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Revenge Sex: Pegging
Her Ex Boyfriend

 


Janice still
wasn’t over the breakup. She’d loved Adrian, and the piece of that
love still in her just couldn’t believe that he actually did what
he had done.

She was
deleting all of his photos from her computer and, against her
better judgment, had decided to look at some of them. At first, it
had been only thumbnails. But that had quickly escalated to
enlarging each picture. She already had a pile of tear-filled and
crumpled tissues on the desk beside her.

Opening a chat
window, she typed a message to her friend, Cat. “Why?” She added a
sad face after the question mark.

A reply popped
up moments later. “Because he’s a bastard.” Then, the next second,
the phone rang. Still looking at pictures, Janice answered.

“Hi, babe. IMs
aren’t good enough,” Cat said.

Dabbing at her
eyes, Janice said, “But why would he cheat? Wasn’t I good
enough?”

Cat jumped in
before Janice could continue, “Jan, the boys all think you’re
smoking hot. If I was a lesbian, I would do you.”

Janice smiled
and almost laughed, “Thanks, Cat.”

“You know
what? I have a fucking awesome idea that will get you out of this.
I’ll be there soon, okay?”

“Okay,” Janice
said. They hung up.

True to her
word, Cat knocked on the door about 15 minutes later. Her full lips
were curved in that mischievous smile that told Janice she had a
plan.

“What’s with
the box?” Janice asked as Cat walked into the apartment. Cat had a
long, thin box under one arm. She didn’t say anything until she’d
put it on the coffee table and they were sitting on the sofa.
Janice was so curious that she’d almost stopped crying. She dabbed
at her eyes again with a fresh tissue.

“This, Jan, is
your revenge against that cheating asshole.”

Cat lifted the
lid from the box. Janice raised herself a little on the sofa. When
she saw the contents, she clapped her hands over her mouth and
almost fell over.

Smiling, Cat
reached in and pulled out a large, black strap-on dildo. It must
have been at least 10 inches long. It was shaped like a real cock,
with the ridges around the head and simulated bulging veins. Janice
felt herself clench up just looking at it. Why the hell does she
have that? It’s not going to fit, Janice thought.

Janice must
have made a face, because Cat laughed and said, “Relax. I’m not
going to fuck you with it. You’re going to peg Adrian with it.”

“I’m going to
what?”

“You’re going
to strap this fucker on and pound Adrian in the ass with it.”

All Janice
could manage was a whispered, “Oh.” She was too busy staring in
shock at the shiny dildo.

Cat grabbed
Janice’s wrist and made her look into Cat’s eyes. “Look, that
fucker needs to get what he deserves. He fucked behind your back.
It’s time to fuck behind his, literally.”

This time,
Janice did laugh. It felt good to know she still could.

Continuing,
Cat said, “And here’s how you’re going to get him to agree to
it.”

As Cat laid
out her plan, Janice thought how glad she was that Cat was on her
side. She also started getting wet.

***

Two hours
later, after Cat had left, Janice answered another knock on the
door. It was Adrian, and, even though burning hatred filled her,
Janice had to admit to herself how tall and handsome he was. She
hesitated a moment, to his obvious annoyance, as she fought within
herself over whether she could go through with the plan.

“Well?” Adrian
said, “I’m late for a date, so please make it quick.” He frowned
down at his watch.

She’d texted
him to come over based on the pretence that she really needed to
see him face to face. As soon as the word “date” left his mouth,
her choice was made. I can’t believe it, she thought,
we’ve been broken up for only a few days and he’s already
dating!

Trying to look
sad, she stepped to one side and said, “Come in.”

He frowned
again, hesitating. After a suspenseful moment for Janice, he
entered the apartment. She got him to sit down on the couch. The
dildo and the box it had been in were gone now, secreted under
Janice’s bed. Janice sat down beside him on the couch, their thighs
touching. This seemed to surprise Adrian, but he didn’t pull away
from her. Good, she thought. Janice had changed into a very
low-cut and tight shirt, and she didn’t have a bra on. She leaned
over a little so that he got an eyeful.

“So, umm, what
do you want?” Adrian said. He couldn’t take his eyes off her chest.
Glancing quickly at his crotch, she saw his cock start to harden in
his pants.

“I want you
back,” Janice said. She reached out and grabbed his knee. His
slowly hardening cock suddenly got rock-solid in his pants as she
ran her fingers up toward it.

“You know I
won’t take you back,” Adrian said. His words said one thing, but
his cock was telling her a different message. She massaged it
through his pants, rubbing the palm of her hand up and down its
stiff length.

“You know how
you said I wasn’t kinky enough? That I wasn’t giving you what you
wanted?”

Adrian had
reached out and cupped one of Janice’s breasts through her shirt.
He stroked at her nipple with his thumb, making it get hard.

“Yeah, that’s
right. You never did,” he said.

She pulled out
a pair of handcuffs from the couch. There was another pair in the
bedroom. Cat had handed them to her before she left. Janice let
them dangle from her finger. “Well, I’m ready now.”

She felt his
cock jump under her hand and Janice wondered if he came. Apparently
he hadn’t, because Adrian jumped to his feet.

“Bedroom.
Now,” he said.

As soon as
they entered the bedroom, Janice pushed him down onto the bed on
his back. She pulled off his shoes and socks, then undid his pants
and yanked them off as well. His hard cock stood straight up in the
air and trembled a little. He pulled off his shirt himself,
revealing his toned body.

