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            PREFACE

          

        

      

    

    
      One of my friends on Twitter started December with a Writing Prompt for Degenerates and Friends to respond to a prompt with poetry or prose. The prompts were just normal, everyday things and nothing particularly kinky, sexy, or degenerate. I took on the challenge of writing 500 words for each prompt, taking the mundane prompt and creating some spicy erotica.

      The following is all 31 days of December 2022’s stories. Originally posted on Medium. I’m publishing as a free gift to anyone.

    

  


  
    
      Dedicated to my Twitterati, Friends, and Degenerates, thank you for making this last month special.

    

  


  
    
      “Nonsense, I have not yet begun to defile myself.”

      - Doc Holiday

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            DEC 1 - BUTTERING A ROLL
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      Fuck, it felt so good to grip her soft, round fleshy cheeks as I thrust my stiff cock deeper with each stroke. Her moans of approval as I probed her depths became more heated the longer I went on. I wanted to make it last as long as I could before the day started and I had to think about work things. This was the type of work I preferred plowing into my delightful deviant debutante roommate.

      We weren’t even in a relationship, but this rich bitch moved in to get away from her stuck-up rich parents. While her parents were rich, she wasn’t and had to work at a coffee shop to make rent. To help her out, I offered her a deal—free use of her whenever I wanted. She practically tugged the pen from my fingers in her eagerness to sign on the dotted line. 

      So began our torrid affair of me taking out my insatiable sexual needs using her equally willing and eager orifices. When we started I mostly just wanted to her mouth. According to our contract, she didn’t have a choice. So I’d often just pull out my cock and she’d look over and sink to her knees. She learned quickly to keep eye contact, and I loved staring into her deep green eyes as my cock slid between her painted lips. I also liked to make a mess of whatever fancy hairdo she’d attempt after watching TikTok videos of beauty tips.

      My tireless use of her mouth, and tugging on her well-coifed mane, had her deciding that a variety of braids or pigtails might not be so easily disrupted. I applauded her initiative in providing me with handles to control how deep my cock slid down her throat. It seems I also enjoyed ruining her makeup as her tears always tested the limits of waterproof mascara.

      All that oral soon led to fucking. Fucking her tight pussy was my next obsession. First in her bed, on her back, heels on my shoulders. It wants long until it proceeded against the front door before I left for work. Over the kitchen counter as she tried to make dinner—another discount on her rent payment was cooking for me. She liked to be drilled from behind as she was draped over the couch—she was addicted to Antiques Road Show and I didn’t mind so long as I could sink my fingers into her round creamy ass.

      This morning, though, was in her bedroom, on her knees. Her tits were pressed into the mattress with her arms stretched to the headboard to keep from getting smashed into the exotic hardwood of the bed she’d taken from her parent’s mansion. I kinda liked the idea of defiling her with my debauchery in the bed where she used to masturbate to the Beibs.

      “Fuck!” She cried out, losing her composure after three orgasms, “Are you ever going to butter my muffin?”

      I pulled my cock out of her tight pussy, pulled the jeweled butt plug I made her wear out of her ass, then pressed my flared head into the gaped opening.

      “I was more thinking about buttering a roll,” I drawled as I slammed inside her.

      “Oh! Fuck Yes! Butter my slutty ass!” She shouted as I reamed her relentlessly.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            DEC 2 - ADDING MILK AND SUGAR TO YOUR COFFEE
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      I’d just put the baby into her crib for her after-breakfast snooze. She’d woken up a few times, and I was groggy, so I used the last of my stored milk to get her back to dreamland. I’d have to spend some time hooked up to the breast pump to replenish.

      “Sugar! Are we out of creamer?” I heard my husband call from downstairs.

      Dammit! I’d used the last of his special Italian Sweet Cream coffee creamer yesterday, and with all the things I had to do, I forgot to order a new jug delivered via DoorDash. I looked at my phone. Not enough time for a quick GoPuff delivery either… I’d have to improvise.

      “Sorry, Daddy,” I called as I hurried down the stairs, “I forgot to order some. I’ll get more today, I promise.”

      Daddy stood with his hands on his hips and gave me one of his glares that made me tilt my head down and stare at my toes. I slowly lifted my eyes, focusing my vision on his muscular legs, and lingering on his crotch.

      “Let me make it up to you, okay, Daddy?”

      He bit his lip but retained his frown as he lowered into his chair, his cup of black coffee steaming in front of him, “Sugar,” his disappointing growl made my core clench, “You know I can’t drink my coffee black.”

      I knew the punishment I’d receive for my faux pas would be glorious, but I also wanted to make up for my absent-minded new mommy brain. I approached him and slid into his lap. He looked up at me as I lowered my mouth to kiss him and show him I loved him. As I kissed him, I undid the tie of my satin robe, and my milk-heavy breasts spilled out and pressed into his chest.

      “Maybe Sugar can sweeten your coffee,” I purred into his ear and slid my fingers behind his head, encouraging him to lower his bearded face to rub against my soft, warm breasts.

      “Are you trying to get out of punishment, Sugar?” He growled before latching onto a stiff nipple and giving a deep pull. I felt my milk release into his mouth, my other breast leaking against his chest as he filled his mouth with my sweet cream.

      “I wouldn’t dream of getting out of your discipline, Daddy,” I whimpered as he pulled off my breast and leaned back, picking up his hot black coffee and taking a sip.

      Daddy looked at me with dark eyes, and I lowered my hand to his crotch and stroked his growing manhood. He shifted his mouth to my leaking nipple and latched on roughly, pulling another mouthful of my milk, sucking hungrily in a way that made my pussy clench. He pulled back again, taking another drink of his coffee.

      “You’re not off the hook, Sugar,” Daddy growled as I unzipped his pants and slid my hand inside, pulling his thick meaty cock out.

      “I but Daddy, I want to be on your hook,” I teased, shifting onto the edge of the table as he held his half-empty cup of coffee.

      I spread my legs and let one hand drift to my drenched pussy, “But could you please put your cream in Sugar’s cup before you go to work? Please, Daddy?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            DEC 3 - MAKING THE BED
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      I leaned against the cool tile of the shower and closed my eyes. My husband’s mouth was on my neck, sucking, licking, biting, and claiming. My fingers dug into his shoulders while his fingers dug into me. I could feel the familiar spiral as he found his favorite spot inside me—gentle, consistent, constant pressure circling in my core.

      “I fucking love it when you make a mess,” he growled in my ear, “It’s always worth making the bed,”

      “Fuck, baby, your fingers….” I whimpered, “Three times isn’t enough for you?”

      He continued to chew on my neck, his fingers as the hot water from the shower head on the opposite side pelted my sensitive breasts. The heat in my core built towards the same temperature as the scalding hot water. He loved his showers hot, and I’d grown to love the heat as well. Especially when he was obsessed with making me cum on his talented fingers.

      “Never enough,” he growled, then repeated those words like he was auditioning for a community theater production of The Greatest Showman. His words vibrated my flesh as his beard and lips slid down my chest. My hips bucked as he engulfed a nipple and sucked with a deep pull.

      “Babe!” I cried, feeling the flutters build, the pressure of his cycling fingers gave the false signal that my bladder was full, and I felt like I needed to piss.

      He must have felt me tense because he pulled his fingers out, causing me to whimper.

      “Fuck, Please!” I shuddered. He loved to edge me, the bastard. And his sharp smack into my heated bare petals backed me off the edge.

      “Never enough,” he said, lifting his lips from my hard nipple and then claiming my mouth with a heated kiss.

      I melted into his dominant possession of my lips and tongue, and my hips jerked as his fingers slid back inside me easily. In a moment, he was back at his favorite spot. I forced my thighs to open, slumping down the tile as his fingers curled and pulled inside me in that come-hither motion that he knew would drive me over the fucking edge. Literally.

      “Good girl, hold on, feel it build… you know what to do when to push like a good girl, don’t you”

      His mouth had moved under my ear, his growl making me clench around his fingers. He was so good at this, controlling, encouraging, and pushing me higher and higher.

      “Yes, baby, yes….” I assured him as I felt his fingers pressing into me, pulling at that spot, “Please, baby, please… make me cum, make me fucking squirt like your needy whore.”

      “You are my filthy whore, my needy slut,” the heel of his hand clamped down, pressing into my clit, gripping my sex and tugging, “Cum for me, princess, cum hard.”

      My head slammed into the tile, but that wasn’t the reason I saw stars. My hips clenched as I pushed hard, and his fingers slid out just before the rush of fluid squirted out in a stream that splattered against the far wall. His fingers were inside me again, his other arm around my waist supporting me as he hit that same target and continued my bliss. I lost track of how many times I sprayed as I ascended the heavens.

      When I finally came to my senses, I was in his lap on the floor of the shower, wrapped in his arms as his fingers caressed my legs and back, “Good girl,” his deep voice was the first thing I heard as I blinked back into awareness, “You did so good.”

      “Mmmm, yes, baby,” I said, “but remember, you’re making the bed.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            DEC 4 - FORGOT A TOWEL
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      I loved caring for my wife, resting on the cool tiles of our shower while she recovered from another series of mind-melting orgasms. I could watch her face for hours as she floated in a sea of bliss. I held her in my arms, her warm bottom tucked between my thighs, and my erection pressed into her ass. I was happy to put her pleasure first. When her eyes fluttered open, and she looked at me with a gaze of adoration, I felt my manhood throb—she was so beautiful.

      “Good girl,” I said in the low deep whisper she liked, “You did so good.”

      “Mmmm, yes, baby,” she nuzzled against my chest, “but remember, you’re making the bed.”

      “I’m always happy to do that for you, baby,” I smiled, then started to shift to stand up. It was time to move; all I needed was a couple of towels.

      Fuck—towels. I forgot to fold the fucking towels.

      She shifted in my lap, grinding her bottom against my erection as I processed how to get from the shower floor to our bed without drying off with a towel.

      “Stand up, baby,” I grinned, “We need to mess the bed up some more. I forgot the towels.”

      She looked at me, then rolled to the side to her knees, looking over at my tumescent cock as she rose to her feet.

      “We can… I can… Fuck… My hair is soaked…” she said as she processed our dilemma.

      I turned and pressed up to my feet as she twisted her drenched blonde hair into a twist and began squeezing the water out. I shut off the water and started slicking my hands down my torso and thighs, sluicing the water dripping off my heated skin. I started doing the same to dry her off as much as possible.

      “You’re such an absent-minded goof sometimes,” she teased as I squeezed her ass, pulling her against me.

