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 Tempting
the Highlander

 


Robert
smoothed his kilt over his knees, trying not to stare too openly at
the woman seated across from him. Men and women filled the long
tables of the hall, laughing and yelling as they drank and
feasted.

He’d hardly
touched his own food. As soon as she’d sat down, Robert’s hunger
for food had melted away into a desire to touch her, to hold
her.

Just thinking
about it made his cock harden a little under the table.

Her lips were
full and red, her neck long and graceful, and her breasts were
perfectly shaped. The dress she wore displayed unblemished cleavage
and clung to her body, displaying her womanly shape. It was like
she was teasing all the men in the hall.

Robert looked
up from her body. Their eyes locked. Robert swallowed, suddenly
feeling very hot.

Then she
smiled and winked at him, then she turned to the side to talk to
another woman.

As the night
got later, people began to leave. They went slowly at first, one or
two stumbling out. Then they left in huge packs to go sleep off
their meals.

Finally, it
was only Robert and the beautiful woman, alone together in the long
hall.

“You’ve hardly
eaten,” she said, motioning to his full plate and mug.

Robert moved
his dishes to the side so that he could lean forward a bit of the
table.

“I’ve been
concentrating on something else, lass. What is your name?”

She smiled at
him, and spots of color flushed into her cheeks and chest.

“Maggie,” she
replied.

“Isn’t that a
lovely name, then? And I am Robert.” He held out his hand.

Still smiling,
she reached out and took it. Her hand was small in his, and so
soft. Robert leaned forward and left a lingering kiss on the
smooth, warm skin of the top of her hand. He let go and she pulled
her arm back slowly.

Her smile grew
mischievous, “Come, take me for a little stroll. I need to stretch
out.”

Robert’s cock
jerked a little. He concentrated on making it go down so that she
wouldn’t see when they stood. When he was ready, he motioned and
she got up. He followed the next moment. Robert was a tall man,
thick with muscle. He ran his fingers through his long hair,
pulling it away from his face.

They walked
down to the end of the table. Robert offered his arm, through which
Maggie linked hers. Walking around the large room, they talked and
laughed about the things people had left behind.

“So cold
outside!” Maggie said as they made their way past a large open
window. She huddled close to him. The fabric of her dress seemed so
thin, pressed against his side. He smiled, trying to resist the
urge to tear it off her and bend her over the closest table right
then.

“What’s that?”
Maggie said, pointing.

“What?” Robert
said, peering at the table she’d indicated.

She pulled her
arm from his, laughing as she made her way over. With a sly smile
cast at him over her shoulder, she bent over the table arching her
ass into the air.

Robert’s cock
stiffened again under his kilt. The shape of her ass was clear
under the sheer dress. His fingers curled as he imagined what it
would be like to cup each firm cheek. He swallowed heavily.

Giggling,
Maggie plucked something from the table and made her way back over
to him. It was a flower. Robert took it from her.

“May I?” He
asked.

Maggie nodded.
He leaned over and slid it into her hair above one ear. Their faces
were so close that he could smell her sweet breath. She canted her
head back in the perfect angle for a kiss and gave him a smoky-eyed
look. Parting his lips slightly, Robert closed his eyes and bent
down to press his lips to hers. She giggled and jumped back a
step.

She danced up
onto a table as he stretched out his arms, trying to grab her.
Fuelled by his desire, Robert followed Maggie as she ran across the
table top, lifting her dress slightly so that it wouldn’t tangle
her legs.

She jumped
down from that table, then moved on to the next. Stepping lithely
around the remnants of the meal, she looked back over her shoulder
at him. Her laughter filled the hall.

Robert could
never quite catch her. He’d reach out to put a hand on her
shoulder, only to feel the smooth fabric run under his fingers as
she escaped yet again. His cock was almost completely hard, but he
didn’t care if she saw it now. He just wanted to grab her and kiss
her and fuck her.

He knew she
wanted it, too.

Every time she
hopped down from one table to the next, she did it a little more
slowly so that he would catch up just that much more. It was
maddening. If he wanted, he could reach out and touch her with his
fingertips, but that was all. That was not enough.

His blood
boiling, Robert leapt forward and missed again.

Turning to
look at him, Maggie laughed, “You’re a big, strong highlander.
Can’t you catch one woman?” then she went on in a slightly lower
voice, as though to make certain no one else in the empty hall
could hear, “If you catch me, you can have me. Right here.”

Robert saw
that her skin was all flushed too; reaffirming that she wanted him
just as badly as he wanted her. She just wanted him to work for it,
first.

Then it came
to him, how he could catch her. Giggling, she continued running
down one table. Robert leapt off it onto the floor, which was
mostly clear of debris, and ran much faster. She leapt, trying to
make it over to the next table a few feet away. He caught her up in
his arms.

Holding her
firm body against his, they kissed. Her lips were soft and warm.
She poked a curious tongue into his mouth as she wrapped her legs
around his waist. Robert shifted his grip so that he held her up by
her ass. Her gave the firm flesh a good squeeze, wishing that her
clothes weren’t in the way.

Maggie moved
her lips away. She put one finger under his chin and angled his
face up a little.

“So, my big,
strong Scotsman, you have me in your clutches,” she flexed her ass
in his hands, “What are you going to do with me?”

“Why, I’ll
make love to that sweet body of yours until it can take no more,”
he said, winking at her.

Maggie planted
soft kisses on his cheeks as she spoke, “I knew I’d have you the
moment I sat down.”

Robert moved
so that he cradled her in one arm. Turning around, he used his free
hand to sweep all the dishes clear from a section of the long table
they were beside. Cups and plates clattered onto the floor. He set
her down on the top of her table, her dainty feet resting on the
bench.

Tenderly, he
slid grabbed one shoulder of her dress and slid it down her arm,
exposing more of her milky cleavage. She grabbed his hard cock
through his kilt and gave it a squeeze as he pulled the other
shoulder of the dress down her arm. With one small pull, her
breasts fell free. Her nipples were a little darker than the flesh
around them.

Maggie reached
up and grabbed her own tits. Robert’s mouth watered as she rolled
her nipples between her thumbs and forefingers, making the
sensitive flesh stiffen. Laughing a little, she pulled her tits
apart.

“Kiss me,” she
said.

Stooping over,
Robert started by kissing the skin high on her chest, just under
her neck. It was warm and flushed red from her desire. He worked
his kisses downward, letting his lips barely brush the inviting
skin of her breasts. Finally, he was between them.

She pushed her
tits against the sides of her face. He started moaning and licking
her skin. His cock felt so hard, he had a burning need for her to
touch it and stroke it. But so far all she’d done was to grab and
squeeze it through the thick cloth of his kilt. Maggie released his
face from between her tits. Robert pulled back, his cheeks and the
smooth skin between her breasts glistened with his saliva.

Grabbing her
hands, he pinned them down against the table. As he looked into her
eyes, he leaned over again. He sucked one erect nipple into his
mouth and let his teeth rest gently on it. When he started sucking,
she started moaning. She arched her back, trying to get more of her
flesh into his mouth. She tried to free her hands, but he kept them
down on the table.

Robert did the
same thing with her other nipple, licking and sucking at it until
she begged him to let her have his hard cock.

“I need to
make sure you’re good and ready before I give you this big thing,
lass,” Robert said.

He let go of
her hands. Before she could do anything else, he grasped her
shoulders and pushed back gently until she was lying down. Grabbing
the hem of her dress, Robert began raising it up her lovely legs.
He kissed the smooth flesh of one calf, and then her thighs as they
were revealed. She was quivering as his lips works closer and
closer to the white cloth covering her pussy. Her smell made him
want to shove the fabric aside and fuck her senseless, but he
restrained himself.

“Oh Robert,
kiss me, please...” Maggie moaned. She grabbed him by the hair and
tried to move his face closer to her wet slit.

Her dress all
the way up around her hips now, Robert knelt down and rested her
knees on his broad shoulders.

He started by
lightly running the tip of his thumb along the vertical cleft in
her underwear covering her slit. The fabric was moist. Maggie moved
her hips to press his thumb harder against her. She moaned at the
pressure.

Robert kissed
the hot skin on her thighs on either side of her pussy, relishing
how his lips seemed to make her whole body quiver in anticipation.
When he could no longer resist temptation, he let his mouth slide
over her pussy. Letting his hot breath wash over the thin layer of
cloth, he reached up and hooked the part right over her pussy with
one finger. He pulled it to one side. His mouth watered at the
sight of her pussy. He could feel the heat coming off its flushed
lips, and he badly wanted to taste the wetness that glistened in
her slit.

Swallowing,
Robert leaned forward until he felt his lips brush against hers.
They were so warm. Parting his lips, he poked the tip of his tongue
out. Starting at the top, he ran the tip down through her slit. He
felt it move over the delicate inner lips, over the little hood
that covered her sensitive clit, and finally down to the sopping
hole. He thirstily lapped at the juices that trickled out of her,
which quickly left his chin and cheeks shiny.

Using his
thumb, he started slowly brushing the tip over her clit. She
whimpered at the touch, her hips jerking and bumping involuntarily.
That was when he started licking her in earnest. He swished his
tongue around the opening to her pussy, running it around the
sensitive ring of flesh. Pushing his tongue as far out of his mouth
as he could get it, he slipped it as deeply into her as it would go
and ran it around her walls. She gripped his hair more tightly,
pulling the fistfuls she’d grabbed until it hurt. Robert just
licked faster, letting his thumb move back and forth more quickly
over her clit.

With a scream
that echoed in the empty hall, she came on his face. Her hips
bucked wildly and her juices seemed to flow into his mouth like a
river. He lapped it all up. Letting go of his head, she squeezed it
between her thighs so that he couldn’t move. He would have happily
suffocated in that space if she didn’t release him a few moments
later.

Her body
shook, and she took deep, gasping breaths. Robert also panted as he
caught his breath. Even the top of his shirt was wet with her
juices.

Maggie sat up.
She grabbed the bottom of his shirt and lifted it over her head.
Grabbing his kilt, she yanked and pulled at it until it dropped
down around his ankles. Grabbing the base of his cock near his
stomach, she leaned forward and swallowed half of it up like some
hungry animal.

Robert leaned
back a little, his mouth open. Her tongue ran all over his
throbbing rob, lapping away the precum he’d worked up licking her
tasty little pussy. Leaning back into a sitting position herself,
Maggie continued stroking his cock. The shaft was now well-lubed
with her spit.

“So this is
what you’ve been keeping under there,” she said with a grin, “Are
you going to shove it where it belongs?”

Releasing her
grip, she laid back on the table. Grabbing her own knees, she
pulled them up to her chest to expose her waiting pussy. Robert
realized his mouth had gone dry. The head of his cock already
tingled, and he hadn’t so much as touched her tight cunt with it
yet.

Robert stepped
forward. He guided his cock to her with one hand. There was some
resistance as he placed the tip at her opening and pressed, but her
pussy was so wet that the head of his cock slipped quickly into her
tight, wet hole. Robert sucked in a breath through his teeth. The
tingles ran down his shaft into his balls.

“God, Robert,”
Maggie said between her moaning, “That cock of yours is so big. I
feel so tight around it. Shove it into me, love.”

Spurred on,
Robert leaned into it. As his member pushed deeper into her, he
felt her tightness part around him and grip him. The skin of his
cock bunched back. He stopped and held still when only a little bit
of his shaft wasn’t buried in her. Using his thumb again, he began
gently stroking her clit. While he did this, he flexed his cock
inside her so that it got even harder.

Just like
before, her hips began to buck uncontrollably. He had trouble
keeping his thumb on her little button. Just as her whimpers turned
into yelps, he started fucking her. Pulling his cock partway out,
he saw it covered in her juices. Her lips pulled back with his
shaft, not wanting it to leave. But he didn’t want to leave,
either. Stroking her clit faster, he crammed his cock back into
that wet, gripping hole. Her walls felt so warm around him.

Her face
contorted with strain, Maggie reached up and raked her nails down
Robert’s chest and stomach, leaving red trails that crossed over
his abs, which flexed each time he pounded his cock home.

He couldn’t
believe how much wetter she got as they continued. His cock
shlicked in and out of her, the skin on the shaft being pulled back
and forth by the hungry lips of her pussy.

Grabbing her
ankles, Robert forced her legs together. She immediately got so
tight around him that he had to slow down. Now, his thrusts became
long and even.

“Oh...
Robert...” Maggie groaned. She had grabbed the edge of the table.
Her knuckles had gone white she was squeezing the wood so hard.
Robert knew it wasn’t half so hard as her pussy would be squeezing
his cock soon. He felt a tightening in his balls that told him he
wouldn’t be very far behind, either.

“Is that hard
cock about to fill me up?” Maggie said. The thought of it seemed to
drive her wild, as her eyes squeezed shut and her pussy clamped
tightly around him for a moment before releasing.

Robert felt
his balls tighten up even more. He couldn’t stop himself now; he
was beyond that point. With a grunt, he lost control. He slammed
into her wildly, over and over. Both of their faces twisted as they
came closer and closer to coming.

He came first.
His cock hardened up as much as it could. His whole body jerked
each time his rod jumped in her, spurting out hot cum. She came
then, too. The clenching and unclenching of her pussy coincided
with each of his spurts.

Both of them
were covered in sheens of sweat as they stopped. Robert ran his
hands over the smooth skin of her legs. Her muscles trembled under
his fingers as her pussy’s grip around his cock loosened.

Reaching over,
Robert grabbed an empty flagon from the table and the pitcher of
water beside it. He poured the water into the flagon and drank
deeply from it, letting the coolness move down and his throat and
throughout the rest of his body. When he finished, he poured more
water in and handed the flagon to Maggie.

As she drank,
Robert slowly pulled his cock out of her. Even though he’d drained
himself into her, his shaft was still hard. She smiled at him when
she saw.

“Fancy another
go?” Maggie asked.

Robert knew
that his cock would not be able to take it, no matter how much he
wanted to have her again right then and there. Smiling himself, he
shook his head.

Maggie pulled
her soaked underwear back over her pussy. Robert helped her with
the shoulders of her dress, pulling them back into place and
concealing those amazing tits from his sight. She watched him as he
gathered up his own clothes and put them back on. She reached out
and put her hand on his chest.

“Now that I
know what you’re keeping under that kilt, I’m going to have to make
sure my clan pays yours more visits.”

That was a
pleasant thought. Holding her hand, Robert sat down on the bench
and poured himself some more water. He tried to remember when the
next feast would be.









 My
Private Dick and His Big Prick

 


“So… Dick,” Jennifer put extra emphasis on
the second word. She sat across from Private Detective Mick
Hardwood in his office. His fedora was on the desk beside him. He
sat without his jacket on, arms crossed over his chest. He arms
were thick, and his hands looked strong.

Unlike the other detectives she’d seen that
day, he was clean shaven and smelled lightly of some musky
aftershave. Yes, she thought, he’ll do (do me, that
is). It was so hard to find a good fuck.

“Yes, Miss Licks?” Detective Mick said. If
he’d noticed the emphasis Jennifer had used, he wasn’t showing
it.

Jennifer uncrossed her legs and then
re-crossed them the other way. She licked her lips, which were the
same fiery red of the low cut dress she wore. She leaned forward,
so that Mick could get a better look down at the milky white skin
of her perfect cleavage.

“I’ve got a job for you,” she said.

Mick leaned back in his chair and let out a
sigh. “Well I hope so, you sitting here and all.” The rumble of his
voice made her start to tingle between the legs. She pressed her
thighs together more tightly and smiled at the sensation. He was
quite handsome, in a rough sort of way. Jennifer wondered how rough
he was in other ways.

“It involves fitting into a very tight
space. Very wet, too,” she said with a smile.

The right corner of Mick’s full lips quirked
up in a roguish smile. His eyes, which hadn’t looked anywhere
except into her own eyes, strayed down to her chest. She felt heat
rise into her skin, and her chest and cheeks flushed red.

“I think I’ve got the right tool for this
sort of work,” Mick said. He shifted in his seat, as though his
slacks had suddenly become uncomfortably tight.

Jennifer leaned forward so that her tits
rested on Mick’s desk. Her nipples were so excited that they felt
as though they might poke right through the bodice of her
dress.

“So you’ll take… the job?” Jennifer said.
She had to catch herself at the last moment. She’d almost said “Me”
instead.

Mick stared at her for a good fifteen
seconds before her said, “Yes.”

Jennifer’s pussy felt so wet that she had to
resist the urge to order him to take her right there, on the hard
wooden surface of his desk.

She leaned back and pulled her scarf back
over her shoulders to hide her cleavage. Mick’s eyebrows knitted
together in frustration. “Good. Come to my house later tonight,
after supper. There’s something I need you to see without my
husband around to get in the way.”

Jennifer stood up. Mick didn’t. He grinned
up at her with a wolfish smile. “Thanks for the work… Mrs. Licks.
See you tonight, quarter of seven.”

She turned around and walked out from the
office.

***

Mick watched her walk out. Her red dress was
tight enough across her ass so that he could see a small dimple
down the middle. His mouth filled with saliva as her watched each
perfect cheek flex as she walked out and closed the door.

His cock was so hard at the thought of her
naked that it hurt. He reached down and gave it a squeeze.

“I’m gonna give Mrs. Licks a licking she’ll
never forget,” Mick muttered. He waited for his cock to get soft so
that he could stand up. He grabbed his fedora from his desk, his
duster from the rack, and left the office. It was going to be a
long wait for that evening to come around.

***

The first thing Jennifer did when she got to
her house was to run upstairs to the bedroom. She slipped off the
panties she’d worn to see the private dick. They were sopping wet.
She grabbed a fresh pair from the chestnut-stained dresser and
pulled them on. She went over to the mirror. Her cleavage and chest
were still flushed red.

“I’ll just tell him I had to run to catch
the cab…” She whispered. She looked her reflection in the eyes. Her
eyes were sharp, framed by platinum blonde hair.

Footsteps clacked on the stairway. It was
Benny, her worthless but relatively well-off husband. He knocked on
the door, opened it a touch, and poked his head in. He was nearly
bald, and quite short. Jennifer suppressed a frown when she looked
at him. She couldn’t even get the pansy to spank her during their
very infrequent sex.

“Will everything be okay while I’m out?
It’ll be all night, you know,” he said.

His eyes wandered to her chest. She looked
down. Her scarf had come undone, revealing her cleavage. She pulled
it back into place.

“Yeah, baby. I’ll be fine. Traffic will
probably be bad. You should go catch a cab now, just to be on the
safe side. Wouldn’t want to be late now, would we?”

Benny glanced down at his wristwatch and
then back up to her. A look a disappointment crossed his face when
he saw that the scarf was tied back into place. He closed the door.
She heard the clatter of his footsteps move back down the stairs. A
second later, the front door creaked open and then shut.

Jennifer smiled at her reflection. She
watched her hand creep down beneath her dress. She caressed her
pussy through her new panties, which had already become slightly
damp. Her fingers made her legs and back tingle. She looked back at
the bed. She wondered if maybe she should make herself come a few
times before Mick came by. She sucked on her lower lip. The clock
said it was nearing five.

“I can wait a few hours more,” she said.
With an effort, she pulled her hand out from under her dress.

***

Mick walked up the front steps to the door.
His heart pounded in his chest, and his head felt a little light.
He reached down and adjusted the front of his slacks again. The
image of Mrs. Licks’ ass lingered in his mind, and he couldn’t keep
himself from sporting a semi.

He knocked. A muffled voice called out “Come
in!” from somewhere inside. Mick opened the door and walked
through. He stood in a little foyer. There was an empty coat rack
on his left, so he slipped off his duster and fedora and put them
on the hooks.

“Up here, Detective!”

Mick walked up the stairs two at a time. He
opened the door.

Jennifer sat with her crossed legs dangling
over the foot of the bed. She still had the red dress on, and her
tits moved up and down as she breathed. She looked down at his
pants. He looked too. The front of his slacks was pointed out like
a tent.

Jennifer’s lush red lips turned up in a
smile, “Hello, sailor. Come here.”

Mick walked forward until he stood right in
front of Jennifer. She reached out and grabbed his cock. He closed
his eyes and groaned.

She leaned forward and kissed the tip of his
dick through his pants.

“Your dick is so big,” she whispered. She
started to undo his belt and fly.

Mick opened his eyes. He pushed her down
onto the bed before she could finish unzipping him.

“Nuh-uh, not yet,” he said.

Jennifer tried to sit up, but he pushed her
back down again. “Give me your cock!”

Mick grabbed her wrists. He crawled up over
top of her and kept her pinned down. With a quick motion, he put
both her wrists in one of his hands.

With his free hand, he slid his fingers into
the hair at the back of her head. He tightened his fingers into a
fist holding a handful of her hair. She moaned. He pulled her head
back so that her long, pearly neck was exposed.

“Yes, yes…” she said.

Slowly, Mick bent down. He started kissing
her neck. Her skin felt smooth and soft under his lips. Her flesh
burst out with goosebumps and she groaned as though her panties had
just become very wet.

“Don’t come yet, you little bitch,” Mick
muttered between kisses.

He pulled away slightly. He looked at her
face. Jennifer’s mouth was open and her eyes were closed. He
pressed his lips against hers. They were warm and moist. Her tongue
went into his mouth. Their saliva mixed together and ran out of the
corners of their mouths.

Jennifer managed to work one of her hands
free from his strong grip. She reached down and started to squeeze
Mick’s cock through his slacks. It was already rock-hard, and
huge.

Mick sat up, straddling her. He grabbed the
neckline of her dress with both hands and tore it right now the
middle. Jennifer’s breasts spilled out, the nipples already hard.
Mick grabbed one nipple with each hand and pinched.

She gave his cock a squeeze in response.

“You’ll get that soon enough,” he said.

Mick got off her, knelt down on the floor at
the foot of the bed, and grabbed Jennifer by the thighs. He pulled
her close so that her legs rested on his shoulders and her ass was
partway off the bed. Next, he pushed the remained of her torn dress
up to reveal her underwear. He gave her underwear right over her
vagina a light kiss and she shuddered. He looked up and saw that
she was pinching her own nipples.

He pressed sloppy kisses on her inner
thighs, coming close to but never quite touching her pussy with his
mouth. She groaned and rolled her hips, trying to get him to kiss
her there. She smelled amazing. Mick could hardly keep himself from
fucking her senseless right that instant.

***

“Yes! Oh, yes!” Jennifer screamed. She
couldn’t believe how hot and horny she was. Each of Mick’s kisses
on her thighs sent a little shiver of excitement up her body.

When she could take no more, she reached
forward and grabbed his hair. It was already slick with sweat. She
pulled, forcing his face right into her crotch. He pushed her
underwear to one side.

His tongue flicked out against her clit. She
sucked her bottom lip between her teeth. His tongue felt so good,
like a little pleasure tool that made her get a little closer to
coming with each passing second.

Mick slipped a finger into her sopping
pussy. He fucked her with it while continuing to work her clit with
his tongue.

“Oh God!” Jennifer screamed again. She
couldn’t take much more. She kept bucking her hips, forcing his
finger deeper into her, forcing his tongue to press harder against
her. Something was building up inside of her. She felt the muscles
begin to contract.

With a scream, she came on Mick’s finger and
face.

When the waves of pleasure passed, she
looked down at him. His lips and face glistened with her juices. It
was the sexiest thing she’d ever seen. Jennifer pulled herself
away. She got off the bed, stood up, and then got him to stand as
well.

She grabbed him by the hair and pulled his
face to hers. They kissed. She could taste herself in his saliva.
As they kissed, she reached down and finished unzipping his pants.
His hard cock, which had been straining against the material,
popped out through the opening.

Still kissing, she grabbed his dick with
both hands and began stroking it. He started to thrust lightly
against her grip.

Finally, she knelt down so that her mouth
was on the same level with his cock. She pulled his pants down all
the way and he kicked them away. He pulled off his shirt and tossed
that to the ground. She grabbed his dick again. It was so large in
her hands that her fingers couldn’t touch as they gripped him.

She stroked him gently, watching a bead of
pre-cum glisten at the tip. Jennifer smiled.

Dick still in one hand, she pressed it up
against his stomach. She leaned forward and sucked one of his balls
into her mouth. She played with it with her tongue. She did the
same thing with the other ball.

Then she kissed slowly up the shaft of his
dick, looking up into his eyes the whole time.

She slowly placed her wide-open mouth over
the head of his dick, their eyes still locked together. Ever so
gently, she drew back with her teeth pressed against the flesh of
the tip of his dick. His head rolled back and he groaned.

Before he could look back, she jammed her
head forward, ramming his long cock into her mouth. She felt it
start to go down her throat. She left it there for a second and
hummed.

“You little slut,” he said through clenched
teeth. Her grabbed handfuls of hair with both hands. She grabbed
him by the hips.

He pulled his dick partway from her mouth
and then rammed it back in, her head gripped in his hands so she
couldn’t move. He starting fucking her mouth, him pulling her head,
she pulling his hips.

She loved the way his cock tasted. She’d
never sucked a dick that had some much precum. Strings of spit and
precum hung from his dick. Jennifer reached down between her legs
and ran two fingers in and out of her pussy. It was so wet. She’d
never been that wet before.

Mick pulled his hips back, sliding his
glistening cock all the way out of her mouth. She ran her free hand
up and down his slippery length as he stood her up.

“Are you going to fuck me now, private
dick?” She said.

He just grinned at her.

The next moment, he pushed her onto the bed
on her stomach. She brought her knees in so that her ass arched
into the air. Mick grabbed her by the elbows and pressed them
together behind her, making her back arch even more. She looked
back at him, one side of her face pressed against the bed.

He pressed the head of his cock against her
pussy. Wet as she was, his dick was still so big that he had to
work it in slowly. He pressed harder. The head of his cock pushed
into her. Her pussy was so tight around him that it almost hurt.
She gritted her teeth.

“Fuck me hard, big boy,” she said as she
pressed back against him. He pushed farther into her.

They began fucking, slowly at first. She
watched as he stared intently down at her ass. The thought of
watching his dick slide in and out of her tight pussy made her
tighten up even more around him. He closed his eyes and
groaned.

“Is my pussy tight enough around your big
cock?” She said, beginning to fuck him faster.

“Yeah, baby…” he said, his own teeth now
clenched.

They fucked at a quick pace. Soon enough,
she felt her ass cheeks slapping his hips with each thrust. His
dick felt electric inside of her. She felt its tip bumping against
the end of her pussy, stretching it to its limit.

He ran one hand down the arch of her back,
until she felt his thumb press against her asshole. He pressed it
in.

“You like that, bitch?” He said.

“Yes! Fuck me harder!”

He let go of her elbows and grabbed her
hair. He pulled back so that her neck now arched. He rode her hard,
thrusting his cock in as deep as it would go.

“Your pussy is so wet,” he said between
grunts, “So wet and tight.”

She looked back at him. His eyes were
scrunched shut, and sweat ran down his face. More sweat glistened
on his bare chest and abs.

The energy was building inside of her again.
All the muscles around her pussy were tightening up, begging for
sweet release. She realized that she wanted his cum, wanted to feel
its hot stickiness in her pussy. She wanted it more than
anything.

She fucked him with wild abandon. His breath
came in short gasps.

“I’m going to come, baby,” he said.

She could feel her orgasm building. She
looked back at him, “Not yet.”

His cock was like a jackhammer, ramming into
her soft, wet pussy.

Finally, Jennifer pressed her face into the
bed and screamed. Her pussy clenched so tightly around his cock
that he could barely move it. Her pussy clenched and unclenched,
clenched and unclenched. Waves of pleasure rocked her each time.
His cock was magical.

“Fuck!” Mick said. He pressed his thumb
farther into her asshole, and pulled back more on her hair.

His cock got even harder. She pressed back
against him as he came. His cum spurted into her pussy. She could
feel it hitting inside of herself. Her pussy clenched again,
milking it all.

They both collapsed onto their sides on the
bed, his dick still inside her. His breath was hot against her
ear.

After they shared the warm afterglow of
their fucking for a while, he pulled his dick out of her. His cum,
hot and sticky, ran out and down one of her ass cheeks.

She reached over and squeezed his cock,
smiling. “My nice big private dick.”

He slapped her ass and grinned at her.

“A job well done?” He said.

“Mmm, yeah baby. In fact I think I’m going
to have lots of jobs in the future for you.”

She watched as he stood up and began pulling
his clothes back on. “Do you think you can handle all that work? I
wouldn’t want my nice strong private dick to wear himself out.”

He fished around in his pants pocket for a
moment, then pulled out a small card. He threw it onto the bed next
to her. “Lady, any time you need a tough guy to handle any tight
spots, give me a call.”

She smiled at him as he walked out. He
grabbed his coat and hat from the rack and left the house.










Office
Kink

 


Emma felt pleased with herself. She leaned
back against the snack table, one hand gripping the edge. The other
hand occupied itself with delivering wine from the glass she held
to her mouth.

The office buzzed with the party she’d
thrown together. It was a Thursday night, but nobody seemed to care
that they all had to come back into work the next morning. The
hands on the clock on the far wall said the hour drew close to
midnight.

Emma smiled. From the way everyone drank,
she anticipated that Julian was going to get a lot of “I’m sick...”
calls the next morning.

She looked over at Julian Chase, the office
manager. He had an uncharacteristic smile on his face. She had to
raise her eyebrow at that. Normally, he liked to storm around the
office, telling everyone to get back to work.

Just that day, he’d stood at the entrance to
her cubicle and asked her about her chosen attire. She’d chosen a
skirt that was perhaps a bit too high up her long legs for office
policy.

Julian had glared at her legs as though he’d
wanted to declare them office contraband and confiscate them on the
spot. Thinking about it, Emma blushed. She knew that office
romances weren’t the best situation, but she also knew that she’d
chosen that particular skirt to see how many flirts she’d
receive.

Jerry, the office veteran, walked over to
the snack table. He pondered for a moment, looking this way and
that. The light shone off his bald head as his brow furrowed.

“I’d go for the cheese, Jerry,” Emma
said.

Jerry jumped, as though he hadn’t known she
was standing there. He put one hand over his heart.

“Jeez, Emma. Don’t go giving an old man a
heart attack, now. But that cheese does look tasty...”

Grabbing one of the paper plates, Jerry
loaded it with enough cheese to clog the arteries of an elephant.
He walked away.

Emma turned to her clipboard. Her eyes
scanned the list. Everything had to be perfect. She liked things to
run smoothly, efficiently. Everyone had behaved so far, tossing
their red plastic cups and white paper plates into the bins
provided. She made a checkmark on her list.

“Still at work, are we?”

Looking up, Emma saw Julian smiling at her.
She usually spoke with him while seated in her cubicle, and he
seemed tall then. Even standing next to him, she noticed how much
taller than her he was.

“Yes, Mister Chase. Everything’s going
great!”

She pushed herself away from the table. Her
head spun, and as she toppled forward, she realized she’d been
topping up her wine glass throughout the night.

Julian caught her. She even managed to avoid
spilling.

Not only was he a tall man, but a solidly
built one, apparently. Under the suit and vest he always wore were
hard muscles.

“Whoa! Someone’s had a bit much... Maybe we
should call it a night.”

He held tightly onto her forearm as he
turned.

“Okay, boys and girls. Party’s over. Go home
and get some sleep. I know who came and who didn’t. If you try to
call in sick tomorrow, that’s another red chit for you.”

Everyone grumbled. The red chit system was
their arch nemesis. Julian kept a magnetic whiteboard in his office
with everyone’s names in small boxes on it. Every bad action
resulted in a little circular red magnet being put over their name.
If you accumulated too many, he had a “talk” with you and then sent
you on to HR for disciplinary action.

Emma herself was only a chit or two away.
The skirt infraction earlier might have put her over the edge. She
didn’t know.

In any case, his strong fingers stayed
locked around her upper arm. He squeezed to the point just before
pain. Emma felt like a girl about to be punished by her father.

Maybe he’ll bend me over his knee and
spank me, she thought with a giggle. Julian frowned at her,
then continued watching to make sure everyone left.

A slight tingle went up her back at the
thought, and her breath caught in her throat. She shook her head.
Whoa, girl, get a grip on yourself. Don’t let the wine get the
better of you. She certainly didn’t want an office romance with
her manager. Not that he wasn’t handsome in a rough and mean sort
of way. It just sounded like more trouble than it was worth.

Jerry was the last one out. He waved
absentmindedly at them, the plate trembling in one hand with a few
slices of cheese still on it.

Julian waited for the door to close behind
Jerry before rounding on her.

“Really, Emma, I expected better from you,”
he said.

Emma struggled against his grip. His fingers
just tightened around her arm. Along with the panic that welled up
in her chest was a sense of warmth and wetness as she felt the
blood rush to her sex.

“What do you mean? The party was a
success!”

“Not the party. This...” He waved his free
hand in front of her.

Her eyes widened. “You’re still on about my
skirt? Jeez, Julian, stop being such a damn prude.”

“You know I can’t let any infractions go
unpunished. It sets a bad example. Today was your final chit.”

Emma put on her best pout, trying to sound
like a frightened little girl. “Oh, daddy, I’m so sorry. Please
don’t punish me, I won’t do it again, I swear!”

Smiling at him, she finally managed to
wrench her arm free. She began cleaning up the snack trays.
Julian’s eyes burned a hole in her back as she made her way toward
the break room. There would be cling wrap she could use, there. The
cheese and the crackers would make a great lunch.

“Don’t walk away from me,” Julian said as
she came back into the office for another load.

She stuck her tongue out at him. Julian
grabbed her by the shoulders. The bowl of popcorn she’d grabbed
fell to the floor. Emma squawked.

“What the hell is your problem?” She asked
him.

“I can see you’re going to need some harsher
punishment than a talk with HR,” he replied.

She closed the small amount of space between
them. Her eyes flicked down to his lips, then back up to his
eyes.

“Are you man enough?”

His fingers squeezed into her shoulders,
making her hiss.

“You’ve needed this for a long time, I
think,” he said.

Then he spun her around and bent her over
the snack table. Emma grabbed at the edges, trying to get a grip to
push herself up. But Julian just pushed down on the back of her
neck.

Emma could feel the juices flowing in her
hot little pussy, then.

“Mister Chase!” Emma said. She pushed back,
but he was just too strong. “What are you doing?”

She was going to say “Stop!” but the heat
that flooded her body made her change her mind. She’d never had a
man take charge like that before. He knew what he wanted, and how
he wanted to do it. She had no say in it. The thought made a tingle
run up her spine.

“You want to be treated like a kid? Fine,
you want it, you got it. So long as it makes you learn your damn
lesson,” Julian said.

He found the zipper along the side of Emma’s
skirt. Her body went stiff as he pulled it down. Still holding her
down with one hand, he used the other to push the skirt down. His
hand shook a little as he got a look at the crisp white panties she
had on.

“Maybe a tanned hide will help with your
attitude problem.”

She whimpered as he hooked the side of her
panties with one finger and drew them down. His finger felt so hot
against her. It made her jump, made her flesh prickle with
goosebumps.

Can he feel how damp I’ve made them?
She wondered. Her pussy seemed to throb as her walls got
slicker.

“Like what you see, Julian?”

Emma didn’t know why she suddenly felt so
sassy. She wiggled her butt at him as he stooped lower to push her
panties all the way down.

When he stood back up, she saw how flushed
he was in the face. When he raised his hand high in the air, she
saw how big it was. She winced in anticipation.

The pain was sharp and delicious.

His hand smacked her ass. The sound cracked
in the empty office. Her head jerked back, her teeth gritting, each
time his palm connected with her bare flesh. Soon, her cheek stung.
She stopped trying to push herself up. Instead, her fingers gripped
the edge of the snack table for dear life.

“What do you have to say for yourself,
Emma?” Julian said, stopping for a moment.

He flexed his fingers as he examined his
handiwork. Handprints stood out in red welts on her fair flesh. One
cheek was bright red, like a ripe tomato, while the other was still
unblemished. Her body trembled, and she fought back against the
pressure behind her eyes.

She couldn’t let him have the satisfaction
of seeing how he’d bent her to his will.

Wiping at her face, smearing the makeup
she’d so painstakingly applied that morning and then touched up
every hour in the office restroom, she turned to look at him.

“What lesson?”

Julian’s lips pressed into a thin line. The
corners turned downward in a scowl. His fingers flexed again, and
she thought for a moment that he would spank her again. Some of her
juices started running down her legs, and she licked her lips.

The buzzing sting from the spanking seemed
to spread through her body. Her little clit got stiff as the
buzzing passed through her sex. She hissed as her lust seemed to
kick into overdrive.

“I can see this is going to need to be taken
up a notch,” he said, “Stay right here.”

She wanted to give him some witty retort,
but the needs of her body won out and all she managed was a low
moan as she rested her head on the snack table.

Julian disappeared into one of the cubicles.
The sharp sound of castors rolling along the bare floor came up
behind her. Emma looked back.

He’d wheeled out an office chair with no
armrests. Sitting down, he lifted up his jacket and vest enough to
reveal his belt. The gold-colored buckle shone in the fluorescent
light as he undid it, then pulled the belt out from its loops. He
made the belt shorter by pressing the tip against the buckle,
holding the buckle and tip in one hand.

Then he wrapped his free hand around her
bare hips. He pulled her back. She yelped as she fell onto his lap.
Something long, hard, and thick pressed into the cleft of her
ass.

She sucked in a breath as she ground against
his stiff shaft. More wetness leaked from her as her desire to have
him in her mounted.

“Julian...” She moaned, throwing her head
back against his shoulder.

He’d scrunched his eyes shut, and she felt
his cock jerk against her body. Then he opened his eyes, putting
the mask of the disciplinarian back on his face.

Snarling, he bent her over his knees. Emma
put her hands on the cold floor to steady herself.

Julian snapped the belt a couple times in
his hands. She winced both times at the sharpness of the noise. Her
round and firm ass cheeks trembled and seemed to burn in
anticipation.

“This stops as soon as you say you’ve
learned your lesson.”

“Fuck!” Emma screamed as the belt lashed
both her cheeks at once.

Her back arched up so much that her hands
came up off the floor. Her own parents had never punished her with
spankings, so the pain was strange to her. It made the walls of her
pussy tremble and throb. Fingers of pain marched up her spine, made
her hair want to stand on end. Her nipples had stiffened in her
blouse, and they rubbed against her bra.

“No!” She screamed as he brought it up over
his head again.

He didn’t pay attention.

Again, her body went rigid as the belt
cracked across her bare bottom hard enough to make a snapping
noise.

“You’ve been a very bad girl, Emma. Bad
girls get punished. Don’t you understand?”

He punctuated his point with another
whipping. The tears came freely out the corners of her eyes,
smearing her mascara. All Emma could think about was his hardness
against her stomach, and how badly she needed to have it in
her.

Just the thought of him taking what he
wanted from her, feeling his hardness slide against her soft
wetness made her body shudder with its need.

“Yes!” She said.

His cock jerked against her again as she
screamed. The belt cracked across her ass again and again, leaving
long red lash marks across the quivering flesh. It hurt so much
that it began going numb. Soon, wetness and heat were all she felt.
Her fingers scrabbled at the smooth floor, unable to find any
purchase.

Finally, he stopped, panting. He draped his
belt over his shoulder. The weight of the buckle pulled it back
down until it touched her bare thigh. The metal felt warm from his
grip.

Julian rested his hands on her stinging
cheeks. Just his light touch hurt. But the ache went much deeper
than that. It penetrated her sex, went up into her stomach. It was
an ache of emptiness.

An unfilled ache.

A single bead of sweat rolled down Julian’s
cheek. He licked his lips, which had gone dry. She felt his fingers
squeeze her lightly. His cock flexed.

“I hope you understand what you’ve done
wrong,” he asked.

“Yes, Mister Chase,” she said. She wiped at
her eyes with the backs of her hands.

There was only one thing left for either of
them to do. Julian didn’t try to stop her as she slid off his lap
and went down onto her knees. The movement flexed and stretched the
muscles of her ass, and she hissed as the welts crisscrossing her
flesh felt like they burned hot enough to turn water to steam.

He didn’t try to stop her as she undid his
pants.

“So you want the rod too, do you?” Julian
said, “You really have been very bad.”

She yanked his pants down far enough for his
stiff cock to spring free. She tried to grab it, but he grabbed her
hand and squeezed. Crushing her hand in his grip, he stood. He
pushed her down even farther, until she had to put her other hand
on the floor to keep from falling onto her stomach.

Julian spun her around so that she looked
into an empty cubicle across from the snack table. Grabbing her by
the hair, he hauled her to her feet. She moaned.

Sitting down on the chair again, behind her,
Julian grabbed her by the hips and started pulling her down onto
his lap. She had to grab his thighs to keep from falling on his
cock, even though that was all she really wanted.

His hands moved to the bottom of her ass,
spreading her cheeks apart so he could watch as her pussy quivered
against his hardness. Her whole body throbbed, and the walls of her
sex seemed to tremble and undulate with their need.

When she didn’t move any farther, he grabbed
her by the hips again and forced her down. Her lips peeled back
from her teeth as she stretched around him. The hard, bulbous head
of his cock spread her apart around its stiffness. Her juices
glistened as they trickled down his shaft. She was so tight around
him that his member trembled against her grip.

“Yes...” He hissed as that tightness yielded
to him.

She sank down his length until she sat on
his lap. Her mouth open, Emma leaned her head back on his shoulder
as she started rolling her hips back and forth. She could feel her
clit rubbing against his shaft each time her hips rolled forward.
His cock just seemed to swell harder each time.

Julian reached up under her blouse and bra
to squeeze and fondle her breasts. His lips felt hot and wet as
they left a wet trail up the side of her neck and down her
shoulder. They both grunted as her pussy clenched up around
him.

She looked into his face, saw the way he
gritted his teeth. Her ass hurt so much as she ground against him,
but she’d never felt so wet around a man’s cock before in her
life.

“You’re making me come...” She said.

Julian’s breath caught in his throat, and
his cock seemed to jump in her. She groaned, trying to rub her
tight pussy up and down his shaft harder and faster. His fingers
squeezed her breasts more firmly, making her whimper.

“It’s so warm...” was all Julian could
manage.

“Fill my little pussy up with your hot cum,”
she growled at him, slamming her pussy down as hard and fast as she
could.

His body went rigid under hers. His back
arched, lifting them both up slightly. He let his head roll back as
his cock became like hot iron in her. She buried him all the way in
her, clenching up around him, holding him in as he erupted. Hot cum
splattered the back of her pussy again and again. As her walls
closed up and relaxed around him, she massaged even more from his
hard cock.

Soon, there was so much that it trickled out
down his cock and balls.

They both relaxed, Julian slumping against
the chair, and she against him. Sweat ran freely down their faces.
Her ass still stung, but she pushed the feeling to the back of her
mind.

“Get up,” Julian said, pushing at her.

Her panties were still around her ankles.
She pulled them up as she stood up off him. Her breath caught as he
left her pussy and she pulled her panties back up before his cum
could run out down her legs. It still felt so hot inside her aching
pussy.

She found her skirt and put that back on,
tucking her blouse back into it. Julian just watched from his seat
after pulling his pants back up and stuffing his cock into
them.

“I hope we’re not going to see a repeat of
this infraction? I want this office running smoothly. And don’t
think you can use a tanned hide as an excuse to call in sick,
tomorrow. I’ll fire that cute little ass so fast...”

Emma turned to face him. “Yes, Mister Chase.
I’ve learned my lesson. Now, please, I have to clean this mess up.
I don’t want another red chit for dirtiness.”

No, she thought, grabbing more of the
food. Her ass stung as it rubbed against her panties and skirt,
reminding her that she really had just been spanked and belted by
her boss. No, I’ll need to think of some new
infractions.









 Rough Ride for This Cowgirl

 


Betty hoped
they would stop soon. She wasn’t tired, and she certainly wasn’t
bored. Wrangling the cattle into place and keeping the herd moving
in the right direction kept her attention almost completely
occupied.

No, she just
wanted to get off her damn horse. Every time the beast moved, she
bounced a little. Betty was so horny that it felt like she’d soaked
clear through to her saddle.

She gripped
the saddle horn when her horse jumped a shallow trench.

“Good Lord!”
Betty said.

“Too much work
for a woman?” Jackson called over.

Glaring
at him, Betty thought, this is all your fault. Why’d they send such a
handsome one out with me? Jackson was the sort of cowboy every girl dreams about
while growing up: handsome and masculine face, lithe and muscular
body, and hands that could work wonders with a length of
rope.

“Are you
kidding?” Betty called back, “I’ve done twice what you have. In
half the time, to boot.”

Even from this
distance, she could make out the roguish smile Jackson gave her.
Her heat went up as he sent a wink her way.

A picture
popped into her mind of Jackson chasing her across a field, lasso
swinging over his head. The loop flies out and tightens up around
her waist, and he yanks her to a halt. She falls. He jumps off his
horse, letting the beast run past her. With precision, he hogties
her, his strong hand moving between her legs when he finishes, and
he takes her like that…

Betty shook
herself out of her fantasy just in time to pull her horse to a
halt. She was close enough to a bull to grab the metal ring in its
nose, if she wanted. The animal gave her a stupid and confused
look.

Damn it, she
thought. If this kept up, someone would be seriously hurt. Glancing
out over the western horizon, she saw the sun begin its dip. A
little early for stopping, but she thought they wouldn’t make it
very much farther if they tried to press on in any case.

Calling a
halt, she found a nice big boulder to set up their bedrolls and
campfire beside. Jackson handled wrangling the few steers that had
wandered a little too far from the rest of the herd. The animals
had been pretty quiet so far, so Betty figured none of the beasts
would move very far with what little light was left.

She hopped
down out of her saddle so fast that one of her feet got caught in a
stirrup, sending her into a wild dance to maintain balance.
Steadying herself, she leaned over with her hands on her knees and
took a few deep breaths.

Out of the
corner of her eye, she saw Jackson looking at her from atop his
horse. A slow smile spread across his face. Betty felt the blood
move into her cheeks as she realized he was staring at her ass.
With the way she was arching her back, and the tightness of the
jeans she had on, she imagined he was getting quite the eyeful.

Straightening
up, hoping Jackson couldn’t see her blush, she yelled, “Get the
fire set up you lazy cowpoke. If you’re finished ogling me, that
is.”

Jackson
grabbed the brim of his hat and tipped it to her before hopping off
his horse. He strapped the feedbags for both their horses into
place and then set about collecting dried bits of wood and grass
for their fire. Betty watched him the whole while, leaned against
the rock. He was working so hard, and he hadn’t even broken a
sweat.

My, but that boy can just keep going forever, can’t
he? Betty thought. Her
pussy tingled and she bit down on her bottom lip in an attempt to
stop it. She knew if she couldn’t get a handle on her arousal that
she was just going to order Jackson to take her right then and
there. She wondered if he would. Betty knew she wasn’t hard on the
eyes. But did he think she was pretty?

Jackson was
kneeling down, coiling a length of rope, his spurs glinting in the
failing light.

“Hey,
Jackson,” Betty said.

He looked over
his shoulder at her/

“Bet you miss
all them pretty girls back at the ranch ‘bout now?”

Jackson just
looked at her for a few moments before winking and turning back to
coiling the rope.

Night fell,
and they found themselves sitting by the fire under a canopy of
twinkling stars. Jackson had sat down next to her, and Betty caught
him glancing at her. Despite the cool air, she felt hot.

“You got a
man? Somewhere back east or something?”

“No,” Betty
said.

Jackson
grunted, staring into the fire. After a few more moments of
silence, Betty said, “How ‘bout you? There a pretty girl waiting
for you to step through the doorway somewhere?”

“Well, there’s
actually a pretty cowgirl sitting right here with me, now.” Jackson
said. He reached out and put his hand on her thigh. She could feel
how warm he was right through the denim of her jeans. Betty made no
move to get rid of his hand.

When he
realized this, he slid his fingers around to the inside of her
thigh, working slowly up toward her crotch, kneading and stroking
the flesh as he went. Betty felt a shiver move through her whole
body.

“Gets pretty
cold out here at night,” Jackson said, “But bodies are nice and
warm. Best way to keep warm is to keep close to another body.
Specially a body like yours.” As he finished talking, his fingers
moved between her legs and over her pussy. He ran his fingertips
lightly back and forth over her crotch.

Betty grabbed
him by the back of the neck and pulled him into a kiss. He rubbed
harder and faster at her pussy, making her whimper a little.

Pulling back,
she said, “You any good with that rope of yours?”

Smiling,
Jackson stood up. She could see his member, stiff down one leg of
his pants. Her mouth watered just looking at it.

He grabbed the
coil of rope, letting it slap gently against his thigh. When he
turned around, Betty was on her knees. Her heart slammed against
her ribcage, and her pussy felt wet enough to accept him right at
that moment.

Moving closer
to him, she looked into his eyes as she undid his belt, pulling the
strap out of the buckle. She pulled the belt out by the buckle with
one hand while she moved the palm of her other hand in circles over
the rock hard head of his cock. When she got the belt out, he took
it from her and she started on the button and zipper.

“You’re so
hard already,” Betty said, “Lookin’ at my ass when I bend over does
that to you?”

He smiled at
her and said, “I dunno. Why don’t you turn around and bend over and
we’ll see what my cock does?”

Turning her
head over her shoulder as she rotated, she went on all fours on the
ground. Resting her forearms on her bedroll, she arched her back
and shoved her butt into the air. She felt herself tremble when she
saw him lick his lips. His eyes widened as well.

Then, drawing
his arm back, he whipped her lightly on the ass with the leather
strap of his belt.

Betty made and
“Oo!” noise as she felt her body tense up. She wriggled her body at
him. He smiled again, then whipped her harder. The belt made an
impressive “crack!” against the denim of her jeans.

Betty licked
her lips and then yelped as the belt smacked her again. Before he
could do it again, she said, “So what is your cock doing now?”

“Telling me to
shove him into your little pussy and find out how tight you
are.”

Reached down,
Betty undid her pants. She let him watch while she slid her hands
down her back, hooked her fingers into the waist of her jeans, and
pushed them slowly down to reveal her curved cheeks. She wondered
if her slit was wet enough to glint in the firelight. It certainly
felt like it was.

“Are you going
to ride me like a pony?” Betty asked, grabbed her thighs just under
her ass and spreading them apart, pulling the lips of her pussy
apart as well. She could feel the warmth on her fingers.

Jackson drew
his belt back and whipped her on the ass again, leaving Betty
squealing. A red line had already formed on her skin where the belt
had struck.

Kneeling down
behind her, Jackson grabbed her wrists. In a few moments, he’d
expertly bound her hands. Her weight rested on her chest and her
knees. Her ass felt a little sore, but she forgot all about that
when Jackson grabbed one cheek in each hand and began playing with
them. He squeezed her firm flesh with his strong fingers, letting
his thumbs travel down into her cleft. She moaned when he ran the
ball of one thumb over her asshole.

He stopped,
and she couldn’t see what he was doing. But It sounded like he was
taking off his clothes. He dropped them on the ground, and she got
a glimpse of a well-muscled leg and thigh as he knelt down behind
her again.

This time, he
grabbed her cheeks and spread them wide apart.

His tongue
pushed through the lips of her pussy and ran up her slit,
collecting all her juices as she shuddered. Every time he got to
her hole, he poked his tongue in as far as it would go, running it
against her slippery walls and sending shocks up the small of her
back. In no time, she’d gotten so wet that he made slurping noises
as he worked on her tight little pussy.

Stopping, he
held her steady with one forearm across the small of her back. She
braced herself, waiting to feel his hard cock strain to cram in
against her tightness.

Instead, she
jumped when his big hand landed on her ass. He started smacking
her, the sounds echoing across the plain.

“Yee-haw!”
Jackson yelled as she felt the sting of his hand again.

He grabbed his
cock and began moving it around the insides of her thighs, leaving
them sticky with his warm precum. He ran the tip of his cock
through her slit, stopping for a moment at her opening, letting her
pussy get the head nice and wet. She moaned as she felt herself
stretch a little around his girth. Then he pulled his cock
back.

With an effort
of will, Betty rolled onto her back. He laughed as she struggled,
but he stopped a moment later. She’d untied herself and leapt at
him, knocking him onto his naked back.

She kissed him
so hard that their teeth clashed. Betty didn’t care. She worked her
jeans and underwear off, writhing on top of his body. Sucking his
lip into her mouth she bit it at the same time that she grabbed his
cock and squeezed it.