Janice took
off her clothes, showing how both her nipples were erect. The sight
of her figure seemed to inflame Adrian. A clear stream of precum
trickled out of his cock and down his shaft. Completely naked,
Janice climbed up on the bed, straddling Adrian’s legs. She kissed
the warm flesh of his thighs, working her way toward his rod. She
let her lips brush the very base of his shaft, but no more.

The desire to
feel him fill her pussy surged up in her, getting her wetter. She
wanted to mount him and feel his shaft part her lips as she sank
down onto him. It was so hard to resist. But Janice managed to make
herself not do it, fighting back by bringing up in her mind how
he’d managed to hurt her so much. Her resolve strengthened, she
stopped kissing him and looked up into his strained face.

“Put your
hands out,” she told him.

Smiling,
Adrian complied. She grabbed the cuffs from where she’d dropped
them on the bed and snapped them into place around his wrists.
After a moment’s thought, Janice tightened them a few clicks until
he winced. She smiled at him.

“You are a
good little boy. Now what do you want me to do?”

Still
grimacing from the tightness, Adrian flexed his hands as though
they were becoming numb from loss of blood flow. He stared into her
eyes and said, “Well, my little bitch, I want you to suck on my
nice, big cock.” He ended with a wolfish grin that made Janice want
to slap him.

Instead, she
smiled and leaned down toward his cock. She wrapped one hand around
the base to steady it. Looking into his face, she opened her mouth
and started to lower it. Right when she was certain he could feel
her hot breath she stopped.

“No,” Janice
said.

The shock on
his face gave her a sense of fiendish delight.

Not taking her
eyes off him, she leaned over the side of the bed and reached under
it. He watched curiously as she took out the box and laid it beside
him. Making sure to tilt it so he could see, she took off the lid,
reached in, and pulled the strap-on out with dramatic slowness. His
eyes widened as he took in the sex toy’s size.

“You want me
to fuck you with that?” Adrian said. She saw his cock tremble as a
new flood of precum came out of the tip.

Janice opened
her mouth to tell him no, but realized she had an opportunity.
“Yes,” she said, “But we have to do something else first.”

He seemed so
eager; Janice knew she had him in her clutches now. The thought of
her victory sent of a wave of pleasure through her pussy and she
flinched a little as she almost came.

“This thing is
just so damn big,” Janice said, “Just look at it!”

She moved it
down beside his cock to compare the two. While his dick was above
average in size, it seemed small next to the monster she held next
to it. Janice hid a smile as Adrian compared the two and seemed
disappointed in himself.

“I’m not going
to be able to fit it in me without a lot of lube,” Janice
continued, “But I think you can help me there. First, give me your
hands again.”

He did so.
Janice undid one of the cuffs, then passed the chain around one of
the bars in her headboard. She redid the cuff after taking a second
to look at the red mark on his wrist where the metal had pressed
into his flesh. He was now bound to the bed.

Lifting the
dildo, Janice brought it to her open mouth. She let her tongue play
along the rubbery head, at the same time grabbing Adrian’s cock and
giving it a few slow strokes.

Feeling ready
to get serious with the plan, Janice said, “Open your mouth. No
struggling, either.” To underscore her point, she gave his cock a
squeeze that made him wince.

Nodding, a
look a fear flashing across his face, Adrian’s mouth opened.
Holding the straps out of the way with one hand, she grabbed the
middle of the dildo’s shaft with the other. Janice thought she
could hear Adrian’s jaw creak as she forced the bulbous head of the
dildo between his lips. He started jerking a little at the cuffs as
she pressed it more deeply into him.

“That’s a good
boy,” she murmured, feeling her body thrill more and more, “Take
that huge cock.”

She saw him
gag after she’d managed to push about a third of the length of the
dildo into his mouth. She was impressed, not knowing whether she
could have accommodated so much of it.

Pulling the
dildo out of his mouth, she inspected it. He’d managed to work up
quite a bit of spit, it seemed. It hung in strings from the dildo
and left the head all glistening. It was probably good enough for
what she needed, but it had just been so damned fun watching his
discomfort.

It was always
best to send some pleasure with the pain, she knew. Reaching down,
she stroked his cock a little more vigorously, using her fingertips
to spread the precum he’d leaked all over the length of his shaft.
He closed his eyes and moaned at her touch.

“Open up!”
Janice commanded.

Fear flooded
Adrian’s face as the dildo pressed against his closed lips. She
watched his whole body stiffen up. Smiling, she squeezed his cock
until he moaned again, this time with pain.

“Open up or I
squeeze harder.”

Reluctantly,
his lips parted and then strained around the sheer girth of the
dildo. This time, Janice straddled Adrian’s waist. She let his cock
press into the cleft of her ass. She could feel how warm it was
against her flesh, as well as the hot stickiness of the precum he’d
been leaking in copious amounts. When their flesh touched, she felt
his cock jolt a little. The lips of her pussy pressed against the
taut muscles of his abs. She suppressed the urge to shove her wet
pussy down onto his cock by thrusting the dildo deeply into his
mouth.

Adrian gagged
immediately. She felt him struggle under her as he fought for
breath. In struggling, he rubbed his body against her clit, and she
sucked in a breath at the tingles it sent through her. This time,
she held the dildo in until his face started to turn a little
blue.

When she
pulled it out of his mouth, big gobs of his spit dribbled off the
rubber surface onto his face as he gulped in air like a man who’d
been underwear a long time.

Moving off
him, Janice pushed him over while he was still weak. He was lying
on his stomach now, his shoulders heaving as he continued to catch
his breath. His wrists were crossed, forced that way by the
cuffs.