      “You know I always clean up my mess, hang on.”

      I wrapped my arms around her, and she lifted her hands behind my neck.  I lifted her off the tile, and she swung her legs up and around my waist, my cock trapped against her still-sensitive core.

      She giggled as I pushed back the shower curtain and carefully stepped on the bathroom tile. The edges provided a rough enough surface and friction that I didn’t slip and drag us back on the ground. A few short, careful strides and my feet hit the rug. The cool air of the morning rose goosebumps over both of our skin. I took the last few steps and then lowered her onto the bed.

      “Get under the covers, baby,” I said as I lifted the covers.

      She squirmed back and made room for me to slide in. As wet as we were, we didn’t even notice the puddles and damp spots from our earlier romp. I pulled the covers over us and wrapped her in my arms. The sheets would soak up our dampness.

      “Let’s rest. Then I’ll get up and start breakfast.”

      Her hand slid down my abdomen, gripped my still-stiff shaft, and gave a slow pull.

      “I think I need a snack before breakfast,” she said, slipping her head and damp, messy hair under the covers.

      I’d have to forget the towels more often.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            DEC 5 - LIKE SPILT ORANGE JUICE

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      I’m focusing on breathing—inhaling slowly, with measured deep breaths through my nostrils, holding for a count of three, then exhaling slowly from my parted lips. She’s not making it easy with what she’s doing between my thighs.

      I flex my legs, trying to pull them closed to escape the spiral of pleasure she’s causing building in my core. I can’t, not with my ankles bound to the bedposts. I’m spread helplessly bound to the bed.

      “Baby, you’re so fucking hard,” she moans as her breath seeps over the tip of my engorged head, “So fucking ready… but not yet….”

      She backs away, her mouth and fingers sliding away from my throbbing manhood that juts vertically from my smoothly shaved groin. My fingers curl into fists, but I can’t pull my hands to my aching cock. She’s bound both of my wrists, a length of rope stretched behind my back, locking my hands to my sides. My hips buck up, my cock fucking the empty air between us.

      “You’re such an eager slut,” She teases as I writhe under her control, “You want to fuck my cunt, not the air, sweetheart. You have to wait until I’m ready….”

      I can feel her drool ooze down my shaft, and I try desperately to find control. I need to back off this fucking edge, or I’ll make a mess. I need to think of something completely unrelated to the feel of her fingers, mouth, and fuck… I want her cunt to be wrapped around my fucking …

      I force myself to stop that chain of thoughts and picture something old. A bottle of orange juice sits in the fridge, waiting for when we’re done to slake our thirst after a long morning play session. I picture the cool condensation on the sides of the bottle. I can feel my hands gripping the cold container, lifting it to shake. I notice that someone left the cap askew as I begin to shake it, and then ….

      “FUCK!” I roar as my cock throbs and pulses into nothingness. I can feel my crown swell, then my ejaculate spits out in jets, spewing … all over the place.

      I lift my head, and my eyes see my wife on her knees between my legs, her hands on my thighs. She must feel me watching as her gaze lifts from my spasming cock to look at me. She bites her lip, and s half smile joins a single lifted eyebrow to tease me further. Her low chuckle as she watches my cock buck and spews, emptying my over-eager ball all over my stomach and thighs.

      “You made quite the mess, baby,” she teases, and her fingers curl around the still-clenching shaft, “I think you can do better, don’t you?”

      I toss my head back into the pillow as her fingers grip my oversensitive shaft, the feel of her palm circling my swollen glans feeling like divine torture. I focus on my breathing as she slowly milks my cock again.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            DEC 6 - GRINDING COFFEE BEANS
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      I woke up to a new morning with sunlight streaming through my window. I twisted to pull her closer to me, still groggy from slumber. Her side of the bed was empty, but the sheets still felt warm from her naked body.

      “Where was Coffee?” I thought to myself.

      I’d been a frequent patron of her small coffee shop for a few months, and what started as a typical stand and line, say my specific coffee order, had grown to her having my cup ready for me as I got to the front of the line. I’d taken to calling her by a corny nickname, “Thanks, Coffee,” I’d say with a wink. It never failed to make her blush and lower her eyes. Then as I continued a routine of flirting with her in the morning coffee queue, I started to need more of my Coffee.

      When I started showing up in the mid-afternoon coffee queue, her smile was just as radiant, and my coffee just as hot and made perfectly. The blush and eye contact added a subtle bite to her lip as she slid me my specially made coffee. Our fingers touched more and for more extended durations. Our gazes grew longer as our eyes tended to sweep down to appreciate each other’s physical assets.

      Last night I decided to see what her shop was like at the end of the day. Caffeine after dinner isn’t always the best idea, but I’d grown slightly addicted to Coffee’s … um, coffee. The store was empty save me, but that didn’t stop Coffee from smiling as I entered her shop. She turned to start making my cup.

      “Hey, Coffee,” I said with a grin, “If there’s no one else here, how about you close early and come home with me?”

      My stomach knotted with my impromptu proposition. Coffee turned and her usually bright smile kicked up a notch to dazzling and brilliant. Several parts of me trembled at that response, then further tingled as she nodded, “Just give me five to finish closing, okay?”

      That led to a rather late night, mostly between my sheets, and I was worried that she’d have to leave to open her shop early.

      “Jason is opening tomorrow,” Coffee told me, “I have the day off.”

      She lifted a brow as I turned and grabbed my phone, shooting a text to my boss:

      
        
          
            
              
        Chris: Hey, not feeling too well, gonna take a sick day tomorrow.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Boss: No problem. Get well, and see you Monday.

      

      

      

      

      

      I smiled as I told Coffee I had the day off as well. So we’d stayed up late.

      I heard a noise from down the hall. I slipped out of bed and into a fresh tee shirt since I couldn’t find mine in the clothes we’d scattered next to my bed.

      I saw coffee wearing my tee shirt leaning over my counter, and grinding coffee beans. I slid behind her and pressed my breasts into her back as my arms wrapped around her waist.

      “Making my coffee, Coffee?” I asked as my fingers slid between her thighs, stroked light up to the circle, and ground into her bean.

      “Mmmmm, Chrissy,” Coffee answered. “Yessssss.”

      I spun her around, and she leaned against my counter and lowered to my knees to spread her thighs apart, “Coffee, let me serve you for a change?” I whispered before my tongue pressed into her bean and ground against it, savoring my new favorite flavor of Coffee.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            DEC 7 - YOU STUBBED YOUR PINKY TOE

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      “Ouch!” She shrieked, “Sunuvabitch! Fuck, that hurts.”

      By the time I made it upstairs to the bedroom, she was sitting on the edge of the bed; hair still wet from her shower, towel bunched around her hips, gloriously naked with one foot crossed over the opposite knee. She leaned close, looking at her right pinky toe.

      “What happened?” I asked, stepping closer.

      “I stubbed my pinky toe on that new cabinet you put in the bathroom,” she looked up at me, “Hurts like a bitch.”

      “You stubbed your pinky toe?” I bit my lip to keep from laughing at her. She was so cute as she kept looking at her toe.

      “Yeah… mmm, looks like the nail is intact,” she continued her assessment, her words still laced with a bit of pain.

      I stepped closer to her, reached out, and pinched one of her puckered nipples—hard.

      “OW! What the fuck, asshole!” She complained, twisting to pull her breast out of reach of my hand, which only brought her other stiff nipple into the range of my fingers, which led to another firm unrelenting pinch, “Fuck, cut it out!” She whined, flopping back on the bed, her sore toe forgotten as her legs splayed out akimbo.

      I slid beside her and hauled her face down over my lap. She tried to squirm away, but her small delicate frame wasn’t a match for my strong arms and determination.

      “Such language,” I taunted, “We don’t use the f-word around here.”

      I spanked one round ass cheek, then slapped the other in quick brisk strokes, “I’ll have to punish you now.

      “Mmm fuck! You’re such an asshole sometimes. I hurt my fucking toe, you jerk.”

      Two more swats on her ass had her squirming against my thigh, “That’s it, keep swearing, you foul mouth vixen, I’ll keep tallying up the punishment.”

      A few more strokes, slamming down into the center of her heart-shaped ass, and she curled her legs up, her injured toe forgotten. Her ass cheeks were glowing red, ripe, and flush from the effects of my cruel torment. A few more and her cries had dissolved to moans as she pushed her injured toe into the rug to flex her hips against my firm thigh.

      I bit my lip to keep from taunting but flattened my hand and soothed her irritated skin. My fingers pushed between her thighs and cupped her flowered sex. Her sex was covered with the juices that I suspected were the source of the streaming fluid down my thigh. I pressed my fingers up and circled her clit, a few times, encouraging a very different tone from her open lips. Then as I pushed two fingers inside her, she gasped. Her hips pressed back, seeking a deeper touch.

      “You stubbed your pinky toe,” I repeated, “Does it hurt? Should I stop?”

      “No, Daddy,” she moaned, still riding her hips into my fingers. Her hand slipped between my thighs and circled my cock, giving it a gentle stroke, “you made my owie go away. How did you do that?”

      Her breath was husky as I continued to probe her depths, her fingers making my erection ache in a pleasurable way.

      “Endorphins, baby,” I growled, swinging her body back onto the bed, her tits bouncing from the movement. I was between her thighs in a second, and her fingers guided my thickness against her weeping core, “the body’s natural painkillers.”

      Her next shriek didn’t have an iota of pain, only bliss, as I propelled her to the heavens.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            DEC 8 - BRUSHING YOUR HAIR
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      I watched as she caught her breath. The smooth silk of my black necktie still covered her eyes. Her wrists were lifted and bound to the apexes of the St. Andrews Cross in my basement dungeon. Her flesh was reddened, my marks decorating her flesh.

      Fuck, she was beautiful in how she wore the evidence of my destruction. Her thighs spread, and I could see more evidence of what I did to her drip slowly from her plump lips swollen from arousal, and the tails of my heavy flogger ease in a line down one spread thigh. Following that line of glistening goo, my eyes examined the stripes of battered flesh, another casualty of the leather straps.

      I popped my eyes up to her breasts, they weren’t heaving anymore, but I could still see them expanding and bouncing in my mind’s eyes. She wore more marks there, more evidence of the brush of the leather tendrils that had crisscrossed back and forth. Redness swelling like painted strokes on a digital image, blooming into perfection.

      Wearing a bra tomorrow would constantly remind her of the path we just shared.

