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[bookmark: _Toc350681083]Tonight's the Night by Elizabeth
Colvin


 


I've been saving it for you. I know it's a big fantasy of
yours; you confessed as much after our long first night of making love, when we
both lay tangled in the sheets together. I've even showed you my cock, watching
as you squirmed a little, contemplating what it would feel like to take it
inside you. You seemed so titillated that I've done this before, that I seemed
too casual about it. Maybe you thought I'd want to do it right away, and in one
sense I really, really did. But I've saved it, waiting for the perfect moment
to surprise you with it.


 


I know tonight's the night. It's a Friday night; both of us
had long days at work. While you're downstairs making dinner, I take a long hot
shower, feeling my muscles relax and my pulse quicken as I think about what I'm
going to do to you tonight. I step out of the shower, towel dry and take out
the strap-on harness. As I fit the dildo into place and step into the harness,
I picture you splayed before me, taking my cock into your ass. I can feel the
pulse of my pussy as I buckle up the straps of the harness.


 


I put on a t-shirt without a bra and a faded pair of jeans
just tight enough to display the long, hard bulge plainly in front. I go
downstairs to the kitchen, where you're chopping vegetables. Your butt looks so
good in those boxer shorts you're wearing; I get more excited as I come up
behind you, put my arms around you, and grind my crotch against your ass.


 


You tense against me, then relax. I put my lips very close
to your ear and breathe warmly. "I've got a very special surprise for you
tonight," I tell you, just as you realize what the bulge against your ass
means.


 


You catch your breath, squirm against me. I reach down under
the counter and feel your cock swelling in your boxers. I smile and kiss your
neck, satisfied that I've had the desired effect. I back off and go into the
dining room to set the table.


 


All through the delicious dinner, I can see the anticipation
and nervousness on your face. I can see you shifting uncomfortably on your
seat.


 


When we've both finished, I smile and ask if you'd like to
watch some TV. You catch my drift right away; we go into the living room and
recline on the couch. You relax into the soft cushions and I lay alongside you,
careful to place myself in the superior position, atop you, leaning hard,
letting you know that you can't get away. I know you want this; I know you want
it even more than I do. But even if you changed your mind, there's a part of me
that wouldn't care. There's a part of me that would wrestle you down, drag your
ass up high in the air, and give it to you without lube, listening to you
scream as I take your ass with all the force of a heartless, uncaring bastard,
the bastard you so sweetly need me to become. I know there's always a chance of
you backing out, chickening out on me. And there's a part of me that wants you
to, so I can date rape you. You think you can flash that adorable ass at me in
those tight boxer shorts and then not give it up, you tease? Not a chance.
You're going to put out whether you want to or not -- you know it and I know
it, and that's why I'm so fucking wet.


 


You seem to be paying extra attention not to touch my crotch
-- maybe a little frightened of it? But I can see that your cock is half-hard
under your boxers.


 


You pick up the remote and ask what I'd like to watch.
"Start the DVD player," I tell you, and you do. The wide-screen TV is
filled with an image of a gorgeous guy down on his knees, using his mouth on a
woman's strap-on. He's young, younger than you, and she's a standard-issue porn
bimbo. But her strap-on is huge, and he's sucking her cock like it's the
sweetest thing in the world. He's sucking her cock like he's desperate for it.
Her cock is peach colored, just like mine, matching her light skin tone so it
almost looks like she's a hermaphrodite wearing a leather cock ring. Almost
like it's a real cock. Almost like she's going to shoot her cum all over his
face, down his throat. Or is it that she's going to roll him over and shove her
cock up his ass, filling him up with her magical sperm? My pussy is tense, so
tense, swollen with anticipation and hunger, alive with all the possibilities
of having a cock.


 


I feel you squirming. I put my arms around you and kiss your
neck.


 


I'm a little afraid I've gone too far too fast; after all,
I've done this before many times, and you haven't. "Shhhh," I tell
you soothingly. "Don't worry, I'll go slow. You'll open right up for me.
That ass of yours is beautiful. I'll slick you up right before I ram my cock in
you." You tense at my aggressive words -- but then you seem to relax,
knowing I'll take care of you. I always have, and I always will.


 


We sink into the couch and begin kissing, my nipples
hardening under the t-shirt as you run your hands over them. I stroke you
through your shorts, feeling how hard you've gotten -- hard, insistent as you
grind your hips against my hand. You want me to jerk you off? You want me to
suck your dick? On any other night, that's exactly what I'd do -- I'm as
hungry, as savage, as much of a little piggy as you are. I want to suck you as
bad as you want to suck me -- but you need it more.  So tonight I'm the
one who's going to get sucked. You're the little cockwhore, down on your knees
servicing me. You're going to swallow me, deep throat me, and then you're going
to roll over and put your ass in the air.


 


Your hands feel good on my breasts, but I want you to feel
the tool that's going to violate you, make you mine. I take one of your wrists
and push your hand down into my crotch. Your fingers curve around my bulge,
stroking it as if it were a real cock, your body tensing as if every stroke of
your hand reminds you how it's going to feel sliding down your virgin throat,
being pushed up into your virgin ass. I moan softly as if it was really my
cock; the feel of pressure on the base of the dildo is rubbing my clit and I
almost think I could cum. I almost think you could jerk me off. And the best
thing about my cock is that when I shoot my load it doesn't go soft. It just
gets harder, and I get hornier than ever. I stroke your cock as you stroke mine
-- and then, to my surprise, you bend down and unzip my pants.


 


You look up at me, a little scared, a lot hungry. God, you
look like a fourteen-year-old girl about to suck her lover's cock for the first
time -- just like I was, ten years ago, when I did it the first time. It's the
sexiest thing I've ever seen -- your gorgeous face, about to be penetrated by
my hard cock. Your gorgeous face, not knowing if it belongs to a fag or a whore
or a little virgin girl -- just knowing, beyond the shadow of a doubt, that it
belongs to a cocksucker.


 


"You give head, baby? You suck cock? Yeah, I've been wanting
you to suck my cock since I first laid eyes on you. Suck it. Come on, don't be
shy. I won't tell anyone. Just suck it. I know you want to."


 


And you do, looking up at me a little scared at first, but
then giving in as a rush of sudden hunger takes you over. You take my cock in
your mouth and swallow it.


 


It's been a long time since I had a lover who was willing to
play this way with me; I feel my pulse pounding as I watch you savoring my
cock, sucking it. I coax you on with dirty words: "Oh, yeah, you look so
good sucking that... you're so pretty with your mouth around my cock." The
dirty talk seems to heighten your interest, and you slip your hand down between
the straps of the harness to work two fingers inside me, pressing up against my
G-string. I run my fingers through your hair as you bring me closer to orgasm,
getting still closer when your thumb works its way under the base of the dildo
and presses my clit. I could almost believe my cock is real, that you're
sucking me off and I'm about to come in your mouth. The thought sends an
explosion of hunger through me and I come, unexpectedly, all of a sudden, in an
intense rush of sensation. "Oh yeah," I tell you. "I'm coming in
your mouth. Swallow it..."


 


But I'm far from satisfied; my cock doesn't get soft when
you suck it off. Rather, my appetite for more of you has been heightened, and I
guide you onto your back so I can lift your legs up over my shoulders and raise
your ass off the couch. I put my mouth on your balls, totally ignoring your
cock though my mouth is watering for it. But tonight I want to pleasure you
another way.


 


I lick lower and part your cheeks gently, reaching down to
take the dental dam from where I've placed it under the couch, getting it out
of the plastic bag, stretching it between your cheeks. My tongue finds your
musky, puckered hole, wriggling inside as I feel it loosening up. You moan as I
lick my way up and down your crack. I can tell you're ready for me, and I
smoothly reach under the couch to where I've stashed the towel and the lube. I
spread the towel on the couch, then lean back and look at you.


 


"You want this?" I ask, glancing down at my cock.
"You want me to fuck you in the ass?"


 


You nod, hungrily.


 


"If you want to get fucked, get up on your hands and
knees. Put that pretty ass of yours in the air."


 


You do it, positioning yourself over the towel the same way
I've done more times than I could count. You gasp as you feel the cold dribble
of lube between your cheeks; I rub more of it on my hand, warming it before
sliding one finger into your asshole. You're really very tight; it excites me
that you've never done this before. I put more lube on the head of my cock and
rub it all over, then gently nuzzle my cockhead into the cleft between your
buttocks.


 


I use one hand to guide the dildo and one to reach under
you, stroking your cock as I press into you. "Breathe out," I tell
you, and push the head in; you take a sharp breath as you feel it popping into
you. I've selected a particularly small dildo, but it's still a big step for
someone who's never been fucked like this. I feel your muscles tense underneath
me; then slowly you relax and I sink into you, stroking your cock as mine
enters you all the way.


 


Hearing you moan like this makes me turned on all over
again. I could easily make myself come, but now I'm more interested in feeling
your cock surge and spurt in my hand. I lift myself up with one foot on the
couch so I can have more control as I slowly give you my cock, stroke after
stroke. I hear nothing but pleased noises from you, but I'm very careful to go
slow -- however much I want to fuck you harder and harder until you scream.


 


The whole time I'm fondling your cock, feeling it hard in my
grasp, feeling dribbles of pre-come running down from the head. It would be
easier if I made you stroke yourself, but I want to feel it as you come with my
cock inside you. I hear your breath quickening. I pump your cock harder,
sensing your anus loosening as you relax into the sensations, then tightening
as you get closer to orgasm. Then, all at once, I realize you're at the point
of no return. Your body shudders, your cock throbs and spurts in my hand. I
keep stroking, in and out of your ass, back and forth on your cock, until I
hear a gasp from you and know you need me to pull out. I gently ease back,
waiting for your tightened anus to release me of its own accord. My cock slips
out and you let out a relieved sigh. I lay down on top of you, feeling you
slump onto the couch. I rest my cock in the curve of your ass as I nuzzle your
neck and whisper, "Now you're mine. All mine."


 


 






[bookmark: _Toc350681084]Starting Small by Brett Olsen


 


Amy entered the bedroom with her jockey shorts bulging. She
looked gorgeous packed into tight white men's underwear and a snug little
sports bra. The bra flattened her tits and gave her upper body just the hint of
a masculine contour. But it was really that bulge that makes her look different
than usual. It didn't make her look like a guy; her body is too feminine for
that. But with her jockey shorts bulging, my girlfriend could have passed for
something pretty close to a guy in the dark. 


 


And I knew she was going to fuck me like a guy fucks a guy
-- hard and rough and deep and dirty.


 


My wife was going to fuck me with her huge, new cock. It
scared me a little, but it also turned me on.


 


Her new cock was much bigger than mine. In fact, it was
fucking enormous. Amy's eyes always were bigger than her pussy. How did
she ever get me to agree to take a cock that big in my butt? I didn't have to
think too hard about that one; Amy is hot. She looked so fucking hot
with the strap-on bulging her shorts, in fact, that I knew I was going to let
her fuck me just the way she wanted to -- however she wanted to. My wife
was in charge.


 


But it made my butt ache just to look at that giant bulge.
It jutted out hard and firm. With the shaft forced into an upward curve by the
tightness of its white cotton prison, the tip almost stuck out over the
waistband.


 


Amy looked mischievously down at her cock and then at me.
She ran her slender fingers through her short blonde hair. The new haircut was
partially inspired by her decision to buy herself a cock. She'd been talking
about cutting her hair short for summer, anyway, but getting to fuck me in the
ass provided the perfect excuse for her to go ahead and chop it. 


 


The short hair accentuated her tomboy smile. Like I said,
she doesn't quite look like a guy, but she could probably pass. If she did,
though, she'd look underage. 


 


Amy isn't a big girl; she's five feet in socks and a hundred
pounds wet. I thought that maybe that means the size of the cock is surely at
least partly an illusion. After all, an average-sized cock would look huge on a
five-foot guy, right? How would it look on a five-foot tomboy? Maybe her
slender, boyish hips and narrow frame are making the cock seem bigger than it
is. That seemed likely, right? Right?


 


I wasn't sure I cared. My own jockeys bulged as I looked at
her cock. Like I said, Amy's eyes have always been bigger than her holes. Maybe
mine are, too.


 


She rubbed her cock through her jockey shorts. When she did
that, she looked more like a horny teenage boy than ever. She looked like she
was ready to fuck for the first time.


 


I guess in that sense, she was a virgin. But I was the one
who was going to bend over for my wife's new monster. And as turned on as I
was, I was apprehensive.


 


But I knew Amy would do me right.


 


#


 


When Amy first talked about fucking me in the ass, she
teased me about it. She always loves to tease me about it...and about
everything. She's a very playful wife.


 


And this round of teasing was about how big her cock should
be. Amy said, "If we're gonna do this, we're gonna do it right. None of
this 'starting small' nonsense. I wanna be hung."


 


I gulped. "That sounds risky," I said.


 


"I mean, I've never done this before. Maybe we should
start small."


 


Amy smiled and said wickedly, "Did you let me
start small, baby?"


 


"No," I admit, proudly glancing at my crotch.
"But that's hardly my fault."


 


"This isn't about placing blame," Amy teased me
with a smirk. "It's about giving me a cock at least as big as yours. Come
on! Don’t blame me if I have penis envy! You're the one who gave it to me, John
Holmes." She cradled my junk as she said it, and I started to stiffen.


 


I was right, but so was she. I sure as hell didn't have a
choice about whether to let Amy "start small." She was adamant in her
demand that she get a cock at least as big as mine...tit for tat. And I've
gotta admit, that aroused the hell out of me. The fact that Amy wanted to do me
right was almost more of a turn-on than the fact that she wanted to fuck me at
all.


 


So it wasn't a choice, except I could have made the choice
not to get what she'd promised me...her sweet ass. And that was a prize
I was more than happy to work for. If that work involved bending over for my
hot, sexy wife? Well, then. I'd take it like a man.


 


When I say I'm pretty hung, I don't mean to brag. I'm just
stating a simple fact, and any of my prior girlfriends can verify it. It's been
a pleasure and a danger throughout my sexual life, but when I started dating
Amy, her petite frame made it something of a dangerous pleasure.


 


Despite her size, Amy loves big cock -- because she loves
all cock, and the more of it the better. But she'd never been with a guy as big
as me. At least, that's what she said. She might have been trying to flatter me
-- or giving me added encouragement to go slow and be gentle. I didn't need
either flattery or caution...I was used to doing it nice and easy, at least the
first few times. 


 


It was quite a bit of effort getting it in at first. For the
first few times, I had to go real slow and let her breathe through it as she
struggled to accept me inside her. She took it like a champ, though...and loved
it. I've always liked a challenge, she said. Once she'd gotten used to
it, she loved every minute of every fuck. And we fucked with great frequency,
no doubt about it. By any standard, Amy was horny. Her cunt took a long time to
get used to the size of my cock -- but her brain was all but obsessed with it.


 


Even so, it surprised me when Amy said she wanted to try
anal. She'd never been done that way before.


 


At first, I thought she was joking. Then I thought she was
crazy. But she wasn't crazy...she was horny and kinky. Maybe Amy was a little
bit too horny and too kinky for her own good. Don't get me
wrong...I like ass as much as the next man. But Amy and I had a hell of a sex
life. I had no interest in doing something that might hurt her. I didn't want
her to feel like she needed to do that to keep me interested.


 


To be frank, Amy was a little insulted. She told me, I'm
not the least bit worried about keeping you interested. But if you feel like my
ass is too precious for your big, dangerous cock, maybe you want to give me
something of equal value?


 


At first, I didn't get what she meant. Then I didn't believe
she really meant it. I thought she was teasing. But Amy never teases...or,
rather, when she teases, she always makes good. I'll admit, I was a little
afraid of the idea, but when Amy gets started talking dirty, she's very
persuasive.


 


Next thing I knew, she had me face down on the bed, with my
butt in the air and her face planted between my cheeks.


 


It wasn't just that I'd never been rimmed before. I'd never
even had my butt touched, really, before. Not in that way. It was a
wake-up call. How the hell had I been ignoring this part of my body for
my whole life?


 


Amy's eager tongue woke me up. It was warm and wet. It
wriggled its way up my asshole, gently teasing me open as her hand caressed my
cock and my balls. She drooled and spat so she could use it as lube. It wasn't
long before I was about to cum. Just before I did, I felt Amy's left hand
working up between my cheeks. It took over where her tongue had left off...and
it went a lot further. I felt two of her fingers working into me just moments
before I came. It was surprising and shocking, maybe even scary.


 


But oh, holy fuck -- when I shot my load, it was like an
explosion blew through my body. I think I saw stars. I almost passed out.


 


After that, I was hooked on the idea...as was Amy. I said
that she knew her ass better than I did, so if she thought she could handle
me...we could try anal if she really wanted.


 


Amy laughed at me. She knew how much I wanted it now. She'd
woken a sleeping giant...but I had, too. 


 


"Oh," she told me. "That offer's off the
table. Your cock's a hell of a lot bigger than my finger," she teased me.
"If you want my ass, you're going to have to give me yours."


 


My own cock started to get hard. I could tell from the
mischievous sparkle in her eye that she'd decided to play a little game with
me. Apparently she'd been annoyed by my reluctance to give her what she wanted.
When Amy gets annoyed, she thinks up devious ways to get back at me. The
good news is, they're usually hot. They almost always involve sex. The
bad news is, she's really good at taking control...and she not only knows how
to fuck me like an expert. She knows how to mindfuck me.


 


By liking it so much when she put her tongue up there, I'd
practically begged my wife to fuck me in the ass. She felt it was her duty to
give me what I needed. And Amy was more than happy to answer the call of duty.


 


I said, okay, if I had to, I would bend over. She'd
been the one who wanted to do anal...but I was the one left begging for her
ass, and offering mine in return.


 


She insisted on a deal. It was her ass for mine...but she
got to do me first.


 


She wiggled her ass in my face and slapped it. She parted
her cheeks and showed me her pink hole.


 


"If you want this," she told me in a nasty
voice, "you'll have to earn it."


 


That made my dick seriously hard. It felt like it had
been hard ever since.


 


In had definitely been hard, intermittently, all through
this afternoon. We went shopping in the city, hitting several boutiques and
buying some new boots for Amy. The main event of our trip was our final stop: a
sex shop known as Toyland, known for its wide selection of harnesses, as well
as its helpful staff.


 


It was a lesbian-oriented shop, all right, but the hot butch
dykes at Toyland seemed to like the idea of straight wives and girlfriends
giving it to men up the ass. They seemed to take pleasure in my blushing
discomfort as they showed us the ins and outs of different harnesses -- always
talking to Amy, but making sure I was listening.


 


Amy liked to make sure I was listening, too. 


 


"I want something really heavy-duty," she told the
clerks as she patted my ass. "My boyfriend likes it rough." When she
saw me blushing, she added, "It's his first time, but he's kind of a pig.
I don't plan on going easy on him. His sweet little cherry's been asking for
it."


 


I don't know if the dykes thought Amy meant I was a
"pig" as in a "sexist pig," or a "pig" as in the
kind of bottom who craves a really big cock and plenty of it. If it was the
latter, it takes one to know one. I think I'm an awful lot more of the latter
than the former, so I was going with that one.