“Jesus...
Fuck... Not... for so long,” Adrian said.

Wordlessly,
Janice reached up under a pillow and pulled out a second pair of
handcuffs. These she used to secure his ankles to the bars on the
footboard of the bed.

“What... Are
you doing?” Adrian asked, trying to turn his head to see. It
sounded like he had mostly caught his breath. There was a tinge of
fear in his voice that brought renewed electricity to Janice’s
body.

“I always knew
you wanted it in the ass,” she replied as she strapped the big
dildo dripping with Adrian’s spit around her waist. She could feel
its weight against her pubic bone, and it felt good. She wondered
if she would have a bruise there from the fucking she was about to
give him.

Janice
straddled the backs of Adrian’s thighs, which were stiff as a board
under her weight. His cute little ass was also firmly clenched. She
leaned forward so that the dildo rested on his ass crack. He jumped
at the feeling of wetness.

With a wicked
smile, Janice said, “Open up those buns; the meat’s coming in!”

Spreading her
fingers out, Janice ran all her nails down Adrian’s back. Each left
a long, red welt behind it. He hissed as the breath escaped his
body.

“Come on, Jan!
It’s too fucking big. You’re not really going to, are you?”

She pressed
her nails into the flesh of his ass cheeks, making them tighten up
even more. “You aren’t leaving this bed until I feel you’ve been
punished enough, you worthless piece of shit.”

Janice waited,
expecting an apology and a plea for some mercy. She was actually a
little surprised at how much he seemed to have enjoyed himself up
to this point.

In sullen
silence, Adrian relaxed. She felt herself sink a little on the
muscles of his thighs as they loosened. The thick shaft of the
dildo pressed a little more deeply between his ass cheeks as those
relaxed as well. His breathing seemed quick still, and a thin sheen
of sweat covered his back.

Janice lifted
the dildo up and, supporting it with her wrist, she spread Adrian’s
ass apart. His little brown asshole was there for the taking. She
felt her heart jump in her chest. It was all so cathartic; just a
few hours ago, she’d been crying uncontrollably into tissues and
staring at pictures. Now, she was about to fuck her worthless ex in
the ass with the biggest dildo she had ever laid eyes on.

Holding his
cheeks spread apart with the fingers of one hand, she used her
other hand to guide the dildo down to his hole. The head was still
covered in his spit. The tip of the dildo against his asshole,
Janice put her weight into it. The back of the dildo pressed
against her pubic bone harder and harder as she applied more
force.

“Oh Jesus!”
Adrian yelled as the ring of his asshole finally parted around the
tip of the dildo. His hands were clenched into fists, but he made
no move to struggle. Maybe he actually likes it on some level,
or knows he deserves punishment, Janice thought.

The dildo had
pressed in far enough that she didn’t need to hold his cheeks
apart. That hand free, she used it to give him a few quick slaps
until his ass turned red.

The whole head
was in, now. The back of the dildo on her pubic bone was starting
to press painfully against her. But she knew it was worth it.

It only took
half the dildo to fill Adrian. He whimpered a little as she
examined her handiwork. The ring of his asshole was almost white;
it was stretched so much around the girth of the toy. The sight of
it turned her on so much that she began fingering herself. She
reached around her back, under her ass, and pressed two fingers in,
tickling her own sensitive walls.

Her hips
started thrusting involuntarily as her pleasure mounted, driving
the dildo in and out of Adrian’s ass. Each time it pulled out, a
bit of pink flesh from his body pulled out along with it like a
sock. His breaths also came in quick gasps as she felt his body
tighten up again.

Oh shit,
he’s going to come, Janice realized. That just made everything
hotter. She pushed her fingers deeper into herself even though she
felt he pussy getting tighter.

“Yes!” Janice
yelled as the first wave of her orgasm crashed through her. She
thrust powerfully forward with her hips, shoving the dildo as deep
as was possible into Adrian. His head shot up as he gasped. His
whole body jumped and jerked, and she knew he was shooting his load
out onto her blanket. Then, his body relaxed completely beneath
her.

Not wanting it
to end, Janice sat on him for a few minutes more with the dildo
jammed up his ass. The back of the dildo was pressed so hard
against her that she now knew there would be a bruise. She also
knew that would be nothing to how Adrian would feel. He’ll be
lucky if he can walk normally in a week, she thought with a
smile.

Holding onto
the dildo with both hands, Janice dismounted. Adrian groaned as the
long length pulled out of him. It was still pretty shiny with his
spit, and she wondered if any of the wetness was blood.

Giving him a
gentle pat on his reddened ass, Janice said, “Okay, I think I’m
over you now. But, from the sounds you were making when I was
fucking you, I don’t think you’re quite over me yet.”

Adrian was
silent. It was true; some part of him had enjoyed it, a lot. He
didn’t want to admit it, though.

Janice left
him cuffed to the bed and went into the bathroom. She unstrapped
the dildo and rinsed it off in the sink. The spot where it had
pressed against her was already a little dark. She took a shower,
cleansing her body now that her mind was rid of those horrid
emotions that had been plaguing her.

In her
bathrobe, she strode back into the bedroom. Janice made a face of
shock, as though she’d forgotten about him.

Fishing around
in the box, she pulled out the key. She undid and unclasped the
cuffs, feeling another surge of pleasure at the red rings they left
on him. Adrian rolled off the bed and stood, unwilling to sit.
Stiffly, he bent over and collected his clothes and put them back
on.

He couldn’t
even look at her as he left the bedroom and walked towards the
door.