      My eyes slid up her chest, straying across the black training collar she wore, leaning closer to inspect the flesh around it. I had gripped her neck ferociously in the final ascent to my release, the evidence of that dripping into the puddle on the hard concrete floor beneath the apex of the cross.

      I traced the bit of red from my fingertips, examining the damage I’d wrought with my eyes. Good, it wouldn’t bruise… much. A turtleneck for a day or two during these cold winter months, and no one would bat an eye.

      I smiled, feeling the rise of care and concern in my flesh, replacing the sadistic feral beast I’d released. The one she called forth on her knees when I found her naked after searching the house for her after my hard day at work. She’s been on her knees, the cold from concrete seeping into her flesh, ass resting on her ankles, her palms resting on her thighs, breathing slowly as she lifted her hazel eyes to mine.

      We collided then, or—I crashed into her, pulling her to her feet. Her gasp of surprise was replaced with a moan of need as I gripped her heavy breasts and pushed her against the black lacquered wood of my cross. I rushed, her eyes telling me silently that she needed my fury as must as I needed to release it. She’d done nothing wrong. She was perfect. This was my favorite part, the calm after the storm.

      I pushed my silk tie up, exposing her eyes. She blinked slowly, high on endorphins, dopamine, and serotonin. The fluttered to life, her pupils contracting as her hazel irises were exposed to light.

      “What’s next, Daddy,” she asked, her voice a bit hoarse from her screams of passion and pain.

      “That’s enough, baby girl,” I said, “Next, I’m brushing your hair.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            DEC 9 - UNLOADING THE DISHWASHER
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      There she was, unloading the dishwasher. She probably didn’t expect to be doing it completely naked—maybe she did? She was a good little rule follower, and the rule was no empty dishes in the sink. When she left our bedroom this morning carrying out empty coffee cups, her glorious ass swaying as she looked over her shoulder and blew me a kiss, she probably remembered it was my free-use day and just giving me a morning blowjob until I released down her throat had her wanting more.

      We’d negotiated rules for free use, swapping days where one person would have exclusive free use of the other. Yesterday was her turn, and she’d had fun taking sexual advantage of me several times. She was an insatiable freak, and I knew she was manipulating the negotiated rules to influence me to fuck her in odd situations—like while she was unloading the dishwasher.

      That was the only reason I could think of why she would purposely take our slightly used coffee cups to the kitchen. She knew that the dishwasher was full. I could tell by the mischievous smirk she wore as she pulled her mouth from my still-sensitive cock after I’d gripped her ebony curls and held her sinful mouth on my spasming cock, and flooded her mouth with my spunk. She knew that I’d follow her spectacular ass into the kitchen. She knew that her bending over the dishwasher to pull out a dish, then stood and stretched on her toes to put plates on shelves that were barely within reach.

      She understood what that would do to me. I was here for it, leaning against the frame of the kitchen entrance watching her work as my hand slowly coaxed my cock back to complete hardness. It didn’t take long to feel my sword stiffen and jut out from my groin. I let go and stepped toward her quietly as my manhood bounced along on the short journey.

      I gripped her hips, and she froze half bent over, and I paused to make sure all the fork and silverware had already been put away before I notched my swollen crown into her leaking opening. She moaned as I eased inside her, her fingers curling around a large Tupperware container while I continued to thrust until her round bottom compressed against my thighs.

      Part of the game was maintaining composure while one of us took advantage of the free-use arrangement, so her low sultry moan as I filled her slick tight cunt was like a victory song. She let go of the plastic and rose to grip the counter’s edge, and I was enough of a gentleman to let her find a comfortable grip before I pulled back and slammed into her.

      I was rewarded with a loss of composure when she uttered a dark throaty “Fuck,” as she looked over her shoulder with her blue eyes blazing with lust. No more hesitation, I railed into her with hard possessive thrusts. She lost it completely as I fucked her relentlessly, her round breasts swaying over the immaculately clean dishes. I finally guttural scream as I drove her over the edge, her release decorating the clean dishes with her spending. I growled as I slammed into her and filled her with my second load of the day.

      She leaned her elbows against the counter as she caught her breath. I smacked her ass as I walked away, “You’ll need to run those dishes through another cycle,” I chided as I started fixing a new pot of coffee.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            DEC 10 - OPENING THE WINDOWS AND LETTING IN FRESH AIR
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      It wasn’t her fault. I’ll confess what happened is on me, she was innocent of what happened next. Though I am certain, she enjoyed it. Bent over the open window sill, loose honey blonde hair a wild mess blowing in the morning breeze as I compelled her to scream rapturously into the brisk winter air.

      She was even justified in taking the action that triggered my hasty response, I mean, my small bedroom on the second floor of the old victorian home I was renovating did reek of the deviancy we’d enjoy into the early morning hours. I appreciate that she probably thought she was doing us both a favor.

      You’re probably wondering what her transgression was and why I responded the way I did. We all have triggers from our youth, memories that snap us into the past, and we respond without thought. To this day, there is an instinctive response to my mother’s ingrained habitual way of starting the day. If I didn’t respond as my mother expected—waking up and getting out of bed—the next thing would be a bucket of water splashed in my face. I was a click learner, anything to avoid that icy bath.

      Back to the question, what did Corrie do to trigger my next response?

      Corrie had woken up to the stale scent of sex and was opening the windows and letting in fresh air. That’s it, that’s all she did. It didn’t help she did it completely naked, nor that the frozen air flowing over her naked breasts drew my waking eyes to her puckered nipples. She couldn’t have known.

      When she pushed the drapes open and slammed the window sill up until it clicked into the frame, I jumped from the tangle of sheets and covers like a tornado siren had just gone off. Her eyes widened at my abruptness, and my eyes lowered to her mouth-watering tits.

      I wasn’t an asshole. I noticed I’d startled her, and my instinct was to wrap her in my arms and comfort her, tell her it was okay, it wasn’t her fault.

      The other factor I haven’t mentioned was that I was magnificently erect when I wrapped her in my arms next to that open window, the below-freezing air blowing in and chilling out naked flesh. My cock pressed against her belly and her hand dropped to give me a stroke. My mouth covered hers and my tongue slid between her lips before we realized how hungry we were for each other.

      So the natural next step—bending her over the window sill til she hung halfway out the window was quite natural, you see. She tried to stay quiet as I slid into her slick channel, I promise you, but I’m quite well endowed. Our lust rose rapidly and soon she was shouting in joy, like Scrooge on Christmas morning. My roar of completion was right behind her heated screams.

      So you see, Mrs. Robinson, it wasn’t her fault she disturbed your morning dog walk.
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      I stared at myself in the mirror, with water spots, toothpaste stains, and other…dirt. They stared back at me as I held the bottle of Windex and a handful of paper towels.

      I lifted my eyes, stared at myself, and put down the bottle and towels. I tilted my head and let my gaze run down my naked flesh. I remember thinking my curves were too generous to be appreciated. I thought, wrongly—I’d discovered, that no one would appreciate my bountiful shape.

      Back then… before… I thought my breasts were too big and hung too low—my fluff at my belly and along my hips too much. My ass with the cellulite wasn’t attractive. I’d told my old self.

      I wasn’t that girl anymore, and this self smiled as I ran my hands down my body, touching my breasts, pulling at my hardening nipples, brushing lightly through my sparse pubic hair, sinking into … mmmnff… my folds.

      I grinned a devilish grin as I took a moment to enjoy the self-pleasure of my touch. I knew exactly where I wanted my fingers. He’d helped me find that spot with many phone calls, then video calls, with my reflection in the mirror staring back at me.

      I was only allowed to touch where he directed. My fingers tucked under the soft brown curls, searching for where he pointed me to feel, sense, and respond.

      “There, right there, princess,” He growled suddenly after my face crumpled into a needy frown. I watched my brow furrow as my finger dwelled on the spot, flames of desire spiraling in my core. My mouth dropped open as he encouraged my masturbation. I noticed how hard and red my nipples became, how my cheeks flushed, and how my breath quickened.

      I noticed all that in the reflection of this dirty mirror until I fell apart, crumpling to the bathroom floor, the small space echoing my screams of lust and passion—leaving me a quivering mess curled on the bath mat.

      “Good girl,” he’d growled at the time, “God, I love watching you cum as you take a selfie in a dirty mirror.”

      For once, I didn’t feel shame at the reference to my less-than-tidy self. He adored me and all my imperfections. That moment was when I knew I was his and wouldn’t need anyone else.

      I was naive. He had slid into my DMs and started conversations. We’d talked about everything I knew about him. And he knew about me. Instinctively he knew I was an exhibitionist. He encouraged me to explore that part of me. Safely with him on the other side of the images. It drove me wild.

      He encouraged me to start posting lingerie shots to the public side of Twitter. To tag them as “sensitive” and to sit back and watch the hearts roll in while my thighs were parted and my fingers busy in the pattern he’d helped me discover.

      Oh, he made me his slut, then released me to enjoy the eyes of others. I wasn’t angry with his disappearance. I understood why he needed to say goodbye.

      My dirty mirror was a reminder of him. I smiled at myself. The comments asking me to clean my mirror on my OnlyFans site would have to wait another day. I wasn’t quite ready to erase his filthy little spots.
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      I admired Amanda’s dishabille as she sat bound to the wooden chair. The chair was painted black. The four sturdy legs and a smooth wooden seat were formed to invite the curved bottom of shapely women like Amanda to settle in and sit before pulling the chair closer to the dining room table in our little nook. Plenty of our friends had enjoyed Amanda’s well-prepared meals or hot coffees and teas as they sat in the sturdy chairs.

      Amanda was a wonderful host, an excellent chef, and an engaging conversationalist. We hosted game nights often for our close friends. The games were innocuous, most of the time, but our friends didn’t mind a touch of ribaldry if we pulled out Cards Against Humanity. We’d even made a special box of cards to keep the more risqué cards for our like-minded friends. It was all for fun, hilarity, blushing, and almost excessively filthy.

      This morning wasn’t like those dinner parties, not yet, anyway. While Amanda slept, I touched the heat up against the chill of the winter morning, and then I started the hot water going. I’d returned to our bedroom and woken her up softly, a soft kiss on the cheek as my hand slid under the covers to mold to a bare breast and squeeze, milking my fingers to the stiffening tip.

      “I’m boiling the water for your tea,” I growled in her ear, “Come down when you’re ready.”

      Amanda was from England and had a delightful accent. She’d be able to discuss the dialect more accurately than I. All I knew was that hearing her say words like cock, cunt, and fuck, even in everyday conversation, had me adjusting the front of my trousers innocuously in mixed company.