 


They helped her select a model of harness that would support
the kind of plowing she wanted to give me. They helped her select a cock that
was just about as big as the harness could stand. I could only hope that it
wouldn’t be bigger than I could stand.


 


The harness she picked was a model called The Deep Impact.
It was made for hard fucking. It was a sturdy piece of leather that strapped
tight around her waist and her thighs. It buckled securely and had three
different rings to hold cocks of different girths. As the staff at Toyland put
it, "This one will allow vigorous thrusting. Very vigorous
thrusting, with a very large cock, if you choose."


 


From the wicked look on my girlfriend's pretty face as they
told her that, it was obvious to me she planned on testing that claim, even
before she smiled and said, "Oh, I choose, all right. How big a cock do
you think he can take?"


 


I reddened under the laughing scrutiny of the four or five
women who worked at Toyland. It was a slow day, and they'd all come over to
"help." It was obvious they'd picked up on the vibe between Amy and
me, and not only approved but found it intriguing. Besides, Amy is hot.
They clearly liked her. She'd never been with a woman before, but from the way
she was flirting with the clerks at Toyland, I was far from convinced she
wouldn't be with one pretty soon. Any one of these hot girls would be more than
welcome to do my girlfriend...as long as I get to watch.


 


But that isn't what we were at Toyland for earlier today. We
were there to buy my girlfriend a cock...and the staff was very helpful in
helping her purchase the biggest, hardest cock they imagined my tight virgin
ass might be able to take.


 


One of them, a handsome young punk dyke whose name badge
said "Corey," cautioned Amy. "You might not want to jump right
to using the biggest cock possible," she said, looking me up and down. I
could tell she had to give Amy the warning, to conform to standards of
professional ethics. But I also could tell she liked the way I squirmed.


 


"You could start smaller," Corey said with a cocky
look at me. "And work up to the size he wants."


 


The size "he" wants? It was Amy who was so fucking
hot to make me take a big one. But then, I was the one whose dick pulsed every
time Amy teased me about how deep and rough and hard she was going to shove her
dick into me.


 


"Start smaller? Whatever for?" laughed Amy. She
told them in a naughty whisper: "He's really hung. He didn't let me
start small. I didn't get to work up to his size." Her eyes
flickered over me. "Believe me, if we weren't in public, I'd make him
unzip. I'd make him show you...then you'd understand. We've been going out for
almost a year. I've been taking it regular. Look at that! It's getting harder!
See that? Do you even believe he's been putting that in me? I wouldn't feel
right if I didn't reciprocate."


 


My dick was getting harder, and I wasn't doing much
to try to hide it. There wasn't much I could do, with five employees
watching me. They seemed to like the way my face turned red when Amy tormented
me, but they also seemed scandalized. I couldn't tell if they thought it was
cool or disgusting to have her discuss my big cock in front of them. 


 


But I'll say this much: When your girlfriend brags about how
big your cock is, it's a remarkably humiliating experience -- especially if
she's talking to women who don't seem to much like the flesh-and-blood kind of
cock.


 


And if you're a perv like me, it can be hotter than hot to
have your girlfriend embarrass you in public. I thought she was crossing the
line with the clerks, but it quickly became evident that they were eating it
up.


 


By the time we left, my cock was throbbing. Amy made me
drive. It wasn't easy paying attention to the road with Amy taking her cock out
and feeling it up as I drove. She stroked the shaft and caressed the head, down
low where no one could see it. Then, as we drove on the freeway, she lifted the
cock to her mouth and started to suck it.


 


"You're going to get us arrested!" I said.


 


Amy's mouth came off her new cock. She slurped and
swallowed.


 


"Well," she teased me, "If I do, then at
least I'm already outfitted for my stint in women's prison." She pouted.
"Too bad your cell mate will get your cherry instead of me."


 


"Knock it off," I said, but I couldn’t help but
laugh. I blushed deep. "I've got to pay attention to the road."


 


"Good idea," she said, lowering her new cock and
spreading her legs. She guided the head of her dick up under her skirt. She
rubbed it up her slit and let out a gasp.


 


"My," she said. "That is big. No way
am I ever fucking that!"


 


She saw my wide eyes and laughed.


 


"You're a much bigger person," she said.
"You've got more room in there, baby. It'll be fine." She winked. She
blew me a kiss.


 


"Don't worry," she told me. "I'll make it
fit."


 


#


 


Amy didn't feel like she was asking that much of me. After
all, I was just taking cock in the second of my two available holes, just like
Amy did on a regular basis. One of her holes was just a little differently
placed. At least, that's the way she saw it.


 


But it isn't like Amy was a virgin when we got together.
She'd already fucked a lot. Her pussy may have been pretty tight for a cock the
size of mine, but at least it was well-accustomed to fucking.


 


But my ass wasn't accustomed to anything except the
"usual." I was a virgin back there...hell, more than a virgin. I
didn't even know I wanted it until Amy's tongue slipped in there. I was a
back-door virgin...but not for much longer.


 


#


 


Stretched out on our bed, I was just a few hours out of the
dildo store, and it was time for me to take it like a man.


 


As soon as we got home, Amy had made me go into the bathroom
and do the three enemas we bought at the drug store on the same block as
Toyland. I felt tight and open and empty and clean. I felt ready for
anything...almost. I was about to find out if I was ready for that monster
between my girlfriend's legs. The thing looked bigger and bigger, the closer it
gets...but my cock swelled with excitement as I saw it. I wanted to do this.


 


#


 


Amy came to the bed and stood alongside me, reaching down to
run her hand up my leg and grasp my swelling cock.


 


"You want this, boy? You wanna suck cock?" She was
trying for a gruff, "Daddy" kind of voice, which she's always thought
was hot coming from me. I think it's cheesy, so I only give it to her on
special occasions. She saw from the frown on my face that the voice didn't
work. I didn't wanna get fucked by "Daddy." I wanted to get fucked by
my gorgeous wife, wearing a giant cock.


 


Amy got the picture. She let her girly, breathy, sex-kitten
voice return and said, "Come on, baby. Suck my cock." She groped my
cock with one hand -- and with the other, she pulled down her briefs.


 


Her huge cock popped out of the jockey shorts. Anatomically
contoured, it was exactly the color of Amy's deep-tan flesh. Other than its
size, it looked highly realistic. Her cock was reasonably narrow, and not all
that much bigger around at the head than my own cock. But it was in the length
that made it look so huge. It was twelve inches measured from the base to the
tip, according to the clerks at Toyland. This cock had an exceptional stiffness
to it -- "30% stiffer than our other models!" The additional length
would give Amy more room to work with. "And if you're only going to be
using it with a male partner," said the clerk, "the  depth
shouldn't be too much of an issue. Just be careful." They'd basically said
that I could take twelve inches if she gave it to me nice and slow.


 


I wasn't so sure about that. There was an awful lot of cock.
But their point was that I didn't have to take it all. There was no
reason, they meant, for Amy to fuck me to the hilt. These women didn't know my
wife.


 


And she wasn't only going to be using it anally. Amy had
teased me earlier: "If you wanna take cock, you've also gotta suck
it."


 


And now was the time. It was time to suck my wife's cock.
She put one slender, smooth knee up on the bed...and then she shoved her cock
in my face.


 


I propped myself up just enough to reach the head. I took
hold of the shaft with my hand. I guided it into my mouth and felt the pressure
of Amy's slender fingers on the back of my head. She held my cock with her
other hand, jacking me slowly through my briefs. I was fully hard as I guided
the head of her cock into my mouth.


 


The taste of the silicone was artificial and a little
intoxicating. It felt strange to have a cock-shaped appendage in my mouth, but
when I looked shyly up at Amy and saw her gorgeous body above me, I wanted
more. I opened wide and took it as far as I could in my mouth. There wasn't
much left of my mouth, and plenty left of the cock.


 


Amy purred, "Yeah, you like that, don't you? You like
sucking my cock?"


 


I didn't have to answer. She could feel my response in the
way my own cock throbbed hard in her grasp. Amy let me bob up and down on her
strap-on dick. I drooled all over it. My spittle collected around the shaft and
dribbled over my fingers. I stroked my wife's cock up and down, using my own
spit as lube.


 


"Yeah," Amy purred, careful to use her most
feminine voice, because she knew that was what worked on me. "Get it good
and wet. You know where it's going. Your mouth feels good on my dick, but it's
going someplace real hot and tight next."


 


Leaning over a little as I sucked her, Amy pulled down the
front of my briefs and took out my cock. I could feel her tits on the top of my
head. She caressed my dick lightly as I sucked her. Well aware of how aroused I
was, she only touched my cock gently, so she wouldn't bring me too far, too
fast. The last thing either of us wanted was for me to blow my load
before she even got her dick in me. That would be a particularly humiliating
kind of premature ejaculation.


 


"Take off your top," my wife ordered.


 


I did, lifting my white cotton tank top over my head. To my
surprised, she seized it from my hand and stuffed it in my open mouth. Then she
leaned over me, reached down my back and slapped me on the side of the ass. 


 


"Roll over," she told me.


 


"Yes, Ma'am," I said, my words barely
distinguishable through a mouthful of sweaty white cotton. But Amy knew what
I'd said. It comes from years of hearing me talk with my mouth full.


 


"That's Mademoiselle," she teased me, using
her sexiest girl voice. Although Amy and I are married, she says she'll never
think of herself as a wife. She's never liked being called Ma'am, and I should
have known that. But Amy didn't hold grudges.


 


As I rolled over, Amy pulled my briefs down my thighs to my
knees, then over them and off. I felt acutely naked. Amy planted her knees on
the insides of my thighs and forced my legs open. She grabbed my hips and
pulled my ass up against her. I could feel her cock rubbing my crack. As I lay
there, face-down, ass-up, Amy reached up and made sure the top was well
situated in my mouth.


 


"I can't have you waking the neighbors when I stick
you, baby," she explained. "That’s why I wanted you gagged."


 


Then she licked her way down my back.


 


Amy took her time, planting her mouth in my crack as she
parted my cheeks with her slender fingers. I moaned as her wet, supple tongue
made its way up into me, swirling around my clean asshole. I felt sensitive
still from the water I'd pumped in and out of it less the than an hour ago. 


 


Amy's tongue wriggled deeper into me. My cock gave a jump.
She licked harder, and I moaned into the tank top. 


 


When came up for air from her rim job, reaching up to pull
my tank top out of my mouth -- and then replaced it with my briefs.


 


She laughed, "Here, this'll work better." The
briefs were as clean as Amy's, since we'd both dressed up for the
occasion...but it still felt deliciously humiliating to have my girlfriend
shove my underwear in my mouth. 


 


Amy's body mounted me. She still wore her jockey shorts and
had them tugged down over the sculpted balls of her cock.


 


I heard a click -- then a distant buzzing. I knew from the
clerks at the store that this model had an attachment for an egg-shaped
vibrator, designed to slip into a pouch at the base of the dildo. The harness
would position it perfectly to rub up against her clit. With the base of the
dildo in place, the harness would rub the vibe against her even harder with
each thrust of the cock. "It takes some getting used to," the girls
at Toyland had told her, "But with some practice, you may find yourself
orgasming from being the top in a strap-on play scene."


 


"Just like I'm cumming in your ass," Amy
had pointed out to me in a warm, close-in whisper. The egg-shaped vibe was
attached by vibrators to a control pack harnessed to Amy's hip. Amy, who likes
variety, had opted for the eighteen-speed model.


 


My wife's fingers gently pried my cheeks open. I heard her
squeezing the lube bottle as she added lube to the head of her cock. She'd
decided not to use a condom. The clerks had told her using one was an easy way
to keep her cock nice and clean, but Amy wouldn't have it. "Oh, no,"
Amy had said with a squeeze to my buns. "We always go bareback."



 


She pushed a second finger into me, then a third. Her
fingers felt good. I lifted my ass higher. I moaned in pleasure, the sound
muffled by the white cotton briefs stuffed in my mouth. 


 


Amy's fingers slipped out of me. She added more lube to her
cock and greased it up like a pole. She teased lube-covered fingers into my
asshole.


 


Then she gave an evil chuckle.


 


Just lay back and think of England, baby," she told me
savagely.


 


She brought the head of her cock to my asshole and rubbed it
up and down in my crack. I felt her stretching me open. Her cockhead was not
too much larger than mine. My asshole felt open and clean from the cleansing
and from the gentle stroke of her tongue and the insertion of her fingers.
There was only a short surge of stretching sensation, not quite pain, as my
wife's cock violated my violated my entrance.


 


Then Amy gave a soft moan of pleasure as she slid her long
shaft up inside me. I could feel the buzzing of her vibrator faintly inside me.
It felt soothing...but I could tell it felt much more than just soothing to
Amy. I knew the sound of those moans. If she fucked me this way with that
vibrator going, I was pretty sure she would cum.


 


 


 


I pushed against her, raising my ass to her thrust. She went
slowly and gently inside me, rocking her hips back and forth so it entered me
gradually. It didn't take long. I was ready for it. I'd been ready for it
forever. I brought my ass up to meet her stroke. She jogged her cock back and
forth to ease its passage as inch after thick, hard inch rocked its way into
me, stretching my hole. 


 


I was clean and deep and easy, and Amy had used plenty of
lube. Even as she stretched deep into me with all her twelve inches, I found
myself relaxing. I was intensely turned on.


 


Amy sank deeply into me. Then she pulled back a little. Then
she thrust in again, deeper this time. She started to fuck me more firmly,
pushing up deep until I'd taken her cock to the hilt.


 


Amy grabbed my hand and pressed it between us. She made me
feel the place where we joined. She made me stroke the place where her cock
entered me. I could feel the slick tightness of her harness where it pressed
against my cheeks, the fullness of her shaft as it opened my hole.


 


Amy purred, "Feel that, baby? It's all the way in you.
I'm fucking your ass as deep as I can." She laughed a little. "I
guess you're deeper than you thought."


 


She began to draw back and stroke in more aggressively. As
her cock surged into me rhythmically, she gave me harder strokes as she picked
up speed.


 


I moaned into my underwear as she took me. Amy's moans were
of a higher pitch, and they sounded like she loved this as much as I did. The
steady buzzing from the vibe against her clit probably helped with that. She
spread her legs to get more purchase on the bed. She arched her back, clearly
trying to press her clit more firmly against the vibe, and the vibe against the
base of the dildo. Her breath came quicker and her moans grew louder as she
rubbed and fucked me more aggressively, clearly feeling a physical pleasure as
acute as when I fucked her. She could also feel the emotional
pleasure of fucking me deeply, I knew...and that was the hottest thing of all.
I felt like I'd fully surrendered to her. I felt completely open, totally
owned. I felt controlled. I felt submissive. I felt like my tight virgin ass
was my well-hung wife's fuckhole...and she was using it for her pleasure, not
for mine.


 


Amy reached down between my legs and took hold of my cock.
It had gone soft as I worked to let her penetrate me, but it was growing again.
Her cock got it all the way hard. Her hand was slick with lube.


 


""I guess this is what they call a
reacharound," laughed Amy breathlessly as she stroked me.


 


I was close. Her handjob had almost gotten me there. I was
about to have a powerful orgasm. But Amy was close, too...and to get there she
really needed to fuck me hard.


 


She said, "Finish yourself, baby. I need my hand to
hold your hips. I wanna fuck you real hard. I think I can cum if I do."


 


I spat out my jockey shorts and looked back at her.


 


"Yes, Mistress," I said. The word had just popped
out of my mouth, like the shorts. But it felt right, and Amy gave me a glowing
smile as she heard it.


 


Amy looked more gorgeous than I think I've ever seen her.


 


She guided my hand to my cock, then leaned back, drew her
cock most of the way out, and adjusted her body. When she thrust in again, she
was mounting me from a fresh angle, and the sensations were different...but good.
The sensations of my hand on my cock were more familiar, but equally good. For
Amy, the vibe seemed to be doing its job. Her eyes rolled back in her head as a
girly little squeal burst from her pink mouth.


 


"Fuck, that feels good," she moaned.


 


Amy put up one foot on the bed and straddled my thigh as she
drove down into me at an off-angle. The pressure of the angle made it feel like
she was stuffing my ass till it swelled to bursting...which felt intense, but
good. Meanwhile, I gripped my cock tightly and pumped hurriedly up and down,
feeling it get slippery as the lube from Amy's hand made its way all over my
cock and all over my fingers. I felt the sensation of her cock pumping into my
ass, harder with each thrust. She moaned loudly and whimpered, alternately, as
she surged toward an orgasm.


 


Amy cried out as she came. Her hips started pumping more
wildly. For an instant I felt a flash of discomfort at the sudden urgency of
her pumping, but it was the price of feeling her hot body pumping against me
like that, and I was more than happy to take it...especially since the
discomfort quickly vanished.


 


My own orgasm was close behind. The sound of Amy moaning
pushed me past the point of no return. My cock exploded in pleasure. I shot cum
all over my hand as Amy finished her own climax. 


 


On the last thrust of her orgasm, Amy surged forward to
shove her cock as deep as it would go inside me. I gasped.


 


She put her hand down underneath me. She caressed my
cum-covered hand and cock.


 


"Such a good little butt slave," she told me.


 


She gently withdrew her cock from my ass.  Ripples of
pleasurable but unfamiliar sensation went through my body. I felt an emptiness
in me where her cock had been.


 


My wife tucked her dick away in her jockey shorts. They were
moist from the lube and from both of our sweat, and probably from Amy's juices
as well. She was pretty turned on, and my wife gets wet.


 


Then, with jockey shorts once again bulging -- and wet this
time, my wife stretched out alongside me and held me.


 


I wrapped my arms around her and cuddled her up in my arms
and said "Thank you, Mistress" a couple dozen times.


 


She liked that. Each time, she shivered with pleasure and
kissed my face.


 


We held each other deep into the evening, till we blew off
cooking dinner and ordered take-out. We ate it in bed, feeling dirty.


 


 






[bookmark: _Toc350681085]The First Stroke by Erica Dumas


 


He's been waiting for this moment.
He's been begging for it. If it wasn't for the vagaries of the U.S. Postal
Service, he would have had it weeks ago.


 


The second he sees it, his eyes go
wide and his cock starts to stiffen. Then again, maybe it's that I'm not
wearing much else -- naked except for the harness -- or maybe it's the
knee-high stiletto boots; those were a specific request, too. Those I bought on
Haight Street, for way too much money, I thought at the time. But when I see
the way his cock stiffens, his eyes flickering from boots to my cock to my
breasts to my face -- then back again, several times each second, it seems -- I
know it wasn't too much money at all. I know I would have paid more, because
this moment, like the commercial says, is priceless.


 


I walk slowly over to the edge of
the bed, looking him up and down as he looks me. His cock is fully hard now,
which always makes me wet. But there's plenty more to come that'll make me wet,
because I'm going to have him in a way he's never been had, in a way I've never
had a man.


 


I don't even have to tell him what
to do, but I want to. "Suck my cock," I say, and it's the first time
I've ever said it like that. "Suck my dick," sure, it's a common insult,
whatever the sex of the speaker. But that word, "cock," is so dirty,
now, that I just have to use it. "I said suck my fucking cock," I
say, and he is on me in an instant, rolled onto his belly so he can lean over
the edge of the high bed, placed -- as I've discovered numerous times when he
was the only one in the bedroom with a cock -- right at crotch level.


