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1. The Habit of Running: Rough Anal Sex at The Office by Ellie North

When you have a fear of getting hurt, you develop a habit of running away from things you can’t control. But what happens when the thing with the highest risk is the one that can give you the most pleasure? Ali is a secretary in a small law firm, responsible, serious and beautiful, but very reserved and insecure of herself. She spends her days burdening herself with work to keep her mind off of the unhappiness of her life, because even when you have everything lined up just right, life without some excitement is still not a life you want. The safe, plain colored and boring life Ali created for herself is going to change when a splash of excitement refuses to go away without a fight, and the only thing she has to do is stop running away…

If people’s personalities could be described with a single word, mine would be “boring!” That’s what a tattoo all over my forehead, written in bold black would say. That is, if I would ever be brave enough to even get a tattoo.

Looking at my work materials on the desk in front of me, it would probably be just a faded sticker or a stamp, like the one I had in my hand just now, trying to position it correctly on the envelope.  It would not even be in black, not to mention bold. It would probably be more like an understated beige or a light shade of brown, down to earth and boring. Yup, that’s me, brown all the way. I sighed with acceptance as I looked at the crumpled fabric of my skirt on my lap.

When I had finally finished school, I got a job as a secretary in a small law firm. I rented my own apartment and bought a cactus I’ve named Jerry. Adding that to working 9 to 5, and you get a really dandy life on paper. But in reality, I stay at work late, sometimes even until 11 at night. Not that Mr. Sheffield, my boss, ever demanded, but I just don’t have anything better to do at home.

I have a few friends and sometimes I even go out occasionally, but other than that, my social calendar is pretty much empty. Ever since my ex-fiance broke up with me 2 years ago and moved to Europe with a stripper named Sunny, Honey or something like that, I just locked myself away from the world. Jerry—the ex, not the cactus—was decent-looking, reliable and brown in spirit just like me. So even though I wasn’t head over heels in love with him and the sex was as rare as it was brown, I always thought of him as my white picket fence that will naturally come with time. As it turned out, I was very wrong about that, and my world got crushed. We were almost at the altar, going together for just over five years, most of my adult life. Now I’m 26 and bored with my life and myself.

While I was absently rummaging through my life description, it took three calls of my name from Mr. Sheffield for me to acknowledge his presence next to the desk. I snapped out of my brown and beige daydreaming and apologetically looked at the old man. Mr. Sheffield assessed me with a kind smile behind his grey beard and extended his hand.

“My post, Miss Stevens?” he asked, looking at my desk.

“Oh! Right! I’m so sorry, Mr. Sheffield, my thoughts wandered off. There you go, sir,” I said, feeling a little embarrassed.

“You OK, Ali?” he asked with concern in his eyes.

“Sure Mr. Sheffield, don’t worry about me,” I said with a blown out smile, like he couldn’t always tell my moods.

Martin Sheffield was like a father figure in my life. He was more than just a boss, very endearing and smart. I’ve worked for him for almost 5 years now, and in that time, I’ve come to have a lot of respect for the man. That’s probably why I prefer staying at work than being home all alone, if you don’t count Jerry the cactus as good company.

“Would you need anything else, sir?” I added.

“Not right now. I will be going out for lunch, but if you don’t mind staying in, Charlie said he would come by today” he said, while gathering his things to leave the office.

I internally sighed. Not because of lunch, I don’t go out anyway and it was actually nice of Mr. Sheffield to ask even though he knows that, but because HE is coming.

Charlie is Mr. Sheffield’s nephew and a very irritating, not to mention handsome and sexy man. When I first met him 2 years ago, I had stuttered a “hello” at my utter embarrassment and his profound pleasure and inspiration. He liked making fun of me every chance he got, and he was here often, so he had a good practice at making me feel like a clumsy teen with a crush.

And I was very right in my crush, the guy is gorgeous, tall, about 6’2”, and fit, but not too muscular, with broad shoulders and an aura of sexy cockiness. His face is almost boyish, with expressive eyes and a thick mane of hair sitting in an unruly mess on the top of his head. It had me just begging to run my fingers through it and down to the ever-present little stubble of his beard. I would be lying if I said I wasn’t attracted to him, but he was my coworker and my boss’s family—and not to mention, incredibly rude and cocky to me. So I learned to get over it, most of the time.

I was never very good at reading people. I never had quite perfected that ability, but with Charlie, every time he made a joke about me or added a little lewd comment, it was like his eyes sparkled with a secret. That’s what had me fluttering inside with a need I couldn’t quite control, so in trying to ignore it, I usually did something clumsy and gave him even more ammunition to ridicule me with. Every time he was supposed to come here, I felt slightly anxious and apprehensive.

After Mr. Sheffield left for lunch, I found myself nervously looking around and examining my reflection on the shiny side of the stapler, instead of finishing my work papers. I always do that to myself whenever HE is going to come. Knowing myself well, I gave up on the work and rummaged through my bag for an emergency “feel better” kit. With a resigned sigh, I pulled out my cosmetics case and a mirror and started assessing the dark circles under my eyes, while muttering insults to the notion of the bad hair day under my breath.

Not that I was ugly by any means. I appreciated my fair complexion even though it wasn’t always flawless, and I could usually manage my long, wavy hair by putting it in a bun like I do most days for work. I had eyes too big for my face that had a habit of changing their shades, and high cheekbones that accented my small, but full, plump lips. I have always kept my lip gloss in neutral tones of brown or pale pink. All in all, I thought of myself as pretty, some might have even said beautiful, but I found it a stretch as I was just too plain.

Although makeup helped, it could do nothing for my height of nearly 6 feet, nor the fullness of my curves that were somewhere between model and a bombshell, but never fully defining me in either of those categories. Getting up to return my stuff, I stretched my numb legs and felt a pull on my tights, clearly imagining a thin threadlike gap going from my heel to the knee and over to the thigh. I swore profoundly under my breath and cursed my new pumps with their rough edges. Feeling exhausted, I leaned forward and grabbed the hem of my long, flowy skirt and gathered it almost to my panties, searching for the end of the thread.

“Wow! I had no idea you were hiding those under all that ruffle and tension!” a voice said from directly behind me, as I was fumbling with my skirt.

I snapped my head towards the voice by the door and found Charlie leaning against the doorway in all his sexy, masculine glory, staring at my uncovered legs with a well-known smirk playing on his lips.

“If you have a habit of welcoming your clients like that, I’m going to have to do a crime just to get on that list” he said with a smirk, still scanning my legs like they were an intricate work of beauty.

Blushing deeply, I threw my hands down, letting the dress fall to the floor again, and turned to my desk, trying to put something material between us.

“I…um…didn’t hear you come in…” I said lamely, looking anywhere but at him.

“Well you were quite focused on your beautiful legs, so I assumed you didn’t. But don’t get me wrong, I see the appeal for the attention you give them. I would like to do the same, maybe even more…” he said casually, as if commenting the weather, while coming to stand near my desk.

At those words, I snapped my eyes to his mischievous ones, clearly imagining the attention I would like to receive from him. Catching myself before my eyes gave out my yearning, I lowered them to the desk again, shifting papers around while still not responding to his bold, frank statement.

He came over right next to me and almost whispered in my ear.

“I don’t know if you knew this about me, but I have a respect for works of art and those beautiful legs of yours would be a masterpiece wrapped around my waist…or my neck.”

I pulled away from him instantly, giving my fluttering heart some breathing space and put on my most professional voice.

“OK, that’s enough Charlie. You’ve had your laugh, now please leave me alone.”

He chuckled, with a well-known gleam in his eyes, keeping his distance now.

“I’m just being honest, you can’t blame a guy for appreciating art and this art I would truly appreciate in any form” he said, giving me the once over and focusing his eyes on my face. Then, with a smirk he added:

“Besides, you look so cute all flustered and blushing.”

I sighed again, not finding his humor funny, and with all seriousness in my voice, I asked, "Don't you have work to do?”

He gave me a wink and headed for Mr. Sheffield’s office, where he usually works when the boss is out.
Returning to my seat, I tried to calm myself and ignore my heated body and the squeeze in my lower stomach that his flirtacious words had created.

After that incident, the day went quietly. We were both working on our own jobs, with a few consultations and fetching of papers on my behalf, but other than that, we had no contact. 
Mr. Sheffield called sometime after lunch and informed me he wasn’t coming back today. It wasn’t unusual though, his wife was ill and he worked from home often in past few months. That’s also why Charlie was here more and more, and I was guessing he was supposed to take over the firm, eventually.

Mr. Sheffield hasn’t said anything about that yet. That was one more reason why I tried to keep it strictly professional between us. I really like working here, even though it’s a small law firm and has just 3 employees: me, Charlie and Brielle. Brielle just had a baby and was on maternity leave. There were people who worked specific cases, but they came only in when needed. So, it was more like a small family, professional, but not strict and impersonal as it usually was in big companies.

I worked as a secretary/receptionist and I looked after Mr. Sheffield’s personal documents. So I don’t exactly know if and how things would work if Charlie actually became my new boss.

Pushing that frightening possibility aside, I stood up behind my desk near the tall counter of the reception area and went to the small kitchenette to make some coffee. I felt, more than I heard, Charlie’s presence near me.  The man just has some kind of pull over me and I can’t explain it. Plus, his intoxicating cologne didn’t help the butterflies in my stomach that seemed to instantly come to life whenever he was around. As if feeling my thoughts, even though I hadn’t acknowledged him entering the small room, he came up behind me and peered over my shoulder, looking down at my now slightly trembling hands steering the coffee in the mug.

“Can I get some?” he asked, his breath sending shivers down my neck and making the butterflies in my belly do a breathtaking flip.

Still holding my coffee mug, I turned around, trying to escape the sweet torture of his breath on my neck and move away from him. With the quick movement of his body, I found myself trapped between him and the kitchen counter, with his strong hands propped on the edge of the countertop as unmovable barriers. Quickly inhaling my surprised breath from being so close to him, I tried to calm my nerves and ignore the desire for the little remaining space between us to disappear.

“L-Let go of me, Charlie” I stammered, as he smiled his cocky smile and leaned his face a little bit closer. Reaching with his hand under my chin, he lifted my almost hidden face to force my eyes to look at him. With our eyes locked in a silent gaze, he closed the distance, leaning into my lips. I believe I was in a sort of haze, because several things happened in that last second to that kiss. Somehow, the mug of coffee slipped from my hands towards the floor, sprinkling him and drenching my skirt in the black liquid. He jumped backward on impulse and thankful that I take my coffee warm and not boiling hot, I bolted out of the small room, feeling absolutely mortified.

I ran to the restroom, hearing him cursing behind me and calling my name, but thankfully not following me. Closing the door, I walked shakily to the mirrored wall and leaned my hands on the sink top, trying to calm down my ragged breathing and collect my thoughts. Lifting my head, I looked at the flustered image of myself and cursed internally for my cowardice. When I remembered my soaked skirt, I pulled myself from the sink cabinet and grimaced at the fresh coffee stain on the fabric, looking as if I had peed myself. Sighing, I unzipped the skirt, letting it fall to the ground and stepping out of it, careful that I didn’t ruin it further with my heels. Then I leaned down to pick it up off the floor.

“Ali, I’m sorry, I didn’t…” the voice came through the door. I whipped my head around, startled that I saw Charlie entering the room and stopping in place when he saw me bent over, half naked, facing a mirror, with my butt in the air and in his full view. Thank God I have an obsession with lacy underwear! I think I would have died if he’d seen me like that in granny panties.

He literally stopped in mid-sentence and mid-step at the door, gaping at me. I quickly straightened and faced him, holding my skirt in front of me with both hands to cover my almost see through panties and my naked legs.

“I-I…um…you should have knocked…” was my lame attempt to snap him out of his frozen stare.

Not able to tear my eyes from his, I saw a slight change, as his surprise subsided and his eyes grew darker in the shade. A sexy smirk stretched across his lips and he made a few determined steps forward until he was right in front of me. I just looked at him, still startled and not able to move.

“You have no fucking idea what you’re doing to me, Ali…” he said in a quiet, almost tortured voice, as he held my eyes with his own passion-filled ones.

He slowly slid his hands down the sides of my body, until he gripped my hips and pressed our bodies together. My hands fell weakly to my sides, and my cover fell to the floor. I had a very good idea now, I could feel him hard against my lower belly, and I instantly became wet.

“You can run away again if you’d like...” he whispered seriously, with the struggle to let me go evident on his face as he kept looking at me.

I don’t know when I decided, or if I even had, but in the next moment we were wrapped together, lips locked, our tongues intertwined, and my hands going through his hair. He gripped my hips tightly and I felt freed from my own denial that I didn’t desire this man desperately.

Our passion had just been released and it seemed we couldn’t get close enough, fast enough. He lowered his hands to my ass, under it, slowly imprinting his fingers in my flesh as he went, and earning a moan from my lips. He hooked his hands under my butt and lifted me up on the sink top, pressing himself between my legs, and I could feel my insides burning with desire. I wrapped my legs around his waist, and desperate for some friction and release from the fire I was in, I pulled him even closer and propped my hands on the surface below me, giving me support to move in against him. He groaned into my lips at the movement of my hips, and trailed his kisses to my neck, licking and biting the sensitive skin as he went, making me throw my head back, barely containing my loud moans of pleasure.

“S-someone might come in” I voiced my concern, as he trailed his hands from my hips, under my shirt, pulling it over my stomach and ribs to my breasts.

“I locked the doors, had a feeling you might run away before you gave me time to apologize” he said huskily, between the wet kisses he placed on my neck, making me crane my head in pleasure.

“N-no, not this time…” I said, desperate for more of him.

He groaned at my words and pulled my hands up and off the marble top, then he took my shirt and bra off. Setting me back down on the countertop, in only my panties and heels , he locked eyes with mine and lowered his face down on to my breasts, exciting my skin with his stubble as he went between them, kissing and licking. My nipples were swollen and desperate for his attention, as he extended his tongue and licked all around my left nipple, until he put it in his mouth and sucked hard, earning a desperate moan from my lips. Propped on my right hand, I dived my left into his hair, my fingers pulling at the strands and keeping him there while his hands massaged my boobs, as his tongue licked my nipples. He lowered his right hand to my panties and started pressing on my core, making me spread my legs further, as he played with my clit, my moans no longer controllable.

“Oh baby, you’re so wet for me.” he said in a sexy voice, his cocky smirk forming on his lips, as he pulled up to kiss me desperately.

My response came as I straightened my body and pulled the buckle of his belt with my hands, wanting him inside me right away. He helped me unlock it and raised his hands to pull off his shirt. Stopping in the middle of unbuttoning his pants, I stared at the planes of his muscular chest, speckled lightly with hair and instantly raised my fingers up to pull at them and run my nails across his skin, earning a moan from his lips.

In a minute, he finished the work I left on his pants and stood between my legs in all his naked glory. His cock was resting on my thigh, warm and hard. I bit my lip when I saw how big he was. Supported by my arms, I raised my butt for him to slide off my panties and he spread my legs and positioned himself at my entrance, teasing me with slight movements over my pussy.

“You want this?” he asked with an intense look in his eyes, suffering from desire as I was.

I bit my lip and nodded my head, not having a voice to answer anymore. That was enough for him as he slammed his dick into my wet pussy, with just a second of discomfort at the intrusion.

My body tensed, and my head fell back on my shoulders. He pressed himself against me and asked in a breathy whisper:

“You ok, baby?”

I nodded my head, still adjusting to the almost forgotten feeling of fullness, and urged him in a desperate voice:

“Fuck me! Please!”

He considered this proposition with a low chuckle and started thrusting into me, hard, pulling almost all the way out, just to push himself back into me, holding me tight. The feeling was so strong, so intense I thought I was going to explode on the spot. This is what was lacking in my life and I had no desire to deny myself anymore, as my breathing got quicker and my moans louder and more desperate with his every move.

His hand was on the lowest of my back, gripping strongly, pulling me towards him whenever he slammed his cock into me. The other was on my neck, holding me near him as our ragged breaths intertwined in front of us. I never felt so strong and so weak at the same time as my chest rapidly moved with shallow breaths. I couldn’t get enough, as he kept his powerful pace, thrusting into me and getting me closer to the edge of my pleasure.

He moved his body at an angle, and with his right hand he gripped my left leg, pulling it over his shoulder, my heels hooked behind his neck.

“I told you they would look lovely around my neck", he said with a smirk, turning his head to lick at the skin of my ankle before biting it hard.

I yelped in surprise, the initial pain turning into pleasure as his tongue continued to lick the place of his bite.

“I-I believe you used the words “work of art,” I said with a shaky breath, enjoying the feel of his cock deep inside me as he slightly changed his position, still keeping his hard movements and giving me ecstatic pleasure. I was so close.

“They are and I’m the only one that can collect them,” he answered with passion, as he grabbed both of my legs under the knees and lifted my ass up from the marble top of the counter, spreading my cheeks wide and plunging his cock deep into me.

I screamed with the pleasure, barely keeping myself on the surface of the sink, as he quickened his pace with even stronger thrusts, bringing me over the edge. I yelled his name in the power of my orgasm.

Recovering from the haze of pleasure, with my body still trembling slightly, Charlie scooped me in his arms as my numb limbs were barely holding onto him. He kissed me passionately, before lowering me to my feet. He took in my naked form in front of him, with sweaty, glistening skin and the still evident desire on the top of my thighs. He placed his hands on my hips and turned me around, pushing on my back to lean over the sink, and his other hand trailed from my legs over to my ass, where it went away for a second, only to come back with a loud slap that echoed through the tiled room. My head snapped upwards and my eyes locked with his in the mirror. I was startled by the slap and even more by the reaction of my twitching pussy and the juices pouring down my thighs.

He read my expression well, as he continued to caress the delightfully tender skin of my ass, and still locking our eyes in the mirror, he leaned over me and whispered slowly in my ear.

“Mmm, what I would do to this perfectly, round ass…” he said while placing his cock between my cheeks, sliding it in slowly. “Mmm, my dick is twitching from the thought of that tight little asshole of yours.”

His words made me blush and burn with desire. It was one of my fantasies to try anal, but I had never had a willing partner. Remembering the way my fingers had felt there, I moaned in pleasure of his touch and the thought of his cock instead.

Looking directly into his eyes in the mirror I taunted him.

“Then take it!”

His eyes widened for a second, surprised by my answer, then his lips stretched into a sexy smirk and he grabbed me around the waist. With his right hand, he placed his dick at the opening of my pussy, his fingers massaging my throbbing clit. Sliding his length along the folds of my dripping pussy, he coated his dick in my slick juices. His fingers moved to my ass, circling around my anus and transferring the liquid, around, in and out, around, in and out. I thought I was going to go mad from the need, squirming around for more friction, more everything.

He pulled his hard cock, glistening with my juices, and positioned it between my cheeks and I stilled, closing my eyes and anticipating the pain, but desperately wanting the pleasure.

“Just relax babe, you’ll like it” he said with a smirk, as he pushed his dick slowly into my asshole.

He hissed from the tightness, barely able to fit half of his cock inside, and I bit my lip, holding back a whimper at how big I felt him there, stretching me, and pushing on my walls. Even though the feeling was strange and I felt the pressure and the strain on my muscles, there was no concrete pain and I relaxed even more. When my body completely relaxed he pushed further into me, until he was all the way in, filling me up and making me frustrated with a need to move, becoming strangely desperate. He entered into me slowly a couple of times and then quickened the pace, making my breathing instantly shallow and my blood boil as he pushed and pulled in and out of me. I lifted my ass in the air as much as I could, thankful for the additional height of my heels and laid my chest on the counter, holding tight as he began to thrust stronger and stronger, while my insides were already quivering and my legs were getting numb.

“Fuck! So tight! Even tighter than your sweet pussy.” he said huskily in my ear as he leaned over me, pulling my torso towards him with one hand so he could get access to my breasts, while slipping the other in-between my legs, playing with my clit and making me moan loudly.

I could feel he was close, but I was still desperately on the edge needing something, anything to get me off, yet again. I moved my hips in the rhythm of his thrusts, needing him to go deeper, faster, into my asshole, but he pressed against me and twisting his hand around my loose hair, he pulled my head backward with a beautiful pain that made me whimper in pleasure, and moan his name in whispers.

“Keep still, Ali” he warned me with a whisper into my ear, holding me in against his body and moving at a steady pace.

“I need…I need more…” I said begging desperately, feeling my legs trembling with soreness.

In the next moment, he grabbed my legs, pushing my body further onto the marble surface, as he hooked his arms under them and held my legs wide in the air. He slammed into my ass with force. I barely kept my grip on the surface as he moved hard and fast, making me moan and scream for him. The pleasure was amazing with him buried deep inside my anus. Letting go of my left leg, he craned his body and kept thrusting into me with everything he had, both of us at our peak.

He locked his eyes on mine in the mirror and said:

“Come for me, now.”

He slapped my ass hard with his free hand, the noise ringing off the tiled walls, muffled only by my screams, as I fell apart.

The intensity of my orgasm took me under, trembling my body, the clear sting on my butt prolonging the feeling. I thought it would never stop and I would dissolve from the pure pleasure. He came right after me, calling my name and gripping my flesh hard, probably leaving marks, but I didn’t care. I wouldn’t mind even if he branded me with a hot rod, that’s how good I felt.

After a few moments, he straightened and pulled himself out of me, making me wince from the move and instantly miss the feeling of his fullness.

We gathered our clothes in quiet and I was already dreading the talk that was coming, thinking this could never work.

As if feeling my eyes on him, Charlie turned around and looked at me.

“I know what you’re thinking and I’m not allowing it, Ali, no fucking way.”

I looked at him, not expecting that kind of statement, as he continued.

“I know it’s not ideal how things happened and we are a bit messy, but I like you, Ali, and I have for some time…”

“Charlie, I…” he interrupted me before I even started and added:

“The work is not a problem Ali, my uncle is coming back full-time next week. My aunt is much better now. Besides, we could be adults and just try regardless. You owe us to at least try.”

Before he could interrupt me again with another monologue I said loudly:

“Yes!”

“Yes?”

I sighed, trying to calm my nerves and look at him intently.

“Yes, I want to try. I don’t…I don’t want to run away anymore,” I confessed.

He thought about my words for a second until that cocky smile I like so much appeared on his lips again. He pulled me against his body, wrapping his arms around me and placing his lips on mine for a passionate kiss. I was looking forward to our next frolic and I couldn’t wait to feel his cock in my ass again!


2. Rachel's New Boss: First Time Anal Sex at the Office by Lora Lane

Few things in life can be more unnerving than working for a temp agency when next week or next month's job and paycheck are never a certainty. One or two things in my life have gone right lately but the rest haven't exactly followed the script which leaves me in the uncertain situation of being a temp worker. It's not all bad because I get to meet new people and try different things now and then. When I started my latest temp job a few weeks ago, I had no idea just how many exciting new things I would be doing. It really is quite the amazing story.

It's been quite a crazy few months for me. A long-standing position doing tech and computer work for an engineering company fell apart in a creative fit of downsizing. Luckily I had some savings but it was the type of savings meant to assist in the case of car trouble, not the type meant to be able to live off of while looking for work. So, I reached out to the most well known temporary employment agency in town and my wild ride began.

Having been raised in the country on a farm by one parent who knew everything about farming and another who was ahead of her time in tech-savvy knowledge, I am capable of many skills. Because of that and the simultaneous fact that I needed work quickly, I told them I was able to do many different things while preferring tech and computer things. After working for the first week shoveling trash and other messes for a company that did something I didn't try to figure out with cows, I saw my mistake clearly.

Luckily they had something more clean for me the next couple of weeks but it wasn't much better than the shoveling. It seemed for the first couple of weeks that the jobs I enjoyed or could at least put up with lasted for a couple of days while those I found reprehensible had to be stopped by a phone call from me to the service.

Needless to say, after a month plus of that stuff, I began to wonder if my luck would pick up before I lost my mind or sold my soul. About that time I received a call from a gal pal of mine. She knew someone who worked at a local legal office and told me they were looking for a temp worker to help out with computer problems and other tech work. She thought it would be just what I was looking for so I agreed to give it a shot. I asked the agency I was working through about the job and they hadn't heard of it so the only question was whether or not I could go to the office and somehow get the position without having to go through a temp agency.

Luckily I was able to get an audience with the people easily enough because of the employee there who sort of knew something about me. It wasn't like a normal interview obviously because this wouldn't be a full-time or a permanent job but I was still a bit nervous as I sat in the uncomfortable chair and waited for someone to ask to speak to me.

The office was amazing. I guess lawyers offices often are well furnished but I felt a little bit intimidated by the decor alone, not to mention the people walking by. It took some effort for me to remind myself that I was probably overreacting and that the few people who had noticed me had been plenty nice enough.

Glancing down, I took stock of my clothing choices for about the tenth time. My long legs were framed pretty well by the black slacks and high-heel dress boots I wore. The pink blouse was perfect for the meeting and my blonde hair was down and curled nicely around my shoulders. The thought of the outfit's I could have worn, based on what I had in my closet forced a smile to my face. At least I wasn't showing my butterfly shoulder tattoo or any cleavage whatsoever. That by itself is a change for me but a girl has to eat.

Finally the attractive secretary put down a short phone conversation and nodded for me to go back to the conference room. I stood and grabbed my cute little leather purse and walked back in the direction she had pointed. Before I could stress over what door or hallway I needed to walk down, I was flagged down by a tall and handsome man in front of a large room.

“You must be Rachel?” he said in a deep voice and when I nodded motioned into the open doorway, “Right this way.”

I nodded and smiled as I walked passed him and placed my purse in a chair on one side of the long table. Turning around, I offered my hand to the dreamy man, “Yes, I am Rachel. It's nice to meet you.”

“John,” he said as he shook my hand, “Call me John and It's nice to meet you as well.”

“So,” I shrugged, “I just sit here until the meeting with your boss, I guess.”

He smiled, “That's about how it will work.” Then he walked around to the other side of the long table and sat down across from me with a knowing smile.

“Oh,” I said with a tiny bit of embarrassment, “Of course. You are him.”

“It's fine,” he said, “I try to look like anything other than the owner of this place so you're not knowing only makes my day that much better. Try to relax though. We're just going to go over a few questions and see if you meet the qualifications we are looking for regarding this temporary position and then we'll be finished. Okay?”

From there the interview went about as easily as you could imagine. I told him the kinds of things I could do around the office and he was extremely excited to complete the temporary contract and have me get to work the following week. I called my friend on the way back home to thank her for the tip and to let her know that I was excited about getting things going the next week. The best part wasn't even the fact that I was going to have work for a few weeks but rather the fact that John had suggested that he might know of a few places where I could find full-time work if I showed myself capable. I didn't bother telling my friend that however because I didn't want to jinx it.

Before she allowed me to end the conversation, my good friend who had just gotten on my good side in the best way, had the nerve to try and convince me to get to know her friend who worked at the place. I basically ignored her. I hope to make good money for a few weeks as well as hopefully make some contacts regarding full-time work. One thing I did not plan on doing was looking for a date of any kind. She let it go and I let her go as I planned for a restful weekend heading into the new work week.

All in all, I couldn't have felt better as the week started with a new job. First impressions don't always mean much with temp jobs but at least it was going well I figured. Everyone around the office was pretty busy and I stayed steadily busy doing some long overdue work on a few old computers. About midway through the Wednesday, John caught my eye on the way to lunch and thanked me for working so well and so quickly. Apparently the simple fixes that had been keeping me busy had needed to be done for quite a long time.

The office didn't have a specific IT guy, only one of their younger lawyers who knew a little something about that type of thing. All was pretty relaxed until Friday, when the first big problem showed up and boy was it ever a good one. Where I had been working on the simplest of computer issues, Friday the company had a major problem with a virus that quickly worked Its way through the secretary's computer. It not only caused trouble with something she needed to get finished by the end of the day but also did some damage on at least one other computer in the building before they told me about it.

Their stand-in IT guy came to me along with John late in the afternoon with extremely worried looks on their faces. After they explained the situation I instantly went to work trying to figure out how deep the problem went so that I could tell them my first estimate on how long it would take to fix. To make a long story shorter, let's just say that it was good that I didn't have any plans for the weekend.

I assured them that I could both get the main problem fixed over the weekend and find a way to get the document out by the end of the day that needed to be finished and sent. The lawyer and stand-in IT guy nodded and walked off but John reacted differently. He grabbed my shoulders lightly and stared intensely into my eyes for long enough that for a moment I thought he was actually going to kiss me. Finally he just quietly said that he was very thankful I was there and that he would find a way to make my weekend up to me.

Of course I told him not to worry about it, that this was the kind of thing that I knew how to do and it was no big deal but my mind was elsewhere.  Since starting with the company that week, I had spent the entire time thinking about nothing but work. I needed to do a great job so that I could get those contacts for a full-time position sometime soon and no amount of flirting or fixing up would get in the way. Then John thanked me in that intense way and my mind shifted a little bit.

He was a hot hunky guy. That much was clear. It was something I noticed but shoved to the back of my mind the other day when we met for the first time. When he looked at me so intent on thanking me, everything changed. With a shake of my head I tried to sift through those feelings and get focused on the task at hand. He wouldn't want to thank me like that again if I was daydreaming instead of fixing the company's problem and I certainly wouldn't get those much needed full-time references.

The rest of the afternoon went by pretty well with the high powered lawyers hovering around me like I was some type of super woman with the magical mutant ability to fix all of their evil computer problems. It could have gotten on my nerves here and there but I have become accustomed to attention in such situations, so I used humor to offset the uneasiness that being watched brought me. Once I pretended that I deleted everything on their server, an always reliable classic, and one other time asked if someone had seen my cape.

It served for a good laugh and also seemed to work to get them away from my shoulders so that I could focus more on work and not so much on entertaining worrisome lawyers. As usually happens, I got into the zone and didn't even realize everyone was gone by the time I finished what I was doing. The problem was far from completely fixed but at least I had helped the secretary get her work finished and had things set up well for the weekends work, well enough in fact that I figured on needing only part of Saturday to get it all safely working again.

I rose from the chair and gathered my things on the way out the door but it swung open while I was still quite a long way down the hall. A tall man in running clothes walked inside and locked the door behind him. It was John. He wasn't looking in my direction and certainly wouldn't have heard me speak to him with music playing through his headphones so I took a moment to appreciate his strong body. He was more of a stud than I even thought he was, with a toned and powerful body to match his handsome face. I was staring at his arms when he spoke to me.

“Hi, Rachel, I didn't see you there. I always try to get a good jog in after work a few days each week. Rachel?”

Finally I glared up at his face and forced an awkward smile onto my face, “Oh, hi John. Sorry I was out of it there for a second.”

“How's it going?” he asked.

Back in my normal relaxed mood, I sighed, “Pretty good. I figure I'll finish sometime tomorrow and you'll all be good to go by Monday morning. I'm going to put in some more secure software for you as well that I can get from a friend of mine which should help to ensure this kind of thing doesn't happen again.”

“Whew!” he clapped, “I am so glad I found you. Excuse my sweating. I've got to hit the showers over here real fast but I promise I'll make it up to you tomorrow. I'll bring you food or a book or flowers or something to make sure you know I appreciate you. See you then.”

Hit the showers? I watched him go into a door I hadn't even noticed was there and saw that it certainly was a large shower area, large for being in the middle of a law office anyway. Maybe that was standard for such places but it was new to me. I couldn't escape the pull I felt to follow him inside with some lame excuse to see the rest of his impressive frame but somehow I forced myself to walk outside and leave. I didn't do so without a plan however. If he was going to come up to the office the next day, I decided that I would make myself look a little less professional and a little more sexy. It could be fun to flirt back and forth with him on a non-standard work day if indeed I could get his attention in that way.

I arrived early Saturday morning so that I could make sure and get everything done as early as I could. It wasn't until I arrived that I realized how big of a deal it was that John slipped me a key earlier in the week. How embarrassing would it have been if I had to sit there and wait for him to arrive to thank me only to find me sitting there doing nothing.

All in all the work part of the day went pretty well. Everything was set up fairly well by my work late on Friday so that it was time consuming but fairly easy. By the time noon rolled around I had the system on a self-check process but other than that was completely finished. The door opened shortly after noon as the self-check was still running. When John rounded the corner I was propped against the counter wearing basically jogging clothes with a twist. A red sports bra was all I wore on top since I had taken off my loose tank top hours earlier. Black spandex shorts clung to my butt and thighs tightly and my hair was up in a cute little ponytail.

His eyes quickly took in my frame, “You out for a jog? And here I thought you were fixing my computer system.”

“Well,” I smirked, “I couldn't very well be asked to wear normal work clothes on a Saturday now could I? So you came here to critique my clothing choice? And here I thought you were coming here today to somehow make it worth my while to be here slaving away.”

“Ah yes, I almost forgot.” He pulled a box of donuts up and placed it on the counter, “Happy Saturday!” I looked at him in a bit of a disappointing way before he pulled out a little three flower bundle of roses, “Happy Saturday?”

“Mmm,” I stalked around the edge of the counter, “Donuts and roses. Damn, John, are you trying to get my attention?” I reached into the box of donuts and took a bite of one, “Donuts always seem to turn me on for some reason.”

“Oh yeah?” he asked, still in control but obviously being affected by what I was doing.

“Yeah,” I eyed him as I grabbed the roses and took a big whiff, “Same is true about the smell of roses. Drives me crazy.” My hand snaked down my chest and stomach as I looked for a sign that he wanted what I wanted. He watched my hand's progress and then slowly looked back up to my eyes with a different expression. There it was. I had him.

He put the flowers down and walked a step closer to me, “Sexy women always seem to do that for me.”

I pulled him closer by grabbing his belt, “Really? Seen any lately?”

“You bet your ass,” he said and then grabbed me in a passionate kiss that took me off-guard even though I was expecting one. I certainly wasn't expecting it to be that impassioned of a kiss and it sent me over the edge of desire for real. What began as a little bit of a game of desire and flirtation, at least in my mind, was now something much more. We kissed for a long while as we stepped through the office and I was uncertain of exactly where we were going but I didn't care. When at last we came to a stop against a wall, it was in the shower area.

John was still kissing me deeply, his hands traveling all over me with reckless abandon but I had a better idea. I turned him towards the wall and backed away, then pushed him back when he came out after me. Instead of following again he took his shirt off and started unbuckling his belt. I smiled at his intensity and at the need rising inside of me as I removed my sports bra and then slowly peeled down my tight pants. By the time John removed his shoes, socks and pants and looked back up, I was wearing only my tiny panties.

I backed towards the shower and turned it on behind me, “I've never taken a shower at an office before.”

He walked towards me as I felt of the water and adjusted it a little bit and said, “There's a first time for everything.”

I tugged my panties down and then kicked them off towards my other clothes and backed into the shower's steamy water completely naked. John glared at me as I let my hair down and ran my hands through it. He bent down and took his underwear off as well and it was my turn to glare at him as he revealed himself to me from a foot away, just outside the shower.

“Well,” I shrugged and ran my hands down the front of my body, “Come and get me boss.”

He wasted no time in doing just that, coming into the shower with me and wrapping his arms around me as he planted a kiss on my lips. My eyes were closed as the water washed over us. The warm feeling of the water only heightened the sensations as we explored all of each other's bodies.

I slowly worked my way down his body then, kissing him and running my hands along his chest and stomach. His manhood was swollen and hungry as I ran one hand over the length with the fingers of my other hand cupping his balls. Easily I slipped my lips over the tip and John's knees buckled from the sensations running through him. It only served to turn me on that much more and I ran my mouth along his shaft, sucking back off and repeating. My pace increased as did his groaning, my eyes glaring up at his as I continued.

He suddenly jerked and bent slightly at the waist and I pulled away with my hand still wrapped around his shaft. Instead of stopping and standing, I waited a slight few moments for him to regain composure, to where he wasn't about to blow his load, and then went back down onto his shaft. My lips once again ran along his shaft, more slowly this time. His moans and groans still came but in a more controlled way this time. I continued like that for a long few more moments and then stopped as John pulled me from the shower floor.

There was a small place in the corner of the shower and John encouraged me to sit on it by pushing me slowly downward. The moment my bottom rested on the surface, I spread my thighs apart and it was John's turn to kneel onto the shower floor. He wasted little time in running his hands and lips along the insides of my legs, drawing pleasureful tones from me. His tongue reached my nether lips and I nearly slipped off of the little pedestal. His strong arms supported me and held me in place as he continued pleasuring me masterfully.

It was as if he had known me for ages, as if we had been lovers for decades and never had I felt such incredible things. It all washed over me and I lost track of time. His fingers working over my nipples perfectly, lips and tongue doing the most wonderful things to my pussy; it was all too much for my already pleasured body and an orgasm slammed over me.

John came up and lifted me into his arms so that his swollen manhood rested against the opening to my dripping wet lips. I moaned yes for him to go ahead and he did just exactly what I asked in another series of perfectly timed movements. His lips wrapped around and sucked on my nipples and my arms wrapped around his neck even as he plunged into me. It was good that there was nobody around to hear us because I couldn't have been quiet if I wanted to.

Louder and louder both of us moaned in pleasure as John did wonders to me and my body returned the favor to him. I had almost forgotten the water washing over me thanks to the other amazing sensations but all of it worked together and another orgasm washed over me. He kept on plunging into me wonderfully until I thought for sure he was going to have his own climax but instead he stopped and sat me down.

His eyes met mine and I looked at him knowingly. He wasn't finished. He wanted to do something else, maybe something daring. What exactly it might be became clear when he reached around and cupped my butt with his hands, his thumb working between my cheeks. A little anxiety ran through me. I'd never done anal before, never even considered it honestly. Something about the time and the place, not to mention the man himself, was just right though and my anxiety slowly shifted into excitement. I nodded towards him and turned around.

At first he slowly worked his fingers between my cheeks and rubbed them against my hole. The feelings were different but not negative at all. If anything, the sensations washing over me at that moment were increasing my desire. Slowly he inserted a finger into the edge of my anus and I groaned quietly as he stretched the hole. The way the shower wall felt as my breasts pressed against it somehow made me feel more secure along with the careful movements John was making. It was clear he knew what he was doing and it made me want it all the more.

“Do it,” I said breathlessly, “Take me.”

With one hand on each butt cheek he slowly positioned his swollen shaft between and pushed inside. My head lolled back as I breathed in pants towards the ceiling. It wasn't like anything I had ever felt before but it was so great at the same time. Little by little he moved inside of me and with every movement I moaned louder and liked what I was feeling that much more.

With his shaft inches deep, he pulled back and began pumping in and out at a steady pace as my hands crawled up the shower wall trying to grab anything I could. I wasn't trying to pull away from him, it was so good that my body almost didn't know how to react. Eventually I relaxed downward onto his shaft and the movement inside and out became quicker and more easy. God it felt amazing. His hands were able to reach around in front of me and pay attention to my swollen nipples once again as I yelped in pleasure.

I lost all track of time as he showed me what great sex was supposed to feel like. It's not like I was inexperienced or anything but apparently I just hadn't found the right kind of partner. Another orgasm built quickly and slammed across my spent frame as I relaxed back against him. John continued to pump into me from behind for another couple of minutes before his breathing reached a fevered pace as well and I knew he was close.

Quickly I pulled off of him and knelt down, allowing him to cum all over my face. When he was finished I stood up and allowed the shower to wash me before the two of us embraced there under the water.

I have had many jobs and a few sexual partners in my life but as I was dressing there in the shower of that office I had high hopes that had nothing to do with the place of business or how much I might make while working there. One night or one day stands were never really my thing and luckily they weren't for John either. We talked for a while there at the office and I even had the chance to show him what I had done to fix his computer problems.

They could have used me there on a full-time basis he said but I shook my head. I had been looking for a good job for a long time and with his contacts would have a great chance to find one somewhere else. What I wanted from him was not a job but dinner and a movie the following weekend. He smiled as I offered and said he would want nothing more.

It's been a few weeks since then and I have two promising interviews set up for full-time positions and a hot boyfriend who just happens to have enough money and more than enough chivalry to take care of me the way I always wanted to be taken care of by my man. I of course know all too well how to take care of him in return. I guess that little part time temp job has turned out far better than I could have hoped when I first walked into the office. Life is crazy sometimes but sometimes It's crazy good as well.


3. The Backdoor Journalist: First Anal Sex with the Boss by Kaylee Jones

In college, Lexi had majored in journalism despite all the warnings that she would never find a job.  And when she lands her first job as a junior editor, she is beyond excited!  When she meets her boss, Mr. Cole Greyson, excited doesn’t begin to cover her reaction.  While the job doesn’t pay very much, she soon learns that experience and exposure more than make up for anything else.

My first job after college!  I was so excited for my first day, I could hardly sleep.  My boyfriend was actually kind of angry with me because I was not even in the mood for sex the night before.  He was complaining about ‘blue balls’ but I just ignored him.  He can be so whiny about that sometimes.

I had majored in journalism and was lucky enough to get a job that started the fall after graduation.  It was perfect -- I got to enjoy one last summer of freedom but was already safe and secure in the knowledge that I had a job.  So many of my friends spent the summer waiting tables and looking for a real job, but I was set.

It turns out that the editor of a local magazine was a fellow graduate of my university, and he was in the market for a junior editor.  It really did not pay much, but I was not worried about that.  My guidance counselor told me that the experience and exposure would more than make up for it.  ‘Exposure’ turned out to be an interesting word choice from her, but I digress.

I showed up for my first day in my beautiful dove gray interview suit and a pale pink silk blouse.  I loved the way the combination worked for me and everyone said it fit me perfectly.  To make myself feel good and feel grown-up, I even wore my nice silk bra and matching panties underneath.  I do not own a lot of nice lingerie, but wearing the fancy matching set always made me feel like an adult.  That silly boyfriend of mine even tried to have a little fun before work, but I told him to shove it.

The receptionist at the front desk was very nice, and even walked me back to my little office.  It was more like a closet with a desk, but I had my very own office!  I was beyond thrilled!  I thanked her for her help and she scurried back to the front.  I pulled out a laptop from one of the drawers and set my purse down into the now-empty space.

She had also pointed out the breakroom as we walked so I headed over to get a cup of coffee.  It seemed like a good place to meet some of my new co-workers and to familiarize myself with the place.

It was a little before eight o’clock in the morning, so there was only one other person there.

“Hello there, I’m Lexi,” I introduced myself to the older woman.

“Helen,” she said gruffly and nearly broke two of my fingers with her grip.

“It’s my first day,” I bubbled.

“I can tell,” she chuckled, “no one dresses up like that around here except for Mr. Greyson.”

“Well, I wasn’t sure and I wanted to err on the side of nice,” I shrugged.

“Best invest in some comfortable slacks and loafers.  He’s going to have you running around like a chicken with your head cut off.  At least, that was how it worked for the last intern…” Helen sort of mumbled the last part.

“Oh ok, thanks.  I actually have not met him yet.  I was interviewed by human resources only.  I guess since he and I graduated from the same school, he wasn’t worried.”  I scuffed the toe of my high heel against the carpet and tried not to be worried.

Helen smiled wryly, “Aw honey, you just smile at him and everything will be A-Okay.”

I quirked one eyebrow at her but had no verbal response.  She shuffled off in her maxi skirt and plain loafers and I was left in the kitchen by myself, in my pencil skirt and high heels. I clicked my way back to my little office, only taking one wrong turn during the process.

I did happen to notice that while my office looked like a converted janitor’s closet, the one next to mine looked like it took up the remainder of the area.  The lights were off and the door was shut, but it was an enormous space that had at least one entire wall of windows.  We were located on the fifty-fifth floor, the top floor of the building.  It must be an amazing view from in there.  I did not have any idea what the rest of the space was actually for.

I sat behind my desk and plugged in the laptop.  When it booted, I was prompted to set my password so I used my standard one to start.  As I started to open my email and flip through the sparse files in the cabinet, I heard heavy footsteps in the corridor outside my office.  Suddenly the doorway went dark and I found myself looking at the sexiest, most handsome man I had ever seen in person.

He nearly had to duck to step inside, and his broad shoulders seemed to fill the entire space.  His dark hair was combed back in damp waves and his blue eyes glittered brightly.  His strong jaw was peppered with dark stubble and I had the sudden urge to run my fingertips over the scratchiness.

I rose from behind my desk on shaky knees and tried to walk around the desk.  I ended up stumbling on the trashcan that I failed to notice before, and landed with both of my palms flat against the hard planes of his pecs.

“Well hello there,” his voice rumbled deep in his chest.

“H-H-Hi, I’m Lexi,” I tried to recover gracefully, but my stupid high heels tripped me yet again and I fell back against his chest.

“I’m Cole Greyson,” his large hands gripped my shoulders and righted my body vertical again.

“I-I-I’m so sorry,” I stuttered.

“Quite alright, I like the personal introduction,” he grinned.

My heart calmed back down from making an ass of myself, but it sped right back up as he smiled down at me.  He smelled of Ivory soap and the outdoors and the entire experience was making me lightheaded and tingly.

I knew that it was going to be a long internship.

****

That first day ended up being rather long.  I had to sit through several hours of orientation, about the computer systems and the health insurance benefits and something about not harassing my fellow employees.  But every time Mr. Greyson walked by the conference room window, I had terrible thoughts of harassing them.  If it ever came to court, I would blame the human resource lady for planting suggestions.

I was released briefly for lunch, and made my way downstairs to the deli for a turkey sandwich.  I felt so grown-up in my suit and eating at this deli in the fancy office building.  Mr. Greyson’s personal assistant stopped by to introduce herself and to pick up his lunch.  She actually seemed nice, despite her big boobs and long blonde hair.  I guess he had a type.

When I returned from lunch, the human resources lady gave me a full tour of the office space.  Well, she showed me everything except the giant suite of an office that was concealing Mr. Greyson form my leering.

About three o’clock, I was released from my babysitter and returned to the quiet of my private office.  I read through a few introductory emails on my computer and looked through the sparse files in the drawers.  There were some outdated office memos and a few printed emails about meetings, but none of it was very helpful.  I did notice the memo about some kind of upcoming office function, but I paid no attention.  Towards the end of the day, Helen stopped by to see how my first day went.

“I guess it was alright.  I learned all about sexual harassment and dental insurance.  Oh, and I made an ass out of myself with Mr. Greyson.”

She grinned, “He has that effect on the younger women around here.  Me?  I’m too old for that nonsense.  But I can see why it affects kiddos like you.”

I shrugged, “It’s not that.  I tripped and fell against him.”

She laughed out loud, “Well there’s always the direct approach!”

“I didn’t do it on purpose!” I could feel my cheeks flush when I realized that she was implying I had done it intentionally.

“Oh I know, I’m just kidding.  Well, we’ll see you tomorrow.”

She headed out, and I started to pack up my purse to leave.

“Well…” the deep voice in the doorway startled me.

“Oh!  Mr. Greyson!”

“What?  No obligatory feel this time?”

My cheeks hurt they were so flushed and warm.

“Relax, it was just an accident.”

He walked over to perch on the corner of my desk, and his presence seemed to suck the oxygen right out of my lungs.

“How about a celebratory dinner?  On me?”

I fingered a loose strand of hair and nibbled my lower lip.

“D-D-Dinner?  Gee, I don’t…”

“A word of advice… It’s not good form to turn down the boss on your first day…”

I bit my lip this time, “Oh.  Well, okay then.”

When he grinned at my acceptance, my knees went weak.  His carefully combed hair was now in rakishly messy curls, and his blue eyes gleamed with a wicked light.  As we left the small space, he rested his large palm against my lower back and I think my tummy actually trembled at the heat of his touch.

His driver took us to a small Italian bistro with white linen tablecloths and candlelight.  I thought it was an odd place to take an intern on her first day.  He draped his suit jacket on the back of his chair and loosened the tie at his neck, unbuttoning the first button.  I tried not to stare at the dark curls peeking out at me.  But when the wine was poured and the gleam in his eyes brightened, I knew I was in trouble.

When he stretched back in his chair, I could see the flat pecs under his shirt, and I watched his biceps strain at the soft cotton of his sleeves.

“So tell me a little about yourself.”

“N-N-Not much to tell really.  I just graduated this past May, and am really excited to be working for you.”

He raised his eyebrows at my choice of words and I blushed yet again.  I was beginning to worry it was a permanent state around him.

“Well I do hope you can make it to our little party on Friday.  We’re celebrating a huge advertising win so I thought we could have a little fun.”

“Oh!  Um, sure, that sounds great.”

Was he asking me as a boss or like a date? I wondered.

“Feel free to bring your boyfriend, if you want.”  As a boss.

“Oh, well, um, maybe.”

“Single gal?”

I looked down at the table and fiddled with the tablecloth.

“Ah, I understand,” he winked at me.

My heart fluttered and I downed the rest of my wine.  The rest of the evening went smoothly.  Well, smoothly for him and awkwardly stupid for me.  But that is just what seemed to happen to me around him.  That night my boyfriend was rather eager to fuck me in my suit but I just brushed him off with a mumbled “I’m tired”.

After work the next day, I stopped at the store for a new outfit for Friday.  I figured the party was right after work, so I was aiming for something that would work under my suit for the daytime and then I could just slip out of my jacket for the party.  I found a stunning cranberry top that hugged tightly in all the right places, but actually looked quite demure with a jacket on.  It was low-cut by itself, but somehow the jacket pushed the neckline together just enough to be workplace presentable.  I spent money I didn’t really have, just to make an impression on my sexy boss.

For the rest of the week, I was nervous and anxious about the party.  I told my boyfriend there was a work function on Friday evening and not to wait up.  I declined to mention it was a party and I just was not inviting him.

****

The whole week took forever.  When Friday finally rolled around, I took extra care in the shower that morning to shave everything from the neck down.  I even put on a fancy push-up bra and matching thong, under my new maroon top and the grey suit with the slim pencil skirt.

My boyfriend eyed me up and down but this time did not even try to proposition me.  I thought it was odd, but since I had turned him down the last few times, maybe he was giving up.  Unfortunately, spending that much time around Mr. Greyson had really ramped up my libido.  I had been watching his tight muscles move under his tailored clothing, the way he ran his fingers through his dark hair when he was focused on something, the way his blue eyes lit up when he caught a glimpse of leg or cleavage.  I could not tell if he was just that way with me, or with all the young women in the office.  But either way, it was having an effect on me.

I was admittedly unfocused and unproductive for that entire day.  Luckily I had a private office so it was harder to tell that I was slacking off.  I think it was partly because I was still so new at the company , that I did not have a lot of work to get done.  But it was partly due to nerves about the event that evening.  Helen stopped by to say hello and that she was hoping I was staying afterwards.  I nodded ‘yes’ and she smiled.  She was an interesting lady but it was nice to have a friend.  I had not met many people but perhaps that would change at the party.

Around four o’clock, I noticed that there was a distinct hum of conversation in the hallways and I assumed people had stopped trying to feign productivity.  I pushed my door almost completely closed and took a moment to freshen up.  I ran a brush through my hair, powdered my nose and applied fresh lipstick.  Then I slipped out of the suit jacket and laid it nicely on the back of my chair.  I checked my reflection in my compact one more time, straightened my snug blouse over the push-up bra, and headed out into the hubbub.

Everyone seemed to be dressed in a modified version of business attire so I did not feel overdressed or underdressed.  They all seemed to be milling towards the large conference room so I joined the flow of people traffic.

“Oh hey there,” a young voice next to me spoke up.

I turned and looked at the speaker.  He was a young man, a few years older than me, and seemed to have his eyes glued on my breasts as they bounced under the tight silky top.

“Hi,” I purred, “I’m Lexi.”  It seemed that my hormones were in overdrive for all eligible-looking males now.

“I’m Thomas, I work in accounting over there,” he pointed down a hall I had not explored yet.

“Nice to meet you,” I smiled coyly.

He grinned, his eyes never leaving the top curves of my cleavage.  He was nice-looking, but after my week of Mr. Greyson, I was not ready to settle for an eager puppy.

The conference room had been mildly decorated, sort of like a high school prom with a ‘Congratulations’ banner and streamers.  The table itself looked much better.  It was covered with platters and tiers of fancy catered food, and the back credenza was lined with glasses and bottles of liquor.  When I saw the food, I realized that I had not eaten lunch and was suddenly ravenous.

I made my way through the crowd to load my plate with cocktail shrimp, cheese and crackers and strawberries, and several dips with fresh vegetables.  I was starving but I was not looking to make a pig out of myself.  I accepted a glass of red wine from a polite server and headed to a back corner to inhale my provisions.

I felt him before I saw or heard him.

“Lexi,” Mr. Greyson’s deep voice rumbled.

“Mr. Greyson” I squeaked.  Yes, that was the impression I was going for.  Forget sexy, sultry sophisticate; let’s try Minnie Mouse instead.

He lifted a strawberry from my plate, and I was mesmerized by the way his full lips entrapped the succulent fruit only a moment before his teeth freed the flesh from the stem.

“Tasty,” he whispered in my ear.

I felt the shivers trickle over my skin as his breath grazed my skin.  When I dared to look up at his piercing eyes, I felt them reach down inside and read every naughty thought I had had over the last week.  His eyes darkened as he stepped closer.  His hand barely grazed my lower back and I shivered again.

“How about a refill?” some random chipper voice piped in to our very intriguing conversation.

As the waitress broke the moment and refilled our wine glasses, I took the opportunity to pop a cocktail shrimp in my mouth.  It was not the sexiest thing to do in the moment, but I was still starving.  His gaze was focused on my mouth as I nibbled the shrimp and spicy cocktail sauce.

When the young woman wandered off, I half-expected his eyes to follow her little bubble butt, but I was shocked that they were still on my lips.

“I think we need more strawberries,” he winked.

I inhaled sharply and forgot to exhale until he sauntered off to the table for more fruit.  I downed the remaining food on my plate in his absence, realizing that inhaling food at a party was not sexy, but neither was a rumbling tummy.

He returned carrying a bottle of wine and a plate laden with fruit and cheese, and wearing a devilish grin.  I set my plate down on the back bar and smiled up at him.  Holding just the glass of wine it was easier to look appealing.

“How about we find a little more privacy?” he suggested.

I nodded and followed as he led me out of the conference room and back to his office.  He shut the door behind us and I gasped at the view from the wall of windows.

“It’s breathtaking!” I breathed.

“Yes, it is,” he rumbled as his hands slid around my waist from behind.

“Mr. Greyson!”

“I think you can call me Cole at this point,” he chuckled.

His fingers brushed against the nape of my neck as he moved my hair and I trembled.  When his lips touched my skin, I gasped at the surge of heat in my blood.

“I’ve been waiting for tonight all week,” he whispered.

“Why’s that?” I could barely speak as his hands spanned my quaking tummy.

His lips still trailed over my neck as he murmured, “I thought it would be odd to try this in the middle of a Wednesday.”

I laughed despite myself, and appreciated his sense of humor.  When his fingertips brushed the lower curve of my breasts, I shuddered.  His teeth closed firmly on my earlobe and I found myself pressing backwards against him.  It had only been moments since he touched me, but already I was turned on more than I got while having actual sex with my boyfriend.

He eased the hem of my top out of my skirt and let his fingers tickle my lower back.  I squirmed against him and could have sworn I felt his cock twitch.

“That ass has to be mine,” he groaned.

I turned to face him, letting my hands slide up his firm chest until they threaded around his neck.  His lips found mine at last and he devoured me.  His teeth nipped and his tongue plundered, and I let him take every inch.  He tasted like strawberries and red wine, and I was drunk on him.

While we kissed, he had apparently been moving us backwards because I suddenly felt the sharpness of his desk against my ass.  He easily lifted me up so that I was perched on the edge.  His hands stroked my inner thighs until my legs fell open to his intruding hips.  I locked my ankles around his waist and he made quick work of sliding my top off.

While his lips and tongue teased my already tight nipples through my satin bra, I felt the back his hand moving between us.  When I realized what he was doing, I almost came in my panties.  He was stroking himself as he teased my breasts.  I felt my bra clasp release and he tossed it aside.  His fingers pinched and rolled my nipples until they were so hard they ached.  My breath was coming in short gasps and I tried to push his hand out of the way so I could feel what was about to plunder my body.

He was hard and hot and thick in my hand and he quickly pulled my hand off.

“On your knees,” he groaned as he backed up a few steps.

I slid off the desk and dropped in front of him.  Up close, I was certain it was one of the largest cocks I had ever seen in real life.  It was throbbing, eager for me.  When I ran my tongue up the sensitive underside, he groaned and bucked towards me.

“Get it wet, make it soaking wet,” he ordered me.

I slid as much of him as I could deep in my throat and let my tongue dance over the pulsing head.  I tickled his swollen balls with my nails until he was groaning and thrusting into my mouth.  After a very few minutes, he withdrew himself and yanked me off the floor.

“Is that ass of yours a tight virgin?” he growled.

“Wait?  What?”

“I want to take that virgin ass of yours,” he rumbled as he spun me around.

He practically yanked the skirt off my body and kneaded my exposed ass, the thong leaving very little to the imagination.  He hooked his thumbs into the scant garment and whisked it away, leaving me naked except for my high heels.

When his fingers stroked over my wet pussy, I groaned and pressed against him. He found the aching nub inside my folds and rubbed it urgently, sending new waves of wet pleasure through my body.  He tickled my tight little asshole with those same wet fingers, and slowly slid one inside.  I gasped and wriggled against the invader.

“So fucking tight,” he groaned.

His finger left and I felt the head of his cock pressed against the same spot.  All the horniness in the world could not have erased my anxious nerves but I wanted him so badly that I steeled myself.

The pressure against me was enormous as he tried to penetrate but suddenly the head popped inside.  The pressure built as he kept sliding inside and I felt stretched in every direction.  When I felt his hips make contact with my ass, he paused to let me body adjust.

I was just getting used to the full feeling when his fingers slid around to the front of my body, and found the source of my ache.  He alternated between rubbing my clit and sliding inside me until I was a dripping quivering mess.  And as he continued to tease and torment me, his hips began to move.

The combination of all that stimulation was almost overwhelming.  I did not realize it had been so long since I had really been fucked but when he got going, I wanted more and more.

“Oh god,” I moaned, pressed back against him and pressing his hand against me.

“Fuck,” he moaned, “almost too tight.”

He pounded at me, long hard strokes that touched new places each time.  I felt him pause a couple of times and I grinned, knowing that he was trying to hold off.  It was the advantage of a ‘more experienced’ lover I suppose.

“I can’t…” he gasped.

With his fingers twisting and kneading inside me, and his cock plundering me from behind, I finally could not hold back my own climax.  I bucked and screamed and came all over his hand only moments before I felt his cock tighten and release inside me.

“Fuuuuuuuuck,” he exhaled as he pumped the last few drops into my ass.

We collapsed forward onto his desk, searching for oxygen in the heated room.

The rest of the evening was spent lying naked on his leather couch while we polished off the bottle of wine and ate every single one of those strawberries.

****

For the next few months, Cole and I fucked almost every day.  It only took about three weeks before I dumped my boyfriend.  I just could not play the game anymore, and both men deserved better than me running around.  Over that time, I learned that Cole was just as accomplished at making me cum with his tongue.  I had never had a man take the time to make me hit three orgasms before even trying to get inside.

I also learned a few new blowjob tricks that I loved to practice on his gorgeous cock.  He loved to explode all over my tits while I stroked out every last drop.

But above everything else, he loved anal sex and I learned that I loved it too.  He was so good at stroking just that right place that it sent me over the edge every time.  Sometimes he liked to tease me, get me close and then change his rhythm just enough to prevent it.  But I also learned how to do the same to him.  Just when his cock would swell for that last thrust, I would tighten down my muscles and he could no longer thrust.  He would just growl and smack my ass until I released his cock.  But he always came a little harder when I did that.

It did end up tapering off, and I eventually got another magazine job that paid a little more.  We are no longer sleeping together, but we are still good friends.  My new boyfriend and his current girlfriend are terrific about it, and have no issues with the friendship.  We have all hung out together, and my boyfriend certainly reaps the advantages of everything I learned in my first job.  My guidance counselor in college was right -- “experience” was the way to go.


4. My Backdoor Exam in Room 4: Patient Anal Sex with a Nurse by Sofia Miller

My name is Lila and I am a small-town girl who has just graduated nursing school at a private Catholic hospital. I have always been a very shy and conservative type of girl, and I have only ever slept with one guy. He was my high-school sweetheart, and I gave him my virginity as a “going-away-to-college present” thinking it would keep him faithful to me. Well—it didn’t. He broke my heart and stopped calling me within 6 months of going away to college. Anyway, I have finally been offered my first job at a prestigious doctor’s office in the city. I never thought my first nursing job would lead to my first anal sex experience—right there in the doctor’s office…

I had always wanted to become a nurse ever since I was very young. Even as a child, I used to like going to the doctor. I always felt safer there for some reason. And, the nurses at my pediatrician’s office were always very kind. When I graduated from my small private Catholic high school, I immediately enrolled into a nursing program at the Catholic hospital near my hometown.

Back in high school, I had a boyfriend. He was my first love. Growing up in a conservative and very religious family, he and I actually courted for three years before I finally gave up my virginity. I knew that he was planning on going away to college and I was hoping that if I gave him my virginity, it would be enough to keep him faithful to me while he was away for four years.

He was first and only man I had ever slept with and he had promised to come back home with a college degree and marry me. Well, about 6 months after he left, he stopped calling, texting and emailing me. I still lived at home and my mother knew I was heartbroken. It took me months to get over him. I even took a brief sabbatical from nursing school to mourn my lost love. My mother told me that one day, God would send me a good man and that I shouldn’t go looking for love, I should let love find me.

Well, about 2 years later, I finally graduated nursing school and for the first time in my life, I felt like a grown woman. I had just turned 21 and I was proud of my accomplishment. I got hired on at a highly prestigious doctor’s office in the city. My parents had bought me nice little sedan as a graduation present and I used it to make the half-hour commute to my new job.

It felt really good being in the city and having a new outlook on life. I wanted to be the best nurse I could be and help as many people as possible. My first day on my new nursing job, I noticed a very handsome young man with beautiful bedroom eyes sitting out in the waiting room.

“Who is that young man out in the waiting room?” I asked my co-worker, Rachel, a fellow nurse who had been working at the doctor’s office for a few years. She was the one giving me my on-the-job training.

“Oh that’s Jake. He’s somewhat of a hypochondriac. He comes in here with some of the weirdest complaints I’ve ever heard of,” Rachel replied.

I couldn’t help but stare at the handsome young man. It was the first man I had ever felt any attraction to since my ex-boyfriend, over 2 years ago. He was looking down at the cell phone he was holding in his large, masculine hands. I don’t know why, but I felt a slight twinge between my thighs as I watched the gorgeous young guy swiping away on his cell phone. Suddenly, he looked up at me and caught me staring at him. Try as I may, I couldn’t turn away from his gaze. He flashed me a sexy smile, revealing the most perfect set of pearly white teeth I had ever seen in my entire life.

I instantly felt just a tad bit moist between my legs when he smiled at me. Without even thinking about it, I immediately smiled back at him.

“Lila?” a deep, throaty male voice interrupted the brief moment I was sharing with the handsome stranger in the waiting room. I was instantly snapped out of my trance, momentarily, as I turned toward the sound of the voice. I recognized that it was Dr. Burton right away.

“Yes, Dr. Burton,” I replied.

“Will you take Mr. Harrison back to Room 4, please?” he asked. He handed me a manila folder with the name “Jacob Harrison” written at the top of it.

“Yes, right away, Doctor,” I replied and headed down the short, narrow hall of the back office toward the waiting room door.

I opened the door to the waiting room and called out to Mr. Harrison.

“Mr. Harrison, you can come on back, now,” I said, looking around, trying hard to avoid looking directly at the hot young guy who had just smiled at me.

Just then, the hunky guy with the pearly white teeth stood up and faced me. And, just like that, it hit me. “Jake” was “Jacob Harrison.” My heart skipped a beat when I saw him stand up and smile at me again. As he walked over to where I was standing, holding the waiting room door open for him, I felt like the world was suddenly moving in slow motion.

I have no idea why, but I felt an instant, overwhelming attraction to Jacob. It may have been a combination of his tall stature, broad shoulders and perfectly –chiseled facial features, or it maybe it had something to do with the confidence in his smile and the swagger in his mannish walk. Whatever it was, I was instantly smitten with him, and I couldn’t wait to take him back to Room 4.

“Please follow me, Mr. Harrison,” I said, looking directly into his gorgeous eyes. His gaze met mine and for just a moment, I felt sparks fly. I had never felt anything like it before in my life. It was both exciting and tantalizing.

“I’d follow you anywhere, beautiful,” Jacob said, bluntly. I didn’t even stop to wonder if he said that to every woman he found attractive. Honestly, I didn’t even care. In that moment, he had called me beautiful, and I actually felt beautiful for the first time in years. I smiled to myself as he followed me down the short, narrow hallway as I led him to Room 4. I could feel his eyes on me, giving me a good once-over as we walked, and checking out my ass and hips as I purposely put a sexy switch into my walk for him.

I opened the door to Room 4 and held it open for him.

“In here, Mr. Harrison, Room 4,” I stated, making sure to sound as sexy and alluring as I possibly could. I closed the door behind him as he entered, stealing a glimpse at his toned buttocks through his blue jeans as he passed by me. He walked over the examination table and sat down.

“4 must be my lucky number,” he said with a grin. His eyes moved over my body as he blatantly checked me out. A little voice deep down inside of me told me that I should have been offended by his bluntness, but in reality, I had never felt more turned on in my life. The shy, catholic girl in me wanted to feel guilty about being so turned on, but honestly, I just couldn’t help myself.

“And, why is 4 your lucky number, Mr. Harrison?” I asked gingerly, cocking my head to the side slightly, attempting to look more inquisitive. I flashed him another flirtatious smile. He smiled right back at me, showing me those beautiful pearly whites of his, yet again.

“Because it landed me here in this room, alone with a gorgeous woman,” he replied, looking directly into my eyes.

I could feel an arousal building inside of me that I hadn’t felt in a long time. Just the sound of his voice, the way he looked at me, and knowing that he was attracted to me, all of it turned me on to no end. I fought the urge to laugh out loud at his comment, trying to maintain my professionalism and looked own at his chart in my hand.

“Well, thank you for the compliment, Mr. Harrison,” I said. “So what has brought you in here, today, sir?”

“Please, don’t call me ‘sir.’ Call me Jake. Ms…?” He glanced up at my name tag. “Lila. Wow, what a lovely name for a lovely young woman.”

I could feel the heat rushing to my cheeks and I knew that I was blushing. I allowed yet another smile to spread across my lips.

“Now, Mr. Harrison, it wouldn’t be professional of me to call you Jake, now would it?” I looked directly into his eyes and found myself becoming lost in them.

“You must be new here,” he said, sweetly, and then suddenly stood up and began to walk slowly toward me. I was standing in the middle of the small examination room, still holding his medical chart in my right hand.

“Yes, I just started working here, actually. Rachel has been training me and she-“ My words were abruptly cut off as he closed the small distance between us and wrapped on of his muscular, toned arms around my slender waist. I was taken completely by surprise.

“Um, Mr. Burton, I don’t think this is appropriate patient behavior, sir,” I said, weakly. I had to admit that feeling his hands on me sent a rush of electricity shooting through my body. I hadn’t felt a man’s touch in years and I couldn’t deny the overwhelming attraction I had for this man.

“I told you to call me ‘Jake’,” he said, again, his lips less than an inch from mine. I felt like I was going to faint. Everything was happening so quickly and a part of me felt guilty about the fact that I was thoroughly enjoying every minute of it.

“Jake, I-“ again, my words were cut off in mid-sentence as Jake placed his index finger to my lips, shushing me. I was still gripping his medical chart in my right hand and my heart rate was increasing with every passing second.

“You know, there’s a rule here in this medical office. All of the new nurses have to pass my initiation.” Jake’s voice was deep and gruff in my ear. His lips were less than a centimeter from my earlobe as he spoke the words in a voice that was barely louder than a sharp whisper. The feel of his warm breath against my neck sent a shiver down my spine.

“And what initiation might that be?” I asked, my voice quivering with the weight of my growing desire. I wasn’t sure if I really wanted to know, but I had a feeling I was certainly about to find out.

In one swift motion, Jake took his medical chart out of my hand and set it down on the small shelf that was sitting up against one of the walls of the small examination room. In the process, his sexy, bedroom eyes never left mine.

“This one,” he said softly, and then his lips came down and covered mine. I didn’t back away and I didn’t fight. His lips were soft and warm and my body yearned for more of his kisses. I closed my eyes and allowed myself to completely succumb to his inviting embrace.

I heard myself utter a moan as he slid his tongue between my lips and intertwined it with mine. I hadn’t been kissed like that in so long and, appropriate or not, I wasn’t about to stop myself.

Jake kissed me passionately, deeply. I returned his kiss with same amount of passion and yearning. Hi hands began to explore my body through the thin fabric of my nurses’ smock. I felt him grip one of my buttocks with one hand and my right breast with the other. His strong, masculine hands were touching, petting, squeezing and massaging. My deep breaths, pants and moans increased with every touch and every time his tongue touched mine, I felt a warm tingle between my thighs.

I was becoming more and more aroused with every passing moment. I knew that we were in a doctor’s office, and that it was the doctor’s office that I had just been hired as a nurse in, but I could not stop myself. None of that even mattered in that moment. In that moment, I was in the arms of strong, handsome, sexy man, a man who wanted me. Jake wanted me with a burning desire and I felt the same strong desire for him.

He began to unbutton and remove my nurses’ smock from shoulders and I helped him along. It had been a warm day, so I was only wearing a silk bra beneath the smock. I grabbed the bottom of his shirt and pulled it up over his head, throwing it down to the floor near where we were standing. Jake unhooked my bra and pulled it off, letting it drop to the floor near where his shirt had landed.

Both of us were now topless and feeling the warmness of his smooth, mannish chest pressed up against my large, soft breasts made my pussy drip with increased desire. I wanted him. I wanted him right then and right there in the examination room. I didn’t care if we got caught, I didn’t even care if I got fired from my new nursing job. All I care about in that moment was having every hole in my body filled with Jake’s cock.

I could feel his manhood hardening against my thigh as we continued to hungrily kiss, lick and suck on one another’s faces and necks. His hands were squeezing my breasts and I was caressing every inch of his back, chest and upper arms. He moved lower so he could take my right breast into his mouth. The feel of his tongue on my nipple sent chills up and down my spine and made my cunt even wetter. He circled my nipple with his tongue and I heard a loud yelp escape my lips as he gently bit down. It both pleasure and pain all rolled into one feeling and I had never felt anything quite like it before. Deep down, I knew that what we were doing had to be wrong, but for some reason, it had never felt more right.

I hastily began to unbutton and unzip Jake’s jeans, wanting to feel the hardness of his cock in my hands. Jake wasted no time pulling down the cotton pants I had on, making sure my silk thong panties came down right along with them. I quickly stepped out of my pants and thong panties, kicking them to side. In an instant, I was down on my knees, taking Jakes, long, hard, throbbing cock into my yearning mouth.

I had only ever sucked one cock before, and that had been my ex-boyfriend’s. Jake’s dick was much longer and thicker than my ex-boyfriend’s had been, but I didn’t care. I took it deep into my mouth until I felt the tip against the back of my throat. I didn’t gag at all, and Jake let out a moan that turned me on to no end.

“Mmm, Lila,” he crooned, looking down at me with lust in his eyes. “You suck it so good.”

I looked up at him as I sucked on his cock, feeling it throbbing inside my mouth and savoring the salty taste of his pre-cum. He threw his head back and closed his eyes. He held my hair back away from my face and pushed my head down further onto his rock-hard cock, moaning and panting with pleasure.

I wasn’t about to let him cum yet, though. I was risking my entire career to fuck this hot stud in a tiny examination room and I was definitely going to make the most of it. Jake was going to fuck me. He was going to fill up every hole in my body and give me the orgasm that my ex-boyfriend had never given me.

I had masturbated myself to orgasms plenty of times, but I had never had an orgasm with my ex. I wanted so badly to feel what that was like and I intended to make sure Jake gave me the feeling I desired so badly.

I held his stiff cock in my hands, still moist from my mouth and kissed the tip with my lips. I ran my tongue over the head and twirled it around in circles, teasing the shaft with my lips. Jake opened his eyes and looked back down at me. I smiled up at him.

“I want you to fuck me,” I said, sternly, looking directly up into his eyes.

I was naked on my knees on the floor of Exam Room 4 and I had no shame whatsoever. I was drunk with intense, fiery sexual desire and only Jake could put it out for me. I stood up, still holding his throbbing cock in my hand and led him over to the examination table. I leaned down, bending myself over and poking my bare round ass up in the air for him.

“Mmm, your ass is so hot, Lila,” Jake said in his deep, gruff voice, as his he moved his hands over my buttocks, squeezing and rubbing. I was on fire. I felt him slide one of his hands down between my legs and I moaned when his fingers found my moist clit.

“Mmm, Jake…yes,” I crooned, my voice barely louder than a whisper.

“Ooh, your pussy is so wet for me, Lila,” he said, moaning as his fingers rubbed and massaged my clit. I was dripping wet with desire and I wanted to feel his cock inside of me. I moaned and panted with pleasure as he continued to stimulate my clit with his fingers. I felt like I was close to my climax, but I fought to hold it back. I wanted to feel what it was like to cum with his cock inside me, and I was determined to hold off until then.

He slid two fingers into my dripping wet slit and started moving them in and out, rubbing against my G-spot in the process. His technique was so perfect. He really knew how to touch a woman. The feeling was wonderful and I was overcome with a yearning unlike any I had ever experienced before.

“Oh Jake, fuck me,” I cried out. “Fuck me, right now!” I didn’t care if anyone outside the door heard me. I wanted to feel his cock and I wanted to feel it right then.

I raised my hips higher up in the air and spread my legs open a bit more for him. He came up behind me and gripped both my ass cheeks with his hands. I felt the head of his throbbing hard cock slide into my pussy, and I thought I was going cum right then and there.

“Oh my GOD, yes! Yes, Jake! Ohh!” It felt sooo good! I had never been filled up like that before. Jake’s dick so was long, thick and hard. He thrusted his hips and drove his stiff cock deep down into me and I cried out in pleasure. He began to speed up his rhythm, thrusting faster and harder and harder and faster, bringing me closer and closer to my orgasm.

I had never had anal sex before. Having been brought up in a Catholic family, anal sex had always been something considered taboo. I had always been curious about it, though, and I had even used anal sex toys during masturbation before. I felt like it would be the perfect opportunity to experience it.

I backed up into Jake and stood up. I reached around and grabbed his head with my hand and put my mouth back near his ear.

“I want you to fuck me in my ass,” I told him, sternly. I was wondering what it would feel like to have an earth-shaking orgasm while being pounded in the ass.

“Are you sure?” he asked me, his voice raspy with passion.

I felt drunk with lust and intensified desire. When I said I wanted every hole in my body filled with Jake’s long, thick, throbbing cock, that’s exactly what I meant. I was ready to feel his stiff rod in my tight, virgin anus.

“Yes, I’m sure. I want to cum with your long, thick cock deep inside my asshole,” I told him.

The two of us were butt-naked, bent over the exam room bed, hot and moist with perspiration, panting and trying to catch our breaths. We were still completely wrapped up in the moment and though we were hoping we wouldn’t get caught, at that moment, we honestly didn’t care if we did.

Jake bent me back over the exam room table and slid his hand between my legs again. I moaned again as he slid two of his fingers inside my pussy again and worked them around, soaking up the sticky nectar of my wetness. He withdrew his fingers from my cunt and rubbed the wetness around the outside of my tight asshole. Then, he stuck his fingers in his mouth and wet the head of his cock with his own saliva. He then wet his fingers, yet again, with his saliva, and started working his fingers around the outside of my tiny, tight asshole.

I took a deep breath and relaxed myself, closing my eyes and concentrating on the feeling of Jake’s tender fingers rubbing and massaging my asshole. I pushed myself back up against him, helping him slide his wet finger into my tight hole, slowly and gently, preparing me for the even that was soon to come. He was gently working his moist fingers deeper and deeper into my ass, moving slowly and opening me up, little by little.

I had never felt such a sensation before. I didn’t feel any pain at all. In fact, it felt very arousing and the sensations were really starting to turn me on. I stuck two of my own fingers into my mouth and licked them, wetting them with my own saliva. Then, I used my fingers to find my clit and started massaging and rubbing it, increasing the sensations I was feeling from Jakes fingers inside my ass. The combination of these feelings and sensations intensified my passion and desire.

It was then that I knew I was ready for Jake to penetrate my anus. I was ready for him to take my anal virginity. I was turned on and sexual aroused to the point of no return and I could feel my climax building, getting closer and closer. I moaned and sighed again, as Jakes fingers slid deep down inside my ass. At the same time, I applied pressure to my clit and felt myself getting even closer to the brink of my orgasm.

“Oh, Jake, I’m ready! Fuck me in my ass, baby! Right now!” I cried out, wanting to reach that peak, wanting to cum on my own fingers while simultaneously enjoying the sensation of Jake’s long, thick, rock-hard cock ramming into my tight anus.

Just then, I felt Jake place the head of his dick just outside my anal entrance. I knew he was wetting the head up with more saliva and I braced myself for the moment he would finally penetrate me.

Jake slowly slid the tip of his cock into the super-tight tunnel of my virgin asshole. I moaned as both pleasure and pain intertwined and the pleasure overrode the pain by far.

“Ooh, Lila, your asshole is so fuckin’ tight, baby,” I heard Jake say in a gruff, raspy voice. He was moaning and groaning, working his cock deeper into my asshole. I increased the pressure  on my clit with my fingers and I then, I felt Jake’s hand on top of mine, guiding my fingers, helping me massage my clit and bring me over the edge.

Jake finally slid his cock all the way into my ass and I let out a little yelp as I gasped from the sensation. It hurt for just a moment, but then the pleasure of the sensations quickly took over.

“Ooh…yes, Jake,” I said. “Fuck my tight asshole!”

Jake began to speed up the pace, pounding my asshole faster and harder and thrusting his stiff, throbbing  cock deeper and deeper into my ass. I couldn’t take it anymore. All of these new sensations that I had never felt before pushed me completely over the edge and I knew I had reached my peak.

“Oh GOD, Jake, I’m cumming! Yesss!” I cried out in pleasure as my orgasm peaked. Jake thrusted his cock deep into my asshole and pumped two fingers in and out of my dripping wet pussy, intensifying my climactic pleasure. “Oh GOD YES!” I cried, not caring who heard. I had never had such an intense, earth-shattering orgasm before and it felt so fucking good I thought I might shed a tear.

“Yeah, baby, that’s it,” he said, softly, as my body shook with overwhelming orgasmic pleasure.

Jake held his fingers against my g-spot until my orgasm finally subsided. Then, he withdrew is fingers and went back to pounding my asshole.

“Mmm, Lila, I’m gonna cum, baby!” Jake warned.

“Oh yes! Cum in my tight asshole baby, yes!”

Jake grunted and groaned loudly as I felt his hot, thick cum fill my asshole to the brim. His cock throbbed and pulsated with each spurt of hot cum, sending more sensations through my anus. Finally, Jake’s body stiffened, then relaxed and he collapsed on back. His cock slid out of my cum-filled anus with a “sloshing” sound.

We stayed like that for a moment, basking in the afterglow of our fuck session, both of us feeling content and sexually satisfied.

Just then, we heard voices and footsteps coming down the hall. We swiftly gathered our clothes, dressing quickly. I threw on my smock and cotton pants, hurriedly stuffing my bra and panties into my pocket.

Just then, there was a knock on the exam room door.

“Mr. Harrison?” It was doctor Burton. He opened the door and entered the small exam room. Jake was sitting on the examination table and I was standing near the door, holding his chart. Jake winked at me and smiled. I smiled back.

Best first day of work, ever. I can’t wait until Jake’s next appointment!


5. Victoria's Best Day: Anal Sex in Public with a Stranger by Riley Davis

It feels like the worst day of my life. I’m running late, and my boss is riding me hard. The only bright light is the tall dark stranger who gives me a smile. When I come across him again on my lunch break, I am ready for so much more than his kiss. I want his hands. His cock. My body is ready for his entire touch. Can I have him where anyone and everyone might see? In so many ways?

To say that I was having a shitty day did not even begin to describe it.

There was that first moment of waking and glancing out the window. I always loved the way that the sunlight streamed through my crinkled orange curtains as the shadows created by the blinds cast a series of stripes across the surface of the ceiling. Stretching my arms over my head and releasing a sleepy yawn, I slowly turned my head over my shoulder.

8:44. That would have been more than early enough if it was a Sunday and I didn’t have a care in the world. But it was only Tuesday. And because my alarm clock failed to play fair, I was running ridiculously late.

Casting the covers aside and trying not to stumble on my way to the bathroom, I snagged a shower in record time. No time to blow my hair out and I had to tie the damp strands over my head in a clumsy bun as I stepped into a skirt and brushed my teeth at the same time. My pumps were on my feet, and I slung my purse over my shoulder as I snagged my keys, my phone, and raced down the steps on my way to my car. A second clock, the tiny green sliver shining from the dashboard mocked me with a time of 8:59. Maybe if I suddenly came into some unexpected superpowers and could get from Point A to Point B in the blink of eye, all would be right in my world.

But I needed at least twenty-five minutes to make it to the office.

And that was without traffic.

Every light seemed to be in on the joke. I couldn’t even get close to yellow and take a chance before they turned red and added what felt like hours to my commute. Firing off a text message with one hand, I told Kristina that I would be in soon. Her cheerful response was that there was nothing to worry about; the boss lady had yet to show her face, and I obeyed the rules of the road and tried to tell myself that I would slip in and Arlene would be none the wiser.

But as I turned the corner at Hillside and caught my first glimpse of the parking lot, my heart sank to the pit of my stomach. Arlene’s Mercedes was already there at a perfect angle, and I slammed my furious palm to the steering wheel with such force that I felt sure it would leave a mark. My Camry, in desperate need of an oil change that I kept putting off, looked askew as soon as I stepped out from behind the wheel. Arlene would have something to say about that. The woman hated her employees’ parking jobs looking anything less than perfect. Now was not the time to go back and try to make the picture pretty and neat. The time blaring through my phone read 9:47. It might as well have been noon when it came to the dirty looks I was destined to get.

As I passed through the glass door, Sherri flashed me the phoniest of smiles from behind the reception desk. The woman lived for those moments when someone else on staff got caught with their pants around their legs. Anything to enhance her worth in the boss lady’s eyes, and I did not stop to make small talk as I headed toward my desk in the back. Hoping and wishing that Arlene’s door would be closed, that she was only in early because of a conference call, I stopped in my tracks at the sight of it wide open.

Perhaps I should have prayed.

“A little behind your time, Victoria,” Arlene said with a cold glare. Was she trying to channel the spirit of Scrooge? The woman already had the paltry Christmas bonus bit down pat.

“I… yeah,” I muttered with a nervous laugh. “I…”

The truth sounded so silly in the space of my mind. Like I was a teenager who couldn’t hope to get out of bed if my mother wasn’t yelling that I was going to be late if I didn’t shake a leg. That kind of thing flew when someone was too young to drink. Not so much when a girl was almost thirty.

“Just one of those mornings,” I said as I forced a smile. The roll of Arlene’s eyes revealed that she was far from amused, and when Kristina called me to her desk, I bowed my head at the boss lady and hurried to my co-worker’s side.

“Hey,” I started. “What’s up?”

“She’s in a mood,” Kristina whispered. “Best to stay out of her crosshairs if you catch my drift.”

Kristina didn’t have to say another word, and I slid into the chair and started to check my emails as I tapped my foot to the carpeted floor. Dying for a cup of coffee, I told myself that it was suicide to pass her office again on the way to the kitchen.

But the unread messages in my inbox worked like a quick shot of adrenaline to my already pounding heart.

“Um… did any of the salesmen call you this morning?” I asked Kristina in a hushed tone. She shook her honey blonde hair before I even got the words out, and I felt my eyes grew wide as one message after another told the same tale. All of the boys who had their performance evaluations in April had expected the raise to be in effect as of May First. I hadn’t had the time to check my bank account and make sure that I wasn’t short changed.

Six salesmen told a different story.

“Shit,” I muttered under my breath. “I forgot to put them through.”

Kristina’s shaking head seemed to warn me to stay silent, but the phone on my desk buzzed right on cue.

“Can I see you in my office, Victoria?” Arlene asked over the intercom. “Think you can manage to be prompt for the first time this morning?”

Sherri’s faint giggle wafted through the air, and Kristina gave me a reassuring smile as I dropped my bag and ran my hands across my flushed face. Feeling like I was heading towards the gallows, I entered Arlene’s lair and started to close the door when she snapped her fingers and pointed to the chair before her desk.

“No need for that,” she said.

I slumped into the leather seat and awkwardly crossed my legs as Arlene stood tall. Or at least as tall as a woman barely four feet sporting a nearly frozen face on account of too much Botox could manage.

“You know how it works around here,” Arlene started. “We are only as good as our sales force.”

“I…”

More often than not I wanted to argue that she had it all wrong. Sure the boys out in the field made friends an effort to get her medical equipment into every home in the county. But the team in the office was the real nerve center behind the operation. Sherri took the inquiries, Kristina scheduled the meet and greets. And I took care of all the paperwork behind the scenes. It didn’t seem like the best argument right now, and I had to hang my head as I bit down on my lip.

“I… I forgot, Arlene,” I admitted.

“And why did you do that?” she challenged as I managed to lift my head and meet her beady eyes.

“I guess I got caught up with the quarterly reports,” I confessed. “Not that I’m trying to make an excuse or anything. But---”

“So your story is that you got distracted because you had to do your job?” Arlene demanded. I shuffled in my seat and wanted to tell her that taking on a new territory had increased my work tenfold. Hadn’t there been some vague talk of hiring another set of hands to help me out? I was on the verge of bringing the topic up when Arlene kicked her filing cabinet and pressed her hands to the folds of flabby flesh that she never quite kept at bay despite her hot yoga.

“I have to clean up your mess because you couldn’t keep track of a few numbers,” she said. “You better get your head back in the game or I’ll find someone else who can.”

My eyes started to fill with tears, and Arlene kept me in her smug stare until she finally told me to try to get back to work. Grateful for the release, I was hardly out the door when I slammed into a hard form smelling of sweat and freshly cut grass.

“I’m sorry!” I cried out. “I didn’t see you there.”

“No worries, Senora.”

Looking up the lines of a broad chest cloaked in a sky blue shirt, I focused my gaze on a smiling face lined with stubble. The man’s eyebrows were slightly unkempt, but it only added to the mystery pouring out of his sparkling green eyes. I felt as if I would fall into the copy machine when his large hand circled my wrist and kept me upright.

Are you okay?” he asked. His voice was soft, and I let him steady my stance as his smile expanded. His lush lips gave me ideas, and I forgot my troubles long enough to wonder what his hands would feel like on my body when Arlene’s shrill voice cut in on the fantasy.

“Have you cleared away the trees out back?” she demanded.

The man kept me in his hold as he glanced over my shoulder and I watched his head dip down into a slow nod.

“As requested,” he said. “Just came around to settle things up.”

“You want to come back here and learn how to pay a person, Victoria?”

I’d rather crawl back into bed and watch the light from the window grow dark.

“If you want me to, Arlene,” I answered. A single tear broke through my gaze and streamed down my face. The stranger’s free hand made a move to wipe it away when Arlene groaned.

“Get back to work, Victoria,” Arlene said. “Or should I say, start your day.”

Anything to get away from the sound of her voice, and the stranger’s short nails just touched mine as I shot him a glance and wiped my nose with the back of my free hand.

“I’m fine,” I assured him. “Thanks so much.”

I was barely back at my desk when Kristina texted me a heart and a smiley face. As I nodded at her, I heard Arlene settling the score through the thin wall. Would the stranger duck in to bid me a proper farewell before he took off? No such luck as I heard him wish Sherri a good day as the glass door softly closed.

Like it would have made any difference.

“Take your lunch break, Vic.”

It was well past one o’clock when Arlene finally took off. After I had to listen to her on the phone with the salesmen, blaming me over and over again for the oversight.

“So she can come back and find me gone?” I challenged. “I’m already on thin ice here.”

“She has her acupuncture appointment this afternoon,” Kristina said. “Must be nice.”

And it was a chance for me to grab a few breaths of fresh air.

“I won’t be long,” I told her.

“Take your time, Vic. God knows you need it.”

Sherri asked me if I was okay as I passed by her desk and I told her that I’d survive as climbed into my car and headed off to the park just off Maple. Spring was in full bloom if the buds on the branches were to be believed, and I suddenly realized that I hadn’t stopped at the deli for a sandwich. Not like I could even think of food. Kicking off my shoes and letting my toes dance between the blades of soft grass, I startled when a soft shadow fell over my bench.

“It’s you.”

“Nice to see you again, Senora.”

The stranger sat at my side, his smile staying bright as he crossed his long legs and offered me a bite of his sandwich.

“No thanks,” I muttered. “But it’s sweet of you.”

“Wish I could do more.”

Studying his face as he finished his lunch and wiped his palms down his jeans, I trembled as he draped one arm around the faded wood crossing my back, his fingers just touching my shoulder.

“Why do you say that?” I asked.

“I had to deal with your boss, too,” he said. “You’ll pardon my language. But that one’s a real cabrona.”

“I have zero idea what you just said,” I said with a laugh.

“Trust me. It fits.”

Seeing him under the sunlight, my mouth went dry and my body quivered as he inched a little bit closer and waggled his fuzzy eyebrows.

“I think I caught your name,” he said. “Victoria?”

“Bet it didn’t sound so nice when the cabrona said it.”

His laughter lightened my soul, and I longed to touch his lips when I held my hand back and tried to focus on the clouds in the sky.

“I don’t know what to call you,” I said.

“My people call me Cruz,” he said. “Can I count you as mi amiga?”

That much I understood, and I nodded my head as Cruz coiled closer to my body and followed the path of my stare.

“I like this time of day,” he purred in a seductive whisper.

“Why is that?” I asked.

“Something about taking a break when the rest of the world thinks that you should be serving them,” he said. His arm swirled around my shoulders, and he danced his fingers up and down my arm.

“Can I take you someplace to talk?” he said.

“We’re doing that right here,” I reminded him.

“You got me!” he said as he pulled back and held his large palms in the air just before his face. How could his fingers be that long? What would they feel like if they pressed between my thighs and found my aching clit?

“Alright,” I said. “Do we need to get in my car? Or should we---?”

“We can get where we need to on foot,” he said. “Come with me, Victoria.”

Stepping back into my pumps, I let Cruz lead me away from the bench. My knees felt as if they would buckle with each step, and he gave me a sweet smile as we stopped behind a small shed. I could smelt the mulch wafting through the open windows and narrowed my eyes.

“I never really noticed this place,” I started.

“You come here often?” he asked.

“When I can. Do you cut the grass for the whole town or what?”

“I get around,” he smirked. “Since you won’t share my lunch, how about I give you something else?”

Cruz lightly licked his lips, and my pussy throbbed under my panties. He tenderly caressed my face with the back of his hand, and when we kissed I tasted the wheat bread still on his tongue. The man left me wanting more as he tucked his head in the crook of my neck and suckled my skin as he peppered my flushed flesh with gentle love bites.

“I… this is crazy,” I managed as I tugged on is hair.

“Why, Senora?” he asked.

“Because I… I hardly know you,” I said.

“That’s what will make it fun,” he promised. My trembling body met his broad chest, and I tried to claim his kiss again when he squeezed my chin in his large hand.

“Who knows what we’ll find?” he said with a wink, and I faintly nodded my head. The lines of his muscles rippled through his shirt, and I undid a single button so I could run my fingers through the dark hair coating his chest. His heart seemed to pound with every rub, and I rested my brow against his as a shuddering breath escaped my lungs.

“I… I have a pretty good idea,” I moaned. “Please tell me that you have the key to this… whatever this is.”

“It’s never locked,” he said.

“Even better.”

Staying in his eyes, I reached for the rusted handle just behind my back when he pulled me away from door. My feet nearly left the freshly cut blades of grass as I slipped out of my shoes again and peered into his eyes.

“What are you doing?” I asked. “Don’t you… you said you wanted me.”

“You have no idea, bonita,” he purred. “From the first moment I laid eyes on you.”

He had hardly seen me at my best just outside Arlene’s office, but I still longed to lie down and strip his body bare so I could cuddle into him and feel his kiss trailing down my sides.

And lower…

“So let’s… let’s take it inside,” I panted.

“And waste this beautiful day?” he challenged with a quick brush of his lips against mine. “Here and now is more than perfect.”

Was he serious? Despite the protection of the small building, I could hear cars passing by the park mingling with the low voices or mothers pushing their little ones in carriages or taking them out on foot to savor the sunlight.

“I don’t think that we---”

“Don’ t think so much,” he said in a rough whisper. “Just be here. With me.”

My mouth went dry as Cruz lifted up my skirt. Massaging his way up my legs, I arched my hips closer to his hands and felt my cheeks burning as he gently touched the lust brimming between my legs.

“See?” he teased as he leaned forward to kiss my hair. “You’re already there.”

Faintly nodding my head as his other arm wrapped around my waist, I bit down on my lip as he reached up my blouse and touched my back. His huge hand poked out from under my collar, and my breath hitched in my chest as he found the barrette holding my bun in place.

“Let’s see what it looks like when it’s loose,” he said.

My hair spilled around my shoulders, and Cruz smiled into the strands.

“Muy bonita,” he crooned. “You should wear it like this all the time.”

“I… I was running short on time this morning,” I said as his touch surrounded my breast. My hard nipple pulsed through lace, and he gave my tit a playful pinch.

“And no doubt you have to go back in into the lion’s den sooner rather than later, right?”

My head hurt as I nodded, and I kissed him again as he fondled my panties and gave the fragile fabric a quick tug.

“I want… I only want to make your day better,’” he promised. “Not worse.”

Our eyes locked, and I nuzzled my nose against his coarse cheek as he moaned into my ear.

“Fast can still be fun,” he assured me. “Just like this.”

Cruz kept his mouth on mine as he let two long fingers caress the wet walls of my pussy. Turning to meet more of his touch, I felt his fingers circle around my clit.

“Jesus Christ, I… oh God!”

A third finger? My body opened to take every inch of him in as he quickened his pace for several seconds. His pursuit suddenly shifted from a mad dash to a gentle stroll and I was ready to climax when a bouncing ball hit the grass and came to rest in the corner of my eye.

“We… we can’t,” I hissed. “We shouldn’t…”

“Stay with me, Victoria.”

Gagging me with his kiss, Cruz’s tongue twirled around mine, and I stayed in the space of his kiss as a boy who should really be in school appeared. He paused for a split second and almost seemed to sense our presence when he simply shrugged his shoulders and took off in the other direction.

“Looks like we’re not the only ones breaking the rules,” Cruz said as he pulled his hands away from my pussy. I nearly collapsed into his body when he kept me upright and let me watch as he licked my lust from his hand.

“Have a taste,” he said. “You are sensacional.”

I obeyed and felt my desire mingling with the sweat trickling down my face as he seized my shoulders and peered into my eyes.

“Okay?” he asked.

“It’s… it’s like nothing I’ve ever known…”

Longing to hold him as my voice trailed off, I watched him lower his fly. His massive cock sprang forth, and I touched the tip of his shaft and started to spread my legs when he slowly shook his head.

“I think you’ve earned another surprise,” he said. “Turn around.”

“What?” I asked. “Why?”

“Because I bet that this is something else that you have never known.”

I was too weak to argue, as he twisted me into the outer wall of the shed. Splaying my fingers as he dragged my skirt up, I felt Cruz fall. His warm lips kneaded my quivering ass, and I gasped when his tongue circled my rim. His kiss darted in and out of my folds, and there was no sound save for his moans. I managed one glance at the sky and marveled at the clouds that suddenly ceased to move.

“I think you’ll like this,” he said. “I know I will.”

Cruz crawled up the length of my body, and I felt his hands on my hips as his cock teased my ass.

“Won’t it hurt?” I asked in a meek voice.

“Not when I do it,” Cruz answered. He bathed my neck with a fresh stream of kisses, but I started to tense as he lowered his lips to my ear.

“I could never bring harm to anyone so encantadora.”

His cock started to search my body with a slow push. I gritted my teeth and grinded my nails into the walls he soothed my fallen hair with even sweeter kisses.

“Never,” he repeated. “I only want to see you smile.”

He entered my ass with a sure thrust and came to rest. I squirmed for no more than a moment as I grew comfortable around his cock. Cruz traced random circles into my hips with one hand as he pushed away the hair sticking to my face with the other. As soon as could see clearly again, I eased my head over my shoulder and found his eyes.

“I’m… I’m not there yet,” I told him. “But I am ready.”

“Bonita...”

Cruz placed his hands on my hips and eased my body down the wall. He was on his knees and still buried inside me as he wrapped one arm around my breasts.

“You don’t have to do anything,” he whispered. “Just be here with me. And feel.”

His free hand rubbed my quaking belly as the force of his cock intensified. As he made his way deeper into my ass, I reached around to pinch his sides.

“That’s not fair,” he laughed. “Am I hurting you?”

“Please do something,” I begged. “I can’t wait…”

He answered my plea with a pulse that slowly coursed through my veins. I sat on his taut thighs and basked in Cruz’s warm breath flowing down my neck. He nibbled on my ears, and before he exploded, he kept his cock at bay and massaged my cunt to the point of no return.

This was more than I had ever known, and I held his hand between my thighs and savored the feel of his fingers as I turned my head to kiss the shoulder just poking out from under his shirt.

“Every which way,” I muttered. “Are you always this amazing?”

“Only with you,” he confessed. “You…”

“Don’t talk,” I said. “Wait… I want…”

Falling forward as my body broke around him, inside him, I planted my palms on the ground and struggled to catch my breath. There was no job to get back to or prices to pay as he pressed his tight chest to my back and enveloped me in his arms. I arched my hips to take another taste as he moaned into my hair.

“You looked so sad, Victoria,” he soothed. “Tell me that you feel better now?”

My lips started to part into the only words that he wanted to hear, that I wanted to speak. But before I could kiss him again, my phone buzzed from my purse.

“Fuck,” I muttered. “I’m late again.”

Kristina’s text kindly suggested that I should make my way back to the office right now, and even as I hated pulling away from him, I looked up to see the clouds moving again as I glanced down at him.

“Can I… will I see you again?” I asked.

“You can count on it, bonita,” he promised. “I---”

“I’m off at five,” I said, moaning as I bowed down to kiss him again and cuddle his chin in my hand.

“Should I just meet you here?” I asked.

“Maybe,” he teased. “I’ll find you, Victoria.”

Believing in him as I parked my car in a crooked line and could care less, I headed up the staircase. Sherri did a double take and I grinned as I fluffed my fallen hair.

“The break did me a world of good,” I said, sure that nothing or no one would spoil my mood as Arlene barked from her office.

And I entered the breach on light feet and tilted my head to the side.

“What did I do now?” I asked.

“Careful,” Arlene cautioned. “What will you do without a job?”

Just like that, the high started to dissipate. She had a point, and I mentally ticked off the meager funds in my savings account when I heard the glass door open.

And Cruz was right there at my back.

“Yes?” Arlene asked. “And what do you want now?”

“So sorry to interrupt,” he started. “But I do believe that you’ve short changed me.”

Arlene scoffed, and Cruz shot me a fast smile as he pushed his hand into his pocket and revealed her check.

“You left off a zero,” he said. “See for yourself.”

His body was still cloaked in the smell of sex, and my jaw unhinged as Arlene recognized her error.

“I… yes,” she sputtered. “I can see the mistake. I---”

“Looks to me like you need to get your head back in the game.”

I wanted nothing more than to kiss him hard. But I held back as Arlene tore a new check from her ledger and pressed it into Cruz’s large hand.

“Muchas gracias,” he said. “I’ll see myself--”

“Oh no!” I said. “I am more than happy to walk you out!”

Catching Kristina’s smile as we left the suite and made our way back to the parking lot, I pulled him into the nearest shadow and had to take his lips.

“Did I turn your day around, bonita?” he asked.

“You’ve made this the best day of my life.”

His kiss was tender as he glanced at his phone.

“I do have another job to get to,” he started.

“And I think I’ll keep this one,” I countered. “For now.”

“Let’s hope that something better comes along in record time.”

“What’s better than you?” I asked.

Cruz winked and patted my ass still sore but happy. He turned on his heel with the promise that we would see each other again soon when he stopped and beckoned me closer.

“You forgot something in the park, Victoria.”

He started to hand over my panties, and I could hardly believe that I had forgotten them when I eased the fabric back into his pocket.

“It’s okay,” I said. “They’ll only get in the way later on.”

Cruz’s smile expanded, and he leaned in for one more kiss.

“Hasta luego, bonita.”


6. The Bride's Filthy Wants: Wedding Day Anal Sex with my Ex-Boyfriend by Ellie North

Tracy Edwards is a nervous bride to be on the day of her wedding, and no matter how hard she tries, she can’t just stop thinking about her ex-boyfriend, Mick, and that filthy, violent way he had about life and hard, rough sex -- a considerable contrast to her kind, generous, husband to be, Adam. Close to spiraling into a full blown anxiety attack and possible runaway bride situation threatening to ruin her special day, Tracy gets an unexpected last minute visit from none other than Mick, dressed to the nines in a tailored three-piece tux. Will she runaway with him for a life of sex and adventure? Will he save the day by giving her first and last experience with anal only hours before walking down the aisle?

It wasn’t until I was alone looking at that beautiful wedding gown hanging from the door that I started having second thoughts about it.

There was nothing wrong with him, of course. I kept telling myself that Adam was the perfect man, listing the things I loved about him and the reasons I was marrying him to myself like some sort of prayer I needed to repeat in a time of doubt. He was a kind and loving man, with a prolific career in architecture he was both brilliant and passionate about; he had a family that loved me like one of their own, a perfect sense of romance, and a smile that had often made me drag him away for quick fuck in a public restroom or some dark hidden corner at a party. He was an epic kisser, not good, epic. The kind that left you feeling light-headed, breathless, and wanting more: Aroused and damp. He was a good fuck, too -- albeit a little bit vanilla when compared to my ex, Mickey.

That was the problem, wasn’t it? Mickey.

Mickey was the complete opposite to Adam. He was unreliable, careless, and had left me heartbroken so many times it was difficult for me to justify why I thought of him so often. He was far less concerned with my virtue than my husband-in-the-making, and during the first few hours of my wedding day, I thought about his callused hands pushing the hem of my ‘Bride to be’ robe up as he shoved me up against the wall. I thought about his hot breath against the back of my neck and imagined the feel of his erection, thick and pulsating, his hands gripping my arms viciously. His fingers leaving marks on them as he began fucking me so hard that my head banged repeatedly against the cold wall.

Adam could never be like that. He fucked me with so much love even his aggressions had a tender tint to them, and while his deliciously thick cock never failed to get me there, he was uncomfortable with anything that may have seemed disrespectful to his bride, from gripping my hair too tight and shoving my head down to swallow him whole while sucking him off, to the number one on my sexual To Do List: Anal Sex.

I always thought it was the kind of thing that I could save for my wedding night, an alternate virginity my husband could claim until I realized he just wasn’t interested, no matter how often I brought it up or hinted at it. He told me he wasn’t into it one night after sex.

“It’s not something I’m into,” he said, pushing my leg up onto his left shoulder, his rough hip movements successfully reminding me what he was into and why I liked it so much.

Suddenly, though, the prospect of never getting what I wanted seemed like a sign of doom. The very first example in a list of things I’d have to sacrifice as soon as I married the man of my childhood dreams. The man I wanted back before I knew about things like bondage and anal sex and began wondering if they were something I shouldn’t be missing out on. The problem with having it denied was that it made me curious, obsessive even. At least, until I was trapped in a hardcore fantasy starring me on all fours, my ex in a tuxedo, and his cum all over my light blue Just Married panties. I didn’t even hear the sound of knuckles rapping on the door of my suite, grinding my hips hard into my own hand until I heard the squeak of the door and the click that followed once it was shut.

“Trace, are you in here?”

“In a minute!” I groaned, nearly falling off my seat as I reached for the ribbon that had been loosened as I touched myself, the robe falling open while I massaged my wet cunt with those special wedding panties around my ankles. It left me flustered as I stumbled out into the small seating area in my bridal suite, my nipples extra sensitive to the soft touch of the fabric of every movement I made. My skin tingling with a near-orgasm that made me feel a bit like having one of those big, satisfying sneezes scared off by an early ‘Bless you’.

“What were you doing? You look all flustered”

I laughed nervously and shook my head, keeping hands behind my back as my cousin, Jodi, maid of honor extraordinaire, narrowed her eyes suspiciously at me. I could swear she could see right through me and smell those imaginary infidelities on me as easily as I could still smell myself on my hand.

“Mick is here.”

“What?” My heart stopped racing. In fact, it slowed to a near stop. Each beat a loud resounding bang that served as a dramatic introduction to that asshole’s impeccably bad timing, “What do you mean Mick is here?”

“I mean he is right outside, looking dapper as hell, and wants to talk to you. Personally, I think you should tell him to fuck off and not talk to him until you’re Mrs. Adam Jones.”

“You know I’m not changing my name,” I said quickly, trying to pretend that the blush rising to my cheeks had nothing to do with Mickey, that the important topic of conversation at hand was whether or not I’d be taking Adam’s name, and definitely not why I was so damn flustered and sopping wet. How she should take him away and not let him anywhere near me until I was married to another man.

“Do you want to see him?”

“I promised my dad I’d play nice,” I half-lied, unwilling to admit that he was exactly the person I had been wanting to see, to feel, before becoming Mrs. Adam Jones.

It really was partially true. Mickey’s father had been in business with my dad since they were in their early twenties and our families were close enough for him to be a guest to the wedding in spite of our tempestuous history together and his tendency to be an ass.  He had been a brother to my brothers up until the third time we broke up, and even Adam accepted his presence in our life as an inconvenience he’d have to deal with for as long as our families were tied so close together in business. He didn’t like it, but I think he knew that bringing it up would have been a turn-off. He knew these things, and how sensitive he was to them was another reason why I wanted to spend the rest of my life with him.

“So you actually want to see Mick?”

I watched the expression on my cousin’s face go from disbelief to exasperation as I began nodding my head. She wasn’t about to fight the bride on her day, but I could tell she was having doubts about how smart it’d be to let my notoriously douchey ex-boyfriend into my room, just hours before my wedding ceremony, at a hotel full of my future husband’s friends and family. I really couldn’t blame her when she threw her hands up in a huff and marched out of the room, leaving the door open and absolutely no time for me to prepare. I stood there, like soon-to-be roadkill just waiting for the inevitable after being blinded by headlights. It’s funny, how you can be so careless about some moments and others are so overwhelming they freeze you right on the spot.

I watched him walk in, one hand in the pocket of his perfectly pressed black trousers. His tuxedo all black and completely perfect, as was to be expected. He made up for his complacency with life by always putting work into the way he looked. All his suits were tailor made and it was easy to tell by the way they fitted him, tightening here and there to make his shoulders look broader and his torso longer and lean.

“The blushing bride,” he said, standing by the door, seizing me from a dozen steps away. His hand flat on the door, pushing it shut and then locking it from the inside before he finally moved forward. “You look beautiful.”

“I haven’t even showered,” I waved a hand at him dismissively, pulling the robe shut tightly and moving back into the bedroom. I needed to see the dress and remind myself that Adam mattered more than the hunger Mickey undeniably sparked in me.

“I always liked you dirty,” he replied without missing a beat and following me into the bedroom, his eyes pausing for only a second on the lacy white dress.

My face burned red, I could feel it. I could feel the blood rising to my cheeks and spreading along like a red wine stain on white fabric. Indifferent as I tried to appear, he could tell in the way I sat in front of the mirror, my legs crossed so tightly together I could hook my foot behind my calf comfortably. A chastity belt of my own design.

“You look flustered.”

“Was there anything you wanted, Mickey?” I shifted, feeling the damp crotch of my lace panties brush smoothly against my clean-waxed pussy.

“I just wanted to see you before you officially become someone else’s.”

“I’m not his property,” I snapped back, a little too quickly for my tastes, but just quick enough for him to recognize its meaning. To know that it was the idea of being someone else’s I was objecting to. It was like a small crack in my foundation he instantly knew could take advantage of.

“You know what I mean, in a few hours, I’ll never be able to touch you again.”

“That ship has sailed, Mick. You can’t touch me as is.”

He laughed. It was a laugh so smug it got me off my seat, the robe loose again, giving him a full frontal view of my hard nipples and the darkened blue patch of my soaked wedding underwear. It was only a glimpse, but it was enough for him to know no ship had sailed, and I watched him in the mirror as he approached, standing right behind me, and shamelessly reached between my legs.

“No, it hasn’t,” he grunted, his breath on the back of my neck making me whimper, reminding me of a fantasy that had yet to cool down.

It was so close to my daydreams it felt like a continuation to the orgasm he had so rudely interrupted. He yanked me back, shoving one hand deep into my panties as the other massaged my breast, the robe wide open, his eyes watching our reflection in the mirror as I started rocking my hips into his touch unhurriedly. My lower lip tucked between my teeth as I tried to bite back not just the moan, but the plea that followed.

“Mick…” I grunted, rolling my ass hard against his erection in spite of everything my brain told me to do; things like slap him, run, scream at him for being such an inconsiderate dick, or, at least, move. “No…” I tore myself away from him, collecting the fabric of the robe and closing it tight at the chest as I made my way across the room, feeling the panties I was supposed to wear down the aisle a slick wet mess as I sat at the edge of the bed “You need to go.”

“Or I could stay,” he said, putting index and middle fingers into his mouth, “you taste like you want me to stay. You taste like you really, really want me to stay.”

“Please go, Mickey, I need to get ready.”

“Then what was that about, Trace?”

I sighed, watching him close the distance between us and sit beside me on the bed, his hand on my knee. His eyes searching my face as if this was him trying to be helpful and understanding, instead of just looking to claim what he wanted, when he wanted it, no matter how inconvenient and ill-timed it was.

“Nothing. I just – No, it’s nothing, I’m marrying a wonderful man that does beautiful things for me and respects my body, and you,” I stood up, “You need to get out.”

“So,” he smiled, standing up and facing me, entirely too close for my comfort, “What won’t he do to you, then? This is obviously about how he is fucking you. Or not fucking you, rather.”

“Mick…”

“I know you, Tracy,” he said, sticking a hand into the robe and between my legs without permission or warning, two fingers rubbing the wet fabric of my panties, pushing the crotch as far into the folds of my vagina as it would go, and leaning in to whisper in my ear, “What is it?”

“I’ve just…I’ve never…” I blushed furiously. Furiously enough for his smile to widen as I felt his had slide out from between my legs, moving to caress the curve of my ass, giving it a light smack before pushing a hand back between my legs, using the lubrication of my pussy to press a tentative middle finger into my asshole. I moaned, my body pressing back into him instinctively, “Mick…”

“It doesn’t have to mean anything,” he said, spreading my ass cheeks with one hand as his index plunged deep into me, his clothes the only thing stopping me from reaching down and letting him fuck me as hard as he wanted right there on my wedding bed. “It can be a parting present between two old friends.”

“We were never friends,” I panted, protesting verbally what my body didn’t as he turned me around and pushed me up against the bed, the movement so unexpected I landed with my face against the comforter and my ass up in the air. My body relaxed into him, contradicting every weak argument against whatever this was with its willingness; with the soft moan that pushed past my lips as he removed the panties.

“Stay there,” he commanded, and defeated, I obeyed. Heard him walk away from me and glanced back over my shoulder at him, my stomach aflutter as I watched him snatch a bottle of baby oil from the make-up ready table and move back towards the bed.

His hand was slippery as he prepared me for his cock, one finger at a time. It had always been the right kind of thick, but as he pushed three lubricated fingers into my ass, I began to worry about the pain – about the moaning – and reached out for one of the pillows on the large, lush bed, hugging it to my body and making sure I’d have something to bite into in case the pain was as bad as they said.

He didn’t need more than that. His pants dropped on the carpet with the muted clank of his belt buckle, adding more oil to his hand and rubbing it up and down his shaft, the look of it enough to make me slightly stick my ass up at him. Ready. Inpatient.

There was plenty about Adam that I was crazy about, plenty that I loved and made me want to spend the rest of my life with him. It was different from the raw sexual force Mick offered, though, and I was reminded of it as he shoved me forward. One hand on the small of me back as the other have me a hard, resounding smack.

I panted, pleading breathlessly for him to do it, while I reminded him to be careful, to go slow and take it easy. I convinced myself I was prepared until I felt his twelve-inch cock slowly penetrate me, making me cry out involuntarily, the pitch loud enough for his left hand to abandon my shoulder and cover my mouth. He paused, barely having managed to push the tip in when I asked him to stop, biting hard into the pillow. He didn’t listen for long. Very slowly, he pressed further into me, I could feel him tearing through me inch by inch, the pain almost enough to make me push him off of me. I cried into the pillow, the volume getting out of my control as he began moving back, then forward.

“Relax,” he told me, both hands relocating to my hips, his breathing heavy as he pulled me back into him, making me take his dick all the way in, the tears involuntarily rolling down my face, “You’re so tight…Relax….”

“I’m trying,” I mewled, my voice muffled by the pillow, my hands keeping it in a firm white-knuckled grip as I pushed it into my face in fruitless attempts to keep me quiet. “Fuck,” I moaned, reaching back to slow his thrusting, “Fuck Mick, it hurts…”

“Shhh….” He gripped my hair, thrusting hard into me again, my muffled moans turning into high pitched whining until he stopped, breathing heavily against the back of my neck, “You’re going to get us caught…”

“You need to slow down,” I hummed, trying to breathe in-between involuntary groans and whimpers, each thrust hurting bad enough to make me sweat, the heat pooling at the pit of my stomach and moving through me in waves. I hugged more pillows to my body, getting on my knees to lift my ass up for him, his hands firm on my waist, pulling me back into each measured thrust. He lost control sometimes, moving hard and fast and making me cry out loud enough to remind him he was supposed to be discreet.

“Breathe,” he reminded me, moving faster, his hand returning to its previous spot over my mouth and nose as he began to really fuck me hard. The tears pulling under his hand, salty against my lips as he tried to silence me.

I could feel him tearing through me, each thrust causing pleasure that was consistently overpowered by the pain. He had never felt so massive, now, his shaft and how much it hurt each time I took him inside me was all I can think of. The wedding dress hanging behind us a distant memory as all anxieties, doubts and thoughts dissolved in how good it felt to be this sore with him. How strong his hands were as they moved from my hips to my shoulders, then down along my arms to grip me at the elbows and use them as momentum to fuck me harder. The force with which he started ramming into me a small indication of how close he was to climax.

He didn’t ask. I felt his cum, hot on my ass right after he pulled out, then pushed back into me, filling my ass with it as each roll of his hips milked him dry. I moaned feeling his palm smear him up along my back.

