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1. My Backdoor Package: Anal Sex with the Mailman by Ellie North

I was having one of the worst days when the doorbell rang. Coming to the door excited to see the UPS guy standing there I was happy to see I had a package. When I find out that there is a fee I immediately let my devious mind wonder and offer him another payment. One he gladly accepts. When one thing leads to another I realize that I may just have bit off more than I could actually chew. Now standing in front of me is a hot guy ready and waiting. What do I do with it now, especially when he wants to explore things that I have never done?

It was going to be one of the worst days ever. I could tell already, and it was only 8 o’clock in the damn morning. I was late, really late and I really didn’t feel like hearing another lecture from my doting mom and dad. Not that I didn’t love them, I did. Just sometimes you wanted to run away. Now here I was at 22 and still meeting them for breakfast every Saturday. Like I had nothing better to do. I really didn’t, but they didn’t know that as they deemed it responsible of me to show up at regularly appointed appointments.

I looked in the mirror again and groaned. I was going through a drought. I hadn’t had sex in months. My last sexual encounter was from my rutting ex who only wanted to get his kicks off and then roll over and sleep. I would often lay there shocked after the three minutes’ interlude. It was one of the reasons why I kicked his ass to the curb. Now I could feel my pussy clench in need, however. I looked to the shower then. Did I really want to go through the hassle of getting back in the shower?

I loved my shower head with its pulsing nozzle. It was one of the things that I went out of my way for. Not just for the orgasms, it gave me, but I liked it instead of the little thing they had in my shower when I moved into my townhouse. It was almost as good as Mr. Blue. Mr. Blue was my handy vibrator. He had all the right touches, hitting my G-spot and his vibrating limb that worked my clit into a frenzy. He never failed to give me the best orgasms ever.

I looked into my room with a smile then. I began to shed my clothes a little at a time as I made my way to the bed. My nipples were already beginning to ache thinking of what was to come, and I massaged them and pinched the nipple making myself moan. I was naked now, and I crawled across the bed to take out my box of goodies. My hand ran over Mr. Blue’s long length. He was larger than the normal cock.

My mouth came down over him, sucking the plastic and getting him wet. Not that I needed it. I could feel my pussy already dripping wet with my need. I looked down into the box. There were other toys in there as well. Some lubricant when needed and clamps and some other dildos, one with a suction cup that I would use in the shower while my ex watched.

I looked down at the anal beads. Still in their package and never used. I had never let my ex fuck me in the ass. It was something that he wanted, but I refused to give him. I shrugged then, pushing the box to the side. My hand found my clit then, immediately rubbing against it causing friction. I bit my lower lip and closed my eyes, imagining someone there with me. My fingers slipped inside me, and I felt my pussy become even wetter. I was now panting, wanting more as Mr. Blue made his way inside me. The large piece of plastic slid inside me completely as I pushed him as far as he would go. My fingers found the little button and I pushed it on. He began to rotate inside my pussy making me groan loudly.

My fingers made quick work of the little piece of plastic coming from the arm at the base, and I slid it against my clit before pushing the other button. Mr. Blue was working all my spots. I laid back against the pillows and closed my eyes. My hands were pinching my nipples and pulling at them, building my orgasm faster and faster. Finally, I felt the orgasm hit me, and I yelled out loud. I felt my pussy clench the plastic harder and harder as my juices flowed out freely. I gasped with the intensity of it. Smiling I laid there for a moment before sliding Mr. Blue from my body.

It took me a couple minutes, but I made my way to the bathroom then. It was 30 minutes later that I stood dressed in the bedroom. I heard the doorbell then and groaned. They had come to my house. I wore a little summer dress and sandals and made my way to the door. I opened my mouth to apologize, but my lips froze. Standing there at my door in front of me was not my parents but rather a hot guy in a UPS uniform.

I loved men in uniform, any kind of uniform. They looked so crisp and fresh and sexy. The funny thing is men looked so good in uniform that the first thing I wanted to do was get them out of it. This guy was no acceptance. He was tall, really tall, towering over my little 5’4” frame. He had hair that reached the top of his shirt collar that was a dark brown in color. I could tell underneath the shirt he wore that he was also one fine specimen of a man. This was the man I needed. He was also what I had needed 45 minutes ago too. I looked up to see him grinning down at me.

“Hello.”

“Hello. Got something for me?” I smiled up at him with a cock to my head.

His smile broadened then. “I think I just might.”

“Hmm.”

I watched as he carried in the huge box to the kitchen. He turned around then and smiled at me in that way that sent the goose bumps crawling up my skin.

“That will be seventy-five dollars please ma’am.”

I know my mouth opened wide then. I felt my jaw drop. “Why would I need to pay for a package that was delivered to me?”

“It says it right here ma’am on the ticket.”

I looked down at the receipt, and sure enough, there was the COD amount. I looked up to see where it was coming from and could have groaned out loud. It was my bosses. I remember him giving me the check to put in the back to cover the amount. I had forgotten all about it. He was away on one of his far off trips to lord only knew where. This was apparently some piece of medical equipment for his mother. He said that it was detrimental that he receives it. I looked up at the guy then and bit my lip gently.

“I am so sorry. I forgot all about this coming. I have the check for it, but it hasn’t been cashed yet. I have to have this package today, though. My job depends on it.”

“So you don’t have the money?”

“I’m sorry no. But I need it. Let me see what I can do.” I picked up my phone to dial my parents when I saw the text. She had canceled breakfast at last minute. Seemed that her and dad were going away for the week to some excluded cabin to be alone. They wanted to beat the traffic so they wouldn’t be at breakfast. It was a good thing since I was over an hour late now. That meant I couldn’t get it from them, and my sister was at work and wouldn’t answer her phone. She was a nurse and could lose her job. I looked around. I didn’t know what I could do at this point.

“I can’t help it ma’am if you don’t have the money.”

I watched as his eyes drifted to my breasts and smiled. I slowly propped my leg on the couch and smiled. “I am sure that there is something that we can work out right?”

He smiled then as he looked over my body with a dark look. “I think there is. I don’t really want to carry that heavy box back out there.” He grinned.

“I have to have something that you might want.” I batted my eyelashes at him.

“I have an hour. How about you take off those clothes and show me where the bedroom is? Then I can leave the box when I go.”

“Hmmm. Are you saying that you want to have sex with me?” I grinned.

“No. I want to fuck you. Hard and fast. My dick is so hard I can’t stand it now that you have made sure I see your tits every chance you get.”

“You are very observant.”

“And horny. We gonna do this?” He took a step towards me and in an answer I took the last two steps so that I was close enough to feel his body heat radiate over me.

“Yeah. We are so going to fuck.”

I took his hand in mine and led him to my room. I had forgotten that Mr. Blue was still out with all the rest of my toys. I went to the bed to put it away when his words stopped me. “Leave it. We may need them.”

“Ok.” I smiled. Some men didn’t like toys and suck but he must as he smiled at Mr. Blue.

“Take off your clothes.”

I shivered in anticipation of what I knew was to come. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. I mean I didn’t even know the guy, but I guess desperate times call for desperate measures, and I felt my pussy leaking with excitement. He slowly removed his uniform then and laid them on the tall dresser. He stood in his socks and boxers. He slowly removed the socks and then placed his hands on the band of his boxers.

I stood in my panties and bra and watched as lust filled his eyes and he looked over my body. I was panting with need now.

“Take it off. All of it. I want to see.” I bit my lower lip again as I unhooked my bra and tossed it to the side. Next came my panties and they were flung to the side. I stood there naked and watched his hands go to the band of his boxers again. He lowered them then. His cock sprang forward, and I groaned at the sight. He was huge.

“I want to feel your mouth on me.” He reached out his hand to me and smiling I took it and made my way over to him. When I was in front of him, he leaned over to kiss me hard. I felt his hands on my shoulders as he pushed me toward the ground. My knees made contact with the floor as I looked up at him.

I slowly wrapped my hand around his enlarged cock and began working the length up and down. My hands continued to move, gliding over his length as I leaned forward to flick my tongue along the head of his penis. I found the ridge just under the head and slowly licked along the crease, picking up the precum that slipped from the slit at the top. My mouth sucked his head tightly then, and I let it go. I looked up at him with a grin then, and he gave me a look that told me he wasn’t amused.

His hands wrapped into my hair as he brought my mouth down on his length.

“Suck it. Hard.” I began to do as he commanded and felt his cock move in and out of my mouth, over and over he moved in my mouth as I sucked his cock harder and harder. “That’s right baby. Get me wet for that pussy of yours. Come on.”

I felt him pull from my mouth then and pull me up to my feet. He looked at me for a second before kissing me deeply. He began walking me backwards until I felt the bed at the back of my knees. I fell backwards, and he smiled down at me.

His hands wrapped around my wrists then and spread my legs far apart. I felt his cock at the entrance to my pussy and moaned wanting him more than I had ever wanted it before. He smiled down at me just as he slammed into me. I gasped out loud then, trying to find air but he didn’t let up. He began to pump his cock in and out of my pussy, hard and fast. He slammed into me over and over, and the pleasure was intense.

