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1. Katie’s Cuckold Husband: My Rough Interracial Anal Sex Revenge by Ellie North

It’s not every day that your husband gives you the excuse to carry out sexual revenge against him. And this revenge is going to be extra special when I get my tightest entryway plundered by the biggest baddest man in our neighborhood. And the best part of all of this is that my husband would be there watching. I don’t know how he will react, but I am pretty sure that it will keep him away from that secretary he has been banging.

They say that one of the best pleasures in the world is having sex with someone you love.  But that pleasure pales in comparison to getting revenge against someone who has done you wrong. Especially when that person was once close to you. Maybe they told you that they love you and they would always be there for you. And then they do something stupid.

In my case, my husband Steve strayed. He is a high powered lawyer and of course has a cute young secretary that he probably talks to more than he talks to me.  Apparently they have been involved in a relationship the past few months. I found out by going through his phone one night when he came home drunk. The rage that boiled up within me was beyond description.  But it subsided when I began to see the true nature of what our relationship was destined to become - a competition.

This wasn’t a huge departure from how we met. He was a handsome baseball player in college, over six feet with a pretty decent body. I was a cheerleader, about five feet eight inches tall with a killer rack and legs. There was not one inch of my body that I wasn’t proud of. My husband loved hot athletic blondes, and that is exactly what he got. We were both popular and smart and could get anyone we wanted.  Because of this, we played hard to get with each other, knowing that part of our mutual attraction was our universal sex appeal. We would even flirt in front of each other when we first started dating. I Know that he liked to see that I was able to get any guy that I wanted and I liked to show off to him. He would do the same to me at times, though I was always less forgiving about it than he was.

But as we settled into our marriage, I become complacent. I started to believe that he was no longer the player that he used to be and that he would just stay at home and be sweet to me without me having to seduce him. For a while that worked. At least I thought it did. For all I know he could have been cheating on me for years. I didn’t care though, because I was going to get him back in such a powerful way that it would make up for anything that he had ever done to me.

You see, one thing that I had always kept from my husband was my asshole. I never thought anal sex would feel great in the first place and was not eager to experiment. I felt that Steve would get too big of a head if he could stick his cock into my anus whenever he wanted to. And this gave me a special kind of way to get back at him.

I waited one day for him to go come home. May plan was already in place.

“Honey, I’m home,” said Steve as he opened the door. Perfect timing.

“I’m in here my handsome man,” I said to him, making sure that he felt nothing was wrong before his world turned upside down.

“Sorry, I had to stay late at the office today. You know how it is. I have lots of important clients to take care of. The work just never ends. But fortunately it pays well,” he joked.

“That is great honey, I’m thankful that it pays so well. But sometimes I think that it goes to your head. Sometimes I think that you feel you are above the law, that you can get away with anything you want.”

“Honey, what are you talking about?”

“I’m talking about what you have been doing behind my back.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I think you know what I’m talking about, Steve.  Your cute little secretary sure does.  You should have deleted the text messages.”

“Honey, I can explain.  It’s not what you think.”

“There is no need to explain. I have arranged to take care of it actually.”

“How have you arranged to take care of it.  I don’t understand.”

“You don’t have to understand. All you have to do is watch.” My phone rang. “I just got a text message myself. But this text message is not from a little blonde girl. This message is from a big black man that I have arranged to come over tonight. He is outside waiting. I think I am going to let him know that now is the perfect time to come in.”

“What the fuck are you doing, Katie. You don’t have to react like this. We can talk this through.”

“I know we can. We can talk this through all you want after I have gotten even.”

The doorbell rang.

“Come in Jamaal.”

“You told Jamaal to come. Why him of all people?”

“Why don’t you like Jamaal. He is a very attractive man. And he has something that you don’t, that you never will. He has a huge dick. And tonight that dick is going to go someplace that yours never has. And if he does his job right, which I’m sure he will, that hole will never be the same for you.”

“You wouldn’t dare.”

“Why hello Jamaal. How are you doing this evening?”

“Pretty good,” he said. “Maybe a lot better if we are still going to do what we talked about.”

“We sure are Jamaal,” I assured him. “I wouldn’t miss it for the world.”

Jamaal walked towards me licking his lips. He must be around 6 feet 4 inches tall and very muscular.

“Excuse me,” said Steve. “Do you really expect me to let you touch my wife in front of me.”

“It’s what she craves,” said Jamaal.

“I don’t care what she said. I am telling you that you are not about to have sex with my wife in front of me.”

Jamaal faced Steve and stood as tall as he could.  He was not right next to him and looked directly down at him. “You can be wherever you want when we have sex. You can watch and take notes, or you can be in the other room crying. I don’t really care. But you are not going to tell your wife what she can and can’t do.”

Steve cowered backwards in fear. “Katie this is fucked up, how can you do this to me?”

“You should have thought about that before you got with that floozy secretary. This is just the punishment that you deserve, nothing more and nothing less. Jamaal is the one who is honoring my wishes right now, not you.

“That may be the case, but this is just wrong on all levels,” pleaded Steve.

“Like I said, we can talk about this after it’s over. But this is going to happen whether you like it or not. I suggest that you at least get your money’s worth and watch. You might not be seeing my asshole penetrated for a long time.”

“Fuck this,” yelled Steve. But there was nothing that he could do. He sat down in a chair in the kitchen and looked more uneasy than I had ever seen him before. I was glad that I still had that kind of an effect on him. I couldn’t wait to see how he would react when I had a giant black dick inside of my tight asshole.

“Aright jamaal, you ready to get what you came for?” He came at me with a smile on his face.

“I’m more than ready. I have thought you were the hottest thing in this neighborhood for a long time. Wait, is dirty talk okay with your husband sitting right there?”

I smiled seductively. “No Jamaal, dirty talk is necessary.”

He liked the sound of that and grabbed my face. “Well if that’s the case than I am going to keep you well informed about how horny I am for you.” He kissed me and I couldn’t help but roll my eyes over to get a peek at my husband. He was watching us. I was somewhat surprised that he wasn’t in the other room crying, even if he did have a look on his face that made it seem like he was about to vomit.

“Oh yeah, Jamaal,” I said as I pulled back. “You are a really good kisser, better than anything that I’ve ever had before. You seem to be able to excite me in ways that nobody else has before.”

“You ain’t seen nothing yet,” said Jamaal with the type of confidence that made a girl’s panties drop.

“Let’s get this shirt off of you. I want to see your body.” I pulled off his shirt and saw his ripped abs, shoulders and pecs. He had much more muscle definition than Steve did. I never told Steve, but I always preferred a guy to have a rock hard and defined body. And now I had it before me, and I was not going to let the moment go to waste. I kissed his chest and then down his stomach. His abs felt perfect on my lips and I knew that it would be hard to go back to Steve after enjoying Jamaal.

“That’s right, Katie, just go a little lower,” said Jamaal as I started unbuttoning his jeans.

I got his pants down and his briefs concealed what looked like a giant snake underneath. To be fair I had never actually seen Jamaal’s cock. I just assumed that it was massive because of how big of a person he was. And so when I saw how sexy it looked all coiled up and bulging out of his briefs, my pussy began to pulse and swell like never before. I pulled them down, and his cock sprang to life and almost hit me in the face. It must have been over ten inches long and so thick I couldn’t even wrap my hand around it. But I tried anyway. It hard and swollen in my hands. I put my lips to it and tried to fit it in, but it was too much at first.

“Thatta baby,” moaned Jamaal. “You are doing a really good job, just ease it in your mouth.”

“Don’t fucking talk to my wife like that,” said Steve.

We both looked over at him. I had a huge cock in my mouth and just smiled. “He can say whatever he wants honey. I like it. He is turning me on. Maybe you should take notes and you can do the same thing one day. If you’re lucky that is.”

“This is fucking bullshit,” said Steve.  “But whatever, carry on.”

Interesting that my husband would say that, I thought, but whatever indeed. “I tried to ease Steve’s fat cock down my throat more and more. I couldn’t take it all at once, but as I relaxed my jaw, it was beginning to fit. Finally it started to pass my lips. I could barely get it in my mouth at all with Jamaal. With Steve I could deep throat his cock all day. The difference between two was staggering, and it turned me on a lot.

“Yeah Katie, take it in,” moaned Jamaal. “You are doing such a good job with that big fat cock of mine. I’m surprised at how good you are at sucking your first big dick.” Jamaal looked over at Steve as he said.  Steve made no reply, for he knew that his cock could not stand up against Jamaal’s and he didn’t want to further embarrass himself.

I was stroking Jamaal’s cock with my hands as I was trying to slide more and more of it into my mouth. It was so thick that I didn’t know if I could get any more, but eventually the head of his cock hit the back of my throat.

“That’s it Katie, not let’s see if you can relax your throat and let me slide it down.”

Oh fuck, was he serious? That could never happen. But he kept pressing his dick against my throat. Then he grabbed the back of my head and started pulling it into his cock.

“I’ve done this before Katie, you are going to have to trust me. Relax your throat. Just let it happen.”

So I relaxed my throat and closed my eyes. The next thing I knew was Jamaal’s cock was being shoved down my throat. He didn’t go easy on me at all but rather wanted to introduce me to the land of giant cocks with a violent thrust. Even if I had a gag reflex it would not have mattered as his cock was so big and deep in my throat that all I could do was try to steady myself so he could slide it all the way in. Once it was all the way in, I felt like it reached all the way down to the bottom of my neck, to the top of chest. He then pulled it out and arched back for another thrust. This one was even more powerful than the last one. I could feel my neck bulging with each of the thrusts of his cock.

“You are doing perfect, Katie,” said Jamaal. “Most girls are not able to take a big cock like that. Just think how good you are going to do when we try anal.” He looked over at Steve again and smiled. “Your wife is really an amazing creature. It is a shame that she doesn’t get enough meat to work with on a daily basis.”

Steve just shook his head without responding. He knew that his meat was inadequate.

Finally, Jamaal took this cock out of my mouth. He then slapped me across the face with it a few times. It felt good to have such a strong and heavy piece of manhood slapping me. I felt dirty and turned on at the same time. I looked over at my husband while his meat was hitting my cheeks and he seemed transfixed on what was going on. Could he be enjoying this? Well if he was, then I was going to enjoy it more.

“I’m your slut, Jamaal. Tell your dirty slut what you want to her to do.”

“That’s what I like to hear from my well behaved dirty slut,” he said. “Why don’t you bend over and I can work on your holes for you a little bit.”

I took off my clothes as fast as I could and bent over for him. I was anxious to see which hole he was going to plug first. I definitely wanted to feel that nice juicy thick cock in all of them. Immediately Jamaal grabbed my ass and held it steady. His big fat cock kissed my tight asshole and I braced myself as I anticipated him plunging it in. But instead he slid his cock slowly into my pussy. The fit was tight and secure but I was able to take him because I was so wet. It was such a good sensation as my pink box devoured his anaconda cock.

“Fuck yeah,” moaned Jamaal. “You like that Steve?”

Fuck yeah was right. Jamaal started pounding me harder now. I loved how he was able to stretch my vaginal walls. Nobody had ever been able to do that before. Then I felt him put one of his fingers into my asshole.

“I’m getting you warmed up,” said Jamaal. “You are going to have to be extra horny and extra loose to take me in that small hole of yours.”

He wasn’t kidding. His finger slid slowly inside of my ass. Fortunately it was lubed from his saliva, but it still hurt as it was just so big inside of such a tiny hole. He kept pressing his finger deeper and deeper inside of me. I felt like he was touching the my stomach from the inside. Then he started moving in and out, fingering my asshole. It felt good at first, but then when he started curing his finger more, it started to feel great.

“Yeah Jamaal, that’s the spot,” I moaned. I looked up at my husband. He was such a bad boy and he deserved this. Part of me hoped that he didn’t shape up. I would love doing stuff like this on a regular basis.

Jamaal started pounding my pussy really hard now. The sound of his balls slapping against my ass was so fuckign sexy and I knew that my pussy was trying to suck the milk out of his healthy and lengthy cock. But the more he pounded my pussy, the more I craved that hard dick in my asshole. I knew it would be a tight fit and that it would probably hurt a lot, but it would be something that I had never experienced before, and I was always up for something new. Furthermore, it would be the forbidden fruit that I had always dangled in front of my husband. And to give it away to Jamaal was just so naughty of me that it made my pussy sopping wet.

I didn’t want to beg Jamaal for it. I wanted him to do it of his own initiative. I wanted to be manhandled by him the way that Steve never could. He was a bigger man, and in most ways more of a specimen of human nature. Fuck that turned me on.

Then Jamaal pulled his cock out of my pussy and pressed the head against my asshole again. “Ready or not, here I come,” he said.

Oh I was ready for that cock of his. I didn’t respond verbally, I just arched my ass up more to meet his throbbing cock. I felt the head press harder against my asshole. It was so wide and big that it didn’t even go inside at all but just felt like more pressure. His fingers weren’t even close to as big as his penis.

“This is going to hurt,” said Jamaal. “But I’ve done this before and you just need to trust me again. Relax yourself and let me enter your asshole. Make your husband proud. He is watching and wants to see you perform. Isn’t that right Steve?”