It took me a moment to regain my composure, my body so sore I was afraid to move as his weight was lifted from the mattress, his belt buckle clinking on its way back up.

“You should pull yourself together,” I heard him suggest from somewhere behind me in the room, “Jodi is not going to take very long to be back in here after I leave, and you should probably, at least, have your clothes on.”

“Not a word,” I hissed at him as I carefully slid off the bed, trying not to smear the semen on my back on the mattress, “I mean it Mickey, this is strictly between us.”

“Don’t worry baby,” he smiled in a way that made me a little turned on, “it’ll be our dirty little secret.”

Unlike Jodi, Mick had the decency to wait for me to get straightened up and start running a shower before he headed out. My hair back into a bun at the top of my head, my robe closed, my panties, I soon realized, missing. I would have chased after him if Jodi hadn’t wandered in almost immediately, her hair done in a complicated bun with little blue stones matching her dress embedded in the braids, eyes heavily made-up and wide, and heels clicking when she followed me as I calmly walked into the bathroom.

“What the hell happened?” She asked, glancing back over her shoulder as if half expecting him or Adam to wander in to make the day more dramatic than strictly necessary.

I moved slowly, careful not to make her notice anything strange in the way I moved around the bathroom.

“You fucked him, didn’t you?”

“Jo, I really need to get ready,” I smiled, unwilling to deny what was obvious but also disinclined to discuss what had. I had never hidden much for Jodi, so it was, in a manner of speaking, my way of telling her that she was right and that we weren’t going to talk about it or make a big deal of it.

“Okay,” she was reluctant but, again, she was bound by the unspoken laws of bridal supremacy and nodding, she checked her wristwatch, “you have ten minutes to shower, then I am sending the hair and makeup girls in.”

“Okay, okay, get out.”

When I stepped into the shower I realized I felt nowhere near as guilty as some probably thought I should. My timing was less than perfect, but as I washed clean I realized there had never been any apprehension when it came to marrying Adam. It was all about experience and the fear of missing out on something unknown, something that I no longer feared I would miss out of. It sounded like a terrible excuse for a cheating on my fiancé, and maybe deep down, that’s all it was. The reasoning I provided myself with as soon as I realized how badly I wanted my ex to fuck me in the ass.

I was sore as I sat for two girls to braid my hair into a loose, simple crown around my head as a third girl took care of my makeup.

“Where did your blue panties go?” Jodi asked me as she helped me slip into the dress, noticing I was wearing a white pair of cage lace panties that left my ass on display instead of the Something Blue intended with a shiny “Just Married” stamped across the back.

“I decided to go with these,” I explained simply, sliding my arms into the sleeves and letting them begin the endless task of buttoning my dress up. I never offered anything else and she didn’t ask again.

I married Adam three hours later in a lovely big ceremony attended by our friends and family. He wore a three-piece tuxedo that made him look handsome and refined, with a tie that matched the pattern of his brother and best friend standing right beside him. My father walked me down the aisle to a Beatles song and kissed my forehead sweetly, oblivious to what her little girl had been getting up to just before getting to church, then he turned to Adam, honorable, trustworthy Adam, and asked him to take good care of me and watch over my precious heart. I smiled, feeling only the slightest bite of guilt as he headed to his seat by my mom and my siblings.

“You look beautiful,” Adam smiled, looking dashing and fresh shaved. Clean and ready to start a new life together with so much love in his eyes I could feel butterflies madly flapping for him in my stomach.

“You don’t look too bad yourself wither, Mr. Jones.”

I kissed him, going against the rules, feeling his lips reluctantly follow my initiative and laugh along with me at our seeming impatience. There was no act in it, nothing corrupted or tainted in the power and importance of our love. When I said my vows, my voice broke not because I felt like a traitor, but because I meant every word broken my tears or laughter. When he said his vows, there was nothing but joy in the way I stared up at him, my eyes locked with his beautifully deep blues. It was all the something blue I needed – al the blue I’d ever need again. 

Mickey was standing in the crowd outside the church as we poured out of it, lost in a sea of people eager to congratulate us on our new beginning.

He asked me if there was something wrong with my leg later on while we were dancing at the reception. For a moment, I considered telling him the truth, admitting that I’d been fantasizing about anal sex for so long I just needed to get it out of my system, at least once, since he wasn’t willing to give it to me. There was no world where that sort of confession could be anything but heart-shatteringly offensive to anyone involved, so I bit it back, smiled at him, and I said I must have pulled something wearing the monstrous heels I simply wasn’t used to instead. He accepted it, no questions, kissing the frosting off my nose lovingly before feeding me some wedding cake.  His blind trust and adoration easily made up for all the ways in which he wasn’t adventurous where his dick was concerned, and his confidence when it came to size made up for all those smacks and hair tugs I would never benefit from.

It was a small price to pay for being with a good, nice, generous man. Not the man that made me mutter incoherently post-orgasm, but the one who took me sweetly and didn’t stop until the ripples shaking through my body took over any fleeting doubts. Later that night, he made love to me hard and slow, pushing my legs to the side to plunge deeper into me, his kisses tinted with whiskey and wine. That night I straddled my new husband to the hotel bed, his hands toying shyly with an asshole too sore to be toyed with. I climaxed hard, taking his cum into me and knowing with full certainty that he was the right man for me. That and I’d made the right choice.

I didn’t speak Mickey again that night, or for a very long time after. Didn’t even notice him on the dance floor as I held on to my man or escorting his date out of the party at some point before I threw out the bouquet into a screaming crowd of thirty single girls that made me glad to be over and done with that. He had what he wanted, what he came for; something both borrowed and blue. It really didn’t matter to me. It was never about him, or us, or what could have been if things had been different.

It was all about me and my filthy wants.


7. Doing My Delivery Guy: Hot First Time Anal Sex with a Stranger by Lora Lane

Who doesn't love being a stay-at-home wife of a deadbeat husband who sleeps around on them and is never home? Well, me for starters. I hate it. That life leaves me lonely at home most of the time where I have to find things to do to fill my free time that are almost never enjoyable in any way. Enter the week I had a replacement delivery driver come into my house one day and everything got a lot more enjoyable. Little did I know when I planned to seduce the studly man what surprises he would have in store for me.

If someone asked me to recount the number of times Dan had left for a long work trip, I wouldn't be able to do it. Numbers might in fact be endless but my patience is not and I would get tired of counting his long trips away from home somewhere around a thousand or so. Unfortunately, if I had to count the number of times I was sad to see him go, the numbers wouldn't go on past the first two years of our marriage.

We've all heard the dream. Boy meets girl. Boy falls in love. Boy marries girl and they – say it with me – live happily ever after. That certainly makes a great line in a story but that's about as far as the reality goes for me. Dan and I were happy while we were dating and happy enough during our first couple of years of marriage. Though we've stayed together for the most part over the decade since then, the two of us haven't truly been a good couple in a very long time.

We go through the motions, sure, and there are good times but for the most part we are roommates at best. He goes off and works to make most of the money while I stay home and play housekeeper all week long. Don't get me wrong. I fully appreciate the ability and dedication it takes to be a stay at home wife or husband but that job is certainly not for me. I'm just not cut out for it, so I spend most of my time either being completely bored out of my mind or fooling around in town with my friends – which admittedly proves to be pretty boring most of the time itself.

This naturally leads to me constantly searching for either new things to do or new people to hang out with or both. I'm not one to hop from club to club so I have to look in everyday places for friends and new things to keep me busy. Stay at home jobs to pick up extra spending money take care of most of my would-be free time during the meat of the week but on Thursday and Friday, I am out there searching for my next great adventure.

If you imagine that great adventure being a lonely housewife driving around in her car all alone listening to old love songs from a forgotten era, you have a much different definition of adventure than I do. So, sure, most of the time I find nothing new to do and nobody new to hang out with but there are those times when something or even someone special comes around and makes my day which of course makes my week. Rarely if ever have those special moments come during my work time from Sunday evening through Wednesday afternoon. But there was this one amazing thing that happened and my goodness it made my day, week, month and year all at the same time.

The work that I do during the middle of the week to keep me busy doesn't demand a ton of office supplies but when I do order them I usually do so in bunches. Those are usually delivered by the same package guy. His name is John and he is as boring as he is steady and reliable. There was this day however that the normally reliable John was not around.

It was so odd to not see John walk up with my packages that day that I was actually a little worried about the old guy. After all he was probably getting close to retirement age and worked extremely hard day in and day out. When I opened my door to the walking boxes, I completely planned on asking the strange man I had seen from the living room window just what had happened to John. Strange sounding or not, making conversation with the package delivery people was the most fun I usually had during the work day.

Then the guy put the boxes down and I forgot all about poor old John because the nice package company had chosen a guy from a cologne ad to take his place. My breath caught in my chest for a moment at the sight of him. He was probably a couple of years younger than me and at least a few inches over six feet. His forearms suggested a well-toned body under that boring brown outfit and stubby blond hair could be seen under his cap. He noticed me for a moment before flashing a blue-eyed smile at me, "I have more where this comes from miss."

"I bet you do," I smirked towards him.

He looked at me with a curious grin, "I meant the packages ma'am."

I glanced off to one side and tried to order my cheeks not to turn red, "Oh, of course, me too."

“I'll just sit these down and go get the rest."

"You do that," I said as I propped the door open and strolled back across the living area and into the kitchen. I knew by the time he strolled back inside with more boxes that it was nearly hopeless to keep a straight face and to keep from blushing openly so I picked up my morning coffee cup and brought it to my lips as if I were sipping from it. The cup was empty but it did a great job of hiding part of my face from the hunky man.

When he came in I was able to ask a normal question of him as my breath calmed to a normal rate, "Where is my old friend John? I'm so accustomed to him arriving here at my door a few times a week that you threw me off."

He paused on his way back off of the porch, "I like John too. He's a great guy, even trained me when I first started. He had to take the week off for some medical thing he had to get done. Should be back next week." The guy walked off of the porch for what I figured were the last of the boxes.

When he came back with the last one he asked if I wanted him to put them anywhere in the house. It was damn tempting to tell the hunk of man to put them and himself in my bedroom but I was able to control myself and only say, "Not today. I'll have boxes coming in all week though so keep your fingers crossed big fella."

That time it was he who turned away with a bit of a blush tone to his cheeks which told me he had thought of me as more than just a customer at least for that moment. It wasn't much excitement, but for me it was more than enough to make my morning and afternoon worthwhile.

He got me to sign on the little electronic device and went on his way. I told him I would see him the next day and probably the next and that was it. Then I went over to my computer and began to order a few more things because the truth was that I had no more packages coming in that week. That is, until I ordered more, making sure to order one of them for next day delivery so I would be guaranteed to see my favorite temporary package guy.

The best thing about the modern tech that these companies use is that I can track my packages down to a window of time when they will probably be delivered. This company that I use has gotten very good and extremely reliable and I planned to use the service to my complete advantage.

I was by myself as usual that night when I crawled between the sheets and lay my head on my single pillow. Dogs are Dan's pet of choice but since he is never home I nixed any plans of keeping dogs around the house, leaving my fat yellow tabby as my only partner in the bed. She's one of those cats that really is difficult to tell what to do but I have been able to convince her to sleep at the end of the bed instead of on my pillow.

By the time I was half way through the dream that came to me that night however, the cat had chosen willingly to move to another room. The package guy delivered a package to my door without a shirt for some reason and I was only wearing a robe. I took the box and tossed it to one side, allowing him to grab me in his strong embrace. The few articles of clothing that we had were lost on the way to the bedroom where he put me on the bed and explored every inch of my body.

I woke up just before the good part of the dream thanks to the home phone ringing. A glance at my cell on the night stand showed five missed calls and one text from Dan that simply read 'Where the fuck are you?'.

Some wives are lucky enough for such a random burst of missed calls to mean that their loved one needs them for some dire purpose. Not me though. I know Dan better than anyone and I knew the kind of thing he viewed as an emergency for me and it wasn't anything actually important. He left those calls to his numerous 'girlfriends' and his mother.

A quick text from me reminding him that I stuck a post-it note to the inside of his wallet with all of his important numbers to bank accounts and such. The idiot responded with a moronic thank you and that was the end of that. I threw my phone down on the couch so hard that it bounced up into the air and down onto the carpet.

All I am to that son of a bitch is a source of information and an occasional booty-call when he can't get a date with one of the skanks he sleeps with on the side. This time his using of me interrupted the best dream I have had in months which doubtlessly would have ended better than any real life rendezvous ever could. I was furious, so furious in fact that I blocked Dan's cell and stormed to the extra bedroom that housed my workout machine and treadmill.

Usually I only work out for about thirty minutes, take a quick shower and then get busy doing whatever work the day has for me. That day however I must have worked out for three times that long. I had already finished the extended workout, showered and dried my hair when I realized that I must had forgotten all about the packages that were supposed to be delivered.

Quickly I ran to the front door but there was nothing there but a note. It had all the usual markings to suggest that I had missed the delivery and had the option to either pick up the packages later at the local hub or sign for them the next day in a retry at the delivery.

It was a good thing right then that the lackadaisical husband of mine was far away and not standing in front of me. I was fuming so that I was unable to get much done for the rest of the afternoon and had to work into the night. Though I had calmed down by the time I went to sleep, I was determined to make certain the same thing was not repeated the next day. In fact, laying there in bed too tired to think of dreaming, a brand new plan came to my mind that at least in the moment seemed like the best idea I had thought of in a very long time.

I woke up with second thoughts. And why wouldn't I? For my not-so-well thought out plan to work, another person I had only laid eyes on one time would need to be on the same page as I planned to be on. The fact that the plan involved me seducing the hunky package guy only added to my worry but in the end I decided to go for it anyway.

My day started in the same way as most other days. I showered, ate breakfast and drank coffee while my hair dried naturally and then fixed my hair. On that day like many more before, I went with a ponytail. I had plenty of little time fillers to take care of but much more important than that was getting prepared for my visitor later on during the day.

Around ten o'clock I put the first phase of my plan into action by going into my home gym and working out. Sure, I could have just stayed wet from my shower and faked like I had been working out but why fake it when the real thing can be used so much more powerfully to sway certain members of the opposite sex? I kept a nice smelling body spray handy to make sure I smelled good even though I was working out fairly hard.

Though I took regular breaks to make certain I wasn't completely worn out, within an hour I had completed my usual workout plus another half of an hour worth of sweat-inducing excursive. I double-checked my appearance on the way to the kitchen to grab a fresh water bottle.

My dark brown hair was pulled back into a ponytail and clearly damp during my post-workout moments and dangling a few inches past my shoulders. The top I had on was a hot pink sports bra that nicely framed my trim and fit upper body. I left my midriff bare and tight black pants with a pink stripe down the side hugged my legs down passed my knee. Brand new matching tennis shoes and cute little socks finished off the look and I must say that I looked damn good. My delivery guy would have to be more than simply attracted to me for my plan to work however which is why the top I wore revealed more than a normal amount of cleavage.

As the time grew nearer I walked over and opened the main front door so that the glass screen door was the only barrier between him and myself when he arrived.

The time for the delivery came and went as did the five minutes afterwards. It wasn't a big deal of course because any delivery company's timeline can be changed simply by one or two long deliveries. Still, other things began to run through my mind at that point as I hoped all would remain somewhat on my schedule. There could be another driver today for one reason or another or he could have had trouble with the delivery truck. Any number of happenings could have derailed the early afternoon plan. Soon however, a familiar grinding of pavement under large tires told me that it was show time.

My part to play was as simple as it was nerve-wracking. I only had to stand there in my kitchen looking as good as I could and assume that my delivery guy would be enamored with me. The time for fretting was long passed when he began carting boxes up the drive on his impressive dolley. At first he didn't even walk up to the door, instead dropping the boxes from the first load on the porch and then going back for the next few. There weren't all that many really, just heavy paper boxes and such as that, though I did understand in that moment that I wouldn't need to order more for a while.

The second trip to the porch would be his last as he dropped them on the porch as well and knocked on the screen door as he glanced at me for the first time. I waved him in with a smile and as he opened the door I said, "Maybe I ordered double the number I meant to. Wow, I hope those aren't too heavy for you. Do you want some help? Here, I can grab a couple."

I started towards him but he looked up and put his hand up, "No thanks ma'am, I've got it." He carried two inside at a time and on his first trip inside said, "Besides, it looks like you've been working out hard already."

Tracing a finger down my chest absently, I said, "Yes, I suppose I did. I still can grab a few though if you want." He stood up and I blocked his path to the door for a moment, "I'm quite capable of many surprising things."

His gaze found my finger and traveled easily from there to my chest and then down the rest of my body and for the first time I saw his expression change. It was a clear sign that he had not only noticed me but that that time he saw me and wanted more of me -- if only for a moment. Not wanting to actually prevent him from getting passed me quite yet, I stepped easily to one side, "But if you would rather do the heavy lifting then I won’t stop you."

As he walked back outside to bring the rest of the boxes into the office area of my home I went to grab some water to drink and poured some for him as well. When he came back inside the final time to ask me to sign for the delivery, I stood right in front of him drinking a tall glass of water while I held his in my other hand. I drank long and slow, heaving my chest up and down as I finished.

I giggled as I wiped a drip of water from the side of my mouth, "Oh, excuse me," then offering him the other glass asked, "Water?"

He was glaring at me in a clearly wanting way when I looked at him after drinking the water and I knew he was going along with my plan nicely. Still, he seemed willing to stick by his schedule and ready to refuse himself the lust for me that I had drawn out of him as he extended his electronic signing device towards me.

"No thanks," he said forcing his eyes upward, "Can you sign this?"

I held his water still in my hand, "Make me."

"That's funny," he said a little distracted as he looked off to one side.

"Don't you enjoy breaking the rules sometimes?" I asked.

"Uh, ma'am?"

I walked closer to him so that my chest touched his, "The rules, delivery guy; do you ever like to break the rules?" My glance towards his eyes was nothing short of pure want and need as I stepped forward, forcing him to back up a step, "I do. Want to know what is more fun than simply breaking rules?"

"Oh," he was now trying hard not to look at me at all but I could tell with a glance at his loose fitting pants that he need only allow himself permission to let go, "Sure."

There was more to my well-laid plan but I quickly saw my patience fading and didn't even try to stop myself from charging towards him. I grabbed his shirt and forced his lips down to my own, planting a quick but passionate kiss on his lips then pulled away, "Breaking the rules with someone else." I pulled my top over my head, revealing myself to him.

Before he had a chance to even think about what choices he had to make in that split second, I charged him once again, leaping into his arms. Thankfully he caught me and I wrapped my arms around his strong back. I kissed his lips, cheek and even nibbled on his ear. There were a few moments where I probably should have been a little worried about whether he was going to reciprocate my forward moves but I wasn't thinking about anything but getting more of him.

I don't know how much time passed but it didn't feel like very long before he slipped arms around me and began moving me backwards and returning the kisses in a very strong and passionate manner. I had had to take charge to get things going but from the moment he moved back in the other direction he was taking control. I easily let him take me wherever he wanted to.

He had only seen parts of my house so I didn't know where he was taking me but I didn't care. Halfway down the hall he stopped and backed me up to the wall where he moved his hands around to massage my breasts. I drug my fingers across his back and threw my screams towards the ceiling. His swollen manhood was grinding against me and I was pumping myself against him as well.

His kisses traveled down my neck and across my chest before he lifted me so that he could wrap his lips around my nipples one at a time. With each passing second I was more satisfied with my twisted little plan as he allowed my weight to shift downward and lifted me into his arms and off of the wall once again. He alternated between kissing me anywhere he could and apparently searching for somewhere to carry me. Finally he saw the spare bedroom and took me into that room.

After laying me onto the bed, he took a few moments to quickly remove his shirt and I sat up and stopped him from removing his shorts. I decided that I would do that for him and slowed the pace a little by removing his belt and then unbuttoning and unzipping his shorts. As they fell to the floor his large manhood shoved out towards me through his boxers.

I pulled them down as well and smiled up at him as I ran my hands along his shaft. He moaned as I drew out the hand job I was giving him, making him want me even more than he already did. Finally I wrapped my lips around him and began to bob my head up and down the length of his girth, loving every sound and movement he made in response.

Keeping the pressure up and the pace just slow enough to make him want it faster, took him to the edge and I could feel him stiffen more inside my mouth. I pulled away and shifted back on the bed, giving him a look that begged for him to come and get me. I didn't have to wait very long.

He reached down and pulled my tight pants off, revealing my panties which he also quickly removed. His pace was much faster than mine and I was more than okay with that, as he quickly pulled me forward and planted his kisses on my neatly shaved pussy. The fingers of one hand toyed with my slit and clit while his other hand reached up and squeezed my breasts. With perfect timing he switched between roughly pinching and gently caressing my nipples and it was driving me as close to insane with pleasure as I had ever been.

That was not his first time to go down on a girl either as he knew exactly what to do with his tongue, finger or lips. On and on he went, ravishing my pussy and making me want nothing more than more of him inside and on top of me. Quickly I felt an orgasm building inside of me and I knew the first one would be quick to come and certainly would not be the last.

His thumb slid away from my pussy suddenly and went down between my butt cheeks to begin toying with my anus. I had never had anyone do that before and at first I was unsure of what to feel but not for long. The combination of what he was doing to my breasts, my pussy and the brand new sensation down there was all it took do blast my first orgasm aggressively from my now dripping pussy.

He paused and lifted himself up on the bed, briefly staring at my body. "I wanted to do this to you two days ago."

I pushed my feet onto the bed to grind my hips against him and licked my lips, "Well what are you waiting for big fella? Do it."

His eyes flared with passion and a wide grin as he swept me up into his strong arms once again. My back arched as he positioned his shaft at my pussy lips and made me wait for a moment before driving slowly inside of me. I groaned in bliss at the way he filled me much better than anyone ever had and then leaned over to begin working over my nipples with his lips.

I wrapped my arms around his neck and used his strong body to lift and lower myself, controlling the pace and for the moment keeping it slow. I wanted to savor that slow and methodical pumping of his shaft into me as long as I could keep him at that pace. At the same time, I knew well how much I would enjoy it when he took charge once more.

After a short few minutes he pushed me back onto the bed and pulled one of my legs up to use as leverage. With a strong hold on me he gritted his teeth and began pumping his big cock into me so hard and fast that the sound of our hips clashing together nearly echoed in the room that normally would never do so.

He grunted loudly and I moaned even louder as he drove into me with perfect precision and passion. Over and over again he pumped into me and I grabbed the rails of the headboard and arched myself to give him an even better angle. A second orgasm slammed over me and I relaxed against the bed as he kept his pace up.

I regained some ability to move just as he began to moan and pump harder into me. I knew he was close so I added my movements to his so that he would also enjoy a huge climax. His powerful grasp around my body was tight and secure as he pulled out and came all over my breasts.

It was the best sex I had ever had beyond a shadow of a doubt, even far better than I had expected. Little did I know just how good this guy was going to be at besting my expectations. He leaned down against me and lifted me up once again. My eyes met his just as I felt the large shaft against my pussy. He wasn't finished.

To my surprise he turned me over and pulled me up onto my knees. I looked back at him as he grabbed a handful of my butt cheeks and began to play with my asshole once again. Slowly he widened it and played with it, drawing unexpected pleasured moans from me in the process. He then reached under towards my wet pussy and moistened his fingers so that he could add it as lubrication to my anus.

Slowly he positioned his big cock at my asshole and began pushing against me. It was my first time doing anything back there so I was a little caught off guard and I was willing and ready to tell him to stop if it didn't feel right.

Shortly there was no danger of that however. Not only did it stop feeling odd after a moment but it started feeling hot and sexy, sexier than anything I had even felt minutes earlier. He pushed against my anus and before I knew it, he was inside of me, entering me anally.

My groans were even louder than before as I nearly screamed towards the bedrail, where I had grabbed to lift myself slightly. I became surprised that my fingers weren't leaving marks in the metal rail of the guest bed as he pumped into me over and over again. He was going slower than last time as he stretched me out to fill me as much and more than I ever thought possible.

It felt freaking amazing! I was lost to my moans and groans of pleasure as he began to add his to mine. We sounded like a couple of animals in heat as he drove himself and me to another climax. He tightened his muscles, nearing a climax, he reached under and clamped his hand onto my pussy, driving me quickly to the edge and over a third orgasm. He pulled out and came all over my ass and my back that time and fell to one side of me when he was finished.

At long last, after the best sex of two lifetimes, we were finished. Slowly we stood and redressed. He said something about probably getting fired unless he claimed to have had trouble with the truck but he said it with the biggest smile on his face I could imagine him being able to present.

I didn't know if I would ever see him again when he left that day but I gave him my private cell number and told him he was welcome to come back for a repeat performance any time. He would just need to text or call first so I could make sure my schedule was clear, if you know what I mean.

Now when my wilder girlfriends whisper stories about anal sex I will be able to add my own little tales to theirs. I might have to change a detail or two of course but the reality of what happened that day will stick with me for a very long time. Of that I have little doubt.


8. The Backdoor Bride: Wedding Night Anal Sex by Kaylee Jones

Charlotte and Chris are finally getting hitched.  They have been living together for a while, so Charlotte doesn’t really see the big deal about finalizing everything.  Her best friend almost seems more excited than she is.  After a beautiful ceremony and a fun reception with their friends and family, Charlotte and Chris sneak off to consummate their marriage.  Despite her adventurous past, there is one thing that she and Chris haven’t shared.  She had no idea that he was going to make her wedding night so special.

I smoothed the simple white lace dress down over my thighs and giggled to myself.  It seemed ironic that after all of my years of misbehavior, I was getting married.  And in white no less, the ultimate irony!  But I was lucky to have found Chris.  He knew all about my “less than discerning” past and did not care.

We were having a casual beach wedding with just a few friends and family.  My hair was partially caught back in a pearl clip so that the beach wind did not wreak too much havoc.  I did not even have all that much makeup on but I did not mind.  I was not the ‘Mary Kay with a spatula’ type anyway.

I slipped my pink painted toes into the white sandals and took one last glance at my reflection before heading out of my room.  I snuck over to my best friend’s room next door, tiptoeing carefully so that Chris did not realize I was out in the hall.  I did not want him to see me before the big entrance.  She heard my light tapping and threw open the door with a squeal.

“Charlotte!  You’re getting married today!” Amber was jumping up and down in her navy blue sundress.

I rolled my eyes, “What’s the big deal?  We’ve been living together for almost three years now.”

She waved her hands dismissively, “It’s a huge deal.  You’re getting freakin’ married!”

I laughed, “Yeah, I guess it is kind of a big deal.”

“You were the one that I never thought would settle down, and look at you!  All domesticated and everything.”

“Hey, hey, hey.  I may be getting married but no one will ever domesticate me!”

I wagged my silver clutch at her and grinned.  She laughed with me and hugged me tight.  Amber and I had been best friends since the day we met when we were freshmen in high school and now we were in viewing range of thirty.  She was already married but no kids.  Her husband was not able to make the trip down to the Caymans because of work and I was sorry about that.  He was a great guy, and even better, got along perfectly with Chris.  The four of us had even discussed getting a duplex together once the craziness of the wedding was over.

I perched on the chair in her room while she finished getting ready and pondered the step I was about to take.  I had never really thought about certain aspects of getting married until recently.  Like the fact that Chris was the last man I would ever have sex with.  Not that the sex wasn’t great or anything, it was just weird to think that I would never again share my bed with anyone else.  How do married couples keep it interesting?  How do they keep it alive and hot and urgent?

I stared out the window into the curling ocean and let the thoughts roll through my mind like the waves.  Amber was bustling around the room but I was only vaguely aware of her presence.  Finally she lightly rested her fingertips on my shoulder and I jumped a little.

“Already dreaming of your honeymoon?” she giggled.

I laughed, “We’re just staying here.”

“So?  It’s still your honeymoon?  Everyone else will leave by tomorrow night and you’ll have Chris all to yourself.”  She wiggled her eyebrows at me suggestively.

I shook my head, “Nothing new under the sun there though.”

“Oh you just never know,” Amber winked and motioned towards the door, “but we need to get going.”

I nodded back and snatched up my clutch as we strolled towards the door.  She shouldered her tote bag and followed me out.  She was in charge of bringing everything I might need that did not fit into the little silver purse that I was carrying.  Plus she was in charge of the little silver purse during the ceremony.

On our way down to the beach, we stopped in the drawing room that would host our dinner afterwards.  The flowers were purple and white orchids and the table was dressed with simple white linen tablecloths and white china.  It looked so beautiful and elegant that it was hard to believe all of it was for a retired party girl like me.

“If they could only see me now,” I whispered to Amber.

“They would all be so jealous,” she wrapped her arm around my shoulder and squeezed.

I rested my cheek on the top of her head and hugged her back.

“I hope someone reminds Chris to put sunscreen on that shaved head of his,” I mused out loud.

She barked a quick laugh, “Already thinking like a wife!”

I goosed her ribs, making her squeal and run away.  I chased her through the fancy drawing room and started to feel more like myself instead of someone playing dress up for the day.

The beach setting was already set up as well, with the white wooden archway for us to stand under, and a white blanket for under our feet.  The ceremony would be short and sweet, so there were no chairs for the guests.  Since the entire group was so intimate anyway, Chris and I had opted not to have assigned attendants, and we just considered everyone there to be a part of the wedding party.

As the time approached, I started to get nervous.  I was pacing back and forth at the water’s edge, letting the soft white foam dampen my toes with each wave.  Amber just let me wander and sort out my thoughts.  I did not know why I was nervous.  It’s not like I was some eighteen-year-old virgin being sent off to an arranged marriage.  This was the man I had been living with, the man who had once convinced me to toss my halter top out of the car window in Louisiana on a road trip, the man who had carried my drunk ass up more steps than either of us cared to remember.

Would married life still be fun?  Would married sex still be interesting?

****

Chris looked so amazing when I came down the little aisle between our well-wishers.  He was wearing black linen slacks and a white linen button-down shirt, untucked since we were on the beach.  His shaved head sort of glistened in the sun but his dark sunglasses blocked my view of his incredible blue eyes.  I giggled just a little when I spied his bare feet peeking out from under the hem of his pants.  All I could think about was getting this done and making him carry me over the threshold to our little tropical hut.  His biceps bulged so nicely when he picked me up, and I loved to feel the muscles in his back twitching.  When we are just lounging around together, I like to trace the outlines of his tattoos but he always complains that it tickles.

The wedding itself went by in a blur, but I am pretty sure I am now Mrs. Chris Anderson.  He seems very excited about something so I think that’s what happened.  Amber warned me it would go quickly, but had no idea.

Our small group of celebrators moved into the drawing room for cocktails and food.  There were all kinds of fruity drinks floating around and I know I had my share.  Chris never left my side and seemed very focused on moving things along.  I thought he was being a little rude but I decided not to say anything to him.  After all, it was his wedding too.

After a few drinks, they quietly ushered all of us to the large round table for food.  When the shrimp cocktail bowls hit the table, everyone dug in excitedly.  We started with our fresh Caprese salad then the main dish arrived.  Chris and I had selected sautéed fish with vegetables and couscous.  We had to get all the seafood we could, we were on an island after all!  Instead of a traditional wedding cake, Chris and I had opted for something simpler.  Everyone got their very own little white cupcake served with two chocolate covered strawberries.  It was a wedding cake and a groom’s cake all on one little china plate.  The meal was perfect and we were all stuffed.

As the group was finishing off their coffee, Chris stretched his long arm around the back of my chair and leaned over to my ear.

“I can’t wait to get that dress off you,” he whispered.

His warm deep voice tickled my skin.

“Why, don’t you like it?” I giggled back.

“Oh it’s beautiful, but I think it would look even better hanging off the back of a chair in our room.”

His wicked grin was accompanied by a devilish gleam in his deep blue eyes and I shivered slightly.  He and I had been abstaining in the weeks leading up to the wedding, just to make it more special.  I greatly missed his touch.  He was easily one of the best lovers I had ever had, and I was missing our sex life.  His fingers were lightly tickling the back of my neck.  He knew just how to drive me crazy and it was working.  It made me want to rush right back to our hut but I also wanted the night to last forever.  I decided to drag it out just a little, and tease him back to make the waiting worthwhile.

I leaned over a little bit more and gave him a full view of my cleavage while my fingernails lightly raked over his muscular thigh.  Out of the corner of my eye, I saw his cock twitch under the thin linen material and I winked up at him.  He shook his head and started tickling lower on my back.

“Want to dance?” I asked him softly as the flute music filled the room.

He stood and helped me up gallantly.  As we made our way to the dance floor, everyone clapped for us newlyweds.  He swung me around in a circle to show me off and then clasped me close.  I could feel the warm solidness of his thick muscular frame and I wound my arms around his neck.  Our first dance was slow and sweet and perfect.

When that song ended, the rest of the group joined us on the small wooden dance floor and the music slid into more of a club sound.  Pretty soon, Chris had me pulled tightly against his body and was digging his fingers into my ass as my hips gyrated against his swelling cock.

“Linen doesn’t hide much,” I giggled.

He shook his head, “It will be an interesting exit.”

I laughed and ground into him more.  With the formalities passed and everyone just celebrating together, my thoughts of proper etiquette were slowly losing the battle against desire.  I pulled Chris’ face to mine and kissed him roughly.  To my excitement, he returned the urgency by raking his teeth against my lower lip.

The heat was rising in my body minute by minute and judging from his cock twitching against my belly, he was feeling it too.  I twirled around and pressed my ass backwards into him.  He responded by digging his fingers into my hips and pulling me tightly against himself.  His lips and tongue found those sensitive spots just behind my ear and I let out a soft moan.  I had missed him terribly.  After just a few songs, he was ready to leave.

His voice was raspy in my ear, “Let’s go.  I want you baby.”

I nodded and wriggled against him one more time before darting away from his attempted spanking.  We hugged and kissed everyone good night and everyone made the expected little jokes and giggles about where we were headed.  In a show of ridiculous machoism, Chris picked me up and flung me over his shoulder as we left the room.  I tried to tickle his sides in protest, but all that earned me was the missed spanking.  My ass tingled from his large palm and I nuzzled his neck to show my appreciation.

He did not put me down until we were in our little beachfront hut and he tossed me onto the huge king-size bed.

“Mrs. Anderson?” he addressed me formally, “are you ready for your husband?”

I leaned back on the bed and beckoned to him with one finger.  And he pounced.

****

Chris slowly raked his nails up my thighs, taking the hem of my dress with them.  When the dress finally inched up past my pussy he groaned at the sight of my little white lace G-string.

“You had this on all night?” he murmured as his lips tickled the seams of my panties.

“Uh huh,” I moaned, barely able to focus on anything besides the nearness of his mouth.

“Damn baby,” he grinned up at me as he hooked his thumbs into the strings across my hips and yanked the tiny clothing right off my body.

“Not that is doesn’t look great on you,” he laughed, “but it looks way better on the floor.”

“Oh Chris,” I sighed as I reached for him.

He tickled my inner thighs with his tongue as I squirmed.  I wriggled away from him with a grin, fighting every ounce of desire I had to feel his lips and tongue against my pussy.  He knew exactly how to get me off and he loved doing it.

“Where are you going baby?” he growled at me as he crawled further up on the bed.

“Uh, uh, uh, my turn first,” I wagged my finger at him with a giggle.

“Mmm, I like married life already,” he grinned.

I laughed, “It’s just to make it last longer.”

He pretended to pout as he slowly removed his shirt and pants.  It was no wonder I could see and feel his cock all night, he was not wearing underwear.

“You are a naughty boy!” I crowed as I stroked his stiff shaft with just my fingernails.

He groaned and fell back into the mound of feather pillows.  Based on the way his cock bobbed and reached for me, it seemed that he was missing me as much as I missed him.  I ran the tip of my tongue up the warm shaft and savored his moans like sweet and salty candy.  As my fingers lightly rolled and massaged his full balls, I teased and tickled the head of his cock with the tip of my tongue.

“Fuck, Charlotte,” he groaned deep in his big chest, “I’ve missed that mouth of yours.  And those hands…”

I stroked him with my lightly balled fist, edging his climax closer but only by a millimeter at a time.  His hips were twitching and bucking as he silently begged for more.  I loved having him in the palm of my hand, feeling the hard velvet of his cock as it slipped in and out of my hand.  I kept the loose grip still stroking but started to swirl the tip of my tongue over the sensitive head.

Just when I thought he was going to shove me off and finish the job with his own hand, I tightened my hand and enveloped his cock with my hot wet mouth.  Stroking my hand and mouth in unison, I let his cock slide in and out of the warm slippery tunnel.  I knew exactly how hard and fast he needed to get over the edge and I kept just shy of it.  I just loved keeping him right on the edge of exploding for as long as I could.  He sometimes got mad at me during, but he always forgave me after an ass-clenching orgasm.

“Oh god, oh god,” he mumbled, pumping his hips up into me.

His cock throbbed in my hand and the drops of pre-cum were soaking my tongue as I kept teasing and torturing my husband’s hard thick perfect cock.  I finally gave in to my poor squirming husband and hit the rhythm he needed.  I knew that combination of my warm snug fist and slippery hot mouth along with that perfect blend of speed and tightness would send him straight into oblivion.  His balls tightened between his legs and I felt the head of his cock swell even further.  His fingers dug into the bedspread as I felt the first jet hit the back of my throat.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he chanted as the jets spurted over my tongue and dripped down onto my lips.

He finally fell back into the pillows again, panting and grinning.

I rose up to kneel over his drained and naked body.  Slowly I started removing my white lace dress.  I almost felt virginal in it, except for the fact my brand-new husband was still reeling from the one of the best blowjobs of his life.

My unencumbered breasts popped into view, and he reached up to knead them.  My nipples were already stiff but his touch made them achingly hard.  He pinched and rolled them until I was mewing for more of him.

With his muscular build, he easily flipped me over and slid down between my naked thighs.  His strong hands pressed my legs apart and my back arched as his tongue found my aching clit.  It had been so long and I wanted him so badly.  I was so very glad that he was not tormenting me like I had him.  Chris flicked his tongue hard and fast against me, slowly twisting one thick finger inside my pussy.  When he held my clit between his lips and rubbed hard circles over it, my body tingled with the anticipation of an explosion.

“Oh, Chris, oh god,” I mumbled just before my whole body erupted.

I soaked his face, the bedspread, and probably the sheets underneath.  He gently slowed, easing me down from the explosion until I was shivering and grinning stupidly.

“God I’ve missed you,” he murmured softly against the pulse pounding in my throat.

“I need you inside me,” I admitted softly, “please baby?  Inside me?”

He thrust his hips against my body and I was suddenly aware that he was fully hard again.

I chuckled, “See?  Wifey knows what she’s doing!”

My sexy naked husband crawled on top of my humming body and slid into my warm wetness with very little resistance.  As typical of my body, I came again almost instantly.  I can usually have multiples when he’s given me such an amazing first one.  Suddenly, as my second one was finishing, I felt him withdraw from my body.

“Chris?  What are you doing?  Where are you going?”

He gently flipped me over so that his hard slippery cock was nestled between the smooth globes of my ass, and he bent over to whisper in my ear.

“Charlotte, I wanted tonight to be special.  And this is something you’ve asked for but I kept putting it off for this reason.  On our wedding night, I want to take your last remaining cherry.  It will belong to me forever, just like you.”

As he tickled my ear with his warm breath, I could feel his fingertip slowly circling my virgin asshole.

“Oh Chris,” I moaned, “really?  This is why you wanted to wait?”

To most people, it would seem odd to save anal sex for your wedding night.  But for some reason, that struck me as the most romantic thing he had ever done for me.  I felt my hips rise backwards to nudge his cock and he chuckled.

“I take it you want it?” his finger slowly slid inside my tight little hole.

“Oh god yes…”

My body tingled and hummed as he slowly inched his finger in and out.  I had wanted to try it for a while now and he always deferred.  I had assumed he just did not want to do it, but with one finger knuckle-deep in my ass and his other hand teasing my still aching clit, I knew just how wrong I was.

“Do women actually cum like this?” I asked quietly.

“I think so, I’ve never done it before either.”

“Oh baby,” I swooned.  We were each other’s firsts.

I heard the squirt of lube and then felt the cold gel against my little rosebud.  He stroked himself to lube up and then worked his slippery finger inside me, getting me nice and ready.  Then I felt the thick swollen head of his cock against the same opening and it made me momentarily nervous.  I tightened up and felt his other hand stroke my hair.

“My little virgin on our wedding night, so nervous and tense.”

He slipped his other hand underneath me and slowly worked his fingers into my needy pussy.  As I focused on how close his touch was already getting me to yet another orgasm, I felt his cockhead pop clear of the ring and slide inside me.

“Oh fuck,” I breathed, trying to relax into the sensation.

I knew my husband was endowed but he felt enormous inside my virgin ass.

“Oh Chris you feel huge,” I sighed.

“Damn skippy baby, I am,” he laughed.

As his fingers slowly slid in and out of my pussy, his cock started to move.  It was an unreal feeling, to be filled in both places at once.  The strangest thought crossed my mind, that his fingers could probably feel his cock through me.  When that thought occurred to me and I really considered it, my whole body tightened with spasms and I came hard.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” he groaned as my body tightened around his hand and cock.

He kept working his hand until I eased down but his cock was not moving inside me anymore.

“Did I hurt you baby?” I worried.

“N-N-No, I had to stop moving or I was going to lose it,” he admitted.

I giggled, “Not ready just yet?”

“Not at all,” he grinned as he pulled out and we rolled around in the huge bed until I was straddling his hips.

“I want to see your face this time,” he looked up at me as together we guided his bobbing cock back to my ass.

I slowly slid down, letting him enter my tight channel inch by inch.  His hands rose up and clutched at my tits as my whole body engulfed him.  His palms pressed against the flesh of my breasts while his fingers pinched and rolled my taut nipples.

“You feel amazing,” he mumbled as he struggled with his self-control.

I gyrated my hips up and down and back and forth so that I was stroking his cock with my ass.  His eyes rolled back in his head and I fought back a giggle since he was the one who wanted to watch me.  I paused in my motions and his eyes flew open.

“You okay?” he wondered.

“Yes, but I thought you wanted to look at me,” I teased.

His tanned cheeks turned slightly pink, “I can’t help it, it feels amazing.”

“Your little virgin bride,” I giggled.

“I’m about to fuck the hell outta my bride,” he growled.

His hips thrust faster and faster until we were bouncing on the bed together.  My hand flew to my clit and I rubbed my aching little nub until my whole body quivered and I screamed his name as I climaxed again.

It was a different sort of climax than anything I had felt before.  When he sucks and flicks on my clit, it is sharp and intense and toe-curling.  When he is fucking my pussy, it is a roller coaster with one right after another like ocean waves so that I don’t know when one stops and the next one starts.  But this was a full body tingle sort of orgasm, like soft heat radiating out from where he was inside me and encompassing every inch of my body.

I could feel the inner muscles of my ass stroking and rubbing against him and then I felt that telltale tickle against my ass cheeks that told me his balls were tightening up to fill me.

“Shit, shit, shit,” he grunted.

I knew exactly what that meant and I raked my nails down his chest to push him over the edge.  I felt each jet of warm cum as it filled my tunnel and I stroked him with my body through every last drop.  I finally collapsed on top of him and sunk into his warm and sleepy embrace.

Everyone’s wedding night should feel that special.

****

Chris and I had an amazing honeymoon in the island and sometimes even left our little hut.  Well, of course we had to leave sometimes, we had to eat to keep up our strength.  Whenever we needed nourishment or a break, we would head to the little café for more of that amazing shrimp cocktail plus a fruit drink and then go sit under the palm trees in a hammock together.

Admittedly, after finishing our drinks and food, we always ended up fooling around until we both were ready to dash back to the hut to finish.  I had taken to wearing just sundresses with nothing underneath and as soon as Chris discovered that little fact, his hands would explore as much as he dared in public.  I even stroked him through his shorts until he was semi-hard.  He would murmur something terribly naughty in my ear and off we went.  I think in the course of our week there, we had sex on every possible surface in the hut.  One time we almost did not make it out of the hammock before it got too far, and he fingered me right there on the beach.  My moans mixed with the screeching of the seagulls until he was dragging me back to the room.

It was very hard to come back to reality, but married life is good.  And so far has eliminated all my fears of being boring, especially in bed.

It meant so much to me that Chris and I got to share something special on our wedding night but it has become a regular part of our sex life.  He seems to like the anal sex as much as I do, and by default it works as great birth control for now!  We’ve been experimenting with double penetration as well.  He goes absolutely crazy when he’s balls deep in my ass and the vibrator in my pussy kicks on.  I have to make sure I have a good grip on the headboard before I flick that switch.

Amber keeps harassing me about the strange little smile I wear some mornings but I can’t bring myself to tell her about my little secret.  Someday I will; she does know all the other secrets of my past.  But not this one, not yet.  For right now, having my husband’s cock up my ass is something that belongs to only me.


9. My Risqué Wedding Photos: Anal Sex Before the Wedding with a Stranger by Sofia Miller

Steven had been a sweet and devoted boyfriend for three years.  That’s why I was saving something special for our wedding day - and the day was finally here!  I was nervous about letting Steven explore me in a way he never had before.  But then I met our wedding photographer, Jack.  Jack had a way of putting me at ease.  I began to relax as he took my photo, assuring me we’d be documenting something very special to show to Steven.  I was so relaxed that soon I found I was under his spell.  As Jack commanded me to be more and more bold with my poses, I realized I’d be giving away something special on my wedding day, alright, but I wouldn’t be giving it to Steven!

I couldn’t believe the day was here, but finally, after three long years, Steven and I were getting married.  The first time he’d asked me to marry him was our first date.  He said he knew the minute he’d seen me that I was the one for him.  I was flattered, but I was also used to it.  Men were always making grand declarations, but I knew they were mostly interested in my body.  I was always a curvy girl, with breasts that jutted forward and an ample ass that sways when I walk.  But I wasn’t one to jump into things so quickly, so I made him wait.  Every day for two years he’d ask me to marry him, and I would smile and say, “Not yet.”  He was obviously marriage material:  Handsome, well-to-do, and my parents loved him.  He was sweet and generous and reasonable--the kind of man who would make an excellent husband and father.  Still, I wasn’t sure if I was ready to give up my freedom. There was still so much I wanted to do with my life.  But when he presented me with an obscene diamond last year, and assured me that whatever I wanted to do, he would be sure to facilitate, if only I would let him be by my side, I knew I’d made him wait long enough.  I said yes.  And now here we were.  We’d be tying the knot within two hours.

There was a knock at the door, and without waiting for an answer, a tall, broad-shouldered man with a camera walked in.  There was something rustic about his appearance--a little bit of stubble on his face, his arms thick and strong, his suspenders highlighting his impressive, muscular figure.  His jacket was slung over his arm--dressed for a wedding but obviously working.  He seemed suited to building things with his hands, I thought, wondering how this masculine specimen had gotten into wedding photography.

“Hi, there.  I’m Jack.  I just wanted to get some shots of you girls--just be natural.  Sip your champagne, do what you were doing.  Try not to mind me.”  He adjusted the lens on his camera and began snapping pictures, the click of the camera echoing around us.

“But I don’t have my dress on yet!” I said.  My hair and makeup were done, and the girls had long since gotten dressed, but I was still in my robe and lingerie.

“Your makeup is perfect!” Charlotte, my best friend since middle school said, hugging me.  “You’re going to be beautiful.  And he’s going to love you in your dress!”

“He’s going to love you in your wedding lingerie,” said Leslie with a smirk.  “Take off your robe--have Jack get a few pictures!”

“Leslie!” I squealed.  It was just like her to embarrass me on my wedding day.  I could feel myself turning red.

“I’m serious!  He’s not going to be there on your honeymoon.  And you look killer in it--you should have a picture for posterity.  He’s a professional--he can handle it.  Right, Jack?”

“Leslie, stop!” I laughed.  But instead she grabbed me and pulled me over to Jack as he snapped pictures, presenting me to him.

“Jack, tell us the truth.  Isn’t she the most beautiful bride you’ve ever seen?”  pressed Leslie.

“She’s certainly breathtaking,” Jack said with a smile, lifting his camera and taking my picture as I tried to cover my face with my hands, embarrassed.

“Get your hands off your face!  You’ll smear your mascara!” cried Charlotte.

“I’d love to get some solo shots of you, Tabitha,” Jack said to me.  “Would it be alright if you and I had the room for a bit?”

“It would suit me just fine,” I said, sticking my tongue out at Leslie playfully.  “I love you girls, but you’re driving me crazy.  Go check on my parents and make sure they’re okay.  When you come back, you can help me get into my dress.”

The girls made their exit, assuring me all the while that they’d make sure I was perfect going down the aisle, until finally they were gone.

“I’m glad you needed them to leave.  They were so attentive they were giving me anxiety,” I said to Jack.

“I got that feeling from you,” he smiled, snapping another picture.  “I want you to look relaxed in your pictures.”

I downed my glass of champagne and poured another.  “Would you like some?” I offered.

“Not while I’m working,” he said, but he did take a picture of the bottle.  “Oh, that looks beautiful.  Take a look.”

He showed me the picture of the Champagne bottle on his digital camera.  It was perfectly composed, the light shining on it romantically.  I couldn’t believe his ability to take such a simple object and make it look so enchanted.  “You know…” I started.  I couldn’t believe I was going to ask this!  “Leslie might have a point about the lingerie…”  I walked to the door and locked it.

“Oh?”

“It’s not often you have a professional photographer in your midst.  I think it would make a nice anniversary wedding present for Steven to have some shots of me in my lingerie.  And I’d rather have you take them than him.  He’s a wonderful man, but...he’s no artist.”

“I’d be happy to,” Jack said.  “Take off your robe.”

Even though I’d suggested it myself, the commanding way he said it made me feel nervous.  I started laughing and blushing, the champagne perhaps going to my head a bit.

“Okay...here goes!”  But as I started to open my robe, all I could do was put my head in my hands and laugh.

“Just relax,” Jack laughed back.  “I’m a professional.  I do this all of the time.  It’s like jumping in the pool--you just have to do it.”

I looked at him and nodded, resolved.  Then I closed my eyes, untied my robe hurriedly and dropped it to the floor before I had a chance to change my mind.  I didn’t open them again until I heard the click of the camera.

“No!  I was making a face!” I protested.

“And it was adorable,” he countered.  “But let’s get you in a more relaxed position.  Lay down on the couch.”

He led me by the hand to the couch, and I laid back on it in my white corset, lace panties, white stockings and high heels.

“Turn your torso towards me and one leg up.”  I tried to do as I was told, but it wasn’t quite right.  Jack came upon me and put his hand on my knee intimately, spreading me open a few more inches.  Then he took me gently by the shoulders and turned me a bit more towards him.  My heart beat a little bit faster at the familiarity of it.

“I can see why you’d want to have a record of you in this lingerie.  You look stunning,” he said, moving this way and that taking pictures.  “Your fiancé's a very lucky man to get to come home to you.”

“I’m a lucky girl,” I said.

“I bet he can’t keep his hands off of you,” he smiled.

“He’s a pretty good boy,” I said, laughing.

“And do you reward him for it?” he said, coming in to get a close up of my face.

“I try to be good to him,”  I said.

“You give him everything?” he said, snapping another picture.

“Well, I don’t know about everything,” I said, laughing.

“Don’t tell me you’re a virgin on your wedding night?” he cocked an eyebrow.

“No...but I have been saving one thing for him,” I said, giggling.  I didn’t know why I was telling him this!  But we were getting so familiar anyway, he seemed like someone to confide in.

“Oh, I see…” he smiled.  “Let’s try this:  Get up on your knees and face the back of the couch.”

I got up into a kneeling position, my back to Jack.

“Now arch your back and turn your face towards me.”

I arched my back, pushing my round, full ass towards him, and looked coquettishly over my shoulder, feeling warm at the prospect of him viewing my backside through the sheer lace.

“You mean to tell me,” he said, getting on his knees to get a closer shot of my behind, “That no man has ever gotten to enjoy your gorgeous ass before?”

“Not one,” I said, feeling him come so close to me I could feel his breath on my cheeks.

“Spread your legs a bit more--keep your back arched,” he instructed.  I spread my legs and felt my cheeks spread open before him.  Then, to my surprise, I felt his rough hands on my panties, pulling them up between my cheeks, the lace teasing my virgin asshole.  “Hold up those sides, he said as I took the reins from him, leaving his hands free to move to my inner thighs.  He pressed them into my flesh and said, “Now spread these just a little bit more.”  I did as I was told, feeling completely on display.  He had a way of cutting right to the heart of the matter--in a matter of minutes he’d made me feel like I was made entirely of sex, and I liked it.  It felt powerful and raw to strip away the pretense I’d lived under for so long:  The good girlfriend, then the good fiancé, soon to be the good wife.

“That is such a beautiful sight,” he said.  “He’s going to love these.”

I could feel my panties beginning to soak through, but rather than demure, I pulled my panties up even more, splitting my pussy lips open with them, relishing this new side of myself.  I heard him laugh behind me.

“You can’t wait to give it up, can you?” he said, shooting up at me from below.  “Are you feeling a little bit more relaxed now?”

“Yes,” I said, my breath catching.

“Good, because I want to try something a little more risqué.”

I couldn’t imagine what would be more risqué than a picture of me like this, but I was suddenly desperate to find out.  Posing like this was opening up something inside of me I’d been holding in for three long years.  I’m doing this for Steven, I told myself.  These pictures are for my husband-to-be.  There’s nothing wrong with that…

“What did you have in mind?” I asked, trying to sound cool and even.  He came up behind me and took my hands.  He placed them flat on my cheeks, and with his hands over mine, pulled them apart, exposing my pink hole.  He got close and took a picture.  I was still looking over my shoulder, and I saw him lick his finger.  Then, to my utter surprise, he pulled my panties to the side, and rubbed it gently around the rim of my opening.  It was warm and wet and sent shockwaves through me.

“I want to see it glisten,” he explained, licking his finger and reapplying.

“Yes, of course.  That would look better…” I sighed.

“Has he ever done this to you before?” Jack asked, his finger lingering on me, pressing gently on the rim.

“No, never,” I breathed.

“Have you ever done this to yourself?”

“No, I haven’t…”

“That’s a good idea--lick your finger,” he instructed.  And I obeyed.  “Get it good and wet, and then touch the place he’s going fuck tonight.”

My heart was beating out of my chest, I was so excited and nervous.  I reached behind me and pressed on the rim of my asshole just as he had done, and it thrilled me.  He placed his hand on mine and guided my finger around the rim.  Then all at once, he plunged in, pressing his finger and mine along with it deep inside me, down to the knuckle.

“Oh my goodness!” I cried out, but he held my hand in place until I calmed down.  He then slowly, slowly withdrew his own hand, leaving my finger inside of me by its lonesome.  He stood back, looking at me admiringly, and took a picture.

“Show Steven what you want him to do,” he instructed.  “Slide your finger in and out of that tight little asshole for me.”

I slid my finger in and out, nervously.  It was unlike anything I’d ever felt before, and my body twisted in response as he circled around me, taking picture after picture from different angles of me fucking myself in a place I’d never even touched before.

“Do you like how that feels?” he asked, and I could only moan in reply.  “I can see it on your face--you look gorgeous.  Lay face down on the couch,” he instructed.

I collapsed in a squirming heap, wondering what else could come next.  I was breathing hard, my legs vibrating.  He sat at my side and slid my panties down below my cheeks as my pussy burned with anticipation.  I raised my ass up on instinct, wanting him to play with me more.  I wasn’t expecting his big, strong hand to come down hard in a loud smack on my ass.  He spanked me again--then again even harder as I cried out each time.  He took a picture, then put the camera in my face to show me.

“How is it possible,” Jack asked, “That Steven could look at that big, gorgeous ass, and not want to tear into it?”

In the picture, I saw a bright pink handprint on my \ thick, round cheek.  The sight of it turned me on.  But Steven would never spank me.  He handled me with so much gentleness it made me uncomfortable.  The thought of Steven disappeared when Jack’s hand came down again.  This time it lingered, squeezing my flesh.  He pulled my cheeks apart roughly, and that’s when I felt his long, thick tongue press into me.

It was so hot and wet, and more than that it was strong.  My asshole was tight and nervous, but he forced his way in, fucking me with his tongue fast and as deep as he could.  It was such a wonderful feeling, I never wanted it to stop.  I pressed my pussy into the couch as he licked and sucked at my backside, squeezing my cheeks and spanking me intermittently.  Then all at once he withdrew, spread me open to show off the pool of his spit that had gathered between my cheeks, and I heard the click of his camera.

“Sit up,” he instructed.  “Get rid of your panties and squat on the couch.  I want your legs as far apart as they can go. I want a good view of your pussy.”  He changed the lens of his camera as I positioned myself, squatting deeply on the white couch.  He unlaced my corset just a bit, and pulled my tits over, giving them each a pinch, making the nipples hard and red.

“Beautiful,” he said.  “And what a pretty pussy you have,”  He snapped a picture.  “When you sit like that, I can see your eager little clit.  I can see just how turned on you are.”  He reached towards me and rubbed my clit gently.  He was methodical, professional.  “Rub yourself just like this, okay?”

I began rubbing my clit slowly in circles just as he had, and it made my face twist up in faces.  He came close to get my pictures of my face in twisted agony.

“Good girl, keep stroking your clit.  Now, with your right hand, I want you to slide your pointer and middle finger into that gorgeous little virgin rosebud of yours.  Can you do that for me?”

“Like that?” I said, pressing in gently and steadily, stretching my asshole wide with my fingers, painfully, wonderfully.  But only the tips made their way in.

“Deeper,” he demanded.  And I pressed on.

“All the way in--I want you knuckle deep in yourself.”

“Ah--Ahhh!” I cried out, pressing all the way into myself, stretching myself wide.  The sensation made my whole body twist with pleasure and I nearly lost my balance.

“Yes, that’s gorgeous.  Rub your clit faster.” he said.  But he didn’t take a picture of my hand ripping me open--just my sweating, howling face.  He grabbed hold of my breast and massaged it with one hand, while he continued clicking pictures of my panting, moaning, twisted mouth with the other.

“You are so fucking beautiful like that,” he said.  “Fuck yourself faster.”

My hand plunged in and out of me.  Now my eyes were fixed on the bulge in his pants, which was growing big and fast as he watched me.  It was so straining so hard, I could now see it in perfect outline, thick and raging as it pressed against his pants and he continued to take pictures.

He saw my eyes on him and began to unzip himself.  He pulled out a massive, intimidating cock, and began to stroke it as I stroked myself.

“That’s it,” he said.  “That’s the hungry look I want to capture.  You want your ass ripped apart by a big, fat cock so badly, don’t you?’

“Yes,” I confessed in a long moaning sigh.

“You’ve wanted it for a long time, haven’t you?”

“Uh-huh…”  I was pressing deeply into myself, wanting to feel something like what his cock would feel like.

“And you’ve been such a good girl, denying Steven all of the time.  Saving yourself for your special day….”  The veins on his dick were beginning to sprout.

“Uh-huh…” It was the only word I could manage in my state.

“And today is the day.  Now you can finally show Steven what a dirty little slut you are.  Do you want to show him?”

“So badly…” I moaned.

“Then come over here.  I want to see you on your knees.”

I slid my fingers out of myself gently and I crawled to Jack, on my hands and knees, coming face to face with his massive appendage, which he continued to stroke, dangling it over my face.

“Open your mouth,” he instructed, stroking with one hand, lifting the camera with another.  I opened wide, and he began feeding me his cock, the camera pointed down at us, clicking away, capturing my eager and happy betrayal of Steven.

“Good girl--get it good and wet,” he said.  “Because you know where it’s going to go, don’t you?”

That was all I needed to hear.  I took the shaft in two hands and sucked away at his dick, my mouth watering as I took him down my throat again, and again, ravenously.  Envisioning him filling me up with it.  He began to moan, but he continued taking pictures of me as I sucked on him.  I opened my eyes to look up at the camera.

“Just like that…” he said, snapping my picture.

As the camera clicked, the world snapped into focus, and all at once I realized I was on my knees, a stranger’s cock in my mouth, and only an hour before I was supposed to walk down the aisle and tell Steven I would be his forever.  I withdrew, sadly, from Jack’s perfect cock.

“I can’t do this…” I said, standing up and grabbing my panties off the floor, sliding them on.  “I don’t know what came over me.  I must have cold feet, or something--Oh my God, what am I doing?”  I put my face in my hands, humiliated and ashamed.  But then Jack came up to me, grabbing my hands in his and ripping them away from my face.  He held me captive as he looked into my eyes.

“You’re doing what you were made to do,” he said, twisting my hands behind my back.  I felt his naked cock pressing up against me, hard, and I pressed back in spite of myself.  “You’ve been denying yourself what you want for so long,” he said, turning me around and rubbing his fat mushroom head along the lace clad crevice of my ass.  “And do you know why?”

“I don’t know…” I said, getting swept up again, wriggling my ass into him, feeling the lace stretch and rip against his straining cock.

“Because Steven can’t give you what you need.”  He was pulling my panties down.  The tip of his dick was pressing against the rim of me, teasing me.  I wanted so badly for him to plunge in.  I wanted to feel him fill me to bursting.

“Oh, God, I just want….” I trailed off, unable to say it.  His hand came down on my ass cheek and I screamed with delight.  He grabbed my body and pulled it to him tighter, bending us both over, my cheeks opening up to receive him.

“Say it,” he hissed.

“Fuck me, please.”

“Fuck you wear?” he pressed.

“Oh, God…” was all I could moan.  He fell to his knees and buried his face between my cheeks, licking me ferociously, his tongue diving in and out, but it wasn’t enough.  I spread myself wider, but it still wasn’t enough.  He sucked on the rim as his tongue explored me, wetting me.  My hands went down to my sopping wet pussy, plunging in as his tongue devoured my dirty little hole, hungrily.

“I know who you really are,” he said into my ear.  “You’re not a good girl at all, are you?”

“Please…” was all I could say.

You fucking slut, you want my cock in your ass and you know it,” he growled into me.  “Say it.”

I couldn’t think in words, my body was feeling so much it was very nearly numb.  It occurred to me that I was howling with longing--that anyone in the church within earshot could surely hear me--but I didn’t care.

“I want your cock---goddamnit, rip me open!!”  I demanded.  And quick as lightning he stood up, grabbed me by the hips from behind, and stuffed his monstrous cock into my tiny opening.  The pain was sharp and all consuming, and I let out a shrill scream--but he didn’t stop, and I didn’t want him to.

“Oh, god, you beautiful little slut…” he sighed as he pressed into me.  His bulbous balls were pressed against my pussy, so deep was he in my ass, holding it there, still and deep as my body readjusted to him.  The pain began to wash away, quickly as it came, and all at once my body started contracted.  He pulled out slowly, slowly, teasing me mercilessly.  Just when I thought I couldn’t stand to be without him inside of me one more second, he plunged in again, less painful this time.  Hot waves of pleasure enveloped me as my body writhed uncontrollably, his strong arms holding me up.

There was a knock at the door.  “Are you okay in there?  I heard a scream!”  It was Charlotte.

“Oh, God, yes…” I tried to sound normal but that was out of the realm of possibility.  Jack began moving in and out of me at an excruciatingly slow pace that drove my body wild.  He reached around and grabbed my breast as he kissed my neck.  He held me steady at the hip with one hand, and made the long journey out of me, his fat mushroom head just coming out of my opening, then pressing in again, inch by inch, as I tried my best not to moan.  Beads of sweat poured from my face and neck.  “We’re almost done!” I said, voice wavering.

“What are you doing in there?”  It was Leslie’s skeptical voice.

“Just finishing up pictures!”  My voice rose sharply at the end as he unexpectedly started pounding my ass, his balls slapping loudly against me.  Surely they could hear it…

“Unlock the door--we want to come in!”  Charlotte was starting to sound panicked.

“Almost...there--Ah! Ah! Ah!” Involuntary staccato moans escaped my lips as he made his thrusts fast and shallow.  Then all at once he drove in so deeply it moved me forward, and we both stumbled to the door, slamming into it.  Still, he didn’t let up.  He flattened me against it and thrusted with more fervor, the door shaking beneath me.

“What is he doing to you in there?” Leslie yelled, banging on the door.  “Is he hurting you?  Open the door!”

“Tell them what I’m doing to you,” he whispered in my ear.  “Tell them how I’m fucking your tight, gorgeous ass.”

Hearing him say it sent a thrill through me.

“Fuck me harder,” I said.

“Not yet…” he responded.  He withdrew his cock from me, and I felt barren and empty.  Surely he wouldn’t leave me like this.

“Please--please!”  I cried

“Are you okay?”  Leslie said from the other side of the door.

“You have to put on your wedding dress,” he said.

I couldn’t believe it.  Was this really how he was going to leave it? Was this how it was going to end?  He would leave me wanting and humiliated and spoiled for Steven without even giving me what I so needed?   I went to pick up my panties, angry and embarrassed, but he snatched them from my hand.

“You don’t need those,” he said, smiling.  And I realized he wasn’t done with me anymore than I was done with him.

The ceremony happened in a haze.  Leslie and Charlotte had cleaned me up and  straightened my hair and makeup.  We didn’t talk about what had happened, but of course they knew.  Even if they hadn’t heard it through the door, my dazed smile would have given me away.  Somehow, I’d found my way to the altar, where I stood now.  The preacher was talking, but all I could perceive was my aching asshole, now destroyed, naked beneath my dress.  All I could think of was how I wanted it filled again.

“Tabitha?”  Steven was looking at me, nervous and concerned.

“Huh?” I answered, coming to.

“Do you?”  Steven pressed on.  The whole church was staring.  The air was heavy with anticipation.

“Oh, yes!  Yes, I do.”  We were at that part of the ceremony.  Thank goodness--that meant it was almost over and I could soon return to Jack.  I could hear the click of the camera taking pictures of the ceremony.  A few more clicks, and we would finish what we’d started.

“I now pronounce you Man and Wife.  You may kiss the bride!”  the preacher announced.  Steven leaned forward and kissed me tepidly.  There was a bright flash, and when I opened my eyes, there was Jack, mere inches from us, the camera to his face, capturing our kiss.  A knowing smile spread across his chiseled face.  I grabbed Steven by the hand and herded him down the aisle as quickly as I could as the music played, Jack following close behind, the camera incessantly clicking.

“I need to get some of just the bride,” Jack said to Steven, removing me from Steven’s clutches and ushering me away.  “You’ll have her back soon.”  I couldn’t help but giggle as he so tactlessly took me away from my own husband.

“But they’ll be waiting in front of the church!”

“I’ll meet you at the reception hall!” I said as Jack pushed me into the dressing room, locking the door with a noticeable click.

His pants came off in one fell swoop and he sat on the couch.  I knew what to do.  I lifted my poofy white skirt as best I could, pulling it to the front, the layers billowing out in front of me.  I spread my legs to either side of him and sat down, a queen taking her throne, and he began to fuck the seemingly virginal, blushing bride.

“Yes...yes...yes…” my voice grew in pitch and volume as he raised himself up, up, up into me.  “Cum in my ass...fill me up..”  His hands were under my skirt, playing with my sopping wet pussy as he went deeper and deeper up inside of my asshole.

“Open up!  Open up!  Tabitha!”  my husband yelled, pounding at the door.  But we weren’t done yet.  We wouldn’t be done until I felt him unleash himself.  We wouldn’t be done until I was completely soiled by him.  I would never be done--this was a feeling I couldn’t give up.

I leaned back, feeling his cock press into me, feeling his fingers press against the same, thin wall inside of me from the other side.  My pussy began to contract wildly, and as thick cream poured out of my pussy, I loud roar escaped my lips, filling the room, echoing endlessly.

“Don’t do this!  Open the door, Goddamnit!  You’re my wife!” cried Steven

“You’re my dirty little slut,” Jack whispered into my ear as he clutched me, holding me down, making me take his thrusting member over and over again.  I could feel he was getting close.

“I want to hold your cum inside of me….” I sighed, and at my request, I felt a wave balloon inside of me as he let go, unleashing a tidal wave that flooded and bloated me.  He shook and heaved and held me down on his cock until every last bit was released.  His warm, thick emission seeped slowly onto the couch beneath us.

I stood up and smoothed my skirt, trying to hold him in, but feeling a bit of his cum run down the backs of my legs.  I smiled at the thought of dancing with my new husband, Jack still lingering inside of me.  And I realized Jack had been right.  All this time, I was nothing but an anal slut, and I never even knew it.

Jack’s pants were on and zipped now.  I put on my best new-bride smile and opened the door for Steven.

“We’re all done with the pictures.  Now let’s go be man and wife.”  I hooked my arm in Steven’s and he led me out, bewildered.  But I knew he was too practical to ask questions he didn’t want answers to.  I knew, too, I’d make sure to book Jack to capture my next memorable occasion.


10. Working Hard for It: Anal sex with the IT Guy by Riley Davis

I never thought I would have sex with someone at work, never mind someone from the IT department. But when I started my new job, I went to my first meeting, and there he was. He came after me. Our passion for each other was unstoppable. We couldn’t resist it. But then he asks me to do something I have never done before. Anal sex. With a stranger. This fucking deliciously hot sexy nerd is dirtier than I thought. Can I be just as dirty?

I adjusted my skirt and opened the door to J&R Publishing. “Good Morning Mia,” The doorman nodded at me as he held the door open for me. Wow he already knew my name. It was my second week of working at the new publishing firm. This was my best job yet and I wasn’t about to screw it up this time. My last two jobs ended because of office drama. I tried to keep my cool but these catty women in this business put me over the edge. I can be quite stubborn and hot headed, so yes, a lot can be my fault because I don’t just let shit ride. I shook my head as I rode the elevator to the fifth floor. This would be a piece of cake here. It was mainly a lot of men here and because of my experience, I got a higher position with more pay and my own office.

I plopped down in my desk chair and fired up my laptop. Time to run through my emails, then my to-do list. I had a meeting at eleven so I didn’t have much time. I didn’t even understand why I had to go to this meeting. I had nothing to do with the IT department. None of the people on my floor did. Just then, my co-worker Heidi, popped around the corner. Now she was my type of chick. Didn’t take any shit and was quick as a firecracker. She stood in the doorway, a devilish grin playing on her lips. “Morning, there. How was your weekend?” She raised her eyebrows as she walked towards my desk, then sat in one of the chairs in front of it.

“It was decent. I mainly cleaned, did laundry, you know the drill. I went and saw my mom and I went out Saturday night dancing with my long time friend, Kendra.” Heidi nodded, “Oh yes, you have mentioned Kendra already. Did you guys have a good time?” I nodded. “Yep, we did. Flirted with a bunch of guys so got a lot of free drinks. I don’t really remember the cab ride home.” I laughed as did Heidi. I asked her then, “What did you do this weekend? How’s your boyfriend feeling?” Heidi smiled, “John’s better. We hung at home pretty much. Did the chores, I also did some spring cleaning through my closet. Then we went grocery shopping and rented movies for Saturday night. Have you seen the new Brad Pitt flick? Oh my God girl, so hot. Maybe that’s why my sex was so hot that night.” She widened her eyes, her whole face lighting up. “I even finally let him fuck me in the ass.”

I giggled. “Oh my God! Really? I never have, I think I am too scared to.” Heidi winked at me. “Do it girl, you won’t regret it. An ass orgasm is amazing.” We both burst out laughing. Heidi named off a couple other movies she watched and told me her boyfriend was worrying her. He seemed to be doing better but she was afraid he was hiding something. He had drug problems and had trouble not relapsing after getting sober. I let her vent without saying a word. She just needed someone to listen without judging. “I know it’s hard, but just keep on him, keep doing what you’re doing. You’re doing a fantastic job girl. And remember an important thing. He is cooperating, just give him time, as hard as that it is, it will pay off in the long run.” I gave her a hug and she waved as she left the room.

I sighed as I flicked through all of my email. So much to do, so little time. I missed my ex-fiancée. He always knew how to cheer me up when I felt stressed and overwhelmed. It still made me sad to think of Trey. I thought we were the perfect match. But then when you come home and find him in bed with his secretary, you want to kill him. How cliché. His secretary, really? He couldn’t find someone that everyone wasn’t going to automatically assume that it was? I turned and walked out that door to never see him again.

I still haven’t dated since him. It’s been over a year now and I just can’t bring myself to do it. I don’t trust anyone and I can’t bear that heartbreak again. I thought I was going to choke in my own misery. I deserved better than that. This time, a man was really going to have to work for me, too bad I was already a bad seed and I expected a lot. I glanced at the clock. Shit only one more hour until the meeting and I have accomplished just my email. I need to stop analyzing my life in my head when I have to work to get done.

An hour later I was heading up to the tenth floor for the meeting. I heard this floor was called Nerd Heaven. The entire IT department housed the tenth floor, the top floor of the building. They kept this place running. But I really didn’t need to know anything about them nor did I want to. I couldn’t see myself joining in anything, not because of the people, I had no problem with them, but because my laptop was working great and because I also wouldn’t be a good fit. Technology and computers always flew over my head.

But we are all required to go, as we meet with every department once a year I’m told. This is my first department meeting. When the door opened, there was Heidi waiting for me. I smiled. She whispered, pulling me close next to her. “Be prepared to want to fall asleep. I don’t understand why they make us meet with this department, besides boring us to death about the annual computer update.” I giggled. “Well maybe there will be a sexy nerd to drool over?”  I asked her as we started walking towards the conference room where the meeting was to be held. Heidi shook her head. “Fat chance. But hey, you never know. John can be pretty nerdy and he is handsome as hell.” She winked at me as we took our seats towards the back. The heads of the departments and others with higher jobs than me sat near the front. The conference room was set up like a theater. There was a screen at the front with projection lamp and computer set further back on a small table. There was also a podium next to the table.

I leaned into Heidi whispering, “We have to watch a presentation?” Heidi nodded. “Yep, same shit every year. They basically talk about their department and then discuss this year’s updates and changes. The company thinks it does better as a whole when all of the departments are familiar with each other and know what’s going on. I mean, it does make sense but I think it’s a bit overkill. We could just have a fucking news bulletin.” She rolled her eyes and I held in my laugh. She was right though but whatever. It kept us from working for a bit so that was a plus.

Others began filing in from other departments and then I noticed the front filling up more. It was interesting to see who was who. My interview was with the head of my department and the head of the company. Last to come in was the IT department as they sat at in the very front row and began setting up the presentation. It looked like things were going to finally start. Finally, a man walked up to the podium and looked around. His eyes caught mine and locked. A jolt of electricity flew through me like fire. I nearly jumped from my seat. What the fuck was that?

****

His eyes never left mine as he began to speak. Did he mean to be looking at me because he was really freaking me out. I broke eye contact and looked around quickly but I didn’t notice anyone else looking at me. They must just think he is looking at a center spot. I looked back at him and he was still staring directly at me. “Welcome to the annual meeting of the IT department of J&R Publishing. We have exciting updates coming this year that we are looking forward to sharing with you.” Wow. His voice was fucking sexy as hell. I squirmed in my seat, nudging Heidi. She looked at me, raising just one eyebrow. She must see it. His voice and his stare were making me wet. What the fuck was wrong with me?

He kept talking about other things, his eyes finally breaking from mine as he glanced around the room. Then he found me again as he smiled. “Okay everyone, I will play the presentation now, and then we will have time for some Q&A and then a bit of socializing before we conclude.” He sat down and pressed play. I needed to get out of here. I felt like I was boiling from the inside out. He was so fucking hot, his sultry voice turning every nerve ending on. I just had a hookup last week, I shouldn’t be this horny. “I’ll be right back.” I whispered to Heidi, and then I snuck out of the room. I leaned against the door, trying to catch my breath. I felt like I had been choking on air in there.

I began wondering around, looking for the nearest bathroom when he stepped right in front of me, causing me to walk right into him. “Ouch! What the fuck, dude? Didn’t you see me coming?” I yelled at him as I raised my head to him. I gasped. “You,” I whispered under my breath. It was the presenter. Why was he out here? How did he even know I was going to be coming out here? “Did you follow me out here? Who are you?”

He didn’t say anything but just keep staring at me. His eyes bored into me, my panties so wet I thought they were going to fall off of me. He stepped closer and reached out, placing his hand on my cheek. His warm touch caused me to jump, another jolt of electricity shooting through me. Who was this man? He leaned down and pressed his lips to mine, my body instantly reacting. Fire raced through my entire bloodstream, pleasure coursing through me. I felt like I could orgasm right then. He kissed with such passion, my head was lost, no thoughts running through. When he broke away, I stumbled forward, not sure how to breathe again. He reached out and touched my cheek again, and then he was gone.

****

I sat on the toilet seat, unable to move. The meeting was still going on but I couldn’t go back in there. I would fake sick, I didn’t care. What that man just did to me had my head spinning. I had never felt that from anyone before. And now a complete stranger made me feel like that? The crazy part was though, all I could think about was how I wanted more, so much more.

I headed back down to my desk, the socializing part of the meeting happening now. I quickly walked by the room and dashed to the elevators. When I got back down to my desk, I threw myself into my work, feeling embarrassed. Everyone was probably wondering why I left the meeting and never came back. If they only knew. About a half hour later, Heidi knocked on my door. I waved her in. She slid into a chair in front of me. “Spill it sister. What the fuck happened up there?” I ran my hands through my hair and sighed. “Damn girl, I wish I fucking knew.” “Well something must have happened when you went to the bathroom because you never came back. Which by the way, you missed a decent socializing party. And awesome cookies, you silly bitch.” I smiled. Heidi always made me feel better. “Truth. Okay. That guy leading the meeting was totally eye fucking me the entire time he was up there speaking. He was fucking hot and his voice. I don’t know he was doing something to me I have never felt before. I was so turned on.” Heidi looked memorized with my story, but also like I was a little crazy.

She held her hand up. “So wait a minute, this guy, which is Drew by the way, was looking at you while he was leading a meeting and you got that hot from that? Shit girl, you’re an easy date.” I leaned up and smacked her arm playfully. “Shut up, woman. I don’t know what it was, but there was definitely something flowing between us. And he wasn’t just looking at me. He was totally staring at me the entire time he was speaking.” Heidi shook her head, a grin playing on her lips. “Anyways,” I rolled my eyes as I began speaking again, “I just needed some air. I figured during the video was the best time to go. But guess who came out into the hall, stopping me in my tracks? Yes, Drew! Can you believe that fucking shit?”

Heidi’s eyes widened. “No way. I never saw him get up and leave.” I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know girl, but he was out there. He stepped right in front of me, causing me to bump right into him. Then he touched me on my cheek and kissed me!” Heidi sat straight up, her eyes bugging out. “What did you say?? He just kissed you? You guys don’t even know each other; hell I barely know the guy but I have known him longer than you.” I stood and began pacing the room, biting on my thumb nail. I did bad habits when I was nervous. Heidi watched me. “Sit down girl, you will give me anxiety.” I sat back down. “Crazy right? I think I am just going to lay low. He came on so strong that I don’t even know how to react even though I am dying to see him again.”

Heidi smiled, a devilish look getting back on her face, the same one I saw this morning. “Let me take care of that part, Mia. I can definitely set something up, don’t you worry.” She walked around my desk, leaning down to hug me. “You deserve to be happy. I have only known you for a week but I can tell you are a beautiful person and I am not usually one to be wrong.” I stood up and hugged Heidi, finally feeling so happy for scoring a great job. Next thing I know; I get a big slap on the ass as Heidi saunters out the door.

****

The rest of the day dragged. I was plenty busy but I felt like I couldn’t get out of there fast enough. I hadn’t seen anyone since this morning and I hadn’t seen Heidi since she left my office earlier. Good thing was I caught up on a ton of work. Finally, five o’clock came and I began to pack up my things. I couldn’t stop thinking about Drew. He was a nerd but what a hot, handsome one. His features were striking and gorgeous and I could tell his body was ripped. He must be working out because he definitely looked built. He didn’t fit the description of a nerd but I could see some small cute qualities he had. I tried to clear my head of him. It would never work, we work together and that is never a good idea. I put on my coat, grabbed my bags, and looked around before quietly slipping out the door. I was praying I didn’t see anyone. I was not in the mood for small talk. I broke free and began speed walking towards the cabs down the street. Suddenly, I felt a hand grab my wrist tightly, and pull me into the alleyway. I began to scream but then his mouth covered mine and I tasted his familiar taste.

It was him. Drew. He found me again. I wondered if Heidi really had helped him. Who cares now. I melted against him, wrapping my arms around his neck. He pressed me into the alley wall, deepening the kiss as the passion flew between us. I never wanted this to end, but then it did, a coldness sweeping through me as I lost the warmth of his mouth. He pulled back, starting into my eyes. “Hey there,” he whispered, never breaking eye contact, “I’m Drew. Nice to meet you.” He smiled the most gorgeous smile and I melted. I wanted to fuck this man. I needed my mind blown. It was almost already there. “I know I’ve been a little strong.” He laughed and I just bit my lip, my face flushing. “I just…As soon as I saw you, I wanted you.” My panties were soaked by now. He pressed his body into mine and I could feel his erection through his pants, pressing into my stomach. I couldn’t help it, I moaned, throwing my head back. He took the bait. He buried his face in my neck, his tongue and mouth teasing and caressing every inch. He came up to my ear, his hot breath on my neck driving me even more crazy. All of my nerves were exploding.

“You never told me your name. How am I supposed to know what to scream out when I take you back to my house and fuck the shit out of you?” Drew whispered into my ear and then his face popped up in front of mine. He was so gorgeous. I pulled a hand from around his neck and touched his cheek. I had to make sure he was real.  I felt like I was in a hazy dream. “Well?” Drew asked. “Your name? Or should I just call you gorgeous?” I smiled. “Gorgeous works fine for me.” He laughed and then slid his hands down my body, just grazing the sides of my breasts. I instantly lifted to him, arching my back in response. “Okay then gorgeous, let’s see how dirty you can get.” Drew cupped my ass and lifted me. I yelped in surprise, not expecting him to pick me up. I wrapped my legs around his waist, his huge erection now pressing against my pussy.

Drew lifted my skirt above my waist, walking us deeper into the alley. I could feel his cock pulsating against my pussy. I wanted this man so bad. Our hands were flying all over each other, our kisses heated and passionate. Drew pushed me back against the wall and began to kiss me, slowly, as If he could sense I was sort of uncomfortable in this alley. I pulled away, as hard as it was. Time to play a little hard to get. I’ve been playing too easy.

****

One of my fantasies always has been to fuck in my office. Hot, passionate sex at work. So naughty, yet so fun and forbidden. Now was my chance. I was going to lead Drew back to my office. It was already past eight. Everyone should be pretty cleared out by now. I dropped my legs and stepped to the side, out of Drew’s grasp. He looked slightly hurt, confusion flickering in his eyes. “What’s wrong?” He asked, stepping towards me to reach for me. I took a step back before he could. I smiled and winked, licking my lips. “If you want me so bad buddy, you’re going to have to catch me or maybe even find me?” And with that I was gone.

I heard Drew instantly take off as I scrambled ahead. I squealed and Drew laughed. He knew it was a game and a fun one at that. “Come catch me!” I yelled and turned a corner out of the alley then a quick turn to throw him off. He fell for it, running right by me. I laughed, jumping out. “How easy are you to trick?” I called out and he froze instantly at the sound of my voice, turning around. He didn’t say anything but rushed full force at me like a bull. Shit I was in trouble. But I didn’t run this time. I just stood there, staring at him like an idiot. How did this gorgeous man like me? He grabbed me, his lips crushing mine. His tongue slid into my mouth, searching, exploring, a deep groan coming from his throat.

His groan caused a spike of desire straight through my core, a wave of pleasure flowing through me. I broke his kiss, gasping for air. I looked up at him. “Let’s go to my office.” He nodded and grabbed my hand, leading the way. We arrived at the building in less than five minutes, Drew grabbing my ass the whole walk over. Drew unlocked the door, letting me in first. He locked it back up behind him, the doors always being locked after business hours. The elevator was shut down due to nightly service checks so off to the stairs we headed.

“I know you are staring at my ass.” I threw a glance over my shoulder at Drew, who was walking behind me on purpose. He looked up at me briefly. “I’m not looking at anything, baby.” We finally made it to the stairs and I pushed the door open, Drew grabbing me from behind. “God I can’t wait to see this beautiful body underneath me,” he breathed into my ear. I shivered in anticipation. “Let’s get upstairs then big boy.” I winked and turned to walk up the stairs. Drew pinched my ass and I quickened my steps. “Naughty boys don’t get pleasure you know.” Drew laughed. We finally made it to the fifth floor and I quickly walked to my office. I unlocked it and opened the door, running inside. Drew came in and he shut and the locked the door.  “Finally. We can have some fun now.”

****

“Come here you, you gorgeous woman.” Drew grabbed my hand and pulled me tight against him, his other hand clasping my back, holding me there. So demanding and so hot. His mouth found mine quickly, his tongue wasting no time. His fingers began unbuttoning my blouse, his movements hurried. He wanted me just as bad as I wanted him. He whispered against my lips as he slid my blouse off, “Can you please tell me your name, gorgeous?” “Mia, I’m Mia from Publishing. Assistant Manager.” He smiled and then lifted me, setting me down on the desk. He stood back, his shirt coming off in one swift movement. His upper body was just as fine as I imagined it to be. His pecs well defined along with a rippling six pack. His arms were just as defined. I sighed, licking my lips. He was so fucking hot. “Nerds aren’t usually like this huh Mia?” I shook my head. He came closer, his lips pressing against my neck. He moved slowly down, his mouth and tongue devouring me as he moved towards my tits.

He cupped them with his hands, a small groan escaping from his throat. He popped each breast out of the cup in one quick movement with each hand, and then he began caressing each breast, his thumbs making circles over my nipples. I arched my back, leaning on my hands. He felt amazing. His mouth found my breast, making his way towards my nipple. He sucked hard on my nipple, bringing it fully out. God, his mouth felt amazing. My fiancée sucked in bed compared to Drew. Holy shit I was missing out before. Drew made his way to my other breast with his mouth, using his hand on the one he just abandoned. I ran my hands along his shoulders and over his head, through his shaggy hair. His mouth moved down now, licking his way down my stomach. He stopped at my skirt, and using his hands, lifted my skirt up past my ass, around my waist. I had on my black lace thong, good thinking this morning.

Drew slipped his finger into my seam, finding my hot wetness ready to come pouring out. He put another finger in and began rubbing my clit. I cried out, the pleasure so intense. I knew I was going to come soon. I hadn’t felt this good in so long and it had been building up for hours now. Drew kissed his way back up to my face, his fingers still working their magic. I looked at him, both of us drunk with lust for each other. “I really just want to feel your cock inside me, Drew.” He smiled, his eyes darkening. Now he inserted his fingers in me, pumping slowly at first but then picking up in speed. “I know baby, patience.” I moaned and bucked against his hand, not liking his answer. “No, I’m going…I’m going…” and that was it, I exploded around his hand, my pussy contracting. I cried out, the orgasm so intense. And it didn’t stop, I kept orgasming, one right after the other rippling out of me. Drew kept pumping inside me, his face watching mine as I was overtaken by pleasure.

“You’re even more gorgeous when you are coming, you know that?” I couldn’t answer, my last orgasm ripping through me again. His head suddenly disappeared and I felt his tongue on my clit, his fingers still moving inside me. “Oh my God!” I cried out, the pleasure so intense, I didn’t think I could take much more. Drew’s tongue circled my clit over and over again and I bucked against his face, not able to hold on much longer. “I am going to cum again, Drew!” He didn’t say anything, he just kept on going. Another orgasm ripped through me and I screamed, the pleasure so intense. Then Drew was right there in front of me again, his gorgeous face leaning down. He was now completely naked. How did that happen?

I was panting, his gorgeous body so close. “Are you really even a nerd? There’s no way.” I choked the words out, between gasps of air. Drew laughed out loud. “Just because I’m smart doesn’t mean I’m not dirty. Besides you are one fucking hot chick. And I love watching you cum.” And with that he was inside me, his cock filling me to the brim. I cried out, the fullness of him taking me by surprise. He stood and pumped into me over and over again as I lay across the desk. We both were completely lost in each other. “Mia. Oh Mia. I am so glad I fucking kissed you today.” I grinned up at him. “Let me fuck you in your ass baby. Please. You are so fucking hot.” I was so lost in the pleasure, I just nodded, wanting him to never stop. “Cum with me baby, and then I will fuck your ass.” Drew pumped harder and we both came together a few moments later, each of us shuddering with pleasure as we collapsed against the desk. “Holy fuck,” I whispered. That was amazing.

Drew leaned up and flipped me over in one quick moment. He took his cock and rubbed it along my seam, gathering juices and cum. He then spread it around my ass, as he cupped my cheeks, spreading them open. “Oh baby, you are so fucking gorgeous and this ass is beautiful.” He caressed it some more, getting more lube. “I will go slow,” Drew said as he slowly entered inch by inch. I have never had anal sex before but holy shit. I was so nervous. I felt so full, feeling more full every inch he went in deeper. I cried out, a mix of pleasure and pressure. “Don’t worry baby, just relax.” So I did and Drew slowly pumped. He brought his fingers down to my pussy, rubbing my seam and slipping his fingers inside. He pumped with his fingers, his thumb rubbing my clit, and his cock still fucking my ass. Having sensations come from all three places was fucking mind blowing. I was completely lost in what Drew was doing, I lost all sense. I never wanted it to end.

Several minutes later, I exploded again, this orgasm even more intense than all the others. Drew came again too, his cock spurting cum all over my ass. I turned around, not caring where the cum went. I pulled him down to my face and kissed him, pushing my tongue inside. He met me back, our passion still pouring between us. How could there even be any left? Drew’s look was heady and satisfied, sweat pouring down his face. I didn’t care though, I just wanted him. I stood up and pushed him into my couch, so he fell back into a sitting position.

I straddled him and my pussy came down on his semi hard cock once again. He cried out, his eyes showing his surprised. I surprised myself too but I just couldn’t resist him again. I didn’t want this to end. I moved up and down, pushing his face into my breasts. His cock was hard again and felt amazing inside me. I don’t remember how long I kept riding him, but I do know this- this wasn’t our last time, nor was it the last time Drew claimed my ass.

Who said office sex would be a disaster? Well in our case…it wasn’t. It was only just the beginning.


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Honey, what are you talking about?”

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

“What are you talking about?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The doorbell rang.

“Come in Jamaal.”

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

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

“You wouldn’t dare.”

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s what she craves,” said Jamaal.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So what do you think?”

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

Boy was I wrong.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You can't be serious!” I said.

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

“You are serious!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

At that point my mind nearly went completely blank.

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

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

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

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

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

He laughed, “Right, that must be it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

In my ear he whispered, “Don't be.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But he’s gorgeous!” they both cried.

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

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

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

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

“Shut up, I am not!”

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

“Ummm, your birthday present from Andrew?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

They stared open-mouthed at me for my confession.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

****

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“O-Ok, I can follow you.”

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

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

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

****

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I gasped quietly and felt my infernal cheeks redden.

He chuckled, “Perhaps that is it then.”

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

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

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

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

“Is it me?” he asked quietly.

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

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

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

“I do, don’t I?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I giggled, “What is it, Dr. Evans?”

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

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

“You’ve got the idea,” he grinned.

I must have looked startled because he chuckled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh fuck, c’mere,” he growled.

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

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

He smiled gently, “I’ll go slow.”

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

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

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

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

“Just like that?” I panted breathlessly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Dr. Evans?” I asked nervously.

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

“Do you do this a lot?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

****

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

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

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

I grinned and jumped into his muscular arms.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“This is her,” Benjamin nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I like your outfit.  Expecting a reenactment?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I don’t know what you mean…” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

“I don’t know…” I said, blushing.

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

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

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

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

“I...yes.  Yes, I think I do.”

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

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

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

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

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

“What do you--”

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

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

“No, I’m...I’m not…”

“But you want to be.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes...I think so…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, please…” I squeaked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Our bedroom?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Erik smiled at me. “I always do.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


16. Five MILFs Bent Over at Once: A First Anal Sex Wife Swap Orgy by Ellie North

The idea came up out of nowhere but all of our kids were at summer camp and suddenly we decided to have a real, old fashioned swinger sex key party.  The four other wives and I sent our husbands out and got doled up.  We figured on surprising them when they got home.  Unfortunately, we got a little grabby ourselves.  The men arrived and the keys never got drawn.  Instead, the whole thing turned into an orgy!  Suddenly, I was sleeping with all five husbands and so were my four wives. That wasn’t it, either!  The husbands decided it was a good time to take something they’d always wanted.  I not only had my first lesbian sex but I also had my first anal sex!

How Elizabeth, Susie, and I ended up bent over the bed at the same time, I’ll never know.  Sure, Alice and Joanie were busy with each other, and their moans were sexy as hell, but it was kind of interesting that the rest of us didn’t pair off so much as we just all ended up in the same situation with all five husbands eyeing the three of us.  It was so damned weird because when we planned the whole thing, the idea was that it would be a good old fashioned key party.  That meant we put our keychains in a bowl and the men picked one each and slept with the wife who owned the keys.  That was the plan.  It probably would have worked, too, if we hadn’t all been wearing the sexiest lingerie we could come up with before we pulled any keys out of the bowl.

The five of us all lived on Oak Court, which was a beautiful little cul-de-sac with beautiful picket fences and exactly five houses. Three of us—Alice, Suzie, and me—grew up right in the houses we owned now.  The other two moved in just four years before but we loved them just like they’d grown up with us.  We were five women in our thirties, and we were about as close as friends could be.  Our husbands and kids got along as well, and it was Elizabeth who first suggested the three week summer camp.  She was sending her eleven year old daughter there and everyone else pretty much decided to do the same with our own kids.  So, we were suddenly faced with three weeks of freedom from the kids and we decided as a group to enjoy the hell out of the time.

Of course, we thought that meant late nights and drinking when we first decided on camp.  We were all good friends but other than some college lesbian experimentation Alice once admitted to Suzie and me, we were pretty plain vanilla. Also, we were all pretty damned traditional.  Hell, we were all house wives.  Sure, we all had college degrees and three of the four of us had home-based businesses but we’d decided to stay home and raise our kids.  We weren’t swingers by any stretch of the imagination.  We were wives with husbands and children.  Sure, we were excited about some playtime away from the kids but none of us were thinking about some kind of orgy.  At least I know I wasn’t.

As the day approached when we’d drop off the kids, we ended up planning to carpool all together in two vans.  We owned one and Elizabeth and her husband owned the other.  We dropped the kids off and then ate at a little café only a mile away from the camp.  There, we split up so that all the wives were in one van and the husbands in the other.

Seven hours.

That was how long it took to drive from the camp to our cul-de-sac.

It only took five hours for us to decide to have a key party.

We spent the rest of the drive talking about how fun it was going to be.

The suggestion came in the strangest way.  We were driving past a playground and there were swings.  A few kids were there and Elizabeth misspoke.  She said, “Look at the cute little swingers.”  Ordinarily, it wouldn’t really have meant anything but Alice started laughing like crazy, which of course got the rest of us laughing and then all of us making corny jokes like wondering out loud if they belonged to a swing club and such.  When the laughter finally died down, Suzie admitted that she sometimes fantasized about swing clubs and stuff like that.  That, of course, led to sex conversations and by the end of it, we all pretty much admitted that we fantasized about more than just sleeping with our husbands.

Suzie said she was going to talk to her husband about trying it sometime.  Everyone else said the same thing but I was just trying to fit in, frankly.  I guessed Alice was doing the same.  The other two could have been serious about their desires but who knew?  In any case, the conversation kept going and before long we were all talking about how we were going to bring things up to our husbands and the biggest sticking point, really, was the idea of finding a club and strangers.  From there, things progressed to potential solutions and before long the whole idea of a key party came up.  Alice said, “Well, it’s too bad we don’t know where those kinds of parties happen.”

Everyone was silent for a moment, and I thought the topic was going to just die out but then Joanie said, “Hey! What if we have a key party?” 

That led to a moment of shocked silence and then Alice surprised me and said, “We could do it at my house. I think I have the most bedrooms, right?  I could pick up one of those roll out mattresses for the den and we’d have five different beds.”

It was really odd the way we started talking about it like we were planning a barbecue.  Before I knew it, I was in charge of snacks, and we made it a point to ensure they weren’t too heavy given the activity we’d all be engaging in.  Joanie was assigned the drinks and Suzie was in charge of decorations—yeah, decorations.  Elizabeth and Alice were in charge of set up, which essentially meant fresh sheets and blankets on all the beds.  Somewhere in the middle of the conversation we all agreed to meet the next day to head out and find some sexy lingerie.  The weird thing about it all was that I was caught up in the whole thing just like it really was some normal get together as opposed to a plan to let my husband fuck one of my friends and let one of my friend’s husbands fuck me.

Maybe the craziest thing about all of this was that none of us bothered to consider how the men might react.  I certainly didn’t.  Instead, we talked about stockings and corsets and whether or not jewelry made lingerie hotter.  It was so damned strange because we all seemed to just accept that we were going to go through with this thing and none of us seemed to actually care that this was a really big deal.  We kind of treated it the same way we might have treated a barbecue.  Who was bringing the potato salad?  Who was bringing dessert?  Who was bringing the drinks?  It was all so damned matter of fact, and that was what made it so surreal.

The upshot of it all was that the next morning, we sent the boys all out to the golf course for eighteen holes and then we all gathered at Alice’s house to get ready.  We rushed out to get lingerie and then rushed back to her place.  Before long, we were all looking hot as hell.

And naked.

Really, for all intents and purposes we were.

We all wore corsets and stockings.

And that was it.

God!  I’d seen most of my friends naked at one time or another but never all of us at the same time, and never all of us in such a sexy situation.  Alice put a big glass salad bowl on the coffee table along with a sign that said SURPRISE BOYS! PUT KEYS HERE! and we all sat down, sipping wine and nervously waiting for our men.  It was while we were waiting when Suzie suddenly leaned over and said, “I’ve wanted to do this since the dorm room.”  A moment later her mouth was on mine and her hands were running over my body.  I was shocked but pleasantly shocked because I’d fantasized about being with Suzie or Alice off and on since we were teenagers.  I kissed her back eagerly, and when the kiss broke off, I saw Alice kissing Joanie and Elizabeth looking on kind of nervously.  I smiled at her and kind of giggled and then got up and went to her.  I’d never been so aggressive but I leaned over and kissed her and then I felt Suzie’s hands on my ass and her mouth on my neck as Elizabeth and I kissed.

And of course, that was when the men showed up.

The boys evidently didn't read anything past SURPRISE. Suddenly there were hands all over me and hands all over everyone else too.  I was pulled away and found myself on my knees.  I got just enough time to see Charles, my husband, kissing Suzie before my head was turned and a cock was pushed against my lips.  I looked up as the man guided it into my mouth.  It was Bobby, Elizabeth’s husband.  I was sucking on my best friend’s husband’s cock. It was exciting and scary all at once.  It was also nothing like what we’d planned.  We hadn’t expected things would be happening this way in front of each other. Of course, we also hadn’t expected to do a huge lesbian experiment right before the boys showed up.

My best friend’s husband!

Jesus Christ!

Dear God, I was sucking on my best friend’s husband’s cock! I felt sudden terrible guilt that didn’t really make any logical sense given she was right there probably pleasing someone else’s husband.  It was also strange because I’d seen Charles kissing Suzie, and if the way Bobby and I got right to it was any indication, my own husband was busy getting blown or fucking or licking or something. I didn’t feel any jealousy about that, I realized, so it was likely Elizabeth didn’t either.  Nonetheless I felt terribly guilty about the whole thing.

But I still sucked on Bobby’s prick like I was some kind of nympho whore. I could hear moans and more happening all around me, and it was almost maddening because I desperately wanted to see what was going on but Bobby had his hand on the back of my head and thrust back and forth into my mouth so getting a look at anyone else was out of the question at the moment.  Thankfully, though, he changed the position himself. He pulled out of my mouth and lifted me to my feet before bending me over the couch and slipping into my pussy.  I saw Elizabeth right in front of me.  More accurately, I saw Elizabeth’s pussy right in front of me as she bounced on top of one of the guys.  I looked to the left and Charles had his cock in Joanie’s mouth while Frank, Suzie’s husband, fucked her. 

It was hard to keep track of all the action.  Elizabeth was pulled off by one of the other guys and the next thing I knew, my mouth was on his cock while Bobby fucked me.  Bobby stopped and I felt a tongue on my pussy but couldn’t see who it was.  Things went on like that, all of us changing position, until the men were kind of lined up and Suzie, Elizabeth, and I were on our knees as all five guys moved from one mouth to another and we all watched Alice licking Joanie’s pussy as she leaned back on a reclining chair with her legs spread widely.

Then, abruptly, Alice got up and grabbed Joanie’s hand.  She led her out of the living room, and there was no way we were going to let her get away with it.  The sight of them together was too hot.  I got up and followed and the other girls did as well.  Naturally, the men followed the tits and ass and we all ended up in Alice’s bedroom.  Joanie and Alice were already on the bed, and I moved forward to join them but hands on my waist stopped me. I turned my head. It was Alice’s husband Jacob.  He pushed me down so I was bent over the bed and then my pussy was filled up as I watched Alice and Joanie get into a sixty-nine position with Alice moaning on top as she licked Joanie’s pussy just inches away from my face.  I could have watched that forever but I did get a little distracted when Elizabeth ended up right next to me, also bent over.  I kissed her quickly and turned my attention back to the girls but then Suzie ended up on the other side of me and I had to kiss her.

One of the men, not my husband because I would have recognized his voice, said, “All these hot asses just lined up.”  Ordinarily, a comment like that would have offended me but under the circumstances it just turned me on.  I got even more turned on when I felt hands squeezing my ass cheeks. I turned my head and saw Bobby squeezing Elizabeth’s ass cheeks and a quick look in the other direction and saw Frank behind Suzie. I looked behind me. It was Charles. What kind of a situation was this that I’d find it a bit odd that each woman was paired up with her own husband?  The other two men waited in the wings and then I felt it.  Frank said, “Great idea, Chuck,” just as I did.

It was my husband’s cock.

It was up against the tiny opening of my ass.

Great idea, Chuck.  He’d been begging me for anal sex for as long as we’d been married.  All of us had discussed it.  We all had refused our husbands in that area.  Evidently, the best time for a husband to get what he wanted in that regard was when there was a spontaneous orgy instead of a measured situation with five one on one sexy adventures.  I didn’t know what to say although my mind told me to protest.  Elizabeth only got out, “Oh!” before her voice seemed to be squeezed out of her.  I turned my head and had just enough time to see my friend with her eyes opened wide in shock and her mouth half open in an expression of duress before my husband pushed his cock into my virgin hole.

It was crazy.  It was more than crazy.  I was still staring at Elizabeth, and I was pretty sure my face took on the exact expression she had.  I didn’t get say, “Oh,” though.  I couldn’t speak at all. It was like I’d lost the ability to make any noise at all. I heard a muffled yelp next to me and couldn’t come up with the strength or maybe the will to turn my head to see Suzie’s face.  The pain was incomprehensible. It was insane and yet somehow, it was sexy, too. I didn’t get the contradiction.  I just knew that the situation was exactly, that.  It hurt like hell but it was sexy. The sexiness didn’t make it hurt any less, and if I could make it stop, I would have, but it was still sexy.

I couldn’t make it stop.  If I could have communicated, I could have stopped it. Hell, all I’d have to do was ask but for some reason my mouth wasn’t obeying my brain. Instead, I just took it, and I stared at the face of Elizabeth as she took it and I oddly wished I could stare at Suzie’s face as well.  It was a strange and probably sadistic desire but it was there. I was also kind of pissed that Joanie and Alice didn’t have to deal with the anal sex the way the rest of us did.

Well, for about a second and a half.

That was how long it took for their husbands to pull them away from each other and bend them on the bed.  That was really incredible because they were directly opposite us.  I realized from the curious expressions on their faces that Joanie and Alice had no idea why we were grimacing.  They had no idea what was coming.  Why the hell did I like that?

Alice’s eyes opened wide first and then she groaned loudly as her husband pushed in.  I felt an unmistakable thrill and I even found myself moving my ass back on Charles’s cock despite the pain.  A moment later, Joanie cried out and she too understood the expressions on our faces. I felt sadistic but I moaned, “God, yes!” and was thankful they had no idea what had prompted the moan.  To that point, the men had moved very slowly but my outburst encouraged Charles and he began moving faster.  I was already turned on enough that the pain, while not diminishing, was nonetheless mitigated by growing pleasure.  Some of it came from the way my clit rubbed up against the edge of the mattress but a bunch of it came from knowing what the others were going through.

My moan had encouraged Charles.  I thought the other men were just encouraged by his increased speed.  They all began fucking quickly, slamming into their wives and making those who’d found their voices yelp. It was so astounding to see.  Joanie and Alice still looked like it hurt like hell. I turned my head. Elizabeth had her eyes closed and the expression on her face was strange.  I still hurt but I was pretty damned sure my face displayed pleasure.  Elizabeth’s mouth seemed to open and then squeeze shut like she was alternating between pain and pleasure.  I turned my head and saw Susan.  She looked happy now, like me, and she pushed back against her husband’s cock. I was close enough to her that I kind of bent my body over and put my mouth on hers.  She moaned as we kissed.

I was astounded that none of us had protested.  I wondered if the girls went along with it because all of us were doing it.  I supposed there was probably no motivation greater for me than the possibility that everyone might think I was the least sexy among my friends.  That wasn’t why I hadn’t protested. The pain had kept me from that.  Maybe it did that to all of us.  Who knew?  What I knew for sure was that I actually enjoyed the anal sex, even with the hurt it brought. Also, like a total bitch, I liked how it hurt the other women.

I didn’t want it to hurt them forever.

Well, I guess I did. I just wanted them to get into it like me, like somehow the pain would become worth it.

Then Charles said, “You guys gotta try my wife’s ass.”  Everyone pulled out and there were looks of relief all around.  A moment later, one of the other guys pushed into me. He was a bit rougher, so it hurt more but I still liked it.  The other girls seemed to think they were off the hook.  Only Susan looked disappointed. A moment later, her face looked happy again and the others looked disappointed as each guy chose another ass to fuck.  God!  The sight was incredible, and I immediately began moving again.  The men moved, too.  They seemed a hell of a lot more excited and before long, they switched again. I expected the others, at least everyone but Suzie, to protest.  Instead they all stared at me unhappily.

Suddenly I got it.

None of them could ask the men to stop as long as I was enjoying it.

For a brief moment, I felt sympathy and considered asking for things to stop.  That brief moment didn’t even last long enough to register.  Instead, I asked for the opposite. I moaned like a slut and moved my ass faster as I cried out, “God! Yes! Fuck my ass! God!”  Suzie joined in on the chorus, and the three others looked about as miserable as they could be.

But they didn’t stop things.  They couldn’t.  They couldn’t as long as Suzie and I were being sexy and hot.  So, they gritted their teeth and just took it as the men moved from one wife ass to the next and fucked each furiously. I couldn’t believe the whole thing turned me on, and I was reaching a point where the guilt about enjoying my friend’s discomfort was starting to overcome any excitement I had about it.

And then a miracle occurred.

I was staring at Michelle’s face, loving how she looked like the pain was horrible and simultaneously feeling terrible guilt about it. Suddenly, she screamed, “Fuck!” It was a long, drawn out scream, and Michelle didn’t often use profanity.  Everyone stopped moving.  Even Charles, who was in her ass at the time stopped moving.  Then, she added, “I’m fucking cumming!” and began slamming her ass back against my unmoving husband.

He didn’t remain unmoving for long. Charles tightened his grip on her waist and began fucking her forcefully. It was beyond sexy and any trace of pain was gone from her face. I couldn’t really understand why so far, the only one who’d cum was neither Suzie nor me. We were the two who enjoyed the anal sex!  God! I was so damned close and then Alice cried out and came as well.  That made all of the men move a hell of a lot faster, and then they switched up again.  I watched my husband move over to Joanie and slam hard into her. She looked like she was going to cry, and God help me, the look on her face did it for me. 

A cock slammed into my ass and I cried out and came, pleasure rushing through me in wave after wave and I moved my ass like crazy.  Then, because I just didn’t know what else to do and I felt guilty even with the orgasm, I kind of crawled forward and grabbed Joanie’s face. I kissed her and started talking as the guy behind me adjusted his position and fucked me harder. “Oh God, Joanie! You look so fucking sexy, Honey! Oh God, Charles, you must love her body. She’s so fucking hot. God!”  I figured playing on her sexiness would reinforce the whole reason she wasn’t protesting and maybe actually help her get over the edge.  She was stiff but gradually began kissing me back.  I heard moans and realized others were coming, and then Charles cried out and came.

The man in my ass came at the same time, and it flooded me with incredible slickness that made everything easier so now there was plenty of pleasure but none of the pain.  That was probably why Joanie came at that moment.  She moved her ass back against my husband and kissed me hard, lifting her hands up to hold onto my head. The whole bed was just moving bodies now, and when Joanie moaned unhappily against my kiss, I pulled back and realized my husband had pulled out of her ass.  Just like that, her ass empty was a disappointment.  My ass emptied a moment later but I just kept kissing Joanie. Ten minutes later, we were still softly making out until a spank landed on my ass and I pulled my head away to see Elizabeth.  “Come on, you two,” she said.  “We have to get cleaned up. The boys are taking us to dinner.”

I smiled and said, “Well, we certainly earned it.” 

She giggled and said, “We should make this a regular thing.”

I rolled my eyes. “Shall we just lock the kids in the closet every now and then?”

She smiled and said, “They go to school every day.”

They did.  Still, we never did it on a school day.  Instead, we got the kids on a Saturday program that had them out of the house from nine to five every weekend.  Something went on every Saturday although not all of us could make it every time.  That came later though.  See, we’d only used up one day of our summer camp created vacation.  All of the mothers were pretty damned sore when we picked the kids up from camp about twenty days later. 


17. Courtney's New Friends: First Time Anal Sex Revenge in Public by Lora Lane

College is supposed to be the period in your life when you sow your wild oats or something like that but I have never been one to do that. I always viewed myself as the serious college kid on a quick path to early graduation while laughing at those who chose to party instead of study. There was even a solid boyfriend of a few years to keep me from the more wild urges of college life. Then he cheated on me, blamed me for his cheating and started publicly dating one of my former best friends. It's funny how a few turns in life can flip things upside down and how having a passion for revenge can change everything.

The Cram and Crush Cafe and Coffee Club is the place to be at the little college that I have called home for the better part of the last few years. Some people like to call it other things like the 5C or the Quint-Cee but no matter what it is called, it is where you go to either grab a coffee, talk with friends, cram with friends for an exam or get a good bite to eat. One day in particular I was sitting over in a corner booth by myself when a friend of mine walked up and sat down in silence. The silence rang out for a few seconds before he spoke at last.

“How's it going Court?”

“It's going as well as ever Fran,” I smirked.

He put his hands up, “Right, fair enough. I know you don't like it when people shorten your name. How are things Courtney? Is that better?”

“Much better,” I answered with a smile, “I am doing just fine. Can I still call you Fran?”

“Not if you want me to stick around,” he said.

I glanced down at the book I had been pretending to read when he walked up and said, “Fran. Fran. Fran. Fran. Fran.”

He sighed and ran his hand through his hair, “Alright, now, that's just mean Courtney. I'm over here trying to help you feel better and...”

“Who said I need to feel better Fran?”

“Come on,” he said sheepishly, “After what that dickhead Kyle did to you, I imagine...”

“You imagine wrong,” I said directly. “I'm not broken, okay? It was a total dick move to cheat on me with Lacey, somehow publicly find a way to blame it on me and then start going out with the slut. Is that what you want to hear? Yes, he is a punk. I hate his guts right now which is why I don't want to fucking talk about it! Go away and find someone else to give charity to, alright? I don't need anyone and I don't want anyone. I'll be fine in a few weeks and then you can feel free to walk up to be without having your head bitten off. Now go away.”

With a heavy sigh he stood up, “Okay, I'll leave you alone. I'm sorry for bringing it up. You have my number if you need to chat about anything though.”

I had pulled my phone out by then and while still looking down at it answered by saying, “Fran. Fran. Fran.”

He laughed a little and then left. I waited until he was outside the cafe and out of sight before I hit send on the text I was working on.

Thanks for caring Franklin, really, I mean it. I'm just not ready to deal with all of that yet. I promise to let you make fun of my coffee choice for a half hour for the way I treated you in here. Just not right now. Sorry… love ya. C.

I know him well enough to know that he would read it and send a quick reply but also that if he had gotten it while he was still in the doorway of the cafe that he would have turned around and wanted to discuss it. Franklin is a good friend, the kind of guy that would be able to take me to a dance or even a party, have a ton of fun with me and even buy me a drink without expecting a single thing in return. We've been friends since the third grade and I can't imagine how college life would have been if he would have gone somewhere else. Still, while it was sweet of him to think that I needed help, that I needed to be somehow carried out of the depression that Kyle had put me into; nothing could be further from the truth.

It all had a huge impact on me to be sure but I wasn't sad or lonely and I damn sure wasn't depressed. What I was, was pissed off and gearing for revenge. One reason that I didn't want to talk to Franklin or any of my other close friends about that was because I knew they would probably try to talk me out of it. They would all give me a ton of reasons why I shouldn't take the route of getting revenge and they would probably talk me out of it successfully. That is why none of them knew what I was really planning to do. For that kind of thing I needed my brand new friend who had patiently waited for Franklin to leave before approaching.

Sheila walked over to the table looking like she was half drunk. Short and stocky with long brown hair and brown eyes, wearing clothing that looked like it was taken from her big brother's drawer, the girl was the exact opposite of me. I'm five feet six inches tall and lean with modest curves. I have short blonde hair, stylish just above my shoulders, green eyes and I always dress to impress even when I'm trying to look like I'm not dressing to impress. You know what I mean.

She smacked her gum as she sat down, “Don't suppose you could hook me up with that hunk of meat that just walked out of here?”

“I think he's dating someone,” I lied. Nothing against Sheila – and to be sure I wouldn't stand in the way if she and Franklin decided to hook up all on their own – but I sure wasn't about to be the one to go out and set them up. “He is a great guy though.”

“You want something to eat or just get right down to what I know?” she asked.

I smiled at the way she was acting, “Christ, Sheila, you don't have to act like we're running moonshine whiskey in Hazard County. We're talking about getting me in on this party you mentioned the other day. I'd invite myself but I think that is kind of frowned upon even by this crowd.” I noticed the way she was looking at me and winced, “No offense.”

“Don't worry about it sweet thing,” Sheila said, “I don't hang out with these people either so I get what you're saying. Look, it's not a nice and sweet kind of party so I'm going to ask you this again but only one more time. Are you sure you want to go to this place? I get why you want to show your face there – at least I think I do, but you really should think twice about this.”

Without even a second thought I quickly said, “I'm sure. God, I really thought you wouldn't jump on the 'take care of Courtney' bandwagon. I can take care of myself. I know several people who are going to be there and I will be fine.”

“You men like this Kyle douche and Lacey cum on my facey?”

