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A Happy Marriage: A Stockings Tale

Summary: Wife decides to spice up their sex live in a few kinky ways.

Note 1: This is a 2017 Valentine's Day story so please vote.

Note 2: Thanks to TexBeethoven, Dave, Robert and Wayne for editing this lengthy tale.

PS: This is a lengthy, stocking foot HEAVY, husband-wife story that is likely one of the most personal in my 300 plus stories. Although Miranda isn't technically me... a lot of her characteristics, especially her ambitious sexuality and yet her insecurities are a lot like me.



I was reading some website on my phone while at the doctor's office when regret suddenly washed through me. The article was about keeping the flame burning in your marriage after kids.

1. The Simple Things

Much to many women's surprise, men need to feel important and cared for. This is a deep-seated need... an integral part of their male identity... and includes taking pride in accomplishments such as fixing things, manning the barbeque and mowing the lawn. Oh yes: also being proficient at work and bringing home a decent paycheck. But often neither they nor their women realize the importance of being loved and cared for. It's so important that it's part of their DNA, and if this need is neglected until it's too late, everyone is surprised at the extent of their suffering (which is why so many men desperately try to get their women back after a break-up, while very few women do the same). So simple gestures like holding their hand, kissing them regularly and caressing their back are all simple signs of caring and intimacy that men respond to on a very deep level (if not always on a conscious one). Of course, slyly rubbing his penis though his trousers is also VERY effective.

I pondered this. Did I take Dean for granted? Yes, I had a lengthy and never ending honey-do list, but I didn't really do the simple things. That I could easily fix.

2. Schedule Sex

I know this doesn't sound romantic, and I don't mean you should put it in your iCalendar to remind yourself (although that might not be a bad idea)... but I do mean secretly jot down a sex schedule somewhere he won't stumble across your entries. Choose a day, and decide you're going to have sex, and then be sure to follow through. Don't let work, kids or anything else get in the way.

That seemed easy too. I mean I still liked sex, I still found my husband attractive, but two kids under the age of three did usurp a lot of my energy (our energy), and sex seemed to be the thing that fell to the wayside.

3. Stay Sexy

This doesn't mean you have to dress like an 18-year old slut, but men are visually motivated creatures, and as such are stimulated by the beauty of a woman. If your man is a breast man, showcase your breasts, if your man is an ass man showcase your ass, and if your man is a leg man showcase your legs. Of course, there's a benefit for you as well. By dressing up, not only will you entice your man and keep the spark alive, you will feel good about yourself.

As I read this, I realized I hadn't completely maintained myself the past couple of years. I mean I was still in great shape, thanks to my part time evening job as a physio trainer and my family's intense metabolism (everybody in my family was thin). Yet, I definitely spent my work day in track pants and t-shirts and wore similar outfits at home... and unattractive flannel pajamas to bed. (I also got cold easily... another family thing.) And although my husband Dean was a breasts, ass and legs man... he was definitely a leg man... loving me in stockings (in retrospect, I realised I'd seldom worn those for him the past couple of years).

4. Flirt

It sounds simple, but the longer we stay with someone, the less we flirt with them. Unless we pay close attention, we automatically take them for granted more and more as time goes by. Compliment him, tease him, drive him wild with temptation... this mixed with looking sexy will have him begging for it, and you'll be making the journey to the bedroom as exciting as the bedroom activity itself.

I'd loved to flirt when we were first dating, but I couldn't remember the last time I had. I also couldn't agree more with the fact that the journey to sex was as stimulating and exciting as the sex itself.

5. Be Spontaneous

Remember when you would go down on him in the car while he drove? Or when he would finger you in a crowded movie theatre? Surprise him. Show up unexpectedly, hide under his desk and give him a blow job at work. Have sex in a unique location such as dragging him into the bushes of a city park. Show him that your passion for him is alive, and the flame will spread like rocket fire and rekindle your sex life.

I couldn't help but reminisce about our wild younger days, which seems silly to say, since even now we were only 28... and four years into our marriage (although we'd had kids earlier than we had planned... an oops of carelessness at a wedding (someone else's... wedding, not carelessness) where he fucked me in the bathroom of a hotel). I had sucked him while he drove me to his parents' house to meet them for the first time, and although he'd never fingered me in a movie theatre, he had fingered me to orgasm in an airplane. We'd shared the exhilaration of a fair amount of public sex before we were married, but now we did each other only in our bed... once the kids were asleep... and only if we both had any energy left.

The doctor's receptionist called my name and I set the magazine aside and went to have my physical even as I pondered how to get more physical with my husband.

.....

Following the advice of the article, I had a friend of mine who owns a photo studio do a few sexy, but tasteful photos for me. I even used the same outfit I'd worn when we met... a cute outfit for a 1950s sorority party in my junior year.

We had a lot of fun as she had me do a couple dozen poses... some of them rather risqué. It was a blast, and besides making me feel sexy again, it seemed to rekindle my own sex drive that had almost died completely with having two kids in three years.

Deciding this would be an early Valentine's Day gift, I sent him a photo. One that was tame, but sexy and demure with the line: Thinking of you!



I was happy when he texted back within seconds: Where is that picture from?

I teased with a text back: You don't remember this outfit?

He texted back: Of course I do!!!

Not convinced he did, as his answer was typically male... vague, I questioned: Where?

Are you testing me? He texted back, again avoiding answering the question.

I texted back: YES!!!!!!

He responded: All CAPS! This is serious.

Before I could respond, he added: And yes silly... it's what you were wearing the day I fell in love with you!

I responded: Good answer! That gets you another picture!!!



He texted back: You know how much I loved those old fashioned nylons!

I responded: I bought these ones specifically for this shoot!

I hope not JUST for this shoot!!! He texted back.

I was thrilled! I was being spontaneous, sexy and flirting... I hit three birds with one stone. Deciding to really get him excited, I sent him two more pictures, both a little more suggestive and asked, 'Which position would you rather see me in?'





WOW!!!!! was all he texted back.

That didn't answer the question! I teased in my response.

What has gotten into you? He questioned.

Not you for a long time!!!

Well that can be corrected.

It better be, I think I forgot what it feels like.

Shoot, I'm late for a meeting.

I'm hoping you will be doing some shooting later too!!!

Me too! Got to go. Love you!!!

Love you, too!

It wasn't until a few minutes later I realized he never answered my last question.

Feeling aglow after our first sexual banter in eons, I headed home, hoping that tonight he would shoot and score.

Unfortunately, a sick kid stopped that plan dead in its tracks as she slept all night between us.

.....

Two days later, still feeling like a virgin, I decided I was going to spice up our marriage with naughty routines every day up to and including Valentine's Day.

And today... was the first day of my reclaiming our sex life.

I called his secretary Janice, and confirmed he had no meetings or cases going on between twelve and two, and went to his workplace dressed in sexy, but reasonably conservative, attire on the outside, but sexy and more daring underneath in a black lace bra, a black garter belt and stockings.

I had Janice let me into his office before he returned from a meeting, and I climbed onto his large table and posed in the exact same position I'd sent him a few days before. I had considered one of the more provocative ones, but just in case someone came in with him I could respond quickly. I also slipped out of my heels, as Dean was not only a legs guy, but a foot guy... especially in hosiery (not something I understood, but since a guy in a tie always gets me horny, I'm hardly one to judge).

I sat there in the pose, which was not as comfortable as one might think, for about fifteen minutes before the door opened, Dean walked into his office and gasped, "Holy fuck!"



"I hope that's an 'I'm-happy-to-see-you' Holy fuck," I said demurely, as he stared at me with a complete look of shock on his face.

"Most definitely," he nodded, as he looked me over, his eyes going where it always does when I wear nylons... to my feet.

"Close and lock the door," I ordered. "For the next little while you belong to me."

He closed and locked the door as he said, "This is a surprise."

"Well, we can't find an opportunity to be alone at home, so I figured I would just come see you at work, and let you see me," I explained, as I patted the table and asked, "Want to come join me?"

"But Miranda..." he began and looked at the clock.

"For the next hour I am your client," I clarified. "Janice is guarding the door. Plus, it's lunchtime and I'm hungry. Now come over here and feed me some nice spicy sausage."

He was completely shocked, although this bluntness was the old me. A few years ago if I wanted his cock, I would just demand it.

"Um, okay," he nodded, acting nervous.

"What? Can't your wife come to your place of work and get a good hard fucking? Is there anything in your employee handbook specifically forbidding that?" I questioned, trying to sound like the old me... actually, trying to become the old me.

He laughed, finally getting into the mood as he unbuckled his belt, "No, I don't think they thought to put that one in."

"Good," I said. "Because I want you to put something in, and I'm not leaving here until I'm completely satisfied."

He joked, "Many of my clients leave here not completely satisfied." Being an attorney myself, I knew that was definitely the case.

"Well, I hope this is a service you only give to this one client," I teased, as he climbed onto the desk, now naked below the waist, leaving only his shirt and blazer on.

"I think this is definitely a service I reserve for my number one preferred client," he nodded, as he lay on his back.

"I see my own preferred client is ready for some intense cross-examining," I teased, as I moved across him to stroke his hard cock.

"I plead the fifth," he joked, as I leaned forward and took his cock in my mouth for the first time in weeks... months? I wasn't even sure the last time I'd sucked his cock. That wasn't good!



"Mmmmm, I've missed this cock," I purred, as I swirled my tongue around his mushroom top.

"It's missed you too," Dean groaned.

"We can't go so long between spending quality time together," I said, before beginning to bob up and down.

"I definitely agree," he concurred.

I sucked for a couple of minutes before I said, "Let's move this to the floor; the table is too hard on my knees."

As we moved to the carpet, I shrugged off my blouse and dropped to the floor directly in front of him. He smiled, "This is one of the positions I was hoping for."

"You were?" I smiled as I stroked his cock. "You like me on my knees?"

"Both were on your knees actually," he pointed out, before adding, "but seeing you on your knees and looking up at me with those beautiful eyes is one of the hottest sights ever."



I was flattered by his compliment as I asked, "Is this hot too?" I then leaned forward and took his cock back in my mouth.

"Oh yeah." He groaned. "Very hot!"

I bobbed for a couple of minutes before I paused, "I've got an idea. Lie down."

He did, asking, "What do you have in mind?"

"Something you used to love," I answered, as he lay on his back.

"I used to love a lot of things with you," he joked.

"Ain't that the truth," I laughed back, thinking of our wild youth, as I leaned back as well and moved my stocking-clad feet to his throbbing cock.

"Ooooooh, this I really did love," he moaned.

"You don't anymore?" I asked teasingly.



"Oh, I definitely still love it," he said, staring at my feet and toes.

"Good, because today is all about you," I said, slowly jerking him off with my feet.

"What led to this?" he asked and then added, "Actually, never mind... I don't care!"

I answered, "I read an article about how to rekindle a marriage."

"Our marriage needs rekindling?" he asked.

"Well, it does need more sex," I said bluntly, not wanting to get into a conversation about anything other than pleasing him.

"There can always be more sex," he nodded.

"And more nylons," I smiled, rubbing my left foot up and down his shaft while my right foot caressed his balls.

"I thought you'd forgotten my weird fetish."

"No, I just took you for granted for a while, but that's over," I said, as I moved my left foot to his lips.

He sucked each toe through the sheer nylon as I caressed his balls gently with my right toes.

Once the last toe was nice and wet, I offered him my other foot... always being one for equilibrium... I really got distracted if I didn't have each foot pleasured equally, or each nipple sucked alike... weird I know, but just another of my many quirks.

He sucked each toe on my right foot and then I asked, "Want to try something new?"

"Always," he nodded.

I removed my bra, rotated my body around and said, "Fuck my tits, baby."

"How?" he asked.

"Straddle me, and then I can suck your balls as you go to town," I explained, a position I'd seen in a porn movie recently while getting myself off when he was out of town.

"Oh," he said, still kind of confused.

"Straddle my face, baby," I ordered. "I want your cock fucking my tits and your balls in my mouth."

"Yes, ma'am," he joked, "your wish is my desire," as he climbed on top of me, grabbing my ankles for balance as his cock slid between my tits.

As he slowly fucked my tits, I learned that this position didn't work the same as in the movie. I couldn't reach his balls with my mouth in this position, although I could lick his asshole... something I'd never done before.

As I pondered whether or not to explore his back door, I moved one hand to my tits to keep his cock between them and another to my wet cunt.



I moaned, talking like I used to before I became a mother and dirty talk faded away in favour of baby talk, "Oh yes, baby, fuck my tits with your big cock."

"Fuck, I miss this side of you," he groaned.

"What? The slutty side?" I teased, just as I decided to go for it, leaning up and poking my tongue against his asshole.

"Ooooooh," he moaned in surprise when he felt my tongue reaching a brand new target.



"You like that?" I asked, between licks.

"It's weird, but nice," he answered.

"Nice?!" I complained, a word he knew I hated because it was so bland. I didn't want to be perceived as nice, I wanted to be perceived as sexy. Or in this case slutty.

"Sorry," he apologized, "it feels really good."

"That's better," I said, as I probed his asshole feeling naughty... dirty... so sexy.

"I want you fucking me," I said, a minute later.

He got off of me and stood up.

I returned to my knees and moved to his balls, as I teased, "You sure you want to fuck me in your office?"



"You're the client," he shrugged. "I'm here to do whatever you wish."

"Mmmmmm," I purred, as I sucked a ball into my mouth. "Well, my willing genie, this client's first wish is for a good hard pounding."