“You like that?”

“Oh.”

“Tell me you like me fucking you fast and hard.”

“I like it.”

“Say all of it.”

“Fuck me. Fuck me fast and hard. God yes. Fuck me like that.”

He grabbed my ass and bringing me to the edge of the bed he stood and continued to slam into me. This position made his thrusts harder, and I felt my teeth chatter with the impact of his body in mine. I felt my orgasm rising them, flooding over me like a tidal wave. I yelled with my release, but he apparently wasn’t satisfied yet as he continued to fuck me mercilessly.

I felt him slide out of me and then he lifted me and stood me in front of him. I felt the sting of the slap on my ass and my pussy gushed with desire. Another slap and I moaned.

“You have such a pretty ass. I can’t wait until I am deep inside it fucking you.”

I thought about his words then, and my eyes got big. I looked back at him then.

He smiled then. “You have never had a dick in that ass yet?”

I slowly shook my head.

“Well, I guess there’s a first time for everything then isn’t there. It’s ok honey you will like this cock I promise.”

I felt my body shudder then. I felt his hands massaging my ass as he continued to tell me how nice it was and how excited he was to fuck me in it. I calmed my nerves. I could do this. I could say that I wanted him to fuck me in the ass because I needed the package but if I was completely honest with myself, then I would admit to wanting it. I wanted to know what it felt like and I soon would.

I felt his cock slide inside my pussy again and then back out. He turned me then and lowered me back on the bed on my back. I then watched as he picked up Mr. Blue. My eyes widened when I realized what his plans were. Double penetration. I had heard about it but never thought I would ever feel it. Apparently, I had been wrong as he was about to show me. I felt him slide Mr. Blue into my pussy. I was sopping wet now, and he slid in with no problem. He turned on Mr. Blue, and my head fell back in ecstasy. I heard the scrape of something against the floor. Looking up, I realized that it was my chair as he brought it over next to the bed and sat down.

His hands went to my hips and brought me forward so that I was all but falling from the bed. I knew then that if he wasn’t holding me tightly the way he was that I would have fallen on the floor already. I felt like I was at the gynecologist getting ready for my yearly feminine exam then. My legs were spread wide, draping over his thighs and spreading myself wide. I knew he could see my pussy wet with my juices from the excitement and the multiple orgasms that I had already experienced from him today. His expert fingers went to work then as he slid them from my pussy where Mr. Blue was working to my ass. He began to probe my ass with his fingers, making scissor motions and making my body burn even more. I couldn’t stop the moans coming from my mouth as he continued to fuck me in the ass with first one, and then eventually three fingers. My next orgasm shook my whole body, but I knew he still wasn’t done. My ass felt wet then, and he continued to work my body with his hands.

I felt his hands spread my ass cheeks wide and then I felt the tip of his cock at the entrance to my ass. I felt him slowly push inside me then. I hissed with the burning sensation that spread through my ass. It hurt, bad. He didn’t stop though as he continued to push into me. After a minute or two, the burning stopped, and it felt different but not bad anymore. He slowly eased inside me even more, stretching me. Mr. Blue was still working my pussy, and I focused on that for a minute. My clit was buzzing, and I felt my ass clench around his cock voluntarily. He slowly slid part of the way out of my body before sliding into me again. He did it a couple more times and then leaned over me to suck a nipple into his mouth.

“Are you ready for me to fuck you now sweet.”

“I thought that’s what you were doing?” I gasped then.

He laughed before he slid from me and then flipped me effortlessly onto my knees on the bed. Leaning over me he licked behind my ear before he whispered. “Hold on baby.”

I felt his cock impale my ass in one fluid motion then. I yelled out with the intense sensation that spread through me. It was almost too much as I felt him slam into my body over and over. I felt my body shake with the intensity that was caused while he was fucking me. That was what he was doing to, fucking me. There was no tenderness to it just a raw and physical need. I felt him empty himself inside me just as I clamped around him and Mr. Blue, milking their cocks as my orgasm raced through my body. I knew my neighbors heard my screams, but I just didn’t care as I rode the wave of passion and pleasure.

We laid there beside each other then and slowly fell asleep. I woke to see him lying beside me in the bed sometime later. Slowly rising from the bed so I wouldn’t wake him I made my way to the bathroom and turned on the shower. Stepping inside I sighed with pleasure as the water ran down my body. I was a little sore, but I smiled as I thought about it. That was practically the most mind blowing sex I had ever had, and it had been with a complete stranger. I felt my heart beat faster when I thought of him again.

The door slowly opened to the shower, and he stepped inside with me. He didn’t say a word just pulled me to him and kissed me deeply. His hands grabbed my ass then and lifted me so that I was against the shower. His cock slipped into me without another word. I assumed then that he wasn’t done with me, but I really wasn’t going to complain.

He moved within me at a slower pace than before. He was more gentle this time and kissed his way down my neck and to my breasts where he sucked on my nipples. His foot propped on the bench seat as he pushed his cock in and out of my body. I smiled when he sat on the bench next and brought me down on top of him. He sat there quietly then without moving or saying a word. He was waiting on me. This was my time. I began moving my body up and down moving him inside me. Standing on my tiptoes, I straddled his legs.

He gave me a weird look when I rose from him and opened the shower door. I leaned over the counter sticking my ass out to him. “Fuck me doggy style.”

He grinned at me before he grabbed my hips and slammed into me. I watched him through the bathroom mirror as he watched his cock disappear inside me. I continued to fuck me then until we both cried out. Slipping back into the shower we both quickly washed.

I slipped into a little gown and watched him slip into his boxers before we made our way back down to the kitchen.

“Can I get you something to drink?”

“That would be great. I am Steve by the way.”

“Becca.” We looked at each other then and started laughing. We had both had the most amazing sex ever and didn’t even know each other’s names. I guess I should have been shocked. I just didn’t care. My long drought was over. I was happy and then looked over at Steve. Maybe I didn’t need to have another drought for a while. He must have thought that the sex was banging too if he followed me into the shower a little while ago. I didn’t know what to think as he continued to stand there looking at me then I remembered that I offered him a drink. Feeling like an idiot, I jumped and quickly got two bottles of water from the fridge.

“You’re not married are you?” The question was out of my mouth before I could stop myself. I watched as a twinkle came to his eye then.

“No. Not yet anyway. You? Any boyfriend about to come in and hit me for taking advantage of you?”

“First of all no. No boyfriend. Second, you did not take advantage of me. You didn’t take anything that I didn’t offer freely.” I thought about it for a moment then smiled. “Without a little persuasion, that is.”

He chuckled then. “You were amazing. I haven’t had sex like that since…” He stopped talking and looked up at the ceiling then gave me a look and shrugged his shoulders. “I tempted to take the package back and come back tomorrow to do it all over again.”

“No. I need the package.”

He laughed then. “I was just joking.”

“Yeah. I just don’t have any time for any relationships right now. I just got promoted at work. Hence the package and I am always so busy that I don’t’ want to make someone feel bad about not being around you know.”

“I know exactly what you’re saying. I have been in way too many relationships that get way too clingy too fast. I mean I like having someone to hang out with occasionally, and I love sex and all, but I like my, me time too. You know the time you can be alone and to yourself without anyone hanging over your shoulder or watching your every move.”

“Yep. Like parents.”

“Exactly. I don’t need another mother. I just want someone to chill with occasionally and who I can have great sex with.”

“Me too. It really shouldn’t be hard finding a guy like that, but you would be surprised. There is this cliché that girls are the ones that are always clingy. No, my friend we are not. I have had some doozies in my life let me tell ya. But what are you going to do about your job?”

“What about it?”

“Are you going to be in trouble now? I mean if you look outside you will see that it is clearly late. It is dark out now. We must have slept for a while.”

“Oh no. I told my boss before I got in the shower that I was going home sick. Told him that I didn’t feel up to delivering anymore that I didn’t feel good. Told him that the last package I had took everything out of me and I didn’t think I could do anymore.” He gave me a look that had us both busting out laughing.

“Well then do you want something to eat. I was going to have pasta tonight if that sounds alright?”

“That sounds great. I know exactly what we can have for dessert too?” He wiggled his eyebrows at me then. I knew that I had found the man that would be great for me at that moment.

Steve wasn’t too serious and was laid back and relaxed which was just what I needed at this point. I hadn’t lied to him, the last thing I needed or wanted at this point in my life was a serious relationship. I wanted to have fun and enjoy life, and I wanted lots and lots of sex with many orgasms. I knew that Steve could give that to me as well.

We ate dinner and then decided to retire to the living room and watch a movie. It wasn’t long before he had me on my back on the couch and slowly stroking my body again.

“I think we should see each other every couple days.”

“Why is that?” He grinned.

“Because I need time to heal and regain my energy after you leave every time you come over, or we see each other.”

“Won’t you miss this cock too much?” He emphasized the word with a sharp thrust into my body. I moaned then. I couldn’t even respond to him. I could only feel the things he did to my body. It was still the first day we met, and it seemed like we couldn’t get enough of each other. Over and over he fucked me every way he could, and I loved every minute of it.