“You got it,” I yelped a loud laugh, “They'll be there but they aren't the ones I'm talking about.”

She looked at me in an odd way and finally stopped smacking her gum, “What are you playing at here blondie?”

“Lay off the detective shows Sheila,” I picked up my books and stood by the table. “Are you going to text me the information and stuff or what?”

She reached down into her pocket and fished out a little slip of folded paper. When she saw me rolling my eyes she shook her head, “It's not what you think. This is the way the people running the party wanted it done so that only certain people would get invited and actually arrive. You know how things blow up over phones, texts and social media. This way they know who is going to come and who isn't.” I started to walk away but she grabbed my hand and whispered, “No pun intended.”

I smiled and put the folded paper into my pocket before leaving the cafe. All in all I felt pretty good about my decision to wiggle and finagle my way into a party invite for a party I normally wouldn't be caught dead going to. So, the truth of the matter is that it's a sex party. At least that is what the people who are talking about going are calling it. Basically it's supposed to work like a normal party except that instead of there being a possible result of hooking up with someone before the end of the night, it's a near certainty. And yes, that fact coupled with the fact that Kyle and Lacey are going to be there are all the reasons I am going. Well, it might actually be fun over and above the planned revenge on Kyle and Lacey.

The thing is, not only would I usually not go to this kind of party but usually I wouldn't go to a normal college party. I'm just not that kind of girl. Don't get me wrong, I'm not a pure innocent virgin or anything like that, just the kind of girl who keeps a boyfriend all the way through high school and college before making the big choice of whether or not to keep him and marry him or dump him and move on afterward.

What? I'm a planner.

Well, needless to say, by this point it's clear that nothing has gone according to my original plan. So, like any wounded and angry young college girl hot enough to turn heads in most rooms I walk through, I changed my plan to one of gut churning revenge. This is the part where I'm supposed to say that I dread planning it and that I really hate that I am going through with it but that isn't true at all. Actually, it feels good to explore this side of myself for a change. That's part of the reason that I keep shunning my normal sweet friends. Maybe this entire situation is going to open me up to all kinds of new experiences that I either would have had to wait for a divorce or the end of college to get to. I am aware that it all could just as easily blow up in my face as well but when it comes to this particular plot of sultry, gut churning, sexy revenge; I'm trying to stay positive.

Anyway, according to the information on the little slip of paper Sheila handed me – which I instantly took a picture of with my phone because I knew I was going to lose it – I had exactly three days to plan for exactly what I wanted to do at that party and take measures to let them know that I would be there. There were two primary goals that I had in mind. First was to do something incredibly wild and enjoyable that I would remember for the rest of my life and second was to stick Kyle and Lacey's faces directly in it. At one time I hoped to be able to actually shove Kyle's little general into a blender but that was in the first few hours after I found out about his cheating. I generally am not a violent person so I scratched that plan.

By the time party night came around, I was all decked out and ready to put on a show. I honestly worried a little bit about running into someone that knew me well, like my mother or something. She surely would have put the way I was dressed together with the fact that she hadn't heard from me in a while and considered me a kidnap victim turned out to collect – if you know what I mean. Yeah, I had to shop at one of those spots where strippers get their stage outfits to hit the mark I was really going for. It was bad, but oh so good at the same time.

My hair was slicked back into a stiff ponytail. The black hair band that I used to bind it matched the tight black mini skirt I was wearing. We're talking about an ultra-mini here, not just one of those sort-of mini skirts. With my long legs, the result was perfect. I wore a red leather top that basically looked like a flashy bra and left very little to the imagination. The high heeled black boots that came to just below my knee finished the look to perfection. When I found out that I couldn't simply rent or borrow an outfit from the place, I couldn't bring myself to buy the thigh-high boots. I mean, maybe I could reuse the outfit for a sexy Halloween party some year in the future but I could never stomach wearing those thigh-high's again.

I drove up to the area where I was directed by the information I was given and looked at the old house they were using. It was a dark night but I could tell the décor was impressive by anyone's standard who appreciated ancient décor at all. After fearing that I would be going to a sex party at some abandoned downtown back alley, this house looked amazing. Walking to the door took a minor bit of courage because I knew the guy standing there. He was an old friend of Kyle's who I usually got along fine with. Unfortunately he was a long and true enough friend of Kyle's that he had to believe every piece of garbage story that came out about me after the breakup. When he saw me his jaw dropped and he looked around at the door. He was so flustered that he didn't even ask for proof that I was invited to the party at all.

“Hi, Jerry. Are you just going to stare or are you going to open the door for a lady?” I asked.

His hand jerked towards the door and he said, “Shit, sorry Courtney. Goddamn you look as hot as hell. Boy, when Kyle sees you he is going to wish he had never even seen Lacey.”

As I stepped passed him I stopped and acted surprised, “Kyle's here?” I asked with a sensual wink.

Kyle and I had dated for plenty long enough for Jerry to know what that look meant. In spite of the way I was dressed and the out of character party I was walking into, I was completely in control. His smile faded, “Oh shit. You're gonna fuck him up aren't you?”

I leaned in to him, “You think you've got what it takes to stop me, Jerry?”

Something in his eyes changed and he snarled a little bit as he whispered, “Fuck that. You know what Courtney? That bastard deserves it. Get his ass good.”

“Oh,” I nodded with a confident smile, “I will.” With a peck to his lips as out of character as the way I was acting, I said, “See you inside Jerry. Don't be a stranger.” Instantly I was reminded of something I heard about Jerry and his sexual habits and I blushed a little bit at the thought but pushed it out of my mind. Once I was passed him I finally breathed a sigh of relief. Everything was going way better than I thought it would and I was putting on a performance that should win me a Grammy. It was still a little nerve-wracking but every move I made towards my goal made it that much easier and I was actually starting to like the way I was dressed and acting. When I spotted Kyle and Lacey, I relaxed completely.

I planned to avoid them as long as I possibly could, until the moment was just perfect and I wanted all eyes on me. That was still a while off so I made my way into another part of the house and began to mingle, searching the entire time for the right person. After two drinks that clearly were stronger than advertized, I saw the person I had been looking for originally. Although with a glance back towards Jerry at the door and another thought about what I had heard, I began to consider making a small alteration to my plan; one that would make it even more underhanded and devastating to Kyle.

Several of the guys there – and a few of the girls – were interested in getting to know me better. At that party, getting to know me had nothing to do with conversation but I still made the rounds talking to a few different friends of Kyle and Lacey along with others I didn't know at all. When I finally allowed myself to be seen by the two of them, it was Lacey who spoke to me first.

“Courtney?” she said in disbelief, “What the hell are you doing here?”

“I could ask you the same thing, Lacey,” I answered, “But I won't because I really don't feel like talking to you right now. It's nothing personal really, just the fact that seeing you makes me want to throw up three days worth of meals right in your face and then force you to swallow.” With a glance at Kyle then back to her I titled my head to one side, “You do swallow, don't you?” I directed my full attention to my ex and said, “Kyle,” then continued after a sarcastic wave, “Now, I understand exactly why you are here. At least the two of you are ready to enjoy an open relationship right?” With a glance back at Lacey I asked, “You are aware it will be an open one right? Ah, who am I kidding? You're thighs stay open more often than the 7-11 on the corner.”

“Courtney,” Kyle said in a tone that suggested he was ready for the charade to stop, “You've made your point, okay?”

“Oh,” I held my finger up towards him, “I haven't actually; not yet. That's the thing you don't understand. I'm not here to see you, Kyle.”

“Oh, no?” he smiled, trying to act calmer than he was, “Could have fooled me.”

“No,” I smirked and winked, “I'm here to be seen by you.” With that said, I leaned in and whispered a secret into his ear, one of which only he would truly understand the magnitude.

He laughed rudely in my face, “Now I know you're just screwing around. That will never happen, not here, not with these people, not a chance.”

“Maybe you're right, Kyle. Maybe I am in way over my head,” I said with a smile, “Or maybe this is going exactly like I planned.” I swung my hips suggestively as I walked away from him and towards the door. Jerry had walked back inside by that point and I made my way over to him.

His nerves were easy to read when I was walking up. He had no idea what I wanted but he knew something was about to happen that might just be a big deal. Considering the kind of party we were attending and the look in my eyes as I approached, good ole Jerry was beginning to understand all to well by the time I brushed my hand over his shoulder and whispered in his ear.

“How would you like to have a little fun Jerry?” I asked. “I know you've always liked me. A girl always knows. It's okay though because I like you too. One time your ex-girl Briena told us about how it was to be with you and I half to admit, Jerry, I was turned on.”

“Y… you were?” he whispered back.

“Hell, yeah, I was,” I said. “So many times when Kyle was being his normal, boring self in bed, I wondered what it would be like to be with you. God, I'm getting wet right now just talking about it.”

“Huh? Really?” he asked.

I turned him around so that he was facing me and so that his back was to the crowd of people, some of whom were watching closely while others went about their own business. “Oh, yeah, I want you Jerry. I want you to do to me what you did to Briena.”

His eyes went wide, “Holy shit. You do?” He quickly undressed me with his eyes, having them travel down and back up my slutty costume and finally settling back on my eyes, “I don't know, Courtney.”

I made stuck my bottom lip out and grabbed his collar, “Oh, come on, Jerry. Don't you want to?” Before he answered I leaned in and kissed his lips and licked up the side of his cheek, “Don't you want me?” I felt his crotch and his shaft was rock hard. My eyes settled on his once again and I took my bottom lip between my teeth before leaning in to whisper, “Fuck me Jerry.”

For a second I thought he was going to cum right there on the spot. To be sure, I had succeeded in convincing him to take me in just the way I wanted. Quickly I led him to a room that someone I had mingled with mentioned as being available for on the spot hook-ups. We didn't even close the door all the way. Sure, part of me thought that it might be embarrassing to be heard by the people at the party or even seen, since someone could simply open the door, but after seducing him the way I had, I was so hot for Jerry by that point that I didn't think twice about it.

I pushed him over by the bed that was in the dimly lit room and pulled my skirt up to reveal that I wasn't wearing panties. Jerry started pulling his clothes off faster than a superhero in a phone booth while I unzipped and removed the little top I was wearing. Walking over with lust in my eyes, I shoved him down onto the bed and crawled on top of him. His big cock was so hard, I couldn't resist taking it fully into my mouth.

My hand clamped around the base and I played with his balls while my tongue swirled around the tip before plunging down and sucking hard back up his length. He was more on fire for me than anyone had ever been and it was driving me crazy with lust for him. I began to bob my head down and up faster and he grabbed my hair more out of passion than to shove me onto him.

When he began to wriggle and moan louder, I stopped and squeezed his shaft as I looked at him. “I want you inside of me.” Lifting my hips up, I settled my wet pussy down over his big dick. My hands went to my breasts and I squeezed them as my eyes closed and I groaned towards the ceiling. At my own chosen pace, I lifted my pussy off of him and eased back down. His hands hungrily groped my ass as I rode him like the stud he clearly was.

We may as well have been in a penthouse suite for all I cared about the cracked doorway. I didn't hold back at all, allowing myself to be driven to and passed any previous sexual experience that I'd ever had. For all his modesty around girls, Jerry knew exactly what to do and when. I'd had a few orgasms in my years with Kyle but nothing like the one that hit me as I was riding this wonderful cock. The moment it washed over me I settled my hips completely onto him but he wasn't finished yet.

Instead he took control and I let him. Moving me to the bed he pushed my thighs out wide and touched my wet pussy folds, drawing a loud moan from me. He then slid his cock into me and started quickly moving in and out. He was fucking me good and he knew it. There was no pause in his movements or hesitation in his face as I looked up at him. He was fully into it and I knew all I had to do from that point on was to enjoy the amazing ride. Over and again he plunged into me and the more he did, the louder I screamed in pleasure. I was lost to the moment as my hips raised and my back arched with the surge of another orgasm.

Jerry leaned over and began to suck on my nipples as he slowed his pace a little. That was fine by me because I damn sure didn't want him to finish any time soon. I don't know how long he took me in that position but every second of it was bliss. When he lifted me up and asked me, “You ready?” I nodded breathlessly and got on all fours in front of him.

“Do it, Jerry. Fuck me.”

He slid his fingers between my ass cheeks and began to work one finger into me. No one had ever been allowed to even ask me for anal sex before. Kyle had always talked about dreaming that one day he would know what anal felt like but it was never on the table at all for the two of us. Only in my vengeful mindset did I even consider it an option. Now that Jerry had already given me the sex of my life, I couldn't have been happier that I had decided to play the part of a slut out for revenge on that night.

Using the plentiful cum from my pussy to lubricate the area, Jerry continued to push my cheeks apart and push his finger inside of me. I groaned at the brand new sensations brought on by literally every millimeter of movement. It felt amazing and unlike anything I had ever imagined. More and more he stretched me with a full finger as he squeezed my ass cheek with his other hand.

When his fingers pulled out of me, I braced my elbows on the bed and waited impatiently. He put the tip of his cock in the edge and I thought I was going to faint. “Oh my god, Jerry. Holy...” I didn't finish as he pushed farther inside and my sentence turned to a yelp of pleasure. I slapped the bed sheets with one hand and grabbed the bed rail with the other, “Fuck my ass! Yes! Now! Oh fuck...” I breathed the words out as he pushed farther inside.

When at last he pulled out and pushed back in, I fell flat on the bed for a second. Words failed me but I was making plenty of noise as he fucked me so damn good. If I had known how good Jerry was at that, I would have cheated on Kyle years ago. The thought made me smile until I heard something at the door. I had completely forgotten about the door being cracked open but now it was farther open with a few people looking inside. Two of them were masturbating to the sight of me getting fucked anally and the another was Kyle, who was looking on in stunned silence.

I had no time to consider the fool at all, instead focusing on the amazing things Jerry was doing to me. Now his pace was quicker and he was yelling with each thrust as if he were in the throes of death itself. His groans even surpassed my own for a while and I knew he must be getting close to cumming. My head flung back and he grabbed my shoulders to push harder and faster into me. I loudly said, “Not yet Jerry! Don't you dare!”

He yelled as he forced himself to hold back his climax and instead slam into me faster and harder as if he were in a lustful rage. “Oh, shit!” he yelled, “I can't hold it!”

“Longer! Please, not yet!” I begged as another much more powerful orgasm was building inside of me.  Finally he pushed inside and held himself there before slowly pulling back and thrusting inside again. When he desperately grabbed underneath me and squeezed the hell out of my tits, the orgasm claimed me and I collapsed onto the bed, somehow able to turn half way over with my shoulders flat on the bed, myself facing Jerry while my hips and legs were turned to one side.

He couldn't even begin to hold out any longer and blew a huge load of cum all over me. The warm salty fluid felt like heaven as I began to rub it all over my naked body. Jerry was so exhausted that he fell backwards onto the edge of the bed and then slid off, bouncing onto the hard floor. I wanted to ask if he was okay but I couldn't even think of how to move, much less speak.

I don't know how long I lay there in the afterglow of the best sex of my life, only that when I finally rolled to the edge of the bed, Jerry was laying there on the floor with his eyes open. “You still alive?”

He blinked and looked at me, “Not sure. I'm pretty sure this is what heaven must feel like. Holy crap, girl, you're fucking amazing. Kyle's a fucking moron.”

“Who?” I smiled.

He smiled back and said, “Right. This was about revenge right? I don't care. Want revenge again sometime?”

I sat up and then sank down onto the floor where I straddled him, my hands raking softly over his chest. “Kyle who? I won't lie, Jerry, this was about revenge to begin with. What you just did with me though,” I shook my head, “Kyle was never half man enough to bring that out of me. You're the one that's amazing.”

“No,” he smiled, “You are.”

“You,” I said playfully.

“Is this our first fight?” he smirked up at me, still clearly exhausted.

“I think so,” I answered.

“Then you win,” he closed his eyes with a smile. “I'm too tired to argue.”

I told him that I was too and lay down next to him. At least being on the other side of the bed gave us a little bit of privacy from the open door. Kyle had stormed off sometime between the time I noticed that we were being watched and when I looked back after it was all over. Hopefully he learned a lesson from all of it but I did whether he learned anything or not. My new friends, and new man, were about to see a brand new normal for Courtney, and it was one that I planned not to write home about.


18. A Night to Remember: First Time Anal Sex with a Stranger by Kaylee Jones

I had a good life. Good family, great boyfriend (or so I thought), the best of friends and a full ride to Brown University. It was the same as every Friday night when me and my best friend Jewel made our way into the fraternity house. Same kind of party, same music and same people. It used to be the best times of my life but all that changed one night. The night I met Jeremiah everything changed. He changed me in one night. From the girl next door to the fiery vixen in bed. Now I can’t get enough. He shows me a passion that I never knew excited and things about my body that made my head spin. When the night is over will I be able to go back to the way I was or am I changed forever?

It was the same way every Friday night. I sighed as my hands slid the skirt onto my hips. Tonight was going to be no different than any other weekend. Don’t get me wrong, I loved to party. And party I did well, but it was the same party and the same people every weekend. I would soon become bored with it and have Jay take me to his place or sometimes even just bring me home. My long dark hair was left down tonight. I looked at the dark blue eyes staring back at me in the mirror and smiled. No curls in my hair tonight. I just didn’t really care that much.

The loud pounding on the door made me alert to the people outside waiting just before Jewel ran into the room.

“Come on girl. Time to go.”

“I’m coming.”

I followed her out with a laugh. I knew I really couldn’t complain about my life. Who wouldn’t be happy? I had everything that most girls could dream of. Great parents, great boyfriend, head cheerleader of a profound university and great friends. I always just seemed to click with people. It was my personality. It was something that I was good at. Making friends.

The house was loud when we got there, and most of the yard was filled with people and kegs. Then again that’s how every fraternity party started. It was how it ended that let you know if it was good or not.

I thought about Jay then. He has been my boyfriend going on two years now. I felt like it was standard for the two of us to be together. It was a cliché that somehow was always true. Star football player and head cheerleader. He was a good guy and good in bed but not someone that I could see myself with for the rest of my life. This was just college after all. I was there to surprise him. I walked beside Jewel as we made our way in. Looking from the left to the right I scanned the place but didn’t see Jay.

I felt a feeling come over me then. Like someone was watching me. A shiver ran through my body fiercely with the realization that something was not right. I let my eyes travel around the room then, and that’s when I saw him. There was a guy who was leaning against the wall and staring at me. His eyes were piercing as his stare became more intent. I moved behind some people suddenly and obstructed his view.

My curiosity is always one of my downfalls as I leaned out from behind the girl I had snuck behind. There he was in the same spot with the same intense stare. For some reason, I didn’t feel alarmed. I knew I should. I mean here was a guy who was staring me down in a way that should make you feel violated. Instead, it was a sudden rush. I turned to find Jewel and saw her smiling at me.

“Hey. That guy over there is staring me down.” I indicated slightly with a slight wave to my head.

“What guy?”

“The one over there in the black shirt and jeans with the intense looking stare.”

“Huh, I don’t know what you’re talking about. There is no guy over there.”

My head swam around to look, and sure enough, the guy was gone. “He was just right there.”

“Yeah. I think you should go upstairs and find your boyfriend honey. You must be having withdraws.”

Laughing and agreeing with her, I made my way to the stairs. Jay wasn’t downstairs so I knew that he must be upstairs somewhere. I stopped and scanned the room again. Something was pulling me towards the stranger I saw.

“Looking for me?” The words were but a whisper into my ear as he spoke softly. It was like a caress against my ear.

Turning I looked at my new stalker. My mouth hung open for a minute, and I watched his eyes drop to my lips before coming back to my eyes. “I knew you were real.”

He chuckled. It was a deep laugh filled with mystery. “Yes, honey. I am very real. I could show you just how real if you let me.”

“I uh, I have to find my boyfriend.” The words slipped from my mouth as I spoke.

“Are you sure. I could make you scream like he never could.”

“I huh, yeah. I gotta go.” I felt my feet begin to move away. I don’t know why I tried to hurry up the steps. Maybe it was because he was intimidating or maybe it was the shocking truth that I wanted to stay there and let him do all the things that we were currently thinking of at that moment. I wanted him to make me scream. My eyes met his as I tried to draw in the ragged breaths. It was almost too much as I saw his eyes travel down my bare legs to my feet and then back up again. I felt a shiver run through me again at the look. It wasn’t one of fear or revulsion however but one of something much more intoxicating.

Turning I hurried up the stairs but not before I heard him call to me. “I’ll be around if you change your mind.” I didn’t say anything just continued up the stairs.

****

I made it to Jay’s door and was so overwhelmed that I didn’t even knock. His door like always was unlocked and I pushed right in. The room was dark and thinking he was asleep I quickly flipped on the switch. Light flooded the room and shone on a face that was not my boyfriends. It was Jessie Sinclair. She was on top of Jay fucking the hell out of him. They were oblivious to me standing there as his hands roughly brought her down on top of him again and again. It took them a bit before she turned and looked at the door. Her bare tits were shaking continuously as she froze. They seemed to have a mind of their own. Her eyes were wide as they looked at me and then I looked down at Jay. He looked at me with shock.

“I thought you weren’t coming tonight?” He whispered. He acted like I hadn’t just walked in on him fucking my co-cheerleader. It was like I just walked in on him studying.

“Yeah. Apparently.”

“Well. You can join us.”

My eyes widened as he said the words to me. Realizing what he had said he lifted Jessie up and put her on the bed beside him before rising from the bed. I looked down at his still hard cock. The same cock that I had rode just like that multiple times. I looked back up at him and cocked my head to the side. “Seriously?”

“Look babe, you couldn’t have believed that you were the only one. I mean I am a star football player after all.”

“Yeah and an asshole. You know what that’s fine. There are plenty more where you came from. I can find dick anywhere.”

“Wait a minute.”

“Sorry. I gotta go.” I turned from him and made my way out into the hallway. I couldn’t’ believe I had been so stupid. I should have known better. I heard a yell from behind me. Something about us being together for appearance and I couldn’t’ screw it up. I didn’t care at that moment. I wanted to get as far away from there as I could.

Walking down the stairs, I told Jewel I was leaving. Her concern was on her face as she asked me what was wrong. She followed my stare to where Jay stood at the stairs in a pair of jogging shorts looking at us.

“Come on. Let’s get out of here.” I turned to see my mystery man and smiling I took his outstretched hand. I followed him outside and to his car before getting inside. I don’t know why I went with him. I didn’t even know him. He could be some weird psycho for all I knew but at the moment I wasn’t’ thinking.

Nothing was said as we pulled into a housing complex. He pushed a button for a garage to open and as we came around the corner he pulled into the garage of a townhouse. The lights suddenly flickered on inside as the garage door began to shut.

I felt my eyes widen as I looked at him, finally realizing what was going on and what I was doing.

“No need to worry. Tonight I am going to take your mind off of everything. No need to be alarmed. I will not hurt you.” He slid from the car and held my door open. As I stepped out, I finally realized that we had just ridden in a really nice Porsche. “Just a car. Come on.”

We went inside of the townhouse. It was as expensive and impressive as his car had been. He pulled me into the kitchen and quickly grabbed a bottle of wine before pouring us both a drink. I could feel my insides begin to shiver with anticipation. What was he going to do to me? He handed me the glass and then came around behind me. His hand was warm where it slid around my waist.

“You have an amazing body. I have seen you at the games and watched how you kick your legs up.”

“Yes.” I felt my breathing begin to catch. The wine was forgotten in the glass until I felt it at my lips as he pushed it against them.

“I want you to drink the wine. It will loosen you up.”

“Loosen me up for what?” My eyes looked at him again.

“For what I have planned.”

“And what is that?”

“I plan on fucking you. Slow, then fast and hard. I want to hear you scream. Loud.” His hands were slowly creeping up and down my back and touching me while his words made their way to my ears. He tipped the glass up to my lips again, and I gulped the contents into my body. I watched as he filled it again and I gulped the second glass as well.

His hand was warm as it slid across my shoulders then down my arm to engulf my hand and help sit the now empty glass on the counter. He turned me then, and I felt his hand grab my ass and bring me close to him His lips dropped to mine. He kissed me hard. I wore a small thong that was made of lace and could feel the heat of his hands as they slowly grasped my ass in a firm grip. His kiss was intoxicating as his tongue made sweep after sweep in my mouth.

“The minute I saw you tonight I wanted nothing more than to bend you over that couch and fuck you. My dick has been hard all night for you. Now I will finally feel what it’s like.”

“Oh god. Yes.”

“Spread your legs open.” His breath was hot as he whispered against my neck. I did as he commanded and then gasped when I felt his fingers slide up my pussy to my clit. It sizzled with the intense need I was finally feeling. Nothing else mattered at that moment. I wanted him. The thrill of not knowing him and being in a strange place mingled with the desire that his fingers were causing making me pant with the sensations. “Tell me what you want.”

“You.”

“What do you want from me. Tell me what you want.”

“I want you to fuck me.”

“What else. Do you want my mouth?”

“Yes.”

“Where?”

“My breasts.”

He stepped back away from me then, and I stared at him with a shocked expression. Was this some kind of joke to him? Get me all hot and bothered and then just back off. He stood there for a minute and smiled at me before taking another step back. “Take off your clothes.”

My eyes widened at the demanding voice. Slowly my hand went to my shirt, and I lifted it above my head before letting it drop to the floor. His eyes immediately went to my heaving breasts as I tried to catch my breath. The lace bra that I wore matched the thongs and left little to the imagination. Slowly my hands went to my skirt, and I slowly slid the zipper down and felt the material slide against my legs before it fell to the floor at my feet.

His hands went to the shirt he wore and lifted it up over his head and then he tossed it to the floor. I watched the muscles in his abdomen move as he dropped his hands to the button of his jeans. Slowly he slipped it down and pushed his jeans down his legs. He stood in his boxer briefs and I saw the outline of his cock through the fabric. It was apparently large, and I felt my breath catch as he made his way toward me. He looked like a predator then, and I gasped yet again when his arm wrapped around my waist and brought me close to him again. His fingers made quick work of the latch on my bra and my panties and within seconds I was standing there completely naked.    

His hand slid against my clit again, and I felt my knees almost buckle out from under me. His arm wrapped behind my knees and lifted me to carry me to what was the bedroom I assumed. I stood in front of a massive bed then. I didn’t pay much attention to the things around me. My focus was on the man in front of me as he leaned forward and wrapped a tongue around my nipple. I felt a sharp intense feeling shot straight to my pussy, and I began to clench the muscles there in need. His fingers soon found my clit and he pinched it lightly then sunk a finger inside me. The moan escaped my lips then, and I felt my head fall back as he sucked a nipple hard into his mouth. He gave attention to the first nipple and then the other. Over and over he brought me closer and closer to my need. My body burned with an intensity I had never found before.

My shoulders felt his hands as they grasped them right before he pushed me back onto the mattress. He wasted no time spreading my legs wide. I felt the embarrassment of being on display like this to a man I didn’t know but when I tried to shut my legs he chuckled and pushed them wider still. His tongue licked along the inside of my thigh before it came to my pussy and licked my slit over and over. When I thought I would go insane, he slipped a finger inside me again and moved it in and out of my body. I was to the point of orgasm when he continued to thrust into me over and over, faster and harder. Finally, I felt his mouth suck my clit so hard that I saw stars in my orgasm. It hit me full force as I saw him rise up and kiss me.

My body began to stretch around his large cock as he then eased inside me a little at a time. When he was fully inside me, I sighed and then he began to move. Over and over he began to slam into me. Every movement brought me closer to the headboard as I slid on the sheets. He stood in front of me and smiled then as his hands rested on the inside of my thighs and pushed me open wide to his thrusts. He watched as his cock disappeared inside me over and over. Suddenly he stopped and flipped me over.

“Have you ever had someone fuck you in the ass sweetness?”

“No.” I felt myself joke as he slammed into my pussy again. He began to move inside me again, and I moaned and clawed at the bed searching for my orgasm.

“Tonight will be your first then.”

I felt panic rise inside me then. I had never had anal sex before. I had always been afraid of it. I was told how bad it hurt. I didn’t know if it was something I wanted to do or not but I realized that he wanted it. I felt him pull from me then. “I don’t know.” I looked back and knew the fear was in my eyes.

“I will be gentle. Believe me, it is an experience that you will never forget.” I really didn’t know if that was a good thing or bad thing. Before I could say another word, his mouth was on me again from behind and the minute his tongue licked my clit I was gone again.

I felt a coolness touch my back then and slide down the crack of my ass. It was cold and felt funny at first. He stood again and slipped inside me. As he began to move slowly in my pussy, I felt his finger slowly circle the small hole at the back. My head dropped to the bed. I felt my fear turn to anticipation and realized then that it was something that I wanted to try now. The moment his finger slipped into my ass, I jolted. It wasn’t unpleasant just different, and I gasped at the intense feeling.

I felt one finger turn to two and then somehow he was stretching me wide. It was a deep kind of pressure then, and I felt my head drop back down again. I felt the tip of his cock at my entrance then right before he began to slide inside me.

“Breath in and out slowly.”

I did as he said and then gasp at the burning pain that seemed to radiate from my ass then. I tried to breathe and coughed in a deep breath.

“Just breath.”

I felt the burning sensation slowly disappear and then his fingers were on my clit again causing me to moan into the bed under my face. I felt my body begin to respond to him slowly pushing in and out of my body. I felt the intense need begin to burn through me then and unable to control myself, I pushed back against him. His moan was deep and filled with longing as I began to push back harder and harder against him.

“Come on baby. Push back against me. That’s it, take it all in. God, you are tight.” His words caused me to smile slightly as my body began to swirl into an array of sensations. I felt the orgasm building again. It was right there.

His hands gripped my hips and then I felt him slamming into me hard and fast. My body shook, and my teeth chattered against each other as he thrust so hard there were smacking sounds. I groaned and begged for more. I didn’t know what I was saying at that point and didn’t really care. I just wanted the orgasm and fast. When it hit me, I went completely still. I felt my body stiffen and saw the kaleidoscope of stars behind my closed eyelids. The pleasure was so intense that my body shook with it. It was like small volcanoes were setting off in my body as I fell into the orgasm. Over and over my body seemed to convulse around the large cock that was still thrusting in my ass.

I heard him yell out just before I felt his release inside me. His hands were still gripping me tightly around the hips when he finally seemed to calm. He was leaning his head against my back and then stood behind me. As I felt him slide out from me, I felt burning and soreness there, but it was worth it. His arms slid around me as I stood up and he led me to the massive shower in his bathroom where we started to wash each other. Amongst washing each other and the small caresses given to the other, I felt warm towards this man I didn’t even know. I may not know him. Then I stopped.

“I don’t even know your name.”

“Jeremiah.”

“I am Sierra.”

“I know.”

I looked at him for a moment. I wondered if I should be alarmed that he knew who I was, and then I remembered that he had seen me cheer. He obviously knew who I was. I felt cheated however that I didn’t know who he was at all. “So who are you, Jeremiah?”

“I am the man that has been waiting for you.”

“What do you mean waiting for me?”

“I have been waiting for you to see the dumbass you were with could never make you feel the way you should feel.”

“And how is that?”

“Cherished. Not to mention, he couldn’t give you the orgasm that I can give you.”

I thought about it for a moment and knew he was right. I had never had an orgasm as intense as the one I just had. It was amazing and mind blowing. I didn’t know how long that we were in the shower, but I turned and smiled at him a while later. My hands made their way across his chest slowly, caressing it lightly before I leaned forward and kissed his chest lightly before taking his nipple in my mouth and sucking it hard as he had me.

“Don’t start something unless you plan on finishing it.”

I winked at him then.

“Finish it then.” I felt his hands on my shoulders, and he pushed me gently. Dropping to my knees, I wrapped my hands around his already hard cock and tightened my grip.

Moving my hands up and down his length, I watched as he leaned forward and braced both his hands against the shower wall.

“Lick it.” My tongue peeked out to lick along the head of his penis, picking up the dribble of pre-cum there.

At his gasp, I smiled. This is what it felt like to be in complete control. I had him where I wanted him. Within my grasp, literally. My tongue came out to run along the ridge under the head. I knew that it was a sensitive spot and at him moan I knew I had done well. I was pushing every technique I had ever used on him. My hands worked up and down his cock as my tongue ran from the base of his cock all the way up to the top. Over and over I did it.

“Suck it into your mouth now. Take it in.” I opened my mouth wide and braced myself as he thrust into my mouth so hard it hit the back of my throat. I gagged slightly before relaxing my muscles there. I grasped his hips as he began to move in and out of my mouth. “Suck it.” My mouth closed around his length as I began to suck him as hard as I could. He continued to move inside my mouth. “I want to fuck your throat. Let me in.” I relaxed my muscles then and let him slide into my throat. It took a minute or two to get past the gagging, but I finally did it. He began to thrust harder and harder, slamming against my lips. It was almost too much, and then he pulled from my mouth and picked me up to brace me against the wall.

He didn’t waste a moment or hesitate as he slammed into me in one powerful thrust. Over and over he slammed into me until I was screaming with need. When he finally came and my third orgasm hit it was almost simultaneously. We sighed with pleasure at last. I felt him wash us both off then dry us both off before carrying me to the bed.

****

My body felt like a spaghetti noodle then. I had never had so many intense orgasms in my life.  I was languid and couldn’t erase the smile that suddenly seemed plastered to my face. It was a permanent marker that night as I curled under the blankets. I felt him curl into me on the bed and soon I didn’t remember anything as I fell fast asleep. It was some time later that I awoke alone in the bed.

I moved from the bed then, feeling the soreness in my body and saw the note that laid on the table in the dining room.

Sierra,

Thank you for a wonderful night. It definitely will be remembered. I have instructed my driver to take you home when you wake. He is waiting outside. Take your time and fix something to eat before you go. It was more than nice meeting you and getting to know you. You are more than I could have ever imagined you would be.

J.

I stared at the letter for a few minutes. I really didn’t know what to take from it. Was that it? Was he done with me? I felt cheap and used all of a sudden, but I couldn’t deny the things I had felt. It was a night that I would remember then I laughed as I remembered that those were the same words he had said to me the night before when we met. I sighed before wrapping the sheet tighter around myself and making my way to the fridge. He did say eat something and I was suddenly starving. I looked at all the food that seemed to pour from the fridge and then looked to the cabinets. The man must eat an awful lot. After eating a hearty breakfast of eggs, bacon, hash browns and toast I made my way to the bathroom to shower again. After dressing, I went to the door and down the front steps. Sure enough, there was a car and driver waiting for me.

The ride home was quiet. The only thing said was me giving him my address. I realized then that my life was different now. I felt free and wasn’t’ tied down anymore. Whether it was from the sex last night or breaking up with Jay, I didn’t know. It was funny that I hadn’t even thought of Jay once the night before. Although I could still feel that I was sore, I knew that my mystery man was right. It was an experience that I would never forget. 


19. Deliveries in the Rear: First Time Anal Sex with a Stranger by Sofia Miller

I’d always been such a work-a-holic, I never had time for myself.  It had gotten to the point I wasn’t even sure who I was or what I wanted.  That’s why I was so excited to finally have a house of my own, where I could discover just who I was when I wasn’t meeting someone else’s demands. But it wasn’t until I got an unexpected package from a handsome delivery man that I discovered my true self was a dark and dirty girl with an insatiable appetite.   I don’t know what came over me, but from the moment I met him, I knew I’d be exploring my most hidden fantasies with him --and that I’d let him explore the most forbidden parts of my body!

It was early in the morning, and I was enjoying a cup of coffee on the back porch.  The high, rose covered walls that surrounded me gave me privacy and protection from the outside world, so I was able to sit on my porch swing clad in only my short, silk nightgown and no panties without fear of being spied upon.  I had just bought my very first home, and I’d done it all on my own.  After years of focusing intently on my job, working my way up, scrimping and saving, (and doing it all at the expense of having any kind of love life) I had finally reached my goal:  Affording a house, free and clear, all just for me.  The movers had come and gone, everything had been set in its rightful place, and I was home.

After years of living with roommates, I relished this newfound freedom.  I pulled a leg up onto the swing, casually, and let the other dangle over the side, fully exposed and without a care in the world.  I’d grown up in a somewhat prudish household, and while some of my past roommates didn’t seem to mind meandering from the bathroom to their bedroom clad in nothing at all, their breasts swinging and bouncing as they walked, their pussies not even covered by hair, which they routinely waxed away, the idea of anyone’s eyes on my body always made me very nervous.  I had never even made love with the lights on.  But then, making love at all was a situation that rarely presented itself.  I didn’t believe in office romances, and that was where I spent most of my time.  There simply wasn’t enough time to build a relationship with a man strong enough that I felt I could be my true self.  True, a number of men had tried--I saw the way they looked at me.  But their eyes made me nervous.  I never knew how to act around them, and so my approach was to simply focus on the task at hand.  There’d be time enough for me later.

The fact was, after taking a week off from work to get settled in my new home, I came to realize even I didn’t know who my true self was.  So sitting there, my legs spread, my pussy open to the world, sent a thrill through me, even if there was no one to see me.  Perhaps, I could be uncensored.  Here, in my new home, I didn’t have to be or do anything that didn’t please me.  So I opened my legs up wider, letting my hand trail up my open thigh, letting the feeling of my own body be my guide.  It was an experiment in “Who I could possibly be,” and I was eager to explore it.  That eagerness presented itself in a heat that began to rise from my open pussy and fill me as I sat there, enjoying a warm breeze that rushed past and tickled my exposed clit.  I decided to soothe it with my finger, letting it slide down between my parted lips and pet the stiffening nub.  I pumped my dangling leg back and forth a little to set the swing in motion, gliding back and forth as my pussy grew damp at my touch.

My mind began to wander as I laid my head back and closed my eyes.  I thought back to my old roommate--the one with the large, pendulous breasts that she let hang free long after she was done with her shower, never in a rush to get dressed.  I thought about how she’d bring home boys and squeal loudly from her room when they fucked her, never seeming to care that everyone else in the house could hear her screams, could hear the slapping sounds of her getting pounded from behind.  I always felt it was simply rude to expose us to her private moments.  But I had to admit, I was a little jealous of her.  I had never even felt anything that made me want to howl like that, and I wondered if I would be able to let myself sound that animalistic if I ever did.  But here, on my own porch, with no one around, could I be that free?  One hand found my own ample breast, pulling the fabric aside and exposing it.  The tips of my fingers skated along my areola, which began to prune under my touch as the nipple became long and hard.  I was holding my breath, as I always did, always careful not to let out a peep.  But, feeling brave, I opened my mouth and let it out, and was surprised to hear the breath released as a deep moan.  The sound of my own voice made my pussy clench hard with delight, and I let two fingers find their way inside, coaxing more unfamiliar and gutteral moans from me, as they slid slowly in and out.  I felt self-conscious at first, but once I opened my mouth, I found I couldn’t control the pitch or sound, nor could I stop the moans from coming, and after a minute, I began to enjoy the sound of my own voice.

The swing was moving faster now, my ass digging in and guiding the swing back and forth.  As it reared up and came zipping back down, I imagined myself descending upon a long, thick cock in the same manner, sitting atop a man who was looking up at me in the morning light, seeing my body, taking it all in.  In my mind, his face was rapturous and I was proud.  My pussy had become a sloppy, wet mess that dripped down my fingers.

“Are you Melissa?” A deep voice said and my eyes flew open.  Standing before me was a man in a brown uniform carrying a package.  He was tall with tan arms, dark hair, and a knowing, casual smile.  “No one answered the door.  I need you to sign for this.”

“How did you get in here?”  I asked, hurriedly covering my breast and closing my legs.  He had caught me breathless and red-faced.  The one time in my life I decided to let loose and I’d been caught, and now, with that smile--was he laughing at me?  I was mortified.  “How long have you been here?”

“Didn’t you want to me to watch you?” he smirked.  His dark blue eyes seemed to look right through me and read every hidden, erotic thought I’d ever had.  I felt my chest and face grow hot, and he laughed a little as he watched me blush.  He had a familiarity that I found disarming.  He was casual--as though this was just another day on the job.   “Isn’t that why you left the gate open?”

“I didn’t realize the gate was open,” I said averting my eyes, flustered.  “I’ll sign for the package and then you can leave.”

“You don’t want me to leave,” he said.  “You want me to watch you.”  He stood tall and calm before me, perfectly at ease, whereas I was trying desperately to tug my skirt down, my body an uncomfortable mass of arousal and embarrassment. A smile spread across his face.  “Your hot little cunt wants to be watched.”

No one had ever spoken to me like that before, and I could feel my clit straining towards him in agreement as my cheeks burned.

“I...I think you should leave,” I said, uncertainly.

He considered my statement for a moment, then shrugged and said, “I think if you lift up your skirt, I’ll see just how wet you are.”  I couldn’t believe his audacity. And yet, as though he’d conjured it himself, I felt a wet stream come seeping out of me at his words.  What would happen if I went with it--lifted my skirt, showed this stranger my hot little cunt, as he called it?  I stared up at his self assured face.  He looked at me as though he knew things about me even I didn’t.  He had an air of authority about him.  He could see that his words were having an effect on me, and he nodded at me slowly, encouragingly, and said, “Show me.”

As though under a spell, I obediently lifted the fabric that only barely covered my pussy to begin with and spread my unsteady legs for him.  I breathed fast with nerves as he bent down close to my pussy for a look.  He was the first man to ever look at my pussy so attentively.  He examined it clinically, breathing me in, his eyes roaming up and down the length of my slit. I watched him watching me, and wondered if he could see how my violently my pussy was contracting.  He lifted his gaze to meet mine and said, “Go ahead.  It’s okay.  Give your pussy what it needs.”

“I…” I didn’t know what to say.  I didn’t know how to react.  He set down the package and came towards me.  His hand went between my legs, finding my clit immediately, and he pressed in softly, rubbing gentle circles around and over it, as I took in a sharp gasp of breath.  His eyes didn’t leave mine.  “That.  That’s what your pussy needs, isn’t it?”  Then to my surprise, he gave my clit a series of little spanking taps, each one a shockwave of pleasure that caused me to emit shrill staccato grunts that rose in pitch with every tap.  “Like this, baby.  Do this.”  He took my hand and replaced his with it.  My hand was shaking--my whole body was shaking--but I wanted to feel that sensation again.  I began spanking my own clit the way he showed me to do while he stood back and watched me, arms folded, soberly considering my performance.  “That’s a good girl,” he said, approvingly.  “Does it feel good?”

“Yes…” I let out in a hissing moan.

“Now, what else does your gushing cunt want?”

It was a question that I’d never much thought about before.  I only knew in this moment that it wanted to be stuffed full, and so I inserted two fingers, and then a third, stretching myself wide, and began cramming them in and out of myself, wishing they would go in deeper, but enjoying how stretched wide they made me.  It was hard to make out his reaction as I looked up to his face.  He only nodded, stone faced, but as my eyes fell, I saw on his perfectly composed body that his cock was pressing against his pants.  It spurred me on, seeing him grow with excitement along with me, and I let out a sigh as I struggled to get my fingers in knuckle deep.  It was overwhelming, the feeling of this stranger watching me.  I was terrified of what he might think--but his encouraging nods, his straining cock, egged me on.

“What else do you want to show me?”

“What do you mean?”

“You know what I mean.  Don’t be embarrassed.  I want to see.  So show me.”

“Show you...show you what?”  I was confused and felt almost drunk in this insane moment in my life.

“Show me where you want me to put my cock.”  He began to unzip his shorts, and a long, straight, venous cock sprang out, which curved up ever so slightly just before the pronounced head of it.  I had never seen anything like it.  I rubbed my clitty as I stared at it, sighing.  “I can see what horny little slut you are” he said--something I’d never been accused of before.  “Now show me where you want me to fuck you.”

Things were going too far.  This was a stranger--I didn’t even know his name.  And yet I was already doing things I never in a million years thought I would do.  I couldn’t let him fuck me with that enormous cock.  I couldn’t take my eyes off of it.  Then I watched as he slowly passed his hand over the length of it, rubbing it lightly.  I wanted to feel it, too--my pussy gulped desperately for it.  But, no I had to put a stop to this.  He had to go.  And I was going to tell him that.  If only I could form words, but all I could do was moan loudly.

He came towards me and pulled my nightgown off of me entirely in one motion, taking my nipple in his fingers and squeezing it roughly.  “You want it so badly and you can’t even say it,” he whispered in my ear.  “I want to give you what you want. But you have to admit it, first.”  His fingers felt so good rolling my nipple between them and I began to squirm.

“I shouldn’t…” I sighed, but then he leaned down and sucked on my nipple hard, making my whole spine arch, before releasing it with a loud smack, rubbing his thumb over the wetted protrusion.

“But you want to.”

“This isn’t like me…”

“This is exactly like you.  And you know it.”

“I want…”

He reached between my legs, his hand bypassing my pussy, his forearm pressing into my wet slit as his middle finger found my asshole and pressed in sharply and I gasped, grinding onto his muscular arm.

“Yes…” I moaned.  “There….”

With a swiftness he pulled me off of the swing, sat down and bent me over his knee, my writhing, bucking ass staring up at him as he rubbed and slapped my cheeks, grabbing handfuls of my flesh firmly, pulling me open, before giving me another good, hard slap.  Every time he slapped my ass, the sting of it comforted me--confirmed that I was every bit the bad little slut I felt like right now, and that he would give me exactly what I needed.  I raised my ass, wanting another, and he delivered a burning blow that made me cry out in both pain and pleasure, before he soothed it with the flat of his hand.

I could feel his hard cock poking me in the gut beneath me, and I was nearly at the point of madness as he teased my ass cheeks with his hands.  For the first time in my life it was excruciatingly clear what I wanted.  I wanted to be filled up with him, bursting with his cock, his hands, his tongue.  My ass wriggled around, trying to coax him to end my misery.  My heart began to beat wildly as he took his hands, and spread my ass cheeks so far apart my asshole was straining open, then I felt a thick wet stream of his spit hit me squarely between my cheeks, and I nearly fell off of his lap for squirming.  The hot wet spit pooled on my rim, and it was all I could do to keep from demanding that he fuck me.

“What a sweet little asshole,” he said, taking his finger and rubbing his spit into my rim.  “How is it that a horny little slut like you hasn’t ever had her asshole good and fucked before?”

“Please...please…” I begged.  It was the only word I could form.

“Show me what you want me to do.”  He pulled one of my arms behind me and placed my hand between my cheeks.  I had never touched myself there before, but it didn’t stop me from pressing a finger just past my rim, nervous but excited.

“You know you want more than that,” he said.  “Keep going.”  He held me open, squeezing and pinching my cheeks as my finger slid in further and further until I was as far in as I could go.  I pulled the finger in and out, but it wasn’t enough.  I wanted more.  I struggled to raise my ass, coaxing my finger in further, but I was still only a wriggling, frustrated mess, flailing about on his lap as I whimpered pitifully.

“Poor baby,” he said, stroking my hair, sympathetically.  “You need my big cock in your ass, don’t you?”

“Uh-huh…” I moaned pathetically.

“Get down on your knees then,” he instructed.  “Finger fuck your tight little asshole for me while you wet my cock.”

He guided me to my knees as he stood before me, his cock reaching out for my mouth, the tip of it slightly slick with precum.  I opened my mouth and he guided himself in, holding my head in place as he filled my mouth, sliding past my tongue and all the way to the back of my throat.  I gagged a bit on him, choking and spitting even as I moaned, my finger still sliding in and out of me.  But still he slid in further, going down my throat, which opened up to let him in.  He grunted primitively as he began sliding in and out of my mouth, slowly at first and then picking up speed.  I sucked him hungrily, and when the tip of him threatened to leave my lips, I sucked harder, beckoning him to stay as I swirled my tongue around and around his fat mushroom head.  When I finally released him, he took his hard cock in his hands and slapped me across the tits with it.

“You are a hungry little slut, aren’t you?”  He said, stroking himself teasingly in my face.  “Put your face on the floor and another finger in your ass.”

I did as I was told, pressing my face and breasts into the cool wood of the porch, my ass lifted in the air, two fingers inside.  He came up behind me and took the arm I was using to steady myself and pulled it behind me.  Now my full weight was smashing my breasts into the floor as I slid two new fingers in, both hands now filling my ass, stretching the hole open.  He spit into it and I cried out, plunging my fingers in deep.  I heard his close hit the floor.  As he came up behind me close, I prayed for him to press himself into my aching asshole, but instead I felt that mushroom head tease back and forth over my wet slit.  Holding his cock, he began spanking my clit with the head of him, rhythmically, as I felt my pussy begin to gush anew.  Even the pain of my weight bearing down on my face and tits couldn’t detract from the waves of pleasure that were shooting through my body with every tap, every thrust of my fingers.

Then, without warning, he plunged his cock into my cunt, hard and deep.  I felt the curve of him press into my g-spot and my body began to quake, my hands slipping away from my asshole under the pressure of it all.  But he was calm, taking my hands and putting them back in their rightful place as he began to thrust, holding onto my hips, pulling me back and forth on his rigid rod.  My pussy was clenching and releasing, pulling him into me as I drenched his cock with my continuous stream of ecstasy.  He went in so deep, I worried he may rip me apart, and yet, my body couldn’t help but buck, couldn’t help but ache for more, more, more.

“Still not satisfied, my little slut, are you?” he said, slapping my ass and driving into me so harshly I could feel it in the pit of my stomach.  “I know what you want.  But not until you say it.”

“Fuck me there,” I growled into the floor.

“Fuck you where?”  He wouldn’t let it go.

“Goddamnit, take your fat fucking cock and fuck my ass.  Please!”  I cried.  I had lost myself entirely to sensation.  I needed him to tear my ass apart.  Nothing else in the world mattered in that moment.

But instead of fulfilling my request, he pulled my fingers out of me and flung them aside.  He withdrew his cock from me and I felt empty and ravenously unfulfilled.  It was torturous, having been brought so close and then denied.

“Please!  Please!”  I begged.  “I’ll do anything!”

He spanked my ass hard, three times, in quick succession.  “I don’t think you can handle my cock in that virgin asshole of yours,” he said.  “Do you?”

“Yes--yes, I can take it,” I pleaded.  “I want to try.  Please?”

He rubbed the tip of his cock on my asshole, sending tremors through me.  Then, ever so gently, he pushed just the tip inside of me.  It was so fat and thick, it stretched me wider than even my fingers had done.  He withdrew and pressed in again, his mushroom head catching on the rim every time he entered.  The sensation on the rim of my asshole was powerful and made my straining legs shake.  He picked up the pace, and then pressed in harder, letting a little bit of his wide shaft inside, and I cried out in pain, feeling myself tear open to allow him in.

“What a good little slut you are,” he said, rubbing my ass tenderly, and then reaching around and patting my pussy.  I felt warm with his praise, and I wanted to please him even more.

“I can take all of you--I want to take every last inch of your cock.”

He withdrew and I once again felt that painful void.

“If I fill you up, I won’t show any mercy,” he said.  “But that’s exactly what an anal slut like you wants, isn’t it?”

“God, give it to me!” I cried, and he plunged in all at once, sending me reeling in pain and pleasure.  I let out a primal scream as I felt the whole heft of him fill me again and again, his balls slapping harshly on my pulsating pussy.

“What would your friends think if they saw what a dirty girl you are?” he said, thrusting into me.  I felt his cock vibrating with pleasure inside of me, growing more and more rigid with every thrust.  Feeling how much he loved fucking my ass was almost as good as the pleasure he was giving to me.  I reached behind and spread my cheeks open with my hands.

“I don’t care,” I said, and I meant it.  They could all be watching for all I cared.  In fact, I would relish their shocked faces, their nervous glances, their stiffening cocks, hardening nipples, as they watched me getting my fill, aghast, appalled, aroused, and wishing they were me.  His cock inside of me, working its way into my deepest part, filling me to overflowing--that was all I cared about.  He could fuck me on my desk with boss’ mother watching and I would only say, “Yes, yes, yes…”

He wrapped his massive arm around my waist.  His cock still inside of me, he lifted me up with ease, standing and bringing me to the swing, where he sat down, me sitting on his cock, my legs splayed out on either side of him, in a painfully wide stance.  In this position, he filled me even more.  As we started to swing back and forth, I began to bounce, and I imagined my mouth as the peak of a volcano as I hissed and cried out, warning of what was to come.  I wanted to make him erupt with so much cum I could taste it.

He slapped and squeezed my titties, pulling the nipples long and twisting them as he thrust up into me, each thrust accompanied by a low grunt.  I could feel him growing hot beneath me, his own body, before so composed, so calm, so in control, begin to get worked up into a sweat.  He was losing his control, and I took over, swirling my hips around and around, clasping and pulling his cock with my ass as his grunts became moans.  He leaned his hot forehead into my back and said, “You beautiful slut...what are you doing to me?”

I leaned forward, feeling his cock press against the back wall of my deep tunnel, and reached between his legs.  I gently petted his balls as he sighed at my touch.  Then I spontaneously gave them a tug, causing his body to buck.  His cock came pounding into me, and I giggled delightedly at his response to me.

“I thought you’d never done this before,” he said, pulling me to him and letting his hand go between my legs now, teasing my clit.  “You’re a natural little whore, aren’t you?”

But I couldn’t focus on his deliciously crude words about me, I could only feel the unmitigated sensation of his fingers manipulating my pussy expertly.  He began thrusting again as one finger delicately tapped and rubbed my pronounced clit.  I could feel the wave coming.  All reason or sanity was gone, my grasp of language obliterated as I began speaking in tongues, my moans wavering, my voice breaking, my body gyrating and convulsing wildly, as he lifted his hips higher and higher with every thrust until I felt his cock my split me right in two.

Somehow I found myself standing, with him behind me, my fingers touching the ground as he grabbed my hips and slammed into me over and over again, his breath growing faster, his cock straining.  He would be cumming soon, and I longed for him to fill me up.  Just the thought of it pushed me over the edge and a long, thick stream of me came pouring out, sliding down my legs, drenching his balls as they slapped against my creaming pussy.

This time I didn’t need prompting.  I didn’t need him to instruct me.  I could state clearly exactly what it was I wanted.  “Fill my ass with your cum!” I demanded.  And he met my demand with repeated shots of thick cum that came in explosive fits like an assault rifle. Each burst of him came with a cry of ecstasy, the sound of which prolonged my own orgasm.   I felt his emission come spurting back out of me, so full was I with his load.

At long last, he had finished. He withdrew, panting from me as my legs buckled beneath me, and I found myself on the ground, sweating, lifeless in a pool of our cum.  He squeezed the tip of him, releasing one last little spurt which landed on my stomach as I stared up at him.  I watched as he put his clothes back on, smirking down at the mess he’d made of me.  He picked up his delivery notice.

“I still need you to sign this,” he said with a smile.

“I’m expecting another package next week,” I said, taking his pen and scribbling nonsensically on his pad.

“For a woman as demanding as you?”  he said.  “I might need a friend to help me deliver it.”

He exited through the gate from which he came without another word as I continued to lay there, the morning light shining on my glistening, cum-covered body.  Already, I was giddy thinking about next week and what new things I would discover about myself with the help of this delivery man and his friend.


20. Michelle Runs Away: My Lover’s Anal Sex Fantasy by Riley Davis

He is supposed to be mine. Charlie promised happiness beyond my wildest dreams. But now that he has put a ring on it, I feel more and more alone. And we never did get to the moment where I might fulfill his fantasy. I take off in the middle of the night, but as soon as he seeks me out, I am ready to give in and see where his mouth… his hands… where every part of him might lead.

“You’re working late? Again?”

It had been this way for far too long. Charlie had endless meetings to prepare for as his firm readied to see the ink dry on the contracts pertaining to the office plaza that would bring in more professionals and more rent than his powers that be could ever dream of. More often than not the deal seemed on the verge of slipping through their fingers, and the bidders’ war meant that he was up before I even turned my head towards his pillow. Days turned into nights. I stayed at home for long hours with dinner growing cold as I tried to sketch and kept glancing at the clock in anticipation of his return. At least in the early going, he entered our apartment, stripped off his jacket and his vest and let me touch him. Sometimes he had me out of my skirt before I could speak his name. Other times his body was too limp with fatigue to do anything but collapse against mine. But it was always something to hold him, to run my palm up his back until my fingers tangled in his dark hair just starting to show a few flecks of gray. The job was killing him. I told myself over and over again that he could leave it at the office when he was with me and my lips dotted his neck until he came inside me with a sharp thrust or simply fell into a deep sleep against my breast. Sometimes we picked at the dinner that I managed to prepare with my admittedly limited cooking skills. Other times we just held one another until the dawn of the next day broke.

But as of late he was still on eleven even when he managed to make his way back to my side.

“Got a breakfast with the boys from corporate,” he said as he barely met my stare and headed for the spare bedroom that we thought might serve as a nursery at some point in the not so distant future. Of course he’d have to at least come to our bed if there was even a chance of that happening and now he tended to fall asleep on the ratty old sofa rather than make his way back to me.

“So why come home at all then?” I challenged with my body bare under the light blue robe with little lavender flowers dotting the trim that used to drive him to the point where he would tear it from my flesh with the force of his teeth. Now I didn’t even get so much as a smile as he turned on his heel and hung his head.

“Are we really going to fight about this?” he asked. “Again?”

“You keeping count?” I asked. “I guess that’s something. We’ve been doing this for the better part of two weeks. When is it going to end?”

“When the deal is done,” he said in a weak and watery voice. The sight and the sound of his promise stirred something in my soul. Was he telling me the truth? I wanted to believe as much when his phone buzzed from the confines of his pocket, and he brushed me aside with a quick wave as he ducked into the spare room to take the call.

Sighing heavily as I listened to him yes his bosses to death, I glanced at a photograph of us on the end table. A testament to better days, Charlie smiled into my eyes without a trace of tension lining his brow. His large hand was on my hip, and the camera had just caught the first blast of a firework booming behind our linked bodies. That was the night when he had asked me to marry him with the promise that the New Year would be the best 365 days that either one of us would ever know. It was the clichéd cherry on top of the most delicious sundae, and he followed his words with deeds. The picture did not capture how we had left the party early and disappeared into our suite for the night. We didn’t stop to sing even one verse of Auld Lang Syne as he unzipped my dress and flipped me to the bed. If I touched my body under the robe, I could still recall the feel of his cock claiming me slowly as his kisses lined my neck and ultimately engulfed my lips as out tongues tangled together.  I would have married him right then and there if we could have found a minister in the mist of the afterglow. Charlie said that he wanted a big show and to see me decked out in lace. His hands were on my ass, and I could feel his desire brewing as he stroked my soft flesh.

It would have to wait. That would be my present to him once we were official.

But now it seemed like that moment was never going to arrive.

“You’re still awake?’ he asked. Charlie’s fingers furiously texted as he moved past me for a file in his abandoned briefcase. He groaned as he bowed down for the folder and started to return to his sanctuary when I bolted up and barred his way.

“Michelle, I don’t have time for games,” he said.

“You don’t have time for anything when it comes to me,” I spat in his face. “Is your work really so fascinating that it trumps this?” My hands quaked as I undid the tie on my robe and let the silk fall to my feet. Here was my body, naked and his for the taking. An audible sigh left his lips, and I took the chance to capture his hand in mine. Charlie’s fingers splayed against my sides, and I started to lean into his hold when he gingerly kissed the tip of my nose and still shook his head.

“Of course not,” he muttered in a thick voice. “And when it’s all said and done I’ll find a way to make it up to you.”

“I don’t want to wait until then,” I said as started to loosen his tie along with the buttons of his dress shirt. The fine hairs on his chest quivered as my lips ministered to his flesh, and my hands were at his belt when his fucking phone buzzed again.

“Leave it,” I moaned as I kissed his cheek and started to slide my tongue in his ear. Charlie swayed in my grasp, and I thought that I had him back despite the third ring when he pushed me away and smoothed his palm across his flushed face.

“I can’t, sweetheart. You understand.” He might have been speaking a foreign language as he turned his back on me and talked of contracts and figures and the victory well in hand. This wasn’t the man who had come to my class and shrugged off an entire day’s worth or work when we had just started dating. I loved his afternoon delights and the promise of more once the sun set. But if I couldn’t count on either one…

“Michelle? What the hell are you doing?”

“So you’re back in the world of the living,” I scoffed as I avoided his eyes and stuffed a few piles of clothes into my suitcase. “Better get back to the sound of your master’s voice. Don’t you have like another call or ten to make?”

His laugher made me cringe, and I kept packing as he circled the bed and sat on the edge. Charlie crossed his long legs, and I could feel his eyes on me when he suddenly reached for my wrist.

“Don’t be like this,” he tried to tease. “You knew what I did when you met me.”

“Only then it didn’t define you,” I said. “Do you really think that I’m just going to wait around until you remember that I’m here?”

“Kind of hard to ignore it when you’re in here making all this noise.” Maybe it was meant as a joke, but I wasn’t having it as I zipped the suitcase up and stepped into my sneakers.

“Let me get out of your hair then,” I said. “Last thing I want to do is distract you.”  I tried to pull away from him when Charlie tightened his grip.

“Don’t,” I said. “Not unless you mean it.” I bit my lip and wanted him to say the right words as he tilted my face to his.

“I mean for you to stay where you’re safe,” he said. “It’s far too late for you to be running around like a crazy person.”

“Excuse me?” I demanded. “Is that the reason you want me to hang close? So you don’t have to worry? What the hell, Charlie?” His eyes were like ice as he lifted my hand to his lips, but instead of a kiss he just breathed around the band on my finger with the single diamond that was supposed to signify his one true vow.

“I’d rather that my fiancée stayed out of trouble,” he said. “Is that really too much to ask?” And maybe it would have sounded sweet if he didn’t start to answer his phone again.

“Stop it!” I shrieked as I swatted the phone way and sent it flying into the wall.

“Are you out of your mind?” he asked. “I needed to take that.”

“And what about me?” I asked. “Or am I just supposed to wait here until you get around to remembering my name?”

“Don’t be such a child,” he sneered. “I have a job to do.” He bent down in search of his phone, and I wrestled him from behind until he towered over me and planted his palms on my shoulders.

“Can you just not?” he said. “I’m so sorry that I can’t service you like a stallion just because you’re bored.” His words struck a fresh chord, and I backed away from him and started to lift up the suitcase again when he ducked past me and blocked my way out.

“I’m sorry,” he started. “I didn’t mean---”

“But I did,” I said as I struggled to keep my tears at bay. “Nice to know how little you really think of me. Here.” Pulling the ring off my finger, I flung the diamond to his feet and slapped his face hard when he tried to stop me.

“For the record? It would have been nice to just matter a little. But at this rate you should just live in your office since that’s where your heart is obviously at.” Taking advantage of his stunned state to make my escape, I snagged the first taxi. Thoughts of phoning my sister flooded my mind, but Charlie had never been her favorite person. The last thing that I needed was a long line of I told you so, and I asked the driver to drop me off at the first available hotel. The man got what had to be the largest tip of his night as I checked in and fell to the unfamiliar bed. Sobbing as I curled my knees towards my chin, I wondered if Charlie had even left the apartment in search of me. The man was probably on to the next call, and I walked on heavy feet towards the tub. The bathwater steamed, and I undressed to lose myself in the suds when there was a light rap on the door.

“Yes?” I asked in a hoarse voice. When the answer from the other side was slow to come, I covered my body in a terrycloth robe courtesy of the hotel. Wondering if I should call for help as thoughts of burglars and men who might think me an easy mark entered my mind, I nearly reached for my phone when there was another knock.

“Michelle? Please open the door.” Not knowing how he had found me let alone made his way to my room, I was still drawn forward by the sound of his voice, and I undid the latch. The door shifted on its hinges to reveal Charlie rumpled and frowning. There was a red mark on his face from my slap, and I started to touch his skin when he plowed forward and kissed me hard.

“Charlie,” I gasped even as my arms found their way around his neck and I pulled him closer. So long without his touch had caused me to forget what it was to feel alive, and we stumbled together back towards the bed. As soon as my head hit the pillow, his lips started to work their way down my shoulders as he furiously tugged at the robe. His kisses ceased for all of a second, and I sighed at the feel of his warm breath just dotting my skin.

“I’m sorry,” he muttered between kisses. “And of course you matter. You’re everything to me.” As sweet as those words were to hear, I was not about to let him getting off so easily.

But the feel of his fingers on my thighs as he untied the robe was more than I could fight. His kiss dipped lower, and I moaned as his tongue circled my naval and he nipped at my middle.

“Love bites might get you everywhere,” I started, my resistance beginning to waver. “We still need to talk about---”

“There are far better uses for your mouth, Michelle.” Charlie shot up quickly and claimed my kiss again. Turnabout was fair play, and I bit down on his tongue

“Christ, Michelle!” he cried out as he took on the look of an injured man. My heart began to soften at the idea that I had actually caused him real harm when he flashed me a playful smirk. “You’re going to pay for that.”

“Oh yeah?” I challenged. And I had missed this, too. The way he bantered and teased and made me feel like I might match his quips. Ready to lay into him with the most cutting remark I could muster, he suddenly slid back down my legs. His teeth were gentle against my clit, but then his tongue hit my folds. He licked a sensitive spot, and I started to moan as he invaded my cunt. As he moved deeper, I was soaked to the skin and wanted to release down his throat when he backed off and just peppered my trembling thighs with tiny, playful kisses.

“Do you think that’s going to make me scream?” I asked in a low voice tinged with more of a pleading tone than I would have liked him to hear.

“If I stop going,” he said as he waggled his eyebrows. “Tell me that we’re okay first.”

“I… I can’t. Not just like that.” He couldn’t just kiss it and make it all better, and my heart pounded wildly when he drifted towards the edge of the bed. Through my bleary, wanting eyes, I watched him shudder, and then he turned on his heel. I wanted to leap forward and pull him back, but I shifted to my side and buried my head in the nearest pillow.

“What if… what if I told you that I’ll take a step back?” he whispered with his back to me. Lifting my head again, I saw his shoulders sag as I crawled through the sheets and grabbed his hand.

“Are you serious?” I asked. Charlie just looked back at me, and his smile was sweet as he laced his fingers around mine.

“I can’t lose you,” he said. “Seeing you walk out like that… running after you… it wasn’t easy to keep up.”

“You made it work,” I remarked.

“And I’ll do it all over again.”

He cupped my chin with one hand and stroked the line of my jaw before he leaned forward to kiss my nose. Maybe it was the longing ache between my legs, but I wanted to believe in every one of his words as I trailed my hand down his chest and slowly undid his buttons and wanted to get it right this time around.

“I didn’t mean to scare you,” I confessed.

“And I hated seeing you sad.” Our eyes locked, and I pressed my brow to his as my kisses fell against the hair on his chest. My hands were at his belt, unlooping the leather. With one caress, I felt his cock growing hard through his slacks. I needed nothing more than a single tug on his zipper, and I licked my lips and longed for a taste. He sucked on my earlobe, his whispers drizzling into my mind.

“How do we get it all back?” he asked.

“You were off to something of a good start,” I answered, and when I winked, Charlie stripped off the rest of his clothes. Returning out bodies to the bed, he spooned me in his embrace and kissed his way down my sides. His fingers made their way inside me, and Charlie pumped to the point where I was sure I would cum with just one look when he abandoned me again but still reached around to cradle my ass.

“I mean it,” he groaned as his cock began its plunge. I gasped and strained forward to kiss his taut arms when he moved quicker. The burning at the base of my core started as a dull flame unfanned for so long. For one moment I felt as if he was finding me for the first time, and I dug my nails into the foreign bed as he swiftly met my moment of climax. Grinding my hips against his throbbing pulse, I savored another quick kiss as he bowed his head. His hands traveled into my hair and tangled with the loose, sweat-soaked strands. Even if a small part of my soul didn’t entirely believe his words, there was no denying his body overwhelming my essence, and when I finally had no choice but to scream, Charlie lowered his ear to my mouth and seemed to drink in my sounds until he fell against my breasts.

“I… God, Charlie,” I started. “Were you always that good?”

“You should know,” he said as he traced tiny circles under my breasts and brought his lips to my nipples with each caress. My body relaxed under his touch, and I felt my eyes start to grown heavy with sleep when he suddenly pulled me up so he could peer into my eyes.

“And know his much, too,” he continued. “I won’t let you go. I’ll make you happy.”

“On your honor?” I teased. Charlie lifted his hand to my cheek, and he quickly swirled my pinkie finger around his and gave a gentle jerk.

“You have my word,” he said. “The job… it doesn’t have to be everything. That’s what you are, Michelle.” Burying my head in the crook of his neck, I listened to his heartbeat and smiled when his hands trickled towards the small of my back. Charlie rubbed a circle right there against my flesh, and again I felt sure that I would fall asleep in his embrace when my mind erupted around a Plan B.

“So are you,” I said on the back of a fresh kiss. “And maybe… maybe I shouldn’t have waited so long to give you your reward.” He tilted his head to one side as a bemused look crossed his face.

“What are you talking about?” he asked. Twisting in his arms until my back was to his front, I rolled my ass against his hips and felt his cock start to spring to life against my legs. I heard his breath hitch as I reached for his cock and captured his shaft in my hand. Pumping slowly, he was harder than I ever known him as I found his gaze and narrowed my eyes.

“We shouldn’t have to wait for our wedding night,” I hummed as I kissed his cheeks and started to sink back to the bed. Charlie eased me back to him so he could kiss my temple as he fondled my sides.

“You… you don’t have to do this, Michelle,” he said.

“Other parts of you are telling me a much different story,” I shot back. My hand was on his cock again, and I felt as if he would burst in my palm when he held back his lust and licked a path from my shoulders to the top of my neck. I eased him toward my ass. My body tensed without wanting to, and he started to burrow his way inside me when there was only his head in my hair as his lips searched for my cheeks.

“Only if you’re sure, Michelle,” he said. I could feel the frown forming across his lips and knew that he would never force me.

“Take me, Charlie,” I whispered. “Show me what it can feel like.” He grunted softly as he pulled his body away from my back. I quivered until he had one hand on my hip, and his other hand grazed my ass. He spread me wide and harmonized with my eager gasps until his cock was more than present.

“Point of no return,” I muttered through my chattering teeth.

“You sure you’re not scared?” he asked with a careful caress. I kissed and suckled two of his fingers in one shot.  Hoping that he felt my nod as I lacked the power to speak, I curved my back and wanted to know more when there was nothing but a light draft against my skin. Was he literally blowing smoke up my ass? Maybe. But his breath was like fire, and I leaned back to find his heat and felt ready to burst. My sharp shriek morphed into a moan, and I begged him to keep going.

“Anything you want, Michelle. Always.”  His tip circled my rim, and a small part of me feared that this would hurt. But Charlie’s slick stride quashed my fears. I had to gasp at the first point of contact, but as he moved deeper I wondered how he could be so long. Had my body been made for just this moment? My flesh enveloped his, and I started to writhe underneath him when Charlie's face was on my back. I wanted his kiss all over my flesh. His lips seemed to fade into the distance.

And there was only his cock.

“Michelle…” He spoke my name slowly, and I lacked the strength to look back as he hit me from the perfect angle. There was no pain as he swirled inside. His shaft shot forward at the beginning… or was it the end… of each smooth circle. I wasn’t keeping track of time when he started to surge. My hips tensed and wanted every inch of his flow, and his vibrations were matched only by my moans. Charlie rocked his hips and kissed my hair. My legs quivered until my ankles wrapped around his, and when he felt spent, I savored the feel of his cock still inside my ass. I relished the small kisses he sent up and down my spine until he nuzzled my neck and spoke softly.

“Was it worth the wait?” he asked.

“You… Charlie…” It was a struggle to speak, but I found his hand and held on as he brushed a few strands of hair from my face and slowly pulled out. The loss nearly brought me to tears, but just as quickly I was in his arms, and I kissed his pecs until I found his eyes again.

“I didn’t know what I was missing,” he said. “I could be with you like this every night.”

“Sounds like a plan, Charlie.” He had never taken me with such force, and I had to wonder if I would ever stand let alone walk again as he pulled the sheets over our linked bodies. Charlie kept touching my face and kissing my hair. There was no pain in the world of his lips, and I saw a pale light starting to fill the room as I snuggled into his chest.

“It’s almost morning,” I murmured. “What are we going to do about that?”

“Sleep in,” he suggested. “Got nowhere else I’d rather be. And we can do lunch when you’re up to it.” The thought filled me with hope, and I dreamt of him taking me over and over again until my mind pictured him leaving the bed and fixing his suit and tie over his frame. How could he leave me now? Was it all about the reward? Now that he thought he had earned it, was he going to go back to work and just expect that I would wait?

“Charlie, where are---?” My voice closed around the question, and I quavered when he was nowhere to be found. Had he played me? Tossing the sheets aside, my mind turned to packing and shutting him out if he ever dared to darken any door of mine ever again. My body was still bare when Charlie was right there in his wrinkled suit with a plastic bag of takeout dangling from his hand.

“You okay?” he asked.

“Where did you run off to?” I tried to make it sound as playful as possible, but he seemed to sense my fear as he lowered the bag to the edge of the bed and took me in his arms.

“Thought we could eat in,” he started. “You looked so sweet in bed. And I don’t want to share you.” Picking through the bag, I found a Styrofoam container of seasoned fries and two turkey avocado wraps. He did pick up on the little things when he had the time and the chance.

“Picnic in bed?” I suggested. “And then a bath. Water has to be cold by now. But if you’re staying…”

Charlie stripped to his skin, and sighed as the mattress dipped and he cuddled closer to my side. He fed me a few fries along with the first bite of the sandwich, and after he licked the crumbs away, I grabbed his face.

“No more fighting,” I said. “I get that your job is important.”

“Michelle, I---”

“But just keep me at the front of your mind,” I continued. “We won’t let it get to this place again and---”

“No. Because as soon as you’re up to it, we’re going down to City Hall and making this thing official.” I blinked fast in an effort to believe his words, and when he nodded so he could kiss me again, I knew that this moment would be different.

“Got all that vacation time locked and loaded,” he continued. “We can go anywhere in the world that you want.” I took a bite of the sandwich and smiled slowly before flashing him a smile.

“Or we can just go home and explore our new favorite pastime?” Charlie smiled at the suggestion, and I was ready for a honeymoon on a familiar shore when he eased me back to my stomach and curled into my side.

“My girl gets Paris or the islands,” he promised. “But that doesn’t mean that we can’t take a few days and have a good time right here on the home front.”

And as we finished our lunch and he helped me to dress, I couldn’t be sure what version of events I wanted most. But…

“Ready to go, bride?” he asked. We shared a kiss, and as we walked into the noon light of the new day, time and place did not matter.

As long as I could be his and never feel alone again.


21. My Backdoor Package: Anal Sex with the Mailman by Ellie North

I was having one of the worst days when the doorbell rang. Coming to the door excited to see the UPS guy standing there I was happy to see I had a package. When I find out that there is a fee I immediately let my devious mind wonder and offer him another payment. One he gladly accepts. When one thing leads to another I realize that I may just have bit off more than I could actually chew. Now standing in front of me is a hot guy ready and waiting. What do I do with it now, especially when he wants to explore things that I have never done?

It was going to be one of the worst days ever. I could tell already, and it was only 8 o’clock in the damn morning. I was late, really late and I really didn’t feel like hearing another lecture from my doting mom and dad. Not that I didn’t love them, I did. Just sometimes you wanted to run away. Now here I was at 22 and still meeting them for breakfast every Saturday. Like I had nothing better to do. I really didn’t, but they didn’t know that as they deemed it responsible of me to show up at regularly appointed appointments.

I looked in the mirror again and groaned. I was going through a drought. I hadn’t had sex in months. My last sexual encounter was from my rutting ex who only wanted to get his kicks off and then roll over and sleep. I would often lay there shocked after the three minutes’ interlude. It was one of the reasons why I kicked his ass to the curb. Now I could feel my pussy clench in need, however. I looked to the shower then. Did I really want to go through the hassle of getting back in the shower?

I loved my shower head with its pulsing nozzle. It was one of the things that I went out of my way for. Not just for the orgasms, it gave me, but I liked it instead of the little thing they had in my shower when I moved into my townhouse. It was almost as good as Mr. Blue. Mr. Blue was my handy vibrator. He had all the right touches, hitting my G-spot and his vibrating limb that worked my clit into a frenzy. He never failed to give me the best orgasms ever.

I looked into my room with a smile then. I began to shed my clothes a little at a time as I made my way to the bed. My nipples were already beginning to ache thinking of what was to come, and I massaged them and pinched the nipple making myself moan. I was naked now, and I crawled across the bed to take out my box of goodies. My hand ran over Mr. Blue’s long length. He was larger than the normal cock.

My mouth came down over him, sucking the plastic and getting him wet. Not that I needed it. I could feel my pussy already dripping wet with my need. I looked down into the box. There were other toys in there as well. Some lubricant when needed and clamps and some other dildos, one with a suction cup that I would use in the shower while my ex watched.

I looked down at the anal beads. Still in their package and never used. I had never let my ex fuck me in the ass. It was something that he wanted, but I refused to give him. I shrugged then, pushing the box to the side. My hand found my clit then, immediately rubbing against it causing friction. I bit my lower lip and closed my eyes, imagining someone there with me. My fingers slipped inside me, and I felt my pussy become even wetter. I was now panting, wanting more as Mr. Blue made his way inside me. The large piece of plastic slid inside me completely as I pushed him as far as he would go. My fingers found the little button and I pushed it on. He began to rotate inside my pussy making me groan loudly.

My fingers made quick work of the little piece of plastic coming from the arm at the base, and I slid it against my clit before pushing the other button. Mr. Blue was working all my spots. I laid back against the pillows and closed my eyes. My hands were pinching my nipples and pulling at them, building my orgasm faster and faster. Finally, I felt the orgasm hit me, and I yelled out loud. I felt my pussy clench the plastic harder and harder as my juices flowed out freely. I gasped with the intensity of it. Smiling I laid there for a moment before sliding Mr. Blue from my body.

It took me a couple minutes, but I made my way to the bathroom then. It was 30 minutes later that I stood dressed in the bedroom. I heard the doorbell then and groaned. They had come to my house. I wore a little summer dress and sandals and made my way to the door. I opened my mouth to apologize, but my lips froze. Standing there at my door in front of me was not my parents but rather a hot guy in a UPS uniform.

I loved men in uniform, any kind of uniform. They looked so crisp and fresh and sexy. The funny thing is men looked so good in uniform that the first thing I wanted to do was get them out of it. This guy was no acceptance. He was tall, really tall, towering over my little 5’4” frame. He had hair that reached the top of his shirt collar that was a dark brown in color. I could tell underneath the shirt he wore that he was also one fine specimen of a man. This was the man I needed. He was also what I had needed 45 minutes ago too. I looked up to see him grinning down at me.

“Hello.”

“Hello. Got something for me?” I smiled up at him with a cock to my head.

His smile broadened then. “I think I just might.”

“Hmm.”

I watched as he carried in the huge box to the kitchen. He turned around then and smiled at me in that way that sent the goose bumps crawling up my skin.

“That will be seventy-five dollars please ma’am.”

I know my mouth opened wide then. I felt my jaw drop. “Why would I need to pay for a package that was delivered to me?”

“It says it right here ma’am on the ticket.”

I looked down at the receipt, and sure enough, there was the COD amount. I looked up to see where it was coming from and could have groaned out loud. It was my bosses. I remember him giving me the check to put in the back to cover the amount. I had forgotten all about it. He was away on one of his far off trips to lord only knew where. This was apparently some piece of medical equipment for his mother. He said that it was detrimental that he receives it. I looked up at the guy then and bit my lip gently.

“I am so sorry. I forgot all about this coming. I have the check for it, but it hasn’t been cashed yet. I have to have this package today, though. My job depends on it.”

“So you don’t have the money?”

“I’m sorry no. But I need it. Let me see what I can do.” I picked up my phone to dial my parents when I saw the text. She had canceled breakfast at last minute. Seemed that her and dad were going away for the week to some excluded cabin to be alone. They wanted to beat the traffic so they wouldn’t be at breakfast. It was a good thing since I was over an hour late now. That meant I couldn’t get it from them, and my sister was at work and wouldn’t answer her phone. She was a nurse and could lose her job. I looked around. I didn’t know what I could do at this point.

“I can’t help it ma’am if you don’t have the money.”

I watched as his eyes drifted to my breasts and smiled. I slowly propped my leg on the couch and smiled. “I am sure that there is something that we can work out right?”

He smiled then as he looked over my body with a dark look. “I think there is. I don’t really want to carry that heavy box back out there.” He grinned.

“I have to have something that you might want.” I batted my eyelashes at him.

“I have an hour. How about you take off those clothes and show me where the bedroom is? Then I can leave the box when I go.”

“Hmmm. Are you saying that you want to have sex with me?” I grinned.

“No. I want to fuck you. Hard and fast. My dick is so hard I can’t stand it now that you have made sure I see your tits every chance you get.”

“You are very observant.”

“And horny. We gonna do this?” He took a step towards me and in an answer I took the last two steps so that I was close enough to feel his body heat radiate over me.

“Yeah. We are so going to fuck.”

I took his hand in mine and led him to my room. I had forgotten that Mr. Blue was still out with all the rest of my toys. I went to the bed to put it away when his words stopped me. “Leave it. We may need them.”

“Ok.” I smiled. Some men didn’t like toys and suck but he must as he smiled at Mr. Blue.

“Take off your clothes.”

I shivered in anticipation of what I knew was to come. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. I mean I didn’t even know the guy, but I guess desperate times call for desperate measures, and I felt my pussy leaking with excitement. He slowly removed his uniform then and laid them on the tall dresser. He stood in his socks and boxers. He slowly removed the socks and then placed his hands on the band of his boxers.

I stood in my panties and bra and watched as lust filled his eyes and he looked over my body. I was panting with need now.

“Take it off. All of it. I want to see.” I bit my lower lip again as I unhooked my bra and tossed it to the side. Next came my panties and they were flung to the side. I stood there naked and watched his hands go to the band of his boxers again. He lowered them then. His cock sprang forward, and I groaned at the sight. He was huge.

“I want to feel your mouth on me.” He reached out his hand to me and smiling I took it and made my way over to him. When I was in front of him, he leaned over to kiss me hard. I felt his hands on my shoulders as he pushed me toward the ground. My knees made contact with the floor as I looked up at him.

I slowly wrapped my hand around his enlarged cock and began working the length up and down. My hands continued to move, gliding over his length as I leaned forward to flick my tongue along the head of his penis. I found the ridge just under the head and slowly licked along the crease, picking up the precum that slipped from the slit at the top. My mouth sucked his head tightly then, and I let it go. I looked up at him with a grin then, and he gave me a look that told me he wasn’t amused.

His hands wrapped into my hair as he brought my mouth down on his length.

“Suck it. Hard.” I began to do as he commanded and felt his cock move in and out of my mouth, over and over he moved in my mouth as I sucked his cock harder and harder. “That’s right baby. Get me wet for that pussy of yours. Come on.”

I felt him pull from my mouth then and pull me up to my feet. He looked at me for a second before kissing me deeply. He began walking me backwards until I felt the bed at the back of my knees. I fell backwards, and he smiled down at me.

His hands wrapped around my wrists then and spread my legs far apart. I felt his cock at the entrance to my pussy and moaned wanting him more than I had ever wanted it before. He smiled down at me just as he slammed into me. I gasped out loud then, trying to find air but he didn’t let up. He began to pump his cock in and out of my pussy, hard and fast. He slammed into me over and over, and the pleasure was intense.

“You like that?”

“Oh.”

“Tell me you like me fucking you fast and hard.”

“I like it.”

“Say all of it.”

“Fuck me. Fuck me fast and hard. God yes. Fuck me like that.”

He grabbed my ass and bringing me to the edge of the bed he stood and continued to slam into me. This position made his thrusts harder, and I felt my teeth chatter with the impact of his body in mine. I felt my orgasm rising them, flooding over me like a tidal wave. I yelled with my release, but he apparently wasn’t satisfied yet as he continued to fuck me mercilessly.

I felt him slide out of me and then he lifted me and stood me in front of him. I felt the sting of the slap on my ass and my pussy gushed with desire. Another slap and I moaned.

“You have such a pretty ass. I can’t wait until I am deep inside it fucking you.”

I thought about his words then, and my eyes got big. I looked back at him then.

He smiled then. “You have never had a dick in that ass yet?”

I slowly shook my head.

“Well, I guess there’s a first time for everything then isn’t there. It’s ok honey you will like this cock I promise.”

I felt my body shudder then. I felt his hands massaging my ass as he continued to tell me how nice it was and how excited he was to fuck me in it. I calmed my nerves. I could do this. I could say that I wanted him to fuck me in the ass because I needed the package but if I was completely honest with myself, then I would admit to wanting it. I wanted to know what it felt like and I soon would.

I felt his cock slide inside my pussy again and then back out. He turned me then and lowered me back on the bed on my back. I then watched as he picked up Mr. Blue. My eyes widened when I realized what his plans were. Double penetration. I had heard about it but never thought I would ever feel it. Apparently, I had been wrong as he was about to show me. I felt him slide Mr. Blue into my pussy. I was sopping wet now, and he slid in with no problem. He turned on Mr. Blue, and my head fell back in ecstasy. I heard the scrape of something against the floor. Looking up, I realized that it was my chair as he brought it over next to the bed and sat down.

His hands went to my hips and brought me forward so that I was all but falling from the bed. I knew then that if he wasn’t holding me tightly the way he was that I would have fallen on the floor already. I felt like I was at the gynecologist getting ready for my yearly feminine exam then. My legs were spread wide, draping over his thighs and spreading myself wide. I knew he could see my pussy wet with my juices from the excitement and the multiple orgasms that I had already experienced from him today. His expert fingers went to work then as he slid them from my pussy where Mr. Blue was working to my ass. He began to probe my ass with his fingers, making scissor motions and making my body burn even more. I couldn’t stop the moans coming from my mouth as he continued to fuck me in the ass with first one, and then eventually three fingers. My next orgasm shook my whole body, but I knew he still wasn’t done. My ass felt wet then, and he continued to work my body with his hands.

I felt his hands spread my ass cheeks wide and then I felt the tip of his cock at the entrance to my ass. I felt him slowly push inside me then. I hissed with the burning sensation that spread through my ass. It hurt, bad. He didn’t stop though as he continued to push into me. After a minute or two, the burning stopped, and it felt different but not bad anymore. He slowly eased inside me even more, stretching me. Mr. Blue was still working my pussy, and I focused on that for a minute. My clit was buzzing, and I felt my ass clench around his cock voluntarily. He slowly slid part of the way out of my body before sliding into me again. He did it a couple more times and then leaned over me to suck a nipple into his mouth.

“Are you ready for me to fuck you now sweet.”

“I thought that’s what you were doing?” I gasped then.

He laughed before he slid from me and then flipped me effortlessly onto my knees on the bed. Leaning over me he licked behind my ear before he whispered. “Hold on baby.”

I felt his cock impale my ass in one fluid motion then. I yelled out with the intense sensation that spread through me. It was almost too much as I felt him slam into my body over and over. I felt my body shake with the intensity that was caused while he was fucking me. That was what he was doing to, fucking me. There was no tenderness to it just a raw and physical need. I felt him empty himself inside me just as I clamped around him and Mr. Blue, milking their cocks as my orgasm raced through my body. I knew my neighbors heard my screams, but I just didn’t care as I rode the wave of passion and pleasure.

We laid there beside each other then and slowly fell asleep. I woke to see him lying beside me in the bed sometime later. Slowly rising from the bed so I wouldn’t wake him I made my way to the bathroom and turned on the shower. Stepping inside I sighed with pleasure as the water ran down my body. I was a little sore, but I smiled as I thought about it. That was practically the most mind blowing sex I had ever had, and it had been with a complete stranger. I felt my heart beat faster when I thought of him again.

The door slowly opened to the shower, and he stepped inside with me. He didn’t say a word just pulled me to him and kissed me deeply. His hands grabbed my ass then and lifted me so that I was against the shower. His cock slipped into me without another word. I assumed then that he wasn’t done with me, but I really wasn’t going to complain.

He moved within me at a slower pace than before. He was more gentle this time and kissed his way down my neck and to my breasts where he sucked on my nipples. His foot propped on the bench seat as he pushed his cock in and out of my body. I smiled when he sat on the bench next and brought me down on top of him. He sat there quietly then without moving or saying a word. He was waiting on me. This was my time. I began moving my body up and down moving him inside me. Standing on my tiptoes, I straddled his legs.

He gave me a weird look when I rose from him and opened the shower door. I leaned over the counter sticking my ass out to him. “Fuck me doggy style.”

He grinned at me before he grabbed my hips and slammed into me. I watched him through the bathroom mirror as he watched his cock disappear inside me. I continued to fuck me then until we both cried out. Slipping back into the shower we both quickly washed.

I slipped into a little gown and watched him slip into his boxers before we made our way back down to the kitchen.

“Can I get you something to drink?”

“That would be great. I am Steve by the way.”

“Becca.” We looked at each other then and started laughing. We had both had the most amazing sex ever and didn’t even know each other’s names. I guess I should have been shocked. I just didn’t care. My long drought was over. I was happy and then looked over at Steve. Maybe I didn’t need to have another drought for a while. He must have thought that the sex was banging too if he followed me into the shower a little while ago. I didn’t know what to think as he continued to stand there looking at me then I remembered that I offered him a drink. Feeling like an idiot, I jumped and quickly got two bottles of water from the fridge.

“You’re not married are you?” The question was out of my mouth before I could stop myself. I watched as a twinkle came to his eye then.

“No. Not yet anyway. You? Any boyfriend about to come in and hit me for taking advantage of you?”

“First of all no. No boyfriend. Second, you did not take advantage of me. You didn’t take anything that I didn’t offer freely.” I thought about it for a moment then smiled. “Without a little persuasion, that is.”

He chuckled then. “You were amazing. I haven’t had sex like that since…” He stopped talking and looked up at the ceiling then gave me a look and shrugged his shoulders. “I tempted to take the package back and come back tomorrow to do it all over again.”

“No. I need the package.”

He laughed then. “I was just joking.”

“Yeah. I just don’t have any time for any relationships right now. I just got promoted at work. Hence the package and I am always so busy that I don’t’ want to make someone feel bad about not being around you know.”

“I know exactly what you’re saying. I have been in way too many relationships that get way too clingy too fast. I mean I like having someone to hang out with occasionally, and I love sex and all, but I like my, me time too. You know the time you can be alone and to yourself without anyone hanging over your shoulder or watching your every move.”

“Yep. Like parents.”

“Exactly. I don’t need another mother. I just want someone to chill with occasionally and who I can have great sex with.”

“Me too. It really shouldn’t be hard finding a guy like that, but you would be surprised. There is this cliché that girls are the ones that are always clingy. No, my friend we are not. I have had some doozies in my life let me tell ya. But what are you going to do about your job?”

“What about it?”

“Are you going to be in trouble now? I mean if you look outside you will see that it is clearly late. It is dark out now. We must have slept for a while.”

“Oh no. I told my boss before I got in the shower that I was going home sick. Told him that I didn’t feel up to delivering anymore that I didn’t feel good. Told him that the last package I had took everything out of me and I didn’t think I could do anymore.” He gave me a look that had us both busting out laughing.

“Well then do you want something to eat. I was going to have pasta tonight if that sounds alright?”

“That sounds great. I know exactly what we can have for dessert too?” He wiggled his eyebrows at me then. I knew that I had found the man that would be great for me at that moment.

Steve wasn’t too serious and was laid back and relaxed which was just what I needed at this point. I hadn’t lied to him, the last thing I needed or wanted at this point in my life was a serious relationship. I wanted to have fun and enjoy life, and I wanted lots and lots of sex with many orgasms. I knew that Steve could give that to me as well.

We ate dinner and then decided to retire to the living room and watch a movie. It wasn’t long before he had me on my back on the couch and slowly stroking my body again.

“I think we should see each other every couple days.”

“Why is that?” He grinned.

“Because I need time to heal and regain my energy after you leave every time you come over, or we see each other.”

“Won’t you miss this cock too much?” He emphasized the word with a sharp thrust into my body. I moaned then. I couldn’t even respond to him. I could only feel the things he did to my body. It was still the first day we met, and it seemed like we couldn’t get enough of each other. Over and over he fucked me every way he could, and I loved every minute of it.

I didn’t know what tomorrow would bring. I might find out that this guy wasn’t even who he says he was. He could be married and lied. He could be someone else. At this point, my mind wasn’t thinking and hadn’t been all day. I was just thinking of how it felt to have him inside me and what he did to my body. My mind was made up. I was not letting this one go. Not now. I would be keeping him and holding on tight. If for today and tonight only. 


22. Jessica’s New Dishwasher: First Time Anal Sex with Delivery Man by Lora Lane

Some of my family tell me that I am a queen without her court or a princess with no hope of ruling her kingdom. They are teasing me for being spoiled rotten while trying to humble me at the same time. It doesn’t work since I am spoiled a bit but I’m proud of it. Recently my dishwasher went out and there was no chance in hell of me washing dishes by hand. When the dishwasher delivery man showed up, I was in for a heck of a shocking turn of events. Instead of teasing him with something he couldn’t have, it turned out I was teasing him with something he had no problem taking and that I had no problem giving up.

Everyone has had one of those weeks when you can’t seem to get a free second in edge-wise, when it seems like just one more thing going wrong will push you right over the edge. I don’t know about you, but for me, whenever I have one of those weeks, it always seems to drive me so close to being out of my mind that I just want to jump off that invisible edge to see what happens. Such a week happened to me recently but this time, when I was right there at the edge of my sanity, my dishwasher went out.

Maybe I should give you a little background so that the weight of such a terrible thing happening can truly be felt. I have been accused of being spoiled rotten for most of my life and for at least three quarters of it, I proudly nod my head and tell the accuser they’re damn right I am. Growing up, my Daddy or brothers did every bit of physical labor for me. They always work on my car when it gets in bad shape, fix something around the house when it gets broken and my parents always are more than happy to help out financially if I get in bad shape.

Suffice it to say that I do not wash dishes by hand. Like, I have not done it more than three or four times in my entire life. I was always in danger of messing up my hands before a pageant that Mom wanted me to enter or some other excuse. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not a beauty queen anymore either. I left all of that behind while holding on to just enough of an idea that I should be treated like royalty. Sure, I’m a good time with my friends, and I work hard five days a week, but when it comes to things going wrong around the house, I’m no good to myself or anyone else.

Unfortunately, the dishwasher happened to pick the absolute worst time in history to break. Mom and Daddy were on a cruise they had been planning for over a decade and wouldn’t be back for a couple of weeks. One of my brothers is serving overseas, and the other is wrapped up in a nasty divorce two states away and has no chance of getting here to help. That all meant that I was left with only one option. If you thought that option was washing dishes by hand, once again, I don’t do that. My only option was to panic.

So I did.

After that, I had to actually force myself to think of what I was going to do about the dish problem like a grown person or something. I could have called a repairman to come out and look at it, but I figured that probably wouldn’t do much good because the damn thing was ancient anyway. I figured what I was going to have to do was to actually break down and go buy one. I had already called in to work to let them know I was going to be late because I had a home emergency to deal with. My immediate supervisor would get the full story later on and would certainly understand, but I wasn’t about to spill out the actual problem for every Tom, Dick, and Harry at the office to tease me about.

The local big-box everything store actually had a good deal on a model that was about to be discontinued because the new model was coming out. It was so cheap I bought it without so much as a second thought. Then when they asked if I had a certified plumber to install it for me, I nearly lost my junk on them. I thought I had avoided having a plumber or repair guy come out buy purchasing a new one but no way. They said I had to have a certified person to install it. In hushed tones, he told me that I could install it myself or have someone I trust do it but that they had to make sure it was a certified person if they were to do it.

Not for the first time during the mild crisis, I began to wish like hell that someone I usually relied upon was nearby. No matter, though; a spoiled rotten princess I may be but I damn sure know how to get things done on my own when it had to be done. I flipped my long dirty blond ponytail around, batted my deep blue eyes and placed a hand on my shapely but toned hips and began to inquire as to how the nice studly young man could help me.

I had noticed him making eyes at me the entire time because who wouldn’t? It wasn’t something that was brand new to me or anything so I knew just how to leverage my looks to advantage. He looked to be about my age which would put him somewhere in his mid-twenties. He was tall with sandy hair and a few tattoos along his arms. He wasn’t putting on a gun-show with his biceps – so to speak – but he was clearly pretty well put together all the same.

It took a few minutes of me begging but eventually he told me that he knew a little something about installing them and would be glad to help me out after he got off of work. First, that was too late for my schedule and second, I didn’t want him to think it was an official date so I told him it had to be earlier. After we chatted a while longer, he said he would take a long lunch and come put it in for me, that he had done it a few times, and it really wasn’t that difficult.

I sent him a text with my address and told him I would look forward to seeing him in a few minutes. Sure, it might seem like I was being too trusting with a perfect stranger but that’s not completely true. I already had given him my address for the purchase, and we had been talking about all sections of life for the better part of thirty minutes. He knew what I did for a living and that I had two brothers and no sisters. I knew that his dad had passed away when he was a teenager and that he was still putting his adult life together with plans to finish school and go into engineering.

Did I care what he was doing with his life? Well, sure, in some small way I probably did. I always love to gab with strangers and this hunk was no different. The fact that my normal flirtations bought me a free install for my new dishwasher was only a plus that I hadn’t known I would need when I just assumed the thing would show up and walk over to the counter before installing itself. With a cute little finger wave, I told him he was late already and left the store to get ready for my crisis to be dealt with at last.

Once I got home, he texted me that he was on his way already, hoping he wouldn’t be too late with a smiley little emoji. It occurred to me right about then that I didn’t have much money for the install charge if he happened to plan on charging me. He said it wasn’t all that difficult, but I have seen the men in my life have fits for the better part of two or three days over projects that were said to be simple. I wondered what kind of guy he really was and what he might take in return for doing the work for free. At the time I didn’t imagine that I would offer sexual favors of any minor type for a simple repair, but that was before he showed up dressed completely like I did not expect.

In place of his dress khaki pants and ugly blue polo was a pair of hole-infested blue jeans, and a ripped up t-shirt that displayed his strong physique as much more impressive than I originally had thought. The way his arms rippled as he lifted the box over the doorstep and ruggedly moved it across the floor was quite interesting indeed. He added those adorable little grunts and such that men do sometimes when they want it to look like much harder work than it already is and it was so damn cute. By the time he got under the counter and started wrestling the old dishwasher away from the counter, I was twirling my hair and wishing that it was an official date so that the thoughts I was having about what he could do with me would be a tiny bit more expected.

After he remembered the process to get the old one out and I remembered where the shutoff valve was to the water supply, the removal went smoothly. I wound up trying to help him move them around both because I wanted him to see me as something besides helpless and because I wanted to be near him. I probably would have chosen better work clothes, more like his, if I had planned on doing such bending over but he didn’t mind the peeks underneath my loose top, and I smiled at his noticing.

He got a little flustered when the connections gave him a few problems but only in a way that made him look that much more attractive for having come to help me out. At long last, after checking for leaks and making sure all would fit perfectly well, he fastened the top of the new dishwasher to the front of the counter and ran an empty wash load to make sure everything worked. As it started, he stepped back away from the dishwasher and propped on the counter.

“You finished?” I asked, “What now?”

“Should be,” he glanced at the washer, “Now we wait and make sure it will work the way its supposed to.”

“That wasn’t all that difficult then,” I shrugged. “You are such a hero. Oh my gosh, I don’t know what I would have done without you.”

He smiled, “You could have washed dishes by hand for a while.”

The look of shock on my face was only partially embellished, “Oh my god, you did not just suggest that I wash them by hand.”

“Sure,” he said, “What? You don’t know how?”

“I kind of know how ” I smiled.

“You scared of a little water?”

I frowned, “No, I’m not scared of water.”

“Come here,” he motioned me towards the sink, “I’ll show you how to do it.”

I hopped up onto the counter I had been propping on, crossed my arms and shook my head, “Nope.”

“Really?” he asked in mocking disbelief. “You’re afraid of a little water? What’s wrong? You have a fear of getting wet or something?”

“Sure,” I shrugged, “Call it whatever you want. Just know I’m not coming over there.”

“Well, you know what they say,” he shrugged in return, “There is really only one way to face your fears, and that’s head on.”

I noticed where his hand was and shook my head, “You wouldn’t dare.” He didn’t say a word, only turned the cold water on and pulled the sprayer from its hole and shot water across the kitchen towards me. It got me full in the chest, and I scrambled off the counter with a promise towards him, “See, now I have to kill you.” The look on his face betrayed the fact that he figured I was joking about his death but at that point, I was still on the fence officially. Finally, I put my hands up in surrender, “Okay, I give up! You win! I’ll come over there and show you that I know how to wash the dishes.”

He put the sprayer in the sink and backed away with his arms folded proudly over his chest, “Great. I can’t wait to see it. How amazing it is to face your fears! I bet you feel like a thousand bucks.”

“Not just yet,” I teased as I got to the sink and grabbed the sprayer, aiming it towards him and spraying him right in the face. “Now I feel better. You were right that did help.” He came over towards me and waved for me to give him the sprayer. I shook my head, “Oh, no way you’re getting it now except like this!” then sprayed him again at close range. He grabbed the sprayer and turned it towards me as we began playfully fighting for it, both of us getting drenched in the process and laughing our heads off. All in all, I decided that the day was going a lot better than I had feared it would go.

When the spraying finally stopped, he leaned in towards me, and I thought he was going to kiss me. I wasn’t sure at all how I felt about that. On one hand, I had really wanted some kind of sexy interaction earlier when he walked in and blew me away with his impressive body, but when it got real, I wanted to pull away. Luckily, I was saved by the end of the abbreviated wash cycle he had started on the new dishwasher. As his deep brown eyes were boring into mine, suddenly shifting from fun and happiness to want and desire, I abruptly moved around him and opened the still smoking dishwasher, “Look at that. You actually installed it correctly.”

With a sigh he turned around and glanced at the inside, “Yep, looks like it got hot and cleaned everything just like it was supposed to. That’s not the only thing that got hot for a minute there, though.”

I frowned at him as if I had no idea what he was talking about and said, “Really? Whatever do you mean?” It was probably a little bit teasing of me to play hard to get like that, but I didn’t actually feel that I was playing. Part of me wanted to throw myself at the guy while the other part of me wanted nothing to do with him because of how quickly and easily I felt the need to do just that. I walked away from that side of the counter and grabbed my purse like I wasn’t completely drenched, “How much do I owe you?”

He didn’t answer me immediately, only followed me around to the other side of the counter and stared at me like he hadn’t heard me at all and said, “I think I know what you’re doing. You are either teasing me on purpose, or you’re a little fearful of how good that felt when we almost kissed earlier.” I shrugged but didn’t answer him. Before I could ask the question about compensation again, he pressed his point further, “Well, you know what they say.”

“About what?” I asked with my checkbook in hand either playing the fool to a tee or actually having become one.

He grabbed at my checkbook, and I pulled back at it, unwilling to allow him to jerk it out of my hand. Instead of the little tug-of-war that I thought was coming, he moved his grip to my wrist of the same hand and pulled me in close. His lips crashed against mine before I could say that I didn’t want it. In the few moments that the impromptu kiss went from sloppy and forced to accepted and wanted, I wondered if I would have told him to stop or that I didn’t want it. As my arms wrapped around his neck and pulled him against me, I realized that he was not only good at installing dishwashers.

When the kiss broke my arms stayed around his neck, and he smiled a knowing smile, “You know what they say about facing your fears. The best way to face them is head-on.”

“So, you have other talents,” I said with a shrug. “Maybe you have a future as a motivational speaker or a psychologist. On the other hand, you may have a future behind bars because I think I may have just been assaulted.”

He smiled a teasing smile and said playfully, “Oh, not yet you haven’t. Give me a few minutes.” I leaned in for a kiss and this time, it was smooth and passionate, and I found it much easier to just let myself go. Both of us were wet from the little water fight, but neither of us seemed to notice or mind at all. Our tongues explored each other as if we had been dating for a month instead of having just met that day. I don’t even know how long we stood there embracing and kissing each other like that, but it felt like forever and not nearly long enough all at the same time. Whoever this guy was and at that moment I really couldn’t remember his name, he most certainly had many talents, and I found myself desperate to find out much more about him.

I tend to have a flair for the dramatic in most areas of life and getting intimate with someone is no different. With a confident smirk, I pushed him away from me and said, “Get off of me boy.” He came forward again, not willing to take no for an answer with his own confidence beaming. I grabbed the bottom of my shirt and teased, “I need to get out of these wet clothes.” Removing the wet top and twirling it as I turned to walk towards the bedroom I said, “You should probably get back to work.”

I saw him fumbling with his shoes and shirt out of the corner of my eye as he said, “I haven’t even gotten started yet, girl. Get that ass back here and let me show you how a real man treats a spoiled brat like you.”

With a quick turn, I planted my hand on my hip and playfully slapped his cheek, “How dare you call me spoiled as if you know what to do with this body anyway.” I turned and continued towards the bedroom, “As if.” His arm grabbed mine with just enough force to turn me around, and I slapped his face again in the same way I had before.

He smiled and said, “You’re being a bad girl,” he pinned my arms behind my back and kissed me fully on the lips, “You’re going to pay for that.”

My passion rose with each sign that he did know exactly what I wanted and how I liked my men in bed. Playfully struggling to free my arms from behind my back, I fell backwards onto the bed with a grunt as he pulled his jeans off and nearly ripped his boxers off. He pointed at his swollen cock and said, “You know what to do!”

I glanced down at it and back up to him, “No, I don’t. You’re going to have to show me, that is if you’re man enough.”

He grabbed my head and plunged his cock into my mouth with just the right amount of force. With his hand shoving my head down onto him again and again, I began to desperately suck him off as if I had to do it for my very survival. God, it was so erotic I could already feel my pussy getting wetter and wetter by the second. My mouth opened wide as I sucked and blew down across his shaft then I pulled back and licked the tip just so before he pushed deep inside my mouth once again. As his grunts of pleasure grew, I kept the pressure up until finally pulling off and stopping with a cute little stare up at him. He didn’t even look down but let me know he wasn’t finished with my mouth just yet by ramming himself into me again, basically face fucking me in one of the most amazing turn on's of my entire life.

At long last he pushed me back onto the bed and pulled the rest of my clothing off in a rush, tossing them to the side before spreading my thighs out wide. “You’re all wet down here too,” he said with a stern smile, “Looks like I need to do a little oral work.” At first, I didn’t know whether or not to laugh but when he began to kiss his way up my inner thigh, laughing at his wording was the last thing from my mind. Once again he showed the right amount of patience and force as he teased his way up on thigh and then down the other, only grazing my pussy in between.

I began to moan for him to lick my pussy over and again until he finally touched his tongue to my upper lips while his finger quickly worked in and out of me. He quickly moved to two fingers going into and out of my wet pussy as he worked over my lips with his tongue. I knew am orgasm was building quickly, and it was then that he pulled away and looked up at me. My hips jerked forward in need, and I reached for the back of his head to shove him towards my pussy.

He did exactly what I wanted him to do but also added a different something that I wasn’t expecting. His index finger traveled between my butt cheeks and down towards the mattress. He began to toy with my other hole with that finger, and I jumped in surprise. Nobody had ever even thought about doing anal things with me as far as I knew and that certainly marked the first time anyone had touched me there. Along with the surge of surprise, however, came a burst of pleasure and the building orgasm claimed me. He reached towards my pussy and used my own juices to lube his finger for easier entry and continued to shove inside of me anally.

I wondered if he was going to go for two fingers but he stopped and moved me into a position where I was on the bed on all fours. He grabbed my hair and without so much as a teasing word, plunged his shaft into my dripping wet pussy. At first, all he did was screw my pussy from behind, and he did it like a master. When he, at last, let go of my hair he used the hand to slap my ass so hard I yelped in pain. I thought back to how he said I was going to pay for being such a bad girl and my level of desire shot through the roof.

He spanked me on alternating sides as he rammed his cock into my pussy over and again. Nothing I have ever done with any other partner could have matched how amazing it felt to have him taking such control over me in such a way. It hurt when he slapped my reddened ass but it was the kind of pain that drove me wild with desire, and I began to beg him for more spanking.

“You want me to spank your ass?”

“Yes!” I yelled, “Fuck yes!”

“Are you a bad girl?” he teased as he continued to slam his hips against mine and his shaft into my pussy.

“Just fucking spank me or I’ll spank your ass instead!” I yelled.

He grabbed my hair and pulled my head back as his pace increased to a feverish one and his thrust were harder than ever. I’d never had such rough sex as when he was spanking me, and as he drove my face down towards the mattress and slammed harder and harder into my pussy, nothing even close to as rough as that had ever happened to me. Another orgasm slammed across my body as I loved every single second of what he was doing.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck me, just like that!” I yelled over and again. His stamina surprised me as well as the other impressive things he had chosen to do with me. I had thought he was close after I went down on him but he was still going stronger than ever and seemed to have no plans for slowing down at all. At long last, he eased up, and I was able to get back to all fours. It was then that he resumed spanking me and for some reason, it surprised me all over again as if the brief time of him fucking me so incredibly hard had made my ass that much more tender and forced me to forget that he had been doing it at all.

Quickly two more smaller orgasms rocked me, and I began to collapse downward towards the bed. He lifted my hips up to a slightly different angle and told me that he was far from finished with me. I quietly and wantonly groaned for him to take me however he wanted to. Shortly he resumed shoving one and then two fingers into my ass. I had cum so many times that there was plenty for him to use for lube as he widened my opening steadily.

It was right about then that I realized he was really going all the way and was going to fuck me anally. I pushed up on my arms and looked around just as he pulled his fingers out and put his cock steady between my ass cheeks. He pushed my upper body back down to the bed and slowly eased his shaft into me. I wanted to scream curses of pleasure and pain that had never been invented as he moved farther inside. It was like nothing I had ever felt before in my entire life, and I couldn’t decide if it was the best thing ever or the worst.

That indecision didn’t last for very long however as he finished going as far as he could go and then pulled out to begin a steady rhythm into my ass. I groaned louder with each thrust as he started going faster. It was almost as if every passionate sound that I made goaded him into going farther and harder than he was before. I had lost count of the number of orgasms by the time another one slashed across my exhausted body, but I knew damn well that this was not the worst feeling ever and that it might just be the best thing anyone had ever done to me.

I never wanted him to stop, and it seemed for a minute or two like the two of us were going to be in that position forever. I think that would have been perfectly fine with me. Eventually, his pace slowed however, and he turned me over so that I was laying on my back on the bed. He moved upwards so that his shaft was right near my tits and he pumped twice before cumming all over me. His warm and sticky fluid washed over me in burst after burst, and I rubbed it all in with a passion and desire I easily can admit that I have never felt before.

At long last, he finished and fell onto the bed next to me in exhaustion. For a while, nothing was said until I sat up and whispered into his ear, “That was fucking amazing.”

“You,” he said breathlessly, “Are amazing. Oh, my god, I’ve never wanted anyone so bad in my life as I did when I walked in and saw you wearing that.”

“Well,” I shoved him in the shoulder, “You had me but don’t get used to it. I’m not that easy all the time.”

“Really?” he asked, “Just when someone installs a new dishwasher?”

I moved my finger along his chest, “I do hate washing dishes by hand so yeah, that might just be the magic potion that gets me every time big guy.”

He lay there for a minute before jumping up in a rush. I sat up and asked, “What’s wrong? You’re late for work, aren’t you? Will you get in trouble?”

“Huh?” he asked, “Oh no way, I’m good for another thirty minutes or so because I took a long extended lunch.”

“Then where are you going in such a rush you dill-weed?” I asked with a smile.

“I’m going to break your new dishwasher,” he said and was out the door.

“You better not you asshole!” I yelled and hurried after him, but I was smiling the entire time. Whatever I expected that bad day to turn into, it certainly surprised the hell out of me. Instead of being stuck with no dishwasher because I was all alone, I found myself with a new dishwasher on a great deal that was installed by the man on earth who seemed to be a perfect match for me in bed. I have to say that surprise, though it happened to me a lot during that day, is not a good enough word to describe how I felt by the time night came. What an incredible day!


23. The Bachelorette Party in Vegas: Anal Sex with a Stranger by Kaylee Jones

When Annie heads to Las Vegas for her best friend’s bachelorette party, she was expecting a nice fun weekend with her girlfriends.  She was a good girl and did not really know how to cut loose.  When her friends introduce her to an unexpected party guest, she ends up with one hot weekend.

So I have to admit, I was not very adventurous.  I am still not wild and crazy, but I have loosened up my mind just a little.  It all started with my best friend’s bachelorette party in Las Vegas.  I mean, if you can’t loosen up your restrictions in Vegas, you can’t loosen them up anywhere!

I was nervous for the trip.  I had never been to Vegas before, and had no idea what to expect.  The other members of our little group of four were very insistent that I go despite my reservations.  They kept telling me I would come back a changed woman.  I thought they were nuts, but they were right.

The instant we got to the hotel, they dragged me to the bar before we even saw our rooms.  Whatever kind of drink they ordered for me burned hot down my throat, but I tried to be a good sport.  I barely sipped wine back home, but now I was doing shots in the Vegas bar.

After a couple of those, we finally dragged our luggage upstairs.  Suzanne and I were splitting a room, with Wendy and Megan splitting another.  It seemed cost efficient, given the prices of those rooms out there.  Suzanne was the bride-to-be, and I was her maid of honor.  As she was hanging up her clothes, I noticed that the dresses were all very short and looked like they would be very tight as well.  I hung up my modest items, and Suzanne immediately noticed the difference.

“Annie, those are not Las Vegas dresses.  Those are church dresses!”

“What’s wrong with them?  They are perfectly nice dresses, thank you!” I protested her critique of my wardrobe.

“Oh, I know, they are, they are very nice.  But they are not Vegas dresses!  We are taking you shopping before we go anywhere!  I will not be hanging out with a Sunday School teacher this weekend!”

I dropped onto the bed in a mock pout, but I could see what she meant when I compared my clothes to hers.  Wendy and Megan burst into the room, and Suzanne immediately began telling them about my poor choice in attire.

“Those are all I have!” I protested again, embarrassed as they all fingered my dress selection.

“Look, just throw on some shorts or whatever for tonight, and tomorrow we’ll go find something.  We’ll keep the price reasonable, we promise,” Wendy was sitting next to me and patted my shoulder to console me.

For that night, I did change into a pair of relatively short shorts (for me that is), and a nice fun flowy top.  Suzanne made me wear her sky-high platforms sandals to ‘jazz it up’ as she put it.  I felt silly, but everyone seemed to like the outfit.  I stuck my wallet in one pocket and my phone in the other, and off we all went to dinner.

This was not our planned fancy night out, since we had just arrived, so we headed to the buffet inside our hotel.  It was still Thursday night so the cost had not skyrocketed to the weekend prices yet.  It was about $15 but all-you-can-eat.  I was not normally a big eater, but I had the strong suspicion that I should fill up before these crazy friends dragged me to the first bar.