“So you think
you can tease me, boy?” Betty said, straddling his hips. The shaft
of his cock rested perfectly along her slit, and she ground down
against it. He began to squirm beneath her.

Betty stopped
him by pressing her nails into his muscular chest and running them
down his torso, leaving long red marks. He grabbed her by the ass
then, almost succeeding in shifting her body enough to let his cock
jam in. She just managed to grab his wrists and move them over his
head.

Grabbing the
rope, she quickly wound a knot around his wrists, making sure it
was nice and tight.

“D’you have
any idea how hard it is to watch a handsome man like you all day?
Do you know how many times I’ve touched myself thinking about you?
How many cowpokes I’ve turned down ‘cause I know they just wouldn’t
compare?”

Grinning,
Jackson said, “No, ma’am. How many?”

Betty wiped
the grin of his face with a slap hard enough to turn his head. She
pulled off her shirt, letting him look at her stiff little
nipples.

Fumbling
around for a moment, she found his belt. She doubled it up so that
it made a smaller loop. He eyed it warily.

“Now,” Betty
admonished, “My horse better give me the ride I’ve been looking
for, or he’s going to feel the sting of my riding crop.”

To show him
that she meant business, she slapped the belt down onto one of his
pecs. She felt his body jerk, and he closed his eyes.

“Now, have I
broken you in, or do you need a bit more of this?” Betty snapped
her makeshift crop against itself.

His Adam’s
apple bobbed up and down, and then he nodded.

Reaching back,
she grabbed his balls with one hand. They were warm in her palm.
She felt his shaft stiffen against her slit as she began gently
massaging them. Jackson’s eyes rolled into the back of his head and
he began grinding his hips, moving his cock against her pussy. She
felt it rubbing against her clit, making her pussy juice and
tighten.

“Yeah… that’s
it. I bet you want that nice hard cock of yours in my soft, wet
hole. Don’t you?” Betty said. He looked at her and nodded. Letting
go of his balls, she grabbed his chin. Locking their eyes, she
brought the belt down on his chest again. He sucked in a breath
through clenched teeth. Betty moaned. His sudden spasm had driven
his cock even harder against her clit.

Her sopping
slit was so wet that he could slide his length back and forth along
it with no problems now.

Betty sucked
in a breath of her own as a wave of desire to feel him moving
inside her washed over her. Reaching back, running her hand down
her own ass while lifting her body off him slightly, she grabbed
his rod. He was so long that she had to sit up more.

His eyes
rolled back again as she guided the head to her hole and let it
slip in. She felt her nipples get harder as her pussy stretched and
strained to contain his girth. She let the weight of her body do
most of the work, sinking down on him and feeling his bulbous head
ram her walls apart as she sank farther and farther onto him.

When she had
him all the way in, she leaned in, grasping a handful of the soft
hair at the back of his head. He raised his chin, trying to move
his lips to hers. As she moved her pussy up his cock, she sucked
his bottom lip into her mouth. She kept lifting until only his head
remained locked inside her tight grip. Shoving down, she bit his
lip at the same time. He made a sound that was a mix of a yelp and
a moan. He swelled inside her as she lifted again.

Every time she
slammed her pussy down, she filled it up with his cock. He was so
hard, and she was so soft. It was all she could think about. It was
making her so wet, which was good, because he pussy also got
tighter each time she fucked him.

Grabbing his
head, she yanked it up and thrust one of her nipples into his
mouth. He sucked on her until it hurt, then he kept sucking.
Reaching back with one hand, she started running her fingers down
the cleft of her ass. Feeling her sensitive little asshole like
that practically made her jump.

When she
couldn’t take the pain any more, she forced his mouth over to her
other nipple. She squealed and yelped while he grunted and moaned.
He thrust his hips up now every time she moved down on him, making
their flesh slap together.

Betty realized
how she wanted to finish with him. Prying his lips off her breast,
she stood up off him.

“Damn it,
Betty. Get your tight little pussy back here!” Jackson said.

She’d turned
around to face his feet, going into reverse cowgirl position.
Grabbing his cock as she squatted over him, she stuck it back
inside.

Betty really
started riding him then, her hips bobbing up and down like she was
on a bucking bronco.

Grabbing the
belt, she started whipping his thighs, first one, then the other.
Jackson put his bound hands on the small of her back and pushed
down harder. His cock felt like it was getting harder inside
her.

Thinking about
how much staring at her ass as it bobbed up and down in front of
him brought Betty to the brink. She whipped him harder, trying to
urge his thrusting hips to greater speed as they both got closer to
climaxing.

His body went
completely rigid under hers. His cock was like steel against her
soft and smooth walls, driving her nerves crazy.

She continued
sliding her pussy up and down his cock as he started filling her
with his cum, sending it in hot streams that shot out so hard she
could feel as it hit the back of her cunt.

Betty came on
him, her body trembling as her pussy did its best to squeeze all
the cum out of his cock, squeezing and relaxing in time with his
spurts. She leaned forward and grabbed his ankles for support as
her orgasm deepened. She moaned and screamed as he remained hard
inside her.

“Oh Jackson,
fill me up!” Betty groaned.

They both
trembled and shuddered as their orgasms finished. She could feel
his seed inside her, slowly moving down her walls. She gave his
cock, which was still rock-hard, a few more strokes of her pussy,
making sure she’d gotten every last drop, before she rolled off
him. His shaft glistened wetly in the firelight, covered in her
juices and his cum. She watched as his chest heaved.

“You
definitely know how to let a cowgirl take you out for a ride!”
Betty said.

The red welts
from where she’d whipped him earlier were still there. Slithering
over against him, she kissed each mark as she untied his hands.
Jackson grabbed her and pulled her body as close to his as he
could. She laid her head on his strong shoulder as he brushed a
stray lock of hair out of her eye.

All around
them, the cattle rustled and grunted irritably.

“We must have
kept them awake,” Betty said. She ran her hand down his abs,
resting her fingers on his softening shaft. His cock jumped at her
touch.

“Are we ready
for another ride already?” Betty said, giving his member a squeeze.
He hardened again.

“Dunno. Think
you can take it?” Jackson said, his roguish smile back as he rolled
over on top of her. Betty felt her heat rising again as she felt
his hardness against her.

“Take me,
Jackson,” she breathed into his ear as he entered her for the
second time that night. Betty didn’t give a damn if the cattle made
it to auction as she grabbed hold of his broad shoulder blades.









 Revenge Encounter: Sharing His
Ex-Girlfriend

 


Robbie was lying on his bed, looking through
old photos of Veronica, his ex. After scrutinizing each, he threw
them into a metal wastebasket at his side. He couldn’t believe how
many pictures there were. They’d been together for so long.

He wiped at his face as despair, mixed with
more than a little rage, pushed at the back of his eyes.

Reaching into the pile of un-viewed
pictures, he pulled the next out. It was a recent one. He’d snapped
it while they were at the beach. Veronica had on a bikini that made
her look practically naked. Even though he hated her, seeing her
breasts in that string bikini, her smooth hips and legs, made him
get hard.

This picture didn’t go into the bin. It was
like a compulsion. Holding the photo in one hand, he fumbled at his
pants until he had his cock out, stroking it to its full size in
moments.

He wanted to be with her again so badly.

His balls practically tingled as he brought
the way she looked naked to mind. Remembering how tightly she
gripped his shaft, how her wetness soaked his member, drove his
hand faster and faster on his cock.

Someone knocked at the door to his
apartment. Robbie ignored it, trying to keep Veronica’s body locked
in his mind’s eye. The image wavered when the knocking
continued.

“What the hell?” Robbie muttered, throwing
the picture onto his pillow as he rolled off the bed and did up his
pants.

“Yeah, yeah,” he yelled as he got closer to
the door. The person was still knocking.

Unlocking the deadbolt, he opened the door
to find his best friend, Dominic, standing there. He had a case of
beer in one hand.

“What, Dom?” Robbie said, trying to keep as
much anger out of his voice as possible. The thought of having a
few beers helped a lot with that.

“Heard about Veronica. I decided to come
over and make sure you don’t do anything too stupid,” Dominic
replied. He held up the case, “Just bought these. Nice and cold,
still. You get half if you let me in.”

Robbie stood in the doorway, his eyes fixed
on the case of beer. That most animalistic part of his mind was
still fixated on the picture lying on the pillow on his bed, and
how it made him feel to look at it. That was what decided for him,
that mixture of arousal and pain that invaded his brain.

Stepping to one side, Robbie said, “Come on
in, then. Put a couple of those on the table and the last few in
the fridge.”

By the time Dominic got back from the
kitchen, Robbie had already drained half his bottle. It sat on the
coffee table beside Dominic’s full one. Dominic sat down, picked
his beer up and raised it, saying, “Cheers.” He didn’t put it back
down until he’d sucked down half of his as well.

“Remember when I broke up with my last
girl?” Dominic asked.

“Yeah?” Robbie said, wishing he was drinking
something stronger than beer.

“I so wish I’d done something to get back at
her. I’ve been thinking about what I could have done, since. And
you know what? I came up with something that I think will
work.”

Robbie tossed back the rest of his beer
before saying, “Yeah? What’s that?”

Dominic licked his lips in a devious
fashion, his mouth in a sadistic grin as he turned to face Robbie
on the couch. The look in his eyes gave Robbie a chill up his
back.

“Well, you get a good buddy you know who
will be down for anything. You get the bitch over to your place.
You and your buddy get her good and horny somehow. This next part
is where everyone’s clothes come off, if you get my drift. When
it’s all over and done, you kick her out and you’re left with that
satisfaction and closure you need. Did I mention this satisfaction
is accompanied by toys?”

In spite of himself, Robbie felt himself
getting hard. The picture of Veronica in her bathing suit stuck in
his mind. “Toys?” he said.

“Yes,” Dominic continued, “Very sexy toys.
Handcuffs, dildos, that sort of thing.”

They grabbed more beers and talked about how
they were going to do the deed.

***

Both Robbie and Dominic were pretty fit, and
they intended to use that to their every advantage as they waited
on the couch in Robbie’s apartment for Veronica to get there. They
both had strong chests and cut abs, and they’d both changed into
tight shirts that showed this off. Dominic had gone back to his
place for the toys and returned quickly.

The whole thing hinged on being able to get
Veronica in the mood.

Robbie felt his heart start racing when she
knocked on the door. Not for the first time, he wasn’t certain he
would be able to go through with it. He’d never done anything like
this with another guy. And he still felt so confused about his
feelings for Veronica. All the same, he found himself answering the
door with a smile on his face.

Veronica was wearing something low cut,
showing off a pretty good portion of cleavage. There was a
smouldering look of anger in her eyes that made Robbie’s cock jump
in his pants.

“Thanks for coming,” he said, stepping out
of the way and waving her in. She sat on the couch. Dominic had his
back turned, getting some drinks ready. Robbie saw Veronica look at
Dominic’s strong back. She shifted.

“What did you need to see me so badly
about?” Veronica said, glancing over at Dominic as he came over
with some drinks and set them on the table.

Robbie sat beside her. He’d put on the
cologne he knew she liked, and her eyes widened and her chest
flushed when she picked up the scent.

“Well, you left some things here. Photos,
mostly. I wanted to go through them with you, divide them up. We
had some good times, you know?” Robbie said. He let his hand
lightly touch her thigh. She’s so warm, he thought, his
breath catching in his throat. He knew Dominic was right. Sex would
make it all better. Especially a rough and dirty threesome. He just
needed that closure so badly. Then he could go burn all those
pictures he’d already thrown in the bin.

When Dominic sat down, he threw his arm over
her shoulder. His cock was already hardening, outlined in his
pants.

“Well, I guess I can stay for a bit, for old
time’s sake,” Veronica said. Her eyes kept straying down to Dom’s
hard cock. She rubbed her thighs together. It was here that Robbie
realized she was having as hard a time with this as he was.
Good, he thought, She’s the one who broke it off anyway.
She deserves it.

Veronica picked up her drink and downed it
in one swallow, every inch of skin that Robbie could see flushed
red. Her free hand strayed over Dom’s abs, rubbing them through his
shirt. He put his hand on her inner thigh, pushed it between her
legs, and began easing his fingers up her leg.

“I don’t know about you, babe,” Robbie said,
“But I haven’t had a lay since you left. What do you think? One
last special one?”

She put her drink down and grabbed Robbie’s
hard cock through his pants. “God, yes. Sometimes I don’t even
remember why I broke it off with you. But I have been so fucking
horny lately. Come on, take out your cocks and fuck me!”

“You seem like the type of girl who likes
things kinky,” Dominic said, reaching under the couch and pulling
out a suitcase. Veronica rubbed both their cocks while he opened
it. Inside were two pairs of handcuffs, some dildos, and what
Robbie thought were anal beads.

Cock jumping in his pants, Robbie shot to
his feet. Veronica and Dominic followed a second later. Robbie
grabbed her, pulling her close to him. Grinning, Dom came up behind
her, grinding his crotch against her ass.

Robbie started roughly kissing her, their
tongues pressing together, sucking her lip into his mouth and
biting it while he grabbed her chest and dug his fingers into her
nice, firm breasts. She moaned, one hand frantically rubbing
Robbie’s cock and the other doing the same to Dominic’s.

She writhed between the two muscular bodies,
letting the softness and warmth of her flesh heat them up.

“So,” Veronica said, “Does this mean that I
get to cuff you two boys up?” She put her finger on Robbie’s lips.
He sucked it into his mouth, letting his tongue swirl around it.
While she was busy with that, Dominic bent over and grabbed a pair
of the cuffs.

“Actually, I think that a kinky girl like
you is the one who needs to be restrained.”

She fell for it. Thrusting her ass out at
him, she put her hands at the small of her back and wiggled her
body. Robbie could barely restrain himself from bending her over
the couch right then. While he heard the cuffs clicking into place,
he undid his pants and started shoving them down his thighs.

“Ouch! That’s a little tight,” Veronica
said.

“Tight is good,” Dominic replied, giving her
a pat on the ass as she began struggling with the cuffs. She had
her back arched, and her breasts were thrust forward. Her nipples
were so hard that Robbie could see them through her shirt. With a
mind of their own, his fingers reached up and tweaked them.

Dominic wrapped his hands around her
stomach, pressing one down the front of her pants. His fingers
worked against her pussy as Robbie watched. She moaned, screwing
her eyes shut as she ground her hips.

Still smiling, Dominic pulled her pants
down, showing her firm thighs and shaved pussy.

As soon as she was done kicking them off,
Robbie grabbed her by the shoulders and shoved her down to her
knees. She leaned forward, her mouth open, ready to take his cock.
Robbie grasped a handful of hair at the back of her head with one
hand and his cock with the other.

“Stick out your tongue,” he said.

She did. Robbie slapped his cock down
against her tongue, letting it lick off the precum that had already
leaked out of him. Cock all wet with her spit, he slapped it
against one side of her face, then the other. She tried to shift
her head to catch his shaft with her mouth, but he wouldn’t let
her. She was going mad with desire, wrenching at the handcuffs,
twisting her whole body.

Dominic made sure she couldn’t do it,
keeping a tight grip on her wrists. Her frustrations turned to
moans as he pushed two fingers into her pussy. Robbie could hear
how wet she was from the way Dominic’s fingers slurped around
inside her.

Sudden anger flaring in him, he said to Dom,
“Your fingers sound wet enough, now. Put them in her ass.” He
pulled her head back a little farther as he said this, making her
arch her back a little more.

Dominic undid his pants and pulled his own
hard cock out first, giving it a stroke. The juices on his fingers
from Veronica’s pussy left slimy, wet trails on his shaft.

Robbie trailed the head of his cock across
her cheek and into her mouth. As Dominic moved his wet fingers into
her cleft and slipped one into her tight asshole, he felt some
pressure from her teeth on his shaft.

Grunting at the pain, he pushed his shaft
more deeply into her lips, revelling in that warmth and wetness
he’d missed so much.

Veronica’s eyes rolled into the back of her
head as Dominic eased a second finger into her ass. He’d let go of
her wrists and was using that hand to feel up her cunt at the same
time.

Her mouth moved up and down Robbie’s cock
over and over again. Her lips had tightened around his girth, and
she was looking up into his eyes the whole time, just like she used
to.

Snarling, Robbie pulled her mouth all the
way down his shaft, completely burying himself. Shock appeared on
her face as she struggled with having a throat full of her ex’s
member. Tears formed in the corners of her eyes as he held on.
Relenting, he let her head slide back.

She’d completely covered his entire shaft in
gobs of her spit that slid down his flesh toward the bottom of his
member.

“Get the dildo,” Robbie said.

Rummaging in the box, Dominic pulled out a
long black dildo as well as the anal beads.

“Are you ready?” Robbie asked Veronica,
stroking one of her cheeks with the back of his hand. She frowned
at him, not understanding quite yet.

Robbie gestured. Dominic took the dildo,
rubbing the head of it against her slit to lube it up nicely. When
it was good and wet with her juices, he got a better grip on it and
pushed the head into her pussy.

Squealing, Veronica shut her eyes as the big
toy worked into her straining hole. When he could get it no farther
in, Dominic started working on her ass again. It looked like he’d
gotten four fingers in, and was working on the thumb.

“Gotta get her good and loose for the
beads,” he said to Robbie.

He frowned in concentration as the tendons
in his forearm stood out. Robbie against felt Veronica’s teeth on
his shaft as he slowly ran it in and out of her mouth. The tears
had smeared her makeup, and two black streams were trickling down
her cheeks.

As Dominic got his whole hand into her
stretched asshole, Veronica kept her eyes on Robbie.

“That’s good, I think,” Dominic said. He
withdrew his hand, spat on the end of the beads, and pushed those
into her.

After Robbie pulled his cock out of her
mouth, Veronica started panting, clenching her teeth together. Her
whole body had gone completely rigid as Dominic eased the beads
deeper into her ass, keeping two fingers on the bottom of the dildo
so that it stayed all the way in against her tightness.

“Okay. I think it’s Dominic’s turn to feel
that mouth of yours. His cock looks like it’s going to explode if
he doesn’t get some attention soon,” Robbie said, adding as he spun
Veronica around and pushed her down, “You know, I am missing you
less and less every second. I hope you feel the same.”

With her ass arched into the air like that,
Robbie got a good look at Dominic’s handiwork. It looked like her
pussy could barely contain the giant dildo. The shiny rubber shaft
trembled a little in her cunt. He’d also squeezed almost every bead
into her ass, excepting the very largest one at the end. Robbie
groaned as he looked at them, stroking himself.

Dominic held onto Veronica’s shoulders so
that she wouldn’t fall over as she sucked his cock. She made hungry
noises as her lips moved faster and faster on him pushing the skin
down and pulling it back up each time.

Robbie watched Veronica’s ass bob as she
sucked off his friend. It was mesmerizing, watching her firm cheeks
jiggle a little as he began to slam his cock down her throat.

He realized that his hand was completely
slick with his own precum and her spit; he was stroking himself so
fast.

Grabbing the slick and exposed shaft of the
dildo, he slowly eased it back out of her, watching her pink folds
as they trailed back in stark contrast to the dark rubber. The
opening of her pussy gaped a little when he had it all the way out.
Bringing it straight up in front of his face, he licked it,
savoring her taste.

Leaning forward, he crouched over her. Using
his thumb, he steadied his cock as he pressed it against her pussy.
Sliding in, he marvelled at how tight she still felt around his
shaft. She’d always had such a tight pussy. He was barely able to
fuck her for long sometimes; she would grip him so tightly.

Resting one hand on the flesh of one firm
ass cheek, he used the other to push the anal beads into her in
time with his thrusting.

It took only a few thrusts for him to shove
the entire length of his cock into her pussy. When his balls bumped
against her quivering slit, they got wet. Looking at how her cunt
left his cock sopping each time he pulled it out just made Robbie
drive it back into her harder and faster.

“I am gonna come in her mouth!” Dominic
said. Robbie stole a glance at his friend’s face. His features were
all twisted up, and he breathed quickly. Veronica sucked him as
hard and fast as she could, as though daring him to full her up
with his hot load.

Dominic’s mouth opened and he grunted,
paused for a moment, and grunted again. Robbie watched his friend’s
body flex each time he spurted more of his cum into Veronica.

Robbie slammed his cock into Veronica’s
pussy and the anal beads into her ass as hard as he could, burying
himself completely. His body shook and he tossed his head back,
letting out an animalistic groan as he felt his cock stiffen and
jump.

Veronica’s hungry pussy swallowed up his cum
and quivered, waiting for each successive burst of her ex’s seed as
it shot out of him.

Just moments as his body flexed for the last
time, Robbie stood up, pulling his soaked cock out. He pulled the
anal beads out too, watching as Veronica’s little asshole gaped for
a moment before tightening up again.

Looking down at her shaking body, he
realized he no longer felt anything for her. It was like coming
into her had emptied all his feelings as well. It left him with an
inner happiness and satisfaction he hadn’t been certain he’d ever
been able to feel again after she’d left him so cruelly.

Dominic pushed Veronica up into a sitting
position. Robbie saw the red rings pressed into her wrists where
the metal of the cuffs had bitten into her. Dominic sat back,
bracing himself with his hands as he caught his breath. He had a
distant stare in his eyes, but he quickly shook it off. Fishing the
keys to the cuffs out of the suitcase, he tossed them to Robbie,
who unlocked the cuffs and took them off.

“You should put your clothes on,” Robbie
said.

Veronica turned to face him, smiling. Her
makeup was all smeared, but she was still beautiful. She reached up
to grab his cock, but he grabbed her gently by the wrist and shook
his head. The smile left her face.

“What you did to me hurt,” Robbie said, “But
what we did just now cleared most of that away, I think. I’m pretty
sure I can go on without you, now.”

“Robbie... Don’t you want to get back
together?” Veronica said.

Robbie stroked her cheek, smudging her
makeup even more. This was it, he realized, his true moment of
revenge. The tables had turned, and he had all the power. Leaning
over, he kissed her for the last time. It was a lingering kiss, one
to remember, if he ever cared to remember.

“No,” he told her. He grabbed her pants and
underwear and handed them to her.

Trying to suppress her sadness, Veronica got
dressed and left the apartment as quickly as she could. Dominic had
gotten dressed at the same time, and Robbie just finished pulling
his pants back on.

“So you’re good now?” Dominic asked,
splaying his body out as much as he could over the couch. He still
had a sheen of sweat on his forehead, and his bare chest still rose
with deep breaths.

“Yeah, Dom. I’m great,” Robbie said, smiling
at his friend.










Star
Slut

 


It had been three long and hard months since
Captain Perk, his first officer Mr. Cock, and the rest of the crew
of the star ship Sexerprise had made first contact with any alien
races.

Captain Perk sat in the command chair in the
Sexerprise’s bridge. He hadn’t had sex in weeks, and it was really
beginning to get to him. He swivelled around in his chair to look
at his tall, thin first officer, Mr. Cock.

“Damn it, Cock, if I don’t find someone to
fuck soon, I’m going to have to take Ensign Randy here to my
quarters.” Perk pointed at a young blonde woman with large breasts
who was currently seated at the helm, steering the Sexerprise into
what felt like more and more sexless space.

“How are we supposed to fulfill our mission
to boldly fuck where no man has fucked before, Cock? How?”

Mr. Cock opened to mouth to reply, when
something on his control board caught his eye. He looked back up at
Captain Perk.

“Captain! There’s another ship approaching,
and fast.”

Perk leaned forward in his chair, a smile on
his face. “Can we identify it?”

Cock’s hands danced over his control board
and a look of frustration passed over his face. He looked over at
Perk, “No, sir. No record of any such vessel at all in our
database. I think we might have discovered something relevant to
our mission after all.”

“Sir!” The busty communications officer said
from her station, “We’re receiving a message!”

Perk motioned at her. She made the video
communication connection. An alien woman appeared on the screen.
Perk had to rub at his eyes and take a closer look. His cock
hardened in his pants.

“Hello, strangers. You have entered into our
space.”

“Soon, hopefully…” Perk muttered.

The alien woman on the screen was far hotter
than any Earth girl he’d ever seen. He knew that if he could do one
thing before he died, it would be to fuck this woman.

“I’m sorry to intrude. We’re an exploration
ship, designated to make contact with new and perky alien races.
I’m Captain Perk, commander of the Sexerprise.”

The alien woman’s lush red lips curled into
a smile. “Well, Captain, how about you come over to my ship so that
we can be properly acquainted?”

Perk thought quickly. He already had his
quarters set up for a steamy encounter. He hadn’t waited this long
to go bang some alien chick in some strange alien bed.

“Actually, I believe you should select a few
of your compatriots and you come over to my ship. Trust me; I’ll
make it worth your while.”

The beautiful alien captain stepped back so
that Perk could see more of her amazing figure. “I must first warn
you, Captain: you may find the traditional greeting rather… tight,”
she said, smiling.

Perk leaned farther forward so that no one
could see his rock-hard erection, “I take it your kind knows of the
A-tube transport? I’ll see you in the tube bay in a few minutes.”
The screen went blank.

Perk carefully tucked his boner into his
pant loop so that none of the crew would see it. He got up and
walked toward the elevator door. Cock stood up from his station and
walked over. He placed one hand on Perk’s arm.

“Captain, be careful, my bio-scan of that
woman tells me she is far stronger, and far tighter, than anything
we’ve met previously.”

Perk jerked his arm out of Cock’s hand. He
wanted to hurry. He knew that the alien should would already be
swinging around the Sexerprise’s rear end, its tube extended and
ready to insert deep into the Sexerprise’s waiting hole.

***

The sexy alien lady was already waiting for
him down in the tube bay. In person, he saw just how tight, skimpy,
and short her skirted uniform was. She was facing away from him,
talking to someone from her ship. Her ass was perfectly shaped, and
her skirt was so short that he could clearly see part of her
smooth, firm buttocks.

As he was staring, she turned around. When
he brought his eyes up to her face, he saw that she had that same
mischievous smile on her face that he’d seen on the communications
screen.

“Hello, Perk,” she said, “You look larger
than through that impersonal communication device.”

She slinked up to him, her hips swaying in a
way that made Perk’s heart beat faster.

“So, Captain, are you ready for a proper
greeting between our species?” She asked. Her eyes drank him in,
unabashedly appraising him from his feet to his eyes.

Perk smiled at her. “I don’t know if you’re
ready for a proper greeting from mine. What is your name, by the
way?”

“You wouldn’t be able to pronounce it.”

Perk let his tongue run over his lips.
“That’s ok, my tongue is talented in other ways.”

She stepped closer to him and wrapped one of
her arms around his broad shoulders. He could feel the heat coming
from her body, and it almost drove him crazy. She put her face so
close to his that their lips almost touched.

“I think you know what kind of greeting I
would prefer most. Take me here, now.”

Perk gave her a devilish grin. He stepped
back, peeling her hand from his shoulder and holding it in his own.
There was no way he was going to have his first sex with an alien
in months be on the cold, hard deck.

She laughed as he pulled her along by the
hand through the various corridors of the ship. Finally, when it
seemed he could take no more, he saw the door to his quarters. The
security guard there saw what was happening and quickly stepped
aside, so as to not be bowled over as the door slid open and Perk
and the woman went through.

Pictures of gorgeous alien women on the wall
looked down upon a large, circular bed in the middle of the room.
Perk threw himself onto his side on the bed. The woman slunk up to
lie on her own side, facing him. There was something so hot about
fucking someone whose name he didn’t even know. Perk drank in the
feminine lines of her body with his thirsty eyes.

Her eyes still locked to his, she reached
forward and stroked his dick through his pants.

“Do you always give foreign emissaries such
a rock-hard salute, Captain?” She purred.

Perk reached forward and pulled her close.
Their bodies matched perfectly. As she continued stroking his cock,
Perk leaned forward and gave her a sensual kiss. Her lips felt warm
and moist, and after a moment, he felt her tongue poke into his
mouth. He closed his eyes, enjoying the feel of her hand caressing
his shaft.

He began exploring her body with his hand.
He started by trailing his fingers along the back of her knee,
questing up towards her hips and amazing ass. Something was
strange; he’d expected his fingers to encounter the material of her
clothes rather quickly. His hand was resting on the bare skin of
her hip.

Perk opened his eyes to get a better look.
She was lying next to him completely naked. She opened her eyes to
see why the intensity of his kissing had slacked off. When she
looked down at his hand, she smiled.

“Surprised, my nice, hard Captain?” She gave
his cock a little squeeze, “All I have to do is push this little
button here,” she glanced down at a small, brown dot that Perk had
mistaken for a mole, “And my clothes disappear, don’t yours?”

With one hand, Perk gently caressed one of
her nipples until it was stiff and perky. He gave it a light pinch.
“No, you have to unwrap me.”

She slipped her hand down through his pants
loop to grab his bare dick. She played with the drop of precum that
had formed at the tip, smearing it around the head of his dick and
sending little sparks of pleasure through him.

Perk slipped his own hand between her legs,
kissing her more deeply as he did so. She felt hot down there, hot
and moist. He slid his index finger along her slit until he found
her hole. She moaned and bit his lip as he played with her, moving
his finger around but never pushing it in deeper than the first
knuckle.

After a few minutes of this play, she
grabbed him by the shoulder and pushed him onto his back. She tore
his shirt from him and yanked off his pants and underwear, her lips
scrunched into a sexy pucker the whole time. Next, she straddled
him, adjusting herself so that his cock nestled itself into her ass
crack. She flexed her ass cheeks and began to slowly lift and lower
herself.

“Oh God!” Perk said. No woman had ever done
that to him before. The flesh of his ass was warm and taut. She
lifted her chin so that her long hair hung down behind her and
began to massage her own tits.

When her ass was thoroughly wet with his
precum, she raised herself higher and moved back. The tip of Perk’s
cock rubbed against her slit as she did so, and a shiver ran
through both of them.

She knelt down over him, working her way
down his chest and stomach with wet kisses. Her long hair trailed
along, masking her actions from his eyes.

Perk gasped when he felt her lips leave a
sloppy kiss at the base of his shaft. He couldn’t see what she was
doing, and it made it so much hotter.

His eyes rolled back as she sucked each of
his balls into her mouth and lightly sucked on them. His hands
crept down and his fingers wrapped themselves in her soft hair. He
lifted it in time to watch her mouth descend on the head of his
cock. She looked up into his eyes as her lips began to trail back
along his shaft. The flesh of his dick glistened with her saliva as
she pulled her head back until the only part of his dick left in
her mouth was the very tip.

Her tongue began furiously licking at this
sensitive spot. Perk’s mouth dropped open. “Oh, fuck yes!” He said.
Slowly, she wrapped the fingers of one hand around the base of his
dick. She stroked him.

Without warning, she slammed her mouth down,
swallowing up almost his entire dick in her warm, wet mouth.

Perk’s fingers tightened in her hair as he
fought against the sudden urge to fill her throat up with his
spunk.

The alien babe gave him a few moments to
recover before she began bobbing her head up and down on his dick
while simultaneously stroking his shaft. Every now and then she
pulled back all the way to lick at the head of his dick like it was
a lollipop.

Perk wanted to hear her moan. He sat up and
grabbed her by the hips, her mouth still wrapped around his rod. He
swivelled her body around into the 69 position, her pussy and ass
right over her face. Her pussy was shaved, and already really wet
from his fingering earlier. He raised his head and began tonguing
her slit. After a few seconds of this, she started to moan. The
vibrations felt great on his cock. He massaged her ass as he began
fucking her tight hole with his tongue. She tasted like no one else
he’d ever licked before. He couldn’t get enough of her.

She came on his face, making it even more
slick with her juices.

Wordlessly, she moved down his body, her
back still toward him. She grabbed his dick with one hand and
positioned her pussy over it. The head of his dick pressed against
her tight, wet hole. She leaned back a little, her hands supporting
her weight on the bed.

Perk watched as she sat down on his dick. He
pushed slowly into her, her pussy enveloping his shaft inch by
inch. Perk gritted his teeth. She was so tight.

“Fuck, babe, your pussy fits me like a
glove.”

At this, she stopped pushing down. Her pussy
had swallowed a little more than half of his rod. She raised her
ass up slowly, then pushed down quickly. He savoured the ecstasy of
this slow lift, hard push fucking as she bobbed up and down on
him

Perk reached forward and grabbed her by the
hips. Every time she pushed down, he rammed up with his own hips
and pulled down on hers. He watched as his cock pushed all the way
into her over and over again. The lips of her slit left his dick
shiny with her juices.

She lifted herself all the way off of him,
then laid down on her back beside him on the bed. She looked him in
the eyes and wiped at the sweat on his forehead with one
finger.

He rolled over on top of her. He lifted her
legs so that the backs of her knees rested on his shoulders, and
her kneecaps touched her chest.

Perk slowly eased his cock back into the
warm tightness of her pussy. She closed her eyes and sucked her
lower lip between her teeth, savouring the sensation of his slow
push. After pushing the entire length of his cock into her, Perk
pulled back so that only the very tip touched her.

He slammed it back in. She gasped and
grabbed at his broad shoulders. Perk pulled most of the way out and
then slammed back in again. Her fingernails dug into her flesh.

“Fuck me, Captain,” she moaned.

His cock was like a jackhammer, slamming in
and out of her. She rolled her head around on the pillow, her face
clenched in an expression of ecstasy. She pulled her knees a little
farther back so that he could fuck her even more deeply.

The head of Perk’s dick tingled with
pleasure, and he felt his balls begin to tighten. He slowed down a
little, running his dick in and out of her at a somewhat slower
pace. He needed to know what her orgasm felt like around his cock,
to record later in his logs.

Holding his weight up with one hand on the
bed, Perk reached down to squeeze one of her ass cheeks. The flesh
was firm and warm in his fingers, and it made his dick a little
harder than it already was.

This drove her even more wild. She gyrated
her hips and begged him to fuck her as hard as he could.

“Make me come all over your hard dick,
Captain,” she said through clenched teeth.

Perk leaned back so that his legs were
folded beneath him. He could more easily watch his cock pound her
from this position. He grabbed her by the upper thighs and began
fucking her as fast as he could. His heart pounded in his chest as
he saw his dick piston in and out of her. He glanced up and saw
that she played with her tits again.

He knew he wasn’t going to be able to last
much longer. Already he felt that tightness in his balls. He
reached between her legs with one hand and began rubbing at her
little love button with the tip of his thumb.

“Fuck yes! Fuck yes!” she said.

She reached up ran her fingernails over his
chest, leaving the skin in a red trail.

“Gonna fill me up with your cum, big boy?”
She said, “Gonna fuck my tight little hole until you burst inside
of me?”

She had begun to clench more tightly around
his shaft. It was hard for Perk to keep his pace.

“Yeah baby, cum all over my cock.”

Her fingernails dug into his flesh. She
screamed. Her pussy clenched up around his cock in waves, holding
him in so tightly that he couldn’t move.

He felt his nuts tighten up again, and his
dick flexed so hard inside of her that he gritted his teeth. Cum
shot from his cock in spurts. After each one, she clenched up
around him again, squeezing every last drop from him.

It felt like he was coming inside of her for
minutes.

After it felt like his balls had emptied, he
leaned back a little and his dick popped out of her hole. None of
his spunk dribbled out of her; he’d buried his cock too deeply in
her pussy for that.

She rubbed at the marks on his chest. He
looked down at her. She was covered in a sheen of sweat, and her
breasts rose and fell as she panted.

“I think this is the best first contact I’ve
ever made with an alien,” she said.

Perk ran his fingers through his hair. The
sight of her heaving chest made him want to get hard and fuck her
again. He didn’t think his cock could take it, though.

Instead, he crawled forward over her and
began a long, slow kiss. She reached down between his legs and
gently grasped his shaft.

After they had kissed for a while, he rolled
over beside her on the bed. He reached over and pressed the
intercom button.

“Cock here, Captain,” came his first
officer’s voice through the speaker.

“Cock, is Dr. Boner up there with you? I
think my manhood needs some medical attention.”

She left from her spot beside him and gave
his dick a little squeeze.

“I trust the first contact went well, sir?”
Cock said.

“Yes, Cock. I think we’re going to make
several subsequent contacts before she heads back to her ship.”

Perk felt his dick begin to get hard again
under her caresses. He let go of the intercom button and turned to
face his hot alien babe.

This is the best job in the universe, he
thought.










Bitch
Spank

 


The whole way
home from the restaurant, Lars couldn’t stop thinking about what he
and Katrina were going to do. He flexed his hands, imagining what
it was going to be like to leave nice, red prints all over that
firm ass of hers while she begged him for more.

It turned him
on just thinking about it. He had to adjust his position in the
driver’s seat, trying to keep his pants from squeezing his
hardening cock.

He
pulled into the driveway, put the car into park and turned it off.
He practically jumped out as soon as he’d opened the door.
Everything has to
be perfect, he thought.
This was going to be the first time that Katrina would be seeing
his place. He hoped that it wouldn’t be the last.

They’d met a
few weeks back and had been seeing each other on and off ever
since. It had been during a party last weekend when they’d talked
to each other alone in a back room that she mentioned her interest
in being spanked.

She’d smiled
at him, stood up, and shoved her ass in his face. Just recalling it
made him want to touch himself before she got there. What made it
all the better is that he had just been dying to smack that ass.
She was a real bitch, sometimes. Not all the women he’d been with
wanted a good spanking, so it was a pleasant surprise when it
turned out that one did (especially when she was someone who needed
one).

Lars had just
finished putting his leathers on under his normal clothes when the
doorbell rang. As he walked over to answer it, he wondered whether
or not he should wear his mask. He had one with a zipper over the
mouth. Sometimes everyone involved got a huge kick out of it.

It was
Katrina. She had on a pair of loose yoga pants that tightened up
around the thighs and ass, and a shirt that gave no clue as to what
sort of underwear she had on, to Lars’ frustration.

She had a
wicked smile on her pretty face. Without checking to see if there
was anyone on the street who might be watching, she reached forward
and cupped his crotch with one hand.

“Hi, lover,
“Katrina said. Her smile grew when she felt how hard he already
was. “I see you’ve been thinking about me.”

She
pushed him aside and walked in, giving herself a light smack on the
ass as she moved past him. Lars swallowed and cracked his
knuckles. Soon enough, he
told himself.

They’d planned
on some light snacks and maybe a drink before getting down to. When
he’d first come in, Lars had felt a little hungry. Now all thoughts
of food and drink were driven from his mind. He had the urge to
bend her over the back of the couch, pull down her pants and
underwear, and lay one on her right there, but he managed to
restrain himself.

“And what
about you?” He asked, “Have you been thinking about me?”

That smile
never left her face. “No. In fact, I had forgotten about our little
arrangement until my cell reminded me an hour or so ago.”

Lars wasn’t
certain of whether or not she was joking. She was one of those
people who liked to be funny and ironic, but could sometimes be
serious. Sometimes he just couldn’t tell the difference.

He had some
picking food and some wine set up on the coffee table, so he led
her into the living room. He sat down on the couch, expecting
Katrina to sit beside him.

“Lean back,”
she said.

Confused, Lars
leaned back against the cushions. Katrina scooched between the
couch and the coffee table, then sat down on his lap. His cock got
instantly hard, trapped under her ass like that. It also hurt a
little, held tightly to his leg by his pants.

It didn’t help
when Katrina leaned forward to grab a vegetable stick. She started
grinding her ass into him. He gritted his teeth, all the muscles in
his legs and hips clenched.

It was so damn
good.

He started
pressing his fingers between his hips and her ass, trying to get a
handful of that firm flesh. She smacked his hands away.

“Not yet,” she
said.

When Lars
grabbed onto her by the thighs and started grinding back, she stood
up and then sat back down beside him.

They sat like
that for a while: Katrina picking at the food as slowly as she
could, Lars eying her thighs and wondering when she’d finish. He
reflected again on how much of a bitch the woman could be. She knew
he wanted her. What’s more, Lars knew she wanted him, too. She was
just being as much of a tease about it as she could.

After what
felt like forever, Katrina stood up. “Where’s your bedroom?” She
asked.

“Upstairs.
First door on the left.”

As she
squeezed between Lars and the table, she stuck out her ass again
and gave it a light slap. When she was clear, Lars stood up and
followed her. He walked behind her up the stairs, watching each of
her ass cheeks flex as she moved.

Katrina opened
the door to the bedroom. Lars turned on the light. On the bed was a
single pair of handcuffs, shiny in the light, and a black riding
crop.

She took a
step back toward him, allowing her body to press against his.
Finding the hard shaft of his cock, she nestled it in the cleft of
her ass and squeezed. Lars reached his arms around, one hand
squeezing one of her tits. The other pressed down into her yoga
pants. Her pussy was shaved, and his finger got wet as he slid it
through her slit towards her hole.

“What are you
going to do to me?” Katrina asked.

“This,” Lars
said.

He grabbed her
by the shoulders and spun her around to face him. Grabbing the
collar of her shirt, he tore. Buttons clattered on the floor. The
dark black of her lacy bra contrasted sharply with the fairness of
her skin. Lars wrapped the fingers of one hand around her neck,
then ran them down the smooth skin of her chest until he cupped her
left breast. He could feel how stiff her nipple was right through
the fabric.

Lars pinched
her nipple through the bra. She gasped, reaching down to stroke his
hard cock through his pants. He pinched a little harder, making her
whimper. He let go for a second, then clamped back down. This time,
he twisted a bit. She brought her hand up to his wrist as though to
try to pull it away, but stopped.

“Harder,”
Katrina said.

He grabbed her
by the back of the neck and pulled her face so close that their
noses touched. Then he said, “Not until you beg for it.”

She slapped
him across the face. “I said harder, you worthless fuck.”

Lars let go of
her, turned her around, and shoved her down onto the bed. She
immediately arched her back, letting him get a good look at her ass
stuffed into those tight yoga pants. She wanted him to slap her
right then, right there. Instead, Lars grabbed her by the back of
the neck and held her down. He pulled off her shirt and threw it on
the floor. With one expert movement of his fingers, he undid the
clasp of her bra.

After shifting
her around a bit so he could take it off her, he said, “Put your
hands behind you.”

She put her
hands against the small of her back. Lars scooped the handcuffs off
the pillow they were lying on and clicked them into place around
her wrists.

“Stay there,”
he ordered. After a moment, he let go of her neck. She didn’t move,
aside from wiggling her ass at him.

Kneeling down
behind her, he grabbed the waistband of her pants and slowly peeled
them down her thighs. She wore lingerie: a black thong and partial
pantyhose connected by straps to the waistband of her thong. Lars’
cock strained painfully against his pants. Her mostly bare ass
didn’t have a single blemish. He wanted to know what it was going
to look like covered in red handprints.

He gave her
the first spanking a moment later, when she spoke.

“Do you like
my ass?”

She yelped as
his hand smacked down onto her firm flesh. He didn’t allow himself
a squeeze, pulling back immediately. Already, he could see the
mark.

“Keep your
mouth shut until I tell you to talk.”

Katrina
hesitated for a second, then nodded. Lars continued pulling her
pants off. Wordlessly, he lifted her legs one at a time to get the
pants all the way off her. Grabbing her thighs, he spread her legs
apart. She didn’t wiggle her ass at him, that time. Lars
smiled. She’s learning. Good. Slowly, he trailed two of his fingers up the warm, smooth
flesh of her thigh. He allowed his fingertips to move along the
edges of her underwear over her pussy. He could feel the heat
coming from her.

He ran one of
his fingers along her slit, feeling how moist her thong already
was. She shifted her hips, trying to give him a better angle to
touch her. Lars drew his hand back and spanked her other cheek. She
cried out.

Soon, her ass
sported two matching welts, both in the shape of Lars’ large hand.
He repeated this pleasure and pain routine a few times. First, he
would gently touch her pussy, even pulling the string of her thong
to the side so that he could touch her flesh directly. When she
started to moan and whimper, to beg him to shove one of his fingers
into her, he pulled his hand back and let her have another
spanking. Soon, her whole ass turned completely red.

“Please Lars,
pinch my nipples. Please, I’m begging you!” Katrina started
saying.

She started
trying to roll over. Lars laid one of his forearms down across the
backs of her thighs to stop her.

“I didn’t tell
you to turn over yet, bitch.”

He started
spanking her ass like she was some naughty kid. She laughed and
screamed, then she begged him to spank her even harder. Soon enough
he was smacking her ass so hard that his hand stung painfully with
each blow.

When he
stopped, he could hardly feel his fingers. His shoulders and chest
swelled as he caught his breath.

“Will you
pinch them now?” Katrina asked in a small voice, “I’ll be good. I
promise.”

Lars clenched
his numb hand into a fist a few times, trying to get some blood
back into his fingers. When they started tingling, he got back to
work. First, he turned Katrina over onto her back. With the
handcuffs on, she had to keep her body arched up. Her nipples were
both stiff, and her tits trembled a little with the effort she put
into holding herself up.

Taking his
time, Lars stood up from the bed. He pulled off his pants,
revealing the pair of leather chaps he had on. There was no front
or back to them; his large, hard cock stood out from his body,
finally free. Next, he pulled off his shirt. His muscles
bulged.

“I’m going to
pinch you until you scream, bitch. Then I’m going to keep pinching
you,” he said with a smile.

Getting back
onto the bed, he knelt so that her head was between his thighs. His
cock rested on the smooth, warm skin of her face. Grabbing both her
tits, he gave them a strong squeeze, slowly working his fingers up
to her nipples. He moved his fingertips along her areolas as her
tongue lapped out against any part of his shaft that she could
reach.

Her mouth
opened wide and she exhaled loudly as he pinched both her nipples
at once. He started twisting them. First, only a few degrees one
way or the other. But that soon turned into twisting them around as
much as he could until she started squealing. By now, a bunch of
his clear precum had trickled out of his cock down onto her chin.
He watched as she lapped it up.

Lars stopped
pinching one of her nipples. Instead he ran his hand down the warm
skin of her stomach until he got a hold of her thong. He pulled the
string tight so that it pressed between the hairless lips of her
pussy. He pulled back more and more on it, until she started
arching her hips up. Soon, she crossed her legs at the feeling.

Looking down
into her strained face, he said, “You’re going to suck my cock
now.”

He shifted
back a little, grabbed her under the shoulders, and turned her over
onto her stomach. Her ass was still beet-red from the earlier
spankings. Lars reached around behind her head and grabbed a
handful of her hair. He pulled back, making her arch her head back.
She was already looking up into his eyes with her mouth wide open
ready to receive him.

Grabbing his
hard cock, Lars guided the big head in between her lips. He watched
as they formed a seal around his flesh. The inside of her mouth was
hot and wet. She used her tongue on him, sucking on him at the same
time she soaked him with her spit.

“You’re going
to take all of it now,” he said.

Keeping her
head steady with his hands, he pressed his cock deeper into the
moist opening of her mouth. He knew he was at least eight inches
long. At least six of those were already in her. As he thrust the
final section into her throat, he noticed the tears streaking the
makeup around her eyes. She tried pushing her head forward against
his grip, clearly intent on taking the rest of him. Soon, her lips
were sealed around the very base of his shaft. Her whole body shook
with the strain of maintaining both her position and holding her
breath.

Reaching over,
Lars grabbed the riding crop. Her eyes fixed to it.

“Don’t you
fucking dare bite me,” he told her. Raising the crop over his head,
he brought the tasselled end down onto one of her ass cheeks with a
loud crack. She jumped then, as much as she could jump. But she was
good; he hadn’t so much as felt her teeth on his shaft.

He pulled his
cock back enough for her to breathe out and take another breath in.
As soon as she had, he pressed the head of his dick back down into
her throat. Raising the crop again, he brought it down onto her
other cheek. She flinched, then whimpered. Lars closed his eyes and
enjoyed the vibrations along his shaft.

Each time
after he let her take a breath, he’d press his cock back into the
massaging folds of her mouth and whip her ass with the crop. Her
cheeks turned a much more brilliant shade of red than they’d been
when he was just using his hand.

Throwing the
crop away, he leaned over her and grabbed her ass cheeks. He
squeezed them and ran his fingers along their flesh. At the same
time, he flexed his cock in her mouth. She responded by humming

Lars pulled
his cock out of her mouth. Long strings of her spit hung from his
shaft. She took a few deep breaths. Grabbing the back of her head
again, Lars grasped his cock with his other hand. She opened her
mouth, ready to take him back in. Instead, Lars slapped with her
his dick, first on one cheek, then the other. Her face was streaked
with running makeup and spit.

“Stay like
that,” he told her.

Standing up
off the bed again, Lars shifted around until he could see her
glistening pussy. He grabbed her hips and pulled her towards him,
so that her legs hung over the side of the bed. He got a hold of
her wrists and pressed them against the small of her back, making
her ass arch and giving him a better angle on her cunt. He pulled
the string of her thong out of her slit and pushed it to the
side.

Her
pussy accepted his cock, surrounding it with its warm and wet
walls. He got a hold of her ass again, squeezing it and giving it
some more light slaps as he ran his cock in and out of her wet
tightness. Spreading her cheeks apart, he got a look at the little
dark pucker of her asshole. Maybe next time, Lars thought.

Already he
could feel a certain tension in his balls. His cock looked so good
slipping back and forth into her hungry opening, getting all
slippery and shiny with her pussy juices. She was moaning, too.

The redness on
her ass seemed to be fading. Lars refreshed it, giving her a fresh
slap every time he slammed his shaft home into her. Soon her cheeks
were bright red again. After the fifth slap, she came on him, her
pussy clamping onto his rod and trying to keep it from escaping.
Katrina had buried her face in the covers to stifle her
screams.

He could feel
himself about to come. Pulling his cock out of her, he stroked
himself to the finish. Hot spurts of his cum splashed onto her ass.
He spread her ass apart so that some landed in her cleft. His load
was so big. His whole body tensed up every time his cock jumped and
released another stream.

Leaving her
handcuffed, Lars collapsed onto his back beside her on the bed. He
stared at the ceiling as he caught his breath.

“Are you going
to un-handcuff me?” Katrina said, turning her head to look at
him.

He saw that
she was panting, too. “Soon,” he replied.

When he felt
sufficiently refreshed, he got up and fished the keys to the cuffs
out of the top drawer of his dresser. He undid the handcuffs and
took them away. They’d left red rings around her wrists where
they’d pressed into her tender flesh.

“The bathroom
is just down the hall,” Lars said, “Go get yourself cleaned up, and
then get your ass back here.”

She left the
room. He heard the tap running. She was only a few minutes before
stepping back in. Standing in front of him, she put her hands on
his shoulders and looked down into his face.

“That was
fucking incredible,” she said. Then she slapped him, “But when I
tell you to do it harder, you do it harder right the fuck away. You
got that?”

Lars
snorted.

“So,” he said,
“Are you busy next weekend?”

She put one
finger under his chin and angled his face up so that he had to look
up at her. “Yeah. I’m busy fucking you. Got a problem with
that?”

Smiling, Lars
said, “Bitch.”

She returned
the smile, “That’s what I thought.”

He knew exactly
how he was going to take her next time, too. She was going to love
it.









 Farm Girl Threesome

 


Don took his
baseball cap off and wiped at the sweat on his forehead. He’d been
walking for hours under the sweltering summer sun. The road he
walked was gravel, and his every step seemed to start an avalanche
of pebbles into the ditch.

“Damn damn
hot,” he muttered, peeling his shirt off. His well-defined muscles
were bronzed from working outside.

It was at
least another mile or so to the farmhouse where he was told he
could find work. He found himself wishing that the ride he’d
hitched could have taken him a little farther. He didn’t even have
any water.

There was a
slight rise in the road ahead as it intersected with another dirt
lane. Cresting this bump, Don saw the house. It was pretty old, and
so far away still that he couldn’t tell its exact shade of red.
Even at this distance, the sunlight glinted brightly from the
windows.

Good, Don
thought. Clean windows meant money, paying work. People out there
didn’t usually trouble themselves with keeping their homes
spic-and-span unless they had money to burn.

As he drew
nearer, he noticed someone watching him from one of the windows on
the second floor. By the long, blonde hair he figured the face for
a girl. He idly wondered if she was pretty; the last place he’d
worked didn’t have any women worth a second glance.

Don finally
set foot on the dirt driveway. There was an old pickup parked up by
the house with its hood propped open.

“Dad!” a
feminine voice called from an open window, “There’s someone
here!”

A rough and
dirty face peered out around the hood, followed by the rest of the
man’s body. He wore a pair of overalls. He wiped his hands on a rag
before offering one to Don. Don shook it.

“You’re the
man called about work?” He asked.