 


Of course, the six-inch heels
equalize the height difference between us, even if they make me slightly less
stable.


 


His mouth opens wide and he takes
in my cock, sucking it. Just a small one -- we wanted to start with a
reasonable size. But long enough to make him gag a little, as he attempts to
deep throat on the first stroke.


 


"Not much of an experienced
cocksucker, are you?" I ask him. Seeing him blush is delicious. His lips
come back to the head and he licks it all over, lavishing affection on the
realistic silicone appendage. I grab his hair and push him more fully onto my
cock. "Real dominant," he'd said, "make me suck it." Not
exactly "force me," but "make me," which sends a shiver
through his body and makes him suck me with sudden urgency. His lips move up
and down on the shaft, covering the ridged cock with glistening saliva. I moan
softly. As if it were a real cock, which at the moment it feels like. I could
swear I can feel his tongue working on it. Especially when I start to move my
hips.


 


He gags again when the head hits
the back of his throat. I thrust deeper. He chokes and pulls back. "Turn
over," I tell him. "Spread your legs."


 


He slides his mouth off my cock
and rolls over. I make a "turn-around" gesture with my finger, and he
obediently does it, spreading his legs so his knees are bent at the edge of the
bed. I reach out and take his cock in my right hand, caressing it at first and
then caressing it while I stroke my own cock with my left. Something about the
juxtaposition feels good. When I press down just so on the dildo, I can feel
the base of it against my clit. I press harder and moan. His cock gives a
little pulse. I want him. I want to have him, the way only a woman can have a
man.


 


I reach out to the nightstand for
the lube. I drop the bottle onto his belly, and he breathes hard, knowing
exactly what's coming. He looks a little scared, his eyes roving over my cock.


 


"It's not like you didn't ask
for it," I say, not sure whether I should have used the flirtatious tone
and the little smile or if I should have slapped him across the face and jeered
at him. But it doesn't matter, because he's grabbing the lube and drizzling it
over the head of my cock. He gets it slick and slippery.


 


I reach down to grab his legs.


 


I pull them high up into the air.
He is much bigger than me; I couldn't yank him to the edge of the bed if I
wanted. But it feels like I pull him, because he slides so easily, pushing
himself toward my cock.


 


When his ass is right at the edge,
I dip slightly and guide my cock between his cheeks. I make eye contact with
him as I circle the head against his hole, and the look of excitement --
seasoned with the gentlest hint of fear -- makes me hungry.


 


I move my hips forward and slide
into him. He gives a little gasp as the sculpted head goes in. Then he's
pushing himself onto me, as I'm meeting his thrust with mine. It goes deep --
as deep as it can go, his ass taking me right to the hilt.


 


I start to fuck him.


 


My hips move awkwardly at first,
acclimating slowly to this new task -- usually, it's the other way around. But
it's pretty much the same motion, and I thrust into him more swiftly as his ass
opens up for me. I reach down and touch his cock, stroking it for a moment,
thumbing the head, but I can feel from its hardness and the leaky slickness at
the top that if I do much more of that he's going to come. And I want to fuck
him for a long, long time.


 


But I also want to fuck him
harder, and when I lean down into him, pressing my body against his, I lose my
balance if I take my feet off the floor. I reach out and grab his wrists before
I put my feet back down. I press his hands to my tits, and he fondles them while
I fuck him. He pinches the nipples gently and I swear if I just rubbed a little
I could come.


 


After thirty, forty, maybe fifty
thrusts, he's increasingly uncoordinated. I lean back and he lets go, my
nipples still tingling from his pinches.


 


He's groping at the bed, now, not
sure what to do with his hands. Finally he slips one finger into his mouth and
bites it, in a bizarrely girlish gesture. That makes me fuck him harder. He
arches his back on the bed and now both hands are digging into the satin
comforter. His head rolls back and his moans grow louder. I fuck him faster.


 


His cock pulses, the muscles
tightening with each thrust I give him. I can't resist any longer. I reach out
and grab his cock and stroke it. 


 


His head rolls wildly. He makes eye
contact with me and I know it's imminent. I know so well how to jerk him off,
except usually my cock's not deep in his ass when I'm doing it. Watching it
fascinates me. I love to see his cock pulsating, his come jetting onto his
belly as he moans. When he comes, now, he moans louder than ever, and the
half-dozen streams coat his belly and chest. I fuck deep into him while he
finishes, and he's shivering with pleasure.


 


I don't slide out of him for a
long time, just caress his soft cock and run my fingers through the come all
over his belly. When I do slide out, he gives a little gasp. I unbuckle the
harness and let it fall around my ankles, my glistening cock projecting
obscenely between the pointy patent-leather toes. I climb onto the bed and kiss
him, feeling the slickness of his cooling come all slippery between us.


 


His mouth is ravenous, which tells
me what he needs. A woman with a cock, of course, is what he asked for. But
even without the cock, I'm still in charge, and I want to come. I spread myself
on the satin comforter and his mouth is against me, servicing me again -- this
time my clit, licking me in just the way he knows will make me come. I grip his
hair, just enough to encourage him, and it's only a few minutes of his expert
tonguing before I come, hungrily, not realizing until I've finished coming that
I've done the same thing he did -- slipped one finger into my mouth and bitten
it, girlishly.


 


I draw him up onto me, kissing him
and tasting my sex. I cup my fingers around his ass cheeks, touching his hole,
thrilling to the feel of where I've just fucked him.


 


Which is when I realize that he's
hard, again, already. It doesn't take much coaxing to get him inside me, and as
he slides in, from the first stroke I have a new appreciation for the
experience -- having now been on the other side for the very first time.


 


The first of many, I'm sure. When
he comes, I pull him deep inside of me and sigh. His kisses taste like me, and
his cock feels better than ever before.


 


 


 






[bookmark: _Toc350681086]A Little Push by Felix D'Angelo


 


How did I let her talk me into this?


 


As "Bolero" pounded slowly toward its climax,
Carrie stretched out on the bed with legs spread wide, thick pillows tucked
under her hips. This position tipped her perfect ass upwards at just the perfect
angle. Her asshole, glistening and virgin, beckoned to me from between her
slightly spread pale pink cheeks. It was wet from my spittle; I'd spent the
last forty-five minutes rimming the hell out of her while I fingerfucked her
senseless, two orgasms' worth; that's why immediately under her ass, her cunt
was pink and dripping. There'd been no lube so far, just my tongue, buried deep
in her ass. I snapped on the glove, I popped the top on the tube of think anal
lube and saw Carrie's pretty face regarding me over her slim shoulder; she
reached back and gently parted her ass-cheeks, displaying her asshole to me
shamelessly.


 


"You're not having second thoughts, are you?" she
purred wickedly. "Come on, babe... you know you want it."


 


Did I? I wasn't sure, but I did know I couldn't resist it.
The taste of her musky ass filled my mouth; with each stroke of my tongue my
cock had throbbed harder, my lust for her tight virgin asshole growing. I
locked eyes with my girlfriend as I glorped lube out onto my fingers and began
to massage it into her asshole.


 


She was snug, even with the long strokes of my tongue; by
the end there, my tongue had been deep into her back door. But just one finger
made her gasp, and the snug cinch of the sphincter around my middle finger sent
a wave of hot desire through my body; Christ, I wanted to fuck Carrie's ass so
motherfucking bad...


 


I withdrew my finger.


 


"I can't," I said.


 


"Is it the music?" she asked. "I've got David
Bowie--"


 


"No, I just can't," I said.


 


"Can't?" pouted Carrie. "But my ass, Jack...
my virgin tight ass..." she wriggled her perfect apple cheeks back and
forth, clenching, releasing, slipping one middle finger down to caress her
crack; then she whimpered as she began fingerfucking her own ass, and -- 


 


"Fuck it," I said, and lurched forward.


 


"My sentiments exactly," said Carrie, letting me
nudge her finger out of the way to replace it with my own, rubber-clad, slick
with lube, gently working her open to be quickly replaced by a second, which
made her gasp and hiss and whimper, rocking her hips as she pushed herself onto
me.


 


"Cock, baby," she moaned softly. "I want your
cock."


      "We're supposed to go
slow."


 


"Then I want your cock slowly."


 


"You're getting it." It wasn't so much that I
worried about hurting my girlfriend -- I did, but then Carrie was very much
capable of letting me know if something didn't feel right. Quite the contrary;
I worried -- no, best not to think about that now.


 


I worked in a third finger, and Carrie pressed back onto my
hand, sliding rhythmically back and forth like she was giving a lap dance. Her
muscles clenched tight and I let her relax as I worked all three fingers in
deeply, till they formed a little heart-shape, holding her asshole open
stretched and eager.


 


"I think I'm ready," she said. "I want your
cock."


 


"Do you want a condom?"


 


She made a disdainful noise and a sour face. "Fuck no.
We're tested, remember?"


 


"Wouldn't it be smoother?"


 


"Than your cock? I don't think so," she said.
Then, deep, hot in a low, sensuous purr: "I want your cock naked inside
me, Jack... put it in already, will you?"


 


I leaned firmly forward. My cock, still wet from her spit,
slid easily into my grasp and as my fingers went softly slurping out, I felt
the snugness of her asshole up against my naked cockhead.


 


"Breath in deep, and then--FUCK!" 


 


She gave a little push back onto me, whimpering. My cockhead
popped in, and she made a bestial sound as she pushed her snug ass slowly down
my shaft, looking over her shoulder to make sure I saw the rapturous expression
on her face as she took me into her virgin
hole.          "You were
saying?" she asked me.


 


My eyes rolled back into my head. I fumbled the wet rubber
glove off of my hand and threw it on the floor. I let her snuggle down onto me,
and gradually acclimate herself to the bulk in her hole. She started
clenching-releasing, clenching-releasing, each time relaxing more. I felt a
quick rubbing and realized she was stroking her clit fervently, 
periodically dipping two fingers into her cunt. When she did that I could feel
her ass tighten, even feel the pressure, a little, of her fingertips against my
cock.


 


"Bolero" rose in mounting rhythmic fuck-sounds;
things were getting serious.


 


"All right," she said softly. "Now fuck
me."


 


I started slowly, gradually, working in and out inch by
inch, shocked at how different ass felt than a cunt. As I came partway out, she
smeared lube on me with the hand that wasn't on her pussy. Then,
"Harder," she begged, and I gave it my best, thrusting deeper until
her asshole was around the very base of my cockshaft, then drawing back until I
almost slipped out. I leaned forward, pinning her down so I could get more
leverage with my hips. I started thrusting, slowly then quicker, quicker,
quicker, as Carrie squirmed under me, the thrusts getting easier with each
stroke. I was close -- fucking close, fast as hell since her ass was so tight
and the turn-on was tangible. 


 


"Um -- I'm ready -- you want it --"


 


"Yeah, yeah, up my ass," she said irritably, breathlessly.
"Come in my ass. Wait -- not -- not yet --"


 


She rubbed harder, almost violently; I struggled to hold
still while she went at it. Then she let out a low keening wail and her ass
tightened rhythmically; she gave a yelp of surprise as my cock popped smoothly
out. 


 


"Back in," she pleaded, and I worked it back in.
Her ass was still spasming as I drove deep inside her and started thrusting. In
another moment I started to come, giving a girly little whimper as I gripped
her hair and pounded her ass. Borne into the bed by my weight, Carrie lifted
her ass to meet my thrusts. Her ass went slick with my semen.
"Bolero" screamed its final whining cacophony, yowling to its violent
end.


 


I grunted. I finished. Her cunt and ass were still
twitching, little "Oooh" sounds escaping her lips as she felt the
afterglow of her orgasm. After a time I rolled off of her, lay on my back
panting. Affectionately, she snuggled on top of me.


 


The CD started again: Bum, da da da, ba da da da da da bum
da da da... Christ, was Carrie really going to tell people for the rest of her
life that she lost her anal virginity to the strains of motherfucking
"Bolero"? Adding insult to perversion, though I admitted the rhythm
was mildly soothing, however much my ass-cheeks were clenching.


 


She must have read worry on my face; she gave a broad grin,
giggling evilly. 


 


"Oh, don't be nervous, baby... it was my first time,
and tomorrow it'll be your first time." She laughed.


 


"Tomorrow? I thought we said 'some time.'"


 


Carrie gave me her best innocent face. "Come on, baby,
you're not going to make me wait, are you? I didn't make you wait... well, not
very long, at least. Please?"


 


"All right," I said. "I guess so. If you're
sure it won't--"


 


"No, it doesn't hurt, baby. And you know you want it.
Or at least you know you're curious about it."


 


I shrugged, trying to play cool.


 


"Don't give me that," said Carrie, and kissed my
chest wetly, with lots of tongue. "Of course," she breathed, "I
would never want to do anything to you that you weren't totally into. You can
always puss out... and go back on your word... and get your girlfriend to give
up her ass, but be chicken to --"


 


"Forget it," I said. "I'll make good on our
bargain."


 


Carrie gave her most mischievous grin, her whole body seeming
to hum with excitement from the prospect -- or maybe it was that she just got
fucked in the ass.


 


"Would you... show me?" I asked.


 


Carrie looked surprised.


 


"I mean, you already bought it, right?"


 


"Yeah, but I thought... I figured we'd wait until..."


 


"Please? I'm just curious."


 


"Sure," she said. "That's hot. You don't
want..."


 


"Tonight? No. I just... I'd just like to see it."


 


"Maybe suck it a little?"


 


"Suck it? That's weird." I grinned.


 


"Men," she said, smiling. "All right. Fashion
show. You wait right here, baby." She got out of bed.


 


Carrie's campus apartment has shared baths between each pair
of bedrooms. She seized a black plastic bag with a dog-collar logo from the
decrepit particleboard laminate wardrobe, and paused at the door.


 


"Don't go anywhere," she said, and shut the door
behind her.


 


I rolled over onto my belly, felt immediately self-conscious
-- since that put my ass in a direct line-of-sight from the bathroom door. I
rolled onto my side. My cock ached from the fuck; Carrie's asshole was tight,
and the heat of my first anal fuck was as hot as the excitement of taking
Carrie's anal virginity.


 


But with Carrie, nothing is ever simple; what's more, she's
fantastically persuasive. When I'd made my thoughts clear -- that anal sex was
fucking hot, and I couldn't wait to do it -- she conceived of a bargain. She'd
never done it before, but she would. I could be the man to initiate her into
the pleasures of back door love. If I'd offer her the same consideration.


 


Oh, don't get me wrong. I played hard to get. I blushed,
hemmed and hawed, wasn't sure I could do that -- still wasn't. But the night
she suggested it, fuck! how my cock swelled and throbbed. 


 


Ever since then -- three weeks, now, long enough for her to
buy a strap-on and me to read three neurotic books on safety, tips, guidelines
and precautious -- I'd been half-obsessed, careening wildly between imagining
Carrie's tight ass snugged around my slick cock, and her cock, buried deep --
motherfucker, I couldn't even think about it without popping a hard-on, which I
did, and before I knew it I was stroking -- my cock wet with lube and Carrie's
ass, my ass feeling suddenly hungry. My cock was sore, the tip stung slightly,
and still I fucking stroked it, reaching back to touch my own firm cheeks --
good God, was I a pervert?


 


"Baby?"


 


"Patience!" she cried back. "This thing's not
sweats and a god damn T-shirt, Jackie Boy, and it's not attached to me!"


 


"Sorry," I said meekly.


 


I went back to stroking gently, almost hyperventilating. I'd
decided: Why put off until tomorrow... my cheeks clenched. I squirted lube and
reached back there.


 


I was tight -- tighter than Carrie. Two fingers took some
work to get in. Three was almost impossible at first. Four -- well, once I'd
done three, four seemed like an awesome idea, and then I was fucking, wetly,
eyes rolling back into my head. I was clean, I'd seen to that, knowing this was
a possibility -- since my vivid fantasies had me doing just this, fucking
Carrie's ass and then... oh fuck. I thrust fingers deeper, pumped my cock, felt
my asshole relaxing...


 


"Bolero" was pulsing louder.


 


"Baby?"


 


"God damn buckles! Just a minute."


 


I watched, panting and stroking, as I waited for the door to
open. The CD had started over before it did; she sashayed out adorned and
gussied; I stared gape-mouthed as her eyes flickered over my lube-slick cock.
I'd slid my fingers out of my ass, and was caressing my prick with both hands.


 


"You like, I guess," she said.


 


"Those boots!"


 


"They match the harness," said Carrie.


 


"Expensive?"


 


"I hope my Dad doesn't check his credit card statement
this month. I'm just saying."


 


Her hand went gliding slowly down her body, fingers nuzzling
her tits, her belly, then circling the big flesh-colored cock jutting out of
her harness.


 


"It looks so real," I said, sitting up on the edge
of the bed.


 


She stroked her cock as she made her way across the bedroom,
spike-heeled patent-leather knee-high monstrosities spearing lube packets and
discarded comic books. "I thought... you know, smooth, purple or
something, that'll be less, er, real. But then... you know, there's something
hot about how it looks like a real cock. Isn't that kind of hot, Jackie?
Jackie? Oh, my..."


 


My mouth engulfed the head of her cock and I felt a powerful
charge of excitement go through me. Oh, fuck, I was actually going to do this.


 


I took her cock down easily to the back of my throat, my
head bobbing up and down as she ground her hips forward. It wasn't just the
anal sex books I'd learned from; never having seen her strap-on before, I had
already gauged the angle of the base. Line drawings can be so helpful. I
calculated its proximity to Carrie's clit, which, let's be frank, I knew the
location of pretty god damn well. I started sucking, hand around the lower
portion of the shaft, got the base of the dildo tight against Carrie's clit,
and -- drunken sailors never moaned so loud when street whores' throats went
tight around their cockshafts.


 


I felt wires, but didn't think twice about them; I was too
fixated on sucking Carrie's strap-on. I started working fervently, my hand
around Carrie's firm body, gripping that perfect ass I'd just fucked and
pulling it hard against me cock down my throat. She held me, her crotch against
my face, her hands gripping my hair as I struggled to keep her down as deep
inside me as I could.


 


"I've been practicing," I rasped when I came up
for air, which was not for a good long time.


 


"You little whore," she said. "You've been
playing hard to get."


 


Don't make me beg, I thought. I'll puss out.


 


But she didn't she just let me suck and suck, my own cock
throbbing, until I looked up at her with big wide eyes and she gave me a little
push onto the bed.


 


"On your knees, lover," 


 


"But you said tomorrow," I whined with a vague
smile, even as I obeyed her push and got on my hands and knees.


 


She got behind me.


 


"But your ass says now, now, now." She didn't
bother with a glove; she'd trimmed her nails short. I'd left the lube
half-opened, leaking goo onto her pillow; I groped after it, handed it over my
shoulder, and felt a cool slick stream joining the thick coat that still
greased my asshole.


 


I made girly sounds as her fingers worked into me. Carrie's
fingers were considerably narrower than mine; she got two, three, four in
there, easy as pie, and then before I even knew it a shockingly realistic dildo
was up against my asshole and my eyes went wide with momentary fright.