I try to be diet-conscious even when I travel, but the food was actually quite good, especially considering the price.  I loaded down my plate with shrimp cocktail, a huge green salad, some pasta with a little olive oil and Parmesan, and half a grilled chicken breast.  I felt pretty good about my choices, especially when I looked over and saw everyone else’s plates covered in steak and smothered baked potatoes.

They laughed at my choices, “C’mon girl, eat up!”

“I have to pace myself,” I tried to explain.

“It’s Vegas!  There’s no such thing!”

I laughed nervously, because I had no idea what they had in store for this weekend.

After we finished dinner, we all piled into a cab and headed to some random bar that Wendy said we just had to go see.  It really did not look that special from the outside, but once we walked through the doors, I could feel my face flush hot instantly.  There were scantily clad men all over the place, up on stage, milling around in the audience, and behind the bar.

“Wendy!” I stage-whispered, clutching at Suzanne’s arm.

“Oh relax,” they all whispered back, “you’ll be fine.”

I tried to hide in the middle of our foursome as we were ushered to a table towards the back.  I was grateful not to be front and center, at least not this early in the vacation.  Several of the costumed men stopped by the table, but I could not even make eye contact with them.  I think there was a policeman, a fireman, and perhaps someone in a tuxedo.  I just focused on the glass in front of me that magically kept refilling.  After about two hours, we decided to move along, and when I stood up, it hit me just how much I had had to drink.

Suzanne laughed out loud when I tripped and fell against her, “Oh my gawd, Annie is drunk.”

Wendy and Megan laughed too, but it took all three of them to help me into the cab because of those damned platform shoes.

“We should take her dress shopping now, while she’s already lit!”

“Megan!  Not helping!” I mumbled from my corner of the cab’s backseat.

I heard them all whispering together, but I was too sleepy to really pay attention.  I must have dozed off because when I woke back up, they were dragging me back into our hotel.

“We don’t want to wear you out too fast,” Wendy giggled, “so we’re calling it a night.”

I nodded as Suzanne led me into our room and unceremoniously dropped me onto my bed.

“We’re showing you no mercy tomorrow, though!” Suzanne giggled loudly.

I groaned and passed out.

****

The next morning I woke up with a fuzzy tongue and a cloudy head.  Suzanne just laughed at me as I stumbled to the bathroom to shower.  I did feel better when I emerged, but she took pity on me and ordered room service instead of dragging me down to the brunch buffet.

We polished off two pots of coffee, a spinach and mushroom omelet, and a huge stack of pancakes between us.  I felt much better with caffeine in my system and food in my tummy.  We finally called Megan and Wendy to come over, and I was excited to start the day.  I had completely forgotten their critique from yesterday, but when they burst into the room, I immediately remembered that I had to go clothing shopping.

“Ugh, do I really have to?” I whined as I flopped on the bed.

“Yes!”  Suzanne declared, “I’m the bride, and I say so.  We have to get you slutted up!”

“Seriously?” I peered at her through one eye.

I put back on my shorts and flowy top, but exchanged the insanely tall platforms for comfortable flip flops.  We headed out on foot to explore while we shopped.

Three hours later, we returned to the hotel.  They forced me to buy a terrible dress that I planned to abandon in the hotel room at the end of the trip.  To make up for it, they paid for my lunch at the little deli in the hotel.  We all opted to spend some time by the pool and then take a nap before our big outing of the night.

They all sported their little bikinis, and I still stuck to my modest one-piece.  Most of the weekend crowd had not arrived at the hotel yet, so we found a great little cabana by the pool and ordered up the first round of the day.  I hid out in the shade so as not to charbroil my pale skin and they all bronzed themselves in the blistering sun.  The cabana boy was very attentive to the four of us and within a couple of hours, we had each managed to polish off several of those fruity umbrella drinks that go down easy but are surprisingly strong.  Full of giggles, we tumbled back to our rooms and promptly passed out in our respective beds.

When the front desk rang to wake us up, I was disoriented and groggy.  As I awoke, I started to get nervous about this crazy outing that Megan and Wendy had planned for Suzanne.  I had not been allowed to participate in the planning because, and I quote, no one wanted to go to the library.

Suzanne and I took turns showering again, and she insisted that I let her blow dry my hair straight.  I sat impatiently until she had dried the whole curtain glass smooth.  When I whirled around in a circle, it flowed around my shoulders like satin.  I grinned at her, and she nodded knowingly.

A little while later, we all gathered in the hallway to head out.  I was very self-conscious in the tight blue dress, but the catcalls from my friends helped a little.  We had dinner reservations and then the big mysterious outing.  I had guessed a male strip club, but they all just laughed at me.

Dinner was at this amazing Italian place where we ate too much pasta and drank too much wine.  We were all quite giggly by the time we piled into a cab for the next stop.  Apparently, the first three stops were bars.  I had been in charge of Suzanne’s decorations, so she was all decked out in a white tiara and veil, giant fake diamond jewelry, and a huge white sash that said ‘bride’.  It was ridiculous, and she loved it.  At every bar, the guys were all over us, buying drinks and making horribly inappropriate comments about Suzanne’s wedding night.

I played along but kept tugging at the short hem of the dress.  Megan and Wendy took to slapping my hands every time I pulled it down which only drew more attention to my scanty attire so I stopped.

The last stop of the night turned out to be Megan and Wendy’s hotel room.  They had ordered up some sort of fancy in-room catering which included a small spread of finger foods and what appeared to be the entire bar.  I was very confused by the whole thing, but they started pouring me drinks and handing me food to nibble on so within about an hour or so, I forgot to be suspicious.

I almost dropped my shot glass when someone knocked very loudly on the door to their room.

“Oh, my gawd!” I blurted out a little too loudly, “What did we do?”

When Megan yanked open the door, and I saw four very large police officers, I nearly jumped out the window.  Suzanne grabbed my arm just in time.  In fact, even today she still asks for favors under the guise of saving my life in Las Vegas.

“Ma’am?” one of the officers said in a low deep voice.

“What is it, officer?” Megan was giggling and leaning against the doorway.

“We’ve been having some noise violations, and we need all of you…” his voice trailed off mysteriously.

“To assume the position!” the other three finished the sentence.

Suddenly all four of them were in the room, the music was turned up louder, and they started to lose their uniforms.  Before I knew what had happened, I found myself pressed up against a very muscular blonde man who was wearing nothing but his policeman’s hat and a tiny black G-string.  And when he rubbed himself against me, I realized that there was nothing fake about him.

He was grinding up against my tummy and running his hands up and down my thighs.  I squirmed to try to escape, but he thought I was dancing with him.  All of the other gals had their own dancers, and I was on my own.  The tall fake policeman brandished a bottle of vodka and promptly poured another shot into my glass.

“Drink it up, baby,” he winked at me.

I looked around in vain for a rescuer, looked back at the flat hard planes of his bare chest, and threw the alcohol down my throat.

****

The straight vodka hit my system like an express freight train on fire, and I was more than ready to play his game when he poured the next shot.  As soon as I downed the second one, he poured a third but this time slipped the glass from my hand and drank it himself with a quirky grin.  The whole time we exchanged burning liquid, at least one of his hands continued to stroke my thighs, even up under the very short hemline.

Once he had swallowed his own shot, he set the bottle and the glass down nearby, and the dancing became much more, ahem, energetic.  His hips were thrusting against mine, and his hands had clearly shoved my dress up higher on my thighs.

One of his large hands slid around back and splayed out across my ass, pressing me into his cock harder.  He was already partially firm, and I could feel it straight through his G-string, my dress, and my panties.  If I had been remotely sober, I would have been horrified at myself.  But since I was nowhere near sober, I was only preoccupied with the fact that it had been way too long since my last boyfriend.

I was gyrating my hips against him, but had no idea where to put my hands.  With another quirky smile, he grabbed both of my hands and slid them against his own chest.  His skin was waxed smooth and stretched tightly over his hard-earned muscles.  I ran my hands lightly down his skin and couldn’t help but notice a slight shiver.  His pecs were hard and flat while his stomach was rippled with the cut of his abs.  His hips were slim, but his arms bulged invitingly.  I guess I asked something when I looked into his deep green eyes because he nodded and let me run my fingertips up his forearms and biceps.

I was still marveling at his body when he leaned forward and ran the tip of his tongue down the side of my throat.  I shivered against him but could not pull away.

“Kiss me,” he whispered in my ear.

I turned towards his young face, with its square jawline and slightly bent nose.

“I didn’t know kissing was allowed,” I mumbled at him.

He chuckled, “It is if I say it is.”

In a trail of urgent kisses, his full lips traced the damp line his tongue had left on my neck.  When he reached my mouth, his hunger was evident.  He kissed me hard, his tongue demanding entrance between my lips.  I threaded my hand through his thick blonde hair and let him plunder my mouth roughly.

One of his hands spanned my ass while the other toyed with the tiny spaghetti strap on my shoulder.  He kept pulling it down and back up, letting the top swell of my breast peek in and out.

“Wh-wh-what are you doing?” I mumbled breathlessly against his stubbled jawline.

“Just having some fun, you?”

“Uh huh,” I had no answer since I was completely distracted by his fingers gripping the side of my breast.

“How much fun do you want to have?” his lips against my ear tickled and made me shudder.

“What?  What do you mean?”

“I mean, I’m as willing as you are.”

I could feel him swelling more inside his G-string.  It was so tiny that there was very little room for doubt as to what was on his mind.  The vodka swirled in my head with the other drinks, and I had almost forgotten about the rest of the party until I heard someone giggle very loudly from across the room.

When I dragged my eyes away from the blonde god pressed up against me, I could see Suzanne and her fake officer in the corner of the room.  He was seated in a chair, and she was straddling him with her skirt hiked up.  She had her head back, and she dug her nails into his shoulders, and there was very little doubt what they were doing.  I was slightly appalled since she was engaged but I was also so turned on myself that I could not help but watch.

My blondie turned his head to follow my gaze, and when he realized what I was staring at, he turned back towards me, and I felt his hand creep up my inner thigh.  I squirmed against the advancing fingers, but when his teeth raked against my shoulder, I lost all willpower to defeat his attempts.

“Is there some place private we could go?” he breathed into my ear.

I nodded, “My room is across the hall.  I’m sharing it with Suzanne, but you can see she’s already busy.”

He grinned down at me, “Show me the way.”

He slung his clothes over his shoulder arrogantly, and with him wearing nothing but his cop’s hat and black G-string, I led him by the hand across the hall to my unoccupied room.  My tummy trembled as we hurried, partly from nervousness and partly because I wanted to take him right there in the hallway.

As soon as we got the door closed, he pounced.  I had always read about that in romance novels, but never really had it done.  But this guy actually pounced on me.  He picked me up and as I wrapped my legs around his waist, he spun us around until he was holding me in the air against the door.

He tore at the straps of my dress until they finally gave way, releasing my tits into the cool air.  They did not stay cold for long as his mouth descended to one of them while his hand spanned to cover the other.  His tongue teased my already tight little nipple and his fingers rolled and pinched the other.  I was gasping and clutching at him, praying that he did not drop me especially once his teeth closed lightly on my nipple.

I raked my nails down his muscular back and pulled him tighter against my chest.  He was moaning softly as his hand dropped between my thighs and snuck up inside my dress.  When his fingers found the damp spot on my panties, his moans grew louder.

He shoved his hand entirely under my skirt and yanked my panties off my body.  I gasped at the sudden cool air against my wetness, but his warm palm soon chased the coolness away.  He rubbed his palm in flat circles against my pussy, dragging breathy air from my lips.  When he buried his finger deep inside me, I clutched at the nape of his neck and groaned loudly.

He drove his finger in and out of my body, spreading my wetness around until he could fit two inside me.  With each stroke of his hand, I could feel his thumb rubbing against my clit and the heat bubbled hot in my bloodstream.  My legs tightened around his waist, and his fingers dug into my ass as he filled me with his fingers over and over.

When my first climax roared through my body, I screamed senseless words and buried my face into his neck.  My body convulsed and gripped his fingers tightly as he groaned against my bare breast.  He eased me down from the peak, slowly rubbing lighter and lighter until I finished shivering from the aftershocks.

“You up for something new?” he growled against my lips as he kissed me hard.

I nodded, at this point willing to try almost anything.

He lowered me to the ground and led me to a chair at the desk of the hotel room.  With a smug grin, he slowly slid his G-string off, letting his swollen cock bounce free of the constraint.  He was not extremely long, but he was thick.  He stroked it a few times, letting me watch with baited breath.  With the other hand, he snatched something out of his pants pocket, and sat down on the chair.

“Come here,” he beckoned with the bottle of lube.

I moved towards him and tried to straddle, but he caught me in mid-air.

“Want a fool-proof guard against pregnancy?” he grinned up at me.

I nodded, not really knowing where he was going with this.

He dabbed his finger generously with the lube and reached around to rub his fingertip against my asshole.  I gasped and tried to wriggle away.  His strong arms were no match for me, and he held me in place as he kept rubbing.

The shock of being touched there wore off, and when I started to concentrate on the actual sensations, it started to feel good.  He slid the slippery finger inside, and I gasped again, wanting to feel more as he explored this virgin territory of my body.  Soon he was slipping the finger in and out as though it was my pussy, and I pressed back against the intruding finger.

“Now come here,” he guided me to straddle his lap with my asshole hovering above the swollen head of his cock.

“J-J-Just go easy,” I begged.

“I will,” he reassured me.

I felt him stroke his cock again with another generous dollop of lube, and then I felt the mushroom-shaped head pressing against me.

“Just relax,” he cautioned.

I nodded, “I’m trying.”

Suddenly the head slipped inside, and I dug my nails into his shoulders.  He paused and waited for my body to adjust before he guided me down his cock by my hips.  It seemed to take forever, but when I felt his balls against the flesh of my ass, I exhaled loudly as the full feeling.

“Oh my gawd,” I breathed softly.

He grinned, “First time is always surprising.”

“Uh huh,” I acknowledged.

He slowly began to move both of our bodies, up and down, together and apart, as his cock slid in and out of my ass.  He was stretching and filling parts of my body that I never knew could feel that way.  The heat in my bloodstream was back, but it was different.  Not sharp and sudden like when he fingered me earlier, but slow and roiling like a slow pot of water.

His hips sped up and soon he released my hips so that I could guide myself.  I fucked his cock with my ass like I would normally, but it felt so different, almost overwhelming.  The slow build-up inside me was reaching a boiling point, and my breaths were getting rapid and urgent.  Just when I thought I could not take any more, he slipped one hand between us and started fingering my pussy again.  With two fingers buried inside me and his thumb firmly on my clit, I exploded.

I screamed and writhed against the onslaught of sensation, and hit yet a third one when I felt him unleash inside me.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he growled as he came deep inside my ass.

We finally collapsed with my head on his chest, and panted in the warm hotel room.

“Holy hell,” I breathed against his pec.

He laughed, “Protect and service.  That’s what we cops do.”

I pulled my head back to look at him and busted into giggles.

“Would you like a shower?” he offered with a grin.

I nodded, and we chased each other to the bathroom to clean up.  As our soapy bodies slipped and slid against each other, I felt his cock start to stiffen back up between my slick thighs.

“Hey,” I whispered as I stroked him lightly.

“Yeah?”

“I don’t even know your name.”

He laughed and thrust his hips forward into my soapy hand.  Now that the urgency of needing him was slightly dulled, I took my time teasing him.  I stroked him lightly and loosely until he was cursing and banging his fists against the shower wall.  I ran one hand down underneath and tickled his already heavy balls.  I forgot how quickly those young ones can resuscitate.  Just when I thought he was going to smack my hands away and finish the job himself, I dropped to my knees and stroked him firm and fast, letting my wrist twist at the end of each stroke.

Soon enough he was growling again, “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

And he erupted all over my tits right there in the shower.

****

It turns out his name was Chad, and he was stripping while he put himself through school.  The funniest part was that he actually wanted to be a real cop.  Much to my friends’ delight and surprise, I spent the rest of the weekend with him.  He was just as skilled at regular sex as he was at anal sex, so we spent most of the weekend naked or barely clothed (just enough coverage to accept a food delivery).  Oh, and on a side note, what that man could accomplish with his tongue would not even be fit to print here!

Once the weekend was over, I was sorry to part ways with him.  In between our screaming and writhing, I discovered that he really was a nice guy.  Suzanne did not give me too hard of a time for missing the rest of her weekend, but for weeks, every time we would pass a cop she would elbow me, and we would both bust into gales of laughter.

It turns out she spent most of her time with the stripper she had found.  I guess it is true that what happens in Vegas stays in Vegas because I never mentioned her tryst again.  She, on the other hand, constantly asked me about what the heck happened to me that weekend.  I guess she just could not believe that I had done what I had done; I can hardly believe it myself really.  I never gave her too many details, though.  All I could ever do was giggle and just tell her that cops know what’s best.  After all, does she really need to know about how that blonde hunk of a man popped my last remaining cherry?

A couple of months later we all had a blast at Suzanne’s wedding.  The four of us made a few veiled references to cops, and each of us carries a small fake badge in our purse as a reminder of our great weekend together.  We joke around about a reunion of sorts for the next bachelorette party.

I think that maybe next time I’m in Vegas, I will have to look up my very own Officer Chad.  After all, my new boyfriend has him to thank for expanding my horizons.  That reminds me, I wonder how they would feel about double-teaming.


24. My Backdoor and My Boss: Rough Anal Sex at the Office by Sofia Miller

Working for a demeaning, demanding, asshole boss can really be hard sometimes. But I had no idea that playing with him could be so fun. Being dominated by such a man is more exciting than anything I’ve ever experience. When he tells me to do something, I only want to please him. Anal play was something I always fantasized about, but being ordered around by him may be just what I need to make it come true.

It was almost 4’clock, which meant I still had another hour at work before my weekend started. The work week had been long; all the files were messed up, I’d hit traffic and been late a few mornings, and my boss was an asshole. Some days I dreaded even going to work because of him and his demanding ways. I had always tried my best and been a good employee, but he always seemed to be moody and hard to please. Mostly, I tried to steer clear from him and deal with him the least amount as I had to. It was a shame though because he was very nice to look at. The man was actually very sexy, when he wasn’t ordering me around, which wasn’t often. Now, as I felt the strain of my work week take over me, I thought about the long weekend away from my office. My body was begging to release some stress, and I knew just the person who could help me. Taking out my cell phone from my purse, I texted Dan and asked what he was doing that night.

Dan was an old friend with benefits. I was not always so free in my sexual ways, but he and I had dated years ago, and I felt comfortable still hooking up with him whenever I was in need of some sexual pleasure. Sure, Dan would work for the time being, but he wasn’t that great in bed, and he often failed to please me, but I was slim on options, so he was going to have to do for the time being.

“Nothing. What’s up?” Dan text back.

“Maybe you can stop by and play a little?” I sent.

“Play? You know I play rough.” He taunted me.

“And you know I like it rough.” I tingled between my legs thinking about him throwing me down and having his way with me.

“Maybe I have better things to do.” Dan teased. “You are going to have to convince me you’re worth playing with.”

“Oh, I am VERY ready to play. I am ready to let you play rough, any and everywhere inside me you want.” I text, knowing my words would get his attention.

“Anywhere?” He asked.

“EVERYWHERE.” As I sent the text, my body ached with a new excitement.

Dan had been trying to get me to explore anal the past few times we hooked up, but I was nervous and reluctant. Not that I didn’t want to do it, it was just that anal was so taboo and unknown to me. I feared the unknown, and I often blushed around the taboo, but this was a fantasy I had been thinking about for some time. The idea of letting a man go deep inside of me in a place that is forbidden was such a turn on, even if it scared me just a little. I had never tried it with Dan, though, mainly because he was just someone I messed around with when I was horny and had no one else to call. Letting him go in the forbidden back door didn’t seem right, it seemed like it needed someone more alluring and demanding than him to break that lock and push their way inside. Still, it was fun to text him with sexual promises I knew wouldn’t happen.

“Ella!” My boss was standing in the doorway with a stern look on his face.

Startled, I jumped, not realizing he had been there watching me as I smiled down at my phone.

“Sorry, Sir. Did you need something, Mr. James?” I nervously sat my phone down on my desk.

“You were supposed to bring me the Williams file twenty minutes ago.” He reminded me with a deep snide tone.

“Oh, yeah. I got caught up on the phone.”

“I noticed.” Cutting me off, he spoke quickly as he looked down at my cellphone.

“No, I was on the phone with Cane and Henderson’s office.” I tried to explain, but his disagreeable face let me know he didn’t believe me or care for that matter. “I’m sorry, Sir.”

Looking up at him, I waited for him to speak. He was about ten years older than me, around thirty-five, with short brown hair and light green eyes. Honestly, he was quite attractive, but his ill-temper and unreasonable demands made me not like him. Still, he was pretty hot, even for a jerk.

“You going to get it?” My boss asked as though I was wasting his time and irritating him.

“Oh, yeah. Sorry, again, Sir.” I rushed from my desk to go to the file room.

What an asshole. I sighed as I went through the W’s searching for the file. Forty-five minutes and I was gone for the weekend and away from my boss. Williams, there it was. Snatching the file up, I hurried it back to Mr. James’ office and sat in down on his desk.

“Is there anything else I can do for you, Sir?” I asked.

“Anything?” His voice was raspy as he looked me strangely over.

“Do you need something?” I asked again.

My boss motioned for me to go back to my desk. I left his office and entered mine. He was so weird, I thought to myself. The way he looked at me was different than he’d ever looked at me. Was he that pissed off that I forgot the file? Was he going to fire me? My office phone rang, the little light flashed to let me know it was Mr. James calling from his office. Great, what the hell did he need now?

“Hello, what can I do for you, Sir?” I answered, trying not sound as sarcastic as I felt.

“I have your cell phone.” He said into the phone. “And you sure do like to play, huh?”

There was a new tantalizing lure in his voice. It was a taunt, a sexual tease to see what move I might make.

“You read my text?” I asked.

“Yes.” He said.

I imagined him standing in front of me in his expensive suit and tie. His body looked good, but I wondered how good it looked naked. Was his cock as big as his ego? Did he have a big dick to back up his bad attitude? My pussy started to get wet as I thought about his naked body.

“Do you like to play, Sir?” I found myself taunting back with my own seductive tone.

He paused for a few seconds. It made me scared that I had misjudged his conversation and overstepped boundaries with my boss. I feared he would reject me.

“Oh yeah, but I don’t know if you could handle how I play.” He told me.

“Is that so?” I felt myself getting more and more turned on talking to him. “Would you like to play with me, Sir?”

“Yes, but first I want you to play with yourself.” He said.

I felt my cheeks blush as his words went through my head. Play with myself? Did he really want me to masturbate right there, in my office, during work hours?

“What do you mean?” I asked as I sat up in my chair behind my desk.

“Slide your hand into your panties and play with your pussy.” Mr. James directed me.

“Right here? In my office? What if someone comes in and sees me?” I asked as my blushed redder saying it out loud.

“Do it, now.” He demanded.

“Hold on, let me shut the door,” I said.

“No, leave it open.”

“But anyone can walk past…”

“I said no. Now, do as I said.” He commanded.

Being told what to do by him suddenly turned me completely on. I reached up my skirt and slid my fingers between my legs, immediately glad I did so. His breath got heavy on the phone as my fingers played away.

“How wet are you?” Asked my boss.

“Really wet.” My fingers went up and down the slickness, making me even wetter as he listened to my breath grow heavier.

My finger slid between the damp lips and over my entrance. The feeling made me close my eyes and moan. Anyone could walk in my office at any moment and see my spread pussy, fingers exploring away.

“Put two fingers inside of yourself.” He told me as I slid them around my pussy.

“Yes, Sir.” I moaned as my finger entered me.

I had never masturbated on the phone with someone before. It was actually so much more arousing than I had ever imagined, especially at work while anybody may hear me from the hall. It felt so forbidden, which made me hot. I had always been attracted to him, even if I didn’t like him, but I had never imagined that he would want me. Mr. James was a wealthy, successful, business man that could have any woman that he pleased. And I was just a young secretary that came late to work and played too much on the computer. Knowing that he wanted me like this made me feel sexy and desirable, especially while probing my own fingers into my pussy as he listened on the office phone. I moaned a little too loud.

“Do you like that, Ella?” He seductively asked.

“Oh, yes.” I went in and out with my fingers as I moaned into the phone.

“Get your tits out and rub your nipples.” Mr. James directed me.

“Someone might see me,” I whispered into the phone.

“Now, do it now, or I am done playing.” He threatened.

Unbuttoning my silk blouse, I opened my shirt and pulled my breast out of my bra. I circled my hard nipples as my other hand rubbed my pussy. Oh, it felt good. Being in my office, knowing I could get caught any second half naked with one hand squeezing my nipples and the other up my skirt, made me oddly aroused. It was thrilling, waiting to be seen in such a position as I talked on the phone with my aggressive boss.

“Mr. James?” I said into the phone. “Hello? Sir?”

My calls went unanswered as I waited for him to respond. My stomach turned as I feared I had finally gone too far with him. Did he not mean to go this far with me? Did I upset him? I sighed as he stayed silent on the other end.

“Are you ready to really play?” He stood in my doorway, looking me over as he waited for my answer.

I hung up the phone and watched as he came in and shut my office door behind him. My hand was still up my skirt, and my pussy was now soaking wet with excitement.

“Time to play?” I asked.

He came around my desk and looked me over for a long moment.

“Get on your knees.” Mr. James ordered.

“Okay,” I said.

“No!” He said sternly. “Sir. You call me Sir.”

“Yes, Sir.” I dropped in front of him to my knees.

I could see his hardened dick inside of his pants. My hand reached up and rubbed over it. Impressed with how big it felt, I hoped he would let me take it in my mouth. His buckled unlatched and he pulled out his large cock. Soon his hand went to the back of my head and pulled my mouth over his dick. The taste of his skin on my tongue made my pussy tingle with excitement as I sucked him hard. My hand gripped his shaft, and I stroked and deep throated him. The head hit the back of my throat, making me gag, but I was determined to suck him hard and completely. He pushed his huge rod deeper into my throat as I dug my nails into his ass.

“You like it rough, huh?” He said as he shoved himself even further down my throat, so far that tears came to my eyes and rolled down my cheeks, but I was loving every second and inch of his demanding ways.

Mr. James pulled my head back by my hair, bringing his dick out of my mouth, before shoving it right back in there. I quickly gasped for air as his length engorged my throat. Over and over again, he fucked my mouth, rough and deep. I had never been handled like that. It was so new and exciting. It was demeaning, yet liberating. I felt powerful, even if he had all the power.

“Get naked.” He suddenly said.

“All the way?” I looked towards the door, fearing that someone might come in any second and catch me naked while giving my boss a blowjob.

“I said get naked, now.” His voice was stern and abrasive, sending a shiver down my body in all the right places.

“Okay.” I stood up off of my knees.

My boss grabbed me and pulled me closer to him.

“Excuse me?” He sounded sexy angry. “How do you answer me again?”

“Yes, Sir.” I corrected myself.

“That’s better.” His hand reached down and yanked my skirt up to my waist.

I gasped with surprise and arousal. He then grabbed my panties and quickly ripped them into pieces and tossed them aside. The strength he had was exhilarating as he dominated me. It was sexy letting him have full control over me.

“Are you going to get naked, or do I need to keep tearing your clothes off?” His raspy voice sent shivers down my spine.

I took my blouse off and threw it aside, keeping my eyes on him as he watched my strip down. Next, I undid my bra and dropped it to the floor. Anxious and aroused, I waited for him to tell me what to do next. It was all up to him, I’d do whatever he told me to at that moment. Not only did it thrill me to be ordered by him, but it also excited me to not know what was going to happen next or how it would feel.

Going slowly, he unbuttoned his expensive pressed shirt and folded it nicely. After sitting it down nearby, he dropped his pants and did the same with them. His body was even hotter than I had imagined, toned and tight, with muscles begging to be licked. I reached up and ran my hands over his hard abs before licking them., but he grabbed my head and pulled me back. He looked at me with an intimidating hunger in his eyes. My body burned with desire, only he could put out as I waited for his next demanding move.

“Bend your ass over the desk.” He suddenly commanded. “Now.”

I did as he said and bent over naked on my desk. He stood there silent as I waited for his next move. Mr. James came behind me, stopping between my legs and dropping to his knees. Then, his tongue entered my pussy from behind, slowly sliding between my slick valley, and the licking inside of my lips. I laid on the desk and enjoyed his mouth. No man had ever licked and lapped me so greedily like he never wanted to share me with anyone ever again. He devoured me like a hungry beast, only my taste quenching his appetite.

Grinding my ass on the desk to the rhythm of his mouth, I savored each second of his tongue in my pussy. His hands squeezed my thighs and spread my legs further apart for him to have better access to my moist slit. Being unable to see him behind me made it more intriguing. He could do anything to me, and I had no way of preparing for what I could see coming my way. One finger went over my clit and rubbed softly. I arched my back and curled my toes as the combination of his tongue in my pussy and his finger on my sweet spot made a climax linger within me.

Then, a surprising thing happened that had never happened to me before, his tongue traveled down from my cunt to my ass, licking over the place that I had never let a man explore before. A moan left my lips as the new feeling overcame me.

“You like that, huh?” He asked.

“Yes, Sir,” I whispered as his mouth went back to my asshole.

His tongue poked into it. The wet tip coiled in and out as his finger rubbed my clit. I had never felt so turned on. Then, one finger circled my tight back hole, as he surely was deciding how much I would allow him to explore.

“Do it.” I breathed heavy. “Please.”

The thick finger entered me just a little, but enough to make me want more.

“Does that feel good?” He asked.

“Yes, Sir.” I moaned.

His finger pushed further into my asshole as I felt myself tighten around it. It took a moment, but soon it was a wonderful feeling. I moved my ass back into him, taking his finger deeper into me. Seeing that I loved it so much, he entered a second finger. Both fingers began to fuck my asshole as I gripped onto my desk and took them deeper.

Just when I was ready for more, he stood to his feet and stayed quiet for a moment. I waited blindly for his next move. Unable to see what was his next move as I stayed bent over the desk, I waited excitedly for him to touch me again. Then, his large dick entered my pussy. I held onto the edge of my desk as he started pounding me from behind. His cock was larger than any other I had ever had before. Pushing and grinding, he plunged hard into me as his hands gripped my ass.

“You say you like to play rough, huh?” He teased from behind me.

“Yes,” I whispered.

“What?” He grabbed my hair and pulled my face back to his.

“Yes, Sir,” I said louder.

“Good girl.” He kissed my cheek and let my hair go.

I had never been handled like that by a man, but I really enjoyed his aggression. It made me wet and ready for much, much more. A slap came down onto my ass. Enjoying the playful slap, I moaned loudly. Hearing my pleasure, he continued his playing. Both his fingers entered my asshole again while he fucked my pussy with his huge cock I cried out with pleasure. My boss’s hand came around and covered my mouth to keep me from moaning so loud, while he continued fingering my tight asshole.

As he probed the back hole, he nailed my pussy harder. He must have felt the climax roaring inside of me as I throbbed on his dick because he pulled his fingers out of my asshole and then his other hand smacked down on my ass again. My pussy began to tremble as I came all over his cock. My cum rushed onto his dick as I quivered all around him. Thankfully he covered my mouth because I was screaming in arousal and satisfaction. The orgasm was incredible, better than any I’d ever experienced before, but he didn’t stop there. He screwed me through the climax and after, eager to bring another to follow.

“Now, let’s really play.” He said as he pulled his dick out of me.

Really play? I wondered how much more I could handle.

The head of his cock rubbed over my asshole, taunting my desires. This was what I had been fantasizing about. This was what I had been asking for. I was nervous, yet excited and ready for whatever he may do to my yearning body.

“I want to play.” I finally said as his rod slid between my ass cheeks.

“Are you sure?” He teased as he squeezed my ass.

“Yes, Sir,” I said.

His cock entered my tight wet asshole slowly, only an inch to start. It was odd, but good feeling. His head wasn’t even all the way in there, as I gripped the desk tighter and braced myself for more. My asshole stretched slowly around his dick as the shaft begin to enter nice and slow.

“That’s a good girl.” He told me as he kissed my neck. “You still want to play?”

“Yes, Sir.” I bit my lip as I waited for him to enter deeper into my ass.

His penis went further into me, stretching my asshole more than ever. It hurt, but in a good way. The pain was an alluring sensation, one that I wanted more of. It felt dangerous and wild, yet exhilarating. I moaned with pleasure as he went all the way into me. Sensing my satisfaction, he picked up the pace and went in and out faster. My asshole took him deeper and deeper, engorging every inch of his massive cock.

“Harder, please,” I begged him.

Mr. James started fucking my asshole harder. My fingers clamped down tight onto the desk as he pounded into me. Again and again, his long thick dick plunged deep into my asshole, making me cry out with satisfaction, not caring who heard me in the offices around us.

“Not so loud.” He warned me.

“I don’t care who hears me,” I told him. “I want them to. I hope they know.”

“You dirty girl.” He said as he continued screwing me in the ass. “Come here.”

He pulled me back as he sat down in the chair behind him. I sat down onto his cock, taking it up my ass as I rode his lap. Up and down, I went. Faster and faster. It was so powerful, being the one pulling his dick in and out of my ass. As I would go up, and he would come out, I hurried to go back down and have him deep in me once more. I could hear his heavy breath, telling me he was loving every inch inside my asshole just as much as me. One of his hands reached around and grabbed my breast. He squeezed and massaged my tit, making my nipples completely hard. His other hand went around and found my wet pussy. Rubbing roughly on my clit, he made sure to pay special attention to my body as I rode his rod with my back hole. My pussy poured wetter and wetter with each pump of his cock.

He pushed me back to the desk and bent me over. Again, he fucked me up my ass hard and deep as I cried out with excitement and arousal. For so long, I had wondered how it would feel, would I be able to handle it, would it hurt too bad? Now, I knew it felt great, I could handle it, and it hurt so damn good.

“You like my cock deep in your ass?” He asked.

“Yes, Sir,” I answered.

“Does that cock feel good?”

“Yes, Sir.”

He plunged hard into me.

“Do you still like playing with me?” His voice was an arousing taunt.

“Oh, yes, Sir!” I cried out as I buckled underneath him, begging him for more with my aching body.

“I want to play rougher,” I said.

“Rougher than this?” He asked.

I knew my next words would determine what would happen next, so I said them with certainty.

“Yes, Sir. Rougher.” Each word came out slow and steady.

His dick pulled out of me and left me yearning for it again. He grabbed my hair and pulled me away from the desk. Pushing me up against the wall, he spread my legs with his knees and then yanked my arms behind my back. I gasped, excited with the frisky punishment he was giving me.

“You think you want it rough, huh?” He breathed down my neck. “Is this rough enough for you?”

I felt him enter my ass from behind as he pushed me hard into the wall. My body was pressed tightly between him and the wall, the side of my face smashed into it, but the aggressiveness made me want him even more. As he pinned me in, he screwed me harder than ever. My asshole ached with a good pain I had never experienced, but I wanted every bit he had to give me. The pain was not enough to scare me away, no the fear is what allured me to start, the pain was what kept me aching for more. Dominating me completely, he grounded into my asshole over and over again so hard that the person in the office next to me was sure to hear the noise of not only our crashing bodies against the wall but also my loud moaning of cries for more.

“I’m cumming!” I screamed out as he plunged into my tight asshole.

My body shook as the climax exploded. Suddenly, I felt him pound hard into me and explode as well. His hand squeezed my ass hard as he shoved into me once more and then came deep into my ass. We trembled together for a long moment, as our bodies rejoiced in satisfaction.

Mr. James slowly pulled out of me and stepped back. I stayed still on the desk for a long moment, my legs too numb and my body too happy to move. It had happened, I had finally tried anal after fantasizing about it for so long. Of course, I had never expected it would happen at work, in my office, with my boss, but sometimes the unexpected is the what pleases us the most. Every second of my playful experience with Mr. James had pleased me; his fingers on my clit, his mouth on my pussy, his dick in my ass. It had all been fantastic and captivating.

“That was amazing. What are you doing this weekend?” I asked as I caught my breath.

Mr. James ignored my question. He picked up his neatly folded clothes and got calmly dressed as though he were getting ready for work in his own home, not my office. Following his actions but not so calm or graceful, I searched to find my clothes and fumbled around getting them on.

“Stop messing around on the phone while at work.” He oddly said as he walked to my door. “I don’t like waiting for files.”

“Oh, I was just…” I tried to say, but he opened the door and left my office as rudely as he had come in.

I sighed and sat back down in my chair. It was now five o’clock and time to go, but my body was still tingling and numb with satisfaction. Thinking about what had just happened, I smiled and shook my head. I didn’t know what pissed me off more, the fact that I had been so turned on by that asshole, or the realization that I was still turned on by him. One thing was for sure, if my boss was going to fuck me like that after waiting for a file too long, I would be forgetting his files more often.


25. The Worst Day of My Life: Anal Sex Fantasy with my Co-Worker by Riley Davis

I have to be next to go. One by one my co-workers are given their marching orders. I know it’s only a matter of time. For one sweet second, Johnny seems like my only friend in the world. His betrayal hurts more than the order to leave. But I try to forget, to drown my sorrows when there is a knock on my door. The sight of him sparks a desire buried deep within my soul. Will I see this through? And where will it lead?

It was the worst day of my life.

I knew it was coming from a million miles away even as I tried to ignore the signs. There were whispers coming from the back office as the old guard started to fall away. Jeanne had to be safe. She seemed to type over a hundred words a minute and always beat the customers to the punch when it came to personalizing a holiday card or the announcement of an upcoming anniversary party. Clients liked her spin and so what if the lettering cost a little bit extra? It was that sort of thing that kept people coming back for more.

She was the first to go.

Her face rivaled the stark white walls with the fluorescent lights shining overhead as she collected the belongings from her desk stuffing the photographs and her blue coffee mug with the Seton Hall pirate into a banker’s box. When I tried to text her that night and call her nearly every day after, my efforts were met with nothing but silence. In time I came to learn that she took the forced “time off” to relocate down South and be with her son. My only hope was that Jeanne would be happy and that the exodus would start and stop with one woman.

But new management had other ideas.

Next, it was Cathy’s turn. She always followed clients’ instructions too without a single objection. That would keep her around. That and the fact that she was sweet enough to regularly bring in baked goods and fresh vegetables from her little garden. Sometimes I came to work with nothing but a bag of lettuce and the knowledge that her green thumb would allow me to decorate my salad in supreme fashion.

Just like that, she was also gone.

Cathy was not silent when I reached out to her after hours. She had been told that she failed to think outside of the box and creativity was needed if the company was going to grow and have a leg up on the competition. As I listened to her sob over the phone, my mind tried to make sense of the reasons being laid at our feet. Jeanne was too loose; Cathy too rigid. Where was the rhyme or the reason?

And did I even stand a chance of fighting the inevitable?

“Anna? A word?

Scott Walsh had bow legs. He walked like a marionette on a string with the puppeteer nowhere in sight. His paunch hung over his belt, and from the first moment I laid eyes on him I had to wonder why he tucked his polo shirt into his khakis when it only accentuated his shortcomings and did nothing to highlight his strengths. Not that they were in such grand supply; the man already had a receding hairline, and the gossip around the coffee pot was that he was only in this position of power because he had wormed his way into the family via marriage to a cousin that no one else wanted to look at twice. For so long, no one wanted to change an operation that was humming along at a steady clip.

But a little power in the wrong hands was a deadly and dangerous thing.

“Anna?”

He spoke my name again, and I felt like a prisoner on my way to the gallows as I followed him towards his office. I was still beyond the threshold when a light whistle caught my attention.

“Johnny?” I asked quickly. The man from the warehouse with dark brown eyes winked as I met his gaze. I remembered sitting with him at a conference table in a windowless room as we went through the motions of orientation. As if we actually needed to see a video on how to simply talk to people and show a little empathy when their needs were not being met. There had been a slight scoff in his tone when we answered the multiple choice quiz as a group after the screen went dark. I liked the look of him and wondered if I might find a way to meet him on a break or walk out with him at the end of business. But Johnny always showed up when I was already halfway into my shift. He seemed to prefer the company of the boys in the back when he got a moment to himself. There was that one time when he saw me without an umbrella at the start of a downpour and shielded me with his jacket until I made my way to my car. He left me with a smile, and I found him in my dreams.

No such luck the next day.

Now he was here, and I took a step closer to his side as he pressed one long finger to his lips.

“Johnny?” I asked again. “Is there something that you---?”

“Just a heads up,” he cautioned. “Watch your step. Don’t let him think he’s won.”

I started to thank him for the warning when the sound of Scott clearing his throat tore me away from his gaze. I mouthed a quick thank you and watched him walk away as I entered the little man’s office and slowly assumed the seat before his desk.

“So, Anna,” he continued as he whipped out what had to be my personnel file and scanned the pages that I could not see. “How long have you been with us?”

“I have been with the company for nearly three years,” I carefully answered. No way was I going to let him do that; Scott Walsh had barely shown up on the scene, and now he was acting like he had built the business from the ground up when the blood and the sweat and the tears came from other people who had a right to the claim.

“That’s what it says right here,” he continued. “How do you think you’re doing?”

It was a trick question. If I said I felt, I was doing a decent job he was bound to list all of the reasons that I was falling short in his estimation. Turn it the other way around, say that I could still do better, and no doubt he would use that as an excuse to hand me my walking papers.

“You’ve probably already made up your mind,” I countered. “So what do you think?”

“Whoa, whoa, whoa, Anna,” he said as he let the file fall to his desk and waved one hand in the air. “No need to get heated or anything. Just a simple question.” His blue eyes practically sparkled at the idea of watching me dance for my livelihood. And it wasn’t like I didn’t need the job. If he cut me off without so much as a severance package, I had no idea how I would make my next month’s rent. But the last thing that I wanted was to give him the satisfaction of seeing how much this hurt.

“Just answer the question,” I said as I folded my hands on my lap.

“If that’s how you want to play it… your numbers are decent enough when it comes to the new customers. But your return average leaves a lot to be desired. I mean, if they’re just going to ask for someone else in the end, couldn’t it be anyone sitting on your desk.”

So my crime was getting the sale but also working the new leads? On what planet did that make any kind of sense? Scott Walsh simply wanted a staff in house that had no knowledge as to how he had acquired his current position.

My time was nearly up.

“What do you really want to say to me right now, Scott?” No way in hell was I going to give him the respect of a title. His eyes narrowed when he seemed to sense that I wouldn’t play, and he stood up on his wobbly legs and pointed towards the door.

“That we thank you for your service,” he hissed. “You can take a moment to collect your things.”

I had a coffee cup and a picture from my best friend’s wedding. And the set of gel pens that I had bought with my own money because I liked the way they felt in my hand. No need for a banker’s box when it came to my belongings, but as soon as I started to stuff the pens into my purse, Scott was there like a shot.

“My offer does not extend to company property,” he said as he tried to pry the pens from my hands.

“No,” I insisted. “These are mine.”

“Just leave them on the desk.”

He didn’t even say your desk. With one flick of his tongue, I was about to be erased. All the nine to fives amounted to nothing, and I felt a switch go off in my head as I fought for the privilege of taking what was mine.

“Check the supply receipts if you don’t believe me!” I demanded. Scott’s supposed show of strength was nothing compared to the rage bubbling in my soul, and I tried to grab the pens and run when he snapped his stubby fingers and beckoned someone closer.

“Johnny! Can we get a little help over here?” Looking over my shoulder, I spied Johnny again. His shoulders sagged, and my eyes filled with hope as he snatched the pens from my hands and stuffed them into his pocket.

“I said that they’re---”

“Get this one out of here,” Scott ordered. “And see that you relieve her of her ID badge before she leaves the building.”

The son of a bitch took off on his bow legs, and Johnny tightened his hold around my waist as he marched me past the cubicles. The few friends that I had left in the office hung their head and tried to keep their focus on their computer screens. The girls that Scott had brought into the fray shot me a few snarky smirks until I was shown out the back door and into the warm afternoon air just after what would have been my lunch hour.

“Anna, I---”

“Save it,” I hissed. “Thought you were trying to have my back in there.”

“I am,” he insisted. “I do.”

“Could have fucking fooled me.”

Ripping my badge from my lapel, I tossed it to his feet and started to turn on my heel.

“I can take it from here,” I continued. “Thanks for nothing, friend.”

I fell into my car and gripped the steering wheel so hard that I thought my whitening knuckles would burst and reveal the bones under the skin. So much for my graceful exit; now Scott had an anecdote for parties he had no right to attend, and maybe Johnny would get a kickback for following the sound of his master’s voice. My heart curdled in my throat, and I struggled to catch my breath as I turned the key in the ignition and sped away from the building. Should I have just let the pens go and taken off with my head held high? Too late for that now, and I pulled into Burger King for a Whopper and a strawberry shake with whipped cream before heading home to drown my sorrows in something stronger.

After showering until my skin felt raw, I cracked open a bottle of wine and made do without the benefit of a glass. I sipped from the neck and started to feel a haze crawl over my eyes when there was a soft knock at my door. Curling deeper into my couch and hoping that the source of the sound would simply disappear, the knocking grew louder until I had no choice but to leave my couch in my paisley pants and white sleeveless t-shirt. Shuffling down the steps, I peered through the peephole and gritted my teeth as I undid the chain followed by the deadbolt.

“Johnny.”

My voice was thick as I spoke his name, and he looked small in the light flickering over my door.

“Hey, Anna,” he muttered. “How are you doing?”

“That’s a dumb question,” I shot back. “What the hell do you want?”

“I… I was worried about you,” he started. “You tore out like a bat out of hell.”

“Did you make sure that you gave Scott my badge?” I asked.

“Yes,” he admitted. “But I---”

“So what else do you people want from me?” I demanded. “I’ve been made a fool. Probably fucked my chances to collect. What else is there to-?”

“I brought you your pens.”

His large hand reached into his breast pocket, and it emerged with my gel pens bound together by a single rubber band. My eyes started to brim with tears as I accepted his gift, and my legs nearly gave out from under me when he was right there to catch me before I fell.

“Anna, I… I’m so sorry you had a shitty day,” he whispered into my ear. Nodding my head into his neck, I felt my body about to go limp when he hoisted me into his arms and carried me up the steps. Johnny settled me on my couch as the hum from the TV glowed a few feet off, and he picked up the bottle of wine with a sad smile.

“Don’t do this,” he said. “You’re better off being out of there.”

“Maybe,” I said as I wiped my nose with the back of my hand. “Only thing that kept me going back was the people. Without Jeanne or Cathy I…”

My voice trailed off when I saw his eyes grow wide, and he placed his hand on my cheek.

“I was there,” he said. “And right now… right now I’m here.”

“So you are,” I agreed. “Thank you for the pens.”

“Least I could do.”

No. He could do so much more.

“Anna, I---”

Cutting him off with a quick kiss, I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled him closer. Johnny moved in time with my lips and started to fall with me into the cushions. I pulled his shirt from his waistband and let my fingers play against his smooth sides as he nipped at my ear.

“You don’t have to do this,” he assured me.

“And what if I want to?” I shot back. “Since that first day?”

“Well, that’s different.”

With a waggle of his eyebrows, he reached under my shirt and found my nipples already hard. I moaned at the impact of his touch as his lips dotted my neck and he grinded his hips against the paisley.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” he moaned. “I kept hoping you’d come around back.”

“Did you really?” I asked as I took his chin in my hand. Johnny bathed my fingers with tiny kisses, and I arched forward until I was sitting at his side. Stripping off my shirt, I only shuddered slightly at the sense of my bare chest under his eyes. Johnny worked his hands over my skin and stopped just below my shoulders as I leaned into him and let his fingers draw close to my ass.

“Take it all off,” I said. “I want you to.”

“And I want to see you,” he said. “But I really only came around to---”

“I have the pens now, Johnny,” I purred. “Don’t you think I deserve something more?” His teeth poked through his lips, and he guided me to my feet as his hands rested on my hips. With one smooth tug, he let the paisley fall from my legs, and I stepped away from the pattern as I planted my palms on his shoulders.

“Do you like?” I asked.

“Of course,” he moaned. Moving between his legs, I let his thighs surround me and saw his cock poking under his pants.

“You really must,” I said. My fingers fell to his fly, and I released his cock with one quick tug. His shaft shimmered in answer to my question, and I moved deeper into his lap as my cunt start to melt around him.

“You’re already so wet,” he crooned. My lips fell to the top of his head, and I kissed him there as my arms winded around his neck and I pulled him into a deeper kiss. As our tongues tangled, I started to strip away his shirt. Kneading my nails into his back, Johnny released a light groan of pleasure.  His pulse met my pussy, and I dragged my hands down his chest. Turning my hips in time with his rhythm, my cunt clenched around his length when I suddenly shot up.

“What’s… wrong?” he panted. His cock was still hard and eager inside my folds, and I lay my hand on his cheek.

“Johnny, I… today I threw all caution to the wind and came out with nothing to show for it.”

“Thanks so much for that,” he said as he started to pull out with a frustrated frown on his lips. He wiped one palm over his damp face, and I let my fingers curl around his wrist as my whisper found his ear.

“Tomorrow you’ll go back and try to keep your nose clean,” I continued. “It’ll do you no good to be associated with the likes of me.”

He tried to protest when I swiftly pressed one finger to his lips.

“So let’s make this one night special,” I said.

“What do you think I’m trying to do here?” he challenged. I had to smile at the earnest tone in his voice, and I stifled the giggle bubbling at the base of my throat.

“I’ve been in boys’ laps before,” I said.

“Kind of got that much,” he said as his breath began to calm. “So why are we stopping?”

“You kept hoping I’d come around back,” I said. “Care to take that literally?”

It took all of a split second for his eyes to comprehend my meaning, and his large hands began to twist me towards my belly when I held him back with a quick shake of my head.

“Not here,” I whispered. “Come to my bed, Johnny.”

Standing slowly, I extended my hand and felt our fingers lace together when he scooped me into his strong arms. Now the giggle burst free, and I quickly kissed him as I gestured towards the closed door just off the living room. Johnny kicked it open, and we fell together on the tangle of sheets that was my unmade bed.

“Sorry for the mess,” I muttered. “But I wasn’t expecting---”

“It’s fine,” he said as he planted a quick kiss on my chin. “You sure you want this?”

His question was sweet, and I felt a small shudder wash over my body when his hard cock returned to my line of sight. What would he feel like buried in my tightest hole? Curiosity consumed me, and I nodded without words as I slowly shifted to my belly.

And eased my legs apart.

Johnny joined me on the bed, the mattress creaking slightly as he joined me within the rumpled sheets. He let one hand sweep over my quivering ass, and as he paused at the crack, a single finger slipped inside me. I bit down on my lip and clutched the blanket just beyond my face when he left me wanting more.

“Don’t stop,” I moaned. “I need this.”

“I got that,” he said. “Same here, Anna.” His hands pushed against my rear, and my body began to open. His breath trickled down my spine, and I felt his cock brush against my skin as his tip hovered at the precipice of my opening, and his hands gripped my shoulders.

“It might hurt,” he said as he placed a kiss on my ruffled hair.

“Not with you,” I said. “Look out for me, Johnny. One last time.”

His fingers trailed down my arms, and he clutched my hands as he thrust forward. My body arched and I gasped at the beginning of his impact. How would he manage to go further? I wondered if this was a foolish desire as he started to fill me inch by inch. With each push, my body felt as if might buckle underneath him, but the delight in feeling him erase the distance between us gave me strength. When he settled between my cheeks, I reveled in his smooth length and waited for him to move.

“Johnny?” I groaned. “Are you going to---?”

He answered my question with a slight push back followed by a sure thrust. My eyes began to water as he settled into a sure pace, and I savored the sense of him going deeper. Every time he moved out, I felt cold. Empty. But then his cock burrowed its way back inside. The organ was on fire as it extended my flesh, and I summoned the strength to clench my trembling desire in an unfamiliar fashion. He explored parts of my body untouched by any man, and I felt my breath pick up in my chest as the seconds between his thrusts, and his loss vanished into the mist of my mind. Was he finding my soul with his throb? I stretched away from the bed and offered even more of my ass as my nails dug into his palms.

“Like that!” I moaned. “Give me more of your…” I couldn’t finish the thought as his cum spilled around me. Yet I was on my knees, knocking my head against his chest as I cried for more and wanted the moment to stretch into an eternity. His cock seemed long enough to get the job done.

And then he released one hand in search of my cunt.

“Cum with me,” he moaned into my ear. “I want to feel you unravel, Anna.”

Following his order with ease, my lust coated his fingers as his lunges took me both sides. I savored the pressure inside my ass as my cunt soaked his palm… the sheets. And when Johnny forced me back to the bed, his teeth nipped at my shoulders as my body brimmed with his lust from every angle. I started to bite down on the sheets when I could no longer keep quiet. I hadn’t done as much when Scott showed me the door, and I would be damned if he would take this moment away from me now.

“Fucking incredible!” I cried. “I want---”

Johnny twisted inside me, and I relished the lingering of his cock. When he finally started to drag his shaft away from my ass, I felt my body tingle. The delicious aches strained to record every inch of his length, and even though I groaned when he was gone, Johnny pushed me towards the pillows and kept one hand between my legs.

“It had to hurt,” he said as he kissed the space just under my eyes. “A little.”

“But I loved it,” I promised as he settled me into the unmade bed and kept caressing my cunt. Somehow I felt that I could come all over again when his fingers paused against my folds, and he traced tiny circles into my soaked skin and rested his head on my shoulder.

“Always knew I should have done a hell of a lot more than just help you to your car,” he said. “And today…”

“You were kind of a white knight today,” I muttered as I stroked his hair. “And I don’t blame you for following his orders. One of us should still have a job.”

“Anna, I…”

His voice fell off, and I tuned him out. There was nothing but his hand on my pussy and dwindling fire around my ass as I drifted into a dream of having him in every way over and over again.

When my eyes fluttered open as a few shards of sunlight poked through the blinds, I wondered how I would walk as I remembered the moments with Johnny. Maybe there would be no need if I could just fall into his chest and find his lips…

…but when I turned to the other end of the bed, he was nowhere to be found.

What the hell had I really expected? I threw myself at him and gave him a fantasy as I indulged my own. Somehow I felt sure that he would keep the night to himself as he returned to the warehouse.

But that did not change the fact that I was utterly alone.

As I started the coffee and couldn’t even think of anything in the way of a solid breakfast, I moved back to the couch and found my discarded pajamas alongside the nearly empty bottle of wine. Dressing slowly, I fell back into the couch and could still smell Johnny in the cushions as I forgot the coffee and curled up into a ball. What did I have to show for the last few years of my life? A few friends. If I managed to keep in touch with Jeanne and Cathy. An amazing night with a strapping man who had brought me to untold heights.

And… and the pens…

My eyes scanned the room in search of the source of the ink, and I focused on the coffee table as I left the couch. Walking was easier said than done, and I thought of hiding them away when I spied the scribble on the back of a magazine.

Anna. If you get this, I went for bagels. Not sure if you like cream cheese or butter. I’ll get both. And I’ll be---

I stopped reading at the sound of the door clicking open and rushed to the top of the stairs. Johnny reappeared with a brown bag in his arm, and he looked up at me as he jangled my ring of keys.

“Hope you don’t mind,” he said. “But I come bearing gifts.”

He stood just a step below me as I reached for his face and nuzzled his nose.

“It’s so sweet of you,” I started. “But don’t you have to get back to the office.”

He shook his head as he grabbed my hand.

“If we’d had a chance to talk, I would have told you that I gave that prick my notice,” he said.

“You… why did you do that?” I asked even as my heart started to skip several beats.

“Because I didn’t want to work for a man like that,” Johnny continued. “And more to the point…”

He met me on the landing as he let the brown bag fall and folded me into his arms.

“I didn’t want to miss out on seeing you every single day.”

My lips melted around his, and I felt no fear for the future as he hoisted me into his arms, and I let my head fall into the crook of his neck.

“Thank you,” I whispered. “For everything.” We kissed again, and I could smell the coffee ready to hit the mugs as I glanced back in the direction of the bedroom.

“You want a blowjob before breakfast?” I asked with a wink.

“I love the sound of that.”

And I loved so much more than his words as we fell back to the sheets. It was just past dawn, and this already felt like the best day of my life.


26. The Price of Doing Business: Rough First Anal Sex at the Office by Roxy Rhodes

I was in town on business, meeting a big client I’d only known through email and texts. I’d gotten to the hotel early, claimed my room, and headed to the bar. And that was the first time I saw him.  Nick. I thought he was an asshole. He hit on me. So I put him in his place by drinking him under the table. Next morning I stepped into my client’s office…and was face to face with Nick. I thought I’d blown my contract with his company. But he was the ultimate businessman, even extending my contract. It was totally unexpected. What happened after then was beyond any expectations. I’d never expect that he’d bend me over his desk, right there in his office, and give me my first anal sex, and a really rough time at that.

I was sitting at the bar, waiting for my second glass of wine. I was in town to meet a client, one that I’d only shared emails and texts with so far. The company was my biggest client, and I’d made a rare trip to meet with them in person. This contract could make or break my company.

“You need something stronger than that. Let me order you a big girl drink.”

I glanced at the guy beside me. Tall, handsome…and with a big leer pasted on his face.

“I’m fine. Thanks.” I turned on the bar stool, giving him my back.

He nudged my shoulder. “But I’m just being nice. Besides…” He put his hand on my shoulder and spun me toward him. “I like buying drinks for pretty girls. Tell me your name, and I’ll buy you two.”

“I said no thanks.” The waiter slid my drink across to me. I slid some money toward him. “And now…” I looked at the guy. “I’m leaving.”

I found a booth, slid in. And then the guy was there with me, sliding in across from me.

“You really don’t understand basic English, do you?”

“Just tell me your name and I’ll leave you alone. Promise.”

I didn’t believe him, but... “Lexie McKenna.”

“You don’t understand that I want to get to know you...Lexie.” He grinned like we had a secret to share. Obviously giving him my name was a mistake.

I took a deep breath, blew it out. This guy wasn’t giving up. I thought about my options. Moving, yelling for help, kicking him under the table. Or…I could do what I’d done in college when guys thought they could put the moves on me.

“Fine. You want to get to know me? Buy me a drink? Then buy me a real drink.” I pushed my glass of wine aside. “Tequila. Top shelf. Shot glasses. Best man wins.”

“Wins what?” He was already sliding out of the booth.

“What we want. You want me. I want you gone. Got it?”

He gave me a sloppy grin. I watched him at the bar, watched the bartender pull down a really good bottle of tequila. That should put a dent in his wallet. Then he was back.

“Here. Will this work for you?”

“It will. You think you can handle this?”

He leaned across the table. “Little girl, you’re going to be right where I want you in about ten minutes.”

“Then let’s get this started.”

He poured out the first shots, pushed mine across to me. I raised the glass, and he raised his.

“To getting what you want.”

“To getting what you want. That’s good.” He tossed back his shot, and I did the same. This stuff was good; smooth and mellow, a kick on the backside. I’d drunk rotgut in college; this stuff was amazing.

“Again.” I set my glass down on the table. I watched as he filled the shot glasses again. We tossed them back.

“You’re good at this, for a little girl.”

His words were getting a little slurred, and he slopped a little tequila on the table when he filled the glasses again. I, on the other hand, just felt a warm glow in the middle of my body, slowly radiating out. I knew I was fine as long as the warmth didn’t get to the ends of my fingers. Then I’d be pretty much useless.

We went through a couple more shots. The warmth was spreading, but slowly. The guy, though, he was losing ground fast. There was more tequila on the table than in the glasses. His eyes were unfocused, and his head was starting to drop.

“You almost done, little girl?”

I had to laugh. “That’s some bravado you’re putting on there. You can barely see me. Even if you had me in bed, you’d pass out before you even got it up.”

He grinned at me, a drunken grin. “You’re funny…” His head dropped again, then he jerked it up. “You’re funny…and pretty. Are you drunk enough to fuck me yet?” Then his head hit the table. I waited for a count of ten, then pulled the bottle out of his hand. No need to waste a half a bottle of tequila. I put the stopper back in, slid out of the booth and went to my room. I was going to sleep very well tonight.

* * *

I woke up the next morning with a hangover. In the shower, with the hot water beating down on my head, I kicked myself for letting the guy get to me, for letting an asshole like him goad me into reverting back to the party-girl I’d been in college.

But I did feel a kind of cocky about the whole thing. And my headache was starting to fade. I’d be fine. But I was pretty sure the other guy was going to have a really rough morning.

I was dressed and in the lobby, waiting for a cab in half an hour. I felt on top of my game, ready to meet my client, seal this deal and get the contract we’d talked about.

The cabbie was chatty, and we talked about the city, why I was there. I told him what happened in the hotel bar. He laughed, gave me a thumb’s up and then dropped me off in front of the Vista Park Offices.

I was ready; I walked in, took the elevator to the tenth floor and stepped into the lobby of Northern Communications. I’d been doing freelance computer coding for them for several months, and now I was being offered a year-long contract. Guaranteed work; guaranteed pay.

The receptionist looked up with a professional smile. “Yes? May I help you?”

“I’m here to see Nick Parsons.”

“One moment.” She did whatever she needed to do with the telephone, and I turned to look out the window. The view here was stunning, looking out over one of the city’s numerous parks. It was sunny, the trees moving in the breeze. I thought about my office at home that looked out on my backyard and weedy flowerbed. I’d love to have a view like this.

“Ms. McKenna?”

I turned toward the voice. A man stood in the open door behind the receptionist. I squinted, eyes adjusting from the sunny view outside. Something was wrong; the voice sounded familiar.

“Mr. Parsons?”

“Yes. Please come inside.” He was smiling. And in absolute clarity, I saw that the man I was meeting with was the man I’d drank under the table last night in the bar.

I walked toward him, wondering if as soon as the door closed, he was going to fire me, then kick me out, then call everyone he could and tell them what a bitch I was.

“Here, have a seat.”

Slipping out of my suit jacket, I sat down cautiously, watched as he moved behind his desk and took his seat. He was still smiling at me. For a minute I got it: he didn’t remember me, or what happened. Relief flooded through me. This was great. An alcohol induced memory lapse. I gave him a big smile.

“So, Ms. McKenna…can I call you Lexie?”

“Oh, well, yes…you can.”

“Great. Or…” He leaned forward, elbows resting on his desk. “I could call you little girl.”

The relief I felt vanished. A cold chill ran through me. He did remember.

But he smiled, a big smile. He sat back, looking remarkably relaxed. I was a panicky mess.

“Listen, Mr. Parsons, I can explain…” I wasn’t sure how I could explain. “I’m sorry…”

Mr. Parsons…Nick…held up his hand. “No need. I was an ass. Sometimes I get like that after a tough day at work.” He shrugged, then laughed. “I’m really sorry.”

“I’m sorry.” I laughed, but it was tentative, a little shaky. “I put up with a lot of crap in college, plus I had four older brothers. I guess I get a little aggressive sometimes.”

“I like aggressive. So, Lexie, let’s get down to business.” He pulled a file folder toward him, flipped it open. “You have an excellent track record with us. Good work, on time, never over budget…or not by much.” He glanced up and smiled. “Overall, we’re really pleased with what you’ve done for us.” He closed the folder.

“That’s great.” I smiled. Maybe this was going to be okay after all. “I really enjoy working with your company.”

“Okay. Then we’re all on the same page. I’d be happy to extend to you a contract, for a year, as a freelance coder. Will that work for you?”

“I…it would.” I knew my smile was growing by the second. “Thank you, very much.” This could make my career. It was certainly going to make my life a lot easier, financially, for the next year. Even if it was going to be a very busy year.

“So, one last formality.” He stood up. “One last condition before we sign the contract. Non-negotiable.”

“Okay.” I watched in confusion as he walked around his desk, then to the office door. I was even more confused when he turned the lock. The click was loud. Then he turned back to me. The smile on his face was a little less friendly, and a little more like the smile I’d seen last night in the bar.

“I don’t understand.” I had no idea what he was going to do or say. “I’m really confused.”

“Well, it’s like this…” Nick walked back across the room. I never took my eyes off of him. He sat on the edge of his desk. He was still smiling, but there was something behind that smile that wasn’t quite so friendly. It was a little mean, in fact.

“You embarrassed me. Really…” He shook his head. “Really embarrassed me last night. And I don’t like that. At all. So…”

I watched as he stood up and then he disappeared behind my chair. It was almost impossible to resist turning around. It made me nervous to have him behind me. When his hand touched my shoulder, I jumped.

“Not so confident as you were last night, Lexie? A little nervous, unsure?” When he spoke again, his voice was low, his head right beside my ear. “Not a very good feeling, is it?”

“No…not really. But if it’s money…I can lower my fee.”

“Not money. It’s not the money at all. It’s about pride.” His fingers tightened against my shoulder. Then they moved lower, sliding along my skin, slipping under the edge of my blouse. “You hurt my pride. And I don’t like that.”

“Oh, I’m sorry.” I looked from his hand—the hand that was moving lower, flirting with the lace edge of my bra—then craned my neck to look at him. “We can go back to the bar, have another…”

“Another chance? Another chance for you to humiliate me?” His laugh was tinged with the same cruelty I’d seen in his smile. “I don’t think so.” His hand moved lower, beneath the edge of my bra. I tensed, but it was hard to not to notice how those fingers felt on my skin. He ran his fingers over my hard nipple, and I gasped. My hips were already rolling up, then back, a little tickle of anticipation starting in the pit of my stomach. I moaned a little as he rolled my nipple between his fingers, and then I moaned a lot as he pinched it.

“You like that? So do I. My male pride likes that I can excite you.” His lips touched my ear, then moved down to my neck. “You are excited, aren’t you?”

“I…I am…yes.” I breathed out the words. I was excited, but I didn’t want this job in return for sex. I reached up, stopping his hand. “But I want the job because I’m good. Not because I let you have sex with me.”

“You’ll get the job because you are good. But you’ll let me do this because I want you to feel like I did last night. Embarrassed and out of control, and your pride hurt.” I was still holding his hand, but beneath my fingers he squeezed my breast, fingers digging in.

“Oh…” I relaxed my hold on his hand. “I didn’t mean…to do that…” His fingers moved over me again, playing over that hard nipple, rolling and pinching, pulling and tweaking. It set off a chain reaction of sensations through my body, shivers and tremors and jolts. I was a little out of control, just a little. My hips jerked up sharply, my knees falling apart just a little. My skirt was tight, and it kept my legs from falling completely open.

“You didn’t mean to, but you did.” He reached around with his other hand, reached down to my other breast. I tipped my head back, and his mouth found mine. The kiss went from zero to sixty in a heartbeat. I let my lips fall open, and his tongue was there, instantly, thrusting against mine. I managed to reach up, to touch his face, his hair. I think I moaned a little. If this was what Nick wanted, then Nick could have this…and me. I broke the kiss.

“Yeah, okay. Whatever…”

I caught the look in his eyes, and then his hands were pulling away, and he was standing up. I stood, or tried to. But then the chair was gone, and I lost my balance, stumbling toward the desk. Nick caught me, hands on my hips. I tried to turn around, but he pushed me forward. I put my hands out, catching myself on the edge of his desk. I turned, looking at him over my shoulder.

“This is…”

“This is not what you think it is.” He pulled up my skirt, shoving it up around my waist. “Not in the least.”

“You can…take this off…” I tried to push my skirt down, tried to reach behind to pull down the zipper. “It will make it easier…”

“I don’t want easy. I want this…” He reached between my legs, grabbing my panties. I heard the tear of silk and then his hands, fingers probing between my legs, running over my pussy. A little thrill of fear raced through me, but it was quickly replaced with a wave of arousal that threatened to make my knees weak. He was sexy, and I was ready, and if he wanted to have sex with me, bending me over his desk, then that was fine with me. Out of control or not, this was going to be amazing.

His fingers found what he was looking for, what I wanted him to find. He was teasing me, fingers moving over me, but not quite touching where I wanted him to touch. I shifted my hips, arching my back, angling my body, giving him the broadest hints possible to what I wanted. But he kept playing around the edges of everything. I was twitching in anticipation, thinking at any moment his phone would ring, or someone would knock, and I’d be…

I’d be there, bent over his desk, my skirt up, ass bare to the world .That was what he was going to do. He’d embarrass me in front of his whole office. I tried to stand up, reaching back to pull down my skirt. Nick said something, but I shook my head.

“No…not this…”

“This?” He grabbed one of my wrists, pulling it away from my skirt. “This what?”

I was desperate now. “Look. I’m sorry about last night. If you want to embarrass me, you did. I’m mortified. But don’t do this…don’t…” I choked back the rest of the sentence. He was laughing, a dark sound that didn’t do anything to boost my confidence. I finally found my voice.

“Someone’s going to open the door, come in, or you’re filming me…you’re going to embarrass me in front of a whole bunch of people.” I took a breath. “Like I did to you last night.”

The hand between my leg stopped moving, but he still held my wrist. He leaned forward, pressing his hips against my ass. I could feel his hard cock through his pants.

“You think I want to do that? Do you think I’d give up this...” He slapped my ass, hard enough to make me yelp. “Do you think I’d give this up before I’m done with it?”

“But...what do you want?” I thought it was clear he wanted sex, but now I wasn’t so sure. “You can have me, if that’s what you want. Sex, I mean.”

“I intend to have sex with you.” There was something dark in his voice. It made me wonder if sex with him was really what I wanted, after all. “Just not the way you think.”

I wasn’t sure how many ways there were to have sex. I mean, I know there’s more than one way, but...we were limited as far as where we were, and how much time we had. Or so I thought.

“What do you mean? What do you want?”

“Like I said, you...out of control, embarrassed. I intend to drink you under the table, in so many words. Only with sex.”

I was still throbbing with anticipation, but now I was just a little afraid of where this was going to go. But sex was sex...and underneath everything else, I was still aching for him to use that cock I felt pressed against my ass. I wiggled against him, thinking I could get him distracted enough by my ass rubbing against his cock that he’d just pull it out and fuck me with it.

“Okay, fine. You can...”

He grabbed my hair, tugging hard, pulling my head back. I let out a whistling cry of pain. His lips were against my ear.

“I can, and I will.”

I heard the sound of his zipper coming down and then the heat of his cock against my ass. The touch of him made my pussy throb, and I arched my back, moving my legs apart. God, from here he should be able to see me, see how wet I was, how ready. I breathed out a sigh of relief: a fuck over his desk, I’d be mortified...but it would be over. I’d have to walk out of his office, past his secretary, and they’d all know what had happened.

He rubbed his cock over my ass, one hand snaking around to grab my breast. He fumbled for a second against my blouse, then pulled at it. I heard something tear, tried to reach up and stop him, but the buttons gave way, falling on his desk. Then he had my bra-covered breast in his hand again, groping me, kneading my flesh.

His mouth was against my ear, breathing coming hard and fast, his cock sliding between my legs. And I knew he was going to fuck me, and it was going to be hard and fast, and I was going to try not to scream too loudly when I came.

“God, yes...do it. I’m ready...fuck me. Hard.”

He slipped the head of his cock into me, rubbing it back and forth, covering himself with my slick juices. He brushed against my clit, circling it, teasing me. I jerked and cried out, my knees threatening to buckle. He moved his cock away, pushing against my wet opening. I thought this had to be it, had to be.

“You think you know what’s going to happen, how this is going to go.” He jabbed into me, short, sharp thrusts, but always pulling back. Frustration built inside me. I wanted him, badly. Wanted him to fuck me.

But he wouldn’t do what I wanted. He slid the head of his cock back over my clit, rubbing it over me, just enough to tease me, but pulling away when I started to moan, when I came anywhere close to...anything resembling sexual fulfillment. I was out of control, my irritation and frustration growing by the minute.

“Alright. Okay. I get it...” I looked up at him over my shoulder. “I’m sorry for last night. Sorry that I...”

He pulled his cock away from me totally. “You’re sorry? Okay. Well, that’s something...” His hand moved up my back, fingers playing with the clasp on my bra. I felt the hooks come undone, and my breasts swing free. He reached around, grabbing me, fingers kneading my flesh. This was it, this had to be it. There was no way he could stand looking down at me, at my bare ass, his cock wet with my juices, sliding between my legs. And now the feel of my breast in his hand, soft and full and firm, the nipple hard as a marble as he rolled and pinched it between his fingers. All of that had me practically on the edge; it had to have some effect on him.

“You’re out of control. You’re almost coming right here, practically dripping on the carpet. But you’re not embarrassed, are you? You’re sorry...but not embarrassed.”

“I am...”

The sharp thrust of his cock against my ass cut off my words with a sharp yelp of surprise.

“Not really. You could get dressed and walk out of here, and no one would ever suspect what had happened. Just a long business meeting, that’s all.”

I wasn’t sure a quick tidy up in the bathroom would erase all the evidence of what we were doing...or what he was going to do. But he was right. I wasn’t embarrassed. Shocked, maybe. But certainly confused—and aroused—beyond anything I’d ever experienced.

“I want you to make the walk of shame, like I had to last night. Out of my office, past all of my staff. Just like I had to walk out of that bar.”

His fingers rolled and twisted my nipple, and it was impossible to bite back the moan of pleasure that rose up. Then his hand was back between my legs, probing, thrusting, fiddling with my clit. I jerked, my hips rocking forward and back, arching, waiting for ...something. This was it...I could look forward to an end to this teasing. A wonderful end, something to remember.

But I really wanted his cock, that big thick thing he’d been teasing me with. I wanted it buried inside me, all the way, hard and fast. Hands and fingers would work, but I really wanted a good old-fashioned fucking.

There was a bit of fumbling behind me, his hand leaving my pussy and my breast. I was confused and tried to raise up, to see what he was doing. But he brought his hands up to my shoulders, pushing me face down on the desk. One hand stayed on the back of my neck, holding me down. It hurt, having my cheek pressed against his desk. But I could put up with a little pain in return for a good fuck.

His hand brushed against my ass, and then I felt the head of his cock brush against my ass. He was headed in the right direction, finally, his cock sliding down the cleft of my ass. I whimpered in anticipation, wiggling my ass in a wanton invitation.

But his cock stopped moving toward my pussy, instead sliding back up between my buttocks. My whimpering got louder, and I tried to lift my head. But he tightened his grip, keeping me pinned.

He leaned over my back, his lips next to my ear. “Out of control, and embarrassed. Just the way I like my women.” With a quick thrust, he penetrated my ass...my virgin asshole. There was a startling moment of pain and then he stopped, the head of his cock

I wasn’t sure if it was plain old amazement at what he did, or the pain of his cock thrusting into my asshole, but for what seemed a small eternity I was completely silent. Then I drew a breath and blew out a whistling cry of pain.

“Jesus, what the hell...”

“What the hell? What is your ass...” His hand moved over my skin. And then he slapped me, hard. The stinging pain was a sharp counterpoint to the throbbing where he’d put his cock.

“It’s a beautiful ass, round and curvy...and now bright pink. But only on one side.” Before I could say anything he slapped the other cheek. “And now you’re pink on both sides.

“The hell...” His voice dropped to a harsh whisper. “The hell is what I’m going to do to you...”

For an instant, I had no idea what he meant. My ass hurt, in so many different places, and in so many different ways. I thought he meant a spanking and then...but he thrust forward again, harder until his hips banged into my stinging ass. I felt as if I’d been split open and not in a good way.

“That hurts...” I gasped out the words while still eye-to-eye with his stapler. “Oh, God, that hurts...”

He pulled back and the pain was a totally different...a relief, of sorts. But then he was back, pushing into me, his cock stretching me in ways I never thought possible. I cried out again, fingers digging into the papers on his desk, crumpling them. I didn’t think it was possible he could fit all of that inside me, up my ass. But he did.

“Breathe, Lexie. Breathe. Relax.”

“Easy for you to say.” I got the words out through gasps for air. “You don’t have a cock shoved up your ass.”

“You’ll like it if you just give it a chance. Now...relax.” He pulled back, slowly.

The pain was there, intense, but the sharp edge was fading. The pain shifted as he moved, as he thrust forward again, slowly this time. I moved with him, my hips flexing as he pulled back, pushed forward. Gradually my whimpers changed to moans and gasps, not of pain, but of pleasure.

“That’s it...I knew you had it in you. Now that you’re warmed up...”

I wasn’t sure what he meant, but I wasn’t sure either that I wanted whatever it was. But I was in no position to protest, even if I could have gotten the words out.

Nick took a deep breath, and if I’d wanted a hard fucking, I was getting it now. His thighs banged into my ass as he thrust into me, over and over, faster. My hips banged into the edge of his desk as he pushed me forward. He finally took his hand away from my back, grabbing my hips, pulling me back as he thrust forward. I started to slide back, and I grabbed at his desk. Files and pens went flying off the desk, papers fluttering to the floor.

Something dark and primal let loose inside of me, something I’d never felt before. The pain from his thrusts changed, dulled, but got stronger, sinking deeper, turning into a deep ball of heat between my hips.

I slid one hand off the desk, reaching between my legs, finding my clit. It was swollen and hard, and I rubbed as hard as I could. I was wet, as he said, practically dripping wet.

“You like this, my cock in your ass.” Nick’s voice was a hoarse whisper behind me. “I knew you would.”

Then he came, with a deep moan and a series of grunts. I was filled with wet heat and something triggered inside of me. I cried out, my hips jerking, back arching as I came hard. There was a flood of my own hot juices over my hand, and over the sounds, we were making I swore I heard the spatter of drops hitting the carpet.

Nick fell over my back, breathing hard. I felt him slip out of me, then move away. I stayed where I was, bent over the desk, my bare ass—bare, pink, plundered ass—exposed. Behind me I heard Nick’s footsteps, then water running. Must be in his private bathroom.

After a minute, when I could catch my breath, I stood. He was behind his desk now, sitting down, smiling at me.

“You can freshen up, if you like.” He tipped his head toward the door in the corner. I nodded and as best I could with my skirt still hiked up around my waist—and inexplicably missing one shoe—I tottered off to the bathroom.

One look in the mirror told me there was little I could do to fix my face. It was just easier to wash off my smeared makeup and run my fingers through my hair.

As far as the rest of me...my panties were ripped, left behind on the floor of Nick’s office. My bra was hanging from my shoulders. At least that wasn’t torn. I hooked it, then looked at the wreckage of my blouse. One button remained, at the bottom. I was exposed, with nothing to cover my sheer bra, except my suit jacket.

Aside from that, my skirt seemed intact. I smoothed it down, tugging it over the stinging skin of my ass. I felt dirty, wet, definitely did not want to sit down anywhere until I could get home. I gave myself one last look and then wobbled back to Nick’s office.

He was sitting on the edge of his desk, looking like we’d just had a very productive meeting, instead of him fucking me up the ass. In one hand he held my missing shoe.

“You might need this.”

I took the shoe and slipped it on, then stood and looked him in the eye.

“How do you feel, Lexie?”

“Fine.” My voice didn’t sound fine. It sounded as shaky as I felt. I cleared my throat. “I’m fine.”

Nick smiled then stood. “Then let me escort you out. I’ll send the contracts over to the hotel and if you have any questions you can give me a call. I assume you’re staying one more night?”

I nodded. “That’s fine.”

I hadn’t noticed it walking to the restroom, but it was clear now between the tight skirt chafing my ass, and the damage Nick had done to other parts of my anatomy, that walking was going to be painful. Very painful. I winced, and Nick laughed.

“So...” He opened the door. Outside was his secretary and what seemed like everyone employed by his company. “Sorry for the crowd, but the annual board meeting just ended. Most of these people are shareholders and board members.” He leaned closer.

“And you’ll be walking right past all of them.”

I turned to look up at him. “You’re kidding?”

Nick smiled and shook his head. “It’s your walk of shame. You’re already blushing...” He sniffed. “And you smell like sex.”

And with a slap on my burning ass, he pushed me out. And closed the door behind me.


27. The Impossible Possible: A Foot Job and First Anal Sex Story by April Fisher

I and my boyfriend are sexual and unapologetic - so it only made sense that when he asked for anal, I asked for something else equally just as dominating. Because who didn't like to fuck in every way they could think of?

“You eat so gracefully, yet I can’t help but get hard just looking at it.”

Leonard licked his lips as he finished chewing his food, while I couldn’t help but tease him by putting a whole pickle into my mouth and slowly biting into it – with my mouth closed of course. I didn’t understand what he meant by graceful because it dripped down my chin and hand. I put it down and chewed, wiping away the juice and licking it up. “That’s anything but graceful,” I replied.

He cut into his meat and chewed. I heard him slurp a little as the juices came out. “Well,” he said, swallowing his food. “Grace isn’t one solid definition. Grace could mean one thing to one person, and one thing to another. You ate that pickle so well I wouldn’t have been able to tell the difference between grace and mess.”

I laughed a little and dug into my meal more. Leonard, forever the smooth talker. He was a successful man of his own business, but he refused to work at night – because he always came home to me, and while we were an extremely sexual couple, a lot of it was trust and affection. He always said that while he enjoyed his job he preferred his role as my husband more.

He had lovely curly hair that he kept neatly trimmed and hydrated, but he only wore glasses when he needed to read. I always thought it made him look cute and endearing, even though he always said he looked like he got beaten up in math class at his high school. I didn’t doubt it because while he was a smooth person, he sometimes let it slip that he was less than secure and confident. When I saw this, I always made sure to make him feel like a king. Not that I didn’t at other times, but especially then and especially because he always made special efforts to make me feel like his queen.

In high school, I had been the quiet girl who maintained my grades with little effort, asking questions when I didn’t know and taking efficient notes. When I hit college, my studying routine paid off, and I passed that without having to cram in sleepless nights before midterms or finals. I met Leonard just before my senior year, and now, six years later, we were both well-off and living married in our own house. A dream indeed, but one we both made come true with hard work and good habits and no lack of fighting with each other over money.

The one thing we never fought about was sex. That was the one area neither of us could complain about, and we had no lack of it. In fact, I watched him dig his mouth into the corner of a bone to get the rest of the meat off of it, and his mouth moved in such a way that made me really horny. I smiled and went back to eating more gracefully than he, using my fork to tear off the meat.

Speaking of grace, I had dressed a little more proper tonight so maybe that’s what he was talking about. My hair was in perfect black waves down my shoulders, my makeup was just enough to be noticeable but with red lips, and my dress had just enough cleavage to be sexy according to normal standards. Frankly, I thought any amount of cleavage was sexy and so did my husband. But I decided to go the conservative route this time.

“Natalie, I have to ask you… have you ever done anal?”

I smirked at him. “No, but I would be more than happy to try as long as I get to do something new to you as well.”

Leonard smiled. “I like where this is going. What do you have in mind?”

I felt a little weird for asking, but it had always been a fantasy of mine, and it wasn’t like Leonard, and I hadn’t done weirder things before. “I would like to give you a foot job.”

“A foot job, huh? I… like it, strangely.”

Leonard had always been self-conscious of his feet and so have I. But I figured we’d both given each other enough foot massages to be comfortable with it by now, and trust was sexy.

I stuffed my mouth as he pondered over the idea a little. I couldn’t help but drool over how good my food was, even if the topic we had suddenly started talking over was serious enough to garner my full attention. Then again, sex was sex and it should be fun, so why take it so seriously? I slurped as my mouth filled with meat juice and he laughed. “You too huh? It’s delicious.”

He didn’t answer my demands, but I didn’t bring it up. I knew he would eventually ask me about it, or agree to it. Leonard almost never said no to trying something new. I was so happy that I had found someone that could take my suggestions and feedback and turn it into something amazing for both of us. He had so many great ideas – and that’s why we didn’t have to worry about money anymore.

Eventually, after a small silence of eating penis shaped foods, he answered me. “Okay, sounds like a good idea. And if either of us doesn’t like it, we can just say it was an experience and an exercise in trust.”

I shrugged and went back to my penis shaped sushi. I wondered how they got it to look like that. I stuffed the whole thing in my mouth and swallowed before I answered. “And then we can go back to doing fun stuff,” I smirked. He squirmed in his seat, obviously having a hard time waiting until we got back home to unload on me. But before he’d taken me out he said that even though sex would be there because that’s who we were, he wanted to romance me like they might have in the older days, back when flowers were still considered a normal thing to give your date.

We’d already gone dancing – a salsa club mostly filled with older people, but I didn’t mind because I felt much younger than I probably was. I enjoyed the music, moving my hips and feet to the rhythm along with Leonard. It had been a long time since I’d had so much fun, and I implored him to take me out again soon to another club. After all, wasn’t the best thing about partying the fact that you had someone to go home with at the end of the night anyways?

“Oh, you have a little… thing…” Leonard leaned over the table and kissed me on the corner of my lips, then passionately smooched me on the spot. I returned the kiss in kind, used to this sort of thing. I was glad I was used to it. I was lucky to have a good relationship.

He sat back down and grinned at me. “Couldn’t help myself, it just looked so damn delicious.”

I giggled. “Well, I’m looking forward to dessert.”

He tilted his head, feigning ignorance. “And what’s for dessert?”

I licked my lips, staring at him with intense eyes. He squirmed in his seat again. I went back to eating, satisfied that my look was completely self-explanatory.

In actuality, dessert came in the form of a chocolate cheesecake with strawberries on top and drizzled with caramel. We shared it and fed each other small bites with each other’s forks. In an effort to be fun, I dipped my finger in the caramel and held it out for him to lick. He went a step further and put his mouth around my whole finger, sucking it all clean off. I laughed but also found it quite sexy given that we’d had a threesome before and he’d gotten no complaints about the blowjob he gave.

After supper, we walked home. It took us only ten minutes since we lived only a few blocks down from the restaurant. The lights of the city, combined with the lack of the bustle of the day and the fresh air the night offered, made me feel even closer to my husband. The sky was clear and as we walked on, the buildings became older and more refined in nature. It was almost like we were in a movie.

We lived next to a park, which was also empty. We decided to walk through it on our way home. The trees around us and the park benches offered solace gotten almost nowhere else. I’d come here many times after a fight with Leonard, needing to be alone and at the same time, not needing to. There were usually people here sitting on the benches and playing with their pets. At night, it became a place to go when you had nowhere else to go.

We entered the apartment, and Leonard went to the bedroom while I locked the door and took a new bottle of wine out of the fridge. I guessed he had something planned for me, and while I waited for him to finish in there, I poured us a couple of glasses of wine, pondering just how long it would take me and Leonard to try a sex party. It was bound to happen because we’d tried almost everything under the sun. Tonight, we could probably say we had tried everything if someone only named it.

He came out and put his arms around me from behind and took his glass of wine. I corked the bottle again, but I didn’t move. He kissed my neck and took a sip of wine. “Are you ready to be treated like a queen?” he asked me, taking hold of my hand.

I took my glass of wine, turned around and smiled at him. “Aren’t I, though?”

He kissed my lips and led me to the bedroom. “Tonight, you are more.”

In the bedroom, there was a fancy scene that could only be present in a movie. Candles were lit on our end tables, on the shelves and on the desk, giving the room a warm glow. There were rose petals on the bed from top to bottom, and flowers in a vase on each end table. I moved in slowly and touched the flowers and petals. They were all real, and they smelled amazing. I wondered how much it cost him to set this entire thing up, but I didn’t bother asking. We were well off now.

He took our glasses of wine and placed them on the desk. “Dance with me and I will take you high,” he said, not missing a single beat. For the first time in a long time, my heart raced, and I couldn’t wait for everything else we had planned.

He took my hand and pressed play on our music player. We had a special sex playlist, but he didn’t use that one this time. Instead, he used a slower playlist, made for love and romance. We’d gone dancing, but I realized we hadn’t done a slow dance at all tonight, and that’s what he was aiming for. I put a hand on his shoulder as he pulled me closer for the dance. I looked up at him. “You knew I would say yes to everything today, didn’t you?” I asked. Despite the fact that we had an amazing relationship, romance like this was rather scarce, and he knew I wanted more of it.

“Indeed.” He kissed the top of my head. “But I will do more in the weeks to come. I have… ideas.”

I smirked at him. “Ideas, huh? Maybe I should check my calendar and see if I’m free.”

He chuckled. “You want more of this, so you won’t say no.”

I laid my head on his chest and listened to his heartbeat. It was completely calm, unlike mine that was doing laps around the city. I knew that even if I had plans, I would drop them to be with him, especially if he was planning romance.

We danced slowly for what felt like an eternity without any more words, the candles slowly burning the wax down until it dripped onto the plates they were on. The music played on into the night without regard for time, and we danced. While we did, I thought about many things about our life together, and sex was at the back of my mind for the majority of the time. I wondered if we were even going to do anything, as he seemed content to just sway with me.

I looked up at him finally, and opened my mouth to speak, but he quickly put a finger over my lips. Then he leaned in and kissed them, withdrawing his finger and placing the hand across the small of my back. I wrapped my arms around his neck, and he pushed me backwards. I wasn’t about to complain about his methods. Instead, I let him put my back to the mattress, making out with me. The music played on, setting the mood for our escapade.

He moved his lips down to my neck, and I leaned my head to the side to give him more access. The petals underneath my bare skin felt so soft and velvety. And when I opened my eyes, I noticed he’d left the curtains open. The moon shone full and bright through our window. I was glad our window wasn’t in view of any neighbors, and the view completed the setting. I felt like I was in an old Hollywood movie. A more promiscuous one, of course. But I felt like a star and a queen.

He ran his hands down my sides and slipped them underneath me to my dress’s zipper, and tugged on it slowly. It went down and down until it could go no further. And then he moved his hands to my shoulders and carefully removed the dress’s straps. I pulled my arms from them and placed them over my head, feeling alright with not doing anything for the time being except soaking up his love and lust.

He kissed upwards to my lips again, and began rubbing my shoulders gently. Tingles went all the way up to my head, forcing all the muscles in my body to relax. I moved my head up a little to kiss him deeper, wanting more of his touch.

My arms practically leaped as he moved his hands slowly up to my hands, rubbing as he went. And when he finally folded his fingers in between mine, he took my hands and kissed them. I sighed in pleasure. My fingers weren’t very sensitive since I used them every day and they were callused heavily, but he didn’t seem to care and still called them soft whenever he mentioned them. I knew he was lying, but I appreciated his efforts to make me feel good about myself all the same. I made a mental note to go and get a manicure so I could get my calluses soaked and scrubbed away.

“Shall I keep going then, my love?” he asked, looking a little desperate but waiting for permission. I could tell that if I said yes, he would ravage me, and I found that the idea was very appealing. So I nodded, fully expecting him to dive in and not let go until we both came so hard we fainted.

And that’s exactly what he did when I nodded. My dress came off in an instant, revealing the lacy matchup lingerie underneath. He let his eyes roam over me for a few seconds, taking in the wonderful view. “You always dress so amazingly.”

I smiled at him. “I knew you’d be looking at it, so… feast your eyes.”

I put my hands on his pants and undid the buttons, and pulled it apart. He then took my hands and pinned them above my head, and pressed his lips to mine aggressively. He ground his hips into me, dry humping me in an excellent attempt at foreplay. I could feel myself getting wetter, my pussy throbbing against his clothed penis.

His hands left mine and roamed down to my bra. He put his hand inside the cup and massaged my boob, sending little chills up my spine. I moaned a little as he pinched my nipple between his thumb and index finger. And then in one swift movement with his other hand, he unhinged my bra. I wiggled out of my bra, and he threw it to the side.

He dived into my body with his mouth and sucked on both nipples one after the other, letting his lips smack as he pulled off of each to switch sides. My breasts flared in pleasure, sending waves up and down my body in thrills. I dug my fingers into his hair, moaning.

He moved downward and kissed along my stomach and pelvis. Then, without warning, he kissed his way back up and pulled my underwear to the side with one hand, while the other fished for lubricant from the drawer on the right side of the bed. He skillfully pulled it out and opened the top, and squirted a dime sized dollop onto my base clitoris. Then he closed the bottle and threw it aside, and put his hand over my vagina, and dragged the lube down to my anus. “Looks like we’ll be doing it in both holes tonight, sweetheart…”

He prodded my ass with his finger. I gasped a little at the strange feeling, but I didn’t stop him because it also felt good. He pinched the skin between my anus and vagina, sending a shock through my pussy. It throbbed furiously in pleasure, and I found I wanted nothing more than to be pounded into the mattress. “Please…” I muttered, squirming under his touch.

He inserted his finger into my ass, and I arched, not expecting it to feel so amazing. But it wasn’t quite what I asked for so I pleaded with him a second time. “Please…?”

He leaned in up close to my face and kissed me softly. “Don’t you want it to be pleasurable? If I go in just like this, it might hurt…”

Quite frankly, I didn’t care if it hurt. I was a masochist anyway, and he knew it. He just wanted to hear me say it out loud. It was torturous. I didn’t really like him teasing me this way, but I played along to get what I really wanted. “Just fuck me…”

He smirked and instead of giving me what I wanted right away, he thrust his finger in further and twisted it, making sure the inside was nice and smooth and wet. My anus twitched pleasurably in response to him, and I moaned, but was getting quickly impatient. “If you don’t give me what I want I’m going to just have to force you to…”

I brought my leg up and pushed him off with force. He plopped on his back next to me, a little surprised at the sudden show of domination. I decided instead of climbing over him, I would do what I said I would in response to anal earlier. I’d just have to show him that now instead of later.

He tilted his head as I pulled off his pants. “Have something in mind, do you?” he asked, knowing full well what I was going to do. We talked about it beforehand, after all.

I responded by sitting down and bringing my feet up to his penis. I smirked at him as he glanced at me, and then I began to rub the tip of his cock. He leaned his head back and closed his eyes, sighing in pleasure. “That feels better than I expected it to…” he said with a hint of embarrassment in his tone.

I felt a little strange doing it as well, but I figured he wasn’t going to judge me for it.

I wrapped my toes around his shaft and began jerking him off as I would with my hands. He arched his hips a little and glanced down at what I was doing. He seemed to enjoy the view – in fact, his cock grew harder as he took it all in, and it encouraged me to keep going with different techniques. I decided to rub him from side to side instead of up and down. The balls of my feet did most of the massaging.

After a few minutes of that, he reached down to stop me. “If you don’t want me to come without trying anal like we wanted to, you should stop…”

I smirked and took my feet off of him. “I guess you really like it then…”

He smiled at me. “More than I’d like to admit. Come here.”

He grabbed me by the hips and placed me on top of him, his penis just behind my ass, rubbing against it teasingly. He squeezed my thighs.

I lifted myself up and in a single movement, impaled myself on his cock. It slid into my ass effortlessly right to the base, and I felt my body respond with pleasure spasms. I placed my hands on his chest for support and more physical contact, and he kept his hands on my hips, guiding my rhythm and grinding.

And then without even picking up the pace he began thrusting quickly, taking me by surprise. I gasped, not expecting the sudden rush of euphoria. My hair bounced back and forth with the thrusts, and I leaned forward to let the tips of my hair graze his skin. I had figured out a while ago that he found hair particularly sexy. Long hair, short hair, any kind. Touching it made him hard.

He moaned as I let my hair down on him and thrust more aggressively. My anus felt like it was sucking him inside me, a strange sensation that I couldn’t get enough of. I wondered if I would have a limp after this. Most likely, because he was being so rough with me.

I leaned down further and kissed him passionately while he made love to me. Normally, we’d just go at it and have our love and cuddles after the fact, but I felt the need to combine it this time. He didn’t seem to mind and to prove that, his hands roamed up from my hips to my back and shoulders, embracing me to his chest as he fucked me. I flung my hair to the side so I wouldn’t smother him and kept making out with him, battling his tongue with my own in an effort to taste more of him.

He placed his hands on my hips in an effort to slow me down, and he pulled away to speak. “I’m gonna come if you don’t stop… I don’t want to, this time, I want to see it all over that gorgeous face…”

I didn’t feel like getting it in my hair, so I kept going and he leaned his head back, panting heavily. While I knew I wasn’t going to come, this time, I felt I should at least get something out of it, and I wanted to feel what it was like to have him come in my ass. I would make him finish me off later anyways.

I leaned up and rode him as hard as my muscles would allow me without breaking his cock. He moaned openly as I did so, and I knew the exact moment when he came because I felt the warmth spurt into me, and his penis twitched, and he tensed up. I knew he loved being forced to do things sometimes… maybe I would also touch his penis while it was too sensitive and punish him for coming so quickly. I smirked at the thought and then decided against it.

“Oh fuck you’re so hot…” he muttered as his orgasm faded. I felt his dick slowly go soft inside me. I lifted myself off of him and laid on the bed next to him. I giggled a little because I could feel his sperm coming out already, tickling my anus.

He looked over at me. “Enjoyed it?”

I nodded and held his hand. “I would love to do it again soon. And the foot job too.”

He chuckled and adjusted his position to wrap an arm around my waist and hold me closer to him. “Perhaps I’ll check my calendar.”

“You know you won’t say no, you enjoyed it too much.” I gazed at him, completely serious but feeling the opposite.

He put a hand on my cheek and kissed my lips softly. “I’m so lucky to have you. Do you want to shower and I’ll finish you there?”

Of course, he noticed I hadn’t finished. I had a wet orgasm almost every time, so the fact I was mostly dry except for the lube told him everything he needed to know. But I wanted it bad enough to not refuse him. “Sounds like fun.”

He took my hands and lifted me off the bed, carrying me bridal style to the shower with little effort on his muscles. I kissed his jaw as he placed me in the tub. He got in and ran the water until it was warm, and then turned on the shower. We were both blasted with warm water, and while the sweat washed away, he slipped down and kissed me between my legs.

Ten minutes later I came so hard that I rivaled the water in the shower. I guessed it was because my ass had been stimulated as well, and I made a mental note that anal orgasms were indeed possible. It seemed nothing was impossible in sex.

At least, nothing was impossible where this man was concerned.


28. At The Professors Request: Having Anal Sex to Pass the Class by Joni Blake

I am a straight A student. I always have been. Instead of chasing boys like my twin sister and all the other girls growing up, I focused on my education. I wanted to be something when I grow up. I was running a full scholarship at one of the best colleges in the country and I was there because of the hard work I had done in the past years. When I get a C on a paper I know deserves an A ...I had to talk to my Professor. Professor Drake. All the girls had a crush on him and if I were honest I would admit that he was hot. I wasn’t here for that though and when he strikes a deal with me for an A I have to decide if I will cross that line or not.

The clouds were looking weird this morning. There was something going on up there. I knew it would probably storm soon and not wanting to be stuck out in it, I quickly gathered my bag again and made my way to the tall building in front of me. This was one of my least favorite classes of all. Not that I didn’t like the subject or anything. I just didn’t like the teacher. The rest of the girls in the class would swoon as soon as they saw him. I knew that there was more to a person than just what they looked like on the outside. My professor Dr. Drake Hunter was a cocky asshole who thought he knew everything there was about everything. I didn’t think he did. I couldn’t deny that he was sexy as sin, but I was turned off the minute he opened his mouth.

I made my way to an empty seat and sat down. Opening my laptop slowly, I looked up and waited for the professor to come in and start. I knew that the papers we turned in would be posted after class. He always did that. Something else that aggravated me to no end. I wanted to see what my grade was beforehand so then I had plenty of time to be happy. It always helped the class to go by faster. Not this class, however. Although I tended to get lower A’s in his class than everyone else’s, I   still held my 4.0 average with his class. He made all sorts of red marks on my paper which irritated me as well. Why not just write something in the top right hand corner that was small? No. He had to write across the whole front sheet and made it clear what was wrong with the paper. Or at least what he thought was wrong with it.

I felt eyes on me then. I looked up then to see him staring straight at me. He looked amused with himself, and I had no idea what it was that was so amusing with me sitting there staring straight forward. I would soon find out after class. I patiently stood to the side and waited for the crowd of other students to disappear as they were all anxious to see the grade. I heard many express their displeasure at their grades and a few that expressed their pleasure. I waited then a little bit longer for the last of the people to make their way from the board. Smiling I walked up to the corkboard and my smile faded. I looked beside my name and shocked, I pulled a piece of paper from my bag and put it up to my name to make sure I was seeing it correctly. He gave me a C. I had never seen that letter beside my name, and I felt the cold water rush through me. I then began to feel a different emotion altogether. I felt anger. It was hot and burning through me at a fast rate. Who the hell did he think he was? A small voice inside me told me that he was my professor, but I pushed the voice aside and made my way to his office. I brought my hand up and knocked on the door.

As the door opened before I could knock more than once, I jumped.

“I thought you would be here. Come in Patricia.”

I glared at him as I made my way inside. “I am sure you did know I was coming since you gave me an unfair grade.” I turned to look at him with anger as my hands rose to my hips. I was ready for war. Most kids would have stomped and cried and asked for a second chance, but those kids were ones that didn’t have confidence in their work. I did. I had a lot of confidence in what I wrote and in all my schoolwork.

“Please sit.”

I made my way over to a chair and sat gingerly on the end of the seat. I was not getting comfortable because I was not planning on staying.

“Now I wanted to go over the paper with you. I know you dedicated yourself to your classes and all. I just didn’t feel you put as much work into this paper as you did your others that have been turned in so far.”

“I don’t understand. I wrote just like I always do.”

I watched him smile at me like you would a small child then, and it aggravated me even more. “No, you didn’t. You see while your other papers have all been concise and to the point, this paper was very vague.”

“I still don’t get it. I worked extremely hard on that paper.”

“I’m sure you did, but it was lacking.”

“What do you mean it was lacking?” I was again on my feet as he came around to stand in front of me. He was close to me, real close and I could feel the warmth from his body.

“There was no passion in the words. You lacked feeling and charisma. You have shown up until this point desire in your writing, but this paper lacked all that. It was like a different person wrote it. You were to be writing about love and desire and things that make people feel warm inside. When I read your paper, it was like a smack in the face.”

“Oh. You mean the whole Romeo and Juliet thing.” I turned to walk across the room and looked out the window. I hadn’t told anyone about my parent’s and the man that I had thought I cared about. I thought he loved me as much as I loved him but my parent’s money was worth the promise to leave for him. He was gone, and I was here. I turned back to stare at my professor. “Love is a figment of people’s imagination. I don’t’ have time for silly notions or to go all googly eyes when the word love is mentioned.”

“Ah. So that’s it.”

“What is it.”

“You are a cynic.”

“I am not.”

He laughed at me then. “Yes, you are. You have been scorned in the past, and you hold that close to you. You refuse to let anyone close to you and therefore do not feel passion like you should.”

“I feel passion.”

He gave me a look that clearly stated that he didn’t believe me.

“Just because I don’t get awestruck like the other girls in class doesn’t mean I don’t feel it.”

His eyebrows rose then as he looked at me. He wasn’t much older than myself, and he smiled then. The dimple in his cheek made my heart beat faster. “And what do they get awestruck over?” He slowly walked towards me then, and I began to breathe harder.

“Nothing.”

He was so close now that I felt his breath on my cheek as he leaned over and whispered to me then. “Tell me, Patricia.”

My eyes closed and I took a deep breath. His nearness was doing something strange to me then. “You.” It was out before I could stop it.”

His hand slid against my side, and I gasped at the feel of his fingers flexing against my skin. “Do you have any passion, Patricia?”

“Yes.”

“Show me.”

I looked up just as his lips came down to touch mine. I knew I shouldn’t let him. I should be pushing him away, but there was something about him. Something that I wanted. I through caution to the wind and went for it. My lips kissed his as my tongue met his. I moaned deeply then.

One minute we were standing there kissing lightly and the next I was in his arms and his lips were crushing mine passionately. As we made our way into the small room off his office, I gasped and then snuck away to stand in front of the couch. That was all it took. He was instantly on me and backed me into the doorway. I felt the coldness of the door press into my back as he pushed me up against it. The smooth coolness of his lips took mine in another deep kiss. Over and over again his tongue sank into the recesses of my mouth as he made love to me with his tongue. He moaned as he kissed down my neck and took a nip on the top of my shoulder.  As my breathing became more and more rapid, he watched and could tell that I was starting to get excited.  I quickly led him to the small table on the side of the room where he put me into a sitting position on the top of it and took my shirt off.  I felt the warmth of his fingertips graze my flesh and sighed on impact. His touch was sure and strong, although tender at the same time. There were no lights in the bedroom, just the shining moonlight through the blinds.  I wished the lights were on so that I could see what he was doing to my body. My imagination did wonders, but it was nothing was like the real thing.  He threw the shirt to the floor and his hands framed my face as he lowered his mouth back to mine.  My hands searched and finally found the bottom of his shirt, and he helped me take it off. I ran my hands over his chest and up his arms to pull him to me.  His mouth crashed against mine like tidal waves aching for the shore.  This time, it was filled with a desperation and passion the first kiss hadn’t contained.  I knew he was intense but was overcome with passion as his hands slowly ran over my body to cup both my breasts.  Leaning over, he gently took my right nipple into his mouth and sucked.

“Ahhh, My God,”  I whispered.  “Harder”

He sucked harder and harder shooting sparks straight to my clit.  I thought I would orgasm from that alone.  “Such beautiful breasts.  I could play and kiss and suck your nipples all day long. I have watched you in class. I knew that you were a bundle of passion the minute I saw you and have wanted you ever since then.”  He sighed.

I shivered with pleasure as he lowered me back onto the table and leaned over me.  I had never had anyone talk about my body like that before.  There were only a couple guys I had been with, and it was normally dark and quiet.  I had orgasms before, but this was so much more intense than anything I experienced prior.  He caressed my breasts with his hands and mouth sucking gently biting and licking all over them up to my collar bone and back to play with the undersides.  I could hear my own sighs and moans, and I could tell that it excited him even further.

He trailed his hand down to caress my stomach before disappearing underneath the band of the shorts I was wearing.  Lightly running his nails over my abdomen I gulped a deep intake of breath then I expelled it suddenly as he reached the top of my pussy.  Slowly trailing the pad of his middle finger across the outside of my lips, he found my clit and circled it.

“Oh my God!”

“That’s right baby.  Scream for me.  Let me know you like it.”

He lightly pinched my clit between his middle finger and thumb before easing down to tease around the opening to my pussy.

“Please.  Please.”  By this time, I was writhing on the desk and raising my hips, trying to push his finger inside me.  With a light chuckle, he gave me what I wanted and eased his finger inside me finding that special spot.  He slowly withdrew his finger and he lightly chuckled again at my whimper.  Slowly, he slid two fingers inside me.

“Feel good baby?”

“Yes!  Just don’t stop.”  I looked up at him, and he saw my eyes glazed over with pleasure the brilliant blue become a dark midnight.  His own eyes shown back will a brilliant green intensity and sparkling like emeralds.  I drew my bottom lip between my teeth as I raised my hips once more.  He groaned before taking my lips again. 

His finger started to pick up the pace inside me as he devoured my mouth.  Faster and faster he slid his fingers inside me until he felt my walls contract around him.  I pulled my mouth from his before I let out a long moan as my orgasm hit full force.  He slowly drew the shorts off me and removed the rest of his own clothes as well.

As he slid back in front of me at the table, my arms instantly went around his neck.  Sitting up, I rained kisses across his collarbone and up and down his neck.  Gently I took his ear into my mouth as my hand traveled down to grasp him within my hand.  I ran the pad of my thumb across the head of his penis and spread the pre-cum that appeared across it.

“You are killing me.”  He whispered to me.

“Then fuck me.”  He reached into the side table drawer and pulled out a condom and put it on.

He pushed me to my back again as he spread my thighs wide and settled between them.  He slowly slid inside me and the echoes of sighs could be heard around the room as we both closed our eyes and enjoyed the feel of him sliding into me slowly.  He stretched and expanded me till I fit around him like a glove.

“Shit.  You are so damn tight I could bust right now.”

“Just fuck me, Drake.”

He looked down to me as he slowly slid back out and then back in.

“Faster, Harder.”  With a moan, he gave me what I wanted picking up the pace and riding me with a ferocity he had never had before.  I had been with men before, but this was different. I was more passionate, and it was never this connected and intense.  It was normally fun with lots of laughter and giggles.  This was something I had never experienced before.  Rising to stand taller, he draped my knees over his shoulders and slammed into me over and over.  Holding my hips in place, he eased in and out until I thought I couldn’t take much more. I was to my limit.  He reached down and ran his hand over my clit in circular motions.

“Oh, my god.  Drake, Drake Yes!”  With a light pinch, I felt myself tumble over and saw the amazement on his face as he watched me.  My eyes opened wide as I rode the waves that seemed to go on forever.  I grasped his forearms in a tight embrace while my pussy clenched him in a tight fist.  He exploded within me as he slowly slid in a couple more times riding out the orgasm until he felt me become lax.  He slid out of me and walked into the bathroom to discard the condom. He had just made me orgasm three times in fifteen minutes.

He came back out then and smiled at me. “I stand corrected. You are passionate about some things. Now come on. Let’s go to the couch this time.”

“But I thought.”

I watched him laugh as his eyes slowly ran down my body then. “You thought that I was done with you. Sweetheart, I have a funny feeling that will not come anytime soon. I will keep fucking that tight little body and sucking on your skin for as long as I can. My dick will be hard again very soon, and then I am going to fuck you again until you scream my name even more.”

I felt my body shudder then at his words. Slowly I stood and made my way over to where the couch sat against the wall. He took me again until finally exhausted I passed out on the couch. I was dreaming peacefully of him there in the office then.

Standing up at the side of the bed he quickly shed his clothes and then made his way forward to where I was still on the couch. Gently he lowered the sheet from my body. He watched as his hand hefted a generous portion of breasts before he lightly pinched my nipple. He had been right. I was having one of those dreams. He reached over to gently push my shirt up to bare my breasts. My nipples were already budded into tiny little pebbles and leaning over he took one into his mouth. He sucked gently before grazing it with his teeth. Slipping his fingers inside the sides of my panties he lowered them to my ankles before slipping them off and throwing them somewhere behind him. He looked down at me then. My skin seemed to glow, and it glistened with moisture. I writhed on the bed, and he watched my body for a moment enjoying the way my curves moved this way and that.

My eyes opened, and I realized that I was no longer having a dream. It was actually happening in real life. He was here and doing all the things I was imagining. I moaned as my hands wrapped into his hair to bring him closer to me. He kissed across my belly button dipping his tongue into the small indent and smiled when he heard my excited moan. He looked up to see that I was indeed awake now. His lips softly ran across my skin, and he gently bit the side of my waist. He had known when I awoke as my breathing changed. He smiled up at me. I was looking down at him with awe in my gaze. My mouth was slightly apart, and I gasped as his hand covered a breast. He lightly pinched my nipple causing me to gasp and then sigh as my head fell back against the pillow. He continued the journey with his mouth moving down to the crease between the top of my thighs and my most primitive parts. Slowly he licked along the crease causing another moan. This one, however, wasn’t of bliss but of expectancy as I tried to raise my hips off the bed. He quickly pushed me back down and threw his arm over my lower abdomen.

“Uh huh. We may be here for a while. Don’t rush it. Things like this are always better with time like fine wine.” My head rose to glance at him before plopping back down on the pillow under me. He scraped his teeth along the top of my mound softly. Not enough to leave an imprint but enough so that I could feel it. His tongue laved one side of my lips and then the other before he pushed my legs wide apart. I gasped as the air touched my skin. I felt the cool breeze wrap around my hot layers and sucked in a deep breath. He stroked my slit with the flat of his tongue. Slowly, paying close attention to the parts when I would squirm, giving him the knowledge of the most pleasurable moments. He circled my clit with his tongue before sucking it gently into his mouth. I was gasping for breath, and he knew he had me right where he wanted me. I was at the edge ready to tumble over with my orgasm. He quickly removed my bud of desire from his mouth and paid attention to the opening below it. Slowly he rimmed the outside with his tongue before slowly slipping his tongue inside me. He pulled his tongue out slowly before pushing it back in again. Over and over he did this mimicking the motions that his cock had done just hours before. He heard me yell as I clenched the covers on either side of my body. He lightly pinched my clit between two fingers as he continued moving his tongue over and over. I screamed with my climax, but he wasn’t done. He continued lapping at my slit and then pushing his tongue inside me again until I had my fifth orgasm of the night. He slowly traced his finger from my pussy to the small hole in the back. Over and over he brought my juices back to where he needed them. He heard me moan lightly when he prodded the opening with the tip of his finger.

“Have you ever had anyone here?” His voice was muffled against my thigh where he kissed me.

“No.” I felt my eyes grow wide.

“Good.” He worked his fingers inside me over and over. He slipped first one and then two fingers inside me. He worked his skilled hands against me and heard my moaning start again as my passion built. “I will be your first.”

“Ok.” I was panting now and as he rose to lift the small jar from a small stand beside the couch. I had never done this before, and I was a little scared, but something inside me was pushing for me to enjoy everything that I could. I wanted it and so much more. I slowly rose from the couch and bent over the edge as he watched me. I was panting then. My body was so hot all over, and I was trembling. It was a mixture of feelings that ran through me from fear to desire to apprehension and excitement over what I knew was going to happen.

He stepped up to me then, and I felt myself tense up a little. He chuckled and leaned over to lick behind my ear. I felt his hand slip up next to my ass and then between my cheeks before his hand slid the ointment into my ass preparing me for what was to come. I moaned as his fingers slipped in and out of me. He felt me begin to push back against his fingers and knew I was ready. Using the other hand, he pushed the small of my back down. As he did so, it raised my ass higher in the air and gave him a better angle. His hands grabbed a handful of each ass cheek as he spread me wide. Positioning his cock at the small entrance, he began to slowly work his way inside. As he passed the small ring of muscle he heard me whimper and then moan when his hand found my clit again and applied pressure. His hands grasped my hips tightly as he pushed in a little further. There was a deep burning deep inside me, and it took my breath away at first and then I was moaning with the pressure he used to push into my body.

When he was completely inside me, he sat still for a moment. He wanted me to get used to the feeling of him inside me and felt me grip him tightly.

“You are so damn tight. It is amazing. I don’t think anyone has gripped my dick so tight. I want to fuck you so fast and hard right now but I won’t. I know that you have never done this so relax, and I will take my time.”

All I could do was moan back at him. I couldn’t form any words. Nothing would come out of my mouth then. It was as if I were frozen there, unmoving and unaware of anything else going on around me. Not that I would really care at that moment regardless.

I felt my muscles convulse with the new pleasurable feelings he started in me. He slowly began to move taking me higher and higher. It didn’t take long for my first orgasm to erupt. I thought that he would continue to agonize me, moving slowly and taking me so that I thought I would die then. It was pleasure in its rawest form, and I loved it beyond anything else I had ever experienced or imagined before. When he whispered down to me finally that he could take no more, he slid out and slammed back into me hard.

“Yes. Please.” My voice was high, and he could tell that I wouldn’t last much longer. This time, he would go with me. I felt him then as he began to slam into me over and over. This time, when I screamed with my release, he went with me as he slammed into me and his ecstasy erupted from him.

I knew as I laid there that my experience in class would never be the same again. I don’t know what pushed me to go to such lengths with him. I just knew that I was glad I did. This was the most amazing time that I had ever had with any professor before now.

“So do you still think that I have no passion?” I looked over at him with a grin on my face. “I think you should change my grade.”

