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Summer at the Beach


“Honey, are you alright?” his mother asked as she saw Frank descending from the staircase. She was a little worried that he spent all his time up in his room and she always asked this same question whenever he had locked himself upstairs for a couple of hours.

“I’m fine,” Frank replied.

“Hungry?” She asked as she got up to serve him even before he answered. His mom knew him so well, he was always hungry.

“Dad’s still at work?” Frank already knew the answer to his question. His dad was a medical doctor and had been extremely busy in the past few days since a new virus started spreading around the country.

“Yeah. I hope he’d be able to join us for our three weeks at Myrtle Beach,” his mother replied as she set a plate of pasta before him.

The family had an annual tradition of spending a couple weeks of their summer holidays in their beach house and Frank could not remember a single year when this precious tradition was not observed. This year he really did not want to go and had planned on telling his parents but he knew it would break his mother’s heart. At least with the new virus maybe he could convince her that it was dangerous to be moving around. Or better still he could feign concern for his father and give some bullshit excuse to stay back home in Atlanta with him.

“Oh, honey, Tim called in the afternoon and said Taylor will be spending summer with us at the beach.”

As he heard his mom say this the fork fell from his hand and he shot an excited look at her which she did not see because she had her back to him while doing the dishes.

“Taylor?!” he exclaimed before he could stop himself.

“Yeah, you remember Taylor,” his mother replied without turning. “Haven’t seen her since she was a kid. I wonder what she’ll look like now,” she continued. His mom tilted her head as she remembered something. “Didn’t you guys have some problem at her birthday party?”

Did they ever. In her pool house Taylor had dared him to let her kick him in the balls. “Oh, I’m sure we’re way passed all that now,” he assured his mother.

Frank’s mind had drifted off and he was no longer listening to his mother anyway. Taylor was spending the holidays with him! His heart began beating faster than normal and he could feel breaks of sweat on his forehead.

The reason for this sudden rush of anxiety was that he had been obsessed with Taylor since childhood. They most holidays as children together. They were almost inseparable during those times and could relate so easily with each other because she was older than him by only a couple of months.

Her laugh as he rolled on the floor in agony was seared into his mind.

“That’s where you belong,” she’d said in a haughty voice. “On the floor beneath me!”

Through tearful eyes he’d watched in shock as she extended her long tan toes. “Now kiss my foot!”

He had searched for her on social media with all his geeky programming powers but had never found her. He had come to the conclusion that she was not on socials and it made her seem cooler in his eyes. He often imagined what she would look like now, with and without clothes, and he was finally going to have the answer to the first question tomorrow. Maybe during the course of her stay he would be able to see her without clothes and find the answer to his second question.

“She’s coming in tomorrow. I think she’s on an afternoon flight,” he heard his mother say. He finished his meal quickly and went to lie down on the sofa in the living room, overcome with feelings. A boner raged in his shorts. Frank heard a car pull up and when he looked out the window he saw his dad driving into the garage.

“What is going on here?” his father teased as he walked in. It was very unusual seeing Frank anywhere else in the house apart from in his room or in the kitchen. “I can’t remember when last I saw you on that sofa.”

Frank laughed at his remark but was not going anywhere with the tentpole in his shorts.

Instead he said, “How was work, dad.”

“Well, now this new virus is spreading like wildfire. I hear the government is planning on restricting movements and possibly shutting down all activities.”

“That’s impossible!” his mother shouted from the kitchen. “They can’t do that!”

Frank had drifted away again, his mind unable to think of anything other than Taylor.

“Hey, if you’re sleepy, get up to your room,” his dad said. “You’re way too big to carry,” he laughed.

“All he does lately is sleep, study, and eat,” his mom scoffed.

“Hey, he’s getting A’s in chemistry and math, on his way to Med School,” his dad put up his hand. His mom high-fived him. Frank had learned that as long as he kept his grades up his parents didn’t bother him about working or even doing chores. But he was planning to use his mad skilz to program filthy porno sites, not Med School, of course.

Frank waited until his parents were looking away and ran up the stairs, shouting, “OK, I’m gonna take a nap.” Once safely in his bed Frank toyed with his raging hard-on but decided to wait until he saw his dream girl until he did anything more. Dreaming dreams of flashing tan feet he thought continuously about her until he drifted off to sleep.

He woke up late in the morning the next day and immediately began preparations for Taylor’s arrival. He took an extended bath which was abnormal for him, especially on a Saturday, and spent almost an hour deciding what to wear. He was home alone; his mother always spent her Saturday mornings at the country club and she visited friends till late in the afternoons, while his dad had gone back to the hospital. Frank put on a ridiculous amount of aftershave and sat on the sofa in the living room, waiting eagerly for Taylor’s arrival.

When he heard a car screech to a halt outside, he peeped and watched closely as the back door flung open and a young woman stepped out. She wore blue faded jean shorts and a white shirt with dark sunglasses that hid her eyes completely. She had full pouty lips and her long blonde hair swayed in the wind like a scene from a Disney cartoon. She was wearing flat shoes but she looked like she was no more than five feet tall. He didn’t think she’d be that short.

He rushed back to the sofa and lay down, assuming the sexiest pose he could pull off before picking up a magazine and flipping randomly through it. The pace of his heartbeat increased steadily as he awaited the knock on the door.

When she finally rang the bell he spoke in his most casual tone. “It’s open.”

The door swung open and Taylor walked in, casually scanning the entire house as she dragged her luggage behind her.

“Hey, Taylor!” Frank stood up to give her a hug.

“It’s been so long.” She breathed into his ear. Her knee slid between his legs like she was going to hurt him, but she held back.

“Yeah, right?!” He squeaked.

He let her go and grabbed her luggage. “I’ll take it up to your room for you.”

“Thanks. You smell really strong,” she giggled. “Like an Old Spice factory ass-ploded.”

“Thanks,” he replied, blood rushing to his cheek. Her casual mockery caused his lonely tool to twitch. Fucking get a hold of yourself! He thought to himself. The last thing he needed was for her to see how horny her very presence made him!

Taylor was much different than he had envisioned. He knew that she was going to be beautiful but she was much hotter than he expected and she had the hourglass body of a swimsuit model. He carried her bags up to her room as she followed behind.

“How was your flight?” he asked as he set her bags down in the room and drew the curtains.

“Awful!” she replied with an exaggerated growl. “They checked my ID and wouldn’t give me any vodka! Taylor pouted. “But a nice old man noticed and gave me his,” she laughed. “Where’s your parents?”

“Well, my mother’s either at the country club or at a friend’s house, and dad’s at work.”

“So we’re home alone?” she purred as she sprawled on the bed, lifting her hands over her head and pulling up her t-shirt a bit, revealing her flat tummy and pierced belly button. She gave him what seemed like a suggestive smile and waited for him to answer.

Could this be the moment? Oh man I’m so lucky, he thought to himself. He never thought it would be as easy as this. Unable to form a coherent thought, Frank nodded eagerly in response to her question.

“Well then, I think I should get some rest before they get home. We’ll all catch up when I wake up, alright?”

With that she dismissed him from her room with a shooing motion. Of course, it was not going to be that easy. He nodded again and exited the guest room, shutting the door behind him.

Frank went down and picked up his laptop before going back up to his own room and locking himself in. He’d gotten a rock hard erection when he saw her lay on her bed and now he had to take care of it. Frank pulled off all his clothes and lay naked on his bed, thinking of the babe in the room next to his.

He could not make a full appraisal of her body because so much was hidden by her shorts and shirt, but he was sure that he would eventually see her in her full glory during the course of the holiday. He lay naked on his bed for almost an hour just thinking of her. He decided not to watch porn but try instead to picture her naked in his head and jerk to that image. When he finally pictured something hot enough to arouse him he heard the honk of his mother’s car. Shit! He thought as he jumped from bed and put on his sweatpants.