 


Then with a little push, my girlfriend entered me. The cock
was not enormous, but she had not gone mini, either; it was healthy in its
thickness and my asshole opened slowly. But she got it in, a little push,
another, another, another, sliding easily back and forth until Carrie's thighs
settled tight against mine and I could feel her cock all the way in my ass.


 


Between pulses of "Bolero," I heard a click, then
a buzz, felt a throbbing. Carrie moaned.


 


Holy fuck. She was going to fuck me till she came. Just like
a real assfucker -- just like me, in her ass, that gorgeous ass flexing and
releasing with every thrust of her cock into me, an ass filled with my cum --


 


I started stroking.


 


Carrie moaned louder, one hand steading herself on the small
of my back, the other working the wired vibrator, varying its pulses as she
teased herself to climax as the music built louder and louder to cacophony.


 


Then she came, her thick cock pounding deep inside of me,
her thrusts matched to the spasmodic jerks of her orgasm, shuddering pleasure
raging through her cock and into my ass. The assfuck gave every possible hint
of realism except her cum pumping -- and I provided that part, hot streams
shooting over my hand and arm, soaking the bed as I cried out. Whether she came
first or I did, I really don't know, because she was making noises for a good
long time as she drove me down into the bed and bit deep into the flesh of my
shoulder and neck, leaving hickeys, I was sure of it. When she was good and
done and sated, she switched the vibrator off and I felt the buzz dissipate.


 


We lay like that through another half-playing of the CD, as
Carrie's hot breath ruffled my hair and her fingers caressed my arms.


 


"Are we even, Jackie baby?"


 


"I don't know," I said. "You've got a pretty
awesome asshole, baby. Maybe a few more times should do it..."


 


With a little push, I eased her out of me.


 


 






[bookmark: _Toc350681088]Strap-on Morning by Dexter
Cunningham


 


It was early on the morning of our wedding anniversary when
Katie woke me up for a surprise strap-on fuck.


 


She did it the way she usually wakes me up...with her
perfect body rubbing up against mine and her beautiful lips uttering a feral
growl. 


 


It's a sound that always tells me that Katie wants sex. And
Katie wants sex all the time...especially in the morning. Especially very early
in the morning.


 


This time, I don't just mean it was early in the morning.
I mean it was motherfucking early in the fucking morning, and Katie was
ready to fuck. Katie's a morning person, you see. She wakes up early and often,
and she always wants to cuddle when she does. And when I say
"cuddle," I mean "fuck."


 


That's where the problem begins. Katie rarely gets what she
wants because I'm her husband, and I’m not a morning person. In fact,
the very idea of sex in the morning bewilders me...most of the time.


 


Don't get me wrong; I get morning wood just like any other
healthy red-blooded man. In fact, most mornings I wake with a  boner,
which Katie often takes as an invitation to start stroking, sucking, or even
fishing around for a condom.


 


And most mornings, as long as Katie's willing to do all the
work, as far as I'm concerned she can go to town.


 


"Just don't wake me up," I often joke. But it's
really not a joke.


 


On the morning of our anniversary, though, my wife wouldn't
take no for an answer. She had her hands all over me, her tongue against my
naked chest, her lips locking tight around first one nipple, then the other, as
her tongue worked fervently over them. That that good for a while through the
sleepy haze of barely being awake. But when she started to bite like the feral
beast that she is in the mornings, it was too fucking much for my sleepy brain.


 


"Hey!" I said irritably. "What the fuck time
is it?"


 


Katie said guiltily, "About five-forty."


 


"Five-fucking-forty?" I groaned. "It isn't
even light out!" I tried to push Katie away, but she was like a cat
insistent on morning pets. I told her, "I promise I'll fuck your brains
out. Soon."


 


"When?" she asked, her perfect lips against my
neck, her breath warm and hungry.


 


I rubbed sleep out of my eyes.


 


"Let's say eleven-thirty?"


 


Katie pursed her lips. She frowned. She didn't look hurt,
exactly. She looked more like she was panicking -- like she couldn't possibly
wait that long or she would go crazy. This is an ongoing theme with Katie; when
she wants to fuck, that girl wants to fuck. Making her wait can be
hazardous to your health.


 


But it wasn't even light outside!


 


""Seven," she said, as a counter-offer.


 


"Eleven-thirty!" I said furiously.


 


"Seven-thirty," she smiled.


 


"Eleven," I said miserably.
"Ten-thirty?"


 


Katie changed her mind and smiled viciously.


 


"Now," she said. Her tongue traced a path
around one of my nipples. "You know what day it is?" she asked me.


 


"Of course I know," I told her, irritated.
"Happy anniversary."


 


"Happy anniversary," she said, her voice rich with
invitation. "Did you get me something, baby?"


 


I frowned. "Of course," I said. "But weren't
we talking about going back to sleep?"


 


Katie pouted. When Katie pouts, the world comes to a halt.
Katie traces part of her lineage on her father's side to the Caribbean and to
Africa beyond. From those moderately distant relatives, she inherited these
irresistible lips, naturally bee-stung and positively munchable. When she
pouts, they're almost enough to wake a man from a dead sleep and give him a
hard-on. Almost.


 


But she'd already taken care of the hard-on part, with her
hand down the front of my white cotton boxer briefs and her tongue on my nips.
I was quite erect. Katie's fingers, gentle as they were, remained insistent as
hell.


 


But I did have a hard-on, so Katie knew she'd
basically won. When she conjures that monster, Katie can get me to do almost
anything.


 


And she knew it. So she shamelessly teased me, taking
pleasure in knowing she had me in the palm of her hand -- or, at least, she
would soon.


 


She said, "Yes, baby, we were talking about
going back to sleep." As she spoke, she rubbed her half-naked body against
me, cotton-on-cotton and flesh-on-flesh. "But now we're talking about
whether you bought me a present for our anniversary."


 


"I told you," I said. "Of course I did. Now
go back to sleep."


 


"'Cause I bought you something," Katie said
wickedly. "Something good. Daddy's pretty sure you're going to like
it."


 


I tried to shut my eyes and fall back asleep, but Katie was
already mounting me, rubbing her cotton-sheathed pussy up against my  the
front of my stretched, briefs and the swelling boner beyond.


 


Katie and I never sleep nude. The truth is, we're too hot
for each other. I make a lot of noise here about how Katie always wants sex in
the morning, but the truth is, I match her boner-for-boner at night. I'm a
night person, very much unlike my wife. Katie conks out about eleven at the
latest. I get horny around midnight. My open invitation to Katie for sex in her
morning -- "Just don't wake me up!" -- goes double for her. She's
given me more than an open invitation; she thinks it's hot if I fuck her while
she's asleep. And I'm just as likely as her to wake up with a hard-on --
metaphorically speaking, on her part, of course. There have been plenty of
times when I couldn't resist playing a little with my sleeping wife, and Katie
awakened with me all over her...or didn't awaken at all. Like I said...I've got
an open invitation. Katie just wants to hear about it later.


 


But the problem is, Katie isn't on the pill.


 


That's why we sleep in cotton. It's just a little bit too
easy for a horndog like me to find myself half-awake and horny, barely knowing
what we're doing. Early in the relationship -- after we moved in together, that
is -- there were nights when Katie and I both slept nude...and awakened to the
feel of naked cock in naked pussy. We've talked about her starting the pill,
but she's a hippie at heart and hates the idea of hormones. Neither of us
really minds condoms, as long as we can wake up enough to put them on. And
there's something so fucking hot about how my wife looks in white cotton,
sleeping, which is often all that prevents us from going into high-risk land.


 


Don't get me wrong...it's fucking hot to find
yourself half-awake and barebacking in the middle of the night. Sleepy sex is a
pleasure, no question about it. But it's much safer if I have to, at the very
least, pull a pair of panties down before I enter my wife. 


 


White cotton seems to be key -- something comfortable and
comforting, sexy in its way but not overtly provocative. We tried sleeping with
Katie in sexy little nighties, see-through and skimpy...but it was all too easy
for her sleepy husband (me) to nudge those barely-there panties or that
ephemeral nightie to the side when he found himself insensible and atop her in
the middle of the night.


 


Finally, we settled into a routine of sleeping in simple
white cotton, which we both find hot...but not too hot. Last night had
been no different. 


 


On this very early morning of our anniversary, I was wearing
snug white cotton boxer briefs that hugged the front of my boner. Katie wore
full-coverage panties, white cotton with girly little hearts all over them, and
a white cotton camisole. It cupped her ample tits, which showed through the
cotton quite pleasantly, her nipples erect from arousal and plainly on display.
Her pussy was damp enough that I could feel its warmth and its moisture through
the front of my briefs as she rubbed herself onto my cock. She'd gotten me
quickly worked up enough that I'd left a soft wet stain on the front of my
shorts. But by the time she called herself "Daddy," I was getting so
hard that the tip of my cock stuck just over the white cotton waistband,
peeking out insistently.


 


"Wait," I said, as it struck me what she'd said.
"Daddy?"


 


Katie couldn't resist the sight of my cockhead sticking out
just asking to be handled. She pulled down the waistband of my briefs. She slid
down under the covers and brought her full, perfect red lips to my cock, warm
breath pouring everywhere.


 


She stopped short, teasing me.


 


"It isn't even light out," I said helplessly.


 


Katie went on teasing me. Her mouth didn't make contact. I
felt her warm breath all over my cock and balls. Her her tongue inched out.
With the very tip, she drew a path from the end of my cock down across the
glans, and then quickly back and forth at the most sensitive spot.


 


Katie is an inveterate tease, and she's really fucking good
at it. That little lateral stroke across my glans was enough to make my back
arch. My ass pressed into the soft, sleep-moist bedsheets.


 


"Oh, fuck," I moaned. "That feels good."
Breathless, I repeated my question. "Did you just say 'Daddy?'"


 


Katie ignored me.


 


"I said I got you something," she teased.


 


I lifted the sheets so I could look down into her pretty
face, shrouded in the darkness of the covers. Outside, the sun wasn't up yet,
so the wicked smile on Katie's pretty face was illuminated only by the soft
green glow of the nearby alarm clock.


 


"Did you just call yourself Daddy?" I asked.


 


Katie ignored my question again. She cradled my balls and
squeezed a little, just to get my attention. It worked.


 


"I said I got you something good," she
teased me. "Something really good. Something really, really,
really good.


 


I could tell from the look on her face that Katie had
something truly nasty up her sleeve. But it wasn't even fucking light out!


 


So I said, peevishly, "And it's important now?" 


 


"Very," she answered.  "More important
than sleep, lazybones."


 


Katie's slim fingers caressed my balls, squeezing more
firmly. That always gets my attention, and Katie likes that lots. Her
other hand fondled my shaft as she squeezed. She kept her mouth teasingly close
to my cock -- without ever letting it really touch me, other than the few
teasing strokes of her tongue that had awakened me fully.


 


It's true; Katie plays me like a violin. I almost wanted t a
blowjob more than I wanted more sleep...almost. 


 


That was right where Katie wanted me, because if I got too
horny, I'd kick back and let her take the lead. And that simply isn't Katie's
style. 


 


Make no mistake, when Katie's horny, she's not entirely
magnanimous in her affections. She loves to suck cock...but her morning desires
are far more insistent. She's a woman with needs. She'll give me a
morning blowjob, all right...but for every effortlessly-given, unasked-for gift
of a soft, slurpy suck while I’m lusciously half-asleep, Katie demands a dozen
or more vigorous fucks before breakfast. She isn't easy to satisfy. In the
mornings, she's particularly demanding. One of the reasons I'm always reluctant
to wake myself up for morning sex is that once Katie gets going, she's hard to
cool down. She's rarely satisfied until I've seen to her at least once, maybe
twice. And she knows from experience that at six in the morning, if she sucks
my cock till I cum, I'll be asleep before she's swallowed.


 


Katie doesn't allow that. When she wants sex, Katie wants to
fuck.


 


Or, as I was about to find out...she wants to fuck,
in a wholly different context.


 


Now, she was taking great pleasure in teasing me, both with
her mouth up close to my cock and with the knowledge of just what she'd bought
me for our anniversary.


 


She let her lips graze my shaft. She worked them up and
down, but barely touched me. 


 


"It's kind of a present for both of us," she said
with breathy pleasure. The innocent cocksucking smile on her pretty face turned
to a devil's grin. ""I get to wear it," she said. "You get
to take it."


 


A lightning bolt went through me.


 


Suddenly, I knew what she meant. I knew why Katie had called
herself "Daddy." I knew what she'd bought me for our anniversary. I
knew what she wanted to do to me...now, in the morning on our anniversary,
before the sun was even up.


 


Katie knew she had me in the palm of her hand. That's why
she chose that moment to let her tongue out of its pretty pink prison to tease
me some more. She painted a slick wet stroke with her tongue, from my balls all
the way up my shaft to my glans.


 


I dug my fingers into the sheets. I arched my back and
moaned.


 


"Want Daddy to go get his present for you?"


 


Now, I was awake.


 


You see, Katie's kind of experimental, and more than a
little kinky. My wife's hands had wandered a few times during blowjobs...or
should I say, her fingers had wandered. One of them at a time, only, so
far...right up my ass, while I came. It scared me a little at first, but I'd
liked it. I'd said I'd be open to "more." 


 


She'd been talking about dominating me. About how hot it
would be if I let her be "Daddy." 


 


I'll be your Daddy, with a big hard cock, she said. You'd
have to suck it and take it like the good bitch you are. Would you be a good
little bitch for Daddy? Would you let Daddy make you his bitch? Would
you let Daddy bend you over and put your cute little ass in the air for his big
hard dick?


 


My wife has a mouth like a sailor -- like the kinkiest
sailor alive. She's very good at conjuring dirty words in just the right
proportion. She'd more than intrigued me. She'd tempted me. 


 


I won't go so far as to say that I'd issued an open
invitation, but Katie obviously took it that way.


 


I'd said, "Maybe." 


 


Maybe I'll be Daddy's bitch. Maybe I'll suck Daddy's
cock. Maybe I'll let Daddy bend his bitch over and put it in my ass....


 


If you take the lead.


 


Like I said, Katie is very aggressive in bed. But when it
comes to being explicitly dominant, she can be kind of shy. I told her if she
wanted to bend me over, I was going to need to feel pretty submissive. I knew
Katie well enough to think that was a stretch -- if you'll excuse the pun -- to
expect her to really take the lead on something like this.


 


But maybe I didn't know her as well as I thought I did. I
thought what she'd do was talk me into that "standing date" to go
into the City together and shop for a harness "and see if there's
something we like," "when we get around around to it." No
pressure, no demands...no obligations.


 


No promise to "Daddy" to take him up my ass.


 


In fact, my kind wife said she didn't want me to feel any
pressure. But she'd kept bringing it up, and I kept not saying no. 


 


And now, it sounded like she'd gone and done something rash.
Our anniversary was going to be a very interesting morning indeed.


 


I'll admit that while I was very turned on by the idea of
Katie with a cock, I was a little more reluctant than she was. The promise of
Katie "endowed" and inside me was hot. I'd had her finger up
there several times, now, always with her lips around my cock. Each time, I'd
just about exploded in pleasure.


 


But her cock? That was a little bit scary....if hot.
Hot enough to wake me up fully.


 


I gave a sad look at the still-dark windows.


 


"Still want to wait until eleven-thirty?" Katie
said playfully.


 


She rose from beneath the covers and caressed my chest with
her tongue. She kissed her way up her neck to my mouth.


 


When she found my lips unresponsive and unwilling, she
looked me in the eyes. Her rich brown orbs sparkled.


 


"Aw, did Daddy make you nervous?" she asked.


 


I gulped.


 


"You're not actually talking about doing it--now?"


 


"Uh-huh," Katie smiled wickedly.


 


"It's not even light out," I said. "You
mean...now?"


 


"Why not?" she said. "It's our anniversary,
and I'm horny." She cradled my cock in her hand and whispered in my ear:
"I'm always horny in the morning, remember?"


 


"You don't have to tell me," I said.


 


"You've got your morning wood," she laughed
softly. "How about if Daddy gets his?"


 


Katie knew I was nervous, and she liked it. It got her hot
to push my buttons. Even though Katie, like I said, can be pretty shy about
being explicitly dominant, she's got a playful tomboy streak that sometimes
goes wild. It makes her hot when she pushes me past where I think she's got the
balls to go. Now was one of those times.


 


Katie tucked my boxer briefs back into place over my
throbbing hard-on.


 


She patted the front of my stretched cotton briefs. It
wasn't in a provocative or sexy way...more like an affectionate one.


 


"At least let me wrap my present," she said.


 


I gave her a puzzled look.


 


She smiled. "I didn't wrap it yet because I want you to
be able to unwrap it, baby."


 


I looked at her with fear in my eyes, but Katie could see
the excitement.


 


"Daddy's going to go get his morning boner," she
purred. "Promise you won't fall asleep?"


 


I bit my lip. "Is now the right time?"


 


Katie rolled her eyes.


 


"Remember, baby. Daddy thinks mornings are always
the right time to fuck. Besides. You're awake, aren't you?" She teased her
fingers across my chest. "May as well get something for your
troubles."


 


I had turned very red; I could feel my face, hot with
embarrassment.


 


"I'm a little scared," I admitted.


 


Katie gave me an affectionate look.


 


"I'll tell you what, baby. Leave your briefs on if you
want, and Daddy will let you keep that tight cherry as long as you want."
She smirked. "Or take 'em off, and Daddy will know what you want."


 


She saw me look a little nervous. I could tell Katie liked
that.


 


She said, "Daddy's going to go wrap his present for
you. If you decide you like what you see..." She put lips to my ear, her
breath warm and supple and suggestive.


 


"Then you can unwrap it and give Daddy what he
wants."


 


Her hand tightened on the front of my briefs....and then
moved around to my back.


 


She squeezed my ass gently. She purred at me: "Daddy
would really like that." She squeezed my butt much harder and winked at
me. "Daddy's dick loves tight little virgin asses."


 


I squirmed under Katie's firm squeezes. I was fully awake
now, and horny. Half of  me didn't want to admit how turned on I was by
this. It got me hot that Katie had made the leap and bought "us" a
strap-on without consulting me on it. 


 


But that scared me, too. What if her cock was too big? My
wife is a little bit of a size queen. What if her eyes were bigger than my
asshole? I'd never had more than Katie's finger up in there...and that only
when I was really turned on. What if I couldn’t even take it?


 


I smiled shyly and posed just that question.


 


"I'm scared I won't be able to take Daddy's cock,"
I told her. "What if he doesn't even fit?"


 


The second I called her Daddy, Katie got this look on
her face like she was a ravenous wolf.


 


I said shyly: "I mean...is Daddy big? Is Daddy's cock
really big?"


 


I could tell she loved hearing that. Even more, she loved
seeing the reluctant surrender on my face.


 


"Daddy's huge," my wife said with relish.
She teased one finger down into the waistband of my briefs. "If you leave
these on, he'll go easy on you. But, baby, I don't mind telling you, if you
take them off..." She laughed lightly. "Daddy is huge, that's
all I'll tell you. You better be ready before you put that ass in the air. And
if you do?" Her eyes flashed. "Then don't you worry, pretty thing.
Daddy will make his dick fit in you."