As I moved to his other ball, we were startled by the intercom as Janice said, "I hate to bother you Mr. Bozak, but Mr. Dennis is here to see you."

"I'll need a few minutes," Dean replied.

"Of course," Janice said.

"Fuck!" Dean cursed.

"Apparently not," I said, as I moved to his cock and began bobbing, figuring I would at least get him off.

"You don't have to," he groaned, as I furiously bobbed on his cock, knowing time was of the essence.

My right hand went to my fevered pussy. I figured maybe I could get us both off at once.

As I frantically sucked on his cock while jerking him off, the double pleasure always getting him off the quickest, I furiously rubbed myself... my own orgasm rising quickly.

"Oh yeah, Miranda, I'm so close," he groaned, as he grabbed my head.



Although it had been a couple of years at least since he'd taken charge like this, he used to love to face fuck me when he was close.

I moaned as he began roughly fucking my mouth.

In seconds I could feel my orgasm nearing the brink and I came hard as Dean's entire cock pillaged my mouth, totally out of my control.

"Oh fuck, yes," he groaned a few seconds later as my orgasm continued to course through me.



Suddenly he pulled out, spun me around, straddled me and jerked himself off.

I opened my mouth, eager to feel his warm cum spraying on my face (I'd loved facials when I was younger... I really got off on the sluttiness of it), and hoping some would also land in my mouth. (I also enjoyed the taste of cum, although I didn't love it.)

"Here it comes, my sexy bride," he groaned as cum rocketed out of his cock and onto my skin.



The first couple of thick white ropes went directly into my mouth before the third landed on my chin and the last hit my upper chest.

"Oh God, that was amazing," he gasped, out of breath, as he let go of the back of my head and pulled me up.

"Next time I expect you to bend me over this table and fuck the hell out of me," I smiled wickedly.

"That may require an additional fee," he joked.

"You fucking lawyers, always out to make a fucking buck by fucking the clients," I joked, reaching for my bra.

He laughed as he went to grab his underwear and pants.

We both quickly dressed and he said, "As hot as you look with my fucking cum as a fashion accessory, you should likely clean up before facing the world."



"What? You don't want your client to know you just face fucked your wife and came all over her?" I questioned, as I scooped a wad of cum off my chin and put it in my mouth.

"No, then all my clients may require it," he joked.

"If Mr. whatever-his-name-is wants you to come on his face, you have my permission," I quipped back.

"Good to know," he laughed, as he came over with a tissue and wiped the rest of his cum off of me.

"Such a perfect gentleman," I teased.

"I can be," he smiled, slapping my ass.

I yelped, gave him a kiss and a firm squeeze on his still semi-erect cock, and left him to the mundanity of the rest of his day.

.....

Back home, while the kids were napping (yes, I'd paid a babysitter to come and watch the kids so I could surprise my husband), I went online and searched for advice on how to spice up your sex life.

I found lots of advice similar to what I'd seen before, but then I discovered one that was called 'Tips to make your man act like he is 20 again. Part 1: Things you should already be doing!'

1. Dress classy on the outside, but like a skank underneath

Most men fuck sluts in their twenties, but once married, want their wife to look and act respectably while they drool over the next generation of teens and college sluts. To keep your man's eyes from wandering (actually that is impossible, their eyes will always wander), wear sexy lingerie underneath your mommy clothes. Lace bras, thongs, corset, thigh high stockings and so forth. The following is a cliché because it's the truth: all men want a prim and proper wife in the public eye and a sexy, slutty submissive whore in the bedroom.

I wondered if this was true. Then the more I pondered it the more I was convinced that it was absolutely true... although not only for the man, but for the woman too. I certainly did want to be perceived as a great wife, a perfect mother and so forth... yet I also wanted to be fucked and used like a slut in the bedroom. For a period of time I had lost my sexual way, but my libido was suddenly back and ready to relive its former glory.

2. Spice it Up: Sex in Public



There is nothing more thrilling than the thought of getting caught in the heat of the moment. Whether joining the mile high club, giving head in the back of a taxi, giving a hand job or getting fingered while having dinner with your or his parents, it's a rush to have sex in public. And once you start, you'll want to take more and more risks.

Warning for the inexperienced: The confession booth is much smaller than it looks from the outside.

Although that thought once used to turn me on and may do so even now, the fear of getting caught had much bigger ramifications than it did a few years ago. Dean was a lawyer in just his second year at his firm; I was a mother who might wish to return to practicing law in the future. That said, we had kind of had sex in public today, if you consider that the picture window was in full view of people in nearby buildings.

Fuck! Did anyone else see?

Fuck! Did anyone film it?

Fuck! With cell phones, these days the risks of sex in public were a lot greater.

Nope... no sex in public for me!

[Imaginary court scene: "Your honour, the prosecution presents these mobile phones as Exhibits A, B, C, D, E..."]

3. Watch Porn Together

Men are visual creatures; women are verbal creatures.

Porn can offer both.

This is also a great way to hint at things you may want to do or fantasies you would like to fulfill. Comment on a position you think may be interesting... point out that the idea of having a cock in both holes ('just like her') turns you on, if that is one of your fantasies.

Oddly, Dean and I had never watched porn together. I knew he watched porn on his own... I'd found it on his laptop and didn't mind because I occasionally watch porn myself, but the idea of watching it together was suddenly a really neat idea... an obvious one that somehow wasn't obvious until I encountered it.

That said, watching porn with two young children sleeping down the hallway wasn't wise.

4. Read Erotica Together

Although guys are visual, good erotica can create pictures... and if you read it aloud in the right tones of voice, it can become very intimate. Often you will end up trying to recreate the scenes or descriptions... often even giving a story your own happy ending.

Note: The website Literotica is the best place to start, and has thousands of stories in dozens of genres.

I wondered if Dean would enjoy this. I occasionally read erotica online... focusing on things I would likely never do in real life, but often fantasize about. Being the focal point in a gangbang, having a lesbian encounter with a younger client, getting fucked by a big black cock, or being the canvas for bukkake.

It would be hot to read these stories with Dean... and maybe hint at some of my fantasies... even though I wasn't sure I would ever want to explore them. Sometimes fantasy is best when it's just that... fantasy.

5. Masturbate Together



Watching porn or reading erotica or talking dirty to each other or simply watching each other masturbate is a surprisingly intimate encounter, and good for opening up trust. I know that sounds strange, but both men and women view masturbation as some secret taboo thing we do alone that no one else knows about. EVERYONE MASTURBATES. Your mom masturbates, your boss masturbates, the Priest masturbates... it's one of the only things every person in the world has in common. Watching each other is intimate, it's vulnerable and it will bring you closer. Of course, you can also modify this by masturbating each other, but I recommend you start by openly masturbating yourself and putting on a mutual show.

This was interesting. Of course I masturbated, truthfully I masturbated more than we had sex, partly because he worked a lot and partly because it was easier and quicker (God, had I become a bad wife).

I also realized how true this writer's statement was. Indeed masturbation was taboo from the old not-so-wise sayings from the one that 'it will make you go blind', to 'it's something only guys do'. We were taught that it was dirty and good girls didn't do it. That said, we all do it. The idea of my mom masturbating made me shudder, but she had four kids so I mean obviously she and dad used to fuck and maybe even still did (another shudder).

This is one I would like to try if I could get Dean to go along. I could even imagine us watching some porn together as we each pleasured ourselves. Fuck, that idea is simple, but hot.

6. Try a new position each time



If you've been married more than two years you have almost certainly turned sex into a routine.

Who: man and wife

What: a new position

When: Before bed (exceptions may occur if drinking is involved)

Where: Anyplace other than on your bed

Why: To spice up the monotony of sex

Google sex positions, or get a sex position of the day calendar or book (yes they exist). Be creative, be ambitious, and be spontaneous!!!

I decided I would indeed google some new positions... curious about was now considered normal and what was kinky. I still loved the simple doggy style and reverse cowgirl.

Each of you should write down ten things you want to do sexually before you die. You can do this two ways... things you could do as a married couple with no outside people involved... or a free-for-all where if you could just do the wildest, kinkiest things you could possibly imagine, these would be them.

NOTE: If going for a free-for-all, each of you should pretend you're single when making up the list so as not to make your partner feel insecure.

My pussy tingled at this idea. I had a normal bucket list that I had been slowly checking off since I was in college... but a sexual bucket list was kind of unique.

8. Do a strip tease for him

Seems simple enough... but once married, your sex can become robotic, just going through the motions. Worse yet, you no longer see each other as more than man and wife, mother and father. A strip tease reminds your man that you're more than a mother, you are still a sexual being... this specific and intriguing sexual being shaking her tits at him.

I recalled doing exactly that one day just after we were married, although I ended up tripping and falling flat on my face... and giving myself a partial black eye... although I still remember how, until I fell, how awesome it felt to be the center of attention to him in such a sultry way.

9. Naughty Texts

The anticipation is often as thrilling as the main event. Get him excited; get yourself excited... by sending him suggestive texts. For those who are shy, texting is so much easier and non-threatening, and can awaken a side of you that you didn't realize you had. Women can be as naughty and nasty as men....

I smiled at the reality that I could check number nine of the list, as I had already done that... and planned to do it again.

10. Roleplay



Treat any day like it's Halloween. Be a naughty nurse, a full service flight attendant, a teacher willing to give an A to a big dicked student, a sans panties cheerleader... roleplay your own fantasies... roleplay his. The reality is it's too easy to take each other for granted, to get stuck in a sexual rut... and dressing up as someone you are not, allows you to explore another side of you... a side you may have repressed for years.

I loved this idea and I instantly knew that this would be surprise number two. All I needed was to go shopping tomorrow for the perfect costume. Tomorrow was Saturday and my parents were taking the kids for an overnighter and thus we would have the house to ourselves....

Bonus: Toys



We know lists should always be ten, but we would feel negligent if we didn't add this simple extra one. TOYS!!! They aren't just to pleasure yourself. No, they're the perfect enhancement to a great night of lovemaking or fucking or both. Have him tease or fuck you with your vibrator. Have him use your electric massager on your back, legs and ass and then finally your clit. Buy toys together. Discuss delicious possibilities for them as you shop. For the both of you, a vibrating cock ring does wonders. For him, a fleshlight for those times when you don't want to suck or fuck... but you can jerk him off with this perfect toy for men.

In the end, go to a sex shop together. Watch where his eyes go, not what he says. Where he looks and stares is what he really wants to buy, and he'll probably be really surprised that you don't object to the idea.

I had only one toy... a vibrator... and an old one at that. Apparently I needed, no we needed, to do some shopping. Plus, I needed to google what the hell a fleshlight was.

But first I had to deal with my needy pussy that was on fire from reading all this. So I went and grabbed my old vibe, hopped onto my bed, closed my eyes, and imagined being a stripper:



I imagined him flirting with me until he pays for a special lap dance, which leads to a full service show when he stuffs a thousand bucks in my G-string for a blow job.

I deep throat his cock:



He offers another thousand if I allow him to fuck me in front of his friends. I barter for another 500 and soon am bent over and getting pounded from behind to the sounds of men cheering.



And in another dozen positions, but this is the one that gets me off:



As he gets close, he pushes me to the floor and begins fucking my big tits. I squeeze them together and beg for him to come all over my knockers until he does just that.



As I climax from the fantasy and lay on my bed, I shake my head. Why do I always come hardest in fantasies where I'm treated like a slut? Well, either way, I planned to be a slut for Dean during the next few days.

.....

Saturday, to my dismay, Dean had already made plans with a buddy to help him move, and thus was gone all day.

The good news was that his absence gave me time to drop the kids off and go shopping, including a chance to select the perfect costume for some roleplaying.

The other good news was it gave me time to make some calls for some wicked surprises I had in mind for Monday and Tuesday... each one involving advanced planning.

The bad news was I had no idea when he would get home and I sure didn't want to have this evening wasted.

I called him at dinner time and asked, "Are you on your way home soon?"

"Just having a beer and watching the game," he answered.

I sighed. Fuck! That meant he wouldn't be home for hours.

"Are you okay?" he asked, hearing my sigh.

Deciding to be blunt, I replied, "Well sugar, I'm in the bedroom, dressed up in sheer stockings for you and waiting for the hard fucking you didn't give me yesterday. But if you're too busy I'll just fuck myself with my vibrator."

"I'm on my way right now," he blurted, responding to such a visual in the way most men would.

"Good, because your wife is really horny and I'm not sure how much longer I can last before I just do your job for you," I purred.

"Don't you dare," he ordered.

"Then hurry home, Caped Crusader," I flirted, "you have a damsel in distress."

"On my way, bye," he said, in a rush... thrilling me to know I could still get him to leave his buddies, leave the Saturday night game, come home and fuck me.

Twenty minutes later, I heard the front door slam closed and I called out, "Come upstairs."

He quickly did, stopped dead in his tracks as soon as he reached the doorway, and gasped as he saw what I was wearing.



"Are you ready for all those onomatopoeias from the show?" I flirted, trying to look as sexy as I could. Q: Who uses ten dollar words to be sultry? A: I do! Get over it!

"W-w-what?" he stammered, clearly shocked by what I was wearing, which thrilled me that I could still make him stammer in awe.

"Pow! Bang! Boom!" I said, all corny words used in the old Batman cartoons he used to love so much that I'd had to watch every episode with him... in order... when the limited edition box set came out a couple of years ago.