I didn’t know what tomorrow would bring. I might find out that this guy wasn’t even who he says he was. He could be married and lied. He could be someone else. At this point, my mind wasn’t thinking and hadn’t been all day. I was just thinking of how it felt to have him inside me and what he did to my body. My mind was made up. I was not letting this one go. Not now. I would be keeping him and holding on tight. If for today and tonight only.  


2. Jessica’s New Dishwasher: First Time Anal Sex with Delivery Man by Lora Lane

Some of my family tell me that I am a queen without her court or a princess with no hope of ruling her kingdom. They are teasing me for being spoiled rotten while trying to humble me at the same time. It doesn’t work since I am spoiled a bit but I’m proud of it. Recently my dishwasher went out and there was no chance in hell of me washing dishes by hand. When the dishwasher delivery man showed up, I was in for a heck of a shocking turn of events. Instead of teasing him with something he couldn’t have, it turned out I was teasing him with something he had no problem taking and that I had no problem giving up.

Everyone has had one of those weeks when you can’t seem to get a free second in edge-wise, when it seems like just one more thing going wrong will push you right over the edge. I don’t know about you, but for me, whenever I have one of those weeks, it always seems to drive me so close to being out of my mind that I just want to jump off that invisible edge to see what happens. Such a week happened to me recently but this time, when I was right there at the edge of my sanity, my dishwasher went out.

Maybe I should give you a little background so that the weight of such a terrible thing happening can truly be felt. I have been accused of being spoiled rotten for most of my life and for at least three quarters of it, I proudly nod my head and tell the accuser they’re damn right I am. Growing up, my Daddy or brothers did every bit of physical labor for me. They always work on my car when it gets in bad shape, fix something around the house when it gets broken and my parents always are more than happy to help out financially if I get in bad shape.

Suffice it to say that I do not wash dishes by hand. Like, I have not done it more than three or four times in my entire life. I was always in danger of messing up my hands before a pageant that Mom wanted me to enter or some other excuse. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not a beauty queen anymore either. I left all of that behind while holding on to just enough of an idea that I should be treated like royalty. Sure, I’m a good time with my friends, and I work hard five days a week, but when it comes to things going wrong around the house, I’m no good to myself or anyone else.

Unfortunately, the dishwasher happened to pick the absolute worst time in history to break. Mom and Daddy were on a cruise they had been planning for over a decade and wouldn’t be back for a couple of weeks. One of my brothers is serving overseas, and the other is wrapped up in a nasty divorce two states away and has no chance of getting here to help. That all meant that I was left with only one option. If you thought that option was washing dishes by hand, once again, I don’t do that. My only option was to panic.

So I did.

After that, I had to actually force myself to think of what I was going to do about the dish problem like a grown person or something. I could have called a repairman to come out and look at it, but I figured that probably wouldn’t do much good because the damn thing was ancient anyway. I figured what I was going to have to do was to actually break down and go buy one. I had already called in to work to let them know I was going to be late because I had a home emergency to deal with. My immediate supervisor would get the full story later on and would certainly understand, but I wasn’t about to spill out the actual problem for every Tom, Dick, and Harry at the office to tease me about.

The local big-box everything store actually had a good deal on a model that was about to be discontinued because the new model was coming out. It was so cheap I bought it without so much as a second thought. Then when they asked if I had a certified plumber to install it for me, I nearly lost my junk on them. I thought I had avoided having a plumber or repair guy come out buy purchasing a new one but no way. They said I had to have a certified person to install it. In hushed tones, he told me that I could install it myself or have someone I trust do it but that they had to make sure it was a certified person if they were to do it.

Not for the first time during the mild crisis, I began to wish like hell that someone I usually relied upon was nearby. No matter, though; a spoiled rotten princess I may be but I damn sure know how to get things done on my own when it had to be done. I flipped my long dirty blond ponytail around, batted my deep blue eyes and placed a hand on my shapely but toned hips and began to inquire as to how the nice studly young man could help me.

I had noticed him making eyes at me the entire time because who wouldn’t? It wasn’t something that was brand new to me or anything so I knew just how to leverage my looks to advantage. He looked to be about my age which would put him somewhere in his mid-twenties. He was tall with sandy hair and a few tattoos along his arms. He wasn’t putting on a gun-show with his biceps – so to speak – but he was clearly pretty well put together all the same.

It took a few minutes of me begging but eventually he told me that he knew a little something about installing them and would be glad to help me out after he got off of work. First, that was too late for my schedule and second, I didn’t want him to think it was an official date so I told him it had to be earlier. After we chatted a while longer, he said he would take a long lunch and come put it in for me, that he had done it a few times, and it really wasn’t that difficult.

I sent him a text with my address and told him I would look forward to seeing him in a few minutes. Sure, it might seem like I was being too trusting with a perfect stranger but that’s not completely true. I already had given him my address for the purchase, and we had been talking about all sections of life for the better part of thirty minutes. He knew what I did for a living and that I had two brothers and no sisters. I knew that his dad had passed away when he was a teenager and that he was still putting his adult life together with plans to finish school and go into engineering.

Did I care what he was doing with his life? Well, sure, in some small way I probably did. I always love to gab with strangers and this hunk was no different. The fact that my normal flirtations bought me a free install for my new dishwasher was only a plus that I hadn’t known I would need when I just assumed the thing would show up and walk over to the counter before installing itself. With a cute little finger wave, I told him he was late already and left the store to get ready for my crisis to be dealt with at last.

Once I got home, he texted me that he was on his way already, hoping he wouldn’t be too late with a smiley little emoji. It occurred to me right about then that I didn’t have much money for the install charge if he happened to plan on charging me. He said it wasn’t all that difficult, but I have seen the men in my life have fits for the better part of two or three days over projects that were said to be simple. I wondered what kind of guy he really was and what he might take in return for doing the work for free. At the time I didn’t imagine that I would offer sexual favors of any minor type for a simple repair, but that was before he showed up dressed completely like I did not expect.

In place of his dress khaki pants and ugly blue polo was a pair of hole-infested blue jeans, and a ripped up t-shirt that displayed his strong physique as much more impressive than I originally had thought. The way his arms rippled as he lifted the box over the doorstep and ruggedly moved it across the floor was quite interesting indeed. He added those adorable little grunts and such that men do sometimes when they want it to look like much harder work than it already is and it was so damn cute. By the time he got under the counter and started wrestling the old dishwasher away from the counter, I was twirling my hair and wishing that it was an official date so that the thoughts I was having about what he could do with me would be a tiny bit more expected.

After he remembered the process to get the old one out and I remembered where the shutoff valve was to the water supply, the removal went smoothly. I wound up trying to help him move them around both because I wanted him to see me as something besides helpless and because I wanted to be near him. I probably would have chosen better work clothes, more like his, if I had planned on doing such bending over but he didn’t mind the peeks underneath my loose top, and I smiled at his noticing.

He got a little flustered when the connections gave him a few problems but only in a way that made him look that much more attractive for having come to help me out. At long last, after checking for leaks and making sure all would fit perfectly well, he fastened the top of the new dishwasher to the front of the counter and ran an empty wash load to make sure everything worked. As it started, he stepped back away from the dishwasher and propped on the counter.

“You finished?” I asked, “What now?”

“Should be,” he glanced at the washer, “Now we wait and make sure it will work the way its supposed to.”

“That wasn’t all that difficult then,” I shrugged. “You are such a hero. Oh my gosh, I don’t know what I would have done without you.”

He smiled, “You could have washed dishes by hand for a while.”

The look of shock on my face was only partially embellished, “Oh my god, you did not just suggest that I wash them by hand.”

“Sure,” he said, “What? You don’t know how?”

“I kind of know how ” I smiled.

“You scared of a little water?”

I frowned, “No, I’m not scared of water.”

“Come here,” he motioned me towards the sink, “I’ll show you how to do it.”

I hopped up onto the counter I had been propping on, crossed my arms and shook my head, “Nope.”

“Really?” he asked in mocking disbelief. “You’re afraid of a little water? What’s wrong? You have a fear of getting wet or something?”

“Sure,” I shrugged, “Call it whatever you want. Just know I’m not coming over there.”

“Well, you know what they say,” he shrugged in return, “There is really only one way to face your fears, and that’s head on.”

I noticed where his hand was and shook my head, “You wouldn’t dare.” He didn’t say a word, only turned the cold water on and pulled the sprayer from its hole and shot water across the kitchen towards me. It got me full in the chest, and I scrambled off the counter with a promise towards him, “See, now I have to kill you.” The look on his face betrayed the fact that he figured I was joking about his death but at that point, I was still on the fence officially. Finally, I put my hands up in surrender, “Okay, I give up! You win! I’ll come over there and show you that I know how to wash the dishes.”

He put the sprayer in the sink and backed away with his arms folded proudly over his chest, “Great. I can’t wait to see it. How amazing it is to face your fears! I bet you feel like a thousand bucks.”