He sighed then shook his head. “I will let you turn another paper in, though. I cannot give you more attention than I do anyone else.”

“I would say that you just did.” I looked at him for a moment and then gasped. “Unless you do this with everyone.”

His hand covered mine then. “I do not. I will give you the A you want, but I want you to switch classes.”

“You mean you don’t want me as a student anymore.”

“No I don’t want you as a student anymore but not what you think.”

“Then why not?”

“Because I am not allowed to sleep with my students and I am not ready to let you go.”

“Oh. Ok.” I smiled at him right before he kissed me.


29. Anna’s Surprise: First Time Anal Sex with a Stranger by Jessica Silver

Anna doesn’t let her hair down all that often but tonight she has her eye on the football jock from her university. She’s going to drink with her besties and see if the rumors about his size are true. Anna is in the mood for some fun and she definitely has needs she wants satisfied.

I’m ready for my Saturday night partying. Me and my girls, Becca and Giselle, are heading to the club. We haven’t planned to meet any guys there but I know the Football team from our university went there a lot, and I have a little crush on the star of the team, Bronson Holloway. Okay, I want to have sex with him, I don’t want a permanent arrangement.

Being tied down doesn’t appeal to me, well it does, but not in life. Not yet. I like to keep my options open. Having just one partner to have sex with forever seemed boring, I’ll try that when I’m much older. Right now, I’m enjoying my year being twenty-one and living in the dorms.

My cell rang. It was Becca. “Hi, Bec. You ready?”

“Hi, Anna. Almost ready. Are we meeting there? I couldn’t remember the arrangements.”

“I don’t think we made any. Maybe we should get a taxi. I can call one, and we can pick you and Giselle up on the way. No point having all our cars with the valet and I know I won’t be feeling like picking it up tomorrow.”

“You having drinks tonight?” Becca sounded excited.

I wasn’t one for drinking a lot of alcohol, and when I did, things usually got a little wilder than normal. “I might have a few more than normal. Just for fun. It’s been a huge week in classes.”

“Awesome!”

“You call Giselle, and I’ll see you both in around an hour.”

“Cool. Bye.”

I chose a simple outfit, jeans, and a glittery t-shirt. It was low cut and my short boots verged on the side of sensible, but I’m going for comfort. There’s nothing worse than being there an hour and wanting to cut off your feet. I want to enjoy every last minute and know my shoe choice isn’t going to cut it short.

I was pumped. Dancing is my second favorite activity to burn off excess energy. My first favorite one I hoped to be doing with huge, cut body of Bronson later in the night. I laughed and called the cab. That man didn’t know what he had coming later. Me hopefully. We hadn’t actually arranged it as a date, but he gave me the heads up on him being there and asked if I would be.

I’ve lusted after him for a while, me and almost every female in the university. He was something special with his bronzed skin and bulging muscles. I’d hear talk he was bulging everywhere. I was keen as to check it out and though I was a little more buttoned down at university than the girls he normally paid attention to, I guess he’d noticed me.

I was pretty straight most of the time, but now and then I broke out and just had fun, that fun usually included hot and dirty sex. Always safe sex, never anyone from my circle of friends or even the school because I didn’t want crap getting around about me. But I’d make an exception for Bronson. If he mouthed off, I just say he was tiny and didn’t know how to make me come.

As long as it was one time, probably more than half of the school would believe me because I had a clean track record, unlike Bronson who’d upset many of the ladies with his player attitude and antics. I didn’t care about that. I’d heard he had eight inches, and I want to see how a cock that big feels like. I’m pretty sure I’ll like it. A lot.

****

It was early by nightclub standards, so we sat and sipped our cocktails and chatted about stuff. Mostly sex. The subject always turned to sex. Not that we told all about everything we did but the three of us were close friends, and we talked about most things.

“So…you’re going to meet up with Bronson…” Giselle sipped and smiled. “I’m so jealous.”

“Nothing official. But if he comes to talk with me, I won’t be sending him away if you know what I mean.”

Becca laughed. “We know what you mean. Rumor is he’s large.”

“Exactly, I’m not in it for his stunning personality and intelligence.”

“You might be too much for him.” Giselle waved the waiter for another round.

I sucked my drink down fast. It didn’t pay to get too far behind. “I was surprised I was even on his radar. I’m not anything like the ones he normally spends time with,”

“A change is a good as a holiday.” Becca took her fresh drink from the waiter, and he gave me mine and Giselle’s to her.

“Maybe. I gotta go pee before there’s a line-up. Be back soon.” I walked past the long bar towards the door leading out back where the bathrooms were. Just as I went to push it open, someone pulled it from the other side, and I stood almost chest to chest with a huge man. The woody scent of him had my pulse racing, and I was certain I’d just had my drink too fast.

I went to step aside, and he did the same then we both stepped to the other side. My face burned up by now as I felt like an awkward teenager. I glanced up and locked eyes with his dark ones. He had a short cropped beard, and he certainly didn’t smile, although he wasn’t exactly frowning either.

A jolt of need went through me at the eye contact while I admonished myself because she must’ve been ten years older than me, and I doubt he’d be interested in a blushing idiot. His T-shirt was snug, and it outlined his hard, well-defined muscles, and he had sleeve tatts on both arms. Wow.

I tried to step around him again, but that was a fail. He placed his big, rough hands onto my upper arms near my shoulders and swiveled us round. My mouth dropped open at the contact, and I’d never felt like this before. My body was on fire and the way he growled his apology, his gaze never leaving mine, I knew I wanted him to be growling my name as he fucked me.

“My bad.”

“It’s okay. Just as much my fault.” I tried to talk normal, but my voice sounded deeper and more husky. I was sure I sounded desperate to the max. I was such a dork sometimes. I had to get my confidence back. “Wanna join me for a drink?”

He stared at me, and I won’t lie, I imagined his dark, thick-set lips on mine in a powerful kiss. He remained expressionless. “I’ve gotta start my shift. I’m at the door, security.”

I was so lame I wished I’d never asked him. “Yep, cool.” I pushed my way in through the doorway and headed for the bathroom. Very awkward. At least I’d gotten making a fool of myself out of the way. The rest of the night should go well now.

My panties were a little damp, and the dull ache of arousal had begun in my clit. What the hell? I’d better get myself under control otherwise, I’d be adding sex with a stranger in a bathroom to my list. The girls would be wondering where I was. I better get back out there because they’d have another drink lined up for me by now. I wiped and stood up, my legs still apart.

My mind kept going back to his touch, that body, that beard and luscious looking lips. Bronson was a learner in comparison. This man exuded sex like he ate it for breakfast and he made no apologies about it. I had a feeling he knew just what he was doing as well. I realized I’d been drifting my fingers over my clit as I thought about him. Fuck. What was I doing?

I had to get back out there and look for Bronson. I was aching now, and I suppose a few more minutes wouldn’t hurt. I was out for a sexy night anyway; I may as well start with masturbating to thoughts of a man I definitely would never get.

His firm yet soft touch on my arms. Those dark, dark eyes. My fingers worked in circles and back and forth as I squeezed my eyes shut and leaned forward a little. What would thick lips like that feel like sucking on my clit right now, his tongue licking me, his long, thick fingers deep inside stretching me.

The orgasm hit fast and intense. I threw myself back, and my foot slipped out from under me on the damp tiles, and I banged my elbow on the stall wall and swore as I ended up half sprawled over the toilet. Ouch. Get your fucking act together, Anna. I quickly pulled up my panties and jeans and zipped.

I opened the cubicle door and gave a quick glance. Empty. Thank God. I moved out to the sink, but before I could get the tap on to wash my hands, I’d been grabbed from behind, and a huge hand came over my mouth. Holy fuck. My life was going to end here, and I’d never know the feeling of an eight-inch-cock.

But wait, something familiar about these arms and hands and I looked in the mirror to see him with a dangerous look on his face and his mouth close to my ear.

“Don’t scream. I’m not here to hurt you. You just made yourself come thinking about me didn’t you?” he kept his eyes on mine through the mirror reflection. He let go of my mouth and spun me around to face him. He grabbed the hand I’d used to touch myself and sniffed in the scent from my fingers deeply. His animal groan was enough to set me on fire again.

“I knew you had. I could tell you would. You’re so hot for a fuck. I’m not sure why, but when I looked at you, I wanted fuck you bad. I had to come back and warn you. You won’t be leaving with anyone else tonight.”

My body was shaking, and I couldn’t even begin to make words happen. He rubbed his hand over my pussy through my jeans and almost came again. He kept reaching under until his hand cupped under my ass cheeks and he kicked my feet apart and ran a fat finger along the seam between my cheeks.

“I want to be in there as well. Have you ever been taken in the ass?” he laughed a low, sordid laugh. “I didn’t think so. You’re in for a treat then. You’ve never come as hard as when you have both holes filled. I’m going to do that for you and come deep inside your virgin ass.”

He’d kept rubbing me and my eyes were closed as I let his voice and words seduce me into thinking about anal sex. I’d barely even considered it before. His mouth was on mine, and he crushed my lips and assaulted my tongue with his. I didn’t resist. It was more than I could’ve ever imagined. He broke the kiss suddenly. “Fuck…I can’t control myself with you. Remember, don’t as much as look at another guy. I’ll be watching you.”

He left me standing there painfully aware that he was no longer touching me, and I wanted him to still be touching me. Very much so. The door swung open and looked up hoping it was him again.

It was Becca and Giselle. “Here you are. What the fuck have you been doing? We came to check. God, Anna, are you okay? You look like you’re running a fever.” Becca touched her hand to my hot face.

“I…” The words got caught in my dry throat. “I’m fine. Just a little tummy pain, you know...women’s problems.”

“Don’t tell me your period is here early…”

“No. Just letting me know it’s a week away. Let’s go drink.”

“Bronson’s here. He had half the team here as well I think. There’s quite a few of them. And the usual female entourage.” Giselle said as she went in to use the toilet and came back out to wash her hands.

I washed mine and smiled. “Well, we’d better get out there. Let’s go.”

They followed me out the door. “Did you pass anyone on the way in? Like coming out of here?”

“Never saw anyone,” said Becca.

“Me neither,” said Giselle.

There must be another way out. I guess being security, he’d know all the access points to this place. I didn’t even know his name. That just made it more exciting. Back at our table, I cast a look around the club. It was darker now and the lights flashing made it hard, but I couldn’t see him. I drank my fresh cocktail; the girls had shared my other one.

“If you’re looking for Bronson, he’s over there.” Becca tilted her head a few times to indicate where he was.

“Yeah, thanks.” I looked a Bronson. He seemed smaller than I’d remembered. I mean he was still the biggest student on campus, but he was nowhere near the size of my sexy mystery man. His good looks were almost boyish in comparison to the ruggedness of not being clean-shaven. Bronson actually didn’t look all that appealing at all now.

He made eye contact and gave me a wink. I looked away quickly. There was no way I was going to find out how big his cock was. I just didn’t want to know. I suspect it wouldn’t matter much if he didn’t know how to use it properly anyway.

“You’re not having fun anymore. I can tell.” Becca and Giselle were both staring at me.

“Will you two stop worrying about me and go find someone to dance with.”

“Why don’t you ask Bronson?” Giselle said.

I shrugged. “I don’t think I’m really that into him after all.”

“Wow, that’s a change around.” Becca eyed me suspiciously.

“I’m fine. Just lost the party mood. I saw a small foyer out there I might go and sit in there, and we can all go home together later.”

“That sucks. I was hoping you’d let your hair down a little tonight.” Becca pouted.

“Never stopped you two from having fun before. If you hook up with anyone, let me know, and I’ll come get you in the morning. I’ll wait until Midnight, only a couple of hours. I have a book on my reading app I want to finish anyway.”

They knew better than to argue once I’d made my mind up. I made my way out to the private alcove I’d spotted on the way in. It wasn’t completely private, but it wasn’t the lights and beat of the club either. Am I really going to wait here all alone for a stranger to have sex with? Some huge guy I met in the bathroom?

Yes. Yes, I am.

****

An hour later the buzz of alcohol had worn off a little, and I thought about heading home. Seriously, I should just get up and go and forget I’d ever met this man. A serious case of cold feet had set in, and I second guessed every reason I had about coming clubbing just to have hot sex; with Bronson, not some random guy who could crush me just as easy as anything.

Bad choices like this could get dangerous, even deadly. A message came through on my cell. Giselle saying, they were off with our main party group to go have drinks at Rick’s house. We often went there. That’s great, no need to wait and see if they needed a ride. I’m off home.

I stepped out of the quiet alcove and looked around. He wasn’t anywhere to be seen. I went towards the exit.

“Where you going?” His deep voice went straight through me.

I turned to face him. “Home. I’m not sure this is such a good idea.”

He nodded. “You’re right. You should go home.”

I stared at him, intrigued. “You wouldn’t care?”

“I’d care, but I’m not into regrets. You gotta be with me because you wanna be.”

I took a step towards him His eyes and smoldering looks just drew me in. He was right, though, this was my choice and no good having regrets in the morning if I chose to stay, but here? At the club? “Where would we go?”

“I’ve got an apartment up top of here.”

I took a deep breath. “Okay.”

He held out his hand, and I put mine in it. My hand looked tiny, and his grip was sure and warm. “Awesome.”

We took some stairs up to his door, and he let me inside. He closed the door behind him and drew me back into his arms immediately crushing me into his huge, hard body. “I’ve been thinking about fucking you all night.” His mouth was on mine. He kissed me deeply, his tongue making mine sing to its tune.

I’d never had a guy affect me so much or so fast. I was wet again and aching for him to do more. I groaned as he grazed his thumb over my taut nipple. My breasts were heavy, and every part of me wanted him. My skin buzzed where he touched me.

He pulled my top off over my head and undid my jeans to push the partway down my thighs. I worked them down the rest of the way and stepped out of them.

“Take off the rest.”

I stripped my underwear off and stood before him. My heart was practically jumping out my throat by this time.

“You’re beautiful.”

“Take your clothes off.” I wanted to see him naked too.

He grinned and did as I asked. Stripped bare like he had that request all the time. He wasn’t as shy as me. His hard cock was thick, huge. I’d never imagined they got like that. He was hard as well and tatts covered half of his body. He never had an ounce of fat on him, and his body was sculpted muscle.

I reached out and ran my touch down his stomach. He tensed and drew in a breath, and his cock jumped a little. He was hot for me. That turned me on even more. I let my fingers trail the length of him. The smooth, soft skin over hot, hardened steel. His breath sucked in, and he pulled me towards him again.

Our heat combined as we became skin on skin and his kisses took me to another world. He picked me up and carried me to the back of the apartment and into his bedroom. Now I was on the bed underneath him, and he pushed my legs wide as his face came closer to my pussy.

I gripped the bed covers as his tongue lashed at my clit and along my folds. His rough hands opened me wide, baring my most sensitive place to him and he parted my ass cheeks with his thumbs. His tongue and lips swirled around my most private opening. That should not have felt so good, but it did feel good. I felt so dirty liking it.

He pulled back and gave me a lopsided grin as he wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “You like that, baby. I’m gonna make you come hard. Turn over for me. Don’t be scared.”

I turned and cocked my ass in the air as I got on my hands and knees. He sank two fingers deep inside me while he toyed with my clit. “You’re wet and tight. I’m going to fuck your cunt and then fuck your ass.”

“Will it hurt?” I was a little nervous but what he was doing right now had me close to orgasm.

“I will, but then you’ll love it. I promise. If it hurts too much, you tell me to stop and I will.”

“Okay.”

His large cock nudged at my entrance now. “Play with yourself, baby. Rub your clit while I fuck you. Don’t let yourself come yet. I want you to come when I’m inside your ass.”

I drifted my fingertips over my clit, and the jolt of need went through me like electricity. “I’ll try not to.” I pushed back, I needed him inside me right now.

“Yeah…you want this. I’m gonna give it to ya.” He was inside me then, and it felt amazing. I groaned out loud and worked my clit.

“Yes, baby, you can take it. You want it.” His cock stretched me wide and filled me fuller than I’d ever been. It was divine. I wanted a big cock forever now.

“God, yes. So good. Fuck me.”

He grunted, and I felt his cock push in harder as he got a slow and steady stroke going. I worked my clit, and my climax began to rise. Every muscle in my body tightened.

“Careful, baby. Don’t come too soon. Enjoy this as long as possible. When your tight little ass strangles my cock, I won’t be able to stop myself coming.” With each word, he fucked me deeper.

I pushed back and wanted more of him. I needed to be fucked harder. It felt so good. “God. More. Fuck me. Just fuck me hard.”

He pulled out from me, and I almost cried in my desperation to be full of his cock again. He parted my ass cheeks, and I felt his finger circling and caressing my sensitive opening. I was scared. How much would it hurt?

“I’ve got some lube here. It’ll be cold.”

It was, and I jumped when it made contact. He put some near my clit, and I spread it over my aching bud and lightly played with myself as I felt his cock at my rear entrance. Would it fit in there?

“Use your clit, Babe. Get yourself worked up. I promise this will be the best thing you’ve ever felt, just give yourself time to like it.”

“Okay. I’ll try.”

He nudged harder, and I worked at my clit just the way I knew I like it best. I gasped as the head of his cock breached me, and it burned. The tears formed in my eyes, and I worked on my clit to override the pain with pleasure.

“So fucking tight in there, girl. I’ll be coming before I’m halfway in.”

The burn of his measured pushing had the tears rolling down my face, but I still liked how it felt. My virgin ass was being taken by the biggest man I’d ever had.

“Yes. Oh yeah. You’re hot in there. Burning my cock off. Relax. Breathe in and out. Relax and let me in.”

I did as he said and as I exhaled he pushed inside me even more. I worked my fingers furiously now, and I felt the pleasure build with the pain. It was amazing. I’d never had anything feel so good. I wanted more. I needed to come hard.

“Now…more. Yes. I want more. Give it to me, make it hurt.”

I couldn’t believe the words coming out of my mouth but something took over and I just went with it. My slippery clit was swollen and kept at it, bringing myself closer and closer to orgasm as he fucked my ass from behind, both his hands were gripping my hips and I went into another world. A world where pain met pleasure and they made a whole new level of awesome.

“Yes, yes. More. Fuck my ass. Give it to me. Fuck my ass hard. I want it. I want more.”

“Such a dirty girl. You love ass fucking, don’t you?”

“Yes…dirty. Love it. Love it.”

“Your tight ass is being stretched by my thick cock. You’re so dirty. A dirty little bitch and you want more.”

“Yes, yes. More. Do it. Harder, harder, harder…” My moaning was out of hand, but I didn’t care. I was about to come.

“Come for me, Babe. Come hard. I’m gonna fill your ass with my come. You can take it. You can. Feel it, feel my cock buried deep in your ass. Love it.”

He was smashing his cock into me then, and the pain was there, but the ecstasy was so much more. My orgasm started in waves, and I cried out as I pushed back wanting even more of his hard cock inside my ass. “Fuck me! Fuck me hard!”

He held me firm and drove his cock inside my punished ass over and over again as my orgasm took control and my whole body began to shake and vibrate.

“I’m shooting my load inside you. Can you feel my hot cum filling your gorgeous ass? Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

I was still coming at this stage, and the heat of him inside me and his cum just made it easier for him to fuck me there. God, it was good. The best and I wished I had my pussy full of cock as well.

His last few deep strokes finished his orgasm, and we both collapsed on the bed with him spooning me, still inside me.

“You’re amazing. I never come so hard, girl. I’m just gonna lay here like this. Stay a while.” He pulled a soft cover up over us.

“Okay.”

“I’m leaving my cock in there. As soon as I can, I’ll just start ass-fucking you again. Make you come harder. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes.” This was probably the most romantic thing I’d ever had happen to me. Usually, it was a rush to get to the door. No one wanted any aftercare. I never needed it. But somehow this felt right.

His fingers caressed my nipples, and I realized there was so many places he never touched me, so many things we hadn’t done yet. I wondered if we’d get the chance. Would this be a one-night stand? My clit gave a twinge as he tweaked and pulled at my nipples and his cock twitched to life inside me again.

I didn’t feel pressured, though. He nibbled at my neck and ear, and I relaxed. I relaxed more than I ever had.

“Thanks for trusting me. I want to fuck you properly. Should we shower or sleep?”

Sure I was tired, but I couldn’t help but wonder what else he could teach me to enjoy. My first ass fucking was amazing. Feeling him in there and wanting more made me feel amazing. I did want more. A lot more and for the very first time I found myself wanting more than one night with this brute of a man.

“Let’s shower and I can wash you. That way I can see if I can fit all that cock in my mouth.”

“You’re speaking my language now. You’ll like my shower. It’s designed for fucking. Just like you are designed for me to fuck. I think I’d like to I’d that forever.”

“You’d better do a god job then, so I don’t get bored.”

He gave a gruff laugh and began stroking his cock in my ass again. “You won’t get bored, baby. Not ever.”


30. Wendy's Sexy Boss: First Time Anal Sex with the Boss by Nora Walker

When curvy redheaded Wendy thinks about Coleman, her boss, she can’t help but think that she is just not his type.  When she puts together a terrific event for him and his clients, he repays her in ways she never saw coming.

I was cursed with a sexy boss.  I know, that does not really seem like a curse, but it was.  He was a constant distraction with his wavy black hair and deep brown eyes.  And sometimes he would even take off that suit jacket, loosen the tie and unbutton that top button at his throat, and roll up those shirt sleeves.  His forearms were nicely toned and muscled without being bulky or veiny.  You could just tell that his whole body was probably just as flawless.

All the women in the office swooned over him, and he was definitely the topic of conversation over the coffee pot almost every morning.  They wanted all the dirt from me, but I was steadfast in my loyalty.  Being his assistant had certain perks, but since I really needed the job, I could not afford to spread his secrets around the office.

There was not anything really dirty.  Maybe a little naughty, but nothing you would not expect from a gorgeous thirty-year-old successful investment banker.  He would sometimes ask me to send flowers or gifts to his dates slash one-nighters, but that really was not all that strange.  I did sometimes look up the women he sent them too, and they all pretty much looked the same.  They were all on the tall side and of course slender with long blonde hair and blue eyes that always held the same vacant look.  It was too cliché for words actually.  Even with all of my access, I knew there was no place in his world for a short, curvy redhead with green eyes.  I was pretty much the opposite of his type.

That sure did not stop me from fantasizing about him.  In my dreams at night, we were the hottest item at the company, and everyone was envious of the way he looked at me.  And of course, lots and lots of red hot steamy sex.  In the office, in the car, in the five-star hotel downtown, on a private island.  But I digress…

Seeing as I have been single for the last nine months with nary a date in sight, my loneliness (and horniness) may have contributed to the dreams.  My friends did not believe me when I told them just how hot he was, so one day I ‘borrowed’ his professional head shot from the computer files and texted it to a couple of them.  They both swooned until my phone smoked from the lewd comments.

Luckily for me, I am a very good assistant to him.  And while he seems to be a little bit arrogant, I guess he has the right to be – gorgeous and successful men usually do.  But he treated me well enough, and would sometimes send me home early or give me gift cards for lunches out.  He never took me to lunch, but I guess I would ruin his image or something.  I mean, he was the kind of man that looked cool eating a cocktail shrimp in his charcoal gray suit while I was the kind of woman that ended up with cocktail sauce down the front of my white cardigan.

Whenever we have office functions, he made a point to chat with me before circulating with the ‘important’ folks.  I appreciated the attention, and not just because the other assistants would flock over to whisper and giggle over him.  I tried to maintain my professional demeanor, but if the function included alcohol, I sometimes got giggly too.

One day he pulled me into his office to discuss a project.  I grabbed my notepad and pen and headed in to see him.  I felt the butterflies flutter inside my tummy when he grinned at me.  He was leaned back in his chair, suit jacket off, tie off, sleeves rolled up.  His dark hair looked slightly ruffled, as though he had been running his fingers through it and his brown eyes threw copper sparks in my direction.  He was definitely up to something.

“Hi Coleman,” I gave him a friendly but professional smile.

“Hey there Wendy,” he gestured to one of the chairs that waited in front of his desk.

“I’m hoping you can help me with a client function.”

“Sure, what did you have in mind?” It was not that unusual of a request.

“Well, I was thinking of something off-site, hopefully with a private space and a bar and catering.”

“For how many people?” I jotted notes down quickly.

“Maybe twenty or so?  A few colleagues from here and some of our top clients.  We need this to be top shelf.”

“Sure, I can look into some options and get back to you.”

“Perfect.  Oh, and I’d like you to attend as well.  If these are our top clients, they need to know you as well.  Sometimes I can be hard to get in touch with, so they need to know my assistant.”

I flushed pink, “O-Ok, I understand.”

I sat back down at my own desk and sighed.  Although the firm pays well, ‘top shelf’ was not a lifestyle I could keep up with.  And it sounded like he wanted me to go all out, within reason.  I had my work cut out for me it seemed.  I started looking into a few of the fancy bars that I was aware of, but none of them seemed right.  I wanted to make an impression with this project, and I needed something unique.  I started trolling the nightlife websites and restaurant reviews, and came up with a few options that seemed to be in line with what he was looking for.  I even saved their catering menus to review, and fired off several emails to the respective event managers at the venues.

It was the end of the day, so I packed it up.  Unfortunately, all of those menus had made me hungry so I made plans and met up with a friend at a nearby Mexican place for tacos and queso.  She was ‘in the know’ on the fancy life because of her highly connected concierge job, so I picked her brain over margaritas.

****

My friend and I came up with a short list of venues for me to check out, so I actually spent the next day away from the office visiting all of them.  None of them were my style, so I was not really sure even how to dress.  I chose a simple gray suit just to be on the safe side.

The first place was a regular looking bar inside a hotel.  The prices were outrageous, for the space and the food and the drinks, and there did not appear to be anything special about it.  The second place was a little better, cost wise, but still rather plain to look at.  It certainly did not ‘wow’ me, and I was not a client who planned to give the investment firm hundreds of thousands of dollars.  They were at least nice enough to provide me with a free lunch, though.  I promised to keep them in mind for future functions.

The third place knocked it out of the park, though.  It was also in a downtown hotel, but the bar itself had a private express elevator right off the lobby, and the facility took up the entire roof.  It had a panoramic view of the entire skyline, several bars to gets drinks, cocktail tables, and a dance floor.  I could see that the wooden gables were all strung with tiny white lights which probably looked amazing at night.  The catering manager for the hotel arrived to talk with me as I was touring the place.  We reviewed the menu, and she seemed to be more than happy to work with us so that we stayed on budget.  I was thrilled with the choice, and took all my information back to the office to discuss it with Mr. Sexy Boss.

I arrived at the office around three in the afternoon, and gathered my notes so that I could pretend to sound intelligent to the boss.  He seemed pretty happy with my choice and we decided on a menu for the event after deciding on a date.  He also gave me a list of people to email and invite personally.  Luckily, I was able to create a form letter and just replace the name.

We had scheduled the event for a Saturday night which was perfect because I had plenty of time to get ready.  I really wanted to knock the boss’s socks off, professionally and personally.

I grabbed takeout on my way home that Friday night, and went to sleep early.  No one looks good with heavy bags under their eyes.  That Saturday morning, I slept in and took a leisurely time getting ready.  I did finally leave the house to pick up my dress from the dry cleaners, and get my toenails painted.  I hate having my fingernails painted, so I just left them plain.  When I got home, I even took a small nap after my turkey sandwich.  When I got up, I took a nice long shower, scrubbing and shaving everything from the neck down.  A little scented lotion and I got to work on my crazy hair.

About thirty minutes later, I had the whole mess tamed into a French twist with loose waves escaping against my cheeks.  I do not normally wear makeup, so even applying a bare minimum, I looked all fancy in the mirror.  I slipped into my emerald cocktail dress, and chose a pair of dangly silver earrings and strappy silver sandals to finish the outfit.  With my silver purse in hand, I headed to the event a little early to make sure everything was good to go.

Coleman was already there when I arrived, and by the wide-eyed stare, I must have looked pretty good.  I greeted him and then clicked around on my high heels to check everything.  The twinkly little lights made the whole space look like a fairy garden, and the tables were set with crisp white linens.  The food smelled amazing, and my tummy rumbled as I passed the tray of warm crab cakes.

“I’m not sure, but I think we need to test the food and the bar before anyone else gets here,” Coleman’s deep voice rumbled behind me.

I jumped in surprise, and whirled around on my heels.  This little maneuver may look great on other people, but for me, it just set me off-balance, and I ended up having to brace myself against his very solid chest.  The copper dress shirt set off his chocolate eyes perfectly, and I found myself lingering a little too long.

He grinned down at me, and I pulled away sharply.

“I’m so sorry,” I mumbled.

“Quite alright.  How about a drink while we wait?”

When we turned together to walk to the nearest bar, I felt his warm hand on my lower back, escorting me in front of him.  My whole body shivered at his touch, and I just tried to play it cool.  Not one of my strong points, but I like to pretend.

“What would you like?” he gestured to the bartender.

“Vodka cranberry, extra limes,” I rattled off my order with practiced ease.

“Ah, straight to the hard stuff,” he chuckled, “I can support that.  Two fingers of Scotch, neat.  And thanks, my good man.”

Eventually, the guests started arriving, and Coleman moved off to mingle.  I tried to stay out of the way as best I could, and just watched him in action.  I did manage to help myself to the crab cakes as well as the marinated mushrooms, the cheese display, and the cocktail shrimp.  Unfortunately, I also continued to help myself to the bar.

By the time everyone started trickling out, I think I had had at least four or so.  I snagged one last crab cake, and made my way over to Coleman.

“Excellent shindig,” he grinned at me, “you did a great job.”

“Oh, thank you, sir.”  I hoped I didn’t slur.

“Can you hold on a moment while I finish settling up?”

“Certainly.”

After he signed the final tab and whispered something to the staff member, he walked back over to me with a strange and intense look on his face.  I was not sure why, but suddenly I felt like prey.

****

Coleman was stalking towards me intently, and my instinct was to back away.  But when I looked at him, with his dark wavy hair and strong jawline, I realized that I would be insane not to find out what he was thinking.  I gripped my tumbler tightly as he grew closer.

He stopped just a foot in front of me, and firmly removed the glass from my hand.  I surrendered it to him mostly out of confusion.  He set the glass down on the nearby table and looked back at me.

“Wendy?” he asked quietly, letting his warm hand slide over my trembling fingers.

“Yes?  Coleman?”  I was so confused.

His hand was still sliding up my arm and over my shoulder until it stopped at the nape of my neck.  With his lips just inches from mine, I caught the warm scent of Scotch.

“You look stunning tonight,” he whispered.

I was still awestruck that he was speaking to me, but he took my breath away when I felt his lips meet mine.  I inhaled sharply as his other hand curved around my waist.  At first, my arms were frozen to my sides, but as the tip of his tongue tickled my upper lip, I threaded my arms around his neck.

The silent acceptance of his advance spurred him into action.  His teeth closed lightly on my bottom lip, and he pulled me fully against his body.  He was as firmly muscled as I had imagined, and even if I wanted to escape, I probably could not have done so successfully.

The hand on my neck slowly threaded into my curly up-twist, while the hand at my waist slid downward to cup my ass.  I was silently grateful that (a) I had shaved and (b) I had worn some of my sexy panties.  His tongue sought entrance to my mouth, and I parted my lips to him.

As our tongues danced together, he pushed me backwards until I was up against the table.  The edge dug into my rounded ass until he lifted me up onto the table and nestled between my legs.  The full skirt of my cocktail dress flowed around both of us until we were pressed against each other again.  I could feel a distinct pressure against me, but I was not sure if that was him or just me being optimistic.

His hair was thick and soft between my fingers as I ran one hand up the back of his head.  When his lips slid along my jawline and down my throat, I took a hurried glance around the open space.  There was no one around, even the wait staff had disappeared.  All I could see was the twinkling white lights and the illuminated skyline just beyond the edge of the space.  It was a surreal night in a fairy tale setting.

Coleman raked his nails up the outsides of my thighs, dragging the skirt with his hands.  My thighs tingled with anticipation in the cool night air, and I gasped at the breeze that tickled my skin.

“God, you’re unbelievable,” he mumbled as his tongue traced my collarbone, “why has have I resisted this long…”

“Wait, what?”

He chuckled, “You have no idea how long I’ve wanted to do this, to touch you, to feel you.”

“Coleman!  Really?”

He slowly slid the straps of my dress off my shoulders, letting the dress drape loosely around my tits.  The rounded swell of my cleavage rose and fell with each breath I took, and he was almost mesmerized.  His large hands cupped the outer curves, pressing them up and together until the dress could no longer hold them.  The dress slipped free, and my tits spilled out into his hands.  He looked up at me with a gleeful look in his dark eyes, and then buried his face in the warm valley of my flesh.

I was still awestruck that he had ever considered me in that way.  I had seen pictures of his dates before, the skinny blondes with no curves whatsoever.  But he seemed so excited to be caressing my soft roundness.

He caught my rosebud nipples between his fingers and tugged them gently, tightening them into stuff aching peaks.  Back and forth his tongue flicked from one to the other, teasing and tormenting them from his warm mouth to the cool evening breeze.  By the time he cupped them with his palms, I was shivering and gasping.

My boss raised his head to look me square in the face, his own gaze darkened with desire.  While still staring into my eyes, his hands slowly crept under my dress until they were tickling along the hems of my panties.  I was squirming and desperate to break the intense stare, but he refused to let me.  When I would start to turn away, he would withdraw his hands.  When I would look back at him, the teasing resumed.

He traced one fingertip along the damp spot at the center of my silk panties and grinned at me.  He pressed a little harder with the next pass, dragging a moan from my lips.  I was squirming and wriggling on the table in front of this gorgeous dark-haired boss while he teased my aching pussy.

I still was not sure what exactly was going to happen next.  At least, I was not sure until he took my hand and pressed it to the front of his slacks.  I squeezed lightly and discovered that my previous optimism was no fantasy; it was reality.  Even through his clothing, I could feel that he was thick and long and ready for me.  I slid my cupped hand up and down the shaft, and he thrust his hips into my touch.

With a boldness that I did not know I possessed, I slowly popped open the button and drew the zipper down.  He exhaled sharply as the tiny vibrations radiated into him, and his cock bobbed free as soon as the zipper reached the bottom.

“Coleman,” I whispered throatily, “do you mean to tell me you’ve been commando all night?”

He grinned wickedly, “I’m always commando.  You just never know…”

He was hard and ready, with full balls still nestled in his slacks.  I tickled the head of his cock with my fingernails, making it bob and jerk.  I slowly ran my fingertips up and down the shaft lightly, watching his face as I teased him.  His hips pushed towards my hand, but I pulled back, keeping my touch faint and just firm enough for him to feel.

“Oh God,” he moaned, his eyes rolling back in his head.

With a wicked grin of my own, I slid off the table, my tits bouncing with my movements.  I knelt gently on the floor with his cock right in front of my face.  It was as magnificent as I had fantasized about.  Long and thick and hard, throbbing just for me.

I ran my tongue up the underside of the shaft and closed my lips around the head.  As it pulsed hotly against my tongue, I tasted his need.  I ran my tongue in slow swirls over the head, finding each sensitive spot that made his abs tighten in anticipation.  Just as I thought he was going to come unglued, I slid my mouth down further, letting it meet my fingers that encircled the base.

He was completely enclosed in warmth.  My fingers spread the dampness around as I slid up and down his cock, enveloping him in the wetness from my mouth.  Coleman leaned forward and braced himself on the table as I continued to suck his cock.  I worked my free hand inside his open trousers and cupped his balls.

“Oh yeah, like that,” he mumbled, his voice hoarse with need.

I rolled them with my fingers, squeezing lightly and tickling with my nails.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned deeply.

I sped up my stroking while tugging downward on his heavy balls.  I felt that telltale final swell in the head of his cock, but my firm grasp on his balls kept his climax from completing.

“Fuck… Wendy…” Coleman moaned again.

I flicked the tip of my tongue against the head of his cock, right at that sensitive spot under the opening, while still stroking with my hand and kneading his balls.  He had to have been going crazy.  I got my confirmation when I felt his warm hand tangle into my twisted curls.  He was pressing downward, not roughly but insistently.  With my lips still around the head of his cock, I smiled and obliged.

I released my hold on his full sac, and wrapped both hands around his shaft.  With my mouth latched to the head, I stroked him fast and firm while tongue-lashing and sucking the head.  His cock pulsed and throbbed several times and then he exploded.  My whole body shivered as my gorgeous boss came in my mouth, and my panties were soaked through.

“Oh fuck, fuck, fuck,” he groaned loudly.

He finally released the last jet, and withdrew from my mouth.  I stood up with to look at him a self-satisfied grin.

“Well, fuck me.  If I had known, I would not have waited,” he chuckled as he lifted me back to the table.

Coleman worked his hips between my thighs until they were spread open around him.  He drove his hands up inside my skirt, and practically yanked my soaked panties from my body.  In one smooth motion, he shoved my skirt up nearly to my waist and fell to his knees in front of me.

“You’re so wet,” he whispered as he stroked my inner thighs.

My whole body trembled with anticipation and need.  And I have to admit that I nearly slid off the table when I felt his hot tongue touch my wet flesh.  I was immensely grateful that he did not tease me the way I teased him.  His tongue dove into me then spiraled up to my aching clit.  He drew fast, hard circles and I found my body reacting to him in ways I don’t think I had ever felt.  I gasped and writhed, clawing at his shoulders.  It seemed like only moments before I was crying out to the stars and twinkling lights over my head.

“Coleman!” I screamed as my orgasm quaked through me.

He eased me down slowly and then stood up between my shaking legs.

“Come here,” he tugged me gently off the table and spun me around.

He shoved my dress to my waist and caressed my bare ass.  I felt his fingers dip between my legs and draw the moisture upwards to my puckered little asshole.

“Coleman?  I don’t know…”

“Never?  I’ll be gentle, I promise.  I want to feel how tight yours is with my thick cock inside your body.”

I whimpered, but his teasing finger did feel nice.  He slipped it in slightly, still moving slowly.  He eased in and out slowly, eventually adding a second finger.  It was a new sensation, but once I relaxed and trusted him, it started to feel nice.

As he continued to play with my ass, he slowly rubbed his shaft along my wet pussy.  Once he was good and slick, he pressed the head against me.

“Just relax,” he whispered in my ear.

As he pressed forward, I felt his fingers rubbing against my clit.  It was just enough of a delicious distraction that I barely yelped when the head of his cock popped inside me.  He slid a thick finger inside my pussy as his cock progressed forward.  By the time he was balls-deep in my ass, I was very near my second orgasm.  He pumped in and out slowly while continuing to tease my clit.  He had me right on the edge but slowed down intentionally.

“I want you to cum with me,” I could hear the devilish grin in his tone of voice.

He teased me lightly, keeping me panting on the edge, while his thrusts became quicker and harder.

“Oh you are so tight,” he moaned, thrusting firmly inside me.

I could feel his balls slapping against my pussy with each thrust.  I reached underneath me and tickled them lightly with my nails.

“Oh shit,” he groaned deep in his chest.

I kept tickling, and he kept rubbing my clit.

“Coleman,” I moaned.

“I know, me too,” he rumbled.

I braced myself on the table with both hands as he thrust fast and erratic into my ass.  His fingers still rubbed my clit in time with his thrusts, and I felt my body give in to the pleasure he gave me.  I shook and trembled as my climax overtook my senses, and moments later I felt him thrust one last time and then fill me with his juices.

Afterwards, we eventually untangled ourselves and re-dressed.  He did snatch my panties away from me and tuck them into his pocket.

“Pervert,” I mouthed off as I wrestled my dress back into place.

“You watch that mouth of yours,” he grinned.

“You watch it, you’ve felt what it can do.”

Coleman yanked me back to him, flipped my dress up, and swatted my ass hard.

I just looked up at him with a grin, “Harder.”

“Oh damn,” he rolled his eyes as he zipped his fly.

****

So after all of my self-consciousness around him, it turns out that we were molded for each other.  I ended up leaving the firm so that we could date without issues, but he gave me a glowing recommendation for my next position.

We are still together, and when he escorts me to company functions, it is pretty fun to see all of those other assistants just stare at us when he slides his hands over my ass.  Since he goes commando all the time, he prefers it if I am commando around him.

You know, I never much saw myself as the anal type, but with Coleman at the reins, I have learned to love it and all sorts of other new things.  Apparently, that swat he gave me that first night was just the tip of the iceberg.  Being commando around each other has led to some very steamy trysts in some very random places.

For example, I know that if I stand in a certain way in front of him with one arm back behind myself, I can easily play with his cock in public.  Oh, I don’t pull it out or anything, but teasing him through his slacks gets him very wound up.  I usually get a spanking for being “impertinent” but he just likes to warm my ass up for his cock.  And I get an extra swat if I refer to him as ‘boss’.


31. Filled to the Brim with Him: First Time Anal Sex with a Stranger by Roxy Rhodes

I was a Princeton graduate and dating one of the most handsome, well-to-do young men in the country.  But somehow, in spite of this, I never really felt like I fit in with his circle.  It wasn’t until I stumbled into a biker bar in an unfamiliar neighborhood that I realized what I’d been missing: Danger, spontaneity, and a desperate need to be treated like the wild girl I really was inside!  After trying so long to fit in with people in prim cardigans and subdued smiles, a risqué romp with a mysterious stranger was what I needed to find out who I really was.  I was tired of denying my true self—but I wouldn’t find my true self until I was filled to the brim with him!

I’d reached the final straw with Jason.  At first, I couldn’t believe how lucky I was to have him.  We’d known each other all through college at Princeton, but it wasn’t until graduation day that he’d gotten up the nerve to ask me out.

It happened after all of the pomp and circumstance had died down, in the courtyard as families took picture after picture of their proud graduates in various poses.  My own family couldn’t be there.  My mother was a waitress, and my father was long gone.  I’d been a scholarship student and the first to go to college, but unfortunately, this accomplishment didn’t come with means to fly my mom across the country.  But Jason had seen me, standing awkwardly, trying to look happy, and in a chivalrous moment, he’d swooped in and said to his parents, “Get one of me and my friend Penny!”  Suddenly, I wasn’t sticking out like a sore thumb, the lonely girl with no one to cheer me on.  Suddenly, I had “people.”

And not just any people.  Jason was the youngest in the Abernathy family, whose name was always said with hush and awe around campus.  “He’s an Abernathy,” they’d say as he went by--a name which, if I ran in the same circles, I would know.  But as it was, I only knew from the tone of voice that saying, “He’s an Abernathy,” was akin to saying, “He’s a god.”

But you wouldn’t have to hear his name to know he was a god.  That day after graduation was the first time we’d spoken, but he’d been a focal point of my existence my entire college career:  He was big and brawny, with a thick red beard that made him seem more like a lumberjack than the upper-crust aristocracy he apparently was.  And whenever I saw him—on a jog around campus or laughing with his broad, disarming grin with his friends, I would watch, imagining his head thrown back in just the same manner as I wrapped my lips around his enormous cock—the outline I could just make out through his khakis—and my panties would dampen so much at the thought it would make me blush.  I was sure he knew—I was sure he’d seen my nipples straining through my shirt, needily, begging him to touch them.

I was a virgin all through college, but at night my mind would drift towards fantastical scenarios, with Jason always playing the leading man.  Jason, pulling at my panties; Jason, kissing me so deep, I would choke on his tongue; Jason filling my mouth, my pussy, my ass impossibly, with appendages no human has.

So imagine the nervous, giddy glee that of all of the girls he could pay attention to on graduation day, he’d noticed my distress, and had swooped in, the knight in shining armor of my dreams, and had saved the day.

We’d slept together for the first time not long after that—years of fantasy had made me sure he was the one.  Our first time was quick and uneventful—I was just happy to be with him.   But as time wore on, it became clear to me that my fantasies were not just unrealistic, but felt somehow shameful.  Jason had come home one day to find me on his bed, in lingerie—fishnets, garters, thong, and bustier.  I’d gotten ready for hours, touching myself every step of the way in ways I hoped he would when he saw me.  But when he arrived, he’d only rolled his eyes, laughed and said, “Where’d you get that?  Fredericks of Hollywood?”  In truth, that was exactly where I’d gotten the ensemble, and, red-faced, I’d laughed along and said, “I thought you’d think it was funny.”  But rather than let me off the hook, he’d only scolded me for spending my money on frivolities I couldn’t afford.  Sex, when we had it, was perfunctory and brief—not the all-consuming religious experience I’d dreamed of since before I could even fully know the basic mechanics.

And tonight, at the party, had been more of the same derision and embarrassment—only this time, it was in public.  I’d been famished after working all day at the restaurant where I waitressed.  I’d had no chance to sit down and eat while tending to the demanding Saturday night crowd.  So I made full use of the buffet at the house of some family friend of Jason.  But Jason, rather than be sympathetic to my day, used my misfortune to become the life of the party at my expense.

“Didn’t you know this is a charity dinner to benefit the needy?”

I left to the sound of half-hearted pleas of, “I was only joking,” and overheard comments of, “I do so much for her…”

I didn’t know what to expect of men, I only knew in that moment, one of pure clarity and mania, that anyone who could “do so much for me” and yet leave me so unsatisfied was detrimental.  I’d been happier alone and in my fantasies.

This was the thought that propelled me as I walked out the door without looking back.  This was the thought that propelled me forward until the neighborhood began to look unfamiliar and dodgy.  I didn’t know where I was, only that where I’d been was hostile and left me feeling that the core of me was wrong and I needed to keep going until I found myself again.

I turned a corner and found myself faced with a sign that only said, “Cold Beer.”  It was a pub with no name, but the lights were on, and the lone motorcycle outside indicated that they were open for business.  The anonymity of the place and the promise of a cold one was enough for me.  This was as good a place as any to think things over.

There was only one patron in the dark and musty bar.  He was presumably the owner of the motorcycle outside, clad as he was in workman’s jeans and a black, leather jacket.  His hair was dark, but I couldn’t make out the face, his back to me, hovering over his beer.

Beyond him, behind the counter, was a large, middle-aged man tending bar, wearing a Zeppelin tee-shirt, his forearms covered in tattoos.  His head was shaved, and his face was adorned with piercings.  Still, all in all, his demeanor was friendly and welcoming.  I felt at ease, and pulled up a bar stool, gratefully.

“I’d like a shot of something,” I said.

“You’ll have to be more specific,” the bartender smiled.

I looked at the other patron and noticed an empty shot glass next to his pint.

“Whatever he had,” I said.  “Booze.  I don’t care.”

“If that’s what you want,” the bartender snickered.  A moment later and I was presented with a brimming shot-glass filled with clear liquid, which I downed in one swallow.  Immediately, I began sputtering and gagging.

“Holy shit!” I cried, and I heard  a low chuckle from the mysterious stranger beside me.

“Warm house gin,” the bartender said.

“Why?” was all I could manage to choke out.

“I’m honoring a friend tonight” the stranger next to me said into his pint glass.  Then he looked up at me, his dark blue eyes warm and wet, as though he’d been lost in sweet but distant memories.  “Bill drank warm gin shots till the day he died.  God knows why, but it’s his birthday today, so that’s what we’re drinking.”

I looked at his face:  dark, hard, with a strong jaw and wise, sad eyes.  He was handsome in a dangerous way, but also seemed kind in the way people who have seen too much are always kind:  forgiving and aloof towards everyday absurdities that drove those with no other, more pressing problems, up the wall.

“To Bill,” I said.  “Another round of shots for me and--?”

“Gene,” he replied, extending a big, rough hand.

“Gene?”

“My mom was hoping I’d grow up to be a good boy,” he said with a wink that just killed me.

“My name is Penny.”

“We don’t have to do gin,” he said to the bartender.

“Whiskey?” I suggested.

“I knew when you walked in I liked you,” he smiled, and I could feel my cheeks redden in that old familiar way they did when I was embarrassed.  Only this time, it was different.   There was no shame behind it.  Only a giddiness and excitement.

“How old are you?” he asked, breaking the tension.

“Twenty-two.”

“You make me feel like a dirty old man.”

“Not too old.”

“But every bit as dirty.”

I laughed nervously as he appraised my body.  I liked how open he was about looking at me—and clearly, he liked what he saw.  I wondered what dirty thoughts were dancing in his head about my young body.  His gaze had fingers that trailed around my breasts, down my stomach, between my legs which I let part just a bit for his benefit.   Two whiskey shots appeared in front of us.  We lifted them wordlessly and our eyes locked.  His gaze was so intense and penetrating, I wondered what he saw.  I wondered how he would have reacted to my lingerie.  Would he laugh at me or look at me ravenously as he did now?  Would he make me stand before him as he took me in, inch by inch, making me bend over for him, play with my pussy for him, pull my nipples long and hard for him?  Would he be torn between the glossy presentation and the need to tear the lace from my body and devour my lips, my stomach, the warm wetness between my legs and my musty, most forbidden part?

“To old friends,” I said, clinking his glass.

“To new ones,” he countered, and I couldn’t help but notice his gaze falling to the hint of cleavage that was peeking out of my baby blue cocktail dress—the one Jason got me for Christmas.  The one he’d told me cost more than all of my other clothing combined.  In spite of having bought it for me, he’d tease me whenever I wore it.  “Trying to pass, are you?” he’d say with a sneer.

He was still at the party, I thought, taking my shot.  He’s at the party thinking I’m crying at home, chastising myself.  What would he think if he knew where I was and with who?  Gene was getting off of his bar stool, and I took in his physique for the first time:  His shoulders were broad, his waist small, his jacket hugged two strong and capable arms.

“Come on,” he said, extending his hand.  “We’re going to play a game.”

I put my pale and delicate hand in his. “Why not?”  I couldn’t think of any reason not to.

He led me towards the dartboard, his hand warm and all-encompassing around mine.

“You know how to play?” he asked.

“A little.  I’m not very good.”

“I’ll teach you,” he said, gathering the darts off the board from the last game.  “You’ll go first.”

I walked up to the line, and he handed me three darts.  I started to take aim, but before I could throw, he came up behind me and placed his hands on my hips.  He smelled like motor oil.

“You want to stand up straight and square yourself.”  I straightened my back and briefly found my body flush with his, his hard, broad chest grazing my shoulder blades.  It dawned on me how long it had been since I’d really felt a man’s body—Jason was always so impersonal in how he touched me--but just as I began to luxuriate in his warmth and feel myself grow warm to match him, he changed position.  Suddenly, he was leaning down and placing a heavy, firm hand on my inner thigh.

“Spread your legs.”  His command surprised me and sent me reeling, and I wondered if he could sense my pussy contracting just inches from his fingers.  I felt just as I did when I used to watch Jason jogging—before I knew him.  My pussy clenched, and a warm surge wetted my cotton thong.  I wondered if he could tell as he lingered between my legs a moment longer than necessary, letting me feel his hot breath on my trembling skin, before he straightened up again, standing so close I could feel his heart beating in his chest, steady and strong.

“Close one eye and aim for the bullseye,” he said.  Though it was hard to hear over the sound of the pounding in our chests.  Still, I did as I was told, taking careful aim and then throwing with a force too strong.  The dart hit the bullseye and bounced off.

“A lighter touch this time,” he said.  “Try again.”  His low rumbling voice sent vibrations through me, but I steadied myself as best I could, even as he shifted even closer, closer, his jeans seeming to fill out as he pressed against my ass, and took aim.

“Steady,” he instructed, and as if by magic the tremble in my hands subsided at his command.  I tossed the dart, and this time it stuck in the twenty, less than an inch from the bullseye.

“One more time,” he encouraged.  “This time you’ll hit it.”

I widened my legs, steadied myself, and took aim.  Before I even realized I’d let go of my dart, there it was before me, clinging to the red circle in the middle of the board.

“That’s it!” he cried, his voice filled with genuine appreciation.  “Bullseye!  You learn fast, Penny.”

“I just do as I’m told,” I smiled as I collected my darts from the board.  I turned around to smile at him, but as I did, a dart came whizzing by my face, hitting the board a mere millimeter from my head.

“Hold still,” he commanded, taking aim.  I was flabbergasted.  He was taking aim at me with the dart.  Before I could even make sense of it, again, a dart came whizzing by, hitting the same place on the opposite side of my head.

My heart was beating out of my chest.  He had no malice on his face, only concentration.  I knew I should run, and yet I held to my stance, overcome by a morbid curiosity and fascination. Will he make it again?

All I could hear was my own pounding heart and rhythmic breathing as I watched the dart leave his hand in seeming slow motion, coming right for my throat at first, but then veering just to the left.  It hit the dart board behind me so close to my neck, the feather sticking out of the back tickled my skin when I let out my breath, relaxing, suddenly realizing my body was cold with sweat.

But I was on my guard once more when Gene began walking towards me.  He came so close, my breasts grazed his torso, alerting me to the rigidity of my nipples.  He plucked the darts from the board, his intense eyes never leaving mine.  I couldn’t speak, could only gulp air as my chest heaved up and down, my nipples grazing his leather jacket with every breath, sending waves of insanity running through my body.  Something was happening to me.  I wanted to tear off my clothes.  I wanted him to slap my tits.  I didn’t understand my own mind.

To my surprise, he stroked a lock of blonde hair out of my face tenderly and said, “You don’t have to be afraid.  I would never hurt a woman.  That dart will never pierce your throat when I’m taking aim—even if it seems like it will.  You’re a good girl, you’re good at doing what you’re told.  You trust me, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I said, knowing it was ludicrous—that there was no reason for it.  But all I knew was I wanted him to throw the dart again.  I wanted to feel that rush of certain danger followed by relief and awe over and over.

“Of course you do.  That’s why you’re here.”

“What do you mean?”

He laughed as though I’d made a joke.  “Pretty young girl like you?  Dressed to the nines?  Storming into a place like this in a huff?”  He cocked a thick, dark eyebrow and I wanted desperately to bite his lower lip.  “Someone out there hurt you.  You know it’s honest in here.  You know what’s real.”  He took the darts and walked back to the throwing line, leaving me feeling alone without the warm heat from him enveloping me.  “Lift up your skirt and spread your legs,” he said, casually, taking aim.

My dress was already short, hitching up in the back over my ample ass.  I was careful all night not to bend too much, for fear of my cheeks poking out of the bottom.  I lifted up the skirt a little bit, to just below my thong-clad pussy.

“Higher,” he demanded.  “Up around your waist.”

I pulled my dress up with shaking hands, my hips cascading out below the bundled up fabric.

“Now turn around and spread your legs wider.”  One of his eyes was closed as he squinted over the dart.  Just the thought of the dart bearing down on me made my pussy clench. I could feel my fear and repose breaking down within me.  I was tired of being careful.  I did as I was told and turned around.

“Do you trust me?” he asked again.  “You trust I won’t let anything bad happen to that gorgeous ass?”

“Uh-huh,” I breathed.  When I faced him, I felt calmer, but now, with my back to him, unable to see his steady hand, unable to know when the dart would find its way between my legs, my breathing quickened, and there was the sound of blood rushing in my ears.  My legs were beginning to tremble in my heels.

“Hold still,” he said, and I felt a sudden rushing breeze between my legs and the sound of the dart hitting the wall with a thwack which came so surprisingly that I let out a little yelp.

“You’re okay,” he said, coming up behind me, his voice rumbling low in my ear.  “The dart is right here.” He reached between my legs and pressed the feather part of the dart to my wet lips.  His hand trailed up my cheeks admiringly, sweetly as I continued to stand there, stock still, only the little hiccups in my breath betraying my nerves.

“You’re okay,” he said again.  “Not a scratch on your perfect cheeks,” he grabbed and squeezed the fat of my ass with both hands, spreading them apart and then giving them a harsh slap as I inhaled sharply.  “Here,” he said, taking my hands and pulling them behind me.  “Feel for yourself.”

He stood back and even without seeing his face I could feel him appraising me.  All at once I was self-conscious and suddenly realized the inappropriateness of the situation—of even being here, to begin with, let alone showing my ass in a public place to a stranger—and the bartender!  We weren’t even alone—what was I doing?  What would Jason say?

I was just about to tug my skirt down and run out, never to return, when I felt Gene suddenly pressing into me:  a large, hard rod pressing through his jeans and between my cheeks.

“You dirty little slut,” he said, his hands sliding up my waist and cupping my breasts.  He pulled my erect nipples through the thin fabric, and I arched my back in response.

“No, I’m not—“  I started, but I could feel a hot tingling up my spine, dizzying me, making me groan as he tugged and twisted my hard little nubs even harder.

“Yes you are,” he whispered in my ear.  “And it’s exactly what you want to be.  That’s why you came in here.  That’s why you’re breathing so hard.  You love it.  You want to be filled up, don’t you?”

“Yes!” I gasped as his fingers slid down the fabric of my dress until it reached my panties.  His fingers went under the fabric to my pussy, pressing firmly on my clit.

“Show me what you need.”

He backed away again, and I fell forward, placing my hand against the wall, the other rubbing my clit just as he had.  I rubbed myself slowly, my back arched, my ass in his face.  He was right, this was what I needed.  I could feel his gaze burrowing between my cheeks, could hear his own breath begin to quicken, and it made my pussy clench and gush as I rubbed myself into a frenzy through my drenched panties.

“Good girl,” he said, sliding my thong to the side and gazing into me.  “Look at your tight little asshole,” he cooed, his finger gliding around the rim gingerly.  I’d never been touched there before, and the sensation made me buck wildly.  “You’ve been a very good girl until now, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” I moaned.

“But you’re not a good girl, really.  You’re a filthy little whore.”

“God, yes…”

“You like your asshole played with, don’t  you?”

I plunged two fingers into my gaping pussy in response, unable to form words.

“That’s it,” he said, kneeling behind me.  I didn’t know what he was doing until I felt something thick and wet between my cheeks and I realized he was licking me.  He was licking my dirty little fuckhole ravenously, delighting in how it made me squeal and wriggle.

“Please, please…” was all I could say.

“Please what?” he said, backing away.  “Tell me.”  But I wasn’t sure I could say it out loud.  So instead, I reached behind me and spread my legs wide, exposing myself, feeling the cool air on my wet asshole, and for the first time, I slid a finger inside of my pink little rosebud.  He watched as I slid in as deep as I could and began fucking myself for him, my pace quickening with excitement.  It was tight, hot, dirty.

“You filthy girl,” he said, slapping the fat of my cheek hard.  “You nasty slut.”  He slapped my ass harder, and I howled in pain before sliding another finger inside.

I looked behind me and saw his face for the first time since our game began:  rapt, hungry, intent.

“Joe,” he said to the bartender, not taking his eyes from mine.  “Lock the door.”

I heard a click as Gene, and I stood there panting, looking each other up and down.

“Strip for me.  I want to see you,” he commanded, his voice low.  I pulled up my dress, and my full, braless tits came tumbling out.  I stepped out of my thong and kicked it aside.  I’d never stood like this, fully nude, before a man appraising my body before.  Jason barely seemed to take notice I was there when he fucked me.  But Gene looked like an animal on the hunt.  He took off his jacket, revealing a black muscle tee that highlighted his thick arms.

“Show me your pussy.  I want to see how wet you are.”

I reached between my legs and spread my pussy lips for him with two fingers.  He reached into my pried open slit with his finger, and pulled it out, covered in my cream.  Even I was surprised by how much my pussy was gushing.  He slid the finger into my mouth, and I sucked it clean greedily, enjoying the taste of me.

“Poor little girl,” he said, smearing my cream on my lips.  “You need to be fucked so badly.”

“Yes—God, yes—please!” I cried desperately, moving towards him.

“If you want my cock, come get it,” he said, and I took my cue.  I dropped to my knees and unbuttoned his pants.  His cock was so hard and strong it sprang out of his pants eagerly.  Long, thick, straight—I wanted it in my mouth, down my throat, wedged deep inside of me, filling me up.

“It’s okay, he said, running his hands through my hair.  “You can take it in your mouth.”

His permission put me at ease, and I began to slide his fat head into my mouth.  It felt so good to suck—the weight of it pleased me and I loved rolling my tongue around his smooth tip, loved the way his cock jumped and twitched as I manipulated him.

He placed a gentle but firm hand on the back of my head, urging me to take him deeper.

“You’re going to have to get me good and wet for you to be able to take me, baby,” he explained.  I had to stretch my mouth as wide as it would go to fit around his fat cock—I worried my jaw wouldn’t be able to take it, but soon he was sliding over my tongue easily until he hit the back of my throat, making me sputter and gag.  He held my head in place until I became used to the sensation and calmed down.  Then he withdrew his cock, so rigid I thought the veins might burst, and covered with a healthy coating of my spit.

He pulled a chair out from a nearby table.  He stepped out of his jeans and pulled off his shirt in fluid motion before sitting down.  He leaned back, his broad chest glistening with sweat, his legs spread, his cock standing straight and tall as a redwood.

“Come sit on my lap,” he said.  It was all I wanted to do.  My whole body was shaking as I approached him.  It seemed impossible that he could ever fit inside of me, yet I wanted to be brimming with him.  I turned around and bent over, readying myself to take him inside of my tight little pussy, but I surprised by a jet of hot spit hitting me squarely between my cheeks, followed by his thick thumb smearing it around the rim.  It felt so good—I wanted him to press into me, wanted him to rip me apart, yet all at once I was filled with panic—I could never take his enormous cock—not there!  Worse, what if I did?  How could I go back to Jason, to cocktail parties, to prim cardigans once I crossed this line?

His hands were on my hips, pulling me to him.  There was the tip of him, pressing meanly into me, and I pulled in a gasp as I felt my asshole being stretched.

“Good girl,” he said, pressing me down further until his fat mushroom head had slipped inside.  Then, all at once, he pressed me down as he thrust up and I found myself plugged with him.  It was more sensation than I could handle and I began to buck wildly, but his strong hands kept me in place, spreading my legs until I was straddling his.  He held me by the cunt, the butt of his hand pressing into my clit, while he thrust, bouncing me up and down on his massive cock.

“You’re taking it so good, you dirty slut,” he said, sliding a finger into my pussy.  “Your ass was made for my cock.”

“More, more,” I pleaded, and he thrust harder.  I could feel my pussy gushing around his fingers.  My chest was hot, and I felt on the brink of madness as he tore me open.  He wrapped his arms around me, his fingers in my mouth, a hand on my bouncing tit, forcing me to lean back as he fucked my ass so deeply I thought he might break me in two.

“What do you want?”

“Fill me up.  I need your cum,” I choked out, and I felt a jet stream of hot cream shooting inside of me, prompting my own endless wave of ecstasy.

I tumbled off of him and lay on the dirty bar floor, panting and sweating as the world swung back in focus, aware of how my torn and gaping asshole as I felt his cum trickle out of me.

“So,” Gene asked.  “Do you want to put on your cocktail dress and go back to your fancy party?”

“No,” I smiled.  I want Joe to join us for the next round.”


32. The Backdoor Doctor: Hot Doctor and Nurse Anal Sex by April Fisher

He called me to his office after a long day of work. I didn’t know what to expect, but I sure didn’t expect what I got. I wondered if I was being treated as someone special or if he did that to all of his nurses. I guessed it didn’t really matter though, because I had fun.

“There, Mr. Cooper. You should be all right now.”

The old man in front of me smiled as his chest heaved with effort. I had made him as comfortable as I could and reassured him that his family would be coming soon. As soon as I said that, his children came around the corner. They thanked me for stabilizing his condition. I simply bowed and left them with their father. “Let me know if he needs anything,” I said before closing the door behind me.

He didn’t need anything, of course. Most old people were content to lie in bed and watch the TV or the clock as it ticked the last moments of their life away. I decided long ago that I wouldn’t want to die in a hospital. I wouldn’t want to die at all, ideally, but such was humanity’s fate. I wondered when I became so deep, but I also decided not to think like this very often. It made me feel depressed.

I sat at my desk and took it upon myself to fold new sheets and towels nicely until the last hours of my shift were gone. I was the only nurse on the floor, and for once, the night was peaceful.

My name is Zana, and I hated my job. To be honest, I had wanted to be a nurse for a clinic, not a hospital. Their job was so much easier. Me? I was knee deep in shit and drool and dirty laundry almost every night. I couldn’t blame the old people, of course. Most of them couldn’t help themselves. It was the angry ones; the ones who threw fits when I tried to give them their medicine, or the ones who got angry when everything wasn’t exactly how they said, except it was and they didn’t remember. I had no choice but to bite my tongue and keep trying.

It was hard to feel anything but depression because I worked in a hospital. I wondered multiple times if I should go to a therapist, but that would just be subjecting myself to even more of the medical world. I just wanted to distance myself from it when I wasn’t at work.

So you could understand my irritation when I was called in on my days off. The next day, I had been supposed to meet my friends for brunch, but the head doctor of the hospital decided he wanted to see me. I got ready, of course, because I couldn’t say no to someone so high up. But inwardly, I was cursing him with everything I had. I hoped that someday, someone would force him to retire because he had gotten too delusional to think straight.

When I got in the hospital, they told me to go straight to the top floor, to his office. I furrowed my brow as I took the elevator up. I had only heard of a few nurses going up there, and they never usually came back. Either fired, or promoted to something better. I suddenly felt anxious. What if I wasn’t doing a good enough job for him?

The head doctor was the one who ran the hospital, in and out. He had a secretary and went to weekly meetings to discuss various things to keep the medicine jars running full. I stepped into the office, my palms sweaty. The secretary noticed me immediately. She was a younger woman, most likely in her mid-twenties. She smiled as I walked in, and I detected a hint of smugness. “He’ll be right with you.”

I sat down as she pressed a button on her phone and let him know I was here, feeling less than presentable in my nurse outfit. I should have come in something more professional. But my job was a nurse so I couldn’t get much more professional than what I was wearing. But I thought he had wanted me to work more…

He came out almost immediately. I wondered if he treated everyone he had to see like that or if I was just special. “Nice to see you. Come in.”

He motioned me to his office. I stood up and walked rigidly, knowing I looked like I was about to fall apart. As the office door clicked closed behind me, I felt like a dog in a cage. Where was I going to go next? Was I going to be neutered? Put to sleep? Sent away? So many things could go wrong here, and I didn’t like to think of any of the possibilities.

He sat down in front of me. His desk was spick and span, with the exception of a single paper in front of him. I glanced at it. It had my name on it. It made me feel even more nervous. I clenched my pants in my fingers, trying my best to meet his gaze. Despite how calm and warm he seemed, I could detect a hint of an ulterior motive. Because of that, strangely, I felt a little less anxious. It meant I wasn’t going to get fired, at least. I wondered when I had become so in tune to people.

“You’ve had some pretty stellar service, Zana,” he started with. I blushed, suddenly feeling like everything I did was being watched. It felt both creepy but also flattering to know that someone noticed how hard I worked.

“W-well, I…” I couldn’t bring myself to speak for some reason. I was normally so collected.

He smiled. “It’s okay. It’s not every day you talk to someone who could decide your future.”

You’re telling me. “Yeah…”

“Well, you don’t have to worry. I’d like to help you realize the dreams you have.”

My mind rushed through possibilities. Was he going to give me a choice to transfer out of the hospital? I wanted a peaceful life, without having to take care of old people very often. I wanted to be the nurse to take your blood pressure, do paperwork, take your blood, and that was all. I didn’t want a promotion or extra money. I was fine where I was in life, except for the fact that I was working at a hospital. So I leaned forward curiously. “What did you have in mind for me?”

“Do you like sex, Zana?”

The question took me off guard, but I couldn’t deny that I liked it. “I do, why?”

“I like you. So I want to know if you would ever have sex with me if you were given the chance.”

“Are you going to use your superiority to make me have sex with you if I say no?” I asked, feeling off about the encounter now. I liked sex, sure, but I wasn’t sure I wanted to trade it for what I wanted to do. Especially if he planned on having me keep on doing it after I was transferred.

“No. I’ll give you what you want anyways. I just figured it couldn’t hurt to ask,” he said, smiling. “I’ll give you a promotion or anything you want because you’re a hard worker. No other reason.”

I leaned back, feeling a little better that I had earned my way to what I wanted. Hard work did pay off, it seemed. I sighed in relief. “Well, I could consider it nonetheless,” I said. “But you’d have to take me out first.”

He grinned wider, showing me perfectly white teeth. It was then I noticed how handsome he was. He had perfectly combed black hair, with gel to keep it in place, a chiseled jaw and lips I wouldn’t have minded kissing. He wasn’t the best looking in terms of physical build, but I was sure he could hold his own in a fight. But his hands were the most important detail. He had long fingers perfect for playing piano, and the way he flipped his pen over his fingers made me realize he was the head of the hospital for a reason. He was dexterous and had probably saved many lives with delicate surgeries requiring nothing less than absolute precision. “Tomorrow, you’ll have the day off. I’ll pick you up at seven.”

“But I work tomorrow!” I protested. “I can’t just drop it…”

He chuckled. “And that’s why you’re getting what you ask for. Don’t worry, it’s paid leave. I’ll arrange for it. Speaking of what you want…”

I hadn’t told him what I wanted yet in return for my hard work. “Oh. Um… I don’t like working at a busy hospital… do you think you could get me transferred to a clinic? Somewhere where I don’t have to worry about people dying on the spot?”

I realized that it wasn’t because the hospital was too busy that I was unsatisfied. It was because too many people died on my watch. Even when I could do nothing for them, I still felt responsible. I wanted to escape from it instead of talking to someone or taking comfort in the fact that many more people also live to see another day under my watch as well.

He saw it too from my dialogue. “I’ll let you think it over for a few days. If you still want to go after one more day of work, I will put in the paperwork to have you transferred.”

I nodded, feeling a little depressed now. I had wanted someone else to deal with my worries. I felt both guilty and ashamed. I was also surprised I hadn’t noticed it until now. Normally I was so much more in tune with myself. I guess I’d gotten better at noticing what other people did, and forgot about myself.

“Thanks… what’s your name, doctor? I don’t think I ever learned it.” I stood up to go since it seemed he was done talking to me.

He smiled at me again. “Mark.”

I held out my hand to shake his. “Pleased.”

He took my hand and kissed the back of it. “Pleasure’s all mine.”

I left the office feeling both embarrassed and flattered. I was sitting there in nurse overalls, and he still had the guts to ask me out, and in the brashest way, I’d ever encountered. I had looked far less than sexy. So why would he bother with me, unless he was desperate for sex?

I decided not to dwell on it. At least he had asked instead of blackmailing me or something, I told myself. He had been nothing less than a gentleman. So I decided I would look nothing less than a lady when he showed up at my door.

I started getting ready at five because my hair was thick and required more time to style. I dressed in a long, dark blue dress without sleeves, but fabric around my neck held it up. My tits had always looked great in this dress, so I figured if I had it, why not flaunt it? I did my hair and put it up into a fancy ponytail, curled and pinned to perfection.

When he rang my doorbell, I realized it was exactly seven o’clock. He was good.

I opened my door, and he stood there with a bouquet of roses, dressed in a suit. He looked nothing less than strapping and handsome and clean. I wondered where he got his good manners from, but I appreciated that he had class. If he was going to go full-on old school with the date, I anticipated that he’d open the car door for me and pull out my chair and order for me.

And that’s exactly what he did. He did all of that and more, and I wondered how I’d stumbled across such a gold mine. I had some actual fun on a date for the first time in years. We talked and found we had some common interests – I liked to mix drinks as a hobby, he liked drinking on his days off. I wondered at first if he was an alcoholic, but he barely touched his wine all night.

He took me dancing after we finished a particularly delicious meal. I hadn’t realized that my taste buds could still work after eating hospital cafeteria food all the time. I missed being able to live for myself sometimes. I was always so worried about what was going on at work when I wasn’t there. I wanted to just forget about things for a while.

He understood, so he made sure I couldn’t think of anything except the music. He was a good dancer if you considered that he didn’t step on your feet, but he wasn’t amazing at it. I felt relieved; I was wondering if he was turning out to be too good to be true. Someone had to be bad at something, right?

I found out what it was when he took me home. We were laughing as we pulled into the driveway, and he opened the car door for me.

“I didn’t realize that there was still life outside a hospital,” I said with a smile.

“There’s life everywhere if you know where to look.”

He leaned in, and I didn’t stop him. He pressed his lips against mine, and that’s when I realized it.

He was a terrible kisser.

How could someone so interesting and so talented with his fingers during important surgeries be so bad with his lips? He was so good with words I had expected him to be amazing at it. But my expectations fell utterly short, and I felt disappointed. I wondered why I had gotten my hopes up in the first place because I normally didn’t.

I pulled away from the kiss feeling strange and depressed again. “Oh…”

He blinked, noticing the change in atmosphere right away. “What’s wrong?”

“I… Nothing, I just suddenly felt a bad reaction to the food…” I couldn’t bring myself to meet his eyes, lest my lie shows right through. I knew I probably wouldn’t see him again after this.

But he put a finger on my chin and made me look at him. “It was the kiss, huh?”

I blinked. How did he figure that out so quickly? And then as if he read my mind, he said, “It’s just that you were doing so well before I kissed you. And… well, it’s not the first time.”

I felt bad for him, and also guilty for making a big deal out of it. “It shouldn’t be a big deal…”

“But it is, right?”

I gritted my teeth and forced myself to accept it. “Yeah.”

He leaned in and kissed my cheek. For some reason, that made me feel more intimate than the actual kiss had. I blushed.

“Let me take you upstairs and I’ll try to make up for what my mouth can’t do.” He held up his hand and smiled mischievously.

I laughed and couldn’t help but accept his offer. He’d been so nice to me; it was only fair that I give him something in return. I also wanted to see how good he actually was with his hands. “Then lead the way.”

He took both of my hands and walked backwards to the door of my home. He no longer had the look of a man who was looking to get action but one of a man who was in lust. I realized then he’d been wearing the same look all night, but I hadn’t noticed. Maybe it was the dress I was wearing or the makeup I’d put on, but I suddenly felt sexier than I had in years. I forgot what this feeling was until my front door closed and he started roaming his hands on me. He had a magic touch, which was nothing less than what I expected. My body responded with an instant ignite of a lust long buried. My stomach raged with butterflies. I felt nervous and bold at the same time. I want to do so many things with him tonight. But there was only so much time in one night.

He slowly pushed me in the general direction of my room until he realized he had no idea where he was going. “Where…?” he asked. He didn’t have to finish the sentence. I pointed up the stairs, and to the left. He was quick to take control again. I was glad he wasn’t afraid to ask for directions.

The door to my room was open so it was easy to push me in and throw me onto my bed. I liked that he was taking matters into his own hands, literally. Even though the make out wasn’t too great, his hands all over me was, and I found myself moaning into his kisses despite myself.

He lifted the strap for my dress over my head and pulled it down a little to reveal my breasts. He gazed at them a little too long for my liking, and I started to wonder if he was examining them for lumps. “Is there… something wrong?” I asked, feeling uncomfortable under his gaze.

He looked up at me. “Nothing at all. I’m sorry, they’re just so perfect.”

He placed a hand on my left breast and kissed my collarbone. “And they feel amazing too.”

I blushed at the compliments. “Well, I… thank you…” I didn’t know what else to say. I felt vulnerable, and normally I would snap at someone for pointing out my weaknesses. Now I felt like I had to accept it, and just melt into the feeling he was giving me. I actually appreciated that I didn’t have to get angry because it allowed me to forget about my life for a while. That was exactly what I needed.

He took his time roaming his hands over me, making sure my breasts got ample attention with both hands and his lips. His kisses didn’t excite me nearly as much as when he pinched my nipples, sending a shock down my spine and exploding into pleasure when it hit my tailbone. I arched into him. He really was a master with his hands, and I couldn’t wait for more. But he dragged it out, making me wait, making sure he touched every inch of my body before he roamed downward.

“Please…” I muttered, hoping speaking to him would grant me some sort of release.

He looked up at me from my stomach and winked at me. He didn’t respond otherwise, but instead put his hands on my dress and dragged it completely off of me. I was left half naked with my thong, which did precious little to cover my lady parts. He seemed to enjoy the view and laid his hands on my thighs. His fingers danced ever closer to what I wanted, but he purposely avoided it to tease me.

I grew impatient after the second time he did that so I did what any rational woman would and took charge. I took hold of his tie and threw him to the bed, and straddled him. He gasped in surprise, but I knew he was excited because of the bulge hidden away in his pants that I now grinded up against, moving my hips to give myself what I wanted.

He put his hands on my hips and stopped me, though. I honestly wondered if he actually wanted sex, because he kept teasing me. Was this a way to make sure I paid my dues for being transferred? Or was he just dragging it out because he knew he’d only get one chance to fuck me? What were his intentions? I stared at him, but I couldn’t figure it out. It frustrated me to not know. It frustrated me even more that he wouldn’t let me finish.

To my surprise, though, he only stopped me so he could unzip. I guessed I was the only one that would be unclothed here, but that didn’t matter to me. He looked pretty sexy in a suit anyways. When he unzipped and pulled his cock out, I knew I was in for a treat. He may not have been good with his mouth, but I had hit a jackpot with his dick because it was massive. I just hoped he knew how to use it.

“I hope this doesn’t hurt,” he said, knowing exactly how big his cock was. He seemed confident in his abilities with it, as well, because he followed it up by saying, “I also hope you can handle it.” He winked.

I inhaled as he lifted my hips and exhaled as he lowered me onto him. With how wet I was, it didn’t take much for him to slip into my pussy. And it was absolutely heavenly. My vagina expanded as he entered me, filling me until I couldn’t fit anymore of him into me. He was almost too big for me to handle. I guess he was right on that account.

“I guess you make up for it…” I panted, and he responded with a smile and then he thrust into me, cutting off any thoughts or words I might’ve had for him.

His tip hit my cervix, and it felt like he was thrusting straight into my throat. Obviously, he wasn’t, but it sent a strange feeling through my stomach and to my throat, and there it erupted as a loud moan of pleasure. I’d never had anyone quite as big as him, so I wasn’t sure what to think of this feeling. Did it hurt? Was it pleasurable?

It took me a few moments to decide as he slowly thrust, giving me a chance to catch my breath. As I got used to the feeling, I decided it was pleasurable. And I was so wet that there was hardly anything stopping him from freely pounding me – which he realized quickly, and took advantage of.

It was sudden and swift. He lifted his hips into me and then with strength and speed I’d never have expected from someone like him, he fucked me as if there would be no tomorrow. I couldn’t help but moan constantly as his cock slammed into me. There was just no feeling like it.

And then without warning, he slipped out, and accidentally slipped back into the wrong hole.

With how wet I had been, it was easy for him to slip in because I had completely coated him, but the feeling took me completely off guard. I gasped, but not in pain. In fact, it was anything except for painful. I didn’t stop him. And with every second that passed, I realized it had been no accident. He had fully intended to do anal with me. That was why he took it so slowly.

To be honest, I knew exactly why he had surprised me. I would have said no otherwise because I was always so serious and I didn’t like to try new things. I suddenly felt completely transparent, like he knew me and knew exactly how to make me get out of my comfort zone. I found I liked it, but I would appreciate being alerted to it next time. There were things I just didn’t like to be surprised with. Anal, I found, wasn’t one of those things.

He slammed into me with the same fervor he had presented with the other kind of sex, and it gave me a different feeling right up to my throat. I didn’t even have to wonder if I enjoyed it this time because I did. In fact, it had awoken some part of me because within seconds I was coming all over him. “Fuck! Oh, Mark…”

He smiled at me and kept going, without waiting for me to finish, and it only dragged out my orgasm. He seemed to have been holding back because it didn’t take long for him to finish. I felt his sperm shoot into me, the warmth covering me and I found that I was completely satisfied, and would do it again. He groaned as he thrust his cum into me, making me feel smug that I was still sexy enough to do that to someone. He could’ve done this with anyone, and yet he chose me.

I collapsed next to him, feeling exhausted but comfortable. I didn’t touch him yet, feeling the need to cool off before I cuddled or anything. I wondered why I had lost my confidence when it came to dating, but I realized that it was because of my job. I was always dealing with sickness and death and crap. It was no wonder I had lost who I was. The transfer was desperately needed before I completely changed.

He turned to me, propping himself up on his elbow. “So how was that?” he asked. “Made up for the crappy kiss?”

I giggled and turned towards him. “Yeah…”

He kissed my nose and sat up. “I suppose I’d better go… unless you want me to stay.”

I pondered the idea for a moment. Having him here would mean I’d be less lonely, but at the same time being alone would mean I would get to relax. I decided I would prefer to be alone, and forget about work. He said I could have time off, so I figured I should take the time for myself and get back into some of my old hobbies that I’d stopped because I was always at work.

“I need to focus on me for a while, so…”

He nodded and zipped his pants closed. “Don’t worry. I understand. But…”

He leaned over me. “I would sure love to see you again.”

I sat up and kissed him. I still felt nothing. But after the mind-blowing sex, it didn’t matter to me. I was deep in the sex haze, where nothing mattered except my lust. But I had to focus. “Call me when you get the paperwork for my transfer done and we’ll see.”

He smirked. “Not even going to consider it, huh?”

“Does that mean I lose my vacation time?”

He shook his head and walked towards the door. “Worry about yourself, baby. Your job will still be there when you get back.”

I blinked. “What do you mean? You can’t possibly be…”

He winked at me. “Don’t take too much time off now or the hospital will go bankrupt.”

He was paying me for the time off as well? I should have sex with higher ups more often… I smiled. “Thanks, Mark.”

He blew a kiss my way and left the room. As I heard the front door close, I got out of bed to take a shower and change my sheets. The smell of sex was overwhelming, and I wanted to sleep somewhere clean.

Two weeks later after some blissful time alone with myself and my hobbies, I was transferred to a clinic, and Mark called me for a second date.


33. Maggie the Backdoor Nurse: First Time Anal Sex with a Stranger by Joni Blake

Most nurses take their job seriously. It doesn’t matter if they are working doubles in the ER., pulling life or death surgery rotations, or just nine to five deals at the local doctors office: nursing is a serious business. That said, we all try to have some fun and add a little excitement to our work. My role at my latest job includes being called the naughty nurse. It was just a joke until one man changed everything. I didn’t know who he was but I knew the second I laid eyes on him that he would be trouble. He turned out to be the best kind of trouble even if he did make my nickname a bit more true.

My name is Maggie, and the story I am about to tell you is one that at once excites me and at least threatens to shame me. Still, I feel I must get it out if only as a means of therapy for myself. Who knows? Maybe by the end of this retelling of these events, I’ll have a better and clearer picture of what happened and why it happened as well as what it means for me in the immediate future.

Okay, well, right away I should say that nothing too terrible has happened. This was more of a one-time thing that went completely against everything that I previously believed or thought could ever happen. I enjoyed it like incredibly enjoyed it, but felt like I shouldn’t have. That and the fact that it affects my job – what some might call my calling – is why the whole thing threatens to shame me. It's not that I feel bad about it. I don’t know how to feel. Well, here goes nothing. I’ll start at the beginning.

I am a nurse. Some say I’m the best nurse they have ever seen, but that usually comes from people I consider to be close friends, so their opinion is probably tilted.  Still, I do love my work and have ever since I got out of college nearly a decade ago. I’m young, high-spirited and love people. My professors used to refer to me as their AAI student which I later came to understand meant Above Average Intelligence. I took quite a bit of ribbing over that little title by my fellow nursing students, but it was still flattering once I understood what it meant. A few of the guys took to calling me a few other things that basically made a joke out of the fact that I was considered by many to be one of the most attractive girls in the nursing program.

Don’t get me wrong, I don’t keep up with that sort of thing, but there are those who do. To that sort of person, I am apparently hot. Most every day sees me going out in the loosest scrubs I can legally wear to work, comfy ugly shoes and some easily manageable hairdo meant only for ease of use and not at all for looks. Considering those things, I can’t imagine anyone thinking of me as hot. Sure, I am about five seven with shoulder length blonde hair, blue eyes and a lean but curvy figure and some like that about me. Honestly, though, I’ve never seen anyone or anything that I thought looked attractive in a set of scrubs. That might just be me, but whatever. Anyway, let's get this story moving along.    Recently I switched jobs so that I could have a more regular schedule. It's something a lot of us nurses do. Some make the move when they are ready to start a family. Personally, I had no plans for that at all and only really changed because I was having trouble sleeping. Some get accustomed to extra long shifts over four straight days while getting almost no sleep and then following that with three days off to do absolutely nothing. The next week it would be three on and four off and then back the other way. Some like that and it tends to bring more money depending on what rounds you run and I say more power to them, but it isn’t for me.

The new job was at a large doctors office a little more than five miles from my apartment. I joked with a girlfriend of mine that I switched so I could walk to work in case my car wouldn’t start, but the real reason was closer to me being able to sleep until about half an hour before work and then rush out the door. I loved the people. It was kind of a small world feel compared to hospital rounds, but it was a large enough office that we almost always had something to do with no real down time. All in all, it was great, and they were a great bunch of people with a ton of fun qualities if maybe a little too aware of their own senses of humor.

I’d never worked at a place quite like it, where every person that fit in had to receive a nickname.  To me, it felt like high school all over again. Well, it did at first. After a while, the names and fun that came with them kind of helped pass the stressful days. To be completely honest the stress level wasn’t what it had been at the hospital. It was there, just different. Instead of constantly worrying about life and death, it was more of a problem of worrying about paperwork and prescriptions that had to be filed or called in. Still, whatever stress there was, was helped out by the fun nicknames and the way they were used.

Don’t take that to mean that I liked mine. That was kind of the way they chose your name. Whichever one they came up with that you didn’t like was the one that stuck. Mine, as fate would have it, was Naughty Nurse. At the time I felt like the least naughty person there. I didn’t even have a boyfriend for goodness sake and wasn’t exactly looking for one. Oh, sure, I’d done the relationship thing a few times, but for me, it just isn’t worth rushing or searching for anymore. I’ll find the next one whenever I find it. That’s sort of been my personal motto on the subject.

One day everything changed. Denise, or Lazy Lacy, had called in sick for the fourth time that month. You’d think someone with a recurring sickness could get it fixed while working at a doctors office. That’s kind of what led to her nickname of course but anyway. While she was out her normal duties of being the one that called patients back and got them started with weight, chart information and blood pressure readings got tossed around. That particular day I was the one pulling a little double duty.

I grabbed a chart from the counter and glanced at the name then walked to the doorway that led to the waiting room and opened it. Glancing at the crowd of patients I saw a bunch of standard looking folks and one who caught my eye. He was propped against the wall wearing a leather jacket and had his sunglasses on his head. I’m not sure if it was the way he was built, so tall, strong and handsome or the way he calmly looked at me as if he already knew me. I knew I’d never seen the man before because I would have remembered it but there was just something about him that seemed mysterious. He looked at me as if he could read my thoughts like he knew I was thinking about what he looked like under that shirt and leather jacket and yet he didn’t even crack a smile.

Finally, I shook myself out of my stare, hoping it hadn’t actually lasted as long as it felt and looked down at the name. I looked up and called it out, “Preston?”

The hot guy leaning by the wall smirked then and started walking towards me. Surely not, I thought to myself, can’t it be anyone else? But no, it was him. He was the Preston I now had to somehow do my job while sitting next to. When he walked up to me, I looked up at him and said, “Follow me.” Somehow I was surprised that what I wanted to say actually came out of my mouth. I led him back to the little room where weight and other levels were checked and without looking told him to hop on the scale. When I turned around, he was facing the wall, standing on the scale.

He must be six foot five inches tall, I thought as I looked at his chart in my hands, six foot six. I glanced at his backside in his tight jeans and his broad shoulders framed so damn well by the jacket. Good god, but he was a dream if I ever saw one. He looked over his shoulder, and I scrambled to his side to look at his weight. I called it out and asked him to have a seat, “I need to get your blood pressure, so please take your jacket off if you don’t mind.” Please, oh please take it off and do it slowly. Thankful he couldn’t read my thoughts, I sat down and grabbed the pressure cuff then turned towards him. Forcing myself to focus on my job, I refused to allow my gaze to linger more than just a moment or two on his powerful looking chest. He probably wasn’t a body builder but could have easily decided to become one.

Finally, the blood pressure cuff did its job, and I did mine by listening closely, and I had the number. “Perfect,” I said with a smile as I wrote the number down. “What brings you to see Dr. Brown today Preston?”

“A physical for work,” he said in a voice that was almost exactly as deep as I was hoping it would be.

I’ll do it, is what I wanted so badly to say but instead, I double checked it on the chart and looked back up. Something happened just then, and I looked at his muscular arm then to his steely gaze. My hand looked like a toy grazing his bicep as I smiled nervously, “Hope that cuff didn’t hurt your arm. I probably should have gotten a bigger size.”

He smiled very briefly and said, “It was fine. I was just staring at your eyes to occupy my attention. You have beautiful eyes.”

My smile easily looked as much like that of a giddy school girl as it felt and I laughed oddly, “Gosh, thanks! You’re pretty too. Handsome!” I corrected myself, “Pretty hot and handsome.” I put my hand to my forehead and said, “Dammit,” in a whisper. I finally turned away from his proud and knowing smirk and said, “Your eyes are pretty nice too is what I meant.” It wasn’t a complete lie since he did have pretty eyes but I figured it might help me save face at least a little bit. “Follow me to room three Preston. It's just down this hall and around the corner.”

After I led him there, knocked out the appropriate colored tab and placed his chart in the door slot, he walked in and said, “You keeping me company?”

I didn’t even look at his big and handsome face that time, refusing to allow myself to be embarrassed by his good looks and powerful body again. Shortly I said, “The doctor will be here in a few minutes,” and shut the door.

It was just about lunch time anyway so I stopped by the doctor’s office, and he just happened to be in there, “Hey, I was thinking about taking lunch now.”

He didn’t look up but said, “We’re busy so make sure someone else can take over for you while you’re gone. Don’t be long.” He stood up and walked passed me to his next patient. I walked to the nurse's desk and got my friend Becky to agree to watch the waiting room for a while and left out the side door. I couldn’t get my mind off of Preston. What a stud! But I couldn’t allow myself to be that distracted at work, so I knew I had to get out of there. We didn’t get long for lunch, but I figured it would be long enough for him to be gone when I got back.

Luckily when I returned, he was long gone, and I got back to doing what I do best. The rest of the day and the rest of the week went pretty well actually. Only once or twice did I find myself daydreaming of him while I was actually supposed to be working. At home, alone in the shower, however, it was a different story. Over and over again I imagined his hard body taking me in so many positions. My fingers dove into my pussy and worked in and out until I came hard. It must have happened a half of a dozen times that week. He was still stalking my dreams when the next week hit, but my work life had returned to normal. The best news was that I didn’t have to deal with waiting room people anymore since Lazy Lacy was back to work and the week was going along perfectly.

Then Thursday afternoon came along. It was an oddly slow day around the office. Rare though they are, when they do come along, the higher ranking nurses and all but one of the doctors tend to leave early. I had plenty of paperwork to do, however, so it wasn’t so bad on me. Around four pm, an hour and a half before closing time, Lazy Lacy came by my desk.

“Naughty Nurse,” she said, “I’ve got clearance to leave early. Nobody is waiting. Jealous Joy is in the back office dealing with insurance issues. Doctor Brown is getting an early start on his ‘off-day work’ in his office. Nobody is scheduled to come in, but you’re up if someone comes calling.”

“Thanks for the heads up Lazy,” I said then said, “Do you realize how strange it is that we call each other these stupid names? Anyway, I’ll move to the front desk in a second, so I’ll at least be there if someone comes along. Have a good night.”

“You too,” she said and was out the door.

Even though I said I was going to move to the front counter, I got caught up in what I was doing and completely forgot about it. We’ve all been there. Jealous Joy, whose real name actually was Joy, came by sometime later and said, “Maggie! I thought you had the front counter?”

“Huh?” I asked as I finally finished what I was working on the entire time, “Oh, right. I did, or I do now at least. Is somebody here?”

“Yeah,” she said, “If I hadn’t of been walking through I guess he would have assumed we were closed or something. Anyway, he is in room one and says he needs to talk to the doctor.”

“I’m not a doctor,” I said.

“Yeah,” Joy said, “But the real doctor is busy and told me to let you handle whatever the guy needed and to only come get him if you needed him. Have fun with it,” she said as she walked back to her desk, “I went ahead and locked the door so at least I’ll hear the doorbell ring if someone arrives.”

I frowned, “Can you do that?”

She shrugged, “I just did. Patient in room one.” With that, she walked back to her desk. As irritating as Joy could be from time to time, I didn’t want to trade places with her and have to deal with all of the weekly insurance drama. So, even though I was hoping to be able to chill out for the rest of the day, I put on my best smile and walked to room one. I grabbed the chart and glanced at it quickly, not at the name but at what he was here for, but it was blank. I knocked quickly on the door and opened it to walk inside. With the door pushed partially open, I looked at the bed but nobody was sitting or laying there, and nobody was on the other side of the room. I glanced down at the name in confusion and was not expecting what I saw or what I heard for that matter.

“Over here,” a deep familiar voice said.

I didn’t want to turn around and see him. The real life version of him was supposed to be gone forever so I could enjoy dreaming of him without losing my job over a hunky guy who I couldn’t get out of my head. With a sigh, I turned around and smiled, “Preston. What brings you here today? The chart is blank.”

He didn’t smile, but I could tell he was amused. At least I think that is what his expression meant. He was wearing the same jacket and darker jeans. God, he looked even better than before as he stood and said, “I wanted the name of the hot nurse I couldn’t get out of my head.”

“You can’t be serious,” I said while refusing to look directly at him. After all, it was me who was having trouble getting him out of my head, not the other way around. He must think he’s funny but how would he know? These thoughts were running through my head so fast that I was having no trouble not looking at him. That at least was positive. I said, “You’re teasing me.”

“No,” he said in a serious tone.

“Why are you here for real?” I asked calmly.

“I came here to see you,” he said.

That time I spun on him as something switched in my mind, “Cut the bullshit would you? I’ve thought about you constantly since I saw you the other day, way more in fact than I should. You’re a stud. Good for you but this is my job, stud! So I will ask you again to tell me the medical reason that you are here.”

He sighed and backed up a step, “I’m here for my results.”

“Oh,” I looked down at the chart and started flipping through the papers in his folder, “That should be in here somewhere. You mean the physical results?”

“No,” he shook his head, “I’ve only got some terrible disease that’s going to kill me. Doc was going to talk to me about it, but I just want to live every day to the fullest while I’m still...”

I couldn’t quite hide the smile on my face as I cut him off, “Oh would you stop! You’re the healthiest guy in the world. You’re not dying. And hey,” I pointed his chart at him, “That’s not funny either. People die you know?”

“I know,” he said with a nod, “Happens every day. Makes you wonder why we’re wasting time beating around the bush when we both know what needs to happen next.” He came back towards me then.

“Crap,” I said as I backed away from him. Just when I thought I had him off of that line of thought, he backed me right into it again. “I could lose my job,” I pleaded. “Don’t do this.” What I didn’t say was what I was really thinking. Please don’t make me choose my job over a sexy few minutes with you because I already know which one I would choose. Naughty Nurse would become more than just a nickname.

“There’s almost nobody here,” he said, “I doubt anyone would hear us having a deep and meaningful conversation.”

“Conversation?” I asked in surprise, my backside then touching the examination table.

“Isn’t that what you had in mind?” he smiled, “Or was it something a little more intimate?”

He came closer and ran one of his hands through my hair and my breath quickened, “Intimate? Don’t do that, please.”

He ran his finger through my hair and asked, “What, this? Or this?” He leaned in and kissed my lips quickly, my lips betraying me in a moment and rushing up to meet his.

“That,” I said, “Don’t do that either.”

“This?” he kissed me again and once again my lips refused to listen to the tiny part of me that didn’t want him to keep going. “Or this?” he pulled me closer to him. I could feel the large bulge in his pants, and my chest heaved as he kissed me more deeply, his lips parting as mine followed obediently.

The kiss lasted an eternity of seconds, and when it broke I said, “That! Definitely don’t do that at all. Don’t do it right now,” I said in what became a snarl, “Don’t do it, Preston!” That time I rushed forward and wrapped my arms around his neck, and he planted another passionate kiss on my lips. This time, I reached down and felt the bulge in his jeans with my hand. I tried to run my hand along his swollen shaft, but the jeans were tight against it. “Your physical results aren’t in your file Preston.”

“Oh no?” he smiled as I reached to unbuckle his belt and unbutton his jeans, “What will we do about that nurse?”

“I’ll have to recheck you myself,” I said as I unzipped and jerked his jeans down to the floor, turning him around so that he was against the examination table. I pulled his boxers down as well and hit my knees, my hands running along his cock. “My, this is impressive Preston, though it seems to be a bit swollen. Don’t worry,” I said as I looked at him and held his cock at my lips, “I know just what to do.”

My hand ran along its length and my lips wrapped around his big cock. I sucked him hard and quickly, allowing my passions to completely overtake me. We were just getting started with something I knew I shouldn’t be doing and something I knew I couldn’t stop even if I wanted to and I was already making way more noise than I should. Preston was clearly moaning just as loud as he wanted without a care in the world for who or what might come walking down the hall.

I’d been without a boyfriend for a while, but even that wouldn’t have mattered. Something about this man had taken me to new heights, and I was pouring all of the desires I had been having about him onto his shaft. He loved every single moment of it, allowing some of his mysteriously dark self-control to slip every so briefly.

However long I was down there was almost more than Preston could stand as he abruptly stopped me by pulling me up to my feet. I frowned at him as I wrapped my hand around his cock and squeezed, “But I wasn’t finished with the examination Preston.”

“Why not let me check you over as well?” he said as he pulled my scrubs top over my head and jerked my bottoms down to the floor. I stepped out of them and removed my bra as he lifted me and sat me on the table, “Now just relax nurse. This will only take a second.”

I leaned my head back as he pushed his face between my thighs and quietly moaned, “It damned well better take longer than that.” He laughed a little as he began to use his fingers and lips to expertly work on my pussy. I was already wet and had been since he kissed me the second time. From the moment his tongue licked my pussy lips, I knew my first orgasm wouldn’t be long in arriving, so I planted my hand over my mouth while my other hand squeezed my breast.

He was so good. He could have been one of those amazingly hot studs who knew nothing about how to please a woman but my god he wasn’t. He was amazing. My body convulsed as he brought my first climax out of me. I yelped loudly, thankful that I had already muffled my own screams by placing my hand over my lips. Then, in the afterglow of the first one, another orgasm started to build, and I bit my finger.

His finger split my lips apart, and he pushed forward to flick my clit with his tongue. With his other hand, he inserted two fingers into my dripping and hot pussy. It wasn’t long before he went to three and while keeping his tongue on my lips and clit started finger fucking me fast. I groaned into my finger and finally had to stop biting it because I feared I might draw blood.

My hand slapped the wall, and I was suddenly glad that no other patients had arrived. There were just a couple of people left in the office and if they walked in my career was as good as over. The thought might have stopped someone thinking with a level head, but for me, at that moment it only served to make me want him that much more.

He pulled his fingers out, and I reached for his head to shove his face into my pussy hard. His face wiggled from side to side as he worked me over real good. I yelped and had to place my hand over my mouth once again as he suddenly surprised me by inserting one finger into the edge of my ass. My other hand slapped the paper on the table, and I said, “Holy fuck.” Nobody had ever even asked me about anal before, and this stud was just down there going for it. I never even considered telling him to stop, instead groaning, “Yes, yes, more...”

Using the loads of juices from my pussy he worked that finger deeper into my anus and I loved every moment of it. When combined with what he was doing with his tongue and other finger between my pussy lips, it was plenty enough to drive me over the edge of another orgasm. I couldn’t believe how far his finger had gotten into me by the time he stopped and stood up. I wanted him to keep going so badly that I didn’t even know what to do.

“That looks really good nurse,” he smiled, “But I think I’m going to have to go in.”

“Fuck yes, you do!” I said, amazed at the way I was talking in exam room one, some thirty feet away from Joy and a little farther away from my boss.

Preston didn’t waste any time pulling my legs and hips forward and plunging his big cock into my pussy. I groaned like a mad woman and begged him to fuck me harder and faster. Part of me knew it was crazy to beg a rank stranger to fuck me, much less to do it in my workplace but I didn’t care anymore by that point.

Not surprisingly he was good at that too, ramming himself into me so good and so hard. He would pause and go slow for a minute here and there and then fill me up completely and hold himself there. I felt like he was deeper into me than anyone ever had been, and it felt better than any words could describe. His hips crashed into mine, and the paper on the table wished and whooshed back and forth with the rhythm. The table legs creaked and groaned under the constant pressure and rocking back and forth.

I didn’t want him to stop, and he didn’t seem to want to either. It was more than enough to drag another incredible orgasm from me before his pace started to slow down. He turned me over easily as I was drained from the recent climax. I knew what he was doing when he spread my ass cheeks apart and pushed fingers into my anus.

Grunts escaped that I didn’t know I could make as he lubed me up just enough and then eased his cock into me anally. I looked around at him with hungry eyes as he started slowly pushing into me from behind. It was my first time anally, but then again it was my first time with a stranger and at work so what the hell.

Before I knew it, he was pushing into me faster and harder than I ever could have believed. It didn’t seem possible for this to feel even better than the things he had already done to me but it did. God it did. He squeezed my ass and pushed deeper and deeper until finally, he was as far as he could go then he really started slamming me. I completely forgot about trying to be quiet and yelled my pleasure to the heavens as he drove me far over the edge of any other pleasure I had ever even imagined.

His pace slowed a bit, and he reached for my chest, pulling me up as far as he could. I reached back with one hand trying to graze his chest with my fingers while the other propped me up on the table, but he wasn’t finished. Suddenly he started pumping me harder and faster than even before, and I knew he was pushing to finish. My hands both braced on the table and I yelled and groaned as he fucked me so good. At last, he yelled that he was cumming and he pulled out and went all over my ass and back. Yet another orgasm plunged from my pussy as he did and I had long since lost count of how many that was.

I relaxed down onto the table, and he backed away and plunged himself into the chair across the room. Part of me wanted to go to sleep, but I knew I had to get up and get dressed. Somehow I was able to and tossed his jeans to him as well that he had stepped out of somewhere along the line. My hands planted on my hips, I said, “I thought I told you not to do that.”

He shrugged, “Couldn’t help myself, nurse. Hot nurse like you, god dang I couldn’t have stopped if...”

“If you had wanted to,” I finished his sentence for him and smiled, “Yeah, I get that. Me either. That was amazing Preston. Maybe we should do that somewhere else when my job isn’t on the line.”

“Where’s the fun in that?” Preston smiled.

I jotted my number down on a sticky not using the pad and pen in the drawer to the side of the room and handed it to him, “Call me and find out big boy.” I laughed, “I really need to go check on your results.”

“No need,” he said and pulled a folder out from beside the chair, “I got them right here.”

“What?” I smiled.

“I got them when I walked in,” he said, “Someone had put the folder on the desk out front, so all I had to do was pick them up.”

I was confused, “Then why?”

“Why did I come back here?” he asked. I nodded, and he answered, “Because I heard your voice somewhere in the back or at least I thought I did. Figured it couldn’t hurt to try and get put in a room by you again and see what happened. Never thought this would happen.”

“Me either,” I said but laughed, “But I’m glad it did. Call me.”

“I will,” he nodded and looked down at the paper, “Maggie.”

That’s pretty much the story, and I still don’t know how I am supposed to feel about it. Part of me knows it was so wrong and so dangerous, but that’s also what made it so damn hot. Would I do it again? I honestly don’t know, and I figure I am supposed to be ashamed of myself in one way or another. But I’m not. Actually, I feel kind of proud of myself after retelling it all again. So, am I the Naughty Nurse? I don’t know how long the nickname will stick at work, but I know one tall, dark and handsome stud that calls me that in the bedroom. I think you know who I mean.


34. Annabelle is Taken by Her Boss: First Anal Sex with my Boss at the Office by Jessica Silver

Annabelle has ambitions and she works for her hot boss part time while she studies her business degree. She’s doesn’t have time for romance but she often has time to fantasize about the man she works for. Annabelle is about to find out that reality is way better than any fantasy she could ever dream up and she going to try something she’s never done before…

“Miss Bradshaw, are the annual reports done?”

“I’m still finalizing the details.” God, he was so hot, my boss.

“Can you have them on my desk tonight?”

I know a few details I’d like to finalize on his desk with him. “Absolutely, Mr. Brennan. I’m yours for whatever you need.”

“Don’t sit out here alone, everyone else will be heading home soon. Bring what you need into my office and you can work the opposite side of my desk. I have my gas fire burning so it’s warm in there.”

“That sounds great. It’s spooky out here all alone.” In my dreams his words were code for ‘I want to fuck you over my desk and in front of the gas fire all night long’ but I had zero experience with men and rumor had it that my boss liked very experienced woman.

Still, a girl and her vibrator could dream. Besides, I needed this job more than I needed sex with my boss which would likely get me kicked out of the company without question. I’d been here six months, and everyone was so nice. They seemed a million years older than me, but in a good way. I had all the experience resources I needed to tap into for my business degree I was studying part-time at Uni.

I may I've been tiny, blonde and big-breasted but I refused to be stereotyped as a dumb bimbo. I wasn’t virgin, and I wasn’t opposed to using my rack to get out of a speeding ticket, but I wasn’t promiscuous either. No time for partying with my classmates, I put all my extra time into study and work. I spent more time with my boss than I did with my own family so I’d no time for a personal relationship anyway.

Every time I got worked up, and my thoughts got sexy, it always involved fantasies with Mitch Brennan. I’d seen him with his shirt off and holy fuck, he was sculpted. He’d never as much as thrown me an interested glance but I’d seen women come out of this office with that freshly-fucked look, and I knew he had it going on. I politely ignored any of it. It was his life and his office.

I wasn’t sure the owner of the company would like the amount of times his wife came out looking satisfied, though, but then again they might have an agreement, who knew? I wasn’t in a position to judge. I could fantasize, though, and I often did.

Mr. Brennan wasn’t in the habit of staying back late. He seemed to like leaving for the day. He wasn’t tied down to his work. I walked into his office with the laptop and sat it on his desk. “Don’t just stay on my account, Mr. Brennan. I’ll be fine here if you have plans.”

“I need the reports by morning, and I’m not about to make you stay here alone to please me…” His deep voice thrummed through me. “…for nothing.”

“I could work at home.”

“I’ve heard you say you live with your sister and her family and there’s barely a quiet moment.”

Wow, he actually took notice of me. “Yeah, but I can make it work.”

“No, I won’t hear of it. I’ll order in food. I want to make sure you’re taken care of, Miss Bradshaw.”

Why did I have to read sex into everything he said? “Can you just call me Annabelle? After hours anyway…The Miss stuff sounds too formal.”

“Sure, Annabelle. You call me Mitch then.”

“Alrighty, Mitch.” I settled in the large leather chair and opened up the computer and the files I needed. He seemed to settle into whatever he was doing on the opposite side of the desk.

After an hour I was almost done. “Another thirty minutes and I’ll make the last train home.” I wasn’t sure it was safe to be this close to him for any longer. I really wanted to satisfy my desires. It's been ages since real sex and toys could only give you so much.

“I won’t hear of that, Annabelle. I’ll take you home after we’ve had dinner.”

“I don’t want to be any trouble.” I also don’t want to jump your bones and make a fool of myself.

“You’re doing me a favor and saving my ass getting this done early. Let me spoil your ass a little.” His voice held a certain tone I hadn’t heard before.

I looked over at him, and he was staring back at me. His eyes burned with passion and I wriggled in my seat. “Mr. Bren…Mitch…um…” Now no words would come. I wasn’t the slightest bit sophisticated like the women he normally entertained. I was making a complete fool of myself.

I had to break out of this dream world I’d conjured up. He was talking about Chinese takeout not hammering me over his desk. I swallowed at the thought and clamped my thighs together as the need hit me. I couldn’t break eye contact with him.

He looked away from me and ran his hand through his perfect, dark hair. “Damn, Annabelle. I’m sorry. I just…it’s just…” He sounded as lost for words as I was.

This was getting very awkward. “I didn’t mean to embarrass you, Mr. Brennan.” I figured the Christian name calling had blurred the lines a little too much and going back to being professional was the way to go. “I’ll finish at home. My sister will have dinner set aside for me anyway.” I stood up and closed the laptop. I could not afford to lose this job by making the boss feel uncomfortable.

“Dammit, Annabelle. It’s not about the annual reports. I can’t get you off my mind.”

I just stared at him. What?

“I’m sorry. It’s not like you’ve lead me on, or anything. But…I can’t stop thinking about you and those sensible fucking cotton pants you wear.”

My navy blue standard office pants? I never wore a skirt because I thought pants would be less feminine and draw less attention of the blonde-bimbo thoughts and judgment from my work colleagues. “I’m not sure I understand.”

“Wow. I’ve put myself in the shit now. I sound like a rambling sex fiend. I know you’d never give me a second look, but fuck, you have the best ass cheeks I’ve ever seen, and I can’t stop thinking about the things I could do to you with your ass in my hands.”

I did have to admit, my ass was high and well-rounded, but I’d thought the loose-fit navy blue slacks would hide that best. It always got attention, my ass. Now, Mitch Brennan, super high-powered executive looked like a lost little boy caught red-handed stealing candy. I had to laugh. He looked surprised at my reaction.

“I didn’t expect laughter. I must look so desperate. The old guy punching above his weight.” He grinned at me.

“I’m twenty-two, not sixteen.”

“You look sixteen.”

“That is so inappropriate, I can’t even…” I laughed as he had his hands in the air in mock surrender.

“Jesus, what’s wrong with me. Next, I’ll be cracking dad jokes to prove how old and undesirable I am. I need a scotch. I feel sixteen and totally out of my depth. Drink?” He walked over the sideboard and took out some glasses.

I nodded, feeling a lot more relaxed now I knew he was only human too. “Do you have vodka?”

“Sure, what mixer?”

“Cola is fine. You aren’t undesirable, and you aren’t that much older than me.”

“I’m thirty-six, and I couldn’t have made things any more awkward blurting out about your rear end. Epic come-on fail, right there.”

“No one said you’d failed.” I wasn’t losing the chance to have my fantasies fulfilled. I walked over to the gas fire. It looked like real logs burned in there. “I’ve always wanted to sit by a real log fire.”

“I have a cabin by the big lake about a two-hour drive from here. You can use it whenever you want to get away.” He handed me my drink. “It has a huge open fire and plenty of logs.”

I brushed his fingers as I took the drink. “I wouldn’t even know how to get a fire started. Probably burn the place down on you. I think you’d have to join me for the weekend to teach me how.” I didn’t try to hide the desire in my voice. I sipped my drink and watched him take a good swig of his straight scotch. His lips glistened with moisture, and I had the urge to lick them dry for him.

“I’d be more than happy to teach you all the things you don’t know yet.” His eyes glittered deep blue. “I know you’re a fast learner.”

He moved closer and leaned down. He towered a good foot and a half over my height. I tilted my head back and went onto my tip-toes to invite him in for a kiss. He didn’t hesitate in his kiss, and his hot tongue danced over mine in a frenzy. He smelled so good, and the hint of Scotch warmed me.

By the end of our first kiss, we were both breathless and panting.

“You want this too?” he asked.

“I’ve been fantasizing about you since forever.”

“I’d never have picked that.”

“Well, here we are.” I drank the rest of my drink straight down and set my glass on the coffee table in front of the huge leather sofa. He followed suit and then took me in his arms to crush me against him for another torrid kiss. His hands spanned my back and before long he held each globe of my ass in his huge hands.

He broke from the kiss. “I’m an ass man.”

“I’m sure Craig in marketing will be pleased to hear it.”

He slapped my behind in fun. “Women’s asses. Your ass.”

I began to unbutton my blouse. “I guess these are going to be wasted then.” I let my shirt slip off over my shoulders to reveal a black lace bra. I might wear staid office clothes, but I still had sexy matching underwear.

He dropped to his knees in front of me, and his head leveled my breasts. He kissed and licked at my nipples through the lace which intensified the pleasure. I groaned and fisted my hands in his hair urging him not to stop.

Mitch pushed my Double-D cup bra up and over my breasts and took turns at sucking and licking my bare, erect nipples. He might’ve been an ass man, but he knew what to do with tits, that was for sure. His hot mouth and tongue worked me over, and now and again he grazed his teeth over my aching breasts and nipples, and I had to use his massive shoulders as support. I arched my back, and when he used his teeth a little, I knew I needed more than tit action.

His hands were on my ass again, kneading and massaging my cheeks. I was wet already and as lovely as this attention was, I needed to see him naked. I needed to have his cock inside me. “I can’t wait. I need you to fuck me.”

“No arguments here.” He stood up and stripped bare. His body was amazing. His chest hair wasn’t thick, it was a perfect veil over his tanned skin, and it trailed down over his stomach to the perfect V where his large, hard cock jutted out. I reached for him and took him in both hands. He was big, long and thick a rare combination in my experience. I ran my hands over his cock, and it seemed to grow even bigger.

He moaned when I touched him and thrust himself into my hands. I sat on the sofa and pulled him towards me, guiding the swollen tip of him to my mouth. He tasted like a sweet, salty dessert. I drew as much of him into my mouth as I could and worked my mouth over his thick cock. He was hard as steel and soft as silk in my mouth.

“Fuck, Annabelle. That’s so awesome. Keep sucking me like that.”

I rolled my tongue over the head of him and tasted the pre-cum from the tip. “Mmmm.” I rolled his balls in my hand and pulled on his sack just a little, and he groaned in need. I was getting it right. He wasn’t adverse to a little pain either it seemed. I’d have to explore that further one day.

“I want to fuck your ass.”

I stopped what I was doing and looked up at him. He looked so amazingly gorgeous and so turned on. Just like me.  “I’ve never…I mean…no one’s ever…” Now I felt like I was the only person in the world who hadn’t had anal. It frightened me a little bit. I’d seen my share of porn, and I wasn’t sure I’d be that into it. “I feel so silly.”

“Shhhh. You are far from silly. It’s not for everyone. If you want me to stop just say the word and I will.” He caressed my hair. “I’ll take it slow. I promise.”

I nodded. “Okay. But you’re so large. Will it fit?”

“I’ll be careful, and you say if it hurts too much. It’s all up to you. If you want to stop, we’ll stop.”

“Thanks.”

“Turn around, Annabelle, show me that lovely, tight ass.”

I did as he asked and the sounds of appreciation coming from him made me feel good. He parted my cheeks and squeezed gently. Pressing his thumbs close to my anal opening and pressing.

“Your ass is perfect. Your tight, pink rosebud is waiting for me. But first, I make you want it.” He stroked softly at my clit, and I opened my legs wider to give him more access. God, he knew his way around a woman’s body.

His fingers sank inside me, and he spread my juices up over my virgin opening and circled there until I swear I was pushing back onto his finger wanting it to slip inside my ass. It felt good, God, it felt so good. When he finally breached me there with one finger, he expertly worked my clit with his other hand.

It burned a little as he stretched my ass with his large finger. I took a deep breath and relaxed as much as I could with the exhale. But how good it felt wasn’t expected. I just thought I’d tell him to stop and not enjoy it at all, but I was wrong.