“Adrian?”
Janice said. She waited until he looked back at her. His face was
all flushed. “Don’t ever cheat on anyone ever again, or I’ll find
you.”

His face
twisted in a way that Janice thought contained both excitement and
fear. She laughed as he nodded a little, opened the door a crack,
slipped through, and closed it behind him.

Janice
searched for the phone. Cat will want to knew how it went,
she thought.




 Revenge Sex: Tying Up His Cheating
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Blair slammed
the phone down so hard that he heard plastic crack. He didn’t care.
He could feel his body get hot with anger as his blood pressure
rose.

Turning, he
saw a picture of Jess on the wall.

“Fucking
whore!” He screamed, grabbing the frame and pulling it down. A
small chunk of wall came with it, but he was beyond caring. He
gripped the picture so hard that the glass cracked right over
Jess’s face.

Blair hurled
it across the room, where it knocked over a lamp. Both fell to the
floor, sending shattered glass everywhere.

Just then,
Mitch walked through the front door. Blair turned to face his best
friend, and Mitch took a step back.

“Whoa, man.
What happened?” Mitch asked.

Blair started
to yell, but toned himself down when he remembered this wasn’t
Mitch’s fault.

“Jess – that
fucking whore – she... she...“ Blair fought back against the sudden
pressure of tears behind his eyes. “She banged Jason.”

Mitch took a
step towards him, frowning. “Jason? That douche from your
work?”

Jason was the
asshole everyone hated at the office. Blair and Mitch joked about
him over beers sometimes.

Blair put his
hands over his face, walked over to the couch, and sat. A few tears
had managed to escape and ran down his face in hot streams. Blair
wiped them away, unsure whether they were tears of rage or
sadness.

Mitch came and
sat beside him, patting him on his broad back.

“I just got
off the phone with Jason’s girlfriend. She told me everything.”

“And you
believe her?” Mitch asked.

“She’s never
even talked to me before, let alone called me. She has literally
zero reason to lie about this. And she sounded just as pissed as
me.”

They both
stared at the blank screen of the TV for a while.

Mitch broke
the silence, saying, “What a bitch. You need to get back her.”

Blair, who’d
lowered his face in his hands, looked up. “How?”

Mitch gave him
a wicked lop-sided smile. “A revenge fuck.”

Blair knew he
was mad enough to do it, but that same rage kept him from seeing
just how he could make it happen.

“Okay,” Blair
said, “But how?”

“You’ll need
to do that Jason voice impression. Here, use my cell. It’s new, so
she won’t recognize the number.”

Blair listened
intently as Mitch laid out the plan to give Jess the revenge
fucking she deserved. As it all became clear to Blair, he felt his
cock stiffen and he smiled.

***

Blair had
called using Mitch’s phone. He had to admit it: his impression had
been spot on. He sat on the bed in a motel where he’d told Jess to
meet him. Mitch had dropped him off so that she wouldn’t see his
car. Looking at the bag of “supplies” for the coming event, Blair
smiled. He couldn’t wait to get started.

Glancing at
the clock, he saw it was almost show time. He got up and pulled the
drapes shut, then he turned off the light. It was pretty dark. He
gave his eyes a moment to adjust before going back to the bed.

He was just in
time. Someone knocked on the door.

Putting on his
best Jason impression, he said, “Come in!” Then, as he saw Jess
outlined in the doorway, he said, “Hurry up and close the door.” He
needed to get her inside before she could get a good look at
him.

:This is
surprising,” Jess said. Blair could hear her taking off her clothes
and dropping them on the floor as she made her way over to the bed.
Thinking about her naked made him get hard.

“I didn’t
expect you to want to see me again so soon,” Jess said as she
clambered up onto the bed. She laid on her side beside him, her
body pressed to his. She reached into his pants and grabbed his
hard shaft.

“It was so
much work to get you in the sack the first time,” she said.

It was her
idea to fuck him all along, Blair thought, his anger flaring as
she started stroking him. He lay there for a while, smouldering.
Jess continued to stroke him, even undoing his pants and pushing
them down a little to make it a bit easier. He just had to find out
why she would hurt him in this way.

“Hey, baby,”
Blair said, trying to keep his voice from breaking, “What about
your boyfriend? Won’t he be pissed?”

Jess had been
moving down his body slowly, probably preparing to take him in her
mouth, when she stopped. “Blair? He’s so damn boring. I laugh at
him sometimes, with my friends.”

After a few
moments of utter silence, Blair realized it was time. He said, “You
trust me, don’t you, babe? You want to do something a little more
kinky?”

She purred at
him and gave his cock a squeeze. “Sounds hot.”

“Good,” was
all Blair could manage. He started shifting so that he would be
able to grab the bag at the side of the bed when it was time to
bring that out. Jess must have thought he was trying to better
position himself for her, as she started moving her lips down his
body again.

Her soft lips
and hot mouth made Blair jump as she wrapped them around his shaft
and began sucking on him. He sucked in a breath, then laid back. He
wanted to get as much enjoyment out of all this as possible, and
Jess did give good blowjobs. He wondered if that was how she’d
seduced Jason in the first place.

His hands
crept over her back, moving over her smooth skin toward her head
and neck. He grabbed one of her shoulders, and then a handful of
the hair on the back of her head. In his excitement, he felt his
heartbeat quicken.

“Take it all,”
Blair said. He pushed roughly down on the back of her head, shoving
her mouth down around his shaft. He felt her nose bump against his
body. She tried to pull back, making gagging sounds, but he held
her there. He knew she had to be at least partly enjoying it, as
she made no move to bite him.