I loved it. Jamaal was getting really cocky with me. He was showing my husband how much of a man he was. I couldn’t wait for a true man to put his meat inside of my asshole. He pressed harder and put his weight on his dick and leaned into my hole. Fuck, it hurt so bad and still was not going inside at all. I thought there was no way at all that it would fit, and thought about just calling it quits and admitting that I couldn’t take his dick. I didn’t want to tear my asshole skin did I?

But I knew that I had come this far and I wanted to show my husband how much punishment he deserved. And plus, if my asshole ripped than that would mean that Jamaal was the only person that ever got to experience it when it was in its fully glory. That would be fun to lord over Steve.

Then Jamaal gave one final thrust, and his head pierced through my asshole. It was the most intense pain I had ever felt in my entire life. I felt like my entire being was being split into two. It felt like blood must have been gushing out of my ass. And the pain was not just acute and sharp, but deep and dull as his long pipe of a cock kept pushing deeper and deeper inside of my intestines. It was a tight fit all the way down and I felt like I was being skewered alive. I couldn’t believe how much different it felt than getting my pussy fucked. But as he continued to fuck me in the ass, I knew that the feeling was growing on me.

“You like watching this, Steve?” asked Jamaal.

Steve just shook his head. He was paying pretty close attention though and I wondered if he was being turned on. I wondered if he had a boner.

“Katie, you are doing such a good job. Most girls find that the first time doing anal hurts, but you are not only doing it for the first time, but for the first time with a giant cock.”

“Yeah and it fucking hurts like hell,” I said.

“Oh,” replied Jamaal. “Well you are doing a great job of putting up with the pain.”

Thanks, was all I could think to myself. The pain was becoming more and more bearable though. I reached back to feel my asshole and thought it burned and felt like it was being stretched, it was not bleeding. That was a good sign and relieved me of a lot of stress. I was then able to relax more and try and to enjoy the sensation of having a giant black cock sliding in and out of my tight asshole.

He was so deep in me now. His balls were slapping against my pussy which felt amazing. I could hear Jamaal grunting as he fucked my asshole harder and harder. His sweat was dripping off of his face and onto my back. Then, in one motion, he grabbed me and leaned back to lie on the ground. I was upright sitting on his cock in reverse cowgirl. Now his cock was like a huge staff that was impaling me in my asshole. I slowly slid down his cock from my own weight. It felt painful as it slid as no amount of lubrication could make up for how girthy his rod of iron was. I pressed up on the ground so that I wouldn’t slide all the way to the floor. Jamaal grabbed my hips and pressed me down on his cock all the way.

“Yeah, all the way down, Katie. You can take it,” he said to me trying to encourage me to be even more of a cock hero than I already was that night.  Now that I was sitting on his cock I could look right at my husband. I felt like I was in college again, teasing him. He was the star athlete and I was the most sought after girl, and I was showing him just how much I was in demand. I could tell that my husband must have been thinking the same things, as he was enjoying the view and followed me with his eyes as I went up and down on Jamaal’s foot long cock. Having my husband watch made my pussy so wet that it gushed all over Jamaal. He didn’t seem to mind as he started thrusting his hips more and really stabbing me in my asshole as hard as he could.

“Oh fuck Katie. I’m getting close to cumming,” Moaned Jamaal.

Fuck that was so hot to think about. I started rubbing my clit as I slid up and down his hard black dick. My orgasm was close as well, and looking at my husband made it easier to get over the edge.

“Oh fuck Jamaal, I’m going to cum,” I moaned. I had never cummed from anal before, but there was something about his dick in my ass that was driving me wild. Part of it was certainly the way that I was being violated that turned me on so much. But there was also just the raw please that I was starting to feel of having his hard cock so deep inside of me. I kept rubbing my clit faster and faster and the pleasure built more and more. “Fuck I’m cumming Jamaal, I’m cumming all over your fucking cock.” My pussy spasmed and contracted as I came and my anus squeezed his cock tight. I heard Jamaal moan from the sensation of having his cock in such a vice grip.

“Oh fuck, I can’t take it anymore,” said Jamaal. “I’m going to cum, get on your knees.”

On my knees? Who the fuck does Jamaal think he is? But I did exactly as he said. His confidence was such a turn on. He put his cock in my face, and it was raging hard from being inside of my asshole. He started stroking it vigorously as he was right on verge of cumming. “Oh fuck, I’m about to cum,” he moaned. “Hold still, I’m going to cum all over your face. ...Fuck.”

After he stroked his cock for a few more seconds, load after load of hot cum shot onto my face. My husband’s orgasms would usually last maybe four or five squirts, but Jamaal was going for 15. I couldn’t believe how much cum shot out of his dick. It got all over my forehead and my eyes and in my mouth and in my hair. Some of it dripped down my chin and onto my tits and some of it even dripped onto my legs. When he finished cumming I licked the last remaining drops off of the tip of his cock.

“That was fucking awesome,” said Jamaal. “You really are a cock hero.”

I smiled and appreciated the compliment. “Jamaal, thank you so much for coming over tonight,” I said with my face still covered in cum. “I think that you have done exactly what you were supposed and did it well. I think you for your service, but I think that I now need some privacy to talk to my husband.” I blew him a kiss as he left. Once he walked out the door I looked back over at my husband and smiled the most devious smile I could hatch up.

“So what do you think?”

“I think that you are sick and wrong to do that in front of me. You should be ashamed of yourself,” said Steve.

“I know you well enough to know that you don’t really mean all that,” I said. “I think that if you are honest with yourself you are envious of Jamaal and wish that you could please me like that.”

Steve didn’t say anything, but the fact that he didn’t immediately contradict me let me know that he agreed.

“Let me just tell you that what you saw is only a foretaste of what I could have every single night of the week if I wanted to. There are guys lined up for miles that would drop everything they have going on in their lives to get a chance to fill my holes with their meet. So I suggest that you stop taking me for granted. I suggest that you start treating me like you are lucky to have me and I suggest that you fire your little secretary. Is that clear?”

“Yes that is perfectly clear,” replied my husband. I knew that he would behave in the future ...at least for a while.


2. Passing My Exam: First Time Anal Sex with the Professor by Lora Lane

Nobody ever said college was easy but it would have been nice if at least one person would have said how difficult it can be. Most of us have been in a tight spot where a grade had to be brought up or the course was as good as repeated. I found myself in that situation recently in my Anatomy class. When I decided to make use of all of my god-given gifts to improve the grade, my professor gifted me with an experience I will easily never forget.

I want to become a registered nurse. The words sound so good when they come out for the first time or even for the first few years of the decision but when the rubber hits the road and college gets tough, it's easy to begin to wonder how crazy a person must be to choose such a major. That was the case with me at least as, at the age of twenty-three, I recently found myself at a crossroad in my college career.

My name is Maria and yes, I am a nursing major. How could I not be a nursing major? Literally five members of my immediate family – including my mother and worse of all my older sister – are nurses. So of course I wanted to be a nurse for most of my childhood. If only it was as easy as playing doctor with a stuffed animal in the playroom of the house I grew up in. News flash: It isn't that easy. It's actually very difficult. Sure, part of me knew it had to be difficult to learn how to do the things nurses do but at the same time, I always sort of figured it was in my blood and that it would come easier to me than it did to others. I'll never forget the first time I bragged, during my first year at college, that this nursing school stuff was easy for me.

My mother looked at me – still wearing her scrubs from her shift that day – and said, “Maria honey, you do have nursing in your blood. You will come easily into the day to day grind of being a nurse but you are wrong. The only thing harder than the job itself is getting through nursing school in the first place.” I must have looked at her like she was crazy but she only smiled and continued, “When you want to quit and are certain you would be better off on another career path – any other career path – but you find a way to persevere is when you really will hit your stride.”

She had said the last part with her fist clinched and her gaze stern as if it was the most proud thing she had ever said in her entire life. I was even younger and dumber then than they say I am now though and while I respected and smiled to her face, in my mind I wondered how she ever figured I would be ready to quit nursing school. Me? Surely she said that to make Isabella – my older sister – feel better after she had such a tough time in college.

Boy was I wrong.

The first few semesters weren't all that bad but I was already getting a little more realistic about how difficult school might indeed be. The big wake-up call – the first one at least – came oddly enough with Anatomy.

On the surface I didn't think that was going to be too bad but the first few weeks started off really bad and with so much to study and keep track of, I just couldn't catch up. To make a long story short, I was failing as we approached finals and scrambling to figure out what I could do to bring my grade up. I didn't need it to be an A but I sure didn't need to have to ace the final to pass the course because I knew that I wouldn't ace the final. Repeating the course was out of the question too if there was anything I could do about it. Everything came to a head one afternoon when my girls and I were studying at a campus coffee cafe.

Katie, Jaime and Lacy were still asking each other questions long after I had zoned out; my attention lost somewhere between thoughts of what I could do and the swirl of cream resting on top of my little coffee drink.

“You aren't the only one who has struggled this semester, Maria,” Jaime said, effectively snapping me out of my little zone.

“Right,” I said, “Just the only one who hasn't dropped a class yet.”

Katie shrugged, “I have had to drop two already and it wasn't that big of a deal to just make them up. It'd be better to drop than outright fail.”

I shook my head, “Dropping isn't an option any more than failing is. I kind of have to carry the family pride onward with this thing.”

Lacy smiled, “That's crazy Maria. Your family would understand if you needed to drop a class. It's just one freaking class.”

Jaime said, “I don't know about that Lacy. My family has a long history of nurses as well and I know the kind of pressure Maria feels. It's easy to say that she would be better off to just drop the class – I basically just said it myself – but you have to see this from her point of view. It's a tough spot Maria. I would be willing to study with you if you thought it would help.” She shrugged and brushed a lock of blond hair out of her face, “I've never really been good at studying in groups but I would be willing to try it for you if you want.”

It felt so good to hear a voice of reason coming to my defense in the matter that I almost agreed too quickly to her offer. Jaime was a lot like me in that she felt pressure that I felt from family but that was where the similarities ended. She is way taller and blonder than me but getting passed the physical stuff is easy. The fact is that she is brilliant. Everyone knows it and it is why she doesn't study well in groups. Someone who basically has a photographic memory certainly doesn't understand how best to help someone like me. Before I could translate her feel-good defense of me into a better idea, my other friend sat down with a few cookies.

Beth distributed the cookies around the table after straddling her chair in the least lady-like mannerism I had seen since the last slutty looking thing she did. “I don't know why you're worried about this grade girl,” she said not even looking at me. “You're gorgeous with that smooth dark hair and perfect brown eyes. What you lack in height you more than make up for in the shape of your body.”

I smirked at her, “Well thanks for the compliments Bethie but how is that supposed to relate to my course problem?”

Katie palmed her forehead, Lacy rolled her eyes wildly and Jaime sighed before saying, “Damn I wish you hadn't of asked Maria.”

Beth glanced at them and flipped her palm towards them as she looked over at me, “Ignore the ugly ducklings girlie. You want a better grade in Anatomy? I hear professor hot stuff is more than willing to work out special deals with the pretty girls like you and me.”

“You can't be serious!” I said.

She shrugged, “Judge me all you want Maria but you shouldn't knock it until you've tried it.”

“You are serious!”

Beth turned on me then, “Maria, get your head out of your ass for a second. You are going to be a fine nurse and we all know it. Why let something like this dumb class hold you back, especially when it is going to cause an issue with your family? Wear something that is just a little too sexy to be modest but that doesn't break the dress code, walk into his office when no one is around and bring the subject up. From what I hear, he will do the rest. Lord, I would let him do all kinds of crazy things to me for nothing.”

“That puts him in plenty of company,” Jaime said.

“Laugh it up gals,” Beth said finally as she stood up and gathered her things. “I have a class to get to.”

“Really?” Katie asked our wild friend. “A class at this time of day?”

Beth winked, “Or something like it Katie girl. See you sluts later. Think about it Maria.”

She left and the other three spent five minutes giving me all the reasons that what Bethie had suggested was crazy and below me. I had already thought of every one of their reasons plus a few more however. What I had not thought of was actually taking what she said seriously.

Oh it was crazy. Let there be no doubt about that and I certainly never actually entertained the thought of sleeping with a professor to get a passing grade. I'd never had to even dream of such a thing.   Still, this was a very unique situation. I needed to pass and honestly didn't think I was going to. Dropping wasn't an option. Could I even do what Bethie suggested? Most things she did or at least talked about doing were way more wild than anything I would ever consider in my wildest dreams but if I am honest, Professor Smith is completely different. More than once I had day dreamed in his class or even had dreams at night of him doing all kinds of things to me.

He was a hot guy. Sure, he was older but not quite old enough to claim to be my father's age. Plus, he looked like he was no older than his early thirties. Everyone knew he was single or at least all the girls did. I was single at the time as I planned to be all through college. There was only one reason that I wouldn't want to break certain rules with that man. He was the professor of the course I needed help in. I couldn't. Never could I actually do that, I told myself. By the time my head hit the pillow that night however, several other thoughts had run through my head.

I pictured myself standing in his office, looking way up at his tall and handsome frame. He acted shocked at my proposal but then rushed me and took me, on his desk and the table in his office. It was magical in every way. Another time I proposed a trade of sexual favors for better grades and he refused but grabbed my shapely body before I could walk completely out the door and had his way with me. The last dream included him coming to me with the proposal instead of the other way around. I didn't even pretend to refuse before we were crashing into each other full of passion and desire. It was so real that I woke up in a sweat with my fingers between my thighs, in need of a slightly longer shower than normal.