 


My cock gave an answering pulse.


 


That was hot.


 


The thought of my wife with a big throbbing cock -- one far
too big for my asshole -- was even hotter than the idea of taking a
reasonably-sized one. 


 


Katie knows me. She's always bragged that it's boys who are
size queens. I've always found it kind of ironic, from a woman who loves to be
fucked as hard as Katie does, and whose own dildos range from big to giant.


 


But Katie and I have watched enough porn for her to know
that I always gravitate toward the ones with enormous cocks. And whenever I
thought of Katie as "Daddy," I'll tell you...I didn't think about
Katie, taut and toned, with a little junior pencil dick.


 


No. I thought about my wife with a huge, massive, long,
thick boner. One that didn't take no for an answer.


 


I guess it wasn't just theoretical, either. It felt good
when my ass had to stretch to take my wife's finger the few times she'd done
that. When I thought about Katie putting a cock on and sticking it in me... I really
liked the idea of having to work for it.


 


The deal was done. I knew I was going to give her what she
wanted. Correction...give "Daddy" what he wanted.


 


I was going to service Daddy's morning wood...as eagerly as
Katie had ever serviced mine. Maybe more so.


 


"Daddy stashed his cock in the guest room," she
said. "Promise not to fall asleep while he puts it on?"


 


"I promise," I answered.


 


Katie eased herself out from under the covers. She turned on
the bedside light. I uttered a whining complaint and covered my eyes...but not
for long.


 


Katie turned on the light so I could get a good look at her.
Katie loves to be looked at, and she's blessed with a body that's very much a
pleasure to see.  She stood there in the light of the beside lamp, showing
me her body. She could see me looking and she obviously loved the effect her
body had on me.


 


I'll admit, I couldn’t take my eyes off of her...but then, I
usually can't. I'm a lucky man, I know that much. Katie's skin is a
café-au-lait color, her eyes the color of coffee fresh from the pot. That
lineage she traces to the Caribbean and to Africa beyond is on her father's
side, mingled with French-German-Spanish on her mother's. From her parents,
Katie inherited a skin tone as creamy and warm as a person can have, with the
full, perfect, cherry-colored lips that could only come from hybridizing all
humankind's most irresistibly kissable mouths. Her mother's high cheekbones and
angular neck only add to Katie's exotic and commanding look, which makes it so
much cuter when she gets all shy about taking control. 


 


Now, she wasn't being shy. She was getting off on making me
watch her as she stripped to she could re-wrap herself...with
"Daddy's" present for me in place.


 


Having inherited long, black hair midway between her
father's tight kink and her mother's lustrous cascade, Katie has quite a head
of black, and usually tames it into a pony tail when she sleeps. Now, she
reached back and unfastened it, shaking her hair out into a wild, suggestive
curtain of black.


 


That gave her something to do as she let me get a good look
at her. My eyes roved over her half-naked body like a starving man looking at a
banquet. Katie's tight, athletic body was packed into a white cotton camisole
and panties. In the light from the bedside lamp, I could see the cleft of her
lips where her panties clung moistly to her sex.


 


She swept off her camisole, showing me her full, perfect
breasts with their dark, stiff nipples. My wife hit me right in the face with
her camisole; she's got preternaturally perfect aim at moments like that.


 


I smelled her all over me as I watched her drop her panties.


 


She hit me in the face with those, too...and they smelled
even stronger. If there was half a chance in the world that I would resist
giving Katie anything she wanted, it vanished the instant I got a whiff of her
perfect, ripe, musky, sleep-mellowed cunt.


 


I drew deep on her panties and watched as she posed for me.


 


Katie was and is shaved; she's always been shaved smooth as
silk, for as long as I've known her...or at least since our first date. The
contours of her sex were pretty and perfect in the slanted light from the
bedside lamp. If I hadn't already known she was wet from the scent of her
panties, I would have found out when she put her slim fingers down to her
crotch and spread her lips to show me her glistening center.


 


If I hadn't had a hard-on before, I would have gotten one fast.


 


Katie stood there barefoot and triumphant, letting me look
as she parted her lips and opened her pussy for me.


 


"Be right back," she said happily.
"Or...maybe Daddy will."


 


I watched Katie's perfect ass wiggle as she sashayed out of
the bedroom. 


 


#


 


As I saw my wife's perfect ass and legs wiggle into the
shadows of the hallway, my hand moved almost of its own accord. It slid down
past the waistband of my white briefs and circled my cock, still slightly damp
from the few strokes of Katie's tongue she'd deigned to offer me.


 


I gripped my cock and stroked it firmly, caressing my balls
as I thought about Katie and her cock. How far would we go? How hard would she
play?


 


How deep would I take her inside me?


 


I suddenly had the intense craving to go all the way...to
let her fuck my ass. I looked sadly at the dark window, where the faintest glow
was just coming visible in the east.


 


The sun wasn't even yet...and I was seriously considering
let my wife bone me in the ass. There was little question who really wore the
pants in this relationship.


 


I lay there, stroking my cock and deliciously thinking about
my gorgeous wife climbing into her anniversary "present" in the guest
room. I thought about her securing the straps of the harness on her slim, tight
hips and over her perfect round ass. What would it be? Black leather? Red
leather? Fabric? Spandex? I felt sure that Katie would pick black leather, for
which she's got a fondness.  I stretched out there with my hand on my cock
thinking about her cinching those straps on tight while her cock jutted out
like a genuine boner, ready to take me hard.


 


It made me feel drunk with excitement, and a little bit with
fear. It made my cock throb.


 


In fact, the images through my head were so powerful that I
started stroking my cock more firmly....and I knew if I didn't stop, I'd shoot
my load before Katie came back.


 


Daddy would not like that at all, I decided.


 


I had to piss anyway, so I got up and stumbled half-drunk
with sleep to the master bathroom. Luckily Katie took her time -- luckily,
because it took me about five solid minutes of dedicated breathing before my
boner relaxed enough to let me relieve myself.


 


When Katie didn't come back before I finished, I decided I
should spruce up for Daddy, at least a little.


 


I hopped in the shower and took down the shower massager.
The throbbing pulse of the warm water felt good on my asshole. It made me feel
open and vulnerable. It also made me feel clean.


 


I soaped a little, rinsed some more, and repeated the
process. I stepped out of the shower with a towel around me.


 


I dropped it on the way back to bed.  I eyeballed my
briefs, limp on the floor by the bathroom. I eyeballed my top drawer, where
clean briefs awaited. 


 


I thought about Katie telling me to leave my briefs on if I
wanted to keep my "cherry." I thought about her saying I could take
them off if I wanted to "Give Daddy what he wants." 


 


I thought about her saying, Daddy would really like that.


 


I liked the idea of "Daddy" coming back to bed and
finding me ready for "him."


 


It was getting pretty pale outside the big window over our
bed. It was warm enough that I didn't feel the need for the covers...so I
peeled them back and stretched atop the sheets. 


 


I waited for "Daddy." My heart pounded.


 


Part of me wanted to chicken out and put my briefs back on.
I could always take them off again, right?


 


But that wasn't how Katie worked. "Daddy" really
would like it best if "he" came in and found me naked and
spread...bare-assed and waiting for him to take me.


 


Katie would love it if she came in and found I'd decided to
let her have her way with me.


 


For what it's worth, Katie wanted to make it worth my while
to have awakened so early. She certainly took her time getting ready for me.
When she came back into the bedroom, it had been a good twenty minutes...and
she didn't look anything like what I would expect from a
"Daddy." Except for the enormous cock tenting her white cotton
boyshorts, Katie looked even more feminine than when she'd left.


 


She found me showered and fresh, clean inside and out...and
stark naked, ready to give myself to her. I was instantly glad I'd decided to
strip. I was happy I'd let her find me this way.


 


The second I saw my wife's new ensemble, my erection
returned with a vengeance.


 


Katie had taken the extra time to put on makeup -- yes, at
six in the morning. Her naturally pink-red lips were deeper red still, full and
bee-stung and painted with glistening, kissable candy-colored gloss. Her big
brown eyes were rimmed in rosy tones, her naturally heavy lashes painted black,
thickened and weighted with mascara. Katie has a fondness for big hoop
earrings, too, which she likes to call her "Hoochie jewels." She
wears them when she wants to get dirty. She wore a pair now. The enormous hoops
framed her beautiful face with the shimmering ripple of gold as the dawn broke
through the window.


 


Made up like that, Katie would have blown my mind and driven
me to new heights of lust. She does so frequently; I'm a very lucky man. But
two things really made my jaw drop this time.


 


First, as her ample tits stretched through the snug white
cotton of a tank top, her nipples distending it, the white cotton boyshorts
she'd donned were also stretched...by something even bigger. Beneath the white
cotton could be seen the impressive contour of a very large cock.


 


Daddy was huge, all right...maybe a little too huge. Maybe
scary-huge. As in most things, Katie's eyes were big. Maybe bigger than my ass.
Or maybe she just knew if she pushed, she could have me however she wanted me.
The shaft of "Daddy's" cock was long -- so long that the head
projected just above the waistband of her shorts. 


 


Katie's dick was several shades darker than her skin. Rather
than the soft mocha of Katie's flesh, it was a deeper, richly milk-chocolate
color. I could see the sculpted pisshole at the tip and the full, swollen
corona just beneath it. The head of the cock stretched the waistband, making it
clear that the dickhead had escaped Katie's boyshorts because the shaft was so
huge. It probably crept out unnoticed as Katie walked down the hall from the
guest room, probably because Katie's a sneakers-and-sandals kind of girl; she's
not exactly graceful in heels.


 


And she was wearing heels, all right.


 


Heels to die for, on a pair of boots so supple and buttery
and new that I could smell them from here.


 


That was the second thing that made my jaw drop. Katie wore
a new pair of boots -- soft tight leather that molded itself to her calves, all
the way to her knee. Three buckles shimmered at its knee-side terminus, pretty
and golden against Katie's café-au-lait skin. The soft-leather boots had pointy
toes and three or maybe four inch heels. They were Dominatrix boots, no
question about it. A self-respecting Daddy wouldn’t be caught dead in them. 


 


Unless it was this kind of "Daddy." The
kind with perfect tits and a massive cock. The kind of Daddy who could make my
own cock surge. The kind of Daddy who could make me flip, put my ass in the air
and take that dick inside me.


 


I felt a little drunk looking at her. Katie looked so
fucking good, I thought maybe I'd do anything for her. I would make
Daddy happy.


 


Katie traced my line-of-sight and saw me looking at the tip
of her cock. She looked down, embarrassed, and pulled the waistband up. My wife
looked amusing adjusting her junk. It was such an innocent, almost adorable
gesture -- my shyly dominant wife had to shift her business like some teenage
boy with his very first hard-on in class.


 


Once she'd tucked the tip of her chocolate-brown cock away,
Katie came at me, her face suddenly stern. 


 


She put one of her new boots up on the edge of the bed. My
eyes widened as I looked at it, and then at her cock, and then at the other
boot, tucked casually alongside the bed on the hardwood floor of our bedroom.
My eyes bounced back and forth from boot to cock to boot to cock and back again
while I almost hyperventilated.


 


I squeezed my cock. Pleasure pulsed through me.


 


I gulped. Breathlessly, I said: "New boots?"


 


"They were on sale," she said defensively.
"They're your present to me."


 


"I already got you something," I said, never
taking my eyes off her boots and her cock and the perfect pair of knees and
thighs that laid the path between them.


 


"Aw, that's sweet," said Katie. "What did you
buy me?"


 


I finally wrenched my eyes form her boots and her cock and
looked at my wife shyly. I could feel my face, hot with shame.


 


"It's a teapot," I told her.


 


She smiled mischievously.


 


"I like these better," Katie said. "Why don't
you get a closer look?"


 


She slid her boot closer to me on the bed, leaning in hard.


 


With her hand on the back of my head, Katie guided my face
to the supple leather of her brand-new boot. The smell intoxicated me.


 


Her fingers tightened at the back of my neck as I opened my
mouth and kissed her boot. The leather tasted sharp and arousing. The scent was
all over me. I drew deep breaths of it. More distantly, I could smell Katie's
cunt, wet and ripe beneath the white cotton boyshorts. The slight tang of
silicone and a different kind of leather -- the harness, I guessed -- seemed to
waft in from further away.


 


I took deep breaths of her leather boot, kissing and licking
it. Katie held me down there. Her hand on the back of my head, she made sure I
paid her new boots proper homage.


 


I did, until one boot was slick with my worship, glistening
with spit.


 


"Daddy likes when you do that," she purred.
"Now the other."


 


She let me up. She lowered one boot. She lifted the other
onto the bed. I repeated the process, taking longer this time.


 


"Daddy really likes when you do that," she
said. "It's making Daddy wet." She caressed the front of her
boyshorts. "And hard," she said with a bestial little growl,
stroking her cock through the cotton.


 


When the other boot was wet all over with my kisses, Katie
let me up...and pushed me toward her cock.


 


I must have looked scared.


 


"Don't be nervous, baby," she purred, caressing my
face. "I'll show you how to please a cock. It's real easy. Just start by
kissing it...."


 


Katie's slender fingers slipped into my hair and pulled my
face down to her bulging crotch. She climbed leaned me, pushing my head down
with a firmness that told me she wasn't taking no for an answer...and I didn't
want her to. I felt a pulse of submissive energy as Katie took control.
Normally Katie's a little shy about topping me. She loves to take charge, but
usually only "in bed" -- meaning when we're actually fucking. She's
such a horny little devil that when she does take control, all she wants is sex.
What she usually wants is to have me throw her down and fuck her...and, failing
that, she'll throw me down and ride me till she practically breaks me.


 


Now, though, she had something else in mind. I liked this
new side of Katie. It was aggressive and demanding. More importantly, she
seemed to know how my mind worked. That scared me a little. My wife is
sometimes smarter than I realize, and she knows me better than I know.


 


My hair is just long enough for Katie's slim hand to hold on
and shove my face where she wants it. Right now, that was in her crotch.
Specifically, she wanted my mouth up against her cock as it tented her
boyshorts.


 


I gave it a kiss through the cotton.


 


Katie pulled my hair with one hand and caressed my face with
her other.


 


"Open for Daddy," she told me.


 


Her thumb slipped between my lips. She pried my mouth open.


 


She worked my mouth against her cock. I tongued it
awkwardly. I got a mouthful of cotton.


 


Katie laughed and sneered. "Don't kiss it like that,"
she said. "You're not kissing your Mommy, baby. You're kissing your
Daddy." I'd never heard the word "Daddy" sound as filthy
as it did when Katie used it like that. "Kiss your Daddy like you want him
to fuck you." Her breath came quick as she talked dirty; Katie has a
filthy mouth and loves to use it. I could hear her arousal mounting in her
voice as she added breathlessly, "Big hard Daddy cocks love it when their
little sluts beg to get fucked. Don't you want to get fucked, baby?"


 


"Yes, Ma'am," I said softly, my words muffled by
the pressure of her cotton-sheathed cock against my face.


 


Daddy didn't like that.


 


"Yes Ma'am?" she growled. "What did I
just tell you? You don't kiss my dick like you're kissing your mother...and you
don't call your Daddy 'Ma'am.' Since when does a 'Ma'am' have equipment
like this?" She pushed my face away a little and pulled down her
boyshorts. She let her huge cock pop out. Freed of the tight cotton tug, it
smacked me full and hard in the face. Katie liked that. A ripple went through
my naked body as she slapped me with her cock. I could smell the soft chemical
scent of the silicone cock. The scent of Katie's wet pussy lurked not far
beyond it, and I realized that the cock itself was wet with her juices. Katie
had fucked herself with Daddy's cock before she strapped it on.


 


Heat pulsed through me. Down below her cock, inside her
harness, I could tell Katie was wet -- turned on to the point of dripping.
She hadn't bothered to shower, which I liked. Her cock and her pussy beyond it
smelled a little ripe, a little musky. 


 


When she pried apart my lips again and forced her dick into
my mouth, I got a sharp sweet taste of her cunt where her juices impregnated
the shaft, and an intoxicating whiff of it from deep down in her boyshorts,
under the harness, where her ripe cunt's fragrant juices were flowing more than
ever. As my lips glided up and down on her shaft, taking more of it with every
rough thrust of her hips, I opened wide and struggled to take it. I could feel
the tension of Katie's body as she seized control. Her voice became harsh.


 


"When I'm wearing this," she said, "I'm not
Ma'am, am I?"


 


With her dick in my mouth, I shook my head and mumbled,
"Mmm-mmm."


 


She pushed me down further on her cock, thrusting her hips
so she could fuck me in the mouth. My own cock throbbed sympathetically as I
slurped up and down the heavily-veined shaft of Katie's big dark silicone cock.
Her hand in my hair drove  home her urgency to feel me sucking her deeper,
but Katie was watching my reaction to make sure she didn't choke me too hard.
When her cockhead nuzzled at the back of my throat, she felt me gagging and
pulled back just enough not to make me panic.


 


In fact, I was the one who pushed forward onto her a minute
later. Eager for her cock, I tried to swallow her.


 


She liked that, but she chastised me for it anyway.


 


"Good little cocksucker," she said as she heard me
choking and gagging, trying to push her cock into my throat. "But you've
got to answer your Daddy when he asks you a question. See if you can stop
trying to swallow my dick long enough to tell me what you call me."


 


When I didn't stop, Katie pulled her spit-dripping cock out
of my mouth and slapped me lightly across the cheek with it.


 


I turned red, looking up at her. I felt a soft supple wave
of submission going through me.


 


"What do you call someone with equipment like
this?" growled Katie, towering over me. Her smell was all over me. My
throat ached from trying to swallow her. Her dark eyes flashed and her red lips
curved in a vicious smile.


 


I knew what she wanted, but it scared me to have to say it.
That's why my wife was forcing me. Katie might be shy sometimes about taking
control...but she knew what I liked.


 


I gulped.


 


Katie purred: "Tell me who I am, bitch,"


 


"Daddy," I said.


 


"Tell me you want Daddy's cock."


 


"I want Daddy's cock," I said shyly, nervously. My
heart pounded. "Please fuck me in the face, Daddy."


 


Pleased, Katie caressed my cheeks with her spittle-wet
fingers.


 


"What a good little cocksucker," she said.
"You're learning fast, aren't you?"


 


"Yes, Daddy," I tried to put her dick back in my
mouth, but Katie wouldn't let me. She held her cock in one hand and rubbed the
head all over my face. 


 


"Get down on your knees," she said. "Daddy's
gonna teach you how to suck it."


 


I let Katie guide me down off the bed. I knelt naked before
her as she sat on the edge, her black boots planted firmly. She wedged them on
the insides of my knees, forcing me to open my thighs wide as I took my
position as Daddy's new cocksucker. 


 


Katie pushed my face in her crotch. She guided me onto her
shaft. I steadied myself with my hands underneath her, feeling the tight
muscles of her perfect ass flex and tighten through the white cotton boyshorts.
I felt the straps of the black leather harness as Katie started pushing me onto
her cock, guiding me, "forcing me."


 


"It feels good when you suck it," she purred from
above me. "But Daddy wants you to swallow it. Daddy knows how much you
like it when that slutty little wife of yours swallows your dick. It's time for
you to return the favor, understand?"