      When we were alone, she begged me to let her cum and started with filthy words and slipped into talking like a modern-day Eliza Doolittle before her fateful encounter with Henry Higgins. Amanda would blush afterward as I held her in my arms, soothing her shivering body, “You make me fall apart, and I go on like a chavvy Essex girl,” she’d complain with a fetching grin on her lips. That line of talk would often lead to round two or three.

      Fuck, where was I?

      The kettle was simmering, ready to boil, and whistling when Amanda came down the stairs and turned into our kitchen nook. Her satin rope covered her full breasts and shapely bottom as she sank into the smooth black wooden chair.

      “It’s fooking ‘hot in ‘ere, innit Luv?” Amanda said, looking up with a saucy grin as the teapot started to scream.

      I took the kettle off the heat and poured it into her favorite teapot, her unique morning blend of leaves already in the filter. I put the kettle down on a trivet to not scorch the table’s finish, then leaned to kiss her cheek.

      “This needs to steep,” I growled in a voice I knew would make her leak. Then I pulled her robe off, bound her arms behind her back, and slipped a gag between her lips when she opened them to complain. Her ankles were easily lashed to the legs of the tall backed chair, spreading her creamy thighs perfectly. Her eyes widened as I slid her birthday gift inside her, already buzzing, “Happy birthday, love. You have seven minutes to reach heaven before your tea is ready.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            DEC 13 - FLUFFING THE PILLOWS WHEN YOU MAKE THE BED
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      I’ve been up and showered. I drank my cup of coffee and read a bit of the news on my phone. I’ve caught up on the socials that matter and avoided another day of responding to clickbait and the daily outrage machine.

      I checked the calendar, so I know what today is. Today is my day to freely use your sexy body for my pleasure whenever I want. We’d tried in the past to swap every day—back and forth like playing ping-pong with sexual favors. We’d enjoyed it immensely, but it was also hard to keep going, fucking all the time is lovely but also a bit taxing physically.

      I mean, it’s horrible to be filled with happy brain chemicals when you want to get angry about something. That was sarcasm, by the way. Not that we minded, but the reality of two people that work from home is when you’re fucking all the time means that deadlines weren’t met, and calls were missed.

      This journal was your idea, along with taking a break between swapping our free use days. To write a simple note at the end of the day, filled with thoughts, feelings, jokes, and praises. You said there were no expectations other than a bit more of a connection. You recognized that both of us kept to our minds a bit, and getting words out onto paper would be a good exercise. Once again, my love, you were right. You’re always right.

      Yesterday was a productive day, our day off of madly fucking like bunnies. We both focused on our jobs as we got through our day. We did enjoy the tender hugs and kisses. We’d built up the willpower to delay our satisfaction and not always indulge our passions. It was an excellent decision to slow things down.

      You certainly made that point on your day, the day before yesterday. You edged me all fucking day. You’d lower down and use your mouth on my cock, sucking until I practically levitated, before you backed off and strode back to your office to continue your work. Or, when I was fixing lunch, you pulled off your shirt, pressed your breasts into my back, and stroked me as I layered mayonnaise on our healthy wheat bread. I’m sorry, it was a bit thicker than usual. You have the patience and love to tease and edge me until I get crazy with need, which happened when we were snuggled into bed. You stroked me again and then ruined my orgasm as I spent all over your belly.

      When you turned with that grin and to the side and didn’t let me touch you again on your day, I decided to have my vengeance but forgot about the day off.

      When I walked up the stairs and saw your naked ass bent over and fluffing the pillow when you made the bed. I lacked the patience you have, I had to fuck you and make you cum, and I had to… darling… and paint your spasming cunt with my seed as my prick pulsed inside you.

      I have the rest of the day to edge you, fuck you, use you. I intend to do just that. Maybe that’s why you left me frustrated, knowing that I lacked the patience you have, my love.
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      I stared at myself in the mirror for a moment before I slid into the shower with you. I was naked, bare, and just as sexy. I had to remind myself for the millionth time—I was just as sexy now as I was when we first met—when you couldn’t keep your hands off me—when I couldn’t get enough of you—when we collided in dark corners and small alcoves a tangle of limbs, hands, fingers.

      It was when I was washing your hair this morning during our shower time. We’d been so busy these last few weeks that a shared shower was an indulgence we didn’t have time for. Our schedule had become untethered, and we’d started to pass each other going about our days. I was happy to share that hot steamy corner of bliss.

      I wasn’t crying about that, my love. Any time in your arms is all I crave and need. I love that you don’t care about… that. That you still find me desirable, sexy, and whole. My mind is the issue, my insecurities, fears, and worries.

      When I massaged the shampoo into your scalp, my bare breasts pressed against your warm skin, water flowing between us just a touch below scalding. The feel of your hair through my fingers, kneading the suds into your follicles. I huffed a breath at the memories that flooded my mind of your fingers tight in my hair, tugging, and that sweet pang of the pain of your closed fist in my hair.

      I missed that, I realized.

      That was why I was crying. I missed your fingers in my hair.

      I understand you may have misunderstood my sobs when you turned to wrap me in your arms. I get that you wanted to console me in my distress. The feel of your hardness against my belly reminded me that you loved me, desired and lusted for me, exactly as I am now.

      I didn’t have words to tell you why I was sobbing in the hot shower. I just wanted to show you that I still lusted after you too, my love. That’s why I lifted my leg around your hip and used my fingers to steer your thick cock to my core. My distress over what has happened wasn’t why I needed you to fill me, stretch me, make me come apart around you. All of that happened, of course, as it always has; the spark and spice in our sex life remain a constant intense flame.

      I fell apart, stretched around you, and resumed my sobbing after the most delicious crisis, my cunt baptizing your rigidity deep inside, at your pulsing your passion into my womb. It wasn’t any of that that caused me to break down and weep again.

      It was your fingers cupping my bare scalp—your fingers curling into nothing at the apex of our coupling—your growl of frustration at the loss of that satisfying grip that constantly communicated that I was yours.

      Alopecia areata totalis sucks, my love. I miss your grip too. That is the reason for my tears. I know it will be different one day, but today I felt the loss more acutely when I was washing your hair.

      Can you help me with my wig? Yes, I think purple bob today; I’m feeling sassy.
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      My eyes blinked open, and I tried to catch my breath.

      Why was it hard to breathe?

      Why was it so quiet?

      I looked at my clock and had to blink, still struggling to inhale fully, when I noticed the clock was black.

      No power

      I unclipped my mask and reached for my phone. I turned off Wi-Fi since the beeping I heard echoing in the hall was probably the power supply complaining of the battery drain from the router and other electronics. I checked the weather app now that I wasn’t linked to my dead router, and it updated slower.

      “Winter Storm Warning” was the headline, and I scrubbed down the screen to the radar and grimaced. Today was going to be cold, especially with no electricity. I blinked and pulled the phone back under the covers. It was still a warm cocoon of warmth.

      The last thing I remember doing before I clipped on my mask to sleep was turning off the fan. My wife complained of it being too cold even before it started snowing. I’d slipped into bed after turning off the switch at the door and slid next to her.

      “Baby, I’m tired,” she said, turning to kiss me gently on the lips, “Just cuddle me a bit.”

      We slept in the same bed but didn’t touch after a cuddle. We both preferred our space in slumber, and our individual adjustable beds helped to reinforce the distance. So after lying in the crack between our mattresses to cuddle and warm her up, I rolled back to my side and slipped on my mask. I never remember much after the CPAP blows air down my lungs to keep me oxygenated while I slumber.

      My nose was cold.

      How long had the heat been off?

      What was the temperature in the house?

      The kids had all gone, the night before, sleepovers with friends with the promise of a potential snow day. That would be rare in December, but the loss of electricity and the eerie glow from the window made me think there was snow, probably ice or sleet in the metroplex, already accumulating.

      I slid out from under the covers without waking her up. Pulling on a tee shirt against the bracing chill, I checked the window. Yeah, a white blanket of frozen crap. Walking out to the living room in the house’s silence, I checked the thermostat. Sixty-two degrees. That wasn’t good.

      I pulled on a pair of fleece pajama pants on my way back to bed and slid under the covers.

      “Why are you up?”

      “No power. It’s snowing. Stay in bed.”

      “Warm me up,” she sighed, rolling onto her back, her body bridging the gap between our beds.

      “Babe, there is no electricity,” I grumbled, “I can’t turn on the heat.”

      “Not what I meant,” she said with a low giggle, reaching one hand to pull at the collar of my teeshirt.

      “Oooh,” I managed to say before our lips met, and her hand slid inside my fleece pajama pants.

      By the time we finished, we had needed to pull the covers back to cool off a bit. Then the lights came back on.

      “Baby,” she giggled, “Maybe you can turn the heat on again?”She snuggled into my chest, her hand running up and down, “No, don’t get up silly….” She pulled me back into a warm kiss.

      I do love snow days.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            DEC 16 - SELECTING YOUR UNDERWEAR FOR THE DAY
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      She let out an exasperated sigh and practically stomped her foot she was so irritated with me. “If you’re punishing me, I’d like to know what I did to deserve it!”

      I had to bite my lip, and school my stern expression to keep from laughing. She sighed for the third time, as she dropped her frilly lacy thongs and sexy bras into a heap beside her. He tiny fists rests on her bare hips like she was some pixie super hero.

      “This isn’t a punishment,” I said shortly, then turned and stepped out of her dressing room.

      I walked into the living room casually holding my coffee cup. I could hear her soft stomps as she followed after me, she was too much of a good girl to yell at my back, but I’d worked her up to a fury with my mundane dressing request. When I settled into my armchair holding my coffee cup in both hands, she was right there standing, all four foot eleven inches of impish anger with her red face, and welling tears of frustration.

      I simply blinked at her, I barely had to lift my chin to meet her eyes and wait. I practically lost it when she let out another exasperated sigh, then slid down to her knees at my feet. She was borderline insubordinate, which was rare, she was not a brat. At least not most of the time.

      I let her stew for a bit, her head bowed as she caught her breath. I took the opportunity to scan her naked body, her breasts we perky, the bruises and marks had finally faded. Her thighs were also unmarked, and I nodded, I was a bit worried at the damage I’d caused. I knew that was another reason she was on edge, our play had been too gentle of late.

      “Lap,” I finally broke the silence when her breathing had slowed and her posture softened.

      She lifted her eyes and smiled softly then slid into my lap, her arms around my neck, her bare thighs stretched across mine her dainty toes, painted bright pink caught my eye. I nodded at her when I met her eyes.

