending his tongue even deeper.  It was the first thing I’d ever had in my ass and I’ve gotta tell you, it was fucking good.

“Just like that, Mr. Richards,” I whined, and then he took things a notch further and started to tease my pussy too.

I didn’t realize how wet I was until he spread my juices back up my pussy and over my folds.  They turned slick and sticky.  I felt my clit stiffen and my pussy swell.  I’d never been so turned on in all my life, and Mr. Richards seemed to notice.

“You want me, don’t you?” he asked.

“I do.”

“You want my big cock, don’t you?”

“I do.”

“Then let’s do something naughty,” he said, standing up.

I heard the metal on his belt clank as he unfastened it.  The front of his pants came open and the zipper of his fly came down.

I stared forward, breathing hard and waiting.  I tried to ground myself in the moment.  I closed my eyes and focused.  I tried to imagine how beautiful an act of love this was between two people.  It was like Mr. Richards was finally showing me that he loved me, which was something that—

“Ooooh!” I grunted.

He’d put himself in my pussy, just like that.  No ceremony or anything.  Just a quick rush of hot, hard cock, going all the way deep inside me.  His hands pulled me back on him by the hips.

“Not too loud,” he told me, peering back.

We could hear the noise of the busy chefs in the room beyond.  Thankfully their swearing and hollering was hard to even scream over.  We were about to put it to the test.

Mr. Richards pulled back and I had time to focus on the sensation now.  His cock felt big.  I knew that because it was rare that my pussy ached when someone fucked me.  It felt like he was stretching me all the way open, but I was so wet that it made it all so easy.

“Good girl, Lucy,” he told me.  “You’re my favorite, you know that.”

“I know it now,” I hushed.

I hung my head and let out soft moans as he fucked me.  At first it was sensual.  He moved slow, sliding his cock into me gradually before dragging it out.  I could feel each and every ridge and vein.  He’d pull back so far that it felt like the head of his cock might fall out completely.  Just before it did he pushed forwards, sending himself into me and reminding me just how long he was.

“That’s good, Mr. Richards,” I whined, and for the moment I forgot all about my ass.  Mr. Richards didn’t.

It wasn’t long before his finger was back on me.  He’d spat on it and he was circling my asshole with it.  It felt almost as good as his tongue.  It felt better than his tongue when he finally plucked up the courage to push it all the way deep inside me.

“Yes!” I burst.  This felt much better than a tongue.

His tongue had only found its way in me by a little way.  His finger, on the other hand, was inside me all the way up to the knuckle.  It waggled within and my tight asshole gripped it.

“We’ll need you wider than that,” he teased.

“Try two,” I told him.

“Lucy,” Mr. Richards said, clearly impressed.

I looked back and smiled.  “I can be naughty too.”

“I’m starting to notice.”

He pulled out and then brought two fingertips to my asshole.  He pushed and I felt it open over him slowly.  The stretching was apparent, and I tried to stifle my pained grunt.  I didn’t want him to stop.  I’d made up my mind.  I wanted to be the first of his employees to take his hard cock in my ass.  Sherryl wasn’t going to beat me.

The whole time he rocked back and forth slowly, giving me the many inches of his cock while giving me the inches of his index and middle-finger and the same time.  He crossed them over each other and cork-screwed them into my asshole.

“I can feel my cock on the other side,” he told me.

“I can feel everything,” I told him back.

His cock pushed through me, and he alternated the thrusting with the rhythm of his fingers.  Whenever the two digits pushed deep, he’d pull his cock out of me and vice-versa.  I don’t know if Mr. Richards had done this before, but he did it like a pro.

“You want the real thing?” he asked.

I nodded.

“I want to hear you say it.”

“I want it.”

“What do you want?”

“I want your cock, Mr. Richards!”

“Where do you want it?”

“In my ass!”

“So. tell me.”

“Put your cock in my ass, Mr. Richards,” I dared.  Shit, I couldn’t believe what he’d got me saying.

“You want it in your ass?”

“Put it in my fucking ass, Mr. Richards!” I begged.

“Say, ‘please.’”