"Fuck, I love you," he said, as he walked to me and kissed me hard.

"So you like?" I playfully asked.

"It's the hottest thing I've ever seen," he said.

"Even hotter than the original Catwoman girl you were in love with?" I asked, knowing his first crush was Julie Newmar as Catwoman.

"Okay, second hottest thing I've ever seen," he quipped, as his hands went to my stockings for a feel.

"Asshole," I playfully responded, as I reached to get his pants off.

"I prefer to think of myself as brazenly honest," he said, trying to be funny.

"If you didn't have a big dick I'd kill you right now," I said, getting him out of his pants and boxers.

"Then I'm sure thankful I have a big dick," he said, as I stood up and pushed him onto the bed and dropped to my knees, wanting to be the sexiest, sluttiest Batgirl ever.

"Let's get this Bat-dick ready to save the damsel in distress by stabbing it someplace useful," I said, as I took his cock in my mouth.

"Oh yeah, suck my Bat-cock, baby," he groaned, as his hand reached for the back of my head.



I began bobbing faster, as I wanted his cock hard and ready for a marathon fucking.

"Oh yeah, bitch, show me how much you want my cock," Dean groaned, the old verbal and slightly dominant hubby returning.

I took all of him into my mouth and held it there for a moment.

"Oh shit, I miss this," he groaned.

I pulled back out and said, "I have plans for every day until the big day."

"My birthday isn't until May," he said, looking down at me dubiously.

"I mean Valentine's Day, doofus," I corrected.

"Oh, the most important day of the year," he joked, always hating Valentine's Day. He resented being told when he was supposed to be romantic and buy overpriced flowers.

"Well this year, all I want for Valentine's Day is four straight days of sex," I revealed.

"And that is your present?" he joked, as I pulled him off the bed and got on it myself.



"Hopefully it's lots of presents for both of us," I purred as I moved my feet to his cock.

"I think it will be," he leered, as he began slowly fucking my velvet boots.



I explained, "I read an article online about how to spice up a marriage and it was then that I realized how lazy I'd gotten."

"Me too," he nodded, before adding, "work and kids do change things."

I countered, "But they don't have to."

"Agreed," he nodded, as he pulled one boot off of me.

"You don't like the boots?" I questioned.

"I do," he nodded, "but not as much as your feet in nylons."

"You really have a strange fetish," I pointed out, watching him pull off my other boot.

"It's not that strange," he protested. "There are lots of websites that cater to nylon fetishes."

"There are?" I questioned accusingly, raising an eyebrow as I slipped off my bra.

"Not that I've ever checked any of them out," he said in a tone that implied the opposite.

"Of course not," I said agreeably, as I moved onto my back, lifted up my feet and said, "Let's film our own nylon fetish scene. Your eyes are the camera."

He climbed onto the bed, eyes wide open, and said, as my feet moved to his cock, "I missed this."

"What? Nylon-clad foot jobs?" I asked, as I began giving him one.

"Being alone and intimate with you," he said sweetly, before adding, "although the foot jobs and blow jobs are awesome."

"As it will be when you eat out my cunt and then fuck the hell out of me," I nastily added.

"Well, that goes without saying," he laughed, as I moved my feet back and forth on his hard cock.



I stroked his cock for a couple of minutes, until I found the position uncomfortable and asked, "I didn't make any supper, would you like an appetizer until then?"

"I could definitely use something to nibble on," he nodded, as he got off the bed and I slid out of my wet bottoms.

I moved to the edge of the bed and offered him my delicacy saying, "It's been too long since you munched my box."

"All you ever have to do is ask," he said, as he moved between my spread legs.

"That goes for you too," I offered back.

"Really?" he asked, looking up at me from just a couple of inches from my needy pussy.

I was briefly hurt by that. I said, "Honey, I don't want us to become a married couple that only remains one by habit. I want to keep the fire burning. I want you to want me. I want to be seen as more than just the mother of your children."

He stood back up and looked into my eyes. "Honey, regardless of how much sex we have or don't have, I will always see you as the most beautiful woman in the world, and the one I want to share my life with."

His words warmed my heart, but I joked, "You really will say absolutely anything to get out of eating my cunt, won't you?"

"Brat," he laughed, reaching over and pinching my hard nipples. "But I mean it. You're the love of my life."

"And also the slut of your life," I added.

"Definitely," he nodded, as he slid two fingers in my pussy and kissed me down there.

When he broke the kiss I felt I needed to explain, "I'm serious, honey. I want to make all your fantasies come true. I want to be fucked like a little slut. I want to be everything to you: wife, companion and whore."

"God, those are the hottest words you've ever said," he said looking at me in awe.

"And I mean them," I continued. "I want to be the same sexual being I was before we had kids."

"Well, we did some pretty wild things when we were younger," he reflected.

"And I want to do even wilder ones," I continued.

"Like what?" he asked.

"That, my love, is for me to know and you to find out," I smiled, before snapping my fingers and ordering, "now get to the task at tongue."

He returned to the floor between my legs and finally began licking me.

"About fucking time," I moaned softly.

"So demanding," he teased back, as his tongue parted my wet pussy lips.

"I've been told that before," I chuckled softly, as I enjoyed the pleasure of his tongue.



He licked me for only a couple of minutes before I could feel my orgasm building. I moaned, "Don't stop, baby, I want my first orgasm to be all over your face."

"Mmmmm," he responded, licking faster as he moved to my clit and began to tongue-tap on it like a drum.

"Oh yes, I'm going to have you doing this a lot more," I declared, unsure why I'd allowed us to go so long without sex and why I had allowed this pleasure not to be experienced much, much more.

He sucked my clit between his lips a moment later and fireworks went off inside me. "Yesssss, fuck, I'm coming," I screamed, although that was obvious to him as cum squirted out of me and onto his face.

As soon as I came, he backed away and surprised me as he stood up, lifted me entirely off the bed and impaled me with his hard cock.

"Oooooooh you fucker!" I screamed, the deep imbedding of his cock as I was still coming creating a new intense pleasure.

"That I am," he concurred, burying his face in my tits.

I began to try to ride him, but it was super awkward, so instead I just enjoyed the orgasm still rumbling through me as he splattered my tits with kisses, licks and nibbles.



"You love my titties, don't you?" I said, as I held them up for them.

"It's the third thing I noticed about you," he said.

"After my winning personality and brains?" I fished.

"After your legs and eyes," he admitted.

"What colour pantyhose was I wearing?" I asked, knowing he would remember.

"Beige," he answered, before adding, "and open toed shoes so I could admire your painted toenails."

"Love at first hose," I joked.

"Indeed it was," he laughed, as he lowered me to the carpeted floor, his cock never leaving my cunt.

"Are you going to fuck me or what?" I asked, as I looked up at him.

"I'm going to fuck the hell out of you," he promised, as he began to slowly fuck me.

"You know that expression doesn't even make any sense," I pointed out.

"Shut up and wrap your legs around me, my sexy slut," he ordered, knowing that when I was revved up like this, name calling turned me on.

I obeyed his request, wrapping my nylon-clad legs around him as I moaned, "Now really give it to me, baby."



"God you're sexy," he groaned, as he started to really fuck me.

"Then why have you ignored me so much?" I asked, looking up at him.

"I won't make that mistake anymore," he answered, his cock at the angle he was drilling me perfect for rubbing against my clit.

"You better not," I moaned, my second orgasm already beginning to build.

"Oh that's a promise," he replied, before lowering himself down to kiss me.

The kiss was passionate, unlike the last thousand over the last three years... it had an urgency and fire that I hadn't felt in years... an urgency and fire I wanted to keep burning from now on.

As he kissed, he slowed down his fucking of me, and for minutes at a time figuratively stood still. We kissed like eager teenagers, lost in each other. He slowly fucked me, teasing me without even knowing it.

There wasn't any talking, there was just us... just the two of us becoming one.

Of course, eventually I wanted more. I wanted to be fucked hard and I decided to take matters into my own hands... or in this case... my own cunt.

I ordered, "Lie on your back."

"I thought I was in charge," he objected jokingly, even as I moved my legs off him and he got up, his cock sliding out of me.

"You are," I said, as I stood up, "kind of."

Once he was on the ground and his cock was probing the air saluting me, I lowered myself on his cock... ready to go for a ride.

"Oh, this position I like," he approved, as he watched me engulf his cock.

"You like me in charge?" I questioned, as I sat on his lap.

"It's a nice variation," he nodded, staring up at me.

"Good, because I want to really ride this stick shift," I smiled, as I began bouncing on his cock.

"Ride away and I'll enjoy the scenery," he leered, watching my tits bounce.

I rode his cock with reckless abandon, my second orgasm rising quickly. As it got imminent, I leaned forward and used his chest for balance.



Sensing I was close, Dean began bucking his cock up to meet my movements.

"Oh yes, baby, I'm so close," I moaned.

"Come again for me, baby," he said, as he fucked me quickly.

"Oh yes, baby, yes, oh God, that feels so fucking good," I babbled, before my second orgasm hit me. "Yesssssss, baby."

I instantly collapsed forward and onto him.

"Multiple orgasms," he said, impressed.

"Now it's time for yours," I said, as I rolled off him.

I expected him to fuck me some more, but instead he ordered, "Roll onto your belly."

"Okay," I said, thankful to not have to walk, as my orgasm was still grumbling through me and I felt completely weak.

Once I did, he walked behind me and lifted up my ankles.

"Oooooh, this is new," I purred, as he began fucking my feet.

"Yeah, it's something I've fantasized about for years," he said, as he furiously fucked my feet.

"I want to know all your fantasies baby," I said.

"Some are pretty wild," he warned.

"As are some of mine," I countered, as I decided we would indeed have to make a sexual bucket list... maybe exchange them on Valentine's Day.

The position was awkward because my muscles weren't working so well after two orgasms, but I did the best I could to make one of his fantasies come true.



"Oh yes, baby, fuck my stocking feet," I purred.

"Oh, it feels so good," he groaned, as he fucked them faster, his orgasm obviously close.

"Are you going to shoot your cum all over my stocking soles baby?" I asked, knowing he would love the idea.

"Oh yes, can I?" he asked, his breathing getting heavier.

"You can shoot your load anywhere you want, baby," I offered. "I'm your cum canvas."

"Oh yes," he groaned.

"Yes, baby, come all over my nylons," I purred. "Shoot that big creamy load all over my soft silky soles."

"Oh fuck," he grunted, as he let go of one foot and began furiously stroking his cock.

"Yes, baby, yes, come on my black stockings with your white gooey cum, come for me baby," I uttered sexily, trying to get him off with my words as well as my stockings.

"Aaaaaaaah," he grunted, as he started coming all over my feet.

"Yes, coat my stockings with your big load."

"Fuck!"



Once he was done, he let go of my feet and sat down heavily at the edge of the bed.

I rolled onto my side, not worried about the cum, and asked, "Was it worth missing the game?"

He laughed, "I'd miss every game for this."

"I'm keeping you to that," I smiled wickedly, as I rolled my stocking off and then moved it to my mouth.

"Now that is hot," he said, as he watched me suck cum off my stocking.

"Ain't I always hot?" I pouted.

"That you are," he nodded, as he moved to the floor and kissed me.

Once we were cleaned up, we had a romantic shower together, and once we were in bed for the evening I said, "I want you to do something for me for Tuesday."

"What?" he asked.

"Make up a sexual bucket list," I said.

"Really?" he said, as I cuddled into his comfortable arm.

"Yes, and I want you to write down every fantasy you've been storing up in that dirty little mind of yours," I continued.

"Every one?" he asked.

"Yep, no matter how wild or kinky... on this sexual bucket list there are no limits... no secrets," I explained.

"Are you doing one too?" he asked.

"Yep," I nodded. "And on Valentine's Day after the dinner you're taking me out for, we'll swap them."

"Sounds dangerous," he said, feeling tentative.

"I'm not saying we'll make them all come true," I pointed out. "But it will be therapeutic to write them down and share."

"And there will be no judging?" he asked.

"None," I promised, before I added, "Dean, I love you and I want you to always be happy."

"I already am happy," he said, kissing my forehead.

"Okay then, I want you to be orgasmically ecstatic," I rephrased, pretty sure 'orgasmically' wasn't an actual word. However, Dean was now once again my 'orgasmic ally'.

"Well, I want that for you too," he said.

"So let's schedule nights like tonight; let's share our fantasies and let's always keep the flame alive," I said.

"I promise," he nodded, kissing my forehead again.

"On that note, I think I need a bedtime snack," I said, sliding under the covers and fishing out his freshly washed cock, then taking it back in my mouth.

.....

Next morning, I got up before Dean like I always did, and decided to surprise him with a very special breakfast. I grabbed a pair of thigh highs and headed downstairs. I put on a translucent apron and made breakfast. When it was ready, I went upstairs and woke him up. I stroked his cock and said, "Get up, baby, breakfast is made."

"Okay," he said groggily, still in dreamland and not even noticing what I was wearing.

I'd originally planned to give him breakfast and either give him a foot job or a blow job while he ate, but suddenly I had a more wicked idea.

I grabbed a banana, hopped onto a counter and began rubbing my pussy lips... and then slid it inside my twat.

I didn't have it inside me for ten seconds when Dean came in the room and stopped in his tracks just like he had last night when he saw me in my Batgirl outfit.



"Are you hungry, baby?" I asked seductively.

"Suddenly I'm starving," he replied, coming to me and moving his hand to the banana.