      “Thank you, Daddy,” she said, quietly after her reflection, “I thought about it and I know this isn’t a punishment. I know I have to look like a normal person for my checkup at the doctor’s. But I have a question?”

      “Ask it.”

      “Why granny panties?” and her nose scrunched delightfully in distaste at the mundane underwear.

      “Babygirl,” I said in my low caring voice, “I give a lot of thought in selecting your underwear for the day. I selected this pair because I knew it would remind you of me, even while you were undressing in the doctor’s office.”

      Her lips curled into a grin when she finally understood my intention, as she leaned and kissed me on the check, “That’s why you’re the Daddy,” she said then sprung up to get dressed in what I selected, baggy jeans, an oversized sweatshirt, white cotton bar and panties, ankle socks, and some chucks for her small feet.
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      I blinked my eyes open, the morning light from the sun making me squint. He was saying something, and I shook my head to try and clear my foggy thoughts. I remembered falling asleep on the sofa while he was droning on with some long rambling tale of cooking or something in the kitchen.

      It was weird, but his chest was so comfortable. I watched my fingers paint small circles on his sparse chest hair while his fingers echoed the same pattern pushing his firm fingertips against my scalp. I must have fallen asleep in the warm comfort of his arms. Then he must have carried me upstairs and slid me into bed naked.

      Why was I naked? Why was I sore… down there?

      “Would you like pancakes?”

      His question was mundane, but my response to that word was delicious. My nipples hardened, and my pussy clenched when he said that word. I swear my mouth started to water.

      “Hmm?” I asked, stretching one hand over my head while the other slid down under the covers to cup and pet my bare pussy. Fuck, I was wet, and my clit was hard, “What did you say?”

      “I was thinking about making pancakes?” He repeated with a soft smile.

      An innocuous question made my back arch; my nipples felt like rocks against the soft cotton of the duvet. I lowered my hand from over my head to push the covers down and expose my ample breasts capped with my rigid nipples. Both my hands cupped my warm orbs as I licked my lips.

      God, was I really getting turned on by the mention of pancakes? I wouldn’t say I liked pancakes.

      “Say that again,” my voice was raspy, and my throat was strangely sore. I coughed a little bit and rolled to my side. My thighs pressed together as I turned and looked at him lying on his side. I bit my tongue as my eyes traced over the bulge in his gray shorts, “Did you say pancakes?”

      Mmmmfuck.

      My back arched involuntarily as I spoke the word, my hips rocking. My mouth filled with saliva as if anticipating a delicious meal. I reached out to him. Well, for his cock, to be more specific, gripping it through the soft material. I felt it twitch and pulse through the thin cotton, and I wormed my body closer, my fingers pulling at the waistband of his shorts.

      “I wanted to make you pancakes,” he said in a low whisper.

      His fingers combed through my hair like they did last night. I nodded but didn’t say anything as my lips pushed over the tip of his crown. I lapped at his frenulum, collecting his precum, savoring how sweet he tasted, almost like maple syrup. I didn’t remember his spunk ever tasting like that, but suddenly I couldn’t get enough. My first stroked his rigid shaft, and I moaned like a cock sucking whore as his crown hit a tender spot at the back of my throat.

      “Yes, I know how much you like it when I make you pancakes,” He growled as he fucked my mouth, and I lost myself to his taste, savoring his control until he released his delicious sweet cum against my lapping tongue.
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      I bit my lip when I felt him start his morning dance. If there was one thing Joe was, it was consistent. Morning wood was a regular part of his everyday routine. He’d start humping the mattress, which always roused me from a filthy dream.

      Yeah, I’m a dirty girl. I always dream of filthy fantasies. That’s why Joe loves me.

      His morning wood was a constant fascination, however. Because he’d made it clear it wasn’t for me. I mean, what’s a girl to think when a fucking monster starts stabbing into her lower back and ass when her lumberjack of a boyfriend turns to her and resumes the humping he’s been treating his mattress to for a good ten minutes. When a slut starts to get excited about wake-up rutting, it’s a downer when he pulls away with a grumble.

      “It’s a piss hard-on, Katie, jeez,” He’d grunt and slide out of bed and into the tiny bathroom in his apartment. Then I’d be treated to the sound of him—peeing….

      He was tall, and, for being that far away from the target, he had pretty good aim. He was gracious and did a sweep with some toilet paper to ensure all the splatter was mopped up. I did appreciate not sitting in a cool puddle when I did my ablutions a few minutes after him.

      It wasn’t the loudness of him pissing from a good three feet above the water level. It was how long it took for him to empty his bladder. It seemed like his peeing went on for hours when a girl was squirming with a full bladder of her own.

      Anyway, I started fantasizing after months of this schedule and my insatiable need to get in a good rutting as part of my wake-up routine.

      Hear me out. You’re going to like this… keep reading.

      It wasn’t like we were new to swapping bodily fluids. He’d covered my stomach, tits, and ass with his creamy loads. The fucker was magic with his finger and tongue too, so I’d sprayed his face a few times with my girl juices. The thought of getting messy with Joe was always a turn-on. Could I take it one more step?

      I did some research, and clearing my search history had been a pattern of mine for a while. Joe was actually into most of my degenerate designs for keeping our sizzling sex scintillating. So I knew his urine was sterile, and he’d stored up quite a lot while we slumbered.

      This morning, I slid out of bed, taking my turn to make him more impatient. I finished my routine, then stepped in the shower, leaving the curtain open. When Joe’s massive frame darkened the door, I was kneeling on the shower floor, warm shower spray flowing over my naked flesh, looking at him.

      He lifted a brow, then smirked, “Fuck Katie, I love that you’re a wonton whore,” That made my core flutter. He knew me so well.

      He stepped into the shower, his mighty shaft stiff and swollen. I held my hands behind my back, looked up at him, and closed my eyes. I felt his hand in my hair before his steaming hot piss streamed powerfully into my forehead. I shuddered delightfully. It was HOT, much hotter than his spunk.

      The acrid scent was not that bad as his copious flow from his peeing swept down my cheeks, neck, shoulders, and breasts. The shower water felt cooler after he’d finished, and I waited for the spray to flow over my eyes and lashes before I fluttered them open.

      He was still hard when I reached for him. His cock twitched when my lips enveloped the crown, pushing back his foreskin and sucking out the remnants before moaning to the taste of his pre-cum. This morning he didn’t push my hands away but pulled on my hair to encourage my deviancy.

      I was his, and he’d claimed every part of me with his steaming golden shower.
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      Hello.

      I wonder if you’ve even been checking your email?

      I read the last one you sent everyday, the one you sent eighteen days ago. The last word I’ve heard from you. The email that really made me feel like we were going to make it. That despite the challenges in both of our lives, that we would find a way to be together.

      I have to admit I started making plans. Could I pick up and move, relocate to be closer to you. If we were in at least the same state, could we see if this spark between us would alight into flame.

      I can overthink things pretty easily. I know this about myself, and I’m sorry. I got used to communicating with you regularly. Our chats sparked so many fantasies in my mind, and I know that your fantasies about me were in the same vein.

      Maybe I allowed myself to be catfished. Maybe you’re getting these and laughing at me. Maybe something terrible has happened. Maybe, maybe, maybe.

      I’ve never been ghosted before. I’d always said goodbye, or acknowledge that a relationship has ended. I will continue to do that, I think. Because this feels terrible. The uncertainty it wears on me.

      It’s gotten better. It’s not as raw as it was the first week. When I logged into our chat, and waited. Four hours I waited. I didn’t pine, I know you get busy. We both do, but I thought at least you’d log on to say hello.

      I’m sorry, again, for the tone in that first email I sent. I was hurt and angry. I didn’t mean any of it, I promise.

      I’ve been in love before. I’ve loved and lost, many times. Loss is always hard, and I know that I can be in denial about many things. I guess it was denial that made me blind to many things between us.

      I just have a hard time, letting go. You know?

      I wish we could have one last conversation, before we went our separate ways. That’s the problem with ghosting, there is no closure.

      So I need to make closure, I need to engage in self care and end the denial. I’m letting you go. I’m going to send this email and then close this account. I’m not coming back to the chatroom. I can’t do this anymore.

      I wish you the best, in all things. Maybe in another lifetime things will be different.

      xx
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        * * *

      

      OMG, I just got this. Baby! I’m sorry, I had an accident. Totaled my car, I’ve been in the hospital for two weeks. My phone was ruined, I just got a new one today.

      Baby, I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean for you to think I was ignoring you. I’m not a catfish, and I didn’t ghost you! You’ve got to believe me. You are all that I want. I’m ready for the next step, tell me what you want!

      Don’t leave without checking your email. Please!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            DEC 20 - TAKING YOUR VITAMINS
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      I blinked my eyes open, suddenly awake, my breath caught in my throat. In a panic, I reached and felt for him, but his side of the bed was empty and cold, the sheets tossed back. He’d woken up again.

      Biting my lip, I slid from the covers, reaching for his tee shirt to pull over my breasts. My nipples tightened from the cool morning air. I pulled my hair out of the collar, then tiptoed in my wool socks to search for him.

      It wasn’t insomnia. It was his brain that got flipped on. He never wanted to disturb me when his brain turned on, and he tossed and turned, unable to return to dreamland. The answer was simple, but he tended to overthink things.

      I looked in the kitchen, as it was closest to our room. The coffee machine was cold to the touch—a good sign, perhaps. I’d read an article that a small dose of caffeine could help calm the overactive mind, but I hadn’t told him about that strategy yet.

      I continued my search and found him sprawled in his chair. His iPad was askew on his lap, a document open, and a line of random characters along the bottom of the story he was working on. Shaking my head, I  lightly tried to wake him and was rewarded with a loud snore.

      He was curled into an awkward position in his chair, his thighs open and a blanket pulled up over his waist. I picked up his iPad and closed it, setting it down on his side table. I noticed a pill container, picked it up, and looked at the label. “Melatonin,” it read, and I nodded, understanding that’s how he could fall asleep in his awkward angle.

      I pulled the blanket down, intending to tuck it up over his broad chest, but paused when I noticed his gray sweats were pushed down and his thick cock was lying semi-erect against his thigh. I bit my lip as I realized the other routine he used to help relax if he woke up in the middle of the night. A look back at the side table and the wad of tissue confirmed my suspicion.

      “Baby,” I said loud enough to wake him, “I’m glad you remembered your medicine, but you know I’m always ready for some of your vitamin D.” I lowered my hand to grip his cock and give it a stroke as his eyes fluttered open.