“Not just yet,” I teased as I got to the sink and grabbed the sprayer, aiming it towards him and spraying him right in the face. “Now I feel better. You were right that did help.” He came over towards me and waved for me to give him the sprayer. I shook my head, “Oh, no way you’re getting it now except like this!” then sprayed him again at close range. He grabbed the sprayer and turned it towards me as we began playfully fighting for it, both of us getting drenched in the process and laughing our heads off. All in all, I decided that the day was going a lot better than I had feared it would go.

When the spraying finally stopped, he leaned in towards me, and I thought he was going to kiss me. I wasn’t sure at all how I felt about that. On one hand, I had really wanted some kind of sexy interaction earlier when he walked in and blew me away with his impressive body, but when it got real, I wanted to pull away. Luckily, I was saved by the end of the abbreviated wash cycle he had started on the new dishwasher. As his deep brown eyes were boring into mine, suddenly shifting from fun and happiness to want and desire, I abruptly moved around him and opened the still smoking dishwasher, “Look at that. You actually installed it correctly.”

With a sigh he turned around and glanced at the inside, “Yep, looks like it got hot and cleaned everything just like it was supposed to. That’s not the only thing that got hot for a minute there, though.”

I frowned at him as if I had no idea what he was talking about and said, “Really? Whatever do you mean?” It was probably a little bit teasing of me to play hard to get like that, but I didn’t actually feel that I was playing. Part of me wanted to throw myself at the guy while the other part of me wanted nothing to do with him because of how quickly and easily I felt the need to do just that. I walked away from that side of the counter and grabbed my purse like I wasn’t completely drenched, “How much do I owe you?”

He didn’t answer me immediately, only followed me around to the other side of the counter and stared at me like he hadn’t heard me at all and said, “I think I know what you’re doing. You are either teasing me on purpose, or you’re a little fearful of how good that felt when we almost kissed earlier.” I shrugged but didn’t answer him. Before I could ask the question about compensation again, he pressed his point further, “Well, you know what they say.”

“About what?” I asked with my checkbook in hand either playing the fool to a tee or actually having become one.

He grabbed at my checkbook, and I pulled back at it, unwilling to allow him to jerk it out of my hand. Instead of the little tug-of-war that I thought was coming, he moved his grip to my wrist of the same hand and pulled me in close. His lips crashed against mine before I could say that I didn’t want it. In the few moments that the impromptu kiss went from sloppy and forced to accepted and wanted, I wondered if I would have told him to stop or that I didn’t want it. As my arms wrapped around his neck and pulled him against me, I realized that he was not only good at installing dishwashers.

When the kiss broke my arms stayed around his neck, and he smiled a knowing smile, “You know what they say about facing your fears. The best way to face them is head-on.”

“So, you have other talents,” I said with a shrug. “Maybe you have a future as a motivational speaker or a psychologist. On the other hand, you may have a future behind bars because I think I may have just been assaulted.”

He smiled a teasing smile and said playfully, “Oh, not yet you haven’t. Give me a few minutes.” I leaned in for a kiss and this time, it was smooth and passionate, and I found it much easier to just let myself go. Both of us were wet from the little water fight, but neither of us seemed to notice or mind at all. Our tongues explored each other as if we had been dating for a month instead of having just met that day. I don’t even know how long we stood there embracing and kissing each other like that, but it felt like forever and not nearly long enough all at the same time. Whoever this guy was and at that moment I really couldn’t remember his name, he most certainly had many talents, and I found myself desperate to find out much more about him.

I tend to have a flair for the dramatic in most areas of life and getting intimate with someone is no different. With a confident smirk, I pushed him away from me and said, “Get off of me boy.” He came forward again, not willing to take no for an answer with his own confidence beaming. I grabbed the bottom of my shirt and teased, “I need to get out of these wet clothes.” Removing the wet top and twirling it as I turned to walk towards the bedroom I said, “You should probably get back to work.”

I saw him fumbling with his shoes and shirt out of the corner of my eye as he said, “I haven’t even gotten started yet, girl. Get that ass back here and let me show you how a real man treats a spoiled brat like you.”

With a quick turn, I planted my hand on my hip and playfully slapped his cheek, “How dare you call me spoiled as if you know what to do with this body anyway.” I turned and continued towards the bedroom, “As if.” His arm grabbed mine with just enough force to turn me around, and I slapped his face again in the same way I had before.

He smiled and said, “You’re being a bad girl,” he pinned my arms behind my back and kissed me fully on the lips, “You’re going to pay for that.”

My passion rose with each sign that he did know exactly what I wanted and how I liked my men in bed. Playfully struggling to free my arms from behind my back, I fell backwards onto the bed with a grunt as he pulled his jeans off and nearly ripped his boxers off. He pointed at his swollen cock and said, “You know what to do!”

I glanced down at it and back up to him, “No, I don’t. You’re going to have to show me, that is if you’re man enough.”

He grabbed my head and plunged his cock into my mouth with just the right amount of force. With his hand shoving my head down onto him again and again, I began to desperately suck him off as if I had to do it for my very survival. God, it was so erotic I could already feel my pussy getting wetter and wetter by the second. My mouth opened wide as I sucked and blew down across his shaft then I pulled back and licked the tip just so before he pushed deep inside my mouth once again. As his grunts of pleasure grew, I kept the pressure up until finally pulling off and stopping with a cute little stare up at him. He didn’t even look down but let me know he wasn’t finished with my mouth just yet by ramming himself into me again, basically face fucking me in one of the most amazing turn on's of my entire life.

At long last he pushed me back onto the bed and pulled the rest of my clothing off in a rush, tossing them to the side before spreading my thighs out wide. “You’re all wet down here too,” he said with a stern smile, “Looks like I need to do a little oral work.” At first, I didn’t know whether or not to laugh but when he began to kiss his way up my inner thigh, laughing at his wording was the last thing from my mind. Once again he showed the right amount of patience and force as he teased his way up on thigh and then down the other, only grazing my pussy in between.

I began to moan for him to lick my pussy over and again until he finally touched his tongue to my upper lips while his finger quickly worked in and out of me. He quickly moved to two fingers going into and out of my wet pussy as he worked over my lips with his tongue. I knew am orgasm was building quickly, and it was then that he pulled away and looked up at me. My hips jerked forward in need, and I reached for the back of his head to shove him towards my pussy.

He did exactly what I wanted him to do but also added a different something that I wasn’t expecting. His index finger traveled between my butt cheeks and down towards the mattress. He began to toy with my other hole with that finger, and I jumped in surprise. Nobody had ever even thought about doing anal things with me as far as I knew and that certainly marked the first time anyone had touched me there. Along with the surge of surprise, however, came a burst of pleasure and the building orgasm claimed me. He reached towards my pussy and used my own juices to lube his finger for easier entry and continued to shove inside of me anally.

I wondered if he was going to go for two fingers but he stopped and moved me into a position where I was on the bed on all fours. He grabbed my hair and without so much as a teasing word, plunged his shaft into my dripping wet pussy. At first, all he did was screw my pussy from behind, and he did it like a master. When he, at last, let go of my hair he used the hand to slap my ass so hard I yelped in pain. I thought back to how he said I was going to pay for being such a bad girl and my level of desire shot through the roof.

He spanked me on alternating sides as he rammed his cock into my pussy over and again. Nothing I have ever done with any other partner could have matched how amazing it felt to have him taking such control over me in such a way. It hurt when he slapped my reddened ass but it was the kind of pain that drove me wild with desire, and I began to beg him for more spanking.

“You want me to spank your ass?”

“Yes!” I yelled, “Fuck yes!”

“Are you a bad girl?” he teased as he continued to slam his hips against mine and his shaft into my pussy.

“Just fucking spank me or I’ll spank your ass instead!” I yelled.

He grabbed my hair and pulled my head back as his pace increased to a feverish one and his thrust were harder than ever. I’d never had such rough sex as when he was spanking me, and as he drove my face down towards the mattress and slammed harder and harder into my pussy, nothing even close to as rough as that had ever happened to me. Another orgasm slammed across my body as I loved every single second of what he was doing.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck me, just like that!” I yelled over and again. His stamina surprised me as well as the other impressive things he had chosen to do with me. I had thought he was close after I went down on him but he was still going stronger than ever and seemed to have no plans for slowing down at all. At long last, he eased up, and I was able to get back to all fours. It was then that he resumed spanking me and for some reason, it surprised me all over again as if the brief time of him fucking me so incredibly hard had made my ass that much more tender and forced me to forget that he had been doing it at all.

Quickly two more smaller orgasms rocked me, and I began to collapse downward towards the bed. He lifted my hips up to a slightly different angle and told me that he was far from finished with me. I quietly and wantonly groaned for him to take me however he wanted to. Shortly he resumed shoving one and then two fingers into my ass. I had cum so many times that there was plenty for him to use for lube as he widened my opening steadily.