“Yeah, babe. That’s it. Relax for me. You’ll like it. You’ll come so hard for me.”

I wanted to. I wanted to come really badly. “I need to come. I need you to fuck me.”

“I’ll fuck you. I’ll fuck you in a way you’ll never forget. You play with your clit. I need both hands now so I don’t hurt you.”

I couldn’t imagine it wouldn’t hurt, but I wasn’t against a little pleasure-pain with a bit here or there, or a slap. How much different could this be? My heart still hammered from being a little scared about it, though. He promised he would take it slow. I took over with my fingers working my clit the way I liked it the most.

“Do what it takes to make yourself come. I’ll work it back here to match you. I won’t go deep inside you until you’re about to come.”

I began sliding my fingers over my clit just the way I loved it and as I did I felt the tip of his cock at my ass opening. He pressed against me, but he never went all the way. I could feel my ass begin to loosen a little and open up to the pressure from behind.

“If it hurts, work yourself harder. It’ll help, I promise.” His voice was almost a growl now.

My ass cheeks were pulled apart by his great paws, and he nudged his cock at my tender opening. I worked my clit in circles, and the pleasure began in my center. I groaned out loud, and he gave a sharp push and the head of his cock stretched my ass and entered me.

I cried out at the burning pain that I couldn’t have ever imagined. I almost called for him to stop to stop the pain and the incredible way he forced my body to accept him.

“Finger yourself, Annabelle. Make yourself feel good. I won’t move yet. Give it a chance. Feel it. Feel how good it can be.”

I did as he said, working my clit and before long the pleasure built up to breaking point again but it felt better with my ass penetrated like this. “Feels good. It hurts a little, but it feels so good.”

“I swear, I’m gonna come so hard. I can hardly control it. Your ass is so tight and so hot inside, it’s driving me crazy. You’re beautiful, Annabelle.” He sounded desperate, and I knew he was sincere. “Let me keep going? Let me keep fucking your ass. You’ll come so hard. I promise you will.”

“Yes, keep going. I don’t want you to stop. It feels so intense and incredible.” I stroked at my aching, swollen clit fast and soon the pleasure had taken over the pain, and I was close to coming again. My whole body had tensed in readiness for orgasm, and Mitch cried out how tight I was squeezing him and that he was going to make me come right now.

I wasn’t really expecting what he did. He thrust up inside my ass deep and long as he pulled back on my hips. The pain tore through me and I screamed out but I hit my clit hard and fast, and suddenly my body let go. “I’m coming, I’m coming…oh fuck, so fucking good. Yes, yes, fuck that ass, fuck that ass, fuck it! Hard. Harder. Oh god, god, fuck. Yes!”

“Oh fuck, fuck! You’re strangling my cock. So good, so fucking good. Feel it, baby, feel it. Come hard.” He never missed a beat and his constant rhythmic strokes inside me took me to a place I’d never been before, but I definitely wanted to go again.

I was coming hard. Each deep thrust Mitch gave of his huge cock into my untouched ass brought another wave of beautiful pain and added another layer of ecstasy to my mind and body. I kept working my clit and the pleasure and pain battled for supremacy and the orgasm just kept rolling through me.

I could tell Mitch was coming as well by the way he hammered into my ass and cried out my name. His balls slapped against me he was in that deep, and I swear I begged him to go deeper as my orgasm subsided. That should’ve been the end of it, but it wasn’t. Somehow, after that orgasm had faded another one began. I’d never had two in a row before except when masturbating. No guy I had sex with before had ever been skilled enough, or cared enough, to make that happen.

“Keep going, Annabelle. You’re lubricated from my cum inside your ass now. Feel how good it is to be ass-fucked. I won’t stop till you say so. I’ve come, and you still have me hard as a rock because your sweet ass is so tight and hot. I’ll keep fucking you, sweetheart, you come as long as you want.”

Not only did he fill my ass with his cock, he now slid fingers inside my pussy and filled both holes tight. I got some of the juices that we’d created together and slathered them over my clit as I worked over my pleasure bud again and again. The third orgasm loomed, but it seemed I couldn’t quite get there.

“I know what you need. I have to grab a condom from my pants pocket. Don’t stop doing what you’re doing.” Mitch had left me playing with my clit for a few seconds, and I heard the foil rip. “I’m going to fuck your cunt deep and hard now and finger your stretched ass until it squeezes me tight again.”

“Yes, yes. I need you to fuck me. I want to come again around your cock.”

“You’ll come. I’ll make sure of it.” He gripped my hips again. Then his cock head was pushing at my cunt opening, and I worked my clit and pushed back into him. I needed his cock so bad right now.

“You’re so fucking tight, and amazing.”

“Just fuck me. Hard.”

He did. He drove his cock into my pussy where I needed it most and hit every nerve ending I had in there I was sure. His fingers worked in and out of my ass and pushed deep. I’d never had that before, and I liked it. I liked being filled tight and hard in both holes. It still hurt a little, but I realized that’s why it felt so amazing.

I think his cock was going to split me clean in half, and he never stopped saying how perfect I was and how good it felt to be fucking me in both holes. The third orgasm was finally here, and my body took on a life of its own. I was vibrating from head to toe as my climax took. My vision clouded over, and I heard him say he was coming again as well.

He punished my cunt with his cock, hard and deep and he fucked my ass with God only knows how many fingers, I didn’t care. All I cared about was how good it felt and how much better it was than any other orgasm I’d had. He’d taken to a place I’d never been before, and I wanted to go there again.

Finally, we were both spent, and we collapsed in each other’s arms onto the sofa. I ached

inside and out. My ass and cunt had been reamed beyond any fantasy I could’ve imagined, and I felt so good. So, so good. I also felt so bad because now I’d had super-dirty sex with my boss and that had to change things. Right now, I couldn’t think about anything else but him holding me against him and kissing my neck and face with reverence.

“I’ve never, ever had sex so good,” he said.

I slapped him. “Don’t lie. You get plenty of sex. I see the hot ladies coming out looking all satisfied.”

He kissed me softly on the lips. “How long since you’ve seen any lady coming out of my office like that?”

I had to think about it. “Actually, it’s been about a month.” I’d been so busy, and time had passed fast.

“Try about three months. Same amount of time I’ve been trying to get you to throw me a bone.”

“Pretty sure you just threw me one,” I grinned. He looked so sincere. But what was he saying?

“Annabelle, can’t you tell by now, I’m crazy about you. I don’t want to just fuck you once. I want to fuck you forever.”

“Wow, sentimental.”

“Jesus, I get so fucked up when I try to talk to you. It never comes out right. Annabelle, I love you. I want us to be together.”

I couldn’t believe what he was saying. My powerful, untouchable, sexy-as boss wanted me? Not just for sex, but as a girlfriend? “Wait.” I looked him in the eyes. “You want to date me?”

“I want to marry you, but dating will be fine for now. I love you.”

My heart swelled and tears formed in my eyes. No one had ever told me that before. I knew this was the heat of the moment, and I knew he was likely infatuated with me until he got to know my crazy family…

“Don’t overthink this. No pressure. Let’s just enjoy each other and see where it leads.”

“I know where it leads.” I climbed on top of him and straddled my legs wide across his body and his cock began to harden again. “To me fucking you again.”

“I can live with that.”

“What about my job here?”

“As of tomorrow, I own this company.”

“What? That makes it even trickier.”

“Not really. I know you’re being head-hunted by some top companies.”

Now I was really surprised. “How do you know?”

“I just do.”

“I’ve told them all I’m not in the position to work full time for them, I need time to study.”

He shook his head and toyed with my nipples as I worked his hardened cock inside me. “You don’t get it, do you? They head-hunt you, you name your terms and your price.”

I did get it now. I had the power here, in more ways than one. “My terms are you never, ever fuck anyone like you’ve just fucked me again. Unless I’m there to watch.”

“You’re so perfect it’s unbelievable.” He thrust up into me, and I let myself take him fully. “I don’t need to fuck anyone else again ever, in any way.”

“I have quite a few fantasies to be fulfilled, and some involve more than one person.”

“I’m your man. What you want, you get, no questions asked.”

“One day at a time but for now let’s finish what I’ve started here.” I continued to ride him long and slow making sure I got as much of his cock inside me as possible. I ran my hands over his muscled, lean body and knew my life had just changed for the better.

“I’m not sure I can come again for a while. You’ve completely emptied me.”

“Orgasm doesn’t always have to be the end game. I quite like the journey. We build slow and enjoy how we feel together. Orgasms are not compulsory but feeling good is.” I smiled down at him and tweaked his nipples.

“Those sound like words I can live by. I can’t believe it took so long for me to get up enough courage to let you know how I felt.”

“I never would’ve. I always felt way out of your league.”

He laughed. “I always felt way out of yours.”

“We shouldn’t have been so judgy, serves us right.” I laughed. This was nice. It was easy. Way easier and way better than I thought it could be. I’d have to rethink my no-relationship stance.

“You’re a very special lady, Annabelle Bradshaw. I think it’s time you realized that.”

I ground my clit down onto him as he bucked upwards. Leaning forward over his torso to kiss him, we moved together as one. Every part of him hit my pleasure spots just right. “Oh, God…I’m going to come again.”

This orgasm ebbed through me like thick, warm treacle. It was deep, lush and it meant something special. I clung to Mitch, and he held me close. I wanted to stay like this forever, with him hard inside me and me more satisfied than I’d ever been. Life was suddenly good.


35. Sneaking in the Backdoor: My First Time with Anal Sex for Revenge by Nora Walker

When Ashley catches her boyfriend cheating, she schemes with her best friend Carmela to devise the perfect revenge.  They enlist the help of Carmela’s friend Thomas, a muscular blonde man, who is more than happy to lend a hand to the situation.

What do you do when that decision moment arrives?  When you come to the crossroads and, have to make a decision?  Truthfully, you never really know until the time comes in your own life.  I had one of those moments several years ago, when I discovered that my boyfriend was stepping out on me.

I discovered it quite by accident one Friday night.  I was not even snooping around, I promise.  I did not even know enough to suspect something, so why would I snoop?  But he had stepped out of the room and his phone lit up with a text message so just on reflex I looked down and saw a very explicit sexual message from a number I did not recognize.  It was just the number, with no name.  He must not have saved it into his phone, I have no idea.  But the description was a very detailed account of what this person intended to do with my boyfriend’s dick.

My heart pounded in my chest, and I felt faint when the reality came flooding into my brain.  My first thought was to throw the phone across the room until it shattered against the wall.  But I sat back from the coffee table and closed my eyes to calm down.

He walked back into the room at that moment, and said some stupid joke about did I fall asleep.  Something inside me told me to keep my mouth shut, so I just opened my eyes and nodded.

“Yeah, I think I need to head to bed,” I smiled weakly.

He nodded, “Ok, I’ll be in there in a little while.”

I dragged myself off the couch and headed to the bathroom to wash my face and brush my teeth.  I splashed cold water on my cheeks and stared hard into the mirror at myself.  I was no supermodel, but I was not bad looking.  If I put a little effort into it, I could still turn heads.  I shook my head and headed to the bedroom.

Once I lay down in the dark room, the thoughts swirled through my head.  Images of what I could do to him so that no one could think about his dick ever again; what I could do to the woman on the other side of the phone; what I could do to slowly drive him bat-shit crazy.

I giggled at the last one.  The first idea was out because I really did not think I could have caused him permanent injury.  The second was out because she might very well be innocent in all of this.  But the third one had merit.  I finally fell asleep with a devious plan forming in my head.

On Saturday morning, I woke up to his snoring with the wicked little plot still rolling around in my head.  I dressed and went for a run to clear my head and formulate my plan.

After the first mile, I determined that the best revenge was to serve him the same medicine.  And after the second mile of my run, I realized that I was going to need backup.  I used the third mile to head over to my best friend’s house.

Carmela opened the door in surprise, “Hey Ash, what are you doing over here?”

“I’ll tell you if you’ll pour me a drink.”

“It’s a little early, hun,” she laughed.

“We’ll both need one,” I warned her.

She shook her head in confusion but let me in the door.  We started with screwdrivers, so I knew it was going to be an interesting conversation.  We settled down on the patio so that I could explain to her what I had learned the night before, and what my plan was.  She clapped her hands with glee when I told her that I needed her help.

We discussed the details over our second and third screwdrivers, but by the fourth, we had both deteriorated into just bashing men.

“We need food,” I finally giggled.

“Yeah, it’s only noon, and we’re tanked,” she laughed.

“I am not!” I protested.

As proof of her statement, she nudged me with one finger, and I toppled out of my chair with my legs sticking out at odd angles.

“That was rude!” I laughed, trying to upright myself.

She reached out to tickle my foot which only serviced to send me spiraling back to the ground.

“Quit it,” I giggled, trying in vain to kick her hand away.

Once I was upright back in my chair, she looked at me as seriously as she could.

“Ashley, are you really wanting to do this?  I mean, really?”

I nodded, “Yeah, I totally want to pull this off and then drop his ass.  But I have to play nice until the plan comes together.”

“I got you.  And I have your back.”

Carmela made us some turkey sandwiches and loaned me a swimsuit so I could jump in her pool.  We spent the rest of the day hanging out, drinking more screwdrivers, and generally laughing over the stupidity of the male species.  At that point, I was not even concerned that he was probably blowing up my phone and wondering where I was.  It seemed to me that he had given up that privilege when his dick found a new pussy.

We formulated the specifics of my plan, including her as my alibi and her helping set Jeff up.  The plan was for me to drive him crazy with hints that I was cheating, for him to catch me in the act of actually cheating on him, and for him to catch me doing the one thing I would never give to him.  I just needed Carmela’s help with finding a suitable candidate that was worthy and that would understand what was going on.  I needed this guy to be aware of the situation and to not care.  She recommended a friend of hers that was a pretty nice guy and who would be more than happy to play along to nail the guy who had wronged me.

It was a perfect plan.

****

While Carmela set up a meeting with her friend, Thomas, I started working on driving Jeff insane with the innuendo and hints.  I started wearing sexier clothes, got my hair styled differently, started hiding my cell phone messages.  I think he started noticing about three or four days into the process.  He started to ask me about the changes and I just basically blew him off.

He caught me coming out of the bathroom one day and snapped his head around when he realized I was wearing a new black lacy thong.

“Where the hell did that come from?” he demanded to know.

“The store,” I laughed flippantly as I pulled on my skirt.

He rolled his eyes and went to shower.

I spent more and more time with Carmela too.  We never did anything beyond watching movies or just hanging out, but I always looked fantastic when I left the house and a little rumpled when I returned.  She would just laugh as I mussed my hair in the mirror and kissed my own hand to smudge my lipstick.  She really was a good friend.

A couple of weeks of driving Jeff crazy and Carmela finally managed to arrange a meet-up with her friend Thomas.  We planned to meet at her house, as neutral territory.  I dressed in a tight little denim skirt and a low-cut flowing blouse with cute sparkly sandals.

Jeff watched as I gathered my things.

“Where you headed this time?”

“Carmela’s again.”

“You sure are getting dressed up just for her.”

“Oh, I thought we might go grab dinner or something.”

He nodded and flipped his attention back to the television.

I got to Carmela’s house a little before seven, and she was all giggly when I arrived.

“You’re just going love him, really.  Hell, I’d date him if he and I weren’t such good friends.”

“And you’ve given him the basic story?”

“Yeah, the basics.  You can fill him in on anything I’ve left out or forgotten.”

“Fair enough,” I smiled as I swiped on extra lip gloss.

Thomas arrived right on time which always impresses me since Jeff cannot seem to make it to anything on schedule.  Carmela answered the door while I waited in the living room with my legs crossed just perfectly.

When they came around the corner, I almost lost my cool.  Carmela had not done this man justice when she had described him.  He was tall and broad-shouldered, with shaggy blonde hair and deep green eyes.  When I stood up to greet him, I barely reached his pecs.

“Hi, I’m Ashley,” I smiled up at him.

“Thomas,” he winked, giving me a small shiver of anticipation.

He and Carmela settled onto the couch, and I returned to my chair.  The wine flowed easily as did the conversation.  I ended up telling the entire sordid story of Jeff and me, down to the text message that blew this whole plan into action.

“Sounds like he deserves whatever he gets,” Thomas twisted his full lips into a scornful smirk.

He was totally on board with our plan, and I was finding myself rather eager to spend more time with him.  We made the arrangements for the following Friday afternoon.

When Carmela excused herself politely from her own living room, Thomas patted the couch cushion next to him as an invitation.  I slid over from the chair and found that I fit perfectly into the crook of his arm when he rested it along the back of the couch.

“Are you sure you want to do this?” he whispered in my ear.

His warm breath tickled my skin and I shivered again with a shy nod.

“Carm said you had something specific in mind.  Want to give me a hint?”

His fingers were tickling my bare thigh, and I found it very difficult to concentrate on what he was saying.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, she mentioned that you want him to catch you in the act, but that you want him to catch you in the middle of a specific act.  I was curious what that might be.”

I felt my cheeks flush hotly at the thought of voicing it to him.  Then again, I rationalized to myself, if I can’t say it to him, it’s going to be very awkward to do it with him.

“Anal sex,” I whispered with a giggle.

He grinned, “Why that?”

“Because I always told him ‘no’ when he asked for it.  I think it would be perfect for him to catch me with another guy’s cock in my ass.”  I flushed again, hoping the wine would keep me from dying of embarrassment.

He leaned closer until his lips were against my ear, “I’ll be gentle.”

I turned towards him as the goosebumps trickled down my arm and he cupped my cheek with his large hand.  When his lips touched mine, I felt the heat surge through my bloodstream, and I knew that this was going to be easier than I ever dreamed.  His tongue danced with mine until my breath escaped in tiny gasps.  The sound of clapping hands startled us apart.

“I knew you all would get along!” Carmela was laughing.

Thomas and I chuckled as well, and I shivered as his fingers tickled a little higher on my thigh.

“I should go,” I murmured.

“And you don’t have to kiss your hand tonight,” Carmela giggled.

“What was that?” Thomas looked confused.

“Nothing,” I gave Carmela a ‘go to hell’ glare.

When I got home that night, I went straight to bed with the memory of Thomas on my lips and between my thighs.

Over the next week, I got more and more anxious about this upcoming date.  I was glad it was someone Carmela knew and someone I had now met in person.  That made it a little easier.  However, the gorgeousness of him made it harder.  Jeff was now clearly aware of my distraction because it was real this time.  And yet, he made no moves to do anything about it.

When I got the chance, I did snoop into his phone.  I wanted to make sure that the messages were still coming in.  I mean, what if I had planned all of this revenge sex out and it turns out the one message I saw was a wrong number?  But sure enough, there were plenty of other messages that backed up the one I first saw.  And Jeff’s replies were just as raunchy.

I confirmed with Thomas via text that we were still on with the plan.  I didn’t even care if Jeff found it.  In fact, that would be all the better.

****

That Saturday morning, I spent a good long hour in the shower, scrubbing and shaving everything until my whole body was satin smooth.  A healthy application of cocoa butter would make sure my skin was glowing and soft.  I did not put anything special on for the daytime.  I needed Jeff to think everything was normal until the right moment.  I had picked this say for the plot because he was going to quote play poker with the guys unquote, so I was pretty sure he was meeting up with little miss play-with-your-dick.

Thomas kept sending me little text messages, teasing me and hinting around at his plans for the evening.  All of them made my cheeks warm, and some of them made me warm between my thighs.  He was very good at this apparently.

Jeff and I milled around the apartment together without really saying much to each other.  It was obvious that we both had someone else on our minds.  Jeff finally left home around five o’clock which was perfect because Thomas was due over at six.  That gave me just enough time to slip into something a little more suitable for the evening I had planned.  The little slip dress I chose was perfect.  And I took the plunge and wore nothing underneath, just for fun.

Thomas said he would bring over dinner, and I just figured he was going to pick up a pizza.  When he arrived promptly at six, he was carrying a bottle of wine and a bag of groceries.  The khakis were clean and pressed, and the emerald polo shirt perfectly accentuated both his muscles and his green eyes.

“You cook too?” I laughed.

“I’m a talented man,” he winked at me.

I shivered at the implications and helped him pull out the food.  I put together a crisp green salad while he heated up the grilled chicken.  It was delicious, and we polished it off quickly, along with the bottle of wine.  My head was a little woozy as we put the dishes in the sink and moved to the living room for a second bottle of wine.

I still fit nicely into the crook of his long arm, and I could feel his bicep bulging against me.  I only hoped that the rest of him followed suit.  I stopped myself with that thought and remembered just exactly what was going to transpire that night.  Maybe I hoped he was on the small side instead.

I giggled to myself which garnered me a strange look from him.

“What is it, Ashley?”

“N-Nothing,” I stuttered guiltily.

“Oh really…” his voice dropped an octave.

He tightened his arm around my shoulders and angled me towards him.  His lips were soft, but the kiss was rough.

“I’ve been thinking about tonight all week,” he murmured against my lips.

“Me too,” I admitted shyly.

His other hand slid up my thigh to rest at my waist, and he easily moved my body until I was straddling his lap.

“I like that there is no pretense for tonight,” he chuckled.

“Oh?” I laughed, “I’m a sure thing?”

He thrust his hips up into me, and I could feel the bulge in his lap.  When his fingers snuck up under the hem of my dress, his eyes opened wide.

“Nothing underneath?”

I shook my head with a giggle.

“Damn, I’m glad I didn’t know that earlier, I would have skipped dinner.  That’s so fucking hot.”

He gripped my ass tightly and pulled me tighter against his lap.

“Have you done this before?”

“Done what?  Intentional revenge sex?” he laughed.

“No, anal,” I whispered.

“Yeah, and I promise to be gentle.  I’ve popped a cherry or two before.  Most important thing is to get you nice and ready,” he grinned.

I moaned softly as his fingers closed onto one of my nipples.  They were already starting to stiffen under the thin material of my dress, and his touch turned them into aching little peaks.  He rolled them in his fingertips, tugging gently and kneading the soft flesh around them.

As my breath escaped in tiny gasps, his fingers tickled my shoulders to slide the straps off.  My boobs fell free, and he buried his face in the soft valley between them.  His mouth picked up where his fingers left off, and his tongue teased the points into taut rosebuds.  As he licked from one to the other, his hand snuck between our bodies to find the slipperiness between my thighs.

“Oh,” I moaned, gripping his neck tightly.

“You are so wet already,” he groaned.

With a skilled touch, he slowly rubbed gentle circles around the other aching nub.  It throbbed under his touch, and I wanted more.

“Harder,” I gasped, trying to press my body against his fingers.

As if just to torment me, he stopped and slid two fingers inside my pussy.  Back and forth he teased me, a few little circles and then a few strokes in and out.  I was thrashing about on top of his lap, nearly begging for release.

“Is there somewhere more comfortable we could go?”

I nodded and slid off his lap, slightly embarrassed when I saw the wet spot on his slacks.

He followed my gaze with his eyes and chuckled, “It’s fine, that’s actually both of us there.”

When we got to the bedroom, I had to see more of him.  I clawed at his shirt and slacks until he was free of both.  He was not wearing underwear either, and his cock bobbed stiffly, eager for attention.

Thomas stood in front of me while I sat on the edge of the bed, mesmerized by the stiff cock in front of me.  I stroked him lightly, teasing him the same way he had done to me.  I let my fingertips graze up and down his shaft, tickling and rolling his heavy balls.

“Been a while?” I giggled as I hefted their weight.

“I’ve been saving up for you,” he whispered.

“Oh damn,” I moaned, tightening my grip on his shaft.

Just a few strokes and he was pulling out of my palm.

“We need to pace ourselves,” he chuckled.

I gripped him tighter and stroked him fast and firm.

“Oh shit,” he groaned, losing his battle with the self-control.

I added a naughty little twist of my wrist to the end of each stroke, and he finally took a big step back to pull his cock free.

“Fuck, I was almost…”

I laughed, “Not what you had in mind?”

He grabbed the lower hem of my skirt and yanked the dress over my head, leaving me naked on the bed.  Without another word, he fell to his knees on the floor and buried his face between my thighs.  His tongue was sweet torture when it found my aching clit, and as he licked me towards my climax, his finger started teasing the tight rosebud he intended to take with his cock.

My ass twitched and shivered, never having been touched that way before.  But he kept flicking my clit with his tongue and soon I just melded all of the sensations together as pure pleasure.  As my climax surged through my body, he licked me fast and hard while he stroked one finger in and out of my ass.  By the time I had finished, I was more than ready to feel his cock inside my body.

“Inside me,” I gasped hoarsely.

“You sure?” he was sweet to double-check.

I nodded, bracing myself for the invasion.  He pulled a condom from his crumpled slacks and rolled it down, shivering slightly as he stroked his own cock.  I inched back on the bed as he climbed on top of me, and gently pressed the head of his cock against my asshole.

“Oh boy,” I exhaled softly.

He laughed, “If you don’t want to, I can skip it.”

“No, I want you inside me,” I protested.

He pressed the head firmly against me, but there was no movement.  He slid two fingers into my slippery pussy and started stroking them in and out.  I gasped and locked my legs around his waist, welcoming him inside my body.  As I felt the orgasm approaching quickly, I suddenly felt a fullness somewhere new.  There had been a moment of dull pain and then the fullness.

Oh, he was smart, I laughed to myself.

The closer I got to coming on his hand, the further he slid his cock inside.  It was brilliant really, giving me the association of pleasure and anal sex.  I tried to breathe normally but the sensations were too much, and I gasped for air.

“Too much?” he whispered.

“It just feels too good,” I admitted.

“No such thing, Ash, no such thing,” he reassured me as I felt him fully enter me.

With his hand still stroking inside my pussy, I felt the orgasm burst out of my body, and I thrashed against him.  He slowly withdrew his fingers and let his cock take over the show.

My wetness has thoroughly lubed him, and he was sliding in and out just as easily as if it had been my pussy.

“Oh Trevor,” I moaned, trying to pull him to me.

“Oh yeah, there we are,” he grunted as his strokes sped up.

My whole body felt full, thick with clouds of pleasure and desire.  It was not as sharp a climb as the others, but I could still feel the pleasure building to something.

“Just like that,” I stroked his hair away from his forehead.

“So close,” he grunted, his strokes becoming erratic.

“No, not yet,” I begged him.

He slowed down, wincing at the frustration.

“I want Jeff to catch you balls deep inside my ass,” I reminded him.

I felt his cock twitch and surge as my words.

“Then don’t talk like that,” he chuckled, digging his nails into the bedspread to maintain self-control.

“And I want to come with you,” I grinned up at him.

His cock swelled yet again.

“Fuck, stop talking like that,” he laughed.

He playfully clapped one palm over my lips, and I widened my eyes at him.  I was able to reach around and slowly stroke my own clit in time with his painfully slow thrusts.

“Dammit,” he swore, “you’re going to make me…”

Just then we both froze as a metal key scraped inside the lock of the apartment’s front door.  We waited one long moment with Thomas’s cock deep inside my ass.  Just to tease him the tiniest bit, I wriggled my hips a few times, and he stifled a moan of pleasure.  Once we heard the door shut, Thomas looked down at me with a wicked grin.  He started pounding away, making the bed creak and dragging pleasured moans from my lips.

“Yes, Thomas, come inside my ass,” I begged him loudly.

When he pounded me those last few strokes, I went over the edge with him.  He grunted and growled as my ass tightened around his cock and we came together in a roar of pleasure and screaming.  As we fell back to reality, we heard Jeff’s furious voice in the doorway.

“What the fuck is going on here?” he demanded.

Thomas and I both looked appropriately shocked and dismayed.

“Jeff!  What are you doing home?  I thought you were playing poker!”

“So that gives you the right to fuck someone on our bed?  I knew there was something going on!  I saw your goddamn cell phone!”

Thomas politely pulled out of my ass and angled his body over mine to conceal me.

“Oh, Jeff.  When I said you were playing poker, I meant that you were out poking her.  Did I not make myself clear?”

“Wait, what?” his anger diminished slightly with his growing confusion.

“You and your little dick slut can kiss my ass.  Oh and by the way, speaking of my ass, it turns out that I do love anal sex after all.  Thomas really knows what he’s doing.  Guess it just takes a real man to take care of business.”

In shock and embarrassment, Jeff stormed out of the room, leaving Thomas and I laughing on the bed.  Eventually, we wriggled under the covers, and I spent the night curled up into Thomas’s long muscular arms.

****

I only saw Jeff one more time after that fateful yet lovely night.  He came by the apartment the next morning to collect his stuff and then he was gone for good.  It was a little awkward since Thomas was still there in our bed, but it was not like Jeff had any room to talk.  Carmela called me around noon to see how it went, and I tried to explain the wonderfulness that was our plan, but Thomas kept distracting me with his fingers and tongue.  Carmela kept asking me if I was okay because I seemed out of breath, and I just tried to ignore the teasing.  The man was very talented, as he had stated earlier, and I had to hang up just moments before I came all over Thomas’s grinning face.

Thomas and I did see each other several more times, each with hotter sex than the previous time.  And eventually, we parted ways as friends.  I still see him from time to time at Carmela’s house, but we have not become fuck buddies or anything.  In fact, I really like the girl he’s been seeing lately.  He had been exactly what I needed when I needed it, and I will always be grateful to him for that.

The next few guys I dated were thrilled beyond belief when I suggested anal sex, and it turns out that if the guy knows what he’s doing, it really is quite enjoyable.  Don’t get me wrong, I still love all of the other kinds as well, but it is nice to be able to offer that to a boyfriend now.  None of them have turned me down yet, so I must be on to something.

But truthfully?  Between you and me?  I’m not sure anything will ever really compare to that first night when Thomas popped the little cherry of my ass.


36. A Helpful Neighbor: First Time Anal with the Guy Next Door by Roxy Rhodes

I’ve never been a stranger to unsolicited come-ons so I wasn’t surprised when one day I received a link to a dirty video in my messages from an anonymous man.  I was surprised, however, at how intrigued by the video I was.  I’d always gone for good guys who bored me in bed in the past, but suddenly my head was filled with dirty thoughts of doing things a good girl like me would never do.

And wouldn’t you know it, just as I started to indulge in these forbidden fantasies for the first time, letting my fingers explore parts of my body I’d never touched before, I get a knock on the door from Ryan, a helpful neighbor wanting to fix a few things for me.

Little did he know I only had one thing that needed fixing:  My unbridled, frustrating desire to be used in ways I couldn’t even say out loud!

He was always in the elevator at 5:30 pm.  I knew because I was also always in the elevator at 5:30 pm.  We had a strange relationship, he and I.  All I knew about him was that he lived on the floor below me, that he wore nice suits on his big, brawny frame, and that he had a gentle demeanor and a bashful smile.  His hair was dark, his “Good evening” was said in a low boom, but I didn’t know his name, occupation or anything at all that would justify the amount of time I spent thinking about him.  We simply rode the elevator up to our respective apartments every day at 5:30pm.  But somehow, that small daily ritual had become the most thrilling part of my day.

I was still glowing from our daily ride, in spite of a grueling day at work, when I entered my small studio apartment and saw new notifications blinking at me from my open laptop.

There were three new messages for me—all from a man I didn’t know with an obscured profile picture.

“You’re pretty,” the first one said.

“I hope someone is making your amazing body feel good,” said the next one.

“But just in case…” said the third, with a link to a video.  The title said, “She never saw it coming.”  The thumbnail showed a girl’s face—either in pain or ecstasy.  It was impossible to know which.

It was hardly my first time getting a message from some horny little pervert I didn’t know.  Unsolicited come-ons were part of my daily routine.  Red hair, tall, a round ass and long legs that men couldn’t seem to keep from leering at:  My body afforded me some privilege, but I paid the price in disgusting comments and surprise dick pics.

So I surprised even myself when I clicked the link.  I don’t know what made me do it—it was something about her expression.  A video began to play.

“Are you sure I can take it?” the girl asked.

“You know you want to,” he said, spreading her ass cheeks open wide.

The angle jumped, and suddenly we were staring between two large mounds of flesh while she looked over her shoulder at the camera.  Her tight little asshole was awaiting its punishment.  He slid a finger in, and she winced.  He slid in another, and she groaned.

“Have you ever done this before?” he asked, sliding in another.

“No,” she giggled, then sighed.

“I’m gonna fuck your virgin ass so good,” he said.  I felt the guilt rise in me as a vibrating sensation went straight through my core.  The video wasn’t smart, or artful, but I was desperate to see more.

He pulled off his pants and revealed a cock ridiculous in length for his slender frame.  It was slightly curved with a glossy, thick head.

“Are you gonna take every inch of this you fucking slut?” he asked.

“Uh-huh,” she said, wriggling her ass for him.

“Then suck on it first,” he demanded.  I wondered how she’d fit even a quarter of his cock into her mouth, but just as she parted her lips for him, there was a pop up:  “INTERRACIAL GANGBANG!” a sinister voice said as a woman was getting pumped in every hole.  Then another pop up:  “FIRST TIME FUCK-FEST” the title said, followed by a montage of some innocent girl going from fully clothed to fucking two cocks in the blink of an eye.  HORNY MILFS; TEENAGE BISEXUALS; AMATEUR SLUTS.  Pop-up after pop-up stormed my screen, faster than I could close them, until finally I simply turned the computer off.

Serves me right for my curiosity, I told myself.  What I did I expect?  I restarted the computer, and to my horror, the screen was now rearranged, the text nonsensical wingdings, the screen frozen.

“Fuck, no!” I said, frantically moving the mouse and pressing buttons.  “No, no, no!”  But there was nothing I could do.

Frustrated as I was that my computer had crashed, as mad at myself as I was for crashing it with porn of all things, neither of these disappointments overrode the hot, burning need I felt between my legs.  The girl in the video’s face haunted me:  That expression of frightened desire, the image of her pristine rosebud opening to receive his fingers.  For the first time in my life, I contemplated my body’s capacity.  How much could it take?  How much did I want to take?

The truth was I’d led a pretty vanilla life with pedestrian men.  Sure, I’d had my share of boyfriends, but nobody to write home about when all was said and done:  men who fucked me politely, who slipped in and out of my life and body unnoticed.  Some heavy breathing, a small mess, and quickly forgotten.

After work I usually filled my nights with streaming television, reading the news, catching up on correspondence.  But now, with no distractions, I was only aware of the singular feeling of needing something between my legs, something that would fill me and quiet the sudden all-consuming restlessness.  My pussy was screaming in angst, opening, closing, noshing hungrily.

I stripped down in a hurry.  I wasn’t the type who strode freely and naked around her apartment.  I was strangely paranoid, in spite of living alone and having a sturdy lock, that even in my own apartment I may be caught with my pants down.  Even in the shower, I took care to lock the bathroom door, should some stranger wander in.

But it was stifling hot all of a sudden, and so, before giving it a second thought, off came my blazer, silk camisole, bra, shoes, slacks, panties, until I was completely bare.  The air conditioning blowing against my sweat sent an electric shiver through me, setting my nipples so much on end I had to take a look at my neglected body.

Nailed to my closet door was a floor length mirror which I stood before, looking my body up and down.  At twenty-seven years old, my body still retained its youthful tautness even as my frame was beginning to take on a more womanly shape.  My breasts hung like heavy dewdrops, fat-full and ready to burst, with small, dark areolas around long erect bullets.  I turned to the side and marveled at their reach, before taking one with my fingers and twisting it, sending a vibration straight to my pussy that reverberated as I watched the nub grow even bigger and stronger than before.

My dark bob was neat and seek—so perfect I had an irresistible urge to mess it up.  I tugged and pulled at my hair with one hand and let the other explore my body gingerly, running up and down my flat stomach, coming teasingly close to my mound, which was adorned with a tidy dark triangle of manicured hair.  I enjoyed the show I was putting on for myself.  I looked at once animalistic and ethereal in my view.  Why had I ignored my body for so long?

I turned around and took a look at my ass:  plump and smooth.  I wished I had the reach to properly spank it.  I longed to see it bounce and shake.  And to be sure, I was able to give it a rippling smack, but was unable to achieve the satisfactory sound  to accompany it.

Between my cheeks was a dark chasm.  I realized I had never peered into it.  I’d never explored my backdoor at all—nor had anyone else.

So I grabbed hold of the firm orbs and pried them open, revealing a dark pink, puckered opening so small I didn’t believe even my pinky could pierce the seal.  Yet it seemed like a good idea to try.

I grazed the tender rim with a middle finger, surprised at how it thrilled me.  How had I gone so many years completely unaware of how sensitive I was there?

But still, the thought of sliding my finger inside filled me with unwarranted panic.  I wanted to, but something was holding me back.

Hunched over, contorted to catch a glimpse of the terrifying moment of impact to come, a hand grabbing one firm cheek for dear life, I was nearly knocked off balance by an unexpected pounding at the door.

“Who is it?” I called, immediately regretting it.  No good could come from an unexpected visitor.  I should have stayed quiet.

“It’s Ryan.  From the elevator.  Your neighbor?”  I recognized his voice immediately.  Dark and thick and resonant.  I was mortified.  What a moment to come calling.

“Hold on,” I called, frantically grabbing a robe from the closet.  I took a brief look in the mirror and tried in vain to smooth my now wild hair.  I composed myself as best I could, took a breath and answered the door.

“I was just about to take a bath,” I said, smiling big, trying to look natural, but fearing the word “Liar” had appeared magically on my forehead.

“Is this yours? Are you Carmen?” he said, holding up my wallet.

“Oh, my God, yes.  I didn’t even know it was missing!”

“I was just about to head out to the corner store, and it was on the floor of the elevator,” he said, handing the wallet over.

“Would you like to come in?” I asked.

“This doesn’t seem like the best time for you.”

I was puzzled until all at once I remembered I was only in my robe.  But now I was completely flustered by both my own forwardness and my desire to get him into my apartment.

“No, no, it’s—it’s fine.  I was taking a bath because I didn’t have any other plans.  My computer crashed, and I’ve been bored out of my mind.  I would love some company—if you’d like to come in for a drink.  I was blathering like an idiot.

“That would be nice.” There it was:  that blushing, bashful smile of his I found so endearing.  “It’s about time we properly introduced ourselves.

‘I know!” I said too loudly, opening the door and turning into my small kitchenette.  It had been so long since I’d had company.  I knew I had some proper booze someplace, but wasn’t sure where I’d stashed it.  “Every day at the same time in the elevator!  I feel like we’re already old friends.”  I was making a racket in the cupboards, but I couldn’t stop myself from being noticeably frantic, try as I might.  My hands were shaking!  I’d never been such a clumsy school girl, even back when I was a clumsy school girl.  Finally, I found a bottle of good whiskey.

“Is whiskey okay?  How do you take it?”

“Neat is fine, thank you!” he called.  I emerged with two glasses of the stuff.  To my horror, I saw that Ryan had my computer open and was pressing buttons.

“What are you doing?” the sheer panic in my voice was unmistakable.  Calm down, I told myself.  He must think you’re a lunatic.

But he only laughed, light-heartedly.  “I won’t make it worse, I swear,” he assured me, though that was hardly why I was worried.  “I’m actually an IT repairman.  I can probably fix this.”

“You don’t need to do that,” I said.  What if he saw my browser history?

“What are neighbors for?” he smiled, and I melted.

“But…” How could I steer him away from this? “We’re only just meeting each other.  You shouldn’t get bogged down with work.”

He didn’t say anything, absorbed in the glowing screen in front of him.  I wondered what he was seeing with his now intense, focused eyes.  There was a twitch of the eyebrow, what looked like the beginning a small smile, and then he closed the laptop.

“No more work tonight,” he said.  “But if you let me take this home, I think I know what the problem is.”

“What is it?” I asked in my best innocent voice.  Did I crash it with PORN?

“People always ask me to explain what I’m doing, and then their eyes glaze over, so I’ll spare you the technical talk. But it shouldn’t be too hard to fix.  Come,” he patted the couch next to him.  “Sit next to me.”

It wasn’t until I was sitting on the couch with him that I remembered to be self-conscious about my robe.  We were sitting so closely his leg kept brushing against mine.  I looked down at my lap, coyly, and saw how the part in my robe came dangerously close to my bare pussy.

“I should put on some clothes,” I said, starting to rise.  An unexpected hand grabbed mine, halting me.

“Why would you do that?” Ryan said, staring me full in the eyes.  He had the same, smirking intensity he had when he was looking at my computer—gone was the bashfulness.  “There’s no need to change now.”

I leaned back on the couch, unable to protest, unable to do anything except let my legs part ever so slightly.  He took a sip of his whiskey, his eyes still on me.

“So what do you do?” he asked.  A standard question but the commanding boom of his voice felt suddenly intimidating, at once an enveloping blanket and rolling thunder.  For a moment I couldn’t remember what my job was.

“I’m the director of development for a nonprofit arts group!” I cried when the information returned to me.

“Are you nervous?” he smirked.  I couldn’t even answer.  “You can feel free to put some clothes on.  I just want you to feel good.”  I remembered my inbox messages.

But the thought of putting on clothes was strangely disappointing.  Now that I had permission to put on clothes, I couldn’t think of an excuse not to—it was the proper thing to do.  And yet, I was searching for an excuse.  I liked that there was only a bit of cloth separating us.  And should the robe fall open…

“I can pick out something for you wear,” he inserted during my hesitation.  Without waiting for me to respond to his bizarre proposal, he got up and went into my open walk in closet and began rifling through my clothes.  I was so surprised by his assumed familiarity—his willingness to go into my computer, my closet, my home, and look at what he liked—I could think of no response.  I was simply curious to see what he picked out.

I heard the clinking of wire hangers, the muffled thudding of fabric hitting fabric, and moments later he emerged, a white, fifties-style dress with a full skirt and a heart shaped halter top, cute little eyelets embroidered throughout.  I couldn’t help but laugh.

“That’s what you chose?”

“Do you disapprove?”

“No…it’s just…not what I expected.”

“what did you expect’

Short skirt, fishnets, stilettos. Not that I even owned anything of the variety.  Nor had he given any indication of impropriety.  Still, something about him dressing me had sent a thrilling hope through me that he may suggest something beyond my comfort level.  And, baffling even to me, I couldn’t help but feel a disappointing anti-climax that he’d emerged from my closet with something so modest.

“Don’t worry,” he smiled knowingly, reading my thoughts.  “I can tell you’re a good girl.  I wouldn’t ask you to wear something you were uncomfortable with.”

“What makes you so sure I’m a good girl?” Good girl—even that innocuous phrase had a lurid tone.  Or perhaps it was my own perverse mind creating subtext.

“Put on the dress,” was all he said in response.

“I’ve never even tried it on before.  It was a hand-me-down from a friend.”

“I think it will suit you perfectly.”

I was beginning to be insulted.  All of this “good girl” stuff and this fifties dress in white.  How rigid he must have thought I was.  Still, I was curious what he saw.  I took the dress from him, stepped into the closet, and closed the door.

I stood before the full-length mirror in the cramped walk-in and let my robe fall to the floor, watching my body reveal itself in a wash: shoulders, breasts, waist, hips, pussy, legs.  What if he opens the door? My mind screamed.  And yet I didn’t rush to cover myself, lingering in my image for a moment, enjoying my fear of being seen.

The dress went on easily enough over my bare body, but the zipper was caught on a bit of fabric.

“Come on…” I said out loud as I yanked at the zipper.  A moment later, the door opened.  Ryan stood before me in my open dress, which hung forward, revealing too much cleavage.

“I’m not done!” I cried, startled.

“You said come in,” he said, holding his place.

“I said come on—the zipper is stuck.”

“I can help you with that,” he said, positioning himself behind me in the cramped closet, our bodies close.  My bare back was straight and alert with anticipation.

He began to work the zipper, which began just above the crevice of my ass.  His rough fingers occasionally grazed my skin as he gently tugged at the fabric.

“It’s really jammed in here,” he said.

“I’m sorry.”

“I don’t mind,” he leaned forward and hummed in my ear.  “So tell me,”--back to the business of fiddling with my zipper—“What were you doing on the computer just before it crashed?”

“What do you mean?” It came out a tad too sharply.

“Just trying to diagnose the problem,” he said as he sank to his knees, presumably to get a better look at the zipper, but nonetheless bringing his face so close to my ass, I could feel his breath through the cotton fabric.

“I was…just checking my messages.”

“I need to get at this from a different angle,” he said, and I became aware of his hand sliding up the underside of the fabric until his knuckles grazed my ass, his fingers working the zipper from the inside.

“Anything unusual in your messages?” he continued, as though he wasn’t touching my naked ass.  I should tell him to stop, I thought to myself.  And yet, I didn’t move.

“No…I don’t know what you mean.”

“Did you click any links?”

“I…yes.  I watched a video.”

“What was in it?”

“Why does that matter?”

He didn’t answer right away.  He only let his knuckle drag down the curve of my crack, slowly not quite pressing hard enough to separate the cheeks, until his hand was between my legs, his finger moving back and forth softly over my pussy lips.  I spread my legs slightly.  A small whimper came from my lips.

“I was wondering if it was the video that was making you moan earlier.  All the time I’ve lived beneath you, I’ve heard footsteps, I’ve heard music, I’ve heard your television.  Today was the first time I heard you touching yourself and moan.  Yes, that video got you good and wet, didn’t it?” he said, plunging his finger into my tight little hole to the knuckle.  “Lift up your skirt and look at how wet your pussy is.”

I did as I was told, bunching the skirt up around my waist.  I watched his glistening finger move in and out of me, slowly.

“Yes…” I breathed.

“Take your hand, open up your pussy, and watch,” he instructed.  I loved his deep, authoritative voice commanding me.  I took two fingers and spread open my puffy lips, watching myself glisten, contract, and spurt as his finger slid inside and explored, playing on one little spot inside that made my clit grow visibly erect until I had no choice but to reach down and touch it.

“That’s a good girl,” he hummed into my ass, before diving into it mouth first, splitting my cheeks with his strong, wet tongue until he reached my puckered rim.  His mouth was watering, he so hungrily licked between my cheeks, and my pussy began to gush in kind.

“Oh my God,” I moaned.  “What are you doing?”

“Somebody should be making you feel good,” he said.  All at once I realized he’d orchestrated the entire thing.  He’d sent the video.  He waited until he’d heard me moaning, and then he came up (my God, did he steal my wallet?).  He crashed my computer on purpose so he could come up here and “fix it,” confirm I watched the video, and then fix me.  I was confused and delirious, at once more aroused and slightly disturbed.

“Wait—stop,” I said, pulling myself away and stepping out of the closet, putting distance between us.

“If that’s what you want,” he said, rising calmly from the floor.

If that’s what I want? I wanted his tongue to plunge deep inside of me.  I wanted the now visible bulge in his pants to fill me up.  I wanted him to take me and bend me and break through me until I couldn’t see straight.  But good girls don’t do those things with strangers.

“I—wait,” I said as he started for the door.

“Yes?”

“I’m not trying to offend you,” I said, though of course, I hadn’t.  I was simply stalling.  I didn’t want him to leave.  I didn’t want to ask him to stay.

“You haven’t,” he smiled.

“And I’m sorry if I led you on.”

“You didn’t.”  He started for the door once again.

“And—, “But I could think of nothing to say as he stood there, waiting.  The silence went on forever.

“And what?” he asked.  It was torture.  I couldn’t let him leave without finishing what he started.

“And…I’d like to be friends.”  God, it sounded lame and false and ridiculous.

“No,” he said, simply.

“I…I wasn’t trying to—“

“I want to give you what you want.  And you don’t want to be friends.”

“What do I want?”

“You want to stop overthinking for once in your life,” he said.  “What you want to do is take off your white cotton dress, get down on all fours, and show me your asshole.  Isn’t that right?”

I was speechless.  I could feel the blood rise to my cheeks at his words.  The sound of my own heavy, desperate breathing was deafening.

“Take off the dress,” he commanded.  I obeyed, untying the halter and letting it fall open, revealing my breasts first before it fell to the floor, unveiling the rest of me.  He walked slowly toward me, and with every step, my heart pounded faster.  He let his hand trail down my bulbous breast until it reached the rose colored nipple where one finger circled the areola, making it pucker and stiffen.

“I want to hear you say it.  I want you to tell me what you want.  If you want me to leave, I’ll leave.  If you want something else, then ask me for it.”

“I want…” his finger toying with my hard little nub was making my whole body quake—I couldn’t pretend anymore, but I wasn’t sure how to ask for what I wanted.  “I want…what was in the video.”

He smiled at me, seeming almost proud.  “Turn around and spread your cheeks for me,” he said, looking in my eyes.

I turned away from him, spread my legs a little, reached behind me, and pulled my cheeks open with both hands.  I felt his eyes probing my ass.  The sound of a hungry little “Mmmm,” emitting from him, followed by the sound of a zipper and clothes hitting the floor made my legs begin to shake with anticipation.

“Face me and get on all fours,” he said, his voice even lower, more animalistic than before.  I faced him once again, but this time I was confronted by his strong, towering, naked body, broad at the shoulders, slim at the hips, a huge hand lightly stroking an even bigger cock:  thick, long and intimidating.

“Are you gonna take every inch of this?” he asked.

“Uh-huh,” I said.

“Then get it wet first,” he said and I sunk to my knees, getting on all fours instantly at his command.

Never before had I been so eager to suck someone’s cock, and I opened my mouth as wide as it would go so I could take as much of him as possible.  He stroked my hair lovingly as his cock began to slide in, slowly.  He filled my mouth so full it was hard to breathe even through my nose, but he wasn’t going to stop until he hit the back of my throat and I knew it.  I mustered up all of the saliva I could, eager, even, to gag a bit so his cock would be even wetter. I wanted it inside of me, and I knew it would have to be slick if I had any prayer of taking it.

But still, he was relatively gentle with my mouth, sliding in and out slowly, going a bit deeper with every thrust, warming me up to him.  His cock was almost soothing, relaxing in its rhythm, and it made me trust him with the rest of my body.

“Good girl,” he moaned, withdrawing.  “Now, come sit on my lap.”

He sat on the couch where our rendezvous began, and I crawled up between his legs, kissing his prick sweetly just once before placing my bare ass on his lap.  He held me almost like a baby, cradled in his arms while he tickled my clit with his finger, slid it inside my gushing pussy, and then slid it all at once deep inside my virginal asshole, making me cry out in surprise and delight.

“You want more, baby?” he asked.  All I could do was nod and whimper with pleasure.  “Stand up and spread your legs.”

But mostly it was he who simply maneuvered me into place with his strong arms.  Before I knew it, I was facing away from him and straddling him as he held me up with one arm around the waist and fed the tip of his fat cock into my blushing asshole with the other.

“Please…please fill me up…please fill me up…” I moaned, unable to wait for it, wanting it right now.

“Eager little slut,” he said warmly, as I felt him break my barrier and begin to slide in.

“Ohhhh…ohhhh…ohhhh my God…” My voice rose, siren-like as he pressed me down hard on his cock and began bouncing me with his rhythmic thrusts.  Fully inside of me, he used the other hand to rub fast and quick over my clit as he thrusted up, up, up.

I’d never felt anything so insane in my life as his thick, long rod pummeling me from below, bouncing me so hard my breasts ached.  But still, I wanted more.  I wanted more of his cock.  I wanted him in every hole, I wanted him to fill me with his cum, I wanted him to drown me with his orgasm.  But more than anything, I wanted to release the giant wave of electricity that was running through me in a wet torrent that would drench his lap.

He pulled my hair, and I arched my back until we were cheek to cheek.  He whispered in my ear, “Show my how much you love it you gorgeous little slut.”  The floodgates opened.  I no longer needed him to bounce me I was bucking so wildly, my ass and pussy contracting in unison, jerking his dick deeper inside of me until he began his own animalistic cry that matched my own.  I’d never heard a man so vocally release, and I loved to hear what my body was doing to him almost as much as I loved the hot jets of cum that came shooting into me, one after another, hosing down my insides.

Even as he softened, he stayed inside of me.  I felt his mess slowly trickle out of me as his still enormous cock lost tension.  He kissed my neck and shoulders.  He lovingly squeezed my breast.

“How do you feel?” he asked.

“Good,” I sighed, breathless and sweating.  “Somebody finally made me feel good.”


37. My Private Lessons: College Anal Sex with my Student by April Fisher

As a college professor, it's my duty to teach my students what they need to do for the jobs they signed up to learn about. All of that changed when he walked into my classroom. Suddenly, I was the one learning, but not about anything typical. It was my favorite subject, and it was forbidden. But that only made it more exciting.

The day ended far more strangely than it had begun. I had woken up and gotten my material ready for classes, picking up where we had left off last class. I was a teacher of theater, mostly for actors. I had been an actor on Broadway once, but the older I got, the more I found a calling in teaching new and upcoming actors to enjoy being on the stage. My glory days were numbered, and even though I had a contract in the summer for a new play and I rehearsed every night with my colleagues, I enjoyed teaching more. Techniques of acting, singing, and even a little bit of dancing was what students signed up for in my class.

When I came into the class five minutes early, everyone seemed normal. It was still early in the semester, so there were a few faces I didn’t recognize that hadn’t been there last week. But one man looked like he belonged in the spotlight. Tall and tanned from the sun, he sat in the front with perfect black hair and bright blue eyes no one seemed to be able to stop staring into. All eyes were on him, and the class was whispering about him a little. He didn’t seem to care; in fact, he seemed to revel in the attention. I knew I had a winner here with him, but he also had a sexual tension around him, unlike anything I’d felt before.

I put my coffee cup down, and started taking attendance. When I came to his name, and he called, I heard a wonderful singing voice. He didn’t sing, of course, but just from the few words he said, I could tell he had been taking classes like this all his life. He was far more experienced than anyone in this room besides me when it came to theater, and suddenly I felt like I had nothing to offer him. What could he possibly learn from me? He already had the looks to be in the spotlight, and the voice to solidify his position.

His name was Adam.

Even with how unconfident I felt, I proceeded with the class materials. Other people were still counting on me to teach them, so I couldn’t just quit because one student made me feel inferior. And despite the fact that he seemed to know he had the talent, he followed the materials anyways, intently.

I decided to ask the entire class one question since Adam was so interesting to me, and his eyes had been on me the entire class. “What is talent?”

A few muttered some confused responses. Adam was the only one to answer, as I suspected. “Talent doesn’t exist.”

I stared at him, not expecting such a direct and cynical answer. “And why is that?”

He folded his fingers together in front of him, on top of his papers. “A pitch-perfect person will just skate by on their supposed talent. And what’ll happen when they hit a block? They didn’t learn the techniques necessary to cope with problems. Talent is useless unless you supplement it with hard work. A lot of people waste theirs by just sliding by on what they have. Therefore, talent doesn’t exist. Or, rather, it shouldn’t.”

I thought about it for a moment. I didn’t think I had ever done that in my life. I had always listened to my teachers and learned from them, and when I got on the stage, I got, even more, experience to share. Was I wasting my talent by staying here instead of learning more? “Interesting answer.”

The clock ticked closer to ending time, and the class had begun to pack up. So I assigned homework, nothing too hard and could be done in an hour tops, and then packed up myself. It was at this point that Adam approached me and handed me a doctor’s note. I gazed at it curiously before I realized it was for the weeks he wasn’t here.

“I was absent because I was in the hospital for a broken rib. I…” He trailed off, seemingly unwilling to go into it. I read the note further. He was in a car accident on the way to school.

I set the note aside. “I won’t mark it on the sheets then. You’re home free, Adam.”

He had a sad look on his face, even though he had just been excused for his absences. “Well… did I miss anything important?”

I smiled. “You really love theater, don’t you?”

Adam’s eyes betrayed the passion he felt, but his mouth toned it down considerably. “I mean… I’ve done it my whole life, it’s all I know.”

I stood up and picked up my materials. “I can say one thing. Last week was syllabus week. Here’s what we’ll be working on this semester.”

I pulled out a copy of the syllabus and handed it to him. He looked it over. His eyes brightened at the end of it. “Wait, we’re all performing in a play? For the school?”

“Those students who don’t want to will do a presentation in front of the class in the form of a sketch play of their own making, or choosing. But we have enough people who want to do a play, so that’s what we’re doing.”

For the first time, I saw him smile. “I don’t suppose you would consider private lessons?”

I laughed, but I felt something a little different. Despite myself, I found myself agreeing to it. “I rehearse most nights for a play I have coming up. I’ll give you some pointers while I work. Maybe you can help.”

We left the class together, but after agreeing on a time and place – my place – we went our separate ways. Adam would meet me on the weekend at my house, while I rehearsed in front of him to show him how a professional worked. The weekend was too far away to say what would happen, but with how honest he’d been with me and the sexual tension between us, I had no doubts on what would happen. Luckily, I wasn’t married or even together with someone. With someone like Adam, though, I doubted I would’ve cared. I was worried that if something did happen, that I would be fired. Then again, it was my own business so it shouldn’t matter to anyone else.

The day went by quickly after that. I came home with some groceries since my fridge was almost empty, and relaxed on my couch to watch TV while I made material for the next class. As I did that, though, my doorbell rang. I wasn’t sure who it could’ve been at this hour, but being the nice person that I was, I answered the door anyways.

Adam was at my door, surprisingly. I wasn’t sure how to react, so I just smiled. “Hey, what’s up?”

When he looked at me, I could tell something wasn’t normal. He didn’t seem like he had before, with his hard working demeanor oozing off of him. Right now, it felt like he was ready to give up. And then I saw the bruise on his temple. I furrowed my brow. “Who did that?”

He shook his head. “Someone called me a faggot on my way here. It doesn’t matter. Theater kids get that all the time.”

I pulled him inside my house and went to the kitchen to get an ice pack for it. “Why were you even coming here anyways? I’ll do what I can about the people who did that to you.”

He took the ice pack and pressed it to his head. “I just needed to get away, and most people don’t understand my drive for acting. It’s seen as too feminine, and they think I’m gay. Even if I was, why is that an issue?”

I motioned for him to sit on my couch and I turned off the TV. I sat next to him and gave him a quick hug. “Some people are just scared of things that are different. So they lash out in anger.”

He furrowed his brow, looking unsatisfied with my answer. “They weren’t scared of me, that’s for sure. They’re just assholes. They’re all assholes…” His eyes were downcast, and I couldn’t help but wonder if he was being treated poorly at home. Even if he was, I wouldn’t have been able to do anything about it except give him a place to go when things went sour. I was just a teacher, after all.

I smiled and patted his shoulder. “I’ll make sure they’re punished. In the meantime, how about we move up our private lessons?”

His eyes brightened considerably at the mention of it, and he nodded. So I got up to get my script, and as I did so, I felt his eyes follow me. I felt him undressing me, even though I wasn’t wearing anything too revealing or sexual; unless flannel pajamas turned out to be sexual somehow.

I brought my script over and showed him where I was. “I typically skim over what I’ve already memorized. Keeps it fresh in my mind, but always focus on the scene you’re on, don’t worry too much about not remembering other parts. One step at a time.”

As we worked slowly together, he took it all like he was hanging on my every word. Eventually, he asked for a paper and pencil to write down my advice. I gave him what he asked for, and then I started to rehearse out loud to give him a feel for all the advice I’d given to him in one night. I realized I probably went overboard since his paper was soon full of techniques and tips.

Eventually, I got tired of rehearsing alone. “Why don’t you take the other person’s part and put some of it to practice?”

He took to it immediately, and after a few lines, he got the hang of it. “But, Eve, why must you do this? It’s only hurting people! Surely, if you come with me, you’ll find another way,” he said, playing his part almost flawlessly. He looked into my eyes and took one of my hands, and even though it was an act, I felt my heart skip a beat.

“I have to do this. For myself and for my people. It’s the best way. It’s the only way I know how to do this.” I pulled away from him and turned away from him in dramatic fashion. “You won’t understand until you see the results with your own eyes.”

Unexpectedly, he did more than the script required. He wrapped his arms around my shoulders from behind me. “Then help me understand, Eve. This man may only know the ways of the weapon, but… he wants to know the ways of the mind and heart as well.”

I blushed furiously, but pushed through the final sentence of the scene. “I’m afraid I cannot show you… I am not the woman you seek. Go and sleep in someone else’s chamber.”

I pretended to walk off, and then I turned back to Adam and smiled. “That was great, Adam. You’re a real natural.”

He scratched the back of his head, smiling sheepishly. “I got a bit too involved though, huh?”

“No, getting involved is a good thing! As long as you feel what your character feels, you’re on the right track. Feelings are everything when it comes to acting. In other words, the trick to acting is to not act.”

Adam looked thoughtful for a moment. “To not act… I’ve never heard that before.”

I set my script down. “Well, here. What are you feeling right now?”

He hesitated for a moment as he delved into himself to bring the feelings I asked for to surface, to explain them as best he could. He looked me in the eyes as he spoke. “I want to know if you’re experienced. I want to be your teacher instead.”

The statement took me off guard. “My teacher?” I smiled. “I mean, I have a lot of experience on stage…”

“Not that kind of experience.” He ran his hand through his hair, looking a little exasperated that I hadn’t figured it out. “I mean… sexual experience.”

The feeling I’d had oozing off of him before now hit me in full force. I felt my loins light up on fire, even against my better judgment. I looked back at my script on the coffee table, remembering that there were some romantic scenes in the play and hoping I could justify what he was doing with acting. I felt his finger on my chin, and I looked back up at him. “I…” I took a deep breath to catch my bearings. “I’ve had a few good nights in my time.”

He ran his finger up my jaw and placed his hand on my cheek. “Do you want another, Eve?”

I liked that he wasn’t using my real name. I liked that he was using the play as an excuse to seduce me. I liked that he was kissing me now. I didn’t have to respond for him to know what my answer was, and as his lips touched mine, we let go completely, and in a rush of the moment, we did a dance of lust around the room, each struggling to gain control of the other. Eventually, he backed me up into the bathroom. We broke the kiss, and he locked the door behind him.

We panted our question at the same time. “Should we shower?”

He smiled and started to quickly undress me, as I did with him. His physical build wasn’t anything to be impressed about. He ate well, but he didn’t exercise much. He lacked muscle, but at least I knew he was healthy for the most part. Speaking of healthy, I reached over to my bathroom counter and took out a box of condoms. I smiled at him as he raised his eyebrows curiously. “I always come prepared. I have some upstairs too.”

He smirked and took one out of the box. “I like it.”

We finished undressing each other and stood naked, I felt old in comparison even though I wasn’t even forty and the wrinkles in my skin had only just started to show. Adam looked me up and down briefly and then smiled warmly at me. “I can’t wait to see you all wet.”

I blushed a little and leaned over to turn on the water for my shower. “I mean… I have things to do, but I’m sure I could spare you a moment.”

I made sure the water was warm enough and then stepped inside, motioning him inside with a smile. He stepped into the water with me, and took my shoulders. He pushed me up against the wall of the shower and made out with me as the warmth of the water washed over us. I felt like he was taking me to another world completely, even though as soon as I stepped out of the shower everything would be like it was before. He had talent I’d never seen before, and I wanted to encourage every facet of it. Sure, he said talent didn’t exist, but some people were just naturally good at some things because of the way they were born.

From what I was experiencing right now, Adam was a natural with his hands. They roamed over my wet body, a firm touch but no so tough that it made me feel like it was going to be rough sex. It was a comforting sort of touch that made me feel safe, so I leaned into it. Who didn’t want to feel safe?

He placed a hand on my butt and squeezed it while the other hand went up and down the side of my body, almost massaging me. Not content with making out, he kissed his way along my jaw to my ear and nibbled on it. I shivered a little, and he noticed immediately. He pulled me away from the wall and let me take in the warm water more fully, but I hadn’t shivered because I was cold. I let him believe I was, though, because the warm water made me feel that much sexier as his eyes roamed downwards. He whispered close to me as he looked at me, lust obvious on his face. “I wonder… have you ever done something… unconventional?”

I smiled a little. “That depends on what you mean by unconventional.”

Adam squeezed my butt a little more, giving me a hint. “Well… have you ever tried the back door?”

I pressed my lips together, feeling a little anxious now. “I had always been too afraid of the pain and… well, what if something happened?”

Adam smiled and put a hand on my cheek. “It’ll be okay. We have the water, and I’ll lube you up, and I’m assuming you didn’t eat anything that would give you gas.”

I thought back to my last meal and felt slightly relieved. “No, not really…”

Adam turned me around, so the water hit the front of my body, and pressed himself against me while hugging me. “I’ll be gentle then.”

I let him do what he wanted because, at that moment, I realized I wanted to be a student for once. This was turning out to be my favorite subject. I had only ever had sex that was deemed normal to most people, so to venture into territory that most people wouldn’t do, or at least, wouldn’t admit to doing… it was so exciting. And he was my student. If anyone found out, I might get in trouble… he might be expelled. I would have to remind him to never speak of it to anyone. And it would be the only time, I told myself. This would be the only time I would give in to the attraction.

He kissed my ear, and jaw, and made his way down to my neck and shoulder, nibbling my skin here and there as his hands smoothed over my breasts, and then massaged them softly. I had always been a sucker for someone more kind and gentle. It wasn’t that I hated rough sex, and sometimes I really liked it. But the fact was, I had enough trouble in my life, and I didn’t need it to follow me into my bedroom. I wanted someone who could lead me for once and tell me it would be okay, and make me think only of him for that night. Adam was doing a perfect job of it, and I found myself being nervous that this wouldn’t be the only time I would give in to my lust. Right now, though, I supposed it didn’t matter.

I didn’t want to be the only one getting all the attention, so I turned around and kissed him deeply, running my hands along his arms, and then his chest, hoping he was getting excited from my touch and if it wasn’t enough, I would go even further. From the way he was poking me, though, I doubted he had any trouble with finding me absolutely irresistible. He was a little bigger than I was used to, which only made me more nervous for trying the backdoor, but I decided that if anal didn’t work, we could go the regular route and have just as much fun.

He pulled me in close to him for a hug, and used the opportunity to roam his hands down and squeeze my ass. I gasped a little out of surprise, but then leaned into the touch, embracing it and letting myself be swept away by the lust. He didn’t stop at my ass, though. He kissed his way down to my boobs and sucked on my nipples, letting the tip of his tongue poke at the tips. I moaned a little, and it echoed off the shower walls, coming back to us louder than I had made the sound. In response, he kneeled and kissed lower to elicit more of the noises from me, and it worked. I was convinced now that he wanted to hear me voice my pleasure to him. I wondered if it turned him on to hear me, or if it was also feedback to what he was doing. I decided to take it as both.

Feedback was definitely what it was because whatever I didn’t like, he stopped. He tried different things, from kissing my thighs to touching my pussy to prodding my anus with a finger. The latter felt strange, but also somehow really pleasing. I guessed it only felt strange because I wasn’t used to having anything there.

He stood up and took my shoulders, and turned me around. “Get on your hands and knees; it’ll be difficult to try this otherwise…”

I obeyed, the warm water cascading down my body and out of my hair. I couldn’t help but feel excited as he gave me orders. For once, someone else was the one to be the leader. Teaching was fun, but sometimes… you wanted to be the opposite.

He kneeled behind me and ran his hands along the small of my back. “Relax, okay?”

I tried my best to listen to him, reminding myself that it wouldn’t be as bad as I thought it might. I felt his dick prod at me, and I tensed up a bit. He rubbed my ass cheeks, soothing me a little. I decided that waiting for something to happen wasn’t the way to go, so I pushed backward slowly to get a feel for it. The water made it easy for it to just slip in, so I was surprised when I stretched out so suddenly, and I moaned more in shock than pleasure. He decided that I liked it as a result and pushed further in. Luckily, it wasn’t painful because the water made it easy to move, but any movements felt so weird to me that I wanted to stop. I reached back and pushed on his thigh, and he stopped. “Are you alright?” he inquired.

“Yeah… yeah. I’m just not used to it, give me a second…”

He nodded and gave me a miniature back rub, not moving his hips until I gave him the permission to. His touches made me feel more relaxed and as a moment came and went, I adjusted and decided to try and move. At first, it felt like a muted version of the same strange feeling, and I couldn’t describe it any other way, but as I got used to it, it started to feel pleasurable. I let go of his thigh. “Okay, much better.”

He leaned over and kissed between my shoulder blades. “Then let me teach you how to have an anal orgasm…”

It sounded like a really exciting concept, and even as he began to thrust, I couldn’t wait to come. I tried to meet his rhythm with my hips, grinding him to see where it felt best. The water running down our bodies made it feel more fluid, and we didn’t have to worry about sweat. I looked forward to washing each other off almost as much as the sex itself.

He placed his hands firmly on my ass and thrust faster as my moans got louder, encouraging him to pleasure me more. The strange feeling started to fade, replaced by a sharp and building pleasure somewhere inside me. I couldn’t tell where it was coming from, but it was newly awakened. I knew Adam had the ability to make me come from it as well, because he wasn’t just using his cock on me. He was using his hands to get to the spots that felt best, and I knew now that he’d had a lot of experience with this type of sex. Not only was he different in everyday life, he was different in bed. I wanted more of the uniqueness of him. I wanted to know more of what he knew.

For now, though, I could feel the pleasure slowly building. I could feel him use his hands to get leverage and put the water spraying over us to his advantage. For some reason, the water made it feel more intense, which made me moan louder, and in turn encouraged him to go even faster and harder with his thrusts. I could hear him panting, reverberating off the shower walls. And then, I could hear him groan in pleasure as our sex grew heavier with pleasure.

I felt something inside me snap then and without realizing it at first, I cried out his name. At the mention of his name, he hit a spot inside me I didn’t know I had and it made the pleasure explode, and I saw stars in my eyes as I came. I felt my entire lower half contract, and my first instinct was to curl up into a ball, but he forced me to stay where I was, and for some reason, it made the orgasm feel that much better. I realized being restricted made me feel better. I wanted rules and orders and to be told what to do. I liked being at the mercy of someone else.

As soon as I admitted that in my head my orgasm faded and I felt the energy rush out of me. I realized then that he was no longer inside me and I looked back at him. He had only just pulled away from me, but I realized that my ass was most likely full of his come now. His dick was getting soft. The thought made me feel both embarrassed and really excited to see what would happen.

He let me sit down and let the water run over me. He smiled at me. “So… how do you feel?”

I buried my face into my knees. “You had to ask.”

He scooted over to me and rubbed my shoulders. “It’ll be okay. You just might be limping tomorrow.”

Limping… someone would notice. But maybe they wouldn’t know it was with Adam. Who would suspect something like that? I hadn’t given any hint of favoritism. I shook my head. “Just don’t tell anyone…”

Adam kissed my neck. “I promise my lips are sealed.”

After a moment to catch my bearings, we stood up and washed each other. I felt the semen leak out, and that was when I realized something. “You forgot to put on a condom…”

He blinked and then he smiled sheepishly at me. “Woops. Shit… sorry.”

“At least it was in a different hole, huh?”

He nodded and continued to scrub my back. “I promise I won’t forget next time.”

Somehow, it did turn into a next time, and another next time, and another, until he graduated. No one suspected a thing for the entire time. And, as I wanted, I learned many new things from Adam.


38. Trisha’s Wedding Day Dare: First Time Anal Sex with a Stranger by Joni Blake

There are few things in life as important or precious as a woman’s wedding day. Almost nothing on the entire planet can be thought of as taking precedence over that special day. For me at least, there is one thing bigger than that day however and that is my addiction to taking on dares at the craziest times imaginable. It’s difficult to believe some of the things I have done for the sake of a dare in my young life but nothing was bigger than what I did when one of my long-time friend dared me to do something insane on my wedding day.

“Yeah!” Angel said from a table nearby as a hunk of a man dressed in nothing, but a skimpy speedo started gyrating his crotch in her face. The girl always had been one of the nuttiest friends I’ve ever had and boy was she ever proving it that night. “Woo!” she yelled, “You need to get married every week Trisha!”

My mother told me that I should not feel it necessary to have a crazy bachelorette party just because I was getting married. She said it wasn’t a requirement and that it only was treated like one by the new generation. Because I love her and I know her so well, I was able to look at her at tell her, “Can it, Mom. I’m one of the so-called new generation you talk about, and I am going to have a bachelorette party. Besides, you’re just jealous, and Dad already said you could come if you want.”

She didn’t take the news as being too terribly funny, but it at least served to put her on notice that I was going to do whatever I wanted and there was nothing she could do about it. Though she sometimes tries to play the part of the overprotective parent, she is a great mom, and I respect her opinion about most things in life. When it comes to trying to talk me out of the wilder parts of my wedding weekend, however, she had no chance. I do admire her for trying.

I didn’t wonder too long if Angel was going to throw her face into the guy’s speedo because she was quickly on to another dancer and gawking at his junk as he shoved it into her face. It is always a ton of fun to watch some muscled-up dream guy to take his clothes off for money. I can’t explain why I like it so much – other than the obvious reasons – except just by saying that I have always enjoyed it when people do things they normally should not do. Society frowns on men doing such things, so that makes it that much more fun for me to watch. I know I’m damaged or something.

Dancer after dancer came up to me in the little throne they had given me to sit on and paid extra special attention to me. After all, the bride to be is the star attraction at these things, and that was me on that night. I mixed it up with them a little bit but didn’t get so flirty with them that they thought I was interested in more than just a good dance or two. By the time closing time started to roll around, Angel was unconscious on a couch in the back, two other friends of mine were begging dancers for their phone numbers, and I was half out of my mind drunk.

The morning hangover came with a thunderous pounding headache, and I almost threw the alarm through the bedroom wall when I grabbed it. For a few seconds, I was wondering why the hell I would set an alarm the morning after a long night out when I knew I was going to wake up hungover.

Then my mother busted through the bedroom door and said, “How’s my girl?”

I glared at her through nearly closed eyelids and asked, “Mom? What the hell are you doing here at this hour?”

“It's eight in the morning on your wedding day princess,” Mom said with a smile, “And I didn’t trust you to wake up on your own, so I slept over. We talked about it. You don’t remember.”

“Right,” I lay back down for a second and then sat up quickly, “Wedding day? Oh, crap, that is today isn’t it?”

“Yes ma’am,” Mom said with a big smile, “I hope you feel good enough to get moving after that long night. Seems almost like I remember somebody trying to talk you out of that party before the wedding day. Oh, well, whoever it was, they were probably right. Get up, or I’ll get the hose.”

“No you won’t,” I said gruffly but couldn’t quite hide my smile, “I’m coming. I’m coming.” After I went to the restroom and got at least a little readier for the morning, I walked out and smelled the most wonderful thing in the world. I inhaled sharply, “You made pancakes? Oh momma, thank you! I do love you. You know that right?”

“Uh, huh,” she said as she filled a plate, “You love pancakes. I know that. Well, I figure you’ve got the rest of your life to worry about breakfast for yourself, so I may as well make a little something for you today. Your friends are supposed to be here in an hour to get things moving so enjoy the quiet while you can dear.” She set the plate down and handed me a couple of pills for my head, “Happy wedding day dear. I do hope you don’t do anything too crazy between now and the kissing of the bride.”

“Mother?” I asked in a deep sarcastic tone, “Whatever do you expect me to do?”

Instead of answering she just shook her head and smiled then walked out the door. What can I say? She knows her little girl all too well. If there is anyone anywhere who is willing to do something crazy before or even on their wedding day, it’s me. That said, I really didn’t plan to do anything all that crazy before my friends, and I went to the church. Then the craziest thing I’ve ever agreed to do in my entire life would happen when I actually say the I do’s.

My friends arrived in short order and started wreaking havoc in their normal ways. Jennifer lay down on the floor in her dress slip and played a game on the console in the living room while Tailor watched and even joined in from time to time. Liz worked on making sure everyone’s dresses were ready and able to be worn as soon as possible because she is kind of the mom of the group. Angel is the wild child of the bunch and even before lunch was wondering what kind of alcohol and trouble she could get into. I was hiding in the bathroom working on my makeup and hair with my best of the best friends and matron of honor, Darlene.

“You’re sure you want to go through with all of this marriage stuff, right?” she asked. “You don’t have cold feet or anything?”

“Nah,” I answered as she worked on twirling my hair around a curling iron while I put on my blush, “Ted is a great guy, and he knows me. It isn’t like I’m joining a convent or something where I will have to change everything about who I am. He knows I can be a bit wild at times because he can too. We each understand that we might get a little freaky when it comes to sex and it’s going to hopefully keep things exciting until we get all old and boring.”

“Are you going to open the back door for him?” she asked. “I mean, you said things might get freaky.”

I was about to say no when Angel walked in with a glass of something in her hand that wasn’t water, “Backdoor? Are we talking about anal sex here? Guys,” she called over her shoulder, “Trisha is going to do anal on her wedding night! Get in here!”

“Angel!” I shouted, “I wasn’t going to say yes! I was about to say that I wouldn’t do that with him yet. What is that in the glass? You drink too much you know.”

“Relax,” Angel said, “It calms my nerves. Can’t you see I’m a wreck.”

“Yeah,” I said sarcastically, “You look like you’re about to go nuts.”

Angel smiled, “I could go for some nuts right now. Tasty.”

“God, Angel,” Darlene said, “You’re so bad. I don’t know if you’re more addicted to dicks or drinks.”

“Hey,” Angel said, “Trisha there is just as addicted to dicks as I am. Don’t let her fool you, she isn’t the marriage type and never has been.”

“But,” I said with a raised finger, “Neither is Ted which is why it will work. You’ll see. I’m not worried. We both already signed a prenuptial anyway. Oh, and I am so not as addicted to sex as you are, Angel. It’s not even close.”

“Yeah,” Jennifer said from the hallway, “Trisha is addicted to dares, not dicks or drinks. If you dared her to jump off the roof of the church into a pile of cow poop using her wedding dress as a parachute, she would do it without pause.”

They each nodded, and I smiled, “I do love a good dare. What is more fun than getting dared to do something out of your comfort zone? Nothing! It's more exciting than skydiving.”

“For you maybe,” Tailor said as they were all in the bedroom now. She, Jennifer and Angel were sitting on the bed. Liz was sitting in a soft chair in the corner after coming in and quietly announcing that the dresses were ready. Tailor said, “Did I hear something about the butt? You’re doing anal with your new hubby?”

“Thanks, Angel!” I said and shook my head, “No. All of that came from the nymphomaniac over here. I have no plans to do anal on my wedding night. Believe it or not, I actually have a simple and romantic plan for tonight you bunch of sluts.”

“Boring!” Angel yelled, “I had a late night babe. This romantic sex talk is putting me to sleep already.”

“Dare her,” Liz quietly said from the side of the room, “You know she can’t resist.”

“Thanks, Liz,” I said, “You guys are so helpful today.”

“You’re welcome,” Liz said then shrugged when Darlene looked at her, “Well, it’s true. I was just saying the obvious.”

“Nobody is daring Trisha on her wedding day,” Darlene said.

They all started complaining with Tailor and Angel being the loudest until finally, I stopped them, “Okay! Calm down, girls. Would it spice up all of you guys’ day if I agreed to a dare?” The response was instant and unanimous. Every one of them started talking amongst each other about what they could dare me to do. “Wait! I have two rules. It cannot involve animals, poop, or getting drunk.”

“I’m out,” Jennifer said defeated.

“Me too,” Liz said.

“I’ve got it,” Angel said with a sick smile.

“Oh, shit,” I said with a nervous smile creeping onto my face.

“Yep,” Angel said, “It’s a good one too. Okay, here it is. I dare you to find some random stranger on the way to the church and have anal sex with him.”

A crazy wave of shock ran around the room as nobody could believe what she had dared me to do on my wedding day. Darlene was actually angry at her while most everyone else was smiling or laughing about it. One thing that was perfectly clear was that it was a crazy dare that nobody thought I would take seriously. So when a smile started forming on my face and excitement continued to build inside of me, everyone stopped laughing and talking and looked at me.

Darlene shook her head, “Trisha, you aren’t actually…”

“I’ll do it,” I said quickly interrupting her.

“Bull!” Jennifer said.

“No way!” Liz sat up wide eyed.

“You’re insane!” Tailor giggled, “I love you so much for it though.”

Angel smiled and held her hand up in front of me. As I slapped a high five against her hand, she nodded, “That’s my girl.”

“You shouldn’t do it, Trisha,” Darlene said.

“She has to,” Angel said as she sat back on the bed, “It’s a dare.”

I laughed and said, “Calm down Darlene. Can’t you see the smile on my face? God, I can already feel the excitement building inside. I’m nervous and anxious, maybe even turned on a little. This,” I glared at all of them, “This is exactly what our day needed.”

“Our day?” Liz asked, “I’m not letting some stranger ram me in the back door.”

“No,” I laughed, “But you all need to be there at the time it happens. You don’t have to watch or anything, but I need to know you’re around to help keep me as safe as possible. Usual deal, you know? I have an idea how I can pull this off too and if I am right, it would mean that you all could watch if you wanted to. Here’s how it’s going to go.”

After several minutes of me telling them how I wanted things to go and them changing bits of the idea, we had a plan and were ready to go on it. My dares, the crazier ones anyway, always worked the same way. I would be the one to really put myself out there in risky situations or whatever but my girls would also be around to make sure nothing too dangerous happened. Darlene and Liz had veto powers and could pull the plug on the entire thing which was also fairly normal. Someone always had that power, and it tended to settle on one of those two, if not both in the more daring of dares.

The next thing we did was to make sure we were ready to take ourselves to the church. We didn’t put on our final dresses or anything, that would happen later. Each of us wore some lingerie, a slip and something over that. Most of us wore sweats to cover it, but I didn’t. Instead, I put on a different white dress that I had worn a few times. It wasn’t a wedding dress, but the guy I planned on a chance meeting with wouldn’t know the difference or care.

Down the road, about ten minutes from my place was a little store. It was a different kind of store hiding in one of the corners just off the edge of downtown. The outside was old brick with faded paint splattered around here and there, and there were bars on the windows. Appearances can be very deceiving in the downtown area since almost all small business have bars on their windows. This place was pretty run down, but we all knew the inside was much nicer and a lot more interesting.

The first thing I notice anytime I walk inside the place is the giant dildo wall across the back of the store. If there is any doubt as to what kind of store you’re walking into, the wall covered with dildos pretty much screams it at you. It wasn’t a dirty place though which is why Ted and I drop in once in a while to spice things up. It's run on a weekly basis by a kinky older couple but on the weekends by a nice but shady guy they hire out to fill in. Any time I’ve been in the store with the couple, I’m treated just like any other paying customer. If I happen to wander in there on a weekend, however, it’s a completely different story.

This is the type of store that isn’t generally hopping with customers on the weekend anyway so he follows me around whenever I’m in there. Even if Ted is with me, the guy gawks at me and makes no secret about how hot he thinks I am. Constantly he tells Ted how lucky he is and how he wished he was Ted and so on. That said, when I accepted the dare Angel had for me, there was no doubt who I would go to and collect on.

Truth be told, though I had seen him a time or two, I didn’t so much as know his name. He was a shady type but always seemed nice – if a little too gawky and forward at times. That Saturday, my wedding day of all days, when I walked into the store, it was busier than I remember it ever being on a weekend.

Darlene grabbed my shoulder with a questioning look, but I only smiled and shook my head. There being more people inside the store on that day would only make things more exciting and interesting. Sure, the butterflies were moving around inside but I knew what I had to do and I knew how to get it done. It was time to find my target, turn on my charm and watch him melt.

As usual, he was behind the counter staring at a pretty girl on the other side of the store. It looked like he was about to go gawk at her at closer range when I called out to him, “Excuse me. Do you have anything that would help me with anal?”

The lanky guy nearly swallowed his tongue and could only nod his head for a moment. When he found his voice, it was shaky and cracking, “Oh, hey! Sure. Anal. This way.”

I knew there were monitors behind the desk that showed things going on all over the store, even in the back rooms, so I glanced at them and over at my girls. Pointing at them I said to the worker, “My friends can watch the front counter for you while you show me around.”

“Sure,” he said a little too quickly, “Great.”

I noticed we were coming to a stop near the video section, so before he could say anything, I cut him off with a finger to his lips. Standing far too close I whispered in his ear, “You misunderstood me. I don’t want to watch anal sex. I want to have anal sex.”

His voice was a more normal tone when he spoke, but he stammered over every word, “You… you… y.. you… you do?”

“Uh, huh,” I nodded, “You see it’s my wedding day, and my guy wants to do anal, but I’ve never done it before. I don’t want to disappoint him now do I?” The worker shook his head quickly back and forth. I smiled and whispered, “So I need you to help me get a little more experienced with anal.”

“Exp… exper…” he stuttered, “You… y… you want to experience with anal?”

“Fuck yeah,” I said breathing harder in his ear, “The way I see it, you’re the perfect guy for the job. I’ve seen the way you look at me. Have you fantasized about fucking me?” He nodded quickly, and I asked, “Would you like to be the one to do anal with a bride on her wedding day? How fucking hot is that? Do you want to do that with me today?”

He nodded, “Hell yes, but the store. I…”

I kissed his lips heavily and pulled away shushing him, “My friends will watch the counter. Don’t worry. They are trustworthy. Is there a back room? Damn, the way you’re all crazy right now is turning me on!”

“It is?” he asked.

“Fuck, yes!” I said louder into his ear and bit his earlobe, “I need you to take me back there now! Oh my god, I’m going to fuck you right here if you don’t take me back right now!”

He quickly moved towards the back rooms while holding my wrist. I caught a glimpse of Angel peeking around the corner of a shelf at me, and I grinned at her before he disappeared with me through the curtain that led to the back. Angel knew me well enough to know that the look I gave her would not only mean things were going according to plan but that they were going far better than I had planned. It wasn’t just a line to get the shady scrawny guy’s tent pitched when I told him he was turning me on. It was the truth.

What I was doing was so forbidden, and I know that was part of my excitement but there was more. I caught a glimpse of a camera in the corner of the room he took me into and thought of not only my friends watching but perhaps other customers who were ready to check out but couldn’t, possibly looking at the monitors. No one could have been watching us in there but I pictured the entire crowd of the store watching us.

Then there was the nervous way he acted, the need for my body that he obviously felt that was turning me on so much. It wasn’t a surprise that he wanted to fuck me like crazy. Like I said, he had basically said as much to Ted in the past. But to see him falling all over his words and all over the store just at the chance to have me was driving me nuts. By the time he took his shirt off and lowered his pants, I didn’t even think twice before hitting my knees and taking his cock into my mouth.

The fact that I still had on my mock wedding dress made it that much more incredible as I pumped my mouth down his big cock and sucked hard back off of it. My fingers on one hand cupped his balls, and my other hand firmly squeezed the bottom of his cock. Usually, I would have held back in such a situation, making sure that I didn’t get him off too fast but this time I didn’t hold anything back. I planned on making plenty of noise as the two of us got heavy into it, but I was making enough noise to likely draw attention just with the sucking noises as my mouth worked him over good.

He wasn’t even moaning or making any noise, only jerking around as the waves of pleasure obviously began to flow through him. I stopped once and looked up at him as I pumped my hand up and down his cock. He was so into it that he didn’t even look at me, only staring at the ceiling and begging me not to stop.

On a hunch that he could go more than once with the level of desire he held for me, I set my lips around his cock again and began sucking him off twice as fast as I had been before. It was ironic that I was giving him a porn star quality blowjob in the middle of a store that sold porn videos and that only made things better. Sure enough, it didn’t take long before I felt his cock get tight and he came in my mouth.

I continued sucking back off of him, spreading the cum all over his shaft in the process. He looked down at me finally and seemed to get fully into the moment. Gone were the stammering and stuttering movements of before as he grabbed my shoulders and lifted me up to a standing position. It was clear that he not only knew exactly what he wanted to do with me at that point but that he was as willing to do it as I was.

The only thing he seemed willing to take his time on was the dress which I found as an irresistible token of sweetness amongst the dripping lust of the moment. Even though it wasn’t my actual wedding dress, I allowed him to take his time removing it from my body. By the time he got it off, I couldn’t stand to wait and quickly pulled off the slip before jumping onto him. Even as thin as he was, his arms were strong enough to catch me as he wrapped them around me and held me close to himself.

We kissed for a long while as his hands went all over my body. He squeezed my breast and then twisted my nipple. His teeth would skip over to my ear and nibble on it before he kissed his way back to my lips. The entire scene was clearly a dream come true for him and it was quickly becoming the same thing for me even though he was basically a rank stranger. Maybe when it was all over, I would at least ask what his name was but then again, maybe not.

He turned me around and set me onto the couch behind him before spreading my legs and moving his face slowly in. I started to resist the move as I was ready to feel his cock inside of me right then but he insisted. Thankfully for my level of desire, he didn’t waste any time getting busy with his tongue. He twirled it around my clit and then drove one of his fingers inside of my pussy. I was already wet and getting wetter every minute. For a little bit he continued to encircle my clit with his tongue, I threw my head back with a yell of pleasure as loud as I’ve ever released in my life.

Everything he did was different in every way from everything I had ever experienced. I hadn’t watched many porn flicks at that time, but I had seen enough to know where he got most of his techniques from and I wasn’t offended at all. Actually, it was a welcome change to have someone want me so bad and try to use me as his personal porn star for the day. It made me feel sexy, like someone everyone on the planet wished they could fuck and this guy was the lucky one who got to fuck me.

His mouth finally moved around, and he began to run his tongue into my pussy while his thumb or another finger worked on the outer lips and my clit. My first orgasm hit me hard because it built so fast that I barely even noticed before cumming. He lifted his head up and stared at me, and it was all I could take. I finally grabbed his face and pulled him up to me, breathlessly ordering him, “Fuck me! Fuck my pussy like you’ve always wanted to.”

He smiled widely and needed no further inspiration as he pulled his cock from his boxers and positioned his cock at my pussy and said, “Yes ma’am.”

With a rush of movement, he slammed his cock into me, and it was every bit as hard as it was when he had climaxed in my mouth before. He pushed my thighs out wide and began slowly pumping himself into my pussy, but I knew it was going to get harder. I could see it in his eyes, and I knew to expect him to treat me like a porn star by that point and was all but begging for it.

Sure enough within a few minutes, he was slamming his cock so hard into me that I could hardly believe it. Instead of it being a turn off the way he was treating me. However, it only made the moment more amazing, and I felt a second orgasm build then rush through me. Words can barely express how good I felt as he worshiped every inch of my body with his cock, his hands, and his mouth. Not only was he fucking me harder than anyone ever had, but he was also sucking on my nipples and pressing perfectly against my breasts then massaging them.

I never wanted it to end so when he paused I was a little surprised and said, “No, don’t stop.”

He shook his head and smiled, “No way. I want your pussy from behind.” He turned me around, and I bent over just perfectly so my ass would be exposed to his advances. As his fingers dug into my ass cheeks, he slammed his cock forward and took my pussy just the way he wanted it. It was once again as hard as he fucked me before and I loved the way he continued to want my body more with every second. It seemed like the more he got to touch me, kiss me, fondle me and fuck me, the more of me he wanted.

Abruptly he stopped and said, “You wanted anal?” and held up a tube of lube he had grabbed on the way through. I nodded, and he said, “Here we go.” With a finger covered in the stuff, he pushed inside slowly and steadily. When I widened enough for one finger, he lubed up two and then three. Finally, he put the stuff all over his cock and positioned himself. I held my breath, and he slowly pushed the tip inside.

It was a little painful since his cock was wider than his fingers had been but it was also wonderful. I can’t really explain how different it felt than a cock in my pussy other than to simply say that it was different and wonderful. With each passing second, I liked it more and more. His pace was slow for a little bit, but as was his pattern before, he quickened and hardened his pace very soon.

My fingers dug into the couch, and I yelped in pleasure as I enjoyed anal for the first time at the hands of this guy from the sex shop. The fit was tight, but he pushed as far into me as he could and increased his pace. I was yelping and yelling to the ceiling, ordering him to keep fucking my ass. I almost couldn’t believe the things I was saying and how loud I was saying it since I knew people could hear us and could probably see us but that didn’t stop me.

He fucked me so good that I came another time and had another orgasm quickly building when he started to slow his pace and say he was going to cum again. I told him to go ahead and do it right there in my ass. His pace picked back up, and we both began to yelp and scream at that point. I figured it would be quick, but it wasn’t. He somehow held out another few minutes as he pumped his cock into my ass as hard as he could, not even thinking about holding back.

He squeezed my cheeks hard and shoved himself inside and held his cock there when he finally climaxed. It was like nothing I had ever felt, and I collapsed on the couch when he was finished, another orgasm taking me in that final moment as well. Breathlessly I just lay there in the glow of the lustful experience.

Even Ted had never made me orgasm that many times and yet this guy from the store had done so and had done so very well. Eventually, I pulled on my slip after cleaning as well as I could and slowly pulled my dress on after. He was still spent and laying on the couch smiling at me or maybe just off into space. I couldn’t tell.

“I could die now and be happy,” he finally said. “I wanted that for so long. My god, you were even better than I imagined in my dreams.”

I leaned down and kissed his lips, “That’s why it was so good. Who knows? Maybe we’ll do it again sometime.”

“Really?” he asked hopefully.

I nodded, “Fuck, yes. Have a good day now. I really need to go.” They weren’t just words either. Sure, I probably should have cleared it with my new husband first, but we already knew our sex life was going to be abnormal at best. Nobody had ever done things like this guy did to me however and I didn’t plan on never experiencing it again just because of a ring.

When we all got to the car, my friends went crazy about how they had watched along with a few others in the store. They said it was amazing, but they couldn’t see my face very well. I glanced at them and then to Angel and said, “Dare completed.”

Angel said, “Okay, I’ve another one.”

Me and everyone else in the car said, “No!” at the same time. We all laughed and drove on towards the church. I knew there were parts of marriage and even parts of the wedding day that I wouldn’t always like. There was one part of it I would always remember though, and it was all thanks to that one wedding day dare.


39. The Open Road: First Anal Sex with a Handsome Stranger by Jessica Silver

I’d made a mistake. My husband never heard me when I was in trouble. He only saw me when he decided I was in the wrong. The time to leave him is now. But my car is next to useless. I call for help and come face-to-face with a stranger who seems ready to right all wrongs. And I let him take me away. Will we only have this one moment in each other’s arms? I have to find a way to make it last, and I am ready to give myself to him in new ways even as I have no idea where this night will lead.

By the time I arrived home, I was shaking. I sat in the car for minutes that seemed like hours and only realized that I was clutching the steering wheel when I glanced down and saw my knuckles turning white. The pain throbbing through my hands caused me to disentangle my fingers, and my legs wobbled as left the car and made my way up the front steps.

As soon as I hit the foyer, I slid down the wall and tried to catch my breath. Maybe I was only a few blocks away, but the brakes still gave out. And I felt as if I was driving on ice despite the warm summer day. Had there been more cars on the road, a wreck would have been inevitable. As it was, the sedan making its way down Henderson Street narrowly avoided me, and I didn’t quite know how I had reached my driveway.

All I knew was that I needed a drink.

My hands continued to tremble as I poured out a glass of Pinot Grigio, and I downed it in one swallow and quickly topped the crystal off again. The sweet taste smoothed the edges out, and I slipped off my shoes as I entered the great room and fell to the sofa. Little by little the fear began to subside.

Only to quickly be replaced by a far harsher emotion.

How many times had I told Alan that my car didn’t feel right? He chalked it up to me being overdramatic. He said the car drove like a dream when he took it around the block for a spin. That was to be expected. Either the car was playing a joke on me, or he just didn’t want to be bothered.

More of the latter when I heard him talking to our next door neighbor and using the words some women just shouldn’t be out on the open road. Part of me almost wished that I had crashed if only to prove him wrong and then he’d be sorry.

But I was in one piece when he came home after it was already dark outside.

“Danielle?”

I shifted my head over the back of the sofa and glanced at him with weary eyes. Would he take note of the terrified tears that still stained my cheeks? Alan tilted his head to one side and tossed his briefcase in the corner as he pressed his hands to his hips.

“Is… there a problem?” he asked in a slightly annoyed voice.

“I… it’s the car,” I muttered. “I had a problem on my way home from---”

“Are you really on about that again?”

My heart sank when I realized he didn’t care to hear the story, and I gritted my teeth and shook my head as I left the sofa with my fingers curled around the stem of the now empty wine glass.

“Did you have a few of those before you went out?” he mocked.

“No,” I said. “But thank you so much for caring.”

“Don’t get short with me,” he said. “You’re back here in one piece.”

“More or less,” I said as I moved to the refrigerator and placed some ice into the glass. Holding the cool to my brow, I heard Alan scoff as he went through the mail, and his shadow drew closer as he opened the oven.

“What happened to dinner?” he asked.

“Excuse me?” I shot back.

“You did go to the grocery store, right?”

“I…” My voice trailed off as I glanced out the window at the deathtrap that was my car. Vaguely remembering loading bags in the trunk, I started to apologize when Alan turned on his heel and raced out the door. His curses wafted back inside, and he returned with soggy parcels of melted ice cream, soured, sweating milk and meat that no amount of browning could make right.

“Jesus Christ, Danielle!” he bellowed as he flung the bags to the floor and kicked them towards me. “I don’t work all day so you can waste my money like this.”

“Alan, I’m sorry. I---”

“What are you even good for?”

My lip quivered as he moved to the liquor cabinet for the hard stuff. After he took a swig of scotch neat, he glared at me again with a snort.

“What?” he challenged. “I’m supposed to feel sorry for you? The car is fine. You just have to have the attention don’t you.”

“Is it working?” I asked. “Surprised you’re looking for dinner at all. Didn’t you grab a bite with Lisa?”

His face darkened as he started walking towards me. Did he truly think that I didn’t know? He’d rather be with his secretary, the young blonde who could barely take shorthand. If even so much as her windshield wiper didn’t swipe properly, no doubt he would want to lease a new for her car, no questions asked. Was there a time when he cared about me that much? Our courtship was quick. He was already moving up the ranks at Wilson and Pierce. A wife was the last piece of the puzzle required to paint the portrait of a family man. I liked being a bride. I looked forward to being a wife.

But I was really just one secretary too late.

“You spineless little…” He seized a handful of my hair and pulled me closer. Working hard to hold back a stream of tears, I couldn’t help but wince in pain. His hand tugged my hair harder, and I finally spoke one word as his lips drew closer to mine.

“Do you want dessert?” I scoffed. “That’s all I’m good for anymore, right?”

As his glass shattered at my feet, Alan pushed me away. My back crashed into the stainless steel island. I slowly sank to the tiled floor and held my face in my hands as he kicked through the mess of spoiled food and headed towards the steps.

“Clean this up,” he barked. “I’m going to bed.” Waiting until the door just above the stairs slammed shut, I tried not to let the glass slice my palm as I let it fall into the trashcan. Too late. A nick on my finger sent me to the sink, and I washed the wound before wrapping it in the first available dishtowel. It wasn’t the first time he had yelled or tugged my hair. Would it get worse? No way it was getting any better. Curling up on the sofa with my knees close to my chin, I silently resolved that I would leave him the next day.

But how could I make the move if my car was its own kind of health hazard?

Dawn light streamed through the windows, and I listened as Alan growled.

“You forgot to do something.”

Peeking over the edge of the sofa, I watched him dispose of the ruined groceries. He grumbled as he prepared a cup of coffee and shot me a cold glare over a harsh smirk.

“So what brilliant plans do you have today?” he asked.

“Nothing that you need to worry about,” I said as I averted my eyes.

“We have the thing with Wilson tonight,” he said. “I’ll be back before five. Do you think you can be ready?”

Nodding slowly, I cringed when he came closer and patted my cheek.

“Maybe you should stay in,” he teased in a cruel tone. “Can’t trust you behind the wheel.”

Was this just one more part of his plans for me? Maybe he wanted me tied close to home so that I would have to be at his beck and call with dinner waiting like a doll he could take off the shelf when he needed someone who looked loyal at his side.

“Sure,” I said. “I’ll be waiting.”

“Now that’s a better girl.” His lips hit my cheek, and I waited more moments than needed after I heard his car start and take off down the driveway. When I was sure that he was gone, I rushed upstairs and started to pack. Taking only what I needed and leaving my wedding ring behind, I paused at the threshold of the front door.

Because how far was I going to get in a broken car.

Scrolling through my phone, I settled on the first repair shop that appeared on my screen and pressed the number to call.

“Riverside Auto.”

The low, thick voice at the other end of the line hardly sounded like someone that I wanted to trust with my getaway plan, and I thought of searching for another way out when the unseen speaker repeated the name of his shop and forced me to speak.

“Yes, I… there’s a problem with my brakes,” I started. “Any way that you can fit me into today?”

“It’ll be tough,” the man answered. “Booked solid through next week.”

“Oh. Well maybe… maybe I’ll just try someone else.”

I nearly ended the call when his light laugh caught me off guard.

“What’s that for?” I asked.

“No offense, Miss. But you’d be hard-pressed to find anyone in town who could take you on such short notice. Not this time of year.”

“Really?” I asked as I bit down on my lip. “That’s… that’s no good.”

“Trying to get to work on time or something?” he asked as he laughed again.

“No, I… I’m trying to get away.” My voice broke, and I was on the verge of ending the call when the stranger spoke.

“No need to cry, Miss,” he said. “Can’t be as bad as all that.”

There was something sympathetic in his tone. Did I dare trust it? Would I do any better with any of the other mechanics whose schedules were bursting at the seams?

“Look, Mr.---”

“It’s just, Hank, Miss,” he said. “Why don’t tell me what seems to be the problem?”

Laying out the mess that was my life would take far too long, and I stared out the window with a sigh.

“I told you,” I started. “My brakes. I don’t know how big a job it is.”

“But it sounds like you need a tow to be safe,” he said.

I hadn’t even thought of that. Hadn’t thought any of this through. Should I just start walking? There was a commuter train that made its way into the city. And it would drop me off too close to Alan’s office. I might as well have just tagged along with him and broke into a run as soon as our feet hit the sidewalk.

“Miss? Are you still there?”

“Yes,” I sighed. “Maybe I’ll just start it up again and take my chances.”

“The car?” he asked as his voice kicked up a notch.

“What other choice to I have?” I demanded.

His sharp breath poured through the line, and I waited until he laughed again.

“Tell you what. Think I got a few minutes to spare. Let’s say I swing around and take a look.”

“Would you really?” I asked as I clung to his words like a lifeline in the choppiest waters.

“Happy to help. Where you at?”

After giving him my address, I waited on the front porch until he pulled up in a beat-up silver pickup truck. He was a tall man in tight jeans and a faded white tee shirt. His arms looked larger than both of my thighs put together, but it was his stubbled face and soft blue eyes that put me at ease as he approached and doffed a baseball cap.

“Hey, Miss,” he said. “Never did catch your name.”

“Mrs… Danielle,” I said.

“Neat last name,” he teased. “But I thought that---”

“No it’s just Danielle,” I said. “You didn’t have to do this.”

“Sounded like you needed a helping hand,” he said. “You got the keys?” I said nothing as I passed the ring into his hands. He smiled brightly and revved up the motor as he started to inch down the driveway. I clasped my hands together. Right before he hit the street, he tried to stop.

And the car nearly went flying into the opposing curb as I stood up and saw him fly out of the driver’s seat and hug the hood with his strong arms.

“You definitely have a problem here, Miss,” he said. “But nothing that a few new pads can’t cure.”

“So you can fix it?” I hopefully asked.

“No sweat.”

Relief started to wash over me when my mind flashed around the idea that he might set up shop in the middle of the street. It would only take one neighbor to think the scene suspicious and place a call to Alan. I feared that my cover was about to be blown when Hank pushed the car back into the driveway and brushed his hands against the denim covering his legs.

“I’ll have you ready to go in no time flat.”

“Thank you,” I said.

With a jack in one hand, he hoisted up the car and disappeared underneath. As he worked, I started to calm and felt sure that I would escape before Alan was any the wiser. Wishing I had more than a few dollars stashed away to pay him for his services, I still smiled when he emerged covered in grease and a grin.

“All good now, Miss,” he promised. “Anything else that I can do for you?”

“I…” As my voice trailed off, my mind moved in a million directions. The sweet smell of his sweat and his kind smile tempted me to take his hand, and I led him back into the house as I shyly bowed my head.

“Maybe you’d like to clean up a little bit?” I asked.

“That’s not necessary, Miss,” he said.

“Danielle,” I reminded him. “Please. You’ve done this much for me.”

And time was on my side as I led him up the stairs to the master bathroom.

“Sit.”

Hank came to rest on the edge of the tub, and I doused a washcloth in warm water as I looked back at him and had to smile at the large man trying and failing to look small.

“You really don’t need to this,” he said.

“Happy to help,” I answered. “Here.”

Bathing his face with the wet cloth, I wiped the grease away and just felt the bristles of his beard pricking against my fingers. The sensation brought a buzz to the pit of my stomach, and after I removed his cap, I was on my knees, washing his arms.

Suddenly he grabbed my wrist.

“If you’d said that this was the tip I would have been by a hell of a lot sooner,” he joked.

“You didn’t have to come at all,” I said. “I can’t thank you enough.”

“It’s really not a… hey. What the hell is this?”

The washcloth fell away as he looked at the cut on my finger and I blushed even as I made no move to leave his hold.

“I… no. There was a broken glass last night. I had to clean it up.”

“Why?” he asked. “Was it your fault?”

“Everything is my fault,” I confessed. “Why do you think I’m trying to get away?”

His strong face fell as his thumb ghosted over my wound, and I stayed frozen in his stare as he brought his free hand up my neck, and his palm paused at the back of my head.

“Don’t,” I whispered.

“Are you hurt here, too?” he asked. I nodded sadly and thought that it was time to pay him and take off. Rising to my feet, I tried to leave the room when he winded his arms around my waist.

“What are you doing?” I asked as my gaze returned to his.

“Let me help you,” Hank said. “Really help you.”

“I just need to leave,” I whimpered.

“Not in your car. How long do you think it’ll take for him to track you down?”

“I…”

I hadn’t thought of that and started to hang my head when he took me by the hand and led me towards his truck.

“What are you doing?” I asked as he covered his head with his hat

“Taking you to the shop,” he said. “Got some spare cars that might better serve your purpose. Can you trust me?”

Somehow I did. Implicitly. His garage was dark and grimy, but he led me up a narrow staircase and settled me on a narrow bed.

“Get a little rest,” Hank said. “I’ll take care of everything.”

“Why are you being so nice to me?” I asked as he turned to leave.

“Because you need a friend,” he answered. “Good thing you called me.” He doffed his cap again and left me with a smile, and as I fell into the rumpled sheets, I let my mind float around the idea of a perfect prince that was going to save me.

But when my eyes opened again, the room was dark and Hank looked like he wanted to make tracks.

“It’s a mustang,” he started. “Runs like a top and the plates are in order.”

“Thank you,” I said.

“Don’t mention it,” he said. “Think you should wait a little bit longer, but then---”

“And what should I do while I wait?”

My hands clenched his tee shirt stained with sweat and even more grease. I wanted to touch him, to clean him again, and Hank started to fall to the bed when he shook his head and cupped my chin in his large hand.

“You don’t have to do anything like this,” he said. “I’m just happy to---”

“And I’d like to return the favor.”

Pulling him closer again, our lips locked and his musky kiss nearly made me swoon as I wrapped my arms around his neck and held him closer.

“I don’t know what would have happened if I hadn’t called you,” I said between kisses. My fingers drifted under the hem of his shirt, and I felt his rippling muscles heave under my touch as he crawled to my side and pecked the tip of my nose.

“You would have figured something out,” he said. “Already had a good plan.”

“But you’re making it so much better.”

I relished the feel of his tongue grazing the roof of my mouth. My legs linked around his, and I eased his shirt away as I pressed my palms to his hard chest.

“No one’s kissed me like that in so long,” I murmured into his neck. “And no one ever will again.”

“Why do you say that?” he asked as his lips bathed mine again.

“Because I’m going into hiding. Some place where my husband will never find me.”

“I don’t like the idea of you alone.”

His hold tightened, and as soon as he was on his back, I let my hands leave him as he pulled off my blouse. Hank’s fingers tenderly touched my sides, and I twisted into his hands as he lowered my skirt and had me on top of him clad in nothing but my pale blue panties and matching bra.

“So give me something to remember you by,” I begged.

Hank pushed his hand past the blue silk, and he stroked my cunt as his other hand drifted up my back. As soon as he unhitched my bra, he lifted his head and reverently kissed my breasts. My soft flesh tingled around his lips, and my nipples grew hard under his mouth. He pushed into my wet heat, and I moaned against him on the verge of a climax when I pushed back and crawled to the edge of the bed.

“Something… something wrong,” Hank breathlessly asked as he sat up.

“Not there,” I said. “Nothing’s worked out for me down there.”

“Don’t sell yourself short, Danielle,” he smirked. “You felt just fine.”

I left the bed and knelt at his side as I lowered his fly and caressed his cock. His smooth length was rock hard under my touch, and my cunt quivered at the idea of him inside me as I divested him of his jeans and peeled off his boots. Rubbing his feet as I kissed his calves, I climbed back up his body. Kissing his legs and then his sides, I stopped at the base of his neck and let my hair fall over his shoulders as I moved to his mouth and gave him a chaste peck.

“I want to give you a real reward,” I whispered as my lips inched towards his ear. “No man has ever done this much for me. You should get to be something like my first time.”

Hank’s eyebrows arched, and he sat up as he grabbed my hips and bowed his head to my breasts.

“What did you have in mind?” he asked. “I’d love to have you here.”

My body shivered at the thought of him taking my chest and coming between my soft folds. But even that was too close to where Alan had touched me. I wanted him lower. Deeper.

And I pushed back as I removed my panties and tossed them over my shoulder.

“I’ve… I’ve always wanted someone to take me around the back,” I said. “Alan… my husband always thought that it was dirty. Do you?”

Our fingers intertwined, and I brought his free hand against the edge of my ass as Hank rose to his knees and massaged the slim space between my quivering cheeks.

“Not with a pretty girl like you,” he said. “And you’ve really never done this before?”

Shaking my head, I moved back to the bed and turned to my belly as I clutched his sheets in my hands. Hank’s shadow loomed over my form, and as I felt his breath pouring over my back, my limbs he finally came to rest between my thighs. His hot breath just touched my cunt, and as I arched up, I felt his face on my ass as he kissed me there and parted his lips.

“It’s a lucky man that gets to have you here,” Hank said. “I think we have enough time.”

Did he mean that it would be quick? I wanted him to linger and twisted as I listened to the sound of his fingers smacking against his lips. Without a word he slid his so much of his hand inside me, and my ass hungered for more as he pressed his free hand to my shoulders.

“Can you look at me, Danielle?”

Turning my head, I saw him lick his lips and let my stare move down to his throbbing cock. The moment stretched into an eternity as I waited for him to consume me, and I was ready to chalk my want up to a lost cause and suckle him until I drained his cock dry. But his tip touched my ass, and I kept my focus on his eyes until his thrust tore into my body and made me gasp.

“Jesus Christ!”

Hank’s hand left my shoulders and found my fingers. He grasped my palms but still bowed his head to kiss my healing cut as he rested his head in my hair.

“You feel amazing,” he purred. “Is it good?”

There was fire in his throbbing cock, but I twirled into the burn and longed for him to move as he started to pound my wanting flesh. Every nerve buzzed, and I wanted more when he suddenly pushed back. I panted when he was inside me again and propelled back and forth. Every time he drew close, I soaked in the sensuous sting and thought I would shatter underneath him. But when he released my ass, the pain was far worse. I longed to bring him back when Hank picked up the cue and consumed me until there was no distance between our bodies. Only his pulse and my pussy still growing wet as his desire drizzled and made me scream as I sat up and rested my head against his hard pecs. Hank continued to thrust. My knees pressed into his and I saw one of his hands pass before my eyes. A kiss turned into something more, and I pressed my teeth into his skin as he seemed to find a new surge of strength. With that, I was back on the bed, and I thought he would drive me down to the garage when he surrounded me with one arm as I sucked on the marks I’d left on his finger and wanted to sleep with him inside me.

“Danielle?”

Hank’s voice seemed far away, but his hands were closer as he caressed my limbs and bathed my back in kisses. My ass squirmed around his cock, and he traced a small circle just under my shoulders.

“One moment more,”  he said. “I like being a part of you.”

Trying to tell him that I felt the same way was next to impossible, and I simply kissed his finger again when I saw the small puncture wound bringing forth blood.

“I hurt you,” I said. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be, Danielle,” he whispered. “We’re a matching set. It’s good company.”

“You’re perfect, you know that?”

He gave no answer, and I wished that I had met him first and been ready to live out a life in a small room over a dingy garage. I felt safe and warm in his bed. In his arms. But Hank let the moment die and pulled out as he pushed his long legs back into his jeans and pressed his fingers under my chin.

“Favor returned,” he said. “Now get dressed so you can get out.”

I tried to hold his hand one last time. But he left me alone in his bed, and I sadly followed his order as I straightened my skirt and moved down the steps.

To find Alan glaring at me.

“What the fuck, Danielle?” he demanded. “We’re supposed to be at a party. And I find you here? With this grease monkey!”

“Careful,” Hank cautioned. But Alan was having none of it. He charged forward and pressed me into the nearest wall.

“You think you can make a fool out of me, you little bitch?” His question nearly sent me into despair, and I wished that I had left sooner when Hank pulled him off of me and slammed his head into the hood of the closest car.

“This is how it is,” Hank started. “You bother her again, and you have to go through me. You think I can’t hurt you?”

“A lowly little thing like---”

“Ask Wilson where he gets his cars fixed,” Hank spat.

“Excuse me?” Alan bellowed.

“I knew the name sounded familiar,” Hank continued. “Don’t you know that Wilson is family?”

Alan tensed as Hank kept going.

“Maybe you’ll still have your job come morning. But Danielle gets to go wherever she wants. You follow?”

“She’s trouble,” Alan said.

“Not like you,” Hank said. “Get gone.”

With his hands raised he left, and once he had vanished, I touched Hank’s arm.

“Were you ever going to tell me that?” I asked.

“I didn’t connect the dots,” he confessed as he avoided my eyes.

“Look at me now, Hank.”

He pushed a lock of hair behind my ear, and I expected his kiss when he left me wanting.

“You want to start over on your own, then the mustang is yours.”

Hank handed me a new ring of keys, and I saw the car waiting and my chance to start over on any terms. Should I hate him for keeping his secret? In any kind of fairy tale, I would forgive… understand…

“I hope the brakes work on this one,” I said as I left his side and revved up the motor. The car felt like it could take me anywhere, and I was ready to ride when I turned back around to the garage door and beeped the horn.

“Come with me?” I asked.

Hank’s smile grew wide, and he joined me as I drove off into the night and felt reborn with his head on my shoulder and his kisses in my hair.

Some women just shouldn’t be out on the open road.

But that didn’t apply to me. Not anymore.


40. A Backdoor Education: First Time Anal Sex with a College Coed by Nora Walker

When Samantha first encounters her professor, Mr. Hill, she is taken aback by his gorgeous looks and pointed attention to her.  In all her efforts to blend in with the crowd, he still managed to single her out.  But when he decides that she needs a different kind of education, she turned into a surprisingly attentive student.