When she
started struggling against the lack of air, he let go of her head
and instead grabbed both her shoulders. Perhaps a little bit harder
than he’d meant, he sat up and then shoved her down onto her
back.

“I didn’t know
you liked it so rough,” Jess said. Blair couldn’t be certain, but
he thought she was smiling. She reached back down and grabbed his
cock again.

Yanking her
hand away, Blair straddled her waist. She immediately pressed her
tits together around his cock. Blair grabbed one of her nipples and
twisted. He felt her body stiffen under his and she yelped.

“Don’t start
off so hard,” Jess said.

Blair gave the
tit he hadn’t pinched a slap. Then he reached up and wrapped his
fingers around her long neck. Jess started to say something, but he
choked it off. She started shoving her tits up and down his shaft
as his fingers pressed more deeply into the soft flesh of her neck.
He wanted to just squeeze and squeeze, but he knew the plan was
much better. So he let go and he heard her take in a deep
breath.

Getting off
her, he said, “Stay there.”

Blair reached
into the bag, feeling around. The first things he pulled out were
two lengths of nylon rope. Next, he reached back in and grabbed a
large dildo and a gag.

“What’s that
stuff?” Jess said. There was a hint of worry in her voice that made
Blair’s cock get harder.

“Open your
mouth,” Blair said.

He held the
gag by its straps. It was the kind with the rubber ball that goes
into the person’s mouth and then is strapped around their head.

Shifting his
grip on the gag, Blair grabbed Jess by the throat with one hand. He
put his thumb on her chin and pulled down to make her open her
mouth. When she did, he jammed the gag between her teeth. He pushed
until most of the ball was in her mouth. Moving his hand from her
neck to her scalp, he grabbed her hair and pulled her head off the
pillow. He strapped the gag tightly into place.

The whole time
he was doing this, Jess had grabbed his cock and was jerking him
off as quickly as she could move. Blair smiled. He realized as well
that he was going to need something to lube up the dildo so that
he’d be able to use it the way he wanted it to be used.

Using his
forearm, Blair ran it under Jess’s knees. He pulled those back to
her chest. He started slapping Jess’s pussy, which was already
really wet. She squirmed in his grip as his smacking got harder and
harder. He heard her whimpering around the gag.

Enough of
this, he thought. Blair grabbed the big dildo. It was both long
and thick. He put the end against her slippery opening and jammed
it in. He felt her whole body get stiff, and she rolled her heard
around on the pillow.

“Shh...” Blair
said, trying to contain himself so that he wouldn’t blow the ruse.
Her fingers had clenched up painfully around his shaft, but he
didn’t care. Grabbing the dildo by the end sticking out of her
pussy, he slowly pulled it back until it was just barely touching
her pussy. He slammed it back in, feeling it enter her more deeply.
She’d never really liked rougher sex with him, he remembered. And
now it seemed like she was much more of a slut than he thought.

“I think
you’ll really like this,” Blair said. He could barely keep doing
the Jason impression, he was smiling so hard. She has no idea
who I really am, he thought.

“Turn over,”
he told her, letting go of her legs.

She did so,
the huge dildo still jammed most of the way into her straining, wet
pussy. Blair grabbed her ass and started kneading her cheeks. He
squeezed harder and harder until she moaned around her gag.
Spreading her cheeks apart, he ran his index finger down her cleft
until he felt her asshole. She whimpered when he shoved the finger
into her up to the second knuckle. It was so tight. She never had
let him fuck her in the ass before.

Pulling the
finger out of her, he grabbed one of the nylon ropes. He collected
her wrists and ankles, and pulled her hands and feet to a central
point over her back. Passing the rope around them a few times, he
tightened it into a tight knot, hogtying her. He used the second
shorter length of rope around the loop he’d made with the first
length, tightening the hold. Blair so badly wanted to flick on the
light to see what she looked like, hogtied and with a big dildo
shoved into her.

Leaning, Blair
ran one of his hands down her arched back, running his fingers
through the groove of her spine. The hand came to rest on one of
her ass cheeks, which was now quivering as she strained to maintain
her position. He ran his hand over her bare ass, letting his
fingers move down the cleft and over her asshole a few times.

Then Blair
began spanking her. The first spank was light. The next one was
louder and harder. He alternated between each ass cheek, revelling
in her squeals. When he finished, he gave each cheek a nice pinch
that made her jump.

Sliding off
the bed, he stood up. He grabbed her by the thighs and pulled her
towards the edge, letting her knees hang off. He felt the back of
the dildo smack against his erection.

It’ll be
wet enough by now, he thought. He pulled the dildo out of her,
and heard her sigh of relief. It was short-lived. He ran one finger
down the length of the dildo. Yes, her pussy had soaked it in her
juices.

Before she
could react, Blair spread her ass cheeks apart again and pushed the
sopping dildo into her asshole. He stopped pushing when he couldn’t
make it move any farther into that tightest of her holes. He moved
his fingers down the dildo again and ran them along the strained
ring of her asshole. She moaned and squirmed at the touch. He
wanted to fuck her, but his dick was so hard and he felt so turned
on that he wasn’t certain if he would be able to contain himself or
simply fire his load into her as soon as he entered her pussy.


Whatever, he thought, it’s not like I’m trying to please
her or something. Pushing the knot of her wrists and ankles
farther toward her head, Blair stepped between Jess’s thighs. His
cock felt like it was straining to be jammed into her, and he knew
she liked it that way.