It was right about then that I realized he was really going all the way and was going to fuck me anally. I pushed up on my arms and looked around just as he pulled his fingers out and put his cock steady between my ass cheeks. He pushed my upper body back down to the bed and slowly eased his shaft into me. I wanted to scream curses of pleasure and pain that had never been invented as he moved farther inside. It was like nothing I had ever felt before in my entire life, and I couldn’t decide if it was the best thing ever or the worst.

That indecision didn’t last for very long however as he finished going as far as he could go and then pulled out to begin a steady rhythm into my ass. I groaned louder with each thrust as he started going faster. It was almost as if every passionate sound that I made goaded him into going farther and harder than he was before. I had lost count of the number of orgasms by the time another one slashed across my exhausted body, but I knew damn well that this was not the worst feeling ever and that it might just be the best thing anyone had ever done to me.

I never wanted him to stop, and it seemed for a minute or two like the two of us were going to be in that position forever. I think that would have been perfectly fine with me. Eventually, his pace slowed however, and he turned me over so that I was laying on my back on the bed. He moved upwards so that his shaft was right near my tits and he pumped twice before cumming all over me. His warm and sticky fluid washed over me in burst after burst, and I rubbed it all in with a passion and desire I easily can admit that I have never felt before.

At long last, he finished and fell onto the bed next to me in exhaustion. For a while, nothing was said until I sat up and whispered into his ear, “That was fucking amazing.”

“You,” he said breathlessly, “Are amazing. Oh, my god, I’ve never wanted anyone so bad in my life as I did when I walked in and saw you wearing that.”

“Well,” I shoved him in the shoulder, “You had me but don’t get used to it. I’m not that easy all the time.”

“Really?” he asked, “Just when someone installs a new dishwasher?”

I moved my finger along his chest, “I do hate washing dishes by hand so yeah, that might just be the magic potion that gets me every time big guy.”

He lay there for a minute before jumping up in a rush. I sat up and asked, “What’s wrong? You’re late for work, aren’t you? Will you get in trouble?”

“Huh?” he asked, “Oh no way, I’m good for another thirty minutes or so because I took a long extended lunch.”

“Then where are you going in such a rush you dill-weed?” I asked with a smile.

“I’m going to break your new dishwasher,” he said and was out the door.

“You better not you asshole!” I yelled and hurried after him, but I was smiling the entire time. Whatever I expected that bad day to turn into, it certainly surprised the hell out of me. Instead of being stuck with no dishwasher because I was all alone, I found myself with a new dishwasher on a great deal that was installed by the man on earth who seemed to be a perfect match for me in bed. I have to say that surprise, though it happened to me a lot during that day, is not a good enough word to describe how I felt by the time night came. What an incredible day!


3. The Bachelorette Party in Vegas: Anal Sex with a Stranger by Kaylee Jones

When Annie heads to Las Vegas for her best friend’s bachelorette party, she was expecting a nice fun weekend with her girlfriends.  She was a good girl and did not really know how to cut loose.  When her friends introduce her to an unexpected party guest, she ends up with one hot weekend.

So I have to admit, I was not very adventurous.  I am still not wild and crazy, but I have loosened up my mind just a little.  It all started with my best friend’s bachelorette party in Las Vegas.  I mean, if you can’t loosen up your restrictions in Vegas, you can’t loosen them up anywhere!

I was nervous for the trip.  I had never been to Vegas before, and had no idea what to expect.  The other members of our little group of four were very insistent that I go despite my reservations.  They kept telling me I would come back a changed woman.  I thought they were nuts, but they were right.

The instant we got to the hotel, they dragged me to the bar before we even saw our rooms.  Whatever kind of drink they ordered for me burned hot down my throat, but I tried to be a good sport.  I barely sipped wine back home, but now I was doing shots in the Vegas bar.

After a couple of those, we finally dragged our luggage upstairs.  Suzanne and I were splitting a room, with Wendy and Megan splitting another.  It seemed cost efficient, given the prices of those rooms out there.  Suzanne was the bride-to-be, and I was her maid of honor.  As she was hanging up her clothes, I noticed that the dresses were all very short and looked like they would be very tight as well.  I hung up my modest items, and Suzanne immediately noticed the difference.

“Annie, those are not Las Vegas dresses.  Those are church dresses!”

“What’s wrong with them?  They are perfectly nice dresses, thank you!” I protested her critique of my wardrobe.

“Oh, I know, they are, they are very nice.  But they are not Vegas dresses!  We are taking you shopping before we go anywhere!  I will not be hanging out with a Sunday School teacher this weekend!”

I dropped onto the bed in a mock pout, but I could see what she meant when I compared my clothes to hers.  Wendy and Megan burst into the room, and Suzanne immediately began telling them about my poor choice in attire.

“Those are all I have!” I protested again, embarrassed as they all fingered my dress selection.

“Look, just throw on some shorts or whatever for tonight, and tomorrow we’ll go find something.  We’ll keep the price reasonable, we promise,” Wendy was sitting next to me and patted my shoulder to console me.

For that night, I did change into a pair of relatively short shorts (for me that is), and a nice fun flowy top.  Suzanne made me wear her sky-high platforms sandals to ‘jazz it up’ as she put it.  I felt silly, but everyone seemed to like the outfit.  I stuck my wallet in one pocket and my phone in the other, and off we all went to dinner.

This was not our planned fancy night out, since we had just arrived, so we headed to the buffet inside our hotel.  It was still Thursday night so the cost had not skyrocketed to the weekend prices yet.  It was about $15 but all-you-can-eat.  I was not normally a big eater, but I had the strong suspicion that I should fill up before these crazy friends dragged me to the first bar.

I try to be diet-conscious even when I travel, but the food was actually quite good, especially considering the price.  I loaded down my plate with shrimp cocktail, a huge green salad, some pasta with a little olive oil and Parmesan, and half a grilled chicken breast.  I felt pretty good about my choices, especially when I looked over and saw everyone else’s plates covered in steak and smothered baked potatoes.

They laughed at my choices, “C’mon girl, eat up!”

“I have to pace myself,” I tried to explain.

“It’s Vegas!  There’s no such thing!”

I laughed nervously, because I had no idea what they had in store for this weekend.

After we finished dinner, we all piled into a cab and headed to some random bar that Wendy said we just had to go see.  It really did not look that special from the outside, but once we walked through the doors, I could feel my face flush hot instantly.  There were scantily clad men all over the place, up on stage, milling around in the audience, and behind the bar.

“Wendy!” I stage-whispered, clutching at Suzanne’s arm.

“Oh relax,” they all whispered back, “you’ll be fine.”

I tried to hide in the middle of our foursome as we were ushered to a table towards the back.  I was grateful not to be front and center, at least not this early in the vacation.  Several of the costumed men stopped by the table, but I could not even make eye contact with them.  I think there was a policeman, a fireman, and perhaps someone in a tuxedo.  I just focused on the glass in front of me that magically kept refilling.  After about two hours, we decided to move along, and when I stood up, it hit me just how much I had had to drink.

Suzanne laughed out loud when I tripped and fell against her, “Oh my gawd, Annie is drunk.”

Wendy and Megan laughed too, but it took all three of them to help me into the cab because of those damned platform shoes.

“We should take her dress shopping now, while she’s already lit!”

“Megan!  Not helping!” I mumbled from my corner of the cab’s backseat.

I heard them all whispering together, but I was too sleepy to really pay attention.  I must have dozed off because when I woke back up, they were dragging me back into our hotel.

“We don’t want to wear you out too fast,” Wendy giggled, “so we’re calling it a night.”

I nodded as Suzanne led me into our room and unceremoniously dropped me onto my bed.

“We’re showing you no mercy tomorrow, though!” Suzanne giggled loudly.

I groaned and passed out.

****

The next morning I woke up with a fuzzy tongue and a cloudy head.  Suzanne just laughed at me as I stumbled to the bathroom to shower.  I did feel better when I emerged, but she took pity on me and ordered room service instead of dragging me down to the brunch buffet.

We polished off two pots of coffee, a spinach and mushroom omelet, and a huge stack of pancakes between us.  I felt much better with caffeine in my system and food in my tummy.  We finally called Megan and Wendy to come over, and I was excited to start the day.  I had completely forgotten their critique from yesterday, but when they burst into the room, I immediately remembered that I had to go clothing shopping.

“Ugh, do I really have to?” I whined as I flopped on the bed.

“Yes!”  Suzanne declared, “I’m the bride, and I say so.  We have to get you slutted up!”

“Seriously?” I peered at her through one eye.

I put back on my shorts and flowy top, but exchanged the insanely tall platforms for comfortable flip flops.  We headed out on foot to explore while we shopped.

Three hours later, we returned to the hotel.  They forced me to buy a terrible dress that I planned to abandon in the hotel room at the end of the trip.  To make up for it, they paid for my lunch at the little deli in the hotel.  We all opted to spend some time by the pool and then take a nap before our big outing of the night.