As he made his way downstairs he heard the door open and his mother screamed in excitement.

“My God! Taylor, you’re so grown.”

When he got downstairs he saw that Taylor had already unlocked the door and was in a prolonged embrace with his mother. Frank stood and watched as his mother held Taylor who had changed into short bum shorts and a light long-sleeved top.

“Honey!” his mother addressed Frank when she saw him, still screaming, “look at how tall Taylor is now.”

Frank chuckled because Taylor wasn’t really very tall, and Taylor turned to look at him. She must have been going out because her face was fully made up and he just began to notice the scent of her perfume. Her face had been fully transformed by her make-up and now he was even more aroused than before. Her sparkling blue eyes had been accentuated by the charcoal eye shadow she applied and the red lipstick on her lips made them appear even fuller than they were. What he would give to have them wrapped around his growing bulge right now. He sat down in an attempt to hide his erection and his mother turned her attention back to Taylor.

“Have you gotten something to eat yet,” she asked her.

“Not yet. I was—“

“Frank! You didn’t offer your friend anything?” his mother asked as she shot a playful accusatory look at him.

“I thought she was asleep,” he replied, looking fixedly at the television screen in an attempt to drown out every vision of Taylor ’s butt cheeks so that his erection could lose momentum. His mother grabbed Taylor by her hand and led her to the kitchen.

Later on Frank joined them in the kitchen, sitting silently at the kitchen counter as he listened to Taylor and his mother chat about random things. When Taylor noticed him sitting there she turned to him and said,

“So Frank, how was your first year of college.”

He was taken by surprise and laughed awkwardly for a moment before managing to mumble, “Ah well, it was fine, I guess.”

“Any girlfriends?”

His mother turned and stared purposely at him, smiling as she waited for his reply. Frank could feel himself blushing and he let out another awkward laugh before his mother interrupted, “He’d never tell you. Although I’m pretty sure he doesn’t have one. He keeps himself locked up in that room of his all day either playing games on his little computer or doing God knows what else.”

“Really?” Taylor winked at him and he felt his erection returning.

He quickly changed the topic. “What about you? Are you in school?”

“I took a year off after high school to find myself and I’m still looking,” she replied as both Frank and his mother laughed. They continued catching up until dinner was ready and Taylor went up to sleep immediately after she ate. His dad called and told them that he wouldn’t be able to make it home that night and Frank’s mother went to bed leaving him alone in the sitting room. He refused to go up to his room in hopes that Taylor would come downstairs. He waited for a while before he began dosing off. He finally gave up and decided to go up to bed. As he passed Taylor’s room he heard a soft noise and figured she was either talking with a friend or was watching something on her phone.

He almost walked past when he heard another moan, this time more distinct and familiar. He walked towards her room and plastered his ear on the door. Frank heard another muffled moan and he was sure that she was masturbating. He listened as she pleasured herself and he felt a great urge to whip out his dick and stroke himself to her moans. Frank was smart enough not to take that risk.

Nothing would be more embarrassing than having his mother catch him with his cock in his hands as he rested his ear on the door to Taylor’s room. He listened as her moans intensified and he pictured her naked on the bed rubbing herself with one hand while she sucked the fingers of her other hand with her sultry lips. She made one last extended moan that Frank feared was loud enough to wake his mother and then he heard Taylor break into soft laughter. She started whispering softly about something. Was she masturbating while on the phone with someone?

He wondered how she would react if he took off his clothes, opened her door and walked in naked with his cock in his hand. In the pornos on his laptop that always ended well for the guy, but something told him he might not be so lucky. That last thing he needed in his cushy life was trying to explain to his mother why he made his cousin old friend’s daughter scream and lock the door. Or kick him again in the balls. Rolling around on the floor while his mother yelled questions at him was not on his list of big fantasies.

He decided against doing what he wanted and stumbled back to his room. His mind replayed Taylor’s soft moans as he stripped naked and lay on his bed. He was experiencing one of the hardest erections of his life and he let his cock point straight at the ceiling. Frank didn’t even touch it as he closed his eyes and thought of Taylor. There and then he made a pact with himself that he was not going to cum again during the holidays except if Taylor was somehow directly responsible for him blowing his load. For some reason his perverted mind wanted to turn all his power over his dick to her. After making his strange promise, Frank closed his eyes and drifted to sleep, his unattended erection serving as a great source of pain that reminded him of that long ago day when her sweet little foot had busted his tender balls.
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Peeping Frank


When Frank woke up in the morning he realized he had ejaculated in his sleep. He had dreamt of Taylor’s tan feet and long legs, and her perfect little feet kicking his balls. Somehow in the dream being kicked there gave him more pleasure than pain. He could not help smiling to himself; he was already adhering to his resolution, sort of. He showered and threw on some clothes before heading downstairs.

On his way down he saw Taylor’s door ajar and then he heard her and his mother bantering downstairs. He was tempted to sneak into her room and sniff her bed sheets on which he assumed she had been naked in when she brought herself off with her fingers. He was still contemplating going into her room when he heard his mother call for him.

“Frank! Honey!”

Startled, he turned abruptly only to see Taylor climbing up the staircase barefoot. Frank averted his eyes from her small perfect feet. But he didn’t get his eyes up before noticing her high round arches and daintily manicured toes, painted fire-engine red. She greeted him with a smile and he smiled back.

He made his way down the staircase and his mother greeted him with a kiss before saying, “Your father called again.”

“And?” he gave her an inquisitive look.

“He said the virus is spreading like wildfire. We decided that you guys should fly out to Myrtle Beach this evening, and your dad and I will join you later.”

“Wait. You want to send us out there alone? Taylor and I?”

“It’ll be much safer out there. And if your dad can get away from work we’ll come over immediately.” From her look he could tell his mother thought he was unhappy with the proposed arrangement. If she could picture what was running through his mind she would have been treated to a full-fledged porn film starring Frank and Taylor. Frank’s mind drifted once again and he could see himself drilling and pounding the hell out of Taylor in each and every room in the beach house.

“I’ll go and get ready,” he said when he snapped out of his fantasy.

“Alright. I’ll get the tickets.”

Upstairs in his room, Frank was still stunned. He threw a few clothes in a bag and packed his computer in his backpack. He did not have any condoms in his room but he figured that the first thing he would purchase when they landed was a pack of Trojans. He was going to have to make his move as fast as he could before his parents joined them.

“Guys, your flight is in five hours,” he heard his mother shout from downstairs.

Time seemed to fly by and before he knew it they were sitting in the departure lounge at Hartsfield-Jackson, waiting to board their flight. The flight to Myrtle Beach Airport took a little over an hour.

Taylor wore high-heeled sandals and dangled them the whole flight from her dainty toes. He’d tried to make small talk, but she’d rebuffed him saying that she had to watch a movie for a friend. He’d thought that strange and then been shocked that what glances he could steal of the movie all seemed to be scenes of people fucking. But mostly she kept the phone angled away from him. Frank ended up staring at her wiggling toes and trying to keep his erection from getting him kicked off the flight.

When they finally got off the plane Taylor kept her eyes glued to her phone while they walked to the baggage claim. She took a second to say, “Could you get my bags?” Then she returned all her focus to her phone as she got a call. While Taylor laughed into her phone about something, Frank found and retrieved her hot pink luggage. Then he ordered an Uber to take them to the house. They got to the house just as the sun was setting over the ocean. He checked his iWatch and saw that it was almost nine in the evening.

“I’m fucking tired!” Taylor said as he pulled their bags out of the trunk.