"Well, eat away," I smiled, as he pulled the banana out of me and sucked my wetness off it.

"That's not how you eat a banana," I teased.

"Actually I'm hungry for something else," he said, as he lowered himself to the floor and rubbed my nylon feet.



I asked innocently, "And what is that? Pancakes are on the counter."

He rubbed his hands up and down my legs as he parted them, "Oh, I was thinking of something fresh."

"Ooooh, I see," I purred, as he moved between my legs. "Well this is very fresh... it's still on the hoof."

"Good," he said, as he buried his face in my pussy. Unlike yesterday, where he was aggressive and determined to make me come, today he took his time... savouring my pussy.

"Mmmmm, oh yes," I moaned, enjoying some very, very rare morning sex. So rare I think I would have to travel back to my first pregnancy for the memory.

"Best breakfast ever," he said, as his tongue traced my pussy lips.

"I'm going to want some breakfast pretty soon too," I pointed out, knowing that I wanted to be fucked to orgasm this morning.

"You're always welcome to have sausage for breakfast," he cornily quipped.

"Not with lame ass lines like that," I countered, as I grabbed his head and pushed him deeper inside me.

He caught on and began licking with a bit more aggressiveness.

After a couple of minutes, I moved to a higher counter, got on my knees and said, "Feed me that sausage."

"I thought you said it was corny," he objected playfully, as he moved to me.

"Shut up and feed me that corned beef," I demanded.

He obliged, sliding his cock into my open, inviting mouth.

Although the counter top wasn't overly comfortable, I got my entire body into a nice rocking motion and began deep throating his cock with each forward bob.

"That's it, suck it, baby," he moaned.



Which I was already doing... feeling so naughty sucking his cock in the same kitchen where I made my children breakfast, lunch and dinner.

After not even two minutes, he pulled out, spun me onto my back and joined me on the counter.

"Am I distracting you from your breakfast?" I teased, moving my foot to his chest.

"I'm just making sure I get my morning workout in," he joked.

"Why don't we work out like this more mornings?" I offered, as he sucked on my toes through the sheer nylon.

"Well, I'm in favour of a change in routine," he said.

"Me too," I agreed. "Couples should work out together."

"Yes, they should," he concurred, as he sucked each toe individually, while stroking his cock.

I asked, wanting his dick in me and not his hand, "Are you going to fuck me or what?"



"I need to finish my pre-workout routine first," he said, as he sucked on another toe on my right foot.

"Well, you burn a lot more calories during the actual workout," I pointed out.

He moved to my other foot as he said, "Don't rush the routine."

"Is this going to be routine now?" I asked.

"I think it will be," he nodded. "If you wear nylons every day."

"Thigh highs so you have easy access to your cardio training station?" I questioned.

"Definitely," he nodded, as he sucked another toe.

I watched him do my last remaining toes before demanding, "Now come and start your personal training workout."

He spread my legs, moved between them and slid his cock inside me in one quick thrust.

"Yesssss," I moaned loudly, as his cock was finally inside me.

Unlike yesterday, where he'd started slow, he went directly to fucking me hard and fast.

"That's it, work it out," I purred, as I lifted my ass up to feel him go deeper inside me.

"Best workout ever," he said.

"I bet more people would stay in training if this was the program," I joked.

"Yeah, we could make a killing on a new weight loss program," he joked back.

"I'm not making those videos," I joked, although suddenly the idea of a home video popped into my head.

"We can hire actresses," he shrugged.

"Yeah, Cameron Diaz and Brad Pitt," I joked, Cameron his favourite actress fantasy and Brad Pitt mine.

"Ooooh, maybe we just hire Cameron Diaz," he suggested.

"Do you want to die?" I asked, singeing him with a fake evil glare.

"Maybe... this is the way I'd want to go," he admitted.

"Not sexy at all," I said, my back getting sore on the hard counter top. "Come fuck me from behind."

"As you wish," he said, as we both repositioned ourselves.

On my knees, he placed his hands on my hips, slid back in my cunt and began pounding me.

"That's it, fuck me hard," I moaned, always loving doggy style, although this was a slight variation of it.

"I think I'm the one burning all the calories," he groaned a couple of minutes later, as my orgasm began to build.








"I'm burning them through osmosis," I declared, not caring about calories lost, but about the pleasure that was gaining quickly.

"I should have had a glass of water or OJ first," he joked, as he kept slamming into me.

"You did get some homemade juice," I reminded him.

"True enough," he laughed.

After another minute, he pulled out and said, "This counter is unforgiving to my knees."

"Mine too," I agreed, as we both got off the counter and found a more comfortable position standing. As he slid back in me, I said, "Although I love being fucked in a room other than our bedroom, the designers of this room obviously put no thought at all into comfortable places to fuck."

"Thoughtless assholes," Dean joked.

"Men," I joked back.

"There's another business we could open if the fucking workout weight loss program fails," he said,

"What?" I asked.

"Fuck kitchen design," he joked, as he pumped his cock in and out of me.

I roared, our sex today both hot and funny, which somehow was working, "Fuck kitchen... that is awesome. Padded stove top! Gyno stirrups on the table!"

"We should patent our ideas," he added, lifting my left leg up, which allowed his cock to go deeper.

"Right now I just want to be fucked like a slut," I said, my orgasm simmering underneath the surface and yet refusing to erupt.

"I thought I was already doing that," he said, as he moved his hand to my clit to rub it while he fucked me.



"There you go," I moaned, as suddenly I was getting double pleasure from the inside and the outside.

He pounded me for a couple more minutes until I could finally feel my orgasm building and he pulled out.

"What the hell are you doing?" I objected.

"Seeing just how slutty you can be," he said, as he walked to a corner table and sat down.

"I can be very slutty," I said proudly.

"Prove it," he said, his cock standing at full attention, like a lighthouse guiding me home.

"What do you have in mind?" I asked, as I walked over to him.

"Grind yourself to orgasm," he said.

"That's not too slutty," I pointed out, as I went to straddle him.

"On my leg," he clarified.

"Oh!" I said, as I stopped.

"Come on, my slutty, bitch bride, let's see you grind that pussy on my leg to orgasm," he said, before adding, "It should be a good workout."

"I guess it will be," I shrugged, as I straddled his leg instead of his cock and began slowly humping him. Getting into this new roleplay, I panted like a bitch in heat and whined a little.

"Faster," he ordered after just a few seconds of me grinding, as I tried to get used to the awkward, but definitely stimulating task.

"Yes, sir," I mockingly joked, as I reached for his cock while using my other hand on his shoulder for balance and began grinding faster.

"Oh yeah," he groaned, as I jerked him off while using his leg to hump on.

"Oh yeah indeed," I moaned as I got into a nice rhythm of grinding and stroking at the same time.



In a couple of minutes of the unique position and act, my orgasm was burning and I said, "I'm going to come all over your leg."

"Go ahead, my skin is already soaked with your juices."

"Ooooooh, yes, oooh God, fuck," I babbled until the orgasm ripped through me... the strangest orgasm of my life for sure. I leaned my head back and howled as if at the full moon.

He allowed me to have my orgasm while I weakly jerked off his cock... my continuing orgasm strong enough to usurp most of my energy.

Finally, he ordered, "pointing to another counter, "Go sit down. I mean, 'Sit. Stay.'"

"Woof! Time for you to lose some weight?" I questioned, even as more juices leaked out of me.

"I may also need to rehydrate you," he quipped wittily.

I laughed as I moved to the counter and spread my legs, expecting him to resume fucking me.

Yet, he didn't.

Instead, he grabbed my ankles, moved my feet to his cock and again fucked himself with my nylon-clad feet.

I was hoping this wasn't going to be the only way he was going to come from now on... I wanted to be able to swallow a load, and take some in my cunt, too. Yet I wasn't going to have that conversation now. Instead, I tried to give him a good foot job that would get him to shoot his load... although I realized of course this wouldn't go into me and rehydrate me.



"Oh shit," Dean groaned after only a couple of dozen strokes.

I was about to ask if he was going to rehydrate me but it was too late as he shot his load up in the air, most of it landing, impressively, on my cunt.

"Target practice?" I joked, as I looked down at my cum-covered cunt.



He laughed, "I guess so. Although the apron caught some of it too."

"It is supposed to catch spills," I said, "or splatters."

"True enough," he nodded, as he wiped the head of his cock on my foot.

"I thought you were going to rehydrate me?"

"Next time," he shrugged, as he let go of my feet and went to the fridge for juice. "On that note, I do need to get rehydrated."

"Bring me some too," I said, as I scooped cum off my cunt and brought it to my mouth.

.....

Dean went to pick up the kids in the afternoon while I was supposed to clean the house. Yet, instead I ended up on my iPad reading the second part of the advice column: 'Tips to make your man act like he is 20 again. Part 2: Tasks for the Adventurous'.

1. Fun with Food

Now this could have been on the first list, but we're thinking of more than just some whipped cream on his dick or being sucked off your tits. No, to push it to the next level you allow him to fuck you with a popsicle (or just park a popsicle inside you and let him lick out the mixture of juices. Or stuff as many grapes as you can inside your pussy and have him get them out (preferably without using fingers). Or lick hardened chocolate syrup (sprinkles optional) off his cock.

Or have him cum in your thermos of coffee before you go to work. Have him recreate the scene from American Pie, but then suck his apple-flavoured dick to completion, or eat the cream-filled pie. Of course a few oysters first to stoke your furnace is always a good idea.

Although it wasn't mentioned, I was proud to declare we'd played with food earlier today with the banana... which I realized I should find and throw away before the kids got home, as I had no idea where it had gone after Dean sucked my juices off it.

2. Blindfold Him

Pretty simple. Blindfold him, then lead him somewhere that isn't a normal playtime location, and then pleasure him. Tease him at first... drive him wild with foreplay... since you're the one completely in control.... This has a major psychological impact and thus will heighten the stimulation of the encounter. To make it more interesting: no talking. Neither of you.

Of course you can reverse the concept and hand him the blindfold to put on you.

This one was interesting. The idea of being in control and teasing him was kind of a fun idea... although I knew I would HATE being the one blindfolded. I hated being teased. I liked being fucked.

3. Bondage



No we don't mean whips and chains (unless you're into that kind of stuff... and we're not judging). No, we're thinking more about handcuffs or being tied to a bedpost with soft ropes or drapery sashes. With the blindfold you controlled his pleasure, with this one let him control yours. Arms and legs spread open and allowing yourself to be completely at his whim. Being utterly powerless can be incredibly stimulating as you give your complete trust to him.

Although it sounded hot, the idea of being bound didn't excite me. Handcuffs maybe... bound completely spread eagle where I was completely at his sexual whim... I wasn't so sure about.

4. Watch Kinky Porn

We know we had you watch porn together in our first list, but this time we want you to up the ante. If you're the one choosing the movie, choose things you want to do but are reluctant to request... bondage, threesomes, a lesbian encounter. These videos should be raw, nasty and contain lots of filthy language.

I hadn't considered what kind of porn to watch in the first place, but if I was going to watch porn with my husband, I sure as hell wanted it to be hot and naughty.

5. Make a Home Video

Shooting a porn movie will often enhance the sex session, as each of you will want to perform well on film. You'll do more positions, you'll talk more, you'll moan louder... you'll put on a show.

Warning: don't do this on your phone! Do it on a video camera where only you have access to it.

Suggestion: don't ever watch it (no matter how good it is, you'll cringe when you see yourself on film... it's just human nature).

Suggestion 2: delete it the next day (if you're not going to watch it, why keep it?)

No, you're probably wondering, why film it if you aren't going to watch it or keep it? Answer: simply for the intensity the filming will add to the encounter.

I liked this idea, especially with the alleviation of my biggest fear: that someone else would see the tape. We had talked about this when we were younger, Dean really wanted to, but the fear of the film getting into the wrong hands (especially after that sex tape movie came out) prevented me from doing it.

6. Spanking



This can be done as part of naughty girl roleplay or as part of foreplay. Now you're probably wondering how getting slapped in the ass can be foreplay. I did too before I tried it. But I've learned that playful, or even firm spanks feel very good in the heat of the moment (far less so at the start of the sexual encounter before you're really feeling frisky). A firm slap on the ass creates tingling sensations, especially when combined with the stimulation of sexual arousal.

Advanced playtime: Have a vibrator in your pussy (or your ass if you're feeling really adventurous) for an out of this world sensation as two very different feelings compete inside you for your attention.

I was spanked once by an ex-boyfriend and didn't like it at all, but I was young and it was only ten seconds into the sex. Of course fifty seconds later he was finished and snoring and I was sticky and washing up, so with that hair-trigger boyfriend there likely wasn't any good time to stimulate me enough for the spanking to enhance the pleasure.

Given the right situation I could likely enjoy getting spanked.

7. Fisting



Now this isn't for everyone, and we recommend lots of lube if you do it... but your pussy can stretch quite wide under the right circumstances (remember giving birth?) and fisting done right can be head spinning, orgasm inducing, awesome. He can fuck you with a closed fist, or he can wiggle his fingers inside you and explore... each of these are completely different sensations.

Back in college I'd loved being fingered... always wanting more than one or two fingers. And when quite drunk once, I was fisted by the last guy I fucked before Dean... it made me cum hard, but I felt like a cheap slut the next day and have never mentioned it to Dean. Now though, maybe I would.