When I left for class that morning, I had made up my mind to seriously consider finding something of a deal or trade with Professor Smith. For a starting point I sent him an email suggesting that I was worried about my grades with the finals approaching, asking to talk to him after his classes. Actually the first thing I did that morning was to wear something slightly different than normal. I wore a shorter skirt than normal that was borderline against the rules with stockings and garters that looked like simple panty hose to everyone but the man I would make sure to sit right in front of before I crossed my legs in a very Bethie-like way. My little cute sweater didn't show midriff according to the rules – unless I raised my arms above my head.

With no experience planning such things, I thought I did a really good job and I felt super-confident about the idea all day up until about ten minutes before he had asked me to come to his office. That was when the second guessing started and when my conscience began to call me dirty names. Still, I couldn't very well cancel at that point, so I decided to go through with it after all.

Sitting there outside his office door, I was more than a bundle of nerves. I was completely beside myself. Was I really about to offer sex for better grades? I doubt Bethie had even actually done it and she was the only person I had ever known that might come close. What did this say about me as a person? Countless things were going through my mind before he asked for me to come in with that beautifully deep voice.

At that point my mind nearly went completely blank.

“I am so glad you asked to meet with me Maria,” Professor Smith started as he sat on the other side of his desk and I stood rigidly on my side. He gestured to the chair in front of me, “Please have a seat.”

It only occurred to me then that I was standing there like a complete idiot so I sighed a little too hard and walked around to the front of the chair and sat down. I cleared my throat a bit, “Yes, thanks for being willing to see me Professor. I'm failing your class.” My hand stopped from palming against my forehead only by sheer force of will at the stupid way I was acting.

I had talked with this man countless times over the semester and had zero problem mixing up conversation with him even though he was such a beautiful man. Now, because I was there for a certain embarrassing reason no doubt, I was acting like a bumbling fool. At the time I was debating on whether or not I should just stand up and run from the office screaming or pretend he wasn't there. Neither seemed like a good option.

Luckily he was as good of a person inside as he was outside and had mercy on me with a gentle smile, “Maria, I know you are failing but it's really not that bad. Sure it might take a great score on your final to bring the grade up but you can do that if you apply yourself. I know you can.”

I shook my head, “No I can't. I mean, my best is what you have seen so far Professor Smith. I have been applying myself and it's just not working. Maybe I have brain damage or something that causes me to only be able to remember a certain number of things.”

He laughed, “Right, that must be it.”

Suddenly I was on the defensive as I scowled, “Why are you laughing? It's not funny! I could lose my dream and the support of my family because of this one little class and you're laughing! Seriously? It's not funny dammit.”

His laughter stopped abruptly but his wonderful smile remained. “Please forgive me Maria. I didn't mean for it to seem that I was laughing at you.”

“Well it did,” I scowled, “It did seem that way.”

“I know,” he still smiled somehow, “It's not funny that you're failing Maria. It's funny that you see yourself on the brink of losing everything and I know it's not that way. You're not on the edge of losing your dream, sweetie, you're on the edge of claiming that dream once and for all.”

My scowl faded, replaced by a look that matched the puzzled feeling that I felt inside, “You are as crazy as you are a handsome Professor. I'm not about to claim anything but an application at a fast food place. That's my next career choice.”

Wait – did he just call me sweetie? Did I just call him handsome?

“You are so funny Maria,” he said. “Let me explain myself. Do you know how long I have been doing this?”

“Couldn't have been more than five minutes,” I shrugged.

He pinched the bridge of his nose with his fingers – apparently to stifle a laugh, “No, dear, I meant teaching here at this college. Do you know how long I've been a college professor?” I shrugged again and he continued, “Ten years. That's a long time to teach students like yourself. Countless students have come through this course on their way to one major or another. On more than one occasion I have seen someone come in here and drop the class without another word. Others have come in and bragged about their position only to fail before the end of the semester. But of all those students over all those years, I can only think of a handful that were on par with you.”

Suddenly I was smiling from ear to ear as I tilted my head sheepishly, “Really?” Why had I come to his office again? About that time I completely lost track of what I was supposed to be doing there and was pulled into his commentary on me. “How do you mean?”

“Look,” he gestured towards me, “You could do anything in the world you wanted to do Maria. You're smart. You're beautiful. Anything you wanted could be yours in an instant but you drive towards the goal of being a nurse instead. Is there anything you have ever really striven for that you have failed to claim as yours? I seriously doubt it.”

I was pretty much lost in him by that time. Had he just said I was beautiful? Led on by his masterful comments, I suddenly remembered an entire string of things in my life that I had been able to achieve just when I thought I wouldn't be able to do so. Was he right? Maybe he was right. I didn't need to come in here and sleep my way to a passing grade, I realized. Success was out there for me in another way. The problem only being that I wasn't sure how to achieve it.

Professor Smith came around his desk and sat on the edge in front of me, “Let me help you Maria. I know some parts of this class can be surprisingly difficult for the best students like yourself and I never want to see you fail. This is something I have seen before and I think I know how to help you study so that you can both bring your grade up and ace the final. What do you say?”

I hugged my binder to my chest with a grin up towards him, “Sure. What do I need to do?”

He rose and walked towards the door, leading me there by my hand which he had grabbed on the way across. “Come by my office at four o'clock every Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday and I'll study with you for an hour or so. It'll help you learn the best way to be able to retain what you hear in the class and score much better on tests. Let's bring those scores up to a level worthy of you, Maria.”

I nodded and hugged him as I left, “Thank you so much.” His eyes might have taken in part of my intentionally sexy wardrobe then but I didn't think much of it. “I'll start coming by next week. We don't have a lot of time but you've helped me believe that I can do this. Thank you again.” I waved and smiled on the way out, feeling about a million times better than I thought I would leaving that office.

For the next few weeks I went to his office three times each week and spent hours upon hours pouring over the information we had covered earlier in the course and the stuff we were going over at that time as well. It was like a switch had been flipped somewhere in me and suddenly I was getting everything about the class. It struck me that such help might be what most professors were capable of but I didn't really think so. Smith was special in more ways than just his looks and obviously was worthy of a lot more respect than for some girl to walk in and offer to sleep her way to a passing grade.

Maybe other girls had tried that on him and it didn't work or maybe he never even considered me in that way, only as a student that needed help passing. There were times over the course of the weeks that we touched hands a little too warmly or passed glances a little too long but nothing came of it as we studied. It got to the point that I would either high-five him or hug him tightly each time I left his office.

By the time the final month of the semester came around, my grade had been lifted to the point where I could respect it myself. I would still need to take the final and make a decent grade in order to pass but it wasn't like before. Now I felt sure that I could pass the test and I knew the course was something I had mastered instead of the other way around.

My gal pals teased me a time or two about the extra time I was spending with Smith but they knew truthfully enough that I wasn't doing anything wrong. I wouldn't have cared if they had thought that though. He was a great help to me when I needed it most and I would remember what he was doing when I walked across the stage when nursing school was all over in a few years.

The final came and I was ready, more than ready; I was anxious to get my hands on the thing and teach it who was boss! I didn't even worry about whether I was going to pass by that point, just how close I would come to acing it perfectly. Professor Smith called me to a meeting at his office soon after the final, before I got the grade and I hoped against hope that he was so excited about the results that he wanted to tell me to my face how well I had done.

Nothing could have ruined my mood when I walked up to his office door except of course for the fact that he didn't answer when I knocked. At first I didn't know what to do but I decided in the end to wait for a few minutes. There was no way to get in touch with him right there other than to call his office number and I wasn't about to do that while standing right outside.

The extra time to think served to make me a little bit nervous for many reasons. Was he going to tell me that I failed? It was possible that he would want to tell me to my face after the two of us had put so much work in. About that time I heard the lock on his office door flip and the door opened. A guy from my class I didn't know by name stormed out the door all red faced, clearly upset as he stomped down the corridor.

That didn't help one little bit. Smith was calling the students who failed in and I was next in line. Finally I decided that I might as well just walk away and get the news later but a voice behind me stopped me.

“Maria!” the professor said, “I'm so glad you came.” I had stopped and turned around by then so he motioned inside his office, “Please come in.”

He seemed pleasant enough so I shrugged, smiled that smile that I had a hard time keeping off of my face around him and walked inside, “Excuse me. Thanks.” Maybe I shouldn't have excused myself passed him but oh well. He locked the door and I didn't think twice about it since the same lock had been flipped for the guy before me.

Professor Smith walked from the door to the edge of the desk where he sat, bringing him almost down to my height. The pleasant look was gone, replaced by one that I could not read for the life of me. Was it good news? Decent news? Terrible news? Maybe I forgot to write my name at the top of the short essay section. Could it be that simple? I stood about a foot from him, fidgeting and anxiously rubbing my fingers together.

“Maria,” he said, keeping the same unreadable expression.

“Yes?” I smiled – my brows raised in hope. When he didn't answer for what felt like a solid thirty seconds I threw my hands down at my sides and yelled. “Oh, god please tell me! Just tell me! I can't take it!”

He tossed a pencil he had been flicking around to one side of the room, “You aced the final.”

I stood absolutely stunned in front of him, my chest heaving slowly as I tried to make sense of what I thought he said. Had he said what I thought he said? Was that possible?

He smiled and threw his hands out wide, “Maria! You passed! You passed with plenty of room to spare!”

All at once I let myself believe the truth of what I had heard and I must have completely lost my mind because I leaped forward, wrapping my arms around Professor Smith. My momentum drove him down to the desk as I squeezed his strong chest as tightly as I could against mine. My legs even wrapped around his a little bit as I basically attacked the man. Before I knew what I was doing, I kissed his cheek, grabbed his hair and went to kiss his cheek again. Instead he turned his head and my lips planted directly onto his. My hips moved upward involuntarily and then I quickly shoved myself backwards off of him.

He sat up as I stood there in disbelief. I had wanted to thank him, but I was driven past the point of normal restraint by the relief that flooded through my mind and body. He already taken his sports coat off before I arrived and my advances had seemingly tore a couple of buttons open on his shirt. The look on his face was different than any I had ever seen before and I had no idea what to do. I was mortified at the thought of what he must be thinking.

“Professor,” I shifted my feet nervously around and pleaded, “I am so sorry. I...” I closed my eyes for a moment to compose myself, “I don't know what happened. Something... I'm so sorry.” Before he could answer I turned towards the door and began trying to unlock it so I could run home, or whatever I had to do to forget my shame. Suddenly I felt his hand on my shoulder and moving down to my hand.

In my ear he whispered, “Don't be.”

His breath was warm on my ear and neck as his hand went back up my arm, drawing a shiver from me. I turned my head, flinging my long black hair to one side and saw that his shirt was now completely open. Before I could overcome my heavy breathing to speak, he put a finger to my lips and made a shushing sound as he smiled.

It felt like the best dream I had ever had as he turned me around and lowered his lips to mine for a warm and wet kiss. I dragged his shirt the rest of the way off of him and ran my hands down his chest until I reached for the bulge in his pants. He was pulling the light sweater upwards and I let him pull it completely off of me. I pushed him backwards towards the desk and dragged his pants down as he sat back against his desk. My lips crashed against his, then dragged kisses down his chest and stomach before wrapping around his swollen cock.

The passion in the room was unbelievable as I pumped my lips and hand up and down him, drawing a manly moan of pleasure from him. Before long he couldn't take it anymore and pulled me up, shifting around me so that he was behind me and I was bent over the desk. I moaned a low and lustful, “Yes...” as he dragged my skirt and panties down, exposing my butt and my pussy to him.

Quickly he pushed inside of me and the instant he did, the passion rose in me and a surprising quick orgasm crashed over me. I supported myself on the desk as he pumped in and out, movements made easier by my first climax. He knew exactly how to move against me and how to touch my breasts and worked my body over better than any of my few boyfriends could ever have hoped to.

Shortly another orgasm began to build but he pulled out of my pussy, drawing a groan from me. I didn't have to wait long however for him to shove his finger in my anus. At first I was shocked at the feeling. Nobody had ever done anal with me before. The odd first feelings quickly gave way to a new kind of pleasure that I began to love. My groans of pleasure filled the room as he added another finger and began to work my tight hole open.

Within a few minutes I was begging him to shove his big cock in me. He used my own juices to lubricate the opening and slowly began to push inside my ass. My breath caught in my throat as he took his time, drawing out the first anal pleasures of my life into blessed long moments of bliss. As he shoved farther inside of me I slapped my hands on the desk as the orgasm began to build again and I yelled, “Oh, god yes! Yes... this feels so good.”

Slowly he began a pace, shoving inside and holding my hair as he drove deeper and deeper. It was the best thing I had ever felt in my life and I only wanted him to keep going. Lucky for me, he did just that. Farther and longer he pushed against me, driving his hard cock into my anus with feverish thrusts. I couldn't hold back my yelps of pleasure and I didn't want to even for a moment.

Finally after I lost count of the times orgasms sapped my strength, he began to groan louder and pulled out. I felt his warm cum shoot out onto my ass cheeks and my legs and couldn't stop my hips from bucking another few times. Slowly I turned over and lay still atop his desk, completely drained of energy and feeling better than I ever thought I could.