They all sported their little bikinis, and I still stuck to my modest one-piece.  Most of the weekend crowd had not arrived at the hotel yet, so we found a great little cabana by the pool and ordered up the first round of the day.  I hid out in the shade so as not to charbroil my pale skin and they all bronzed themselves in the blistering sun.  The cabana boy was very attentive to the four of us and within a couple of hours, we had each managed to polish off several of those fruity umbrella drinks that go down easy but are surprisingly strong.  Full of giggles, we tumbled back to our rooms and promptly passed out in our respective beds.

When the front desk rang to wake us up, I was disoriented and groggy.  As I awoke, I started to get nervous about this crazy outing that Megan and Wendy had planned for Suzanne.  I had not been allowed to participate in the planning because, and I quote, no one wanted to go to the library.

Suzanne and I took turns showering again, and she insisted that I let her blow dry my hair straight.  I sat impatiently until she had dried the whole curtain glass smooth.  When I whirled around in a circle, it flowed around my shoulders like satin.  I grinned at her, and she nodded knowingly.

A little while later, we all gathered in the hallway to head out.  I was very self-conscious in the tight blue dress, but the catcalls from my friends helped a little.  We had dinner reservations and then the big mysterious outing.  I had guessed a male strip club, but they all just laughed at me.

Dinner was at this amazing Italian place where we ate too much pasta and drank too much wine.  We were all quite giggly by the time we piled into a cab for the next stop.  Apparently, the first three stops were bars.  I had been in charge of Suzanne’s decorations, so she was all decked out in a white tiara and veil, giant fake diamond jewelry, and a huge white sash that said ‘bride’.  It was ridiculous, and she loved it.  At every bar, the guys were all over us, buying drinks and making horribly inappropriate comments about Suzanne’s wedding night.

I played along but kept tugging at the short hem of the dress.  Megan and Wendy took to slapping my hands every time I pulled it down which only drew more attention to my scanty attire so I stopped.

The last stop of the night turned out to be Megan and Wendy’s hotel room.  They had ordered up some sort of fancy in-room catering which included a small spread of finger foods and what appeared to be the entire bar.  I was very confused by the whole thing, but they started pouring me drinks and handing me food to nibble on so within about an hour or so, I forgot to be suspicious.

I almost dropped my shot glass when someone knocked very loudly on the door to their room.

“Oh, my gawd!” I blurted out a little too loudly, “What did we do?”

When Megan yanked open the door, and I saw four very large police officers, I nearly jumped out the window.  Suzanne grabbed my arm just in time.  In fact, even today she still asks for favors under the guise of saving my life in Las Vegas.

“Ma’am?” one of the officers said in a low deep voice.

“What is it, officer?” Megan was giggling and leaning against the doorway.

“We’ve been having some noise violations, and we need all of you…” his voice trailed off mysteriously.

“To assume the position!” the other three finished the sentence.

Suddenly all four of them were in the room, the music was turned up louder, and they started to lose their uniforms.  Before I knew what had happened, I found myself pressed up against a very muscular blonde man who was wearing nothing but his policeman’s hat and a tiny black G-string.  And when he rubbed himself against me, I realized that there was nothing fake about him.

He was grinding up against my tummy and running his hands up and down my thighs.  I squirmed to try to escape, but he thought I was dancing with him.  All of the other gals had their own dancers, and I was on my own.  The tall fake policeman brandished a bottle of vodka and promptly poured another shot into my glass.

“Drink it up, baby,” he winked at me.

I looked around in vain for a rescuer, looked back at the flat hard planes of his bare chest, and threw the alcohol down my throat.

****

The straight vodka hit my system like an express freight train on fire, and I was more than ready to play his game when he poured the next shot.  As soon as I downed the second one, he poured a third but this time slipped the glass from my hand and drank it himself with a quirky grin.  The whole time we exchanged burning liquid, at least one of his hands continued to stroke my thighs, even up under the very short hemline.

Once he had swallowed his own shot, he set the bottle and the glass down nearby, and the dancing became much more, ahem, energetic.  His hips were thrusting against mine, and his hands had clearly shoved my dress up higher on my thighs.

One of his large hands slid around back and splayed out across my ass, pressing me into his cock harder.  He was already partially firm, and I could feel it straight through his G-string, my dress, and my panties.  If I had been remotely sober, I would have been horrified at myself.  But since I was nowhere near sober, I was only preoccupied with the fact that it had been way too long since my last boyfriend.

I was gyrating my hips against him, but had no idea where to put my hands.  With another quirky smile, he grabbed both of my hands and slid them against his own chest.  His skin was waxed smooth and stretched tightly over his hard-earned muscles.  I ran my hands lightly down his skin and couldn’t help but notice a slight shiver.  His pecs were hard and flat while his stomach was rippled with the cut of his abs.  His hips were slim, but his arms bulged invitingly.  I guess I asked something when I looked into his deep green eyes because he nodded and let me run my fingertips up his forearms and biceps.

I was still marveling at his body when he leaned forward and ran the tip of his tongue down the side of my throat.  I shivered against him but could not pull away.

“Kiss me,” he whispered in my ear.

I turned towards his young face, with its square jawline and slightly bent nose.

“I didn’t know kissing was allowed,” I mumbled at him.

He chuckled, “It is if I say it is.”

In a trail of urgent kisses, his full lips traced the damp line his tongue had left on my neck.  When he reached my mouth, his hunger was evident.  He kissed me hard, his tongue demanding entrance between my lips.  I threaded my hand through his thick blonde hair and let him plunder my mouth roughly.

One of his hands spanned my ass while the other toyed with the tiny spaghetti strap on my shoulder.  He kept pulling it down and back up, letting the top swell of my breast peek in and out.

“Wh-wh-what are you doing?” I mumbled breathlessly against his stubbled jawline.

“Just having some fun, you?”

“Uh huh,” I had no answer since I was completely distracted by his fingers gripping the side of my breast.

“How much fun do you want to have?” his lips against my ear tickled and made me shudder.

“What?  What do you mean?”

“I mean, I’m as willing as you are.”

I could feel him swelling more inside his G-string.  It was so tiny that there was very little room for doubt as to what was on his mind.  The vodka swirled in my head with the other drinks, and I had almost forgotten about the rest of the party until I heard someone giggle very loudly from across the room.

When I dragged my eyes away from the blonde god pressed up against me, I could see Suzanne and her fake officer in the corner of the room.  He was seated in a chair, and she was straddling him with her skirt hiked up.  She had her head back, and she dug her nails into his shoulders, and there was very little doubt what they were doing.  I was slightly appalled since she was engaged but I was also so turned on myself that I could not help but watch.

My blondie turned his head to follow my gaze, and when he realized what I was staring at, he turned back towards me, and I felt his hand creep up my inner thigh.  I squirmed against the advancing fingers, but when his teeth raked against my shoulder, I lost all willpower to defeat his attempts.

“Is there some place private we could go?” he breathed into my ear.

I nodded, “My room is across the hall.  I’m sharing it with Suzanne, but you can see she’s already busy.”

He grinned down at me, “Show me the way.”

He slung his clothes over his shoulder arrogantly, and with him wearing nothing but his cop’s hat and black G-string, I led him by the hand across the hall to my unoccupied room.  My tummy trembled as we hurried, partly from nervousness and partly because I wanted to take him right there in the hallway.

As soon as we got the door closed, he pounced.  I had always read about that in romance novels, but never really had it done.  But this guy actually pounced on me.  He picked me up and as I wrapped my legs around his waist, he spun us around until he was holding me in the air against the door.

He tore at the straps of my dress until they finally gave way, releasing my tits into the cool air.  They did not stay cold for long as his mouth descended to one of them while his hand spanned to cover the other.  His tongue teased my already tight little nipple and his fingers rolled and pinched the other.  I was gasping and clutching at him, praying that he did not drop me especially once his teeth closed lightly on my nipple.

I raked my nails down his muscular back and pulled him tighter against my chest.  He was moaning softly as his hand dropped between my thighs and snuck up inside my dress.  When his fingers found the damp spot on my panties, his moans grew louder.

He shoved his hand entirely under my skirt and yanked my panties off my body.  I gasped at the sudden cool air against my wetness, but his warm palm soon chased the coolness away.  He rubbed his palm in flat circles against my pussy, dragging breathy air from my lips.  When he buried his finger deep inside me, I clutched at the nape of his neck and groaned loudly.

He drove his finger in and out of my body, spreading my wetness around until he could fit two inside me.  With each stroke of his hand, I could feel his thumb rubbing against my clit and the heat bubbled hot in my bloodstream.  My legs tightened around his waist, and his fingers dug into my ass as he filled me with his fingers over and over.

When my first climax roared through my body, I screamed senseless words and buried my face into his neck.  My body convulsed and gripped his fingers tightly as he groaned against my bare breast.  He eased me down from the peak, slowly rubbing lighter and lighter until I finished shivering from the aftershocks.

“You up for something new?” he growled against my lips as he kissed me hard.

I nodded, at this point willing to try almost anything.

He lowered me to the ground and led me to a chair at the desk of the hotel room.  With a smug grin, he slowly slid his G-string off, letting his swollen cock bounce free of the constraint.  He was not extremely long, but he was thick.  He stroked it a few times, letting me watch with baited breath.  With the other hand, he snatched something out of his pants pocket, and sat down on the chair.