“I’d take the stuff in, don’t worry.” He grabbed her luggage and put it on the porch before reaching in his pocket for the keys to the house. He opened the doors, switched on the lights and said, “The rooms are upstairs, you can pick any one you like.” Of course his room was the one with the huge surfboard on the wall. He didn’t think she’d take that one because it was painted blue while the other rooms were more neutral beige.

Taylor pushed past him even before he finished his sentence. He stared at her lovely feet as they took her up the staircase. Frank placed her bags on the floor in the sitting room and went back outside to carry his luggage. He was tired and hungry too and he knew the refrigerator was most likely empty. Checking it out, he found out that he was right. He decided to also go up to his usual room get some rest.

When he opened the door to his room he saw a sight on his bed that stirred the most animalistic desires inside of him and he stared motionless for almost half a minute. Taylor lay topless on his bed, her eyes closed in what seemed like very deep sleep as the top and jeans she had worn for the trip lay scattered on the floor. Starting at her bare legs he noticed for the first time how slender and long they were, perfectly parallel to each other as they met at her crotch which was seductively covered by pink net panties which barely hid the magnificent slit beneath them. Her breasts fell apart from each other, each one falling like ripened fruit from the respective sides of her chest on which they sat and he realized just how large and full her melons were. She lay still as the bright light in the room focused on her salacious frame. Frank experienced what was undoubtedly the quickest erection of his life.

He almost pulled his pants down to stroke the rigidity out of his pulsating erection but he feared that she might wake up to see him perversely pleasuring himself to her almost naked and unconscious body. As he battled with the urge to jerk himself right there, a sick and ingenious idea popped into his head. He could take pictures of her body and use it to jack off whenever he wanted. He put his hands in his pocket but could not feel his phone. He must have left it down in the sitting room. Fuck!

Frank tiptoed out of the room and left the door ajar, rushing down the staircase to the living room. He didn’t find his phone in the after searching frantically.

Remembering that he had briefly gone into the kitchen when he felt the hunger pangs in his stomach earlier in the evening, he ran there to check. On the counter lay his phone.

Frank jogged back up the staircase and was shocked to see the door to Taylor’s room shut tight. Frank was sure he left it open. Could it be the wind? He was determined to take a picture of the beautiful sight behind the door and he placed his hand softly on the handle and twisted it. To his horror the door was locked. There was only one explanation. Taylor had woken up and locked it herself. Or worse, maybe she was not asleep the entire time. Maybe she had been secretly watching him as he stood in the room for almost a minute, hungrily eating up her nakedness with his predatory eyes.

Oh God! He thought. Now he was grateful he exercised restraint.

He tip-toed to another room and lay in the darkness, dreading the awkward confrontation that he was sure was going to take place tomorrow. Was she going to shout at him? Or was she going to pretend like she had not seen him?

Or would she sneak up on him and kick him in the balls? Frank realized if she did that, he would totally deserve it.

He closed his eyes and tried to get some rest but his mind could not stop anticipating the unavoidable events of the next morning. Usually he would have watched a bit of pornography to help him release his anxiety in thick, liquid form but he remembered his resolution and he was determined to stick to it. He eventually drifted off to sleep and when he woke up the sun was already streaming through the blinds he’d left open.

As Frank was brushing his teeth he made up a number of excuses in his head but none seemed to be convincing enough. He finally settled on coming clean and telling her how aroused he was by her. Maybe she’d feel the same way and he would finally get his wish. Before he stepped out of his room he took one final deep breath and prepared himself for the worst. He walked past the room in which she had slept and saw the door open. He did not look into the room but continued on his way downstairs. Her bags were no longer in the living room. Nobody was in the living room, but he could hear noises coming from the kitchen.

When he peeked into the kitchen he saw Taylor scrubbing the sink. She was dressed in black short shorts that showed a little under-cheek and a crop-top sleeveless t-shirt. The get up left her more naked than clothed and Frank’s little dick stirred to life. He was about to run back upstairs in panic when she turned around. She smiled at him and he froze, immediately looking away from her face.

“I woke up early and I decided to do a some cleaning before I head out for a little fun,” she said as she twirled back to continue cleaning the sink. Frank did not respond and his eyes darted around, looking for an object to rest on as he avoided her gorgeous behind, mindful of the shiny backsplash that reflected everything. Hell she could probably see his boner tenting his gym shorts there!

“You wouldn’t believe how tired I was last night,” Taylor continued as she dusted the drawers in the kitchen. Frank fixed his eyes on the floor and still did not respond. “I conked out the moment I landed on the bed and I didn’t wake up till this morning.”

He could not tell if Taylor was lying or not. She sure was explaining allot about her sleeping. Frank was sure she was the one that locked the door. Maybe she did it in her sleep. His dad also did a lot of stuff while sleeping that he could never recall in the morning.

When she stretched to dust the drawers her shorts dropped down her waist, revealing a whale tail of the pink thong from last night underneath.

Frank’s eyes had jumped from the floor and rested on her firm ass cheeks as she stretched. Frank fought a wild impulse to grab her from behind and stick himself in her. Was she trying to tease him? Why would she come down to clean in an almost see through shirt and those to-hot-for-the-club short-shorts?

Frank remembered that he did not buy the condoms yesterday and mumbled “I’ll be back,” before darting upstairs to retrieve his wallet.

Frank bolted out of the house, searching out the nearest store. Once he got back home he was going to plant a wet kiss on her invitingly full lips as he ran his hands down those dirty pink panties and ravaged every inch of her body.

After purchasing his desired items he sprinted back home and was surprised to see Taylor had changed into a sundress and sandals with a cross body bag flung around her shoulders. She was lounging on the front porch sunchair, with her flowery dress hiked up to her thighs.

“I didn’t know you were out,” she said as he got to the door.

“Yeah, I had to buy some things,” he replied, tightening his grip on the bag that contained a few energy drinks and a pack of condoms.

“What’s in the bag?” she asked, smiling knowingly at him as if she already had guessed the answer.

“Just a couple drinks.”

Her smile widened and she said, “Well, I’m heading out.”

She leapt up and then brushed past him, leaving a sweet and earthy scent in his nose. Frank watched her with mixed feelings of confusion and lust as she strutted sensually on the sand, her hips swinging confidently with every step. A few minutes ago he could have sworn that all her actions were her own way of telling him she wanted to be fucked. Now he was going to have to lie around with a severe case of blue balls, waiting impatiently for her return.

He lay on the sofa staring blankly at the television for what seemed like an eternity. He would have loved to get some programming done but he knew that the moment he turned on his laptop he would engage in a jack off session much more intense than anything he had ever done. His phone rang and he picked it up as soon as he heard it, hoping that Taylor’s voice would be on the other end. His plan was to keep her talking long enough for him to have a quick jerk. He was willing to do anything at this point.

“Hey Honey!” It was his mother. His erection quickly shrank.

“Hi Mom.”

“I called you last night but you didn’t pick up,” she said, sounding worried.

“I fell asleep as soon as we arrived.”

“Oh, alright. How was the trip?”

“It was fine.”

“And how’s Taylor?”

“She’s great.” Too great!

“Well, hmm…” he could hear his mother’s voice take the tone she usually used when she was about to break bad news to him.

“What’s the matter?” he asked instinctively.

“You guys might have to be out there alone for a while. That damn virus is getting stronger here and your dad can’t leave work right now. Besides, the government is thinking of putting the state on a lockdown and so we all may be stuck where we are.”

Frank could not believe his luck. He was going to be alone with Taylor in the beach house for an indefinite period. He would not have to rush his plans anymore and he felt a certainty within him that he was surely going to have his way with her.

“Oh, that’s too bad,” he said, feigning concern and disappointment in the most solemn tone his voice could assume.

