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‘What does this one mean?’ he says. His voice brings me out of my sleepy state. I can feel the soft tip of his warm finger as he gently brushes the skin on my side. He’s asking about my tattoo.

I’m in a playful mood. Last night’s lovemaking has left me feeling warm and happy. Besides, I love to tease him.

‘What do you think it means?’ I ask, throwing the question back over my shoulder.

‘I know what I think it means,’ he says, a smile in his voice, ‘I’m asking what it means to you.’

I smile. I can feel his warm, firm hands drifting across my naked body. Sunday morning light tries to break through the closed drapes into our bedroom. We lay in bed together, naked from the night before. Our clothes are scattered across the floor. I recall how eager we were to take our clothes off and I smile at the memories. The sign of a good night is a good smile the next morning. And my lover, the man behind me, trailing his hands over my flesh, has given me a very good smile.

‘It means exactly what it says,’ I say.

I know what he means. His hands have trailed across my bare back, from the small tattoo of the bird in flight on my shoulder, to the hearts on my hip. I can practically feel his eyes sweeping over my skin, admiring my every flaw and imperfection. He loves my flaws. He loves my imperfections. I love him for it. He wants me. All of me. The complete package, warts and all.

But now he’s asking about that tattoo. The one I had on my side, the short, single word. Goddess, in neat, elegant, flowing script. I’ve had lovers before who asked about it. I would always look them in the eye and say, Well, aren’t I a goddess? and they would laugh and agree and forget about it.

Now John has seen it. He’s seen my tattoo and he’s asking about it and a small part of me is a little bit afraid to tell him. I don’t usually care what people think about me, but this man, he loves me very much. He has loved me for years. In all those years, he’s admired my body countless times. He’s seen every inch of me, touched as much of me as a man can touch a woman, and he’s never really asked about my tattoos.

‘I know you’re a goddess,’ he says, that smile still in his voice. ‘But I don’t believe that’s why you have it. You’re not the kind of woman to declare yourself a goddess and have it inked on your skin. All your tattoos mean something to you. That’s what you told me.’

His hand gently slides up my back. To my shoulder. His finger slowly circles the small tattoo there, the bird in flight. The sensation of his skin against mine is wonderful. I can feel my body warming under his hand. I can feel myself waking up – both mentally and physically.

‘This one,’ he says, ‘this one means freedom. You got it when your writing career took off and could stop working nine to five. The bird is you, breaking free, taking flight, leaving the old world behind.’

He kisses the bird tattoo. I almost melt right into the bed. His hand moves down my back again. To my hip. To the little collection of hearts. Two small ones, with a larger one in the middle.

‘You got these because you had your heart broken twice before. And you promised yourself that the next man who saw this tattoo would be the man you stayed with for the rest of your life.’

He kisses the heart tattoo. The feel of his lips against my hip sends a bolt of lightning through my body. Memories of the night before flash back to me in that moment, beautiful, intense snapshots of our passionate, wild lovemaking. The look in his eyes. The feel of him against my body. The intensity of his thrusting. The feel of wave after wave of pleasure washing over me as I gave myself to him.

‘But this one,’ he says, his hand moving across to the single word on my side, ‘this one you’ve never spoken about. You just told me it meant you were a goddess.’

‘Am I not a goddess?’ I say, pouting, even though my back is to him.

His hand pats my ass, gently, just enough to let me know that he doesn’t believe me.

‘You told me that every tattoo you had meant something,’ he says. ‘You said that you see your tattoos as little memories, things you couldn’t take pictures of, moments in your life that you never wanted to forget. So, if you had the word goddess tattooed on your side – right here–’ he gently strokes my side, sending little shivers of pleasure through my body at his touch. ‘If you had this tattoo here, it’s for a reason.’

I wiggle my hips slightly, shaking my ass against his hand. The previous night has left me in a very playful mood, it seems.

‘Maybe I don’t want to forget that I’m a goddess?’ I say.

John’s hand slaps against my ass cheek again, a little harder this time. He’s feeling just as playful as I am.

He pulls the covers off, exposing our warm, naked bodies to the room. I smile to myself. I feel him shift and move behind me. His slides down, from my ass, along my thigh, down my calf, to my ankle. I feel his finger circle another little tattoo there. A little picture of a three-legged cat.

‘This one,’ he says, ‘this was the first one you got. You broke this ankle as a kid and spent weeks holed up at home over the summer while all your friends had fun outside. You got this tattoo to remind you to always enjoy life and never let yourself be held back by anything.’

‘Are you writing my autobiography?’ I say, laughing.

‘I listen when you talk,’ he says. ‘I’ve asked you about these tattoos before and you’ve told me their stories, what they mean to you, why you got them. But you still haven’t ever told me what goddess means to you…’

His strong hands rest on my side. He gently pulls against me. I go with his pull, rolling onto my back, my body totally exposed to him. But when I think of the tattoo he keeps asking about, I feel more naked than ever before. I’ve never really told anyone what it means, or why I got it. What would he think of me if I told him? I consider the options. I could tell him the truth. He could react to it – badly or well, I don’t know. I could lie to him. I could spin some yarn about it meaning that I should always be true to myself, that the word goddess is how I want the world to view me. Anything but the truth. I’ve never admitted the truth of that tattoo to anybody before.

He moves around on the bed. Down to my ankle. His lips touch the tattoo, the three-legged cat. Then he kisses the top of my foot. Then the other side of my ankle. Then my shin. He slowly begins kissing his way up my leg. Each touch of him seems to set off a series of explosions under my skin. A few minutes ago, I was drifting in and out of sleep, feeling him run his hand across my back. Now I’m wide awake, a fire smouldering deep inside me. I can feel my body responding to him, to his lips. I can feel my own lips gently parting, unfolding like a flower in the morning sun, making themselves ready for him.

And after the previous night, my body is eager for more.