“Come here,” he beckoned with the bottle of lube.

I moved towards him and tried to straddle, but he caught me in mid-air.

“Want a fool-proof guard against pregnancy?” he grinned up at me.

I nodded, not really knowing where he was going with this.

He dabbed his finger generously with the lube and reached around to rub his fingertip against my asshole.  I gasped and tried to wriggle away.  His strong arms were no match for me, and he held me in place as he kept rubbing.

The shock of being touched there wore off, and when I started to concentrate on the actual sensations, it started to feel good.  He slid the slippery finger inside, and I gasped again, wanting to feel more as he explored this virgin territory of my body.  Soon he was slipping the finger in and out as though it was my pussy, and I pressed back against the intruding finger.

“Now come here,” he guided me to straddle his lap with my asshole hovering above the swollen head of his cock.

“J-J-Just go easy,” I begged.

“I will,” he reassured me.

I felt him stroke his cock again with another generous dollop of lube, and then I felt the mushroom-shaped head pressing against me.

“Just relax,” he cautioned.

I nodded, “I’m trying.”

Suddenly the head slipped inside, and I dug my nails into his shoulders.  He paused and waited for my body to adjust before he guided me down his cock by my hips.  It seemed to take forever, but when I felt his balls against the flesh of my ass, I exhaled loudly as the full feeling.

“Oh my gawd,” I breathed softly.

He grinned, “First time is always surprising.”

“Uh huh,” I acknowledged.

He slowly began to move both of our bodies, up and down, together and apart, as his cock slid in and out of my ass.  He was stretching and filling parts of my body that I never knew could feel that way.  The heat in my bloodstream was back, but it was different.  Not sharp and sudden like when he fingered me earlier, but slow and roiling like a slow pot of water.

His hips sped up and soon he released my hips so that I could guide myself.  I fucked his cock with my ass like I would normally, but it felt so different, almost overwhelming.  The slow build-up inside me was reaching a boiling point, and my breaths were getting rapid and urgent.  Just when I thought I could not take any more, he slipped one hand between us and started fingering my pussy again.  With two fingers buried inside me and his thumb firmly on my clit, I exploded.

I screamed and writhed against the onslaught of sensation, and hit yet a third one when I felt him unleash inside me.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he growled as he came deep inside my ass.

We finally collapsed with my head on his chest, and panted in the warm hotel room.

“Holy hell,” I breathed against his pec.

He laughed, “Protect and service.  That’s what we cops do.”

I pulled my head back to look at him and busted into giggles.

“Would you like a shower?” he offered with a grin.

I nodded, and we chased each other to the bathroom to clean up.  As our soapy bodies slipped and slid against each other, I felt his cock start to stiffen back up between my slick thighs.

“Hey,” I whispered as I stroked him lightly.

“Yeah?”

“I don’t even know your name.”

He laughed and thrust his hips forward into my soapy hand.  Now that the urgency of needing him was slightly dulled, I took my time teasing him.  I stroked him lightly and loosely until he was cursing and banging his fists against the shower wall.  I ran one hand down underneath and tickled his already heavy balls.  I forgot how quickly those young ones can resuscitate.  Just when I thought he was going to smack my hands away and finish the job himself, I dropped to my knees and stroked him firm and fast, letting my wrist twist at the end of each stroke.

Soon enough he was growling again, “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

And he erupted all over my tits right there in the shower.

****

It turns out his name was Chad, and he was stripping while he put himself through school.  The funniest part was that he actually wanted to be a real cop.  Much to my friends’ delight and surprise, I spent the rest of the weekend with him.  He was just as skilled at regular sex as he was at anal sex, so we spent most of the weekend naked or barely clothed (just enough coverage to accept a food delivery).  Oh, and on a side note, what that man could accomplish with his tongue would not even be fit to print here!

Once the weekend was over, I was sorry to part ways with him.  In between our screaming and writhing, I discovered that he really was a nice guy.  Suzanne did not give me too hard of a time for missing the rest of her weekend, but for weeks, every time we would pass a cop she would elbow me, and we would both bust into gales of laughter.

It turns out she spent most of her time with the stripper she had found.  I guess it is true that what happens in Vegas stays in Vegas because I never mentioned her tryst again.  She, on the other hand, constantly asked me about what the heck happened to me that weekend.  I guess she just could not believe that I had done what I had done; I can hardly believe it myself really.  I never gave her too many details, though.  All I could ever do was giggle and just tell her that cops know what’s best.  After all, does she really need to know about how that blonde hunk of a man popped my last remaining cherry?

A couple of months later we all had a blast at Suzanne’s wedding.  The four of us made a few veiled references to cops, and each of us carries a small fake badge in our purse as a reminder of our great weekend together.  We joke around about a reunion of sorts for the next bachelorette party.

I think that maybe next time I’m in Vegas, I will have to look up my very own Officer Chad.  After all, my new boyfriend has him to thank for expanding my horizons.  That reminds me, I wonder how they would feel about double-teaming.


4. My Backdoor and My Boss: Rough Anal Sex at the Office by Sofia Miller

Working for a demeaning, demanding, asshole boss can really be hard sometimes. But I had no idea that playing with him could be so fun. Being dominated by such a man is more exciting than anything I’ve ever experience. When he tells me to do something, I only want to please him. Anal play was something I always fantasized about, but being ordered around by him may be just what I need to make it come true.

It was almost 4’clock, which meant I still had another hour at work before my weekend started. The work week had been long; all the files were messed up, I’d hit traffic and been late a few mornings, and my boss was an asshole. Some days I dreaded even going to work because of him and his demanding ways. I had always tried my best and been a good employee, but he always seemed to be moody and hard to please. Mostly, I tried to steer clear from him and deal with him the least amount as I had to. It was a shame though because he was very nice to look at. The man was actually very sexy, when he wasn’t ordering me around, which wasn’t often. Now, as I felt the strain of my work week take over me, I thought about the long weekend away from my office. My body was begging to release some stress, and I knew just the person who could help me. Taking out my cell phone from my purse, I texted Dan and asked what he was doing that night.

Dan was an old friend with benefits. I was not always so free in my sexual ways, but he and I had dated years ago, and I felt comfortable still hooking up with him whenever I was in need of some sexual pleasure. Sure, Dan would work for the time being, but he wasn’t that great in bed, and he often failed to please me, but I was slim on options, so he was going to have to do for the time being.

“Nothing. What’s up?” Dan text back.

“Maybe you can stop by and play a little?” I sent.

“Play? You know I play rough.” He taunted me.

“And you know I like it rough.” I tingled between my legs thinking about him throwing me down and having his way with me.

“Maybe I have better things to do.” Dan teased. “You are going to have to convince me you’re worth playing with.”

“Oh, I am VERY ready to play. I am ready to let you play rough, any and everywhere inside me you want.” I text, knowing my words would get his attention.

“Anywhere?” He asked.

“EVERYWHERE.” As I sent the text, my body ached with a new excitement.

Dan had been trying to get me to explore anal the past few times we hooked up, but I was nervous and reluctant. Not that I didn’t want to do it, it was just that anal was so taboo and unknown to me. I feared the unknown, and I often blushed around the taboo, but this was a fantasy I had been thinking about for some time. The idea of letting a man go deep inside of me in a place that is forbidden was such a turn on, even if it scared me just a little. I had never tried it with Dan, though, mainly because he was just someone I messed around with when I was horny and had no one else to call. Letting him go in the forbidden back door didn’t seem right, it seemed like it needed someone more alluring and demanding than him to break that lock and push their way inside. Still, it was fun to text him with sexual promises I knew wouldn’t happen.

“Ella!” My boss was standing in the doorway with a stern look on his face.

Startled, I jumped, not realizing he had been there watching me as I smiled down at my phone.

“Sorry, Sir. Did you need something, Mr. James?” I nervously sat my phone down on my desk.

“You were supposed to bring me the Williams file twenty minutes ago.” He reminded me with a deep snide tone.

“Oh, yeah. I got caught up on the phone.”

“I noticed.” Cutting me off, he spoke quickly as he looked down at my cellphone.

“No, I was on the phone with Cane and Henderson’s office.” I tried to explain, but his disagreeable face let me know he didn’t believe me or care for that matter. “I’m sorry, Sir.”

Looking up at him, I waited for him to speak. He was about ten years older than me, around thirty-five, with short brown hair and light green eyes. Honestly, he was quite attractive, but his ill-temper and unreasonable demands made me not like him. Still, he was pretty hot, even for a jerk.

“You going to get it?” My boss asked as though I was wasting his time and irritating him.

“Oh, yeah. Sorry, again, Sir.” I rushed from my desk to go to the file room.

What an asshole. I sighed as I went through the W’s searching for the file. Forty-five minutes and I was gone for the weekend and away from my boss. Williams, there it was. Snatching the file up, I hurried it back to Mr. James’ office and sat in down on his desk.

“Is there anything else I can do for you, Sir?” I asked.