      “Huh, what?” He asked, looking at me blearily, then his eyes rolled back as my lips slipped over his crown.

      I indulged in sucking him into my mouth, feeling his cock thicken between my lips. His fingers dropped and curled into my hair, giving a tug. I lifted my eyes to him as my hand stroked him to full strength.

      “What are you up to?” He growled, “You’re fucking insatiable.”

      “I’m reminding you that you can wake me up and use me. I know fucking helps you fall asleep. Fuck me next time instead of your fist, silly man.”

      He tossed his head back and nodded, “You make a good point….”

      I smiled as I rose, turned, and straddled his thighs. His hands gripped my hips and guided me as his thickness pressed inside me. I moaned softly, intent on his pleasure while indulging in my own. When we crested together, I slumped back against him in his chair.

      “Ready for bed,” I asked, pressing my cheek against his beard.

      “Yeah,” He said and lifted me and carried me back, and within minutes we were both fast asleep, entangled in each other’s arms.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            DEC 21 - WAKING UP 2 MIN BEFORE YOUR ALARM GOES OFF
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      Once I figured out their schedule, I’d set an alarm. I wasn’t a morning person, so it was a surprise that I started waking up two minutes before the new alarm was set to go off. I didn’t have a ringtone set; I didn’t want it to be loud and possibly disturb them. It vibrated silently, tucked against my side, a pleasant reminder of what I was already watching.

      One hundred seconds before it would buzz this morning, but I was already awake. My eyes slid open in the dim morning light, and I looked across the alley through my neighbor’s open window.

      I bit my lip as I watched her rise up on her knees, keeping her head down. Her perfect round rump lifted and shimmied as the covers fell to the side. She was perfect; lithe and limber, her flesh tone that of a latte, with a bit of spilled milk. Her hair was dark brown with highlights that fell to the opposite side as she turned to face me.

      I mean, she probably couldn’t see me. My lights weren’t on, and the sun’s angle shadowed my side of the building. If it wasn’t for their alarm clock that glowed in sequence with the rising sun and bathed their naked bodies in light that made their window transparent. She couldn’t know that I was a rapt audience for their morning romp, right?

      With sixty seconds left until my alarm went off, I started to move, my hips pressing into the firmness of the mattress I was secretly watching. He was behind her now. Oh! Fuck, that spanking made her mouth open and turn her head. She’s laughing, though, as he swatted her again. I liked the way her back arched to lift her ass invitingly.

      Her breasts were magnificent; I’d seen them before. This morning they were compressed into the sheets. She’s turned back to look at me again, her eyes open as his hands grip the creamy caramel of her ass. His cock was thick and rigid, dark ebony in contrast to her lighter skin. I bit my lip, watching his hand grip the base of his shaft and pull to the uncut tip.

      With thirty seconds to go until my alarm went off, I pushed my phone down underneath me, settling it into the spot where my hips ground into the covers. Our motions matched hers and mine as she stared across the alley at me. Our lips both creased from our teeth, our hips and ass undulating. I kept the same motion as I felt the smooth back of my phone press into my center.

      I moaned as I watched him pull his foreskin back and expose the shiny, broad glans and moaned at the thought of his cock penetrating me instead of her. Our mouths both opened, hers and mine, as his dark chocolate shaft disappeared between her mocha cheeks—our moans in concert as I ground against my phone just as it buzzed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            DEC 22 - DRINKING A FULL GLASS OF WATER. TEPID
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      I allow my eyes to drift open as I turn my head. I would rather they stay closed, trying to focus on something as the bed is rocking in the stagnant steady rhythm of his slow pace is sometimes nauseating. So I turn my head to the side and focus on the full glass of water on my nightstand.

      I’m not avoiding his eyes; that would mean his eyes would be open. It would mean he’d seek mine or at least say something. It would mean there is a spark between us, that I’d have hope.

      I blink back a tear as his pace starts to increase. I want to feel something more, something more than his steady pace. It’s about as exciting as a children’s roller coaster at the school fair. I could set my watch to it how predictable this has become.

      Tick, tick, tick, slowly up the slight rise, then a pause before the sweep down and gently go through a series of small turns before we slow to a stop, ready to safely depart the ride.

      Instead of saying anything, I bite my lip and then close my eyes, Robbing my sight of that fucking glass of tepid water. Trying to think of anything more than our vanilla routine that has become slowly and inexorably rare and random.

      With a sigh—I try to make it sound sexy, I swear— I roll my eyes up to look at him. I bite my lip and release a moan that I hope will get his attention. His eyes are closed, and his hands are resting on the headboard like he is afraid of touching me. I lift my hand to grip my breast, to pull and squeeze my nipple. I watch his face; his eyes are closed, and his lips are tight.

      It’s that gasp he makes, yes, there. We’re almost at the top now, and I can feel his speed up. That’s my queue to be a bit louder, so I comply. That’s what I do; I concede. I hate that I do, but it’s getting to the point where I hate my compliance. I want passion. I want his touch, his grip.

      “I don’t want to hurt you, baby,” he’d said before when I asked about his hands on the headboard instead of marking my body with his firm grip. “You’re my precious girl, and I’d crush you.”

      As we approach the top and the inevitable, predictable track our lovemaking has become, I’m reminded of a passage from church. “Hot or cold, make a choice. Don’t be lukewarm, or he will spit you out.” It was cryptic in the pews, but it’s starting to make sense as I flutter my eyes, watching his face as he speeds towards his finish.

      I comply and moan louder, squeezing myself around him as he thrusts slightly harder. I moan out a throaty “Yessss!” as I toss my head back.

      Then it’s a kiss, a platitude, and a retreat. He’s washing now, rubbing his hands with soap to clean the dust off his fingers from the top of our headboard. I turn to my side, rotate my legs and sit on the edge of the mattress. Picking up the tepid glass of water, I drink the entire cup in one go. It makes me want to spit it out. I rise and lean my bare breasts into his back, a kiss on his shoulder, but it has no feeling. It’s cold.

      “I’m going to get some ice water. Do you want some?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            DEC 23 - STRETCHING
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      “Stretching.” That’s all she said as she rolled off the far side of the bed.

      She deftly swiveled her firm ass just out of reach of my fingers as I tried to grab her and pull her back under the warm covers. My eyes lifted to watch her coy grin as she turned, giving me a profile of her nipple as it stiffened in the cold morning air.

      “It’s too damn cold,” I growled, my empty hand retracting to stroke my beard.

      I rolled to I could watch her shimmy her fine ass at me as she headed to the door of my bedroom. I bit my lip, watching her slim hips dance through the doorway.

      “Where are you going to do this … STRETCHING?” I had to yell at her retreating form.

      Do you know what wasn’t retreating? My cock. No, he was awake and rising like a rooster, ready to crow at the morning light at the sight of her nude ass. I tossed off the covers and swiveled out of bed.

      “Two can play this game,” I thought to myself as I followed her, cock bobbing with each step.

      I paced out into my living room with the eastern-facing bay window. And saw her silhouette in profile as she lifted her arms toward the ceiling and then bowed forward to touch her toes.

      Once again, her ass was on display, and she knew it was, but she kept her pose. Her hair fell in a curtain as her nose practically touched her shins. Her arms wrapped around her calves, holding her in that delectable pose. Her breasts compressed against her thighs, hiding her stiff nipples from view.

      “Why can’t this stretching happen in bed? Wouldn’t you rather be under warm covers than show your divine ass to the whole neighborhood?” I grumbled but still walked behind her, allowing myself a long look at her pert heart-shaped curves.

      “I’m saying hello to the morning sun,” was her response as she placed her hands flat on my cheap dime-store rug that looked much more expensive than it was, “It’s important to face the day with gratitude,” she continued as she lowered to her knees.

      “Well,” I managed as I gripped at my root and gave a long slow stroke in salute to the rising sun, “You have made me feel grateful for many things in the few short minutes I’ve been awake.”

      She stretched her hands out in front of her as she knelt. She then lowered her bottom to rest on her toes. Her body shifted and stretched out as her fingers slid out on my rug, her tits rubbing on the soft fibers. She lifted her ass higher as I sank to my knees behind her. Reaching out to grip her ass, I smiled in the first rays of morning, feeling her push her round rump back into my hands.

      “Okay, I understand,” I growled as she pressed back into my crown, her opening stretching gloriously around me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            DEC 24 - CATCHING MOMMY KISSING SANTA CLAUS
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      This year was the first year I didn’t bleach my beard. It was also the first year in the last ten I didn’t put on the red suit and sit in the mall for hours holding bratty kids, snot-nosed toddlers, and—the worst—screaming babies. I was done with the mall Santa gigs, and I was done trying to make more money for Christmas.

      I lost the will to continue to be fake happy after my wife ditched me for Jake, the blow-up house guy. Yeah, that guy who runs the side hustle of birthday party bounce houses and slides. I’d hired him for my five-year-old’s birthday party, thinking it would be fun.

      The kids had a great time. So did my wife when I found her riding Jake in the back corner of the bounce house while the kids had cake. It wasn’t the first time I caught her cheating, but it was the last. So now it’s just me and Samantha—Sammie, waiting in line so she can sit in Santa’s lap and tell him what she wants for Christmas.

      I saw what I wanted—Jodie Taylor. We’d seen each other regularly since Thanksgiving. Her boy Clay was Sammie’s best friend. We were together but were still in the we-don’t-have-to-tell-everyone phase of the relationship, which was why she was two people ahead of us in line instead of beside me, where I could play with her ass while standing in line. Fuck, she had a fabulous ass, and today she wore the yoga pants she knew would drive me crazy. The way she bent at the waist to talk to Clay, I knew she was in full-on tease mode.

      Clay kept looking back at Sammie and me, probably wondering why we weren’t standing in line together. I smirked when I put the pieces together. Jodie wanted to tease me. Clay would tug on her hand, then point back at Sammie and me and say something. Jodie would bend at her waist, wriggle her ass as she looked over her shoulder, and smile at me. Then she’d say something to Clay, and he’d nod and look back at Santa.

      The line moved slowly, so this dance happened a few times before Clay got to visit Santa while Jodie stood beside Santa’s chair, looking at me with a flirty grin. Fuck, I loved that she only had eyes for me. I’d never have to worry about catching her kissing some other Santa Claus.

      Jodie waved and then left. I adjusted my cock in my jeans so it wasn’t uncomfortable. We’d arranged to meet at her house for lunch. The kids would play X-box in her basement, and then we’d play grown-up games in her bedroom.