Instead of
just giving it to her right then, he toyed with her and teased her.
Grabbing his cock, he rubbed the head all around her pussy, leaving
a wet trail of his precum all over her hot flesh. She squirmed,
trying to position her hips to give him a better angle. Instead,
Blair shoved his cock between her lips and ran it up, feeling her
hole pass by. He didn’t stop until his cock hit the warm rubber of
the dildo.

Blair repeated
this tease a few more times until even he couldn’t take it anymore.
His whole body practically tingled with desire. Feeling the tip of
his cock at her hole, Blair entered her. He slid every inch of his
cock into her pussy, which he’d loosened up for this with the
dildo. She was so wet that when he got balls-deep into her he felt
his stomach get some of her juices on it.

Despite the
loosening, her pussy was still tight enough to make him shiver. It
didn’t help him calm down when she started squeezing his member,
either.

Getting a grip
on himself, Blair grabbed her ass with one hand and the dildo with
the other. Simultaneously, he pulled the dildo and his cock partway
out of her. He waited, letting her tension build, letting her
wonder when he would fill her up again.

He shoved the
dildo back in at the same time he thrust with his hips. Her whole
body rocked with the force, and the headboard hit the wall behind
the bed. She tried to scream around her gag, but it only came out
as a muted moan.

Blair was
doing some moaning himself. She’d tightened up around him, and he
was acutely aware of how tight and wet her pussy felt around his
rock hard shaft. He also discovered that if he used his thumb to
push down on the end of the dildo that he could actually feel it
moving inside of her. There was a little bit of pressure on his
cock when he pushed on the dildo, and if he let go or pulled it out
slightly, the pressure was gone.

“I bet you are
really enjoying this, aren’t you?” Blair said. It had been a while
since he’d spoken, and he only just remembered to keep his Jason
impression.

She didn’t
answer him, so Blair shoved down on the dildo and flexed his dick
in her. She moaned at the feelings.

“Yeah, that’s
right. My cock feels much better in you than Blair’s did, doesn’t
it?”

Jess made an
“Umm hmm” noise around her gag.

That was all
he needed. Blair pulled the dildo from her asshole and tossed it on
the floor, where it landed with a wet thunk. He pulled his cock all
soaked in her pussy juices out of her, and in the next instant
jammed it into her ass. He almost came right there. It was tighter
than her pussy, and just as warm. With how lubed his cock was, he
had no problem moving his cock around inside her.

Grabbing her
ass again, he pried her cheeks apart and stretched her asshole out
while he ran his cock in and out of her. She wriggled on the bed.
When he finished playing with her like that, he commenced with the
spankings again. Every slap made her jump, and made her asshole
clench around his shaft. Blair knew he was going to come soon; he
had that feeling of tightness in his balls and the head of his cock
felt like it was shooting sparks.

“Do you want
me to come in your ass?” Blair said, his cock already hardening for
the first spurt.

She made
another “Umm hmm” noise.

“Good,” Blair
continued, “Because I was planning on doing it anyway.”

As he felt
himself start to come, he crammed his cock as deeply into her as he
could manage. His toes tried to curl up against the floor. A grunt
escaped through his clenched teeth as he climaxed, his cock jumping
after each shot like a gun.

Finishing,
Blair pulled out of her. He heard her shift onto her side, ready to
be untied. Blair snorted, thinking, I’m not finished with you
yet, bitch. He pulled his pants back up and redid them, then
sank into a chair by the light switch. He sat there for a few
minutes, trying to draw out the suspense. He heard her struggling
more, the springs of the bed creaking as she tried harder and
harder to get out of the knots.

Blair reached
up and flicked the light switch. He had to squint for a moment
against the sudden brightness. She was facing away from him, lying
on her side. Her fingers reached futilely for the knots binding
her.

“Was that good
for you, babe?” Blair said, still using his impression. He saw her
nod. He dropped the impression, using his own voice, “Because it
was good for me.”

He smiled as
he saw her whole body stiffen. With agonizing slowness, she shifted
around on the bed to face him. Her eyes were wide with shock, and
her mouth worked at the gag.

“Something to
say?” Blair said, standing up. He walked over to the bed and sat
down on it. “Yes, obviously I found out. How are you feeling?
Because it felt like someone fucked me in the ass when I heard,” he
said with a wicked grin.

He started to
untie her. When he loosened the ropes, her limbs fell limply onto
the bed. “I’ve already packed all the shit you left at my place in
a box. It’s in the closet here. I hope you and Jason have a nice
life together, though I bet you’ll think about this every time the
two of you fuck.”



Blair gave her
a gentle pat on the ass as he stood up. Her cheeks were all red
from her multiple spankings. He walked over to the door, opened it,
and turned back.

“Oh, and
thanks for the breakup bang. I really appreciate it.”

A wide grin on
his face, he stepped out and closed the door behind him. Mitch was
waiting in his car in the lot. He got in and they drove away.




Revenge Sex: 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.