I was an average student, not great and not terrible.  I tried to sit in the middle of the class because everyone tells you that the professor pays attention to the ones in the front and the ones in the back.  I just wanted to blend in, but that was apparently not going to happen in my English Literature class.  No matter what I did, I could not stop the professor from calling on me during class.  It got so that I was paranoid to go. I even skipped a couple of them, but he called me out for that too.  And of course, I always got flustered whenever I had his attention because he was one of those professors that people just drool over.  He was tall and broad shouldered, with dark hair and bright blue eyes.

I was only a sophomore, twenty years old, and not really focused on my studies at that point in my life.  Sure, I made decent enough grades to keep my parents off my back, but I was more interested in the frat parties and hanging out with my friends.

I had lived in the dorms my freshman year, and was still very close to the girls that lived on my floor that year.  Four of us had gotten an apartment off-campus for our sophomore year, and the rest of the group had made similar arrangements.  We all lived in the same apartment complex within walking distance of the school.

A few of my high school friends had come to visit over a couple of different weekends, and while it was fun, it did point out how much I had grown apart from them.  And they from me probably.  That’s just the way things go.  We had a good time talking about the crazy days of high school, but that past is just that.  My college friends laughed along with us, but I could see that I already had more in common with this group than the old one.

One Thursday night we were all sitting around sharing the bottle of vodka that a mutual friend bought for us when I started complaining about the English Literature professor.

“I don’t know why he is picking on me…  What did I do wrong?”

Bethany laughed, “Maybe he has a crush on you.  But I’ve seen him.  Would that be so bad?”

I rolled my eyes, “Guys like him do not notice girls like me.  Besides, I always dress in my sweats and some of the girls in there wear the tiniest skirts and stuff.  That’s not it.”

“Sure it’s not,” Suzanne chimed in, “but we all know you have a crush on him!”

Uproarious laughter all around but I did not smile, “That’s not true!”

“Really now…  You’re saying you’ve never imagined him without that suit jacket?”

“Well…” I felt my cheeks flush.

Laughter again.

I was not virginal by any stretch but for some reason talking about those things flustered me.  I am not sure why.  I have never considered myself a prude, but my friends would probably use that word because of my tendency to blush at certain topics.

I had had a couple of boyfriends in high school but nothing to get worked up over.  I had dated a few guys in college, but the same story really.  Sure sex was nice enough, but I just did not understand what the big deal was.  I had never gotten all fluttery over a guy, or gone weak in the knees from a kiss.  Maybe that was why I got flustered, I did not understand the fuss, and I was embarrassed that I did not get it.

So when they were talking about me having a crush on Mr. Hill, the professor, I just turned red and refused to answer.  Of course, they took that as a ‘yes’, so I just grabbed the vodka and took a big long swig.

Later that night, in the room that I shared with Bethany, she asked me about it.

“Why do you get so flustered about guys?”

“I don’t really know,” I shrugged.

“Do you not like guys?” she was asking as a friend, nothing more.

“Yes!  Of course, I do!  I just, I don’t know…” I really didn’t, I was not just holding out on her.

The next day I happened to have English Literature class with Mr. Hill, and I was more nervous than ever after my friends called me out.  I could not avoid him, I just had to try and get through the rest of the semester.

And of course, he called on me because I got drunk last night and did not do the reading.

“Ms. Underwood,” he said in that lecture-y tone of voice, “I’m disappointed that you are not prepared for class.  Perhaps you should stop by my office after class today.”

The room filled with the ooo-s and ahh-s of my classmates as I got in trouble, and all I wanted to do was sink into my chair and become a piece of furniture.

I managed to get through the rest of class without incident, but I was not going to get away with just darting out of the room.  The whole class knew I was in trouble.  Dammit.  I did not have a crush on this guy; I hated him.

After class was through, I waited around until everyone else had left.  Mr. Hill had been slowly fiddling with the papers on his podium until we were alone in the room.

“Ms. Underwood?  Are you ready?”

I nodded mutely and gathered my own things to follow him.  My backpack felt extra heavy on my shoulder as I slunk to the front of the room.

“Ms. Underwood,” he said impatiently, “You have a spine.  Please use it for proper posture.”

I rolled my eyes and stiffened my back.  He was quickly becoming a pain in my ass.  But dammit, my friends were right.  He really was good to look at.  His eyes almost made me weak in the knees for a moment, but then I remembered how he called me out in front of the whole class and they firmed back up.

****

Mr. Hill’s office looked like every English Lit professor’s office you have ever imagined.  It was small and poorly lit with a small wooden desk with a computer, two older brown leather chairs, and books everywhere.  I mean everywhere – the desk, the chairs, the bookshelves that lined every single wall.

“There’s a lot of books in here,” I commented stupidly.

“Hazard of the job I suppose,” he turned around and smiled at me.  His straight white teeth just another part of his perfection.

And my stomach got fluttery, and my knees went weak.  Dammit, my friends were right.  He was gorgeous, and I had a crush on my teacher.

“Have a seat,” he offered as he scattered the papers on his desk.

“Ummm…” I looked around for a place to put the pile of books from the chair.

“Oh!  Sorry!” he gathered them in his arm and stacked them on the floor at my feet.

When he stood back up directly over me, I realized just how tall he was.  And when he removed his suit jacket, I learned just how broad and muscular those shoulders were.  The button down shirt was stretched tightly across his pecs and hung a little more loosely around his slim waist.  I was imagining his abs when I realized he was talking to me.

“I’m sorry, what?”

“I said, I think you could be doing better in my class, but you don’t try hard enough.  This conversation is a good example.”

I shrugged, “I don’t really do well at this stuff.”

“Oh, I’ve read your papers and stories.  I think you understand more than you’re letting on.”

I looked up at him as he leaned his (very nice) ass on the edge of the desk and faced me.  He crossed his arms over his chest which only accentuated the muscles that bulged in his arms.

“No, I really don’t.  This metaphor stuff is beyond me,” I was not lying; I always just figured a rose was a rose and never delved too much past that.

“No, a rose is not always a rose,” he read my mind which spooked me a little.

“No?  It isn’t a rose?”  I was feeling stupider by the minute.

“No, sometimes it can be much more.  It could be a young child learning something for the first time, a young man leaving home to start his own life, or a young woman growing into her adulthood.”

“Wait, what?”  I was confused by that last part.  I suspected I knew what he meant, but still…

“You heard me.  And I think you know what I meant,” his gaze had changed.

It was as though something had dawned on him, or that something had been there, and he was just now letting it fully exist in his mind.  Now he looked at me more intently, his bright blue eyes shaded darkly with gray.  He was leaned back with his palms flat on his desk, and his khaki slacks had a strange shape to them in the front.  A large strange shape at that.

“Um, Mr. Hill?  What are you trying to say?”  I wanted him to say it straight out with none of this metaphor crap.

“I’m saying that a rosebud can be sweet and gentle when it is closed, but when it opens fully, it is something to be remembered.”

I cocked my head to the side and studied his chiseled face, pointedly keeping my eyes away from the bulge beneath his fly.

“Samantha,” he said slowly, “I think your lack of life experience is hindering your exploration of some of the literature.  And I think I am just the one to give you that education.”

He crouched down in front of my knees so that we were eye to eye.

“How can I expect you to understand the metaphor of a woman’s pleasure without ever having experienced it yourself?”

I blinked, stunned that my gorgeous English professor was coming on to me.  Hard.  My heart pounded in my chest, and I am certain my cheeks were pink.  And there was a strange tingle and wetness between my thighs.  I squirmed in the chair and he rested his palms on my knees.

“Mr. Hill?”

“Samantha,” he said in a low voice.

His hands slowly slid up my thighs as his face inched closer to mine.  He smelled of libraries and tobacco and spearmint, and it was possibly the sexiest smell I had ever experienced.  My lips parted in surprise, and he paused just a breath away from my face.

With two fingers, he carefully brushed a strand of hair behind my ear and let the fingers trail down my cheek.  I knew even in the moment that it was a deciding moment.  We had not crossed a line yet, but we were moments, millimeters away from doing so. If I did not stop him right then, it would be tantamount to permission.  I looked into those bottomless blue eyes and felt a new kind of longing deep inside my body.  I had never felt that kind of pull before, a need for him, for his touch, for his body.

“Samantha,” he said in a low, gravelly voice, “I can’t keep my eyes off of you, and I can’t keep you out of my head.”

I blinked in shock and let his fingers stay resting on my chin.  He slid them underneath and held my face upturned to his.

The first kiss was soft, like rose petals if you really need a metaphor.  But when I did not pull away, his lips grew stronger.  His hand slid to the nape of my neck, and I melted into his touch.

Oh this is what everyone has been raving about, I thought to myself, now I get it.

I got it, and I surrendered to it.

****

Mr. Hill pulled me forward on the chair until my thighs parted around his solid chest.  His fingers were gentle but insistent on the back of my neck as his tongue probed my lips.  As his other hand crept slowly up my leg, I was grateful I had worn a cute skirt and nice panties that day of all days.  This would be slightly embarrassing in my normal sweatpants.

I gasped slightly as his nails dug into the delicate flesh of my inner thigh and when my lips parted, his tongue slipped inside.  I moaned softly, the feeling of his tongue dancing with mine turned me on more than actual sex had in the past.

His mouth slid from my lips to my chin and across my jawline, nibbling and licking and sucking until he reached my ear.  His tongue teased and tickled the sensitive skin in the hollow just behind my ear and above my neck.  A tingling heat surged through my skin, and I writhed against his warm body.

He pulled me right up to the edge of the chair so that the source of my heat was almost pressed against his abs.  His tongue kept working over that same little spot until I was nearly swooning.

“Mr. Hill,” I moaned, grasping at his shoulders for balance.

“Oh Samantha,” he replied in a husky voice as his teeth found their way into my skin.

I bucked against him, the sensations almost too much for my body to bear.  In just the few minutes of making out, he had made me feel more than all of my previous sex partners combined.  My breath was ragged and shallow as I struggled to hold my control.

His commanding voice and warm breath made my pussy ache, “Just let it happen…”

I buried my face against the safety of his neck and groaned loudly.  His fingers tickled my tummy as they crept up from my waist to the buttons of my blouse.  With each one that he unfastened, his lips left a damp patch on my skin.  That same nibbling and sucking and licking from my neck was now trailing its way down the center of my chest.  One by one, he slowly undid the buttons and kissed down the center of my body.  When he opened the blouse completely, he sat back a little to gaze at my heaving chest and trembling tummy.

His tongue traced the outline of my bra cups, dipping inside just far enough to torment me.  My nipples stiffened inside my bra, rubbing almost painfully against the scratchy lace.

He deftly unhooked the bra and let it slide down my body until it fell to the floor, my breasts quivering for his attention with their stiff peaks aching.  His hands fit easily over them, surrounding them with his warm touch.  He kneaded them, pinching those pink tips firmly until I was gasping for breath.

“There,” I whispered, “Like that.”

He groaned in response, burying his face against one of them.  With his fingers still rolling and tugging one nipple, his tongue flickered over the other.  My back arched sharply, craving more.  I did not even know what ‘more’ I wanted, just that he was the one I needed it from.  His teeth closed ever so slightly against the rubbery peak and tugged.  I felt as though my skin were going to vibrate off my body.

“Please…” I did not even know what I was begging for.

He lightly pressed the center of my chest until I was leaning backwards in the chair, my legs spread out obscenely with him kneeling between them.

His fingers tickled the insides of my thighs until I was giggling and squirming, never even noticing that his hands were sneaking their way up to my panties.  He pressed his palm to the hot wet core of my body and the giggling dissolved into moaning instantly.

His fingers brushed up against the most sensitive part of me as he moved his hand around, and then he hooked his thumbs into the strings of my panties.  I expected him to just yank them off in a hurry, like all of the other guys, to get to what was underneath.  But instead, he even tormented me with that.  He pulled them down slowly, inch by inch, until I was ready to yank them off myself.

They finally cleared my feet, and he tossed them somewhere among all of those books.  Mr. Hill crouched down lower in front of me, and pulled gently at my legs until my knees were hooked over his shoulders.  My thighs were spread open to his gaze, and he could see every drop of the effect he was having.  Apparently, he liked the view because he groaned deep in his chest when he looked at my smooth little pussy.  I was so needy for him that I forgot to be embarrassed about the level of exposure.

His lips were soft but slightly cool as he pressed them to my hot thigh.  Kissing his way upwards, he drove me insane with the waiting.  He exhaled warmly on the wetness at the apex, then kissed his way back down the other thigh.

I was squirming and holding my breath, my nails digging into the soft leather of the chair’s arm.

“Samantha?” he asked softly.

“Huh?” I barely had the ability to speak at that moment.

“Have you ever had someone taste your pussy?”

I nodded.

“And?”

“It was okay,” I said breathlessly.

He chuckled, “Then they did it all wrong.  Let me start your education…”

He pressed his lips against the outer folds of my pussy, and I bucked against his chiseled jaw.  When his tongue buried itself in between the folds, I bit my lip to hold in the sound that threatened to shatter glass.

All of that dancing his tongue did with my tongue, he was now doing to other parts of me, and I seemed unable to sit still.  My hips bucked and I squirmed until his strong hands gripped my hips firmly to hold me in place.

When his tongue found that swollen nub buried inside, my spine liquefied.  He caught my clit between his lips and flicked the tip of his tongue over the taut surface, fast and hard.  Tiny little circles that spun my mind off its axis.  Thousands of tiny bubbles grew and burst inside my veins as it felt like my body was going to vibrate off the chair.

Faster and harder, the little circles found every need I never knew I had and set them on fire.  The bubbles were bigger and faster and burst harder, like they were swirling and building towards something.

“I, you, yes, what…” my brain could not make intelligent sense of anything.

Then suddenly, that something exploded inside me.

“Ohhh fuck,” I groaned as I buried my fingers in his thick dark curls, holding his face against me.

I felt his fingers slide inside my body and I bucked again, riding waves of an ocean that I never knew existed.

He eased me back down, and stroked my hair as I sought oxygen in the warm office.

“Samantha,” he groaned, rubbing his palm down the front of his slacks.

I wanted desperately to see what he was hiding in there.  I knew that at least for the afternoon it was all mine, and based on the solid size of Mr. Hill, it was not going to disappoint.  I sat up and reached for him, my hands meeting his fly as he stepped into my touch.

I let my fingertips stroke the same length he had been rubbing.  His eyes rolled back, and he grunted as I tickled his throbbing cock.

I fumbled slightly with the button and zipper of his fly, my brain still mushy in the aftereffects of my first real orgasm.  When I finally got them loose, his cock bobbed out eagerly.

“Mr. Hill!” I giggled, “Do you mean to tell me that you never wear underwear to class?”

“Nope, I never wear it at all.”

“Do you get hard in class?” I asked suggestively, letting my fingernails scratch the heavy balls that nestled just below his thick cock.

“Ohhh…” he groaned at my teasing.

“Well?” I let my fingers keep tickling while I waited for my answer.

“Y-Y-Yesssss…” he hissed.

I was not sure if he was answering my question or commenting on my touch, but it did not really matter.

His cock bobbed anxiously towards me, seeking some kind of relief.  I refused to indulge it and continued to knead and massage the sac that was swollen with his load.

“Oh god, touch me, please,” he was begging.

I finally ran the flat of my tongue up the underside of his cock, and I thought he was going to explode right then.

“Ohhh fuck, yes, just like that…”

“Do you have protection?” I asked naively.

“Yeah, but I have an extra method of protection too,” he mumbled, searching his pockets for a condom.

“I want to see you,” I tugged at his button-down shirt, eager to lay my hands on the rest of his hard body.

He stripped out of the shirt and slacks quicker that a teenage boy on prom night.  The hard planes of his pecs meshed perfectly with the cut of his abs, and I wanted to spend the rest of the day tracing every line with the tip of my tongue.  Instead, I ran my hands over his stomach and sucked just the tip of his cock.

He pulled away sharply and quickly sheathed his manhood.

“Bend over the desk,” he instructed roughly.

I scrambled to obey, flipping my skirt up over my bare ass.

I felt two thick fingers slide up inside my dripping pussy and I pushed back against them.  My body craved it, needed to be filled.  But instead of thrusting his cock inside me, I felt the mushroom head pressing against my little brown rosebud.

“What?  Wait… Mr. Hill…”

“It’s alright, I’ll go slow,” there was an urgency in his voice that did not agree with his words.

“But I’ve never…”

“I know,” he acknowledged.

He withdrew the thickness of his cock and replaced it with two fingers from his other hand.  The two inside my pussy slid in and out at a maddeningly slow pace.  The bubbles were already back, and I wanted him to drive me over the edge.

As he worked those fingers back and forth in the slipperiness, the other two pressed slowly into my ass.  Soon they were working in unison, the same pace, the same pressure.  Slowly back and forth, carefully in and out.  The combination was enough to have me panting and squirming.

Suddenly it dawned on me what he was doing.  He was not going to let my poor tormented pussy cum until the other fingers had been replaced with his cock.  He was going to make me want his cock in my ass.  I was a little startled, and my stubbornness reared its head.  I was going to fight off the urge until he wanted it more than I did.

I guess he figured out that I was fighting it, because the pace increased, and the pair of fingers inside my pussy curled slightly different.  He was finding a spot inside me that I never knew existed and as my body thrummed with need, I realized that he was going to win.

“Please,” I whispered, “Please Mr. Hill.”

He removed the fingers from my ass and pressed his cock into the emptiness left behind.  His other hand was now repositioned from the front, and he slid those two fingers back inside my hungry pussy.

He curled them just perfectly to find that spot again, and as he rubbed right there, he slid his cock in to the hilt.

“Ohhhhh,” I groaned, filling filled from every angle.

“Right there,” he grunted, “Oh fuck.”

The heel of his hand was hitting my swollen clit with each stroke of his hand, and I knew that I was only moments away from exploding again.

His cock stretched me in ways I had never even imagined, but to be filled from both sides was mind-blowing.  His thrusts were getting faster and harder and more erratic as he approached his own explosion.

“Oh Mr. Hill,” I moaned, goading him to his end.

“Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit,” he grunted just before slamming his cock into me one last time.

With his fingers deep inside my pussy and his cock all the way inside my ass, I exploded with him.  My muscles twitched and surged, pulling his fingers and cock deeper inside.

I finally collapsed forward onto his desk with him resting on my back, his fingers and softening cock slowly easing out of my body.  The room was silent except for our synchronized breathing.

****

After a long moment of catching our breath, Mr. Hill and I dressed and parted ways.  While my insides still felt like jelly from the two first real orgasms of my life, I was proud that I managed to walk out of these on steady legs.  It was surprisingly free of awkwardness, and I looked forward to my next class with him.  I’m pretty sure that he thought he had the upper hand, but I was confident that I actually did.  After all, a woman can hide her arousal in public much easier than a man can.  And I fully intended to test that theory in the next class session.  I had some shopping to do if I planned to wear short skirts to English Lit until the end of the semester.

Truth be told, had someone asked me outright about having a man’s cock in my ass, I probably would have slapped them across the face.  But the way Mr. Hill approached the whole thing, he had me begging him for it.  It was brilliant, I have to admit.  And I am curious about feeling it without the condom.  To feel his entire load fill my body as he groaned my name.  The thought was making my body tingle even as I walked away from him satiated.

A few days later, my roommates and I were sharing another bottle of vodka, and the subject of Mr. Hill came back up.

All three of them watched me intensely, waiting for that inevitable sign of flushed embarrassment at the mention of anything sexual.  Instead, I regarded the semi-circle of eager faces with calm collectedness and simply took a swig of the vodka.

“Samantha?  C’mon, out with it!” Bethany cried, knowing instantly that something had changed.

I smiled mysteriously and refused to answer the question.

Bethany slugged me on the arm, and I clanked my teeth against the bottle.

“Hey!  No violence is necessary!”

“Then answer the question… how’s that gorgeous crush of yours?”

I grinned at all of them, “He was absolutely amazing.”


41. Laurie’s List: College Coed's First Time with Anal Sex by Roxy Rhodes

The first time I had anal sex I was 22 years old and in my last year of college. I had always been the “good girl” on campus, you know, always with my nose stuck in a book. I was so into my studies that I never had “time” for a boyfriend or for fun parties. It wasn’t until I looked up one day and realized that I was in my last year of college and hadn’t had any of the “wild college coed experiences” that I’ve always heard everyone else bragging about. It was like something inside of me snapped. I wanted to take at least one weekend and do something fun—something wild, that I have never done before. At the time, I didn’t exactly plan on having anal sex, but it ended up being part of the deal…and I must say—I actually really enjoyed it.

When I was in high school, I was not Ms. Popularity. I was the straight “A” nerd with the coke-bottle thick glasses who has always had boys as friends but never had a real “boyfriend.” I graduate from high school still a virgin and the only reason I went into my first year of college with any sexual experience was because me and one of my guy friends got drunk one night during the summer after graduation, and I talked him into taking my virginity so I wouldn’t have to go off to college as probably the only virgin on campus.

I guess somewhere in my mind I reasoned that if I had some kind of sexual experience under my belt, I’d at least have some chance of landing—and possibly even “keeping” a boyfriend once I got to college. My friend, Doug, had also wanted to “practice” on me so he could feel more sexually confident when he went off to school himself. So our little arrangement worked out for the both of us. He let me practice sucking cock, and I let him practice eating pussy, and we both practiced our fucking skills on one another. We hooked up a few more times throughout the summer, but it was more of a mutual agreement than anything else. I didn’t have any feelings of attraction or affection for him, and I doubt he had any for me either.

The night I lost my virginity to him, it wasn’t very pleasurable at all. I had just wanted to get it over with so I grit my teeth and bore it. The next time we hooked up, it wasn’t painful, but it wasn’t anything mind-blowing either. I never did have an orgasm with him—not even from oral sex. I just let him do it long enough to tell him what felt good and what didn’t. He never lasted long enough during actual intercourse for me to even come close to climaxing. Out of the three times we fucked, I would say he probably lasted a total of 7 minutes—maybe. Seven fucking minutes. That’s an average of about 2 and 1/3 minutes, each time. Well, maybe it had something to do with the fact that he was also a virgin when we made our little “agreement” with each other.

When I first arrived on campus, I was so sure I wanted to be a psychologist—or at least a therapist. I became even more engulfed in my studies and determined to prove myself capable of making my university’s dean’s list. My ultimate goal, of course, was to become valedictorian, and I actually achieved this in my 3rd year. The funny about goals: once you finally attain them, you find yourself feeling somewhat lost, looking for the next goal to pursue.

When I realized that I was in my final year of college and that even though I had achieved my college-level educational goals, I had not experienced any of the wild college co-ed experiences that so many of my peers often bragged about and so many of my parents’ friends used to reminisce about. I think that was when I made the personal decision to make some different types of goals for myself.

For my last and final year at my university, I made a list of goals that I supposed many other college students make in their first year.

1.    Attend a frat party

2.    Get so drunk that I experience a hangover the next day

3.    Get laid by a frat boy or athlete

4.    Ultimate goal- Achieve all three of these goals in one night

I kept this list of personal goals hidden in a small secret journal, and I stashed it under the mattress of my bed. The last thing I wanted was for my weirdo roommate to find it and it tease me about it relentlessly.

My roommate’s name was Katrina, and she was the exact opposite of me. She partied every single weekend and often spent entire nights out of our shared dorm room. To this day, I still don’t know what her major is or how she parties so hard and still passes all of her classes, but somehow, she does it. Perhaps she was blowing or fucking some of her professors.

Deep down, I think I envy her, in a way. I decided that if I wanted to reach my new goals before the end of the year, she would most likely be the best person for me to go to.

So, one Friday evening at the beginning of our infamous “Spring break,” instead of going home to my parents like I usually do, I decided to stay on campus. I told them I had a lot of finals to study for and some internship work to do. In reality, I was planning on partying it up with Katrina instead. She was one of the most popular girls on campus, and she knew where all of the hot parties were. She hung out with sorority girls and frat boys and always got invited to the most exclusive parties both on and off campus. I knew I would be in for one hell of a weekend.

After I got off of the phone with my parents, I waited patiently for Katrina to get back from her last class of the day. She always came back to the dorm afterward to drop off her books and papers, and to sometimes change before going back out, so I knew she’d be back soon.

While waiting for her, I spent most of the time building up the courage to approach her and ask her what I’d planned on asking her. I stood in front of the bathroom mirror, practicing what to say and how to say it. My heart was racing with anticipation and nervousness, but I was determined, and my determination is what had helped me reach all of the goals I’d already accomplished thus far.

Katrina showed up just before 5pm, and I was still on pins and needles. Nevertheless, I approached her as she was heading toward her bedroom to put her books away.

“Hey, Katrina, h-how was your day?” I stammered, tripping over my words as my voice trembled with nervousness.

Katrina turned around to look at me, surprised that I had followed her to her room.

“How was my day?” she repeated, as if finding it hard to believe I had asked her.

“Well…yeah,” I replied, feeling the palms of my hands becoming damp with perspiration.

“Umm, busy, I guess,” she replied and looked at me suspiciously.

“Oh,” I looked down at the floor and began to sway nervously from side to side. She could tell that something was up with me. She cocked her head to one side and eyed at me curiously.

“Laurie, what’s up with you? You never asked me how my day was, nor do you ever follow me around like a nervous little puppy. So, drop it. What’s going on?” she demanded.

I was standing there in the doorway of her quaint little bedroom, fidgeting with my feet and struggling to find the right words to ask her everything I wanted to ask her. I lifted my head and looked directly into her face.

“I know you’re going out because you go out every Friday night and I want you to give me a makeover and take me out with you tonight,” I blurted out. It was actually more of a statement than a question. The words came out quickly and a bit too close together, but I was proud that I had finally let it out. I exhaled long and loud after I finished my statement.

Katrina stood there looking at me for a moment, as if confused by what she’d just heard. My palms were becoming clammy from the sweat that was forming on them, and I really wanted her to finally say something back to me. Suddenly, a wry smile spread across her pretty little face, and her eyes lit up in delight.

“Oh, Laurie! You have no idea how long I’ve been waiting to hear those words from you! Get your narrow ass in my room right now!” She reached out and grabbed one of my moist palms and pulled me into her bedroom.

Katrina dolled me up like a goddamned Barbie doll! She started with my hair, and then spent half-an-hour making up my face. I had never worn so much make-up in my entire life. She then picked out an outfit for me from her elaborate wardrobe of short skirts and even shorter shorts, tank tops, and fancy halters. I was in awe watching her root through her small walk-in closet searching for the perfect outfit to dress me up in.

I took this time to look in the mirror on her dresser. I could hardly believe my eyes! She had tamed my hair and made it look sexier than I’d ever thought possible. My eyelashes looked 50 times longer and thicker—like a movie star or pop star’s eyelashes—and the eyeliner and mascara brought their color out even more. I barely recognized my face. My lips looked plumper than I’d ever seen them look before and they were glistening with a beautiful gloss, making them look more succulent than some of the models I’d seen on covers of magazines.

I was utterly stunned! I touched my face with my right hand, wanting to pinch myself because it felt so surreal.

“Oh no, you don’t!” Katrina called out from behind me. “Don’t you smudge that make-up job I just spent the 30 minutes perfecting!”

I dropped my hand back down to my side and turned around to face her.

Katrina was holding up an outfit that I would never have had the guts to pick out, had it been me rooting through her closet on my own. She had a pink pair of thin shorts that looked like they wouldn’t even fully cover my butt cheeks completely; and the halter top she, as holding was pink and white with a flirty asymmetrical cut that looked super tight-fitting and its collar, dipped down so low, that my cleavage would likely show everything but my areolas once I had it on.

I swallowed hard when I saw the outfit that I would be wearing out with Katrina and wondered if I would have the guts to show that much skin. I knew that if I wanted to attain my new short list of goals, that outfit would certainly bring me closer to doing just that, so I took a deep breath and held out my hands to take the skimpy, revealing outfit from her.

When I came out of the bathroom dressed in the scant little outfit that I’m sure my mother would have referred to as  “trampy,” I felt a little embarrassed in it. I wasn’t used to wearing anything revealing or sexy, and it felt awkward.

“Oh my GOSH! You look absolutely stunning!” Katrina squealed at me in delight. Her eyes were big and bright with impress. I wasn’t sure if she was more impressed by how hot she thought I looked or the fact that she was the one responsible for my hot new look. Either way, she was pleased with what she saw, and the look on her face said it all.

I wondered what my mother would think of me if she saw what I looked like right now. I quickly shook the thought from my mind before it drifted into wondering what she’d also think about my new “list of goals.”

Katrina had already changed into her party outfit, as well, and hers included a tight, short white skirt and a baby blue and white tank top that showed off the butterfly tattoo around her navel, as well as the exotic-looking belly ring that she always wore. The top of her shirt was cut even lower than the one I was wearing, and her huge 34D jugs were literally busting out of it. She must’ve had a push-up bra on beneath it because her tits were squeezed together like two big balloons stuffed into the top of a small plastic bag.

I looked in the mirror at myself, hardly recognizing the girl I saw in my reflection. My tits were nice and perky, and the underwire bra I was wearing gave them a push upward that accented my cleavage and made my own jugs look even bigger than they really were, which was a 36C cup size. I had to smile at myself because I really did look hot—even if the outfit was a bit “trampy.” I turned around in the mirror to gauge exactly how many inches of my butt cheeks were hanging out from beneath the tiny little shorts I was wearing. To my own surprise, the shorts hugged my ass cheeks with sheer perfection. My round little ass looked so hot in them that I had to pinch my left buttock just to make sure that it was actually my ass.

“See, Laurie, this is how college girls are supposed to look on the weekends!” Katrina came over and stood beside me admiring both of our figures in the full-length mirror. She reached out and gave my right buttock a squeeze, causing me to let out a little yelp and jump slightly, out of surprise. She flashed me a grin as she headed off to finish applying her own make-up.

When we were finally ready to walk out of the door, it was close to 9pm. My heart was beating out of my chest with a mixture of both anxiety and excitement. I had every intention of fulfilling all three of my goals tonight.

When we arrived at the frat party, it was already pretty crowded. The air was thick with smoke and body heat, and everyone looked like they were having a good time. The music was loud, and the laughter and chatter was even louder. I had never felt so nervous in my entire life.

Katrina looked at me and saw my anxiety written all over my trembling face. I hadn’t told her about my “goals” for the night, but I think she could tell that I was going to need some “courage juice” to help me relax a bit.

“Laurie, you need to loosen up. Let’s get you a drink!” she said, grabbing my hand and leading me toward the overly-crowded kitchen.

Katrina greeted the people she knew on the way to the kitchen and introduced me to a few people along the way. I gave mostly nervous “hi’s” and “nice to meet you’s” as we worked our way over to where the booze was flowing freely.

There was a tall, built and extremely handsome frat boy mixing and serving drinks behind the counter in the kitchen. He was the most gorgeous thing I had ever seen in my life. When he caught my eye, it was almost like time slowed down, and everything started moving in slow-motion. He was wearing a tight, sleeveless muscle shirt that showed off his bulky, chiseled arms as he poured, stirred, and shook up different drinks with a sexy smile on his face that made me want to melt right where I was standing.

Katrina walked right up to the guy with a big, flirtatious smile on her face.

“Hey Jake!” she said, flashing him her pearly whites and leaning over the counter to expose her bodacious cleavage.

“Hey, what’s up, Trina!” he replied, smiling back at her, while never missing a beat. He set another full cup down on the counter next to about 12 other full cups.

“This is my friend, Laurie,” Katrina said, pulling me closer to her, so close, in fact, that the side of my barely-covered right tit bumped into the side of her nearly-fully-exposed left tit. Jake grinned when he saw our tits touch. His eyes trailed up from our touching tits to my nervous-looking face. I raised a slightly-shaky hand up to greet him and forced a smile.

“Hi, I’m Laurie,” I said, trying to talk loud enough for him to hear me over all of the background noise. To my surprise, Jake’s eyes lit up, and his gorgeous smile widened.

“Oh, wow! Where have you been hiding this one at?” he asked, as his eyes sized me up with lustful approval.

I could feel my cheeks reddening, and I hoped that the blush Katrina had caked on my face covered it well. Sexy Jake reached over the counter, extending a free hand to me. I reached out to shake it, and to my surprise, he took my hand into his and raised it up to his pursed lips. He kissed the top of my hand softly, and the sensation of his soft lips on my skin sent a shiver up my entire arm.

“I’m Jake,” he said in a deep, sensual voice. “So nice to meet you, Laurie.” He raised his eyebrows at me, his eyes never leaving mine. They demanded my stare, and I couldn’t have turned away if I’d wanted to.

When he finally let my hand go, he placed a drink in front of me and one in front of Katrina.

“OK, ladies. Let’s do a shot!” he clapped his hands together and grinned, darting his eyes back at me. I couldn’t believe how much attention I was getting from this handsome hunk of a guy—a guy so hot that I would never have had the guts to talk to him, had I not been with Katrina and dressed like a slutty video vixen. Even though I had never drunk anything stronger than beer before, I quickly agreed to do the shot.

The three of us did three shots, back to back. I don’t even know what it was we drank, but it was so strong that I could feel the burn in the back of my throat long after I’d already finished it. Within minutes, I was already feeling a lot more relaxed and uninhibited. I couldn’t help thinking how much better liquor was than beer!

After our third shot, Jake filled our cups with a mixed drink, and two of his frat brothers came over to the counter. Jake introduced us, and one of them asked Katrina to dance. Jake told the other guy to take over the drink counter so he could take me on the dance floor. I loved the way he pulled me toward the other room without even asking. He was such a take-charge kind of guy. I was looking forward to feeling his strong, chiseled arms around me—so much so that I had completely forgotten about the fact that I didn’t know how to dance.

When we found a spot on the dance floor, Jake moved in closer to me, and I could smell the aroma of his cologne. The scent was utterly intoxicating! I wanted to wrap my arms around him and inhale his scent forever. He placed one hand on my waist and began to sway to the beat of the upbeat music.

Due to my low tolerance, I was already feeling the effects of those shots we’d taken, and I felt much more relaxed and open. I closed my eyes and let my body move to the music, following Jake’s lead. He moved in closer to me, and I could feel the heat radiating from his hard, muscular body. It turned me on, and I wrapped my arms around him, pressing myself even closer to him. Feeling his rock-solid body against mine sent chills up and down my spine. I wanted more than anything to kiss him, but I needed just a bit more alcohol in me to work up the courage to do so. After the song had ended, Jake led me back over to the counter, and we grabbed some more drinks. We sat and talked through a couple more drinks and then he finally asked me what I’d been wanting to hear all night.

“So, Laurie, you wanna go somewhere a little more private?”

That was all I needed. I nodded my head and smiled. By now, the effects of the alcohol had all but taken away any anxiety and inhibitions I may have been feeling back when I’d been sober. As he led me up the frat house stairs, down the hall, and into a quiet, empty bedroom, I knew that I was going to achieve my ultimate goal tonight— goal #4 on my “list.”

When Jake closed the door behind us, something came over me. I felt a surge of courage that I had never felt before—not even with Doug. I walked right up to him, grabbed his face with my hands and kissed him hard on his sexy lips. He was surprised at my sudden boldness, but it was a pleasant surprise, because he immediately returned my kiss and even wrapped his big arms around my slender, scantily-clad figure.

I pushed him up against the door and stuck my tongue into his mouth, moaning at the feel of his tongue intertwining with mine. I wanted to devour him, every piece, every inch of him, and I wanted him to know it.

“Oh, Jake,” I whispered, and bit his bottom lip gently. I ran my hands down his tight muscle shirt until I felt the bottom and then yanked it up over his head. I stepped back to look at his perfectly-toned chest, and six-pack muscled abdomen. He was so fucking sexy that I couldn’t stand it.

I slid my hands down over his hard chest and abdomen, feeling every curve and crevice of his midsection and then slid my hands lower down to his denim shorts. My eyes never left his as I began to unbutton and then unzip his shorts, pulling them down to the floor until I was on my knees. I pulled his cotton boxers down and exposed his semi-hard cock.

“Laurie…” he started, staring down at me with a look of desire on his face. I cut him off before he could finish.

“Shhhh,” I said, taking his meat into my hands and stroking it gently. He let out a sigh and closed his eyes. Remembering what Doug had once told me about sucking cock, I wrapped my lips around the head of Jake’s swelling dick and took it slowly into my mouth. He moaned with pleasure as I took it further and further until I could feel the tip of it in the back of my throat. It hardened inside my mouth, and Jake moaned louder when I pulled it out of my mouth and then slid it back in.

Jake rocked his hips and reached down to grab my hair as I sped up the rhythm of my sucking. His cock was nice and hard, and I was savoring the taste of his stiff shaft. His dick was thick and long, and it throbbed uncontrollably every time I took it deep down into my throat. I could feel little trickles of his pre-cum tickling the back of my throat. It turned me on hearing him moan, groan and hiss with delight. I felt empowered, having that much sexual control over him. My panties were becoming moist with my juices of desire as I listened to the sounds of his pleasure.

I wasn’t going to let him cum, yet, though. He was going to give me what I wanted—a nice hard fuck.

When I could tell he was getting close, I let his throbbing meat fall from my lips, and I stood up to face him. He had a look of deep yearning on his face, and it turned me on to no end. I pulled up the tiny little shirt of Katrina’s that I was wearing, along with my thin underwire bra and exposed my breasts. I wanted him to touch them and kiss them with those irresistible lips of his. I backed up and lay down on my back on the queen-sized bed in the room we were in and spread my legs for him, inviting him to join me.

Jake quickly stepped completely out of his shorts and boxers and walked over to the bed. He climbed between my legs and slid my tiny little shorts and thin silk panties off with one quick movement. It was like he couldn’t wait to get to my pussy and the thought alone made my cunt even wetter with passion for him. He dove head-first into my breasts, licking and sucking, massaging and fondling. I cried out in delight as his lips and tongue twirled around my nipples and areolas. I grabbed his head and ran my fingers through his hair, relishing the feel of his hands and mouth all over my tits.

He slid a free hand down until he felt the soft, moistness of my pussy lips. He spread them apart with his fingers and found the tenderness of my clit. With effortless skill, he massaged my bulb with the tips of his fingers, causing me to moan loudly and pant with pleasure at his intimate touch. I was on fire! I wanted to feel his hard, throbbing cock inside of my pussy so badly that I could taste it—literally! I pushed my hips into his hand, and he responded by dipping two of his fingers deep into my dripping-wet cunt.

“Ohhh, Jake! That feels so good!” I hissed between short, rapid breaths. It had literally been more than three years since I’d had sex and I felt like I was floating on a cloud.

“Mmm, Laurie! Your pussy is so wet for me, baby,” Jake moaned into my ear, as his fingers plunged in and out of my slippery love tunnel, sending sensation after sensation shooting throughout my entire body.

“Oh God! Jake, fuck me, baby! Please fuck me right now!” I cried. I reached my hand down to where his hardened cock was hanging free and wrapped my hands around it, leading it to my soaking wet opening. Jake removed his fingers from my moist, juicy cunt, and then paused before he penetrated me.

“I wanna fuck that tight little asshole of yours,” he said, his breath hot and his voice raspy. He knew he had me so fucking turned on that I probably would have let him fuck my ear if he’d wanted to. “Can I fuck your asshole, Laurie?” he asked, stroking my clit again with three of his strong, highly-skilled fingertips.

“Oh, Jake, yes! You can fuck me in the ass!” I hissed. His touch had me so close to climaxing, and I wanted to cum so badly! I needed that orgasm, and I knew it was going to be explosive.

He rolled me over onto my belly and climbed on top of me. I could feel his fingers inside my pussy again, bringing me even closer to my brink, but this time, he used my arousal juices to lube up the opening of my asshole.

I had never let Doug fuck me in the ass, so this would be the first time I ever had anal sex. I was so sexually excited, though, that I wasn’t scared at all. It actually felt good, feeling his fingers working slowly and sensuously into my tight little anal opening. He started with one finger, and then began to use two of them, gently opening my virgin asshole, preparing it for his thick, hard, throbbing cock. With his other hand, he was skillfully stroking my clit, just enough to keep me overwhelmingly excited, and right on the edge of my climax.

I was practically begging for him to make me cum, I wanted it so badly, but he told me he would let me cum when the time was right. I was panting fast and breathing hard with passion and desire, and right on the brink of a powerful orgasm.

Finally, after he had me good and lubed up and open, he slid the tip of his cock into the slick, tight opening of my asshole.

“Ohhh,” I moaned as I felt him slowly inching his stiff meat into my anus, little by little. As he worked his way in, his fingers teased my clit, keeping me right on the edge of my climax. The sensation of his cock penetrating my virgin anus was like pleasure combined with pain. It was exciting, though, and I was actually really enjoying it.

When he saw how well I was handling it, he began to speed up his pace a little more. The increased pressure sent new sensations racing through my body, and I cried out in delight, over and over again as both pain and pleasure intertwined.

In and out and in and out, his cock plunged deeper and deeper into my asshole, and his fingertips began to speed up against my swollen, moist bulb. I was almost over the edge, now and by the way, his cock was throbbing inside of my asshole, and the way he was panting and groaning loudly, I could tell that he was close, as well.

With one final thrust and loud “unngghhh,” Jake exploded a load of hot cum into my anus. I screamed out as my own orgasm peaked, as his fingertips finally took me over the edge.

“Ohhhh, yesssss!” I cried out loudly, my whole entire body shaking with the intensity and power of my climax.

Jake’s whole body tensed up, and his cock throbbed uncontrollably with each spurt of hot cum that he shot off deep into my asshole.

The two of us were hot, sweaty and basking in sexual paradise. Finally, our climaxes began to wane. Jake’s dick, now half-soft, slid out of my anus with a sloshy sound and he collapsed onto the bed beside me. We lay there for a moment, enjoying the afterglow of our orgasms, breathing long and hard.

“Ho-ly fuck!” Jake finally said, and then, grinned at me.

“You can say that again,” I replied with a satisfied smile.

It was the best sex I had ever had, even if it was only the second person I had ever had sex with—and the only person I had ever had anal sex with.

I rolled over and faced Jake with a dreamy look on my face.

“Thank you,” I told him, cheerfully.

“For what?” he asked me, curiously.

“For the best fuck I ever had,” I stated, bluntly. I planted one last kiss on his sweet, succulent lips and then got up to get redressed.

**

The next day, I woke up late with a pounding headache and cottonmouth from hell. I reached down under my mattress and took out my goal list. I smiled happily to myself, headache and all, as I checked off each goal one by one, all the way through number 4.


42. The Reason Why: First Time Rough Anal Sex on a Camping Trip by April Fisher

I had always been a skeptical person of marriage, so when I said yes to him, I surprised myself. What surprised me even more was that the wedding planning was so stressful. No one had warned me that I wouldn’t know what I wanted. He suggested going on a trip to get away from it all, and I agreed. Little did I know it would be a great weekend, and I would remember why I was going to marry him in the first place.

Marriage is supposed to be a wonderful thing. You set off on a life journey together, and the companionship it gives is second to none. At least, for most people. Or half of them, maybe. With the divorce rates the way they were, I couldn’t blame anyone for being skeptical. Especially when my parents had been some of the victims of those divorce statistics. I had resolved never to get married so if I broke up with someone; it would be much easier to settle things. We wouldn’t need a court to settle our differences for us.

I surprised myself by saying yes to my boyfriend Robert not long after I finished college. We had met in freshman year when we were both still finding out what it meant to be an adult. He lived in state, and I had moved in from the other side of the country hoping to escape my dysfunctional family. At the time, a relationship seemed anything but what I wanted or needed. I dived into the books, and focused solely on graduating with a perfect GPA. I somehow managed that along with Robert dragging me on crazy adventures and in junior year, we fell in love and shared moments that I guessed many experienced, but few ever felt more than once in their lives – and it typically ended in a happily never after.

I wondered when my happily never after would show up. Five years from now after the first baby shows up, twenty years from now after trying to make it work for so long? I could only guess. Robert seemed to take my cynicism seriously, but never indulged me for more than a few moments at a time. He was the optimist in our relationship. I wanted it to last – he always made me laugh even when I was anxious about it, or angry at him and wanting to throw him out. He always gave me a reason to let him back in.

Which was why I was here stressing over wedding plans. Nothing seemed to feel right to me. Everything felt out of place, even the venue we had mutually agreed on renting for the day. I had never thought about my wedding too seriously so now that I had to, I felt lost.

“What do you think about this?” I said, showing him a dress I had spent way too much time analyzing. It was simple, with short sleeves and a small V-neck, with a tiny veil to match. No frills, and only a little bit of lace. I had always been a simple person, but I felt like it was a little too simple for my wedding.

He leaned over my shoulder and kissed my cheek. “Do you like it?” he asked. He always asked that first, before giving his opinion. I had taken that habit from him as well. It felt empowering to ask someone what they really thought.

“I guess, but… it’s too simple isn’t it?”

He smiled, wrapping his arms around my waist. “I don’t mind a simple wedding. It’s a nice contrast to you, my complex partner.”

I wasn’t sure whether to take that as an insult or a compliment. “Complex how?”

“Complex as in you have many traits to you, and I have fun trying to figure you out.” He took the computer mouse from me and clicked the window closed.

“Hey, I was…”

“Looking at that way too long. Come to bed, love.” He kissed the side of my head and walked over to the bed. He took off his shirt and slippers and got cozy under the sheets.

I sighed in resignation and stood up. “But the day is getting way too close for my comfort, and I feel like nothing’s been done, even though we’re working together on deciding things and getting it sorted.”

He patted the space on the bed next to him. “Then we should stop thinking about it for a few days, and get away from it all. What do you think about a vacation?”

I pondered over that idea while I dressed for bed. I felt his eyes on me as I went from fully clothed to naked, and then to comfy pajamas. I knew he always appreciated seeing me naked – when he had first seen me, he had done a double take that made me feel like a goddess. He no longer had that reaction, of course, but he always smiled at me anyways. He made me feel like he only had eyes for me every time I climbed into bed with him. It was nice, but me with my skepticism wondered just how long that would last.

They always said marriage opened someone’s eyes. Whether you were together for one year or living together for ten, marriage to most people had some sort of strange effect that made them see things differently. I wondered how differently I would see Robert. I didn’t want him to look at me differently either. I loved the glitter in his eyes when he saw me in the kitchen making breakfast, or sitting together on the couch watching TV, or standing together at a party dressed up. There was something about the way he treated me that made me feel just a little more special than everyone else made me feel.

I don’t know why I said yes that day. Everything about marriage scared me. I didn’t want anything to change. I wanted our relationship to stay the same, even though it wasn’t perfect. I don’t know why he asked me to be his wife knowing how cynical I was about it. I know he wanted me to be his forever, but he knew I already was. I loved him even though I honestly couldn’t stand him at least once a week. I wondered if that’s how my parents’ relationship had felt to them. I didn’t want my relationship to be like theirs. Theirs had ended. If theirs hadn’t ended, they would’ve stayed miserable because it had gotten steadily worse over the years of my childhood.

I climbed into bed. “Can’t we just call it off?” I asked, genuinely not wanting to marry him for my own reasons.

He shrugged. “Decide that after the vacation. If you really still don’t want to get married, then we don’t have to.”

This was a trap. Whenever I was unsure of something, he made me purposely wait. I narrowed my eyes at him. “I’m impatient, you know this.”

He smirked. “Where do you want to go this weekend?”

A few days later, I found myself trudging through a warm forest, far away from civilization. I’d asked him to take me to New York City. Instead, he took me hiking in the most obscure park anyone had probably ever known. I was sweating and grumpy. I could’ve been shopping in New York, and sipping cocktails with room service afterwards. I felt robbed of an actual vacation.

I said nothing to him as we hiked, too angry to say anything. I almost hoped a bear would come and eat him for ‘surprising’ me like this. This wasn’t an escape to me. I felt like I was being eaten alive by mosquitos even though he’d packed bug spray and I’d used it. And then shoved it at him.

I knew he could tell I was angry with him because he looked depressed. He had genuinely thought asking me where I wanted to go and then surprising me with the exact opposite had been the way to go and I didn’t understand how he could possibly think this would turn out well. Now I was stuck in the middle of nowhere for three days, and I couldn’t wait to get back home and stress about a wedding. If there would even still be a wedding after this shit.

I often second-guessed myself about the wedding, mostly because I was afraid it wouldn’t work, but especially when he pissed me off. Like now.

“This looks like a good spot to set up,” he said. Two hours into hiking and we finally found a camping clearing. I wasn’t looking forward to the trip back.

The small clearing was in clear view of the river nearby. I could see swans and ducks swimming along the shallow coast. I slapped my arm of another mosquito and dug out the bug spray again. I sprayed myself and the air around me, hoping to ward off any other horrible bugs. “Whatever you say.”

He set his hiking bag down, and helped me take mine off. “Do you want to talk now or should we set up first?”

“If we talk now we’ll be sleeping on the hard ground.” I dug the tent out of his pack and started unfolding it.

“That bad huh…?” He scratched the back of his head and started helping me. “So let’s talk while we set up then.”

I gave him a dirty look and stayed silent. I didn’t want to talk to him of all the people on the planet. I couldn’t even call one of my friends to vent to them because there was no signal out here.

“Okay, so… I guess I’ll start.” He started connecting the metal rods to hold up the tent. “I’m sorry for not telling you this earlier.”

“Ya think?” I worked on the rods on the other side.

“I just thought going to New York City might stress you out more because there are a lot of wedding shops there.”

“Maybe I might’ve found a dress,” I said simply. “And also maybe cake toppers that don’t look like cartoon characters.”

“I thought they were cute…” He shook his head. “Not the point. Look, if you still want to go to New York after this, I promise I’ll take you. Just try and enjoy this… being away from everything, okay?”

I honestly was baffled by how he could think I’d enjoy doing nothing for three days. “This is your vacation, not mine.”

He knew I hated camping. Sure, I enjoyed activities that involved nature, but this was too much. I only enjoyed it in so far as I had a cell phone signal. Tubing and beach parties were some of my favorite things to do. I loved summer. But if I couldn’t share it with my friends, what was the point? I felt so isolated, and I didn’t like it. I felt like I would be wasting my time.

Not only that, he had tricked me. If he thought that was okay, what else was he going to try to pull on me? I sighed as we hammered the last of the tent’s ropes into the ground, and without even bothering to unpack the rest, I took my sleeping bag and crawled inside. I laid down on it, wanting to cry. I honestly couldn’t believe where I was.

Not only that, but I was scared of a bug crawling into my ear while I was sleeping. Worst nightmare right there.

Robert crawled into the tent with me, without his sleeping bag. Moron, he was going to have aches all over later. He laid down next to me and took my hand. His hand was sweaty and warm, like mine. “I promise, I won’t surprise you with something this big anymore. If I want to surprise you, I’ll surprise you with tickets to Tokyo.”

“So why didn’t you?” It was meant as a jab, but he smiled a little.

“Probably because the money we have is going towards a wedding and honeymoon.”

He was right about that of course. At least on our honeymoon, we wouldn’t be dropping off the face of the earth like this weekend, though. I sighed. “I can’t promise I’ll have much fun, especially with these bugs around.”

He pulled me in close. “I dunno… I think I could make it worth your while with something a little new to you. Something we’ve been debating for a long time.”

I tilted my head in curiosity. My anger was slowly fading, replaced with not just curiosity but a sense of resignation. I would just deal with the weekend he’d thrust on me, and then we’d go to New York like he promised. Still, if it could be an experience, I wasn’t one to say no I suppose. I could still take pictures. “And what’s that?” I asked.

He kissed my earlobe and whispered in my ear. “Something sexual. Later, when I’ve helped you feel a little happier, perhaps?”

“I can’t promise I’d want to do it, but if I do, then… yes.”

We agreed then that we would cook supper together, and when it got to sunset, we could bathe in the river and wash off the sweat off the day. I couldn’t say it didn’t feel tense for a large majority of the day, but it started fading around the time I discovered that the food was actually delicious. We sat down by the fire we’d made to cook and ate. It made me feel better that my pack would be significantly lighter due to all this food not being in it. It would make the trip back to the car much easier.

He took my tin plate once we were done and quickly rinsed it off in the river. The fish would enjoy the crumbs at least. I stood up and decided a bath would be best, even if I didn’t feel very comfortable in being naked in front of him right now. I’d probably make him turn around and wait his turn to bathe.

That was exactly how it happened, but I was certain he took occasional peeks. I wondered whether it made me feel more uncomfortable or sexy. This forest was having a strange effect on my behavior.

When I got out of the river, still naked, I felt something strange on my leg… and when I looked down, I screamed. “Agh! Get it off!”

Robert rushed over. “What’s wrong?”

“A leech! On my leg!”

He blinked at me, and then smiled. “It’s okay. Leave it to me.”

As if I didn’t have enough to worry about today. Robert grabbed a lighter and flicked it on. He held it to the leech, and after a few moments, it fell off, dead. I could feel the heat of the fire on my leg, but thankfully he was careful not to touch the actual flames to my skin. I sighed in relief. “That was traumatic.”

“I got one on my balls once. That’s not fun.”

I raised an eyebrow.  “You never told me that.”

“I was a kid. I only just remembered it now. Seemed relevant.”

I shook my head in amusement. “At least it was just my leg. You’ve got to be the most unlucky person.”

“Yeah, well… let’s hope it doesn’t happen again here.”

He undressed and got into the water, and I grabbed a towel to dry off. It was nearing darkness, and the mosquitoes were still trying to eat me alive. More bug spray, I guessed. I hoped being in the tent would fix that issue, at least for a while. Walls tended to have an adverse effect on bugs, even if they were as flimsy as this tent.

He got out of the river in a few minutes. I guess he didn’t want to risk getting a leech on his balls. He was squeaky clean when he took the towel from me and dried off, so at least he didn’t skimp on that just to save time.

“No ball leech?” I asked with a smile.

“Not as far as I’m aware,” he said, actually checking his balls for anything abnormal. I laughed at the sight.

“Well then you’re home free,” I said, and crawled into the tent. “What shall we do now? It’s almost dark. We’re going to need lamps soon.”

“I’ll put the food away from the campsite and in a tree branch so any wild animals that wants it won’t have to come and get us just to eat it. The tree branch is just, so anything short of a bear won’t be able to eat all our food.”

“Come back soon,” I said. “I feel lonely.”

I listened to his shuffling outside the tent, feeling anything but relaxed. I couldn’t help but picture the bugs around me, trying to get at me to bite me among other things. I imagined the bug spray warding them off, hopefully. It almost felt like an obsession.

He climbed into the tent and zipped the door closed. “Now we shouldn’t be bothered by anything, wildlife or not.”

“I really don’t like the bugs out here,” I muttered, laying on top of the sleeping bag. “I feel like prey.”

He kissed me. “It’s okay. We’re in here, and you sprayed yourself with bug spray. I did the same just now, actually.”

“I just wish I was in New York instead.”

He lay down on the sleeping bag and took my hand. “I promise after this we’ll go. But I think it’s healthy to be away from everything.”

We talked about many more things over a few hours as the sunset turned to darkness and we could no longer see each other without the light of a battery-powered lamp. I didn’t know what it was, but the darkness made me feel frisky. Maybe it was because I couldn’t see him, and he couldn’t see me. I could pretend he was someone else, and we could do something exciting. It was much easier than picturing bugs trying to eat me alive, anyways.

“I suppose I wouldn’t be opposed to trying what you asked earlier today…” I muttered, feeling shy.

“Oh really?” He said, scooting a little closer. “Shall I take that as an invitation?”

I nodded, and then remembered he couldn’t see me. “Yes…”

He said no more, only scooped me up in his arms and started kissing along my face, probably mostly to find my lips in the dark. It felt raw and uninhibited… perhaps we should have had more sex in the dark. It was based entirely on touch, and I felt really good as his hands roamed along my bare skin. From my sides, to my breasts, to my stomach, my hips, and then squeezing my ass cheeks, I felt the urge to do the same to him. To feel the hairs on top of his skin, his well-groomed beard, the muscles of his arms and his broad shoulders… the thought of it was getting me hot, and the fact I couldn’t see him made it hotter. It could be anyone in the dark fondling me. I could imagine anyone, a complete stranger even, taking me from behind like he planned to. Or my favorite celebrity, or TV show actor. I went through many fantasies in my head as he touched me, and I was glad I didn’t have to close my eyes to do it. It felt more real when my eyes weren’t closed.

He moved me so that I was on my hands and knees, and reached over to squeeze my breasts. He kissed my ear and whispered into it. “I came prepared with lube and everything… don’t want to hurt you too badly, now.”

I shivered a little at the idea of rough, painful sex. “Really now?”

He nodded, and I heard a bottle snap open, and the quick pump of the familiar lubricant we used at home. He rubbed it together in his hands, and began to touch my anus generously, making it almost drip with lube. He poked and prodded at me as well, and then inserted a finger into my ass. It slipped in quite easily. It didn’t surprise me, but the feeling it gave me did. I didn’t expect it to feel so good. I moaned as he fingered me, making sure it was nice and wet.

I heard him slip some of the lube over his dick as well, a slick sound. “Ready?” he asked, more of a formality than anything. He knew I was ready for him.

I moaned in response, and wiggled my butt to show him how eager I was. He wasted no time in inserting himself into me, responding just as excitedly. It moved into me easily, and I almost cried out in pleasure. I had no idea I was so sensitive there. Goddamn.

I ground up against his cock, moving my hips up and down. He stayed where he was, letting me take my time. But it only took a few moments for me to fully insert his dick inside me. I had expected it to hurt, but it hadn’t. I guess I had let out bigger things before so my ass must have been used to his size. It felt strange, letting him fuck a place that was inherently not for sex, but it felt so good that I couldn’t say no anymore.

He started to move, placing his hands on my hips to hold them in place. Even when I wasn’t grinding it felt pleasurable – the friction was almost too much to handle. I couldn’t help but be loud, but then again, who would hear us in this forest? We were in almost complete isolation from the world and right now, I was so excited being able to be as loud as I wanted. Maybe it would scare off the wild animals too. We were the wild animals right now.

He leaned over me, still thrusting gently. “I won’t be gentle for long so you should prepare yourself for the fucking of your life.”

The husky voice sent a chill down my spine, right to my ass, making it relax and open even more for his cock. “More…” I begged. “Do it…”

He obliged quite happily, gripping my hips hard for leverage. He wasn’t kidding when he said he wasn’t going to be gentle. I felt my body rock violently, and my ass flared in response, sending pleasurable chills and tingles all over my body. I quivered and cried out his name. “Oh yes, Robert!”

He smacked my ass harder than I expected him to and yelped in surprise and a little bit in pain, but that just made this better. I felt so alive. I could feel pain and pleasure at the same time, and I was still safe in his hands. You could only have that with someone you truly trusted. I couldn’t believe I had let him do this, but now I had no regrets. This weekend was the best. I wouldn’t let my dreams of New York get in the way now – especially not since he promised to take me after this. And then we could have sex in a club, or something. It would be amazing.

“Ugh, fuck…” I heard him pant after while of fucking me. He changed my position, putting me on top of him. “I’m going to come quickly…”

That wasn’t a problem for me because I would come in a few moments as well. I bounced on top of his cock, and I found that this position hit all the right spots. I yelled as I came on him, a new type of orgasm I’d never felt before. He groaned as my ass contracted around him, and in the heat of the moment, I felt him explode inside me. I milked him until he was done, and then collapsed on top of him, my back to his chest.

For the first time, I noticed the sound of crickets and woodland creatures. I felt keenly aware of my surroundings, while somehow being knocked out as well. It felt like an out of body experience, almost. I liked how this afterglow felt.

He reached over to me and took my hand. “Was that good?” He asked.

“Yeah…” I muttered. I fell asleep before I could hear him say anything else. I guess he tired me out.

The next morning, I woke up feeling rested, but sore all over. I got up, and realized he must have cleaned up while I was asleep because I no longer felt any lube between my legs. I heard sizzling outside the tent, so I pulled on a shirt and some panties and climbed out of the tent.

“Hey! I’m making some breakfast, sit down and relax. I made some tea for you, it’s in the tin kettle.”

I poured myself a cup and drank it with a little bit of honey. We’d packed a few condiments in tiny containers, honey being one of them. I sipped on the tea while watching him.

“Thanks, Rob.”

“You’re welcome.”

“You don’t even know what I’m saying thanks for,” I said, smirking a little.

“Isn’t it for the tea?” He tilted his head. He really was an airhead sometimes.

“Let’s just say it is then.”

The rest of the weekend was spent in relative silence, and the occasional conversation and jokes. We got in the car at the end of the weekend, and packed everything up in the back. As we drove away, I felt a little sad because despite how it had started, I had fun.

I rolled down the window and let the wind whip through my hair. “I assume we’re going home?”

“You wanted to go to New York. I’m taking you there.”

I didn’t feel as excited as I once did about it, but the idea was still appealing. I looked at him, searching his expression. I couldn’t read it. “I would love to go on more road trips with you.”

He smiled, his eyes brightening up considerably. “I would love to take you to more places.”

“Is that why we’re getting married?” I asked, more to myself than him.

“We’re getting married because we make each other feel better than other people do.”

“And sometimes worse,” I was quick to point out. Shame on my cynicism.

He smirked at me. “Would you change it though?”

I found that this time, I didn’t hesitate. I normally did. “No, not really.”

We were silent for a few hours, and I thought about what kind of wedding I really wanted. Then I realized that it didn’t matter to me because no matter what kind of a wedding it was, I would be married to him. And that’s what was important.

“So what kind of wedding do you want?” I asked him.


43. Wendy’s Attitude Adjustment: First Time Anal Sex with a Rough Repair Man by Joni Blake

There might be some girl out there somewhere who hates men worse than me but I haven’t met her yet. Relationship after relationship of mine has been ended because I refuse to bow to the demands of this certain alpha male who shows up seemingly with a list of demands for me to take care of if I want the blessing of his company. So, I hate them. That said, I do have a weakness for them or I wouldn’t have had so many of them in my bed. Recently a repair man came to my home and highlighted everything I hate and everything I can’t get enough of in men like him.

I saw a bumper sticker once that pretty much sums up my stance on men. It had a drawing of a hot guy on one side and the words I love, and I hate stacked on the other side. That about says it. When it comes to those hot guys who know just what to do with a woman in bed, I cannot stand talking to them, dealing with their cocky jock egos, or basically even looking at them. At the same time, there is no other kind of man I want steaming hot sex with than them.

As you might expect, this leads to a great deal of up and down in my sex life. Sometimes I am on top of the world and feel like I have found that perfect guy who knows how to touch me and how to treat me and other times that guy has met his quota of idiotic things done and said to sufficiently piss me off beyond the point of no return. Lately, I have found myself decidedly on the more irritable side of things after Travis, my boyfriend of a whopping three months, cheated on me with a two-bit whore; my former friend Naomi.

It’s strange how someone can go from good friend to whore with just one action against you. Anyway, the joke wound up being on me because right after I sent Travis packing, my washing machine decided to stop working. I know that I am supposed to be an all-powerful woman and all of that, but I don’t fix things like washing machines, and I certainly don’t just buy a new appliance every time one breaks. So, it might be a throwback, but I like to ask my boyfriend to fix things like that. If he can, then it’s great for him, and he gets a few points. If he throws a hissy fit, then I know the kind of guy I have, and he’s as good as gone. Having already thrown my recent man to the curve, however, I found myself in need of an actual repair man to get the job done right for the least amount of money.

I made a few calls as soon as I could to try and get something scheduled for the end of the week. That way I could take off half of the day on Friday to meet the repair man and wouldn’t have to worry about work the next day. There was a chance that I could get a woman repair person but having dealt with similar situations in the past didn’t leave me hopeful. The company with the second part of Friday open whose prices weren’t crazy didn’t even have a sexy voice to answer the phone. If they can’t even convince one of their wives to answer the phone, I didn’t like my chances of getting a woman repair person. Of course, there was still a chance that the guy they eventually would send out could be a wonderful guy with manners. The chances weren’t good, but hey, a chance is a chance.

So, Friday came along, and I scooted out the door a little early for lunch, so my afternoon off got a little bit longer. I grabbed a low-fat sub on the way to my house that would taste good and not add unwanted fat to the toned stomach and legs I work so hard to keep. Once I arrived home, I ate my little sandwich and changed into sleep shorts and a sleeveless tank top. I wound up with about an hour to waste before the scheduled repair, so I propped my bare feet up and watched a little television with a delicious drink in my hand.

The knock at the door came ten minutes after I planned on it coming so I was well into another episode of my favorite binge watching show at the time. Still, I’d had a second drink by that point and was sipping at a third, so it didn’t sour my mood. I simply walked over and opened the door to find a man standing there who would fulfill most every one of the tall, dark, and handsome requirements. “Hey,” I said while holding the door open, “You here to fix my washing machine or stare at me?”

“Which one pays the most?” he asked with a smirk.

“Oh, you’re one of those kind of guys,” I said with raised eyebrows, “What a surprise!” I motioned with my head for him to come inside and then closed the door behind him. “If you can manage to put one foot in front of the other long enough, I’ll show you the utility room, and you can get started actually fixing my machine.”

He followed me into the room, glanced at the washing machine and then over at me. His eyes focused on my tanned legs and then followed up to my arms and chest. My emotionless gaze was waiting on his lustful one when he finally made it all the way up to my face. I said, “The washing machine is over there. I am up to date on doctor visits, so all my plumbing works fine.” I pointed at the faulty appliance, “That doesn’t. Fix it, not me. I’ll be on the couch if you need something other than a girl to gawk over.”

I was halfway back down the hall before he said, “Thanks for the warm welcome! Didn’t you need your heat fixed too?”

Spinning around I said, “No, just the washer. I would think that would be in your paperwork. Can you read?”

“No, it is in the paperwork,” he glanced down at it, “I just thought your heat was broken since it was so damn cold in here but I guess that was just your attitude. I’ll get right to work then. Enjoy your drink, ma’am.”

“Will do,” I said as I turned back around and walked to the couch, calling back one last time, “I hope they don’t charge me extra for you trying out your worst jokes and treating me like a piece of meat. That might lead to a bad review.”

“Well, we can’t have that,” he called from inside the utility room. “This afternoon is bad enough as is, with me having to come here.”

The last bit he said was quieter than the rest, almost like he meant for me not to hear it but I did. Instead of the planned comeback – which would have sounded a lot more like an argument than the mindless little back and forth – I kept my mouth shut and sat down on the couch. I restarted the television, but my thoughts were so divided I couldn’t concentrate, so I turned it off and sipped my drink in silence.

With my washing machine being worked on there was plenty of stuff to think about. First, the obvious worry was whether the thing would be fixable or if I would have to buy a new one. I’d never tell the big-headed jock back there just how important he was to my immediate financial future but the repair fee wasn’t in my budget, much less a damn new one. That wasn’t even the most prominent matter I was thinking about, however, though it certainly should have been.

The first thought on my mind was the deep green eyes, disheveled, dirty blond hair and strong arms of the man working in my utility room. They were the eyes of a man who wouldn’t have been intimidated by the number one super model in the world. He was confident and proud of himself for being his own man. God, it was sexy on him too. Though I hated myself for thinking it, there was no shame in admitting it: He was a babe!

His forearms and the lower part of his upper arm were all that was visible, but I could tell enough by their rugged strength and the way his shirt fit tight around his chest and shoulders but loose around his waist. His skin was as tanned as mine, but it was the tan of a guy who worked all day shirtless just to prove he could. The thought forced me to imagine him without his shirt, and that led to me feeling things I didn’t want to feel.

What was I doing to myself? Here I was being independent and refusing to even think about one of those kinds of men, and I derail myself because of the damn repair man. A part of me was begging for me to see that he wasn’t like Travis. He was different. This one had a sense of humor after all, and that is certainly nothing I had been with recently. The other side of my subconscious fought back, however, screaming that he had enough of the same qualities as Travis to give plenty of reasons for avoiding him. A small quiet side of my mind seemed to whisper that it would mean he was great in bed too.

I pushed all the thoughts aside and rose to walk into the kitchen for another drink. This time it would be water because I didn’t want to be too buzzed when dealing with the repair guy. That just wouldn’t be good. Propping against the kitchen counter, I drank the cool water, and my head seemed to begin to clear.

Sure, the guy was a looker, but he was there to do a job first. So, he had a lofty opinion of himself and thought far too highly of his ability to be funny. So, what? He probably thought my jokes weren't funny and likely hadn't thought about me since I left him to get the work done. It could have been an old rickety asshole of a repairman who came to fix my washing machine. At least he seemed mostly harmless.

I had my thoughts cleared enough that I felt ready to restart my binge watching, so I made my way to the couch again, propped my feet up again and tuned the show on. About that time, I heard the guy asking about something, but the television kept me from understanding him. Pushing any negative thoughts firmly to the back of my mind, I stood up and walked down the hall to see what he needed. I figured he probably wanted to know where the main water turned on or off or something repair related, so I was just going to ask what he said and answer without even a hint of a snide comment. I heard him talking just before I walked into the doorway and it sounded like he was on the phone.

“Just check and see if anyone can cover my four o’clock appointment, Mike. It shouldn’t be that big of a deal. I don’t know why they put me on two later in the day. I tried to tell them not to, but they wouldn’t listen. Anyway, I think Drake or Danny might be free. This isn’t too bad, but it's going to take a little bit longer than they thought. Yeah, tell me about it. All right, but be quick.”

It seemed that he had been basically double booked and was only talking to his company to get someone to cover for him. I shrugged and started walking back towards the couch when I heard him again.

“Hey, don’t do that. Come on John.” He sighed, “Okay, if it will get my later appointment covered, you win. I already told you she was hot. What else do you want to know?” He lowered his voice, “I can’t believe you’re making me do this. She’s probably about five foot eight and thin but with a killer figure. What? Blond and long. Pulled into a ponytail when I saw her. Yep, tanned perfectly. Look, man, she’s got these short sleep shorts on that leave very little to the imagination and not an ounce of fat anywhere. Well, maybe her ass. She’s got a great ass. Man, I already told you she had a great ass and a killer body. What do you take me for; a bra salesman? Shit, you suck, man!”

He sighed again, “I guess probably a C, but I don’t fucking know. Call it a good hand full and I’ve got big hands. Hell yes, I looked as close as I could without being a total creep. Nah, she’s hot as fuck, but her attitude is shit. Who the hell knows, John? Maybe she just had a bad day? No, no way. This isn’t the kind of girl who gets dumped, pal. She might have dumped some moron, but she didn’t get dumped. No fucking way. You satisfied now? I’d like to go act professional and update her on the situation. Great, you got the other covered, right? You’re sure? Well, I thought maybe you were a little too focused with forcing me to describe this hot ass woman to do your damn job. Right. Asshole. You first.”

By the time he wandered out of the utility room I had scampered back down the hall to the kitchen and was trying my best to act normal after the one side of the conversation, I had just snooped in on. He came around the corner and though his eyes drifted briefly, clearly tried to act professional.

“Hi, um,” he looked down for his papers on the repair, but he had left them behind.

“Wendy,” I said with a smile that I couldn’t keep from my face, “Call me Wendy.”

“Right, Wendy,” he cleared his throat, “It seems like I have found the problem. I could explain it to you if you want but the important thing is that I can fix it for less than they quoted you. Its just going to take a little bit of time.”

“Great!” I said in honest relief. “I was so afraid it was going to be worse. Don’t worry about the explanation though because I wouldn’t understand it. The money is the most important factor. Do you need me to show you to the water shutoff?”

“No, I saw it on the way in,” he shrugged, “Training I guess. You should go ahead and get some water or use the bathroom or do whatever you might need to do because I am going to have to shut it off for a few minutes.”

I waved off his warning, “I’m good.” Then I put my empty water glass to my lips and glanced down at it. “Hold that thought.” I refilled it at the spout on the sink where the purified water comes out and then spun around, “Okay, now I’m good. Hey, thanks for being willing to lower the price.”

He shrugged, “I don’t rip people off even if my company wants to. That’s just the kind of guy I am.”

“Oh, I heard the kind of guy you were when you walked in earlier,” I laughed.

“Yeah,” he smiled, “Sorry about that. You seemed like you were in a decent mood and I was trying to screw around,” his cheeks suddenly turned red, and he seemed embarrassed, “Um, I mean joke around with you. I didn’t mean to sour your day or come off as an ass or anything.”

I smiled at his slip up, “It's no problem. Sorry if I came off a little bitchy. That drink I had in my hand probably didn’t help the issue. Oh, can I get you something to drink?”

“Thanks, but no,” he said as he backed out of the room, “I’m good. I’ll be turning the water off in a few minutes, and it should be a half hour after that for me to complete the job. You’re sure you don’t need the water?”

“I’m sure,” I said with a smile, “Now, go fix my damn washing machine.”

He walked back down the hall, and I made my way over to the couch again, hating the smile on my face as much as I liked the way it made me feel. Maybe he was a good guy who just liked to have a good time. He certainly seemed to have a high opinion of me. I wondered if any guy had ever said those things about me before. It didn’t seem likely, and I was still shocked at the words he had said. This hot, amazingly sexy guy thought I was the best-looking woman he had ever seen, and I found myself unable to get his dreamy green eyes or powerful looking body out of my mind.

For the next several minutes I tried to focus on the television to keep my mind occupied, and it worked a little bit. Every time he walked out of the room or in from outside I at least pretended that I wasn’t now gawking at him instead of the other way around. It felt like an hour before he came into the room and said he only had to turn the water back on and let an entire cycle run before calling it finished.

I told him that was fine, but I felt like it wasn’t. Suddenly it occurred to me that I didn’t want him to leave. If I hadn’t seen the bottom of a few drinks, I might just convince myself I was being silly about it and leave it be. After all, I wasn’t the loneliest girl in the world by any stretch and would probably have another guy within a few weeks or months. Still, there was something about this guy. The way his rough and dirty hands looked when I imagined them rubbing against my clean and smooth skin was driving my desire for him crazy.

It occurred to me that I had a choice to make. I could either ignore my desire for him and let him leave, or I could try to convince him otherwise and see where it went from there. Buzzed or not, the decision wasn’t a difficult one. By the time he walked into the living area to tell me he was finished, I had spilled water on myself and taken my sleep shirt off. He saw me standing there in my sleep shorts and sports bra, and his jaw dropped. My plan seemed to be working just fine, so I said, “I got a little too excited about another glass of water and spilled it on my shirt.”

He stared at my chest and stomach, “Well, shit. That’s just a damn shame.”

“I hope you aren’t offended,” I teased my ponytail with my finger.

“Me?” he asked, “Offended that you are trying to seduce me? Not a chance.”

“Seduce you?” I asked in surprise.

“Yes,” he said as he finally found my eyes, “But I should tell you that you didn’t have to take your shirt off for that. I was seduced the second I saw you.”

“Well,” I frowned, “How dare you!”

“There’s the thing that synched it for me,” he said, “That attitude of yours. I don’t know why hot girls with a bad attitude get me going, but you really need to be nice to me if you don’t want me to do bad things to you.”

“Bad things?” I inhaled sharply, “Whatever do you mean? Bad as in naughty? Would you do naughty things to me?”

“Damn right,” he smiled and laughed shortly. “Wouldn’t even have to think twice.”

I began to walk towards him with a smirk on my face, swaying my hips just the right way. Maybe he had wanted me to make a move like this the entire time he had been here. I brushed against his strong arm and said, “What makes you think I will let you?”

“If you keep acting like this,” he said as he followed me with his eyes, “You’ll let me. I think you’ve wanted to jump my bones since I walked in. If you want me to adjust that attitude of yours, all you have to do is keep doing what you’re doing right now.

“Asshole,” I said and slapped his face. It was a light slap meant only to entice him and turn him on more. “You’re all dirty from working on the plumbing, and I’m clean and pure.”

He smiled, “You’re a lot of things doll, but clean isn’t one of them. As far as the ass comment,” he winked, “If that’s where you want it, just say so.”

“How could you talk to me that way?” I asked in a tone of voice that was mock-serious as I was backed towards the living room and lowered my sleep shorts to the floor. After stepping out of them, I was left in my panties and sports bra while saying, “You dare assume that I want something to do with a lowly repair man?”

He didn’t answer that time. Instead, he started walking towards me and took his shirt off. Tossing it to one side of the room he stalked after me with a look of cold steel in his eyes. It was like he had read a book which told him all the ways to turn me on the fastest and was hitting every single point along the way. My hand went to my breasts, and I started massaging them myself, backing up a little more as he came closer and closer, to within arm’s reach. Still having not said another word he motioned with his fingers in a ‘come here’ manner and I literally jumped into his arms.

For all intents and purposes, I might as well have been attacking him. My fingers clawed at his back, and my lips crashed against his, even parting for me to nibble on his lip. None of my aggressive moves scared him or caused him to pause at all. He easily supported my weight and held me while the two of us kissed in deep passion. His hands dung beneath my panties to grab my ass, the grimy roughness of his touch causing me to groan loudly against him.

He forced my legs to unwrap from around his waist and pushed my panties down over my thighs. They fell all the way to the floor, and I reached down with one hand to try and remove his belt. He moved my hand and quickly unfastened his belt and pants. They fell to the floor quickly, and I felt his erection grind against my pussy through the fabric of his boxers. With his hands firmly under my ass, I let go of his neck and leaned back to remove my sports bra.

Quickly he leaned down to wrap his lips around my nipple and squeezed my other breast with his right hand. Once again, the rugged touch drove me wild with desire as he kept the pressure up. It was like the tension in the room was building towards something beautiful and each of us wanted to get there as quickly as we could, no matter how banged up we became on the way.

He moved me upward and reached down to adjust his boxers, revealing his cock. I shifted my hips and quickly settled my pussy onto him, groaning loudly towards the ceiling as I held on to his neck and lay back. My hips were riding against his cock so that all he had to do was stand there like a rock wall and let me do the rest. I had a feeling that he wanted to take me in more ways but for that moment I was perfectly fine moving onto him in exactly the way I wanted.

My stomach began to flutter as an orgasm could already be felt building inside. Finally, the rock wall moved again, and he began to massage my breasts and suck on my nipples. His teeth nibbled on them slightly, and I rocked against him in approval. Nothing was better than a man who knew how best to work over my breasts and this guy knew all the right moves and when to make them.

I kept grinding onto his cock for several minutes, and he didn’t even start to breathe hard. He was a machine, and I knew that it wouldn’t be long before he showed me just what he could do. The next time he moved, it was to push me up and off his shaft. I settled onto the floor with my hand around his hard cock. Glancing up at him, all I saw was a man who could have convincingly cosplayed as a Greek god, and it turned me on that much more.

Opening wide, I wrapped my lips around the tip of his big cock, my hands each rubbing the base of his shaft and cupping his balls. I knew he had been lubed up with my own juices and it only made the entire thing more erotic. Giving oral sex to a man with a big cock wasn’t brand new to me, but something about the way he stood there unmoving made me want to give it to him that much more.

Faster I began to run my mouth along his shaft, my hands still working along to bring him pleasure as well. Finally, after a few minutes of quickly moving down and back off his cock, he breathed heavily and glanced towards the ceiling. The machine of a man was finally feeling the benefits of my adoring attention, and it threatened to drive me mad with pleasure.

I worked up to a steady pace, drawing constant sounds from him in the process. It was my assumption that he would have to force me to stop long before but he had stamina I had never seen. As his breathing heightened and his pleasure grew, his cock seemed to get even more stiff somehow. When he finally pulled me up to a standing position again, I knew business was about to pick up.

He turned me around, and I bent over, resting my hands on the couch, spreading my legs wide and lifting my ass up as far as I could. I looked over my shoulder at him and suddenly remembered what he had said earlier. Was he going to go anal? I had never done that before, but he was rubbing my ass cheek like he planned on being my first. He must have seen the worried look in my eyes because he winked at me as he rubbed his finger between my cheeks. It seemed to be his way of letting me know that he knew what he was doing and that I would love the way it felt. That's the way I took it anyway, and it served to relax my muscles and nerves.

First, he pushed a finger into the edge of my hole, and I could already tell that it would be a mixture of pain and pleasure at first. The pain quickly seemed to give way as he worked me anally with his finger, widening me out as he went. My pussy was so wet from earlier that he kept using my own juices as the lubricant to make entering easier. Finally, he changed to two fingers, and the mixture of pain and pleasure returned.

That time I noticed that I liked it much more than the first part and I trusted it was about to get even better. He widened me out more with the two fingers as I moaned my pleasure loud and proud. When he pulled his fingers out and slapped my ass a couple of times, I grunted in need as I figured out what was coming.

His cock touched my hole and pushed slowly inside. It hurt a little, but I was more accustomed to the feeling by that point. I wasn't as ready as I thought I was though as he pushed harder and deeper inside. My voice caught in my throat, and a wordless silent moan of pleasure came out of me somehow. He pushed harder and went in farther, and I thought I was going to pass out from the pleasure it brought. It was like nothing I had ever felt, and I wanted more. So, I asked for more.

He began to pump into me anally slowly at first and then started picking up the pace. I couldn't get enough of it and let it be clear with the way I yelled for more. He grabbed a chunk of my ass cheek and started going faster and harder that I could believe. I wanted to scream so loud, but I couldn't get more than highly pleasured grunts out. An orgasm continued to build inside of me as he kept pumping into me.

If I had known anal could be so good, I would have done it long ago. My orgasm came closer as he kept up his pace and I looked around at him in need. He reached around and pinched my nipples as he shoved into me hard and kept himself there. The orgasm slammed into me like a rushing wave and I sunk to the couch or would have if he hadn't kept me up with his strong hands. Quickly he started grunting more, and I knew he was finally close. He pushed for another minute faster than ever and finished with a loud groan as he blew his massive load inside of me.

I don't think I blacked out really, but I felt like I had by the time I moved to stand. He was spent as well when he looked over at me and said, “I guess it's a good thing I changed that other appointment. That was amazing.”

“I've had better,” I shrugged.

“Bullshit,” he smiled, “I think I got drunk off your drinks.”

“Why is that?” I asked with a laugh.

“Because I might be starting to like this attitude of yours,” he said. “That either makes me drunk or crazy, and I'm not crazy.”

“Well,” I sighed, “That makes one of us.”

We each laughed and I let him get cleaned up in the first bath while I did the same in the master. Afterward, we shared a drink and exchanged numbers. Neither of us planned to expect anything normal from the other, but we each knew we hadn't seen the last of each other at the same time. I for one have never been so damn thankful for a hunky jock of a repair guy. I still hate most of them. I might even hate this one before long. I plan to enjoy him as long as I can before that happens though and I hope it takes a very long time.


44. Desiring My Boss: The Secretary has Anal Sex with the Boss by Jessica Silver

From the moment he hired me, I wanted the man. Mr. Garza always smiled. But he never made the move to get closer. Night after night I fell into my fingers and dreamt of him only to wake up alone. A client’s dark past piques my curiosity. Once the secret is unveiled, I vow to make him see me as something and someone else. Will he fulfill my every dream? And what might he say in the wake of the climax?

I always got a buzz right in the pit of my stomach as soon as I stepped off the elevator on the twelfth floor.

Working for a man like Mr. Garza made me the envy of every other assistant as I passed through the revolving glass door, my heels clicking on the speckled marble. His practice served most of Manhattan’s elite when it came to their crumbling marriages. Naturally, there was enough juice flowing to write ten or twenty tell-alls and still have meat on the bone for more. How many confidentiality agreements had the man made me sign when he ultimately offered the job? I lost count but always remembered his smile as my fingers trembled around the pen.

“Don’t look so nervous, Jeanette. It’s a formality. I know you can be trusted.”

Why was that? Probably because I came off as a church mouse in a high button collar who would focus on the tasks at hand, the clients requiring secrecy above all else. That I could do; that I did and then some. Even when the girls from the accounting firm on five or the interior design deal on eight promised me lavish lunches and pub crawls after hours. Maybe they never came right out and revealed the strings attached. But they practically salivated as I pondered the possibility. And turned their noses in the air as I politely declined.

Mr. Garza saw me left alone in the lobby after saying no, and his lips parted to reveal two rows of perfect white teeth.

“That’s my girl,” he said.

His girl? My heart beat wildly in my chest at the compliment, and I felt certain that I might faint when his arm surrounded my shoulders, and he ushered me towards the curb.

“You don’t need friends like that,” he continued. “Not you.”

He raised one arm in the darkened November air and summoned his town car. Oh, God. Was he going take me out to dinner so we could get to know one another better? I thought of nothing else since the first moment I laid eyes on his shaggy head of dark hair flecked with bits of gray. His blue eyes that had the sexiest way of narrowing over his Roman nose.

“Jeanette?”

“Yes?” I hopefully asked as he opened the car door.

“Have Lionel take you home,” he said. “Safer and so much quicker than the subway.”

“Oh,” I said, knowing that my face had to have fallen and it was too late to hide with the mask gone. His long fingers curled around the door, and he tapped his toes against the concrete.

“Yes,” he responded. “What? Did you think I had something else in mind?”

“I…”

For God’s sake, of course, I did! All those late nights reviewing witness statements and settlements where both parties with money were still bound to come out on top. More often than not he would ditch one of his many pin-striped jackets and roll up the sleeves of a sky blue or gray shirt. His arms were lined with just the right amount of muscles, and I relished the way his fingers had a tendency to brush against the back of my hand when I set down a fresh cup of coffee or pointed to the place on the page that required his immediate attention. Mr. Garza always thanked me, said he was so smart to hire me. I was ready to rip my clothes off then and there, push the papers aside, and feel his hips grinding against mine atop his antique mahogany desk. He never made a move in those quiet moments.

No chance in hell he would do it now on a sidewalk teeming with too many people.

“I… if you’re not working late tonight, maybe I could make you dinner or something?”

“A home-cooked meal?” he asked in an astonished tone.

“You do know what this is, right?” I teased. His fingers swept close to my face, and I wanted to settle my cheek in the space of his large palm when his laughter rose above the blaring horns and motors caught in the current rush hour’s gridlock.

“You are a nice girl, Jeanette,” he said. “And smart. Stay that way. Go home and get some rest. We have an early meeting tomorrow.”

A girl who wasn’t so nice might have caused a scene. Or played it a little sexier and pulled him into the supple leather hidden behind his driver. For five months I had seen the bulge in his slacks, longed to lower his fly and feast my eyes on the splendor concealed behind the perfect creases never spotting a single wrinkle. But he’d already made up his mind. A nice girl who as she was told. Which meant agreeing to the offer of the ride and nothing else. Mr. Garza kept smiling as he closed the door and waited until Lionel drove off. Probably for the best. He was never going to look at me as anything more than an employee keeping up with his crazy hours to cash a check. Why ruin a good thing?

“Brooklyn, Miss Hall?” Lionel asked as he turned the corner.

“Williamsburg,” I clarified.

“Nice,” he said. “I’ll have you home in no time flat.”

Taking routes that I never even knew existed, he made his way to my door. It was barely seven o’clock. An entire evening to myself. Not what I wanted. But the way of the world.

“Can I give you something?” I asked as reached for my wallet. “For your troubles?”

“No trouble at all, Miss,” he said. “Mr. Garza’s taken care of everything.”

Except for me. Leaving the car and turning the latch on the wrought iron gate, I collected my mail and climbed two flights of stairs to the three rooms of my own. Four if I counted the bathroom the size of a closet. But at least the place was rent controlled, a gift from my late aunt who never needed a man to feel whole. Something to aspire to. As I showered in a literal hole in the wall and opted for chips in lieu of the meal that I could have prepared, I dropped into the rumpled sheets of my bed and touched my pussy under my nightgown. Mr. Garza’s face in all its complicated splendor flashed through my mind, and I stroked my cunt, wishing for his touch instead of mine. Given the chance, I believed he would prove an amazing lover, take his time thrusting and leave me at the point of screaming. When he would lunge, I would see stars in place of his eyes and dig my nails into his back. Even a nice girl could make him moan. But his voice stayed in the chorus of my imagination as I came far too fast around my fingers and slipped into sleep hardly satisfied and fearing that I was doomed to dance alone each and every night. Who did I really think I was kidding?

He hired a church mouse and would never see anything else.

Heart pounding, hands clammy, I stepped off the elevator and found the man in his office. Mr. Garza gave me the faintest of smiles before going back to his phone and firing off a few text messages.

“On time as usual,” he said. “You ready for this one?”

At least we could talk shop.

“You’ve talked with her already,” I said. “Is this going to be a slam dunk?”

“That remains to be seen. Take these files.”

One looked unfamiliar. Couldn’t be an account of the assets up for grabs in what might shape up to be the most contentious divorce in the city’s history. I was desperate to take a peek when Mr. Garza signaled me to follow his lead.

“Don’t be too stunned if she says something shocking,” he warned.

What if I were to tell him that I had pleasured myself to the idea of him? Maybe he would just chuckle, and I simply bowed my head as we entered the conference room to find the woman of the hour.

“So nice to see you again, Mr. Garza.” Meggie Pierce extended her hand but never left her seat. She had violet eyes (was that even their real color?) narrowed in my direction. Was she going to send me away for coffee or a mineral water or something stronger? To my surprise, she simply nodded, and I gladly fell to one of the chairs on the opposing end of the table and mirrored Mr. Garza’s move as he whipped out his legal pad.

“Let’s hope so,” he said. “I’ve spent the night reviewing your divorce petition.”

“Do you think you can get me my fair share? Or more?”

Meggie Pierce tapped her long ivory-colored nails against the edge of the table and leaned back, making a show of crossing her legs once, twice, a third time. At every pass her too short skirt hitched up higher. If I were a betting woman, I’d put the Christmas club’s fund on the laciest barely there thong.

Or nothing at all.

“Well, Mr. Garza?”

He took his time as he maneuvered his black felt-tip pen over the lined yellowed page. What was he even jotting down? I was here before time, after dreaming of him to jot down the minutes of the meeting. And I knew the man well enough to figure on a trick…hell an entire blueprint of the woman’s second act up his finely tailored sleeve. I wished I could see his arms…

“Mrs. Pierce,” he finally started with a sigh, his eyes blazing as he stared her down with a small smile.

“Ms.,” the woman quickly corrected him. “But make no mistake; no way I’m letting the surname go. And everything that comes with it.”

Which meant the Lexus and the Benz, rights to the summer place in the Hamptons, the penthouse uptown in all its exclusive glory. She was nothing if not smart, and Mr. Garza laughed.

“Fair enough,” he said. “By all accounts, this should be a fairly straightforward settlement. Except…”

He fell silent. I searched his face for the answer to a riddle that only he could solve when Meggie Pierce slapped her palm on the table.

“Except for what?” she demanded. At the end of her question, Mr. Garza snapped his fingers by way of punctuation.

“Miss Hall?”

“Yes?” I asked, feeling like an audience member waiting for the twist.

“The file if you please.”

I barely breathed as I handed him the maroon-colored folder. What deep dark secret lurked within?

“Except for the fact, your soon-to-be ex-husband has copies of these photographs.”

“What’s in the pics?” she asked without batting an artificial eyelash.

“You. Engaging in what circles might call less than savory activities.”

“And what would you call them, Mr. Garza?” His smile morphed into a smirk, and his gaze suddenly trained on mine. What was that about? Did he want me to know the whole story? Or was I meant to go back to typing and stay where my frail little ears couldn’t hear such dark deeds?

“What would I call them?” he asked.

Was I blushing? Too often my face and so many parts of my body burned under the weight of his stare. How I longed to take the folder back. Could I really make the move? No. I could never be so bold. Avoiding his eyes, busying myself with my notes, I still saw him lean over the table and watched his eyebrows lift to his hairline.

“You know me, Ms. Pierce,” he said. “Some would call it sodomy. I’d like to think that I am of a far more open mind.”

So he was down for whatever it was?

“Then why bring in up if it’s not a problem for you?” Meggie Pierce demanded.

What was in that file?

“Because it can hurt us in court. Your extracurricular activities won’t make me blush.”

Either that was true, or he had the world’s best poker face.

“But Judge Spencer might see the matter differently.”

Meggie Pierce pouted as she fluffed her chestnut curls and reached into her Saint Laurent monogrammed grained leather shoulder bag. Probably one more reason that she wanted to keep her initials; a purse like that went for nearly three grand a pop.

“Judge sounds like a prude,” Meggie whined, her well-manicured hand emerging with a sterling silver cigarette case encrusted with diamond and rubies along with a lighter to match.

“You won’t make friends if you call him that,” Mr. Garza cautioned. “And if I may ask, what Manhattan do you presently reside in?”

“What do you mean by that?”

“Smoking indoors has been illegal for over five years.”

Meggie Pierce flicked the lighter but ignored the tip of the dormant smoke with a chuckle.

“Guess it’s a good thing I’m in the company of a lawyer then isn’t it, Mr. Garza.”

That sparked another small laugh. But Meggie still relented and returned the contraband to its expensive hiding place.

“Thank you,” he said. “Now back to the matter at hand. I do worry that---”

“Save your kind thoughts for someone who needs them.” Did she purposely stare at me at the end of the comment? Was I simply being paranoid? Or maybe the desperate need to know more was writ large across my face.

“You seem pretty confident,” Mr. Garza mused.

“Ever hear the someone say don’t bring a knife to a gunfight?” she asked.

“Naturally. But just what does that have to do with this?”

“We’re adding an idiom to a vocabulary,” she continued. “Don’t mess with a bride who cooked the books before she traded up for a velvet handcuff.”

“Are you saying that… what are you saying?” Mr. Garza asked.

“That he hasn’t paid taxes in almost as long as indoor smoking has been a crime,” she said. “And I have flash drives worth of spreadsheets to prove the point. So let him call me out for having some fun. See how quickly his empire comes tumbling down if he fucks with me.”

The sound of her strong voice was all that he seemed to need, and Mr. Garza smiled as he stood.

“Think we’re golden,” he said. “We can wrap this up fairly quickly. And to your advantage.”

“That’s what I’m paying you for.”

She almost left the room and paused to give me one last glance.

“Don’t look so sad,” she said. “You’re on his side.”

But was I? As soon as she left, Mr. Garza took off and hid in his office for the rest of the day. My head filled with the most depraved acts of man and beast, and I longed for him to summon me forward and share the secret. But he stayed scarce, and I had to take out my frustrations in the ladies room. With my hand under my skirt. I tried to type one of his many opening arguments. Reread the same emails until the words blurred together and the language made little to no sense. Well past the time to leave, I knew that this night would mean the subway, stuffed so close to too many bodies when there was only one that I wanted at my side.

And if he wasn’t going to make the first move…

“You’re still here?’ he asked as I barged into his office. “You could have taken off hours ago.”

“Is that what you wanted?” I asked. He grunted and slightly shrugged his shoulders.

“The Pierce case is a winner,” he said. “Thank you for coming in early. Take the day off tomorrow if you need it.”

Why was he pushing me away? I was ready to burst as I slammed his door shut and pressed my hands to my hips.

“Or… don’t,” he said.

Mr. Garza fiddled with his felt-tip pen. Were those beads of sweat on his brow? I wanted to tell him what a prick he was to keep me in suspense for the better part of a long day when I saw the file in question and furiously pointed.

“What the fuck is in it?” I asked.

“Language, Jeanette!” he said, his face still failing to blush but turning white as I charged towards the desk and seized the secret from his side. Flipping the file open, I scanned the black and white images. It took me a split second to comprehend the truth of the photograph. Meggie Pierce’s phony violet eyes were nearly rolled back in her head. Her body pressed into what had to be a hotel mattress. Straddling her hips, perching so close to the curves of her ass, a large man in what had to be every sense of the word took her from behind. But even with one glance, I knew that it wasn’t her pussy reaping the spoils. Her scream somehow poured through the glossy paper stock, her tongue lolling over the lines of her mussed lips.

“He’s having her ass,” I muttered.

Mr. Garza grumbled and tried to take the sheets back as I inched towards the wall and focused on his eyes.

“Why did you think I couldn’t handle this?” I asked.

“As if you can,” he scoffed.

“Don’t be mean.”

I kept my own mouth from quivering and watched him draw closer. His fingers circled around my elbow, and I he hung his head.

“Don’t be something that you’re not,” he said.

“And what do you think I am?”

His hand moved to my face. He cupped my chin and moaned into my eyes as one finger glided down my cheek.

“A nice girl,” he said. “Too nice for the other girls in this building. And the Meggie Pierces of this world. Too nice for…”

His voice trailed off, and I fought to stay in the space of his touch.

“Finish the sentence, counselor.”

Mr. Garza sighed, his hands leaving my face as they settled on my shoulders.

“Too nice for the likes of me.”

There it was. The hint that he wanted me but could never imagine me up the challenge. Did he think I would turn away in tears and hand in my notice before the start of the next business day?

“Mr. Garza…”

I held my tongue and eased away from him as I moved to his desk. Glancing at the contents of the file one more time, I tossed the pages aside and turned around to face him, balancing my body on the edge of his desk.

“No more games,” I started. “You think I’m a nice girl? Fine. Doesn’t mean that I don’t want to tear your clothes off with my teeth and feel what you could do to me. Any angle will do.”

He trembled as he took a step closer, and I held my ground as he touched me again. Our fingers intertwined as his grasp tightened.

“Are you sure?” he asked. “No turning back.”

“I’m not moving.”

His head fell to my shoulder, his kiss lapping at my tresses as he held me and moaned into my neck.

“You can’t say a word about this.”

“Don’t you trust me by now, Mr. Garza?”

My nod seemed to put him at ease, and he laid me across the mahogany. His hands batted papers and pens and even his laptop aside.

“Are you sure that---?”

“I’ll buy another one,” Mr. Garza said as he nipped at my neck. My flesh flared under my high collar, and my fingers moved around the buttons to help him along.

“I’m doing it!”

Freezing under the force of his voice, I let him tear off my blouse.

“Did you know this would happen?” he breathlessly asked as his fingers traced my lacy lavender bra.

“It’s for me,” I said. “But if you like, so much the better.” Burying his head between my breasts, Mr. Garza kissed my skin through the lace. The hint of his touch made my head spin. I needed his lips closer.

“But if you want more---”

“So much more,” he moaned. “All of you.”

He read my thoughts as he bit into my bra. A small chill crossed my tender flesh, but his hair warmed the space near my heart. His lips moved down my sides, his tongue caressing my naval. Staying silent, he pulled my skirt away as I kicked off my shoes.

“Jesus Christ.”

My matching panties were soaked, my stockings a memory as he lapped at my thighs, his tongue darting so close to my cunt under the edges as he planted his hands on my hips.

“Credit where it’s due,” he said. “You hid this well.”

Stretching up to his frame, I peeled off his coat and quickly found his arms.

“Not such a good job on your end,” I teased. His hold surrounded me, and I started to spread my legs.

“Want to see what looking at you does to me?”

Did I nod? I must have made some move. One hand left me and unzipped his slacks. A hard cock growing with lust met my eyes. Tempted to suck him off and feel his desire drizzling down my throat, I inhaled as he fondled my pussy.

“Bet you’d come right now if I let you.”

“I… I’ve wanted you for five months,” I muttered. His face went blank, and I thought that he was about to leave me with nothing more than my own hand and my dreams when he growled and flipped me to my belly. A tiny gasp left my lips, and my nails clawed at the desk instead of his back as his whisper found my ear.

“And for the record, this is not the type of thing that should be held against anyone,” he murmured.

Would it hurt? I could only imagine. Gritting my teeth and challenging him to show me the whole wide world, I felt his body arch. Were those his fingers smacking against his lips? No chance to ask the question as he spread my ass. His fingers swirled around my darkest hole. I tensed and didn’t know if I should hope for more or scream when his hard flesh invaded.

“But I think you’ll like it.”

Mr. Garza pushed forward. I struggled for breath under his cock, every inch taking its time to explore my virgin folds. Two nails broke off, but I ignored that pain. And found none in my ass as he filled me and brought his head to rest on my bare back.

“Jeanette…”

He kissed my neck, my hair. I crooked my neck in search of his lips when our eyes locked. What must I look like?

“I think I could like you this way.”

Maybe not so bad.

He moaned my name again, his soft kisses trailing down my spine. Gentle pecks like the downy base of a feather. His breath was a cool contrast to the burning bulge claiming my softest skin. A large hand drifted up my side, his skillful fingers brushing several fallen strands of hair from my face. His strong arm enveloped my chest, his fingers pressing deeper as they massaged my mounds and teased my nipples quaking with desire. His other hand moved lower. My pussy flowered under his faintest feel, his palm cradling my soaking cunt as the cock engulfing my ass rocked inside me, the power of his lunge causing me to shudder.

“Definitely like you this way,” he said in a hoarse voice. “For a moment.”

“Just… just a moment?” I managed to ask. What did that mean? Every instant where I lost even an inch of his shaft proved pure torture. Lifting my hips, I sighed as his hand held the space between my thighs. My ass invited the return of his thrust until he vibrated all around me. The hand on my breast abandoned my body to seize my wrist, his lips on my back once more, his legs linking with mine as we came together. My pussy craved more of his hand. But my ass wished for a world where this would be… it had to be more than a moment. Let him dwell forever in my folds, soften and stay until he was hard and hungry all over again. His lips moved up my neck, his fingers slipping down my arm. I imagined his heat keeping me warm, his hands, his cock showing me new ways to truly feel alive. Please let the same thought cross his mind. He spooned me on his desk, his lips ruffling my hair. It filled me with something even more magical than his member.

The hope that this could be the beginning of a new chapter.

“Mr. Garza, I---”

But before I could finish the thought, his cock slipped away. I winced at the loss and shifted to my other side to see him zipping up, smoothing his hands down the front of his shirt…

…all business as he poured a drink from his bar and downed it in one shot. And there was me. The nice girl, now naked, with my legs hanging off the edge of his desk.

“Don’t you want to look at me?” I asked. His eyes stayed of the glass that he quickly discarded. The hands that had transported me gathered my clothes. And gave them back.

“We shouldn’t have done this,” he said. “It’s not you.”

Dropping my garments and kicking away from the desk, I stood before him and kept my arms at my side, my breasts heaving as I struggled to find his gaze.

“You didn’t know anything about me,” I challenged. “Only what you saw on a resume.”

“Only what I’ve seen for months,” he said. “Someone decent. Someone who a client… no. Who I led astray. Just a moment, Jeanette. I’ll forget it and trust you to do the same.”

My soul fell as I started to dress. Forget? How the hell was I supposed to do that? The job would never be the same. Days would come where he would need my head in the game. My hand would give out if I had to keep quenching my thirst. And my fingers would never feel as good as his cock in my ass. My shirt stayed unbuttoned as our eyes finally met, and I tossed caution to the wind, let the gales carry me to his side as I clung to his neck and kissed his face.

“Mr. Garza, this is me,” I said. “I fantasize about you every night. A bunch of times today before we… you know.”

“Truly?” he asked. I nodded and felt his finger on my face and watched his lips twist into a smile. “And what about after?”

“You did kind of wear me out,” I said. “I could go home and just dream. But if there’s a chance at the real deal…”

Over and over again.

“Very well, Jeanette.”

He buttoned my blouse and sat me in the chair before his desk. A drawer opened, and another agreement hit the space where we had fucked as he handed over his pen.

“What am I signing now?” I asked.

“Something that I never thought you would,” he admitted. “You will never breathe a word of this in the lobby.”

“You know that I don’t do---”

“I’d still prefer it in writing,” he said. “Keep everything official.”

Wanting to show him that I was up to the challenge, I inscribed my signature on the dotted line.

“Done,” I said. “So what comes next?”

“I think you mentioned something about a home cooked meal.”

He helped me up, and we walked towards the elevator barely touching as the numbers glowed over our heads.

“Why does pasta have to be such a huge secret?” I asked.

“Is that what you’re making?”

“You’re not giving me a lot of time to come up with something special.”

“I don’t know about that.”

The metal doors slid open, and he pushed me into the car. Once we were hidden, his hands were everywhere, and he caressed my raw ass as he met my eyes with a smirk.

“You will need the day off tomorrow. When I’m done with you, you won’t be able to walk in the morning.”

And I liked the sound of that. More moments that would lead into a lifetime. I would never break the pact.

“Yes, Mr. Garza. There is so much more for you to learn about me.”

We walked through the lobby and fell into his town car as Lionel took the same shortcuts towards my place.

“Looking forward to it, my nice girl.”


45. My Midnight Ride: First Time Backdoor Sex with a Biker by Nora Walker

When Lacey tells me we are going to try out the new biker bar, I was thoroughly against any such notion.  I was even against the idea of buying clothes just for the occasion.  But as it turns out, my new friend Slate was the perfect guy for my induction into the midnight ride.

I thought Lacey had lost her mind when she suggested we try out this biker bar that had recently opened on the edge of town.  Seriously.  Lost her mind.  I was wrong it turns out, but that was beside the point when she first brought it up.

“Are you insane?” I screeched at her grinning face.

“Not at all.  Some of those bikers can be smokin’ hot.”

I shook my head, “You just want to get laid.  This is crazy talk.”

“Well, yeah, what’s wrong with wanting to get some action?”

“Action is one thing, getting our cute selves killed is another thing altogether.”

She laughed at me, “Killed?  You think they would really do that?”

“I don’t know!  But it’s possible!”

“Sweetheart, it’s possible to get killed just driving to work, but we still do that.”

I rolled my eyes at her because she was completely ignoring my point.

“Besides, it’s exciting, those sexy biker guys in their black leather… C’mon… Say you’ll go with me…”

She had lost her mind.  I was not the sort of woman who would go dashing off to a biker bar in search of some guy who would bed me.  Because let’s be honest with each other, the guy I find in a biker bar is not concerned with bedding me; he is concerned with fucking me.  And that is really not my style.  Lacey knows that about me, and yet I would inevitably end up going with her to this stupid bar if for no other reason than to stop her from making a very stupid decision.

Now I was no church-going virgin, but I was no biker chick either.  I liked my book club and my yoga class and my cheese plate for dinner.  I was not even sure why Lacey was such a good friend; she liked to live closer to the edge of sanity.  As witnessed by the biker bar suggestion.  She was mostly responsible though, held down a good job, paid her bills, and that sort of thing.  But I guess that just was not enough excitement for her.  Then again, what did I know from excitement?  There was none in my life.  I always thought I liked it that way.  At least, until Lacey started coming around.  We had met through mutual friends like some kind of weird blind date, and a friendship was born.  Perhaps I liked that she would do all of those things that I could not do.  Or perhaps she liked having someone around to drag into the shadows of the world.  Who really knows, but for some reason, it worked.  She was the devil on one of my shoulders, and I was the angel on one of hers.

“Well?” Lacey was getting impatient.

“Well, what?” I had sort of gotten lost in my own thoughts.

She stamped her foot on my carpet, “Oh my Gawd!  Are you going to come with me to the fucking bar?”

I laughed as though I was just tormenting her, instead of losing my own mind, “Yeah, sure, why not.”

She clapped her hands in glee, “Outstanding!  Now we have to get you the right clothes!”

“What?  I don’t need new clothes!”

“Oh really,” she arched one eyebrow at me, “what exactly do you currently own that would work for a biker bar?”

“I can wear jeans and a tee shirt, thank you very much.”

Lacey sighed impatiently, “You have to get into the spirit of things.  We’re going shopping this afternoon for tonight’s festivities!  And that’s the end of it!”

I was worried she was going to have me all dolled up in some kind of fetish schoolgirl or black leather number.  If she took me to a place that had stuff like that, the whole plan was vapor, gone, kaput.

We went to lunch first, I guess she thought yummy Mexican food and a couple of margaritas would help soften my approach to this evening’s plans.  She was a little bit right.  Full of tacos and tequila, we headed into the mall from the attached restaurant.  She snubbed the traditional department stores, mumbling something about the fact that they did not have what she was looking for.

“C’mon, Lacey, what are you doing?” I was getting antsy, which really did not make sense because I probably did not want what she was going to pick out and I did not want to go with her that night.

“I’m looking, alright?  We’re shopping.  Hello?!?!” Lacey scoffed at my impatience.

Lacey finally squealed and darted into a store on her left.  I just groaned when I looked at the storefront and saw that the windows were painted black except for missing paint that spelled out the name of the store. B Y K E S.  I just rolled my eyes at the pretentious lewdness of the entire storefront.

I tried not to look at any of the clothing as Lacey ran around the store like a kid on Christmas morning.  Occasionally my eyes would dart to one item or another and then quickly look away before the item actually registered on a conscious level.

Lacey finally grabbed my hand and dragged me to a dressing room with an armful of clothing.  She shoved me in and tossed the clothes over the door.

“Don’t come out until you find something you’ll actually wear,” she threatened, but I could hear the smile in her voice.

I immediately tossed aside the tiny baby tee shirts and Daisy Duke shorts, she must have been on something to even have considered those.  I also tossed aside a ridiculously small leather skirt and leather vest combo.  I finally landed my hands on something that had promise.  I wriggled out of my yoga pants and tee shirt and into the denim skirt and black tee shirt.  The shirt had large white eagle wings spread across the back, and was low cut in the front, but just enough to show some generous cleavage with the right bra.  The denim skirt was actually ankle length, but with a slit on one side, that rose to my upper thigh.  I started laughing, realizing in that moment just how brilliant Lacey was.  This was what she wanted me to wear the whole time.  She knew I would never have even tried on the other stuff, and would zero in on the options that provided the most cover.

“You win,” I laughingly yelled over the door to her.

****

Lacey was smirking at me hard when I reemerged from the dressing room.  She had even nailed my size correctly; the tee shirt and skirt fit perfectly.

“See?  I know what I’m doing?”

“Still wonder what you would have done if I came out in a pair of those tiny denim shorts.”

“Probably fallen over in shock,” she chuckled.

I paid for the new outfit; I did not see myself wearing it other than this one night but what did I have to lose.  It could hang in the back of my closet as a warning to remind me why I should not jump on board Lacey’s train of thought.

All the way home I tried to figure out a way to get back at Lacey.  To shock her the way she liked to shock everyone else around her.  A few ideas were rolling around in my head, but I bit the inside of my cheek to keep from smiling.  If she had glimpsed the smile, she would have hounded me until I spilled the secret thoughts that were rolling around in my head.

For quite a while, I had been wondering what would shock Lacey.  What was her line?  Where would she say ‘no’?  On the drive home from the mall, I realized that it was not so much what the line was but who and where it came from.  The ‘shock’ value would be different from me than from some biker chick at the bar that night.  And while that revelation was small, the bigger one was that I intended to find out just how far I could go.  I was planning to surprise us both.

Lacey dropped me off at my apartment and went to hers to get ready.  I took a long hot shower, scrubbing and shaving everything from the neck down.  With my hair bound into a towel, I wiped the steam from the mirror and studied my face.  I stuck my tongue out at myself and started to rub the cocoa butter into my skin.  It gave my skin a soft sheen and made me smell faintly of chocolate.

I dug through my makeup bag, knowing that Lacey would just laugh if I showed up with my normal look which was very minimal.  I finally dug out a black eyeliner and a tube of black mascara.  I added more than I thought was reasonable until my eyes looked dark and intense and flickering in the steam filled bathroom.  I dabbed on the only dark lipstick I could find, a deep berry color.  I smirked at my own reflection and wandered to the bedroom to get dressed.

About thirty minutes later, I was done dressing, and my hair was blown dry.  I had on the only push-up bra I owned as well as the only G-string I owned.  The tee shirt was showing off about half of my breasts, and the skirt clung to my hips so tightly that no underwear would have been safe other than the G-string.  As Lacey pounded on my front door, I smirked at my reflection again and dropped the G-string to the floor as I rushed to meet my friend.

Lacey paused when I opened the door with a flourish.  I think she expected a sports bra under the tee shirt and a shapeless coat over the entire outfit.  Instead, I stood proudly with that berry colored smirk on my face as my breasts threatened to reveal themselves completely, as the skirt hugged my bare hips, and the knee high black leather boots peeked out from the slit in the skirt.  My skin glowed as I cocked my hip and allowed the slit in the skirt to open all the way to my upper thigh.

“What. The. Fuck.” She finally breathed.

I grinned and flipped my hair, knowing that even in a brief moment I had gotten some small victory.

I should mention for Lacey’s sake that she looked killer too, she had selected skin-tight jeans and a tank top that looked painted on.  The jeans were tucked into a pair of motorcycle riding boots that I had never seen before.  Her eyes were black lined like mine, but instead of my berry colored lips, hers were softly nude pink.

We drove out to the bar just outside of town, singing along with the music on the radio and laughing at ourselves for being so giddy about such a stupid idea.

It was like every biker bar you can ever imagine.  Old, run down metal and wood, bikes lined up out front, neon filling every window, and music thumping out of the cracks in the building.  How could it be brand-new and look that damn old?  It was like they built it from the scrapyard on the other side of town.

“Lacey?  Really?  Haven’t we taken this far enough?” I stared at her, willing her to listen to reason at that point.

“Never!  We haven’t even been inside!  Make you a deal, we’ll have one beer and then decide whether we want to stay or go.  One beer isn’t fatal.”

I shrugged as my reason taunted my bravery, Yeah this is going to either be the best beer of your life or the last one…..

And I’ll be damned if Lacey wasn’t right, the entire place was filled with grinning, tanned, muscle-bound, leather-clad gorgeous bikers.  Two of them immediately approached Lacey and me with playful but hungry grins.

“You girls look lost…” the blonde one grinned at me.

“Nope, we’re just fine,” Lacey’s spine stiffened and her chin set in a defiant look, as though daring him to think anything about it.

They laughed, “Then how about a beer?”

“Now you’re speaking our language,” I chimed in, earning myself my second victory of the night as Lacey spun around in surprise that I was so willingly onboard with this insanity.

****

The two guys flanked Lacey and I, and the group of us walked towards the bar together.  I could see Lacey’s face out of the corner of my eye, and she was still giving me a strange look.  One of those, “Who are you and what did you do with my best friend Julie?” looks.

I just ignored it and batted my eyelashes at the tall, muscular blonde man walking next to me.  He smelled like the outdoors and leather and bad ideas, and I loved the combination.

“You know, you should be careful hanging around this kind of place…” his voice was a low rumble in my ear as his large hand rested lightly on my lower back.

“Oh?  Why’s that?” I tried to keep the tremble out of my voice.  It was not really fear that made my voice feel shaky; I think it was from the heat of his hand through the thin tee shirt.

When I looked back up at him, I could clearly see where his eyes were looking, and it certainly was not at my face.  It was at the generous cleavage that kept threatening to bounce free from the push-up bra and the low-cut tee shirt.

“You never know what you’re going to run into around here…”

“What’s a girl to do then?” I giggled again to cover up the heat that was spreading from his hand downward.

“Guess I’ll have to look after you for a while.” His grin was getting wider and hungrier.

Once we reached the long dirty wooden bar, I turned around to face the blonde guy while Lacey was giggling with the shorter dark-haired one.  With my elbows propped up on the bar, my boobs stretched the fabric of my tee shirt tightly, and I swear I saw the blonde guy stumble a little.  He rested one thick hand on the bar behind me so that I was tucked into the crook of his elbow.  He had been smart though, he was leaning to the side that did not block my view of Lacey.  And he was right to do so, if he had cut me off from sight of her, it probably would have weakened my strength in this little game.