Fuck, he knew how to tease.  “Please!  Please fuck my ass, Mr. Richards.”

“There’s a good girl.”

He pulled his cock out of me and moved it up an inch, then he started to push forwards.  I gasped and held my breath.  My ass tried to defy him, but he wasn’t about to let up.

“Oh, Lucy,” he groaned, forcing himself through the tight slot.

“Mr. Richards!”

My asshole spread over him slowly and I stifled a grunt.  The yell that I wanted to shout out would have soared over even our loudest chefs.

It came out in a strained gurgle of pained pleasure, culminating in a satisfied sigh as Mr. Richards’s big cock slid all the way up inside him.

My asshole engulfed him and welcomed him inside its warmth.  He breathed deep and hard, as though he was finally where he’d always wanted to be.

“I haven’t done this in so long,” he said.

I looked back to see him staring down at the union of our sinful flesh.  His cock must have looked like it was a part of my body the way it disappeared up inside me like that.

He moved gradually at first and I toyed with my clit as he did so.  I looked down between my legs and watched the stringing cum fall from my pussy, all messy and wet.  It turns out I enjoyed anal sex just as much as my boss did.

As he fucked me the pain lessened and the pleasure increased.  It had begun as almost total pain with only the thinnest slither of joy to be found, but now I was appreciating to the true majesty of the act.  I was being rewarded for my perseverance.

His cock seemed to delight my pussy from a whole new angle that I’d never known.  It was like magic.  It was like my insides were doing the job for me, only it was Mr. Richards’s burly cock doing all of the pushing.

I tightened up around him and felt my pussy tighten too.  My breath rose along with my heartbeat.  My pussy salivated.

“Fuck my ass,” I told him, finding my courage.  “Really fuck it.”

Mr. Richards opened up and started to slam against me so hard that my whole body moved.

“Yes!” I cried.  “Yes!  That’s it!”

As he fucked me I thought about Sherryl.  I thought about wanting to tell her but not being able.  I thought about how much Mr. Richards had lusted after her and how this so easily could have been her.

“Wait,” I told him now, unable to shake the thought.

He slowed his pace but kept his cock inside me.  “What is it?”

“Have you ever fucked Sherryl?”

“No!” he cried.

“Ever?”

“Never!”

“Okay.  Okay, fuck me.”

Mr. Richards started all over again.  It might sound weird, but I just had to be sure.  If I was doing something as crazy as this, I didn’t want to be playing second-fiddle to anyone.  And with things now clear I had my eyes set on something else.

“I want you to come, Mr. Richards,” I told him, and I started to bounce back against his thrusts.

He stayed still for the moment, letting me run my asshole along him like I was jerking him with it.  The tight muscle sprang along his cock, pinching from hilt to tip.  Mr. Richards breathed harder and harder and I felt him tremble too.

Knowing that he was enjoying himself was transferring to me too.  I started to relish the effect I was having on him.  My breaths began to match his and I held them when he held them.  Soon I could barely cope.  My fingers spun quickly on my clit and my pussy leaked its juices freely.  Mr. Richards didn’t even know how wet he was making me.  I watched as all of my cum leaked to the floor, wasted.  If only my ass could get that wet.

“I want it, I want it, I want it!” I burst.

My knees folded inwards as Mr. Richards took charge, griping my hips tight and squeezing.  I could feel his passion in how tight he held me and how hard he fucked me.  His cock was rock-hard too, as though his climax was imminent.  Mine certainly was.

“You’re gonna make me come, Mr. Richards!” I cried.  It was something that I’d thought was impossible.  The idea of something in my ass making me come seemed so alien, until now.

“Come on my fucking cock,” he dared, and listening to the naughty words leave him made me swoon with delight.  He could be an animal too when he wanted to be.

I let out a joyous, unmistakable moan.  It must have been loud enough to alert the whole damn kitchen, but at that point neither of us cared.

“I’m coming!” I wailed.

My pussy tightened and my asshole gasped along his cock; a cock that continued to thrust into me over and over.

“Oh, Lucy,” Mr. Richards strained, breathing hard.

“Come, Mr. Richards!  Come with me!”