 


My words were muffled as I choked out around her thrusting
shaft: "Yes, Daddy." It wasn't very intelligible...but Katie got the
idea.


 


She said, "It's easy, baby. Just take a deep breath and
straighten your throat, just like your wife does when she's real horny for it.
Then go ahead and swallow as you push. Just work it down into your throat...but
don't shove. If you gag a little, just keep going. But stop if you cough. Daddy
doesn't want you choking." Katie laughed. "It's kinda hot when you
do. But Daddy wants you to learn to take dick down your throat. If you start
coughing, back off. Understand?"


 


"Yes, Daddy," I mumbled around her cock. 
Katie's creamy face positively glowed with pleasure as she looked down at me
sucking her cock and getting ready to try again to swallow her.


 


I lowered my mouth over her shaft and bobbed deeper onto her
cock with every stroke. I felt deeply submissive as my own cock, rock-hard with
powerful arousal, grazed my thigh with every bounce on hers. I could  feel
the slightly sticky trail of pre-cum drizzling from my dickhead to my thigh. 


 


Katie's new boot nudged its way up and teased my balls as I
took her cock deeper with every thrust. The tip of her boot traced a path up
the shaft of my cock. 


 


"Come on, little cocksucker. Quit stalling. Try it. You
want to swallow Daddy's cock. I can tell. Go ahead. Open wide. Open up. Swallow
Daddy's cock, and he'll give you what you want."


 


She'd let me up just long enough to gasp for air. I looked
at her, red-faced and wet-cheeked.


 


"What do I want?" I asked nervously.


 


Katie grinned wolfishly and leaned down low over me. I'm
quite a bit taller than Katie, so she had to lean down far to make her point.


 


She did it by planting both hands on my ass, four fingers
and a thumb digging hard into each cheek as she rubbed her cock against my wet
face.


 


"You wanna be Daddy's bitch," she said.
"Don't try and deny it. Tell me you do."


 


I gulped, feeling my tight ass clench against her squeeze.


 


"I--I don't know," I said. "I don't know if I
can take it. Daddy's pretty well-hung."


 


Katie leaned back and perched her ass on the edge of the
bed.


 


"Well," she purred, "the way you're going
you're never going to swallow that thing. You'd better swallow it, bitch...or
Daddy won't bend you over. Got it?"


 


I nodded. "Yes, Daddy."


 


I put my mouth back on my wife's cock. I slid my lips down
the midway point. As I sucked it and seriously contemplated taking it in the
ass, I realized for the first time just how fucking enormous it was. 


 


I tasted the lingering flavor of Katie's pussy on the shaft.


 


Hey, if she'd taken it...why couldn’t I?


 


 


Her cock was only about halfway into my mouth when the
bulbous head struck the back of my throat. Her hand was on the back of my head,
encouraging but not forcing me to swallow. When she felt me taking a very deep
breath and trying to push onto her cock, her hand tightened. Her
"encouragement" became more like insistence....which was hot.


 


It made me want to swallow her. I took a deep breath of
pussy-scented air and opened my mouth wide. I straightened my throat, awkwardly
positioning my head so I could push down as I swallowed.


 


I gagged. I kept pushing as I gagged. I started to choke.
Katie's hand loosened and tightened in my hair based on how hard I gagged and
choked. I felt a hunger to finish the task...to take her cock all the way down
my throat. 


 


She eased up when I started to cough. My wife let me up for
a series of deep, labored breaths. My eyes ran copiously. I could feel my tears
wet on my cheeks. 


 


Katie cradled my head in her hands and rubbed her cockhead
in my tears, as if lubing it up for me.


 


"Don't disappoint Daddy," she said. "Don’t
disappoint Daddy on his anniversary. You can swallow it for him, can't
you?"


 


"Yes, Daddy," I whined. I breathed slow and deep
and even. I looked up at her. I saw Katie's pretty face through my eyes blurred
with tears. The smile she gave me was positively evil.


 


"Don't disappoint Daddy," she said. 


 


I took Katie's cock back into my mouth. I sucked it in deep.
I bobbed up and down on it, letting saliva run over the shaft. When I had her
cock good and slicked up with my spittle, I took a deeper breath, opened wide,
and pushed myself onto her.


 


I worked my throat muscles in a hard, as if I were taking a
pill....a fourteen-inch pill with a big, solid head and a series of striated
veins.


 


There was only a hint of gagging this time. 


 


My stomach roiled as I forced my wife's cock past my gag
reflex, but her cock went. It sank into me.


 


When I felt the thick fullness of her cock in my throat and
felt my lips against the black leather base of her harness, a thrill rippled
through me. Katie's hand tightened in my hair. She held me down. She was ready
to let me up if I needed it....but I didn't need it. I'd swallowed her cock,
and I wanted to savor it.


 


I stayed down with her cock in my throat for a good long
minute, or close to it. I bobbed up and down in tiny strokes, working Daddy's
cock into my throat as my lips pressed against her harness. I could smell the
fresh leather and Katie's cunt beyond. I could feel the smoothness of her
thighs against my unshaven chin. Katie's body gave a shudder. My wife has
always loved the feeling of unshaven face against her thighs...especially in
the morning. A little razor burn makes things interesting, she's fond of
saying.


 


Well, this certainly qualified as interesting. And it
wasn't even seven o'clock yet.


 


Katie let her fingers edge down to my throat so she could
gently caress the place where her cock stretched my throat, like she was
pilling a cat.


 


"Good little cocksucker," Katie purred. "You
love to swallow Daddy's cock, don't you?"


 


I tried to utter an affirmative, but that was just a little
too much. I came up off Katie's cock, drooling everywhere, my eyes and nose
running.. I coughed a little, choked and sucked air. Katie let me catch my
breath, gently cradling my head. 


 


Then I surprised her by going back for more.


 


The second time I forced her cock down my throat, it went
much more easily. When I looked up through blurry teary eyes, and saw the
wicked grin of happiness and triumph on my wife's face, it was more than worth
it.


 


"What a good little cocksucker," Katie praised me.
"Ready for your reward? You gave Daddy everything he wanted. All Daddy
wanted as to see you take his cock down your throat. Now Daddy's gonna give you
what you've always wanted."


 


Katie leaned forward, jostling her cock deep into my throat
and pushing it even further down. I gagged a little, but kept my mouth in place
around the base and didn't  pull away. 


 


My wife reached her hands down my back and grabbed my ass.
It was the hard squeeze of her fingers and her fingernails digging in to my
buttocks that made me choke again. I came up, coughing, and Katie backed off.
She cradled my head in her lap, resting her cock against my cheek. I could
smell her cunt. She reached beyond the harness and felt herself. Her fingers
came out glistening with her aromatic juices. 


 


She rubbed her wet fingers against my drool-wet lips. She
made sure I could smell them, and pushed them past my lips to rub her juices
onto my tongue. She wanted me to taste her.


 


"See what you did to Daddy?" she asked. "You
made Daddy all wet and hard. You've gotta let Daddy give you what
you want, baby. You don't wanna leave Daddy with blue balls, do you?"


 


Shyly, red-faced, I shook my head.


 


"Then tell Daddy what you want," purred my wife.
"What you've always wanted."


 


I said, "Please pop my cherry, Daddy."


 


Katie's eyes widened at the sound of those words from my
lips. She gave a wicked smile and her eyes sparkled as she ran her fingernails
down my back, making me shiver.


 


"I thought you'd never ask," she said.


 


#


 


Katie guided me onto the bed. I felt helpless, submissive. 


 


"How do you want me?' I asked her shyly. 


 


Katie sensed my insecurity and made up for it with a
confidence.  Her hands tightened on my shoulder and wrist, pushing me into
position on my belly.


 


"Face down, ass up," ordered Katie. "Like all
horny bitches."


 


There was a wicked sound to her voice. That's Katie's
favorite position to get fucked in. There's something about the way my cock and
her pussy fit together that makes rear entry the position of choice to hit all
of Katie's good spots. She likes doggy style well enough, mostly mostly because
it lets her rise up onto her hands and knees and fuck herself back against me.
Katie loves that.


 


But when I've got the energy and she's feeling very
submissive, she loves to plant her face in a pillow and put her ass up high.
She stretches out her arms to grab the metal headboard, or leaves them down at
her sides, looking helpless and placing herself totally under my power.


 


Well, tonight I was feeling very submissive. But I was also
somewhat scared. That cock my wife was wearing was really quite a monster, as
my aching throat kept telling me. It was bigger than my cock by quite a large
margin...although, for what it's worth, Katie is considerably more petite than
I am, so maybe it wasn't too much to expect me to take a large cock.


 


Nonetheless, I felt sure I would need to brace myself to
take "Daddy's" cock up inside me.


 


So I reached out and grabbed the struts of the metal
headboard. 


 


Katie guided my ass up into the air and spread my legs.


 


I could feel her huge cock rubbing against my thigh as she
positioned me for my deflowering.


 


My heart pounded as I waited for Katie to take me.


 


#


 


Outside, the sky had lightened. When I looked over my
shoulder, I could see my wife clearly now, and she looked amazing. When she
whipped the white tank top over her head and tossed it away, most of her
gorgeous creamy café-au-lait body rose beautiful and irresistible over me. With
her cock jutting out of the black leather harness and her boyshorts pulled down
to expose it, she looked amazing. Even better was the sensuous feel of the soft
supple boots against my ankles as she positioned herself to take me. 


 


Her chocolate-brown cock jutted huge and pendulous out of
her boyshorts, full and wet and ready. It looked enormous. She was ready to
take me with it. I felt my asshole clenching small and tight in response to the
sight of it.


 


Katie knew I was a little nervous, and she relished it. She
wasn't in a rush, though. She's always been a big fan of foreplay, to the point
where she can drive me crazy for hours until I'm begging her for sex.


 


She knew that a little tease was the cure for my
apprehension now...and she knew just how to give it to me.


 


She bent down and planted her mouth on my ass. My eyes
widened as Katie began to rim me.


 


I let out a moan of surrender Katie's tongue slid up my
crack. As she licked deeply, her skilled fingers worked over my balls, teasing
and caressing. When she felt my arousal mounting so that I thrust up against
the strokes of her tongue, she squeezed my nuts just enough to tug them down
and keep me in check. It kept me from getting much closer to cumming, even as
Katie firmly stroked my shaft with her hand, licking deeper into my ass with
each thrust of her tongue.


 


When I rose against the thrusts of her tongue again, she
squeezed my balls and rode with me. She used my movements to force herself into
me. She pushed her tongue deeper into my ass so that I felt my tight asshole
relaxing. She opened me up with her tongue.


 


Then I heard the soft sucking sound of lube leaving the
bottle...and Katie's finger joined her tongue.


 


She pushed in. My ass opened up for one finger. I gave a
soft, low groan as she achieved first penetration. She added another cool
squirt of lube and pushed her finger deeper in my ass, until another finger
could join the first. I lifted my ass still further. 


 


Katie seemed to scent my eagerness. She reached down and
smeared lube over my cock, teasing me with her fingers. I gripped the headboard
and pushed my ass up high.


 


Katie's mouth came away from my ass. Her fingers slipped
out. 


 


She took her position behind me.


 


"Relax," she said as she guided her cock to my
entrance. "Let Daddy pop your cherry."


 


The head of her cock felt huge against my hole.


 


Katie pushed in, going slow as I struggled to take it. She
let me take a little time to get used to the idea, parting my cheeks with her
fingers as she rocked me against her. Gradually, she grew more insistent.


 


"Let Daddy inside you," she growled, her voice
midway between a soothing caress and a slap in the face. It grew harsher as she
commanded me. "Let Daddy have your ass, baby. Let it open up for him.
Don't resist, bitch. Daddy's taking your ass."


 


She started to push her cockhead more firmly against my
resisting hole as her words grew harsher. I groaned.


 


"Come on, bitch, take it. Take Daddy's cock."


 


My eyes rolled back. I felt it going in. Her cockhead spread
me and stretched me.


 


Daddy's cockhead popped into me, opening me wide. I heard my
wife uttering a long, happy moan of pleasure as Daddy's cock worked its way
into my asshole.


 


#


 


I followed Katie's lead. I relaxed. I breathed deep and slow
as I felt her huge cock stretching my entrance. I felt a wave of hot fear as I
realized she was making her final thrust. Then Katie managed to finally wrench
her cockhead into my hole, and I felt the massive swell of her
anatomically-correct head breaching my snug opening. A spasm of fear and
discomfort surged through me. I gasped and raised myself onto my hands and knees,
struggling to take it.


 


Katie reached out and caressed my head and my shoulders and
whispered, "Shhhhh, little bitch. Just open up and take it for
Daddy."


 


A wave of pleasure went through me. Katie's fingers
caressing my neck seemed to gentle me. I groaned as my wife worked her hips
back and forth, gently opening me up. She took her time, possessing my asshole
inch by inch. To my surprise, the anal discomfort quickly vanished, and I
opened up wide for her.


 


I felt the swell of her cockhead stretching me as her shaft
sank slowly deeper. I took her up into me with a wide-eyed moan of surrender.
Her cock sank still deeper into my virgin hole. It didn't take long before I
could feel Katie's thighs against me, the smooth cool metal of the ring at the
base of her cock pressing against the curve of my ass cheeks.


 


"Daddy's all in you," said Katie with pleasure.
"You're being such a good little ass-slave. Daddy knows it hurt, baby.
That's why he's so proud of you. Open up wide, baby. Daddy's going to fuck your
tight little ass."


 


I whimpered and moaned as Katie's hips began to move. 


 


She gave it to me slowly, at first, with gentle thrusts just
an inch or so in and out of my asshole, barely withdrawing the deeply-embedded
dildo. As my body relaxed and my ass began to take her more easily, I could
feel Katie's energy rising. Her breath came quickly as her arousal mounted. I
could tell that she wanted to fuck the living hell out of me. She was only
restraining herself because she loved me. She wanted to let me acclimate to the
feeling of her huge cock in my ass.


 


But I was doing that quickly...and Katie knew the hard,
deep, rough fuck she wanted to give me wouldn't be far behind the gentle one
she was giving me now.


 


"I can take it, Daddy," I said breathlessly.
"Give it to me hard. Fuck the hell out of me."


 


So she did. Katie grinned and purred and laughed a little
with pleasure, telling me how proud she was of her little bitch for taking it
so good. She took her time building up to the borderline-violent fuck she
really wanted me to have...but she got there.


 


I can't tell you how long it took, because I was lost in the
waves of bliss that erupted inside me. Sensations I'd never felt before coursed
through my body.


 


But before long, my wife was slamming into me. She gave it
to me hard. Katie pounded my ass.


 


Soon she had me shoved forward, my face thrust hard into the
pillow. I could smell her on it. My ass was thrust up high and with each deep
thrust it was pinned tight against her belly. My cock thrust rhythmically and
pleasurably against the precum-wet sheets as Katie pinned me down and pounded
the living hell out of me.


 


She lifted and thrust her hips so that my ass was forced to
take deep, full thrusts of her massive cock.


 


She was already hilt-deep inside me before she started
really pounding, but it still felt like it went in deeper with every stroke.
Each thrust sent a shock wave of pleasure and submissive surrender through my
naked body.


 


Before long Katie was getting out of breath, but she pushed
through and found her second wind, just as I did. She kept on fucking me,
pushing through her exhaustion till she was bathed with sweat. Panting in my
ear, she rode my ass hard.


 


She told me: "Daddy's gonna cum in your tight little
ass, bitch. Beg for Daddy's jizz, baby."


 


I could hear the thickness of her voice. It sounded very
much like Katie really was about to have a powerful orgasm. I'd heard that
vigorous enough thrusting can push the base of a dildo against a woman's clit.
The way she'd positioned her body, she seemed to be more intent on rubbing the
base of the dildo against her own pubic bone, rather than hitting a particular
spot inside me. The pressure on her clit seemed to be what Katie was after.


 


I moaned, "Please, Daddy. Pump your cum in my asshole.
I want it."


 


My wife's gorgeous body rose gracefully above me. Then she
started pumping down into me with ever more fervent intensity, obviously paying
attention to how the base of the dildo struck her body. 


 


Daddy's cock rammed up into my hole. Her thrusts took on the
feeling of those that might have come from a rapacious man with a real cock. I
could feel the deep ache going through me as Katie, insistent on her own
pleasure, pushed in too far and fucked me too hard. She fucked me so hard she hurt
me a little.


 


And I liked that. It was hot to feel her so desperate and
intense, so urgently seeking her own climax. The sounds of "Daddy's"
pleasure grew louder as Daddy fucked me. Soon she was howling in pleasure,
obviously about to cum. I gripped the headboard tightly and gritted my teeth,
struggling as she pounded me to hold my ass in place. I surrendered to the
intense sensation of having my ass seriously pounded by a woman who, up till
now, had never been more than insistent in bed.


 


Now, she'd turned into some kind of savage.
"Daddy" was really giving it to me hard in the ass. And I liked it.
I'd been wanting this forever...but it was Katie's urgency that made it feel right.
I was taking Daddy's cock to pleasure Katie...not for my pleasure. My ass was
just a hole for Daddy to fuck.


 


My hard-on had come and gone as Katie fucked me. The deep
sensation of being reamed hard had made it dwindle at the mid-point, turning
into a soft little nub that drizzled pre-cum on the bed. I hadn't climaxed yet.


 


But now my cock had swollen back to full erection, and I
wanted to cum very badly.


 


As I heard "Daddy's" moans of impending orgasm, my
own cock throbbed. Her thrusts shoved my body against the bed, rubbing my glans
against the wet sheets. I gripped the headboard with one hand and lowered my
other hand to my cock. I started to stroke myself, almost ready to shoot my
load all over the damp sheets. I was moments from exploding in a powerful
orgasm.


 


But Daddy came first.


 


Katie let out a thunderous groan of orgasm as she pounded
her cock up into my asshole. She sounded so masculine -- just like a
"Daddy."


 


Then, an instant later, the true, deep pleasure of an
explosive orgasm overtook her. She lost all pretense of being even remotely
male...which was even hotter. I've always loved the sound of my wife losing
control. She does it deliciously. 


 


A girlish squeal erupted from Katie's wide-opened mouth. She
gasped and shrieked as she came...then settled into a long, low moan as she
shivered in climax, still pumping into me. Her howling orgasm was followed by a
soft purring sound and a mewling moan as she pumped her body back and forth,
letting herself feel all the pleasure of the dildo against her clit. 


 


"Holy fuck," she panted. "That's fucking
intense." 


 


It sounded like Katie was actually shocked at the strength
of her orgasm. 


 


She laughed. "Daddy likes it. He likes your tight
little ass..."


 


Suddenly, Katie got yet another second wind. Her hips
started pumping still faster, like she was pushing herself past a threshold of
orgasm. 


 


Her body was angled to force the base of the dildo firmly
against her clit -- and I could tell it was hitting exactly the right spot.
Katie pounded me hard as she let out a shriek of powerful intensity. She was
still in the midst of her orgasm.


 


Then all the strength went out of her for a moment. Her body
ground to a halt atop me, so slick with moisture that she dripped cool sweat on
my back. Ripples and shudders went through Katie's body. 