“Don’t worry honey, I’ll Venmo you lots of money and we’ll try and make it over there the moment we can.”

“Yeah sure send money that will help. Otherwise don’t worry about us. And it’s not wise to take any risk at this point. I think you and dad should stay put, alright?”

“Are you sure?”

“Of course mother. Alright chill Mom, I’d call you later.”

Frank hung up and danced around the house in excitement. He was living the dream. He picked a drink from the refrigerator and played music on the loudest volume as he bounced on the sofa. The door swung open and Taylor stepped in with two other people, a guy and a girl.

They all stared in amusement at Frank and he jumped off the sofa, scrambling to switch off the music.

“I see you’re having your own little party,” Taylor quipped.

“At least you got your pants on,” the other girl scoffed.

He gave the crowd an embarrassed smile. Taylor introduced the strangers as ‘friends’ she just met. They were going to show her around and she had dropped by to pick up some stuff.

Frank followed her up the stairs and told her that his parents were no longer going to be joining them.

Instead of responding in excitement, she said an unenthusiastic “Nice,” before going into her room and emerging moments later holding her sundress and a sun hat in her hands while wearing a blue sports bra and the short-shorts with the thong sticking out from earlier.

She walked past him down the hall and he stared shamelessly at her entire body, thinking of what he would have done if these strangers were not in the house.

Taylor twirled around and asked, “What do you guys think?”

The new kids both nodded and she looked back and saw Frank who had come downstairs with his eyes still fixed on her.

“They’re going to teach me to play volleyball. See you later.” Taylor waved to him as they all walked out the door and disappeared from his view.
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Sniffing Dirty Laundry


Frank decided to take a stroll on the beach too to calm his raging hormones. He went up to change into an armless sun shirt and swim shorts. He spent most of the time on the sand searching for Taylor and her friends and after a few hours with no success he went back to the store and bought some groceries before heading back home. Frank found himself too tired to cook anything and so he made a quick sandwich and devoured it in a few bites, washing it down with a couple glasses of orange juice.

Lying back on the sofa, Frank waited for Taylor to return. As the skies were turning dark he started to get drowsy. He managed to stay awake for a couple minutes more and when she had still not returned he decided to sleep on the couch, taking the risk of leaving the door unlocked.

Frank woke up very early the next morning and the first thing he saw was Taylor’s sun hat on the table in front of him. She must have come in late last night and he was certain that she was asleep upstairs. He went into the kitchen for a cup of orange juice and sat on the counter, planning his agenda for the day. He would have to make his first major move as fast as he could before she disappeared again like yesterday. He was almost done pouring himself another glass of juice when he mistakenly knocked his glass over and its content spilled all over his shorts.

“Damn it!” Frank exclaimed as he pulled his shorts off. He stood in just his boxers in the middle of the kitchen. He didn’t want to waste time showering in case Taylor got up and out while he was in there. But the juice had soaked through his shorts and he didn’t want Taylor wondering why his balls were covered in OJ if she sucked them like he wanted her to. He decided to drop his shorts in the laundry basket and grab a quick shower.

Down in the basement he saw that some clothes were already in the basket. His mother always made sure it was empty before they left the house every summer. On closer inspection he realized that the clothes in the basket were Taylor’s sports bra and thong panties from yesterday. He picked the sports bra and sniffed it.

He shivered as he smelled the sweaty odor emanating from the cloth of her top. Frank imagined her round tits bouncing around in the top as sweat dripped down from her neck into her cleavage. In the volleyball game, her heavenly flesh must have rubbed aggressively against the top as both her full tits jammed each other. He could feel himself getting hard. Frank rubbed the piece of cloth all over his face. He then lowered it to his groin and rubbed it against his shorts as his dick continued to grow.

Frank stared at the panties as he rubbed Taylor’s sports bra against his rising cock. He closed his eyes, imagining Taylor rubbing her soft tits all over him. He opened his eyes and picked up the panties, shuffling them in his hands. Frank practiced how he would play with her cunt when he finally had her moist flesh beneath his fingers. To his nose he raised the thong, sniffing softly, each whiff giving him a clearer picture of how she would taste when he finally got the opportunity to stick his tongue into her beautiful pinkness.

When he was fully erect, he hung Taylor’s sports bra on his rigid pole and covered his entire face with her panties, pressing them hard against his cheeks with both hands. He then took the deepest breath of his life, inhaling Taylor’s full essence into his body until his brain could discern every single note or her scent and he held his breath firmly in his lungs. He stayed still as the stench coursed through his veins and his cock pumped like a hose, getting harder with each second he held her smell in his body. He could feel his lungs fighting for freedom but he held his breath with the stamina of a professional swimmer. Frank was determined to choke, even to death, on the sweaty, nasty smell that her bare cunt and ass had left in her panties.

When he finally exhaled, he tasted her as the hot smell ran up his windpipe and nestled in his throat before exiting violently through his nostrils. Frank turned the panties inside out so that he could rub his face with the exact surface on which her cunt and ass had smeared gallons of sweat secreted from her body jumping around in the sun yesterday. Her delicate panties he wore on his face to free his hands. Frank tied Taylor’s sports bra tightly around the base of his cock. He rubbed the panties around his face with his right hand as he stroked himself with his left.

Frank was getting hornier by the second. He was seized by a strange urge to lick Taylor’s panties. He removed them from his head and brought the delicacy to his mouth before extending his tongue and flicking it gently. Frank darted his tongue against this damp morsel of cloth that had very recently been in direct contact with Taylor’s sweet cunt. The taste was very different from the smell, but both were similarly dirty and filthy. He loved it. He stroked himself faster, the grip of the sports bra’s elastic on the base of his cock providing a kinky sensation that he never knew he would enjoy. He licked the crotch of Taylor’s panties harder now, digging his tongue into the cotton until it was dripping with his saliva. He ran his tongue through every inch until he came to a bright yellow stain.

He sniffed the stain and an acidic sting went straight to his brain with the strength of a narcotic. It was dried urine, and Frank felt a sudden sick urge to lap it up. He sucked the stained part of Taylor’s panties into his mouth in one thirsty slurp and the salty taste overpowered his entire oral cavity. Taylor’s strong scent affected him like a narcotic; his eyes widened and his cock hardened till he could feel every single blood-gorged vein along his rock hard shaft. Frank stroked and stroked, trying to bring himself to climax as he held Taylor’s panties in his mouth by sucking in the dirty crotch. Frank closed his eyes to conjure images of a mostly naked Taylor from the night they had arrived in Myrtle Beach.

Frank kept sucking on the stained panties until the stale smell had been diluted with the smell of his saliva. When he released the thong from his mouth the stain was gone. He had licked it clean. He squeezed the thong and opened his mouth wide before shoving it in its entirety into his throat. He gagged on Taylor’s nastiness until streams of tears began to fall from his eyes. He felt his balls tighten as they prepared to shoot rivers of cum out of his cock.

His cock began pulsating uncontrollably when sudden a sharp painful force attacked his groin. Frank quickly reached for the sports bra fastened to the base of his cock and yanked it off. The tight elastic had been choking off his cum. Immediately, his thick white liquid spurted carelessly through the length of his cock and shot out like hot lava from a volcano. Frank’s legs trembled and he dropped on one knee as the remaining cum struggled lazily out of his cock. He pulled the thong from his mouth and inhaled deeply, Taylor’s taste radiating all through his respiratory tract. He maintained his position for a while, breathing heavily as he rested against the washing machine, sapped of all his energy and strength.
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Party Girl


Frank cleaned himself up in the laundry sink, and sneaked back upstairs, hoping Taylor was not yet up. The living room was still empty and he darted upstairs to his room to shower.