Visit Jillian’s
Author
Page

 

Discover other titles
by Jillian Cumming at Smashwords.com

Rough
Sex with Her Daddy

A Wild
Night with the Succubus

Revenge
Encounter: Sharing His Ex Girlfriend

Binding
Rapunzel

Tied Up
for the Werewolf Part II

Tied Up
for the Werewolf

Tied Up
at the Doctor’s Office

Rough
Ride for this Cowgirl

This
Cowgirl Likes It Rough

Transformed From Man
to Woman

Rough
Sex With His Werewolf Daddy

Taken
by Her Werewolf Daddy

Rough
Sex With My Werewolf Daddy

Daddy
Gang Bang Bundle

Gangbanged by His
Mommy and Her Friends

Gay
Werewolf Threesome Bundle

Rough
Sex With My Best Friend’s Sister

Taken
by the Werewolves

Double
Teamed by Werewolves

Revenge
Sex: Pegging Her Ex Boyfriend

Revenge
Sex: Tying Up His Cheating Girlfriend

Banging
the English Tutor

Sorority
Shave

Spit
Roasted by Werewolves

Ghost
Encounters

Farm
Girl Threesomes

Bitch
Spank

Sex
With The Ghost

Graveyard Ghost
Seduction

Her
Husband’s Ghost

Highlander Hungers:
Three Erotic Highlander Stories

Moonlight Menages:
Three Werewolf Three-Ways

Nights
of Lust: Three Erotic Vampire Stories

Moonlight Lust:
Three Erotic Werewolf Stories

Cowboy
Heat: Three Stories of Gay Cowboys

Vampire
Seductions: Three Stories of Gay Vampires

Full
Moon Desires: Three Stories of Gay Werewolves

Star
Slut

Screwing the Tax
Man

 

Want your
bondage a little more supernatural? Try this sample:

 

Tied Up for the
Werewolf

 

The beast that
was harassing the town was a werewolf, according to one man who’d
seen it skulking around his farm. From what Ewan remembered from
stories and movies, werewolves were people when the moon wasn’t
out. Did the werewolf live around here? Had Ewan seen the monster
wandering around the streets in plain site? Did the man or woman
cursed like that even know what kind of monster they were?

All questions
were washed from his mind when Gregory hefted the rope he was
holding.

“You’re hands,
Ewan,” Gregory, the man on his right, said. Gregory had been one of
his closest friends throughout school. Now, he cast his eyes down
as he ran a length of rope over Ewan’s offered wrists. It was
coarse, and it bit into his flesh enough to make him wince. Gregory
didn’t loosen it up for him, though.

Even though he
had volunteered as the sacrifice to save his town, they didn’t want
to risk him getting cold feet. His fate was sealed.

When Gregory
was finished, the other man ran more rope through the rusty ring,
then tied that over Ewan’s bindings. They checked over the knots,
then left.

Gregory patted
Ewan on the shoulder as he walked by. Ewan began to tremble as they
disappeared from sight, with the true panic and terror setting in
when the sounds of their footsteps crunching across the ground
receded to nothing.

The sky had
changed from blue to a dark, purplish color as day slowly shifted
to night. Ewan thought he could see a white sliver of moon over the
treetops.

A nervous
energy seemed to suffuse his whole body. He felt his skin tingle
and the hair on his neck stand as he scanned the woods around him.
He yanked at the rope, making the iron ring squeal as he pulled it
in its bracket. Next, he tried untying the knot. He couldn’t.

The energy
seemed to be exciting him in other ways, as well. He was glad the
other guys had left; when he looked down, he noticed that his cock
was rock hard.

Ewan sank to
the ground. The dry grass bristled against his bare flesh, but he
didn’t get up. Sitting down like that let him lean back against the
post. The purpling panorama above slowly began to disgorge stars.
He couldn’t believe the excitement and energy that coursed through
him as he gazed up at the sky.

Grabbing his
shaft, he began stroking, his breath hissing out from between his
clenched teeth. He’d never been with anyone before, had hardly ever
touched himself before this night. If this really was the end for
him, he wanted to feel something good beforehand.

Terror began
creeping into his heart when the wide-eyed face of the moon poked
over the trees to leer at him.

Movement
caught his eye. His gaze shooting to the spot where he thought it
had come from, his heart slammed a staccato beat in his chest. A
few of the leaves of the bush still trembled from whatever had
disturbed them.

Scanning the
trees, his hand jerked up and down on his cock faster and faster.
His moans filled the clearing.

His breath
caught up when he thought he heard a growl from behind him. Craning
his neck, he could just see a pair of what he thought were yellow
eyes glaring at him.

The air seemed
charged with a horrible tension as Ewan realized that the woods had
gone completely silent but for the noises he made.

Finally, his
terror got the better of him and he stopped touching himself.
Grabbing hold of his bindings, he used them to clamber to his feet.
He turned around as much as the poll would permit, leaning his body
against it. A hot ball of hatred burned in his gut as he met the
horrid yellow eyes.

“Why couldn’t
you have just given me a few more minutes?” Ewan spat at the
monster.

The monster
stepped out into the clearing. Its clawed feet dug into the dry
dirt with each step it took. Fangs white as ivory poked out from
its long snout, and a coarse, black fur that covered it couldn’t
conceal its powerfully built body. To Ewan, it looked like some
feral killing machine.

It stopped,
giving him a somewhat confused look. Ewan realized that it was
wondering why he wasn’t running away. But there was a keen, if
animalistic intelligence behind those eyes, and it appraised him
like a customer at a butcher shop. When it saw the ropes binding
him to the poll, something like a smile twisted its already cruel
features.

The
anticipation was killing Ewan.

“Finish it!
Come on. Take me and leave the town alone!”

Malice turned
to hunger on the werewolf’s face as it remembered its purpose.
Loosing a howl at the moon, it advanced on him.

Some instinct
told Ewan to duck. The werewolf’s swing smashed the top half of the
post to kindling. Ewan yanked desperately on the rope, but that
only seemed to make the loops holding his wrists tighter.