“In the
flesh,” Don replied.

Still holding
his hand, the farmer looked him up and down, “Well, you certainly
look strong enough. We’ll find out if you are, tomorrow. Time for
supper, I think,” releasing Don’s hand, the farmer clapped him on
the shoulder and led him up the porch.

“Name’s Jim,
by the way,” the farmer said as he disappeared into a side room,
leaving Don standing in a hallway.

The house was
cool on the inside. Don lifted his shirt, ready to put it back on.
A hand snatched it from him. Don felt a stirring in his pants when
he looked at the hand’s owner.

“Daddy won’t
want you wearing that dirty thing to the table. I’ll throw it in
the wash and grab you a fresh shirt.”

She gave
him a smile as she turned around and walked down the hall. Her
short-shorts were so high up that Don could see the bottom of her
ass cheeks. Damn nice! Don
thought.

Before
rounding a corner, she turned around and winked at him. Just then,
Jim came back.

“Was that Erin
I heard?” The farmer asked.

Don figured
she was the only girl in the house, so he nodded. The farmer
smiled, “My daughter, home from college for the summer. Sure has
been nice to have company round here.”

“That it is,”
Don agreed. He was thinking about that tight, round ass.

Erin and her
dad set the table not long after she delivered a fresh shirt to
Don. He sat down in a chair, his mouth watering at the scent of the
food laid out before him.

They ate
without talking; the only sound the clinking of forks and knives on
plates.

A foot brushed
his leg. Looking up from his food, he saw Erin wink at him again.
Her toes moved up his calf, then between his thighs. They brushed
against his cock, which hardened a little at the touch.

The foot
pulled away. “Daddy?” Erin asked.

Her father
looked at her.

“Can a friend
come over? She texted me and said she’s close by. She needs a place
for the night. Please?”

Jim thought
for a moment, then shrugged. Erin took this for a yes; she grabbed
her cell and started texting. A moment later, it buzzed with a
reply.

“She’ll be
here soon. She’s great, we had lots of classes together,” Erin
glanced at Don, “She’s exactly like me. You won’t be able to get
enough of her!”

Don coughed.
He’d taken a sip of water while she’d been talking.

“Sorry,” he
sputtered, “Went down the wrong way.”

Jim nodded at
him then went back to his own food.

Erin hadn’t
lied. They’d only just finished clearing the table when Don heard
an engine out, followed by a car door opening, then a knock. Erin
went and answered the door, resulting in lots of squealing and
hugging. Her friend’s name was Cathy, and they were rather alike.
At least in terms of how they made Don’s pants get tight at the
front.

Jim gave Don a
nice guest room, then left on a trip for a part they’d need. Don
turned off the light and laid on the bed, thinking about the two
girls sharing a room just down the hall. He wondered if the bed
creaked.

The door did
creak, then.

Don sat up in
bed as the light was turned on. Both girls stood in the doorway,
wearing nothing but their underwear. Don tried to hide his erection
under a quickly-grabbed pillow.

“You’re
right,” Cathy said, “He is handsome. Do you think he knows how to
handle two?”

“Let’s find
out,” Erin said as she walked into the room. Cathy followed.

Don wondered
if he was dreaming as Erin yanked the pillow out of his hands,
revealing how his erection had turned his boxers into a tent. Cathy
grabbed him by the shoulders and shoved him back down onto his
back.

“Have you ever
had a threesome?” Cathy asked.

All Don could
do was shake his head. He jumped a little as he felt Erin’s hand
grab his cock.

“Well this is
your lucky day then, isn’t it?” Cathy straddled his stomach,
grabbed his head with both hands, and kissed him. Her mouth tasted
sweet. She stuck her tongue into his mouth, looking for his.

As their
tongues twisted together, she grabbed his hands and pressed them
against her ass. Her cheeks were firm under his fingers, and his
every squeeze made her moan a little. Cathy started grinding her
hips, rubbing her panties against his stomach. The cloth was
already damp. Don’s cock hardened in Erin’s hand.

Erin pulled
Don’s boxers off. Cathy was blocking his view, so Don had no idea
what she was doing down there. He trembled when he felt hot breath
blow across the head of his cock. Was she going to put her lips
around him? All of his muscles clenched when he felt her fingers
wrap around his shaft just under the head and begin to stroke his
thick cock.

“His cock is
so big and hard, Cat,” Erin said, “You have to see it.”

Cathy pulled
away from their kiss. She arched her back, enticing Don with her
pert tits, and looked over her shoulder. “Wow. Do you think it will
fit?”

Don let go of
her ass with one hand and trailed his fingers up her stomach. Her
felt her hard nipple through the soft padding of her bra.

“I don’t
know,” Erin replied, “I think we need to lube it up a bunch
first.”

Don felt his
cock go completely rigid as these words hit him. Cathy
chuckled.

“Look at that
big glob of precum that just came out. I think that cock knows that
it needs to fit into some tight spaces pretty fucking soon.”

“Come down
here and help me get it ready,” Erin said.

Don gave
Cathy’s fine ass one last squeeze as she dismounted. She’d made her
pussy so wet rubbing it against his abs that she left behind a
little wet mark on his stomach. Now Don could see everything. Erin
had thrown her hair over one shoulder so it wouldn’t get in the
way. She was propping herself up on one elbow, her mouth so close
to his cock that he could feel the warmth of her breath. She
stroked him up and down slowly as Cathy got into position on the
other side. They both seemed fascinated by the blob of precum
trembling at the very tip of his cock.

“Who gets to
lick it off?” Don asked.

Erin pointed
Don’s cock at Cathy. She wrapped the fingers of one hand around
Don’s shaft right below where Erin held him. Looking into his eyes,
she put her tongue flat against the bottom of the head, then slowly
ran it up his taut flesh to slurp away the glob.

“Salty,” Cathy
said.

“Ooh, my
turn,” Erin interrupted.

Don looked
back at his cock. Incredibly, another big blob of precum had
trickled out of his cock while he’d watched Cathy swallow the first
one.

Erin plunged
her lips down around Don’s shaft until they touched her fingers.
Her tongue swirled back and forth along his head, sending a
shooting sensation down his shaft and into his balls.

“Oh God!” Don
said.

He couldn’t
take his eyes off those lovely lips wrapped in a tight ring around
his rod. His breath caught in his throat as he felt just how hot
and wet her mouth was. Both girls let go of his shaft so that Erin
could press her mouth down even farther. She looked up into his
eyes as more and more of him went in.

As Erin pulled
her lips back up his shaft, leaving his cock shiny with her spit,
Cathy moved in and started kissing the flesh as it was revealed.
She ran her tongue up and down, finally using the tip to tickle at
the ridges around the head when Erin had only the very tip of his
cock between her lips. Erin pulled back and then spat on his cock.
She worked it around the head with her fingers.

While Erin was
doing that, Cathy stood up off the bed. She unhooked her bra and
took it off, and then slid her panties down her smooth thighs.

“I think I can
take his whole cock,” Cathy said.

“Yeah right,”
Erin replied, “It’s so big!”

Cathy got onto
the bed and, facing away from Don, straddled his chest. The smell
of her pussy that close to his face made his cock tremble again.
Erin spread his legs apart and then started tonguing his balls
while Cathy grabbed him by the base of his shaft.

A chill swept
through him as she lightly blew on his wet cock. He knew how to get
her back.

Grabbing
her ass with both hands, he pulled her hips closer to his face. The
slit of her shaved pussy already glistened. Don replaced her juices
with his own as he put his tongue flat against her pussy and slowly
licked up and down. She tasted so good that he just wanted to lap
away, but he restrained himself. He felt her muscles stiffen as he
tongued her little erect clit. She started grinding her pussy
against his face, instantly soaking his lips and cheeks with their
combined juices. He felt her start jerking his cock.
Come on, damn it,
suck it! Don
thought.

Erin must have
been thinking the same thing.

“I thought you
said you’d be able to swallow his entire cock?” Erin asked.

Don felt a
pair of warm, moist lips wrap around his shaft just under the head
of his cock. He squeezed her ass to keep himself from coming when
he felt her mouth take in almost his entire dick. His tongue moved
quickly across her slit. This made her moan on his dick, sending
little vibrations through the shaft right into his balls, which
Erin was still tonguing.

He was
surprised; Cathy kept her mouth down around almost his entire
length for much longer than he thought she’d be able to. When she
finally did pull away, he could feel all the spit she’d left on him
slowly trickle down his flesh.

“I want him to
eat me out, too!” Erin said.

Again, Cathy
dismounted him. After stripping out of her bra and panties, Erin
came up and took her place, her pussy inches away from Don’s mouth.
She smelled a little different from Cathy. He wondered if she’d
taste different, too.

Then he felt
Cathy straddle him around the hips, facing him. She reached behind
herself and grabbed his cock. She held it steady as she lowered her
pussy down. There was some resistance when he felt the head of his
dick press against her sopping pussy, but then his shaft slid into
her. Her pussy was wet and tight around him. As she kept pushing
down, he gritted his teeth as he felt the skin get bunched
back.

Erin pressed
her pussy lips to Don’s mouth. He stuck his tongue into her wet
hole. She did taste a little different. He ran his tongue around
her opening, then squeezed her ass as he began running his tongue
through her slit. Erin trembled in his grip. Then he heard the
girls start kissing.

Cathy rolled
her hips on him, moving her pussy lips a few inches up and down his
cock each time. Don flexed his cock inside her, and he felt Cathy
tighten up around him for a moment in response. He wanted to feel
both girls come on his cock. Erin’s pussy was getting so wet from
his tonguing that he wondered if she was going to come in his
mouth. Don watched as Cathy ran her hands down Erin’s back.

Don started to
lift his hips every time Cathy rolled her pussy back down onto his
cock. Her tight little cunt took his whole cock in each time he did
this. He could feel the head of his dick bump against the back.
This had an electric effect on Cathy. She started slamming her
tight pussy down onto him so hard that he had to pull his mouth
away and grit his teeth as the skin of his cock got pushed back by
her grip.

He let himself
sink into the sensations. The tight pussy moved rhythmically up and
down his shaft as used his tongue to pleasure the girl sitting on
his face. As he watched, Cathy’s knuckles went white as her fingers
suddenly tightened on Erin’s back. The next moment, he felt why.
She’d buried his cock all the way in her, and now her walls were
undulating against his rod as she came on him. He had to suck in a
breath to quell the tingle he felt in his balls, urging him to fill
her young pussy up with his cum.

The mattress
shifted a little as the girls dismounted him. He watched as they
went on all fours on the bed, their feet hooked on the edge. They
both arched their asses into the air. From Don’s angle, they looked
like two perfect hearts.

As Don stood,
Erin wiggled her ass and said, “Fuck me first. You already banged
Cathy.”

That suited
Don just fine. He went behind her and spread her ass apart with his
hands, playing with the firm flesh. He’d made Cathy come on him,
now it was Erin’s turn to feel his thick cock.

Erin wiggled
her ass at him again. “Come on. What are you waiting for? Fuck me,
already!”

Grinning, Don
grabbed his cock with one hand and pressed his head against her
hole. He loved that moment of hesitation as her pussy tried to
stretch itself around his girth, then, finally, the head managed to
slide in against the tightness.

Don eased
himself into her inch by inch. When he couldn’t press in anymore
because she was so damn tight, he pulled back a little. The part of
his shaft that came out of her glistened with her wetness.
Breathing out slowly, he would push back in, making it a little
farther each time. Finally, after a few thrusts, her pussy accepted
his entire length. He left his cock in her like that for a second,
flexing it.

“Oh fuck, he’s
so big,” Erin said.

Not wanting to
leave Cathy out, Don reached over and shoved two of his fingers
into her sopping hole. He smiled as he felt the hungry walls of her
cunt close in around his fingers.

Erin pulled
forward a bit, then rammed her hips back. One hand on her ass, the
other hand busy pleasuring Cathy, Don started fucking Erin.

She was
moaning like a little slut only a few strokes in.

“Oh my God,
it’s so good,” Erin moaned.

Don went
faster. Her pussy made wet slurping noises as it swallowed up his
cock with each fuck.

“Don’t stop!”
Erin yelled as she started slamming her ass back each time, “Oh
God! I’m going to come. Keep going!”

Don’s lips
pulled back from his teeth. He stared down at his cock as it
crammed into the girl’s cunt. She was getting tighter, and that
tingle had returned to his balls. Just like with Cathy, he felt
Erin’s pussy start convulsing around his shaft. This time, he could
actually see her come. Her pussy would move up and down a little
with each contraction around him.

As soon as she
finished, Erin pulled away from him and turned around. She grabbed
his cock and started jerking it quickly.

“Give it to me
now!” She said, as she wrapped her lips around the head of his dick
and looked up into his eyes.

Don felt his
balls tighten. His cock got harder. It jumped a little in her mouth
as he felt his cum burst against her tongue. It happened again and
again, each time making his whole body clench up.

Using her
thumb and forefinger, Erin made a tight ring around his cock at the
base of his shaft. She ran this ring up and down his flesh a few
times, milking every last drop of cum into her mouth.

Keeping her
mouth closed, Erin let go of his dick and pulled back a little.
Cathy grabbed her by the chin and turned Erin to face her. They
kissed for a bit, then moved away from each other.

“That tastes
so good,” Erin said. She opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out
at Don. His cum was gone. Cathy smiled and then opened her mouth.
It was filled with his creamy jizz. They kissed again, swapping his
come from tongue to tongue,

It was so hot,
watching those two hot college girls sharing his come. Don even
felt his cock start to stiffen up again.

Soon, both
girls were sitting on the bed smiling. They’d finished swallowing
his load.

“That was
fun,” Erin said.

Cathy giggled.
“Yeah, it’s so hard to find a good fuck sometimes. I’m tired. Let’s
head back to your room.” She stood up and put her underwear back
on.

Erin stood up
too. She walked up to Don and grabbed his flaccid cock. “Every time
Daddy leaves, I’m going to be needing this.”

“It’ll be
waiting for you,” Don replied.

When Erin bent
over to grab her clothes, Don slapped her on the ass. Both girls
giggled as they left the room. Lying back down on his bed, Don
could hardly believe it had happened. If his balls weren’t so sore,
he’d have said it was a very pleasant dream. He could hear the
girls whispering and giggling to each other down the hall.

He hoped that
Jim would leave his farm often. This was shaping up to be the best
job Don had ever had. Smiling, he drifted off to sleep.









 Farm Girl Threesome 2

 


Erin wandered
around the house aimlessly. It had been weeks since her last
friend-with-benefits, Don, had left the farm after the work had
been finished in the fields. Weeks since the last time she’d had
sex. Masturbation just wasn’t cutting it anymore.

“You quit that
pacing, Erin,” her dad, Jim, called up the stairs, “You’ll wear the
floor right out.”

Erin grabbed
the banister and peered down. Her dad was staring up at her, a big
grin plastered on his face. He was so happy to have her home from
college for the summer. It was kind of nice to be home, Erin
admitted, but it could get so damn boring.

“Just make
sure you’re decent,” Jim continued, “Got a couple boys coming in to
help out with the fields. They’ll be here a few days, at
least.”

He
suddenly had Erin’s full attention. Men? Two? She thought. Sign me up! She already felt a little weak in the knees. She had to get
ready.

“How long
until they get here, Daddy?” Erin asked.

Jim scratched
his head. “Dunno. Few hours, maybe?”

Erin blew a
kiss at her dad, then dashed off to her room; she wanted to dig out
her thong and a nice, tight pair of shorts.

As she
started pulling on the shorts, another thought occurred to
her: will
Daddy still be here? She
wouldn’t be able to put any moves on the men if her father were
still around. She’d have to find out if he was planning on leaving
the house for a good length of time at all, or if she’d have to
find some way to get him to leave.

Opening her
closet, she found a transparent shirt to throw on so that her bra
was visible underneath. Leaving a few things to the imagination was
good, but you had to give the imagination something to work with in
the first place. Erin checked herself out in front of the mirror to
see the overall effect. She twisted and turned, finding the exact
right angles to accentuate her back and her firm ass.

Ever since
she’d started college, she found that she just couldn’t get enough
sex. Boys really seemed to dig the whole farmer’s daughter thing,
too. It was a fantasy turned reality for many of them.

Erin
practically jumped down all of the stairs. She found her dad
sitting at the kitchen table, sipping at a coffee and idly turning
the pages of an old newspaper. Crossing her ankles, she leaned
against the doorframe.

“Daddy?”

Jim looked up
from the paper, “Yeah?”

She didn’t
want to let her dad know how much of a nympho she was now, so she
had to be delicate. “Are you all done work for the day? Just
waiting for the guys to get here?”

“Well,” Jim
said after he took another sip of coffee, “I need to get them
settled. After that, I have to head to town for a few hours to grab
some stuff we’ll need for the work.”

Erin’s
heart jumped. Yes! Now, to add
the finishing touches, she said, “Are you sure you have to
go?”

Jim nodded, “I
hate to leave you here, but without the supplies we won’t be able
to finish the job.”

The pout Erin
wore turned into a smile when she’d turned away and went back up
the stairs. She passed the time in her room texting her
friends.

From outside,
she heard the sound of tires rolling over gravel. Soon, brakes
squeaked and doors opened and shut. When someone knocked on the
front door, energy surged through Erin’s chest. She leapt to her
feet from the bed, then leaned over the banister. She wanted to get
a good look at the men before she showed them the goods. If they
weren’t up to snuff, she would rather be sex-starved.

Jim opened the
door and let them in. Erin’s breath caught in her throat as the two
men came inside.

“I’m Stu,” the
first guy said as he shook Jim’s hand. His deep, rumbling voice got
Erin’s juices flowing.

“Roger,” the
second guy introduced himself.

They
were both tall and tanned. They wore white cotton t-shirts that
stretched across their muscles. Perfect, Erin thought. She was already fantasizing about fucking
them. It was time to give them a show.

Wordlessly,
Erin slunk down the staircase. When she reached the bottom, she
held onto the banister and twisted her body a little. Both the new
guys looked at her. She saw both of them look her up and down, then
shuffle their feet.

“This is my
daughter, Erin. Home from college. Erin, sweetie, can you get Stu
and Roger settled? I need to get to town before the store
closes.”

Erin
didn’t take her eyes off the two men, “Yes, Daddy. Drive safe.” She
gave Jim a peck on the cheek, then watched through the open door as
he got into the truck. She didn’t close the door until he had
cleared the driveway. She closed the door and turned to face the
boys. Their eyes flicked up to her face. Good, she thought, they were staring at my
ass.

“Follow me,”
she said. Erin walked up the stairs, making sure to roll her hips
and otherwise accentuate her butt. Would she let them fuck her ass?
She wondered as she got to the top.

“This will be
your room,” Erin said as she opened the guest room. There were two
small beds in there. She smiled; they’d only need one.

“I didn’t
think farmers had such hot daughters,” Stu said.

Erin shut the
door so that they were all in the room. She couldn’t wait any
longer; her pussy was so fucking wet.

“Well this one
does. Have you ever fucked a farm girl?”

Both their
mouths fell open, shocked expressions on their faces. She looked
down at their pants. Both men were trying to fight off erections
straining at their jeans.

“Take out your
cocks,” she told them.

Both men
started struggling with their buttons and zippers. Roger was the
first to have his pants undone. As he pushed them down a bit and
reached into his underwear for his cock, he smiled and said, “When
I was told there was a job here, I didn’t think it was this
kind.”

Stu
laughed.

Erin got down
on her knees in front of Roger. The head of his hard cock trembled
a few inches from her face. With a smile, she gave it a light slap
that made him jump.

“You keep your
jokes to yourself, unless you want to leave her tonight and
jobless.”

Roger shut up.
By then, Stu had managed to pull his own hard shaft out of his
underwear. He stood beside Roger. Tingles jolted through Erin’s
pussy as she took in the sight of those two quivering rods ready to
service her needs.

Reaching, she
grabbed both of their cocks. Their flesh was so hot in her hands.
Both of the men groaned a little at the feel of her dainty fingers
wrapping around their girths. She ran her fingertips along the big
veins that bulged out of their shafts. When she gripped them, she
could feel their cocks throb with each heartbeat. Their cocks
practically pulsed, their hearts beat so quickly.

She stroked
each cock fully up and down, nice a slow. Watching the skin get
pulled back and forth like that got her even more excited. By then,
both of their tips glistened with the drops of precum she was
milking out of their shafts.

The first cock
to feel her soft, warm lips wrap around it belonged to Stu. She
figured he deserved it more, since he hadn’t made any jokes.
Looking up into his eyes, she let her lips trail back down the
purple flesh of the head. Flicking her tongue, she mopped away the
precum that had come out so far. His mouth opened and his eyes shut
when she did that.

“It’s so
fucking warm and wet in her mouth,” Stu said. He reached out and
grabbed her by the sides of her head. Erin let him slowly pull her
mouth farther and farther down his rock hard cock.

Erin stopped
moving forward when the tip of her nose touched Stu’s stomach.
Looking up and over at Roger, she winked at him as she continued
stroking his cock. Roger’s cock hardened more in her fingers.

Then she
started to suck on Stu. He let out a loud gasp, and she tasted more
of his precum as the force of her suction sucked it right out of
his cock. As she pulled her mouth back, she looked down at the
shaft to see just how wet her spit made it look. She moved back and
forth like that, nice and slow, turned her mouth around him a
little each time. Stu’s fingers had tightened up in her hair,
pulling on it a bit. The sensation thrilled up and down Erin’s
back.

Pulling her
mouth back almost all the way, she jerked her hand up and down the
sopping length of Stu’s shaft.

“How does that
feel?” She asked him.

“Like I want
you to never stop doing it,” Stu replied. He nudged his hips
forward a little, as thought to tell her to stop talking and start
sucking again.

With a wicked
smile on her face, Erin shifted over so that she knelt in front of
Roger. Letting go of Stu’s cock, she put both hands around Roger’s
shaft. She ran her fingers up and down his length, turning his cock
first one way and then the other, giving it a light kiss on the
side each time. It didn’t take much time before the precum leaking
down his shaft started getting her hand closest to the head wet and
sticky. He watched without blinking as she turned his cock to one
side and started kissing down the length of his shaft. Each time
her soft lips pressed against his skin, she could feel the throb of
his heartbeat get quicker and quicker as she neared the sensitive
ridges around the head.

Erin opened
her mouth, as though about to lower it around Roger’s cock, when
she stopped. She looked up at Stu, who’d been watching her work
over his friend’s cock.

“All of this
sucking has gotten my pussy awfully wet,” Erin said in her best
pouty voice, as though that was some huge problem, “Can you help me
out with that big, strong cock of yours?”

Stu jumped to
the task as if he was some soldier grunt and Erin was a four-star
general. He moved behind her, then wrapped his arms around her
petite waist, his fingers already searching for the button to her
short-shorts. Erin shifted so that he would have easier access.

Pursing her
lips, she pressed them to the tip of Roger’s cock, getting them wet
with his precum. She pushed forward, allowing his hard meat to
slowly part her lips in a tight circle around his flesh. As she did
this, Erin felt and heard Stu unzipping her shorts.

Her mouth took
in half of Roger’s cock when she felt Stu’s fingers slide her
shorts and underwear partway down her thighs.

“Let’s move
this over to a bed,” Stu suggested.

Wrapping his
arms around her again, he picked her up off the floor. Although she
had to let Roger’s cock fall out of her mouth, she held onto his
shaft with one hand, using it like a leash to lead him over.

Shifting her
to one strong arm, Stu finished pushing her pants and thong down.
They dangled around one ankle for a moment before falling. He set
her down on her hands and knees on the bed. Stu went on one side of
the bed behind her, while Roger stayed in front of her.

“Put that cock
back where it belongs,” Erin said, pulling Roger by his dick closer
to her.

As she wrapped
her lips back around Roger’s shaft, she felt Stu massaging her ass
with one hand while running the fingers of his other hand up
between her thighs. Erin began massaging the bottom of Roger’s
shaft with her tongue, rubbing it along the flesh already
completely soaked by her spit.

The tip of
Stu’s finger pushed into her pussy. He moved it in circles there,
slowly stretching her pussy out with each revolution. Erin hadn’t
waited this long for a good fuck for this type of teasing. She
could feel how wet she was. Why have a finger when you knew the
only tool for the job was a big, hard cock? Removing Roger’s cock
from her mouth with a wet sound, she turned and looked over her
shoulder.

“What the fuck
are you doing back there? Just fuck me, already.”

As soon as
Erin felt the head of his cock bump against her hole, she pushed
her hips back. Instantly, half his dick was buried in her tight
little pussy. It clenched up involuntarily around his thick meat,
and from the way he hardened and trembled in her, she thought she
might feel his hot cum hit the back of her pussy in the next few
moments.

She had to
pull her mouth off Roger.

“Oh yes!” Erin
moaned. This was exactly what she’d been needing. She didn’t know
how she’d lasted this long without feeling something long and hard
in her cunt.

Stu’s fingers
squeezed her ass hard as he fought to stop himself from coming.
After a few tense moments, she felt his fingers relax.

“Shit,” Stu
said, “That’s dangerous what you just did, girl. With a pussy as
tight as this, you have to be careful.”

“What?” Erin
said, “Is my big manly man unable to take the feeling of a tight,
young pussy wrapped around his shaft? Does his hard cock not like
it when I do this?”

Erin pulled
her pussy a few inches up his shaft, then pushed back down. Stu
grunted.

Stu grabbed
her hips. “Well, my hard cock actually likes it more like
this.”

He started
jackhammering her pussy. His big cock pushed all the way into her,
stretching her out around him as his balls slapped against her
clit. He went so fast. The muscles of his jaw worked and the veins
stood out on his arms.

Letting go of
Roger’s cock, Erin reached back and started fingering her asshole.
She had to close her eyes as she started breathing quickly. She
forced them open and looked up at Roger, who was looking down at
her expectantly.

“Fuck my ass,”
she told him.

Stu regained
control of himself long enough for them to change positions. Roger
laid down on the bed. Erin grabbed his cock and mounted him
reverse-cowgirl style. She whimpered as she guided his cock to her
asshole. She could feel her tight ring straining against the tip.
She breathed in deeply and held it, making herself relax. As she
let her breath out, she lowered her weight onto Roger’s cock. She
had to grit her teeth as she felt her asshole stretch with some
pain around his girth.

She heard
Roger sucking in breaths through his teeth as he grabbed her by the
ass to support her as she moved down him. When she had taken his
whole cock into her ass. She pointed at Stu and crooked her
finger.

Lying back on
Roger’s torso, Erin said, “Get over here and keep fucking my
pussy.”

Stu climbed up
on the bed. Roger kept his legs together so that Stu could straddle
them. Grabbing Erin by the backs of her knees, he pushed her legs
back. With no hands, he guided his cock back against the opening of
her pussy, then urged it back into the tight hole. Erin watched as
her lips swallowed that big, hard cock up. She couldn’t believe
that something so big could fit into her.

Her hips
raised a few inches into the air as Roger lifted her up by the ass.
Both men were now free to pound her holes as she lay sandwiched
between them. Stu pushed his cock all the way into her and then
pulled it out only a few inches, leaving her feeling completely
filled the whole time they fucked. She loved how wet her pussy made
his cock as it tried to keep its grip on his hard meat.

Being so deep
in her ass, Roger touched her G-spot ever time he thrust up into
her. The whole bed shook as they all moved, making the floor
creak.

Soon, her
pussy made slurping noises from her sopping wetness every time Stu
pulled his cock out a bit for another thrust.

“Fuck me
harder,” Erin would tell them, and they’d kick it up a notch,
making her gasp and making them moan as her holes tightened their
grips.

“Ah shit!” Stu
said suddenly.

Erin looked up
into his contorted face as she felt his cock harden up in the soft,
tight walls of her cunt. He fucked her faster as he came. His load
shot out of his dick hard enough for her to feel the force of it
smack against the back of her pussy. His jizz felt so warm in her,
she couldn’t keep herself from coming.

“God yes!”
Erin screamed. Her pussy clenched up onto Stu’s still-coming cock,
which jerked around inside her like a prisoner trying to get free.
Shocks and waves of warmth jumped through her body. She was so tied
up in the feeling that she hardly felt Roger’s fingers tightly
squeeze her ass, or how his cock had gone completely rigid in her
tight little asshole.

They pumped
her full of their hot spunk.

Stu wrapped
two of his fingers around the base of his shaft and thrust into her
a few more times, making sure she got all of his cum. Erin’s
asshole was so tight, all she had to do was run it up and down
Roger a few times to make sure she got all of his, too.

Erin reached
up and ran her fingers along Stu’s cheek.

“I think you
boys are going to fit in around here nicely.”

Stu looked
down at his cock, which was still hard, and still buried most of
the way into Erin’s pussy.

“It looks like
we already do,” he said with a smile.

Erin made him
gasp by squeezing his cock with her pussy. “What did I tell you
about jokes?”

Stu nodded.
When they pulled apart, none of their jizz leaked out of her from
how deep they’d buried themselves into her holes during their
orgasms. Erin’s legs felt weak, and she wobbled a bit as she put
her clothes back on.

“You boys
finish getting settled in. My daddy will probably be back in an
hour or so. Don’t think that because I’m fucking you that you can’t
put in an honest day’s work.”

Erin opened
the door and started to slip through, then she turned back around.
Neither man had stuffed their cocks back into their pants yet. Both
of their shafts were still wet from their fucking.

“And don’t
tire yourselves out too much, either. My daddy tends to go out a
lot. I expect you to be hard and ready for a good fuck when he
does.”

She
slipped out completely and closed the door before they could
reply. These
next few days are going to be fun, Erin thought as she moved down the
hall.









 Farm Girl
Threesome 3

 


The old
farmhouse felt so empty to Erin. Summer was almost over, and she’d
be heading back to college to start her second year soon. She
didn’t want to spend the last few weeks at home just wasting away
the hours lying on her bed and texting. Oh sure, there had been a
few weeks that had been just amazing. First, her dad had brought in
Don. They’d had some wild nights together. After Don left, Stu and
Roger had been hired to help out in the fields. Her dad didn’t know
that Stu and Roger had been helping fill all of Erin’s holes
whenever he was out of the house.

But now even
those two were gone, and she’d had to go back to the good old
standby of masturbation. Right then, she was lying under the covers
on her bed, staring up at the ceiling. Beneath the sheets, she’d
taken off her panties and was slowly running the tip of her index
finger up and down the slit of her shaved pussy while trying to
bring to mind the faces (and other parts) of the men she’d recently
had.

Erin teased
her finger close to her waiting hole, then pulled back. Her lips
felt so smooth beneath her fingers, so hot.

She closed her
eyes and arched her hips up a little. As she slipped her finger
into herself, she moaned, imagining a big strong man touching all
over her body.

Her dad
knocked on the door. “Are you awake yet, Erin?”

Erin
pulled her finger out of herself. She hadn’t locked the door, and
Jim always came in a few moments after he knocked. She searched
frantically under the covers for her underwear. Where the hell are they?
When the door started to open,
she abandoned that plan. Instead, she wiped her fingers on her
sheets hoping he wouldn’t catch the smell of her desire, or see her
fingers glisten.

As he came in,
she pulled the covers up to her chin and did her best to look as
though she’d just woken up.

“Daddy? What
time is it?” She faked a yawn.

Jim walked up
to the foot of the bed. He was already dressed to go out to the
fields, with his coveralls and a ragged old hat to keep the sun out
of his eyes. He smiled down at her, then grabbed one of her feet
through the covers and gave it a squeeze.

“Bit after
five. Do you think you could handle breakfast this morning?”

“Of
course.”

Jim nodded. He
paused for a moment, then continued, “Couple of friends are coming
over, so can you make sure there’s enough for all four of us?”

People? She
wondered if there would be a man, and whether they’d be staying
long enough for her to work her farm girl moves on them.

“Yeah, I’ll
make certain there’s extra.”

Jim patted her
foot. He turned to leave, then stopped when he looked at the floor.
He shook his head, bent over, and picked something up. Erin felt a
cold ball in her stomach as she saw him hold her panties up by two
fingers. At least they were normal underwear, and not one of her
tiny g-strings.

“The floor
isn’t a hamper, sweetie. I’ll put these with the rest of the
laundry.”

“Sorry,
Daddy.”

She sighed
heavily as Jim shut the door behind him. After hearing the stairs
creak as he went down, she threw the covers to the side. There was
a wet spot on the sheet where she’d dried her juices. Opening her
dresser, this time she did put on a thong. Just in case his friends
were handsome men. She pulled on a pair of tight jeans, and then a
form-fitting tanktop over her bra.

In the
kitchen, she made up a ton of bacon and eggs, and made sure the
coffee pot was full. Erin had just finished setting out the plates
when she heard a car pull up. The front door opened, and she heard
her dad talk to them. There was a man’s voice, and a woman’s.

They came into
the kitchen, her dad leading the man with an arm over his
shoulder.

“And this is
Erin, my daughter.”

The man was
taller than Jim. There was a bit of grey in his hair, but he
couldn’t have been older than forty. The woman, Erin figured she
was his wife, was petite, thin, and pretty. She looked about the
same age as he did.

“Erin, this is
Nick and his wife, Beth.”

The whole time
they were standing there, Nick hadn’t taken his eyes off Erin. Erin
saw Beth follow his gaze.

While they
ate, Erin felt someone’s foot touch hers. Nick and Beth were
sitting on the same side of the table, across from her, so she
couldn’t be sure who was doing the touching. Not that it mattered;
she still felt a tingle of excitement run up her thighs.

The phone
rang. Jim got up and answered it. A few minutes later, he poked his
head around the doorway.

“Look guys,
I’m sorry, but there’s an emergency. The neighbor needs some help
right now. Shouldn’t be more than a couple hours.” He already had
his boots on, and the keys to the pickup were in his hand.

With that, he
was out the door.

Nick looked at
Erin. “Hey, can you show us the barn? We’ve never actually been
inside one before.”

Erin saw the
look in his eyes. She knew that they’d go into the barn, and then
he’d push into her soon after. She couldn’t wait. But what would
Beth do? Erin couldn’t quite figure out what the expression on her
face meant.

Throwing on a
pair of shoes, she led them over to the old barn. The big doors
squealed as she pried them open. There was hay all over the floor,
in bales and loose. Perfect padding for some naughty farm girl
action, Erin knew.

She turned
around to face them. “So, yeah. This is the barn.”

“Now take off
your clothes,” Beth said.

Erin opened
her mouth, then closed it. She’d expected Nick to start things. At
least now she knew how Beth felt. This made her remember the
threesome she’d had with Don and Cathy. She was already wet
again.

They watched
as she stripped down to her underwear. Erin spun in a slow circle,
letting them see the goods. Her heartbeat sped up when she saw
Nick’s cock hardening in his pants. She’d never fucked a man that
much older than her before. Something about the prospect excited
her more than she thought it would. She was so happy that her dad
had friends like this.

“Get on your
hands and knees on that pile of hay over there,” Beth said. She
nodded toward the pile she meant.

Erin had never
been ordered around like this during sex. There was something fun
and exciting about it, though. She slinked over to the hay, waving
her hips as she went. Erin started crouching down facing them, but
Beth spoke again.

“No! Face the
other way.”

Shrugging,
Erin turned to face the wall. Once down, she stretched like a cat,
arching her back and lifting her ass high in the air. The string of
her thong was not quite wide enough to cover her asshole, she
knew.

“Go over there
and pull her panties down,” Beth ordered Nick.

She turned her
head to watch him as he knelt down behind her. He pulled her
panties partway down her thighs, giving them a good view of her
shaved and glistening slit.

“Put your
tongue into her,” Beth ordered.

Erin felt
herself get even wetter as she watched Nick stick out his tongue
and begin bending toward her hips. She threw her head back when she
felt the warm tip poke a little bit into her opening. He grabbed
her ass and used his thumbs to spread her pussy lips apart, letting
his tongue move a little deeper into her wetness. Nick started
bobbing his head back and forth, fucking her hole with his stiff
tongue.

“Do you like
how she tastes?” Beth said.

Nick made an
“Uh-huh” noise, unwilling to take his tongue out of Erin’s wet
cunt. By now, she was starting to pant a little. Every movement of
his tongue around her opening sent electric fingers through her
flesh.

That was when
Beth came around in front of her. Erin watched with her eyes half
closed and her jaw clenched as Beth slowly stripped off all her
clothes. Her tits were still perky, with no sag at all, and her
pussy had a well-tended landing strip leading to her slit.

Beth knelt
down in front of her, grabbed her head in her hands, and gave her a
kiss. Erin’s pussy tightened up for a second and she felt more of
her juices get slurped up by Nick’s thirsty tongue.

Letting her
fingers trail from Erin’s cheeks, Beth leaned back. “Now, my slutty
little farmer’s daughter, you’re going to lick my pussy.”

“Okay,” Erin
breathed through clenched teeth.

Beth leaned
back onto the hay. She lifted her legs and put them over Erin’s
shoulders, then she scooched down until the scent of her wet cunt
filled Erin’s nostrils.

Looking at
Erin, Beth repeated her command, “Lick.”

Erin had to
let herself down on her forearms, running her hands along Beth’s
sides. This movement also made her angle her ass a little higher.
She felt Nick’s tongue push deeper into her. After squeezing her
eyes closed and choking back a moan, Erin moved her lips down until
they touched the lips of Beth’s pussy. They were warm against her
mouth. Erin opened her mouth wider, sucking in as much of the other
woman’s cunt as she could. With a mouthful of pussy, she started
licking. Beth’s juices were tangy, and her clit was already
stiff.

Erin pulled
her mouth back until just the little nub of Beth’s clit pressed
against her lips. Using the tip of her tongue, she swirled around
it and licked up and down as fast as she could. Beth squirmed
around on the hay, squeezing and pinching her own nipples.

“Yeah, that’s
eat, tongue my clit you little slut,” Beth said between groans.
“You like the taste of pussy, don’t you? Yeah, I know you do. Let
me see your face.”

Erin looked up
at Beth. Beth grabbed her by the sides of the head and examined
her. Erin’s mouth and cheeks were wet and shiny from licking Beth’s
pussy.

“Nice and wet,
just like I thought. Get back to it,” Beth said. She pulled Erin’s
mouth back down own her pussy.

Behind her,
Nick had started running his tongue up and down Erin’s pussy. He
was breathing heavily. From the way she could feel him moving, Erin
thought he was jerking himself off.

“Use your
fingers,” Beth ordered.

Erin shifted
her mouth up a little so that she could lap at Beth’s clit while
she fingered her. Beth’s pussy felt tight and hot around Erin. She
was actually much tighter than Erin thought at first. When she
tried to curl her finger to tickle the little patch Erin knew was
her G-spot, she could barely move her finger.

It seemed to
be enough for Beth though. The older woman pulled Erin’s face
harder against her pussy and started grinding her hips into Erin’s
mouth.

“Oh yes!” Beth
cried, “Make me come. Yeah... Yeah...!”

Beth’s body
went rigid, and her pussy got so tight that Erin couldn’t move her
finger at all. Though she did feel Beth get extremely wet.

“Fuck her!”
Beth said between breaths.

Nick’s tongue
left her pussy. She heard him shuffle onto his knees. Next, she
heard him shifting around as he pulled down his pants. A moment
later, he put one of his hands onto the small of her back and
pushed down, making her angle her pussy more toward him.

Erin had no
idea how big his cock would be. She couldn’t wait to feel it push
into her, to stretch her pussy around him.

Nick spat. She
trembled as he rubbed his spit against her pussy hole.

Erin’s breath
caught when the head of his cock pushed against the tight ring of
her pussy. She felt that ring expand as he urged more of his cock
into her. Her cunt gripped him more tightly for every inch that he
slid into her young gash. She felt her lips pull out around him as
he moved back and then back in.

“He is nice
and big, isn’t he?” Beth said. “He loves to stretch out tight
little pussies like yours. Don’t you, dear?”

“Yeah,” Nick
said.

“Every time
you shove your cock all the way in, I want you to spank her ass,”
Beth said.

His balls
brushed against Erin’s pussy as Nick buried his entire shaft into
her. The sound of the slap echoed through the barn. Erin
winced.

Beth pulled
Erin’s mouth back down to her pussy. She kept licking as the slaps
came faster and faster. Every time Nick jammed his cock back into
her, it felt so good. Then the slap would hurt more each time. Her
whole cheek had to be red, she knew. The mixed sensations drove her
crazy. Each slap also made her whole body tense up, making her
momentarily clamp down onto the big cock railing her. She knew she
was getting close to coming. It would be soon.

Erin couldn’t
help it. She had to pull her mouth back from Beth’s pussy so that
she could suck in her lip and bite down on it. Nick grabbed her
hair and pulled back, making Erin arch her neck. That new sensation
drove her over the edge.

With a moan
that filled the barn, Erin came. Her hands balled into tight fists,
and she felt her toes curl. Nick pushed his cock all the way into
her while her pussy squeezed his meat.

“Is she coming
on you?” Beth said.

“Yeah,” Nick
replied.

“When she’s
finished, turn her onto her back.” Beth stood up and brushed the
stray hay from her body.

Without taking
his cock out of her, Nick supported Erin’s weight with one arm
while he spun her around by her legs. The hay was soft and warm on
her back. When Erin looked down, she could see her little pussy
straining around that big cock that was stuffed balls deep into
her.

Beth grabbed
Erin’s ankles. She pulled them back as far as they would go. Erin
was so flexible that Beth managed to pull them all the way back
until they were beside her head.

Erin’s face
was contorted. The sudden movement had made her pussy so tight
around Nick’s cock that it was starting to hurt. Nick helped hold
her legs by putting his hands on the back of her thighs.

“Fuck her
until she screams,” Beth said, smiling, “And then keep fucking
her.”

Nick matched
Beth’s smile with one of his own. His first thrust took Erin’s
breath away. Nick adjusted his next one so that he didn’t push
completely into her. His cock was so hard in her, and so warm.
She’d always liked that about fucking. Her pussy was soft and
tight, his cock was hard and long.

Moving one
hand down her thigh, Nick used the pad of his thumb to massage
Erin’s clit in faster and faster circles. Her clit was so sensitive
that Erin started to yelp. Her pussy clenched up involuntarily each
time his thumb finished a circuit.

“It looks like
you’re going to make her cum again soon, dear,” Beth said, “God,
look how wet she’s made your cock.”

Erin lifted
her head and looked down so that she could see, too. Beth was
right; Nick’s cock was absolutely sopping wet from fucking her
tight little pussy.

“He’s so big,”
Erin panted, “I need to be wet so that he can slide around in my
tight pussy.”

She felt his
cock flex in her and, looking into his face, he seemed to be
concentrating. Erin realized that he liked dirty talk. He liked to
hear about how big his cock was and how it made her feel.

Erin reached
down around her ass and put her fingers on her pussy. She pulled
the lips apart so that he could get a better look at the tight
circle of flesh around his big rod.

“Is it all
stretched out around that big piece of meat you’re fucking me
with?” Erin said. He had to stop. His lips pulled back from his
teeth, and his cock had suddenly become very hard.

“I think he’s
going to come in me,” Erin said.

Beth let go of
Erin’s ankles. She grabbed Nick’s head and made him look at
her.

“Why did you
stop? Did I say that you could stop fucking her?”

Nick shook his
head as much as he could.

With a
mischievous smile, Erin tightened herself, squeezing Nick’s cock.
His mouth fell open and he started slamming her. Beth didn’t let go
of him the whole time.

“He’s so
hard,” Erin said.

She came on
him just as he cock jerked inside her. Feeling the cum hit the back
of her pussy intensified her orgasm. Erin screamed as she felt his
cock jerking against her pussy’s tight hold around it.

Nick pulled
his cock out of her. The final few spurts of his jizz shot out in
hot and sticky strings onto her stomach.

“Move,” Beth
told him.

Nick obeyed.
Erin gasped in happy shock as Beth crouched down between her legs.
Starting with Erin’s stomach, Beth licked all of her husband’s cum
off Erin’s body. Erin squirmed and moaned a little when Beth moved
her mouth down to her pussy and started lapping at that, too. Erin
helped her out, squeezing the muscles of her pussy to force more of
Nick’s spunk out of her hole.

Both women
were breathless when Beth leaned back on her haunches and wiped at
her mouth with her forearm.

“That was a
big load, Nick, you must have really liked this one,” Beth said.
She grabbed her husband by his cock and pulled him close. She
cleaned his shaft with her tongue, then squeezed out the last few
drops which she lapped from the tip.

When she
finished, she told them both to put their clothes back on. Nick was
finished first, since he’d only really taken off his pants and
underwear.

Erin rubbed at
her ass, which stung a little in her tight jeans. There had been
red handprints all over her flesh from Nick’s slapping.

When they were
all dressed, Beth touched her on the arm. “So your father told us
you’re heading back to school in a few weeks?”

“Yeah,” Erin
said.

Beth looked at
Nick. They shared a glance. Then she turned back to Erin. “You
know, we were thinking of staying out at the farm for a while. I
know your dad would enjoy the extra company.”

Erin smiled.
She wouldn’t be wasting her time waiting for school to start again,
she knew. She started walking towards the door. “Come with me, I’ll
make sure your room is set up. It’s just down from mine.”

She knew that
they would be sharing rooms often.









 Rough Sex
with the Babysitter

 


Adam fiddled with his wedding band, spinning
it around his finger. He watched as his wife, Belle, bustled around
the bedroom getting everything ready for their weekend trip to the
cottage. She was still quite pretty, sexy even. But it had been
nearly fifteen years since they got married.

He was pushing forty. She was a couple years
younger than he was. He missed the youth and vitality that marked
the early years of their relationship. Lately, what Adam missed
most was the experimentation. Belle used to love for him to tie her
up. She used to beg him to spank her. A few times, they’d even used
a whip, some cuffs, and a ball gag.

Lately, Adam found himself fantasizing about
doing all of that to their regular babysitter, Willow. From where
he sat on the foot of the bed, he glanced over at the clock on the
nightstand. Willow was going to be coming by within about half an
hour to look after his infant son.

She always had a smile for him, and she
always flirted with him. Adam thought it was just to get a nice tip
at the end of each shift, but sometimes he caught Willow looking at
him as they left the house. She would always talk to him, never to
Belle, and each time she came over, she seemed to wear something
even more inappropriately revealing than the previous outfit.

Yes, she was the object of quite a few
fantasies for Adam. He found himself getting hard just thinking
about her while he sat on the bed.

“Be careful, hon. You’ll poke an eye out
with that thing!”

Adam shook his head, realizing that Belle
had just spoken to him. He saw that she’d noticed his hardening
cock. Blushing, he focused on making it get soft again.

The doorbell rang, and Adam practically
leapt to his feet. “I’ll get it!” He shouted as he bounded out of
the bedroom and down the stairs, taking them two at a time.

When he opened the door, he found Willow
waiting on the other side with a smile on her face.

“Hey, Adam!” She said, looking up into his
eyes.

He found himself getting hard again as he
looked at her. She had a tight pair of jeans on that showed off her
hips, and a shirt that flattered the hourglass shape of her
body.

Realizing he was staring, he stepped out the
way and showed her in. Willow stepped past him and bent over to
undo her shoes. Adam’s eyes widened as he got a look at her ass,
which she was clearly displaying for him.

“So, is there anything else that you think
you’ll be needing for the night?” Adam asked as she straightened up
and turned back around to look at him.

“No. I have some readings I can do for
homework from college. I have all of your emergency contact
information. I think I’m set,” she said. Her eyes glanced down for
a moment, taking him in.

Adam’s heart skipped a beat. He could barely
control his stiffening cock.

“Is the car warmed up?” Belle called down as
she appeared at the top of the stairs laden with bags

“Just about!” Adam called back.

They loaded everything into the car. Belle
waited in the passenger seat while Adam went back inside for one
last check to make sure they hadn’t forgotten anything. Inside,
Adam took his wallet out of his back pocket and set it down on the
little table in the hallway.

“Have a good time, Adam,” Willow said,
peering at him from around the door.

“Don’t stay up too late,” Adam replied,
smiling at her, “Bye.”

“Bye,” Willow said, waving, “If you forget
anything, you know your way back.”

All Adam could think about as they sped down
the highway was how Willow had looked, bent over for him as she
had. He had to keep shifting position in his seat as his cock got
uncomfortably hard. His mind started undressing her. Did she shave
her little pussy? What would it look like to have his cock buried
in her? Had she ever gotten wet and touched herself, thinking about
him? He squeezed the steering wheel.

Soon, he imagined putting the cuffs on her,
stuffing her mouth with the ball gag, leaving her ass red from
whipping and fucking her until she came all over him...

It had been a two and half hour drive to get
to the little cottage by the lake. Adam got out of the car and
unlocked the door, letting Belle inside. They turned on some lights
and then went out and unloaded the car.

Adam looked around. Then he started patting
his pants frantically.

“What’s wrong?” Belle asked.

He looked at her, mustering as much shock as
he could. “I forgot my wallet!”

Belle opened her mouth, surprised. “How are
we going to pay for everything? I wanted to head to town and get a
few things.”

Adam ran his hands down his cheeks. “Look,
you stay here. I’ll run back as quick as I can and grab it. No
sense in both of us spending all that time driving back and forth.
I must have left it right by the door, too!”

Belle protested for a bit, but then gave in.
Practically running out of the cottage, Adam jumped in the car and
sped off back down the road towards home. He shook as he drove,
excited and surprised at himself. What are you going to do?
He wondered.

He knew what he was going to do. He needed
something. What he needed, he knew only Willow could give him. He
was almost certain she wanted to give it to him, too. Young women
loved older men, he told himself. He smiled, thinking about how she
must be wondering how to get him alone for a while.

His hands could barely hold onto the
steering wheel as he pulled the car back into the driveway. It was
dark outside by the time he’d gotten back into town, and most of
the lights in the house were out, leaving the windows black.

The porch light was on, however, and it he
could hear the TV as he mounted the first step. Checking his watch,
Adam saw that the baby was probably in bed.

Everything seemed to be falling into
place.

Putting on the most confident face he could
muster and straightening his shoulders, Adam grabbed the doorknob
and twisted, pushing the door open.

Stepping inside, he saw that his wallet lay
right where he’d left it hours earlier.

“Hello?” he said.

The TV turned off. In another moment, Willow
appeared in the living room doorway. Adam’s heart skipped a beat;
she was in a tank top and a pair of white panties. She smiled at
him as she leaned against the doorframe.

“I was wondering if you were going to come
back for it,” she said, glancing at the wallet. “I did think you
were going to call first, though. I would have made sure to not be
in my PJs.”

She made no move to go and get said clothes
to cover herself up.

Adam made a little show of examining her. To
his deep pleasure, her whole body seemed to flush red under his
eyes, and she looked down at her feet for a moment.

“Oh, I don’t know. It’s not like you have
anything to be embarrassed about,” he said.

Willow looked up at him. She walked over to
him, rolling her hips in a way that made his mouth go dry. She
stopped until she stood less than a foot away. Adam wasn’t certain,
but he thought he could feel the warmth of her body from where she
stood. He tried to work up some saliva, but failed.

Never breaking eye contact, she reached over
and grabbed his wallet. She held it out to him.

“Is this what you were looking for?”

Adam grabbed the wallet, letting his fingers
overlap hers. Her hand felt so warm under his. His cock quivered in
his pants.

“Exactly what I was looking for,” he
replied.

He held onto her hand. The wallet lowered,
forgotten.

“Was there anything else, Adam?” Willow
said. She kept glancing from his lips to his eyes. She didn’t close
her own lips entirely, leaving them slightly parted. Adam could see
her trembling, and he noticed that her nipples had gotten hard. She
didn’t have a bra on. He felt a sudden urge to reach out and
squeeze her firm looking breasts.

Adam pulled the wallet away from her. He put
it back down on the table. Wrapping his arms around her, he pulled
her body against his. He felt her hips press against his rigid
cock. Then he felt her lips against his.

He could feel her hard nipples against him
as he pushed his tongue into her mouth. Her petite body trembled in
his arms as she gave into her need for him.

Adam ran his hand between them. His fingers
slid over the smooth cotton of her panties as he rubbed her pussy.
There was a damp spot right over her entrance. She moaned into his
mouth as he pushed the panties to one side and ran his finger down
into her moist slit.

When he needed to catch his breath, he
pulled his face away from hers. Her cheeks were all flushed, and
she breathed heavily against him as he continued massaging her sex.
Her mouth opened as he found her stiff little clit and began
playing with it.