“Two beers, man,” he spoke to an unknown bartender behind me.

Two bottles appeared over my head, and he easily flicked the top off both of them, handing me one.  I appreciated the sign of ‘good faith’ that nothing had been doctored.

I took a long pull at the cold bottle, enjoying the refreshing liquid as it slid down my throat and almost distracted me from the exposed pecs and abs as the blonde guy’s leather vest hung open.

“I’m Slate.”

He spoke right next to my ear so that I could hear him over the din of the crowd and the music.  His warm breath tickled my skin, and the rumble of his deep voice tickled everywhere else.  I took another long drink to cool off the thoughts that raged in my head.

“I’m Julie,” I replied.

“Nice to meet you, Julie.”

His hand slid across the bar to rest against me, surprising me and making me arch into his body further.

“Drink that down,” his voice had gotten huskier.

I took the last long drink from the bottle and turned to set it down on the bar.  When I turned back around, Slate’s face met mine with a hard kiss.  This was no light little ‘get to know you’ peck; this was a full on lips parted, tongues entwined, nails on his bicep kiss.  He finally broke it off and growled at me.

“Let’s dance.”

Between the beer and the kiss, I was only vaguely aware that Lacey was still giggling away with her biker fantasy as I let mine drag me to the center of the dance floor.  He whirled me around once and then caught me against his hard body, one hand pressed into my ass and the other clasped lightly at my neck.  I could feel the beginnings of a noticeable bulge as it pressed into my tummy and I wriggled against it.

His fingertips dug into my ass harder as his other hand slid across my shoulder, down my ribs, and to my thigh.  He chuckled when he realized that the long tight skirt was slit to my thigh.

“I was wondering how you could walk,” his voice rumbled in my ear again.

His thick, strong hand against my ass held my hips in place against his while the other hand raked up my bare thigh.  His long fingers got teasingly close to where I truly wanted to feel them, right up to the crease of my thigh, and then they were gone.

“Have you been a bad girl, Julie?” that voice was going to give me shivers in my fantasies for a very long time.

“Wh-Wh-What do you mean?” my breath was ragged with desire.

“I think you have…”

I was really confused, “No, I don’t think so…”

“You aren’t wearing anything under there, are you…” it was more of a statement than a question.

I suddenly remembered slipping out of my G-string at home just when Lacey arrived.  My cheeks felt warm as they flushed with embarrassment at his discovery.

“Um, no,” I finally whispered.

“Mmmm,” he groaned softly and pressed my hips against his swollen cock.

“How about another drink?” I had to distract myself before this became lewd on the dance floor.

He grinned, “Sure thing.”

With his hand still on my ass, we headed back to the bar. Lacey had collected quite a few of the bikers around her as she giggled and tossed her hair and wiggled her tits.

Slate bought the entire group two rounds of shots that went down way too easily.  Before I realized what had happened, I was facing the bar with Slate tight against my ass.

“Mmmm,” he moaned in my ear as his hands slid up and down the sides of my body.

I pushed my ass back against the swollen cock under his fly and wriggled just a bit.  The bartender was strategically looking away, and no one else was really paying attention.  So when his hand slipped inside my tee shirt and bra to find my tight nipple, I was not overly concerned.  He teased them back and forth, flicking and tugging until they ached.  With a quick tug on the front of my clothing, my tits popped free.  I thought I noticed the bartender’s eyes flicker over but he was skilled at hiding his observation of the show.

Now that they were both free, his fingers pinched and rolled my nipples until I could hardly breathe.  I needed him to touch me elsewhere.  The ache he was inflaming was becoming too much to bear.

Somehow he managed to twist my skirt around so that the slit up my thigh was now directly between he and I.  The skirt was long enough and slightly flared that it managed to mask the fact that my ass was just about hanging out.  As his fingers tickled their way up my inner thighs, he did manage to pull my top back up so that I was not basically naked.

His hips were pressed against me tightly as his hand finally found the wetness he had created.

“Oh damn,” he growled again, nipping my bare shoulder with his teeth.

He rubbed and stroked my needy pussy, bringing me to the edge over and over.  When his fingers were slippery and wet, he slid one of them up against my last remaining virginity, my tight asshole.  At that point, I wanted him to carry me over the edge that I did not care.  I pressed backward against his hand, and he chuckled devilishly.

I did not hear his zipper slide down so much as feel the tiny vibrations against my sensitized skin.  I slid my hand backward to find his hot hard shaft bobbing between us.  As my hand slid up and down, stroking and teasing him in return, his finger made its way inside me inch by inch.

I felt him stretching me in ways I couldn’t imagine, and this warm heat spread through my body as I teased his cock to full strength.

His finger finally withdrew, leaving a vacancy just for his cock.  That hand moved to hold my hips while the other slowly crept around to the front of my wet pussy.

“Brace yourself,” he rumbled in my ear.

I gripped the metal edge of the bar and simultaneously I felt his fingers slide through my wetness while his sheathed cock slid into my ass.

I gasped and clutched the bar tightly.  He paused his thrust, letting my body adjust to the fullness, while his fingers still teased my aching clit.  He found that perfect rhythm, circling tightly over the taut surface and as my knees went weak, I felt the rest of him slide inside me.  His circles paused, leaving me on the edge of exploding while his hips began thrusting his cock in and out of my ass.

My body was so tight with anticipation as my clit yearned for his touch again.

I heard a noise off to one side of us, but when I looked, there was no one really watching as he fucked my ass.  I guess it just looked like we were gyrating close together.  At one point Lacey looked over and watched my little lap dance with a self-satisfied grin on her face.  Little did she know that I was on the verge of an explosive orgasm right there in the middle of the crowd.

His hips took long firm strokes in and out of my body, sending the need spiraling through my body.  If I paused my own rocking, I could feel his cock pulsing deep inside my body.  I found his hand on my hip and dug my nails into the back of it, silently trying to urge him closer.

His breath was warm on the back of my neck and smelled of beer and cinnamon.  The leather of his vest smelled like sex as his bare chest radiated body heat against me.  His hand gripped my hip tighter as his thrusts grew faster and harder.  The pulsing inside my body felt swollen and eager.

“Shit, shit, shit,” he mumbled.

As his thrusts became erratic and urgent, his fingers found my clit again.  They rubbed those tiny perfect circles as his cock filled my ass.  I felt the ground slip away as I fell into the swirl of my climax and he grunted in my ear as his cock pulsed hard inside its sheath.

I fell forward against the bar, my face glowing with energy.  His bare chest pressed into my warm back until I thought we would incinerate the bar itself.

“Damn,” he whispered in my ear.

I giggled and nodded.

I felt his softening cock slip away from the grasp of my body and was sorry to see it leave.  My pussy warm wet trails dripped down my thigh.

Next time I want him there I thought randomly.

We managed to get my skirt turned back around so that the slit was again up my thigh.  I ran my fingers through my hair and tried to make it look like I was just tipsy.

It is an interesting night at the bar when you try to use ‘tipsy’ as a cover for toe-curling sex in public.  Lacey will flip her mind permanently.

Slate bought me another beer to cool off, and we rested against the edge of the bar, his arm stretched out behind me almost protectively.

Lacey finally realized that the time had slipped away and we had best be on our way.  She bid good-bye to her new circle of friends and grabbed me by the hand to drag me out.

Slate raised his beer bottle in a silent thank you, and I nodded with a smug smile on my face.  Truthfully?  I might actually return just to see him.  And to get another midnight ride.

****

“Holy hell, it was hot and loud in there,” Lacey breathed when we finally broke free of the hazy bar into the cool night air.

“You could say that,” I gave her my best Cheshire cat grin.

“Looks like you made a friend though,” she winked.

“That I did.  That I did,” I nodded as we climbed into the car.

Luckily it seemed that she had passed on the shots and had just stuck with that one beer, so it was okay to get home.

“Soooo…” she looked sideways at me while she drove “Did I do well?”

“Do well?  What do you mean?”

“I mean, was it worth one beer?”

And I realized that I had been right.  I had thought “Yeah this is going to either be the best beer of your life or the last one…..” as we went into the bar and I had been right.

“I can honestly say that was the best beer of my life.”

“Seriously?  What the hell do you mean?” She screeched the car to a halt on the shoulder of the road.

“You really want to know?” I grinned at her.

“Of course!”

“It means…” I paused dramatically, “that while you were chatting up all of those guys at the bar, I was having the sex of my life right next to you.”

“What?” her voice hit new octaves that should have shattered the glass windows of the car.

And in that moment, I won the ultimate shock victory.  It was mine, and it was mine to keep.

“He has this perfect thick cock, and I came all over it while you were just a few feet away.”

She slammed her palm against the steering wheel.

“Julie!  I am so proud of you!”

I laughed, “Yeah, yeah, yeah, just drive my tired ass home.”

It wasn’t until later that I told her exactly what I meant by that comment.  I was a little sore the next day, but no regrets.  To tell you the truth, I did go back to the bar a few more times, just to see Slate.  He was more than accommodating every time and even took me out on his motorcycle for a few rides.  I knew from that first night that it was nothing serious, and I was fine with that.  In fact, when I finally stopped hanging around at the biker bar, he was more disappointed than I was.

But I do know that every guy I’ve been with since has appreciated the midnight ride that Slate gave me on our first encounter.


46. Rita’s Anal Revenge: My First Time with Backdoor Sex by Roxy Rhodes

I was head over heels in love with Kyle Saunders and I thought he was just as fond of me—until I caught him in bed with another woman. There was something that Kyle had always begged me to do with him in bed, but I was always too afraid to let him do it. I had promised him that I’d let him do it on our wedding night, and a few months later, he’d proposed to me. A week before our wedding, however, I caught him in bed with one of my friends, and all I could think about was getting revenge. I wanted to hit him where I knew it would hurt! I wanted him to know that I gave the one thing I never gave him to someone he hated more than anyone else in the world…

My name is Rita Curry, and I am a librarian in the small town I grew up in. I have always loved books, ever since I was I young girl. I love all types of books and stories, but romance has always been my absolute favorite. I enjoy losing myself in the stories and pretending that I am the damsel in distress who has been swept off of my feet by my prince charming. I’ve always wanted my own “happily ever after” and I thought that I had finally found that in my fiancé, Kyle Saunders.

Kyle and I met at the library where I work. He came in one day looking for some books on Do-It-Yourself Home Improvement. I helped him find what he was looking for and I couldn’t help noticing how cute and friendly he was. We engaged in a little bit of small talk, and I made a joke about him having to be good with his hands. We ended up exchanging numbers the next time he came in to renew his book borrowed books.

We ended up dating for two years. He used to always tell me that it was my shyness and innocence that most attracted him to me. I had only been with two guys in my entire life. The first one had been my high school sweetheart, Joshua Lowell. He had taken my virginity the summer after graduation, before he’d gone off to college. We had been in the back seat of the Toyota that his parents had bought him as a graduation present, and it had lasted all of three and a half minutes, from start to finish. My virginity had been my personal, special graduation gift to him.

The only other guy I had ever been with was my ex-boyfriend, Louis. I had met him while I was working a summer job at an ice cream shop. He and I dated for almost a year before he dumped me because he said I was too ‘nerdy” and “boring” for him. I called him an asshole and told him he could go fuck himself. About six months later, I met Kyle, and I have to admit—I fell in love.

The shy innocence that Louis had called “nerdy” and “boring,” Kyle called “refreshing” and “alluring.” The first time we had sex, I already knew I was in love with him. He was the first man to be attentive to my wants and needs in the bedroom. He made me feel comfortable about my body and my sexuality. He was also the first man to ever give me an orgasm.

The first time we had sex, he took me out to a fancy restaurant and then took me back to his place. He lit some candles and put on some soft music, and we drank some champagne. That was the first night I ever climaxed with a man.

I have been masturbating for years, of course, since I was in my teens, so I knew how to make myself have an orgasm. But, I had never had an orgasm from actual intercourse, or even from oral sex. Maybe those first two guys just weren’t doing it right, and I wasn’t sexually open enough to actually come right out and tell them what they were doing wrong or how I wanted them to do it. I would just act like they were doing a good job because I didn’t want to hurt their feelings.

But Kyle was different. He took his time with me. He loved foreplay. He made me feel sexy and attractive—like a real-life sex goddess. He brought me out of my shell—well, in the bedroom at least. He would ask me what I liked and how I liked it. He would try things and ask me how they felt. He was always attentive and in tune with my body. He would watch and listen to my reactions, and he gave me my first orgasm from oral sex. Later on, in that same first night of lovemaking, he gave me my first orgasm from actual intercourse. That was also the first time I ever had two orgasms in one night.

Kyle was a great lover, indeed. No wonder he was the first man I ever loved so deeply and intimately. Out of all of the erotic sexual activities, we tried out in the bedroom together, there was one thing I was still much too scared to do with him: anal sex.

About a year into our two-year relationship, Kyle came right out and asked me about it. We were in his bed, and he was eating me out. He had his head between my legs and two fingers inside of my dripping wet pussy. I was really close to climaxing, and my legs were shaking uncontrollably. I was crying out in pleasure and grabbing his head with one hand and cupping my bare breast with the other. My hips were jerking upward and forward, grinding into his face as he licked and sucked hungrily on my swollen, moist clit and fingered my juicy cunt.

Just as I was about to explode onto his fingers, his mouth moved down from my clit to my tight little virgin anus. I was surprised and caught completely off guard. He twirled his tongue around the opening of my asshole, flicking it back and forth, while still simultaneously thrusting three of his fingers deep inside of my pussy, pushing me over the limit.

I screamed out in both surprise and pleasure from the sensations, as I reached a powerful climax and it overtook my entire body. His tongue darted in and out of my anus as his fingers went in and out of my drenched, climaxing pussy. When he noticed that my orgasm was starting to subside, he withdrew his fingers from my cunt and began to twirl little circles around the opening of my anus with one of them, using the juices from my climax to moisten and lubricate it.

I shuddered slightly, partly from the aftershock of the powerful climax I had just experienced and partly from the surprise and anxiety I was feeling about his fingers being just outside of my asshole. I guess I sort of had a phobia, or paranoia of sorts about anything being even remotely close to my anus, because the second I felt the tip of one of his fingers starting to penetrate its tight little opening, I immediately scooted back on the bed, almost reflexively.

Kyle stopped what he was doing and looked up at my face. His expression was one of both confusion and surprise. I could tell that he had probably expected me to like what he’d been doing, but instead, it had made me feel somewhat apprehensive.

Still breathing hard from the effects my orgasm, I gave him an apologetic look and then lowered my head.

“What’s wrong?” he asked me, as if the horrified expression on my face hadn’t said it all.

I felt inclined to answer, but I was suddenly feeling shy and embarrassed all over again. Self-consciously, I reached for one of his bedsheets lying in a crumpled, messy heap on the left side of the bed, and used it to cover my naked, exposed crotch.

“I’m sorry,” I told him, unable to look him in the face.

“Hey, now, Rita, you don’t have to apologize.”

“No really, I am. I—I just got a little scared that’s all,” I explained, without lifting my head to look at him.

He looked at me in a curious silence for a moment before he finally spoke. I felt uncomfortable with his eyes on me the way they were.

“Have you ever had anal sex before?” he asked, still eyeing me inquisitively. I still couldn’t bring myself to look at him, so I just shook my head in reply. “Well, did you like it when I was licking your asshole?” he asked, cocking his head to the side, slightly, as if studying my responses.

“It—it was…different. I mean, you kind of surprised me, you know, licking me there while I was cumming. It felt kind of…weird to me,” I replied.

“I probably should have told you this before, Rita, but I have an anal fetish. I really love anal sex. I love licking, fingering and fucking a girl in the ass—especially when they’re really clean down there, like you are.” He was still looking at me with that curious expression on his face, and I still was still trying to look anywhere but back at him.

“You really might like it if you try it,” he continued. I could tell that he wasn’t going to drop the subject and it made feel even more uncomfortable.

I was head over heels in love with this man, and I really wanted to please him, but anal sex—it just seemed so taboo to me, so perverse. To me, it was something that only perverts and homos could ever enjoy. I felt like my asshole should be an “exit only” part of my body. I had never even so much as had a tiny anal suppository in my anus before—at least not since I was little baby having my temperature checked with a thermometer, I presume.

I still didn’t move, and I still didn’t look at his face.

“Oh, Rita, come on, just give it a try, babe. If you don’t like it, I’ll stop, I swear. I would never want to do anything to hurt you, you know that.” He was being very persuasive, and a part of me really wanted to give in, my phobia took precedence over my desire to please him.

“Please, Kyle,” I pleaded. “Give me some time to think about it, first? Please?” I finally looked up at him. He must’ve seen the desperation in my eyes because he finally dropped it.

He sighed a deep, long, defeated-sounding sigh. A wave of guilt washed over me, and I immediately wanted to do something to lighten the mood. After all, he had just given me a mind-blowing orgasm.

I threw the bed sheet off of my lap and began to crawl sensually over toward him. He was sitting on the bottom half of the bed with a disappointed look on his face. I smiled as sexy and seductively as I possibly could and began to unbutton his pants.

“Oh come on, Kyle, baby. I’m sorry. I just need some time to think about it, that’s all. I’m not saying it’ll never happen. You know I always want to please you.” I unzipped his pants and reached my hand inside of his cotton boxers. “Now, let me show you how much I want to please you.”

I stroked his semi-hard cock with my hand and pulled his pants and boxers down until his manhood was completely free. I looked up at him and saw that he was watching me, and the look of disappointment on his face was turning into a look of desire. That was exactly what I had wanted.

I slipped my lips around the head of his dick and felt it become even stiffer inside of my mouth. Kyle moaned softly with pleasure. It always turned me on knowing that he wanted me that way. Having that kind of effect on him never failed to release the sexual goddess within me. I loved feeling his cock harden inside my mouth and I loved feeling it throb uncontrollably in my hands and against my face. It made my pussy dripping wet all over again.

I sucked on his cock, stopping every once in a while to twirl my tongue around the tip, teasingly, and to lick up and down his shaft the way I knew he liked it.

“Oh, God! Rita, your mouth is so fucking amazing!” Kyle murmured between moans, groans, and sighs of passion. He grabbed onto my hair—a gesture that always immediately made my cunt juices start to flow again—opened his mouth, and threw his head back in sexual delight.

“Ohhh, fuck yeah!” he growled, jerking his hips up toward my face, and pressing my head down further onto his thick, stiff, throbbing cock. He reached one hand down and started fondling one of my nipples and squeezing it between two of his fingers as he rocked his hips back and forth, fucking my face. His moans and sighs were getting closer and closer together, and I could tell that he was already getting get close to climaxing. I took his cock out of my mouth for a moment and looked up at him with lust in my eyes.

“I want you to fuck me, Kyle,” I said sternly, licking my lips and tasting the pre-cum that had emerged from the tip of his dick. His reply threw me completely off and almost totally ruined the erotic mood we had just created.

“In the ass?” he asked, with excitement and hopefulness in his voice.

I rolled my eyes, sighed disappointedly, and dropped his cock from my hand.

“We just talked about this, Kyle! Come on, now,” I began, turning away from him, feeling somewhat disgusted by his deviate suggestion. Why was he so fucking obsessed with my asshole, all of a sudden?

Kyle’s expression of excitement faded and he realized that I’d been turned off by his request.

“I’m sorry, Rita,” he apologized quickly, “I just got overly excited, babe. You know I always wanna fuck that sweet, juicy pussy of yours.”

I turned back around to face him again. I loved it when he talked dirty to me like that.

“How about we do it doggy style, that way you can look at my asshole all you want and even pretend that you’re inside of it, if you like,” I suggested, trying to salvage the mood. I really did want to feel his cock inside of me, and I wanted him to enjoy it as much as I knew I was going to. I was still very turned on by what we’d just done, and my pussy was soaking wet and yearning for him to penetrate it.

I took his still-hard cock in my hand and held it steady while I licked from the bottom of his shaft all the way up to the tip, and then twirled my tongue around the tip, causing him to shudder with delight. Then, I turned around and poked my round little ass up into the air, directly in front of him. I looked back at him and bit my lip, seductively, beckoning him to enter me from behind.

He hurriedly pulled his pants and boxers all the way off and tossed them carelessly onto the floor beside the bed. Then, he came up behind me on his knees. I watched as his facial expression revealed his brazen sexual desire for me. He rubbed the cheeks of my ass then squeezed them with his hands. Then, he pushed them apart, spreading my buttocks wide open. I knew that he was looking down at my fully-exposed asshole, and for just a moment, I felt a slight twinge of uneasiness. As soon as I felt his cock rubbing up against the opening of my pussy, however, that uneasiness completely dissipated and I was horny all over again.

Kyle moaned, and I sighed loudly as he eased his thick, hard cock into my tight, wet cunt. He squeezed my ass cheeks, one in each hand, as he immediately began to speed up his rhythm. I looked back at him, and I saw that his eyes were closed and I just knew without a doubt that he was fantasizing about fucking my asshole. I decided to close my eyes and just focus on the feeling of his hard, thick cock plunging in and out of my soaking wet cunt.

A few moments later, he groaned loudly, withdrew his stiff cock, and squirted a load of thick, hot cum all over the outside of my anus. I felt him rubbing the tip of his cock against my asshole, as spurt after spurt of the warm, thick liquid streamed out of the tip of his throbbing, climaxing dick. After he shot his load, Kyle let out a long, deep sigh, and then collapsed onto the bed beside me.

**

I realized that this anal sex fetish issue was not going to go away, because, over the next few months, he continued to press me about it every time we had sex. So finally, I told him that if we ever got married, I would let him fuck me in the ass on our wedding night. A few months later, he actually proposed to me.

I was over the moon! The night he proposed, he took me out to fancy dinner and gave me a beautiful diamond ring.

**

One day, at work, this man who looked a lot like Kyle came into the library looking for some specific non-fiction books on Psychology. I couldn’t help but tell him that he looked a lot like my fiancé. When he asked me who I was engaged to, I told him that my fiancé’s name was Kyle Saunders. He gave me a big, knowing smile and told me that his name was Kevin Saunders, and that he was Kyle’s brother!

I was shocked beyond words because my fiancé had never even told me he had a brother! We got to talking, and he told me that he had just been offered a job in the area. He seemed like a really nice, sweet guy and I wondered why Kyle had never mentioned him to me before.

Before I’d realized it, it was closing time, and Kevin stayed with me while I closed up the library. He told me he’d make sure I got out to my care safely because it was dark outside. He insisted that it would be the gentlemanly thing to do for any woman.

As we were walking through the library parking lot toward my car, we looked up and saw Kyle standing there in front of it with a small bouquet of flowers in his hand. He looked like he was smiling, but as we got closer, his smile turned into a scowl and suddenly, he dropped the flowers to the ground and rushed toward Kevin, knocking him to the ground.

A loud yelp escaped my lips as I watched Kyle climb on top of Kevin and start pummeling him.

“How dare you! You fucking cocksucker!” Kyle was shouting all kinds of insulting obscenities at Kevin as he continued to hit him.

I immediately starting screaming at Kyle to stop, but he wasn’t listening to me. I reached down and grabbed his arm, holding on tight so that he would have to hit me, in order to keep hitting Kevin. He finally stopped when I did that.

I pulled him off of Kevin and Kevin sat up, holding his shoulder in pain. I yelled angrily at Kyle, demanding that he explain to me why he attacked his own brother. He wouldn’t answer me, he just glared at Kevin with pure hatred in his eyes as he breathed in short, raspy breaths. Finally, Kyle pulled me closer to him and held onto my arm. He addressed Kevin, regarding him with grim abhorrence.

“Don’t you ever come near me or my fiancé again, or I will kill you.” He pointed his finger threateningly at Kevin as he spoke. Kevin didn’t reply nor did he move from where he was sitting on the ground.

On the drive home, I asked Kyle why he never told me about Kevin and why he attacked him in the library parking lot. He told me that five years ago, he was dating a girl that he really liked and he brought her home to his family for a holiday dinner. That’s when he introduced her to Kevin. She ended up cheating on him with Kevin and got pregnant—by Kevin. Kyle said he never forgave either one of them for what they did. He told me that he hated Kevin with all of his heart and that he never wanted me to speak to him ever again. I promised him that I wouldn’t.

Kevin never came back into the library after that day.

**

Kyle and I planned a summer wedding. Everything was all set up, and I was excited beyond words. Then, one night, a few weeks before our wedding, Kyle and I got into an argument. I don’t even remember what it was about, but it ended badly. We both went to bed angry that night.

The next day, I felt bad, and I wanted to make up with him. I went and got him a bouquet of flowers, a box of his favorite chocolates and a heartfelt apology card. I knew that he was working on a project with the contracting company he worked for. It was a remodeling job at a small motel across town. I wanted to surprise him, so I headed out there with the gifts I had purchased.

When I arrived at the site, the workers all seemed to be on a lunch break, which wasn’t odd. Kyle often took a lunch break in the early afternoon, and it was not quite 1:30 at the time. I knocked on the door of the office where the workers usually took their breaks. One of his coworkers told me that Kyle was working on one of the motel rooms in the back of the building and pointed me in the right direction. I went around back and knocked on the motel room door. When no one answered, I tried the doorknob, and it was open. When I opened the door and stepped inside, the excited smile on my face was immediately replaced with a wide-eyed look of shock, contempt, and awe.

Kyle had his pants down around his ankles, and his cock was balls-deep in the asshole of some huge-breasted bimbo. She was bent over in doggie style on the bed, and Kyle was standing behind her. From the angle where I was standing, I could see it all, plainly and clearly. It was a horrifying sight. Kyle immediately looked up, and when he saw that it was me who’d opened the door, he abruptly pulled his cock out of the woman’s gaping asshole, and quickly reached down to pull his pants up.

When the woman turned around to see who had interrupted their fuck session, her mouth dropped open when she saw me. It was Allison Weathers, one of my closest friends who was also a bridesmaid in my upcoming wedding. I couldn’t believe my eyes! It was like something out of a bad soap opera.

The flowers, card, and box of candy I held all dropped to the floor. Allison got down off the bed and started pulling her own pants and underwear up. None of us said a word. We were all in a paralyzing state of shock. But what could either of them say? They’d been caught red-handed, and there was no way to explain it away. I wanted to jump on both of them and choke the life out of them, but instead, I just shook my head, turned around, and abruptly began to walk away. As I was heading toward my car, Kyle came running up behind me.

“Rita! Rita, wait! Please! I—I can explain! It was a mistake! Please, just listen to me for one second! She was the one who jumped on me!”

I just kept walking. I got into the driver’s seat of my car and closed the door. Kyle was standing just outside of the window pleading with me, desperately trying to get me to listen to him.

I could think of only one thing, and one thing only—revenge! I was determined, and I knew exactly what I was going to do and who I was going to do it with. I opened my glove box and pulled out the business card that Kyle’s brother, Kevin, had given me the day that we’d met at the library. I knew I’d better do it right away while my anger was fueling the adrenaline that was racing through my body, otherwise, I felt like I might lose the nerve to actually go through with it.

I was hurt and furious, and my heart was broken, and I wanted Kyle to feel the same kind of pain that he’d caused me. It felt like my entire world was crashing down around me. I took out my cell phone and dialed the number on Kevin’s business card.

“Hello? Kevin Saunders here,” he answered, in a deep, professional-sounding voice.

I was shaking as I held the phone to my ear and tears were streaming down my face.

“Um, Kevin, it’s Rita,” I began, in a distraught, weepy voice, “I’m so sorry to call you like this, but I just didn’t know who else to call!”

“Rita? Wait, from the library?” he asked, rhetorically. “What happened? What’s wrong? Did something happen to Kyle?” The tone of his voice let me know that he could hear the desperation and anguish in mine.

“Can you please meet me at my place as soon as possible? Please, Kevin! I’ll explain when you get there, I promise!”

“Okay, okay, Rita. Text me the address, and I’ll meet you there as soon as I can. But can you tell me what’s going on? Is Kevin there?” he asked.

“No, it’s just me. Please, just come as soon as you can. I have to go now.” I ended the call and sent my address to Kevin in a text message. A few minutes later, I pulled up in front of my apartment building and went inside to freshen up and wait for Kevin to arrive.

I washed the tears off of my face, put some eye drops in my eyes to get rid of the redness, and reapplied my lip gloss and eyeliner. A few moments later, I heard Kevin’s voice as he knocked on the door.

“Rita! Rita, it’s me, Kevin! Are you okay?” the sound of his voice made my heart beat faster. I took a deep breath and went to let him in.

“Rita, hey!” he greeted me, I stepped back and motioned for him to come inside and closed the door behind him. “You sounded so frantic on the phone. What’s going on?” he looked around, nervously, probably making sure that Kyle wasn’t around.

“Kyle’s not here, don’t worry,” I assured him. He seemed to relax a little bit. I motioned for him to sit down on my couch and I sat down next to him. He looked at my face and saw the puffiness around my eyes. He knew that I’d been crying.

“What’s wrong, Rita? I left a meeting at work to come over here.”

When he told me that, I felt a small twinge of guilt. I hadn’t even thought about the fact that he’d been at work.

“I’m so sorry, Kevin, but I really needed to talk to someone.” I could feel the tears coming back as I spoke. They filled my eyes and overflowed, running down both of my cheeks.

Kevin reached over and touched my back lightly. That’s when I collapsed into his arms, sobbing uncontrollably.

“Rita, please talk to me,” he pleaded in a soft, soothing voice.

“Kyle and I are over,” I finally blurted out, between sobs. Kevin reached over and grabbed a tissue from the box on my end table and handed it to me. I took it and thanked him.

“I’m so sorry, Rita,” he replied.

“I walked in on him and one of my friends,” I explained. “She was gonna be a bridesmaid in our wedding.” The tears came back again. Kevin tried his best to console me. He began to rub my back gently.

This was the first time I had ever tried to seduce a man in my entire life, but I knew that it was either now or never. I wiped my face with the tissue and leaned into Kevin, placing my head on his shoulder. My face was less than an inch from his neck. The scent of his cologne was intoxicating. I took a deep breath and gathered my courage.

I placed my lips on the nape of his neck, kissing him softly, but passionately. He sighed, even though he was surprised, and I could tell it was turning him on. I caressed his face with my hand and started sucking on his neck and twirling my tongue in a circular motion. His eyes closed and he placed his hand over mine.

“Rita…”he began.

“Shhh.” I shushed him and softly swiped one of my fingers across his lips.

As I continued to kiss his neck, I started unbuttoning his shirt. I kissed my way across his neck and up to his mouth. He hesitated for just a second, but I was persistent. I slid my tongue between his lips and passionately explored his mouth. His tongue intertwined with mine and we both moaned with pleasure.

I opened his shirt and caressed his chiseled, muscularly-toned chest with my hands. I continued to kiss him fervently as I slid my hand down and began to undo his pants. He sighed as I reached into his boxers and started stroking his cock. It turned me on to feel it hardening from my touch.

In one swift motion, I parted Kevin’s legs and climbed down in between them. I freed his dick from his underwear and pants and slipped my lips around the tip. He leaned his head back and hissed with pleasure as I took it deeper into mouth until I felt the tip against the back of my throat.

“Ohhh, Rita,” he whispered, breathing deeply. His hand found my hair, and he grabbed it gently, massaging my head as I avidly sucked on his long, thick, stiffening dick.

I let out a muffled moan as his cock swelled inside of my mouth. As I continued to lick and suck, a few drops of pre-cum trickled from the tip, and I licked it off enthusiastically. Kevin jerked his hips forward and groaned loudly.

“Fuuuck,” he whispered sharply, his breath heavy and raspy. I smiled up at him and licked my lips.

“I want you to fuck me in the ass,” I told him sternly, in the sexiest, most seductive and authoritative voice I could muster up. He was looking down at me with ardent desire in his eyes and I knew that he was ready to do just about anything I wanted him to.

I was wearing a skirt, and I slid it down my legs, along with my boyshort panties and let them fall to the floor. Kevin leaned forward and caressed my buttocks and thighs as he placed his mouth on my exposed mound. I closed my eyes and sighed with delight as his lips and tongue stimulated my clit, licking and sucking, hungrily. He slid two fingers inside of my moist pussy, and I moaned in pleasure from his intimate touch. I ran my fingers through his hair and pushed his head closer against my crotch.

I stopped him just before I reached my climax and I climbed down onto his lap. I wrapped my arms around his neck. My pussy was sitting against the head of his cock, and I felt it throbbing against my clit.

“I’ve never had anal sex before, Kevin,” I told him. “I want you to be my first.”

I got up off of his lap and bent over my couch, poking my ass up into the air for him. He got up and stood behind me, pushing his pants and boxers down around his ankles. He licked his fingers and moistened the opening of my anus with his saliva. Then, he slid two fingers inside my dripping wet pussy and soaked them with my juices. He used those juices to lubricate the opening of my asshole. He was gentle, and he inserted his finger into my anus slowly. I winced at first, but surprisingly, it didn’t hurt. It actually felt pretty good.

He took his other hand began to massage my moist, still-swollen clit with his fingertips. The sensation I felt from being stimulated simultaneously from both my asshole and my clit was indescribable. It was actually exciting. I closed my eyes and relaxed, breathing deeply as I enjoyed the intense feeling. I could feel Kevin’s fingers penetrating my ass, opening me up to receive his long, thick cock. At the same time, his talented, skilled fingers were bringing me ever closer to my climax.

Then, I felt the head of his cock at the entrance of my anus. I tensed up, slightly, as he slowly eased the head inside. I felt my asshole stretching as he slid deeper into my ass. I moaned loudly as I felt a combination of both pleasure and pain. Kevin sped up the rhythm of his fingers against my clit as he began to thrust in and out of my asshole.

“Mmm, Rita, your asshole is so fucking tight,” he murmured between groans and pants of passion. I was so lost in my own experience that I barely heard him. I now understood why people actually enjoyed anal sex. It really was electrifying.

Kevin noticed my enjoyment and sped up his rhythm, even more, plunging his cock deeper and faster, in and out of my asshole. The intense sensation made me scream out in passion. As his fingertips brought me to a powerful orgasm, I felt him shoot a load of hot cum deep into my anus. He thrust into my asshole, long and hard, one final time with a loud groan, and then spurts of his warm, thick cum filled my anus. Kevin eased his cock out of my asshole and collapsed onto my couch.

I had gotten my revenge, and I was going to make certain that Kyle found out about it.

**

After Kevin left, I picked up the small digital clock sitting on my coffee table. The camera inside had recorded the entire session. I took the memory card out and put it in an envelope that had the following typed on it:

Attn: Kyle Saunders- VERY IMPORTANT INFO INSIDE!

I drove over to Kyle’s house and put the envelope in his mailbox, then I drove away with a satisfied grin on my face.


47. Pretend To Be Normal: A Kinky Anal Sex Story by April Fisher

My life only truly meant something when I was shattering someone else's reality. Conventional methods of living were never for me - which am why I joined a gang. The captain had his eyes on me for a while, which came to fruition one night at a quiet bar. It wasn't quiet for long. The entire building went up in flames - in more ways than one.

Life is like a box of chocolates. Some are good, some are bad, and some are dark. Some are filled with delicious cream filling. Unfortunately for me, I didn’t like chocolate very much. I was probably the odd woman out. While other women purchased bars of chocolate for their periods and pints of ice cream for their breakups, I chose to get drunk to numb the pain and shoot up a bar to get revenge. I was a part of a biker gang. I had fallen in with the low crowd as a young one, and I never came back out.

Not that I would change a thing, of course. My life was more exciting as a part of gang fights to control the city than it would be following society’s rules of graduate college, get a good job, meet someone, get married, and make a family. My rules were my own, and I didn’t have to answer to anyone. Except for the police, of course, but I’d never been caught yet. I had a fake name as well, but I wouldn’t speak of all the illegal things I’d done in my life right now.

Right now, I was about to die.

I heard the familiar click of the safety being taken off of a gun. I had made one wrong move, and now there was a loaded gun to my forehead. Damn. I held up my hands, dropping the gun from my own right hand. My left hand was empty – for the time being. The captain of the gang – his name was Roger – nodded at me a little from a window above them, out of sight from the enemy. He had a throwing knife in his hand. He would throw it to me – just off to the side so in case I missed he wouldn’t hit me – and then I would catch it and disarm the man in front of me. Then I would run.

That was one thing about our gang that made us different from the others. We never did drive by shootings, and we never killed. We merely subdued the enemy and lived to fight another day. Frankly, I wouldn’t even call us a real gang. We were more like troublemakers and kids who just wanted to have fun. But we were always in real danger, so it wasn’t playtime. That’s probably why most of us had some sort of addiction. Mine was alcohol.

On Roger’s signal, I caught the throwing knife as he threw it, by the handle. I kicked upwards, and knocked the gun out of the man’s hand. Now it was fair. He pulled out his own knife, and it became a struggle of who could stab the other first. I dodged and weaved and parried with my own blows, and just as Roger gave me the signal to run, I grazed my knife against his cheek. That would smart for a while, and hopefully, he would remember me by the scar.

“Hasta la vista, motherfucker!” I yelled as I ran from the building. I heard gunshots behind me as the rest of the gang ambushed the enemy. Some of us would be injured, but most of us were smart enough by now to know how to dodge a gunshot. We’d almost never suffered a death – the only time we had was the one time we’d walked in with too few of us and too many of them. Ever since then, we learned to bring more than five of us.

I hopped behind Roger on his motorbike, and he revved it up, and then we sped away laughing. “That was a close one!” I yelled above the sound of the engine.

“Too close. They should be joining us at the hideout later, so let’s go to a bar and get wasted, shall we? That gang will know better than to mess with us for now.”

“Negotiations are starting to break down,” I said. “We might have to kill their leader.”

“We don’t kill unless it’s self-defense,” he replied in a stern tone. “We’re decent people, right?”

His tone of voice seemed like he was asking for reassurance from me, but we both knew the answer, so neither of us offered an answer. We were shitty people. We couldn’t be bothered to make an honest living and get our dirt cheap thrills from a rollercoaster like normal people. We had to shoot guns and have sex on the sidewalk where we could be caught at any moment. We didn’t have to, really. We were just shitty people.

I guess not killing others was the one shred of decency we had left, but it didn’t excuse the rest of the things we did. Still, I wouldn’t change a thing because the wind whipping through my hair as we rode and the loud rev of the engine was enough to get my blood pumping. Changing things meant I would have to move on from this, and I didn’t want to. I wanted to stay this way forever, having fun in the worst ways possible and living on the edge.

As we pulled into a bar on the other side of the city, I pulled my arms away from his waist and got off the bike before it came to a stop. I stumbled a little, but it was going slow enough for me to nail a proper landing. I laughed, and he propped his bike up against a pillar. “I got it this time,” I said.

“Better luck next time, chica,” he said with a smile. “You have to be smooth. You were about as smooth as a baby kitten with its eyes still closed.”

“Meow.” I made a pair of kitty paws with my hands and gave him big, cute eyes.

He approached me and wiped a strand of hair out of my eyes, tucking it behind my ear. “You know I’ll always take good care of my kitty.”

I blushed a little, and we both went inside the bar. Roger and I had a complicated relationship. Some of the gang didn’t like me because I was fucking their boss, but they had to suck it up and deal with it lest Roger kick them out of the gang. And sometimes they doubted my loyalty, so little arguments sprouted up. Nothing big had happened yet, thankfully. Roger had never told anyone I was his girlfriend either, though. We were in a label-free zone, and I wasn’t sure where we were going, but he risked his life often enough for me to be sure of his feelings. He may not love me enough to commit, but I felt comforted knowing he always had my back. Friends with benefits were enough for me, at least until he wanted to move things forward. Why would I need romantic love when I had the security of friendship?

Any doubts I might have about Roger was erased the first night he got injured saving me. He was in the hospital for two weeks after they performed surgery on him to remove a bullet from his shoulder. It could have been much worse, the doctors had said. I was thankful it hadn’t been.

The bar was relatively quiet. In fact, we were the only ones in the bar besides the bartender. We approached the counter and paid for a night’s worth of drinks, and told the tender to keep the change. With the amount of money we threw at him, he was more than happy to make us hammered.

We started off with a shot of whiskey, and then some more fruity cocktails. I liked the strong taste of hard liquor, but I couldn’t say no to a sweet drink either. The fact that it was quiet made it all the better. Or worse. I couldn’t decide. I’d already had a lot of fun causing chaos, but the music wasn’t loud enough for me. So I went over to the jukebox and turned it up. The bartender shrugged, seemingly unaffected by the ear-shattering music. I guessed he was used to it – and then I noticed he pulled out some earplugs. Smart of him, I suppose. I was still young, though, and I was happy having my hearing hollowed when I got out of a club. I wore earplugs when I anticipated guns being fired, though. Not even I could stand the noise of a gun being fired right next to my ear.

“So, chica,” Roger began, halfway into his cocktail. “When we get back to hideout, let’s go to bed… and then in the morning, I should tell the gang that we’re going on vacation.”

“Vacation?” I tilted my head a little in curiosity. “All of us?”

“Why not? I’m a little sick of the gunfire day in and day out.”

I guessed I couldn’t blame him after today. The danger of being killed all the time could exhaust any normal person. I probably wasn’t normal, since I found it pretty exhilarating. Sometimes scary, but mostly thrilling. I never dwelled on the possibility of never having a tomorrow because I was having too much fun today.

“So where do we plan on going?” I asked.

“Somewhere warmer. It’s starting to get cold outside. Might snow.”

“I for one like the cold. It gives a nice tingly sensation on my skin. But I also like being warm and sweaty.” I smirked at him. “I guess you would know that one.”

He chuckled a little. “We both like it. What do you say to Cuba?”

“I think we should ask the gang what kind of vacation they want. I mean, if they’re all intending to tag along, maybe we should get a group pass for something cool.”

“Got a point there.”

The conversation shifted over to other things, seemingly insignificant things. But conversations like this were what I lived for. Who needed a deep talk with someone when you could talk about the not-too-distant future with someone you cared about? Who cared about the meaning of life, or politics, or what someone’s purpose was for living? Couldn’t we just be content in knowing nothing and going with the flow?

Maybe I didn’t want to know the answers to those questions simply because there were too many answers to choose from. Why choose any, at that point?

We put away two more cocktails and the night dragged on, and I lost track of all time. By now, the gang had probably found their way back to our hideout, and were most likely snoring away in their beds. A couple unlucky few were probably getting patched up at the hospital. But I knew I didn’t have to worry about anyone of them. They all had each other’s backs.

I started feeling the buzz not long into it, and then we ordered another set of shots. The bartender set them both on fire. I giggled. “Fire never looked so delicious.”

Roger put his arm around my shoulder. “It’s like it’s a birthday candle.”

Oh, shit. I had forgotten it was my birthday today. I smiled at him. “You remembered, and I didn’t. Congratulations. Most men would have forgotten.”

“I guess you’re the guy in this relationship,” he said with a smirk. “Make a wish, chica.”

I wished I could stay with him like this forever. And then we blew our drinks out, and downed them. My shot went down smoothly, warming my entire body and giving it a nice tingling sensation. I shivered a little.

Roger rubbed my shoulder. “Cold are you?”

“Good drink,” I said, the remnants of the drink still fucking with my voice. “I probably sound like I’ve been smoking for fifty years.”

“That’s when you can tell it’s good, huh?”

I smiled and sighed. “Yup. I want to go and get cake now though. I’m getting the munchies big time.”

“Then let’s go get some. Hey, thanks mate.”

The bartender nodded politely as we left.

Outside, I decided to use the darkness to my advantage. I’d wanted to have sex with him all day, but I hadn’t been able to find a way to get him to do me outside of the hideout. Having sex at home was nice, but I needed a change of scenery.

I wrapped my arms around him before he could get on the motorbike. “Let’s not go home just yet.”

He looked behind him, and then turned around to face me. “Something on your mind, chica?”

“Many things, all of them of a promiscuous nature.” I smiled at him.

He smiled back, to my relief. “And what are these things you’re thinking? Perhaps I can grant your wishes.”

“Can we go in the alley behind the bar and… try something new?”

He seemed to be turned on by the idea, because I could feel him growing up against me. He took my hand without saying another word, and led me around the back of the building. The darkness engulfed us almost entirely, with the exception of street lights in the distance and the moon in the clear night sky. There was a gentle breeze, just chilly enough to bring a promise of winter soon. I doubted we’d be taking all of our clothes off tonight as a result, but I didn’t think we needed to. I felt eager to start, and it seemed he was excited to oblige.

He started by kissing me passionately on the lips, and pinning me against the brick walls of the outside of the bar. He held my hands above my head so I couldn’t escape from his grasp. In reality, I probably could escape. But I didn’t want to. I wanted him to ravage me until neither of us could stand.

His lips were warm and tasted like the alcohol we’d been drinking. He smelled of whiskey and fruit, and a little bit of something else I could only place as him. He had an undeniable scent around him that I wanted all over me. It reminded me of quiet nights by the fireplace, with hot chocolate and cookies. It also reminded me of the smoky scent in the air after freshly detonated fireworks. It reminded me of everything I wanted in life.

He moved his hands down my arms, and to my sides, while his lips roamed from my own lips to my jawline, to my neck, to my collarbone. My skin sprouted in goose bumps wherever his body went, giving me a soft tingling sensation mostly on the top for now, but it migrated downwards towards my vagina. My pelvis responded in kind by kicking all my sexuality into gear and lubricating me heavily. I wanted him so bad, and we weren’t even halfway yet.

He lifted my shirt, and pulled aside my bra cups so he could kiss my nipples. He poked at them with his tongue at first, and then wrapped his lips around them, kissing and sucking. Exposed to the cold air and the wetness of his mouth, they grew hard and sensitive. A chill went up and down my body in response. I moaned a little.

When he was done with my breasts, he pulled my clothing back into place and ground his hips against my vagina. I could feel his bulge pressing against my clitoris. He leaned over, and whispered in my ear.

“Tell me what you want…”

He gripped my hips, pulling me further against him. I moaned as he did so, and wrapped my arms around his neck.

“Do the backdoor…” I muttered in his ear.

He raised an eyebrow for a moment. “Are you sure? It might hurt a little; we’ve never… done that.”

“I said I wanted to try something new. Do you want to?”

He shrugged. “If it feels good for both of us, why not?”

He kissed me on the lips, and then started tugging on my pants. Finally.

He pulled them down, and while one hand was on my hip, the other felt how wet I was. He bit his lip, knowing I was almost dripping with sexual arousal. He turned me around so that I was facing the wall. “You’ve been in the mood for some time now, haven’t you, chica…?”

I nodded vigorously and pushed against his hand. “Fuck me…”

He moved his hand from my pussy to my anus, using my lube to prepare me for what I wanted so badly. He made sure it was thoroughly wet on my anus, and then unzipped his pants. The sound alone excited me a lot. I wasn’t afraid of any pain it might cause or the future problems. I was in danger every hour of my life – a simple new sexual thing wouldn’t bother me now. Every new experience was something that made my life worth living. This was no exception.

He tugged his pants down enough, so his dick popped out to say hello. He put his hands on my ass cheeks, spreading them a little so he could see where he was putting his cock. In the darkness, I was amazed he could see anything at all. I supposed his eyes had adjusted, though.

“Mmm… you really are eager to get this, aren’t you…?” He said in a pleased, low tone.

“Do you get off on my excitement?” I asked, genuinely curious. I had never really gotten a firm confirmation on it.

“I think you can ask my cock that…” He poked it at my anus. I could tell he was excited by my pleasure – I don’t think I would have to ask again whether I was good enough for his dick. Sometimes I just needed a little reassurance, I supposed.

I moaned in anticipation as he kept prodding me. “Give it to me…”

He happily obliged, and it slipped in quite easily given how wet I was for him. The tip spread me wide open, and it had a mixture of sensations – pleasure, strange tingles, a little pain. I pushed back against him to get the pain over with. He moaned a little in surprise at my boldness, but I felt him throb inside me in response. I started to grind against him, hoping it would make what little pain there was go away. Luckily, it did, replaced by more pleasure.

I was glad I didn’t have to worry about how it looked to him in the dark, so I decided letting loose would be okay – as long as no one heard us on the sidewalk. I bit my lip to keep my moans silent, but it didn’t really work too well. Roger wasn’t even thrusting yet, only me moving my hips around, and I already felt quite overwhelmed, and my mind went blank. I needed to do new things more often.

He gripped my hips to stop me from moving, and pulled me towards him, impaling me to the base of his dick. I knew then I probably wouldn’t be walking normally afterwards. The gang would probably ask, and while I was completely okay with divulging every little detail, Roger was not so we would probably end up giving them a fake story. Not that a little secret between the two of us wasn’t also exciting, but I had always felt that sex shouldn’t be a taboo thing to talk about. The gang didn’t like me, and so they asked far too many questions, most of which I was more than happy to answer if it would make them trust me. Roger seemed to take the distrust as a personal thing against his choice of partners. I thought he was nuts for it, but then again, I liked how he liked to keep things between us. A little mystery to spice things up, you know.

He started thrusting into me, and that’s when everything got crazy pleasurable. My anus was pretty tight, given that it had never been really used for sexual purposes before, so it clamped down on his dick, and every movement felt that much more intoxicating, throwing any thought I had to the wind. All I could focus on was what he was doing to me. I didn’t care if anyone heard us anymore, or if we were caught. In fact, the possibility just made me more aroused. I moaned out loud now, and I felt his hand reach around to cup over my mouth.

“Quiet or I’ll make you be quiet,” he ordered, in the sexiest voice, I’d probably ever heard. I didn’t take orders from him outside the bedroom, but when he had sex with me, I did whatever he wanted me to do. I was all his, and he could fuck me any which way he wanted, and I would obey gladly. Not that I had a choice, of course.

I tried my best to stifle my moans, with the help of his hands. But it just felt so damn good; I couldn’t help but let out a few yelps here and there and disobey him. After a bit of gentle thrusting and me being unable to hold back, he decided punishment was the only viable option for me.

“If you won’t be quiet… I guess I’ll have to make you be loud and alert everyone.”

He gripped my hips with surprising force and thrust into me harder than I expected. I let out a loud yelp of surprise, and then he kept doing it, and I had to bite my lip until it drew blood to keep myself from crying out and making people in the vicinity curious. It just felt so damn good I couldn’t help myself from vocalizing it a little bit. Or a lot, as my body seemed to want to do. The way he was thrusting and how hard he was going, I knew it wouldn’t be long before I’d experience a sensational orgasm. Don’t ask how I knew since it was my first time. I guess the more appropriate term would be that my body knew.

“Oh, fuck me… yes!” My climax hit me unexpectedly and my muscles tensed at my peak, even though my body was still moving and quivering. He still slammed into me, milking my orgasm for all I was worth. I felt my ass clamp down on him, and I heard him moan in ecstasy. Then I felt the warmth of his semen in my ass. Somehow, it felt comforting. Probably because it wasn’t likely for me to get pregnant doing it in the butt.

My knees buckled under me, and we both collapsed to the pavement. I panted heavily, wiping my forehead of sweat. “So… uh… that vacation…”

He chuckled, leaning his head back against the wall. “Somewhere warm.”

“It’s pretty warm right now… what about London?” I struggled to pull up my pants. I could feel his sperm leaking out. I would have to shower later, but for now, I didn’t mind having a part of him inside me. I giggled a little.

“Nah… too cloudy all the damn time. What about France? It’s romantic.” He laid a hand on mine, squeezing it. His cock was still out, but softening quickly.

“I thought we were going with the gang too,” I quickly pointed out. “Most of us are guys.”

He shrugged. “We could let them fend for themselves for a while.”

I punched him playfully, knowing he wasn’t being serious. “Meanie.”

“Okay, okay, we’ll take them.” He stood up and pulled his pants closed, zipping up. “Perhaps we should go now and ask them what they think.”

“A capital idea, ol’ chap,” I said, mimicking an English person.

“I prefer your normal voice.”

We got on the motorbike and rode back to the hideout, a little ways into the safer side of the city. We had all just agreed to buy a house together, so we lived comfortably. The lights in the house were on, so I assumed they were all at home and chilling.

I was right in assuming most of them had gotten out alright. Only one of them had gotten injured, and luckily, it hadn’t required surgery. It was a graze from a knife, so all he had to do was bandage it up. I counted them lucky. So was I, though.

“So we’re going on vacation,” Roger mentioned as we walked in the door. The eight other members of the gang looked up in surprise as he spoke.

“What? Really?” One said.

“Please tell me it’s warmer, and we’ve got tons of money to do it with,” the only other girl in the gang said.

“Well, let’s put it to a vote,” Roger said, popping open a bottle of beer. “Everyone says one at a time where they want to go, and then we’ll put each place to a vote. Seems fair, right?”

“What if there’s a tie?” I pointed out.

“Then I’ll be the tie-breaker because I’m the boss,” he said.

The others nodded in agreement.

After I showered and a few hours of discussing it, we decided to go to Tahiti. I didn’t care where we went, frankly, as long as it was warmer. I decided to take this opportunity to rest up from all the excitement and danger we faced almost every day, and get a tan. I looked forward to all the yummy new cocktails I would get to taste, as well, especially by the beach. Wasn’t that everyone’s dream? To lay in the sun in a sexy bathing suit and sip margaritas? I wondered what kind of new products I would discover.

“So, I’m going to have to go bikini shopping,” I mentioned in passing as Roger, and I slipped into bed.

He smiled and pulled me close to cuddle. “I hope I get to see them as you try them on.”

“As long as you’re buying,” I said with a smirk.

“Deal.”

I flicked the lamp off and snuggled under the sheets.

Whereas most people were fine with the normal life they led, I had never been able to stay still. I was never satisfied with high school, so I’d dropped out at an early age, and ran away from home. I’d never gotten out of the low crowd, and I certainly wasn’t a decent person by most standards. We were all crazy, and most of us liked it that way.

But for a select few weeks, we could pretend we were normal. Even for just a few days, everything would be alright, and we were assured life for a few more weeks. That was enough for me to be able to fall asleep soundly in his arms.


48. Revenge in the High-Rise: First Time Rough Anal Sex by Joni Blake 

For as long as I can remember I have wanted to live in a nice apartment in a high-rise building. A few years ago, I met the man who was able to help me make that dream a reality and life was perfect – for about ten minutes. One betrayal after another led to mistrust and hurt feelings until one day I told him that the next time he stepped out on me, I was going to get revenge. He didn’t believe me but little did he know that not only was I serious, I already had the guy picked out and what I would let him do that would both get me the perfect revenge. The rest, as they say, is history.

Some years ago, I met the man of my dreams. He wasn’t all that handsome by my personal standards but he was good to me, he made me happy, and he made enough money that we could buy a flat in a high-rise building. All of that together was more than enough for me to overlook the less-than-perfect looks he carried around with him. Don’t get me wrong, he is okay. He’s a little under six feet tall and not in the best of condition. He is balding earlier than most and doesn’t cook worth anything. Those last two don’t bother me at all since I like the bald look and enjoy doing most of the cooking. So, yes, he is good enough, and since he was good to be back then, we made it official.

We didn’t get married or anything. I’m far too wild of a gal for that, but we did decide to move in together and agree not to see other people. For me, that’s about as official as it gets. In all honesty, though, I figured I had it good once we spent the first few months in the high-rise enjoying life and love with each other. There were already signs of difficulties that always arrive not long after moving in with another person. He snored more than he said he did and didn’t like to brush his teeth with toothpaste before bed. I tended to stay up late on nights when I didn’t have to work the next day, and it would keep him from getting a full night sleep he needed. It was the same as for any couple trying to figure things out together, but I expected that. What I did not expect was for my nice, friendly, unassuming, and honest boyfriend to cheat on me.

To put this in perspective, I was always thought to be the hot one of our relationship. If we were out, guys would hit on me even with Travis standing right next to me. I always ignored them or shut them down, but Travis never seemed to mind anyway. He always said that it far from bothered him, that it made him feel better about himself. I was just a couple of inches shorter than him so about the same height in heels with long brown hair and a thin but shapely body. He joked that I was his trophy wife without the expense of the ring and I joked that he was my ticket to my dream of a high-rise apartment living style.

Everything was good until I heard from a friend in the elevator that Travis had been seen kissing another woman from the building. I had said no to so many guys in the elevator that it made me sick to think of Travis saying yes to even one girl. Heck, one guy who plays football with the local arena league team has hit on me a dozen times already, seems to be the only guy Travis doesn’t want hitting on me, but I shut the jock down every time anyway. So why Travis thought I would just sit back and let him cheat on me is beyond confusing.

My rage didn't wait for long as I confronted him about it immediately. He begged my forgiveness, suggesting that he had been drunk and that the girl took advantage of him. I was just short of calling bull-shit on him, but he seemed to be sincere, and he had never lied to me before, so I gave him the benefit of the doubt that one time. My only demand was that he swears that it would never happen again. I told him that just because I didn’t have a ring didn’t mean he got to sleep around and that I could and would leave him in a heartbeat if he did it again.

And then he did it again.

Apparently, he thought his skills of sneaking around were much better than they were or he had no idea how many friends I had made in our tall building in the short time we had been there. Either way, I took it upon myself to let him know just exactly how serious I was with a little scheme I cooked up.

Travis arrives home every day at fifteen until six pm like clockwork. I could literally set my clock by his key turning in the lock, so I knew just what time to call the number to the person most likely to help me send the right message. The arena football player stopped by around five-thirty that evening, and I let him in. He was handsome, tall, and probably the strongest man I had ever seen up close and I quickly began to wonder why he waited so long to come into my life. It took effort for me to remind myself that I was just aiming to make Travis jealous, but somehow I managed and told the big guy I needed him to open a jar of pickles for me.

“A woman as sexy as you called a man like me all the way up to this floor just so you could have me open a jar of pickles?” he asked.

“That’s right,” I said and touched his strong chest, “Do the size of these hurt the speed of this?” I asked touching his forehead. “The jar is right there,” I pointed, “If you could open it I’d be most grateful.”

“I bet you would, little lady,” he smiled and walked over to open the large jar. When he had it opened, he sat it down and then smirked at me again. “This,” he pointed at his forehead, “Isn’t all that slow believe it or not but if you think these,” he flexed his muscles, “Are big then you should get a look at something else.”

“Is that right?” I asked and glanced downward, “You make a tempting offer big guy, but I’m spoken for.”

“I know damn well that geek doesn’t satisfy you,” he said.

“Really? Well for you to know that you would have to be certain of exactly what I want,” I teased. “How could you know that?”

“I don’t even care what you want girl,” he said with a wink, “I can give you what you need.”

“Oh, my,” I fanned myself and backed away, “I think you’d better go before Travis gets home.”

“Why don’t we just let him find you wrapped around me doing certain,” he looked down, “Sexual things?”

My hand went to his chest again as I glanced at the clock on the wall. “You are an impressive young man, aren’t you? Hmm, maybe you could convince me to give you a chance to show me what a real man can do to a girl like me. What exactly can you do that I can’t get almost anywhere? What can you give me that my boyfriend can’t?”

Over the last few words, I said, my hand had traveled down his chest towards his stomach, and he was eating out of my hand. I shouldn’t pretend that I was completely in control though because I certainly wasn’t. For him, it was clear to see that he was turned on by my words and my touch because he was tenting like crazy. I was able to hide it, but the truth is that he was turning me on as well with the brutish way he kept coming after me. The huge tent effect didn’t hurt either of course.

He said, “Baby, you don’t need me to tell you what I can give you that the fool boy you are dating can. Instead, just let me show you. I bet you don’t let him do anal with you because you’re always in control, aren’t you? Well with me, you wouldn’t have time to tell me no before you were enjoying it so much you couldn’t begin to say stop. It would be the best sex of your life.” He started to lean in towards me, and I had forgotten about the clock. I didn’t need the clock to hear the key turning in the lock and see the door open, however.

Travis came in and dropped his jaw, “What the fuck is going on here?”

I was worried that I had messed things up. My intention was to have turned away the big guy’s advances before Travis arrived but he had gotten to me deeply enough that Travis had walked in at the worst possible time. Several possibilities ran through my mind, not the least of which was how badly Travis would be hurt if he tried to fight the football jock. I was shocked at what happened next.

“Relax big guy,” the football player said as he grabbed the jar of pickles and placed it directly in front of his tent, “She just needed a real man to open this pickle jar for her. You aren’t threatened by that, are you?”

Travis had walked farther in and made sure the kitchen island was between the two of them and said, “Just get the fuck out of my place.”

He glanced over at me with an inquisitive stare, and I said, “It's fine. Go ahead.”

The big man winked at me and walked out, shutting the door behind him. Travis’ anger was almost tangible when he looked around towards me, but he didn’t even get a chance to speak. I pointed my finger at him, “Don’t you even start with me, you cheating bastard! I know what you’ve been doing with that slut, and you better not even try to deny it. I told you not to do it again, and you didn’t care to stop. Apparently, you have a high opinion of your ability to sneak around, but you should lower it. You saw what this looked like between that big stud and myself, yes?”

Travis bowed his head and put his hands on his hips, “I did.”

“Good. Nothing happened this time but you step out on me again and this, right here between that guy and I will be so real you will cry yourself to sleep. I’ll let that stud do things to me you can’t begin to hope I will let you do. Let this sink in, Travis,” I said leaning closer, “I don’t need to wear a ring to be loyal to you. If you can’t be loyal to me without one, I’ll see just how much fun stepping out on you can be. Do we understand each other?”

Travis looked up, “I just want to say…”

“You can’t claim to have been drunk this time too,” I warned.

“No,” he said, “I just wanted to say I was sorry.”

And so the conversation went with him saying he wouldn’t do it again, me saying I didn’t believe him and him saying he really meant it this time. I don’t know how long it carried on, but when all was said and done, I figured that he at least deserved one more chance. After all, the first time I let him claim he was drunk as an excuse so this time was the only time he was really caught red-handed.

I heard it all from my friends about how he would do it again. He’d done it twice already for god’s sake so of course, he would cheat again. The next time I wouldn’t catch him, my brother cautioned me. My best friend went against the grain and agreed with my giving him another chance but not for the reasons I preferred. The way she thought about it, he probably would cheat again, but that would give me all the reason I needed to hook up with the big handsome football jock.

Overall, their words were a combination of noise that I let fall into the background of my world for a few months and all went better than any of them expected. Travis was more open to spending time with me, and I slowly started to believe that the two of us would have a chance to be happy together for quite a while. I never think in terms of long-term commitments because it stresses me but the here and now seemed like it could last for a while, and that was all I ever expected from the Travis relationship.

Something like six months must have gone by, and I started to drop my guard a little bit. Day by day and week by week Travis earned more of my trust, and before I knew it, I trusted him almost as much as I had before the cheating spree started months before. Given the circumstances, life was going well, and I figured Travis was going to be mine for a little while. The best part of all of it was that I was able to keep my awesome high-rise apartment and still only had to pay for half of the rent.

The sex with Travis was good too, but something else kept happening every time we would get together. Whether it was a passing thought going through my head or Travis once again asking if I would do anal with him, I kept thinking about that day with the football jock. I had set the entire thing up perfectly well, and it unfolded even better than I figured it would. They didn’t get into a fight, and Travis was scared straight.

The thing is, I kept thinking about him. Before long it wasn’t even during sex between Travis and I but at random times during the day. And don’t let me actually see him in the building somewhere. Good god, I had to turn around and nearly run the other way just to make sure I didn’t become the cheater in the relationship. I began to wonder what would have happened if I would have set that meeting up with the big guy at his place or at a bar and just told Travis about it.

Sure, it made way more sense the way I planned it, but for the sake of fantasies, all sorts of strange scenarios would work their way through my mind. I even thought about how his big cock would feel inside of me and how my first anal experience would have felt with such a big man showing me how it was supposed to be done. More than once I masturbated to thoughts of his hands roughly moving me into position just as his cock rammed inside of me. It was strange not only because I was the loyal one who never cheated on my boyfriends but also because I didn’t usually give control up during sex.

Be it with Travis or the few guys before him, I liked to be in control. Something about my personality just made it to where I performed better when the guy did what I said when I said it. I wasn’t into BDSM or anything like that but I was in charge, and everyone I had ever been with knew it. These fantasies about the jock were a completely different ballgame though, no pun intended.

I had passing thoughts of him taking me in the elevator as I pretended not to want him to, only to give in and allow him to take me forcefully in all the right ways. Once I got so worked up about a daydream, I was having about him behind my desk that I had to go to the lady’s room and splash water on my face to calm myself down.

Slowly but surely though, I started to win the battle with my fantastical subconscious and its fascination with the football jock. Thankfully Travis didn’t catch me getting worked up in the shower while moaning a name I made up for the guy in the shower. It was still something that came to my mind a great deal, and I knew if I had heard the guy’s name enough times I would have screamed it out while Travis and I were having sex but by the time Valentine’s Day rolled around, I was confident that the relationship troubles Travis and I had worked through were behind us.

Considering how tough I had been on him and how much he had reformed his sexual habits to stay loyal to me, I wanted to do something special for him on the big day of love. I picked up the sluttiest lingerie that I could find, a little red lace number that I knew Travis would like, and took the second half of the day off. I had it all planned just as perfectly as all my little schemes were planned.

I was going to go home, take a nice calming shower, and get dressed in the slutty red lingerie. Then, I would do my best Pretty Woman impression and wait nearly naked as he unlocked and opened the door after work. I had a couple of presents and a nice thoughtful card that talked about getting the obstacles together too. It was going to be perfect, and I was even going to let him decide how we had sex that night and how much control he wanted.

The only problem was that when I walked into the door just after lunch with the bag of lingerie, presents and Valentine’s Day card in hand, Travis was fucking another girl on the couch. Right in front of me, on the couch, we watched our three favorite shows and ate takeout food on, a slutty blonde was riding Travis while her big tits bounced up and down.

He was in shock and tossed the blonde off him as he said, “Oh, shit, I’m sorry! I don’t know what happened.”

The girl mindlessly said, “Uh, Travis, who is this?”

I didn’t even say a word to her. After all, it wasn’t her fault that Travis was an idiotic liar. Simply and sternly, I handed her what I assumed were her clothes, walked her to the door and shoved her into the hallway stark naked. I did at least wave as I slammed the door in her surprised and dumbfounded face.

When I turned back around Travis knew he was up shit creek without a paddle. He had stopped saying stupid things and was simply sitting in the chair at the table shaking his head back and forth. I walked over and sat down in front of him, somehow able to keep my emotions in check. Then it hit me. I was able to keep my emotions in control because I already knew what I was going to say and what I was going to do.

“Don’t say anything,” I said calmly, “Just listen. I had a special Valentine’s Day night planned for you Travis. I was going to wear something slutty, like you talk about all the time and let you do whatever you wanted to me. Who knows? Maybe it would have started a new phase in our relationship where you showed me what kind of man you can really be in bed. I’m not going to do that now.”

“Babe,” he started but stopped when he saw the look on my face.

“Stop,” I said, “It’s my fault for believing you had changed. No, wait, it’s not. No, it’s your fault for being a cheating asshole. Yes, that’s better. So anyway, I’ll tell you what I am going to do tonight instead of letting you fuck my brains out. I am going to put this on,” I pulled the lingerie out of the bag and showed it to him as he shook his head, “And an overcoat. I am going to walk down to the desk in the lobby and ask my friend where the football jock lives.” I stopped him with a finger to his face, “No! You earned this. Listen closely. When I find him, I am going to throw myself at him like a slut. Not only that but I’m going to let him do whatever he wants to me instead of letting you do the same. And,” I stood up and started walking towards the bedroom, “I’m going to let him do me anally.”

It took me a few minutes to change and head towards the door. By that time Travis was in full groveling mode as he crawled in front of me, begging me not to go see the other guy. Of course, I wasn’t about to stop this time. Travis had screwed me over one too many times, and he was going to pay the price of knowing exactly what I was doing for revenge. I did turn around before closing the door and say one parting thing. “Oh, and Travis dear,” I winked at him, “If you’re better than him then I’ll consider talking to you again. If, on the other hand, he is better at fucking me than you are, I’m only coming back to get my things.”

Travis was beside himself, red in the face and almost crying real tears as I walked to the elevator. I could have probably turned around right then and gotten another six months or more out of him, but there was a reason I wasn’t too outwardly angry. In a large way, I was done with Travis right then and there. He just needed to be taught a lesson before I officially moved on and boy had I thought of the perfect revenge to teach that to him.

It took me a few minutes to wait for my friend to get back to the front desk downstairs because she was on a break but once she did, she couldn’t believe Travis had stepped out again. I think she was only saying it to make conversation though because she had been one of the friends who basically wanted to slap me for taking him back the last time.

“So, what are you going to do?” she asked.

I told her my plan, and she was so giddy she was clapping for me. It hadn’t occurred to me until that moment that the guy might not even be there. I had just seen him a few weeks before, so I knew he still lived in the building but I certainly didn’t know his schedule, and it was the middle of the day. I asked her if she knew where he lived and if he was home.

“Girl,” she waved her hand, “This couldn’t be more perfect for you. He came through about two hours ago, and tried to hit on some random girl because his Valentine’s Day date fell through. He’s at his apartment right now unless he slipped out while I was on break.”

Ten minutes later I was knocking on his door. He lived three floors down from my place and on the sunset side of the building. He answered the door in a bathrobe with the television blaring in the background. After taking one look at me, he pulled the remote from his pocket and silenced the television then looked back and said, “Come in.”

I noticed he didn’t exactly ask me to come in, so I walked right in with high hopes that he was still as willing to finish what we had started so long ago as I was. Before he could make another move or do something macho and dumb, I dropped my overcoat and said, “Show me.”

Standing there in my risqué red lace I was more than a little exposed so I hoped it wouldn't take long for him to react. He didn't let me down at all, but the way he took me into his arms was far more aggressive than I expected, even though I'd been expecting aggressiveness. He dropped his robe and pulled me close for a hard and passionate kiss. It wasn't very long, but it sent the message that what was about to happen would be different than anything I had experienced before.

Instead of carrying me to the bedroom like some sexual knight in shining armor, he dropped his boxers and looked down at his cock. Without having to be led there, I hit my knees and grabbed his swollen cock in both hands. He was a strong enough man that he could have easily pushed me to my knees, but he didn't have to. His very presence of control, confidence, and calm in the moment was authoritative enough for me to know what he wanted and to want to give it to him.

With one hand under his balls and the other at the base of his shaft, I started pumping my mouth down slowly. At first, my pace was slower because I had never given a blowjob to anyone that big before so I had to get accustomed to it. Before long though he was moaning and I was sloshing my mouth fast onto and sucking back off his cock. Travis had cum early before just because of my skill giving oral sex, but I sensed there was no danger of that with the football jock.

As soon as he started grunting louder, he picked me up off the floor and carried me over to the couch. He leaned down at just the right angle and pushed my legs up so he could easily get to my wet pussy. Groaning that I was tight and felt good, he started slow, but it didn’t take long for him to start ramming me with his cock. All the fantasies about him fell short to what the real thing felt like as he fucked me so hard and so damn good.

Not only had I never had someone that big inside of me before, but I had also never had anyone go that hard and that fast into me. I came the first time within five or so minutes but lost all track of time after that. Over and again he slapped his hips against mine, and I moaned loudly towards the ceiling as wave after wave of pleasure hit me. The way his big cock felt inside of me made me want to scream so loud Travis would hear me back at our place.

Before I could cum a second time, the big guy stopped and pulled out a tube of lube and squirted some out down below. Just before he started widening my hole with his fingers, I understood that my first anal sex was more than just a way to taunt Travis. It was actually going to happen, and it was going to happen right then.

The strange feeling and pain quickly gave way to pleasure as he not only fingered me anally but also fingered my pussy with the other hand. I was shaking on the couch as I laid back and readied myself for what was coming soon. I didn’t have to wait long as he turned me over, spread my ass cheeks wide apart and inserted the tip of his big cock just inside of me.

My mouth opened to scream but it wasn’t because of pain. There was little or no odd sensation going on as he slowly stretched me out and played with my pussy with one of his hands. It was a great combination to get my body going, and as he pushed farther inside, I came a second time all over the couch beneath me. Little by little, he pushed inside of me farther, and it felt better every second. Quickly he stopped pushing farther in and just focused on ramming his cock into me as far as it would go anally.

God but it was the craziest sexual feeling I had ever felt in my life. All at once I began to wonder why I had never tried it before and became thankful that I had waited for someone who knew what they were doing to be my first. I would have never thought it was possible for him to fuck me anally as hard and as fast as he did but the football jock just kept pushing harder and faster, and I kept groaning my pleasure into the couch cushions the entire time.

Far too soon he started to grab my ass cheeks and tighten up, and I knew he was close. He turned me over and came on my chest as a final orgasm washed over me. His warm cum was all over my breasts, face and probably in my hair and my own juices covered my pussy and inner thighs. I collapsed onto the couch and expected him to do the same, but instead, he stood and walked behind the couch towards the other side of the room. I didn’t know what he might be doing, and I didn’t care because he had just in fact shown me just how good sex could be with the right man at the right time.

I hadn’t even noticed my lingerie being tugged to one side or the other I’d been so into what was going on. Now it was covered in cum as well, but I knew I probably wouldn’t wear it again anyway. Shortly he came back with a glass of wine and offered me one as well. I can’t say how I had the strength to sit up, but I wiped my mouth and face with a damp towel he gave me and drank with him there on the couch.

We talked for a little bit, but that wasn’t his area of expertise. To quote him, he was only good at fucking and football. It was fine because I didn’t want him for his brain anyway. After a shower in his master bath, I crashed on his bed while he used the couch. I can’t say for sure it was the most romantic Valentine’s Day ever, but it was certainly the best sex I’d ever had on the day of love as some might call it.

The next day I gave Travis the news, and he didn’t beg for longer than about ten minutes. He took the news of our relationship ending well, given the circumstances, and even told me he didn’t want the apartment. I knew it would take a little extra money to cover the entire cost of the monthly note, but I was glad I didn’t have to find a new boyfriend and a new place to live.

Of course, I didn’t really need a new boyfriend either. The football jock would never be more than hot sex for me, and it sounded like he was going to be fine with that arrangement as well. With him filling that need now and then, my high-rise apartment needs still being met as well, and no more smelly Travis clothes in the hamper; life was getting better all the time.


49. The Garden of Eden: Having Anal Sex Outside by Jessica Silver

I met him by mistake. Adam with the steely blue gaze and surprises around every corner. Before the night is out, he is inside me. And wanting more. What follows feels like a fairytale. Now I think it’s bound to come crashing down all around me. Wanting the last word, the last bit of his lust in a place he has yet to touch, I let him take me out in the open. But will it really be the final time I know the feel of him?

“I can’t believe you’re asking me to do this.”

Adam turned the steering wheel in his hands. I felt his gaze on mine, his stare peeking out of the corner of his eye as I chewed on the inside of my cheek. In so many ways, we didn’t fit; a quick glance in the rearview mirror confirmed as much. Was I pretty? A fair assessment. But my looks started and stopped with that particular adjective. No one was ever going to label me stunning or breathtaking. In point of fact, the description more often than not threatened to tilt the other way. Towards the dreaded plain. Which wasn’t exactly the same as ugly. But still a little too close to the undesirable for comfort.

“It won’t be so bad,” he promised. “Might even have a little surprise for you.”

Now as far as Adam was concerned, there was no question as to how to categorize his looks. Gorgeous. Sexy. But not in the phony plasticized fashion of a model or a work of art. His wavy hair always bore a look bordering on tousled. The man sported a healthy five o’clock shadow five minutes after shaving. But he carried himself with such an easy swagger, such a careless confidence that many a girl wanted to get lost in his icy blue eyes.

And for some reason, his stare settled on me.

We met on a blind date. But we were not the couple in question. My potential mate had a huge head. Literally. It looked as if it had grown out of his broad shoulders and might pop like a zit despite the fact that whatever brains contained therein could think of nothing, talk of nothing but cars as the crumbs from his sesame seed bun fell from his mouth to a pale blue shirt. And the little belly protruding over his belt. Was this my destiny? A lunkhead who undoubtedly wanted a wife to cook and clean and pump out babies before he went on his merry way to have a few beers with the boys? Maybe it was all I could manage.

But as soon as I glanced over at the next table, the second I saw Adam, I knew that I wanted more.

He was sitting alone, sipping a craft beer and playing with his phone. How could I not like the look of him? My eyes moved down the length of his lean legs as he tapped his toes in well-worn sneakers. Confident. Not caring that he was a single man at a table for one. Would it last? As my date rambled on and a spray of crumbs just touching the rim of my plate, I pictured a tall blonde or a determined brunette making their way into the pub. A part of me wanted to see him stand up, to drink in every inch of his stance even as I feared my heart would shatter at the sight of him locking lips with the mystery woman of his dreams. And my nightmares. But he stayed solo as I picked at my salad, tuning my date out more and more even as I kept nodding at every inane thing he had to be saying. Finally, it was too much to take, the sitting still when I felt as if I was about to burst out of my skin. Excusing myself in the politest tone that I could muster, I walked past Adam’s table, smelled the Irish Spring soap wafting off the back of his neck. What would it feel like to kiss him there? No harm in letting my mind wander for a few moments. It wasn’t like he was ever going to notice---

“Need something?”

Shit! He turned his head before I could make anything close to a clean getaway, and my tongue tied in my mouth as I shuffled backward, waving my hands in the air as I almost stumbled over my feet. My blind date, blind in more ways than one, was checking the score on the big screen plasma TV. But Adam, before I even knew his name, left his chair. His strong arms surrounded my waist, and the scent of the smoke mingling with the heady aroma of the beer was enough to make me swoon.

“It’s okay,” he whispered. “I got you.”

Everything else in the pub seemed to melt away as lost my senses in his sapphire stare. He ushered me away from the hoots and hollers as the home team made a goal or a touchdown or whatever put points on the board. Together we huddled in a dimly lit hallway as he leaned against a calendar so many months out of date and shot me a crooked smile.

“How’s your night?” he asked.

“My… my night?” I echoed.

“There’s your voice,” he said. “Been wondering what it sounds like. You haven’t been able to get a word in edgewise.”

I felt my cheeks flush and started to smile when I suddenly took a step back and pressed my hands to my hips.

“Have you been eavesdropping on my date?” I demanded.

“Is that what you’re calling it?” he challenged. “Thought it was more like a job interview and he was trying to score the chance to like paint your walls. Or something.”

The hidden meaning of his phrase was not lost on my fluttering mind. He cocked his head to the side, snapping his fingers as I glanced over his shoulder and saw my date meeting up with a buddy and offering my chair as if I had never even existed. What the hell was I doing with this jerk? I was on the verge of making my great escape out the back when the stranger seized my arm.

“Don’t go,” he whispered. “Wouldn’t you like to go someplace where we could keep… talking?”

He curled his lips over his teeth, leaning forward as his warm breath made me want to do more things with my mouth than carry on a conversation.

But I definitely wanted to get out of Dodge on his arm.

“You’re on, mister,” I said.

“It’s Adam,” he answered as he led me towards the nearest exit, my eyes never leaving his face until my fingers surrounded the door handle.

“Should I play along and call myself Eve?” I asked.

“If that’s your real name,” he said. “If not, I’d rather know you.”

Maybe it wasn’t pure poetry. But after a night of masticated toppings on my romaine lettuce this was a step in a far sweeter direction.

“It’s not,” I admitted. “I’m… my name is Marian.”

“Maid Marian,” he said as he reached around me to open the door. “Had I known that I’d have called myself Robin.”

“Can’t quite see you in tights with a feather in your cap, Mr. Hood,” I joked. He laughed as we departed into the night and opened the passenger door to a maroon sedan and quickly sat behind the wheel.

“Now isn’t this better,” he said once the car was running and he turned the corner. “Hope your boyfriend doesn’t miss you too much.”

“Let’s get something straight,” I started. “He was not my boyfriend. Just a guy that a co-worker set me up with.”

“Good news for me,” he said. “Where would you like to go?”

“You seem to know where you’re heading.”

“But I’m asking you, Marian.”

I loved the way he said my name. How his lips paused at the cusp of the first syllable before his voice moved forward until shooting up at the last. Like I was a question, a mystery that he longed to solve. I almost wish that I had called myself Eve to see what his lips might have done with just three little letters.

“How about right here?”

I pointed to the nearest greasy spoon and held my breath as he pushed his car into park. Tapping his hard hands, such long fingers on the steering wheel, I knew that I was not in the mood for coffee or a club sandwich.

“You don’t want to go inside,” he said. It wasn’t a question, and I sank deeper into my seat.

“I hoped for more tonight,” I began. “Guess I… I sort of wished that the date would be worth my time.”

“You really didn’t know the guy going in?” he asked. Adam leaned against his window and watched me without blinking as I swallowed hard and smoothed my fingers through my hair. The hair I had worked hours to perfect only to go to waste as soon as I saw what I was in for. But suddenly my fury was not fixed on my date. He was dumb. Dull. The friend of a friend from Denise with whom I shared a workplace.

“Guess I was blind,” I whispered. “I mean I… know I’m not a catch. But you’d think my supposed friend would be on my side and not throw me to the wolves.”

“Or the cows,” Adam quipped.

“Excuse me?”

“The way he was eating,” he continued.

I started to laugh before lengthening up the back of my neck and peering into his eyes.

“What about you?” I asked. “Were you waiting for someone or just there to spy on me?”

He blushed in the moonlight. Silver and pink were never better suited, and I wanted to touch the scruff outlining his gentle jaw when I sat on my hands and stared at him in rapt attention.

“So we’re doing story hour?” he asked.

“You said we should talk. Adam.”

Did he like the way I said his name? I savored the way it bounced off my tongue and hit the air. Adam picked at a piece of lint on his dark gray blazer and looked at the lot through the windshield as I tried to keep from trembling, hanging on his silence until he spoke again.

“Fair’s fair, Marian,” he started. “Up until yesterday, I was about to be married.”

“Oh?”

My voice cracked around the word. What was his game? No woman in her right mind would leave a man like this. Where would one ever hope to find someone better? So was he a cat out on the prowl? Did that make me a target, a kind of captive in his car when he was my only hope of a ride home?

“I’ll give you the short version; Kelly was my mother’s idea of the right wife.”

“Didn’t take you for a mama’s boy.” As soon as the words left my mouth, I wanted to take them back, but Adam’s face softened as he leaned forward, his eyes scanning my face until they came to rest on my hands out from under my hips.

And suddenly in his hold.

“I’m not,” he said. “Just because she’s got the money doesn’t make me her slave.”

“Poor little rich boy?” I queried. “I wouldn’t have guessed.”

“I gotta do me. So here I am. Miles away from home. Hoping to find something more to my liking.”

My heart picked up speed in my chest, and I offered no resistance as he tightened his grasp… my mind imagining what those hands would feel like under my skirt… pressing into my thighs…

“Do you… do you like what you see now?” I managed to ask.

He said nothing as he looked up, his smile faint as he tenderly kissed my lips, his tongue swirling around my mine as I moaned into his mouth and released one hand so my arm could surround his neck, the neck I longed to kiss, and pull him closer. Giving a little gasp as he returned the favor, I shuddered with anticipation as he brought me to his lap. Adam left my mouth, but his kisses quickly consumed my neck as I pressed my palms to his chest, tossing my head back as his lips slid towards my breasts, his teeth nibbling at the buttons of my blouse. Maybe the night was cold, but there was no chill as the heat from his tongue soothed my soft skin, and he clung to my waist. The bulge in his pants grinded against my skirt, my cunt slick and wet with lust as I helped his hands lower, wanting him to paint my walls as he started to protest until I slapped a hand over his mouth.

“Enough talk,” I murmured. “You want to fuck in the car. And I want you to make my night.”

“By making you?” he laughed, his kisses dotting my hair as I scrambled away from him, ignoring the brief stab of pain to my knee as I climbed into the back seat of his car.

“That works,” I said, hitching up my skirt and curling one finger forward until he lowered his fly and crawled on top of me. Even in the moonlight, I saw his cock gleaming, throbbing. My blind date would have had to have been a god for me to make this move after one meal. But if the Bible was to be believed, Adam was the next best thing, and I wanted to dwell with him in the Garden of Eden by way of the grungy parking lot as he thrust inside me. He turned his cock, singing my cunt already on fire as he grabbed my hair, pulling my head closer as he nipped at my tongue, my mouth and groaned. His palms were on my shoulders, pressing me into the upholstery when he suddenly pulled me up, his cock moving deeper.

“Are… are you okay?” I breathlessly asked at the sound of his head hitting the window as he laughed and looked up at me.

“Never better,” he said. “I should have pulled you out of there a hell of a lot sooner.”

“No… argument… here.”

He grabbed my sides, my blouse breaking free as he stroked my skin, pinched my flesh. I liked being on top, spinning in time to his throb until he flooded my pussy, my screams for more, always more fogging the windows until I fell into him, my hair spilling onto his smiling face as he kept my close, his cock still hard as his ankle curled around mine. I waited without words, liking the feel of him slowly, very slowly weakening inside me. Even then he still felt better than any man I’d ever known, and I wanted the moment to last when Adam left me and zipped up as he stared at me, his blue eyes wide and his perfect jaw slack.

“So much for talking,” he said.

“Talk’s cheap,” I said licking my lips and wanting to punctuate the thought with so am I.

“But you were worth it,” he said.

This had to be what he was after. Now that he had his fill, I expected him to take me home or simply leave me at the side of the road. At least the blind date would have been a ride back to my lonely life. Maybe. I didn’t want to think on it too hard, buttoning up and tucking my blouse into my skirt.

“Where are you going?” Adam asked as I opened the door.

“Is there something else you want?” I asked, barely looking back at him. He stretched forward, his chin falling to my shoulder as he lightly kissed my temple and I felt his smile with my eyes closed… the hope in my heart needing to stay hidden…

…because this couldn’t be---

“To talk,” Adam said. “To know every beautiful thing about you.”

“Seriously?” I quickly challenged. “Thought you were living the bachelor’s life.”

“I was,” he confessed. “But then I met you. Can’t think of a sweeter change of plans.”

That was maybe the most romantic thing that any man had ever said to me. I sat back and took his hand again. This wasn’t going to last. The man was slumming. But maybe it would be fun…

…until this moment.

“Marian, it’s going to be okay.”

No. It was okay when we talked for hours in the parking lot and fucked two more times before the break of dawn. Better than okay when he actually took me into the diner to buy me breakfast and snatch a few strips of bacon from my plate as he sat at my side, his arm draped around me. Better than the finest wine when he took me to his hotel room for a weekend of room service and bubble baths and his mouth on mine until my lips were so crimson that I wondered if I would ever need lipstick again. And when he walked me to work, and Denise was ready to be smug on account of my failed date, I loved the way he kissed me, his long fingers kneading my ass until he gave me a playful pat and promised to pick me up at closing time. This became my new reality; this was the next month of my life. I liked living as Adam’s kept woman, the Garden of Eden following us into restaurants, onto mini golf courses, always ending up screwing in his car. Except for the one time, I scored a hole in one at the windmill and just had to take him on the faux grass. Did I want someone to see me having it all with this man, this gift from the heavens who had fallen into my lap? Who liked to lick my cunt raw and always came up smiling? Life was good.

And now we were going to have lunch with his mother.

“You always said there’s no love lost,” I reminded him as I picked at my nails.

“There’s not,” he said, clutching the wheel harder as his foot hit the gas. “This is just her trying to get me back into the fold.”

“So why are you playing into her hand?” I asked.

Watching the scenery flow by, I flinched when Adam tried to take my hand and took a deep breath.

“She’s going to take one look at me and threaten to cut you off.”

“So what?” he challenged. “You think I can’t get a job?”

“Would you even want to?”

No answer. I felt like this was the last act of the most twisted romantic comedy. Scratch that; tragedy. He was going to try to prove that what we had was worth sacrificing his fortune, his birthright. No doubt the weekend would devolve into apologies and wishes for what might have been. I was ready to flee the car and play the part of the hitchhiker when Adam pulled off to the side of the road and pressed two fingers under my chin.

“I want to be with you,” he said. “Only you.”

“Then why not stay home,” I said, home meaning his hotel suite that had to come with a hefty price. “Why go back?”

“Maybe I want to show you off,” he smirked. Men always said that about the plain girl when he wanted to prove his character by hanging with the huddled masses. The prince truly taking a scullery girl cloaked in cinders to a palace bed? Pure fantasy. I tried to leave the car.

Then he barred my way with his strong hand.

“You’re not going anywhere,” he insisted.

“I’m not? What are you after?”

“You,” he whispered.

“You’ll change your tune when mommy dearest threatens to cut the purse strings.”

“Do you really think so little of me?” he asked.

“No less than what you think of me.”

He frowned for an instant before playfully struggling to keep me in check. But my fingers flexed, and my nails scratched his cheeks.

“Christ! What’s gotten into---?”

I made my escape and tumbled down the side of a sandy hill. Rushing through the brambles and the brush, I didn’t care that I was headed towards the woods and tried to drown out the sound of Adam’s voice. His footsteps giving chase. Looking to my phone, cursing under my breath at no signal out in what might as well have been the wilderness, I screeched when Adam was on me.

“Let me go!”

“Not happening, Marian!”

He still spoke my name like the title of a song before the chorus, and his arms surrounded me as we fell to the grass, his teeth clenched as his eyes burrowed into mine. Adam pinned me to the ground, straddling me, trapping me between his knees. I hated the fact that I was wet under another skirt as I writhed underneath him, pressing my lips together as he attempted a kiss that left my lips and drifted towards my cheek…

…my ear.

“Calm down,” he soothed.

“Why should I?” I shot back. “Like you’re really going to go back to your posh life and promise to throw it all away for me.”

“Would you like me to do that?” Adam asked, his hands already moving under my sweater. My body melted into his touch. Without wanting. On instinct and as he crushed his lips to mine, I bit his tongue.

“That’s not calm,” he said as he wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. It still sounded like a compliment, and I trembled at the idea that this was destined to be our last time. I’d never had another lover like him. In my pussy. Down my throat. Kicking him away, I saw him bracing his body on his elbows as he gazed up at me.

And right there, out in the open, I stripped.

“Can’t figure you out,” he said.

“Let me help,” I said. “I’m the sad little townie you chanced upon when you stepped down from your ivory tower.”

“I never called you that,” he insisted.

“No. But like you didn’t think it. A little.”

“Would you rather I’d have left you with your loser of a blind date?”

To that I had no answer, my naked body caressed by the breeze as he climbed back to his feet and folded me into his arms. My face was on his chest, hearing the beating of his heart. It was still going to be the last time; I knew that much. But falling to the ground again, pulling his body with me and peeling off his shirt, playing with his belt as I lowered his zipper, I sucked in a single breath and narrowed my eyes.

“No,” I started. “I’ll always try to think on your rescue kindly.”

“Marian, I---”

Cutting him off with a quick kiss, I turned to my belly and spread my legs as I looked at the trees stretching out for what seemed like a million miles ahead. Adam’s shadow fell over me, around me, and I kept my breath in check until he slipped to my side and placed one hand on the small of my back.

“Before you go back to the rest of your like,” I murmured without looking at him. “One more thing to remember… us by.”

“What do you mean?” he asked.

“Pretty sure you’ll figure it out.”

As I pulled him closer, I looked to my hand and watched, felt his fingers link around mine. His firm cock vibrated above my ass. Adam’s lips were on my neck, and I whimpered lightly as one set of fingers kept caressing my back, teasing my crack…

“Smart boy,” I said as he kissed me again until I kicked back.

“Jesus Christ!”

“Forget the New Testament; just make like Adam.”

“Did he take Eve from behind?” he asked, biting my shoulders as I held the hand still in mine tighter.

“He does in this story,” I said. Because it was my story. I was going to get out of this with everything crossed off my checklists, so I would never need him… would never need anyone again.

“Your wish is my command.” Adam’s voice was light, his cock like a laser as it delved between my cheeks. The first thrust made my hips arch. But he didn’t pull back; at least he was listening to me.

“That’s better,” I said.

“It’s…”

He said nothing else as he pushed me into the grass, the breeze barely cooling my body as his heat throbbed. Any pain was swiftly replaced by his thick cock taking its time. Around me. Inside me.

“Is this the way you want me?” he asked with his breath hot against my ear as pressed both of his palms to my back. Did I nod? I could only hear my voice in my head as he began to pump between my soft skin. My nails started to reach for some chance at his sides when I gave up that fight and dug into the soil.

“I… I don’t hear you complaining,” he said in a growling voice with a grand lunge that sent my head spinning. His hands rolled down my arms until he held my wrists in place. And I made no effort to break away.

“No complaints!” I moaned as he nipped my neck and rested his head on my shoulder, our faces so close that I had no way of knowing where my smile began and his started…

…or when my ass ended, and his cock came to life as he ground his body against my thighs and released one wrist to pull at my hair.

“Will you remember me like this?” he asked.

“Yes,” I whimpered as he slammed his legs into mine and dove deeper into my ass. I closed my eyes but still saw stars as his lust pooled between my cheeks, the ones not my mouth. But his mouth was at my waist as it slid down my back and kissed my quivering flesh. Giving in to his throbs, I curved my body up, heard his scream as I nearly knocked him back and winded one arm around his waist.

“Will you remember me?” I moaned.

Adam pounded my flesh until I had no more words, but I stayed upright as he shredded me, made me smile under the hand at my lips.

“Ow!”

I bit his finger to put the point on it, and we collapsed together, our bodies heaving as we tried to recover our breath. His cock stayed strong as he slid to my side, and I felt his arms spooning me towards his chest.

“Marian?”

He trailed tender kisses down my neck. Somehow, I managed to look at him and saw his face bathed in sweat as he threaded his hand through my hair.

“If that’s the sad little townie then take me back for more,” he said, his lips on mine as I accepted the kiss.

But gave him nothing in return.

“What?” he asked. “I meant it as a compliment.”

“So look me up sometime, and we’ll see where we’re at.”

It hurt to move as I forced my body to my knees and gathered my clothes with shuddering hands. Adam stopped me before I had a chance to dress and once again held me to his chest.

“How about right now?” he asked.

I basked in his embrace for a few moments more then slowly inched away from him and shook my head as I struggled into my clothes.

“I’m pretty sure your mother would only understand designer clothes,” I scoffed.

“Or designer jewelry.”

As soon as my head turned, I saw Adam on his knees with a silver band bearing an emerald cut diamond.

And a smile on his lips.

“What… what are you doing?” I asked.

“It’s why I’m bringing you home,” he said. “Because I want to spend the rest of my life with you. And anyone who says otherwise just doesn’t get how stunning… how breathtaking you are.”

I held my breath as he slipped the ring on my finger and fell into his arms. Adam kissed my hair and reached around for my ass, his touch soothing the pain away as I sat, cradled on his thighs and recovered my senses as I nuzzled his nose.

“You couldn’t have told me this before we set off?” I asked before giving him my entire kiss. His tongue twirled with mine, and we fell back to the grass, my eyes on his and still seeing stars.

“But then I wouldn’t get to rescue you again,” he quipped.

“Or have my ass,” I joked.

“We’ll call that a fringe benefit,” he said. “Use it to plan the honeymoon.”

At that moment, I didn’t care where we would go. As long as it was with him, with Adam, it was bound to be a private patch of my very own Garden of Eden.


50. Pink Lace in the Office: Using the Backdoor at Work by Nora Walker

Lucy has had a crush on Mike, her co-worker, for quite a while.  Fearing that she has already been relegated to the ‘friend zone’, she continues to mildly flirt and have lunch with him.  One night after a dinner out, Mike walks her back to the office and ends up showing her a whole new world.

Ever since Mike started working at the office, I had been dressing up a little more and spending a few more minutes on my hair and makeup in the mornings.  He had wavy blonde hair, bright green eyes, and a quick smile that seemed to light up the room.  Oh, and he had muscles on his muscles; definitely not your average accountant.

The other assistants that I eat lunch with do like to tease me and give me a hard time about my crush on the new guy, but I do not care.  I just like looking at him.  And he is so friendly, it is very easy to chat him up.  I have noticed that he does not wear a ring of any kind.  And I certainly do not get ‘gay vibe’ from him.  I have no idea what his situation is but he does respond to my attempts at conversation, and I swear I have caught him looking down my lower-cut tops.

Don’t get me wrong, I am not throwing myself at the guy or dressing like a tramp.  I just want to make sure I am on his radar like he is on mine.

I do not seem him very often.  Since I work in the office and he is often on the road, I do not get many chances to see him.  But it does seem like he seeks me out whenever he is around.

I have been single since my last relationship ended after five years; single to the point of no dates at all.  Just me myself and I.  At first, it was pretty nice, not having to worry about someone else.  But it is getting a little old now.  And the bed is getting colder and colder by the day.

Sure, all my friends tell me I need to get back into the dating scene, but it has been so long.  I mean, five years with the same guy and then no one for almost a year.  How do you jump right back in?  The idea of a first date almost made my tummy queasy.  So instead of just biting the bullet and getting that first ‘first date’ over with, I just kept putting it off.  Maybe if someone asked me, I would say yes.  But to use all of these dating websites and apps and such?  No way in hell.  That method seemed almost too desperate or something, like I could not just go out and meet someone.  But realistically what was the other option?  Picking up someone in a bar?  That certainly did not seem any safer.  And blind dates?  That can just be scary too, to see who your friends think you belong with.

What a mess it was to be single.  So I was settling for flirting with someone at the office.  It seemed safe, almost like training wheels on a bike.  If anything happened, great; if not, it was good practice.  And Mike was very nice to look at and to talk to so I did not mind at all.

So there I was, grinning up at him while his biceps bulged as he leaned on my cubicle wall.

“Did you want to grab lunch or something?” his bright smile flashed as his green eyes danced.

“Sure thing.  What sounds good?”

“I’m up for anything,” I realized just how bad that sounded after it left my mouth.

He ran his fingers through his thick blonde hair and tried to repress the smirk that danced at the corners of his mouth.

“How about something simple?  The deli downstairs?”

Not exactly the best first date ever, but it was a start.

I grabbed my wallet and my cell phone, and we headed towards the elevator as I prayed no one would volunteer to join us.  My luck held out; no one ran after us, and there were no other coworkers in the deli either.

“Want to just eat here?” he grinned as he headed to the ordering counter.

“Sure, that works.”

He ordered a huge French dip sandwich plus potato chips and a soda.  I guess he has to fuel all of those muscles.

I mentally debated my options – do I go with the ‘delicate girl’ salad or do I order what I really want?  I decided to split the difference between delicate and starvation.  I was not one to shy away from food and would be ravenous in an hour if I just ate a handful of lettuce.

About five minutes later, his monster sandwich was served as was my Buffalo chicken wrap.

“Do you like spicy food?” he made idle chit-chat as I sunk my teeth into my lunch.

I nodded, knowing at least enough not to talk with my mouth full.

“Me too, maybe we should go out for Mexican or something sometime.”

Did he just ask me out or what?  God, I’m rusty at this.

I swallowed my bite and nodded again, “Sure, sounds good.”

That was as noncommittal but interested as I could come up with.  That’s a good answer, right?  It was not too enthusiastic but not too dismissive either.  Holy crap, I’m overthinking this.  He just mentioned it in passing.

We chatted our way through the rest of lunch, discussing our coworkers and weekend plans and whatnot.  Turns out he is head over heels about his new puppy which just about did me in.  He was already gorgeous, now he had to be sweet too?

My luck had always been the hot-as-hell bad boy, not the gorgeous guy with a heart of gold.  Was my luck changing or was I just aiming way out of my league?

I mean, I’m not bad to look at, but I usually get ‘cute’ or ‘girl next door’.  In the past, I was always stuck in the ‘friend zone’ which just annoys the crap out of me.  Hell, Mike was probably thinking the same thing -- oh maybe this nice girl has a sexy friend.  We headed back upstairs as all of these morose thoughts plundered my happy mood.

****

I spent the rest of the afternoon sullen at my desk, not from anything Mike did but from my own thoughts.  I am certain he could tell a mood change because I did not see him for the rest of the day, which really did not help my mood.  It was Friday already, so I was glad to escape for the weekend.  After my mood turned so dark, seeing Mike again would only have made it darker.  At five o’clock I closed down, packed up, and fled the building.

I spent most of the weekend in my tee shirt and yoga pants, sitting on the couch watching bad Lifetime movies.  If I am in a good mood, those movies are uplifting and tear-jerking and give you faith in love again.  If I am in a bad mood, those exact same movies will sink me into a gray cloud of hopelessness.  It was the latter this weekend.

On Sunday evening I took a nice long hot shower, and scrubbed my body clean of all the skin cells that were depressed.

After a good rub of cocoa butter, I actually felt better and brushed out my hair as I pondered the upsides of being me.  I had a good job, a decent apartment, a few good friends, and a decent number of acquaintances.  Oh and no boyfriend to tell me what to do or what to eat or what to wear or anything.  I curled back up on the couch in my fluffy bathrobe and tried to think of some ways to get me out of my rut.  I did not have a lot of hobbies; I did not have a lot of money for travel; I was not into the dating scene.  There had to be something that would spark my interest.  I did not come up with any ideas before I went to bed, so I promised myself to think about some things throughout the week.

I showed back up at work on Monday with a much better outlook and a smile on my face.

“There’s that smile!” Mike’s deep voice rumbled at me as I came around the corner.

“Oh hey there,” I gave him a little wave as I headed to my cubicle, trying to act casual and friendly.

“Did I say something wrong over lunch on Friday?  You kinda got quiet,” he was talking in a lower tone of voice so as not to grab the attention of the ‘gophers’ in the cubicle farm.

“No, it wasn’t you, sorry.  That was just me being in my head,” I tried to chuckle as though it was no big deal.

“If you’re sure…” Mike flashed a grin.

I nodded again, “Yeah, I’m sure.”

“In that case, what are you doing for lunch today?”

I laughed genuinely that time, “Not a thing.  You?”

“How about a sandwich in the deli again?”

“Works for me.”

Several hours later we headed down to the deli again.  Mike was chattering on about some kind of sports game from the past weekend, and I was trying to talk myself out of the fact that he just saw me as a buddy.  With his bacon cheeseburger and my turkey and avocado wrap, we split an order of onion rings and discussed our co-workers.

He suddenly broke into the conversation looking nervous.  “Hey, would you be interested in getting a drink after work tonight?”

“What?  Oh, um, sure, that sounds great.  Maybe that Mexican place around the corner?  Their queso is really good, and the salsa is nice and spicy.”

He grinned, “Sounds perfect.  I’ll swing by your desk around five or so.  First round is on me!”

Was this an actual date?  Or just co-workers going to a happy hour?  I have no idea how to navigate a new relationship or whatever this was, let alone one that was happening in the office.

I spent the entire afternoon after lunch wondering about what this all meant.  I had never been aware of him hanging out with other co-workers outside of work.  Then again, he was out of the office so much anyway, that it might happen all of the time and I just did not know it.  Ugh, I was talking myself in circles again, and I had to snap out of it before five o’clock rolled around.

A few minutes before five, I stepped to the ladies’ room to run a brush through my hair and refresh my makeup.  I wanted to look good for dinner but not like I had gone to too much effort.  I skipped the red lipstick and opted for a rose gloss instead.  Polished but not fussy was the look I hoped I ended up with.

He was at my desk promptly at five, and of course, he looked perfectly tousled with his tie off and his shirtsleeves rolled up.  I stuck my cell phone, driver’s license, and a credit card into my pockets and we headed over to the restaurant.

Luckily we were just before the Happy Hour crowd, so we were able to find a table quickly.  We each ordered one of their killer margaritas and several appetizers to share.  I was fully willing to split the food evenly and appreciated the fact that everything was on Happy Hour special.  Mike made considerably more money than I, but I certainly did not want to take advantage of that fact.  Besides, him saying ‘first round’s on me’ sort of implies we are mostly paying for ourselves.

A bowl of queso, three dishes of salsa, and a plate of street tacos later, we were finishing our third margarita.  I was getting way too giggly, and he seemed to be getting friendlier and friendlier with each sip.

“I guess we should go, huh?  It’s only Monday and…” Mike ran his fingers through his thick blonde hair.

“Yeah, I made need a brisk walk before I drive,” I agreed, “Luckily, I have to go back to the office for my purse and stuff before I can go home.”

“I’ll walk you,” he waved his hand as though to imply it was not even up for debate.

Back at the office, I bent over to retrieve my purse from the drawer and felt his hand slowing sliding up the outside of my thigh.

“Lucy?” his voice sounded husky in the dark office.

I turned around and found him right up next to me with his hand now wandering over my backside.

****

When I gasped, Mike dove in to plunder my mouth.  His fingertips dug into my ass and pulled me against him. I felt his warm tongue tickling my lower lip as I threaded my arms around his neck.  He felt as solid as I had always imagined him to be.

My heart pounded inside my ribcage as I felt a telltale twitching against my tummy as his hips thrust forward.  I ran my nails down his sizeable biceps, and he gripped my ass roughly.

“Mike,” I breathed against his lips.

“Lucy… I’ve been waiting for this…,” his voice rumbled in my ear as he raked his teeth down my neck.

“You have?” I was very startled by his revelation and pulled back from his kiss.

“Oh yes, I just…  I just haven’t…  I dunno,” his tanned cheeks were flushing slightly pink.

I chuckled, “Well wait no more.”

He grinned devilishly at me and wrapped both hands around my waist to pull me back against him.

My blood surged warmly inside my body, flowing to parts of me that had not been awakened in a long time.

I felt a little unsexy in my button-down shirt and work slacks, but as his hands roamed over my curves, I was starting to forget about that.

He licked and nibbled and nipped my ear and neck, heating my bloodstream even further.  I felt his fingers tugging at the tucked-in hem of my shirt, and it soon slid free from the waistband.  When his warm hands grazed my lower back, I moaned and squirmed against him.

I raked my nails up his forearms and under the rolled sleeves of his shirt.  His skin was warm beneath my hands, and every muscle seemed to be twitching and flexing at my touch.

He fumbled a little with the first button of my shirt but it popped free, and he continued down the line.  I was so very grateful that I had worn a nice bra and a matching set of panties.  When his gaze fell on the pale pink lace of my bra, his eyes lit up at the generous swell and the stiff little peaks that threatened to pierce holes in the delicate lace.

“Oh you should show these off,” he grinned up at me as he bent towards my exposed cleavage.

I giggled as I buried one hand in his thick hair.  His lips were warm as they tickled along the top of the bra, teasing those little peaks into diamond-hard points.

I pulled his face closer to me, trying to get him to stop teasing, but he just chuckled against my flushed skin and kept nibbling and licking along the borders of the lace.

He finally raked his nails up by back, making me arch towards his mouth.  With a practiced flick of his fingers, I felt the lace release my tits.  He shoved the garment upwards, and my tits popped free of their confines.

When his lips closed around one nipple, I groaned loudly and pulled his face flush against my body.  His lips pinched as his tongue flicked over the tip, and I felt a surge of warmth flood my matching lace panties.  He slid his mouth back and forth from one breast to the other, taunting and teasing and licking until I could hardly breathe.

He slid his mouth back up my throat until it met mine and I kissed him as roughly as I dared.  He dug his nails into the sensitive skin of my lower back, and I groaned again.

I slid one of my hands down between our bodies and found a rather sizeable bulge under his fly.  I gave it a light stroke and a gentle squeeze, and it was his turn to groan.

Apparently, that was the final straw because Mike started yanking my clothing off hurriedly, tossing my shirt and bra in one direction and my slacks in the other.  When I was down to just my pink lace panties, he took half a step back and just stared with this hungry look in his eyes.

I ran my palm over his fly again, squeezing at the tip of his swollen cock.  And suddenly I was just as eager to get his clothes off of him.  My fingers flew over the buttons of his shirt, pushing it back over his broad shoulders and down his arms.  With a nimbleness I was not aware that I had, I also managed to get him out of his slacks just in time for him to kick his loafers off.

I lightly ran my nails up the length of his cock that was bulging under his boxer briefs.  He groaned and thrust his hips towards me, but I just teased and tickled him.  He squirmed when I rolled his heavy balls in my fingertips and pulled his hips backwards so that his cock was out of my reach.

“Oh God, not yet…” he shook his head.

He easily lifted me to the edge of my own desk and stepped between my parted thighs.  When his finger found the damp center of my panties, it was my turn to groan again.

As he hooked his thumbs into the strings at my waist, he dropped to his knees in front of me and took my panties to my ankles.  They got tossed somewhere in the haze of clothing, but when his lips brushed against my smooth, slippery flesh, I forgot all about them.

His tongue parted the flushed folds and ran the length of my pussy as I fell back against the cubicle wall.  The tip of his tongue darted and flicked and tormented the neediest part of my entire body until I felt like I was trembling with need for him.  My tummy quivered, and my thighs tightened in anticipation as I wriggled my hips.

His tongue finally grazed the swollen nub, and it felt like I melted into the desk.

“Oh God… Mike…” I moaned, burying my fingers in his hair again.

He caught my clit between his lips and flicked his tongue over the taut surface until I shattered.  White lights exploded behind my eyes, and I flooded his lips and tongue and chin with my juices.

“Inside me,” I gasped my plea at him.

“I don’t have…” his forlorn face looked up at me sadly.

“Well fuck,” I was still trembling from the aftershocks and from the need for more.

“Well, there is an alternate.  Guaranteed to avoid knocking you up,” the devilish glint was back in his eyes.

“Huh?” My mind was still mushy from the explosive orgasm.

I felt his finger against the puckered opening of my ass, and I gasped.

“Ever tried it?” He stood up as he tickled me with his fingertip.

I shook my head, and my voice trembled as I whispered, “No…”

“Want to?”

His green eyes were full of lust and hope, and for some reason, I trusted that he would be gentle.

“If you go slow,” I whispered my answer.

He reached behind me, and when his hand returned, it had a generous dollop of my hand lotion on it.  He rubbed it against the puckered little rosebud, and I squealed because of the cold shock.

“Sorry,” he chuckled.

His finger there felt strange at first, but the more the lotion warmed up and let his finger slide against me, the less foreign it seemed to feel.  When he first pressed the tip of his finger inside, I gasped.

“Relax, I won’t hurt you,” he whispered in my ear, letting his warm breath and soft lips distract me.

He slowly worked his lotioned finger in and out, an inch deeper with every few strokes.  With his other hand, he was slowly sliding them inside my very wet pussy.  His fingers moved together, and the dual sensations were actually quite amazing -- in and out, slowly, teasingly until I was squirming against both of his hands.

“C’mere,’ he growled at me.

My eyes snapped open, dragging me out of the fog of pleasure.  I was so lost in what he was doing to my body that I had forgotten he wanted more.  He withdrew both hands, and I slowly slid off my desk.  He turned me around and reached in front of me for more lotion.  I could hear that hot slippery sound as he massaged the lotion into his hard cock and I was tempted to help him.  But I knew that that might end the night very quickly, and I was not ready.

I felt the thick mushroom head against that same puckered rosebud, and I braced myself.

“You’ll have to relax a little,” he chuckled again, “otherwise this won’t even work.”

I took several deep breaths and tried to make the muscles relax.  I felt his finger back there again and was able to focus on the teasing instead of what was about to come.

His finger became two as he worked them in and out of my ass until suddenly they were gone, and the swollen head of his cock was back.  His other hand slid forward and started teasing my clit again.  I wriggled and pressed backward into him, and suddenly I felt him inside my ass.

“Oh!” I gasped, trying not to tighten up and push him out.

“There we go, just relax.”

He let my body adjust before sliding in another inch.  He moved slowly, inch by inch, letting me adjust with each motion.  I squirmed against the hand that was teasing my pussy, and he groaned as my hips moved.

I felt him add more lotion to the place where our bodies were joined and he was able to slide in and out with a little more speed.

“Oh God, you’re so tight,” he grunted, sliding his fingers deep inside my pussy.

The dual penetration was startling and amazing.

“I can feel my own cock,” he groaned as his fingers and cock found their rhythm together inside my body.

His palm was grinding against my clit as his fingers were buried inside my pussy and everything felt full and stretched and stimulated all at once.  Without warning, I exploded in a full body climax, soaking his hand and gripping his cock tightly.  My whole body felt hot and swollen and flush, like it was expanding in ripples with all of the sensations Mike was delivering.  I felt my own wetness running down my inner thighs as my pussy clenched his fingers and my ass tried to pull his cock deeper inside me.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned, his hips speeding up as he slid deep inside my ass.

I felt my body holding on tightly to his thick cock, and it swelled further as I groaned and thrashed my way through a toe-curling climax.  His thrusts became faster and more erratic as he neared his own ending.

“Shit, shit, shit,” he mumbled as I shivered with my aftershocks.

Suddenly he yanked his cock out of my ass, and a few seconds later, I felt the hot splashes of his cum up my spine and across my ass cheeks.

I collapsed forward, resting my forehead on the cool desk while I caught my breath.  I heard a soft rustle and then felt him gingerly wiping my back and ass with tissues.  When he was finished politely cleaning me up, he turned me around and grabbed me close to him.

“Lucy,” he whispered in my ear.

I clung to him harder than I probably should have, and listened to his pounding heartbeat under the flat planes of his muscular chest.

“I hope I didn’t hurt you too much.”

I chuckled, “I might sit a little funny tomorrow, but I’m good.”

He pushed a stray curl behind my ear and grinned, “Ok then.”

We finally pulled apart and managed to find all of our discarded clothes.  Well, I found almost all of them except my pink lace panties.  I shrugged and just hoped that if they were that hidden right now, they would stay hidden when everyone arrived into work the next morning.

****

I was worried all night about how awkward it would be the next morning.  Was that just a one-time thing?  Were we now dating?  How did this work when you hooked up with someone from the office?  I had been so long removed from the dating scene, that I would have wondered about things anyway.  But throw in the fact that we worked together?  That was a mess in my mind.

When I got back to my desk in the morning, I felt warm shivers through my body as I stared at the tissues in the trashcan and remembered the sensations that had filled my body.  I still saw no sign of those pink lace panties, but I tried to put the paranoia out of mind (that someone else in the office had found them).

Mike stopped by within the first few minutes with a grin on his face.

“So, lunch at the deli again?”

Instantly I felt better.  At least he was acting like he always did, and within 12 hours of ‘the event’.

“Sure, that sounds great,” I nodded with a happy smile.

We started eating lunch together every day after that.  People around the office noticed, and a few of the other assistants started making snide comments.  I just brushed them off, mostly because it was none of their business as long as we remained professional in the work place.

A week or so later, we went out to dinner and then back to his place.  He had an almost typical bachelor pad, other than the fact that it was actually clean and tidy.  I was pretty impressed, especially when his three-month-old Corgi puppy came bounding up and he fawned all over her.

When the puppy rolled over on her back for tummy scratches, I realized that she had something in her mouth.  Worried she would swallow or choke on whatever it was, I reached over and tried to yank it away from her.

I was laughing pretty hard at her little growls when I retrieved the item.  I looked up and saw that Mike’s tanned face was completely red.

“What?”  I was still laughing at the puppy.

He pointed to my hand that was holding the item.  It was my pink lace panties.  I laughed so hard I cried.  That was about a year ago, and Mike and I are getting married in seven months, and I will be wearing pink lace panties under my wedding dress.
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