For my first anal experience, I never could have asked any better. I stayed in his office for a while, talking about several things including when we might have another meeting and what wonderful things we might do. Finally, redressed and feeling like a billion dollars, I left his office with my head held high. He had voiced surprise over what had happened, saying that he couldn't stop the desire he felt after I jumped onto him. But he was so glad I had.

It made me smile that he didn't seem to know that I had actually entertained the idea of trading sexual favors for a passing grade. That little private knowledge would remain mine from that day until this, when I finally put voice to the most amazingly passionate experience of my young life. When I soon walk across that stage to accept my degree, it might surpass what I felt walking away from Professor Smith's office that day. Honestly though, I kind of doubt it.


3. My Professor’s Office Hours: Anal Sex with My professor by Kaylee Jones

When Abbie and her friends start dishing about the sexiest professors, Abbie wins the contest hands down with her Dr. Evans.  She confesses that he has been making eyes at her and her friends tell her she should go for it.  Abbie is not the girl for that job; she is pretty shy around boys overall, let alone her tall dark and handsome English Literature professor.  But she gets herself into hot water after a steamy lecture and may end up opening that door after all.

We were all sitting around finishing the red wine to celebrate Amy’s birthday when the topic came up of who had the sexiest professor.  Amy giggled when she talked about Dr. Anderson from Psychology and Suzanne swooned just a little when she brought up Dr. Phillips from her Statistics class.  But I won hands down when I said that I had Dr. Evans for English Literature.

They all knew exactly who I was talking about.  Dr. Evans was well over six feet tall, broad shoulders, muscular arms and chest, with dark wavy hair and deep blue eyes.  Just about the perfect hero from any of the novels we were reading that semester.  What I declined to mention was that he had been flirting around with me for the first few weeks of class.

Now I am not normally the girl who gets the flirtations.  Well, I do not think I get them, despite what my friends say.  They all tell me that so-and-so was making eyes at me, or some random guy in the bar was checking me out.  But I never picked up on it.  For some reason, this gorgeous and educated man had set his sights on me.  And he had been so obvious about it that even I noticed.

“So Abbie,” Amy was still giggling, “tell us more about this Dr. Evans.”

I felt my cheeks flush and I looked away.  I did not know why I was embarrassed; it was probably due to the fact that he had noticed me and I was not sure what to do with that.

“Oh look, she’s all embarrassed,” Suzanne chimed in.

“Quit it, he’s just one of my professors.”

“But he’s gorgeous!” they both cried.

“Well, yeah, I know.  And so do all the other girls in his classes.  Not to mention a few of the guys.”

They laughed, “Who wouldn’t notice him?  Gawd, he’s straight out of a movie or something.”

The fact was that while I was not a virgin, I actually had very little experience with guys.  I had certainly never dated anyone as sexy as Dr. Evans, or someone that much older than me.  He was not old really, late twenties I think.  But still, that was about six years older than me.  And I had absolutely no idea how to handle the fact that he was my professor.  Luckily, I was at least smart enough to notice that he was not wearing a wedding ring.  That would have been a layer of complication that I just could not handle.

Amy nudged me with her foot, “See?  She’s all swoony thinking about him.”

“Shut up, I am not!”

“Oh really?  What was I just talking about?”

“Ummm, your birthday present from Andrew?”

They both burst into laughter, “Not a clue!”

I sighed and rolled over to my tummy on the floor.

“Weren’t we going to watch a movie or something?” I tried to change the subject.

“No way, not now.  What’s with you and this Dr. Evans?  You got all distracted after you brought him up.”

“Nothing, it’s nothing,” I felt my cheeks redden as I lied.

“Bullshit!” Suzanne cried, “Spill it!”

“Well,” I dug my nails into my palms as I debated whether or not to tell them.

“C’mon, we’ll keep your dirty little secret.  Do you fantasize about him when you’re all alone?”

“Gawd Amy, shut up!  No!  But I think he’s been hitting on me!”

“What???” they both cried out and fell backwards into the couch cushions.

“You know me, I wouldn’t make that up.  But he’s been hinting around about the fact I need to visit him during office hours and stuff.”

“Well, how are you doing in the class?” Suzanne asked the obvious question.

“I’ve got an A, so I know I don’t need tutoring.”

“Maybe he wants to tutor you in something else,” Amy wiggled her eyebrows up and down when she made her suggestion.

“Oh my gawd!  No!” It was what I had been thinking but it sounded terrible when someone else said it out loud.

“C’mon, college is for having fun and trying new things.  Trying on a new professor who happens to look like walking sex?  Now that you have to try!  For us!” Suzanne was incorrigible.

“No!  I’m not going to sleep with him just so you can hear about it!”

“Really?  Then why are you going to sleep with him?” Amy thought she was pretty funny.

“I’m not going to!  That’s terrible!  He’s my teacher!”

“Oh, Dr. Evans, touch me here,” Amy grabbed her own breast.

“Geez, knock it off.”  I was getting more and more horrified that I had even brought it up.

Suzanne patted my arm, “It’s okay, we’re just giving you shit.  Besides, what’s the harm in a little fantasy.  You should totally imagine him next time you’re by yourself under the sheets.”

I slugged down the rest of my glass of wine, “Been there, done that.”

They stared open-mouthed at me for my confession.

“Well, how could you not?  Especially if he’s been offering private sessions.” Amy nodded authoritatively.

“Besides, you haven’t had a boyfriend in a while,” she added.

“Yeah, thanks for reminding me.  Maybe that’s why I think he’s hitting on me.  Wishful thinking.  But man, he puts all these silly college boys to shame though.  Strutting around in those khakis and polo shirts, looking like his biceps will rip the sleeves in half.  Grinning that sparkly white smile and winking at me with those eyes.”

“Winking???  He actually winked at you?” Suzanne was floored.

“Yeah, a few times at the end of class.  When he was reminding me of his office hours.”

“Oh you have got to check this out!” Amy was getting more and more adamant as she poured another glass of wine.

We eventually finished our last bottle and I was eager to escape to my room.  Thinking about Dr. Evans all night while getting tipsy had left me rather lonely and just a little horny.  I took the edge off my terribly naughty thoughts with my favorite vibrator, but it mostly left me wondering about the reality of what everyone seemed to be suggesting.

****

The next day I had English Literature which was extra awkward.  I tried not to make eye contact as I entered the lecture hall, and I took a seat in the last row possible.  Until class began, I tried to make myself look busy with shuffling papers and flipping through the book.  The whole time I could feel his piercing blue eyes on me but I never looked up.  Eventually everyone else arrived, and I could more easily blend in.

And of course today we were talking about sex scenes in classic literature.  Holy crap, was I in trouble.  I did not even check the syllabus; I should have skipped class today.  We were going to be discussing how some classic authors handled intimate scenes in their writing.  Some of these excerpts were even banned in the United States!  And this sex god of a professor was going to be talking about them for the next two hours.  Everyone around me seemed very excited about the lecture today but I was just mortified.

I thought to myself, If he calls on me, I hope I just have an aneurism and die on the spot.

It started off tamely enough, with illusions and hints and subtlety which I could breathe through.  I had done the readings the weekend before but just had not put it all together since my conversation with Amy and Suzanne the night before.

His rich deep voice rang out and filled the room as he talked about innuendo and indirect ways to write about sex.  It was almost too much for a room full of college coeds who were, in turn, full of raging hormones.  The guys were nudging each other with sharp elbow jabs and the girls just grinned up at Dr. Evans with goofy smiles on their faces.  I was trying not to make eye contact with anyone in the room, especially Dr. Evans.

Several students made snide and filthy remarks as Dr. Evans lectured but he tried to brush them aside and stay focused.

Eventually his discussion came to one particular passage about a young woman submitting to her tutor’s advances, and of course I chose that moment to look at the front of the room.  Dr. Evans stopped his pacing and looked directly at me.  Even from nearly fifty feet away, I could feel the meaningful intent in his gaze.  The heat soaked right through my eyes and into the very core of my body, pooling in a damp warmth between my thighs.

“Ms. Gayle, do you have anything to add to this discussion?”

My head snapped up from my notebook and my cheeks burned with embarrassment.

“N-No, sir,” I stuttered, eliciting giggles and guffaws from the rest of the room.

He nodded with a smug little smile, and continued to discuss the euphemisms that authors used for cock and pussy.  It was horribly mortifying to be singled out in this topic in particular.  And even worse, I realized that I liked his attention.  Granted, I did not like his attention in front of the rest of the class, but I suddenly realized that Amy and Suzanne had been right.  I wanted this man.

I tried to focus on taking notes from his lecture, but it is very difficult to concentrate when you are writing things like “penis equals staff, rod, manhood”.  Those are not the notes your parents thought you would be taking in college.

When he finally reached the end of his lecture, he leaned against the edge of the long table and regarded the classroom with an arrogant grin.

“Anyone curious what the assignment will be?” he gestured to the students.

Everyone’s eyes darted around to each other but no one spoke up.

“We are a Literature class.  We are going to write!” he commanded.

“By next class, you will have written a three page sex scene using none of the traditional words or descriptions.  You have to write the entire thing in innuendo and subtlety.  You have to pass the censors!”

The room released a collective giggle then a unanimous groan.  I started stuffing my notebook and papers into my backpack but I did not move fast enough.  Before I even realized what had happened, I was the only student left in the place.  And Dr. Evans was waiting patiently at the front of the room, still leaning on the table with his arms crossed over his muscular chest.  Grinning at me and waiting for me to pass by him on my way out.  I took a deep breath, shouldered my backpack, and headed in his direction.

“Abbie?” he asked quietly when I got within arm’s reach.

“Yes, Dr. Evans?” I was embarrassed by the shaking in my voice.

“You seemed particularly disinterested in my lecture today, and you sat in the back of the classroom which is highly unusual.  If you are an English major like your file says, then I would think you’d be more interested in these classes.”

“Oh I am.  I like our writing exercises.” I shuffled my toe against the floor and looked down at my hands.

“Perhaps you can swing by my office to discuss this lack of interest?  I have office hours until this afternoon, if you don’t have anywhere else to be.”

I tucked a loose strand of hair behind my ear and sighed heavily.  I was in trouble now, and to decline an invitation from a professor in my major was a very bad idea.

“O-Ok, I can follow you.”

When he stood up, I realized just how tall he was next to me.  I almost came to his pecs, which were nicely pronounced in his royal blue polo shirt.  He rested one large hand against my lower back and I trembled slightly at the heat of his touch.

“Right this way,” he whispered in my ear.

His warm breath tickled down inside me and I knew that I was going to give in to whatever he had in mind.

****

I was grateful that the corridors were empty of students as Dr. Evans and I headed to his office.  I had never been to a professor’s office before so I was not sure what to expect, let alone what to expect from this professor in particular.

The shabby wooden door was relatively small with one frosted glass window that bore his name.  Dr. Evans unlocked the door and held it open for me.  He nearly had to duck to enter the room after me.  I was shocked at the décor.  It was a modest square room but beautifully outfitted, with a deep red throw rug in the center topped with three chocolate brown leather arm chairs surrounding a coffee table, and a reasonable size desk in the corner.  There was even a small table, a microwave, and a dorm fridge in the opposite corner.  Two of the walls were lined from floor to ceiling with full bookshelves.  The reading area certainly was the focal point of the room, followed by the bookshelves.  I guess it all made sense for an English Literature professor though.

Dr. Evans smiled down at me and gestured to the chairs in the middle of the room.

“Have a seat, Abbie,” his lips smiling politely but his eyes flashing something naughtier.

As I perched on one chair, he dropped into the one next to me and stretched out his long legs with a sigh.

“So… can you tell me why you were disinterested in my lecture today?”

I nibbled on my lower lip while I shook my head, and could not meet the intensity of his deep blue gaze.

He sat forward in his chair, resting his forearms across his muscular thighs.

“Abbie, come now, are you uncomfortable with the topic of sex?”

I gasped quietly and felt my infernal cheeks redden.

He chuckled, “Perhaps that is it then.”

“N-No, sir, it’s not that…” I stuttered.

“Well?  If you are comfortable with discussing sex, then what could it be?  Other students?”

I shook my head again, willing the butterflies in my stomach to sit still.

He leaned over until his face was merely inches from my own.

“Is it me?” he asked quietly.

My cheeks must have darkened again because he chuckled softly.  But it was not a friendly little laugh, it was deep and dark and full of the innuendo he had lectured about.

“That’s the answer, isn’t it?  It’s me.  Do I make you nervous?”  As he asked, his fingers trailed slowly up my bare arm.

I felt the goosebumps trickle over my flesh in the wake of his touch.

“I do, don’t I?”

This one-sided conversation was getting a little weird but I hardly knew how to participate so I kept my silence.  I was regretting the simple little sundress I had worn but the look in his eyes told me that he approved of my clothing.  I knew that the chill of his office was soon going to have an effect on my nipples and I prayed that they would stay masked under my clothes.  I glanced down at my own chest and realized that I was already wrong.

His fingertips tickled back up my arm and slowly tucked a stray strand of hair behind my ear.

“If you are thinking that I have been inappropriately noticing you,” he whispered, “you are correct.  I can’t seem to keep my eyes off you.”

I twisted my hands in my lap and still refused to meet his eyes.