Fired up, Ewan
gave his own feral yell. There was nothing in the tradition that
said he had to make this easy. Crouching, he shot up with explosive
force, shoving his shoulder right into the beast’s gut. The
werewolf gave a yelp as Ewan actually managed to lift it from the
ground.

Then it
grabbed his shoulders, its claws tearing skin, and slammed him to
the dirt.

He looked the
werewolf in the eye as it opened its jaws for the killing bite.

Then something
caught its attention. It looked down at him, seeing his stiff cock.
His hard shaft trembled in the night air with Ewan’s excitement and
anger.
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Prince Rolf
hid in the thorny bushes as he gazed up at the tall tower. A
beautiful woman with long hair had called down to him, and he
couldn’t get her out of his mind. The hair entranced him; he wanted
to feel it running through his fingers, to smell it, to see how
soft it was. He felt the front of his breeches getting tight just
thinking about it.

The day
before, he’d noticed an old hag apparently leaving the tower. He
figured she must have known how to get inside. Today, he intended
to figure out the trick to gain entry. The problem was, he didn’t
even know if she would be coming back that day. It could be a
very long wait, he thought.

His fingers
massaged his hard shaft through his pants, and he wondered if he
would have the time to please himself before the crone arrived. As
he began tugging at the laces holding his breeches closed, he heard
the noise of approaching footsteps.

Quickly, he
crouched down low, one hand on the hilt of his sword, while holding
his breath.

The woman went
to the base of the tower and looked up at the window. She began
speaking. Rolf cursed his heart for slamming so loudly in his
chest; he could barely make out what she was saying.

“Rapunzel,
Rapunzel, let down your long hair!” The crone yelled up.

Rolf’s mouth
opened slowly as he watched Rapunzel appear at the window and begin
dumping her long, braided hair over the sill. He got hard again
when the crone grabbed it and began climbing up.

She wasn’t up
there for long. Rolf was kneading his member through his breeches
when he saw he began making her way back down the hair rope.
Rapunzel pulled her braided hair back up through the window. He
waited until she had scuttled off through the trees. No longer
hearing the crunch of brush beneath her feet, he figured she was
far enough away now.

Cupping his
hands around his mouth, Rolf called up, “Rapunzel, Rapunzel, let
down your long hair!”

There seemed
to be some hesitation from the tower. Rolf figured it must have
been odd for her to hear a man’s voice calling up. Then her head
poked out the window. Even this far below, he could see the big
smile on her face. With a cry of joy, she grabbed her hair in its
long coils and threw it over the side.

Rolf actually
felt himself shaking as he grabbed her hair for the first time. It
was as soft as he imagined, and it had a scent of flowers. His cock
was so hard that it stood out plainly against his pants. It made
climbing difficult as he shifted his legs around, but he wasn’t
about to stop because of a little pain. He wondered why having her
hair pulled in this way didn’t seem to hurt Rapunzel as he drew
closer and closer to the windowsill.

“My prince!”
Rapunzel cried as Rolf grabbed the sill and hauled himself through.
He kept her hair gripped in one hand the whole time. There was no
way he would let go of it.

Standing up
and looking around, he saw he was in a circular chamber. There was
a large bed, a dressing table, and a wardrobe. Looking down, he saw
how Rapunzel’s braid was passed through an iron loop on the floor,
which would explain why she didn’t feel any pain hauling the old
woman up and down all the time.

She fell into
his arms. Her body felt so supple and firm against his, and the
scent of her hair as he buried his face into it was
intoxicating.

“Sweet
Rapunzel, I am here to take you away from that awful old woman and
this lonely tower,” Rolf said, his arms wrapped around her petite
waist, one hand still tightly gripping her long braid. She rested
her hands on his chest. He wondered if she could feel his cock
through her skirt. He was still rock hard.

“It is so
lonely up here, sweet prince. I wonder if I am dreaming all this.
It has been so long since I have seen a man, and never have I been
held by one so handsome as you.”

It was then
that Rolf realized that Rapunzel was a virgin. His whole body shook
a little with his desire.

“How can I
ever repay you? I owe you everything!” Rapunzel said. She had
started to rub her hands on his chest. Rolf glanced over at the
bed, then back at her. She, too, looked over to the broad bed with
its tall posts and soft pillows.

“I... I don’t
know what I am feeling now,” Rapunzel said, a little color rising
to her cheeks, “I feel so warm. I just want to touch you. I don’t
know how to be with a man.”

Rolf slid his
hands down her back until he was cupping her firm and round ass. He
pulled her hips against his. Her eyes widened as she felt his
hardness pressing against her thighs. She reached down between
their bodies and rested her hand over his cock.

“I want
nothing more than to be with you and take you away from this
place,” Rolf said.

Going onto her
tiptoes, she kissed him, her hips grinding more insistently against
his. She pulled her lips away after a few electrifying moments,
“Then take me now, here, how you like. I will do anything that you
ask,” she said.

Rolf felt the
overpowering urge to wrap her braid around his cock, followed
shortly thereafter by the desire to see her naked and tied up,
ready to be used by him however he wanted.

Picking her up
into his strong arms, Rolf carried Rapunzel over to the bed and
laid her down on it. Her breathing became quick as he began
unlacing the front of her bodice, revealing creamy cleavage that
swelled with each breath.

He unlaced his
breeches fully. Sighing in relief, he slid them down and let his
hard cock spring out. Rapunzel’s eyes widened and she looked at his
member with open desire.

“Give me your
hair,” Rolf said.

She grabbed a
coil from where it lay beside the bed and started to hand it to
him.

“No,” Rolf
said, “Wrap it around my cock.”
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