“Adam...” she said, beginning to roll her
hips back and forth, grinding her wet little pussy against his
hand.

“Have you ever been tied up?” Adam asked.
The images of her naked body bound for him filled his mind.

She shook her head as she bit her lip. Her
own hand slipped between them and grabbed Adam’s cock through his
pants. She squeezed his hardness, making him throb in her grip.

“I want to tie you up,” he said.

Her lip slipped out from between her teeth.
The pink tip of her tongue poked out and ran in a slow circle
around her lips that sent a tingle up through Adam’s member. She
nodded.

Not wanting to wake the baby, Adam led
Willow to the guest bedroom, which was on the main floor. Willow
already had her things in there, as it was where she slept when
they needed her to stay overnight.

It was also the room where Adam kept the
bondage gear he’d acquired during his more adventurous days.

He grabbed Willow up in his arms and kissed
her again, running his hands down to cup her ass and grind her hips
against his. Her hands sought his cock again, but he collected her
wrists and pinned them behind her back with one hand as he
continued feeling her. His other hand moved between her legs.

Looking into her eyes, he slipped one finger
into her wet hole. Her eyes squeezed shut, and she bit her lip as
he started curling his finger against the front wall of her pussy.
Pulling his finger out of her, he put it into his mouth and licked
the juices from it. The taste enflamed his desire.

Adam could feel the blood pounding past his
temples, hear it as it thundered by his ears, as he pushed Willow
down onto the bed. Her body writhed, and she stretched like a cat
as he hooked her panties with his fingers and pulled them down.

The first look he got at her pussy sent a
tingle up his cock so strong he thought he was going to come. Her
slit glistened with moisture.

Kneeling down beside the bed put his face
right on level with her sex. She pulled her legs back, giving him
an even better look at her as he fished around under the bed for
the box he knew was there.

As his fingers found the cardboard, he
leaned forward and his lips touched her pussy. She jolted and
moaned, pulling up her shirt to squeeze her own breasts and pinch
her nipples.

Adam darted his tongue in and out of her,
licking up as much of her juices as he could, getting his face and
cheeks soaked as he pulled the box out from under the bed. He
pulled the lid off and fished around inside. First, he pulled out
the cuffs. The next thing to come out was the whip. The final item
was the ball gag, the ball red and the straps black.

Picking them all up, he set them on the bed
beside Willow and stood up. He wiped at his mouth, running his
tongue over his lips to make sure he got all her juices.

“I’ve wanted you for so long, Adam...”
Willow moaned as she continued playing with her nipples.

Adam took off his clothes, pushing his pants
down and letting his cock spring out. She watched the hard shaft
tremble, her body quivering as she took in its size. She
unconsciously angled her hips for him, her pussy quivering with
desire to take every inch of him again and again.

Grabbing the cuffs, Adam said, “Give me your
hands.”

She held them out obediently. He grabbed her
wrists again, snapping the steel bands in place around them. He put
her hands down on her stomach, then climbed onto the bed.
Straddling her body, Adam put his shaft right between her breasts.
He grabbed them and pressed them together around his rod.

As he started running his shaft back and
forth, he left a clear smear of precum on her chest. She lifted her
head and licked at the little pool of liquid as he squeezed it out
of himself using her breasts.

He couldn’t go too fast for fear of coming,
it felt so good. There was such need in her eyes.

When she started to beg for him to fuck her,
Adam got off her. The sides of her breasts and her chest were all
red from where he’d been rubbing himself against her.

“Onto your stomach,” Adam said, smacking
lightly at her hip.

He felt his cock pulse as she turned over
and he got a good look at her ass. Adam loved the hourglass figure
she had, and the way her ass cheeks curved. He could see goosebumps
forming on those cheeks, making their way down the backs of her
thighs.

Grabbing her by the hips, he pulled her up
so that her back was arched and she was on her knees. With her
hands cuffed beneath her, her chest and the side of her face rested
against the bed.

Kneeling down, Adam took in the magnificent
and erotic sight of her ass, displayed a few inches from his face.
He looked at the rosebud pucker of her asshole, then at the pink
lips of her pussy. The smaller set of lips surrounding her entrance
poked out a little. Grabbing one cheek with each hand and pulling
her back toward him, he took her with his mouth again.

His tongue could enter her more deeply, and
he alternated between sticking it as far into her as he could and
running the tip of it down through her slit to tease her stiff
little clitoris.

She moaned as he played with her sex,
letting his tongue slip up to tickle at the puckered flesh of her
asshole. Her pussy kept getting wetter and wetter, and she kept
pressing her hips back into his face, wanting him to jam his cock
into her.

Finally, Adam moved away from her. He picked
up the short whip, testing the suppleness of the leather between
his hands. Then he put it back down and grabbed the ball gag. He
wrapped one arm around her stomach and pulled her back slightly so
that her face wasn’t against the bed. His cock had slipped between
her legs, and the hard shaft rested against her hot, wet lips.

“Open your mouth,” he said.

When she did, he pushed the red rubber ball
of the gag into it, then did the strap up behind her head.
Finishing, he lowered her face and chest back down to the bed and
stepped back, whip in hand.

She squealed, the sound muffled by the gag,
as he whipped one cheek. A bright red line already stood out on it
as he whipped the other. He watched the way the firm flesh of those
cheeks jiggled and bounced and tensed as he went through the
motions of whipping her. Each time she squealed, he felt his cock
throb.

Growing tired of whipping her, he turned the
whip over in his hand so that the thick, braided handle pointed up.
He rubbed that up and down through her slit, getting the tip nice
and wet. She looked back at him with wide eyes as he ran that
handle up through the cleft of her ass.

Putting the tip of the handle against her
asshole, he pushed, applying more pressure until the pucker opened
up a little, letting the handle slip just barely into her.

Adam could no longer restrain himself. He
took position behind her, holding the base of his cock with one
hand.

Adam’s breath shuddered out of him as the
head of his cock bumped against her opening. She felt so tight
around him, and she whimpered as he pushed against that tightness.
He watched as the lips of her pussy parted around his girth,
letting him slowly squeeze into her.

The opening made a tight ring around his
shaft, and he felt himself swell inside her as the walls of her sex
closed around his member. He didn’t enter her all the way. When he
pulled back, he looked at the glistening juices she’d left on him.
He could see her tightness as well, in the way her pussy pulled at
him.

Harder this time, he thrust back inside her.
This time, she took every inch of his rigid cock in her little
pussy. He left himself balls-deep in her, relishing the way her
pussy already went through spasms of clenching and unclenching
around him. He loved the way she whimpered, and the way her large
eyes seemed to beg him to fuck her hard and fast.

The moans turned to whimpers as he drew his
cock back out and then thrust forward again and again. Each stroke
left his shaft even wetter than before. Her little asshole also
relaxed, letting him push the handle of the whip deeper inside
her.

Soon, it felt like a little spark had shot
up his shaft. He pulled and pushed the whip handle harder and
faster as he gritted his teeth, slamming his cock in and out of her
pussy.

She kept getting tighter and tighter around
him, and he saw that she had squeezed her eyes shut.

A moment later, another muffled whimper
escaped around the ball gag as her pussy became the tightest he’d
felt. It squeezed him in its grip for a moment, then relaxed. He
took each pause between squeezing to thrust into her again, as hard
as he could. The bed shook each time.

His cock got harder and harder, swelling
inside her as he succumbed to his own climax. At the last moment,
he pulled his cock out of her pussy and the whip from her asshole.
He pressed his shaft into the cleft of her ass and thrust against
it. He grunted as cum spurted from his cock onto her ass and back.
More and more came out, making small pools of pearly liquid on her
body.

A sudden exhaustion took him as his body
relaxed. He realized that every muscle in him had tensed while he
came on her young body.

There was a box of tissues on the
nightstand. He grabbed it, pulling out a handful of the tissues. He
used them to wipe all of his cum from her body. His cock still
throbbed a little as he looked at her. Her ass just looked so
perfect, stuck up in the air like it was with her back arched.

Finishing that, he turned her over onto her
back and undid the handcuffs. She looked into his eyes as she
lifted her head for him to reach behind and undo the gag. The red
ball was covered in teeth marks from where she’d been biting it in
the throes of her own climax.

Adam sat beside her on the bed, wanting to
look at her for as long as he could. Her nipples were still hard,
and he wished he’d spent more time playing with them, pinching
them. They hardened up even more as she saw him looking at
them.

Putting her hand on his thigh, she said,
“I’m so glad you forgot your wallet.”

He felt and saw his cock throb at the
contact. He also remembered that Belle was still waiting for him
out at the cottage. He had been gone a while now, and he wanted to
avoid suspicion.

“Me too,” he said, getting up and putting
his clothes back on.

Willow did the same. He looked at her again.
All she had on was her underwear. He felt the sudden desire to take
her again, right away. His cock stood out against the leg of his
pants. Gritting his teeth, he fought back against his urges.

She sat on the bed again, looking at him. A
smile touched her lips when she saw his frustration.

“I need to get going,” he said.

“Are you going to need me to babysit again
anytime soon?” Willow asked, letting her eyes run up and down his
body.

“Very soon, I think,” Adam said, smiling at
her.

She followed him out to the front hallway,
where he barely remembered to grab his wallet and stuff it in his
pants before going back out to the car. Willow waved at him as he
pulled out of the driveway.

On his way back, Adam did his best to come
up with other possible excuses for needing to run back home the
next time they had Willow over to babysit.









 The Man with No Name

 


Charlotte sat at the bar, nursing her third
cosmopolitan of the evening. This one, just like the two previous,
was courtesy of a man sitting down at the other side of the bar.
The drinks made Charlotte feel both good and bad about herself.

It felt good that the short dress with the
low-cut neckline was getting her the free drinks she thought it
would. It felt bad that she was down at the bar on a Friday night
without anyone with her. A few years back, she would have thought
that by now she’d be well on her way to a stable, long-lasting
relationship.

To Charlotte, it just felt as though every
guy she actually took the time to get to know turned out to be a
waste of that time. She knew she was good looking, and she knew
what that meant. Good-looking woman tended to attract assholes and
other self-styled “bad boys.” They were fun, but only for
relatively short bursts of time that involved a great deal of
sweating and moaning.

“Excuse me, miss?” The bartender said,
leaning on the counter in front of her. He was an older man who’d
served her before, here. Charlotte smiled at him. “The man whose
been buying your drinks wanted to let you know that you’re quite
welcome to join him,” he finished.

Charlotte looked down the bar, trying to get
a better idea of her latest suitor. He was pretty well hidden in
shadow, but she knew the type right away. He had a leather jacket
on, that just-got-out-of-bed hair that took an hour to make look
right, and a day’s worth of stubble.

She felt an immediate stirring between her
legs, looking at him. He made her tingle, made her grow hot in a
primal way. For a moment, she actually considered joining him.

“Can you thank him for the drinks? I need to
get going,” Charlotte said, a sudden urge to get out of the bar
gripping her around the heart.

The bartender smiled at her and nodded, as
though her choice aligned with his decision.

As Charlotte walked towards the exit, she
could feel the shadowed man’s eyes on her back.

Outside, the air felt cool against her skin.
She felt herself pebble with goosebumps. Her nipples stiffened and
rubbed against the fabric of the dress, sending more tingles
through her body. The bus stop was just down the street, so she
started walking in that direction.

She’d gone out not knowing what she wanted,
wondering if a one night stand would make her feel better. As her
heels clicked on the sidewalk and she passed from one pool of light
cast by a streetlamp to the next, she wondered if masturbation
wasn’t the answer.

Then she saw the 24-hour grocery store and
remembered that she was out of coffee, the only thing capable of
clearing her brain from the fog of sleep she woke from every
morning.

The automatic doors slid open. It was even
colder inside from the air conditioning. She realized how
ridiculous it must look, a woman in heels and a little black dress
grocery shopping under the harsh glow of the fluorescent lighting.
She was thankful there only seemed to be a few clerks stocking
shelves from open cardboard boxes strewn about the floor in every
aisle. None of them even looked up at her.

She smiled as she reached the coffee aisle,
finding it completely empty of other people. Charlotte wandered up
and down, carefully considering various roasts and flavours. It was
such an engrossing task that she didn’t notice she had company at
first.

Bending over, she spun a tin around to get a
look at the label. Someone coughed politely behind her.

Startled, Charlotte jumped and spun around.
She found herself face to face with a tall, sharp-featured man. He
had a white t-shirt on, and she got the impression that he’d just
come from the gym. He smiled at her, one corner of his mouth
lifting a little higher than the other, giving him a slightly
devilish aspect.

“Do you bend over in front of all the guys?”
He asked. He held eye contact with her for a moment, then quickly
glanced down her body.

Charlotte didn’t know whether to feel
complimented at his checking her out, or upset. She had just
stormed out of a bar after a perfectly good pickup attempt, after
all.

“Only the ones I didn’t realize were
standing right behind me,” she replied, hoping he understand that
the tone in her voice meant it was unintentional, and all his
fault.

His smile grew. “Did you know you get these
little spots of red in your cheeks when you’re annoyed?”

Her lips pressed into a thin line at this
comment, and he let out a chuckle. The more frustrated Charlotte
became with the encounter, the more amused the stranger seemed to
get.

“Well, what are you here for, then?”
Charlotte snapped, feeling fed up with men in general at the
moment, “Do you come grocery shopping late at night to mock people
in desperate need of their caffeine fix?”

The man held up his hands as he arched an
eyebrow at her. She saw that he too had a bag of coffee in his
hand.

“Far be it for me to get in between a crazy
lady and her coffee,” he said.

It was Charlotte’s turn to chuckle at him.
She also noticed that he liked the same brand as she did. She was
about to ask him where he’d found it, when he glanced
conspiratorially one way down the aisle, then the other.

The man leaned in close. Charlotte found
herself leaning in to hear what he had to say. An unreasonable
excitement jolted through her, like she was about to start on some
great adventure.

“I know the manager here. He told me they
just got a shipment in back. Fresh beans. They keep a grinder back
there, too. Want to go liberate some before it officially hits the
shelves? I’m trusting you with this information, from one coffee
fiend to another,” he whispered.

He’d spoken so quietly that Charlotte had
had to watch his lips move to catch every word. She liked the look
of them. They looked soft and warm. Even his crooked smile was
growing on her. She’d also never felt so excited about coffee in
her life.

“Okay,” she whispered back.

Putting down the bag of coffee he had, the
man grabbed her by the hand and led her to the back of the store.
His grip was firm, and his fingers warm and large. Charlotte
stifled a giggle as he glanced around the corner, then pointed to
the door marked “EMPLOYEES ONLY.”

Having never been in the back of a grocery
store before, she found herself fascinated by the skids of
shrink-wrapped food as they walked deeper into the forbidden
territory. She began to tremble as she glanced around, wondering if
they were going to get caught, wondering what the punishment might
be.

He felt her shaking and paused. Turning to
face her, he grabbed both of her hands with his and held them
firmly, looking down into her face.

“Don’t worry; I said I know the manager,
remember?”

Here, Charlotte noticed how quickly he
seemed to be breathing and she knew he was nervous, too. She also
noticed how wet she was, and how warm. Desire welled up in her.
You don’t even know his name! Something in her shouted.
Then, she realized that it was okay. After all, hadn’t she admitted
to herself earlier that getting to know the guy always seemed to be
the problem?

He glanced around, then looked back at
her.

“Kiss me,” she said, the words escaping her
mouth before she could stop them.

His fingers tightened around hers for a
moment as he considered her. Charlotte couldn’t explain it. She
felt this compulsion, this need to be touched by this man she’d
known only a few minutes. It was dangerous and exciting, and she
found herself wanting to know how big he was, how fast he could
make her come.

All those thoughts flew from her mind as he
wrapped his arms around her back, pulled her close, and kissed her.
His lips felt hot on hers, and she accepted his tongue as it pushed
into her mouth.

She ran her own hands up and down his back
as his member hardened against her stomach. His fingers crept down
to clutch her ass and pull her even harder against him. She
whimpered as she felt the strength in his arms and the power of his
sudden desire for her.

Still holding one of her cheeks, he reached
up with his other hand and grabbed one of her shoulder straps. He
pulled it down, then ran his fingers up to her neck. They squeezed
lightly around her for a moment, and she felt her juices flow.

In another moment, he slid his fingers down
her chest. Her dress pulled down with the heel of his hand, and her
hard little nipple rubbed against his palm. She sucked his bottom
lip into her mouth and bit down on it as he squeezed her, kneading
her breast, leaving her flesh white as his fingertips pressed
against her.

They were like animals, feeling and needing
each other’s bodies. He ground his hips against her, and she could
feel his stiff shaft throbbing through his pants in its desire to
touch her.

The man pulled his mouth off hers and she
arched backwards in his arms as he took her nipples between his
teeth. His tongue teased it, and she felt shocks move through her
body as her own fingers dug into his back, trying to make him take
all of her at once.

He pulled back long enough to say, “You
smell so fucking good,” before pulling her dress down to her waist
and sucking her other nipple into his mouth. She looked down at the
breast he’d been feeling and licking, saw how red her flesh had
become.

A quick glance around showed a half-empty
skidded, loaded with big bags of flour.

“Over there,” she told him. He looked where
she pointed, then guided them over to it. He pushed her down onto
the bags, his little nipping kisses travelling from her breast up
to her neck, then down to the other breast.

His lips trailed down her stomach from her
breast, focusing on the little vertical crease between her
abdominals. He didn’t stop until he reached the rolled up fabric
where he’d shoved his dress down her. His pause was only a moment
long before he moved down to one of her legs.

She sucked in a breath as she spread her
legs apart for him, putting them over his shoulders. After pushing
the skirt of her dress up her hips, he squeezed her thighs, putting
his lips on one inner thigh and running them up her flesh almost to
her wet little pussy. Once he got there, he moved his mouth to the
other thigh and ran it down to her knee.

“Lick me...” Charlotte said, threading her
fingers through the hair at the back of his head and trying to pull
his face into her crotch.

A gasp escaped her lungs as he yielded to
her desire and she felt his hot mouth on her sex, separated by her
panties. He nuzzled against the lips of her pussy, pushing his
mouth against her.

She begged him to take off her panties, to
lick her little slit and shove his tongue as far into her pussy as
he could. He chuckled at her again, this teasing, nameless man
she’d known less than a half hour.

Hooking her panties with one finger, he
pulled them to one side. Pursing his lips, he blew at her pussy.
She pulled at his hair as the coolness made her thighs break out in
more goosebumps.

“Do you taste as good as you smell?” He
asked.

He spread the lips of her pussy apart with
his thumbs, studying her pussy, smiling at the sight of her erect
clit. Not waiting for an answer, he leaned in to find out for
himself. His tongue flicked at her clit, teasing it. Her body
stiffened at the sudden overload of sensation, and she trembled.
Her breathing turned to moans when he ran his tongue down her
pussy, lapping up her wetness as he went.

Charlotte pushed his face harder against her
pussy, trying to force his tongue deeper into her as he stroked her
walls.

The man made a pleasant noise as her pussy
clenched, releasing more juices for him to lick like a thirsty
animal.

“Yes!” Charlotte moaned as he went faster,
using his jaw and neck to get the most speed.

She had to stifle a scream as her hips
bucked against his face, getting his cheeks all wet. The pleasure
coursed through her as he tongued her to an orgasm. Charlotte
pushed her head against a sack of flour as her body writhed in
ecstasy.

He gasped for air when she pulled his head
back. “Let’s see what you’re packing,” she said, pushing him back
and standing up.

The man didn’t protest as she went down onto
her knees in front of him and undid his pants. She pulled them down
and made a surprised noise. His cock sprang out of his underwear,
thick and long. He watched her as she put her lips on the bottom of
his shaft, right by his balls. Parting her lips a little, she ran
her mouth up his length, the tip of her tongue leaving a shiny
trail of saliva behind.

Reaching the head of his cock, she let her
lips part over it and down his shaft. He flexed in her mouth as she
swallowed as much of him as she could. The stranger gritted his
teeth as he watched Charlotte suck on his cock in the back of a
grocery store. She made slurping noises as she moved her lips over
the smooth, hard flesh. When the precum began leaking out of the
tip, she greedily licked it away with her tongue and swallowed.
When she did that, his mouth opened a little wider for a
moment.

When she had his whole shaft dripping with
her saliva, Charlotte went back onto the skid with the bags of
flowers. She gave him her own wicked grin as she turned over, going
onto her hands and knees and arching her back to present him with
her exposed ass and pussy.

“Fuck me,” she told him, wiggling her body
to entice him.

He put one hand on the small of her back,
pulling slightly to get her to move back. His cock was so wet that
he slipped right into her tight little hole. Charlotte threw her
head back, sucking in air through clenched teeth as she felt his
shaft sliding deeper and deeper into her. His bare flesh rubbed
against hers, and she could feel the ridge around the head of his
cock stretching out her pussy as he pushed as deeply into her as he
could get.

“It’s so big,” Charlotte moaned as her ass
bumped against his hips.

As he slid back, she pulled forward. When
she felt only the head of his cock locked in her pussy by the tight
ring of her sex, she slammed her hips back as he thrust forward.
After their bodies slapped together again, they both paused.
Charlotte tightened up around him, her pussy squeezing his cock as
he swelled inside her. She couldn’t control it at all.

Every time he entered her, she gripped him
as tightly as she could. She could feel his need with every throb
of his cock against the walls of her pussy, feel it in the way he
had to stop and completely pull out of her once being jamming his
cock back into her.

They pounded like animals in heat, both of
them entirely giving into their carnal desires.

Keeping his shaft buried in her pussy the
whole time, the stranger flipped Charlotte over onto her back. She
grabbed her legs and pulled them back. From that angle, she could
see his bulging member as he ran it in and out of her. It looked so
wet as he pulled it back and then thrust it back in.

Charlotte knew she was the reason why it was
so hard and wet. In fact, her pussy felt like it kept getting even
wetter. She couldn’t stop her body from juicing all over him,
keeping his big cock soaking so that it could slide in and out of
her tightness.

The stranger grabbed both her breasts and
started squeezing them. In his lust, he squeezed hard. The shocks
of pain brought a new dimension to their fucking, and she couldn’t
keep her whimpers down.

“Are you going to come?” He asked.

“Yeah,” Charlotte replied. She could already
feel her pussy begin tightening around him, could feel the pressure
that had been building about to burst through and flood the rest of
her body.

He felt the tightness, too. His thrusts came
a little more slowly. “It’s so fucking warm...” he said, driving
his cock balls-deep into her.

Her breath shuddered out of her as the walls
of her pussy convulsed around his shaft. The dam broke, and waves
of pleasure coursed from one end of her body all the way to the
other and back again. The stranger gritted his teeth and kept on
thrusting, keeping her climax at its highest point.

Unable to help it, she let out a scream as
her eyes squeezed shut.

“Fuck!” The stranger said, barely able to
control himself.

The waves ebbed, and Charlotte took a
breath. The first thing she saw was her lover’s strained
expression. She knew he could barely contain himself, could barely
resist the desire to come. She wanted to make him come.

With an effort of will, she pushed him
away,. Getting down on her knees, she took him in her mouth again.
She could taste her pussy on his cock as her lips slid up and down
his length. She used her hand to stroke him as well.

He grabbed her hair and squeezed it in
fistfuls. Cupping his balls with her other hand; she felt them
tighten and moved her mouth faster in response.

The stranger groaned, his cock suddenly
swelling and throbbing. Charlotte pulled her lips back and opened
her mouth as wide as she could. They both watched as streams of cum
spurted from his member onto her tongue. It tasted hot and salty.
Charlotte stroked him faster, trying to milk it all out of him. He
flinched each time more erupted from his shaft.

When he finished, Charlotte showed him the
mouthful of his seed he’d given her before swallowing it all. She
licked his cock clean afterward, leaving the flesh nice and
shiny.

It softened only a little, and he had to
tuck it up into the loop of his pants to hide the bulge when he
pulled his pants back up.

The stranger watched as she pulled her dress
up. He grabbed the straps and put them back over her shoulders as
she hooked her panties and covered her pussy back up before
straightening the skirt out.

“I’m—“ he began.

Charlotte silenced him by holding her hand
up. “No. I don’t want to know. Let’s just leave it like this; an
enjoyable encounter between two people who just met.”

He looked at her, searching her face. One
part of her wanted to tell him her name, to make him take his cell
out so she could enter her number and tell him to call her
tomorrow. But she knew how it was going to end if she let him into
her life.

Checking through the small window in the
door after they’d gathered themselves, the stranger said that no
one was nearby. They both snuck out and went right back to the
coffee aisle. Charlotte grabbed the first decent-looking brand she
saw and went up to the checkout.

The stranger was behind her there, his own
coffee separated from hers by the plastic stick the cashier put
there to differentiate between the two of them.

She could feel him watching her as she
walked through the automatic doors. Down the street, she could see
the bus approaching the stop.

As she waited, she made plans to return to
the same store the next night. Charlotte had a feeling her stranger
would be there to meet her.









 Milk for Her Boss

 


Sylvia was really enjoying the experience of
being a mother. Even if the experience given her by fate was being
a single mother.

There was nothing like coming home after a
day at the office, paying the babysitter, and holding her baby in
her arms.

She thought of this while her fingers poised
over the keyboard. Something told her she needed to be typing
something, and that the office phone needed answering. But she was
lost. Lost in the memory of a sensation she’d found herself craving
more and more over the last few weeks.

As soon as the babysitter left her
apartment, Sylvia would pull down her shirt and bra, exposing one
perky, sensitive nipple.

Her tongue licked out over her lips, and she
felt a spark of electricity around her nipples then.

Then the glanced around, wondering if anyone
else had seen her. But there was nobody in the office aside from
her at that moment. Her boss, Chase, was behind closed doors on
some important conference call.

Sylvia bit her lip, trying to suppress the
surge of guilt and embarrassment that seemed to flood her lower
stomach.

Lately, she’d been imagining what it would
be like to feel Chase’s lips on her, sucking out her mother’s milk.
Just the mere thought sent a tingle down her spine, getting her wet
between the legs.

Turning her guilt around, Sylvia let her
imagination run wild.

“Oh, Mister Smith?” She’d say, buzzing
his office, “I need to give you something.”

He’d ignore her of course. He always ignored
everyone when he was on a call like that. So she’d open his door
and just walk in.

“Sylvia? What are you doing?” He would
say, covering the receiver of his phone.

Sylvia imagined turning the call off. He’d
squawk with indignation. Until she sat on his lap. She’d put her
index finger on his lips to silence him, smiling as she felt his
bulge harden against her body.

Then, just like at home, she’d pull out one
breast, the nipple already puckered, and pop it into his mouth.
Chase’s eyes would widen as Sylvia shuddered with the warmth of his
lips around her. Then he would start sucking.

Behind her desk, Sylvia bit down on her lip,
imagining the sweet tingle of warm milk flowing from her breast and
into her boss’s mouth...

The angry buzzing of the intercom broke her
fantasy. She looked down. The little red light that blinked was
like an enraged little eye, glaring at her.

Sylvia shifted her position in her chair,
feeling uncomfortably wet.

“Yes, Mister Smith?” Sylvia said, holding
down the intercom button.

“Is something wrong out there? I’m on a
conference call at the moment, and all I can hear from out there is
the damn phone ringing and ringing.”

The sound intruded on Sylvia’s consciousness
at that moment. Looking at the phone, she saw that three of the
four available lines were active. She cursed softly under her
breath.

“What was that?” Chase said.

Her cheeks burned. Maybe she hadn’t sworn as
softly as she thought she had.

“S...Sorry, Mister Smith. I was away from
the desk for a moment, there.”

Chase sighed. There was a pregnant pause.
Sylvia felt her pulse quicken, and she had a vague feeling that she
was about to get into trouble.

“Can you come in here, Sylvia? I think we
need to have a talk.”

“But what about your call?”

Another brief pause.

“It’s over, for now,” he said, “Please, step
into my office.”

As she let go of the intercom and stood,
Sylvia felt as though she was a teenager, on her way to the
principal for punishment.

It was only when she started opening the
door that she noticed the wet spots. There were two of them on her
chest, right where her nipples were. Her cheeks burned as she
realized her fantasy had been so intense that she’d actually
lactated a little.

There was no time to change; the door was
already half open. She just hoped that Chase wouldn’t notice.

She stepped into the office, turning most of
the way towards the door as she closed it. Thinking quickly, she
crossed her arms across her breasts as she turned around. It made
her look upset, but, she figured, that was better than
embarrassment.

“How nice of you to join me, Sylvia. Please,
have a seat.”

Turning, she looked at Chase. He sat behind
his desk, which had a black finish and was slightly too large for
the office. In order to step around it, Chase had to sidestep
between it and the wall. Still, it seemed a point of pride on his
part to have it in there.

At the moment, it was covered in various
opened file folders and loose sheets of paper.

Keeping one arm across her breasts, Sylvia
pulled out the chair and sat in it. If she leaned over, she
discovered that the large stacks of files and papers were high
enough to cover her chest from his view.

Chase looked frustrated. Lines creased his
forehead, and his jaw had an angry set to it. Something was up, she
knew. She also noticed how handsome and manly he looked at the
moment, and she found her eyes glued to his lips as he spoke.

“Look, Sylvia, I realize you had your baby
not that long ago, but your performance lately hasn’t been what I
expected. The company is at a critical juncture right now. I’m
swamped with all these damn papers,” he waved his hand over his
desk.

She noticed the gesture. It was as if he was
trying to magic all the work away. She knew then that he felt
overloaded and under-rewarded. Her face took on a sad expression.
She wished she could do something to ease the burden, if only for a
few moments.

“I need you at your best. Do you think you
can do that for me, for the company? If not... I think we may need
to replace you, at least for the duration of this touchy
point...”

Sylvia’s body trembled. Her lips parted as
she felt the wetness against her forearms. Oh God, I’m lactating
so much! She thought. She was also getting wetter in another
place. A place that made her squirm in her chair. The movement sent
little tingles through her pussy and up her back.

“Sylvia? Are you okay? Are you getting
enough sleep?”

Uncrossing her arms, Sylvia stood. She
smiled as Chase noticed the wetness on her blouse, his eyes
widening. He swallowed heavily, clearly having a hard time tearing
his eyes away from the sight.

Grabbing the knot of his tie, he loosened it
slightly. “Sylvia? Is everything okay? Wait... What are you
doing?”

Sylvia undid the top button two buttons of
her blouse. Her enlarged breasts pressed against the opening,
squeezing her cleavage together.

Smiling, Sylvia moved to the side of the
desk and sidled between it and the wall.

Chase started to stand, but Sylvia put her
hands on his shoulders and pushed him back down. His knuckles went
white as he gripped the armrests of his chair. Sylvia’s hands ran
down his firm chest, squeezing the muscles there. Then her fingers
found his tie. She undid it, pulling it off.

“Sylvia!”

“Shh, Mister Smith—Chase. Mommy can make it
all better... Yes, she can,” Sylvia cooed into his ear. She smiled
as she watched his nipples stiffen. His neck broke out in
goosebumps as she lightly nibbled on his earlobe.

Throwing his tie away, she put her hands
back on his chest again. Before he could do anything, she found his
bulge. She grabbed it, shuddering at the way it hardened and pulsed
at her touch.

“Mommy will take good care of you...” She
said.

“Please, Sylvia, I don’t think this is a
good idea...”

“But it is. I know how stressed out you are
right now. You just need a little bit of comfort from mommy to make
it all better. Don’t you?”

Stepping back, she spun his chair around to
face her. He swallowed again as she slowly undid her blouse all the
way down to her skirt, pulling the tails out. His cock throbbed in
his pants as she pulled the blouse off and let it fall to the floor
behind her.

Even just pressed against her bra, her
nipples sent shocks through her body. Her breath caught as she
squeezed her breasts, pushing them together.

Chase started standing, but she prodded him
in the chest with one finger and he sat back down.

“Uh uh, let mommy take care of you.
Okay?”

He nodded.

Smiling, Sylvia unhooked her bra. She hid
her nipples as she pulled it off, let it hang from one finger so he
could get a good look at it, then dropped it on her blouse.

“Oh!” Chase said as she sat on his lap.

His hips rose unconsciously, grinding his
hardness against her.

“Is my baby thirsty?” Sylvia said.

She grabbed him by the back of the head. He
didn’t resist as she pulled his face down into her cleavage.
Another shudder ripped through her body as his hot breath rushed
across the hot flesh of her milk-filled breasts.

“Is baby thirsty? Does he want mommy?”
Sylvia said.

It was Chase’s turn to shudder, then. He
nodded as his hot breaths rushed out against her faster and faster.
He’d gotten so hard against her pussy that she thought he was going
to burst right through his slacks.

His hair felt so soft as she tightened her
fingers in it. She could feel his need for her. He needed her body,
he needed her comfort.

Sylvia needed to feel his lips encircle her
nipple and suck her dry.

“Here you go, baby...”

She guided his lips down her cleavage. The
tip of his tongue trailed along her flesh, leaving a clear and
shiny trail of saliva behind it. As his mouth moved farther down,
she stopped covering her nipples with her other hand.

No longer held together, her breasts parted.
Chase’s face pressed between them. Sylvia gasped as trickles of
warm milk spilled from her sensitive nipples down her fingers. He
kissed the hot flesh between them. Sylvia let go of his head and
pushed her mounds together around the sides of his face.

Chase shivered beneath her, his cock
swelling even larger.

After a few moments of pleasant suffocation,
Chase pulled his face back. His hair was all dishevelled, and his
cheeks were red. His eyes looked watery as he stared up into her
face.

“Who am I?” Sylvia asked.

“Mommy,” Chase said, blinking up at her.

“Good boy,” Sylvia replied, smiling.

She pushed one of her nipples against his
lips. Another trickle of milk moved down his chin.

Opening his mouth, Chase sucked part of her
breast into his mouth. She moaned for him as his tongue swished
over her nipple, making her breast break out into goosebumps. She
moaned some more as his tongue moved over her areola. He swallowed
the milk trickling out of her.

“Suck on me, baby,” Sylvia said. She stroked
the soft hair at the back of his head.

Chase put one arm around the small of her
back and pulled her closer to him. The other hand he put around the
part of her breast he couldn’t fit into his mouth. He squeezed
it.

“Oh!” Sylvia said, throwing her head
back.

Then Chase put his tongue against her nipple
as his fingers squeezed a little harder. When he pressed on it in a
certain way with his tongue, the milk squirted from her. He nearly
choked, it came out of her so fast. But he swallowed it all. His
tongue rubbed against her, his fingers tightening, as he took more
and more from her body.

The hand on the small of her back moved down
to her ass, squeezing the firm flesh there. She started grinding
her pussy against his cock.

“That’s it, baby, take your fill from
mommy...”

Chase made a deep sound of satisfaction in
his throat. The vibrations reverberated through Sylvia’s body. More
milk trickled from the nipple not in his mouth.

His tongue had turned into something
electric against her flesh. Every time it moved up and down against
her nipple, it shocked her. The energy seemed to flow directly into
her sopping little pussy. Even though she couldn’t see, she knew
she’d already soaked through her panties. There was probably a wet
spot on his crotch from her wetness, she knew.

Then his teeth pressed down lightly around
her stiff nipple. A shock of pain made Sylvia throw her head back
in a pleasurable agony.

“Mommy...” Chase said, pulling back. His
lips trailed for a moment along her nipple. It was all red from his
sucking and biting.

She gritted her teeth, pulling his head to
the other side. His eyes squeezed shut as he sucked her other
nipple into his mouth. A fresh torrent of warm milk flowed against
his tongue. There was so much that it trickled from the corners of
his mouth, down his chin and onto his neck.

“There, doesn’t that feel better? Are you
feeling happier now?” Sylvia asked.

Chase’s eyes opened and he looked up into
hers. He started sucking so hard on her nipple that Sylvia’s mouth
fell open. She made a fist of her hand at the back of his head,
pulling on his hair. He moaned, and again she felt those wonderful
vibrations move through her body.

Her pussy got wetter, and she rubbed herself
against his bulge even harder.

He bit down on that nipple too. He rolled it
around a little between his teeth. Her breaths shuddering in and
out of her, Sylvia grabbed his face with both hands and forced as
much of her breast as could fit into his mouth.

More and more of her warm milk escaped from
his lips. He squeezed her ass, pulling her pussy harder against his
cock.

She knew her little love button had to be
stiff, too. More shocks of pleasure moved up through her body as
his hardness rubbed her there.

“Suck mommy harder!” Sylvia said.

Chase thrust up against her as he obeyed her
command. Sylvia screamed, her toes curling as her pussy juiced, the
walls spasming as her breasts tingled and her legs seemed to go
numb.

As sweat began running down her forehead,
Sylvia stood up. Chase’s mouth made a popping noise as her long,
stiff nipple pulled out from his lips. Both her reddened nipples
stung from his lucking, biting, and sucking. Every part of her that
had been in his mouth had changed from her fair complexion to
red.

Chase tried to catch his breath, wiping at
the milk surrounding his mouth with the back of one forearm.

“Mommy isn’t done yet,” Sylvia said. She
could still see some tension in those eyes.

She looked down at his crotch. The front of
his pants covering his bulging cock was soaked with the juices
she’d rubbed on him from her pussy.

Crouching down in front of him, Sylvia undid
his belt. Chase threw his head back as she unzipped him. His hands
grabbed for the armrests of his chair, squeezing them until they
creaked under his grip.

“Let’s see what you’re hiding from me, young
man,” Sylvia said.

She yanked his slacks partway down his
thighs. She watched with glee as his cock strained against the
elastic of his briefs, trying to get free.

“You’ve been such a bad boy for me...”
Sylvia said.

Part of his thick shaft was showing. She
grabbed it, pulling his shaft free. The tip of his cock was coated
with precum. Sylvia made a tight ring of her fingers around the
base of his cock, then ran that ring up his length. Her pussy
tingled at how warm and hard he was. A big dollop of precum leaked
from the tip of his member as her fingers came up to the ride
around the head.

“Such a bad boy... Here, let mommy make it
better...”

Throwing her hair back behind her shoulders,
she pointed his cock at her mouth. Chase shuddered as her lips
parted over him. She made a sound in her throat as she enjoyed the
taste of his precum. As soon as she licked the tip clean, more came
out.

The ring she made with her fingers started
moving up and down his length as she sucked on the head. Chase
lifted his hips, trying to push more of himself into her. She
didn’t let him. Running her tongue along the ridges around the head
seemed to shock him, and he scrunched his eyes shut and sat back
down.

“Don’t you have something to give to mommy?”
Sylvia said, pulling her mouth back for a moment.

She started stroking him faster, gripping
him harder. The skin on his cock moved back and forth under her
grasp.

Chase’s breath seemed to catch in his
throat. His mouth opened, and she felt his cock swell in her
hand.

“That’s a good boy. Give it all to your
mommy...”

She put her mouth back down over the head
and sucked as hard as she could. Her eyes widened as his balls
seemed to lift a little. His cock flexed in her mouth. She kept her
lips locked around him, stroking up and down his length as fast as
she could.

He rewarded her with spurt after spurt of
hot cum. She swallowed it all as it shot against the back of her
throat. Each time, he seemed to go rigid in his chair. His face
twisted, his teeth bared and gritted.

She kept stroking him the whole time, urging
it all out of him and onto her tongue. It was so warm in her mouth,
and salty.

Finally, when he slowed down, she milked the
rest out of him with her fingers and then licked him clean.

She made him arch his back so she could pull
his briefs and pants back up.

As she did his pants back up, she said,
“There, now isn’t it all better?”

When he didn’t speak, she looked up into his
eyes. He seemed to tremble a little under her stare.

Finally, he said, “Yes...”

Sylvia dug her nails into her thighs and he
hissed. “Yes, what?” She asked, giving him her best “mommy”
tone.

He swallowed and glanced around the office.
She smiled at his apparent discomfort.

“Yes, mommy... Thank you,” he said.

She relaxed her fingers and he sighed,
“That’s a good boy. I’m going back out to my desk. Don’t work
yourself up too much, or I’ll have to come in here and make sure
you’re fed again.”

Sylvia picked up her bra and blouse. She
hooked her bra back into place as she stood. Doing up her blouse,
she squeezed her way out from his desk and left his office.

Sitting down at her own desk, she smiled.
Her breasts still stung, but it had felt so good. It felt even
better than before, she thought, being a mother.









 Pretenders in Love

 


Arrival

 


Oliver stepped out of the helicopter. The
rotors scything through the air above his head buffeted him with
wind, making his short-sleeve button-up flutter and tug at his
body. The trip over to the island had been relatively brief, but it
still felt good to have his feet on solid ground again.

Turning around, he offered his hand.
Smiling, Priscilla accepted it. She always wore just a little too
much makeup. The wind from the helicopter threatened to tear the
bug-eyed sunglasses she wore right off her face. She yelled
something, but Oliver couldn’t make it out.

An attendant wearing a smart suit came out
and removed their luggage, then motioned for them to follow him
inside.

Oliver took a moment to look around. The
island was substantial. Big enough that he couldn’t see clear
across, but small enough that he could make out the golden curves
of the beaches at one end. High in the sky as it was, the sun cast
reflecting rays that caught in the water.

They entered the hotel, the automatic door
closing behind them. The roar of the helicopter became muffled.

“Goodness! What a racket. Wouldn’t you say
so, Oliver, sweetie?” Priscilla said. She hadn’t taken off her
sunglasses yet, even though they were inside. She squeezed Oliver’s
hand.

“Yeah,” Oliver said.

He was too taken with the interior of the
hotel to really pay attention to what she said. Massive chandeliers
hung down from fifty-foot ceilings. They glittered and sparkled

Are those real diamonds? Oliver
wondered. He was sure they were. They had to be, in that place.

The lobby had a grand staircase, apparently
built to exactly emulate the one on the Titanic. Men and women sat
in the dining room, sipping water from crystal pipettes. He was
sure the suits the waiters wore cost more than a thousand a
piece.

“Come on, dear. I want to get up to our
room,” Priscilla said.

Their attendant pretended not to notice as
Priscilla let her lips brush against Oliver’s earlobe. He tried not
to jump as her fingers pinched his bottom.

“That’s my boy,” she said.

Plastering his face with a now-familiar Ken
doll smile, Oliver led her over to the check-in desk.

“Good day, sir and madam,” said a man with
the thinnest moustache Oliver had ever seen, “Welcome to the
Tiberius Retreat and Resort. Names, please.”

It was brand new; the construction finished
just the previous month. Priscilla had arranged for them to stay in
a room that had not yet been used. It had apparently cost her an
amount that made Oliver blush. But then again, that was why he was
with her.

The attendant led them up to their room,
which was on the fifth floor. The door had only a black pad where a
door handle and lock would have been. Oliver pressed his hand
against it, letting it read his palm. The door slid open as it
accepted his print.

“Take the bags from this poor boy, will you,
Oliver?” Priscilla said.

She stepped into the room. Even though she
was older, the pair of Bermuda shorts she wore hugged around thighs
and hips that were still rather shapely. She wasn’t an ugly woman
by any stretch. Fifteen years ago, she had probably been stunning.
But the time and the tans had taken their toll.

Her bank account, on the other hand, had
only grown more and more attractive.

“Thanks,” Oliver said, accepting the bags
from the attendant. He gave Oliver a look that was part sympathy,
part contempt. Oliver didn’t begrudge him that look. He watched as
the door slid shut after the attendant left.

Staring at the door, he could hear the rush
of surf somewhere in the distance.

“All alone again... How nice...” Priscilla
said.

She slipped her hands under his arms from
behind. Her fingers felt the hard muscles of his abdominals, moving
up to squeeze his chest.

Closing his eyes, Oliver leaned his head
back so that it rested on her shoulder. He found her skin bare.
She’d already stripped off all her clothes. She sucked his earlobe
into her mouth again, soaking it with her saliva.

One finger continued playing with his nipple
as the other travelled back down his stomach.

It pushed into his shorts, wrapping around
him. His member flexed in her hand as she started stroking it. A
shudder went through him. Feeling it, she purred at him. Oliver’s
own fingers tightened on the handles of the luggage.

“Come to bed,” she said, turning him
around.

She pulled his shirt off as he turned to
take in the room. It was enormous. In any city back in the States,
it would have been a respectable apartment for a family of four.
Here, it was meant to serve only two.

There was a king-size bed against one wall.
Priscilla shoved him down onto the sheets. They felt so smooth
against his bare chest and stomach. Their thread count had to be in
the thousands. Oliver tried to concentrate on that frictionless
feeling against his body as Priscilla grabbed her bag.

“It’s in here, isn’t it? I know I had it
packed... Ah!”

It was a wooden paddle, its grip well-worn
and sweat-stained from much use. Turning to look at her, Oliver saw
that Priscilla’s nipples had hardened. She tossed the paddle on the
bed beside him. Hooking her fingers like claws into the waist of
his pants, she yanked them down.

She smacked his ass. “So firm, so young...”
she said, squeezing him. “Are you ready for your punishment?”

“Yes,” Oliver said.

She picked up the paddle, then made him
spread his legs apart so that she could stand between them as they
hung from the foot of the bed.

“You’ve been such a bad boy...”

Oliver hissed as the paddle struck his bare
flesh. The sting made his hands tighten, squeezing the sheet in his
clenched fingers.

Priscilla groaned as the paddle smacked his
bare cheeks again and again.

“So very bad,” she said.

He looked over his shoulder at her. She had
a small, sinister smile on her face. Once again, Oliver found
himself wondering if all the luxuries brought to him by being with
her were worth it.

“Do you like it? Is it getting you hard?”
Priscilla yelled at him.

He hoped the walls were soundproof. Smiling
again, he nodded at her.

***

“Over here, dear. Take a look at this!”
Layla said. She pointed to the ceiling of the Tiberius’ lobby. It
was painted in a huge mural. God stretched out his hand toward
Adam, who reclined, limp-wristed, unwilling to meet his creator
half-way.

“Just like in Rome,” Ethan said, putting his
arm around her bared shoulders.

She didn’t know why Ethan had insisted on
wearing a full suit on their first day at the resort. She tried to
hide her small smile as she realized it was probably jealousy. He
didn’t want to show off his prize at the beach. He wasn’t wearing
anything suitable, so she couldn’t go. Not without him.

 

And she’d bought such a bikini, too. After
they’d gotten out of the helicopter, Ethan had stepped between her
and the attendant so that he couldn’t see Layla. It was strange; he
liked her to wear tight, revealing clothing. But only he was
allowed to see her in them. Ethan was a jealous man.

But also rich. Very, very rich.

He had a kind smile, which somewhat made up
for his mostly grey hair and a forehead with wrinkles so deep that
Layla often wondered if someone had cut them into his skin.

A server walked over to them with a silver
platter. Two flutes filled with champagne were on it.

“Refreshments?” The man said. He smiled,
showing off perfectly square and white teeth.

She hadn’t seen anyone without a perfect
smile, and a perfectly tailored suit. It was beginning to feel as
though she was in some strange science fiction film.

“Are they all clones or something?” Layla
whispered a little too loudly into Ethan’s ear as he accepted the
champagne.

The server pretended to not have heard.
Ethan’s ears burned a bright red as he gave the man a tight-lipped
smile. He handed Layla her champagne, then rounded on her as soon
as they server left.

“You’re lucky that you are so beautiful,” he
said, smiling.

She could tell it was only half a joke.

Layla nuzzled the tip of his nose with hers,
enjoying his embarrassment. “And you’re lucky that you are so
rich.”

She’d made it no secret to him that his
charms weren’t the reason she’d begun a relationship. So long as
she didn’t go to other men, he didn’t seem to mind.

Sometimes, at night while she lay next to
him as he snored, she couldn’t sleep. It was in those quiet moments
that she questioned her life up to that point, and what she’d done
with it.

Layla detested the quiet more than any other
thing in her life.

“Shall we take a rest in our room? I think I
could do with a lay down,” Ethan said. He took another sip from his
flute before putting it down on a nearby glass table. A server
swooped in and took it away before it could ruin the aesthetic of
the room.

“No! Let’s stay. I had enough of being still
on the helicopter.”

Something about the air in that place
excited her. She wanted to see everything. If the lobby had diamond
chandeliers, what about other parts of the resort? What about the
beaches? She thought of her bikini.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw a
couple go up to the front desk. There was a man, tall, his broad
shoulders displayed by a shirt a size too small. He was with a
woman whose skin had been turned to leather from too much tanning.
She had enormous sunglasses on that hid a good portion of her
face.

Ethan followed her gaze. His eyebrows
climbed up his forehead when he saw the man. Grabbing her by the
shoulders, he turned her to face the other direction.

“Let’s go get a bite. Air travel always
leaves me with an appetite,” Ethan said, putting her hand in the
crook of his arm.

He was already getting hot and sweaty. Layla
wished that he hadn’t insisted on wearing a black suit.

“Besides,” he continued, “I believe that
there’s supposed to be some sort of dance later on.”

Layla felt as though she’d been bound in
golden chains. As they left the lobby, those chains tightened
around her.

 


Glimpse

 


Oliver did up the last button on his shirt,
hiding the long scratch marks left on his chest. His body felt sore
and used. Every movement that caused his pants to brush against his
flesh made him want to wince.

Priscilla had been extra energetic with her
paddle for some reason. He wondered if it was the air. Breathing it
in through his nose, he did find it had a certain fresh quality to
it that invigorated his senses.

Layla sat naked on the foot of the bed, a
satisfied smile on her lips as she watched her most prized toy
dress up in his tuxedo.

As he began putting the bowtie on, she
slinked up behind him. He watched her in the mirror, making sure
his own face didn’t betray his inner feelings. She wrapped her arms
around him again, pressing her nakedness against his back.

“Here, let me do that for you...”

Her hands slid up his body. She expertly
tied his bowtie, pulling the loops tight. Looking at himself in the
mirror, even he had to admit he looked pretty smart.

“My James Bond,” Priscilla said.

Oliver swallowed as her hands moved down his
body. She stuck her hands into the pockets of his slacks.

“Oh, do you have a license to carry a
concealed weapon?” Priscilla asked, grabbing his member and giving
it a squeeze.

It felt like a horde of bugs was making it
way slowly up his spine. Oliver squeezed his eyes shut for a
moment, trying to get back into the right headspace. He thought of
what he’d left behind, before taking up with Priscilla. He
desperately did not want to go back to those times, no matter the
price.

“A license to kill,” he replied in his best
Connery accent. She laughed. It was a throaty noise that he might
have expected from a middle-aged man sitting at some seedy bar.

“I’ll have to inspect that license
closely... After we get back from this little meet and greet the
resort has arranged,” Priscilla whispered, her lips brushing
against his ear the whole time.

Laughing again, she let go of him and moved
to their luggage. Oliver sighed, straightening out his tie. He
couldn’t quite meet his reflection’s gaze. It had been some time
since he’d been able to look himself in the eye.

Priscilla pulled on some glittering
monstrosity of a dress that exposed too much of her leathery chest.
He hadn’t noticed her put on any underwear, either. The pair of
shoes she chose would have put Cinderella to shame as they
scintillated in the light of the waning sun.

Oliver walked over to the wide bay window.
They had a good view of the beach from up here. The orange-red
light of dusk caught in the crests of the little waves in the
water, making it look as though it were on fire.

“Come, come, we’ll be late!” Priscilla said,
snatching him by the arm and pulling him from his reverie.

The suit he had on had been hand-crafted in
Rome. He had the inkling that it had costed tens of thousands of
dollars. Even though the fit was technically perfect, it felt
strange on his body as he walked towards the elevator.

The doors opened, and they joined in with a
few other people wearing finery on their way to the ball.

As the doors closed, Oliver thought about
how it felt very close to having nothing at all, even though he had
access to just about any material thing he could possibly
desire.

***

Layla stood behind Ethan, her arms wrapped
loosely around his shoulders. He’d found a seat at a circular table
with a silk tablecloth. Apparently, he knew the other people who
sat there with him. They talked about business, the news, stocks.
Layla couldn’t keep her eyes off the dance floor.

Couples twirled in magnificent circles. The
men all looked so sharp in their tuxes. Some of the woman wore
truly stunning gowns that lifted slightly around their legs as they
spun in circles.

When Ethan had said that there was going to
be a dance, and that they were going to it, Layla had been excited.
Now that they were there, she realized that he had no interested in
dancing.