His hand cupped the back of my neck warmly and he turned my face towards him.  His eyes shimmered darkly with a passion I had never seen before.  His full lips quirked up in a suggestive smile and I felt the heat spreading from his palm into the core of my body.  College boys were not this powerful; they were more interested in beer and a quick roll in the upstairs bedroom.

His fingers laced into my silky hair and he pulled me closer until I could feel his breath against my lips.  He paused for that long intense moment before a first kiss, then he claimed my mouth as his own.  His lips met mine, his teeth nipped softly, his tongue demanded access inside, and I granted it to him willingly.  The wet heat was pooling between my thighs as his other hand slowly caressed the outside of my thigh.

He finally broke away from my mouth and knelt in front of me with both hands cupping my shoulders.

“You tell me to stop and we walk away,” he said, “but I will only make that offer once.”

I nodded my understanding and in response, I skimmed my hands up his flat pecs and laced them around his neck.  He grinned hungrily and slid his hands down my sides to grip my waist firmly.

His mouth brushed mine lightly before trailing across my jawline and down my collarbone.  As he nibbled and licked along the tops of my cleavage, he worked the straps of my dress down until my full braless breasts slid into view.  He exhaled sharply just before burying his stubbled face between my curves, his fingers rolling and pinching my stiff nipples until they ached under his touch.

My thin dress pooled around my waist as his mouth moved further south.  His fingers still tormented my sensitive nipples as his tongue laved spiraling circles down my tummy just on top of the waistband to my thong.

He roughly shoved the skirt of my dress up to meet the top half until the entire garment was bunched around my waist.  With a hungry and lecherous grin, he hooked his thumbs into my panties and slid them down my thighs.

With his biceps twitching, he lifted my slim thighs to his shoulders and left a trail of damp kisses from my knee to my needy pussy.  The wet heat coiled and curled through my body and left damp droplets on the smooth shaven skin in front of his hungry mouth.

His breath tickled my wet skin and I squirmed as he breathed slowly, coolness when he inhaled and warmness when he exhaled.  By the time he slipped his tongue between my wet folds, I gasped and slid closer to him on the chair.  His tongue played no games as it tormented my clit.  He circled and flicked and nibbled lightly.

“Oh god,” I moaned as I buried my hands in his thick wavy hair.

I could hear and feel him hum a response against my skin and I pressed my body against the teasing tongue.  The heat bubbled and swirled under my skin, rising and swelling and spreading, until I dug my fingers into his shoulders and silently begged for release.

He held my swollen little nub between his lips and flicked his tongue hard and fast until the heat exploded into light.  I groaned and whined and whimpered as I came, digging my heels into his back and holding his face against me.

When he finally surfaced and stood back up, he flashed me a slippery grin and slowly drew me up to stand in front of him.  My dress slipped completely off my body and he maneuvered us around so that he was in front of the chair.

He slowly removed his polo shirt, revealing the flat hard planes of his pecs, the rippled cuts of his abs, and the swell of his biceps.  When he unzipped his khaki slacks, his thick swollen cock bobbed out eagerly.

I reached out hesitantly and paused.  When I stopped, his large hand engulfed mine and wrapped it around his needy erection.  I stroked him lightly and loosely, his deep groans spurring me on.

“Oh like that, Abbie, just like that, not too fast,” his voice rumbled in his chest.

He was already giving me little drops of fluid, and his hot velvet skin slid easily in my delicate hand.  My grip tightened as I stroked him faster, my other hand moving gingerly to massage his heavy balls.

“Oh shit, no, stop,” he growled, pulling his cock from my grip.

I giggled, “What is it, Dr. Evans?”

He chuckled, “I have other plans for that ripe little body of yours.”

He sat down in the buttery leather chair and pulled me down on top of his lap.  I could feel his stiff cock nestled between the rounded curves of my ass and I wiggled against it.  He looked up at me, stroking the hair from my face.

“You’ve got the idea,” he grinned.

I must have looked startled because he chuckled.

“It’s quite alright, best birth control there is you know, and I’ll be gentle.”

He reached into a hidden drawer of coffee table and pulled out a small tube of lubrication.  He squirted some on two fingers and slowly worked them over my tight little rosebud.

“Is this your first time?” he asked softly as his finger started to invade my body.

I nodded, afraid to breathe at the pressure he was creating.

“Oh god,” he groaned, “that’s so fucking hot.  I get to pop that little virgin cherry ass of yours.”

I nodded again, wriggling as the pressure of another finger stretched me further.

“Can you feel how hard that makes me?” he thrust his hips up against me so that his cock slid between my ass cheeks.

He offered me a generous dab of the lube and I reached behind me to stroke him lightly, rubbing my fingers against that sensitive ridge just under his swollen head.

“Oh fuck, c’mere,” he growled.

His biceps flexed as he lifted my hips up and nudged my tight little ass hole with the thick head of his cock.

“You aren’t going to fit,” I whispered shakily.

He smiled gently, “I’ll go slow.”

He eased my entire body down against his swollen cock, the pressure almost unbearable as he pushed to break the seal then suddenly he was inside my body.  He eased me down further, my body clenching and gripping at his thickness as I gasped.  He stretched and filled me in ways I had never felt before in my life.

When I felt his pelvis contact my ass, he waited until my body adjusted to the thickness of his invasion.  I smiled nervously and he kissed me.  His tongue invaded my mouth as his cock invaded my ass and I moaned softly, my hips starting to squirm on their own.

He slowly raised me up and then lowered me down again, stroking his own cock with my entire body.  The heat that he ignited was different, it was not sharp and urgent like his tongue but slow and steady in building.  I started moving my hips without his guidance and he leaned back in the chair to let me take the lead.

“Oh fuck, you are so tight,” he groaned as I fucked his cock with my ass.

“Just like that?” I panted breathlessly.

“Oh yeah baby, god, like that,” he spurred me on with thrusts of his hips.

As our bodies sped up, we found the rhythm and he grunted with every thrust.  I felt a strange tickle against my ass and I realized that his full balls were tightening up to his body.  His edge was getting closer and I intentionally slowed my strokes.

“Oh gawd,” he moaned, gripping the arms of the chair.

As I slowly rode his throbbing cock with my tight little virgin ass, I started to rub my throbbing clit in front of him.  He grinned at me and pinched my nipples, thrusting his hips urgently upwards.

He released my taut little peaks and dug his fingers into my hips, moving my body faster and harder around his cock.  He was stroking himself off using my body and I loved it.  I rubbed my clit furiously as he filled my ass and suddenly he shoved himself hard inside me and I felt the hot jets of his cum fill my tunnel.  I groaned, feeling a warm electricity flood my body as I clenched and spasmed around his cock through my own climax.

Eventually we collapsed together, panting for air in a his small stuffy office.

“Dr. Evans?” I asked nervously.

He stroked my hair from my face as I lay against his chest, “What is it Abbie?”

“Do you do this a lot?”

He laughed, his whole body vibrating with the sound and motion.

“Thanks a lot you little brat!  And no, I can honestly say I have never ass-fucked a student before.”

I giggled, “So I was your first in a way too?”

He shifted in the chair so that we were face to face.

“Yes, and I’d like to imagine that this was only the first of many.”

I curled back into him without an answer, because I had none.

****

By the end of that semester, Dr. Evans had given me an entirely unexpected education.  Not only did it turn out I loved anal sex, but he was amazing at traditional sex too.  And his tongue could curl your toes.  I was already acing his class, so the fact I got an A by Christmas had nothing to do with our extracurricular activities.  Just before the Christmas break, I got a phone call from him, asking me to meet him in his office.

I was a little nervous, afraid he was going to break it off or something.  As it turns out, he made the more romantic gesture I had ever received.  With a slightly bashful smile, he actually asked me out on a date.

“Since you are technically not my student any more, we can make things official.  Can I take you to dinner and a movie?”

I grinned and jumped into his muscular arms.

“But just so you know, professor, I don’t necessarily sleep with guys on a first date.” I giggled coyly.

“Oh, well, I can be very convincing, you know,” he set me back down on the floor.

“Why professor!  Do you plan to seduce me?” I batted my eyelashes innocently.

He wrapped his thick fingers around my delicate wrist and yanked me over to one of his chairs.  He sat down abruptly and bent me over his lap.  I felt a slight breeze as he flipped up my skirt and I yelped loudly when his palm landed heavily on my bare ass.

“Oh I will do much more than seduce you my little Abbie,” he threatened excitedly.

I wriggled against his stiffening cock, “Oh professor, no.”

We did not end up on our date that night, he ended up taking me on his desk within minutes of the spanking.

After the class was officially over, I did tell Amy and Suzanne about my professor.  They were angry at first that I had been keeping the secret, and then flabbergasted at the idea.  But pretty soon they were harassing me about all the gory juicy dirty details.  And I gave them most of them.


4. Stephanie’s Initiation: My First Anal Sex and Bondage by Sofia Miller

Stephanie isn’t just a good girl--she’s downright prudish.  She’d spent her life hiding her killer body behind unflattering clothes and spending more time with books than with men.  But when she finds a job at a strange and fantastical bookstore, she soon gets a very different kind of education than she’s used to.  In a secret room in the back of the store, she discovers a world of erotica that opens up her imagination to a world of backdoor fantasies and loss of sexual control!  It’s in this room that she meets James, a sly and sexy dom who promises to show her that dignity is no match for her body’s darkest desires!

It was my first week in working at Marty’s Rare Books, and I was still trying to get the hang of things.  I was a senior in college, studying English literature, and I was hoping my part time job would provide me access to works outside of the normal reading list.  Benjamin, the manager, had hired me on the spot, only barely looking at my resume.  I told him about my love of books and my own aspirations to be a writer, but to be honest, he barely seemed to be listening.  Instead, he simply looked me up down with a smile, taking in my frame from head to foot, and said, “Don’t worry, you’re hired.  You’ll definitely fit in here.”

I wasn’t sure what he meant at the time.  I’m an attractive girl, I suppose:  Wavy, wheat-colored hair, a scattering of light freckles on my face, a slender waist and curves that, I have to admit, are a bit dramatic.  But the attention of men always made me nervous.  I tend to hide my physique under heavy sweaters and jeans, pulling my thick hair back in a simple ponytail, as I had done on the day of my interview.  There were certainly plenty of other college girls in town who were pretty and put themselves more on display, if what he wanted was a good looking girl behind the counter.  Perhaps I just make a strong first impression, I told myself.  Perhaps he could simply see that I was hard-working, smart, and eager to please.

My rationale seemed confirmed when Benjamin gave me a new responsibility so quickly:  I would get to host the weekly book club meeting held on Friday nights at 10pm.

“Don’t worry, Stephanie,” he said to me, when I told him how nervous I was to be the center of attention.  “James always runs the meetings.  You’ll be there to sell people any books they want, to lock up at the end of the night...to make sure everyone’s as happy as they can be.”

“I can do that!” I exclaimed.  “Who’s James?”

“You’ll find out,” he said with a little laugh.  I couldn’t imagine what was so funny about what I’d said.  “I’ll show you where the meetings are held.”

Benjamin led me to the back where the storage room was.  He pushed back a shelf on wheels, and behind it there was a door, which he opened.

“I didn’t know there was another room back here,” I said, following him into the pitch dark room.  “Why such a secret spot for the book club?”

“It can be a rowdy group,” he said.  “This room is soundproof.”  He turned on the light, and I found myself in a beautiful library:  books stacked to the ceiling, leather arm chairs, even a fireplace.  Curiously, there also seemed to be what could only be a medieval torture rack.  It was wooden and at a 45 degree angle with restraints at the corners.

He said nothing as I walked around the room and took in the collection of books.  It didn’t take me long to realize that every book in the cavernous room had an erotic theme.  There were the kinds of bodice rippers you find in supermarkets; there were leather bound collections of erotica in every style of kink, most of which I’d never even heard of.  There were classics like The Marquis De Sade and Anais Nin.  There were coffee table books illustrating the Kama Sutra.  But my eyes were drawn to a book of photography on display, which sported a black and white picture of a fair haired woman on a serving plate, her blindfolded face and round breasts coming towards the camera, her hands tied behind her back, her plump ass up in the air, as the hands of naked men and women came in from the sides and grabbed her flesh, stretching her cheeks wide open.  A man behind her, clad all in black, a hungry look on his face, was unzipping his pants, a thick hard-on pressing through his jeans in perfect outline.  I looked back to the woman’s face.  Her dark, wet lips formed a Mona Lisa smile.

“She looks a bit like you,” a voice to my right said.  I looked up and saw a tall man with a cowboy’s chiseled features and stubble standing next to me, a half-cocked smile on his face, his green eyes warm and inviting.  “Is this the new girl?” he said to Benjamin.

“This is her,” Benjamin nodded.

“She’s just like you said she’d be,” the mysterious man said, looking me up and down.  My face grew hot and I could feel myself blushing under his gaze.  I looked down at the floor, trying to avoid his probing eyes which seemed to burn right through me.

“Stephanie, this is James,” Benjamin said.  “He’s the one who leads the book club.  He’s one of our favorite customers.”

“Nice to meet you,” I said to the floor.

“I understand you’ll be playing hostess tomorrow night,” James said, and his voice, low and gravelly, seemed reverberate through my entire body.

“Yes.”  It came out as a whisper, and I cleared my throat, forcing myself to look up and meet his gaze.  “I...I don’t know what the book is, though,” I said.