When he came back down there was Taylor having breakfast in the kitchen and scrolling through her phone. She was in another sundress, this one yellow and much shorter and more revealing than the one she wore yesterday. Her legs were spread apart, exposing the green silk panties she wore underneath. He took a mental picture as fast as he could before looking up at her face.

Taylor raised her head and nodded at him before turning her attention back to her phone. He lay down on the sofa and watched her as she filled her mouth with cereal and methodlically chewed. Frank wondered how the panties she had on right now smelled.

Taylor finished her meal and said a loud “Bu—Bye,” then exited the house.

Frank was alone again and he relaxed on the sofa as he tried to recall the sweet filthy smell of her underwear. He took a short nap and when he woke he had the strength and drive to program. He grabbed his computer and got some work done on his AI sex chatbot program before going for another walk on the beach.

When he returned he watched some television and made lunch. As evening was approaching Taylor busted back in the door, flashing him a quick smile before running up into her room. In a few minutes she came downstairs holding some clothes and went straight into the laundry room down in the basement.

When Taylor returned she ate some takeout she’d brought home and then went back up to her room, with barely a glance at poor Frank.

He waited for a few minutes before sneaking into the basement. His heart and cock were beating together in lustful anticipation and he wondered what mysterious smells her new deposits might hold in store for him. He opened the laundry basket to find only his juice stained shorts and he felt a great disappointment. He would have to wait till tomorrow.

The next few days passed slowly and they all felt similar. Frank spent most of his time lazying around and programming his chatbot while Taylor explored the beach in tempting clothing. The bitch barely said a word to him, spending her time at home either on her phone or up in her room. Pretty much she looked hot and ignored him. When he asked her questions, she gave in one word answers and went back to her phone. Apparently many of her friends were also ‘isolating’ at the beach, although the state had closed all the public beaches and officially nobody was actually supposed to be out on the sand.

But worst of all, he always found the laundry basket empty whenever he checked. What she was doing with her dirty clothes, he had no idea.

One evening Taylor told him that she was going to a party at a house down the beach. The party had been hyped all over the beach throughout the week and it was surely going to be the party of the the pandemic break. Taylor left early in the night in a slutty short green dress that her black thong showed right through, and Frank knew for sure that all the boys at the party were going to be all over her. Frank knew that his mind would not be able to think of anything else throughout the night and he decided to also go to the party to monitor her.

The party was already in full flow when he arrived and he was sure he could count at least two hundred people there. The whole place was packed and there was a poignant stench of alcohol and pot smoke. Most people stood around drinking and talking but the music was so loud that Frank wondered how they were able to hear each other’s words. He scanned the party for Taylor and eventually found her in the middle of a crowd of guys. They were paying attention to her, making sure her glass was never empty and sneaking their hands to explore various parts of her body. Frank watched silently as she interacted freely with these strangers, wondering why she didn’t give him much attention at home.

Later on some of the guys left, leaving her with only three of them. They could all pass for bodybuilders and she flirted with each of the hunks, sitting on the blond one’s lap as she playfully batted at the wandering hands of another dark-haired guy and focused her eyes on the chocolate face of the last one. Frank couldn’t hear their conversation but he could tell that it was sprinkled with a lot of dirty topics because she began kissing the black guy as she rubbed the crotch of the blond. A small crowd began to form again, cheering her on. Frank tried to intervene but the crowd would not let him through.

“That’s my friend,” he yelled, but everyone just laughed. Frank left the party before the scene escalated further.

At home, he lay on the sofa and waited eagerly for her to return. He knew she would be severely inebriated and he was going to use the opportunity to his advantage. Tonight he was going to make his move and he did not care about the consequence. He took off his clothes and sat stark naked on the couch, planning to stun her with the element of surprise. He waited in vain as Taylor did not return home that night. By the time it was three in the morning Frank had dosed off naked on the couch with the door to the house unlocked.

As soon as he woke up he hauled on his shorts and ran up to Taylor’s room. He did not receive an answer when he knocked and so he opened the door to find it empty.

Thank God, he thought. It was such a stupid idea to wait naked for her.
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Taylor Busts His Nuts Again


Frank wondered where Taylor had slept that night. Maybe with her friends from the other day, or maybe even at the house where the party took place. He knew the answer was most probably with one or all of those hunky guys from the party but he blocked that idea from his mind. He waited throughout the day for her to return but there was still no sign of her when he went to bed at night. He was also extra worried because the virus had begun spreading so much that the government had ordered a national lockdown to begin in two days.

When he woke up the next day and found Taylor’s room still empty he called her phone. It was switched off. He decided to go for a walk on the beach to calm himself. If he returned and she still hadn’t come home he was going to call his mother. When he returned she still wasn’t back and he decided to take a shower before he called his mother. He went into the shower but the water was out.

“Fuck!” Frank screamed. There was no way he could get someone to fix it now as the virus had forced most of the businesses around the beach to close up. Frank went back down to the kitchen to have a drink before he called his mom.

Frank picked up his phone and was about to dial his mother when the door flung open and Taylor brushed past him, barefooted. She reeked of alcohol and sweat and she did not even look at him as she made her way upstairs. She came back down and took some clothes to the basement before going straight back up. He heard the lock of her door click and he waited for a few minutes before he sprinting down to the laundry.

When he looked into the basket his eyes widened in disbelief at its fresh content. He could not believe his luck. A cotton panty sat in the basket and he slowly picked it up. One could only guess that its natural color was white as it was stained all over. She must have been wearing it since the evening of the party. He could make out a great big yellow stain on the front and dots of brown stains at the back. He closed his eyes and kissed the stains first. Taylor’s panties smelled so bad that the stench attacked his nostrils even before he held it to his nose. Frank inhaled as he kissed it and his cock began to rise in his shorts. He pulled them down so that his dick had the freedom to stand erect and he continued to caress the dirty underwear with his tongue.

The acidic taste of the urine stain reminded him of the first day he fooled around with her underwear, but when he tasted the brown stain at the back a stronger wave of arousal coursed through his body and his cock reached its full erectile capacity. So this is what her ass tastes like, he thought to himself as he spat on his hand and rubbed his cock.

Frank patted his face with the panties and covered both nostrils, attempting to fill his lungs with this dirty smell. He closed his eyes and imagined himself burying his face between her legs and sniffing her cunt as she screamed in pleasure.

At that moment an actual scream shook the walls of the room, but it was not a scream of pleasure.

“What the fuck are you doing!” Taylor yelled. His heart suddenly shot way past the speed limit. Frank opened his eyes in panic and saw Taylor holding a basket full of more dirty laundry, standing at the door to the basement and staring in disbelief as her underwear hung from his nostrils and his hand gripped his cock. Frank stood frozen to the spot and he blinked his eyes continuously, trying to establish if this was one of his fantasies or if it was really happening. A quick flash from Taylor’s phone brought him out of his trance.

“You fucking pervert!” she screamed. “Is this what you do? You sick little fuck!”

Frank just stared at her like an idiot. She was dressed in a long t-shirt that said ‘Myrtle Beach’ in blue letters, and as far as Frank could tell, nothing else.

Frank felt her feet pounding the floor as she stomped his way.

“Weirdo!” Taylor shouted as she kicked him right in the scrotum. He immediately fell to the ground as a confusingly painful-yet-pleasurable sensation ran from his balls up to his stomach. He grabbed his nuts as his cock shook uncontrollably. A nauseating pain shot from his crotch to his belly and suddenly he was back rolling on the floor just like that summer all those years ago in the pool-house.

“Please Taylor!” he managed to cry out. “Please forgive me! I don’t know what came over me.”

“I’ve always known you were a weirdo,” She said. Her voice took on a dark and eerie tone.

He looked up at her and saw a sinister smile form on her face.

“You like dirty stuff right? Well, you’re going to kiss my dirty, stinking feet.”