Shit, I’d never known anything like it.  I’d never came with anyone before.  I would never have thought something as naughty as anal sex could be so loving.  It’s tough to describe.  We just connected, you know?

“I’m gonna fucking come,” Mr. Richards cried.

My climax was still tearing through me.  My stomach was tensing and my legs felt light and weak.  I fought to hold myself up, desperate for my prize.  Mr. Richards gave it me.

“Lucy!” he called out as he came.

I felt his cock throb in my ass and then I felt the delicious, sticky heat.  Suddenly his cock was gliding through me with ease as his cum sprang free, lubricating the sinful action.

“Every drop,” I begged, and then a new voice startled me.

“Yeah Mr. Richards, give her every drop.”

He pulled out of me and turned around.  I did too.  It was just in time to see the next blast of his cum fire forward and hit Sherryl’s skirt.

She stepped back with her mouth open and gasped.  Mr. Richards held his cock but it was no good.  Another volley of hot cum leapt forwards.  I tried not to laugh.  Sherryl had caught us good.

“Enjoying yourselves?” she asked, hands on hips.

She looked me up and down as I tried to hide behind Mr. Richards who was frantically pulling up his pants and putting away his cum-soaked cock.

“No tights today?” she said, looking past him at me.

Mr. Richards looked back and then at Sherryl.  The two of us looked mighty similar.

“It was nothing,” he insisted.  “It’s nothing.”

“We were just ...” I began.

“Fucking in the back-room?” Sherryl tried.  She set down her bag, looking way calmer than I’d imagined.  “Can I be next?”

Mr. Richards almost spat out his lunch.  “Sherryl, come on,” he started.

“I want to be next,” she said defiantly.  “If you’re gonna fuck Lucy, I sure as shit wanna be next, or maybe I’ve got something to tell my colleagues.”

Mr. Richards looked back to me, wondering what to do.

I shrugged.  “Don’t ask me.”

“I knew you were just as naughty as me deep down,” Sherryl said, pointing a playful finger.  “Fuck, you’re even naughtier.”

If only she knew where our boss’s cock had been.  You’d have to be crazy to suspect it.

“Can I get myself cleaned down first?” Mr. Richards asked.

“Sure,” Sherryl said.  “I don’t want Lucy’s pussy-juice inside me, as nice as that might be.”  She gave me a smirk.

Mr. Richards looked back at me and bulged his eyes.  I shook my head subtly.  She didn’t need to know.

“I’ll be right back,” he said.  I hope he realized how fucking lucky he was.  Most people who get caught fucking a member of staff face a much worse fate.  They don’t get treated to someone else’s pussy!

When he was gone Sherryl stepped closer to me.  “You’re a real fucking naughty bitch, aren’t you?”

I bit my lip.

“I see you got rid of the tights?”

I looked down at my bare legs and my skirt.  Beneath, my asshole was steadily leaking its cum as it fought to close tight again.

“I fancied a change, you know?”

“Well, it looks like you got one,” she laughed.  “What was it like?”

I beamed at her.  “You’re in for a treat.”

“Is he big?”

“Big!”

She looked up and dreamed.  “Maybe I’ll put him in my ass.”  She looked at me for a reaction.

I shrugged.  “Go for it.  If you dare.  Too big for me.”

Sherryl rubbed her hands together.  “What a way to start a shift.”

“What a way to end one,” I laughed, picking up my bag

“I’ll see you tomorrow?” she asked.

“You can tell me all about it.”

“We’ll share stories,” Sherryl said, and she leant against the wall and waited for Mr. Richards to come back and fuck her.

I slipped out through the back-door, hoping that I’d be able to get my boss slipping in my back-door again soon.  The power of ass-fucking is a dangerous thing!

THE END
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Mr. Hastings had booked a quick retreat away in the countryside, just for some rest and relaxation after a tough year in his office.  He’d taken along his best employee as a treat.  That employee was me.  Obviously I’d insisted that the house have a hot-tub, but beyond that I wasn’t too concerned with the details.