To Ethan, it all seemed like some spectator
sport. Something pretty to look at, but to never engage in himself.
She thought that he probably figured he’d spent too much on this
little getaway to actually put any effort in. Feeling how thin he
was beneath his suit, she wondered if he’d even be capable of
dancing with her.

She wondered if that was how he thought of
her: something pretty to look at and spend money on, but to never
actually engage with himself. Their own private dances in bed
always had Layla doing the leading.

He also always insisted on arriving
everywhere very early. It was only after they’d been at their table
nearly half an hour that the guests began coming in earnest.

Somehow, even with all the bodies in the
grand room, the air still felt crisp and energetic. Waiters who
seemed incapable of sweating kept the champagne flowing. There must
have been enough of the bubbling liquid in the room to fill an
Olympic swimming pool.

Layla felt like she was stuck in some sort
of vortex of silence. People moved around her as though she didn’t
exist, their talk and laughter muffled, as though coming in through
two panes of glass. She felt like an outsider looking in, or
perhaps like a fish in a bowl, staring out through the impenetrable
glass at the world around her.

The grand doors at the end of the hall
opened, sliding into their walls. More guests came in. Layla hardly
paid any attention until something caught her eye.

She looked. Yes, it was the leathery woman
from earlier. She hung off the arm and shoulder of a tall man like
a drunk. He now wore a trim tuxedo, showing off his broad shoulders
and chest and his thin waste.

He looked so deeply melancholic and sad,
even with the fake smile on his face. It was like some puppet
master was holding up the corners of his mouth with strings.

His gaze swept the room, taking in the
casual opulence. He tried to wave a server away, but the woman on
his arm forced a flute of champagne into his hand. She clinked
their glasses together hard enough to send half the bubbling liquid
onto the floor. Then she laughed.

The man took a long swallow from his, then
continued looking around.

Their eyes met.

For just an instant, the entire facade
dropped away. Even from across the room, she knew his eyes were
blue and sharp as they locked on hers. Her body shuddered as what
felt like a bolt of lightning sizzled down her spine. Her arms
tightened around Ethan.

“What is it, sweetie?” Ethan said, tugging
at her wrist.

Reality crashed back in around her, and she
looked down into his smiling face.

“Nothing... I just had a chill for a moment,
there.”

“I’ll tell them to adjust the temperature,”
Ethan said, patting her hand. He forgot about it a moment later as
he looked back to the others at the table.

When Layla looked up, the man was gone. She
searched around for him, her eyes flicking around faster and
faster.

***

Glass of champagne in one hand, Ethan did
his best to ignore Priscilla’s cackle. His wrist was wet from when
she’d hit his flute hard enough to send bubbling, sticky liquid all
over his bared skin.

It had been exactly as he’d expected: rich
people dancing and carousing, ignoring the waiters as though the
champagne delivered itself.

Then he saw her.

She was across the room, wearing a low-cut
silver dress. Her arms were draped around an old man who seemed to
be ignoring her. Her hair fell to her bare shoulders in blonde
waves. She seemed just as bored as he was, and he knew her for what
she was right away: a pretender.

Just like him.

When she looked at him, he felt his stomach
tighten. For just a moment, the sound of Priscilla’s awful laughter
dropped away and there existed only he and the beautiful woman
across the room.

Then the old man touched her wrist and she
looked down at him.

“Come on, I see some people I know,”
Priscilla said.

She had to tug extra hard on his arm, since
his feet refused to budge. Then Oliver shook his head, remembering
his place. He smiled down at Priscilla and followed her into a
throng of people. He kept trying to look over their heads to the
woman. She still hadn’t looked up.

Then he found himself seated.

The party wore on well into the night. The
ceiling in this grand hall was one giant skylight. High above, the
stars twinkled down at the tropical paradise.

Someone had asked him what he did for a
living. Priscilla had squeezed his knee threateningly. He smiled
politely at the man as Priscilla explained that she’d found him
working at some obscure law firm that no one would be familiar
with. It was the same story she’d used a dozen times before.

Oliver kept trying to lift himself out of
his seat. Everyone had been seated by now. The tables formed up in
a broad rectangle around the central dance floor. Now that supper
had been served, there were very few couples still twirling in each
other’s arms.

Still, he couldn’t find her.

His throat locked up, and he felt a sudden
feeling of suffocation. Expensive perfumes and colognes lingered in
the air.

He pulled at his bowtie, trying to get some
air into his lungs. He noticed a door on the other side of the room
as it swung shut. There was a balcony beyond it. Air, he
thought, I need some fresh air.

Priscilla protested as he stood. His chair
nearly fell over, he did it so quickly. She grabbed at his wrist,
but he shook his arm free.

She wouldn’t make a scene, he knew. Not with
all the people who knew her around. They might figure out what was
going on between them, that he wasn’t some lawyer she’d fallen in
with.

She would punish him later, he knew. But, at
that moment, he didn’t care.

“Sorry,” he gasped, pushing his way through
the throng.

A pair of dancers had to hop out of his way
as he rushed across the dance floor, his shoes clicking off the
polished wood. His vision had begun to tunnel by the time he
reached the door. Opening it, he stepped through. He shut it behind
him, drowning out the sounds of reverie.

They were replaced by the steady slosh of
water some distance far below. Gasping, Oliver grabbed at the rail
along the edge of the balcony. The water looked like a flat, black
sheet under the light of the stars.

 


Spark

 


Layla had been standing in the corner of the
balcony when he burst through. She knew right away it was the man
from across the room she’d seen. She watched as he grabbed onto the
rail of the balcony, shaking. His fingers squeezed around the
metal, holding on for dear life it seemed.

He took deep, gasping breaths, as though
he’d been choking.

Something made her stay back in the shadows
and watch him. She saw his broad shoulders expanding with his
breaths. It was like some great weight had been lifted from him,
leaving that place filled with those people.

Layla felt the same way.

A cool breeze from off the water wafted
past. It felt good on her bare skin. It brought with it the salty
smell of the ocean.

Finally, he seemed to have calmed down.

“Hello,” she said, stepping forward out of
the shadow.

She smiled as he started, turning around.
His wide eyes softened when he saw her. He still held onto the
rail, unwilling as yet to let go.

“Hello,” he said.

“Are you okay?”

He shrugged. “I saw you when I came in. You
were with that older man.”

“And you were with that woman who looked
leathery enough to be turned into a purse.”

The air seemed to spark between them as they
stared at each other. She noticed that even leaning over, he was
tall enough that she had to look up into his face. She liked
that.

The water continued splashing against the
rocks below, providing a rhythm to the silence.

“I know what you are,” he said.

Layla moved up beside him, leaning her back
against the rail and gripping it, mirroring his position. She
tossed her hair back behind her shoulder with a flick of her head.
She smiled at him.

“Oh? What do you think I am?”

“You’re a pretender. Like me. We find
desperate and lonely rich older people, who’ve been able to buy
everything they want in life except one thing...”

“What’s that?” Layla asked.

“Companionship. We give them what they
crave.”

He and Layla stared at the wall for a while,
both lost in the same thought. They did provide companionship to
those able to pay for it. But it seemed that they got nothing in
return.

Layla wrestled with the term he’d used. That
“Pretender.” It was true that she and Ethan hadn’t started their
relationship in the traditional sense. She’d been telling herself
he’d grow on her. Had she been lying to herself the whole time?

Finally, she looked at him. He caught her
movement, turning his head to look at her in return. The starlight
seemed to sparkle in his eyes. There was a warmth in Layla’s body
that she thought she’d never feel again, as she felt those eyes
look into her, through her.

“I’m Layla,” she said.

The man considered her for a while before
finally giving his name as, “Oliver.”

A jolt of adrenaline made Layla’s body
shiver as a dangerous idea occurred to her. It felt so strange to
be seen as she truly was. There was a peculiar sense of
vulnerability that came along with it. Then again, she figured, he
was in the same position as her.

She found it hard to speak for a few
moments.

“Oliver... 302.”

He frowned at her as she went back inside.
She felt giddy, like she wanted to skip.

Then she saw Ethan. He’d turned around in
his chair, and was looking at her with a frown. Trying to make
herself look tired, she tilted her head against her hands, feigning
sleep. Then she pointed at the door. He nodded at her, giving his
permission.

The rest of the hotel was empty. Everyone
was at the ball. Layla took the elevator up to the third floor. She
pushed her hand against the cool black glass panel to room 302. Her
heart seemed to skip a beat as she sat down on the bed. Will he
understand?

She supposed it was kind of a test to put to
him. He’d have to get give his own excuses, then he’d have to get
upstairs.

Kicking off her shoes, she tapped the floor
with her bare toes. The minutes counted away. She could see the
door from the bed. Concentrating, she willed for there to be a
knock.

He isn’t coming, she thought.

Then he came. She reached the door before
his third knock, hitting the button to open it. He put one hand on
the doorframe and looked down into her eyes.

“No pretending,” she said.

Grabbing him by the collar, she pulled him
inside. The door hissed shut beside them as she pushed him against
the wall. He grabbed her body and crushed her against him. He felt
so strong.

Her lips found his. They were warm, and
desperate. They clawed at each other. She sucked his bottom lip
into her mouth and bit down on it as she felt him harden against
her stomach.

She let his lip pull out from between her
teeth. He stared into her eyes, his hot, sweet breath washing over
her face.

“I need something,” she said.

The words seemed to pluck a string inside
him. Layla knew then that the woman he’d been with had only ever
taken from him, never letting him give what he wanted.

She squealed as he picked her up and carried
her over to the bed. He put her down on it, her hair fanning out
around her head. Her mouth opened as she felt herself get wet with
desire.

Looking at him, a deep need in her eyes, she
said, “Kiss me...”

He supported himself on his hands above her
as her body writhed beneath him. Their lips touched again, sending
a shock through both of their bodies. The touch seemed so honest,
so raw in its intent and need. It was something neither had felt in
far too long.

“Oh!” Layla said.

Oliver slid down onto his knees onto the
floor by the foot of the bed. Shoving his hands up under her silver
dress, he grabbed her by the hips and pulled her so that part of
her bottom hung off the bottom of the bed.

“God...” She breathed as he pushed her dress
up.

Layla hadn’t put on any underwear. She’d
been planning on trying to make Ethan touch her, even though she’d
known that he wouldn’t.

Some of her juices glistened in her moist
slit. Her back arched and she grabbed handfuls of the sheet as
Oliver left trails of hot, wet kisses on her inner thighs.

“Kiss me...” She said again.

Grabbing her knees, Oliver pushed her legs
up against her chest. She was bared fully to him, completely at his
mercy.

The juices flowed in her, leaving her
soaking for him.

He kissed her sex, right above her stiff
little clit. She yelped as he sucked it into his mouth and let his
tongue run around it in circles. Stars exploded in her vision as
her nerves came alive.

He seemed so hungry for her. He groaned in
deep satisfaction as he tasted her body. He stopped sucking on her
clit. Instead, he let the tip of his tongue slide down her wet slit
to her hole. He poked it into her and she moaned. It slid against
her slick walls.

Looking down her body, she saw that she’d
already soaked his cheeks. They glistened wetly with her
desire.

Oliver just seemed to get hungrier the more
he licked her. He lapped up all her juices as he coaxed them from
her with his tongue. It was electric inside her. Her nipples
puckered against her dress, and she shivered with every swipe he
gave her.

Ethan used his thumbs to pull her lips
apart. Working up some spit, he spat on her. Then he rubbed his own
saliva into her flesh with his tongue.

It felt so good. Her fingers and toes felt
numb as her entire being concentrated on the feelings he excited
from her sopping little pussy.

He used his jaw and neck to lick her as
quickly as he good. Each time, her hips jerked, driving her pussy
harder against his tongue.

“Yes!” Layla screamed.

She grabbed the back of his head with both
hands and pulled his face even harder against her.

Again, Oliver sucked her stiff love button
into his mouth. His tongue rubbed against it mercilessly. Even
though her eyes were open, Layla could no longer see anything but a
constant, blinding explosion of multicoloured desire.

Her whole body tightened up as he brought
her to a deep climax. She screamed his name again and again. He
kept his lips locked onto her the whole time as she bucked against
him. Her wetness spilled out down his chin, soaking his neck as
well.

As soon as she let go of his head, he fell
backwards, catching himself with his hands. Again, she watched him
gasp for breath. His lips and cheeks were rubbed red, and his
formerly neat hair was all dishevelled. She saw his hardness, then,
pressing against his slacks.

She jumped off the bed, reaching for him,
wanting to make him feel as good as he’d made her.

Then he caught her hands and shoved her back
against the bed. Their noses touched, they were so close
together.

She kissed him, savoring her own taste in
his mouth.

“Let me touch you,” she said.

He didn’t blink as he looked in her eyes.
“No... I... We can’t see each other again,” he said.

She sat on the floor, her legs splayed out,
as she watched him leave. She smiled as the door closed behind
him.

***

Back in the room he shared with Layla,
Oliver stripped off his tux. He threw the expensive outfit in an
undignified pile in the corner. Sweat slicked his chest. Layla
still hadn’t returned.

He punched the wall as he thought about her.
“Damn it!” He said.

You can’t ruin this for yourself! Moron!

He squeezed his eyes shut, but all he saw
was Layla’s face, still flushed from her orgasm. He’d wanted her so
badly, then. But he knew if he went any further, he would be
ruining not only his life, but hers.

She’d excited something inside him.
Something he thought to never feel it again.

His body trembled as he thought of what had
just happened. It was so strange; he’d only known her for a very
short time, but he felt like he knew her. And that she knew him,
too.

As he stepped into the shower, another
thought occurred to him. What if not going any further ruined both
of them even more?

As the water sprayed out of the showerhead,
he hoped that Layla would get the paddle out again that night. He
knew that he deserved it.









 Sorority Shave

 


“So you’ll be
here in about half an hour, then?” Hannah asked, pressing the phone
to the side of her head with her shoulder. She was trying to do her
nails at the same time.

“Great!” She
said. Then, carefully grabbing the phone, she hung up.

Putting the
finishing touch on her toes, she laid back in her bed against the
pillows. She wore nothing but a white bra and a pair of white
panties.

Smiling, she
thought about how nice it was to live by herself (well, except for
the roommate), away from home. College was going great. It was only
Hannah’s first year, but she’d already rushed her sorority and made
so many friends.

Something knocked against the wall. It was her roommate,
Anne. Hannah didn’t live by herself, but she did live away from her
parents. And
that’s what counts, she
thought.

Living
at home, she wouldn’t even think of running her hand slowly down
the smooth skin of her stomach. She wouldn’t think of how it felt
to run the tip of her index finger down her underwear over her
slit. The fabric was a little damp, already. Tonight is going to be so
hot, she
thought.

There were
three other girls coming over for a little girls-only night. There
would be movies and talking and some other things, too. It was the
thought of these other things that made Hannah moisten her
panties.

Hannah
gently ran her fingertip up and down her slit, passing the time
until her nails dried. She could feel her pubic hair moving beneath
the fabric, tickling at the tender flesh around her pussy.
That has to
go, Hannah thought. She
sucked in her lip between her teeth. She badly wanted to move the
fabric to the side and find out how wet she was making herself, but
she resisted. There would be time for that later.

When
everything was nice and dry, Hannah slipped on a pair of tight
shorts and pulled a tank top down over her bra.

Stepping out
into the hall, she nearly ran into Anne. Anne was shorter, had dark
hair, and a very perky set of tits that Hannah secretly envied.

“Oh! Sorry,”
Hannah said. She looked Anne up and down. The other girl was still
in her PJs. “Going to stay in those all day?”

Anne grinned.
“Yeah,” winking, she said, “Easier to slip out of.” Anne was in on
the girl’s night. She knew about the extra special event. Hannah
knew she was going to finally be able to see those nice tits all
bare, and everything else, too.

Hannah had
just finished setting everything out in the living room when
someone knocked on the door. Answering it, Hannah was greeted by
three pretty and smiling faces. They were all her sorority sisters.
First to come in was Jan. She was tall and had an ass that everyone
wanted to squeeze. Following Jan and bearing a couple sleeping
blankets under her arms was Tara, a smoking redhead with tits
almost the same calibre as Anne’s. The third and final sorority
sister was a first year like Hannah. Her name was Allie. She was
short and petite, with platinum hair. She was also a little
shy.

“Everyone just
make yourself comfy by the TV,” Hannah said, waving her hand in the
direction of the living room.

Even though it
was only late in the afternoon, Hannah and Anne managed to convince
the other three to change into their pyjamas early. The three
visitors grabbed theirs out of their bags while Hannah went up to
her room to change. She didn’t do much, basically just changing out
her shorts for some PJ bottoms and taking off her bra. Her nipples
were plainly visible under the thin fabric of the tank top now, but
that was fine. It was all a part of the plan.

Back
downstairs, Hannah was delighted to see that none of the other
girls had their bras on under their shirts, either. She had to
force herself to stop looking at Tara, whose hard nipples poked at
the very tight shirt she wore.

“Are you cold,
Tara?” Anne asked.

All the girls
snickered while Tara’s face turned a red that almost matched her
hair. For the first part of the horror movie Hannah put on, Tara
kept her arms crossed over her tits. Hannah squeezed herself
between Tara and Allie, the shy girl. Their legs felt warm against
hers. She popped her arms out over their shoulders, and was happy
when they smiled at her.

When the movie
had finished, Hannah grabbed an empty popcorn bowl and stood up. “I
am going to make some more popcorn, be right back.” Anne made
excuses as well, following Hannah into the kitchen.

There, they
grabbed a washbasin that they filled with warm water, five razors,
and a few cans of shaving cream.

“God, I can’t
wait for Tara to take her shirt off,” Hannah said, “Just looking at
those puppies makes me all wet and tingly.”

“I know,
right?” Anne said. She grabbed a few hand towels and shoved them
under her arm.

They giggled
as they carried the supplies to the living room. Allie was the
first one to turn around. She scrunched up her cute face as she saw
what they had.

“What’s with
all that stuff?” Allie asked.

At this, the
other two girls turned around. They all watched in various states
of confusion as Hannah and Anne put the basin with its warm water
on the floor. They put the shaving supplies in a neat pile beside
it. Hannah grabbed the remote and turned off the TV.

“I thought of
a great activity to really help us get to know each other,” she
said.

“What’s that?
A bath? You forgot the rubber duck, silly,” Jan said. The other
girls tittered at the joke.

“No, actually.
I don’t know about you girls, but I like having my pussy licked,”
Hannah said. She smiled inwardly as Allie’s mouth opened and shut
with a click. Tara moved one hand over her mouth to stifle a laugh,
revealing her still-stiff nipple.

“Now, what is
the best type of pussy for some licking?” Hannah asked, stroking
her chin like it was a difficult question that required lots of
thinking.

“A bald one!”
Anne piped in. Glancing over, Hannah saw that Anne’s nipples poked
at her shirt, as well.

“So...” Jan
started. There seemed to be a battle going on inside her between
excitement and shock, “We’re supposed to shave ourselves? I guess
seeing everyone else’s business will make us closer, but—“

“No!” Hannah
interrupted, “No, silly. We’re going to shave each other.”

Wordlessly,
Anne started handing out the shaving supplies. She and Hannah were
a natural pair, being roomies. Jan and Tara also paired off,
looking somewhat uncertain, leaving Allie by herself.

Just as Hannah
and Anne had suspected, none of the other three girls looked like
they wanted to start things off. At a nod from Hannah, Anne
stripped naked. Her dark pubes contrasted sharply with her milky
skin. Hannah felt herself get wet looking at Anne’s big and bouncy
tits, with their hard little nipples. As Anne sat down in a comfy
overstuffed chair, Hannah stripped down too, making certain to bend
over as she pulled down her panties. She wondered if the other
girls could see the glistening of her wet cunt. She smiled when she
heard shifting noises behind her.

“Okay girls,
this activity requires lots of trust. You’re going to have to let
another girl touch you where only maybe your boyfriend has touched
you, before,” Hannah said. She looked over her shoulders. Jan and
Tara had started nodding, but Allie still looked uncomfortable.

“I’m going to
start on Anne now. You girls need to get your clothes off. Allie,
you will just have to wait your turn I guess.”

Hannah grabbed
Anne’s legs and pulled her so that her hips were partway off the
chair. Hannah put Anne’s knees over her shoulder. She could tell
how turned on Anne was right from her glistening slit. Anne’s smell
was making Hannah wetter, too.

Grabbing the
can of shaving cream, Hannah dispensed a big dollop into her palm.
She smeared it around Anne’s crotch, letting her fingers glide over
the other girl’s pussy. Anne squirmed a little, raising her knees
higher to give Hannah better access. Hannah picked up the razor and
took off the little plastic cover over the blades.

She looked
behind her to see Tara and Jan taking off their clothes.

“Hi there,
firecrotch,” Hannah said.

Tara’s pubes
were the same flame color as her hair. Hannah wished she could be
Jan right then. She wondered how Tara’s pussy smelled. “Okay girls,
remember: trust.”

The washbasin
was positioned so that they could all reach it from where they sat.
Hannah ran the razor over Anne’s flesh, rinsing the blade in the
water. Soon, her roommate’s pussy was completely clear of all the
hair. Making certain no one else was looking, Hannah ran her thumb
around the smooth flesh a few times and, making Anne gasp, even
pushed the tip into her for a moment. Anne’s pussy was hot and
wet.

“Your turn,”
Anne said, getting down off the chair. She ran her fingers over the
smooth lips of her pussy before grabbing a fresh razor.

Hannah
clambered up onto the chair. She pulled her knees right up to her
chest, giving Anne the best possible angle on her little wet cunt.
What she saw made her pussy even wetter. Jan was bent over, her ass
in the air so that they could all see her slit, shaving away big
swathes of red hair from Tara’s pussy. Allie sat naked on the
couch, looking hungrily at one set of girls, and then back to the
other.

Hannah was so
absorbed in the sight that she jumped a little when she felt the
cool shaving cream on her lips. Anne laughed at her. Hannah’s own
little laugh turned into a stifled moan when Anne gave her clit a
few light flicks with her finger.

Anne had
Hannah’s pussy bare of all hair even faster than Hannah had managed
with Anne’s. Anne let her breath wash over the naked flesh, sending
a chill through Hannah’s body and making her toes curl up. Anne
stood up and then sat on one of the arms of the chair. Hannah gave
herself a few moments to run her own fingers over the newly-shaved
skin. So
smooth, she thought,
longing to press her finger into her wet hole.

“How’s it
coming, girls?” Hannah said.

Tara’s ass
wiggled in the air a little as she, in the process of shaving Jan,
looked behind herself, “Just on the last few strokes now, actually.
Wow, it’s so weird to feel the air move over my skin like
that.”

They must have
been doing something over there, because Jan’s skin was all flushed
red and her tits rose and fell with the deep breaths she took. That
just left little Allie’s tight little pussy to be taken care
of.

Hannah stood
up, grabbing another razor from the pile and picking up a can of
shaving cream.

“Okay Allie,
spread ‘em.”

Allie opened
her mouth as though to say no, but instead slowly spread her legs
apart.

“What’s wrong?
You a virgin?” Hannah said with a chuckle. The other girls, now all
finished, gathered in a semi-circle around the front of the couch
as Hannah crouched down in front of Allie’s slowly spreading legs.
Allie’s whole body seemed to turn beet red at the comment.

“Oh my
God,” Jan said, “She is a
virgin!”

“But you’re so
cute,” Anne said, “How have you not fucked before?”

Allie seemed
to shrink under all the attention, moving her hands to cover her
somewhat small tits. Before she managed to do so, Hannah saw how
hard her dark little nipples were.

“I... I’ve
just been saving myself, that’s all,” Allie said.

“Aww, don’t
worry about it, Allie,” Hannah said as she pulled the smaller
girl’s legs over her shoulders, “Think of it this way: this will
drive the lucky guy crazy.”

Hannah felt
Allie’s stiff muscles relax a little. Smiling, Hannah started
smearing the white shaving cream all over Allie’s flesh. Hannah
even managed to let her finger slide along Allie’s slit a few
times, making the other girl shiver and deepening her blush.
Shaving her went quickly and smoothly, leaving Allie’s little cunt
bare a few minutes later. Hannah couldn’t stop looking at Allie’s
darker inner lips, which poked out a little between the outer
pair.

“So we’re all
shaved,” Tara said. The redhead couldn’t seem to stop looking at
Allie’s pussy, either, “What now?”

Hannah and
Anne shared a look, smiling at each other. “Well,” Hannah said as
she put down the shaving supplies and then reached back up,
grasping Allie by the top of her thighs, “I was thinking something
like this.”

She buried her
face into Allie’s cunt. The smaller girl jumped and gasped as
Hannah pressed her tongue into Allie’s hole. The girl was already
sopping wet. She felt Allie’s hands grab her by the sides of her
head and try to pull her away but, a moment later, they pulled
Hannah’s mouth down harder against her pussy.

“Holy shit!”
Tara squealed. “She’s doing it; she’s actually licking her.”

“Oh my God
guys,” Jan said, “I can’t believe it.”

Allie started
to writhe on the chair, letting go of Hannah’s head so that she
could grab fistfuls of her own hair. Her moans were really turning
Hannah on.

“Hey Tara,”
Anne said, “I dare you to lick Jan’s pussy.”

Jan gasped
when Tara looked at her and said, “Okay.” Jan put up a few feeble
protests as Tara got her sitting up on the couch beside Allie, but
the protests were weak and half-hearted. They stopped completely
when Tara shoved her head between Jan’s legs. She made sloppy
licking noises, which were soon joined by Jan’s groans.

Anne didn’t
waste this opportunity. Hannah watched out of the corner of her eye
as Anne knelt down behind Tara. She grabbed the redhead’s ass
cheeks and spread them apart, making her pussy lips part to reveal
her wet opening. Anne opened her mouth wide and lunged forward like
a hungry animal.

Pulling her
mouth back a little, Hannah tongued Allie’s clit with the tip of
her tongue as she started running her finger around Allie’s tight
opening.

“How’s this
for a ‘get to know you’ sleepover?” Hannah asked.

“Fucking
amazing,” Allie replied.

With that,
Hannah slipped her finger in. About a third of her finger
disappeared when she felt Allie’s taut little hymen. She pressed
against this thin layer of skin, feeling Allie’s pussy tighten up
on her finger as she did.

“Wow, you
really are a virgin.”

“I... I don’t
have to be,” Allie said.

That gave
Hannah an idea. She stood up, telling the others she’d be back in a
second. There was no reply, as they were all busy licking pussies
or having their pussies licked. Moments later, Hannah re-entered
the room. She had a long and thick black dildo clutched in one
hand. Jan and Allie’s eyes widened as they saw it.

“Will it even
fit?” Allie asked. She seemed both scared and excited at the
prospect of being deflowered by such a huge dildo.

“Hey!” Tara
interrupted, “That’s my asshole!”

Anne had moved
her mouth up from Tara’s bald and soaked pussy to the tight brown
pucker of her asshole. She was running the tip of her tongue in
circles around the wrinkled ring of flesh. She stopped for a second
to speak.

“Yeah I know.
Don’t you like it?”

Tara paused
for a second as everyone looked at her, “Yeah I do, I guess. Kinda
tickles.”

They all
laughed, then Anne got back to work rimming her little asshole.

Hannah
realized that she hadn’t brought anything to lube up the dildo
with. With a wicked smile at Allie, she opened her mouth wide and
pressed it as far in as it would go. As good at deepthroating as
she was, Hannah had to stop only halfway down the long shaft of the
dildo. Allie’s mouth was hanging wide open, and the sight seemed to
be unreasonably exciting Jan. She grabbed Tara by the head and
started grinding her pussy against Tara’s mouth. Jan arched her
hips up as she came in Tara’s mouth.

The whole time
this was happening, Hannah had been working up a lot of spit. She
pulled the dildo out of her mouth. Strings of her spit hung down
from its length. She used one hand to smear it all over the smooth
rubber surface, then spat down onto the bulbous head for a bit of
extra help at that wide point.

“Hang on, let
me help,” Jan said. Her body still shuddered as she recovered from
her orgasm.

She carefully
stood up from the couch. Tara leaned forward and rested her chest
on the spot where Jan had been sitting. She reached back and pulled
her ass cheeks farther apart to let Anne lick her asshole some
more.

Standing
behind the couch, Jan said, “Give me her ankles.”

Allie moved
down the couch so now her whole ass hung off the edge. She kicked
her legs back. Jan caught them and held them in position against
the top of the couch.

Hannah spat
onto the tips of her index and middle fingers, then pressed them
between the lips of Allie’s pussy. She massaged the girl’s clit for
a moment before moving down to her hole. It was good and lubed
now.

“Will it
hurt?” Allie asked.

“Maybe at
first,” Tara managed between groans. Hannah saw that Anne was now
fingering Tara’s bald cunt now, too.

Allie couldn’t
take her eyes of the dildo. Her hips were arched at such an angle
that she could almost see everything as Hannah lowered the head of
the black dildo to her pussy. Hannah gripped it with both hands:
one near the top of the shaft and the other at the bottom. Hannah
placed the head of the dildo against Allie’s pussy and started
pushing. Allie whimpered as the huge thing started moving into her.
Her lips stretched around it, getting pushed back as the big head
eased into her. Jan, Allie, and Hannah watched with rapt attention
as her virgin pussy struggled to take in the massive girth. Allie’s
lips were all contorted.

“Does it hurt?
Do you want me to stop?”

“Yes...no, it
hurts a bit, but don’t stop,” Allie said.

Hannah pressed
in more and felt some resistance. It was Allie’s hymen, stretching
against the pressure. Hannah stopped pushing.

“Are you ready
to get your cherry popped?” Hannah asked.

All Allie
could do was nod.

Sucking in her
lip, Hannah pushed. There was a moment of hesitation, then the
dildo broke through the thin layer of skin and pushed another inch
or so into Allie’s tight, no longer virgin pussy.

“Oh fuck!”
Allie yelled.

“Holy shit,
she managed to take it,” Jan said.

Slowly, Hannah
eased more and more of the long dildo into Allie until she felt it
bump against the back of the other girl’s pussy. That was when she
noticed that Tara and Anne had stopped. They had moved to either
side of Hannah, and they both looked at the huge black dildo pushed
partway into Allie’s little cunt.

“Look at how
much it’s stretched her,” Tara said.

Hannah started
pulling the dildo back a few inches. They all gasped and giggled as
they watched the opening of Allie’s pussy get pulled back a bit
along with it. She was so tight around it that Hannah couldn’t pull
it out any faster if she wanted to. But she didn’t want to pull it
all the way out. When Allie’s pussy opening started straining
around the head, the shaft of the dildo all shiny with Hannah’s
spit and the juices from Allie’s pussy, Hannah shoved the dildo
back in.

“Hey, I think
she’s going to come!” Anne said.

Hannah saw
that she was right. Allie’s eyes were clinched shut tightly, and
she was squeezing the couch cushions. When Hannah felt the dildo
bump the back again, Allie came. She let out a shriek.

Hannah was
about to pull the dildo partway out again when Anne grabbed her by
the shoulders and hauled her away.

“Your turn,
babe,” Anne said.

Anne pressed
her down onto the carpet on her back. She grabbed Hannah’s legs and
shoved them back. Then Tara grabbed Hannah’s tits, squeezing them
and playing with the nipples. Wasting no time, Anne went to town on
Hannah’s pussy. Her tongue felt so hot and wet sliding up and down
through Hannah’s slit.

When Anne
pressed her finger into Hannah’s tight hole, Hannah came. She let
out her own scream as Anne kept moving her tongue and thrusting
with her finger. Tara pinched her nipples, making Hannah’s whole
body tighten up even more.

“Oh shit, oh
shit, don’t stop...” Hannah said. She looked down at Anne’s bobbing
face, which was all shiny from all the juices she’d been lapping
up.

Hannah’s whole
body relaxed as she finished. She lay there for a while, her tits
slowly rising and falling with her deep breaths. Little sparks of
light seemed to be moving across her vision, and she knew she
wouldn’t even be able to sit up yet.

When she did
manage to sit up, she saw all the other girls still mesmerized by
the huge black dildo still jammed in Allie’s cunt. Jan was slowly
working it in and out of her. When they saw Hannah was recovered,
they stopped. Jan worked the dildo out. It left Allie’s pussy with
a very faint popping sound.

All the girls
relaxed where they were for a while.

“Anybody need
refreshments?” Hannah said. All the girls made it clear that they
desperately did. Hannah was prepared for this, bringing out many
bottles of water and some snacks.

Soon,
they were all back in their PJs, laughing and talking with each
other as though they’d all been the dearest of friends for their
whole lives. Hannah felt so happy. It worked! She thought.

“Who’s up for
another scary movie?”

“There can’t
be any monster scarier than that,” Allie said, pointing at the
still-wet dildo lying on the floor. She had been quite the
chatterbox after they finished, all vestiges of shyness gone. They
all laughed.

Nobody wanted
to sleep at all that night. Instead, they stayed up watching all
the horror movies that Anne and Hannah had in the house. Hannah was
so happy that she had such a wonderful experience with her sorority
sisters.









 Transformed from Man to Woman

 


Jaime didn’t
know exactly how he’d angered the wizard. Perhaps it was when he’d
stolen that very valuable looking tome of spells from where it lay
tantalizingly open on the older man’s desk. Or, now that he thought
of it, it might have been how he seduced the wizard’s young and
beautiful daughter.

He took a skip
as he walked down the path, thinking about her. Jaime looked at his
hands, remembering how he’d used them to hold and massage her firm
breasts while he gave her his cock from behind.

His cock
stirred in his pants as he relished the memories. She’d been
integral to his successful theft of the tome, as well. No girl he’d
yet encountered could resist his dashing looks and charm.

A
crossroads loomed up around the bend. There was a rickety post with
wooden signs like disjointed fingers naming various cities and
towns. Jaime hesitated. He had fences for his pilfered goods in
nearly all of them. But who will give me the best price? Jaime wondered. When he thought about it,
he hadn’t even really looked at his ill-gotten spellbook
yet.

Shifting the
weight of the sack off his shoulder felt good. Walking off to the
side of the road, he sat in the shade of a big old tree, his back
to the trunk.

He pulled the
thick tome out and laid it on his lap. It was heavier than it
looked. A light breeze blew by, sending dust from the cover.

“Being a
wizard doesn’t seem so hard,” Jaime said, flipping the book open to
a random page, “Just mumble some gibberish and get whatever you
want.”

His eyes
widened when he saw the pages. He could understand them! He’d
thought they’d be written in some ancient tongue long since
forgotten by mortals. Instantly, he began scanning for what the
spell did. For some reason, whenever he thought he found the title
it turned out to be something else.

Getting
frustrated, he just started reading. He tried to stop, but his
mouth just kept going. Steeling himself, he tried to close the
book. It didn’t work; his hands just trembled as his lips moved
over the words.

Fear trickled
in a cool stream through his stomach. His skin started to prickle.
Something was happening to him, inside. Jaime could feel things
moving, shifting. But he couldn’t look down. His eyes wouldn’t
leave the page.

Jaime’s vision
tunnelled. His hands began to tremble, blurring the words. Yet even
that didn’t seem to stop his reading.

Finally, the
dark lens in his vision contracted, getting smaller and smaller.
Soon, he could only see one word at a time. When his mouth stopped
moving after the final word, his world turned black. Jaime fell on
his side, his fingers still grasping the mouldering ancient pages
of the tome of spells.

When Jaime
awoke, he sat up. He felt strange, different. It was as though
certain parts of his body were of different proportions. His shirt
felt uncomfortably tight across his chest. His fingers still
grasped the spellbook. They felt sore and stiff. Excitement stirred
in him when he found he could let go of the book. Flexing his
fingers, he sighed.

“God damn all
wizards,” he said. His voice sounded strange in his ears. It was
higher in tone than normal.

His body felt
so stiff, like he’d been asleep for years. Jaime stood up, pressing
his hands against the small of his back while stretching. His hands
ran down over his ass, which felt rounder and more shapely than he
remembered. His hair brushed against his shoulders, which was
strange. Jaime always kept his hair cut short.

The real shock
came when he looked down at his body. A pair of full, firm breasts
strained against his shirt. He could see down into his
cleavage.

“What in
the...?” Jaime said, thinking that he must be seeing things.


Experimentally, he grabbed his breasts through his shirt. The flesh
felt warm through the fabric. As he ran his hands over them, his
nipples stiffened. He sucked in his breath at the sensation.

His first
experience in having a wet pussy came a moment later. He felt the
warm juices flow inside him, and a shiver river up his back, chased
by goosebumps.

“Oh my God!”
Jaime said. He’d always wondered how it felt for a woman. Their
pussies always felt so warm and tight around him, but how was it
for them?

Just the
thought of something long and hard shifting back in forth in there
made him quiver.

If his breasts
felt this good to touch, he wanted to know how it was to run a
finger inside his wet little pussy. Turning, completely forgetting
his pack, he dashed off into the woods. When he was barely out of
earshot and sight of the road, he found a soft looking patch of
grass and lay down.

Yanking his
pants down his suddenly wider hips, he flailed his legs until they
flew off along with his shoes. Spreading his legs, he ran his hands
down his hot and trembling thighs. He had to bite has lip as his
fingers inched closer and closer to his already wet opening.

“Ooo,” Jaime
said, his lips in a circle, his finger sliding into his hole.

Still not
quite believing, he pulled his finger out of that tight ring.
Glistening juice soaked his fingertip. He brought it to his lips
and sucked it. He tasted good. Slurping his own juices off his
fingers made him instantly wetter.

Putting his
hand back down there, he spread his lips apart with two fingers
while he eased the other two back in. He had to push them in
slowly, held back by his own tightness. He curled them a little,
and gasped as he clenched up.

His fingers
had a mind of their own then, jamming in and out of him and making
him so drenched that his cunt made a wet sucking noise with each
movement.

Strangely
colored light flashed somewhere to his left, but he paid it no
mind. He wasn’t certain, but from the way his pussy convulsed and
from the build-up of energy, he thought he might come soon.

“I see you’ve
found my favorite spell,” a rasping voice said to his left.

Shrieking,
Jaime pulled his dripping fingers out of his pussy and sat up.
Looking down at him was the wizard. The spellbook was tucked safely
in the crook of his arm. A wicked smile curled his lips as he took
Jaime’s body in with his eyes.

“Normally, I
would just turn you into an insect and squash you. I don’t abide
thievery.”

Jaime backed
up to the tree, a fear like chilly fingers transfixing his stomach.
He cursed himself for a fool as he saw his death in the form of an
older man kneel down in front of him.

“But this is
not a normal. I must say, you have to be one of the most beautiful
woman I have ever seen,” the wizard said.

Jaime
felt his pussy tingle. Some of his juices ran out onto his
quivering thighs. What does he want? Jaime thought.

“Give yourself
to me now, and I may find it possible to forgive this crime.”

Horny as he
was, Jaime wasn’t certain he wanted his first cock to be that of a
man old enough to be his father. He looked into the wizard’s face
and saw the carnal lust flame in his eyes. Jaime’s pussy demanded a
cock.

“Make it
fast,” Jaime said.

The wizard
stood and started pulling his robe over his head. “I shall make it
however I like.” He dropped his robe on the ground. The wizard
waved his hands and Jaime suddenly found himself completely naked.
The wizard’s cock was long and hard, and looking at it set Jaime’s
heart beating.

With
surprising strength, the wizard grabbed Jaime by the shoulders and
threw him on the ground. Jaime sucked in a breath at the pain of a
scrape on one elbow. The sudden sensation sting made his pussy
tighten up, and he moaned as he felt his body suddenly get hot.

“So you’ll
steal from me, will you?” The wizard said. He stooped down over
Jaime’s legs and grabbed a handful of hair at the back of Jaime’s
head. He yanked on it, wrenching Jaime’s head back and revealing
his long, sensual neck. The wizard opened his mouth and leaned in,
leaving a line of hickies on Jaime’s soft flesh.

“Ouch!” Jaime
said as the wizard bit him. Jaime shoved at the wizard’s bare chest
as the older man’s teeth pinched harder. Soon, Jaime started
squealing. It at once hurt and made him crave the wizard’s cock. He
reached up and started stroking the wizard’s hard rod. The shaft
was thick in his now dainty fingers. It throbbed and trembled as he
ran his hand up and down the length.

Finally, the
wizard stopped biting. Jaime thought he might be bleeding. His
whole neck felt hot and wet, and he couldn’t tell if it was from
the wizard’s spit or his own blood.

“Yeah, you
like it hard, don’t you?” The wizard grabbed Jaime around the neck,
his big hand squeezing just below Jaime’s chin. He fondled one of
Jaime’s tits as his grip around Jaime’s neck got tighter. Jaime
shuddered when the older man started pinching his nipple, sending
little shocks of pain through him. Jaime stroked him faster.

“Yesss...” the
wizard hissed. Jaime felt the wizard’s cock jerk. He ran his
fingers up the shaft and over the tip, feeling the warm and sticky
precum on his fingers.

Snarling, the
wizard shoved Jaime backwards. He barely caught himself, leaning
back with his hands on the ground behind to hold himself up.
Immediately, the wizard slapped him across the face hard enough to
leave his ears ringing. His cheek stung.

Standing over
Jaime, the wizard grabbed him by the back of the head with both
hands and started pulling Jaime’s full and pouting lips closer to
his cock.

“Take it all
in.”

Jaime’s
response was cut off by the long and thick cock jammed between his
lips. He looked up into the wizard’s eyes as his member slid deeper
into him. He began salivating, letting his tongue run over the
bulges of the cock.

He felt tears
start to form in the corners of his eyes as the wizard pressed his
cock into the back of Jaime’s throat.

“Such a warm
mouth. Look at the way your lips stretch around my cock. God, I
just want to come right now.”

Jaime, holding
himself up with one hand, reached up and grabbed the base of the
wizard’s member. He started stroking the older man’s cock. Each
time he brought his fingers towards his mouth, he squeezed out some
fresh precum to swallow.

God, my cheek stings so much, Jaime thought. A tear ran down over the spot on
his cheek that had been slapped, and he winced.

The wizard saw
his expression. He jerked his cock partway out of Jaime’s mouth,
then rammed it back in. Jaime gagged as it hit the back of his
throat. Thankfully, the wizard pulled it back right away. He fucked
Jaime’s mouth until spit hung down from his glistening shaft. Jaime
felt the cock stiffen in his mouth, and he braced himself for the
wizard’s load. The wizard squeezed his eyes shut and gritted his
teeth, obviously trying not to come. He yanked his cock out of
Jaime’s mouth, and Jaime took a deep breath.

“Enough of
that!”

The wizard
waved his hand again, and an invisible force pushed Jaime onto his
back. The wizard knelt down, grabbed Jaime’s ankles, and spread his
legs apart. Jaime felt himself juice again as the wizard looked at
his pussy.

“Already
soaking wet, I see. You little slut. Don’t worry, I’ll make good
use of that lube.”

The older man
started with one finger, running it down through Jaime’s slit and
into his waiting hole. Jaime moaned and squirmed on the ground as
the finger wriggled inside him. Then the wizard added another
finger, and it felt even better. Jaime could feel his pussy tighten
around the older man’s fingers.

“I wouldn’t
squeeze like that quite yet,” the wizard said. He added a third
finger.

Jaime’s pussy
was beginning to feel quite stretched, almost to the point of pain.
He bit his lip again as the wizard began fingerbanging him, saying
how he had to “loosen you up” even more.

The wizard was
stroking his cock while he worked on Jaime’s pussy, his fingers
gripping his member tightly.

“I think your
pussy is loose enough now,” the wizard said.

Jaime started
to say, “Loose enough for—“ but he stopped. The wizard shoved four
fingers into him. He gasped at the pain, but found himself getting
wetter still. He yelped and squirmed as the wizard pulled his
fingers out a little and then shoved them back in. He managed to
press them in a little deeper each time his did this. Jaime felt
sweat break out on his forehead.

“Shh... the
pain is worth it. Besides, you are mine for this, don’t you
remember?”

Nodding, Jaime
twisted his face. It still hurt, but it also felt good. Looking
down, he saw that the wizard’s fingers were jammed into his pussy
to the knuckles. He winced when he felt the wizard’s thumb enter
through the tight ring at the very opening of his cunt.

Inside Jaime’s
pussy, the wizard balled his hand into a fist. Jaime screamed as
his pussy stretched, barely able to contain the wizard’s hand. More
tears streamed from the corners of his eyes as the wizard pushed
his fist farther into Jaime’s sopping hole. He pulled his hand back
and then forced it back in against the tightness. Each time,
Jaime’s pussy felt like it got a little looser. The pain got a
little less, and the pleasure of his excited nerves a little
more.

The wizard’s
forearm looked like it was soaked with the juices from Jaime’s
pussy almost up to his elbow. The older man smiled as his balled
fist slammed the walls of Jaime’s pussy apart.

When his fist
began moving more freely, the wizard started to spin his hand in
semi-circles as he moved it back and forth. Feeling the wizard’s
knuckles move around like that inside of him had Jaime howling in
moments. He gasped and winced as his pussy tightened and loosened.
It felt like he was about to lose control of his body.

“Yes, that’s
it,” the wizard said, “Come on my hand shoved in your tight little
pussy. Do you like the way I stretch you out?”

Jaime breathed
quickly, sucking the air in and blowing it out through pursed lips.
His sight began to swim, and that build-up of energy inside him
that he’d felt while touching himself earlier was back, but now
even more so. He could feel his pussy trembling.

The wizard let
go of his cock and pinched down hard on Jaime’s nipple. With a
scream, Jaime came. His pussy convulsed around the wizard’s hand,
holding it so tightly that he couldn’t move. Jaime felt even more
juices leak out of him, and it felt like all the blood in his body
was heating his pussy up at that moment. He whimpered every time
his cunt squeezed around the fist, taking a breath whenever it
relaxed.

“Take another
breath,” the wizard told him when it was obvious that he’d
finished.

“What? Why?”
Jaime asked.

Smiling, the
wizard wrenched his fist out of Jaime’s pussy. It hurt, and the
pain made his whole body shake.

The older man
wasted no time, it seemed. He grabbed Jaime by the shoulders again.
Jaime could smell the juices from his pussy that coated one of the
wizard’s hands. He couldn’t relish the scent for long, though. The
older man threw him to the ground. This time, he rolled Jaime over
onto his stomach.

“Now, before
we begin...” the wizard said. He got a hold on the on Jaime’s long
hair. Using one hand, he yanked, forcing Jaime to arch his head
back. His whole body felt rigid. There was a moment of
anticipation, then the wizard slapped him on the ass. Jaime
screeched, trying to jump out of his skin. The wizard slapped his
other ass cheek. He alternated between them, making each string in
turn.

“Do you like
it?” he asked Jaime as he slapped him again.

When Jaime
didn’t answer, he brought his hand down once more.

“Yes!” Jaime
said. The slapping stopped. The wizard let go of his hair, instead
pushing his head down against the ground, pressing Jaime’s cheek
against the grass. He shuffled around, crouched low over Jaime’s
thighs.

The head of
the wizard’s cock pressed through the small space at the top of
Jaime’s thighs where they met his ass. He felt the long shaft push
into his pussy, and the wizard moaned over him as Jaime’s wetness
and warmth surrounded his member.

“Still so
tight,” the wizard said as he began to fuck Jaime’s hole.

He was right,
Jaime realized. Despite his earlier fisting experience, his pussy
still gripped tightly around the wizard’s shaft as he drove it into
him over and over. His balls slapped against Jaime’s thighs each
time.

As the older
man’s thrusting grew more insistent, he pressed Jaime’s face harder
against the ground. Jaime was moaning, trying to thrust his hips
back when the wizard thrust forward, trying to get more of that
hard rod deeper into his tight and wet hole.

Another orgasm
built up inside him. It was so intense that black spots dotted
Jaime’s sight. He screamed again as he came, his pussy clamping
onto the hard cock fucking it. The wizard’s fingers curled in his
hair as his cock started spurting cum into Jaime’s hungry little
pussy. The wizard grunted in time with the jerks of his cock as
more of his cum filled Jaime’s cunt. Jaime couldn’t believe how hot
and wet the spunk felt in him. He found it arousing.

Finishing, the
older man rolled off Jaime and onto his back on the ground. He
panted for a few moments before standing up.

Jaime rolled
over and winced. His ass was tender from the spanking, and sitting
on it hurt. He fought back against the pain though; he knew that
this was the moment where he would learn if the wizard was
satisfied and would let him go.

The older man
stared down at him, his wizened eyes sharp and searching. Jaime
held his breath.

“Today, you
will live,” the wizard pronounced. Jaime felt himself relax a
little.

“But,” the
wizard continued, “You shall remain a woman until I see fit to turn
you back into a man,” his lip twisted in a cruel smile, “If I ever
decide to do so, that is.”

Jaime’s
jaw dropped. He thought that if the older man let him live, he
would turn Jaime back into a man again. How am I supposed to live as a
woman? He
wondered.

The wizard
seemed to hear his thoughts, and he laughed before saying, “Oh, you
are a resourceful one. I know that already. You will find a way to
survive. I will come to call on you on occasion. If you please me
then as you’ve pleased me now, I may be convinced to return you to
your original form. Consider it probation.”

He snapped his
fingers and disappeared before Jaime could reply. Huddling back
against the tree, he wondered how he was going to make it to a town
without having any clothes on.









 Her
Husband’s Ghost

 


Just thinking
about Patrick made tears come to Ashley’s eyes. She held his
picture in her lap. She couldn’t believe he was dead yet, even
weeks after the accident. He was so strong and handsome, with his
broad shoulders and masculine face.

With the
sadness came another feeling. Looking at the photo sent electricity
through her hips, making her get wet. She was so damned horny;
Ashley hadn’t so much as touched herself since he’d died.

She felt
hollow, lost to the world. Ashley knew she could get another guy
quickly, with her round and firm ass and perky tits, but it just
didn’t feel right. Not this soon. The mixture of the two desires,
to mourn and to feel a man in her again, was too much to take.

A fit of anger
ripped through her. With a snarl, Ashley threw the picture to the
floor. The glass shattered and the frame cracked.

“How could you
do this to me, you asshole?” Ashley screamed at the picture.

Wind rushed
past the house, then. It made a strange sound. She would have sworn
that she heard an airy and soft, “Sorry...”

Moving to the
kitchen, she poured herself some red wine. It was the only thing
that could get her to sleep.

She took a sip
of the full-bodied drink, put the glass on the counter, grabbed a
broom and dustpan, and went to clean the mess she’d made.

It
looked like the picture had been moved a few feet away. Ashley
shook her head. Must’ve kicked it when I got up, she thought.

As she bent
over to sweep the shards up, an incredible urge to touch herself
consumed Ashley. It was so overpowering that she just wanted to
fingerbang herself until she screamed right there on the floor.

Looking at
Patrick’s picture, she knew that she shouldn’t, that she couldn’t.
She hastily swept up the glass, her hands shaking the entire time,
and then she retreated back to the kitchen. It felt like her whole
body had gotten hotter, like some huge bonfire had ignited in her
pussy. Grabbing the wine glass with both hands, Ashley drained it
in one gulp. She put the glass back on the counter.

“Get a grip,
woman,” she muttered.

Sitting at the
table, she tried to ride out the wave. Closing her eyes, she tried
concentrating on something else.

Glass
shattered. Her eyes sprung open and she jerked in her seat. She saw
that the wine glass had fallen from the counter. Ashley definitely
remembered putting it farther back.

Standing, she walked the few steps to the counter. Yes,
there was a circular wet mark outlining where the bottom of the
glass had been. It was so far from the counter’s edge that there
was no way it could have fallen. Maybe it tipped over and rolled?
She thought. No, she realized
she would have heard the hollow sound glass made as it rolled
across a hard surface. There was no reasonable explanation; it was
like it had just hopped off the counter on its own.

She looked
down at the shattered pile. Her reflections stared back up at
her.

Her desire
flared up inside her again so quickly that she grabbed the counter
to keep from falling. Opening her mouth, her breath left her body
with a shudder. Her wetness soaked her panties.

“Oh God!”

Wind rushed by
the house again. This time, she thought she heard it murmur,
“Ashley...”

It was
too much for her. The voice had sounded familiar.
What’s happening to
me? She thought. She
felt so terrified, so horny. Finally, her teeth gritted in
concentration, Ashley stumbled out of the kitchen. She dragged
herself upstairs toward her bedroom.

What she was
going to do in there, she didn’t know. Either rub herself into a
wild orgasm or hide under the covers. Maybe both.