He gave her a sheepish look as she wriggled her toes in his face.

“I said kiss them!” she commanded. “Again,” she giggled.

“What do you mean, ‘again’,” Frank implored. She couldn’t be talking about the pool-house? He hadn’t really kissed them then, had he? The memories of that long past day rushed back. Frank realized that he’d seen his past interactions with Taylor through rose colored glasses, forgetting her abusive behavior. Yes, now he remembered she had made him kiss and lick her feet that day. For over an hour, she’d threatened him with another kick to the balls if he didn’t clean every speck of dirt off her feet and even scrape her heel with his teeth. Only the fact that her parents left the next day kept her from doing it again that summer.

“Again, Frank, just like before. Did you forget about me?”

Today, her feet were sandy and stained from her barefoot adventures and by the stubble on her legs she had not showered since the night of the party.

Taylor raised her right foot and wiggled it standing on one leg. “How could you forget these beautiful feet?”

Frank’s memories came rushing back. Of course he had kissed her feet that day so long ago, and he would kiss them again today.

He closed his eyes and pecked each foot with his lips.

“I saw you watching me at the party. You must have seen how I made out with those studs I was with.” Taylor shoved her toes into his trembling lips. “Now kiss my feet like that.”

He kissed them harder now as sand and mud from her feet stained his lips. The dirt felt scratchy on his tongue.

“I know you have been wondering where I was. Well I went home with two of those guys from the party and they fucked me like a cheap whore. They fucked me all night and I let them cum in me multiple times since I’m on the pill. I’m sure you must have licked some of their sweet cum off my panties, you perv.”

Frank lay still on the ground, his lips still exploring her feet. Her toes tasted of salt and grains of sand, and other exotic flavors he was not going to think about right now.

“Well me getting fucked by strangers seems to have got you more interested in my feet.” Taylor sighed. “I do love having my feet worshipped.”

The idea that he was pleasing her with his fervent kisses and licks sent a rush of blood to Frank’s cock. He was glad his parts still had some life after the severe kick Taylor had just delivered.

“I see someone else likes when you kiss my dirty feet, that’s a very good boy.”

For some reason her praise washed over Frank in a wave of pleasure. He wanted to be her good boy, even if it meant groveling on the floor at her feet licking sand and dirt.

Taylor nodded at her panties laying on the floor where he’d dropped them. “Those look pretty clean. I thought I’d have to throw them in the trash after what I did in them the past few nights,” Taylor giggled. “Which of my stains did you like the most? The yellow or the brown?”

Frank didn’t respond and she hauled her foot from his mouth and kicked him hard in the balls again. He writhed in pain on the floor, moaning.

“Oh I love it when you moan in pain,” Taylor laughed.

“Get on your knees. I want to kick you in the balls some more.”

As she said this Frank shook his head violently, still rolling on the floor in pain.

“On your knees! Or I will send your pictures to everybody on my contact list. Would you like that, Frank?” Taylor held her phone so he could see the screen, and the picture of him with his wide eyes staring through the leg-holes of her stained white panties with the crotch sucked deep in his mouth.

Knowing he had no choice Frank slowly got up to his knees. Before he could kneel steadily he received another kick in his tender nuts. This kick slammed into his right ball more than his left and a heart-stopping pang of pain shot through his whole body.

“Aiiyee!” Frank cried. Again the nauseating wave of sensation rose up from his sore nut sack into his already aching belly. He fell to the ground again as Taylor landed yet another barefoot kick on his scrotum.

“Ayeeeyiyi,” Frank wailed.

“Yeah, baby, squeal like a pig,” Taylor cooed. “I love to hear your screams,” Taylor said in a dark and throaty voice.

Frank’s world was a wave after wave of pain, but he loved to hear that tone in her voice. She had spoken like that way back when she first kicked in and the memories came rushing back. It was like Frank had imprinted on her sadism back then and now her voice and her kicks brought out a primal and primitive need for more.

And more Taylor delivered. On her next kick he felt her bare toenails dig into to his sensitive skin. He screamed in pain as his balls jumped around in his sack. Even with all the pain, Frank could feel his erection getting harder.

“Please Taylor! Please stop!” he begged. But he could hear his voice lacked conviction. Somehow the nauseating ache was becoming something he craved, maybe because it came right after the sharp pain of each kick, his body was reacting to the ache as soothing.

“If you want me to stop you’d have to lick my feet a fuck ton more.” She laughed, “And anything else I tell you to do, OK?”

“Y—yes, Taylor,” Frank croaked. “I’ll do whatever you say,” he moaned. He actually didn’t need her to stop kicking him now, the sharp pains had dulled and his boner raged harder on every shot. But a dark part of him wanted to find out what she had in store for him next.

Taylor grabbed him by the neck and pushed him toward the stairs. “Come on, let’s go up to the living room where it’s not so nasty!” She walked behind him and swatted his naked ass as he walked up the stairs.

“Ow, ow, Taylor please stop,” Frank whined.

“Ha,” she exulted. “I’ll stop when I’ve decided you’ve suffered for me enough!” When they got to the top of the stairs Taylor said, “Now turn around, let me see how terribly I’m treating you!”

“Huh?” Frank grunted but he turned around as ordered. Something about this new side of Taylor made him need to obey her.

Taylor stretched out her finger and flicked the end of Frank’s rigid cock. “Looks like little Frankie likes what I’m doing to to you.”

Frank stared down at his solid rod. He had to admit that the pain and humiliation Taylor was handing out to him made him horny as all hell. He wanted more of Taylor’s attention, even if it hurt. And his raging boner was testimony to his new addiction. But one thing bothered him.

“It’s not really that little, is it?”

He suspected it was, from the pornos he’d watched, most guys had much bigger dicks.

“Fuck it’s pretty small. Not abnormal, but really not worth my time,” Taylor reached under her shirt and rubbed her crotch.“It’s not anything I’d want anywhere near my pussy, that would be boring.”

She brought a cunt-juice soaked finger to Frank’s lips. “Taste,” She ordered.

Frank was hurt to hear his cock was small, but even that hurt was mitigated by the fact that Taylor was there, in front of him her lovely apple tits bouncing freely under her thin shirt, feeding him her pussy juice. He obediently opened his mouth and she shoved her soaked with old-piss and cum finger into his willing pie-hole.

“Clean it.” Taylor licked her lips. “I love it when you obey my orders,” she grinned. “Even though your little dick is too small to bother with fucking, I can find other uses for you.” She pushed him toward the living room. “Like now, my feet are still dirty and I need them thoroughly cleaned.”

Taylor sat comfortably on a chair as Frank knelt before her. She then extended her left foot and raised her brow at him. “Now lick.”

Frank reluctantly dropped his face to the floor and stuck his tongue from his mouth like a dog. He licked the foot he hadn’t touched in the basement. Taylor’s left foot was just as dirty and stinky as her right one, and again Frank felt the sand and mud rub off on his tongue and slide down his throat. He licked between her toes and found extra sand and dirt secreted there.

“Mmm, yeah, I like that,” Taylor sighed. She leaned back and toyed with her breasts under the blue lettering of her shirt. Frank’s hard dickhead rubbed on the living room carpet as he groveled before her. He gently took her other foot and tongued the sand from her toes there too.

“Mmm, good boy, very good boy, get them totally clean,” Taylor purred. Glancing up through lashes stuck together with his dried tears, Frank saw that Taylor had let her hand drift from her breast down to the heavenly valley between her legs. Her fingers were dancing there in time to his licks. On impulse Frank took her big toe into his mouth and sucked it like a tiny cock.

“Oh, yes, do that boy, very good.” Taylor giggled, “With that little dick of yours this is the kind of thing you’ll need to learn to keep a woman interested.”