“You like this book?” he said, picking up the photography book that had caught my attention.

“I...I don’t know.  I haven’t looked at it.”

He smirked at me and I felt embarrassed.  I’d stared so brazenly at the picture and he’d seen me do it.

“Perhaps you should.  This will be the book, then.  Ben, will you ring this up for me?”

“But...it’s a photography book,” I stammered.  “And the other members--surely you already had something else picked out.”

“The others will follow my lead.  Don’t worry, pet,” he said, putting his hot hand on my shoulder.  The warmth from him spilled down my breasts, to the pit of my stomach, until I felt my cotton panties become hot and damp.  It was only a moment that he held me there, under his heavy hand and gaze, but it seemed to stretch on for an eternity, my heart pounding loudly, rhythmically, counting the seconds--and then his hand was gone, taking all of that lovely warmth with it, leaving me cold and alone.

Then he turned to Ben and said, “Now, show me this special edition you were telling me about,” and the two exited the room.  I stayed behind a moment, trying to regain the use of my trembling legs.  Looking at the book in my hands, I stared at the rolling hills  of the blindfolded woman’s ass, and the thick outline of a cock, looming ominously just beyond it.

My pussy involuntarily clenched as I took in the image, a wave of heat enveloping me. In my mind’s eye, I saw myself in this woman’s place, opening wide for this sinister stranger, but my desire was immediately replaced by a wave of shame.  Good girls don’t want that, I told myself.  I turned the book over, hiding the image from view, and followed Benjamin back to the front of the store.  James had already departed, and I found myself disappointed.  The rest of the work day dragged on in a haze of boredom and frustration.  I longed for the hour I could go home with my book.  I longed for the following night when I would see James again to discuss what was inside, even as my stomach tied itself in knots with fear and embarrassment at the very same prospect.

When at long last I was alone at my apartment, I took the book into my room, stripped down to my white tank top and panties, and slid into bed, the only illumination coming from the dim, nightstand lamp, as I drew a deep breath and opened the book.  On the first page was the woman from the cover, though barely recognizable in such a different context.  She was seated on a bus, wearing a lumpy blue sweater and jeans, her hair pulled back in a ponytail, the man from the cover sitting behind her and leaning slightly forward as though whispering in her ear.  Her eyes were fearful.

I flipped a few pages and found a photo of her departing the same bus, her sweater gone, her bra strap broken, one breast exposed, her nipple hard, a dazed and happy look on her face, the man standing tall behind her in his dark clothes, smiling.  I flipped through the pages some more and the photos became almost animated as she continued on her travels, losing articles of clothing as she went.  I stopped when I saw her on a stage, bent over a table, her hands behind her back, her legs spread wide, a spotlight illuminating her small, dark asshole, the man standing over her in a top hat, looking like a lion tamer, teasing the pale skin of her ass with a leather belt as her leg muscles strained.

It was unbearably hot under the covers, so I peeled them down and pulled off my shirt, my heavy breasts falling back and apart as my stiff nipples pointed towards the ceiling.  But it was down below where I was so wet--my panties were soaked completely through.  I let my hands feel between my legs to assess the mess I’d made, and a fresh stream gushed from me at my own touch, sliding down the length of my slit until it met my asshole in a wet kiss.

In high school, there had been a girl who had been caught in the bathroom touching herself, as she watched her face in the mirror.  They said she’d had three fingers all the way inside of her, a knee up on the sink, her panties on the floor, her face twisted in pleasure that looked like pain, moaning loudly and uninhibitedly when they’d found her.  I wondered at the time what had compelled her to do that in public--and at school no less? She was suspended and her reputation was ruined--the other girls made fun of her mercilessly for doing something so dirty.  Good girls had better self control than that.  I wanted to be a good girl.  So I was careful not to touch.

So it was a surprise to me, now, as my fingers involuntarily found their way between my legs, to find how slick and wet and pulsating it was, my pussy beating like a heart, pumping more thick cream out of me with every beat.

More surprising still was how my hand acted with such assurance as it followed the trickling stream down, between my cheeks and pressed fervently on the thick, strong rim of my most forbidden place, smearing the wetness into me.  My middle finger pressed until it began to give, my hips rising at my touch, but a panic consumed me and my hand fled the scene.  I turned over on my stomach and pressed my pelvis hard into the bed, trying to stifle the frantic, wild yearning that was now consuming every cell in my body.

I slammed the book shut and pulled the covers over my head.

“Running a little late,” James said.  He was standing in front of the bookstore with two women, one older in business attire, one younger in a waitress uniform, waiting for me as I sped-walked towards the door at 10:05pm in my blue sweater and jeans, hair pulled back in a ponytail.  My sleep had been fitful, my whole day had been off, and now I was running late, having changed my clothes a hundred different times in anticipation of the meeting.

“I like your outfit.  Expecting a reenactment?”

I realized I was dressed like the girl in the book and I went white.  What he must have thought I had in mind!

“You look just like her!” the waitress said when we reached the back room.  “It’s uncanny!”

“Oh, not that much…” I said, avoiding her gaze.

“No, you do!  Stand up and turn around!” she said, as she came towards me and pulled me to my feet, bringing me to the center of the circle of armchairs as the group looked me over.

“Even her body…” she said, marveling.  “You must have really enjoyed the book, I bet?” she said with a wink.

“It was...it was interesting…” I said uncomfortably.

“Did you wear the entire outfit?”  James asked, leaning casually on his chair.

“I don’t know what you mean…” I said.

“Let me see your bra,” the waitress cooed, beginning to lift up my shirt.  Bewildered, I turned to James, who only nodded.  Somehow his approval of the situation made it alright, and my shirt was lifted up over my head.

“Oh, it’s not really the same bra,” she said.  “But it’s pretty.”  She ran her hand over the white lace as I looked to James and he looked back.  The situation was so bewildering I didn’t know how to react, except to allow her to continue.

“You’ll have to excuse Jenna’s enthusiasm,” James said.  “We’re a pretty open group.  It can make newcomers uncomfortable.  But you’re not uncomfortable, are you Stephanie?”

“No, not at all,” I heard myself say.  I simply wanted to make James happy.

“Good, because you have nothing to be uncomfortable about.  You’re a very pretty girl, you know.”

“I don’t know…” I said, blushing.

“Do you mind if I make a small adjustment to your outfit?” he asked.

Without waiting for reply, he came up very close, and to my surprise, he pulled out a knife.  My heart began to race as he slid it under the left strap.  At once it snapped and my bra fell open, my breast now on display for the whole group.  I quickly covered it with my hand, fearful of the eyes on me, but James took my hand in his, and the warmth of him soothed my panic and I went still.  He peeled my hand from my chest, and looked at me admiringly.

“I’m not going to hurt you,” he said, his green eyes burning into me.  “I would never do that.  You do trust me, don’t you?”

“You know, this is what I loved about the book so much,” the business woman spoke up.  “It so beautifully captured that journey towards giving up control.  In the beginning we see her looking fearful, just like Stephanie looked a minute ago, but by the end, she comes to know how natural it all is--she’s free.  Don’t you agree, Stephanie?”

“I...yes.  Yes, I think I do.”

“Looking at you, looking at her--it’s such a shame to think about wasting such a pretty body,” she sighed, her eyes on my breasts.  I could feel the beating in my pussy begin again.  The stream was starting to trickle.  I felt dirty and ashamed and violently aroused by the bizarre situation.

“Would anyone like something to drink?” I said too loudly, desperate to break the tension.  “I’ll go get some drinks while you guys...discuss.”  I rushed out of the room to find the refrigerator in Benjamin’s office.  I opened the door and let the cold air come rushing around my hot skin as I attempted to calm down.  Obviously this was no book club.  I had to get out of here somehow, I knew that--and yet I didn’t move. Instead, I found beer and soda, and bent down for it slowly, arching my back like a pinup model, hoping James would soon come up behind me, admire me, make me stay...

“Are you too uncomfortable, Stephanie?”  It was James.  “Was it too much too soon?”

“No!  No...I.  I’m sorry.  I don’t...I don’t really know what’s expected of me.”  My hand was covering my breast again, and once again he peeled it back, and I let him, though his eyes stayed firmly on mine.

“Why are you pretending you want to cover yourself?” he said in a serious tone.  I felt a lump in my throat and I gulped.

“What do you--”

He grabbed my nipple between his fingers and gave it a little pinch, and I gasped with surprise.

“I only just met you,” he said, rolling my nipple in his electric fingers, “You hold the key here.  You could toss me out.  You could leave and lock me in if you wanted.”  He bent down and flicked my nipple with his tongue, and my whole body spasmed as I sighed.  “But you don’t.  So why are you playing coy when you’re obviously a little slut?”

“No, I’m...I’m not…”

“But you want to be.”

I stared at him.  He was right--God, he was right!  But I couldn’t say that.  This wasn’t who I was supposed to be--

“I want you to give up control, Stephanie.”

“I’m not sure if I can,” I whispered.  He pulled me to him roughly, my bare breast pressed against him, and he kissed me deeply until I felt my limbs go weak with desire.

“But you want to so badly…” he said into my ear.  I pressed myself into his body and an involuntary moan escaped my lips.  “I want to help you.  Do you trust me?”

“Yes...yes, I do,” I said breathlessly.  He placed his hand between my legs and pressed into my jeans.

“Your poor pussy wants to cum so badly.  I don’t want you to ignore what your body wants anymore, do you understand?”

“Yes...I think so…”

“I’m not sure you know how,” he said, rubbing my hot pussy into a frenzy.  “That’s why I want you to do everything I say.  Do you promise to do everything I say?”

“Yes,” I gulped.  It was pure insanity--I didn’t even know this man’s last name!  I had no reason to trust him so completely.  I only knew that I wanted more of what he was doing to me--that it was imperative that I relieve the tension that had been building since I first laid eyes on him.

“Leave the drinks.  Follow me,” he commanded, and I obeyed.

“Stephanie said she’d be happy to demonstrate,” he announced to the room, and they broke out into smiles all around.  I didn’t know what he was referring to.

“Stephanie, step out of your jeans for us, will you?”

With trembling hands I undid my jeans and pulled them down, revealing my pink cotton panties.  James walked towards me and pulled them down to the floor, his mouth dangerously close to me.  I felt the air rush between my legs as he breathed me in deeply, and again I felt the contractions in my pussy start, a fresh stream beginning to drip from me.

“We can see Stephanie needs to be fucked, but I don’t think you want to be fucked here…” James said, pressing a finger into my tight, wet hole, eliciting a bleating moan of pleasure from me, “...nearly as much as you want to be fucked here.”  He trailed his finger to my asshole and pressed inside sharply as I gasped.  In my shock I pulled forward, trying to escape his hand, but he grabbed me roughly by the arm.

“Stephanie.  I thought you were going to do everything I said?”

“I want to...I really want to please you,” I pleaded.

“And you will,” he said.  “You just need to be trained to accept what I give you.  But it won’t be easy.”

“Just like the woman in the book!” the older business woman exclaimed.  “It was so true to life!”

James was coming up behind me now, placing my hands behind my back.  The waitress, Jenna, handed him a white cotton rope, which he bound my hands with, tightly.  My whole body was shaking with anticipation.  I had no idea how I’d let myself get into this situation, and yet my body was screaming out that it was right.  If I left things in my own hands, I would never get what I so desperately needed--though I had to admit, even I didn’t know what that was.

“Where’s the spreader bar?” James asked the room.

“Oh--I think it’s under the rack,” said the business woman.  She got up and retrieved it, and suddenly I found this beautiful older woman, on her hands and knees between my legs as she attached shackles to my feet that spread my legs further than I thought they could go.  Now James was coming up behind me, his hands on my breasts, which he squeezed harshly, causing me to squirm and whimper.  I fell back against him, my legs unable to support me, spread as they were, and Jenna came up to lift the bar that spread me open.  The two of them carried me like this, helpless, to the card table in the corner, where I was placed and bent over, the weight of me crashing down heavily on my breasts, my ass on display for the room.  James grabbed the floor lamp and removed its shade, bringing it next to the table and illuminating me for the room.

“I have a question,” said the business woman said, lightly petting my ass cheek.  “Stephanie, has anyone ever played with your ass before?”

“No,” I said, breathing heavily.  All of these eyes on me sent a warm sensation to my pussy, and I wanted nothing more than to press my legs together, but instead my opening and closing contracting pussy was grasping desperately at my audience.

“Oh, this poor girl.  No wonder she’s creaming herself already,” said the business woman, as she slid a finger into my gaping open pussy.  My body twitched violently at her touch, uncomfortable and yearning as I was.  Her touch on my neglected pussy was like tickling:  It felt so good I couldn’t take it.  I yelled “Stop!” even as my body was begging for more.

But James wouldn’t stand for my protestations.  He undid his belt and smacked my bare ass with it, stinging me.  I winced.

“That was a warning,” he said.  “The next one will hurt.”  Then without warning, he plunged his tongue deep into my asshole, and I let out a howl.  I nearly fell over with my bucking and squirming, but was stopped when his belt came down three times with a Pop! Pop! Pop! On my fat cheek.

“You like my tongue in your ass, my little slut?” he asked, rubbing the leather on my burning, raw flesh.

“Yes, please…” I squeaked.

“Then hold still and take what I give to you.  No squirming.”