His lips trail up my calf, my shin, the prickle of his stubble not unpleasant on my skin. I don’t mind the feel of his stubble, it adds and edge of manliness to the feel of him, a sharp, sudden hint of danger as his face touches my skin. I think all girls like the element of danger. It’s why we choose bad boys, after all. I feel my pulse begin to quicken now, my body relaxing, my thoughts becoming a swirling, confused cloud. What had I been thinking about? Something about my tattoos, if I should be honest? It was hard to think with his hot breath slowly working up my leg.

His trail of kisses reaches my knee. He carefully skips the join itself – I’ve very ticklish in that region, as he once found out when I flinched and kicked him in the chest. Then I feel his lips begin working up my inner thigh, slowly, gently, carefully.

I let out a long, soft breath. He is a wonderful man.

Then his lips reach the top of my inner thigh and I moan, just once.

‘What does it mean?’ he says, and kisses me again in the same spot.

Goddess.

Should I tell him? Or should I try to distract him instead and hope he forgets about it?

‘Don’t stop,’ I say. I look down at him, his face between my legs, his breath hot against my intimate areas, his eyes sincere, deep blue pools I could swim around in for my whole life.

‘Goddess,’ he says, placing his lips against my own.

I gasp, my hips moving involuntarily, my body no longer under my full control.

‘Goddess,’ he says again.

‘That’s me,’ I say, breathing hard.

‘Tell me,’ he says.

‘Maybe.’

His tongue flicks out, brushes the firm nub of flesh at the top of my lips. I moan, long and loud.

‘Tell me,’ he says.

Should I?

His tongue flicks out again. I react like I’ve touched an electric fence.

‘Please,’ I say. ‘Please.’

‘Tell me.’

‘Don’t stop.’

‘Tell me.’

His eyes are so sincere. So honest. I’d hate to see what they would look like if I told him.

But then his tongue touches me for a third time, trailing up and down my lips, from my sensitive clit to the aching entrance below.

And I nod.

‘I’ll you,’ I say. ‘After.’

I grab and handful of his hair with one hand so he can’t move away and pull his head into me. He responds, his tongue swirling, looping, dancing across my most intimate areas, leaving a lava-like trail that heats my entire body. I moan softly, letting out long breaths of delight. I grip the duvet for dear life with my other hand because the feel of his probing tongue on my yearning cleft makes me feel like I might float away.

My body moves to its own rhythm now, my hips slowly grinding against John’s mouth, his tongue gently circling my delicate clit, then delving inside my entrance. I can feel how wet am I against his face. This man turns me on more than any other in my life and I am so lucky to have him… which makes me wonder yet again, will he still want to be with me when I talk about the Goddess tattoo?

Then his tongue laps furiously at my wet folds and I stop caring about anything.

I moan long and loud as he carefully, expertly, manipulates my body exactly how I like. All our time together hasn’t diminished how my I love the feel of him and the things he does to me. Every time is like the first time. He is the one. That was why I showed him my heart tattoo. Because they were for him. Because I knew he was the one for me. It wasn’t just good sex with him – he had the heart, too. He could love all of me, not just the sexy bits.

My fingers unconsciously run through his hair, urging him on, curling and responding to him. My other hand lets go of the bed and I squeeze my breasts, feeling my sensitive nipples harden. My yearning entrance must be soaking him, I can feel the heat of my arousal through my entire body. My temperature steadily rises as his tongue furiously stokes the fire in my intimate lips. I feel like I’m about to go supernova.

‘That’s it’, I moan, arching my back now, bringing my legs up behind his head, wanting his hot tongue to touch every part of me he possibly can. ‘Oh, my God, John… I love it like that, baby…’

He places one hand on my thigh and gently squeezes, just hard enough to let me know who’s in control here. It’s a small gesture, but one I love, and it makes me feel like he could do anything he wanted to me – and I would let him. Then I feel his other hand moving on the bed, slipping underneath me. He strokes my aching entrance with one smooth finger, allowing my wetness to coat his digit. Then I feel his finger slide down my body, away from my yearning slit… to the other place, the intimate place. My hot, tight ass. He knows exactly how to manipulate my body. He is a master conductor and my body is his orchestra. My moans and cries are the music he creates.

‘Oh, my God, John…’ I say, moan louder now, breathing harder. I can feel my climax building already, just from his tongue. The feeling of his wet finger at the entrance to my ass threatens to tip me over the edge. ‘Please baby, please, tease my ass…’

He obliges and gently traces his wet finger in small circular motions around my tight rear entrance. I shudder with pleasure at the feeling. I love it when he makes me feel naughty. I love being dirty for him. I’ve been dirty before with other guys – very dirty, in fact, as goddess knows – but with him it feels natural. A good man should make you want to be bad. A perfect man should make you become someone else entirely in the bedroom.

John teases my tight asshole with skill and precision, constantly threatening to slip his finger inside me, continuing his careful manipulations of my soaking sex.

‘I’m so close, baby,’ I moan, breathing fast now, heat building inside my body, feeling my pulse race, my toes beginning to curl. ‘Make me come baby, please make me come, I love it so much…’

He obliges me once more and I feel his tongue movements quicken as it swirls and licks and caresses me. His finger teases my ass, touching the sensitive skin with precise, delicate movements. I can feel the music swelling as the conductor leads the orchestra to a climax.

I moan and groan and tell him how good he is, how much I love what he’s doing to me. I moan his name over and over, begging him to make me come, to make me scream, my voice steadily rising as the speed and ferocity of his tongue lashes increases and increases-

Then he sucks on my hard clit and gently probes my tight asshole with the tip of his wet finger. I explode almost immediately.

I grip his head with both hands and cry out to the heavens. His tongue continues to lash, probe, tease, and taste me, even as my entire body shudders and rocks from the power of my release. His finger tip gently slips in and out of my ass the whole time. It’s less an orgasm and more an earthquake that only I can feel. My whole body seems to clench and release all at once, every fibre of my being bursting into flame and dancing away on the air.