8. Anal



Like fisting, anal isn't for everyone and requires lube... lots and lots of lube. Also, like a pussy, an anal cavity can stretch quite wide and take quite a bit, once lubed properly. In truth, the anus is the most overlooked erogenous zone on a woman's body. Sure, men know about the clitoris and have vaguely heard of the g-spot, but your ass has lots of pleasure spots, and more nerve endings than your vagina. Add to this the reality that taking it in the ass is seen as taboo and slutty, and it is the ultimate exploration to really spark your adrenalin and enhance your sex life... and truthfully, once you get past the discomfort and pain (yes, it will be uncomfortable and painful at first), you'll experience a pleasure very unlike vaginal sex.

Anal was without a doubt something I wanted to try. I'd once been fingered in my ass while being eaten out long ago, and it had enhanced my orgasm... but I could never bring myself to tell another guy I wanted to try it, and because of my notoriously decisive personality, no guy had ever brought it up. But the idea of 'taking it in the ass' was a complete turn on and... OH MY GOD!!... wouldn't that be the perfect Valentine's Day gift for Dean... my anal virginity!!!

A wicked smile crossed my lips as I thought of buying new lingerie and lots of lube for Tuesday! Is the opening in crotchless panties large enough to access an asshole? If not, I'd better start making a habit of going commando.

9. Threesomes

This one, although rife with dangerous consequences if both partners are not comfortable with it, can really spice up a sex life. A guy in your pussy while you suck another guy's cock is an experience every girl should experience. Getting double penetrated by two cocks is also thrilling (although not for beginners), and for your man, two women is equally enthralling. Of course, the key to a threesome is to make sure your partner is equally involved. Don't spend the majority of your time with the new guy or let him spend most of the time with the new girl). A threesome is about the couple's pleasure... unless you're into a cuckold or cuckqueen type of situation... but those too are full of peril. If you choose this one, talk first, agree, and discuss boundaries. Remember that sex is just sex, and if you're inviting another person into your bedroom, it's no different than using a toy... they're just another way to spice things up.

I'd also fantasized about having two guys at once... it was my most common masturbation fantasy (as well as a gangbang where I fucked and sucked all night)... although the idea of a romp with another woman while Dean watched and perhaps joined in, also turned me on. Of course, the risk to our marriage had always stopped me from mentioning it, as sometimes fantasy needs to be just that... fantasy. But I wondered... could a third person be used just as a toy with no feelings attached? I wasn't sure it was as easy as the column suggested. And if our new 'sex toy' became a permanent extra love interest to our marriage, that would be opening an entirely new can of worms.

10. PEGGING



Now this is one where the roles are reversed. The man gets to be vulnerable. You don a nice strap-on, lube it up and fuck him!!! And before you go all 'he would never let me do that', if you open the subject slyly with the slightest hint, he likely will get sly himself and allow you to convince him it's his idea. (Plus, over 25% of men fantasize about it.) And before you go and say you wouldn't ever want to do that... the power of this role reversal is a complete rush when you're the one wielding the cock. In addition, it's great to encourage his feminine side to come out and play, and give him an understanding of what it feels like to be fucked. As for you, it's a great way to learn firsthand that being the giver is a lot of work. Besides being a great way to spice up the bedroom, it's a great way for each of you to understand the traditional roles your partner usually plays... which leads to more mutual understanding no matter what else you may do together in the bedroom. THIS ONE IS A MUST!!!

I'd never heard of 'pegging' before or even considered the idea. Yet, once I read about it here and looked at the picture, I was curious. What would it be like to fuck Dean? Would he let me? Would it actually do all that was suggested? Although I was intrigued, this was a 'down the road if ever' thing.

Anyway, the anal ideas had been planted... I called my mother-in-law to see if she could watch the kids overnight on Tuesday. She could. I then called a rustic but nice hotel that we'd first gone to when dating, an hour out of town, and booked a suite for the night. I then headed to an adult store for some lube, and maybe a new toy or two.

.....

On Monday I returned to the column, recalling there was a link for MUST TRY POSITIONS. So curious, I clicked on it and was again amazed at the hot models posing in a variety of positions. The blonde was beautiful, the guy was impressive with a massive fucking dick.

Some of these positions are simple, some complex, but each is an amazing way to get a cock as deep inside you as humanly possible. It's almost needless to say that this is as pleasurable for him as it is for you.

1. Upsidedown Throat Fuck



This position leaves you completely at the mercy of your man and his cock. This is a cock sucking position for the advanced, as at this angle the cock will easily go balls deep and tickle your tonsils (if he's big enough... hehe).

A great position for the submissive.

Although the position looked uncomfortable, I imagined this would be one to try someday as I loved being submissive and this seemed as submissive as one could get with a cock in their mouth. The idea of his balls bouncing off my nose also amused me.

2. The casual 69



Most people think of 69 as your guy on his back and you sucking his dick while you straddle him and he eats your cunt. The problem with that position is the physics. He has to crane his neck to reach your pussy, and you're in the least enjoyable cock sucking position. On the other hand, roll onto your sides (facing each other of course), and each of you can be comfortable.

For you: it's way easier to deep throat, you're not wasting valuable energy holding yourself up on all fours, which gets uncomfortable fast, and you now have a free hand to grab his head and shove it in your wet pussy if you wish.

For him: he can be comfortable while licking you, and if he wants, he can stabilize your head with a hand or two and fuck your face.



I loved this idea. I've generally always hated 69's, as I am never comfortable enough to concentrate on both giving and receiving. This position may allow me to do just that... be comfortable enough to both suck and enjoy being licked.

3. The Deep Missionary



Almost everyone does missionary. It's the go to position and truth be told, it's a pretty good position. Yet, to enhance his depth in you, you can try this. Keep your legs spread the same as normal, but lift your knees up. In this variation he can go deeper, probably stimulate your clitoris, and use your legs for balance.

Yeah... a position we'd tried before. I always liked my legs in the air, either bent like that or wrapped around him. It seemed to allow for deeper penetration while also being intimate.

4. Backwards Bounce



This position is also quite common... but a big time winner for deep penetration that you can control. You can ride him slow or fast and change the angle just as you wish. On top of that, you can use your hands on his legs for balance (for those fast rides) or your fingers on your clit (for the slow burn).

Fun recommendation: slap your clit with each downwards bounce when you get close... the orgasm will be ride-riffic.

It occurred to me that I couldn't remember the last time we'd had sex where I was standing up, besides him briefly carrying me to the ground with his cock in me and the brief time I spent bent over in the kitchen yesterday. This position seemed ideal, as I could just ride him cowgirl!!! Hmmm... maybe I should get a cowboy hat. It would be wise to skip the spurs.

5. Eagle Spread



Using a table or desk, he spreads your legs as wide as he can and goes to town. This one doesn't always get the deep feel, but man does it make up for it with speed and the stretching of your pussy in a way not usually experienced. If you watch a lot of porn, you'll recognise this position as a frequent go to for a woman's orgasm... one that we don't think they have to fake. J

Although not exactly, this is a position we had tried before... although I was on the edge of the bed and I didn't touch myself... but next time I sure would.

6. Side Slide



This position is perfect for a couple of reasons. He can easily fuck you in either of your holes, slow or hard, and can change angles for variety... and of course go balls deep in your pussy or asshole. Bonus for you... the position is comfortable for long periods of time... unlike most of the next positions.

I liked this position too. I liked getting fucked, but I also liked being comfortable, and this seemed to be a position where I could really get hammered while not getting uncomfortable or exhausted in a minute.

The next few are a bit more challenging and may even need stretching for those not overly flexible (but trust us, it will be worth it).

7. U-Ride



This position requires some upper body strength to balance yourself. In essence it's simply you on top, but by positioning yourself not directly on top of him, but further back, you can simply fuck yourself (fast or slow) on his cock. The more orthodox variation for this position would be both feet on the floor; that way you have better balance and can really go deep.... but our models were ambitious.

I had no idea if I could actually execute this position, but I was in good physical shape and man, would Dean love it. Something to try soon!

8. Bend it Like Fuck-ham



This position is about trusting your man to hold you up. Use his legs for balance, lean back as far as you can, and ride. This one is usually a slow fucking position, so have him suck on your nipples as you slowly take all his cock inside you.

I once rode a man on a chair... but my feet were on the floor. This position intrigued me as it would allow for deeper penetration... plus we could make out.

9. 90 degree Angle (Standing)



This one also requires some balance, and enough strength to support most of your weight on one leg, but with the use of a table or desk, it can work. At first this may seem uncomfortable as your legs aren't generally meant to extend that wide... but man, is it worth it. This position does a variety of things: it allows for extremely deep penetration, usually rubs your clitoris against his cock, and stretches your pussy in a way that stimulates.

Although many would struggle with this positon, I was a ballerina for years and used this exact position as a stretching warm up. Now I was curious what it would feel like to get fucked like this.

10. 90 Degree Angle (lying down)



Like the position before, this one needs some flexibility. Also like the last position, it has similar advantages, plus the bonus ones of not needing to balance or support yourself, and he can use your raised leg for his own balance. Notice how her pussy easily takes the entire cock, and also stretches you out slightly (A great position for those thicker cocks).

Although this looked more comfortable, I thought I'd rather try the standing one.

11. Scissor Salute



On your back, probably no position will give you deeper penetration while also being somewhat intimate. He can kiss you in this position or play with your tits. Although our models decided to be playful here and get a little kinky.

This seemed like another position worth trying some time. It seemed both romantic and stimulating.

12. Pile Driver



Another great position that can be intimate or intense. You can look into his eyes and he into yours. He uses your legs for support as he gently (or roughly) slides his cock inside you. BONUS: This position is perfect for either vaginal or anal intercourse. BONUS 2: If doing anal, it can really reach some new depths!

A second position we tried just like this... although obviously never anal since we'd never done anal at all. But we both loved this position because he could go deep, go for a long time and he loved the sensuous sensation of resting his body on my nylons.

13. FUN PUSH UPS



This position looks stranger than it really is, although watching the video on our website may be worth it. In this position it is actually you doing the work. He slides into you and you lift yourself up and down to take his cock. Of course, you can also have him do the work or... what the fuck... meet in the middle. BONUS: This one will really burn the calories.

OMG! What a great way to work out. Maybe I could go to the gym less and just fuck Dean to burn all my calories!!! Delicious.

14. Bound Backwards



If and only if you trust your man... let him handcuff you (fur-lined is more comfortable), and then try this pseudo-Kama Sutra position. Positioning your legs behind you stretches your pussy as wide open as possible and will stimulate your entire pussy region while he slowly fucks you. PS: This is a slow fucking position; hard fucking will likely have you falling backwards and potentially pulling a ligament in your groin.

Another position that intrigued me.... I loved the idea of stretching my legs like that... but the handcuffs were still something I wasn't sure about. Sure, I was submissive and sure, I would do it if Dean told me to, but I wasn't sure it was something I would bring up.

15. Mission Possible



This is our favourite unique position and one that will fuck you deeper than you possibly imagined and at angles you didn't know existed (this is, for many, the ultimate g-spot position). Of course with such amazing benefits, it is very difficult to execute. As a woman, you almost become a human pretzel and not only have to literally bend over backwards, you have to be able to hold that position while he slams into you (thus the need for both your hands to support your back). He can also use both his hands on your ass to keep you in position. Often a woman can't hold this position for long, or even get into it, but if you're up for this one, you'll likely have the orgasm of your life.

This position looked amazing. Years of yoga made this position seem to me a lot simpler than the writer explained it to be. God it looked hot! This we would have to try sometime!!!

A couple bonus suggestions because I just had to:

16. Orgasm Twist: Finger in the ass



This can be done in almost any position, but as you feel your orgasm rising, ask him to slide a finger in your asshole. This will often have your orgasm hit almost instantly, and soar off like a Roman candle.

I wondered if this was true. Would a butt-finger help me reach orgasm? That said, I had already decided to give him my virgin ass for Valentine's Day, so I guessed I would find out how stimulating I found anal sex then.

17. Catch it All



And we couldn't finish such a list without the obligatory money shot. Hopefully your man will be coming inside you, but for those nasty slut encounters, there are many great ways to finish him off. This is one where you control where his cum goes. You lie him on his back, you suck and stroke his cock and when he's about to erupt, you decide if you want it in your mouth, on your face or all over him (or any combination of the three).

I liked cum shot in my pussy, in my mouth and sometimes all over me. This indeed seemed like an opportunity to choose where I wanted his cum to go. That said, I really liked it when he face fucked me to completion and either dumped his load down my throat or gave me a facial.

All these positions made me fucking horny and I decided that tonight I would try another roleplay with him.

.....

That night, once the kids were asleep, thankfully they went to bed early, I called Dean downstairs for a night of stocking play.

He came into to the living room and saw me in my private high school outfit. He skidded to a halt and breathed, "Wow!"

"It still fits, too!" I pointed out, posing.

"It sure does," he nodded, actually drooling.

"Well, get undressed," I ordered.

"Here?" he asked.

"Now!"

"What about the kids?" he questioned, a lame excuse I'd used for the past three years not to have sex.

"They sleep right through the night now," I said.

"You sure?"

"Yes, now get undressed, my little stocking pervert," I ordered.

"Okay," he agreed, still hesitant, although the bulge in his pants told me he was excited, too.

Once he was naked, his cock indeed rock hard, I ordered, "Lie down."

He did.

Then I went into roleplay mode as I walked over to him. "So you like to stare at my stockings whenever I'm in class do you, Mr. Bozak?"