He placed his belt between my legs and rubbed my splayed open pussy with it.  He tapped my pussy lightly with the leather, coming down hard on my throbbing clit.  It was all I could do keep from flailing, but I worried what his belt would do to my pussy if it hit me with the force he’d given my ass.  He dragged it up my backside and gave me another, playful smack with it, before he placed it on the table, freeing his hands.  He spread me open and toyed with my rim with his long thick finger.

“Look how tight her young ass is,” he said to the group, who came up close and began pawing my cheeks as they got a closer look.  I could feel hot breath on my open asshole, and I thought my legs might break my restraints with their rigid trembling.  Even still, I wanted now to be open wider.  I wanted their hot breath to fill me.  I wanted their tongues to fill me.  I wanted, so desperately, to be fucked until I was ripped apart.  It was a feeling that was entirely new--I had never allowed myself to get to this place before.  But now my yearning was such that I would subject myself to anything so long as James fucked me.

So when he plunged two fingers into my tight hole, stretching me wider than I’d ever been stretched before, I ignored the sharp pain and took it, humming my way through the ripping, searing pain.  He slid out and in again, and with every thrust of his fingers, I relaxed and opened up more to him, my pain replaced with intense, unimaginable pleasure.

“She’s taking it like a good girl,” said Jenna, watching.

“I don’t know--look at her legs shake!” said the business woman.  “I don’t know if she can hold still much longer.

“Let’s see,” said James.  “Ruby, come over here and lick her rim while I fuck her with my hands.  Let’s see if she can take it.”

I knew now Ruby was the business woman.  The only thing I knew was that her tongue was soft and wet--watering, even--as she gently licked between my cheeks in rhythm with James’ fingers sliding in and out with increasing speed.  My pussy was in pain, it was so aroused, clenching so hard it made me sore.  I wanted more of him, more of Ruby’s tongue, more of everything.  I pressed my hard nipples into the table as hard as I could as my hips began to buck so wildly, I fell off the table face down on the floor.

“Uh-oh!” Jenna giggled.  James was standing over me now, a leg on either side of my back, as he faced my ass, belt in hand.  It came down hard on my cheeks, which shook as he beat my ass raw with his belt.  My legs spread as they were, occasionally his belt came down between my cheeks, stinging my already aching asshole.  Then he brought it down between my legs, spanking my pussy hard and fast with his belt as I cried out, secretly wishing he would never stop his punishment of me.

“Are you ready to submit?” he asked.  “Are you ready to admit what a filthy little slut you are?”

It was hard for me to imagine those words applying to me--I had tried so hard my whole life to avoid such a label.  And yet, my pussy gushed at his words.  It’s all that I wanted to be in the world.

“I want to,” I managed to say between my cries.  “Please, yes!”

At once the beatings stopped.  All was still and silent for a moment.  All I could see were the feet of the interested onlookers.  I heard the sound of a zipper being pulled.  James was standing in front of me now, but he soon began to kneel in front of me.  I lifted my head as well as I could and saw a long, thick organ in front of me--the first cock I’d ever seen in the flesh.  It was different than I’d imagined it to be.  I’d always heard that cocks were silly looking.  But this was strong, rigid, with a thick, smooth head that I wanted desperately to kiss and suck like a pacifier.

“Take my cock in your mouth,” he said, stroking my face. “Get it good and wet, because I’m going to fuck you with it.”

I opened my mouth, and he fed his huge member to me, inch by inch as he gave instructions.  “That’s a good girl.  Open your mouth a little wider...That’s it…” and soon he was sliding over my tongue towards the back of my throat.  At first I gagged on it, which sent me into a panic, but he grabbed me by the ponytail, looked me in the eyes, and held my head in place as he continued to slide down my throat, saying, “Wider...wider…”  Obeying his instructions, I was able to take him down my throat, though my eyes watered at the strain of the experience. I concentrated on his instructions.  Get his cock good and wet, I told myself.  So he can fuck you with it...

I could feel a surging vibration in his cock, and I began to suck on him, hopefully.  I felt this must be what it’s like when he’s almost ready, and affirming my instincts, he soon began to withdraw.  I knew he would soon be prying my ass open.  I was at once thrilled and terrified, unsure such a huge object could fit inside of me.

“It only hurts for a second,” Jenna leaned down and whispered.  “Then...oh, my goodness--I can’t wait to see you experience this for the first time!” She was giddy with excitement, and it soothed my fears.

The members of the club were clutching my ass cheeks, pulling them wide, and one by one, I felt their tongues slide between my cheeks, the group of them priming me for James, who was positioning himself between my splayed open legs.

“She tastes so good,” Ruby said, before diving back down and plunging into me.  I was moaning loudly, uninhibitedly now.

“Please, James…” I said.  “Please--please fuck my ass!”

“You’re really desperate for it, aren’t you?” James snickered.  “You really are a hungry little cunt.  Tell me exactly what you want and maybe I’ll give it to you.”

“Oh, God…” I moaned.  “I want...I want...I want your cock in my ass!  God, I want you to fill me up and fuck me.  Please, please fuck me!  Please tear my ass open and fill me with your fat, fucking cock!”

Jenna giggled.  “James, please!” she said.  “Put her out of her misery.”

That’s when I felt the head of him begin to push into me, slowly.  He head was fatter and wider than his fingers had been, and it hurt greatly when he finally pushed past my rim.  I screamed into the floor as Ruby stroked my hair, pulling my ponytail loose.  He inched his way in further, and I could feel myself ripping open.  But when I heard James began to breathe more heavily, I knew I wanted him even deeper inside of me, no matter the cost.

“Please, more!  Please!” I cried.  For a second I thought it may have been a mistake, because he plunged in mercilessly, tearing me open, and the pain was more than I thought I could bear.  But all at once the pain subsided, and I was able to feel the full girth of him bearing down on me, filling me up to bursting, and my head began to reel with pleasure, my body contracting, shaking vibrating.  As he pressed into me, my pussy was ground into the floor, and the pressure made me feel insane.  My body thrashed, even with my arms and legs bound, and he began pulling in and out of me, slow at first, but then quicker and quicker until he was slamming into me, his balls slapping up against my gushing pussy with every thrust.

“God, that’s beautiful,” Ruby said, lifting her skirt and pulling her panties to the floor.  She hitched up her skirt and sat down on the floor next to my face.  She spread her legs, lifted my head, and placed it in her lap.  “I want to feel you moaning into my pussy,” she said, and I obliged, unable to move, enjoying how my pleasure was making her own pussy gush with excitement.  Dignity suddenly seemed a ridiculous notion.  I wanted to be a dirty, fucking slut.  I wanted his cock plugging me up every which way.  I wanted to be brimming with sex.  I buried my face between Ruby’s legs and licked her between my moans as James fucked me, harder, rougher, deeper with every thrust, as he dug his fingers into my hips and said “You need a fat cock to destroy your tight little fuckhole, don’t you?”

Then all at once, he was still.  I felt the same surge in him I had when he had been fucking my virgin mouth.  And then a flooding stream went shooting into me as James roared with pleasure.  His thick cum came in gushing, endless spurts that came spilling out of my ass as he thrusted, running warmly down my thighs.  James began spanking my ass in his ecstasy, and that now familiar sting sent me over the edge.  I came along with him--my very first true orgasm.  A puddle began to form beneath me, and I felt strangely proud of the mess I made.

“Good girl…” Ruby stroked my hair breathlessly.  “Very good girl…” As James withdrew from my gaping asshole, I laid panting on the floor, unable to move.  I was a puddle, spent and useless.  I had never felt so good.

James rubbed my ass lovingly, then undid my shackles, though I continued to lay where I was.

“You did great!” Jenna said, pulling me to my feet and kissing me square on the lips.  “I was a lot more nervous my first time with James!” she said, and I realized that he had initiated all of them in this way.

I looked to James, who was beaming at me, proudly.  He put his hands on my shoulders, just as he did when I first met him, then bent down and kissed me sweetly on the lips.

“You are such a beautiful little whore,” he whispered in my ear, and I blushed.  It seemed a reaction I couldn’t overcome, even now.

I looked up into his shining eyes and said, “So what are we reading for next week?”


5. One Step At A Time: Anal Sex on My Wedding Night by Riley Davis

It was the happiest day of my life. It was my wedding day and I couldn't have been more in love. That is, until we got to the bedroom. He had some kinky interests I didn't know about. But when did you ever truly know someone before getting married? And besides, it's not like I wasn't interested...

Sometimes the best ways to express love are the ways you never thought of. Going to a movie, out to dinner, or even to the beach together are all great ways to show you care about someone. But what about the unconventional methods? What about what goes on behind closed doors that no one likes talking about?

I found myself pondering this over dinner that night with my fiancé Erik. He’d been quiet all night, and normally when he did that there was something he needed to tell me. I hoped it wasn’t something for the worse – like telling me he didn’t love me anymore and wanted to break up. I felt anxious and I didn’t want to bring it up unless he was ready to tell me. So I resorted to small talk most of the night, but it was killing me. He barely responded to anything I said. It was like he was a completely different person.

At least the food was good, I thought to myself. They’d plated it perfectly and there was a generous portion. Most fancy restaurants didn’t give you a lot of food so I felt satisfied, at least in that way. I felt appreciative of the food during the long silences.

Most couples would’ve brought it up by now but Erik didn’t like to be prodded. I let him do it at his own pace, and he always seemed to reciprocate in kind by comforting me when I needed it. We knew we were there for each other, and that’s all that was really necessary.

Still, it was eating me up inside and I couldn’t wait for Erik to sort through it. No sooner had I thought that than he spoke. “Lizzy?” he said.

“Yes?” I said, a little more eagerly than I would’ve liked.

Erik chuckled a little at my unrest. “You look like you’ve just seen the most fascinating thing.”

“I… I just want to know.” I put my fork down and folded my hands together, feeling sheepish.

Erik already looked a little happier. “It’s… to do with the bedroom.”

“Our bedroom?”

We lived in a small apartment only big enough for us and our belongings, but it was good enough for us and I was happy to live there. I knew that soon we’d have to move somewhere else because we were getting married in a few days and after that we’d have to think about accommodating more people – children. But for the time being, it was enough.

Erik nodded at me. “Yeah, but… not the bedroom.”

I tilted my head, confused. I wished he would just be straight with me. “What do you mean exactly?”

“I want to try something new with you,” he said, looking me straight in the eye.

It began to dawn on me what he wanted and I relaxed. I sighed and laughed a little. “Oh, is that all? You scared me a little.”

Erik shrugged. “Sorry, I’m just not sure if you’ll want to try it.”

I had a sneaking suspicion what he wanted to ask me about. I was under no illusions that he was a vanilla man – when we first started dating and having sex, he slowly eased me into his more kinky side. I guessed this was just another kink, but maybe something I wasn’t so comfortable with. I made a mental note not to freak out at him for asking me. I wanted him to feel comfortable with me.

I began to eat again, feeling anxious but also excited at the idea of something new. “That depends. What do you want to try with me?”

He poked at his plate with his fork. “I… want to try anal with you.”

The words sank in and I wasn’t sure how to react. I chewed my food slowly as I contemplated the idea. Anal? We’d done some crazy things in the bedroom but I had always been afraid of anal. What if I leaked afterwards? What if I couldn’t control my bowels? What if something happened that was embarrassing? I wouldn’t ever be able to show my face to him again. Still, if it was something he wanted to do, he obviously wasn’t thinking about what might be embarrassing or gross about it… which honestly didn’t make me feel better.

So instead of focusing on that, I asked, “How would we do that?”

Erik sipped his wine. “I’ll get a bottle of lube. I’ll go slowly, and we’ll only do it after you’ve… gone number two, that way you won’t have to worry about what might happen.”

I guessed he’d been thinking for a while about it. “I just want to be safe. Can you do that for me?”

Erik reached a hand over and took mine, squeezing it. “I’d want nothing less for my bride.”

I smiled at him warmly. “I’m looking forward to being that.”

Erik picked up his wine glass and held it towards me. “To a life together.”

We clicked our glasses and then I wondered – did he want to try this on our wedding night? The question exited my mouth as soon as I finished drinking my wine.

He pondered it for a moment before shrugging. “If that’s what you want. It would certainly be an interesting start to our married life.”

“Indeed…” I kept my nose in my wine glass. “I’ll make my decision by then, in that case. But come prepared, okay?”

Erik smiled at me. “I always do.”

We finished our dinner and went to bed late making last minute wedding preparations. I couldn’t sleep very well for the next few nights wondering if I should do it with him. After all, it would start off our marriage in an interesting way. Perhaps it would foreshadow how exciting our life together would be. I wanted nothing more than for my life with Erik to be exciting and fruitful and happy.

As I dressed for my wedding that day with my friends and family, I made the decision to do it. After all, it’s not like I couldn’t stop him if I didn’t like it. I’d tried crazier things before with him, and he’d been nothing less than accommodating. So after my wedding, I would indulge his request and in the meantime, enjoy my day with him.

My wedding was everything I imagined it would be. Erik looked so handsome in his suit, and everyone that I loved was present. I couldn’t help but cry a little as we kissed for the first time as newlyweds. I was happy with him, and I would make every effort to make sure that our marriage was healthy and long-lived.