 


This was no role-playing exercise. My wife had really
climaxed. And with how wet and open my ass felt from al the lube and the
vigorous thrusting...it really felt like "Daddy" had just cum up
inside me. My asshole felt flooded. It was really just lube...but it felt like
cum. It felt like Daddy had pumped hot jizz up my asshole.


 


"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck," said Katie.
"Fuck, Daddy loves your tight little bitch ass. It feels so good around
Daddy's cock--"


 


To surprise, Katie wasn't finished. She raised herself off
of me, leaned back on her knees and started thrusting again, like she'd never
even cum. Unlike a real Daddy, Katie didn't get soft when she came. 


 


This shouldn't have surprised me. My wife's the kind of girl
who always wants more.


 


As she fucked, she reached down with her hand and placed it
over mine, feeling me tighten my grip on my cock. 


 


"Jack off for Daddy," she purred.  She felt
my balls, hard and swollen, pulled up against my body. My cock was firm and
ready. Precum had leaked from it to my belly and my thighs. Thick strings of it
seemed to run everywhere.


 


"Jack off while Daddy fucks you," she ordered me.
"Be Daddy's good little bitch."


 


It wasn't a request. It was a command.


 


What could I do? I said, "Yes, Daddy. Fuck me,
Daddy."


 


I started pumping my cock harder.


 


I wasn't totally sure I could cum with the hot hard feeling
of Katie's cock in me. It was distracting...especially since she kept fucking
me. Katie's dick rammed hard into me again and again, which sent spasms of
pleasure through me. It was almost too much...or so I thought. But to my
surprise, when I wrapped my hand around my stiff cock, Katie repositioned
herself, jostling her cock inside me until I gave a gasp. Surges of pleasure
went through me.


 


"Yeah," she purred. "That's the spot. That's
the spot that Daddy's bitch likes."


 


Katie started thrusting into me harder, picking up speed as
I moaned ever faster. She was hitting some place up deep inside me that almost
made me feel like I was about to cum whether I liked it or not.


 


But I did like it. I liked it a lot.


 


I felt my wife thrusting deep inside me. I lifted my ass,
and she matched my movements so that her cock kept hitting the exact spot that
made me gasp. My hand and my cock were covered with lube that had dripped down
from Katie's deep thrusts. I squeezed and stroked my lube-slick cock.


 


"Fuck, oh, fuck, Daddy, that's the right spot," I
said. "You're gonna make me cum--"


 


I took my hand off my cock.


 


Katie angled her body just to keep stroking her dick up
against the right spot. 


 


"Yeah? You like that?" she teased me. 'You like
Daddy's cock hitting your bitch-spot? Makes you feel real submissive,
doesn't it?"


 


I tried to moan, "Yes, Daddy," but all that came
out was an incoherent wail.


 


"Tell Daddy you're his bitch," Katie ordered.
"Tell Daddy you wanna be his bitch from now on. Forever and ever...every
night. Tell your Daddy you want his cock in your ass all the time now. Tell
him!"


 


But I couldn’t say a word. I was moaning too loudly as Katie
fucked me. My eyes rolled back in my head. I put my hand back on my cock and
started pumping as Katie thrust deeper. 


 


I let out a gasp as I hit the point of no return. Then a low
groan of pleasure erupted from my mouth as I pumped my cock faster. 


 


A powerful orgasm pulsed through my naked body....and cum
exploded from my cock. It shot so hard and so far I felt it hit my shoulders.


 


"Oh, yeah," purred Katie, "Cum for Daddy. Cum
hard for Daddy, bitch. Daddy loves you."


 


She settled atop me, her cock deep inside my stretched hole.
She held herself deep inside me as I came, pumping the last few squirts of jizz
out of my cock.


 


"Daddy can feel your asshole get real, real tight when
you cum," growled my wife. "He likes feeling your tight little bitch
ass get tighter on his cock. Must feel real good, bitch." When I didn't
answer, she reached down and pulled my hair, shaking me out of my stupor. 


 


Katie growled, "I said it feels fucking good to
get fucked, bitch...doesn't it?"


 


"Yes, Daddy," I moaned. "Fuck, it feels
good--"


 


I shivered all over. My wife no longer thrust atop me. She
was dripping with sweat. I could tell she was exhausted. Even better, I could
smell the subtle musk of her sweaty body. 


 


I could also smell her cunt, mingled with the musky scent of
my ass and the sharp tang of the lube.


 


When I could finally focus my eyes, I realized the sun was
all the way up. 


 


The bedroom, well-lit, was bathed in morning light.


 


I looked over my shoulder and said to my wife, "I love
you."


 


Katie smiled mischievously. 


 


"Daddy loves you, too," she said. "Daddy
loves his little bitch."


 


I moaned and shuddered all over.


 


Katie tugged her cock out of me. I felt a sudden ache of
emptiness.


 


Still wearing her boyshorts, Katie tucked her cock away in
them. Behind the white cotton, her wet cock lurked as she pulled herself
alongside me.


 


"Daddy got what he wanted for his anniversary,"
she purred. "Did you?"


 


I put my arms around her and nodded.


 


Katie put her arms tight around my naked body. As she kissed
me and cuddled me, her cock bulged through her briefs and rubbed against my
hip. She reached down and squeezed my ass. 


 


"Did you really get me a teapot?" she asked.


 


I frowned. "I kept the receipt," I said,
embarrassed.


 


Katie winked. Her leg rose easily, her limber body twisting
till she could rub the supple leather of her new boot against my side. I could
smell the new leather, all mixed up with the scent of our bodies and of lube.


 


"Don't you dare return it," she said. "After
a performance like that...Daddy needs a cup of tea."


 


As the light from the window grew brighter, Katie held me
and kissed me and purred in my ear.


 


"Happy anniversary," she told me. She squeezed my
ass with a wicked smile "And many happy returns."


 







[bookmark: _Toc350681089]Sissy Lockdown by Kendra Jarry


 


I'm in the bedroom, arranging the
toys for our training session, when Jenny calls to me from the living room.


 


"Kendra?"


 


Again, I bristle at that name. I
hate hearing her say it so loud that the neighbors might be able to hear.


 


She says: "Kendra, why don't
you put some music on?"


 


"All right," I call
back. "What would you like to hear."


 


She names a particularly filthy
song that she's fond of -- one with a slow grinding beat and explicit lyrics
delivered in moaning female vocals about worshipping a man and being his
absolute slave. She names the remix CD that offers that song in a dozen
variations, each of them ten or more minutes long and filled with the
excruciating sounds of cracking whips and rattling chains, moaning women and
grunting men. It's basically porno in musical form.


 


"Put it on repeat," she
says. "I'm going to dance for you."


 


My heart soars. Just a few hours
ago, I was watching my wife fuck her boyfriend. I thought she'd never fuck me
again. She hasn't fucked me in months, anyway. She hasn't even given me a blowjob
or a handjob. But now, she's going to dance for me. I feel my heart pounding in
excitement.


 


Then I get a glimpse of myself in
the mirror as I walk to the shelf that holds the stereo.


 


My stomach swirls as I look at
myself. With the bright red lipstick, eye shadow, heavy mascara, blush and
powder, I look ridiculous. The hot pink tank top -- way too small for my male
frame -- makes me look even worse. I'm spilling out everywhere. My turquoise
stretch jeans are even tighter. My red boots have three-inch heels. Worst of
all, there's an evident bulge in the front of my stretch jeans... under which,
I'm wearing my wife's panties.


 


What does it matter of Jenny
dances for me the way a wife dances for a husband?


 


She's turned me in to something
bizarre, something abominable...and all I can feel when I look in the mirror is
that rush of sexual arousal that comes with my intense humiliation.


 


I try not to think about it.


 


I find the CD she asks for. I put
it on the stereo on repeat. The moans begin instantly, loud and repetitive.
Then the beat kicks in and the lyrics are delivered in a lilting moan: "I'm
your slave/I’m your whore/I'm your cunt/I'm your bitch/Take me/Use me/Fuck
me/Hurt me..."


 


It goes like that, the sexuality
and violence in the lyrics escalating as the beat grinds and the song becomes
louder.


 


I go back into the kitchen and
find Jenny rooting around in the refrigerator. She's gotten herself a beer from
the front of fridge, and she's managed to find a four-pack of old wine coolers
in the back -- from when my much younger cousin was visiting, months ago. I
didn't even know they were still in there. The things disgust me.


 


Jenny smiles and opens the first
wine cooler, pressing it into my hand.


 


The bottle is cold. It sweats.


 


Her face serious and seductive,
Jenny looks in my eyes.


 


She says, "Please,
Kendra?"


 


I know what she's doing. Sissies
don't drink beer. When we drink, guys get us drunk on wine coolers and take
advantage of us. Just like Jenny's going to take advantage of me...with the
huge strap-on cock I've just laid out for her.


 


My own pathetic cock gives a
surge, bulging through my pants. Jenny smiles at me flirtatiously and strokes
my bulge.


 


Reluctantly, I drink the wine
cooler.


 


Jenny hands me the rest of the
four-pack. She picks up a bottle of vodka from the freezer and drinks a couple
of slugs of it from the bottle as she pushes me into the bedroom. She throws me
on the bed and makes me do the same with the vodka, chasing it with the wine
cooler. I try to argue -- I don't like to drink, and certainly not vodka. But
Jenny won't take no for an answer, and I'm on the second wine cooler before
she's finally satisfied. My stomach revolts. We haven't eaten dinner. Well, I
guess I ate dinner...I've gobbled enough of Mike's cum to keep me
nourished for days. It sits in my stomach mingling with the vodka and wine
cooler.


 


But my stomach quiets as Jenny
starts to take off her clothes. It doesn't take long; there's not much to
remove. I watch her as she slowly lifts her yellow slip dress over her head.
She's naked underneath, her glorious body revealed in the moonlight from our
big open windows. The curtains are open, but I know that Jenny hates to close
them. This time, I don't even ask.


 


Jenny spreads her legs and fingers
her cummy pussy as I watch. My dick throbs. Thirsty, I drink the wine cooler
automatically. The more I drink, the more I realize it's not that bad.


 


Jenny lets me look at her body
more than she has in months. She does a little dance for me, crawling over me
on the bed like a lap dancer. The touch of her naked body makes my skin feel
electric even through my clothes. She rubs her hair against my body and dangles
her tits in my face. When I try to kiss them, to suck the hard nipples, she
grabs my hair and pushes my head down and then grinds her wet pussy on my cock
through my jeans.


 


She really works up a sweat. She's
panting and dripping by the time she finally slides onto the bed next to me.
She's probably been dancing for me for half an hour, and I swear -- it's like I
was in heaven. My second wine cooler is gone, and I’m feeling very, very drunk.


 


"Your turn, she tells
me."


 


I go to embrace her. She slaps my
hands away. "What, baby?"


 


"Your turn!" she says
harshly. "Take your clothes off. Dance for me." Winded and thirsty
from her dance, she polishes off her beer. "Kendra, baby," she begs.
"Would you go get me another one?"


 


I'm delirious with desire for her
after having seen her dance -- Jenny is a hell of a dancer. I go get her a
beer, and one for myself. I realize as I walk into the kitchen that I’m getting
very drunk.


 


When I come back with the two
beers, Jenny snatches them both from my hands.


 


She smiles and says, "Thank
you, Kendra. You brought me two!" The stern look she gives me as she puts
my third wine cooler back in my hand makes it obvious she doesn't want to hear
any arguments.


 


I don't drink beer now...that
seems to be the message.


 


Still high from the dance my wife
gave me, I'm feeling too submissive and obedient to argue with her. I just
bring my third wine cooler to my lips and drink from it. And when she hands me
the vodka bottle? I drink from it obediently...three times in rapid succession
until she's satisfied.


 


I realize I'm very drunk. My
wife's brutality suddenly seems less important. I have always wanted
this...sort of. I even told her about it...whispered her fantasies. They
weren't as rough as this, but...Jenny knows what's best for me. She always has.
Feeling drunk and increasingly uninhibited, I realize that I'm going to let
this play out. I'm going to give myself to my wife tonight...however she wants
me.


 


Jenny purrs, "Strip for me,
Kendra. And don't rush through it, minuteman. I want to see you take your time
for once." She laughs. 


 


She mouths the words to her
favorite filthy song as she stretches out on the bed, touching herself
shamelessly. We've made it through most of the CD, on the tenth or twelfth
remix version. They're increasingly obscene. Jenny's lips form the words as I
watch her, blushing, humiliated. I just can't do it.


 


She slides up to the edge of bed,
stretches her foot out and nudges me in my blue balls with the toe of her
high-heeled shoe.


 


"Dance, Kendra," she
laughs lightly. "Come on, what are you waiting for?"


 


Humiliated, I strip for her.


 


I try to rush through it at first,
feeling awkward, my hands feeling huge, my body feeling very, very masculine.
It's degrading to have to dance like a woman, even though, in my drunken state,
I can't help but be a little turned on by it.


 


My clip-on hoop earrings dangle
against my neck. I had almost forgotten I was wearing them. Did Jenny mean what
she said? That she was going to get my ears pierced soon?


 


My heart races as I think of
myself wearing earrings. It would be so humiliating if she made me wear them
out in public...maybe even to work...


 


That thought only makes me dance
sexier, working my hips and grinding with the music, feeling the obscene lyrics
penetrate my drunken brain and make me even hornier. They're influencing me. I'm
your slave/I'm your cunt/I'm your whore/Use me/Take me/Fuck me/Spank me/Hurt
me/Give me your cock...


 


My arousal mounts as I shimmy and
grind with the music. Drunk and increasingly loose, I'm having a good time. But
Jenny is not satisfied. After a few minutes of watching me dance, Jenny chides
me for not following the rhythm, for not doing it slow and sexy. She makes me
slow down until I'm grinding with the music. She makes me take my time. She
makes me pull my jeans down to the top of my boots and bend over and work my
ass back and forth in time to the music.


 


She makes me pull the panties down
and turn away and bend over and show her my asshole, never stopping the slow,
increasingly sensuous moves of my dance.


 


It takes me a long time to get the
hang of it, but with Jenny's guidance, I start to loosen up. 


 


She gives me pointers. "Work
that ass back and forth like a girl, baby. Think of how you like to see
it when you're at a strip club."


 


When she's not giving me
instructions, Jenny mouths the words to the obscene song. "I'm your slave/I’m
your whore/I'm your cunt/I'm your bitch/Take me/Use me/Fuck me/Hurt me..."


 


Seeing my beautiful wife mouth
those suggestive lyrics with her perfect red lips, I find myself inspired. My
inhibitions melt away. Before long, I'm dancing like a girl; I've wriggled my
way out of the jeans and boots, and I'm dancing for her, almost like a
stripper. Almost like a girl.


 


Jenny purrs at me happily, claps
and giggles and even cheers me between lip-syncing lines about taking it in the
ass. I'm naked except for my panties and dancing with increasing ease, my
movements getting fluid as I undulate back and forth, getting more turned on as
I see the yummy reactions my wife gives me. She rubs herself as she watches me.
It's so gratifying to know I’m actually turning my wife on that I dance more
energetically, building up a sweat.


 


"You're doing so good,
Kendra," "See if those white stripper pumps of mine will fit you,
baby."


 


"Huh?" I ask her.
"Darling, they won't...your feet are size fives."


 


"Just go ahead and see,"
Jenny tells me. "They're on the top shelf in the closet."


 


I go there. I take the shoes down.
I realize that even though I've always thought these shoes are incredibly sexy,
I've never seen Jenny wear them. I've even jacked off fantasizing about
her wearing them...but I've never seen her wear them.


 


When I hold them in my hands, I
realize why. They're not Jenny's size. They're mine.


 


Blushing, covered in sweat,
exhausted, I step into the white pumps and secure the buckle.


 


They fit like a charm.


 


The heels are much higher than the
ones on the red boots she made me wear earlier. My cock has never stopped
throbbing and my erection has never dwindled. But I swear, having my ass forced
into that unnatural stripper posture from six-inch heels and a thong that rubs
my butthole actually makes my cock actually feel like it grows.


 


Covered in sweat, dripping from
the exertion of dancing, I finish the third wine cooler. Jenny takes the fourth
one from the cardboard four-pack on the nightstand. She waves it at me. I go to
the bed and get it from her. She pulls me halfway onto the bed and kisses me --
stopping me with her own high-heeled shoe in my balls when I try to climb on
the bed all the way.


 


Her kisses taste like beer, vodka,
and Mike's cum. My own mouth tastes like wine cooler and pussy. I feel
incredibly drunk.


 


"Make it slutty this
time. Why don't you play with some toys?"


 


I take a deep drink of the wine
cooler and stumble drunkenly on the heels as I go to what used to be my
underwear drawer. I take out a heavy flogger -- one of the two that I told
Jenny I found sexy. The smell of the leather intoxicates me. I makes me feel
drunker than I already am.


 


Wearing just my panties and the
high heels, holding the whip, I start to dance for my wife.


 


This time, I play with the whip as
I drop to the floor and grind around like a stripper. I know I could rub my
dick on the hardwood floor....maybe even rub myself to orgasm. But I won't,
because that would displease Jenny.


 


I hump the air, hump the whip. I
even whip myself, slashing the fronds across my back and wincing from the pain.
I get more and more turned on. I'm less inhibited by the minute.


 


When I'm finally exhausted so I
almost can't go one, Jenny smiles.


 


She tells me, "Good girl,
Kendra. Now bring me my cock so I can fuck you in the ass." She laughs.
"I think we'll break you in with the small one."


 


The small one? That's a
laugh. Even the "small one" is the size of Mike's dick -- and I've
already seen that fuck Jenny once today. It's fucking huge. It may be
the smallest of the three cocks my wife has purchased, not counting the
internal plug that fits in her strap-on harness so she can cum while fucking
me. The cock she's going to "break me in with" may be smaller than
her other options...but it's still going to rip me in two, and she knows it.


 


Nonetheless, I don't even think
about disobeying her.


 


I don't want to.


 


#


 


My wife stretches me out on the
bed and sits on my face. She makes me eat her as she wriggles into her harness.
The harness has an open keyhole arrangement so her pussy stays accessible. The
clerks said that a metal ring can be attached so she can put a dildo inside her
if she wants -- or she can leave it open so she can have her slave suck her
cock and finger her cunt at the same time.


 


Instead, Jenny just makes me lick
her pussy. "I want Mike's dick to be the first one you suck," she
purrs as she smothers me.


 


Jenny buckles the harness, riding
my face harder and faster as she secures it. Even after all these hours, the
taste of Mike's seed inside her is still strong. I obediently lick her pussy
and clit, almost suffocating when she gets excited enough to ride me hard,
face-fucking me viciously.  She sucks and fucks my face so hard that the
bed creaks.


 


She guides my hand up to her
strap-on, and makes me jack it off.


 


As she rides me and I jack her
off, she sighs: "Get used to this, baby. You'll be giving my boyfriends a
lot of HJs from now on."


 


Soon, Jenny is breathless from the
pleasure of riding my face. She won't let me get her off; she keeps stopping me
when she gets close. Her cock bounces against my smooth, waxed chest. Her sweat
runs down onto my body.


 


Jenny laughs, her crotch rocking
and her hips pumping as she forcibly rides my face.