Ashley got the
door open, crawled in, and pulled herself onto the bed.

“Babe...” the
wind seemed to mutter. It sounded strange.

Ashley knew
that voice. But it couldn’t be him, could it?

“Patrick?”
Ashley stared around the room, her heart pounding, as though she
could catch a glimpse of him. She waited, hardly daring to breath
in case the noise drowned out a reply.

Then came the
wind again, “Yes.”

The voice
sounded stronger now, closer, as though her realization and
acknowledgment fed it.

She couldn’t
figure out whether to laugh or cry.

“I’ve missed
you so much. You have no idea how hard it’s been without you,”
Ashley said.

When the wind
picked up this time, it didn’t stop. It seemed to get stronger and
stronger, as though it would blow the whole house over. All the
drawers of her dresser burst open, sending clothes flying all over
the place.

Ashley’s mouth
was wide open. She realized she was screaming, but the wind was all
she could hear.

There was a
sound like a thunderclap, and the wind abruptly stopped. But Ashley
was no longer paying attention to that. Patrick stood at the foot
of the bed. He was all white, and he glowed slightly as though from
some inner light. He smiled at her and held out his hand.

“I can touch
you? I won’t just pass right through?” Ashley said as she reached
for him.

Still smiling,
Patrick nodded. Ashley closed her eyes as she reached out. Her
fingers met his. His big, strong fingers wrapped around her hand.
She was surprised at the warmth in that touch. That warmth made her
warm, too.

“Can you stay
long?”

“No,” he
replied.

She wiped the
tears from her cheeks. “Then I know just the way to spend the time
that we do have.”

Ashley moved
in front of him, then wet on her knees on the bed. She looked into
his eyes as she slowly unbuttoned her blouse. He looked down at her
cleavage as she undid the last button. She clasped her hands and
squeezed her arms together, pushing her breasts to accentuate their
curves. She pulled off the blouse. She watched his eyes widen as
she unclasped her bra and let it slowly fall down her off. He’d
always loved her breasts, with their pointed, sensitive nipples.
Her nipples stiffened as he looked.

It felt like
her body pulled itself toward him, like they were magnets. It was
no magic; something in her needed him to fondle her breasts, to
pinch and roll her nipples between his strong fingers once
more.

“Touch me,
baby,” Ashley said.

He reached out
slowly, uncertainly, as though he would disappear if he made
contact with that sensitive flesh that he so obviously needed to
hold. But he didn’t disappear as his fingertips brushed the
undersides of her tits. He didn’t disappear as he lifted them up
and squeezed them firmly like dough in his hands. Ashley sucked in
a breath as he ran his thumbs over her nipples. She didn’t know if
it was because he was a ghost, or simply because she hadn’t been
touched like that in a long time, but his every touch surged with
energy. It felt like her pussy had soaked right through her
panties.

“Yeah baby.
You miss these nice tits, don’t you?” Ashley said.

Patrick leaned
forward and kissed her, sending electricity through her lips and
down into the rest of her. He moved his lips slowly up her cheek,
leaving sparks behind. She closed her eyes and felt his warmth pass
over her eyelids.

“Lie down,” he
said.

Still not
opening her eyes, Ashley laid down on the bed. She could sense
Patrick hovering over her. Then he pressed into her. His body
melded into hers, both souls inhabiting the same body. Ashley found
she could suddenly hear everything around her, and that she could
see, whether or not her eyes were closed.

Patrick spoke,
the words going directly to her mind, “Trust me, babe. You will
love this.”

She did trust
him. It was so nice to have him back, even if it was only for a
little bit.

Then her hand
began to move, seemingly of its own volition. She watched as her
fingers undid her pants, then went flat against her stomach and
started to move beneath the elastic of her panties.

Ashley
squirmed on the bed, grabbing a fistful of the cover with her other
hand. Her fingers were so close... Yes...she thought as the tip of her index finger touched the
front of her slit. She was already so wet. Patrick snaked her
finger down between her lips, making Ashley grind her hips against
the bed as he brushed her clit with her own finger.

“Oh, Patrick,”
Ashley moaned, “This is amazing. I love the way you touch me.”

Patrick
slipped her finger up to the first knuckle into the wetness of her
hole. She felt how tight she was. It really had been too long, she
knew. But Patrick knew just how she liked it. He knew not to move
too quickly. Instead, he started moving her fingertip in slow
circles around the tight ring of flesh at the opening. Ashley
arched her back and shuddered as his caresses sent tendrils of
energy through her.

As her tight
little pussy loosened up a little bit more, he slid her finger in a
little deeper. She realized what he was aiming for. Ashley sucked
in a breath as her fingertip brushed across her G-spot. She started
bucking her hips as he curled her finger against that sensitive
spot.

“You’re gonna
make me come, baby, you’re gonna make me...”

She couldn’t
speak anymore. It was all she could do to suck her lip in between
her teeth and bite down a little. The first hints of her impending
orgasm came as little trembles in the walls of her pussy around her
finger. They started getting more intense with each passing
sentence. She let out her first yelp.

Reaching up,
she grabbed a pillow and pulled it down over her face. She bit down
on its softness. When she started screaming, it muffled the sound.
Her pussy was full-on convulsing around her still-curling finger.
Her vision started to swim it got so intense. It felt like her
finger ignited her nerves each time it swished across her
G-spot.

“Did you like
that, babe?” Patrick said.

Finding that
she had regained control of her hand, Ashley pulled her finger out
of her pussy. Her finger was wet and sticky with her juices.
Patrick had left her body, and was again standing at the foot of
the bed.

She slowly
brought her finger to her mouth, pressed it through her lips, and
licked it clean. As she pulled her finger out, she let her lips
trail along it. She felt a jolt in her heart as she saw Patrick
smile.

“Can I put
something else in my mouth?” Ashley asked.

“Yes,” Patrick
said, “This is exactly the same as it used to be... but
better.”

There was no
time to waste. Ashley sat up, then went onto all fours in front of
Patrick. With her ass arched high in the air, her face was on the
same level as his hips. As she reached out, she wondered if her
hands would pass right through him, whether all this was just a
dream.

The zipper on
his jeans felt real enough. She pulled it down and it made that
familiar zipper noise. She undid the button, then pulled down his
pants and underwear. It was just like she remembered; his long,
semi-hard cock popped out of his underwear as she pulled it down
over the head.

Grabbing the
shaft, she felt it throb and pulse in her hand. She looked at it
curiously. All the familiar veins bulged out in the right places.
Would it taste the same? Her mouth watering, she let her lips get
pressed open as they parted around the head. There was no precum,
but otherwise it was completely the same. She tongued the slit at
the tip of his cock, knowing he loved that. He pushed his head back
and made a grunting noise.

As her mouth
moved farther down his shaft, she felt his ghostly hands grab the
sides of her head. That strange energy passed from him into her,
invigorating her body and making her want to swallow his entire rod
as quickly as possible.

She stopped
taking him into her moist mouth about an inch short of his stomach.
Reaching up, she made a tight ring with her index finger and thumb
around this little bit of space. Looking up into his eyes, she
started jerking his shaft into her mouth.

The skin of
his cock moved back and forth just as she remembered. Each time she
pressed the skin back, she felt his cock jump a little against her
tongue.

“Oh babe, you
don’t know how much I missed this,” Patrick said.

His fingers
tightened in her hair. Ashley pulled her mouth back, letting her
lips get pulled along his shaft just like she’d done with her
finger earlier. As more of his shaft became available, she wrapped
the rest of her hand around his member and began jerking harder and
faster back and forth. When just the head of his dick was in her
mouth, she let her tongue play along the ridges. He shook his head
a little, and his entire form appeared to vibrate for a moment.

Then she felt
him pulling her head away. She allowed his cock to fall out of her
mouth, letting her teeth run lightly over the taut flesh as it
passed through them.

He kept
pushing until she was lying on her back again. With a wave of his
hand, her pants and underwear peeled themselves from her body and
fell to the floor. Ashley raised her knees and spread her legs
apart so that he could get a good look at her little pussy.

“I’ve needed
you so badly, baby,” Ashley said.

All of
Patrick’s clothes evaporated from his body. He stood there at the
foot of the bed totally naked. She let her eyes drink in his broad
shoulders and defined abs. She felt some of her juices trickle out
of her pussy, she’d gotten so wet.

“I’m ready for
you,” she said.

Patrick
climbed onto the bed and moved over top of her. His face was so
close; she just had to kiss him. His arms moved through the bed as
he wrapped her in an embrace. His mouth wasn’t wet, but it felt
warm.

His cock
touched her opening. She sucked in a breath as he eased the head
into her. It was so real; she could feel as the bulges rubbed
against her wet walls, passing more deeply into her.

“Oh baby, oh
baby,” Ashley said.

She wrapped
her legs around the small of his back, locking her ankles together.
Reaching behind him, she put each hand on one firm shoulder
blade.

“You’re so
hard in me,” she whispered into his ear, “So hard and big.”

Patrick
started slow and easy at first, only moving his cock in and out of
Ashley’s tight little pussy a few inches on each stroke. As her
breaths started coming more quickly, he started going faster, too.
Just like with her finger before, his cock seemed to make her
sensitive walls buzz.

It wasn’t long
until she was whimpering and moaning, begging him to fuck her
harder and faster. She sucked his glowing earlobe between her teeth
and bit down on it. Her teeth actually penetrated a little.

In response,
Patrick gave her what she wanted. He pulled his cock out until it
was barely touching her opening, then he slammed it into her so
hard that the bed rattled. He was like an engine picking up speed,
pulling his cock out and cramming it back into her tight cunt until
his dick was just a blur of movement.

Every time he
slammed into her, the bed shuddered. Ashley trailed her hands down
his strong back until they cupped his firm ass. His cheeks
tightened up with each thrust. She pulled him, making him fuck her
even harder.

That was when
she noticed they were no longer on the bed. They floated several
feet above the covers, her clutched tightly in his arms.

“Oh, Patrick,”
Ashley breathed.

When he kissed
her, she came all over his cock. Her whole body locked up as every
nerve and fibre seemed to scream. Her pussy trembled and convulsed
as it took turns clamping up around his big cock and relaxing.

Opening her
eyes, Ashley saw that Patrick was glowing even more brightly than
before. His ghostly eyes were squeezed shut, and his lips were
contorted just like he used to do when he was filling her up with
his hot spunk.

As his
spectral orgasm subsided, they floated gently back down onto the
bed. Ashley reluctantly unwrapped her legs and let go of his tight
ass as he sat up on his haunches. Smiling, he reached down and gave
one of her breasts a gentle fondle. Her nipple instantly stiffened
in reaction.

“That was
amazing, babe,” Patrick said.

Ashley felt
the tears start to well up in her eyes. She couldn’t tell if they
were from her amazing orgasm, or from the knowledge that Patrick
would be leaving her again soon.

“Do you have
to go?” Ashley asked.

His face grew
softer as he looked into her eyes. “I do. I’m sorry, Ashley. This
takes so much energy. You would not believe what I had to go
through to get back to you.”

She ran her
hands over his abs, letting her fingers touch all the little
creases between the muscles.

“But if you
did it once, you can do it again. Right?”

Patrick took a
few moments to consider this. Then he smiled again. “For you, babe,
I can. And I will. But for now I have to leave you again.”

Now
Ashley had a big smile on her face, too. I’m going to see him
again, she thought. For
that, she knew she would be able to make it through any
difficulty.

Then Patrick
began to fade away. She reached for him, but her hands just passed
right through his body.

“Don’t worry,
babe. I will see you again. I’ll always come back for you...”

His voice
trailed off into a rush of wind outside.









 A Wild
Night with the Succubus

 


Gabe squinted at the cramped, hand-written
text of the yellowed pages opened on his desk. He painstakingly
transcribed the summoning ritual, mouthing the words of the dead
language under his breath as he went.

There was something else on the page he
pored over; a picture. He leaned closer, the tip of his nose just
about touching the parchment.

Yes! He was beginning to make it out.
It was a woman. Her naked form seemed to move on the page as Gabe
felt himself harden.

Shaking his head, he sat back. “Oh man, I
have been awake for too long!” Glancing at the clock on the wall of
the library, he stifled a gasp; he’d been transcribing this book
for his professor for most of the night. It was almost Three AM. It
was exam season, so the campus library was open 24/7 for the
cramming session.

Without thinking, Gabe shoved the book and
his notes into his messenger bag and got up. He was unlocking the
door of his car when he realized he wasn’t supposed to take the
book out of the library.

“Fuck it,” he said, getting in. The night
air was cold, and it was a bit of a walk to get back.
Besides, he thought, not like anyone else is using the
book. He doubted anyone else in the school could read ancient
Sumerian aside from himself and the professor, anyway.

As he drove home, he stole glances at the
messenger bag. He couldn’t shake the image of the naked woman from
his mind. If anything, her features became clearer with each
passing moment. Her nakedness excited him so much that he took one
hand from the wheel and massaged his member through his pants.

This is magic, something in his mind
said. As he got off the highway, he began to wonder.

“Could the ritual actually work?” Gabe
asked.

It was too good, too hot, to believe. Draw a
pentagram, make a fire, chant some words and get a beautiful sex
demon to fuck your brains out. Saliva squirted into his mouth as
the woman danced in his mind’s eye. She was becoming so clear in
his mind, so detailed. But there was something strange; she seemed
to be moving of her own free will. He tried to imagine her moving
in certain ways, but, with a sly smile, she would move
differently.

Gabe was getting so hard and horny that he
actually considered pulling over and stroking himself to relief
before carrying on. Seeing his apartment building just ahead, he
sighed, pulling into the lot. His hand grabbed up the messenger bag
before he even thought about it.

Up in his apartment, he took out the book
and laid it on the kitchen table. Grabbing it, he opened it up to
the right page right away.

“God!” Gabe said. The image of the woman
behind the words was as clear as the one in his mind, now. He saw,
his heart fluttering, that her eyes were a dead black. Were her
teeth pointed, too?

“Call to me...” a husky feminine
voice seemed to say. Gabe couldn’t tell where the voice had come
from, whether his own head or from the book.

Gabe was so startled that he nearly fell
over as he spun around to see if someone was behind him. There was
no one there, just his apartment. For the first time, a sort of
primal fear rose up inside him to accompany his lust.

Some rational part of him told him to burn
the book and scatter the ashes, but he’d already started to gather
the ingredients. He looked at the pages, grabbed some herbs, looked
again, grabbed a bowl and a mortar. Soon, he was grinding
everything together in a bowl.

Putting a metal skillet on the stove, he
turned on the range to prevent the smoke alarm from going off.
Pouring all the crushed ingredients into the skillet, he let them
on fire and began chanting. As his voice droned on, the fire
changed from its reddish orange to a spectral purple. It spat and
hissed at him. Behind it all, he thought he could make out the
husky laugh of a woman.

Shoving his kitchen table out of the way, he
grabbed a piece of chalk and drew on his floor. When he’d finished,
there was a pentagram in a circle, along with a few magical
sigils.

The fire grew taller as Gabe raised his arms
over his head, practically shouting now.

He was just about to finish the incantation
when he realized there was one last thing to do, one last optional
ingredient to include. Grabbing a pair of scissors, he ran to his
closet and opened it. He grabbed the collar of his leather jacket
and snipped part of it off.

“To make it rough...” Gabe muttered as he
fed the leather to the fire. It grew again in response.

“Yes...” the husky female voice
said.

Sweat broke out across Gabe’s body as he
spoke the final few syllables. He waited for one tense moment, his
unblinking eyes staring at the flame.

Suddenly, the room filled with light so
bright that he threw his arms in front of his eyes and
screamed.

When he took his arms away, Gabe found
himself sitting on the floor. The lights flickered a few times, and
the strange purple fire was out. He was still alone. Frowning, he
peered around, looking for the woman from the book. He couldn’t
even call her image to his mind anymore.

“Damn it,” he said, standing up and
straightening his clothes.

Muttering about how stupid he’d been for
believing that something as obviously fake as magic could work, he
made his way to his bedroom. He figured that jerking off would at
least relax him enough to go to sleep and try to forget this awful
night.

He opened the door to his bedroom, which was
pitch black inside.

As he reached for the light switch, powerful
fingers grabbed his forearm. He yelped as he was thrown bodily to
his bed.

I’m being robbed! Was he first
thought.

“Hello... Gabriel...” the husky female voice
said as the door swung shut, leaving the room in utter
darkness.

Gabe shuffled back on his bed until he hit
the headboard. His eyes danced about, trying to fix on something in
the darkness and finding nothing.

“I have to thank you, Gabriel,” the woman
said again.

Gabe felt a pressure from the bottom of the
mattress, telling him that whoever was in the room with him had
climbed onto the foot of the bed. An image of a naked woman
crouched in the darkness, staring at him with an unholy lust,
popped into his mind. Gabe felt himself harden again.

“No one has summoned me in a very long time.
I have a... hunger that needs satisfying. Can you help me to
satisfy it, Gabriel?”

Gabe licked his lips, squinting down at the
foot of the bed and seeing nothing. “I... uh... Yeah, I think I
can.”

He felt long fingers stroke up and down his
hard cock through his pants. “So hard, so warm...” her moan made
Gabe hard cock ache with desire.

“Come to me, Gabriel,” she said.

It was a compulsion. Gabe found himself
sitting up, felt his arms reaching out into the darkness. His
breath caught as his fingers touched naked flesh, and he grabbed
her hips. Her skin felt so unnaturally hot. She moved her hands up
his arms and up around his shoulders. Wrenching him forward with
incredible strength, he found his face pressed between her breasts.
He started kissing the soft skin as she climbed up onto his lap.
Hands moving down her waist, he cupped her by the ass, squeezing
and kneading.

“How can I ever thank you for summoning me,
Gabriel?” She said.

Gabe managed to pull his face far enough
back to look up. A pair of glowing red eyes looked down at him.
Some part of his brain told him that he needed to be frightened
now, needed to be thinking of a way to run, but all he could
concentrate on was how her ass felt in his hands, and how his cock
was straining to be let out of his pants.

“What... What are you?” Gabe asked.

She grabbed his head and shoved it to one
side so that his ear pressed against his shoulder. His body
trembled as he felt her hot breath brush past his ear.

“I believe,” she began, her lips just barely
touching his earlobe, “you would call me a succubus.”

The sex demon finished her explanation by
sucking his earlobe into her mouth and nibbling on it. It felt like
she had pointed fangs for teeth. Gabe winced as her nibbles turned
to love bites. She started grinding her hips against his, running
her bare pussy over his hardened shaft, the only thing separating
them Gabe’s pants and underwear.

“That hurts!” Gabe said.

“You wanted this. You put the scrap of
leather in. Don’t you remember?”

Before Gabe could respond, the succubus
shoved him back on the bed. The back of his head thunked against
the headboard, and for a moment his mind went fuzzy.

When his head cleared, he almost came. The
succubus had taken the opportunity to yank his pants off, and she
was giving him a mean blowjob. Her mouth jackhammered up and down
his shaft while she squeezed the base of his rod with one hand.
Gabe pushed his head back into his pillow as she felt the tips of
her fangs running along his flesh, leaving hot trails of pain even
as her tongue teased the tip of his cock.

She used her other hand to cup his balls,
squeezing them between her fingers. Jamming her mouth as far down
his cock as she could, she gave his sack a squeeze that made him
yelp. He felt his cock swell inside her lips at the same time.

With his shaft completely buried in her like
that, he found that she felt even hotter on the inside than she did
on the outside. It was so hot that it was almost uncomfortable,
riding that very thin line between enjoyable heat and a scalding
burn.

Just before the heat became unbearable, the
succubus pulled her mouth of him. She blew on his shaft, letting
him feel just how wet she’d made it with her spit. The cooling
sensation felt good.

She started slowly stroking him, running her
hand all the up to the tip of his slick cock and back down to the
bottom, over and over. Her red eyes glowing as she looked at him,
she spat down onto his cock for a bit of extra lube and rubbed that
into his flesh as well.

“Do you want more?” she said, stopping her
hand. Her fingers began slowly tightening around his member.

“Yes,” Gabe said. His whole body was
practically buzzing with desire. His shaft was beginning to feel
unpleasantly cool, and he wanted to feel that wet heat around it
again.

Her fingers tightened more. It had just
begun to cross that threshold between pleasure and pain. Gabe
squirmed in that powerful grip, pressing the heels of his hands
into his eyes.

As her fingers continued constricting his
member, he felt the very tip of her tongue start to run up and down
that sensitive part between the head of his cock and the shaft.
Each time her tongue touched his flesh, Gabe jumped. He began to
whimper as her fingers tightened so much that it truly hurt,
sending jolts of pain through his body.

The pain washed over him in waves,
interrupted by the sudden pleasure of her tongue on that spot. His
shaft felt rock hard; her fingers had trapped all the blood in
it.

She stopped licking, instead putting her
lips onto the tip of his cock. With excruciating slowness, she
pushed them down, letting his hardness force them open and into a
tight ring around his girth.

Only when her lips reached her squeezing
fingers did she let go. Gabe felt his whole body relax as she
sounded him with that hotness again.

It was over far sooner than he wanted. She
pulled her mouth off him. The bed jiggled as she straddled his
hips. Her laugh was deep and throaty as she sat on his cock. He
groaned in frustration; she’d pinned his shaft between the lips of
her pussy and his stomach.

“Ooh yes...” she said, “I make you so hard,
don’t I? I make you need to be inside of me.”

Gabe bobbed his hips, trying to pull his
cock back far enough to slip it into her. She merely laughed at his
efforts, moving her hips back with his so that all he did was run
his rod around in her moist slit a few times.

“Bad boy,” she said.

Hot pain exploded in Gabe’s chest. He winced
as she pressed her nails into his chest just below his collarbone.
She drew her nails down his torso like that until her hands met her
thighs. Gabe sucked in a breath and winced, his back arching
involuntarily.

The succubus leaned forward over him,
grabbing the back of his head with one hand and pulling it back.
Gabe reached up and cupped her firm breasts, running his thumbs
over her stiff nipples.

She ran the tip of her index finger in
circles over Gabe’s lips. “Oh, Gabriel. I am so wet for you, so
hot. Do you think you can handle the heat?”

Gabe pinched her nipples, rolling them
around between his finger and thumb. “Yes... Yes, please,” he
said.

She drew her hand back from his lips. A
moment later, she slapped him across the face, making him snarl and
wince.

“Are you going to fuck me hard?” she
said.

“Yes,” Gabe said, his cock pulsing with
anticipation against the folds of her pussy.

She slapped him again. “Yes what,
Gabriel?”

Gabe’s ear had begun to ring, she’d slapped
him so hard. He worked his jaw a few times, wondering if she’d
knocked it out of alignment. “Yes, I am going to fuck you
hard.”

Leaning over more, she kissed him, sucking
his tongue into her mouth and letting him feel the tips of her
fangs. “That’s a good boy, Gabriel.”

Letting go of his hair, she reached back
behind herself while simultaneously lifting his hips. Gabe shook,
screwing his eyes shut as she grabbed his cock and slipped it into
her pussy. He opened his mouth and let his breath out in a moan as
her tight hole grabbed hold of him, straining around his girth.

He loved that moment of entry during sex,
where her tight little pussy stretched around his girth, trying to
accommodate him. He could feel her tightness pulling back against
his skin as his head slipped a little deeper into her.

The succubus used her weight, sitting down
on his cock and forcing it to part her squeezing walls as she
lowered farther and farther down his length.

“Oh, Gabriel, you are so thick and hard
inside me,” she said. She pushed her nails into his chest again and
began scratching him as her pussy inched and strained its way down
Gabe’s cock.

As soon as she had filled her pussy up,
taking his entire length, she lifted her hips. Gabe shifted his
hands from his breasts down her body so that he could squeeze her
ass while she sat down on him again.

They both moaned as the bed began creaking
beneath them.

Giving that throaty laugh again, the
succubus pulled up his length until only the tip of his cock
pressed against her sopping hole.

“Fuck me hard, Gabriel,” she commanded,
bracing her weight with her hands on his chest.

Getting a tighter grip on her ass, Gabe
began pounding her pussy. He had to squeeze his eyes shut and snarl
as he entered her fully against and again, his balls slapping
against her flesh every time her arched his hips for another
thrust.

“Oh God,” Gabe said, feeling her pussy got
hotter and tighter around his shaft.

She gave him a stinging slap across the
face, “No, not God. Mistress.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Gabe said through gritted
teeth as he tried to keep fucking her has hard and fast as he
could. It was getting difficult. She was clenching up so much
around him that he could barely pull his cock partway out for the
next thrust.

The succubus grabbed him by the head again,
twisting it to one said. She lowered her lips to his ear. It was
his other ear. The one she’d whispered into and nibbled earlier
still hurt.

“Oh, Gabriel. Come inside me. Fill me up
with your seed.” She sucked his earlobe into her mouth and bit
it.

Gabe’s cock throbbed inside her as he felt
her walls tremble against his shaft. She bit him a little harder,
sending a jolt of pain through his body.

He groaned as he cock stiffened and jerked
inside her. His cum was even hotter than her pussy as it shot from
his pulsing rod into her pussy.

“Gabriel...” the succubus breathed, throwing
back her head as she came on him. She got so tight then that she
would have pushed him out if his shaft hadn’t been rock solid
inside her. She slammed her pussy down all the way, letting it
convulse around his throbbing shaft as he filled her with more and
more of his hot load. His hands had constricted into claws, digging
his nails deep into the warm flesh of her ass.

Gabe felt his body relax, and his back
sagged against the mattress as her pussy milked the last dribbles
of his cum from his shaft.

When he looked up, he again saw those
glowing red orbs staring down at him. Gabe reached up to pull her
body down onto his, but she just laughed at him again and climbed
off him.

“That was enjoyable, Gabriel,” the succubus
said as she stood at the bedside looking down on him.

“I... Uh... Thanks,” Gabe said. His cock and
balls had a deep ache to them as he slowly softened. He could feel
his chest and stomach burning from her scratching, and his cheek
still stung.

“Now, I must go,” she said.

“Go? Wait!” Gabe said. He sat up, swinging
his legs over the side. He grabbed her around the waist and pulled
her hot body close to his. Her skin felt smooth against his, and he
felt that she hadn’t even broken a sweat at all. He didn’t even
know if she could sweat.

“Can I see you again?” Gabe asked, feeling
stupid. He knew that this wasn’t some random woman he’d met at the
bookstore. She was a lust demon from hell. But he felt a connection
with her, one he didn’t want severed.

Again, she laughed at him, letting her
fingers play over his stringing cheeks.

“Gabriel, you have the summoning ritual. I
come when I am called.”

Suddenly, Gabe found he was holding nothing
but empty air. She was gone. As he lay back on the bed, he knew
that he would need to head out to grab more supplies for another
summoning as soon as the stores were open. He didn’t think he would
finish translating that book for the professor any time soon.









 Satisfying the Werewolf

 


Normally, the outdoors didn’t frighten
Erica. The noon sun shone hot and bright through the leaves and
branches above her head. Hiking was great fun, so was canoeing,
rock climbing. All those things. What wasn’t fun was finding a bear
rummaging through her campsite.

Erica leaned against the rough bark of a
tree trunk. She tugged at her hiking shorts, which had ridden up
her shapely bottom. Looking at her long legs, she saw that her tan
was coming along nicely. She took a sip of warm water from her
canteen and looked around.

“Where am I?”

In her hurry to get away from the bear,
she’d run off without thinking of where she was heading. Nothing
around her looked familiar.

She knew to let people know where she was
camping, but they wouldn’t begin looking for her for a few days, at
least.

But it shouldn’t be too hard to find her way
to a road or ranger station, she knew. Erica lifted her arms over
her head and stretched, showing a slice of lean tummy.

Besides, being lost was kind of exciting. It
was too bad she hadn’t brought a guy with her; they could let their
excitement out with a good screw. Her pussy got a little wet and
tingly at the thought. Before the fantasy could overwhelm her, she
picked a direction and started walking.

Erica walked for hours with no signs of any
people. She hadn’t even found old campsites. Dusk had settled over
the forest, cooling the air and creating deep pools of shadow. She
grabbed her canteen. It was empty. Holding it vertically over her
mouth, she managed to coax a few drops of water from it.

“Damn it.”

Stopping again by another tree, she peered
around at the shadows. The tingly excitement from before changed
into a numbing fear that edged in cold fingers up the small of her
back. The thought of spending a night along, without any supplies,
made her shiver.

A twig snapped somewhere behind her.
Panicked, she sprinted away. When her lungs burned and her legs
ached, she stopped. Hands on her knees, she took big gulps of
air.

Filling her lungs, she screamed, “Help!
Someone! Please!”

Only echoes replied. There was a large rock
poking from the ground nearby. Erica walked over and sat on its
hard, rough surface.

Finally, her lungs stopped aching. She
looked around. Something in the distance glinted through the trees.
Erica leaned forward, heart thumping, squinting to get a better
look.

Could it be? Her heart felt like it had
leapt into her throat. It was! There was a cabin a few ahead feet
ahead of her.

She ran forward, her hiking boots thumping
the ground. As she came closer, she saw light inside. Someone was
home. Maybe they’ll have a phone, Erica thought. Something
in the deepest part of her mind whispered, “Maybe there will be a
man.”

Rapping once with her fist on the door, she
took a step back and said, “Hello?”

A few long moments dragged by before the
person inside opened the door. A tall man peered out at her. He
looked about her age, was clean shaven, and shirtless. The sight of
his powerful chest and arms, along with his washboard abs, got
Erica’s juices flowing again. She resisted the urge to jump him,
and realized she was staring.

“Um... Hi,” she said.

Frowning, the handsome stranger replied with
his own, “Hello.”

“I’m Erica. I seem to be lost. Do you have a
phone or radio?”

His features softened into a smile. Erica
felt the heat rise in her cheeks, and between her legs.

“Sorry. Keep to myself around here,” at her
sudden downcast expression, he hurried to say, “But come in. It’ll
be dark soon. Tomorrow I can point you to the nearest ranger
station.” He stepped aside to let her in.

Erica started moving, but paused with a
smile. “Aren’t you supposed to say you don’t bite?” She kind of
hoped he did.

The frown returned as he ushered her in and
closed the door.

It was pretty spare inside. A small cot
pressed against one wall. A little table and a single chair sat in
the middle of the room. Strangely, there was no food, nor anything
to prepare any.

He must have noticed her expression. “I just
ran out yesterday and I haven’t had time to do anything supply run.
I’m John, by the way.”

John extended one hand. Erica reached out
and they shook. His hand was large and warm, and seemed to have a
deep reserve of strength. Erica’s pulse quickened.

After a quick search of a backpack in one
corner, John found a plain white t-shirt and pulled it on. Erica
walked over to him and put her hands on his muscular chest when he
turned around.

“Thank you so much. I thought I was going to
have to spend the night in a tree,” she went up onto her toes,
putting her lips near his, “How can I repay you?”

Something flashed in his bright eyes, and he
frowned as though fighting some inner battle. Slowly, he peeled her
hands away.

“I... You’re so hot, but I can’t. It... I
change. You wouldn’t like it.”

Erica backed away, disappointed. John knelt
and fished through the bag again.

“There’s a pack of crackers in here, I
think.”

When the sun stopped shining through the
windows, John turned on a bright electric lamp. Erica told him the
story of the bear as they shared the crackers. Once, she put her
hand on his thigh, but he moved it away.

No guy had made her so horny in a long time.
She knew there was a spot of wetness in her panties, now. There was
something primal and animalistic in him that called to her, made
her body need him inside.

Erica stood and walked to the window. The
light of a full moon lit the area.

Looking over he shoulder, she said, “Hey,
John, come here and see this.”

He smiled, stood, and walked over to join
her. As soon as the light of the moon fell on his skin, his
demeanor changed and he cringed.

“No! Not now!”

“John? What—“

He snarled and wrapped his arms around his
stomach. “Go! Run!”

She stooped down, trying to touch him. A
cool panic radiated from a ball in her stomach. “Let me help
you.”

Through snarls of pain, he pushed past her
toward the door. “Too late, too late...” he muttered as he fumbled
at the latch.

Lurching, he went out. Erica stood in the
doorway, eyes wide. John fell heavily on the ground only a few feet
away, writhing and groaning. Erica couldn’t move; the fear held her
still.

A change came over him before her eyes. His
snarls deepened into horrible growls. The fabric of his shirt tore,
revealing thick fur. His bones cracked and moved beneath his skin,
reshaping. Finally, his nose and mouth elongated into a fang-filled
snout.

Cold dread washed over Erica as she realized
that John was a werewolf.

He stood up, the tattered remains of his
clothes in a heap on the ground. His shining yellow eyes transfixed
her, and his lips pulled back in another snarl.

Screaming, Erica took a step back and
slammed the door shut. She backpedalled until she hit the wall.

John smashed the door to kindling in one
hit. He stalked into the cabin, advancing on Erica’s helpless form.
His eyes were full of hunger.

He raised one clawed hand and brought it
down. Erica closed her eyes and screamed, expecting searing pain.
Instead, she jerked forward as the claws tore her shirt and bra
open. Her breasts tumbled out, full and pert.

Erica slipped down the wall to the floor.
She reached up and covered her tits with her arms. Standing over
her, the werewolf’s chest and shoulders rose and full as it
breathed. John reached down and pulled at her arms, wrenching them
away from her chest so that he breasts spilled out again.

His eyes devoured her flesh with a hungry
lust. As he looked, she felt her nipples stiffening. The muscles of
her pussy clenched a little and she felt herself get wet. His body
called to hers, and her body responded.

Her gaze travelled down the rippling and
hair muscles of his form. Her eyes widened when she saw his
monstrous erection, long and heavy. The head of his cock was only a
few inches away from her face.

She knew what he wanted. She knew that she
wanted to give it to him, too.

Erica shifted onto her knees. She pulled off
the remains of her shirt and bra, discarding them on the floor. A
naughty smile touched her lips as she ran her hands slowly up her
hips and stomach. John watched, his mouth slightly parted. His cock
quivered a little.

Finally, her hands reached her breasts.
Stretching her fingers, she pinched and rolled her own nipples,
sucking her lower lip between her teeth and moaning a little. Then
she massaged her own breasts, pushing and squeezing them.

John whimpered a little.

Running her tongue over her full lips, she
gave him a smoky look. “You like these, my hard beast? You want
them?” She leaned forward, almost touching his cock with her tits,
and then pulled back. She was getting so hot and wet, she thought
he might come just from her panties rubbing against her pussy.

Suddenly, John growled. He reached down,
grabbed her shoulders, and pressed her back against the wall. He
thrust his hips forward, running the warm head of his dick against
her cleavage.

Erica pulled her tits apart a little,
letting the shaft of his cock slip between them. Then she pressed
them back together, enveloping his rod with the soft flesh of her
breasts. Precum, trickling from the tip of his dick, left shiny wet
smears on her skin.

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you…” Erica
said, massaging his shaft with her tits.

John shuddered a little and whimpered. He
rocked his hips back and forth more quickly, trying to give her a
good titty-fucking. Erica lowered her head. The next time John’s
cock pushed up, she gave it a little lick. His precum was warm and
salty tasting.

This touch seemed to drive him wild. He
fucked her tits relentlessly, trying to press more and more of his
cock into her mouth with each thrust.

Without warning, Erica let go of her tits.
She lunged forward a little, grabbing John’s hot and throbbing cock
with both hands. She pressed her moist lips in a tight ring as far
down his shaft as she could take him.

John howled as she sucked, slowly pulling
her lips back to the ridge around the head of his cock and then
pressing them forward again. The skin of his dick pulled back and
forth as she moved up and down his length. She tongued the ridges
around the bottom of his tip, making him shudder and jerk.

Erica worked up as much spit as she could,
slathering it over the firm flesh of his shaft with each pass of
her lips. Before long, his cock glistened with her spit. Strings of
spit hung down, he was getting so soaked.

She tightened her grip with one hand around
the base of his shaft, and moved the other to cup his balls. She
stroked back and forth, massaging her spit farther down his length.
At the same time, she gave his balls little squeezes. When they
tightened up in her fingers, she knew to slow down a little. When
they relaxed, she moved the tight ring formed by her lips faster
down his pulsing shaft.

After she got him good and sopping, she
pulled her mouth all the way off of him. With the tip of her
tongue, she toyed with the little slit on his cock, making him jump
and yelp a little.

Still stroking him, she looked up into his
eyes.

“Are you going to take me with this big
cock? Are you going to shove this big piece of meat into my little
tight hole? I’ve got it all greased up with my spit now.”

His eyes narrowed at her, but she saw
understanding glint in them. He reached under her arms with his
powerful hands and pulled her to her feet as though she weight
nothing. Right away, she undid her hiking shorts and wriggled out
of them. Moving forward, she straddled his cock between her legs.
The top of his shaft rubbed back and forth along her wet slit as he
humped her. His cock was so long that she felt it poking out behind
her.

The friction felt amazing. She could feel
the warm and moist skin of his shaft rubbing against her clit,
sending shocks of pleasure through her and making her get wetter
and wetter. She needed him inside so badly. She’d never wanted
anything more than to feel the ridges of his monstrous cock rubbing
along the smooth, wet walls of her cunt.

John grabbed her roughly by the arms. He
lowered his snout down to her face and looked her right in the
eyes. A split second later, he threw her down to the floor (though,
she noticed, not hard enough to hurt her).

Erica had fallen on her stomach. She went up
on and her hands knees and slunk away from him, wiggling her ass in
the airs. The floor shook with his heavy steps as he chased after
her.

It took him only a few strides before he was
on top of her. His clawed fingers grasped her hips and yanked her
back towards him. The head of his cock pressed against her, but
didn’t go in. In his excitement, he couldn’t slow down long enough
to guide himself into her.

In a sudden moment of frustration, she
reached behind herself and grabbed his rock hard shaft. Gently, she
guided it up her slit until she felt the tip press against her
sopping opening. John growled behind her as he pushed the head of
his cock into her.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” Erica moaned over and
over again.

She could feel her pussy tightening up
around the massive girth of his cock even as it pushed deeper. It
parted the walls of her flesh, sending shivers up her body that
made her buck her hips back against him, hungry for more.

The tips of his claws bit into her flesh as
he urged her farther back along his shaft. The delicious mix of
pleasure and pain made her groan.

Before he could sink himself all the way
into the hot, tight space of her pussy she stopped him. Erica
pulled forward, relishing the way his flesh rubbed hers as they
pulled apart. She pushed back against him, taking in even more than
before.

Soon, she felt the tip of his dick bump
against the very back of her pussy. It was like he’d shocked her.
She moaned and shook, grinding her hips back against his, trying to
edge even more of him into her. No man had ever filled her up like
this before.

Erica gasped as her pussy clamped around
him, then released.

Looking back over her shoulder, she made an,
“Oooh…” noise. She pushed up onto her knees. Back arched, she
leaned farther still until her heard rested against his powerful
chest. She heard his heart beat, strong and quick.

Slowly, he wrapped his arms around her
chest, just below her breast. He pulled his hips back, making her
shudder as she felt the ridges around the head of his dick pull
right back until only the tight ring of her opening kept him
in.

Erica looked up into his bestial face, “Fuck
me hard. Shove that big cock back into me.” She rolled her hips a
little for emphasis.

Snarling, John rammed his cock back into
her. The first few thrusts, he stopped for a moment before the
next. He kept building speed, leaving the pauses between each less
and less until he pistoned in and out of her like some well-oiled
machine.

Erica reached back and grabbed his hips,
pulling him even harder forward on each thrust. She snarled herself
now. It felt so good, she couldn’t contain herself. They both
panted and moaned. Just listening to the wet noises he made sliding
into her made her want to come all over his hard dick.

His breathing had changed. The head of his
dick felt even bigger inside her, and the rest of his shaft had
gotten harder. He was going to come, going to fill her up with his
hot load.

She wanted it, she needed it. The only thing
better would be clenching up around him while he came.

“Yeah, fuck me hard. Come inside me, you
monster,” she said through clenched teeth.

She slammed her pussy down over his cock,
pulling his hips at the same time. She screamed. Her pussy clenched
up around him, the strong muscles milking up and down his length.
Then his rod jerked inside of her. He came so hard she felt it hit
the back of her pussy. He shot more and more into her clutching
pussy. She could feel it in there, all hot and wet.

Finally, covered in sweat and shaking, she
fell forward onto her hands. Once John started getting soft, he
pulled out of her. His chest expanded and his shoulders rose and
fell with the huge gulps of air he breathed in. She rolled onto her
side and looked up at him. He regarded her for a moment.

The next moment, he leapt over her and ran
through the ruins of the door. Moments later, a piercing howl split
the air. He was already so far away.

Erica crawled over to the small cot and
snuggled beneath the covers. They smelled like John had, before he
turned. It wasn’t long before she fell into a deep and dreamless
sleep.

When she awoke, sunlight streamed in through
the window. From outside, she heard the crackle of fire and the
delicious smell of cooking meat wafted into the cabin.

Wrapping the blanket around herself, she
stood up and winced. She probably had some nice bruises and
scratches, but they were worth it. She smiled as she stepped
through the door. John squatted in front of the fire, wearing a
pair of shorts and nothing else. He was tending to the haunch of
meat that he slowly turned on its spit over the fire. When he heard
her, he turned around.

“About last night… Look…” John began.

“It was good,” Erica said, squatting down
beside him, “Very good. Tell me, does that happen every full
moon?”

He poked at the fire, and then replied, “No.
I’ve been able to control it. Seeing you made me lose control. The
beast took over. I had to have you. I hope you’re not hurt?”

Smiling, she put her hand on his bare
shoulder. “No, don’t. It was amazing.”

They sat for a while. Sometime later, he cut
off long strips of meat for the both of them.

Erica looked at him. “John?”

“Yeah?”

“Can we do it again tonight?”









 Caught by the Werewolf

 


Elaine reached
to change the song on her MP3 player. She had it in a holster on
her arm for ease of use during these nighttime jogs. A glance at
her sports watch said she’d already completed two miles.

“Three more to
go,” she said between breaths.

She thought
back to the other jogger she’d passed a few minutes prior. She
wondered if he’d turned around to get a look at her ass in her
Spandex jogging shorts. Guys seemed to look at her now that she was
trim and toned.

Many of the
streetlights were out on this stretch, but that was fine. She could
see everything clearly in the light of the full moon.

Elaine looked
up as she jogged. The moon seemed to stare right back down at her.
It had always seemed so mysterious, with all the myths people had
made up around it.

When the path
into the park came up, she detoured down it. Normally, she stuck to
the road, but she thought that the park would look beautiful all
empty and moonlit.

Elaine wasn’t
disappointed. She actually slowed down and turned her music off so
that she could better appreciate the sights and sounds around her.
Everything seemed black and white, like some old movie. Tree
branches swayed gently in the cool night breeze. The sweet smell of
flowers wafted through the air.

Down by the
lake she took a breather. Pulling her ear buds out, Elaine settled
down on the hard wood of a bench. The water gurgled and undulated
like a long, shiny sheet. Looking out over the lake, she realized
just how much nicer this place was with nobody and nothing
around.

Just as
she was being lulled by the lapping water, the sound of jogging
feet snapped her out of it. She turned around, twisting on the
bench. That same jogger from before was running down the same path
she’d taken. He’d been running the other way before, so he must
have turned around. Must have really liked what he saw, Elaine thought. He saw her looking, smiled, and
started towards the bench.

“Damn it,”
Elaine whispered. She really didn’t want to talk to him. He wasn’t
even good looking.

Her annoyance
grew when he wordlessly sat down beside her. He was panting, and it
took him a few moments before he could gather enough breath to
talk.

“Nice night
for a jog, don’t you think?”

Elaine rolled
her eyes. He was ugly and unoriginal. Not a good combination.

“Yes. It
really is nice to do something alone.” She shot him a look to
further stress the final word, hoping he’d take the hint and go
away.

He didn’t.

“I’m Jeff,” he
said, holding out one hand.

Elaine gave it
a perfunctory shake. He held on a moment too long, and kept trying
to look into her eyes.

“Look, I
normally don’t talk to girls like this, but you seem so nice. Do
you think maybe we could –“

Elaine held up
her hand, silencing him. “Look, Jeff, thanks, but no thanks. Okay?
I don’t like being approached by strange men, especially when I’m
alone at night.”

That did it. A
look of shock etched itself across his face. He held up his hands,
trying to say he wasn’t like that. Elaine ignored him. After
another moment, he stood up and practically sprinted away deeper
into the park.

She tried to
get back into the mood she’d been in before, looking across the
water, but he’d ruined it. With a heavy sigh, she plugged her ear
buds back in and jogged farther into the park as well. He was
running so fast, she knew she was unlikely to see him again. She
wasn’t going to let him take the whole damn place for himself.

The narrow
path curved through dense trees that nearly blocked out all the
light. It was kind of creepy. Elaine suddenly felt unreasonably
scared. She picked up the pace, trying to get through more
quickly.

That was when
she heard the scream, so loud that it drowned out her music. It was
long and filled with pain. And right in front of her. She turned
off the MP3 player. Rounding the next curve, she stopped, only just
managing to choke off her own scream.

Jeff was lying
on the ground in the light from a lamp. There was a pool of dark
blood on the ground from his throat, which was just gone. Hunched
over his body was a large, furry form, like some horrible mix of
wolf and man.

Clapping her
hands over her mouth, Elaine whispered, “Oh my God!”

It noticed,
turning around. It had a long snout, and its eyes glinted in the
light.

The werewolf
growled, revealing long, bloody fangs. Elaine screamed. She spun
and sprinted back down the path, fuelled by fear. She looked over
her shoulder. It was loping along right behind her.

It lunged,
lashing out with one clawed hand. The claw caught in the neck of
her shirt, tearing it clean right down her back. Its next attack
caught the waistband of her Spandex shorts. She felt the tight
material suddenly become loose around her thighs. The cool air of
the night rushed across her bare ass.

Looking back
like she was, she never saw the stick on the ground. It caught up
between her ankles, sending her sprawling to the ground. The dirt
scratched her outstretched hands and rubbed her knees raw.

“No, no,
no...” Elaine muttered, crawling forward.

She looked
back again, screaming. The werewolf stood over her on its hind
legs, looking down upon her body. Elaine scrunched her eyes shut,
awaiting the crushing jaws around her own neck. They never came.
She opened her eyes again. The monster still stood over her, but
now it sported a huge erection between its legs, hanging heavily in
the air. At the sight, she felt her pussy get involuntarily wet,
and she suddenly felt very warm between the legs.

If she was
going to die, she at least wanted to fuck one more time.

Slowly, she
raised her ass higher and higher into the air. As she did, the
werewolf reached down and raked the claws of one hand along the
bared skin of her back. Elaine sucked in a breath through her
teeth. The scratches felt like long lines of fire in her flesh.

Moving up a
little more, her ass bumped into the hot flesh of the beast’s rod.
It rocked its hips, rubbing the bottom of its shaft over one of her
ass cheeks. Elaine wriggled her own hips. Its heavy cock slid into
the cleft between her cheeks. Squeezing the strong muscles
together, she bobbed back and forth a bit. The skin on its dick
pulled back and forth, and it responded by speeding up its own
rubbing.

Its hot,
throbbing meat brushed back and forth across the sensitive pucker
of Elaine’s asshole. She shivered a little at the tingles it sent
through her. The walls of her pussy clenched a little as she got
wetter.

“Umm...”
Elaine moaned. She opened her mouth a little and ran the tip of her
tongue over her full lips, making them shine in the light of the
moon. The noise of her moan touched something in the monster. Its
cock jerked a little between her cheeks and a big glob of precum
leaked from the tip of its cock, glistening like her lips. Elaine
watched as it trailed down the head of its cock. She arched her ass
up a little higher, letting the stuff drip down into her crack. She
rubbed back and forth slowly a few times, lettings the liquid lube
up their flesh. Its dick slid back and forth more easily and
quickly now.

Elaine
wondered if any of it managed to make its way to her cunt.

“Oh fuck,”
Elaine said. It wasn’t a matter of survival anymore, she realized;
she actually wanted to feel the werewolf’s massive meat pounding
her small, tight pussy. She wanted it to cram every throbbing inch
in until its balls slapped against her clit. Elaine reached down
her stomach, through the loose remains of her shorts, and ran her
fingers along her slit imagining what it would feel like to have
such a big cock inside of her. She pulled her fingers away all wet
with her juices at the thought.

Such a huge
cock was going to need more than a little bit of precum to lube it
up.

Leaning back
into a crouching position, Elaine scooted around so that the
werewolf was in front of her. Its shoulders rose up and down with
its breathing as it stared down at her. It reached down and wrapped
its powerful fingers around her neck. It didn’t squeeze though. She
could feel the points of each claw pressed lightly to her
flesh.

Not daring to
break eye contact, Elaine reached out. She grabbed the head of the
monster’s cock. Her pinkie finger and thumb rested against the
large ridge around the head. Slowly at first, she spread more
precum around the tip with the pad of her index finger. The beast’s
whole body shook and jerked as she moved her finger more quickly.
Its clawed hand gripped and loosened around her neck with each
revolution she made around the taut, wet head of its dick.

She leaned
forward. It held her still for a moment, then let her move. Pulling
its cock to one side, she parted her moistened lips and let them
slide down the side of its shaft. Its skin felt smooth and warm on
her lips. When she reached the base, she started back the other
way. This time, she stuck the tip of her tongue out between her
lips, letting it leave a shining trail of saliva as she worked her
way toward the head.

Letting her
tongue run along the large ridges around the head, she switched her
grip and moved down the other side. A fresh drop of precum squeezed
out of its cock as she worked her way back up toward the top. This
time, the werewolf shifted its hips, trying to move its cock so
that it would press into her hot little mouth.

When she
reached the top, instead of gobbling down as much of its shaft as
she could fit, Elaine pulled its dick up and pressed it against the
monster’s furry stomach.

Elaine worked
up some spit, then ran her tongue up along the bottom of its shaft.
She shifted her hand from its head so that it ran down along the
top of its meat. Its dick really was heavy, pressing now entirely
against her tongue with no support from her fingers in holding it
up.

Reaching the
tip again, she let it rest on the wet surface of her tongue for a
moment. When the beast growled down at her, she got a good grip
around the base of its shaft and pressed her lips around the
head.

It barely fit
in her mouth. She ran her lips and tongue back and forth along the
sensitive and taut flesh of the head, jerking with her hand and
also licking at the little slit at the tip on each stroke.

Reaching up
with her other hand, she grabbed onto its balls and gave them a
light squeeze on each stroke, too. More and more precum dribbled
onto her tongue. She swallowed it all, savoring the salty
taste.

Her own drool
dribbled along its shaft, hanging down in shiny strings at
different points.

Having her
tight lips straining around its meat was so hot. She stroked up and
down, trying to make it get harder, trying to ease just a little
bit more of its length into her tiny space. Her legs began
trembling beneath her. Not from strain, but desire.

With a snarl,
the werewolf released her neck. It shoved at her shoulders, making
her topple onto her back. Now, it fell to its knees. Grasping the
remains of her shorts, it tore them from her body, leaving her
completely naked from the waist down. The hair of her pussy was
neatly trimmed, and her slit glistened a little in the moonlight
from its wetness.

Elaine grabbed
her jogging shirt and pulled it off, exposing the stiff nipples of
her perky tits.

The werewolf
grabbed her behind each knee and then pressed them up to her chest.
Then it leaned down over her pussy.

“Fuck!” Elaine
screamed as its tongue lapped out over her slit, licking at her
wetness.

It licked away
at her, making wet, sloppy noises. Elaine’s hips bucked up and down
each time its tongue ran over her clit. Once, its tongue slipped
into her. No one had ever licked her that deeply before. It had
made her so sopping wet that she felt their mixed juices run down
her ass. Every fibre in her body felt electrified. It felt so good
that she couldn’t even moan, instead baring her teeth in a
snarl.

The beast
stopped. It leaned back a little. She looked up at it. Its muzzle
was all wet from licking her pussy clean. She couldn’t take it
anymore.

“Fuck me! Cram
that huge cock into my pussy!”

Arching, it
shoved its heavy rod forward. The head bumped into her pussy,
sliding down her sopping slit until it pressed slightly into her
waiting opening.

Gasping,
Elaine felt the tight ring tighten up around its cock. She bucked
her hips up, her pussy swallowing the entire head and part of the
shaft. Lowering her hips, she moaned and shook as the tall ridges
around the head rubbed down the lubed walls of her snatched, Wet as
she was, the friction was still incredible.