We danced and drank at the reception and ate until we were stuffed. Our wedding cake was actually a cheesecake and I couldn’t have been more excited to eat it. And to top it off, we had a live band. It was a true celebration and when he carried me into our bedroom that night, I couldn’t have thought of a better way to begin my new life with him.

He placed me on the bed and kneeled down in front of me to help me take off my shoes. I smiled down at him. “You’re being extra courteous today.”

He took my shoes off and rubbed my feet gently. “Well, you had a long day in heels. You deserve to relax.”

The massage sent pleasurable tingles through my skin and my muscles untangled themselves. “That’s good…”

He kept going for some time until I felt like I might fall asleep. When he finally did stop I felt like I’d been rudely awakened. The cold air rushed to my feet and the haze rushed from my eyes. I watched him stand up and go to the door, where a bottle of wine and some glasses waited for us. He popped the cork and poured, and then brought me my glass.

I sipped the wine and set it aside. I wasn’t really in the mood to drink or eat anymore. I set my gaze on him as he undid his tie and took off his blazer. He looked handsome in his suit but I would argue he looked even better out of it – he wasn’t the type to slack off at the gym. He had muscles and he wasn’t afraid to use them on me. His hair was slicked back right now, but he normally didn’t put gel in his hair. I preferred it when he wore it cleanly like it was now but I also appreciated it more because he didn’t do it often.

I took the veil off of my head and began undoing my hair. There were many pins in my hair with little flowers attached, and I’d had it in a loose up-do. It didn’t take me long to let my hair fall to my shoulders in loose curls. As I placed the pins on the end table, Erik sat next to me and put his arm around me.

“I still can’t believe that I get to see you every morning and every night…” he said. He took my hand and kissed it.

“Haven’t you already?” I giggled. “We live together.”

“But it’s different now, now we know it’s for real and forever.” He moved his hand to unzip my dress. “And this will be different too.”

I nodded and he unzipped me, then took off the straps and untied the front of my dress. I stood up and the dress just fell off easily, revealing the lingerie I was wearing underneath. He swallowed and his lips parted ever so slightly. “You are a goddess.”

I smiled at him and stepped out of the dress. I sat on his lap. My hands cupped his cheeks and I kissed him. “And you are my god.”

He roamed his hands down from my shoulders to my sides and my back, my skin feeling delicate and tingly after all the wine at the reception. I bit my lip and undid the buttons on his shirt. I was nervous for the first time in a long time, but I was also excited. It felt like my whole life had shifted perspective. I was now his wife, a new wife, and we were going to try something new. And it was going to mean something. Not that it hadn’t before, but for some reason it was more special tonight.

I pulled his shirt off and touched his chest, running my hands over his skin slowly so he could feel everything – the ring on my finger, the thumb I ran over his nipple, the creases in my palms. He inhaled softly and dove into my neck to bite it and kiss it. I moaned softly and he sucked on the skin, leaving a pronounced hickey. Not that I minded – I always loved having a way to show the world I had someone amazing.

He moved from my neck to my shoulder and to my collarbone, kissing and nibbling my frail skin. If he wanted to he could easily give me a bruise  but I doubted that was the kind of thing he wanted to do tonight. It would disrupt the soft, gentle, romantic mood that he’d set up for me. I liked that he was so attentive to my needs.

I let him do whatever he wanted with me as the minutes ticked by. My lingerie slowly slipped off as he tugged and he took the opportunity to put his mouth around one of my nipples, suckling and teasing it while he played with the other with his fingers. I voiced my pleasure without inhibitions, digging my fingers into his gel-locked hair. When I was done with him, his hair wouldn’t look so clean.

He didn’t seem to mind that I was making a mess of his hair, instead spurring me onwards by being more aggressive with his tongue around my nipple, moving to the other breast and giving it some attention. He squeezed my breast with his hand gently, then more roughly. I felt tingles go through my body and moaned softly.

After a few moments on my boobs he ran his hands down and began to move lower, kissing my stomach and nibbling, tugging on the skin with his teeth and leaving small marks wherever  his mouth went. I felt sexier than I had in a long time and savored the moment as he removed my panties slowly. He looked up at me as he did so and I saw the hungry look in his eyes. I nodded and he pulled them the rest of the way off, and then touched my thighs and vagina slowly, then squeezing a little, sending an electric shock up my spine. I gasped and lifted my hips. I wanted him so badly.

He obliged, putting his lips around my vagina and kissing it, licking it, sucking on it. He’d always been so good with his tongue and there were many times when he’d just do this for me and nothing else, not even to satisfy himself. I often reciprocated later on because having him eat me out made me hungry for him as well. I had a feeling I wouldn’t get a chance tonight, though.

He put his tongue inside me and I yelped in pleasure, arching myself into him. He kissed me more, sending tingles all over my body and igniting a fire in my pelvis. “Oh, fuck, Erik…”

He had always enjoyed hearing me say his name and this time was no exception. He moaned into my pussy. He reached his hands up, roaming my skin and starting a fire wherever he touched. I wanted him and I wanted him now. I took the hand closest to my breasts. “Fuck me…” I panted, my heart racing.

He let his tongue linger for a few more seconds before he pulled away, licking his lips. “Are you sure?” he asked. He had that look in his eyes. He was going to do anal and I had already agreed to it, but he still seemed unsure.

I decided to reassure him by flipping myself over onto my hands and knees and using both hands to spread my ass cheeks. “Give it to me, baby.”

He smiled at me and put his hands on my ass, letting me use my own to keep myself steady. He reached for the bottle of lube on the end table and put some on his hands, lathering up a finger, and put it to my anus. I cringed a little at the sensation. It was cold.

“Ready?” he asked. I nodded and he rubbed my anus with his finger first, getting it wet. I prepared myself for what came next by forcing myself to relax with deeper breaths. He prodded slowly, and then all at once. I felt like I was holding in something. It felt weird and invasive. I wasn’t sure I liked how it felt.

Then he began to move his finger to coat my anus with the lube and it started to feel good, spots being massaged that I didn’t know I had. I felt strange that it felt so good – I hadn’t expected it to and now I wasn’t sure I was comfortable with letting him know that because I was afraid of what would happen if I let go and something embarrassing happened down there. I felt conflicted.

His other hand ran along my back soothingly. “Relax. Nothing’s going to happen, okay?”

I realized my muscles had tensed up while I was thinking and he’d noticed the difference. I felt a little anxious but I wanted to go through with it like I said I would. “Is it okay?”

He kissed the small of my back. “Let go.”

He used that phrase whenever I was unsure and it always worked. It was like I needed permission from him to let go of my insecurities, which was strange because I was always so sure of myself in front of everyone else. Or at least that’s what I liked to believe. Either way, he moved his finger faster and I found myself lost in the feelings. I was taken and swept away by the pleasure, even though it felt strange at the same time.

He kept pace for a while, letting me feel the lube and his finger but soon he was pounding me with his hand and I could do nothing but enjoy it. It was like shockwave after shockwave rippled through my body. Soon, he slowed down and inserted another finger. I tensed up for a moment but he soothed me and soon it was back to the pleasure.

What I didn’t expect was for him to spread his fingers in my ass in an attempt to stretch me out. I realized what he was trying to do but I was already as ready as I could be. Still, opening me up like he was gave me a strange sense of submission that I liked and wanted more of. Perhaps if I had his cock I would feel even better and I began to get impatient. “Erik… give me…”

He knew exactly what I was talking about and obliged, withdrawing his fingers. Not a moment later, I felt the tip of his dick poking at my anus. Just the anticipation was getting me wet. “Give me it…”

He slathered more lube on, this time onto his cock, and prodded my ass with it. My vagina throbbed in response. I grew too eager and pushed back on his cock, slipping the tip inside me. He moaned in surprise and pleasure and it made me hotter. Having the tip of his cock inside my anus felt strange, but not any weirder than his fingers had been. The lube helped immensely and any pain I may have felt was significantly numbed, replaced by a pleasure unlike anything I’d felt before.

I let him take the lead then. He grabbed my hips and slowly penetrated me deeper, slipping his cock into me. It fit perfectly, as if it had been meant for it all along. I sighed in delight. “Oh that feels good…”

He didn’t need me to tell him to move his hips. He started slowly, but it was as intense as could be because what his fingers couldn’t reach, his cock massaged and it felt infinitely better than before. I could tell before he picked up the pace that I would be screaming with pleasure tonight. It felt strange as he pulled out, like I was going number two, but backwards when he went back in.

Soon, though, I didn’t notice that feeling – only the pleasure he gave me as he increased speed more and more, until he was pounding my ass. “Oh… fuck!” I cried. There were spots I didn’t even know existed that his cock had awakened inside of me and was quickly sending me to an early orgasm – a type of orgasm I’d never experienced before. My body was excited to know what it would feel like, so much so that when I looked down at my own body I found that my sheets were damp and my pussy was dripping wet.

His balls were hitting my clitoris in just the right way as he fucked me and within seconds my body was quivering with pleasure. I screamed his name as my orgasm ripped through me with a force I’d never experienced. My body responded by pushing itself to the limit, muscles contracting everywhere, especially in my pussy. I felt my own orgasm spray onto the sheets, getting my thighs wet with cum.

And he didn’t stop. He moaned as he felt my ass muscles squeeze around him but he kept thrusting into me like it was his last day on earth. My orgasm slowly faded but I felt the pleasure in my body begin to build up again, slowly but surely like the last time. I wondered briefly how many times I would come before Erik spanked me. I didn’t expect it so I yelped, but it added a new dimension that I truly enjoyed. “Oh, do that again!” I cried.

He smacked my ass again, harder this time so I was sure I would have a handprint later. It felt so good and I felt so alive. I was thankful that I was here having sex with such a gorgeous man. I felt lucky, but more than that I felt sexy and it turned me on even more to know that he thought so too.

He grabbed my shoulders and pulled me up so my back was against him, but he didn’t stop thrusting. The new angle offered a totally different sensation. His cock was tighter inside me now and every movement he made felt like he was doing it twice, escalating the pleasure tenfold. He tugged on my hair so my neck was accessible and bit me, leaving a wound so visible that people would think I was married to a vampire. I cried out in both pain and pleasure, loving the mixture of sensations.

He wrapped arms around me. “I’m getting close,” he whispered in my ear. The way he said it made me want it to happen even more than I already did. I reached up and gripped his hair tightly, pulling him to me for a deep kiss.

He kissed me as he came inside me, moaning into my mouth and sporadically pumping. I couldn’t have felt more satisfied if I tried. He fell down to the bed as his orgasm ended and carried me down with him. I panted heavily from the effort of it all and so was he. We both were sweating profusely but I was so glad we’d tried anal.

Laying in the afterglow, Erik kissed my forehead. “How did you like that?” he asked. He knew I’d loved it but he wanted to hear me say it so I obliged him.

“It was amazing.” I kissed his cheek and his nose and smiled. “I just wonder how it’s going to feel using the bathroom later.”

He chuckled. “It’ll be fine. I promise, we won’t do it often enough to mess with your bowel movements.”

I ran my hand across his cheek. I could feel his sperm leaking out, dripping down the side of my butt. It was rather uncomfortable. “Do you want to take a shower together?”

He nodded and sat up. “It sounds awesome.”

As we headed to the bathroom and started the warm water, I wondered what my anus looked like now. Before joining him behind the curtain I decided to check out of pure curiosity. It didn’t feel too much different, if a little sore. My anus didn’t look very different but I could see the inside more than usual. It was definitely spread out a little more. I wondered if it would go back to its original size. I wondered if I would have a hard time walking tomorrow when the muscles registered what had happened.

“The water’s great,” Erik said from the shower. “Are you ready?”

“Yeah.” I got in with him and wet my hair. The sweat on our bodies just slipped away down the drain and soon, after washing each other, I felt completely comfortable.

I smiled at him, holding him under the water spray. “I like how today has turned out. This is the best wedding I could’ve asked for.”

He kissed the top of my head. “I enjoyed it too. And when we get home… we get to plan our whole lives together.”

The thought of it both scared me and excited me. A whole lifetime… “So many years. Let’s take it one step at a time, shall we?” I said.

“One step at a time.” He nodded. “Let’s just enjoy our marriage as it is right now. I want it to stay this way.” He ran his hands along my body.

I nuzzled his neck. “The water is getting cold. I’m getting out.”

He turned off the water and helped me dry off and as we dressed for bed, I discovered I had a question to ask. I got into bed. “If you want it to stay the way it is, how come you married me? Marriage changes people.”

Erik climbed in next to me and wrapped an arm around my shoulder. “I married you because I want things to stay the same forever.”

I looked up at him. “But if we have kids, things will change.”

He shook his head. “That’s not what I’m talking about. Life will always change, people always change.”

He reached over to the lamp and turned out the lights. The room was pitch black now and all I could hear was his breath and his voice. He lied down and I put my head on his chest. “Then things won’t stay the same.”

He cuddled me close and I felt comfortable. I wondered then if we’d always sleep this way. We’d slept close together before. But again, marriage changes people.

But after a few moments in the dark, he finally answered me. I dozed so I barely heard the answer, but it didn’t lessen the impact at all and I fell asleep smiling.

“Things will stay the same because I will always love you. So no matter what happens, no matter how bad or good things get, you can come to me and be confident in that. You can rely on me. I will never stop loving you. So we can take things one step at a time or rush. It doesn’t matter how fast we go. You will always be loved – in sickness and in health.”
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