Finally, the earthquake subsides and my body comes back together. I am on the bed still. John is looking up at me with those beautiful eyes of his. His lips are slick and shiny from my pleasure.

‘Goddess.’

The word escapes his lips in a low growl, husky with arousal. I come crashing back down to earth. I try to collect myself, my chest rising and falling with my rapid, ragged breaths.

It’s time to confess.

John moves back onto his side of the bed. I roll over to look at him, feeling the incredible heat and wetness as my thighs meet. No other man does it to me quite like he does. I study him now, my man, my lover, as he reclines against the headboard, sitting upright. I observe the tight muscles in his runner’s legs, the compact stomach, his firm arms as he laces his fingers behind his head. My man, my lover. My eyes flick down to his manhood, unashamedly displayed before me, looking as relaxed and natural as he does. My body yearns for him, to have him inside me. I crave satisfaction. I crave his satisfaction. I crave him.

My hand snakes across the bed towards him. I touch his thigh.

‘Goddess?’ he says again.

I guess it’s now or never.

‘Are you sure you want to know?’ I say.

He nods. I take a deep breath.

‘It doesn’t mean anything,’ I say. ‘I just like it.’

He blinks. Frowns. Stares at me. My heart skips a beat.

‘No,’ he says.

‘What?’

‘That’s not true,’ he says. ‘You… you lied to me.’

The hurt in his face damn near breaks my heart.

‘I’m sorry,’ I say.

‘We promised never to lie to each other,’ he says. ‘You and me, we’ve never kept secrets or held anything back, or lied. Never.’

‘I’m sorry,’ I say again, not looking him in the eye.

‘What is it?’ he says. ‘It’s just a tattoo, right? What is it you don’t want to tell me? Because it can’t be any worse than what I’m thinking right now.’

Tears stab the corners of my eyes. Relationships are so weird, like emotional rollercoasters. Asleep, then wonderfully happy, then orgasming over my lover’s tongue, then on the verge of tears. I haven’t even had breakfast yet.

‘Okay,’ I say. ‘I’ll tell you. I’m sorry I lied.’ I look him in those beautiful, deep eyes of his. ‘Really, I am. I don’t know why I did…’

Another tiny lie. I did know why I lied. I lied because I don’t want to tell him. I don’t want to talk about the Goddess tattoo on my side or why I got it. But I promised to be honest. So, I’ll swallow my pride and hope he still love me on the other side.

‘It was a few years ago,’ I say. ‘I was with this other guy.’

He looks at me.

‘Are you sure you want to hear this?’ I say, inwardly praying he’ll want me to stop right now. ‘It’s might not be something you really want to hear…’

‘Keep going,’ he says.

I push myself up, hands under my chin, getting comfortable. It’s going to be a long story.

‘This other guy, he was nice, you know?’ I say. ‘He was pretty good to me. We went out for a few months, maybe a year or so. No, less than a year, for sure. This was before I met you. I think I was still in college.’

I look up into his eyes, hoping he understand me. Hoping that he knows I was a different girl back then. I’ve changed since then.

He seems to understand. He nods. I continue.

‘We would fool around sometimes, do stupid shit, like drive out to the lake near him and smoke weed and fuck in the back seat of his car.’

Now John reacts. Seems to understand. It’s going to be that kind of a story. I wait for a second, looking him in the eye. He nods at me again to continue, but now there’s something in his expression. A hint of excitement. I didn’t realise he might like to hear an old boyfriend story… I decide to continue with my tale.

‘Anyway, this guy – Peter, that was his name – he calls me up one night and says that his buddy has a free house for the night, did I want to come over and smoke a few bowls with the guys? And, yeah, I did. I didn’t have much to do that night, and I figured his friends were all pretty cool guys and me and Peter would sneak off and have sex later. It was that kind of a relationship, you know? We mostly just got high together and fucked. Sometimes he got too baked and couldn’t get it up. I think by the end, he preferred smoking pot to fucking me. Are you sure you want to hear this?’

He looks at me. Calmly. Patiently. Not judging me. Just listening. I start to think that maybe he isn’t going to freak out about this story.

‘I want to hear this,’ he says.

‘So, I get there to this house that night and Peter introduces me to the guys and they’re all smoking and drinking beers and having a fun time. There was about six of them, I think. Me and Peter, we go upstairs almost right away and start making out and then he tells me that one of his buddies was dumped, like, that very day and it became really obvious that Peter was hoping I’d be able to cheer his friend up.’

I look up into his eyes. Last chance to back out, John. Now or never. I wait a second for him to decide which way this is going to go.

He says nothing.

I continue.

‘So, his buddy comes in while Peter’s grabbing my tits and… and… one thing leads to another and I end up giving both guys blowjobs.’

John’s eyes widen in surprise.

‘Were you drunk?’ he asks. ‘Or high?’

I shake my head.

‘No,’ I say, with a mixture of defiance and pride. ‘I wanted to. I wanted to do it. And I liked it.’

I want him to understand. If he’s going to hear my story, he’s going to understand all of it, even if he regrets it. I place my hand on his thigh and look right in his eyes.

‘I was really down for it,’ I say, ‘and it was fun. I enjoyed it.’

I smile as I remember it all over again. Being on my knees, carpet rubbing against my legs. The two guys, pants around their ankles, hard cocks standing to attention before me. My mouth working on each of them in turn. How good they tasted. How wildly turned on I was by satisfying both guys at once. Hearing them tell each other how good I was, how much they loved it… it encouraged me, spurred me on while I slid my tongue up and down their firm shafts.

‘His buddy loved it,’ I say. ‘He said I was better than his ex. They were high-fiving each other and saying how fucking good I was and how much they loved it, and Peter came in my mouth.’