"W-w-what?" he stammered, realizing we were roleplaying and acting as if I'd caught him perving on me.

"You drool over my legs and feet every day," I accused. "Isn't that right, you pervert?"

"I-I-I...."

"Admit it," I demanded, as I moved my foot to his balls.

"Yes, yes damn it, I drool over your legs in nylons," he admitted.

"Do you ever fantasize fucking me, Mr. Bozak?" I interrogated, as my nylon-clad toes moved to his cock.



"This is inappropriate behaviour, Miss Stackhouse," he protested, avoiding the question (and using my maiden name).

"So is getting a woody while you drool all over me," I countered.

"Young lady, this is enough," he suddenly said, sitting up.

"What is, Mr. Bozak?" I asked, innocently.

"If you dress like a slut, and act like a slut, you're a slut," he said, standing up and ordering, "Now get down on the floor."

"Mr. Bozak!" I protested.

"Now!" he ordered and I obeyed.

He sat on a stool and said, "Now let's see those stocking-clad feet up close."

I obeyed, lifting my feet up to him as I purred, "Is this what you fantasize about when you're at your desk staring at me?"

"Oh, I think about a lot of things," he said, as he pulled my legs up and gazed at the soles of my feet.



"Want to fuck them Mr. Bozak?" I asked.

"All in good time, Miss Slut," he said, kissing the soles of my feet.

"They were marinating in my boots all day for you, Mr. Bozak. They should have a nice, natural sweat to them by now," I pointed out.

He kissed and licked the soles of my feet for a couple of minutes before he asked, "You got all dressed up just to get a nice good fucking from your teacher, didn't you?"

"I did," I purred. "I also expect that I will."

He stood up and ordered, "Give me a foot job, slut."

"Yes, sir," I obeyed, moving my feet to his hard cock.

"Good girl," he groaned as I began slowly masturbating him with my nylon-clad feet.



"Your cock is so big, Mr. Bozak," I complimented, knowing he loved when I talked about his dick.

"It will fill you up nice and good," he replied.

"I can't wait until you fuck me with that massive pecker," I said, enjoying the roleplay of student and teacher.

After a couple of minutes, he ordered, "Take off your skirt, slut. I want to take a good look at that hole of yours."

"Yes, sir," I nodded, as I moved my feet to the floor, lifted up my ass and pulled off my skirt.

"No panties," he noticed. "You really did come to class to become my cum slut, didn't you?"

"Yes, sir," I admitted. "I've wanted to be your little student slut all semester."

"And you wasted all this time," he said, shaking his head.

"Well, let's make up for lost time, teacher dear," I smiled, as I moved my left foot to his balls.

"I couldn't agree more," he nodded, as he lifted my foot up and resumed kissing and licking it.



"Oh yes sir, lick my stockings, suck on my toes," I said, his tongue on my feet feeling so hot and sexy.

He sucked each toe individually before he ordered, "Stand up."

"Yes, sir," I obeyed, happy to be off my ass, which was beginning to get numb.

"Let's see those tits you barely hide behind that uniform."

"Yes, sir," I obeyed, as I slowly and sensuously removed my blouse with lots of teasing eye contact as if I were doing a strip tease for a lecherous man.

"No bra," he said, "you really are a slut."

"For you I am, good sir," I said. "But I implore you to take note that I happen to be a classy slut."

He moved to the floor and ordered, "Come straddle me."

"Yes sir," I nodded, an idea popping into my head... a variation of one of the positions I'd read about earlier.

I straddled his cock, moved my hands behind me for balance, lowered myself on his cock and then moved my feet up to his hands and said, "Kindly hold them up, sir."

"Ooooh, very creative, my little slut," he said impressed, as he took my ankles and looked at me.

"I've spent a lot of time imagining this, sir," I revealed, as I began to slowly fuck myself on his cock.

"So you have," he nodded, as he watched his cock disappear in and out of my wet box.



"Oh yes sir, is this what you envisioned too?" I asked. "To have your personal stocking-clad fuck toy to use as you wish?"

"Yes it is, my slut," he nodded, as he moved my feet to his face and began licking the soles of my feet again as I fucked him.

"Oh yes, sir," I moaned, as the roleplaying and unorthodox position had my orgasm building surprisingly quickly.



Unfortunately, the position, although hot and stimulating, was hard to keep up and I had to apologize, "I beg your pardon, sir, but we need to change positions. I'm finding this one rather tiring."

He agreed, "It's okay, I want to taste your sweet honey anyways."

"Mmmmm, usually only Janice does that for me," I moaned... recruiting his exec into an imaginary role as one of my fellow students... as I tried to add more verisimilitude to the roleplaying.

"I knew you two were cunt munchers," he said, as he stood up, then grasped my hands to pull me up with him.

"We eat each other out imagining we're fucking our teachers," I purred, as he led me to another spot in the 'classroom', then lowered himself to his knees in front of me.

"I just bet you do," he said, as he buried his face in my wet cunt.

"Oh yes sir, please eat my cunt," I moaned, loving using the 'c' word in the heat of passion.

He lapped hungrily, keeping my orgasm on the rise.

I lifted one leg in the air and grabbed the back of his head as my orgasm increased quickly. "Oh yes, sir, you're about to make your little slut come."



And he did... and I did... I came hard. "Yessssssssss!" I screamed as my orgasm flooded out of my slit and onto his eager tongue.

He kept lapping as my orgasm continued generating wave after wave of pleasure until my legs were giving out and I pushed him onto his back and joined him on the carpet. "That was awesome, sir," as I kissed him passionately.



"You taste so sweet, my slut," he complimented between kisses... Dean always being a man who liked going down on his woman.

I moved my stocking clad feet back to his dick and slowly stroked it with them as we kissed.



We kissed for a minute before I asked, "Are you going to fuck me or what?"

He laughed, as he pushed me onto my back, "I choose 'what'," as he straddled my chest and slid his cock into my mouth.

"Ooooooh," I moaned, as I realized what he meant by 'what' and started to fuck my face. The nylon play and roleplaying must have had him revved up too, as he was really fucking my face... something he hadn't done in years.

As he did, he placed his hands in mine, making the face fucking not only rough, but oddly romantic as well.



And for a few minutes he fucked my face and I focused on not gagging as his balls bounced off my chin.

Eventually he groaned, "Here comes a Valentine's present, slut."

Usually he gives me choices about where he comes, but this time his load erupted in my mouth in huge wads, so much that a little of it trickled back out.

Once he finished pumping and pulled out, I asked demurely as I scooped the cum on my chin back into my mouth, "I hope you have the wherewithal for at least one more deposit, sir?

He laughed, as he stood up, "I always have more than one 'deposit' for a dirty fuck slut like you."

Deciding to try something I'd never done before, I crawled to him, but instead of taking his cock back in my mouth, I moved behind him and buried my face between his ass cheeks.

"Oh my," he said, clearly shocked as my tongue began exploring between his cheeks.

I purred, "You like this, sir?"

"It's different," he said, as I probed his asshole with my tongue while reaching around for his hard cock.



After a few more seconds of this he requested, "How about we do things the old fashioned way?"

I sensed he was uncomfortable with the ass play but I couldn't tell if it was because he found it awkward and didn't like it, or perhaps he did like it, but felt unmanly about that fact.

I nodded, "I'm yours to direct, sir."

"Stand up," he ordered.

I obeyed.

He moved behind me and ordered, "Let's see how flexible you are. Keep that tight ass up in the air and bend down so your hands are on the floor."

"Yes sir," I again obeyed, sensing this would be a position he could use to penetrate me deeply.

Once in position, he moved behind me and slammed into me with one quick, hard stroke.

"Oh yes sir, fuck me," I moaned loudly, as his cock filled me completely.

"You like it rough, slut?" he asked, as he kept slamming into me.

"Oh yes, make me your fuck slut," I said.



The marathon fuck that followed included a few different positions:









Until my second orgasm hit as I moaned, really enjoying the roleplaying, even though I was pretty much playing myself except as a nerdy, slutty, bimbo teenager, "Oh yes, sir, fuck this little whorelet."



He kept fucking me throughout my second orgasm until he finally pulled out and ordered, "Foot job, slut."

I quickly sat on the table and moved my feet to his throbbing cock, wet with my cum.

I asked, as I stroked his cock as fast as I could, "Are you going to cum all over my stocking feet, sir?"

"I'm going to shoot my cum all over your body," he answered, just before he grunted and his first wad flew into the air and landed impressively on my chin, before the second and third ropes splattered my tits and chest, while even the last rope reached the tops of my stockings and inner thighs.



I laughed, as I slowly stroked his cock, trying for any late swimmers, "You weren't kidding, sir, that was a geyser!"

Once he regained his breath, he leaned forward and kissed me. Once he broke the kiss, he said, breaking character, "Wow, Miranda that was amazing."

I smiled, "My darling husband, wait until tomorrow."

"How could you possibly beat tonight?" he asked, looking at me in awe.

"Oh, trust me," I smiled wickedly, "I still have a surprise or two in store for you."

"I can't imagine," he said.

I promised, teasing him, "I've saved the best for last."

.....

I texted him at work: Make up your Sexual bucket list today. You'll be reading it to me tonight. Remember it can include ANYTHING!!!

Once I sent that, and I got the kids down for a nap, I turned on some porn on the laptop, a scene I love, called Five to One starring Veronica Avluv as a reporter interviewing a sports team after they lost the championship game and she ends up being completely used by all five. She sucks all five cocks, is fucked by all five, is triple teamed taking three cocks at once, and finishes with getting five loads all over her face.

Now the good, wholesome me would never do such a thing... but the inner slut me sure wanted to.

So watching a woman take on five cocks, my cunt burning, but refusing to touch it (knowing that if I didn't remain horny I would think differently), I began writing my sexual bucket list.

1. Get gangbanged.

My idea was to read one at a time and go back and forth with Dean, and I knew he wouldn't want to go first for fear of offending me. So, I figured going big with my first item would set the tone and perhaps allow him to open up and be completely honest with me. And although it was highly unlikely that this would ever be checked off my bucket list, I felt if we were going to do this, we were going to do it right.

2. Have a lesbian encounter.

Knowing that every man wants to watch his wife munch cunt, it seemed a logical next item, and truth be told, the idea of being in a 69 with a hot woman, hopefully younger, like barely eighteen, really did excite me. I didn't watch lesbian porn too often, but I did really like a Hot and Mean scene called Ms. Boss, starring Vanessa Veracruz and Spencer Scott, where a secretary is talking trash and then is used and fucked by her blonde boss... the idea of being dominated by another woman was without a doubt an exciting fantasy... made to eat pussy... made to suck a strap-on... made to ride a strap-on. Mmmmmmmmm.

3. Fuck a black man.

This is one I'd always fantasized about. I didn't believe every black cock was a mammoth snake... but the ones in porn, especially on the website Blacked, sure did. And although I'd watched many of the scenes, there were a few standouts including: being a personal assistant and serving both the boss and the client like Shawna Lenee did in 'Blonde Personal Assistant Loves Black Men'; or being at a photo shoot and ending up with a mouthful and cuntful of big black cock like Sophia Leone does in 'Sexy Model gets BBC'; or being forced to be a white slut for black cock like Lily Rader does in 'Blonde Teen Punished and Dominated by Black Man' after she gets caught stealing money from him while babysitting; or watching a young white slut try to take a massive black cock up the ass... my favourite being Jillian Jenson in the lamely titled (actually, the website should really attempt to come up with better titles!) '18yr old Jillian Jenson has anal sex with BBC'.

4. Walk around in public with a Full Load of Cum on my face

I don't know why this excites me, but the idea of being in some out of the way place where no one could possibly know me and walking down a busy sidewalk or a crowded college hallway with cum all over my face really turned me on.

5. Make a porn film

Although I know I wouldn't want to watch myself have sex, nor would I want anyone else to watch... the idea of making a porn scene or an entire film was kinda cool. I could write a script and then we could act out each scene.

As I pondered what else to add to this list, I received a text from my husband.

Dean: I don't know what to write?

Me: Your fantasies.

Dean: You're all I need.

Me: First... thanks, but Bullshit! Second... pretend you're 18 again; what fantasies did you have then or do you still have that you've never fulfilled.

Dean: This sounds like a mistake.

I could tell he was tentative and worried about offending me... so I stirred the pot and likely his loins.

Me: One of mine includes munching cunt!!!

Dean: Really???

Me: And that's a tame one! Just have fun with it... it's not about what we're failing to do for each other, but just getting all our hidden fantasies out in the open. If something spicy pops into your head you've never even thought of before, all the better!

Dean: How many?

Me: At least 10.

Dean: How many have you done?

Me: 12. So far.

I know I was only at five, but I wanted him to think I found this easy.

Dean: Sigh! Okay, I'd better get started.

Me: See you soon... and man do I have some surprises for you!!!

Dean: I can't wait.

Me: I'll be starting to check off my sexual bucket list tonight!!!

Dean: God, you have me curious.

Me: And hopefully you're hard.

Dean: Definitely!!!

Me: Yummy!

Dean: I've got to go.

Me: So do I... got some porn to watch!

Dean: You're not helping!!!



Me: I hope not.

Dean: Bye! I love you!

Me: Love you too!

The scene I'd been watching ended, and I went to another of my favourites. One of Phoenix Marie as a do-gooder reporter who ends up back at home celebrating her victory with a glass of wine, wearing a pair of tan suspender hose. While she's masturbating, a man comes in and dominates her. He face fucks her, ass fucks her and shoves her panties in her mouth. She's fisted and he treats her like a dog. It's a very hot scene which led to my number six.