 


"Ready to get fucked, Kendra?"


 


She lifts her pussy off my face
just far enough that I can whimper out a softly obedient "Yes,
Ma'am."


 


#


 


 


     Jenny
lifts herself off of me and stands by the bed, her huge cock jutting from her
crotch at a very fuckable angle.


 


She says to me, "Kendra,
bring me the cock and vibrator attachment for my harness, so I can cum as I
fuck you."


 


Jenny is already standing by the
bed -- and our bedroom is not large. The dresser is maybe four feet behind her.
But she still makes me get up and hobble over to get it, stumbling on my
high-heeled shoes from the ache in my balls.


 


I bring her the attachments. She
sits on the edge of the bed, makes me kneel and help her get them on.


 


The second dildo is very short and
extremely wide, with a curved head that's designed to stroke her G-spot as she
thrusts into me, according to Dusk. Despite its enormous girth, the dildo fits
easily into her cunt.


 


Jenny laughs. "I guess Mike's
cock really stretched me, huh, baby? You think your clit could do that?"


 


I answer automatically. "No,
Mistress."


 


Jenny gets up onto her knees.


 


"Get me the lube," she
says.


 


I stand. I go to my underwear
drawer and get the tube of thick lube the clerks recommended. Jenny motions me
onto the bed.


 


Suddenly frightened, I stall.
"Should--um, should I take my panties off...Mistress?" The word comes
so easily to my lips that I don't know why I haven't called her that all
along...since before the wedding. Since our first date.


 


Jenny shakes her head.


 


"Those skimpy things? No,
Kendra, I'll just pull them out of the way. Now bring me the lube and get your
ass up here. Time to lose your virginity, baby."


 


I obey my wife, getting on all
fours in front of her. Jenny squirts lube onto her fingers. She wastes no time,
but forces one finger easily into my asshole. I squeal.


 


"Quit squealing like a pig,
Kendra. Unless you want to be one."


 


She's done this to me before --
one time, early in our relationship, she surprised me during a blowjob by
sticking her finger up my ass an instant before I came. It made me feel angry
and humiliated at the time -- but that didn't stop me from cumming in Jenny's
mouth harder than I've ever cum in my life.


 


Until now. I know when -- if
-- my wife finally lets me shoot, it'll be incredible.


 


I want to cum so bad I can taste
it. I almost feel like my swollen balls have backed up into the back of my
throat. But I know that's just the lingering flavor of my wife's boyfriend's
cum...which she made me lick out of her.


 


After he fucked my wife's brains
out.


 


Just like she's about to fuck me.


 


Jenny fingers my ass until it's
slippery with lube, giving me two fingers... then three. Even three fingers is
much, much smaller than the huge cock that's jutting out behind me. But I know
that Jenny won't take no for an answer...and I don't even want her to, anymore.


 


"She says, come on, Kendra.
Show me what a whore you are. You get to fuck yourself onto my cock to get
yourself ready for my boyfriend. Show me how much you want to be my
bitch."


 


To my shame, I do want to
be her bitch. So much that when I nuzzle my ass backwards and rub my slick hole
up and down on the shaft of her cock, the way she rubbed her puss on my
cock, I want her inside me. More than I've ever wanted anything. I feel
suddenly, deeply eager to take my wife's cock in my asshole....to give herself
to me utterly.


 


She's lubed the cock up as well as
my asshole, and my cock throbs, stiff with need, as I push my asshole against
the thick head of my wife's dick.


 


I push myself onto it. The pain is
excruciating at first. Jenny makes me slow down and tease her cock, laughing.


 


"Don't rush it, baby. Really
enjoy it. Let yourself feel what I've been feeling from Mike all these
months."


 


Her mention of Mike doesn't even
faze me. It just makes me hornier.


 


I go slowly. I want her, but I
force myself to wait, teasing her.


 


It isn't long before Jenny gets
impatient. "That's good, Kendra," she says. "You're ready, now.
Put it in. Put my cock inside you."


 


It seems too big; there's no way I
can take it. But I know that I have to.


 


I whimper as I push myself onto
her cockhead. The fullness of her big black cockhead is almost more than my
asshole can bear. I feel my hole stretching. I feel her cock opening me up,
punishing me as I force my way onto it.


 


I push myself onto her cock,
gasping in pain as my asshole is violated.


 


I moan wildly a moan as I finally
force myself past the cockhead. Now the huge cock is embedded in my body, and
Jenny whispers, "Shhhh," into my ear. "Stop whining and let
yourself feel the pleasure. Come on, baby. Show me how you like it."


 


I push myself further onto Jenny's
dick -- forcing her cock up into me until it the wider base stretches my hole
even more than the mammoth cockhead did.


 


I'm breathing hard, in big,
gasping shudders, whimpering, moaning.


 


I fuck myself onto her, picking up
speed as the agony dissipates. Jenny starts fucking me. Harder. Still harder.
My hoop earrings brush against my shoulders as I rock my head back and forth in
response to waves of pain and pleasure.


 


I howl as she fucks me.


 


Soon, Jenny's pounding her cock
into my asshole harder than I've ever fucked her -- harder than even Mike
has fucked her, I bet. It's all I can do to hold on for dear life, digging my
fingers into the pillows.


 


As she slams me forward with each
thrust, my dick smacks against the sheets. Jenny reaches around me and caresses
my cock. She doesn't jerk it -- not at all. Rather, she just teases.


 


"You want that handjob I
promised you, baby? You want it while my dick's inside you?"


 


I nod furiously, begging her.
"Please, Mistress, please, Mistress--"


 


Jenny viciously digs her
fingernails in to the flesh of my cock. I moan. She doesn't jerk me off. She
just holds my cock still and pulls back again.


 


"Come on, baby. Fuck your
asshole onto my dick."


 


I obey her, with great difficulty.
I'm stuffed full, and my cock and balls hurt like hell. Nonetheless, I fuck
myself onto her cock. I can feel the cockhead hitting what must be my prostate;
little flashes of extreme pleasure blast through me as her cock hits its
deepest point inside me.


 


Jenny reads my thoughts.
"Feel that? Feel how good that feels? I'm hitting your G-spot, baby. My
dickhead is hitting your G-spot. Show me what a horny bitch you are. Show me
what a slut my little sissy cunt fucktoy is. Show me what a little
panty-wearing cockwhore you want me to make you. Show me how much you love
dick, Kendra. Show me how much you love to fuck."


 


I ride her cock desperately. I
pump myself onto her until, suddenly, white hot pain and pleasure mingle in my
tortured dick.


 


Hot streams of built-up cum
explode from the head of my cock as Jenny dis her fingernails deeper into my
flesh. The pressure causes pain at the jizz blasts out -- but she won't let me
stop. She hisses, "Keep going, baby. Keep fucking yourself."


 


I wail in pain and pleasure,
feeling the spasms of my painful orgasm as my asshole contracts around my
wife's cock.


 


Half of my jizz seems to have gone
into Jenny's cupped palm. While I keep fucking myself onto her cock, Jenny
shoves her cummy hand into my face. She pushes her cum-slick fingers into in my
mouth.


 


She doesn't have to tell me what
to do. I suck them clean.


 


When I'm utterly spent, I can
barely even move.


 


It's Jenny's turn again to take
the active role - no longer making me fuck myself onto her. Now she just wants
me to be a limp little bitch. She pulls her cock out of me and pushes my legs
up high, bending them over her shoulders.


 


My soft little cock sits there
underneath her gorgeous body, tucked against my belly and drizzling cum. 


 


Jenny looks deep into my eyes and
starts to fuck me.


 


Panting, she asks me, "How do
you like missionary position, Kendra? We're almost like husband and wife,
huh?"


 


I hear the buzzing of a vibrator;
at some point Jenny has reached down and turned it on. The egg-shaped device
sits on her clitoris -- and as she fucks her cock into me, each thrusts causes
pressure against her.


 


Jenny looks into my eyes as she
starts pounding me viciously...fucking me harder than any guy would need to fuck
a woman to cum.


 


But Jenny needs to do me hard and
deep to get herself off.


 


It takes a long time for her to
fuck me till she cums. She's been teasing herself as well as pleasing me -- she
needs to cum bad. When she finally gets off, Jenny cries out in
pleasure, moaning as orgasm floods through her.


 


Jenny finally pulls her huge cock
out of my ass. Obediently, I help her get the harness off. She caresses my face
and smiles.


 


"You know what's next,"
she tells me.


 


I nod, shamefully.


 


I get out of bed and go to the
dresser.


 


I bring her my chastity tube


 


Now that my dick has been utterly
spent, I'm soft enough to put it on.


 


But Jenny wants to do the honors.


 


She makes me get on the bed and
spread out in front of her. She fits the plastic device around my cock. The
spikes don't prick me, since I’m entirely soft. But before she closes the hasp,
she makes me put my finger in the device, so I can feel how sharp they are.


 


"That'll be your incentive to
think like a girl," says Jenny.


 


She fits the tube around my cock
and closes the padlock with a click.


 


#


 


Once my cock is locked away, Jenny
breathes a sigh of relief.


 


I'm exhausted, but Jenny doesn't
care. She rolls onto her back and spreads her legs.


 


"Put on your harness,
Kendra. I seriously need to get fucked." She grins. "And I'm not like
you, baby. I want the big cock." She caresses her pussy.
"Mike's really opened me to new experiences, baby." She laughs at her
pun.


 


Jenny caresses my chastity-locked
penis.


 


"Do you think your clit could
do that?"


 


Eyes down, I say, "No,
Mistress."


 


#


 


I feel strangely peaceful
strapping the harness to my body and fitting the biggest of the dildos into it.
I almost feel like a girl.


 


Dripping sweat and exhausted, I
mount my spread wife. With the huge strap-on dildo, I penetrate her for the
first time in months. I feel that exultation of first penetration as Jenny
gasps, struggling to take it. Then I feel suddenly humiliated... it's not my
dick that's inside her.


 


Or is it?


 


I feel the base of the dildo
rubbing against my pubic bone as I fuck her. It's not an unpleasant sensation.
I feel Jenny riding my cock underneath, fucking herself up onto me as she talks
dirty, telling me all about how good this feels -- how my cock is bigger than
Mike's, all I needed to be a real man was for her to make me a girl. I feel the
escalating pleasure of dominance as I fuck Jenny harder and harder, even though
I'm seriously winded and pouring sweat.


 


Jenny's dirty talk really gets me
going. She coaxes me into fucking her harder.


 


It turns me on more and more. As I
pound her, I feel a strange, growing pain.


 


My cock is swelling.


 


I try to stop; I try to pull out.
Jenny wraps her legs around me and pulls me hard onto her. She pins me from
underneath, holding me down on top of me and working her legs so I don't have a
choice. She fucks herself up against me.


 


She whispers filthy words into my
ear, telling me all about how she loves getting fucked, what a man I am, how
I'm bigger than any of her boyfriends.


 


It turns me on more. My cock gets
half-hard. It continues to swell.


 


The spikes dig in.


 


"Please, baby," I
whimper desperately. "Please, ow, it hurts--"


 


Jenny laughs at me, wrapping her
legs around my ass and pulling me onto her. When I panic and try to get free, my
wife flips me hard and comes down on top of me. My cock has slipped out of her
-- my strap-on cock, that is. My boner continues to swell, and the spikes of
the chastity tube cause a screaming pain as Jenny spreads the lips of her slit
and fits them over the thick head of my strap-on cock again.


 


My wife moans as she fucks herself
onto me.


 


Arching my back, I claw the sheets
in pain.


 


Jenny's hot breath flows against
my neck. She growls in my ear as she rides me.


 


"Do you love me, baby? Do you
like this? Is this everything you've ever wanted? Did you always want this?


 


She pounds her body against mine,
laughing as I squeal in pain.


 


There are tears in my eyes as I
moan, "Yes, Mistress!"


 


My wife rides me harder with every
thrust.
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"Come on, boy. Come over here and tell Daddy how much
you appreciate his hospitality."


 


I take the cigar out of my mouth and smile at him.


 


Lounging in the armchair, I reach down and unzip my leather
pants. I pull out my cock and start stroking it. My boy looks at the big, thick
shaft of my cock and licks his lips.


 


Then he goes down on his knees and plants his mouth on the
head of my cock. He takes my shaft into his mouth until the head nudges the top
of his throat. Then, without hesitating, he swallows, forcing the shaft down
his throat without even a hint of a gag reflex. That sends a shudder through my
body; I can feel my pussy aching. He starts working on my cock, sucking it like
an expert.


 


I don't look much like any daddy I've ever known. The tight
leather pants, big black boots and Harley Davidson T-shirt could belong to a
daddy, sure. But there's no disguising my broad hips or the way the pants hang
so low on them, revealing my flowery tattoos and my navel ring. And I haven't
strapped down my tits, which are big enough to stretch the T-shirt and, even
with a sports bra underneath, show my nipples as they get hard in response to
the sight and feel of my boy's mouth on my cock.


 


But it doesn't matter, because I'm a daddy; I've got the
big, thick cock to prove it. Silicone, yes; maybe not as sensitive as a real
daddy's cock. With this daddy's cock, it's not just a matter of licking and
sucking around the head or teasing the underside of the shaft. Sucking this
cock is a lot more work. My boy has to push and work his head around and suck
my cock harder, pushing the base of the dildo against my clit to make my pussy
throb in response. But I don't care and my boy doesn't care, either, because my
boy knows I'm his Daddy. I've got the cock to prove it -- and the armchair.


 


And a boy is exactly what he is, tonight. Torn jeans, so
faded they're almost white, hug his lithe body, showing off the big bulge in
his pants, swept to the right and getting bigger as he sucks me. His tight
white T-shirt, so tight it's almost see-through, shows off his perfect chest.
He looks like some boy hustler I picked up on the street, offered a place to
stay in return for a blowjob. The big white athletic shoes are a decidedly
adolescent touch.


 


The whole package makes my pussy so wet I can hardly stand
it.


 


And when he looks up at me with his mouth around my cock,
there's no question that this is my boy, servicing me.


 


"Come on, boy, suck it better than that. Earn your
keep."


 


He launches more eagerly into it, his mouth pumping down on
my cock and forcing it deeper into his throat. He's obviously a skilled
cocksucker; he doesn't even hesitate when the head of my cock presses against
his throat. He just swallows, knowing that's what I want. I want to feel him
take it all the way, feeling it in his belly, just like he will when I put it
up his ass.


 


His eyes turn back up to me and I grin down at him, flicking
ash off the end of the cigar. "I think it's time you sucked a little ass,
boy."


 


I pull him off of my cock and turn around on the armchair,
pulling my leather pants down over my hips. When I've got them down around my
knees, I bend over, pushing my ass out for him. He leans in and obediently
presses his face between my cheeks, his tongue sliding into my ass. I have to
stifle a gasp that I know will sound way too feminine, and I barely manage to
replace it with a manly grunt as I reach back behind me to grab his hair and
push his face more firmly into my ass. His tongue works its way deeper into my
asshole. He alternates between teasing the entrance with big long swirls of his
tongue and pushing hard into it like he's fucking me with that limber little
organ. I want to reach down and rub my clit; I want to come so bad it's driving
me crazy. But instead of rubbing my clit I reach down and begin to jerk off,
stroking my cock, pumping it hard up and down, and that only makes me want to
come even more. When I push the dildo down I can feel the base against my clit,
almost direct enough to make me come, but not quite. God, I want to fuck him so
bad.


 


I'm so turned on I can hardly speak. But I manage it,
barely, working hard to maintain a gruff rumble in my voice instead of a girly
squeak. I turn my head and look down at him over my shoulder. He's beautiful,
his mouth planted between my cheeks, licking me. His eyes are turned up toward
me, and I look into them as I growl at him.


 


"You take it up the ass, boy?"


 


His mouth comes away from my ass and he says, "If I
have to, Daddy."


 


"You have to, boy," I tell him.


 


He moves back and I get off the armchair, still stroking my
cock. I watch as he shucks his white T-shirt, showing off his beautiful chest.
I run my hand down it, working my cock faster. He unzips his jeans and peels
them off, kicking his way out of his white athletic shoes. He's not wearing
socks. I look at his gorgeous cock, standing there hard, the tip glistening.


 


"You can suck it if you want," he says weakly, not
meeting my eyes.


 


I grab his hair and pull his face close to mine.


 


"No kissing," he says, sounding petulant and
whiny. "I don't do that. I'm not a faggot."


 


The sound of that helpless plea sends a new surge of arousal
through my pussy and into my cock. I've got him right where I want him.


 


Ignoring him, I press my lips to his and thrust my tongue
into his mouth. He lets me for a moment, then begins to respond with his own
tongue against mine. I kiss him deeper, then spin him around and shove him
against the armchair. He climbs onto it, knees pressed to the thick, padded
arms, legs spread, ass in the air. He reaches back and parts his cheeks as I
grab the bottle of lube on the end table.


 


I pour lube between his cheeks and work two fingers into his
cock -- not even bothering to start with one. He gasps as I penetrate him, and
I reach between his legs to feel his cock pulsing with excitement.


 


"You like that, boy? You like taking it up the
ass?"


 


"If I have to, Daddy," he says nervously.


 


"You have to, boy," I tell him. "You have to
like it. And I know you're going to."


 


I add some lube to the head of my cock and push his back
down till he's crouched down low and his ass is in the right position. I nuzzle
the head of my cock against his tight entrance. His ass opens right up as I
thrust into it; he lets out a shuddering gasp as I drive it in to the hilt.


 


I start to fuck him; for some reason, this position pushes
the base of the dildo against my clit at just the right angle. Or maybe fucking
my boy in the ass just turns me on more than anything. I reach up and grab his
hair, listening to him moan as I shove my cock roughly into his ass, each
thrust harder, building up speed.


 


His hand is underneath him, pumping his cock. His hips start
to work, pushing him onto my cock. Like he's trying to get it over with at
first -- then, as his hand quickens on his cock, like he wants it. He shoves
hard onto me, his ass opening wider as it engulfs my cock. I pull his hair,
making him squeal. At one point I reach down and spank his ass, which makes him
fuck back onto me with even more urgency.


 


I don't even feel it coming, really. I've been working the
dildo into him, pressing the base against my clit for so long that when I
finally reach the breaking point I barely know it. It happens when he lets out
a little whimper and I feel his body shaking -- he's coming, shooting his load
all over Daddy's armchair. I start to fuck him harder, faster, as his lips go
slack and he leans hard against the back of the chair. I pound into him and
that drives me over the top, my own orgasm sending my pussy and clit into tight
spasms, my ass tightening as I feel the cooling moisture of my boy's spittle
from where he tongued me. I collapse onto the chair on top of him and it groans
under our combined weight as my body surges with pleasure, my high-pitched
moans as feminine as it gets -- but my boy doesn't seem to care.


 


He reaches back and strokes my hand where it still grips his
hair. "Did my tight ass get you off real good, Daddy?"


 


"You have no idea," I said, still panting hard.


 


"Oh, I think I have some idea," he smiles, and
squirms around under me to hold me in his arms. He begins to stroke my long
hair gently and whispers, "Thank you, Daddy. Thanks for fucking me so
good."


 


I curl up in my boy's embrace, sighing contentedly.
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