John’s mouth opens in an O of sheer surprise. He’s never done that with me. Never even thought of doing that with me. Not even once asked if he come in my mouth.

‘And I loved it,’ I say. I can feel all those old sensations again, for the first time in years. I remember the feel of Peter’s warm spend on my tongue, with little splatters of it trickling over my lips and chin, the feel of his buddy’s hot member in my throat, the feeling of my own arousal as I pleasured the two guys at once.

Then something amazing happens. As I’m telling the story, as I watch John for a reaction, I see him stirring. His manhood, previously relaxed and peaceful, starts to awaken. The sight is like a red rag to a bull. Seeing him become aroused by this story pushes me over the edge and I know that I have nothing to worry about. If he likes it this far, he’ll go crazy by the end.

‘Oh hello…’ I say, running a fingernail along John’s stirring member. ‘Are you enjoying my little story?’

‘Yes,’ John says, through gritted teeth. ‘Please, keep talking. I want to hear how this relates to your tattoo.’

‘Maybe it doesn’t,’ I say. ‘Maybe I just wanted to tell you this story?’

‘If it doesn’t…’ John says, growling a low warning. I love that growl. It drives me wild, like I’m flirting with danger. ‘…then you’re in trouble, girl.’

I giggle like a naughty schoolgirl. He loves that sound.

I smile and fix my gaze on his member, watching it awaken like a man coming out of a deep sleep. It almost seems to stretch towards the roof as it thickens and pulses, filling out with energy and life. I love watching him grow hard. I love watching all men grow hard. I love the way the penis grows and thickens, the head bulging, the shaft throbbing with excitement. I feel my sex burning with desire as I watch him harden.

‘So, I suck both their cocks,’ I say. ‘And I make both guys come. One of the guys comes in my mouth. The other mostly hits my cheek. They taste amazing. I was on my knees, moving between each of them. They kept telling me how good I was the whole time.’ I’m now relishing the story, knowing that it’s exciting him. I start to play it up, trying to remember as much detail as I can for my lover’s benefit. ‘Don’t you think I give good blowjobs, baby?’

He nods, glancing towards my lips. I smile.

‘Then we get cleaned up,’ I say, ‘and go downstairs and join the others. They all know what we’ve been doing and they’re all grinning about it. Maybe they could hear us, or maybe I had some come on my cheek, I don’t know. We start watching a movie or something, I don’t really remember, and I hear all their phones going off, like they’re texting each other all around me, talking about it. I don’t care, I kinda liked knowing I was the bad girl in the room, you know?’

His manhood twitches. He does know. I smile again.

‘Then my phone goes off in my pocket and it’s Peter, even though he’s sitting right next to me, and he says that his other buddy Noah really wants to fuck me.’

John’s manhood stands at full mast now, tall, proud, and unashamed. I reach out and take hold of him. His member is so strong and firm. It pulses with life, radiating heat and energy. Yet it feels so soft in my hand, his skin so supple and gentle. I love the feel of him.

I move over the bed now, towards him, laying on my front. I kiss his thigh and start gently stroking him as I continue my story.

‘Noah, his other buddy, he was hot, I’m not gonna lie, I liked him. I’d met him a couple times here and there, and I always thought he was hot, so I was, like, down for it, I mean, I was still super turned on from sucking those guys off, so we snuck off and went into the back room. And Peter didn’t act like a jealous bitch about it, if I remember right, he winked at me as we walked out together. He wanted me to fuck his friend.’

Now I move even closer to John, positioning myself close to him. My story is turning us both on. I take him in my mouth for a moment, letting him slide right to the back of my throat. Then I take him out so I can keep talking. My hand strokes him more now, sliding in the wetness up and down his shaft. I can see in his eyes how much he’s enjoying this.

‘It turns out this guy Noah is also hung. Like, huge. Probably the biggest guy I’ve ever had.’ I give John’s member a reassuring squeeze, as if letting him know that size isn’t so important as knowing how to use it. ‘And we start going at it right there in the other room and we know the guys can all hear us, so I let loose, screaming and moaning and telling them what they’re missing out on, you know? And Noah, he’s loving it, he’s pounding me, really pounding me, going crazy on me. It actually hurt at first, because he was so big, but I was too into it to care.’

I pause for a moment, take John make inside my mouth. I flick my tongue around his sensitive head and strong his shaft, then sink down and take him all the way inside. God, he tastes good. I can feel an incredible fire burning inside me again. I moan on his shaft and bob my head back and forth, taking him deep inside my throat a couple of times. I’m loving this. I feel dirty confessing this, but his excitement makes me enjoy it. I slowly let him out of my mouth and flick my tongue over his head a couple of times. Then take him in my hand and massage his member, my fingers slipping in the wetness.

‘Noah bends me over this chair and starts fucking me from behind, grabbing my ass, really going at it. I don’t think I was even fully naked at this point. My pants were around my ankles and I was still wearing a top. And he was getting so fucking deep inside me. I was holding onto the chair so hard my knuckles were turning white. He was fucking me hard, slamming against me. Then one of the other guys – Dwayne, I think it was – comes in and watches us for a few minutes. Then he whips his dick out and comes over to us like he wants to join in. I start sucking him off while Noah fucks me from behind.’

I’m getting really into my story now. I haven’t thought about it for years, but now it’s like I’m back there, in that room, bending over the arm of the chair, one firm member at each end, giving it all I’ve got.

John groans as I tease his throbbing head with my tongue. I breathe hard through my mouth, knowing he likes the feeling of my breath on his shaft, and play my tongue across his sensitive member. I’m fighting to stay in control of this. Every part of my being wants to go crazy and make my lover climax. I want to taste him, to feel his excitement pulse down my throat. But I’ve got to stay calm. I’m loving this so much. I’m loving telling my wicked little story. I’m loving the glint of frustration and arousal in John’s eyes. I don’t want this story to end, ever.