Elaine wrapped
her arms around her thighs, just below were the best gripped the
backs of her knees in its hands. She squeezed her knees together.
Using her back and arms, she ran her tight pussy up and down the
huge cock pushing into her.

The werewolf
let her do that, choosing to watch her wet lips massage up and down
its length.

“Oh!” Elaine
gasped. She stopped moving as she felt her walls tense up around
its cock.

Now that she
stopped, the werewolf decided to begin fucking her. It used its
weight and strength to inch its sopping shaft deeper into her tight
pussy. Her walls, trying to clench even tighter, parted as it
forced the head farther into her. She was so tight around it that
little sparks of pain shot up her body along with the warm tingles
of pleasure.

Elaine
squealed as it kept pushing forward. With her knees pulled back, it
didn’t take long until she felt its cock bump against the very back
of her slick pussy. When it did, it pulled its cock part way out
and then slowly ran it back into her. It seemed to notice her
little gasps and squeals of pain, so it stopped pushing all the way
in.

She wished she
could see it fucking her. The lips of her pussy probably pulled out
around it like a tight little sock each time it moved back for
another thrust. Her clit would be standing straight out, just
begging to be rubbed or licked. Its long, smooth thrusts let her
feel each bump and ridge along its shaft. Her pussy probably left
it wet and shining as it made her get wetter and wetter each time
it bumped back into her.

Looking up
into its face, she saw its eyes narrowed in concentration as it
stared down, watching itself slide in and out of her. Its lips were
pulled back, and it let out a little growl with each push.

Slowly at
first, as she got wetter around it, the beast picked up speed, Each
push rubbed past the little ridges of her g-spot. As it went faster
and faster, Elaine’s breathed more quickly.

She squeezed
her eyes shut. “Yes... Yes...” She said.

She pulled
back on her thighs, changing the angle a little so that its rubbing
electrified her.

It was going
to make her come. She sucked in her lower lip and bit down on it
until it hurt. She started rocking her hips back and forth again.
She looked up at it again.

“Fucking come
in me,” she said through clenched teeth, her lips pouting out in a
circle, “Shoot your load into my tight pussy, nice and hot and
wet...”

She couldn’t
say anymore. She started coming all over its cock. She felt her
pussy get even wetter. The werewolf’s fucking made sucking noises
as her pussy climaxed around its huge girth, gripping and loosening
up and down its shaft.

Then it
stopped moving. It snarled as she felt its dick pulse with little
jerks, sending its come deep into the back of her pussy. She was
hungry for it, she wanted more and more. Its fingers squeezed
painfully around her knees.

Before it
finished, it pulled its cock out. Strings of hot jizz shot onto her
thighs and ass as more dribbled out of her cunt down her ass. She
felt empty without it in her.

It stood over
her again, looking down with its baleful, shining eyes. Elaine
shuddered under that stare. She’d been so caught up in their
fucking that she had pushed the reason it had started to the back
of her mind.

Was this the
end then? Would it sink its fangs into the soft flesh of her throat
and taste her hot blood?

Lowering
her aching legs down onto the cool ground, she tried to relax. She
was exhausted, and running would just prolong the
inevitable. Just make it quick, Elaine thought.

The monster
crouched down over her. She could smell her juices the hot breath
that washed over her. With their faces this close, looking into its
eyes she thought she saw a small glimmer of humanity, something to
set it apart from any other wild thing.

Slowly, while
looking into her eyes, its jaw opened. It cocked it head to one
side, lowering its open mouth over her throat. The tips of its
fangs brushed her flesh. They pressed down against her, making her
gasp. She closed her eyes, waiting for the crushing, tearing
force.

The tips of
the fangs left her neck. She couldn’t feel the heat of its breath
anymore.

Opening her
eyes, she gasped again. The monster was gone. She sat up, looking
around. There was no sign of it anywhere.

Gathering up
the remains of her clothes and tying them up around her body to
cover it up as best she could, ran off toward the street and
safety. She knew she’d never forget her night of passion under the
light of the full moon.









 My
Weekend with Werewolves

 


I never thought I’d agree to spend a whole
weekend out at a cabin in the middle of the woods. Looking around,
I noticed that it didn’t even have indoor plumbing. The only lights
were a couple old oil lamps that needed constant adjustment. And,
even though I knew my shorts were cute and showed off my legs and
butt nicely, they didn’t work very well for walking around in the
brush.

Then again, I never thought that the two
hottest guys from my kinesiology class at university would ever
have invited me to spend the weekend with them.

Finn and Carter were both outside, getting a
fire set up as the sun was setting. I watched them out one window.
They both had their shirts off, and I felt a tingling jolt move
through my body as I got a little wet. They both worked in the
school gym, a common job for kinesiology majors, and it showed in
their strong arms and tight abs.

Despite the mosquitoes, I decided to brave
the outside. As I opened the door, I heard Finn say, “It’s gonna be
a full moon tonight. You ready for this?”

I leaned against the doorframe, arching my
back to show off my figure. I knew I’d be able to get them each
alone at some point. I felt another tingle move through me as my
imagination took that idea and ran with it.

“Ready for what?” I asked, smiling.

Carter spun around, looking at me with wild
eyes. It was clear he was trying to hide some surprise, some
secret, and was desperately trying to come up with some excuse he
thought I might buy. I thought it was endearing.

“Do you boys have a surprise for me?” I said
coyly, slinking out from the doorway.

I stood between them, throwing my arms over
their shoulders. There was something about the way they smelled
that just wouldn’t get out of my head. I suddenly felt very wet,
and my body shivered as an electric lust crashed through me in
waves.

Their muscles felt so firm under my
hands.

“Uh, yeah, Zoe. A big surprise. We were
actually in the middle of getting everything ready for you,” Carter
said, pointing to the fire pit.

“Don’t you boys come out here every month?”
I said, looking down at the fire pit. It looked like it hadn’t been
used in years, though I knew I was far from an expert at that type
of thing, “Do you just go without the fire? Doesn’t that get
cold?”

A sudden thought occurred to me: what if
they didn’t have a fire because they were always able to stay warm
through the night together? A different shiver moved through me,
then. What if the two guys I liked the most from college were gay?
That would be just my luck.

Finn jumped in, here, sounding quite
confident, “It actually stays pretty warm out here at night. We
usually don’t do fires because they take a bit of work and care. We
usually just drink until we pass out in the cabin.”

I snorted at them. It would be just the
thing for guys to do. I slapped them both on the back. “Well,
thanks so much for asking me to tag along, and for putting in so
much work to make it a good time for me. Now, if only I’d thought
to bring something that covered me up more...”

Carter knelt down, lit a piece of paper on
fire, and shoved it into the pile of wood he’d made. Flames started
licking out from between the logs and branches before too long.

Then Carter, still crouched, looked over his
shoulder at me. He let his eyes run up my bare legs, all the way up
to my face. I squeezed Finn’s shoulder.

“I think you look just fine,” Carter
said.

Then I felt Finn’s hand run down my back,
where Carter couldn’t see. His fingers moved down over my butt,
cupping one of my cheeks. When he gave it a little squeeze, I felt
goosebumps rise on my flesh.

“Hey, look, we left something back at the
truck. Why don’t you stay here? We won’t be too long,” Finn said,
giving my ass another squeeze.

Carter stood up, looking up to the sky. It
had gotten fairly dark already, and I knew it would be night soon.
An almost pained expression crossed his face when he and Finn
shared a look.

They nodded to me as they walked off into
the night. Waiting until they were out of sight, I grabbed my bag
and pulled out my makeup and mirror, doing a few touch-ups. It was
Finn, I knew then. I was going to fuck him, that night. I would
wait until Carter had gone to sleep, then I would crawl over and
join Finn in his sleeping bag. We’d have to do it spooning.

It had gotten fully dark out, and a full
moon loomed over the cabin.

I sucked in my lip and closed my eyes as I
imagined what it would feel like, trying to keep quiet as his hard
cock pushed into me from behind...

Then the hairs on the back rose as I
realized I was being watched. My eyes shot open, and I spun around,
searching the trees.

“Come on guys,” I said, hoping and praying
it was some sort of joke they were playing on me, “This isn’t
funny. Come on out.”

Then I saw two pairs of glowing eyes
watching me, just outside of the circle of light from the fire.

With a screech, I bolted for the cabin. I
slammed the door behind me and leaned against it, my heart beating
so fast that I felt light-headed.

I tried to calm myself down, to listen. I
heard nothing but the crackle of the fire outside. Leaning over
slightly, I slowly poked my face in front of one of the windows so
that I could get a look.

There was nothing I could see but the fire.
The eyes were gone.

Then a bestial, growling face rose up on the
other side of the glass and I screamed. I fell backwards and
scrambled away as the glass shattered. My back hit the other wall
of the cabin and I kept pushing, trying to go through the wall, my
fear and terror keeping me from thinking clearly.

The monster pulled itself through the window
and stood up. It was wolfish in appearance, with thick and shaggy
fur, heavy muscles, and a long face, but it stood on two feet like
a man. It looked at me with its cold eyes. It turned as another
identical monster made its way through the broken window.

They both stood in the middle of the cabin,
looking down at me. They were both so huge. One slapped the other
on the back. They stalked toward me.

One grabbed me by the shoulders and held me
against the wall. The other tore at my shorts as I screamed. I
heard the fabric tear, then felt the cool night air against my bare
thighs. Then the monster did the same thing to my shirt and bra,
leaving my clothes in a tattered heap and leaving my sitting
completely naked on the floor.

“Finn!” I screamed suddenly, “Carter!” I
hoped they would hear me and run.

The one holding me down put its face right
in front of me, looking me in the eye. Then I knew.

“Finn?” I said.

The werewolf blinked. Then he snarled and
threw me to the floor. They both stood over me, looking at my
nakedness. My nipples had puckered from the coldness and
excitement, and I felt myself quiver under their glare.

As I watched, both of them got hard. Their
cocks lifted from between their legs, thickening and getting longer
until their bulging shafts trembled.

“Is this your surprise?” I asked as my fear
turned into curiosity and arousal. Their cocks were bigger even
than I’d fantasized about. My pussy practically ached as I wondered
what it would feel like to have them inside me.

I had just wanted to fuck one of them, maybe
both of them over the course of the weekend. I was going to get to
have them both at the same time. Or, rather, they were going to
take what they wanted from me. After all, they were both huge and
powerful monsters. I wanted them to fuck me hard while I screamed
for them.

Lying down fully, I stretched out like a
cat, letting them see the taut muscles and firm, smooth flesh of my
body.

It must have been too much for them to take,
because one leapt right over me. He grabbed me wrists and pinned
them to the floor. The other prised my legs apart, gripping my
ankles roughly as he shoved my knees against my chest.

He attacked my pussy with his tongue,
running it between my pink lips. I screamed and bucked as he used
me for his pleasure, licking up all my wetness. His snout was
already glistening from my juices, and he seemed insatiable.

When his tongue entered me, I screamed
again. He licked the front wall of my pussy, running his rough
tongue over my G-spot over and over. I couldn’t hold back
anymore.

I came harder than I’d ever done in my life.
I didn’t think I was a squirter, but I felt my pussy clench and
heard a wet noise as I soaked his bestial face.

It must have been that I was under their
complete and utter control, that there was no possibility of
getting away from them or their desire for my flesh. My body was
theirs, and there was nothing I could (or wanted to) do about
it.

Then the one licking my pussy turned me over
onto my stomach. He kept my legs apart and I felt his long and warm
tongue slip into the cleft of my ass, leaving my little asshole
soaked with his saliva. I knew then that he was getting me ready to
take both their cocks in my tight holes at the same time.

I found my face in the lap of the monster
holding my wrists. He yelped like a surprised dog when I shoved my
lips down his hard shaft.

He was so thick that I could barely fit my
mouth around him. But he tasted so good. I was like an animal
myself, then, letting my hungers and desires dictate my actions. I
felt his cock throb against my tongue. It was so hot and hard. I
practically came again when I tasted the precum leaking from
him.

The other one had gotten my ass so wet that
he could actually slip his tongue into my asshole. I’d never had
anything in there before. The unfamiliar tingles made my body
clench up, and I giggled a little around the hard cock sliding in
and out of my soft lips.

Clawed hands suddenly let go of my wrists
and instead ensnared themselves in my hair. I choked and sputtered
as the werewolf pulled my mouth as far as he could down the length
of his cock. I felt his head in my throat, threatening to suffocate
me as I gagged on his girth.

I felt aroused and terrified at the same
time. From the way the monster moaned, I knew he loved having his
member that deep in me. But at the same time as my pussy clenched
up, releasing more of my juices, a cold terror gripped my heart as
I realized I couldn’t breathe at all. I had to do something.

I pushed against his rock hard thighs with
my now-free hands, but I couldn’t budge. I squeezed him, tried to
dig my nails into his flesh, but he ignored it. If anything, he
pushed my mouth down even farther. My mouth practically touched his
stomach; I had so much of his shaft between my lips.

The other werewolf mounted me then, like I
was some bitch in heat. He pulled me so that my back arched and I
had my hands on the werewolf’s thighs in front of me, while my
knees went under my stomach.

I felt his heavy cock slap down on my ass.
He was so excited that he humped my cleft a few times, sliding his
thick meat around in the wetness he’d made there with his
tongue.

My whole body jerked as I felt his cock
strain against my asshole for a moment before my tight ring of
flesh let him in.

So much of him slipped in at once, he filled
me right up. Even the supernatural strength of the monster holding
my head couldn’t keep me from hauling my mouth back so I could
scream. It hurt so much at first, but it also felt so good that I
felt the walls of my pussy tremble.

My body shook when he pulled back and
slammed his member in. All I could do was close my eyes and moan as
the monster took me where I’d never been taken before.

I couldn’t believe how good it felt. Every
time he filled me up again, stretching my body like he was going to
split me in half, I felt a surge of energy like no other. I didn’t
think it could get any better than it was right at that moment.

Then the fight started.

I opened my eyes to see the werewolf in
front of me take a swing at the one fucking my ass. It was a clear
case of jealousy.

There was nothing I could do about it,
though. All I could do was try to take the pounding I was getting.
His thrusts came in spurts, in between their swipes at each other.
My pussy was practically buzzing, it trembled so quickly. It felt
like it if it was even lightly touched I would have another orgasm.
I just wished there was a hard cock in there I could come on, that
I could squeeze and massage until it exploded inside me.

I wanted the monsters to come in me. It
would be the only moment when they were at my mercy, when they lost
control over their bodies. It would be that one sweet moment when
the tables were turned, and I tamed the terrifying monsters.

Excited by the idea, I started slamming my
hips back against the hard cock as it pounded me. I felt the
monster’s shaft begin hardening even more inside me, as the
powerful muscles in my body squeezed and rubbed against his member
harder and faster than before. I felt the ridges of the head as the
slid against my flesh, exciting my nerves and making my pussy
quiver even more.

I had the beast in my power, then, I knew.
All I had to do was move faster, his moans and whimpers would get
louder, and then he would fill me up.

In front of me, the other werewolf lost his
temper. He lashed out with both hands, this time. He knocked the
one behind me over onto his back. There was a jolt as he landed on
the floor of the cabin and I landed on his furry stomach. The force
of the fall jammed his cock all the way into my ass, and I screamed
as the thick base of his cock stretched my asshole to its
limit.

Grabbing my flailing legs, the attacker
spread my legs apart. His eyes fixed on my sopping slit, all wet
with saliva and my own juices. His cock pulsed as he crouched a
little lower.

With a single thrust from his hips, his cock
bumped into my tight little cunt. My screaming started again as my
pussy seized his shaft, trying to squeeze it as hard as it
could.

As he slid deeper into me, soaking his cock,
I came on him. The more of his shaft that pushed in against my
tightness, the harder I came on him.

I didn’t even know if my eyes were open or
closed. I couldn’t see anything but explosions of light as my pussy
clenched up so tight that it hurt.

The werewolf was remorseless and tireless
though. He pulled his cock out from my tightness and then slammed
it back in. The only sign that my hot little pussy had any power
over him was the quivering of his lips in a small snarl.

They both began fucking me full bore, then.
My body bounced between theirs like a toy. The cabin was filled
with their grunts and groans and my moans and whimpers as they took
turns filling me up and stretching me out.

I wanted them to come inside me so badly
that I came all over both their cocks again. I felt so tight, but I
was also so wet that they could move around as they pleased.

Then the quivering lips of the one above me
turned into a full on snarl. Recognizing what was happening, I
squeezed around him as much as he could. That was when he lost
control and became mine.

“Yeah, that’s it,” I said as I felt his cock
jerk inside me, letting the first stream of warm cum splash against
the back of my pussy. His claws pressed into my thighs, but I
didn’t care. He was mine and that was all that mattered.

Gyrating my hips, I massaged the other cock
in my ass to full hardness. I moaned as I felt him jump inside me
as well. They both filled me up with their loads at the same time.
Both their bodies were completely rigid, all their muscles standing
out and tensed. I was the one with the control, moving my pussy and
asshole slowly up and down their long, hard shafts as they throbbed
with their orgasms.

Even though the air of the night was cool, I
was still sweating. As their bodies relaxed, so did mine. I could
feel the warmth of their seed inside me, held in by their
cocks.

I was amazed at how long it took them to
begin softening. My still-tight pussy tried to hold on as the
monster pulled slowly back out of it. His member glistened with a
mix of my saliva, my juices, and his cum. I felt a pang as I
realized I wanted him back inside me right then. I felt so empty
without him.

The strong muscles in my ass forced the
other cock out of me. I lay between the two monsters as I slipped
off the one’s stomach and onto the floor. It was so quiet that I
could actually hear the crackle of the fire outside.

My body sore and aching after being used
like that, I fell asleep quickly.

When I woke up, both the guys were still
beside me. The sunlight streaming in through the broken window
showed them both back in their human forms. They were both
completely naked.

I woke up Carter, who was spooning me from
behind, by rubbing my ass against his shaft. I felt him begin to
stiffen, and then his eyes fluttered open.

“Hey there,” I said, smiling.

Reaching over Finn, I grabbed his cock and
began stroking him until he, too, was hard again. He woke up and
looked over his shoulder at me.

“Hi,” I said, smiling. We still had that
whole day, the night, and most of the next day all alone together,
out in the middle of the woods in a cabin.

“Are you boys ready to go again?” I said. I
smiled again when I felt their cocks jump.









 My Hot Werewolf Three-Way

 


I stepped
carefully down the steep, old track. It had a deep groove, as
though from heavy use. However, no fresh prints marred its surface.
I was the first person to set foot on it in a long time.

Reaching out,
I put my hand on the cold, hard wall of the ravine for support.

Somewhere
ahead, some loose rocks clattered down and banged as they hit the
ground.

I thought I
saw a man-shaped thing peer down at me for a second before
disappearing.

“Hello?” I
said.

No one liked
hiking these trails but me. Too dangerous. But I liked a little
danger, it made me get wet and tingly between the legs.

Looking up, I
saw the bruised color of the sky. It would be night soon. All the
light would drain out of this ravine before then, and I would be
stuck in the shadows unless I hurried.

I told myself
that the rocks had fallen by themselves, and that the shape was
just the light of dusk tricking my eyes.

As the air
began to cool, I regretted opting for the tight short-shorts and
tank top. They’d seemed like a good idea at the time – I thought I
might see a hot guy also willing to brave this trail who I could
show off the goods to – but in the twilight, they just made me feel
cold and exposed.

Something
snapped above me, a dry twig or something. I stopped, crouched with
one hand against the cool rock, and looked up. Nothing. About to
stand and continue, I halted mid-rise. Whatever it was, it was
shuffling around up there. Was that breathing I heard?

Hardly daring
to breathe, myself, a pounding noise in my ears, I crept along
toward the exit. The noise seemed to be following me.

Clearing a
small outcropping, I saw it. The ravine ended; dense trees and
underbrush waited for me on the other side.

But what if
whatever, or whoever, made the sound was waiting for me? I had to
risk it; my phone got no signal out there. I tensed my legs, ready
to dash.

A rock cracked
off the ground right behind me. With a yelp, I leapt from my crouch
into a dead sprint. Before I knew it, I was already among the
trees. A few brambles seemed to reach out and grab at my skin.

“Hey!” Someone
called from behind me. I jerked to a halt, one hand pressed to a
tree trunk. My whole body shook with aftershocks of adrenaline as I
turned around. Two men, smiles on their faces, looked down at me
from their spot on the ridge of the ravine.

“I’m sorry,
did we scare you?” The man on the left said. He was a little taller
than the other guy. His arms and shoulders looked good in his tank
top.

“Told you I
heard someone,” the other said. He looked just as fit as his
friend.

Okay, Selena, don’t blow this, I told myself, you have two hot hikers talking to
you. My regret for
wearing the skimpy sporting attire melted.

“Scared?” I
said, “Nah. I love sprinting madly int brambles and tree
branches.”

The guys
climbed down, giving me ample opportunity to watch their muscles
flex beneath their clothes. As they walked over, I pushed the hair
away from my face and ran my fingers through it to straighten it
out. There was something animalistic in the way they walked and
moved that quickened my pulse. I got a little wet.

“I’m Jason,”
the taller man said. He waved at his friend, “And he’s Dean. Look,
not that it’s not nice to see a good-looking girl out here, but
it’s getting dark. Why haven’t you left?”

I was sure if
he was being coy with me. One corner of his mouth had raised in a
roguish smile. It also intensified that animalistic aura that
surrounded him.

I thought
about what it would be like to fuck him. Glancing at Dean made me
wonder how it would feel to be fucked by both of them at the same
time. I’d never done anything like that before.

“Oh,” I said,
flashing them my own mischievous smile, “Just looking for
boys.”

The other
corner of Jason’s mouth quirked up. I could see a sliver of white
teeth through his slightly parted lips. He took a step toward me. I
could almost feel the heat radiating from his body. I had the
sudden urge to wrap my arms around him, to lift his shift and leave
wet kisses all over his abs. His hand moved from his side, reaching
out to touch me.

“Jason!” Dean
said, “The sun’s almost gone. The moon will be up soon.”

The connection
between us broke as Jason looked at his friend. They both looked up
into the sky. Turning my own eyes up, I saw that the sky was now
that deep purple before true night. All around us, long shadows
reached out. The entrance to ravine was black.

“You boys
afraid of the dark or something?” I said.

Still looking
up, Jason said, “Afraid? No. We’re usually the ones people are
afraid of.”

I could see
the full moon through the canopy now. It gave us an empty-eyed
stare.

My smile
faltered. There was something frightening in the way Jason had
spoken.

“What do you
mean?” I asked.

Both men
looked at me. I jumped in the spot, my heart racing again. Both of
them had yellow eyes. When Jason smiled at me, his teeth reshaped
themselves into pointed fangs. Dean and Jason fell to the ground,
writhing and tearing at their clothes. Their bodies changed, got
more muscular, the new flesh ripping their clothes as it grew.
Their faces got longer, with feral snouts.

I couldn’t
move. Soon, they stood, two hulking werewolves looking at me with
hungry eyes.

The monster
that had been Jason moved so that he stood right in front of me. I
could feel his hot breaths blasting my bare skin. He grabbed my
shoulders, throwing me to the ground. I tried to scramble
backwards, but my back hit the trunk of a tree.

With a single
leap, Dean stood over me. He slashed down with his claws, severing
the bands of my tank top. The next sweep tore the front of my shirt
and ripped my sports bra. My tits tumbled out. My nipples were
stiff and pointy from my fright.

Jason grabbed
Dean and threw him out of the way. Crouching low over me, his long
pink tongue licked out over my tits, leaving them shiny with his
spit. Gasping at the sudden warmth, I felt my pussy clench for a
second and then get wetter. I knew what they wanted.

Dean came
back, pushing Jason slightly to one side. They each took one tit,
running their long tongues over the sensitive nipples. I reached
out and grabbed each by the backs of their furry heads, pulling
them closer to me.

As Dean
continued licking me, I felt Jason’s powerful hands push my legs
apart. He moved down my body, shoving his snout into my crotch. His
nose pressed against my cunt snuffling. My hips jerked a little
when I felt him press against my clit.

One of his
claws made short work of my short-shorts and panties, leaving them
ripped and held on only by the elastics. The claw grazed my thigh
and i felt some hot blood trickle out. He soothed the hot pain by
running his tongue over the wound. I shifted my hips, wanting to
feel that long tongue run up and down my moist gash.

Jason worked
his way around my lower body, leaving my thighs all wet with his
saliva. As he moved closer and closer to my pussy, I groaned. I
took my hand off the back of Dean’s head and started moving it
through the thick fur over his muscular chest and stomach. It
didn’t take long to find what I wanted.

His hard cock
throbbed in my hand as I got a good grip and started to jerk him
off. His licking intensified over one of my nipples. I stroked him
harder and faster, running my fingers along the sensitive ridge
around the head of his cock whenever I could.

Jason lapped
at my pussy. His long tongue sent waves of warmth through my body.
Clenching my teeth, I squeezed Dean’s cock. He started humping my
tight grip.

“Fuck!” I
screamed. Jason pushed his tongue into my sopping hole, lapping up
all my juices. His tongue moved around inside me, rubbing against
my sensitive walls and touching my G-spot in a way that made me
wrap my legs around his huge shoulders. I ground my hips against
his face, feeling his cold, wet nose bump against my pussy and
clit. My grip around Dean’s cock convulsed.

I whimpered as
Jason grabbed my legs and the points of his claws dug into me. He
pulled my legs from around his head. Reaching out, he shoved Dean
away. Jason moved up, straddling my torso. His cock, hairless and
heavy strained in the open air. He thrust his hips at me so that
his rod almost touched my lips. A huge drop of precum quivered at
the tip, worked up from when he was licking out my pussy.

On his next
thrust forward, I grabbed his cock with one hand and shoved my lips
down over it. The precum tasted salty as I licked it away. I had to
keep my grip near the base of his cock so that he wouldn’t thrust
too far into my mouth.

Another tongue
started slurping up and down my wet pussy, making my moan around
the huge cock jammed into my mouth.

Looking
between Jason’s thighs, I could just make out Dean’s pink tongue as
it swiped my gash.

I made some
gagging noises as I allowed Jason’s cock to shove deeper into my
mouth. Already, long strings of my spit hung from his length. He
had to grab the tree I was leaning against and dig his claws into
the wood. His lips were raised in a snarl as he stared down at me.
I could tell from the look in his eyes that he wanted to bury his
big hard cock in my tight little pussy and pound me until I
screamed. Just thinking about having him in me made my pussy get
wetter. Dean snorted from between my legs and licked up my leaking
juices.

Dean moved his
head back and grabbed my knees. He pushed them up until I felt them
hit the back of Jason’s thighs. From the way I could hear him
shuffling, I knew he was getting ready to force his hard meat into
my wet hole.

Jason noticed
two. He turned his head and growled down at Dean. I moved my lips
faster over his flesh as he did it, making his growl turn into a
whimper. It seemed he wanted to be the first to pound me senseless.
He stood. His cock popped wetly out of my lips, trailing strings of
my spit.

He turned and
dug his claws into the flesh of Dean’s shoulders. Dean got the
message, backing away from his ears pressed flatly against his
head.

I shivered a
little as Jason positioned himself, grabbing my knees like Dean
had. How would his slimy rod feel sliding into my tight little
space? Would he start gently, with just a part of his cock creating
friction, or would he fill me up with as much of his meet as he
could cram in?

The first
thing he did was thrust his throbbing hot shaft along my slit as
few times. I was totally helpless with my back against the tree,
him holding my knees up almost to my chest. My soaking pussy was
waiting to be taken. I could feel some of my juices leak out and
run down my ass.

The head of
his cock poked into me. It was so big. I felt my hungry little
pussy strain around it as he forced it deeper inside. My toes
curled up and my legs tensed in his strong hands as his wet shaft
stretched the walls of my pussy out. I could feel it in there, big
and hot. It throbbed with his heartbeat. My eyes seemed to roll
backwards as the sensual pain filled me along with his cock.

I tried to
roll my hips a little, but I couldn’t even do that. I was
completely at his mercy for everything. Though, with a big cock
like his, I knew it wouldn’t be difficult to make me come.

I saw dean
standing beside me, his hips swaying a little as his own big cock
fucked the air. This was something I did have control over.

As Jason
worked himself deeper into me, I reached out and grabbed Dean by
the cock. I pulled him closer until his furry thighs brushed my
shoulder. Hungrily, I swallowed as much of his cock as my mouth
could take. I tightened the ring of my lips around his flesh so
that the skin bunched and stretched as I moved back and forth over
his length. Almost immediately, I tasted salted precum.

Jason pulled
his cock back and then slammed it back into me. I squeezed my eyes
shut as my whole body tensed up. Each time he fucked me, he bumped
my clit. This made my pussy tighten its grip around him. I could
feel myself getting tighter and wetter with each of his thrusts. My
moaning around Dean’s cock made him pant. He’d already left big
gashes in the tree trunk from the force of his pleasure.

Tightening his
grip on her legs, Jason’s fucking became smoother as he found the
rhythm he liked. I could still feel the opening of my pussy
straining around his huge girth, but I’d gotten so wet that the
pleasure from the friction only became better with the slight pain
of our banging.

The forest
around us was filled with the sounds we made. Jason’s cocked
slapped wetly into me each time he flexed his hips and thrust
forward. I slurped at Dean’s rod, making wet sucking noises. We all
grunted or groaned or whimpered as we rode the wave ever
higher.

Who was going
to come first? I wasn’t sure. Dean had his yellow eyes squeezed
completely shut, and his cock was very stiff and throbbed quickly
in my mouth. Jason’s cock felt rock hard as it rubbed against my
smooth walls, pressing against the tight grip my pussy had on him.
My whole body felt hot. The waves of warmth moving out from my
pussy seemed to move faster and faster through me, urged on and
created by the huge cock fucking my tight little hole. It could
have been any of us.

Jason’s
ferocious fucking slowed down. Now, he slowly pulled his cock
pretty much all the way out, and then crammed it back in at a pace
that was almost gentle. For me, it felt just as good, if not
better, than the hard slamming he’d given me before.

Now, i could
feel every bare inch of him as it slicked into my tightness. I
whimpered as the head of his cock pressed against the very back of
my cunt. He pulled it back only to do it again and again.

I thought I
was going to be the one to come first.

I’d slowed
down my pace of sucking Dean’s cock, letting the tip of my tongue
play along the ridges of his head, so that I could concentrate on
the feeling of my pussy tightening up.

Suddenly, Dean
grabbed my head with one hand. He jammed his cock as far into my
mouth as it would go. Startled at first, I felt why he’d done it.
His whole body had gone rigid, and his cock was rock-hard.

He turned his
head up and howled at the moon. His whole body jerked, and his dick
jumped. Hot cum exploded into my mouth. Some of it I swallowed, but
there was so much. More and more cum pumped through his cock into
me. I couldn’t swallow it fast enough. Soon, it leaked out from my
lips. I felt it dribble in a hot stream down my chin. It splashed
down onto my tits.

This set off a
chain reaction.

Jason must
have been watching, because he reared back and howled too. Just
like Dean, he shoved his cock as deeply into me as it could get.
This felt so good. His dick became swollen, stretching me out even
more.

My pussy
convulsed around his dick as the first shot of his hot and sticky
spunk hit the back of my pussy. His cock jumped in me every time he
spurted, making my pussy clench him tighter. I screamed with Dean’s
cock in my mouth, making more of his cum drool out onto my face and
tits. My whole body was hot and tensed. My orgasm was so intense
that I watched spots swim across my vision.

Dean’s cock
popped out of my mouth as he collapsed against the tree trunk. His
hulking, furry form sunk down until he was sitting beside me. He
growled, showing his long, white fangs, in between his panting.

Just like
Dean’s, Jason’s load was too much for my body to hold. I felt his
hot jizz leak out around his cock and down my ass. I was covered in
their cum, and I loved it.

When Jason
pulled out of me, he didn’t come join us at the tree. His huge
shoulders heaved as he pulled in air. He stared down at us as his
lips curled up in another snarl. He looked down at me, at my torn
clothes and bare tits covered in Dean’s cum. His own cum leaked out
of my pussy now that his big cock wasn’t crammed into me. Jason’s
member swung heavily between his legs, not fully soft yet. It was
covered in our shared juices and shone in the light of the
moon.

This was
definitely not what I’d expected when I left that morning to go for
a hike. I stuck my tongue out of my mouth and licked up some of the
warm spunk around my lips.

No, this
experience was much better than anything I could have possibly
imagined happening. I watched as Jason turned around and stalked
off into the woods. I wondered if he would join us when the sun
came back up.









 Her Hot
Werewolf Three-Way

 


Lauren stepped
out of her car and slammed the door hard enough to rattle the
glass. Storming up the steps to her small house, she slammed that
door, too.

In the foyer,
Lauren stared around. There was her coat rack, her shoes, that type
of thing. Taking off her flats, she flung them into the darkened
den.

“Damn it!” She
screamed. She’d been afraid to unleash her anger in the car. What
if someone had seen?

Without
turning any lights on, she went into the kitchen, grabbed the wine
on the counter and a glass, and then sat on the couch in the
den.

That had been
the worst date of her life. The jerk had even made her pay for the
food. All this on top of not being laid in months was too much for
Lauren to handle.

She was so
damn horny, too. If he hadn’t been such an ass, Lauren knew that
her full red lips would be wrapped around something that wasn’t a
wine bottle.

That thought
warmed her up more than the wine. Wine glass in one hand, she
pulled her short dress up so that she could see her thighs, which
shimmered a little because of the sheer pantyhose she wore.

The skin
of her inner thigh felt warm on her fingers as she slowly worked
them up her legs. Her fingertips moved electrically along her
flesh, aiming for that damp spot on her panties. She could feel the
edge of the fabric. God, I’m hot,
Lauren thought. She thought about how her fingers would feel inside
of her, moving, sliding, stroking. Lauren moaned a little, almost
dropping her glass.

She pushed her
fingers under the elastic, sucking her lip between her teeth.

Howls suddenly
split the air.

Lauren leapt
up, sending red wine all over the carpet.

“What the
hell?” Her whole body vibrated as she fought the urge to run and
hide under her bed.

With none of
the lights on, only the white light of the moon shining in through
the window illuminated the den.

Lauren
realized she was holding her breath. With a shudder, she exhaled
and then sucked more air in through gritted teeth.

The damn curtains aren’t closed¸ she thought. Those howls had been close. What if
some wild dogs saw her and tried to get in? Swallowing heavily,
Lauren padded over to the window.

Her blood
turned to ice in her veins. There were… shapes moving in the
shadows across the street. They were huge. One turned to face the
window. Moonlight glinted off a pair of piercing yellow eyes.

Hissing,
Lauren yanked the curtains shut and then sank to the floor. Had it
seen? What were those things? She couldn’t shake the image of those
eyes.

She waited
there, sat on the floor clutching herself, for what felt like
hours. Every time a lamp flickered outside or something rustled
nearby, Lauren held her breath and tried to not whimper.

Finally, her
whole body stiff, Lauren turned around. As slowly as she could, she
parted the curtains to make a sliver through which she could look
outside. Trembling, she lifted herself up so that she could see
through the space with one eye.

A feral yellow
eye peered back through at her.

Lauren fell
back on her hands and scooted backwards into the comforting
darkness of the den. The curtain fell back into place, blocking the
sight of that horrible eye.

A
grating sound came from the front door, as though something was
drawing its sharp claws down the wood. Getting a hold of herself,
Lauren pushed to her feet. The back door was broken, so she
couldn’t leave through that. Upstairs, Maybe? She thought.

One of them
bashed against the door. She heard the crack of splintering wood.
That decided for her.

Quickly, she
took the stairs two at a time. The closet in her bedroom was deep;
she could hide herself in there until the monsters left. Lauren
closed the door to her bedroom behind her. She jumped into the
closet and closed that just as the front door gave.

The sounds of
things being broken came to her as the things moved around
downstairs. Then something began walking up the stairs. A moment
later, something else started up as well. Hers was the only room,
so there was no avoiding them. She just hoped they’d leave. She
clamped a hand over her mouth and tried to calm her heart.

The doorknob
jiggled and something snuffled around behind the door. Then the
door swung open.

Lauren
stared through the slats at the things that came in. There were two
of them, both enormous and furry. They were a cross between a man
and a wolf. Are… are they werewolves? She thought. They were, they had to be.

One of them
reached over and flung the closet door open. Both of them snarled
as they saw her, showing sharp-looking fangs. She screamed as one
dragged her out and flung her onto the bed. Lauren heard them
growling and snapping as she turned around. She expected to be
attacked, but was shocked by what she saw even more.

They were
fighting each other. One would reach for her and the other would
stop him. In the full light of the moon, she saw that they both
sported huge erections.

They don’t want to eat me. They want to fuck
me, Lauren realized.
Their cocks were so big, too.

Lauren felt
herself get wet again. What better way to satisfy her craving than
by fucking two huge cocks at the same time?

As they
continued fighting, Lauren began stripping off her clothes. First
went her dress. Then she peeled off her pantyhose and unhooked her
bra. Lying on her back with her legs in the air, she slipped off
her underwear.

That got their
attention. The beasts had stopped fighting. Instead, they stared
fixedly as she slowly lowered and spread her legs. Her pussy was
clean shaven, except for a small strip that led to her moist slit.
Lauren moved up into a sitting position, then slid forward like a
cat, her ass arched into the air.

Both the
werewolves turned fully to face her. Their cocks stood straight out
from their bodies, quivering rods waiting to pleasure her. Lauren
always found that pleasuring them pleasured her, too.

Her lust mixed
with fear to create a strange feeling of euphoria as first one
werewolf, then the other walked over so that their thighs rested
against the edge of the bed, both their hard cocks pointing at her.
Lauren slunk closer to them. She leaned back into a kneeling
position.

Reaching up
with both hands, she grabbed both of their cocks. Their flesh felt
warm in her palms. It was an erotic warmth that throbbed with their
heartbeats. She played with them, running her fingers up and down,
smearing the clear precum that leaked out around their heads with
the pads of her thumbs.

Soon, she had
both monsters whimpering and groaning with every flick of her
fingers.

Her pussy felt
hot and wet. Some of her juices even started to trickle down her
thighs. She needed a cock, and badly. There, she had two nice big
ones to satisfy her.

Tightening her
grip on their rods, she started stroking them up and down. Soon,
both of them rocked their hips against her grip, trying to make her
stroke them faster.

One tried to
shove the other out of the way so that he would get all of Lauren’s
attention. This started them growling at each other again. One
raised a clawed hand in a threatening manner. Lauren knew if she
didn’t act quickly, the situation would become much worse.

She had just
the idea of how to solve it. Kneeling over a little more, she put
her lips around the head of the cock of the werewolf raising his
claws. He jumped at the sudden touch of her wet tongue sliding
along his taut, hard flesh. She pulled her mouth off and spat down
onto the top of its shaft, then she used the spit as lube to help
her hand glide up and down its length.

Without
pausing, Lauren leaned over and started sucking the other
werewolf’s cock. Neither of them growled any more.

His cock was
so long and thick that she could hardly fit more than half of it
into her mouth. It was so good. She jammed her mouth forward until
she felt herself start to gag, then she pulled back. Each time she
did this, her mouth left long strings of spit that slowly moved
farther and farther down the monster’s shaft. The whole time she
did this, she was jerking the other werewolf off so fast that her
arm started to get tired.

When the
werewolf who did have her tight, warm lips wrapped around its cock
started growling, Lauren switched her mouth over to it. Soon enough
she had worked her wet mouth over his shaft so that it was just as
covered in her spit as the other one’s rod.

The werewolf
she jerked off suddenly pulled away from her, making her release
his dick. She watched from the corner of her eye as it moved around
behind him, climbing up on the bed, making the mattress creak under
its bulk.

Two strong
hands grabbed her by the hips. He pulled her ass towards himself.
Lauren braced herself to feel the big head of its cock press
against the tight little hole of her pussy, to feel herself stretch
around its girth as he unleashed his animal urges into her. She
still managed to keep the cock locked in her lips as the werewolf
behind her pushed down on her back, making her go into a
doggy-style position.

Lauren jumped
a little when she felt his hot breath rush against her ass and
pussy. Lauren realized what he was going to do to her the moment
before his long tongue slurped out along her wetness.

Her whole body
buzzed as he lapped at her pussy like a thirsty animal. She started
moaning around the huge cock jammed partway into her mouth. Urged
on by shocks of pleasure, she started slamming her lips down around
it faster and faster.

Each time he
hungrily licked away her juices, she felt her pussy get so wet that
even more came out of her.

Then he
pressed his long tongue into her tight hole. It was nimble inside
her like a finger, but lengthy like a good cock. It was the perfect
storm to make her come as the tongue tickled her sensitive
walls.

Lauren had to
pull her mouth off the one werewolf’s cock as she came. Her pussy
clenched up, and she squeezed her eyes shut as her face contorted
and her lips writhed. She reached back and, grabbing a handful of
the werewolf’s hair, yanked him forward so that his tongue pressed
even deeper into her.

When she
finished, the werewolf pulled his face back from her a bit,
withdrawing his tongue. His snout was covered in her juices, and
his tongue kept licking out over his lips so that he didn’t miss
any.

He moved his
snout forward and licked out again. This time, she felt his tongue
move over the tight brown pucker of her asshole. His strong hands
grabbed her ass cheeks and pulled them apart so that he had easier
access. No one had ever done that to her before. She’d always
wanted to try it, but could never work up the never to ask any of
the guys who had gone down on her. She shivered at the new
sensation as she lowered her lips back over the sopping cock of the
beast standing in front of her.

She swirled
her tongue along the ridges of the big cock in her mouth as the
monster behind her swished his tongue around her tight virgin
asshole. It was a strange feeling at first, but it didn’t take her
long to know that she liked it.

Lauren also
found that she loved the taste of the monster cock. Every now and
then, it would throb excitedly and she would slurp up all the
precum that leaked out of the tip.

She was just
beginning to fantasize about swallowing the werewolf’s huge load
when the one behind her moved his wet snout away from her ass. From
the way the bed shook and moved, she knew he was changing position,
probably moving onto his knees.

A sudden shot
of energy moved through her. The beast was going to fuck her now.
It felt like she’d come as soon as he jammed his cock into her
cunt.

Her eyes
widened and she gagged a little when she felt the wet tip of its
rod bump against her asshole.

As the
pressure against her asshole increased, she felt herself
involuntarily clench up. She’d never had anything in there before.
Especially not anything that long and thick.

But what
choice did she have? By degrees, she made her body relax. It hurt a
little as the head forced itself partway into her. Lauren had to
pull away from the werewolf in front of her and suck in a breath as
she felt the entire head press in through her asshole. It was so
damn tight. She didn’t even think her pussy got that tight while
she was coming.

Sucking
another breath in through her clenched teeth, she turned to look
over her shoulder. The werewolf had her ass cheeks spread apart.
She could see his thick shaft straining as he tried to push deeper
into her.

With no
warning but a low growl, the beast in front of her grabbed her by
the shoulders. She yelped as he pushed her backwards so that her
back touched the hairy chest of the monster behind her. He didn’t
stop there, either. He kept pushing until the werewolf behind laid
down on the bed, with Lauren lying on top of him. This forced the
huge cock even farther into her tight asshole. His torso was hard
with muscle, while at the same time soft and warm from his thick
fur.

Then the one
in front grabbed her knees and pushed them apart and back, exposing
her glistening shaved pussy. She saw his cock throb a little and
then drool some precum as the werewolf went on his knees on the
bed.

Moaning like a
little slut, Lauren reached out and grabbed his shaft. She yanked
it forward until it bumped against her pussy. She slid it down her
slit, shivering as it rubbed her clit, and positioned his huge cock
at her other tight little hole.

This cock slid
into her more easily. It still hurt a little as its girth stretched
her out, but in a good way. This one she could watch more easily,
too.

The one
fucking her ass still had a grip on her hips. Impatient, he lifted
her up. This moved his cock farther out of her asshole, and pushed
the other werewolf’s meat deeper into her pussy. She couldn’t
believe she’d never tried this before.

It was double
the fun as the werewolf beneath her lowered the tight ring of her
asshole slowly around his huge cock. She watched her tight pussy
pull the skin on the other werewolf’s cock down, unwilling to let
it out. It was also completely soaked in the juices of her pussy,
leaving its shiny.

The next time
the werewolf lifted and lowered her, she felt both their cocks rub
against her G-spot as they alternately left and entered her. A few
more thrusts into her asshole, and the pain had totally left. Now,
each time she got fucked almost took her breath away.

With seemingly
infinite endurance, the werewolf on the bottom lifted and lowered
her rhythmically up and down. The one on top started thrusting in
deeper each time her pussy lips worked up his shaft.

Lauren started
moaning and letting out little sobs. It felt so good, she didn’t
even know how to contain herself. She saw that her pussy was so wet
that little trickles of her juices formed on the werewolf’s shaft
after each thrust. Her orgasm was building inside her, and she was
totally helpless. She didn’t even get a break from having a giant
cock in her, since when one moved most of the way out, the other
cock pushed all the way in.

She took her
breath in little gasps as the build-up inside her pussy sought
release. The monsters seemed to sense how close she was; the one
below increased the pace while the one above crammed as much of his
cock into her as he could.

Not able to
hold back any longer, Lauren screamed. It was as if a dam had
burst. Her pussy clamped down on the one cock so hard that the
werewolf couldn’t move it. The one fucking her asshole had to stop,
since she’d clenched up all her muscles.

If that wasn’t
enough, both werewolves started coming as well. The hard cock in
her pussy got even harder, jerking and jumping in her as hot jizz
squirted into her. The dick in her ass flexed, sending a hot stream
of sticky cum into her. They filled her up completely with their
hot spunk, all three of them grunting and writhing in the sweet
sexual pain.

As quickly as
it happened, it was over. They all relaxed, Lauren sinking down
again the muscular chest beneath her. The werewolf she was lying on
actually wrapped his long arms around her, clasping her breasts
almost tenderly with his clawed fingers.

When the one
on top pulled out of her pussy, she felt his cum trickle out of her
pussy down onto the other’s long shaft. He backed up a step, then
laid down on the floor at the foot of the bed.

The beast
holding her seemed more reluctant to leave her body. She could feel
its cock getting softer in her, getting slowly pushed out by the
strong muscles inside her. After his cock was finally squeezed out,
he rolled them both over onto their sides, one of his massive arms
draped over her form.

She felt so
warm. She was also sore.

Thinking
back on her day, she smiled. If her date had gone well, she’d
probably be lying in that jerk’s bed after some mediocre to average
sex, waiting for him to sleep so that she could slip out.
Yes, this was much
better, she
thought.

As she drifted
off to sleep herself, she wondered what the beasts would look like
as men. She wondered if they would both fuck her again. Lauren knew
she would have pleasant dreams.









 Our Hot
Werewolf Three-Way

 


Jenna couldn’t
believe that she’d let Natalie talk her into this. Nobody went into
the old part of town anymore. Not after those people disappeared,
anyway. She remembered how she’d heard strange howling from this
place last month, too.

None of the
streetlamps worked anymore. If it weren’t for the full moon,
neither of them would be able to make out the old, cracked sidewalk
they were using.

“Remember when
people used to live here?” Natalie asked. She was walking a few
steps ahead of Jenna.

Jenna was
watching the moonlight gleam off all the shattered windows in the
old buildings.

“Barely,”
Jenna replied. That had been more than twenty years ago, back when
they were both hardly old enough to remember anything.

Natalie turned
on her flashlight so she could peer through the jagged window of
the old drugstore.

“Isn’t this
cool, J?”

Jenna leaned
forward for a better look. All she could make out were a few empty
shelves. “Yeah, Nat. Real cool.” They walked away.

Natalie had
always been a troublemaker. Everyone let her get away with it too,
because she was so hot. No cop could ever give her a speeding
ticket with her pert tits and firm ass. Jenna knew that she herself
looked good too, almost Natalie’s equal. She sometimes thought that
made Natalie jealous. She caught her looking, sometimes.

“It’s just up
here,” Natalie said, a little too loudly for Jenna’s taste.

“Shh, keep
your voice down.”

Natalie put
the flashlight under her chin and flicked it on again, “Scared of
the big bad monster, are you, J? Come on, we’re here.”

Natalie held
open a door to some low, non-descript building. Grumbling under her
breath, Jenna went though. The door shut behind Natalie when she
followed.

From the glow
cast by the flashlight, the place looked like it used to be a
convenience store. A few empty beer bottles told her that other
people liked to hang out there, too.

It was very
quiet in there. Jenna could easily hear the steady rush of their
breathing. She felt unsettled, but at the same time full of energy,
as though her body knew something she didn’t. Jenna grabbed her
short skirt and straightened it out, running her finger along the
bare flesh of one thigh as she did.

Looking up,
Jenna saw Natalie watching her. Natalie’s eyes were fixed on
Jenna’s fingers as they finished straightening out her clothes. As
soon as she noticed that Jenna saw her, she looked back up and
pasted a smile on her face.

“Isn’t this
place great, J? We could do anything in here you know. No one would
ever find out.”

Natalie
motioned with her flashlight and they wandered off through the few
isles of the small store. Jenna found a tattered newspaper and
Natalie, after poking around through the old coolers, found an
unopened bottle of water. Soon enough, they made their way back to
the spot on the floor with the discarded beer bottles.

“This is
boring,” Jenna said, “Let’s get out of here. Catch a movie or
something.” She hoped she sounded casual and cool. She could feel
her heart slamming against her chest, and her nipples had
involuntarily stiffened. Something was not right in that place, she
knew.

A panicked
look crossed Natalie’s face. “No! Let’s… Let’s stay a little
longer.”

Jenna shook
her head and turned, ready to go. Natalie grabbed her arm and spun
her around.

Before Jenna
could protest, Natalie wrapped her arms around Jenna’s waist,
pulled her close so that their hips touched, and kissed her. Jenna
felt Natalie pull up her skirt and grab her firm ass. At first,
Jenna was shocked, but she let herself fall into the kiss. Her
pussy started getting wet, and they began grinding their hips
together.

Natalie pulled
back so she could look at Jenna. “I’ve wanted you for so long. I
didn’t know how else to get you.”

Jenna reached
up and brushed a few stray strands of hair out of Natalie’s
beautiful face. Rather than say anything, she reached down, pressed
her fingers below Natalie’s skirt, and gave her ass a squeeze.

They’d just
sunk to the floor when they heard the howl. It was long, horrible,
and close. Jenna felt Natalie’s grip around her tighten in
fright.

“What was
that?” Jenna asked.

“I don’t
know,” Natalie replied.

They both
strained to see out of the shattered glass at the front of the
store. They saw nothing.

“Maybe we
should go now,” Jenna said.

“No!” Natalie
almost shouted. She looked startled at how loud she’d been. She
whispered, “I mean, no. If we go, whatever is out there might find
us.”

That made
sense. Then Natalie bit her lightly on the earlobe and ran her
fingers up Jenna’s thigh until they were resting on her damp
panties. She rubbed the tip of her middle finger lightly up and
down Jenna’s slit.

Then something
huge crashed through the door they’d used earlier. Both girls
screamed at the sight as Natalie brought the flashlight’s rays up
to it. It was a beast with a long, wolfish snout, a muscular and
furry body, and malevolent eyes that watched them with hunger.

Neither of
them could move as it sniffed the air. Its long-clawed fingers
curled into fists, its knuckles popping.

“What do we
do?” Jenna whispered.

The
beast drew closer until it stood right over them, looking down with
a snarl on its lips. Why isn’t it attacking? Jenna wondered.

Then she saw
why: its thick, hairless cock stiffened as they watched. That’s
what it had been smelling before: the scent of their lust. Just
seeing its huge meat made Jenna’s mouth water and her pussy tighten
up momentarily.

She needed
that huge cock in her. She wanted to know what it tasted like, what
it would feel like stretching her out. Most of all, she wanted to
see it buried balls-deep in Natalie’s tight little cunt.

“Follow my
lead,” Jenna whispered.

Moving her
hair out of the way, Jenna pushed herself onto her knees. A low
rumble issued from the werewolf’s throat. Moving slowly to not
startle the monster, she reached up and grabbed its shaft. It felt
so warm in her hand. It throbbed and stiffened at her touch as she
ran her fingertip along the back of the ridge around the head.