6. To be completely dominated by a stranger

7. Take it in the Ass

I'd already bought the lube and was planning on being able to check this off my list before the clock struck midnight.

8. Public Sex

Trying to follow some of the suggestions in the articles, the idea of fucking in a park, a movie theatre, or somewhere where we could potentially get caught is exciting. Of course, doing this in another city would be a logical precaution.

9. Threesome

I'd prefer two guys, the idea of being able to bounce back and forth like a rocking horse between a dick in my mouth and another in my pussy a position I'd love to try. Although a second woman to lick while Dean fucks me doggy style would also be fun.

10. Go to a swinger's party

Not sure how that would go, but the idea of a bunch of couples swapping was kind of hot... although not sure I could do it in real life.

11. Pegging

Ever since I learned what pegging was... the idea of my fucking Dean intrigued me. I would never do it if he wasn't into it... but if he was interested I would be more than curious to wield a strap-on in his butthole.

Shit. This was suddenly getting difficult, and I'd said I was already at 12.

12. Be fucked Air Tight

The idea of all three of my holes being filled by three cocks... well, that just seems like something every girl should try at least once.

13. Go to a Nude Beach

Sure, why not? I'm very proud of my body.

Deciding I needed one more since I'd said I was already at 12... I hemmed and hawed. Finally, I thought of one.

14. Go to a Glory Hole and Open my Mouth

The idea of sucking numerous strangers' cocks had always intrigued me.

This led to more ideas.

15. Obtain a full service massage with happy endings

After seeing the rather terrible 'Mike and Dave Need Wedding Dates' there was a ludicrous scene where the bride-to-be is pleasured by a masseuse. Although the scene was weird, I found the idea of a massage that ended with an orgasm either from a girl's lips or a nice cock appealing.

Then I decided to just keep going, even though some of these seemed borderline impossible.

16. Fuck Channing Tatum

I mean who wouldn't, given the chance?

17. Make a naughty audio

That seems fun and something I just may do for Dean one day.

18. Have a half dozen orgasms in one day

I can easily have multiple... but after three they're hard to come by... pun intended.

Now I was determined to make it to 20.

19. Do a sexy photo shoot... maybe a 1950s set

This one seemed like a good birthday present for Dean.

20. Get fisted

This one too I was curious about... if I was going to take a cock in the ass, I could likely take a fist in my cunt.

Happy with my list, I watched Phoenix Marie get used by a really ugly guy... he reamed her asshole while her mouth was gagged with her own panties.

But, even though my pussy was on fire, I shut the scene off and refused to touch my cunt... saving it for the fucking I was looking forward to receiving tonight.

.....

We went out for dinner first, where I rubbed his cock under the table with my stocking feet and contemplated crawling under the table and sucking his cock... but I chickened out... too many people here could know me... and well, while the idea is stimulating, the reality of actually doing it is scary.

As I drove to our surprise spot, I pulled out his cock and stroked it as I asked him, "Did you finish your bucket list?"

"I got fifteen," he said.

"Twenty," I replied, "and I plan on getting at least one of them ticked off that list tonight."

"It was hard," he said.

"So is this," I joked, giving him a playful squeeze before adding, "I found the first dozen easy, the next few were a challenge, and then I got inspired."

"To be clear... this was a utopian list right?" he asked.

"Yes, baby," I nodded. "Don't worry, some of the ones on my list will shock you, and maybe some of yours will shock me... but my thought is that the best relationships have no secrets, and we can try to make as many fantasies as possible come true."

"You know I'm happy with our sex life."

"Would you have said that a week ago?" I asked.

"Okay, well I wasn't complaining," he said.

"We fell into a rut," I said. "But no longer."

"Promise?"

"Promise. But first let's get to our rendezvous," I said, as I pulled in.

As soon as we were inside the impressive loft, I quickly kicked my heels off, pulled down his pants and had his shoes, socks and underwear off and his cock freed.

I pushed him back onto a couch and begin licking his cock.

"I think you've sucked my cock more in the past few days than in the past six months," he commented.

"Just making up for lost time," I smirked, as I licked his shaft while stroking it.



"Well, don't forget the balls," he coached, as I licked my way down his shaft.

I sucked each ball in my mouth before moving back up and taking the head of his cock in my mouth.

I bobbed on his cock for a couple minutes, taking my time, knowing this was just round one of what would be a delightfully long evening.

Suddenly, he said, "My turn for dessert."

"Mmmmm," I purred, as I moved onto the couch as he got down on the floor. "All I brought to eat is this homemade savoury pie."

"Well li'l dahlin', I guess I kin eat that there then," he drawled in a poor cowboy accent, as he moved between my legs. He smiled as he saw my hosiery choice. "No underwear and crotchless pantyhose... very nice."

"Only the best for the perfect man," I smiled.

"Oh, you're the perfect one," he said, as he began licking. Like me, he took his time, but unlike me I doubt he had any clue that this was only round one of many.

He teased my pussy lips, and rolled his tongue ever so gently over my clit.

Finally I demanded, "Don't graze on the pie, eat it."

"Sorry ma'am," he apologized, still in southern drawl mode.

As he licked more aggressively, I moaned, "That's it, eat the whole fucking pie."



As my juices started flowing, I suggested, "Let's take this to the bed."

"Yes, ma'am," he nodded and tipped his make-believe cowboy hat.

Once on the bed, after he got out of the rest of his clothes, we got into an old-fashioned 69. I wanted to try the side by side one, but because I planned this to be short lived... I wanted his first load in my cunt... I saved it for another day. That said, I just realized bucket list item 21 could be trying a thousand different positions. I don't know why I chose a thousand, I mean that's a lot... but hey, go big or go home... and right now I was going big and definitely not going home.



We both got each other's juices flowing as I sucked and he licked until I demanded, "Baby, can you please fuck me? I want your cock in me now until you cum inside me."

"Anythin' y'all like, little filly," he nodded.

He moved me onto all fours and slid into me from behind. Wanting that first load and wanting it soon, after just a few strokes I began bouncing back on his cock.

"Oh yeah, you look so hot doing that," he said.

"Fucking you?" I questioned playfully.

"Definitely," he nodded.

After a couple of minutes of this, his groans already increasing and my orgasm beginning to bubble... I decided to try one of the positions from the article I read: '90 degree angle'. I said, "I want to try a new position."

"Sure, honey," he nodded.

I rolled onto my back and instructed, "Lift my right leg up."

"Okay," he said, clearly confused what I was planning.

"Now move between my legs and fuck the hell out of your bride," I ordered.

"Oooooooh," he nodded, understanding the position.

As he slid into me, my pussy stretched way out. It seemed to make my cunt extra tight and he seemed extra big.

And as if wanting his first load unloaded too, he fucked me deep and hard.



"Oh yes," I moaned, "pound me, baby," and the position stimulated me just as the article had promised.

"Fuck, you're so tight in this position," he groaned, awestruck.

"And you're so fucking big," I moaned, my orgasm rising.



After only a minute or two my breathing was getting heavy, as was his. He warned, "Oh fuck, I'm not going to last long in this position."

I demanded, "Shoot that big load in me, cowboy."

"Come for me too," he demanded back.

"I'm really close, sweetheart," I admitted.

"Me too," he said. I moved my hand to my clit and spanked it.

"Oh yes, baby, I'm close, fuck me, fill my cunt with your cum, fuck yes, fuck yes, fuck, fuck... FUUUCK!!!!!" I screamed as my orgasm hit. Just at the moment when I was at my peak, my darling grunted and deposited his load in my cunt... the first time in all the years of our relationship we'd ever climaxed at the same time.

"Oooooh, God," he grunted, his seed spewing inside me, even as my entire body quaked with pleasure.

Once we both were sated, and he pulled out, cum leaking out of me, I smiled "Don't go anywhere, I just need to slip away and clean up."

"I'm not going anywhere" he promised, as I got off the bed, grabbed my duffel bag and went into the bathroom.

In the bathroom I changed into lingerie, went pee and returned to my man.

He was leaning on the edge of the bed, and said, "Oh my, you look delicious."

"Can you believe I still fit in the lingerie I wore under my wedding dress?" I asked, doing a spin for him.

"Yes, I can," he nodded, "you're still as fit as you were the day I met you."

I pushed him back onto the bed and asked "Ready for round two?"

"Definitely," he nodded, as I took his cock in my mouth... tasting my own juices on it.

"Fuck, I taste good," I said.

"Yes you do," he concurred, as he laid back and enjoyed my slow blow job.

After exactly ten bobs, I revealed, as I looked into his eyes, "The first item on my bucket list is to be gangbanged."

"What?" he asked, hearing me, but clearly in shock.

"My biggest fantasy is to be gangbanged," I repeated.

"Really?" he asked.

"Yes," I nodded, before adding, "I'm not saying it's ever going to happen, but the idea of being fucked by several guys has always been a big turn on for me."

"Wow!" he said, still in shock.

"What is yours?" I asked.

"I need to get my phone," he said, as he started to get up.

"Come on," I smiled, "you know the first thing you wrote down."

He paused.

"Honey, is it worse than my wanting to be gangbanged?"

He said, "It's different."

"Just say it honey," I said, stroking his cock. "I won't judge."

"I'd like to suck a cock," he blurted, avoiding eye contact.

I'd expected a threesome... I mean I was positive it would be a threesome... but this took me back. I stammered, "O-o-oh."

He urgently explained, seeing my shock, "I'm not gay. I just wonder what it would be like to suck a cock."

Deciding it wasn't any weirder than some of mine, I joked, just before I took his cock back in my mouth, "It's pretty fucking awesome."

As I sucked, he continued talking and I let him, as I wondered what it would be like to watch him suck a cock. I remember reading a story once called 'Straight Turner: A Philosophy' that had a theory that most men were curious about sucking cock and given the right opportunity, would do it.

"It's not like I'd ever do it, but the idea does pop into my head sometimes," he explained.

I took my mouth off his cock and said, "It's okay, you don't have to defend yourself, I mean my number two bucket list item is eating pussy, preferably a young eighteen-year-old who slyly seduces me into being her pussy munching slave."

"I may come again any second," he joked.

"See? It's a double standard, me eating pussy is hot, a guy sucking cock is not. But I think you'd look really hot with a big, hard cock in your mouth," I said, trying to make sure he was comfortable enough to reveal any other fantasies he had... especially if there were any more shocks.

"Really?" he asked, surprised by how well I was taking it.

"Oh yeah," I nodded. "I think it would be super-hot, especially if I picked the guy."

"Then I get to pick the girl," he countered.

"Deal," I replied, even though I wasn't sure whether I'd be eating cunt any time soon, or Dean sucking cock. After a pause, I asked, "What's your number two?"

"A threesome," he answered.

"Two girls?" I asked, or raising an eyebrow, "Two guys?"

"Both; my number two is two girls, my number three is two guys."

"Hey, that would be cheating!" I accused.

"Not if you were there cheering me on," he shot back.

"Well played," I laughed, as he'd turned the cheating on his list to a clarification of what cheating actually was. He was right. I took his cock back in my mouth for exactly ten more bobs.



"And what is your number three?" he asked.

"Sucking and fucking a BBC," I answered.

"Oh, you can't do that," he firmly said.

"Why not?" I questioned with a pout.

"Because I don't want to lose you," he said seriously. I was about to point out this was all just hypothetical when he added, "We all know that once a girl goes black she doesn't go back."

"Good point," I laughed, again taking his cock in my mouth. "I'd better enjoy you while I can, then."

After ten more deep throats, I revealed, "Number four is to walk around in public with a nice big load of your cum all over my face."

"Oh, that can be done," he nodded.

"I bet it can," I smiled.

"My number four is watching you with another woman," he revealed.

"Do you join in?" I asked.

"Hopefully," he said.

"Then that's just your number two rephrased," I accused.

"Then I don't join you," he changed his mind.

As I moved up to him, deciding it was time for him to do some nice oral on me, I asked, "Who's the girl?"

He replied too quickly, making it obvious he was lying, "I hadn't thought about it."

My pussy above his face, I accused, "You've played this fantasy in your head, haven't you?"

"Maybe," he said, again avoiding contact.

"Tell me," I demanded, curious who he imagined me munching pussy with, "remember, no secrets."

"Cameron," he whispered.

"You fantasize about me in a sixty-nine with my younger sister?" I objected, but my tone playful. Truth is, my sister and I used to finger each other in college when we'd dormed together, she only one year younger. Our parents had back to back babies, then after high school I took a year off to work, and we started college together. We even had a threesome once with a guy, although we didn't ever go down on each other... we did however, kiss and suck on each other's tits. When he didn't respond, I upped the ante, "Who says we haven't already done that?"

"Oh my God," he said, as I lowered my pussy onto his face.

As he licked, I revealed my number five. "My number five is to make a porn film."

When I lifted myself up after a couple dozen licks, enjoying it too much to have him quit after ten, he asked, "With you and me, or a real porn film with a cast of thousands?"

"I'd like one with you and me, but I wouldn't mind writing a full screenplay, (do porn movies even have screenplays?) and maybe starring in it. Maybe I'd call it 'My Sister, My Slave'" I joked.

"You're not mad?" he asked.

"No judging," I reminded him. "Plus, my sister is hot."

"Yes she is," he agreed.

"Hey, only I get to make inappropriate comments about my sister."