‘This guy Dwayne, he was looking down at me – like you are now – and I was sucking him and moaning as Noah fucked me from behind, and I was loving it. Dwayne kept telling me how good I sucked his cock and Noah told me how tight my pussy was. I’d never been so horny or so satisfied before that moment. I hadn’t even considered being with two guys at once. It got me so crazy excited, I sucked Dwayne’s dick hard. Like this.’

I flick my tongue out over the head of John’s firm shaft. I feel it pulsing in my palm as I hold him in place, lashing my wet tongue against him, hearing little murmur of pleasure coming from deep in his throat. He doesn’t want to interrupt me, not even to moan. That’s cute.

I suck John’s hard length with wild abandon now, letting him know how much I appreciate him listening to me, telling him with my mouth and tongue how much I love him. His manhood has that sweet-sour taste of arousal, the thick, heady aroma of pure sex. It drives me wild, making me devour his length with desperate eagerness now, hungry for him, feeling my own pleasure steadily increase. I’m still wet from John’s tongue. Now I’m aching for him. I desperately want to keep pleasuring him with my mouth. I want to feel his hot release on the back of my throat, but my body yearns to feel him inside my wet sex.

‘Does this turn you on, baby?’ I say, panting slightly, getting my breath back. ‘Do you like me telling you this?’

He pauses. Then nods, once, decisively.

‘Don’t stop,’ he says. ‘Don’t you dare stop.’

I run my tongue up his shaft, from the base to the very tip, admiring the shine my saliva leaves along the length.

‘Do you like hearing about how bad I am?’

A tiny smile cracks at the corner of his mouth now. He’s tried his hardest to be impassive, unflinching. But that tiny smile and the sparkle in his eyes tell me he’s barely controlling himself, as though he’s fighting the urge to grab my head and force his shaft down my throat over and over. He knows I like it when he gets rough with me. But he’s allowing me to take control of this. I love him for it.

I take him in my mouth again with that same desperate hunger. I want to please him. I want him to enjoy this as much as I am. Just thinking about that night is driving me wild. Telling my lover about it while I pleasure him is almost more than I can handle. I feel my intimate lips heating up between my thighs, and I know I’m more than wet enough for him. I’ve got to take him, now, before I lose all control.

‘Where was I?’ I say. I’ve lost my train of thought.

‘Noah,’ John says through gritted teeth, fighting to talk through the pleasure of my lips and tongue on him. ‘Fucking you over a chair. Sucking Dwayne’s cock.’

I smile. I take him inside my mouth one more time, then slowly let him slide out, my tongue flicking, teasing, tasting him the whole time.

‘And Noah,’ I say, picking up the story again, ‘Noah came, like, twice while we were fucking. The first time we just pulled out and came on my ass and my back. He just put it straight back in afterward. I didn’t even know guys could do that at the time. The second time he came faster, inside me. I felt it fill me up. It was so intense. That was the only time they came in me without a condom. He said he lost control, because I was so good.’ I smile at John, into his eyes. Kiss his manhood lovingly. ‘Then Dwayne sat in the chair and I climbed on top and fucked him, too.’

A single groan escapes John’s mouth. I take that as my cue to up the ante.

I get to my knees and straddle John. I look at his beautiful eyes as I sink down, slowly, deliciously slowly, onto him. I groan as he fills me up, his red-hot length touching every part of me at once. I gently clench my muscles, squeezing his shaft with my vagina, gripping him tight inside me. I put a hand on his chest so he doesn’t try and move. This is my story, after all. My wet entrance grips him tight as he sinks into me, until finally I am resting on his legs, his hard manhood buried all the way inside me. My body shudders with excitement at the feeling of being completely penetrated by my lover. John looks straight into my eyes, begging me to continue the story without saying anything.

‘So, I fucked Dwayne like this,’ I say, ‘except we were in a chair, and Noah was watching us, smiling. He sat on this crappy camp bed and watched us fuck. After a while he started stroking it. Dwayne wasn’t as big as Noah, but I didn’t mind. I rode him really hard.’

I gently rock my hips back and forth, feeling John’s thick cock move inside me, touching the inner walls of my vagina, feeling it brush against my g-spot. I love the feeling of control I get from being on top. I know John is stronger than me and could take over any time he likes, and I love feeling that I have subdued him with my body.

‘That’s when it got really dirt,’ I say, grinding my hips into his, forcing him deeper inside me. I place my hands on his chest to steady myself. ‘Then the guy who owned the house – I don’t remember his name – came in and said that it was his turn next and I didn’t mind because he was kinda hot, too and I was super horny from knowing all these guys wanted me.’

I start to move my hips now as I talk, rising and falling, feeling my lover fill me up entirely, his thick shaft touching my inner walls as I sink and lift again and again. It’s hard to keep breathing, let alone tell my story. I can feel how wet my pussy is, and John’s member sinks into me with ease.

‘So, I fucked Dwayne in the chair while two guys watched and jerked off. All three of them kept telling me how hot I was, how incredible I was. Then finally Dwayne came inside me – he was wearing a condom, don’t worry. You’re the only man who gets to come in me without one now.’

I kiss John gently, passionately. He starts to wrap his arms around me, but I push them off. I want to stay in control of him.

‘After Dwayne came, the guy who owned the house pushed me on my back on the camp bed and started fucking me, with my legs up in the air so he could get really deep inside me. And by that time, Noah was ready again, so I sucked him off while the guy who owned the house fucked me. Both guys kept telling me how good I was and how much they loved it. I loved it, too.’

I move faster now, knowing that my story was nearing its end and wanting us to reach our climax at the same time. I can hear John’s ragged breathing. I can tell by the way he’s looking at me that he’s getting close. He’s never been so close so fast. That thought spurs me on and I start to bounce faster and faster, wanting his satisfaction, craving his release, needing his pleasure to enhance my own. I love to please, almost more than being pleased.