The boss had the final pick.  He was paying after all.  He wound up selecting this beautiful northern retreat that faced out across the picturesque countryside.  Well, it should have been picturesque!  Every day so far had rained, but I was hopeful that there’d be a break in the clouds to enjoy a little outdoor time.

It was just he and I in the house and it was huge.  It had three large bedrooms, each with their own bathroom.  Mr. Hastings’s even had a dressing-room attached too.  Despite my whining he’d kept it for himself.  My room was a close second though.  The views were incredible from every angle.  The outer-facing wall was made entirely of glass.  It was something else.

One problem of complete countryside solitude though is that you’re massively exposed to the elements.  I’d discovered that on the first night as the wind whistled around the corner of the house.  It wasn’t too loud, but on the second night it was something else.

I lay there, pinching the top of the covers and staring up into the darkness.  It felt like I’d been thrust into the middle of a storm.  Things banged and the wind roared around the outside of the house.  Despite the comforts and warmth of my bed I still felt as though I wasn’t safe.  It felt like the roof of the house could be torn off at any moment.

I barely slept a wink.  I tossed and turned in bed, putting the pillow over my ears in an attempt to deafen myself.  But it was no good.  The raging storm outside was too fierce.  It roared so loudly that my measly pillow was no match for it.  Besides, it’s kinda tough to fall asleep with a pillow pressed around your head.

The creaks and bangs were getting louder and more surprising.  It was getting harder and harder to attribute them solely to the wind.  In a house as big as that I started to panic.  It’s stupid, I know.  I mean, who’d come all the way out there on the off-chance that the door might be open and they could rob us while we slept, but in my tired state that’s exactly where my mind started to venture.

I startled and pulled the sheet around me as I heard something downstairs.  I knew I must have been hearing things, but it sounded an awful lot like someone singing.  The noise was faint, but it seemed to drift in and out between the howling of the rushing wind.

“Fuck this,” I said eventually, kicking myself out of bed and turning on the bedside light.

I looked around the room and then at the door.  Mr. Hastings was only across the other side of the upstairs sitting-room.  He was at the opposite corner of the house so maybe the wind wasn’t as bad in there.  Only one way to find out.

I crept to the door and opened it as quietly as I could.  Outside the house was quiet and dark, save for a few lights downstairs that had been left on.

I set my eyes on the glinting door-handle that lay across the other side of the room and started to move towards it.  The moon was bright enough to shine through the sky-light windows and it took away some of the imagined terrors.

I didn’t really know what I was going to say to Mr. Hastings.  Perhaps I’d just tell him that, despite being nineteen, the sound of the wind still terrified me.  Stupid, I know, but it was the unfortunate truth.

I arrived at the door and gripped the handle, moving the door slowly over the carpet so as not to startle Mr. Hastings inside.

“Mr. Hastings,” I called into the darkness.

No sound returned, save for the wind outside.  His room didn’t seem to be any quieter, but I’d take it over the solitude of my own.

“Mr. Hastings?” I asked now, moving in and closing the door.

Again, nothing.  I moved forward slowly to the bed.  I could see the white of the sheet beneath and the duvet was cast back.  The bed was empty.

I assumed I’d caught him just as he’d gone to the toilet.  I crawled into the bed and pulled the duvet over me.  I could feel his warmth.  I closed my eyes and wriggled against it.  There was something satisfying about feeling his heat against me.

I waited a few minutes for his return.  It felt more peaceful here, even though the wind hadn’t been silenced.  I think it was just knowing that I was near to someone who could keep me safe.

After several minutes in his bed there was still no sign.  I looked to the closed bathroom door, but then I heard more noises from downstairs.  Now I was certain that there was someone in the house.

“Mr. Hastings?” I whispered at the bathroom.

Outside I heard a bang.  My heart tried to compete with it, banging against my ribcage.  I could hear it in my ears as I looked to the bedroom door, wondering what was outside.

“Mr. Hastings?” I called louder.

The noise grew nearer.  They were footsteps!  I moved to the far side of the bed and stared ahead at the door that I’d just come through.  I don’t know who had made it inside, but they were coming this way.

“Mr. Hastings!” I cried.

Just then the bedroom door burst open, accompanied by my scream.  The intruder
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