"Sorry," he said, not sorry at all.

"And what is your number five?" I asked.

"To join the Mile High Club," he answered.

"Hey, my number eight is public sex," I pointed out.

"Nice," he nodded, as I lowered my pussy back down on his face.



As he licked, I revealed, "Actually this one is hard to explain, as it's based on a porn scene I watched. But I do like the idea of being dominated and made a sex slave by a complete stranger." After a pause, I added, "Come to think of it, that wasn't so hard to explain after all."

As I again moved my pussy away, he nodded, "Funny, one of mine, I no longer remember all the numbers, is to have a live in maid be our sex slave."

"Ours?"

"Sure, she can do the housework, the cooking, and the licking and sucking," he added.

"This just sounds like another variation on your threesome ideas," I teased.

"Threesomes are cool," he said.

"How about a twosome?" I suggested, getting off of him.

"A twosome with you is my real number one every day, dahlin'" he drawled suavely.

As I rolled onto my belly, wanting it from behind, I said, "Sweet, romantic... and bullshit."

"It's not," he defended. "I'll always choose you."

"Well choose to fuck me right now, then," I demanded, as he moved behind me.

And as he slid into my pussy, I qualified, "Just ten strokes, then stop."

"Okay," he agreed, but called me out, "I noticed it was ten when you were sucking me, but it was sure a lot more than ten when I was licking you?"

I shrugged, "You were so good I forgot to count."

"Always playing games with your female logic," he teased, often accusing me of that when I used a lack of logic to explain something.

"It always works, too," I pointed out.

After ten strokes, I revealed, "If you accidentally slid into the hole just slightly higher, you'd have my number seven."

"No way, that's my number seven, too."

"Is it?" I asked, surprised we'd both picked number seven.

"I have no idea," he said, "you wouldn't let me get my phone and I have a memory like a man's. But it's definitely in my top ten."

"So you fantasize about banging my booty, reaming my rear, pounding my pucker and slamming my shit hole?" I asked crudely, having memorized all those earlier today for this very moment.

"Where did you get those elegant alliterations?" he asked.

"The internet," I answered.

"Everything is on the internet," he replied, something he often said.

"Ten more strokes," I demanded, "nice and slow."



Like he often did, he ignored my instructions completely, slamming into me hard and fast.

"You listen as well as the kids do," I said, breathing heavy.

"My number eight is another weird one," he said.

"I already told you my number eight is public sex, but now you have me curious."

"It's more anal," he said.

"Okay," I said.

"I'd like to be pegged," he revealed.

"Oh my God, that's on my list too!" I said, all excited. "Although I think it's number eleven or twelve. I only memorized the top ten."

"You want to peg me?" he asked, surprised.

"I didn't even know what it was until recently, but once I learned of it, I have to admit the idea is intriguing... being the giver instead of the receiver."

"This has been quite a revealing couple of lists," he said, baffled by the revelations.

"Maybe we need to go strap-on shopping someday soon," I suggested. "I mean it could be for you, for the plethora of threesomes we're apparently going to have, or maybe so I can fuck my sister."

"A week ago I'd have thought you were kidding," he said.

"And now?"

"Now I'm soaring completely above my comfort zone of understanding," he said, as he positioned me slightly differently and added, "Here's a new position I read about somewhere."

"Ooooooh," I moaned, as it was simply doggy style, yet enhanced for penetration.

"Yeah, it's supposed to allow for deep penetration," he explained.

"It definitely works," I moaned, loving this position... so I was disappointed when he stopped after ten teasing strokes. "My number nine will be anti-climactic, like you stopping just now, as it's a threesome."

"Two guys or two girls?" he asked.

"Either; beggars can't be choosers," I smiled, "now fuck me again."

"You don't want to hear my next one?"

"After ten more strokes," I said. I was curious about his number nine and wanted to hear about it, but this position was really getting to me, and I wanted more of it!

"Since you look so damn cute when you're horny, I'll oblige," he said, and gave me ten hard deep thrusts.

"Oh fuck, yes, so good," I moaned, now having a new favourite position.

Once he stopped, damn me for creating the ten stroke and suck rule, he said, "Although it's weird, I've always wanted to give a woman a golden shower."

"You want to pee on me?" I asked and then realized I had accidentally rhymed.

"No," he said, "I didn't say you. I've just always wanted to do it. I have no idea why."

"Fair enough," I nodded, then demanded like a drill sergeant, "Now ten more."



Again he fucked me hard and deep for ten strokes as I moaned in pleasure and wondered how this position would feel if his cock was in my ass.

"The last number for now," I declared. "It would be fun to go to a swinger's party."

"Agreed," he nodded.

"Is that your number ten too?" I asked.

"Close enough," he said. "I wrote down being part of an orgy."

"With me?" I asked.

"Of course," he answered.

"Good," I nodded, "now fuck me as hard as you can in this position."

"Yes, ma'am," he said, and pounded me to a second orgasm in this amazing position. Somehow this one stimulated me in ways no other position ever had.

As he pulled out and I rolled onto my back, still coming, I objected, "I wasn't supposed to come yet."

"You can come whenever you like and as many times as you like," he smiled generously, standing up and stretching.

"That's another of my bucket list items," I said, "but for now let's each check one off."

"Which one?" he asked, clearly curious.

"Go to my duffle bag and you'll know," I smiled, as I tried to recover from a second orgasm more intense than the first... and that had never happened before.

"Oh my," he said, as he found the lube. As he walked back to the bed, lube in hand, he jested, "Is this for me or you?"

"How about me tonight?" I smiled.

"You sure?"

"100 percent," I nodded, "It's time to rekindle our sex life."

"We've definitely already done that," he said, looking down at me.

"Okay, it's time to check something off the bucket list," I corrected, as I stood up and moved to a small carpet on the floor. "Now come and take my anal virginity."

"Those are words I never imagined you saying," he said, as he came and joined me on the floor.

"Well, no more just thinking about doing things," I said, before adding, "I wanted to give you something special for Valentine's Day."

"I already have you," he said, as he moved behind me.

"Aaaaah, that's sweet," I smiled, leaning back and kissing him.

When I broke the kiss, I turned from sweet to raunchy as I said, "Now please lube my asshole and your dick so you can take my anal virginity... it's the last V-thing I have."

And he did. The lube felt weird as he rubbed it around my asshole, and then he surprised me by sliding a finger in.

I joked, the intrusion pleasant with almost no discomfort... although it was indeed weird, "That isn't what I was thinking to fuck me."

"Need to prepare your ass first," he explained.

"Oh, are you an anal guru?" I questioned.

He laughed, "I did it a few times before I met you, and relaxing your ass muscles is key."

"Oh, I see," I nodded, "well, prepare me for that big dick."

And for a minute, he wiggled his finger inside my ass as if exploring and gradually it began to feel good, and made me want more.

"Slide a second finger in," I suggested, wanting more, and needing more.

He did, and this stretched my asshole enough that I felt a sharp pain that made me wince and whimper.

"You okay?" he asked.

"Yeah, just getting used to it," I answered, before adding, "Don't stop."

He slowly fingered my ass until the pain dissipated and he asked, "Ready?"

"To be your ass slut?" I asked as I smiled back at him wickedly. "Definitely."

I watched him lube his cock and then move behind me.

I reached back and grabbed his greasy cock and positioned it at my asshole. "Now be gentle until I get used to it."

"Of course," he nodded.



"And then fuck the living shit out of me," I finished, loving talking dirty.

"Also, of course," he smiled.

Slowly his cock slid inside my well-lubed ass. As it entered me, a slight pain returned, although the two fingers had widened me enough to handle it. Yet, as his cock slowly went deeper into me, I suddenly felt stuffed like a turkey. Only half in, and I felt completely full, and yet his cock kept disappearing further and further inside my ass and filling me deeper.

I moaned, "Oh my."

"You okay?"

"Yeah, it feels very weird," I said, not sounding overly educated.

"If it's uncomfortable, let me know; we don't have to do this," he said, his warmth and compassion showing through. Some men would just fuck the hell out of an ass given the opportunity, but he wasn't one of those men.

"No, I just need to get used to this," I said, before joking, "No different from when I'll take a ten inch black cock in my mouth someday."

"That I would love to see," he said.

"You would?" I asked, since I'd just been joking and trying to lighten the intensity of the moment.

"Oh yeah, seeing you with a massive black cock in your mouth would be pretty hot," he said.

"Well, remember I'm your slut today, tomorrow and forever," I smiled, hinting that if he was serious, I was game.

"That should have been part of our wedding vows," he joked, before adding, "I'm all the way in."

"That you are," I nodded, as I tried to get used to having an entire cock in my ass.

It felt weird.

It felt surreal.

It felt painful.

It felt amazing.

"Ready?" he asked, after a few seconds.

"Yes," I nodded, before adding, "but go slow. My ass wasn't made for your big cock."

As he slowly pulled out, he corrected me, "Your ass is perfect for my cock."

"Oooooh, yes it is," I moaned, as he moved back in.

And I just closed my eyes as he slowly fucked my ass... and I slowly got used to it. The pain, which wasn't intense but definitely there, began to fade after a couple of minutes, and a unique pleasure began to emerge.

"Oh yes, baby, it's starting to feel really good," I moaned.



"Your ass is so tight," he moaned, as he gradually began to go faster.

"Your cock is so big," I moaned back.

"We're perfect for each other," he said.

I smiled, "Even while sodomizing me, you're trying to be romantic."

"Sorry," he apologized and then tried another tack, "Oh yeah, you little ass slut whore, take my big fucking cock. Grrrr!"

"Better," I laughed, as I leaned back and kissed him.



Once I broke the kiss, I smiled, "Now ream my asshole."

"That wasn't alliteration," he complained.

"If you don't drill my ass soon I'm going to Break your Big Balls with a Brittle Birch Bat," I threatened.

"Much better," he laughed, as he began going faster.

"Ooooooh," I moaned, shocked at how good it was feeling.



"You like it deep, my slut?" he questioned, as he started to get into a rhythm.

"Oh yes, make me your ass slut," I moaned, wanting to feel him slam into my ass.

As he fucked my ass, pleasure overwhelmed me accompanied by a desire to be his ass slut. I begged, "Harder, baby. Fuck my ass, baby."

Permission granted, he began fucking me harder.

"Oh yes," I moaned, "so good."

"Take it all," he grunted, as his body slammed into me.

"Deeper, harder," I begged, somehow wanting to feel his cock in me as deep as he could reach.

"Flip onto your belly," he ordered.

I quickly did, and he straddled my ass, and slid back in.

"Oooooh," I moaned, this position stimulating me differently and going deeper, creating a new slight pain that only enhanced the euphoria.

"You're a natural ass slut," he grunted, as he resumed fucking me.

"I'm a natural submissive for your cock," I moaned back, wanting it harder, deeper.

Remembering a position from the website, although not the title, I began to lift up to meet his downward strokes.

"Ooooh yes, you're a natural little ass slut," he groaned. "You're so eager!"

"I'm your ass slut," I moaned, taking his cock as deep into my ass as I could.



Unfortunately, this position, on my tiptoes, and his hands on me, was hard to keep up and after a couple of minutes, I needed a new position.

I decided, "I want to ride that cock, baby."

"Sure, baby," he nodded, moving onto his back.

I moved to him, slowly lowered myself on his cock and guided it into my ass. This position created a whole new angle and pleasure.

"Ride me, slut, I'm very close," he demanded.

I sat on his cock and moaned, "Oh my!"

"Now, slut. Ride me," he said, looking up at me demandingly.

"Yes, sir," I moaned, as I began riding his cock... taking it in the ass becoming a whole new level of pleasure.

In a couple of minutes, he warned, "I'm going to come soon."

"Come in my ass, baby," I moaned, curious what that would feel like.

"No, baby," he said, "I want to shoot my load all over you."

"You do love coming on me," I affirmed, as he suddenly pulled out while I was moving up and instantly sprayed his load, his first rope of cum hitting my tits and arching all the way to my forehead. "Holy shit, that was a rocket."

"Aaaagh," he grunted, as his cum painted my thighs and cunt.

Still horny, as soon as he was done, I took his cock back in my ass, and resumed riding.

"I'm close too," I moaned, bouncing on his cock.



"Come for me," he demanded, "come like a cheap ass slut."

"Oh yes.... yes, baby," I moaned, my orgasm close, but unable to erupt.

After a couple of frustrating minutes, he pushed me onto my back and buried his face in my cunt.

In seconds my orgasm rushed out of me as his tongue finished the job and I had my very rare third orgasm.

As my orgasm hit, I realized he was eating his own cum and that made me come even harder.

Once done, he moved up and kissed me. "Happy Valentine's Day," I smiled when we broke the kiss.

"I love you, baby," he said gently.

"I love you too," I said, kissing him again, as my juices leaked out of me.

Standing up, I groaned, "Oh, my aching body!"

"That was quite the ass fucking you took," he smiled.

"The first of many," I smiled back, as I went to the washroom to clean up.

Once we'd both cleaned up and were in bed watching television, I asked, "So did you enjoy eating your own cum?"

"I didn't even realize I was until I was," he said.

"And?"

"I may have something new to add to my list," he smiled.

I laughed, as I rolled onto my back, and asked, "One more fuck the old-fashioned way?"

"If I have to," he mock complained, moving between my legs.



"Yes, you have too," I said, as he slid back in me... the many possibilities of our future exciting me... even if we only talked about them... or maybe even if we did them.
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