‘Before I knew it,’ I say, panting now, struggling to concentrate, focussing on telling the story even as I feel the swell of my climax beginning deep inside me. ‘Before I knew it, all the guys were in the room too. They were watching me get fucked and jerking off. They were taking turns with me. As soon as one finished, another would take his place. I was sucking one guy off while another fucked me. All night long. The whole fucking night. Over and over and over. One in my mouth, one in my pussy. All I could see and feel were hard cocks. We went through an entire pack of condoms. I was exhausted and my pussy ached for three days afterwards, but I loved it. I remember at one point, Peter just wanted to watch, so he was whispering all this crazy shit in my ear, really dirty, messed up shit that drove me wild, and he was reassuring me and I felt so fantastic.’

It was true. I’d never felt more perfectly in control of my own body than I had on that night. Even though six guys had used me, I was the one in charge. Nobody did anything without asking me first. Nobody did anything I didn’t want them to. They were there for my pleasure as much I as was for theirs.

I’m riding John fast and hard now, feeling his hot manhood pulse quicker and quicker as his orgasm gets ever nearer. I want him to come. I need him to come. I arch my back, letting him see me take him, my firm breasts bouncing from the momentum, erect nipples standing to attention as I fuck him, as I tell him of the night six men claimed me.

‘The only thing that nobody did,’ I say, ‘was try to fuck my ass. That’s the only place they didn’t get. And they didn’t try to force it, either. They were good to me, even as they took turns fucking me all night.’

I lift my body up and let John slowly slip out of my soaking pussy. He sighs and groans as I adjust.

‘Actually,’ I say, gently taking his manhood in one hand as I shift my position, ‘no man has ever taken my ass. Would you like to be the first?’

John nods enthusiastically, almost in a trance.

‘Say it,’ I say.

‘I want to fuck your ass,’ he says.

I smile and carefully move him into position, feeling the wet tip of his shaft press against my tight rear entrance. Nobody has ever fucked me here before… but I want John to be the first. I’m so turned on by my story, by his reaction to it, that I want to give him something I’ve never given anybody before.

John moans, long and loud, as I gently lower myself onto him. It’s difficult and a little uncomfortable at first. My asshole doesn’t stretch as easily as my pussy. But his cock is plenty wet enough and after a long, slow eternity, I feel his thick head enter my ass.

‘Oh, my God,’ I say, breathing hard, ‘John, baby, you’re fucking my ass… it feels amazing.’

He slowly thrusts his hips up into me, pushing his length all the way inside my ass. He was a good fit in my pussy, but this is something else. He feels ten times bigger as his cock slowly tunnels deep inside my ass. I gasp and moan and cry out with pleasure.

‘Keep talking,’ John says. ‘We’re almost there.’

I bite my lip and force myself to concentrate. It isn’t easy. The feel of him fucking my ass is new, exciting, and I need more.

‘It was the hottest night of my life,’ I say, voice trembling with the effort of talking. My body wants to shut down and go into autopilot. I desperately want to orgasm with him in my ass and I’m close to it, but I’ve got to finish the story. ‘All those guys, fighting over me, worshiping me, wanting to fuck my pussy and my mouth, telling me how incredible I was, how fucking perfect I was… it was amazing… oh, God! John, fuck me! Fuck my ass!’

I can’t take it anymore. I finally lose control and my brain shuts down. My mind goes blank. A serious of loud, incoherent cries of pleasure escape my throat as my body clenches and tightens for the second time that morning…

Then I explode. John moves finally, his hands clamping onto my hips, pulling me down onto him. His length fills my ass completely, over and over, as my entire body contracts and squeezes him tight.

‘Come in my ass, baby,’ I say. ‘Please come for me.’

John suddenly springs into action like a man possessed. His strong hands pull me down into him as he thrusts up to meet me, his hard, thick member sinking into me over and over and over, getting faster and faster and faster. He starts to pound my ass now, harder and harder. My fingers grip his shoulders for dear life as wave after delicious wave of total pleasure rocks me. Every thrust seems to set off another chain reaction inside me. I had no idea anal sex would feel this good. I toss my head back and moan and cry and call out his name and tell him how much I love him.

Then I feel his body spasm beneath me as he climaxes also, and his hot, thick, sticky spend erupts inside me. My eyes open wide and I look at his face, into his eyes, as he loses control and comes deep inside my ass. I feel it pumping out of him, filling me up, warm and intense, the sensation making me quiver all over. I clench down on him again, my own orgasm not quite over, determined to keep all his syrupy love inside me and not spill a drop.

Finally, the sensation passes. My body relaxes. I fall forwards, onto his chest. We kiss madly, passionately, breathlessly. Celebrating our love. Celebrating our joined climax. I bite his lip, gently.

Then I lay down on him, feeling his length slip out of my ass. I groan again and feel a small trickle of his love oozing out of my satisfied hole. I smile to myself, kiss his chest. I feel his heartbeat on my lips.

‘Thank you,’ I say, kissing him hard on the lips. He responds, his arms snaking around me, holding me tight against his chest. I can feel his heartbeat at it slows, returns to normal.

‘I love you,’ he says, after a long silent moment in each other’s arms.

‘I love you too,’ I say.

‘Thank you for telling me that,’ he says.

I smile into his chest. I’m so happy I could die. He loves me – all of me.

‘But…’ he says, ‘what does that have to do with your tattoo?’

I raise up my head to look him in the eye. It takes incredible effort. I feel heavy as lead now.

‘That’s what they called me,’ I say. ‘All night long. They didn’t call me by my name. They called me Goddess. They could have called me slut, or whore, or degraded me and used me as they wanted. But they didn’t. They worshiped me. All of them. All night long. I felt like a princess. They didn’t judge me or insult me, or go around telling their buddies what a slut I was. They said I was a goddess, and that’s how they treated me. I never thought I’d feel that way. But I did. And I still felt that way the next morning, even though my body ached and I couldn’t walk right. They still worshipped me. Like a goddess.’