      I picked up a Santa hat on my way out of the mall. “You look good in that hat, Daddy,” Sammie said, “How come you’re not Santa anymore?”

      “I haven’t been in the Christmas spirit, but I’m feeling jolly today,” I explained as we got in my truck and high-tailed it to Jodie’s house. Before we left for the mall, Jodie teased me that she had a bit of a Santa fetish. I was ready to step back into the role.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            DEC 25 - MINDLESS CHRISTMAS TOY
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      It was a quiet Christmas morning for the pair of lovers, and they had nothing to do after unwrapping their gifts to each other. She smiled as she rested under the cozy blanket on her side, her hair loosely falling over his thigh. Opening their gifts naked was his idea, and she giggled as she remembered agreeing as long as he turned the heat up.

      She rested her head on his thigh, and he gently rubbed his fingers through her hair, massaging her scalp. She wanted to close her eyes at the sensation, but she couldn’t. She had to watch the lights on the tree. They pulsed red and green, and he’d told her to watch how they pulsed. He kept talking as she watched, and she lost track of the words, focusing intently on the pulsing red and green lights.

      The next thing she knew, her eyes fluttered, her lips curing into a grin, and she turned her head to look at him, “I think I fell asleep,” she confessed. His small chuckle told her that it was okay.

      “You were probably dreaming of being my Christmas dolly.”

      She realized then that he was erect, his cock pressing against her head, and she wanted to reach out, touch it, grab it, but her hands wouldn’t work. She tried to tell him and opened her mouth to talk, but the words didn’t come out. Her pussy was clenching at the thought of sucking his cock, and it was the entire focus of her mind.

      “You are my Christmas dolly, aren’t you?” his deep voice close to her ear sent shivers down her spine. She managed to nod and turn her eyes to look at his mischievous smile.

      “Good girl,” his whispered words sent a jolt through her body, nipples, and clit both pulsed in instant arousal at his praise, “You may speak and move now, my Christmas dolly.”

      She didn’t think that phrase was silly as she regained control of her hands and moved to grip her fingers around his cock. She couldn’t think much, suddenly on fire with lust and need. She rolled onto her belly and up on her knees, her mouth running up and down the length of his cock. Her eyes closed as she tasted him and savored the pearl of pre-cum on the tip of his cock.

      “That’s it, my mindless fuck doll, suck me,” his words only made her push her mouth deeper onto his cock. Her fingers wrapped around his cock, tongue lapping collecting precum. Her eyes rolled back at the taste. Her pussy was on fire, and she wanted to beg to be fucked. He pulled out his phone as she sucked his cock like a good mindless whore.

      Suddenly, her pussy pulsed, and she felt her favorite new gift come to life, vibrating in a deep pattern that stole her breath.

      “Fuck,” she gasped, overwhelmed, pulling her mouth off his cock, to beg like a good girl, “May I cum, please!”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            DEC 26 - PACKING YOUR LUNCH
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      I didn’t realize I was staring until she giggled, “What?”

      I bit my lip as I kept my eyes on her naked ass. My eyes drifted down her thighs, then back to her ass. Then up to the curve of her breasts. She was naked, slightly bent over the kitchen counter, bare as the day she was born.

      “What are you doing?”

      “Packing your lunch.”

      The kitchen was warm. I’d forgotten to lower the heat after our cozy Christmas morning. Wrapped together in a light blanket as I had her stare into the blinking red and green lights. My cock began to stiffen as I remembered everything we’d done. We’d finally fallen into bed early, nearly exhausted from our naked romping.

      “You realize you’re naked, right?” I scratched the back of my head to keep my hand busy, but part of me wanted to drop to my cock, give it a stroke, then bend her over that counter and continue our decadent degeneracy.

      “I didn’t feel like putting on clothes?”

      “Oh,” I realized that I was naked too when she turned and looked at me, then her eyes dropped to my manhood, and her teeth dented her bottom lip as she shook her head.

      “Mindless fuck dolls don’t need clothes,”

      That made my cock jump, and her eyes widened. My decision was made. I stepped behind her, pressed my hand between her thighs, cupped her sex, and furrowed my fingertips into her folds.

      “You realize I don’t have work today,” I growled as I felt her wetness, “It’s Boxing Day.”

      “Mmmmm,” she moaned as I pressed one fingertip between her slick tight walls, “Mindless fuck dollllls don’t know much about caaalllenders,”

      Her words were getting mixed with moans as I fingered her. My free hand wrapped around her bent form and cupped one of her heavy breasts, kneading and milking my fingers to her rock-hard nipple. I pulled my fingers free and guided the thick head of my cock inside her, feeling her stretch around my girth.

      “Mmmm, is that so?” I growled in her ear, biting her neck.

      I wasn’t sure if she was playing or had gotten triggered. I looked at the Christmas tree through the arched doorway of the kitchen. The red and green lights of the tree still pulsing. I stroked into her, and she pushed her ass back to meet me. Her moans and short intakes of breath made me aware that words would be difficult for her in our present position.

      Her hands clutched the edge of the counter, which gave her leverage to push back into me. My increasingly relentless strokes flexed my cock deeper and ground her clit against the counter’s edge. I savored the feel of her cunt wrapped around my cock.

      “When did you decide to pack my lunch?”

      I needed to know the answer.

      “I don’t remember, Daddy,” she whimpered, “My thoughts dribbled out of my juicy needy pussy when I stared at the pretty red and green lights.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            DEC 27 - READING A MANTRA
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      I’m not sure when she started reading a mantra every morning. Maybe she started reading them before we met. Before she started sleeping in my bed more than in her apartment. Perhaps it was how she always started her day.

      I remember how calm she looked the first time I woke and saw her staring at her phone, reading a long train of words. I asked to see it and noticed it was a rote prayer she had read. I noted the URL because, as a tech nerd, I pay attention to things like that.

      As she continued this habitual mindfulness, I, of course, different degenerate ideas populated my mind.

      She was already perfect, and we got along so well together. And I’d let her read until she got to the end. Then she’d blush when she’d notice me watching her. She’d put her phone away and lean and kiss me. The mantra she read always started her day, and the kiss was quick. She needed to begin her work, and I loved that about her. She was always so driven to succeed.

      I just wanted a little more of her attention in the morning. I loved her quick kiss before she went to shower and start her day. Sometimes I’d shower with her, but her sharp mind was already focused on her routines.

      It was for our good; I changed her morning routine. It wasn’t hard, she was connected to my Wi-Fi, and I swapped a firewall rule. I scheduled the routing table change for a specific daily schedule. It was just another routine, and her mind focused well on routines and schedules.

      It started tame. I didn’t want her to notice the change. I’d copied her daily mantra and just started changing in the middle. Little suggestions once her mind opened up to the pattern of the mantra. Her kisses became deeper, her eyes more intense, and that’s when I knew I could shape her a bit more to my liking.

      The structure of her mantra was a pattern, so editing it over time on the page I created and managed to look like her usual mantra wasn’t tricky. The minor changes to her desires felt natural to her. And as her need changed from mindful professional to mindless fuck toy. I was pretty happy with how she was molded to my deviant will.

      I wasn’t an asshole, and I let her have her mind back. I’d remind her to read her mantra when the router schedule changed. She smiled a lax grin and nodded happily, “Thank you, Daddy, you always know what’s best for me.”

      Then she’d relax, pick up her phone, and start her day by reading a mantra. Lean and kiss me like she didn’t remember my cock drilling into her mouth only a few minutes ago. Then she’d slide onto her toes and head to the shower.

      So it wasn’t much different than her typical day, but it made a huge difference to mine.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            DEC 28 - SKIPPING YOUR MORNING RUN

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      I’d never just skipped my morning run before. Not once since I started my freshman year. Not once since I moved into our dorms. Not once since I got serious about fitness and exercise after partying and drinking way too much as a high school senior.

      God, I was stupid. So many bad decisions in such a short period. I was lucky I retained my scholarship, and the change of scenery to the college campus boosted my focus.

      I wasn’t a runner, that’s the thing. I was more of a plodder, a Clydesdale, if you will. But I was seeing results in the few months since classes started. My weight had dropped significantly, but I wouldn’t say I looked like a runner. I was more like a slimmed-down Bluto from that ancient movie Animal House. I was focused and determined to turn my partying lifestyle around.

      I was a dorm rat and avoided the fraternity rush parties. I knew well enough that it would be like touching the third rail, and I’d be ruined. So I avoided Friday night temptations by sticking to the dorm, going to bed early, and maintaining sobriety through sheer white-knuckled determination. Sometimes I maintained that willpower by white-knuckling my cock while fantasizing about fucking some sexy coed. But that would require me to have a social life. I couldn’t risk that, I knew myself too well.

      I saw you last night, though. Fuck, you lit up the dorm lobby with your amazing smile. Your eyes were wide and full of mirth and mischief talking with your friends. I wanted to tag along, follow behind, and invite myself to what looked like a good time. I think you looked at me as you left. It felt like our eyes met as your group of friends left—I remember the butterflies I felt at that moment.

      That is probably what had me stuttering to a halt in the dorm lobby that morning. Your eyes were closed, your head down, and your cheek bright with tears. What the fuck happened. I’d actually gotten out the door before I understood you were crying. That’s why I burst through the doors and jogged towards you.

      I’m sorry I startled you when I stormed close to you. I’m sure I looked like a crazy stalker or someone that might be dangerous. I couldn’t look away when your eyes, which I’d only seen from a distance, were suddenly so close. So big. So bright.

      “Are you okay?” I’d asked, dropping to a crouch to be at eye level.

      “I’m not okay,” You said quietly and didn’t elaborate.

      Those butterflies kicked up a storm as you blinked away the tears with a flicker of recognition in your eyes.

      “You’re that guy….” with no more explanation.

      “I’m sorry?” I asked

      When your hands reached and cupped my stubbled cheeks. When your eyes flared in a flash of heat. When our lips collided—my every thought fled. In an instant, my morning run meant nothing.
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      I remember when I was young, I enjoyed reading my horoscope. I believed in the fantasy that the stars were aligned just for me. As I grew older, I began to sense some repetition, and the things that used to make me hopeful for the day started to fade into helplessness.

      It got worse when I got to grad school and took a class on research methods. I don’t recall if it was in that class or adjacent in some coffee-fueled discourse with friends that I learned of an experiment done with students for a study the professor was doing.

      A psychologist, I think his name was Forer…mmnf… anyway, each student was given their individual personality sketch and a survey with a 5-point Likert scale to judge how accurately each student perceived their personality sketch. The average of all the students ended up being 4.3 percent. So this psychology professor knew his stuff, huh?

