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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.
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How about
something rough? Here’s a sample from Jillian’s story:

 


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.

 


 


Looking for a
threesome with something supernatural in it? Check out this sample
from Jillian’s steamy story:

 


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.
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