I kiss John once on the lips.




‘So, the next day,’ I say, ‘or maybe a couple of days later, when I was finally able to walk properly, I went out and got myself this tattoo. Not to remind myself of those guys, or even that night, but because that’s what I am. I am a goddess.’

‘Yes,’ John says, his eyes trailing over my naked, exhausted body. ‘Yes, you are. You’re my goddess.’

He looks up at me and I see it in his eyes, that look – the same expression all six of those guys had, a long time ago. He looks up at me like I’ve descended from heaven itself. He sits up and kisses the tattoo on my side and I smile.

‘Goddess,’ he says.

‘I know.’

We embrace each other in bed, naked, as the morning sun slowly fills the room. I thought my ass would hurt after getting fucked there. It’s a little tender, but not painful. I like it. I enjoyed having him there. Maybe I’ve found something new that we can explore together.

I lay my head on his chest and listen to his heart beating out a steady rhythm. Maybe I should get a new tattoo to celebrate this moment.

 

###
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The Cuckold’s Tale:

Secret’s Out

 

Jason and Emily are heavily into the cuckolding lifestyle together. She loves to tease and torment him, even placing him in chastity to make sure he isn't breaking their rules. Jason knows their relationship is unconventional and wants to keep it hidden from their closest friends, but Emily wants to let the secret out...

 

‘Babe, please…’ I say.

‘Silence,’ she says. Then she lifts her legs and places them on the sofa, on either side of the men next to her, spreading herself wide, mocking me, taunting me, showing me what I will never have, never possess, ever again. Now I’m not the only one who can see her wet and ready sex.

‘You’re wearing nothing?’ Keira says, laughing.

‘You dirty slut!’ Jessie says.

‘I am a dirty slut,’ Emily says, agreeing. ‘Everyone says I’m a dirty slut. Everyone, that is, except you, Jason. What do you call me?’

I mumble a reply, trying not to look across at the wet, pink skin between her thighs.

‘Say it again,’ she says, ‘louder.’

‘Mistress.’

‘Louder.’

‘Mistress!’

‘That’s right,’ she says, looking at the others with a smirk. ‘You call me mistress. So, if you call me mistress, Jason, who is it that calls me a dirty slut?’

‘The others.’

‘What others?’

‘The other men.’

‘Tell our friends about them.’

I wince. This is too painful. Too cruel. Even for her.

‘I allow my wife to… to take other men into our bed. She sleeps with whoever she wants.’
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The Cuckold’s Tale:

Made to Watch

 

My wife and I have an arrangement. Every two weeks, her lover comes to our house. I have to stand outside and watch through the window. But what happens when somebody else finds out about our little game? And what happens if they decide to have some fun with my wife as well?

 

Inside the living room, my wife and her lover take their time. They are gentle, considerate, passionate lovers together. My heart aches for her. I wish I was half as good in bed as Ethan is. After a while, they change positions. Sophia lays on the camp bed, her legs open wide, as Ethan mounts her. He pumps her gently, filling her with every stroke. Her cries of delight grow slowly faster and more intense as he increases his pace. After building up his pace, he leans back, gripping her ankles, opening her legs wide, thrusting harder and faster. She climaxes again, screaming his name once more, telling him how good he feels, how deep he is, how much better a lover he is than me.

Then, finally, he leans down over her, their bodies melding into one form. She wraps her arms and legs around him, holding him tight. He thrusts a few more times, then lets out a deep, guttural moan, a sound of pure masculine pleasure, a sound of dominance. My wife cries out one more time. Then they both lie still, their bodies locked together, his member buried deep inside her. They stay that way for a long time, whispering to one another, words I can’t hear from where I am.

They take their time uncoupling from one another. Sophia runs gentle, loving hands across Ethan’s body as he carefully withdraws from her. She smiles, contended, as he sits up on the camp bed and removes the condom, his thick length slowly wilting. I get another stab of jealousy. Even his wilted length is more impressive than mine at full power.

Ethan stands over my wife. He leans down and kisses her passionately. She lies on the camp bed, legs open towards me, showing her body, letting me see the aftermath of her lover’s visit. Her sex is wide, soaking wet, the lips inflamed and raw. Her body never looks like that when I’m finished. Only a real man would leave her that way. Sophia remains on her back, exhausted, as Ethan begins dressing. I glance at my watch. They’ve been making love for almost an hour. Longer if you include the teasing and the blowjob beforehand.

Then I hear a noise that makes my stomach clench. A car, coming towards us. Not just any car – his car. The roar of a sports car engine shatters the quiet of our little street, before tyres squeal and Jackson brakes hard, almost skidding into his driveway. Asshole knows how to make an entrance.

I look over my shoulder as far as I can with my hands trapped. Jackson climbs out of his car. He opens his front door and tosses his gym bag into his hallway. I silently beg him to go indoors, to head inside and go away.

But he doesn’t.
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The CEO’s Son I:

Obeying His Command

 

Katie has been brought across the country to make a presentation to the company CEO. It should be a straightforward deal, but when she angers the CEO's son, he decides that she's going to have to be punished...

 

‘Tell me,’ he says, his hot breath on my neck, ‘have you ever been punished before?’

I think back through my life and all my previous lovers. I’ve used handcuffs. I’ve experienced blindfolds. I’ve enjoyed being spanked. But I can’t say those things were ever done in punishment.

I shake my head, biting down on the panties in my mouth to stop a moan escaping as his fingers gently swirl and tease my lips. Part of me wants to turn around and hit him. The other part of me wants to let him carry on. I don’t want this… but I don’t want to stop it, either. The way he touches me… the passion in his eyes… the feel of him against me… it doesn’t feel wrong.