Frank bent his head to his task with renewed motivation. He sucked all her toes in turn, and loved to feel her tiny baby toes in his mouth the best. If he could keep Taylor interested maybe she’d kick him less and let him lick more.

Finally with his tongue and lips sore from exertion, Frank came up for air and stared longingly up at his Goddess.

“Done boy? Are you sure they’re perfectly clean?” Taylor said with arched brows. “I will kick you some more if there is any dirt.” She giggled and continued, “In fact I’m going to kick you anyways, it’s really fun. But I will kick you much harder if you don’t do as I say.”

“Let me check,” Frank said. He bent his head back to licking her feet again and she enjoyed the feel of his tongue so much that she told him to keep licking up towards her waist. She guided his face till he was licking her thighs and then she pulled up her shirt reveal her clean-shaven pussy underneath. Or it had been shaven smooth at some point in the past. Now it was covered with fine stubble that burned his lips like fine sandpaper.

“Stop,” Taylor cried and yanked his head back by his hair. “Smell it” she said as she released her grip on his head.

He gravitated slowly towards her pink folds. Frank smelled the stale stench of a mixture of sweat, piss, and cum even before he reached it. He took loud sniffs of her cunt and she stroked his rock hard cock with her toes, telling him that he had no other choice but to enjoy her stench.

“Now lick me,” he heard her say. Up close Frank could see her juices running out between her reddened pussy lips. Probably she was red from all the cocks that had just been in there. Last week, that might have disgusted Frank. But now whether it was the pain in his balls or some addictive drug she secreted in her pee, she intrigued him and he wanted to learn more about what she had done. And the only way to learn anything about her past was to suck and taste her now. But the smell of old cum and piss coming from her glistening tunnel was still overwhelming. Frank pulled his head backward and gagged at the thought of inserting his tongue in Taylor’s oozing tunnel.

She stroked his cock harder with her toes. The more she stroked the better she smelled, and he got so aroused that he could no longer resist.

Taylor didn’t give him a choice to make his own decision, though. No, she grabbed his face and buried it in her filthy cunt, forcing him to lick her slit. “Stop waffling and get your tongue in their boy,” she growled. Taylor rocked her hips against his face as he buried his tongue deep in the gutter between her legs.

“Clean me totally you sicko!” Taylor screamed as she rode his face. He rotated his tongue inside her as he introduced his spit into her cunt, cleaning her as well as he could. His taste buds were being assaulted with various foul tastes at once but for some reason he swallowed profusely as he licked her.
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Frank Makes A Hard Choice


“My asshole is pretty filthy too, you know. I’m sure you can smell it from my cunt.”

Frank had been perceiving the most disconcerting smell of his life as he licked her but he was sure it was not emanating from her pussy.

“Those guys tore my ass open after the party. They enjoyed fucking my brown hole so much that they each came multiple times in there. And now I want to piss and shit before I bathe but there’s no water in the fucking toilet or in the shower. I’m so filthy Frank, I need a shower bad.”

She pulled his head from her cunt in one quick yank and looked him in his eyes. “Since you like the smell and taste of my waste so much and you broke the plumbing, you’re going to have to serve as my toilet.”

“I didn’t…” Frank began to say but then held back his words. Did it matter why the water was out? Here he was getting what he’d dreamed of when sucking her panties clean. As long as the water was out he’d have a perfect excuse to serve her in any way she wanted. But could he really handle sucking the cum and everything else from her ass? He needed time to think about that.

Frank broke away from her grip and crawled swiftly away, his balls dangling as his hips moved. Taylor swung her feet and struck them as hard as she could, causing Frank to collapse on the floor screaming at the top of his lungs.

“You’re being a bad boy.” Taylor kicked him again. Frank’s softened balls flattened against the unyielding living room floor, send a shocking pain up through his spine. “Now I’m going to kick you some more for resisting, but I don’t want to chase you, Frankie-boy.”

“P-please Taylor, go easy on me,” Frank begged.

“Easy,” she shrieked, drawing her foot back and slamming his balls to the floor. “You need to learn to do what I say when I say it, then I’ll go easy,” she smirked. “Now get up on your knees and beg me to kick your balls, or I’ll just grind them into the floor until they pop!”

With shaking legs, Frank did as she told him to do. Taylor slapped his legs with her foot. “Spread,” she ordered.

Shuddering, Frank spread his legs, giving her easy access to his nuts.

“Well,” Taylor growled.

Frank realized she was waiting for him to beg her. He knew it wouldn’t do any good to waffle about it.

“Please, Taylor, kick me, kick me until you’re done!” Frank wailed.

Bam! Taylor wasted no time and slammed her foot home. The sound of his nuts getting whacked echoed off the beach house walls. The foot that he had lovingly licked clean now smashed again and again into his poor balls as he wailed and gibbered in pain.

“Oh Frank, making you scream is so much fun, I could just kick you until your poor nuts fall right off,” Taylor giggled. “But my ass still needs cleaned and it’s starting to itch,” Taylor whined.

Frank knew he had to give in.

“Ok, Ok Taylor, I’ll be your toilet! I’ll suck down your waste!” As he listened to the words escape from his lips he realized how much weirder than him she was. She had started this all years ago when she kicked him and made him lick her feet. Now he was here begging to be her toilet. No, maybe she wasn’t weird, maybe he wasn’t either. Maybe they were just peas in a pod that had been separated by the world and now had luckily found each other again.

Taylor was not having such philosophical thoughts. She was drunk on her power over poor little rich-boy Frank and wanted to see how far down the rabbit hole he would go for her.

“Let’s go up to my bedroom where I can be more comfortable,” she growled.

Of course it had used to be Frank’s bedroom, but he realized now that everything that had been his was going to be her’s, and that was just how life was going to be.

Taylor grabbed some beach towels from her bed and placed them on the floor. “Lay these out and put your head on them,” Taylor ordered. Frank scooted around and got the towels spread out beneath his head.

Taylor then squatted over him and took his swollen cockles in her hand.

“Open wide!” she commanded. Frank’s mouth flew open and she poised her naked pussy over it. The light glistened off her damp stubble. Taylor crouched in what looked like a yoga pose, her wide legs stretched her pussy lips apart so that her pee came down in a solid stream.

“If you waste a single drop I will pop your balls,” she squeezed twice as she said this, causing Frank to writhe in pain.

Frank closed his eyes as his mouth filled with her hot stinking piss and he held it in his mouth as he gagged. There was no way he could swallow so much at once.

Taylor seemed very practiced as she was able to stop her stream to give Frank time to swallow. But a few drops did escape as he tried to choke down her salty piss.

“Aieee,” Frank screamed as Taylor clamped her hands down on his aching nuts.

“Swallow it all, Boy!” Taylor squeezed his balls as hard as she could. He tried to scream in pain but that just let some of her salty piss to escape into his throat. He began to choke but tried his best not to spill any of it for fear of losing his gonads.

Frank swallowed the mouthful down. It wasn’t really that bad. Her piss tasted strong like salty tea but it was more the fear of having his mouth fill up faster than he could swallow that made swallowing difficult. It was like the water-boarding he and his friends had experimented with, that panic of having fluid pouring into your mouth. But when she stopped her stream it gave him time to get her hot piss down. Her nails in his balls reminded him to open his mouth wide as soon as he’d swallowed.

“Here comes more,” Taylor giggled. She deposited another batch of golden liquor in his mouth. Instead of hurting his balls, this time she stroked his raging cock and he swallowed easily this time, enjoying the pleasurable touch of her fingers on his cock.

“I’m going to train you to love it, Frank. You’re going to become my perfect toilet boy!”

Taylor began rubbing her clit as she stroked him.