Natalie went
onto her knees as well. She grabbed the long shaft near the bottom
and started stroking the thick meat.

“I didn’t
think I’d be sharing a nice big cock with you so soon,” Natalie
said with a smile.

They continued
working over its long shaft like that until a glob of clear precum
trickled out from the tip. Natalie glanced at Jenna, then leaned
forward with her mouth open. With one quick swipe of her wet
tongue, she licked the precum from the tip. Then she lightly
touched the bottom of Jenna’s chin with her fingers, urging her
forward. They kissed again. Natalie’s tongue wriggled between
Jenna’s lips, and she swished the salty precum around her mouth
before swallowing it.

They both let
go of the werewolf’s shaft. It growled down at them, cracking its
knuckles again. Its protests stopped when they each part their lips
on one side of its shaft. Looking into each other’s eyes, they left
a trail of their spit on its length as they ran their mouths up
toward the tip.

The werewolf
shuddered as they flicked their tongues out in turns over the
sensitive flesh of the tip, lapping up the precum as it trickled
out. Jenna grabbed the base of its cock again and pulled it toward
her.

As she pressed
her full lips in a tight circle over the head, she reached over and
ran her free hand up between Natalie’s steamy thighs. She wasn’t
wearing any panties under her skirt. Her pussy was clean-shaven
and, as Jenna found out as she ran one finger down Natalie’s slit,
already sopping wet.

Jenna sucked
on the fat head of the werewolf’s cock as she slipped one finger up
to the first knuckle into Natalie’s wet little hole. She was
surprised at how tightly it gripped her, and how her juices had
already started to run down onto her hand. As Jenna pushed her
finger in deeper, she took more of the beast’s shaft into her
mouth.

Natalie seemed
to be going crazy. She started rolling her hips as much as she
could, trying to get more of Jenna’s long finger into her. She also
put her lips down onto the werewolf’s rod and started sucking
lightly on the side.

When Jenna
started curling her finger over and over against the front wall of
her friend’s pussy, Natalie pulled back and squeezed her eyes shut.
Natalie grabbed the base of the werewolf’s cock, gripped it
tightly, and started jerking it madly into Jenna’s mouth. Precum
seemed to come out in a salty torrent that Jenna licked away and
swallowed as fast as she could.

Pulling her
mouth off the beast’s big cock, her lips red and glistening from
spit and precum, Jenna smirked. “I didn’t know you were such a
little whore, Nat.”

Natalie didn’t
even open her eyes. “Shut up and make me come.”

Jenna curled
her finger faster. Soon, Natalie let out a little yelp. Jenna felt
her friend’s pussy squeeze her finger and suddenly get even wetter
than before. The squeezing continued for a few moments as Natalie’s
face contorted with her pleasure. Then the clenching stopped.

Natalie pulled
the werewolf’s cock so that it pointed at her. With one massive
gulp, she pressed her lips all the way down its shaft so that her
face touched its stomach.

“Oh my God,”
Jenna said, her mouth falling open. It was no wonder Natalie never
got speeding tickets. Not when she could stuff a big cock so far
down her throat without gagging.

She held the
cock in her mouth as long as she could. Then, with a wet noise,
Natalie pulled back so that only the very tip was still inside the
tight ring of her lips. She’d covered the entire length of its
shaft with her spit. Strings of it hung along the bottom. Jenna
thought she could actually see the monster’s meat throb and
pulse.

Incredibly,
Natalie shoved her mouth down all the way again. Jenna knew just
what to do. She pulled her finger out of Natalie’s tight pussy,
then moved behind her. Natalie was up on her knees, which were
spread apart. Jenna went down out her back and shuffled forward on
her shoulders so that her lips were in line with her friend’s hot
little cunt. Natalie’s smell got her pussy even wetter.

Sticking her
tongue out, Jenna ran it along Natalie’s slit. Her friend shuddered
above her, gagging on the werewolf’s cock and pulling her mouth
back. That made Jenna smile. She reached her hands around Natalie’s
hips to better support her neck, and then went to town with her
tongue. She found Natalie’s stiff little clit and flicked it faster
and faster.

Meanwhile,
Natalie was going crazy on the werewolf’s cock. She sucked and
slurped, moving her lips quickly up and down its shaft while also
jerking it with one hand.

Natalie
whimpered as she came again. Jenna felt her cheeks get suddenly wet
with all of the juices leaking from her friend’s pussy.

Jenna startled
feeling frustrated. No one was playing with her pussy. She needed
to get stuffed by a nice thick cock, right away.

She let her
tongue slide along Natalie’s pussy as she moved out from between
her thighs. Moving up onto her knees, she grabbed Natalie by the
shoulder’s and gave her a gentle tug backwards. After a few more
strokes of her wet lips up and down the beast’s shaft, Natalie
reluctantly pulled the meat from her mouth and back off.

Without saying
anything, Jenna turned around and went down onto all fours. She
arched her back as much as she could, making sure her sopping pussy
was at the best angle to receive the monster’s big cock.

She felt
Natalie grab her ass cheeks and spread them apart, pulling her
underwear to one side at the same time. With a low rumble, the
beast went down onto its knees.

“Is your tight
little cunt ready for a pounding, J?” Natalie asked.

Jenna turned
around in time to watch the werewolf grab her by the hips. She
winced as its claws dug into her. Natalie had its throbbing cock
clutched in one hand, guiding it towards Jenna. The head bumped
against the cleft of Jenna’s ass. She could feel the warm precum on
her flesh. With a smirk, Natalie guided it down to Jenna’s wet slit
and slid the taut skin of the head along Jenna’s gash.

The head of
its cock pressed against her opening. It felt so big, she wasn’t
certain it was going to be able to slide in, even with it all
covered in Natalie’s spit.

With a grunt,
the beast pushed. She gasped as the head entered the tight ring at
the entrance to her wet little pussy.

More of its
shaft pressed in, and more still. Jenna held her breath as it slid
wetly against her walls, stretching them apart on its quest for the
very back of her pussy. It wasn’t long before she felt it bump
against that, too. She gave its cock an encouraging squeeze with
her pussy, making the monster rumble.

“God, it’s all
the way in, isn’t it?” Natalie asked.

In response,
Jenna pulled forward. She hoped Natalie liked watching her tight
pussy get pulled back along its thick shaft as she moved. Exhaling,
she slammed back against it. Natalie grabbed her ass again, pulling
her forward and back harder and faster with each thrust. She wasn’t
in control and she loved it. Biting down on her lower lip so hard
it hurt, she concentrated on the hot, hard cock filling her up,
making her feel light-headed it was so good.

“I hope he
doesn’t come in you. I want to feel that in me, too,” Natalie
said.

But Jenna
couldn’t talk anymore. She could feel her orgasm starting inside
her. There was a warm, tight feeling that started in her pussy that
pulsed out to the rest of her body with each thrust from her
beastly lover.

“Yeah, that’s
it. Come all over that fat cock fucking you, you little slut,” she
heard Natalie murmur.

Without
warning, the waves became even more intense. She squeezed one of
her own tits as she felt the walls of her pussy press down against
the rock hard cock pounding her. It didn’t stop, either. Soon, she
screamed.

As soon
as she finished coming, Jenna pulled herself forward. The
werewolf’s cock slid out of her. Standing and turning around, she
saw the beast’s cock was dripping with the juices from her
orgasm. Good
and wet, she
thought.

Wordlessly,
she grabbed Natalie, who was still kneeling, by the shoulders. She
pulled her down onto her hands and knees and, grabbing her by the
ass, made her arch her back. Jenna spread her friend’s ass cheeks
apart like Natalie had done to her.

The werewolf
understood, its yellow eyes burning into hers. It shifted over so
that it was behind Natalie.

Her pussy was
at least as tight as Jenna’s had been. She had to guide the head of
its cock until it bumped against Natalie’s sopping hole. She tugged
at its cock farther down the shaft, cramming it into her friend’s
tight little pussy.

It had barely
started to fuck her when Natalie started to moan and whimper like a
little whore. She bounced her hips back against the beast, taking
its whole cock in until its balls slapped her. Jenna was mesmerized
by the sight of its hard shaft sliding in and out between the lips
of her friend’s cunt.

Soon enough
the werewolf also started whimpering and growling. Jenna saw that
its shaft was completely slimed with Natalie’s juices each time it
pulled back for another thrust. Her own juices were mixed in there,
too.

When Natalie
came on the beast’s cock, Jenna actually thought she saw her
friend’s pussy squeeze a little from the outside. It was so
hot.

From the
monster’s noises, it was clear it was about to come in Natalie’s
cunt. Jenna couldn’t let that happen.

“Move, Nat.
It’s gonna come!”

Natalie
quickly pulled away from the werewolf and turned around on her
knees. They were both on their knees in front of its quivering
cock. Jenna grabbed the shaft and jerked it as fast as she
could.

They both bent
down a little more to be level with its dick and opened their
mouths.

Jenna caught
the first blast of hot cum in her mouth. The next hit her chin and
left a wet trail down onto her shirt. Then she pointed its dick at
Natalie. She caught some of the come in her mouth. The rest went
all over her face. It was so hot and sticky. The beast grunted the
whole time.

When it
finished, Natalie leaned forward and sucked the last few drops out
of its dick. She turned and kissed Jenna, passing the jizz from her
mouth to Jenna’s. She swallowed the rest of the monster’s hot load
and then licked at the cum on her chin.

With a sudden
howl that made both women shriek, the werewolf leapt over them. It
charged out of the store, breaking more of the already jagged glass
in the window as it did.

Jenna and
Natalie sat on the floor holding each other. They kissed each other
gently. It was a long time before either of them could speak. Aside
from the sensation of their lips pressed together, all Jenna could
think about was how nicely sore her pussy was. No one had pounded
her like that in a while.

Smoothing
Natalie’s hair back, Jenna leaned forward to whisper into her ear,
“Let’s come back here next month when the moon is full again,
okay?”

She felt
Natalie’s hand slither around her hip to cup her ass. She put her
lips right against Jenna’s ear. Her breath was hot, and Jenna could
feel another tingle.

“Yes. Let’s,”
Natalie replied.









 In the
Arms of the Vampire

 


Rachel loved
the nightlife, if only for the hot guys that came out. She motioned
to the bartender for another drink. He mixed it and brought it
over, raising four fingers for the price. It was so loud in the
club that the beats of the music seemed to replace her own
thoughts.

She reached
between her cleavage to pull out her money. A hand slapped down on
the bar clutching four singles. Rachel turned around to see the
hand’s owner. She realized that sometimes she also hated the night
life, if only for the uninteresting guys who hit on her.

But
still, free booze was free booze. She gave him a closed-lip smile
and turned back to her drink. Maybe he’ll take the hint, she thought.

He started
grinding his hips against her ass, and his hands snaked around over
her stomach. They never did seem to take the hint, she
realized.

Rachel felt
his cock start to get hard from rubbing against her ass. She
stiffened up and tried to pull away. His arms tightened around her.
Hot breath washed across the side of her face as he tried yelling
something into her ear.

It was a good
thing she didn’t pay for the drink. Grabbing it from the bar, she
flung the contents over her shoulder.

If anything,
that made his dick get harder.

Then,
suddenly, he no longer held her. Turning around, she saw why. He
was lying on the floor, his face and shirt soaked with her drink.
Another guy, handsome and muscular in a tight shirt, stood over him
with an angry look on his face.

The creeper
took one look at him, scrambled to his feet, and pushed off through
the crowd.

Her savior
turned to face her. She felt a tingle of warmth in her pussy when
their eyes met. This guy was more her style: tall, dark, and
fuckable. Just what she needed.

“Hi,” she
mouthed with a smile.

He pointed to
her, then made a drinking motion. She nodded. Soon, she had another
free drink in front of her on the bar.

He just smiled
and watched as she drank. There was something off about that smile.
Rachel couldn’t figure it out, but she wasn’t about to let that
spoil her good time.

As soon as she
put the empty glass on the bar, he grabbed her hand and stood.
Motioning with his head toward the dance floor, he gave her arm a
light tug. Something about his touch electrified her, and she
flexed her thighs together at the feeling.

Rachel stood
and allowed him to lead her out. She held his hand as he navigated
through clumps of writhing, sweaty dancers until they reached the
middle of the dance floor.

A new song
pounded from the speakers, as they started moving. They matched the
rhythm with their bodies, moving around each other. Soon, they
began exploring with their hands. Her fingers moved over his hard
abs while she felt one of his hands cup her ass.

Using one of
his thumbs, he lifted her chin. She sucked in a breath as he
lightly ran his tongue up the middle of her neck. His lips pressed
down on her flesh. She felt two very light pricks against her skin
before he pulled away from her.

Her whole body
tingling, Rachel grabbed him and pulled him close. She kissed
him.

When she tried
to poke her tongue into his mouth, he stopped her. Rachel pulled
back, hissing in frustration. She needed this guy in her. Looking
into his eyes, she reached down and grabbed the large bulge at the
front of his pants, then looked toward the exit. His eyes burned
into hers for a moment, and an unreasonable fear shot through her
chest.

He grabbed
Rachel’s hand and pulled her toward the doors. Flinging one open as
though it weighed nothing, they stepped outside. A cool breeze ran
over Rachel’s skin. When the door shut behind them, the music died
to a distant roar.

Her dancing
partner turned to face her. “That was intense,” he said. Still
holding her hand, he started walking around the building. She
followed.

“What’s your
name?” Rachel asked as she admired his ass.

“Dorian,” he
replied without looking back. “You?”

“Rachel. Hey,
where are we going? Why don’t we just get a taxi.”

He pulled her
into an alley behind the club. It was entirely deserted except for
them. Feelings of unease building in her chest, like cold fingers
constricting her heart, Rachel stopped. Dorian stopped as well,
turning around to look at her. The feelings must have been apparent
on her face, because he gave her another warm swarm.

“I know it’s
weird. But it’s exciting too, right?”

It really was.
She couldn’t remember the last time she’d been this wet before
actually having sex. She nodded and he led her deeper into the
shadows. They went around a turn, completely blocking the street
from view. It was brighter there too, with a few lights shining
down.

Rachel pressed
herself against a wall and pulled Dorian close again. He leaned
into their kiss as she wrapped one of her legs around his.

She moved her
face away a little so she could talk. “I’ve never done it this way
before. You really are something special.”

This time when
he smiled, he moved his lips back. Rachel’s heart leapt. He had two
very white, pointed fangs. His strong arms pulled their bodies
closer together.

“You have no
idea how special,” Dorian said, “One night with a vampire is
something you will never forget. If you live, that is.” He winked
at her.

Rachel began
to struggle, then stopped when something inside told her to let it
happen. He was going to fuck her, she knew; his hard cock bulged in
his pants and rubbed against her. He reached up to the back of her
head and slowly curled his fingers through her hair. She whimpered
a little as he pulled her head back slightly to one side and
planted his lips over her. Her heart slammed in her chest and she
held him tightly in her arms.

He didn’t
bite. Instead, he left a trail of kisses and hickies across her
flesh, letting his tongue flick out to touch her. She reached down
and squeezed his firm ass, moving her hands up slightly and then
pressing her fingers down into his pants so she could feel the taut
skin under his clothes.

“I can hear
your heart beat,” he said between kisses, “You’re excited...” he
trailed off for a second.

She felt his
free hand press between their bodies. It slid down onto her bare
thighs, revealed by her short dress. He pressed he fingers between
her legs and let his fingertips trail tightly up.

Rachel sucked
in a breath when his fingers across the wet spot on her panties and
began lightly rubbing back and forth across her moist slit. She
reached down and hiked her dress up around her hips so that she
could spread her legs to give him easier access.

Fumbling in
her excitement, Rachel reached between them and undid the button
and zipper of his pants.

“Very
excited...” Dorian finished.

Hooking a
finger into her thong, he pulled it to one side. He slipped one
fingertip into her wet hole, working it slowly in and out with wet
noises that made Rachel tighten up around him.

With one tug,
she pulled his pants down far enough for his hard cock to pop out.
It was partly trapped between their bodies, pointing almost
straight up. As he finger banged her, she wrapped her fingers
around his shaft just below the head and started jerking him
off.

Dorian moved
his head so that his lips touched her ear. “Put your mouth around
me,” he whispered, taking a small step back after.

The words sent
shivers down her back.

He pulled his
finger from her, making sure to rub it against her clit, as she
knelt down. She pulled up his shirt a little so that she could kiss
his abs, still stroking his cock the entire time. Rachel licked her
lips, then ran them up one side of his shaft. His cock was large
and rock-solid. Her lips slid over the bulging veins and smooth
skin toward the head.

Dorian leaned
back and arched his hips forward a little as she ran the tip of her
tongue over the ridge toward the tip of his dick.

She’d already
jerked a bunch of precum out of him, so she picked it up with her
tongue and smeared it all over the head until it glistened
wetly.

He reached
down and ran his index finger along her cheek, making her look up
into his eyes.

“Suck,” he
said.

With that, she
opened her mouth wide and slid the tight ring of her plump, wet
lips down over the head of his cock and partway down the shaft. She
shifted her hand to the base and began running it up and down him
as much as she could/

When she
finished pressing her mouth forward, she pulled her head back and
looked down to see her lips trailing back over his rod, leaving the
whole surface wet with all the spit she was working up. She rubbed
her tongue all over the head of his cock when she’d moved back far
enough, then pushed forward around him again, letting her tongue
flatten and curl on the bottom of his shaft.

Then Dorian
leaned forward and put his hands on the wall behind her, spread far
apart. He pushed forward with his hips, slowly moving Rachel until
she felt her back press against the wall. A moment later, she felt
the back of her head bump gently against the hard surface.

About half his
cock was pressed into her mouth. Drops of her spit moved slowly
down his shaft and dripped to the ground. She looked up into his
eyes.

“I want you to
take all of me,” he said.

She nodded as
much as she could. Without another word, he started leaned his hips
forward. His cock slid deeper into her mouth. It was so big. Her
lips strained around his girth. His head pressed against the back
of her throat and he kept moving forward.

Her pussy was
so wet. She reached down and ran one of her fingers up and down her
slick slit as she deepthroated his cock. Tears formed at the corner
of her eyes, threatening to make her makeup run.

When her lips
had moved the entire way down his length, he stopped. She started
humming around hi, His eyes squeezed shut and his lips pressed into
a thin line. It was the first sign of pleasure she’d seen. She
increased the intensity of her humming. He slapped the wall with
one hand and tried to shove his cock even farther down her
throat.

Dorian bared
his fangs in a snarl and wrenched his cock out of her mouth. It
quivered in the air, soaked and dripping with her spit, as Rachel
caught her breath.

“Get up!”
Dorian said with a growl.

He reached
down and yanked her up to her feet. Shoving her against the wall,
he kissed her deeply, shoving his tongue into her mouth. She moved
her tongue around in his, letting the soft tissue graze the tips of
his fangs.

Dorian hunched
down a little. He moved his hands and arms behind her knees, so
that the inside of his elbows hooked around the backs of her
knees..

Rachel
squealed as he lifted her, bringing her knees most of the way up to
her chest. He held her like that, with her back against the wall
for support. He managed to grab his cock with one hand and guide it
to her opening. Rachel wrapped her arms around his neck and pressed
her fingernails into his flesh through his shirt.

Both of them
sucking in air through their clenched teeth, Dorian squeezed the
head of his cock into her, forcing her tight hole to open up around
him. Rachel shuddered as he tried to press in deeper, making her
walls involuntarily squeeze around him so that he couldn’t get any
farther in.

Instead of
trying to force himself in like that, she felt him pull back so
that only a little bit of the tip was still inside her. His
shoulders rose under her arms as he took a deep breath. She held
him more tightly.

He thrust his
cock forward.

“Fuck!” Rachel
yelled. Her legs started shaking in his arms. He’d managed to cram
another inch or so of his rod into her tight cunt. He repeated the
move, pulling his cock most of the way out and slamming it back
into her. They both grunted and moaned as he did it again and
again.

Rachel felt so
hot, like her pussy was a furnace sending heat through the rest of
her.

Dorian pushed
his cock all the way into her with one final thrust, letting out a
little growl as her pussy clenched up around him. Smiling, he
flexed his cock inside her, sending sparks all the way to her
fingers and toes.

When she
finished whimpering, she leaned forward and started kissing him,
shoving her tongue past his fangs.

As they
kissed, she felt him slide his cock partway back through her tight
lips and then started thrusting into her. Each time he pushed in,
sliding his cock against her tight and wet walls, he bumped into
her little clit. Her whole body started to shake as she rode the
ever-increasing wave of her incoming orgasm.

He pulled his
face away from hers. “Are you going to come on my dick?”

She managed a
weak nod and a,” Yes...”

He started
fucking her a little faster, bumping her clit more frequently.
“Yeah? Your tight little pussy is going to squeeze my cock? Try to
hold me in there?”

Rachel had her
eyes squeezed shut. It was like she was filled with energy that
couldn’t be contained, that needed a release. His every word made
him tighten up more around him. He was fucking her against the
wall, holding her the way he wanted in his strong arms, ramming his
big cock into her hot, wet hole...

Her pussy
clenched up around him as she arched her neck and screamed. She
suddenly got even wetter than she’d been before, her walls
alternating between weaker and stronger squeezes. She rode him
through it, his unyielding cock pounding her still the whole
time.

Then her body
relaxed and she could open her eyes. She could see his fangs
clearly in his snarl as he tried to keep himself from coming. He
looked at her.

“I’m going to
fill you up with my cum,” he said.

Her pussy
clenched up again at his words, then relaxed. “Yeah? Gonna fuck me
with that big cock until you can’t take it anymore?”

She sucked his
lower lip into her mouth before he could reply and bit it
lightly.

He pulled out
of her and lowered her feet to the ground. When she steadied
herself, he turned her around. She put her hands on the wall where
his had been and then pushed her ass out at him, spreading her
legs. He put the head of his cock against her opening. She rammed
her pussy back down onto it, taking it all in one push.

“Damn!” Dorian
said.

He grabbed her
hips, digging his fingers into her warm and soft flesh. She pulled
forward while he moved back, and then they slammed together again.
Rachel used the wall for something to push off of.

When she
looked back, she saw that he had his head tilted back and his eyes
were closed, scrunching shut a little harder each time he pushed
back into her.

She could feel
another orgasm building inside her as they picked up their previous
pace. Her whole body was flushed red. She could feel every last bit
of him, from the ridges of his head as they rubbed against her to
the final inch of his shaft.

“Are you going
to lose control, big man?” She said, pushing back as hard as she
could against him.

He didn’t say
anything now. His mouth hung open a little, now. They slammed
together again. His hands started convulsively squeezing her.

His cum was
all she wanted, shooting into her, filling her up. She wondered if
he’d shoot hard enough for her to feel it hit her pussy. She loved
that.

“So tight...”
Dorian moaned.

His cock
pistoned into her faster than before. His teeth clicked together
and his lips pulled back in another snarl.

Inside her,
his cock jerked. She came again as she felt the first spurt of cum
smack against the back of her pussy. She clenched and unclenched
around him as he sent more cum flying into her. He pushed into her
as far as he could go, making her pussy strain even more around
him. It was so good that she felt more tears start at the corners
of her eyes again. As he pulled his cock out, she could feel his
spunk inside of her, all hot and sticky.

She knew he’d
finished when his fingers released their grip. Rachel felt unsteady
as she straightened up, like she’d been completely drained.

That’s when he
grabbed her. He pressed her against the wall again, his body
touching her back. He grabbed the top of her head, pulled it to one
side to expose her neck. She felt his lips brush her skin.

“That was
good,” he whispered into her ear, “You made me hungry. So
hungry.”

“Will... Will
you turn me into one?” Rachel asked. He was so strong, she knew she
had no chance trying to struggle.

Dorian paused.
He’d obviously not considered that possibility. After another few
moments, he let go of her. She straightened out, then turned around
to face him. He was still so handsome. If she had the energy, she
knew she’d jump him again right there.

“No,” he said
finally, “That would be too easy.”

Rachel felt a
flutter in her chest. She was going to live.

He raised one
hand to her face and gently ran his thumb over her cheek.

“No. You will
answer to me. I want to have you, again and again. Then, when I am
through, I may turn you, or I might just drain you. Now, go.”

He sealed
their meeting with a kiss. She turned around and walked out of the
alley.

She
wondered when he’d want to meet again. Soon, hopefully, Rachel thought.









 Seduced
by the Vampire

 


Elsa had been
stalking him all night. She walked far behind him down the deserted
street, but the sound of his heart beat so loudly in her ears that
it could have been her own.

She didn’t
know his name. In fact, he hadn’t even turned around so that she
might see his face. It didn’t matter; she was still going to make
him hers.

Despite the
darkness, Elsa saw everything. She saw the way his firm ass flexed
in his jeans as he walked. She saw the strong muscles of his back
and neck. She had on noting but a pair of heels and a long coat to
hide her naked body until she wanted him to see it.

Opening her
mouth a little, she ran her tongue over her full, red lips and then
lightly over the point of each fang. Just being near him made her
feel warm and hungry. She slipped into some shadows left by burnt
out streetlights, trying to work her way closer without being
detected.

He led her all
the way down town, him keeping a steady pace, Elsa slipping from
one pool of shadow to the next.

Signs of other
nightlife began to appear around them. The signs of the few bars
and stores still open glowed. People walked from place to place,
some reeling drunk, others in small, whispering groups. It all made
Else glance around with squinted eyes, trying not to be
noticed.

Her prey
didn’t seem to notice anyone, either. He walked straight past many
of the people, ignoring any greetings. He had willpower, this one.
It was obvious that he knew what he wanted, and that he was the
sort of person to head straight for it.

He still
hadn’t so much as glanced behind him. Elsa smiled. She was going to
enjoy taking him, draining him. But what does he want? Elsa wondered. She knew what it was she
wanted. She also knew that she was going to get it.

Finally, she
found out. He’d stop in front of a dingy looking bar, its large
front windows covered in steam and condensation from the heat
within. He opened the door and disappeared through it.

Elsa
waited a few minutes before she stepped in as well. A little bell
jingled, announcing her presence and making her involuntarily
wince. It was for nothing, she found. None of the men lined up
along the bar looked up from their cups. But where was he? Elsa
looked around. Ah! She caught a
glimpse of him going through another door at the end of the
bar.

She slipped
through that, too. There were stairs leading up to a brightly lit
hall. Going up, she saw that there seemed to be a few apartments
over the bar. A door clicked shut and a deadbolt banged into place
just around a corner. He’d gone home.

This was a
problem. How was she going to get in? Public places required no
invitation, but going into someone’s home did...

A solution
popped into her mind. She worked quickly, undoing many of the
buttons that held her coat closed. She pulled it open at the top,
letting the milky-smooth skin of her perfect cleavage show through.
She pulled it so that the material just barely covered her already
stiff nipples.

Rounding the
corner, Elsa knocked sharply on the door. The deadbolt opened with
another bang and the door opened inwards.

Elsa felt
herself get a little wet.

Her prey stood
in the doorway, looking at her with a slightly puzzled expression
on his handsome face. She watched his sight travel down to her
mostly-bare breasts, linger for a moment, then move back up to her
eyes. He swallowed and shifted his hips back a little, as though
trying to hide something. She listened as his heart started beating
faster and faster.

“Can I help
you?” He asked.

“Yes. What is
your name?” Elsa replied.

“Mike.”

He was tall.
She looked up into his eyes and gave him a closed-lip smile. “May I
come in?”

Mike’s eyes
flicked back down to her chest, then back up. He licked his lips,
looking past her down the hallway and then back into his apartment.
He was hesitating. She couldn’t have him say no, not after
following and watching him all this time.

“Look at me,
Mike,” Elsa said as she untied the belt around her waist. He looked
just as she pulled the coat partway down her shoulders, fully
exposing her breasts. She rolled her hips a little so that he would
look down there, too. When he did, her pussy tingled.

“Let me in,”
she commanded.

“Please do,”
Mike said, stepping out of the way and motioning for her to
enter.

Elsa walked
in, pulling the coat back up over her shoulders. His apartment was
small, clean, and cozy. When she heard the door click shut and the
lock slam back into place behind her, she turned around to face
him.

“Do I know
you?” Mike asked.

This time when
she smiled, she made sure that he saw her fangs.

“No, Mike, you
don’t know me. But I’ve been watching you, and I’ve made my
decision.”

She watched
his eyes travel down the small opening in the coat that ran down
the middle of her body.

“And what
decision might that be?”

Taking a step
toward him, Elsa suddenly lashed out with her hands, shoving him so
forcefully against the door that it rattled as the breath left his
body with an “Oof!”

“I’ve decided
that you will be mine. I take it you find this agreeable, yes?”

She moved over
to him and grabbed the front of his shirt with both hands. His eyes
opened wide as she yanked him closer to her. Grabbing the back of
his head, she pulled his face near hers. His quick breaths felt hot
on her skin. His whole body shook a little when she kissed him,
pressing her tongue into the warmth of his mouth.

Mike shoved
his hands under her coat and around her waist, linking them
together at the small of her back. She felt his fingertips move
over the firm flesh near the top of her ass. He pulled her in
closer and curled his tongue around her own.

Else pulled
back from him. She grabbed his wrists and forced his arms back
against the wall. He tried leaning forward against her strength,
tilting his lips toward her own again. She looked down at his body,
saw his cock straining in a huge bulge at the front of his pants.
Her body responded to the sight, her pussy getting wetter still and
her nipples stiffening up so much they hurt a little.

“You do as I
tell you, and nothing else. Do you understand?” Elsa said.

“Yes,” Mike
said after a moment. There was a fire glinting in his eyes.

“Good,” Elsa
said, “Now go and lie on the bed. Nothing else, yes?”

She released
him from her grasp. He went over to the neatly-made bed and lay
down on his back. Elsa pulled the coat from her shoulders and let
it fall on the floor as she walked sinuously toward him, rolling
her hips.

When she
climbed up on the bed, he reached for her. She grabbed his wrists
and pressed them down, lifting one leg over his hips to straddle
him. Once he stopped pushing against her grip, she let go of him
again. Grabbing the neck of his t-shirt with both hands, she tore
it down the middle and then pulled it down his sides so she could
look at him. His muscular chest heaved as she ran one finger down
the small cleft between his hard abs. She ran that same finger back
up to one side of his neck. With one quick move, she scratched him.
He hissed as blood began leaking from the small wound.

Gathering her
hair and throwing it over her shoulders, Elsa leaned forward and
stuck out her tongue. She ran the tip along the scratch. He body
convulsed a little as she coated her tongue in his metallic-tasting
blood and swallowed it. His body writhed under hers, the bulge of
his cock bumping against her moist cunt.

Leaning back
into a sitting position over him, Elsa smiled. “Even better than
I’d hoped... Yes, this will be fun. Won’t it, pet?”

“Now, is there
something else I should taste? Something I can put my lips around
and suck?”

Elsa leaned
over and kissed his chest. She worked her way down his body,
letting her lips brush over his skin. He shivered as she got to his
waistband. With a quick movement, she undid the button and zipper,
and began sliding his pants down his hips. He raised his hips up a
little, trying to make it go faster.

She pulled
down until half his hard shaft was revealed, large and hard with
big veins standing out. It jumped a little as he tried to get it to
pop out from the waistband of his underwear. Elsa ran her lips down
to it. She kissed the very top, leaving a spot of shiny saliva,
moved down, and kissed again. It took one more kiss until she was
at the waistband again.

Pulling down
his pants again, she kissed each inch of his cock as she revealed
it. Finally, the ridges of his head showed. She stuck out her
tongue and ran the tip of it along the back of these. He raised his
hands to his face and pressed the heels of his palms into his
eyes.

“Oh, God...”
He muttered.

Elsa put one
hand flat on the top of his cock to keep it from standing up as she
pulled his pants and underwear down past it. With it still pressed
down, she ran her tongue along the head, pressing it against the
little slit. She shook a little at the taste of his precum. It was
almost as good as his blood.

Slowly, she
let his hard erection stand up. As it did, she let her lips part
around the head. The more it stood up, the deeper it pushed into
the wet heat of her mouth. By the time it stood fully up, she had
the whole head and part of the shaft inside the tight ring of her
lips.

Fingers curled
in the hair at the sides of his head, Mike looked down at her. “Oh
baby... Holy shit that is nice...”

Curling her
fingers around his shaft, she stroked up and down once. The tip of
his cock swelled in her move, and she used her tongue to clean away
the new batch of precum that spilled from it. She stroked again,
this time pressing her lips down a little more at the same time.
She could feel his heart beating through his cock, which throbbed
in her mouth with each new stroke.

She pulled her
mouth completely off him and then spat on his dick. Rubbing the
spit around his shaft with her hand, she lowered her lips around
him again and started sucking. She pushed her lips forward, pulled
them back, never taking her eyes off his face. Arching his hips up
again, he pressed his cock deeper into her mouth. She accepted it,
straining her red lips around his girth. She let more spit trickle
down his shaft, using it to lube him up so that her hand moved
freely along his firm flesh.

Running her
free hand down her back, she felt a tingle as her fingertips
brushed pass the pucker of her asshole. She slid the tip of her
middle finger down her sopping slit, then back up a little. Moaning
around his cock, she pressed her finger into her incredibly wet
pussy.

Each time she
pushed her lips down around his length, she shoved her finger into
herself. Soon, she pressed a second finger in as well. She felt
herself tightening up around them.

Groaning, she
pulled her mouth off his cock and pulled her fingers out of her
pussy. On her hands and knees, she crawled up to give him a deep
kiss so that he could taste himself. When that was over, she leaned
back on her knees. Reaching back, she grabbed his cock and pointed
it at her pussy.

Slowly, she
lowered herself until the head of his cock bumped again her wet
slit. She rubbed his rod back and forth along it, jumping a little
each time it brushed past her clit. Elsa slid the head of his cock
so that it was right against her entrance.

Here, she
stopped. Reaching down with her free hand, she smeared her fingers
with the blood from the scratch she’d given him earlier. Bringing
her hand to her mouth, she started licking the blood from it. As
she did this, she slowly lowered her pussy down onto his rod.

Her juices
helped him ease in. He looked hypnotically down at his cock as the
skin bunched up on his shaft, trying to press into her tight little
hole.

Inch by inch,
her pussy swallowed up his whole shaft. He felt completely rigid
inside her, his girth pressing her slick walls back and sending a
shiver up her body.

“Hold me,”
Elsa said. She grabbed Mike’s hands and moved them to her ass.

He started
squeezing and rubbing her cheeks as she began to grind her pussy
against his body, sending shocks through her little clit.

“Your cock is
so hard in me... Do you like my pussy? Is it tight enough around
you?” Elsa teased him as she ran her nails down his chest and abs,
leaving red trails behind.

She laughed,
squeezing him inside her. His eyes squeezed shut and he groaned,
with the tips of his fingers digging into her ass the whole time.
He opened his eyes and looked at her. He began rolling his own hips
back and forth, increasing the friction against her pussy.

Opening his
mouth, he started to speak. Elsa reached forward and stuck one
finger through his lips. They wrapped around her finger, sucking on
it. She pulled it out all shiny with his spit and used it to trace
a line down the middle of his torso.

Elsa leaned
down over him and put her mouth over the bloody spot. As she licked
at it, she rocked her hips back and forth on him. As she licked,
she felt his hands shift a little to get a better grip on her ass.
With a grunt, he lifted her a few inches higher.

Then he
started jackhammering his cock into her. The sound of their flesh
slapping together filled the room.

She added her
own slamming to the mix, pushing down around his cock every time he
pushed up into her pussy. A spark shot up her back, making her
whole body tense up. She felt her fangs push into his flesh,
followed by fresh, hot blood trickling into her mouth. He gasped as
she hungrily lapped it up. The sensation seemed to fill him with
energy. His fucking quickened.

Soon, she had
to pull away from his neck. The sensation of his cock, quickly
thrusting into and pulling out, was too much. She arched her own
neck, letting the warm and tingling waves wash up and down her
body. Running her fingernails up and down the flesh of his chest,
she managed to lean forward and gave him a passionate kiss, letting
him get a taste of his own hot blood.

“Where do you
want me to come?” Mike said, his teeth clenched and his face
flushed.

“I never said
that you could come. Maybe after I’ve come all over your cock...”
Elsa replied. She dug her fingernails more deeply into his flesh to
emphasize her point.

He slammed his
cock into her as hard and fast as he could. His face was twisted as
he tried to keep from firing off inside of her.

Her orgasm
built inside her. The waves that had been moving through her flowed
back and forth more quickly now. They reached their most intense
point. She clamped around him, tilting her head back to scream and
whimper as her pussy lost control around him.

When she
finished, Elsa lifted off of him. She moved down his body so that
her mouth was right over his quivering cock.

First, she
licked all of her juices from his rod. They tasted almost as good
as his neck had. That task done, she pressed her lips down as far
as they would go around his shaft, then pulled back.

Concentrating
her sucking on the tip, she jerked hard and quickly at the base of
his shaft. Soon, his back started to arch, forcing his cock deeper
into her mouth. He grabbed fistfuls of the blanket as she felt his
cock jerk a little against her tongue.

His cum shot
into her mouth in hot strings. There was so much that it leaked
through her lips and down his shaft. She kept jerking him until
nothing came out. When she finished with that, she cleaned the rest
of his come from his rod with her tongue.

Standing up
from the bed, Elsa felt good. She was full. Walking over to her
coat, she bent over and picked it up. She threw it over her
shoulders and started doing up the buttons.

“You’re
leaving?” Mike said behind her.

She turned
around. Mike was lying on his side, pressing against the scratches
and bites on his neck with one hand. He looked exhausted. Elsa
walked back over to him and ran one finger along the strong line
made by his chin.

“I got what I
needed from you,” she said. She bent over and kissed him lightly on
the lips.

Turning
around, she walked towards the door. She undid the deadbolt and
turned the knob.

“Wait!” Mike
said.

She turned her
head to see what he wanted.

“Will you ever
need it again?”

Elsa
smiled and walked out the door. I just might at that, she thought as she turned the corner and
made her way down the stairs.









 The
Vampire’s Prey

 


Marcus paced
near his front door, waiting for the last bit of light to leave the
world. Hunger consumed him. It felt like every nerve burned inside
of his body. But this wasn’t a hunger for blood. Sating that was
easy. He did it most nights of the week.

No, this was a
different kind of hunger; one he hadn’t felt the need to fill for a
long time. It was as though a fire had rekindled, sending its smoky
heat through him.

For the
twentieth time, he smoothed the tight white t-shirt he’d chosen
over his well-formed abs and chest. He reached up and smoothed his
hair. It was a cruel irony that vampires had no reflections when he
so badly wanted to know that his handsome features were still
there.

Looking down
at the bottom of the door again, he saw the bar of weak sunlight
had been replaced by the yellow light of a streetlamp.

“This is it,
then,” Marcus said as he opened the door, stepped out, and closed
it behind him.

For a moment,
he let the warm air of the summer night brush past him.

She would have
to be just right. Anything less than exactly what he wanted and he
knew he wouldn’t be satisfied.

It occurred to
Marcus that he hadn’t actually considered just how he was going to
find this mythical woman. All his energies had been spent in
preparing himself and then waiting for the scorching sun to go
away. Normally, he went to places like bars or clubs for food. That
wasn’t the type of woman he wanted.

A woman taking
her small dog for a walk smiled up at him as they passed. Her dog
yipped and bark, tugging against its leash. Marcus hurried away
before she could start a conversation. The animals always knew what
he was.

Where was he
going to find the right woman? He quickened his pace, scanning
through the darkness with his eyes as though she might just pop up
in front of him.

Marcus
stopped at a sudden moment of insight. The park! He thought. With the heat of the summer, all those
avid and in-shape joggers always went out either early in the
morning or at night in order to escape most of the heat of the
day.

The park was
only a few minutes away by foot. All he’d need to do would be to
watch and wait. He’d practically have his pick.

A new
excitement in his step, Marcus walked toward the park. He went down
one path that was relatively wide and well lit. Just the type of
thing a jogger might look for in order to avoid trouble.

Crouching just
behind some bushes that gave him a clear line of site, he
waited.

It wasn’t in
vain. A few people jogged by, even a few women who were almost good
enough. He knew if he was patient, what he wanted would come right
to him.

She came
jogging around the bend, he long hair pinned back in a ponytail.
She wore tight jogging clothes that shoved off the curves of her
body. Just the sight of her made Marcus’s cock brush against his
pants.

He sprinted a
ways ahead of her, out of sight. Going onto the path, he purposely
banged his knee off the ground, tearing his jeans and the flesh
beneath them. Carefully, he arranged himself in a pained heap. He
settled down just in time.

“Oh my God!”
She yelped as she rounded the corner.

A pained look
on his face, Marcus struggled up into a sitting position and tried
to look shocked when his gaze touched his knee.

She knelt down
beside him. Her smell was wonderful. Her heart beat strong and fast
in her chest, becoming faster when her sight touched his wound.

“Are you okay?
Is there anything I can do?” Her eyes widened a little as she took
in the rest of her body. He noted how her skin flushed even
more.

“Yeah,” Marcus
smiled at her as he spoke, putting on a fake flinch as he shifted
his leg, “I don’t suppose you have any antiseptic? Maybe a
bandage?”

She considered
for a moment, then grabbed him by the upper arm and helped him
stand. “Look, I live just across the way. I can patch you up. Is
that okay?”

Her skin
felt so warm and soft. Yes,
Marcus thought, she’s the one.

“Yeah, that’ll
do just fine. Thank you...?”

“Alisha,” she
said.

“Thanks,
Alisha,” he said, “I’m Marcus.”

Her apartment
was small, but well kept. Best of all, it looked like she lived
alone. Not even a cat. She’d sat him on the couch. In the bathroom,
he heard her rummaging around for first aid supplies. A few moments
later, she came out with a small bottle and some bandages.

She knelt down
in front of him, between his legs. He wondered if she saw the bulge
of his hardening cock. He could see her hard nipples poking through
her jogging shirt.

“This might
still a little...” Alisha said, dabbing at his knee with the
antiseptic. He sucked in a breath, pretending that it stung.

“It’s not as
bad as it looks,” she continued, “There’s hardly any blood.
Weird.”

Grabbing the
bandage package, she started to tear it open. Without saying
anything, she leaned forward so that her pretty lips hovered a few
inches over the scratch. Pursing them, she blew lightly. His whole
body shivered a little. She noticed, blushing suddenly.

“Sorry, I
always thought that it helped...”

Marcus smiled
down at her, “Don’t worry, I liked it.”

She tilted her
head back down as she smoothed the bandage into place. As she
finished, Marcus put one finger under her chin and tilted her face
back so that she looked up into his eyes.

“Thank you
again,” Marcus said.

Her blush
deepened. Unable to take it anymore, Marcus leaned down and kissed
her. She jumped a little, but then leaned into the kiss, wrapping
her arms around his neck. Marcus reached down and, grabbing her
thighs, pulled her up onto his lap. She shifted on him, getting
comfortable. Her pussy rubbed over his bulge, sending tingles
through his hips.

Marcus didn’t
open his mouth yet. He didn’t want his true nature revealed until
later. He started running his hands around her body. Alisha’s
jogging clothes were almost skin-tight. He brought both hands up
her back, then trailed them down to get a grip on her firm ass
cheeks. Kneading them made his cock hurt, pressing against his
jeans like it was.

Marcus pulled
his lips away from hers. “Is this how you take care of everyone who
falls down?”

Alisha ran her
tongue along her lips as she reached down between her thighs. She
cupped his bulge, squeezing it and stroking up and down with one
finger.

“Just the
handsome ones with big cocks.”

Marcus pressed
his fingers below Alisha’s tight jogging shorts so that he could
feel the bare skin of her ass. She jerked a little when one of his
fingers brushed across her slit. She was already wet.

“So you like a
big, hard cock?”

“Only if you
like a tight, wet pussy...” She replied.

It was time
she knew about him. Wrapping his arms around her waist, he moved
her so that she was lying on her back on the couch, with him lying
between her legs.

“You’re a very
lucky girl, Alisha.”

She gave his
bulge another squeeze. “I know.”

Marcus bared
his fangs, “You get to help satisfy a craving I’ve been
having.”

Alisha
squirmed underneath him, her eyes suddenly wide. At first, she
struggled to get out from under him. While doing so, her pussy kept
bumping against his hard cock. Soon, she started moaning. Her hands
went below his shirt at his back and she raked her nails down his
flesh.

“I think I
know just what you need,” she said. Her eyes took on a smoky look,
“You’re going to fuck my brains out, aren’t you?”

Marcus replied
by leaning back, lifting her legs straight up into the air, and
pulling off her shorts and panties. He could practically feel the
heat coming off her moist pussy. Alisha raised her torso up and
pulled off her own shirt and bra, lying completely naked in front
of him. Her breasts jiggled a little, and the stiff, pointy nipples
seemed to call out for a good pinching.

Pulling off
his own shirt to show his cut abs, Marcus moved down the couch. He
wanted to know what she tasted like. She started moaning and
wriggling her hips when she figured out what he was about to
do.

Alisha spread
her legs apart as he slid his lips along the inside of one of her
thighs. Her smell drove him crazy. He wished he’d taken his cock
out of his pants before going down on her.

Putting his
tongue at the top of her slit, he slowly ran it down all the way to
her already sopping hole. She reached forward and grabbed his head,
trying to mash his tongue down onto her. Marcus resisted
easily.

He ran the tip
up and down her soaked gash a few times before settling it over her
stiff little clit. This, he toyed with. First, he wiggled his
tongue from side to side. Alisha groaned and bucked her hips
against his face, covering his cheeks in her shining juices. When
he started twirling his tongue around, she lost control. Alisha’s
hips convulsed, and she let out little yelps through her snarl.

“Fuck yes!”
She screamed, “Lick my fucking pussy, you damn vampire!”

When Marcus
jammed his tongue into her hole, she came. Her fingers bunched into
fists in his hair, pulling at his scalp and forcing his tongue even
deeper into her. She grinded her pussy against his face for so long
that it would have asphyxiated a mortal man.

She’d gotten
so wet that her juices left a wet spot on the couch by her ass.
Finishing, she let go of his hair as her body relaxed.

Just as
quickly as she’d relaxed, she sprang into action. She sat up and
grabbed Marcus by the shoulders, making him sit up as well. Then
she shoved him backwards, making him lie down. Now she was between
his legs.

Undoing the
button of his pants with a snap of her fingers, he straightened his
legs into the air and now she pulled his clothes off. Finally, his
hungry cock sprang free. It was large, and big veins bulged along
its surface.

Grabbing his
shaft with both hands, she jammed her lips around the head. She
bobbed up and down, making slurping noise as her tongue ran over
his sensitive flesh. Marcus arched his hips, trying to cram more of
his shaft into the hot, wet space.

Her fingers
looked so small and dainty as they moved up and down his throbbing
rod. Marcus sucked in a breath and held it as he watched a shiny
line of saliva leak from the seal her lips made around him and move
slowly down his length.

She pulled
back from him a little.

“Is this what
you needed? To feed this monster you keep in your pants?”

She cut his
reply short by swirling her tongue around the tip of his cock,
covering it in her spit. Moving one hand up, she ran one fingertip
along the back of the ridges around the head. The muscles in his
legs contracted like he’d been shocked.

Marcus
couldn’t take his eyes away as she buried part of his shaft in her
mouth again. He could feel the back of her throat. She pulled back
again.

“Are you
thinking about fucking me with this thing now? Wondering how
tightly my pussy will hold it?”

Alisha had
arched her ass into the air while sucking him off. Looking up the
curve of her back at it, Marcus felt his cock jump a little.

Alisha turned
around so that he could admire her shapely ass. Her cheeks were
spread apart so that he could see her scrunched brown asshole. She
backed up against him so that his huge rod rested in the cleft
between her cheeks. Raising herself up a little, he watched as the
tip of his cock left a smear of precum down the cleft. She reached
down and grabbed his cock with one hand, positioning it so that it
pressed against her wet hole.

“Oh, fuck!”
Alisha muttered.

She lowered
herself onto him. She had to go slowly, letting her pussy stretch
out around the massive head of his dick. He watched as the lips of
her pussy strained out around his girth in a tight circle, trying
to eat up more and more of him. The skin on his shaft bunched back
as she slowly managed to take more in.

Reached out,
he cupped her ass in his hands to help support her weight. He
gritted his teeth.

Her tight
little pussy only managed to hold about three quarters of his
length before he felt his cock bump against the back. When it did,
she clenched around him and he felt her ass flex in his hands.

With one hand,
Marcus started lifting her. The other he put high on her ass so
that his thumb rested in her cleft. He edged his thumb down until
it was right over her asshole. He ran the tip gently in circles
over the puckered skin, never trying to press it in.

Alisha had to
fuck him very slowly at first. Each time she raised her body her
pussy left his shaft slimed with her juices, and each time she
pressed down around him again the skin bunched up against the
pressure. When she felt stretched out enough, she leaned forward
and put her hands on his shins.

Moving his
thumb faster around her asshole made her whimper. She raised her
ass higher up until only the head of his cock was still in her.
Positioned like this, she bobbed his hips up and down a few inches
only, making his head push into the tightest and most sensitive
part of her cunt. It got so tight that she had to slow down,
letting her straining pussy lips get pulled slowly in and out
around him.

“Am I making
you come?” Marcus said.

“You’re so big
in me...” was all Alisha could manage.

Shifting
around carefully, never pulling his cock out of her embracing
pussy, Marcus shifted them into the doggy-style position. He braced
one foot on the floor. He knew this was a great way to get his cock
even deeper into her tightness.

Her ponytail
made a good leash. He reached out and grabbed it, pulling back
gently so that she had to arch her neck out. He saw that she was
sucking on one of her lips as he thrust his meat as far as it would
go into her. Smiling, he saw that he was right. Her pussy managed
to swallow just about his entire cock. He left it in there for a
second, allowing her heat and wetness to soak into his throbbing
rod.

Pulling back
only a little, he thrust back in with more force. She turned her
face so that he could see it better. Sucking on her lip like that
made his dick get harder in her, and she gave a little whimper as
he pushed in again. The next time he pulled out a little, she
pressed her hips backs. They both stopped and moaned for a
second.

She was so
damn tight that he didn’t know if he’d be able to give her a hard
fucking. Instead, he pulled his cock almost all the way out. Her
slimy juices covered it. A few strings of her wetness dripped down
onto the couch as he slowly pressed his cock all the way back into
her. She gasped as she felt his full length.

Alisha
shuddered. His cock suddenly got even wetter than it had been
before. He found he could slide his cock back and forth through her
tightness more easily now, so he picked up more speed. He knew she
was going to come soon. A tingle in his balls told him he would
too. He wanted to come with her, to fill her up as the walls of her
pussy convulsed in sexual agony around his huge cock.

“You’re going
to make me come...” Alisha said.

Her words made
his cock buzz with energy. He couldn’t take it anymore. He slammed
his dick into her as it jumped. Cum burst from it, making him
shudder and flesh all the muscles in his body each time he spurted
again.

Then she came
too. It was as good as he wanted. Her walls constricted around his
cock, squeezing him so tightly he didn’t know if he could keep in.
It was so tight that some of his come squeezed out, sliding down
her pussy. He pulled back harder on her ponytail as she gasped,
and, impossibly, she got even tighter.

After the
final spurt, Marcus let his body relax a little. All of his muscles
felt rubbery, and he shook a little. When he let go of Alisha’s
ponytail, she buried her face into one of the cushions.

Marcus ran his
hands up and down the curves of her back. Her skin felt hot to his
touch. When his cock finally started to soften, he grabbed the part
of the shaft that was showing and pulled it out. His cock and balls
already felt sore. He’d completely drained himself.

Smiling, he
realized that through that emptying, he’d managed to fill the
hunger he’d been feeling. But something remained. The fire that had
started in him hadn’t been fully extinguished. The embers still
smouldered, threatening to reignite into the inferno at any
moment.

He’d never be
free of this lust again. Marcus knew that he didn’t want to be.

Alisha managed
to roll over onto her back. Her nipples will still stiff.

“Was that what
you needed?” She asked.

Marcus grabbed
one breast in each hand and gently squeezed her nipples between his
fingers. He could feel his cock begin to stiffen up again.

Smiling, he
replied, “As a start, yes. But I need more.”

Alisha gently
gripped his hardening cock in one hand. She smiled back up at
him.
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