‘Good,’ he says, the word almost a whisper in my ear. ‘Good. I’ve been looking forward to this since I sat in the bar and saw you in that dress. A girl like you deserves to be punished.’

I look at him in the reflection, my body gently rocking with his hand as he explores me. He keeps one hand on my throat, not squeezing or hurting me, but letting me know who is in charge. It feels possessive and dominant and I like it.

His eyes meet mine in the reflection. A cruel smile stretches his lips.

‘Would you like to know what I am going to do to you?’

Say no. Say no. Say no.

I nod and stifle another moan, biting hard into my own panties. I have to fight to keep my hands on the glass. I want to lean back into him, to run my fingers through his hair, to squeeze his bulging manhood, but I can’t. He is in total control of my body – and my mind.

‘I am going to make you scream,’ he says. ‘I want you to know that first and foremost. You are going to scream. I am going to make you scream. You will come for me and you will come harder than you have ever come before. I will make you beg me to let you come. Do you understand?’

I nod again. He gently slips two fingers inside me. I moan into the panties.

‘Your body is mine,’ he says, ‘for however long I want it. Nothing is off-limits. If you tell me you don’t want me to do something, believe me, I will do it. If you beg me not to fuck your ass… the only part of you I will fuck is your ass. You. Are. Mine.’
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Hustled

 

When Madison agreed to go on a second date with Chad, this isn't what she had in mind...

A biker bar. A pool table. A high-stakes game with two tough bikers. Madison had better be prepared to bet big, because these guys play to win, and there’s only one prize they have in mind tonight…

 

‘Relax, little girl,’ Tank says. ‘We’ll take good care of you.’

‘Your boyfriend needs to be taught a lesson,’ Butch says.

Tank steps up close to me now. I look up at him, over the vast expanse of his chest. My heart rate increases.

‘We know how to treat a woman,’ Butch says, behind me. His body presses into mine, trapping me between them. I couldn’t run even if I wanted to. The intoxicating feeling of danger pervades my senses. I thought I was into Chad because he was a bad boy… then I met real bad boys.

‘How do you boys treat a woman?’ I say, my heart pounding now. Why do I feel so excited?

‘A woman like you?’ Tank says. He takes hold of my chin in his huge hand. ‘You don’t like posers like that asshole. You need the real thing.’

There is a tension between the three of us, a feeling of excitement and danger in the air. Butch’s hand slides down my waist, to the curve of my ass in these tiny shorts. He pats my ass, gently.

Tank’s hand moves from my chin, tracing my face, head to my neck. He lets his hand rest at the base of my neck.

‘I could scream,’ I say. The thought of what they might do next is intensely exciting, but I don’t want them to have an easy time with me.

‘Go ahead,’ Butch says.

‘I could fight,’ I say.

‘You could try,’ Tank says.

Butch grabs my wrists from behind. Pins my hands together at the base of my spine. I can feel his strength.

‘What makes you think I’ll let you?’ I say.

Tank grabs the front of my jean shorts. He grips me with one large hand, the other placed behind my neck still. I am completely in their power right now. And a dark part of me really likes it. Another part of me says that this isn’t right, that I don’t know these guys and I don’t know what they have in mind for me. I push that voice away. I’m in way too deep now. Chad lost the bet to these guys. Chad lost me to these guys.
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One for the Team

 

Ava is a high school student who spends her days admiring Carl, the captain of the football team, and her nights fantasising about being dominated by a strong man.

 

In an effort to try and get closer to Carl, Ava decides to try out for the cheerleader squad, but in doing so she finds herself trapped in the showers, with the entire football team. When fantasy and reality collide, will Ava be able to keep up?

 

‘Guys,’ I say, ‘please…’ I look around at them, begging them with my eyes not to embarrass me for accidentally walking in here. One time a couple years back, a guy got busted sneaking into the girls’ changing room. He got humiliated so badly he had to move schools. I don’t want that to happen to me, too!

But the faces of the guys surrounding me are not cruel, or mocking, or taunting. Exactly the opposite. They look excited. They look as if Christmas has come early… and I’m the present they found under the tree.

Every one of the guys is naked and wet from the shower. They’re all different shapes and sizes. Some are tall, some are short. Some are thick and wide, some are tall and lean. Some are dark-haired, some are fair-haired. Some are black, some are white. None of them seem to care that they’re naked. Nobody is in a hurry to dry off and get dressed. Nobody is in a hurry to go home. They’re all watching me with interest.

‘I’m so sorry,’ I say, ‘please…’

‘Please what?’ says the big guy holding me.

‘Please can I go?’ I say.

‘Not yet,’ he says.

My heart races. I try and break free, but he holds me firm. I feel the others pressing in around me, drawing closer. I glance at them. They’re all looking at me in this strange, peculiar way I can’t quite understand. Then it dawns on me. These boys are all looking at me like the king looks at the maiden. With hunger, desire, lust.

And I’m surrounded by them.

I should be frightened. I should be terrified. And I am… a little. But there’s something else in my brain, some other sensation, a strange feeling that I can’t quite place for a few moments.

I feel excited by this, in the same way that I feel excited when I read about the king forcing himself on the maiden. The atmosphere is charged. Electric. Erotic. Every single guy is looking at me with hunger in his eyes. Like a predator studying its prey.

And I am helpless before them.

Suddenly, they move. Other hands reach out and grab me. They grip my arms. My legs. Some grab a firm handful of my hair. A hand grips my throat with controlled power. My arms are quickly pulled behind my back.

I cry out and squirm and kick and buck and fight with all my might, but it’s useless. I might as well try and fight the ocean. Each one of these guys could overpower me by himself. In a group like this, I don’t stand a chance.

Round hands grab me, pawing at my body. They grope my breasts, squeezing the swell of my chest through the tight cheerleader shirt. Other hands grab my ass, cupping my cheeks under the tiny skirt. I squirm again, telling myself repeatedly that this is wrong, this is wrong, this is wrong…
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