“Those other boys had big dicks and fucked me all night, but they would never do this for me, Frank.” Taylor stroked her nubby between streams of pee. “I love getting fucked, but for some reason nothing is better than having a slave be my toilet. It’s the ultimate submission and it makes me hornier than a room full of straight guys who haven’t come in a month!”

“Gug gug,” Frank moaned in agreement, as much as he could communicate with his mouth full of her golden nectar. Taylor shivered on his tongue as he licked her and in a few moments she came all over his mouth, still rubbing her clit.

“Oh, oh, such a good boy,” she moaned wildly as she came, filling his mouth this time with a different liquid. She stopped stroking his cock and grabbed his balls again. “Swallow it all!”

Frank closed his eyes and let all her juices down his throat in one quick gulp.

She then moved her hips slightly so that her asshole was now above his mouth. The smell was more pronounced now and he had to hold back his urge vomit.

“Stick your pig nose in my asshole, smell what’s coming!” Taylor commanded. Her fingers danced on his happy cock, giving Frank all the willingness he needed for what was happening next. Her asshole smelled hot and warm, like a nice stew was cooking in there.

Though it was so gross to be sticking his nose where her fudge came out, the smell was actually delicious and Frank found himself shocked that he wanted to taste whatever smelled that good.

“Lick it,” Taylor growled.

Crumbly brown gook rubbed off on his tongue, tasting like bitter clay. Frank realized that was old chocolate from her not wiping so well after the party. He could also smell old cum and he saw a creamy white liquid leaking from her wrinkled hole.

“Can you see their cum?” she asked him, “I can feel it leaking out my ass. Lick it up!”

Frank held his lips together and held his breath. This was too far. When she didn’t feel his tongue in her ass she began stroking his cock and kneading his balls, making him as horny as possible. Unable to fight his urges, his tongue protruded from his lips and he gave her ass a hard lick.

Taylor shivered as she felt his warm tongue in her asshole and she stroked harder. He enjoyed the terrible taste and he swiveled his tongue around her taut hole, giving her so much pleasure that she began rubbing herself again. He stuck his tongue in her ass and she came immediately all over his chin.

Taylor pulled him from her ass. “Wack that little dick, Frank,” Taylor laughed. He played with himself as he sniffed her asshole which still hung ominously over his face.

“God, what a loser you are, don’t touch your own winkie, Frankie!” Taylor growled.

Blood rushing to his face. “Bu…” He started to say she told him too, but luckily he realized that would probably get his his balls crushed to bloody pulp, so he bit his tongue instead and then Frank let go of his straining rod.

“Good boy, I can do that.” The most wonderful sensation rocked through Frank’s body. He cast his eyes down to the feeling’s source and was amazed to see Taylor’s delicate fingers rubbing gently on the mushroom tip of his rigid cock.

She’s touching me, Frank thought. And not hitting me! Her fingers felt so good Frank drifted into a dream state where everything was OK. Even Taylor’s cum dripping asshole hovering just above his face was just alright with him. Actually, her dirty hole looked very nice while she played with his cock. If this is what he had to do to have her touch him, maybe it was all worth it.

Without any warning, Taylor let out a loud fart and he saw her asshole vibrate as the strong-scented wind escaped. Her gas went straight into his nose and up his brain and he could feel himself about to cum.

“Oh look how hard my farts make you, Frankie.” Frank had to admit his dick was raging to cum. Was it her fingers or her smells? Maybe it was both. One thing he did know is that he didn’t want her to ever stop.

Taylor farted again, this time less loudly but with much more stink than the first one and she stroked him so hard Frank thought he was trying to detach his cock from his body. As he was about to explode, she suddenly stood up, denying him of her disgusting yet delightful smell. Of course he also lost the wonderful feel of her fingers on his cock. He needed her ass in his face before he could cum.

Taylor grabbed the towel from underneath his head and squatted over it. Staring him straight in the face, she let a large mass of nasty fudge drop from her asshole and she groaned in satisfaction. It stank so bad that that the terrible smell overpowered the whole room in a few seconds.

“With this fucking pandemic you’re never going to get the plumbing fixed, so I’m going to train you to be my full toilet.” As she said this she stood and squatted over Frank’s face, descending rapidly into his mouth as she spread her ass cheeks to reveal her newly soiled asshole.

“I never use toilet paper, anyway, it gives me a rash. That’s why I took this room because the toilet has a bidet,” Taylor laughed. Her face got very sad, “But now the bidet’s broken too, and it’s all your fault. Be my bidet, Frank, will you?” Taylor purred.

There was nothing Frank could say to that, certainly not ‘no’, so he just did as he knew he was supposed to, and licked the sweet hot fudge from her winking hole.

When Taylor felt his tongue go to work she began to twerk on his face, making sure his tongue cleaned every single stain on her hole. By the time Frank was done cleaning, her asshole was a sparkling pink while his tongue had brown stains all over.

“Now I want you to cum,” she said. “But my arm is tired from all the cocks I wanked last night,” she giggled. “So I guess you’ll have to serve yourself after all, Little Frankie,” she laughed as she placed his hand back on his cock.

Frank had learned not to argue with her. He stroked harder this time, determined to explode before she took away her filthy smell from him. Taylor continued twerking, slamming her ass on his nose and mouth and she saw his cock begin to pulsate. Despite all the indignities of the day, Frank felt the strongest orgasm he’d ever had building inside him. His whole body shook at the waves of pleasure washed over him. Frank’s legs shook as cum flew out of the slit on his cock and splashed all over his belly and chest.

Frank was breathing heavily now, his post-nut clarity revealing the absurdity of his current position. Taylor’s asshole ground on his face as the strong, disgusting smell of feces radiated around the room.

What the fuck was going on? As these thoughts ran through his mind Taylor began kneading his balls. She scooped his cum from his groin and held her hands above his mouth.

“Now, it’s time to taste yourself.”

Frank did not want to swallow his own cum, but he knew that she would kick him in his balls if he resisted and he was very sensitive down there now that he just cum. He opened up slowly and closed his eyes as his thick and cold fluids nestled on his tongue, swimming swiftly down his throat. He gagged and tried to close his mouth but she shoved her fingers between his lips and made sure he licked up every single drop.

Taylor stood up and sighed, “I’m tired. I just want to shower and sleep. But there’s still no water. So go brush your teeth with the bottled water in the fridge.” She lay her tanned body back on the bed. “Then come back up here and lick me all over until I fall asleep.”

She looked down and smiled at him, “Oh, and I heard that everyone that attended the party the other day has to quarantine for two weeks.” Taylor flounced her hair. “They’re fucking arresting people, can you believe it?” She trailed her hand through the cum on his chest and then brought it to his lips. Frank obediently sucked her finger clean.

“Good boy. So we’re going to have to stay indoors for awhile. It’s not going to be pleasant since there’s no water and we’re out of toilet paper.” Taylor giggled in her sweet, musical way.

“So clean my shit up before you go to look for water. You’re going to have to eat it up since the garbage guys won’t be available.”

Frank looked up in disbelief and she laughed even harder. “Come on, Frank, you have nothing to be worried about. You’re a guy. You can use the bushes. But a lady like me can’t, so you’ll have to drink all my pee and eat all my shit while we’re in this fucking quarantine.” She continued laughing as she walked out of the room.

Frank got back on his knees and stared in bewilderment at the long solid log on the towel and his cock began to harden between his legs. He stood up and left the room, making his way to the kitchen to brush his teeth and get a fork.
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If you like this book, you will love the sweet and scary Mistress Octavia Taylor, who can be found at the goddess mistress dot com or on Twitter.

P.S. Comments, feedback, and love/hate mail always welcome! You can contact me at goddessmistresstaylor@gmail.com
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