      Do you know what’s funny about that? He gave every student the exact same personality sketch. They all believed, without much data, that their sketch was explicitly written about them. It’s an exercise in demonstrating confirmation bias; we tend to believe things we already think are true.

      So, I don’t read my horoscope very much anymore. It’s fun to do every once in a while, though. It’s more of a happy memory of what I was like before I got so cynical.

      I might be an asshole and cynic, but I’m yours, aren’t I? You’re such a good student, baby. That’s my good girl. Just keep sucking. You do that so well. Mmnf, More of that.

      Here, I’ll read you a bit of today’s horoscope from this so-called newspaper.

      
        
        Have you been contemplating taking on the role of matchmaker? You should. Two people in your life need to get together, and you might be just the person to help make it happen today! You can't worry about getting in the middle of anything. You already are in the middle between these two!

      

      

      That’s funny, sweet girl. I can think of two people in my life that need to get together. Don’t you think your friends Bonnie and Belinda would enjoy our company?

      No, no, nod your head. I don’t need to hear words when your tongue is doing its magic. Fuck yes, a little tug on my balls. You’re hungry for my cream, aren’t you, baby?

      Mmm, I can see that hunger in your eyes. That’s a good girl nod along while I keep talking to you. I’m distracting myself to prolong my pleasure. My pleasure is your pleasure. Isn’t that right?

      Mmhm, that’s a good girl. Keep sucking like the mindless pleasure doll I’ve molded you to be. I’ll not disturb you with any more questions after this. I can tell you are so focused on the feel of my cock driving into your lips. I want you to focus on that, but I need to know one thing, baby girl.

      What’s your sign?
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      My eyes blinked slowly as I returned to consciousness. One leg was cold from my foot to my hip, but the rest of me was cozy and warm. I moaned without complaint when I tried to pull that leg back under the covers, met the warm heat of her side, and compressed against her breast.

      “Mmmmorning,” I managed to say.

      My voice was gruff and raspy as I slid my hand under the down comforter and combed my fingers through her hair. She purred as my fingers curled into a tight fist and tugged lightly. I was letting her know I was awake, but she was caught up in her business and wouldn’t be dissuaded. Who was I to keep her from her dreams?

      Her mouth moved up and down my shaft while her fingers gently cupped and kneaded my balls. My erection felt massive as she slowly pulled her lips from the base of my cock to the very tip. It was achingly slow, and it felt like her suction was making my cock grow longer in the time it took for her to swirl her tongue around the crown. She moaned as she did when she’d finally gotten a taste of my essence, and her hand surrounded my thick base and stroked steadily up and down my now spit-slicked shaft.

      “What’s gotten into you, princess?” I asked, in a low growl.

      My head tipped back, enjoying another slow drop of her warm mouth down the length of my cock. Her tongue lashed along the bottom of my shaft, taking her time to trace the tantalizing tip along my thickness, moving over the veins she liked to focus on as she worked me up to full stiffness.

      I was of a generous size, and getting my monster completely ready took time and patience. Patience that she was exercising with incredible slowness. She pulled her mouth off the tip of my cock with a gasp. I heard her giggle as she pushed her warm body up my torso.

      “I dreamt of your cardinal, Daddy,” she purred.

      She kissed lightly up my abdomen while her hand kept stroking. Her breasts slid over my skin, and her hard nipples lit my nerves afire.

      “My… what?” I managed as her head peaked out of the covers with a coy grin.

      “Mmmhm, your tree,” she said, and for the first time, I considered that I might be trapped in some weird dream, “Remember we watched that football game? That red team had a tree as a mascot?”

      By this time, her pussy was poised right over the tip of my cock. I lifted my hands to her ample breasts, squeezing them in my fingers as she leaned into my grip for support. She used her fingertips to press my thick tip inside, and I felt her tight pussy stretch around it.

      “From the Stanford game?” I laughed.

      “Mmmhm, and the Beaver mascot whipped that silly tree and knocked it down… That was in my dream, Daddy. I’m gonna use my tight beaver to knock down your might cardinal. Would you like that, Daddy?”

      “Fuck, yes…” was all I managed as she leaned forward and captured my mouth, riding her hungry beaver up and down my thick wood.
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      Why not just wear that?

      You blush so delightfully when you’re practically naked. You look great in my unbuttoned button-down and white panties. I don’t see why I’d want to choose anything else.

      I know it’s a party, babe.

      I was teasing because you look so fuckable right now.

      Yes, even after what we just got done doing.

      It’s my free use day, I can use you whenever I want to, that’s the deal.

      Hmmm, I like that blush too. The bite of your lip, the way your knee crosses over your pussy.

      Needing some friction?

      Good girl.

      No, not right now. The mind is willing, but the body is weak.

      Let’s play dress up, and I’ll pick your outfit.

      Yes. That’s right, it’s my day, and I get to choose.

      You are really cute when you pout but not very persuasive.

      Let’s start with a bare canvas, shall we? Strip off everything.

      What’s that gorgeous? You don’t like it when I stare?

      That’s too bad for two reasons.

      One, you’re fucking gorgeous. Yes, with all of your curves. What you see as imperfections, I see as a fucking work of art.

      Two, the way you blush when I slowly sweep my eyes all over the canvas your body presents.

      Here–see this bruise. It’s from my fingers. I gripped a bit too hard when pulling you back onto my cock last night. And this, right at the bottom curve of your breast. My teeth made that little nick and bruise. Here, I made sure to make that hickey low enough so your top would cover it.

      Mmmm, you like that memory?

      Do you think I’d mark something that I didn’t fucking treasure? That I’d let any other asshole think that they can claim you.

      You’re mine, baby.

      Go try on your little black dress.

      No–No bra, no underwear. Just the LBD.

      That’s a good girl. Yeah, you see, it’s tight enough, your breasts hardly sag, and I love the little jiggle they have when you walk.

      It is short, you’re right. But it’s not showing your bare ass.

      Put on some heels, baby girl. I want to watch you strut.

      Your thigh tattoos look great, princess.

      You’re right, though, the thigh-high leather books might look good. I do appreciate options, but who made the decision?

      Good girl, now try on the boots.

      Fuck, you look like sex, baby girl.

      Every eye of every male, and most of the females, will be staring at you. You’re going to be on my arm all fucking night long.

      What am I going to wear?

      In the end, the clock starts to tick down before people count down. I’m going to take you to the little spare restroom they have. I going to bend you over their sink and watch your eyes glaze over in the mirror as I’m fucking you from behind.

      When the champagne pops and the shouts erupt. As they are all singing, I’m going to be wearing you.
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      CHECKING IN - A FREE-USE EROTIC SHORT

      Brandon wasn't having a great start to his three-day business trip. His reservation to his ordinary corporate hotel was canceled, and as compensation, he was given a complimentary membership to Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast. Being stuck in the middle of a run-down BnB didn't sound like fun, but what choice did he have?

      Brandon didn't expect this change in plans would rock his world the moment he checked in to the reception desk. Read on to find out that Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast includes benefits to weary travelers far beyond a complimentary bottle of water.

      To get a free book, click on the cover or this link Checking In - a free use erotic short to sign up for Hank’s Newsletter.
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      My name is Jeremiah Jackson, and I can mold people’s minds.

      As I sit down near the beginning of my forty-first year on this planet, I want to write down a memoir of the preceding 40 years. The most influential people in my life have been with me for half my time on this spinning blue orb we call earth. This memoir will reflect on how we met, became entangled, and fell in love.

      This story started while I was in college. I was studying computer science and also attending ROTC. I didn’t know what I wanted to do with my life when I was 20, but I thought having some military instruction was probably a good place to start. I might not get a commission, but I would learn some life skills. At least, I hoped.

      That winter was when I discovered that I wasn’t like other people. I had a hidden power that was about to manifest in my life and would change my life’s direction. I have never sought the spotlight with my talents. On the contrary, I’m taking a bit of a risk committing them to this digital form. The names in this tale have been changed to protect my family and me, but the people and the stories are as accurate as I recall them.

      I have tried to use my powers to enrich people’s lives. I explicitly help people fall in love and stay in love. I can help design relationships; I mold two people to become their own best fit. I charge for my relationship counseling services, my client list is confidential, and my methods are extensive. With my partners’ help, I design my clients’ relationships so they last and grow. I want both partners to develop and enrich their relationships with their significant loves and the rest of their community. My designs are meant to last, and I’ve been fortunate to watch these relationships grow and strengthen firsthand.

      To understand my unique ability, one must grasp two simple concepts everyone uses in their daily lives: morality and willpower. Morality is like the walls of a castle; they protect what’s inside and provide a boundary for our ego that allows us to behave within a set of rules. Willpower is like a cadre of armed guards that protect the walls of morality, further protecting our beliefs, actions, and satisfaction. By manipulating these two constructs in a person’s psyche, I can design them to be the perfect fit for different people. It takes time and repeated sessions, but it’s lasting and permanent when done correctly.

      My clients are in many different phases in their relationships with their life partners. I assist in making these essential connections permanent. I’m interested in seeing monogamous unions of incredible people. I have a solid moral belief in monogamy, though I am not monogamous. I am firmly committed to creating and maintaining my designs to become permanent, resulting in a lasting, mutually fulfilling relationship for all my clients.

      My track record is almost flawless. Like with any skill, I made many mistakes in the beginning. This story will be my confessions of my missteps as I learned and mastered the necessary skills to become who I am. This story will reveal how my initial use of my powers led me to become entangled with more than one soul mate. It has been an incredibly fortunate turn of events. I’m blessed that my soul mates continue to enrich, empower, and encourage me.

      We need to roll the clock back about twenty years. I’m not sure when my ability started to manifest. I assume it was coincident with late puberty. I might have had the powers before a fateful night during my junior year in college. That was, however, when I first became aware of my ability to change a person’s morality along with willpower drastically.
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      Hank Dolworth is the nom de plume of a technology educator who had to stop flying around the world and is trapped in his home office attending too many Zoom calls. To cope with this high-stress environment, in his free time, Hank likes to write story-driven erotica and erotic romances.

      Hank's spicy stories are packed with sizzling sex, mind-melting orgasms, and heartwarming romance. While not always having a happy ever after, his endings always end up happy for now.

      Living in Texas, Hank also enjoys hot, spicy, rich, melt-in-your-mouth barbecue, time with his family, and working with other erotica writers to improve his craft.

      Find out what Hank's been up to by signing up for his newsletter, which is easy to do when you visit:
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