“Anything?” His voice was raspy as he looked me strangely over.

“Do you need something?” I asked again.

My boss motioned for me to go back to my desk. I left his office and entered mine. He was so weird, I thought to myself. The way he looked at me was different than he’d ever looked at me. Was he that pissed off that I forgot the file? Was he going to fire me? My office phone rang, the little light flashed to let me know it was Mr. James calling from his office. Great, what the hell did he need now?

“Hello, what can I do for you, Sir?” I answered, trying not sound as sarcastic as I felt.

“I have your cell phone.” He said into the phone. “And you sure do like to play, huh?”

There was a new tantalizing lure in his voice. It was a taunt, a sexual tease to see what move I might make.

“You read my text?” I asked.

“Yes.” He said.

I imagined him standing in front of me in his expensive suit and tie. His body looked good, but I wondered how good it looked naked. Was his cock as big as his ego? Did he have a big dick to back up his bad attitude? My pussy started to get wet as I thought about his naked body.

“Do you like to play, Sir?” I found myself taunting back with my own seductive tone.

He paused for a few seconds. It made me scared that I had misjudged his conversation and overstepped boundaries with my boss. I feared he would reject me.

“Oh yeah, but I don’t know if you could handle how I play.” He told me.

“Is that so?” I felt myself getting more and more turned on talking to him. “Would you like to play with me, Sir?”

“Yes, but first I want you to play with yourself.” He said.

I felt my cheeks blush as his words went through my head. Play with myself? Did he really want me to masturbate right there, in my office, during work hours?

“What do you mean?” I asked as I sat up in my chair behind my desk.

“Slide your hand into your panties and play with your pussy.” Mr. James directed me.

“Right here? In my office? What if someone comes in and sees me?” I asked as my blushed redder saying it out loud.

“Do it, now.” He demanded.

“Hold on, let me shut the door,” I said.

“No, leave it open.”

“But anyone can walk past…”

“I said no. Now, do as I said.” He commanded.

Being told what to do by him suddenly turned me completely on. I reached up my skirt and slid my fingers between my legs, immediately glad I did so. His breath got heavy on the phone as my fingers played away.

“How wet are you?” Asked my boss.

“Really wet.” My fingers went up and down the slickness, making me even wetter as he listened to my breath grow heavier.

My finger slid between the damp lips and over my entrance. The feeling made me close my eyes and moan. Anyone could walk in my office at any moment and see my spread pussy, fingers exploring away.

“Put two fingers inside of yourself.” He told me as I slid them around my pussy.

“Yes, Sir.” I moaned as my finger entered me.

I had never masturbated on the phone with someone before. It was actually so much more arousing than I had ever imagined, especially at work while anybody may hear me from the hall. It felt so forbidden, which made me hot. I had always been attracted to him, even if I didn’t like him, but I had never imagined that he would want me. Mr. James was a wealthy, successful, business man that could have any woman that he pleased. And I was just a young secretary that came late to work and played too much on the computer. Knowing that he wanted me like this made me feel sexy and desirable, especially while probing my own fingers into my pussy as he listened on the office phone. I moaned a little too loud.

“Do you like that, Ella?” He seductively asked.

“Oh, yes.” I went in and out with my fingers as I moaned into the phone.

“Get your tits out and rub your nipples.” Mr. James directed me.

“Someone might see me,” I whispered into the phone.

“Now, do it now, or I am done playing.” He threatened.

Unbuttoning my silk blouse, I opened my shirt and pulled my breast out of my bra. I circled my hard nipples as my other hand rubbed my pussy. Oh, it felt good. Being in my office, knowing I could get caught any second half naked with one hand squeezing my nipples and the other up my skirt, made me oddly aroused. It was thrilling, waiting to be seen in such a position as I talked on the phone with my aggressive boss.

“Mr. James?” I said into the phone. “Hello? Sir?”

My calls went unanswered as I waited for him to respond. My stomach turned as I feared I had finally gone too far with him. Did he not mean to go this far with me? Did I upset him? I sighed as he stayed silent on the other end.

“Are you ready to really play?” He stood in my doorway, looking me over as he waited for my answer.

I hung up the phone and watched as he came in and shut my office door behind him. My hand was still up my skirt, and my pussy was now soaking wet with excitement.

“Time to play?” I asked.

He came around my desk and looked me over for a long moment.

“Get on your knees.” Mr. James ordered.

“Okay,” I said.

“No!” He said sternly. “Sir. You call me Sir.”

“Yes, Sir.” I dropped in front of him to my knees.

I could see his hardened dick inside of his pants. My hand reached up and rubbed over it. Impressed with how big it felt, I hoped he would let me take it in my mouth. His buckled unlatched and he pulled out his large cock. Soon his hand went to the back of my head and pulled my mouth over his dick. The taste of his skin on my tongue made my pussy tingle with excitement as I sucked him hard. My hand gripped his shaft, and I stroked and deep throated him. The head hit the back of my throat, making me gag, but I was determined to suck him hard and completely. He pushed his huge rod deeper into my throat as I dug my nails into his ass.

“You like it rough, huh?” He said as he shoved himself even further down my throat, so far that tears came to my eyes and rolled down my cheeks, but I was loving every second and inch of his demanding ways.

Mr. James pulled my head back by my hair, bringing his dick out of my mouth, before shoving it right back in there. I quickly gasped for air as his length engorged my throat. Over and over again, he fucked my mouth, rough and deep. I had never been handled like that. It was so new and exciting. It was demeaning, yet liberating. I felt powerful, even if he had all the power.

“Get naked.” He suddenly said.

“All the way?” I looked towards the door, fearing that someone might come in any second and catch me naked while giving my boss a blowjob.

“I said get naked, now.” His voice was stern and abrasive, sending a shiver down my body in all the right places.

“Okay.” I stood up off of my knees.

My boss grabbed me and pulled me closer to him.

“Excuse me?” He sounded sexy angry. “How do you answer me again?”

“Yes, Sir.” I corrected myself.

“That’s better.” His hand reached down and yanked my skirt up to my waist.

I gasped with surprise and arousal. He then grabbed my panties and quickly ripped them into pieces and tossed them aside. The strength he had was exhilarating as he dominated me. It was sexy letting him have full control over me.

“Are you going to get naked, or do I need to keep tearing your clothes off?” His raspy voice sent shivers down my spine.

I took my blouse off and threw it aside, keeping my eyes on him as he watched my strip down. Next, I undid my bra and dropped it to the floor. Anxious and aroused, I waited for him to tell me what to do next. It was all up to him, I’d do whatever he told me to at that moment. Not only did it thrill me to be ordered by him, but it also excited me to not know what was going to happen next or how it would feel.

Going slowly, he unbuttoned his expensive pressed shirt and folded it nicely. After sitting it down nearby, he dropped his pants and did the same with them. His body was even hotter than I had imagined, toned and tight, with muscles begging to be licked. I reached up and ran my hands over his hard abs before licking them., but he grabbed my head and pulled me back. He looked at me with an intimidating hunger in his eyes. My body burned with desire, only he could put out as I waited for his next demanding move.

“Bend your ass over the desk.” He suddenly commanded. “Now.”

I did as he said and bent over naked on my desk. He stood there silent as I waited for his next move. Mr. James came behind me, stopping between my legs and dropping to his knees. Then, his tongue entered my pussy from behind, slowly sliding between my slick valley, and the licking inside of my lips. I laid on the desk and enjoyed his mouth. No man had ever licked and lapped me so greedily like he never wanted to share me with anyone ever again. He devoured me like a hungry beast, only my taste quenching his appetite.

Grinding my ass on the desk to the rhythm of his mouth, I savored each second of his tongue in my pussy. His hands squeezed my thighs and spread my legs further apart for him to have better access to my moist slit. Being unable to see him behind me made it more intriguing. He could do anything to me, and I had no way of preparing for what I could see coming my way. One finger went over my clit and rubbed softly. I arched my back and curled my toes as the combination of his tongue in my pussy and his finger on my sweet spot made a climax linger within me.

Then, a surprising thing happened that had never happened to me before, his tongue traveled down from my cunt to my ass, licking over the place that I had never let a man explore before. A moan left my lips as the new feeling overcame me.

“You like that, huh?” He asked.

“Yes, Sir,” I whispered as his mouth went back to my asshole.

His tongue poked into it. The wet tip coiled in and out as his finger rubbed my clit. I had never felt so turned on. Then, one finger circled my tight back hole, as he surely was deciding how much I would allow him to explore.

“Do it.” I breathed heavy. “Please.”

The thick finger entered me just a little, but enough to make me want more.

“Does that feel good?” He asked.

“Yes, Sir.” I moaned.

His finger pushed further into my asshole as I felt myself tighten around it. It took a moment, but soon it was a wonderful feeling. I moved my ass back into him, taking his finger deeper into me. Seeing that I loved it so much, he entered a second finger. Both fingers began to fuck my asshole as I gripped onto my desk and took them deeper.

Just when I was ready for more, he stood to his feet and stayed quiet for a moment. I waited blindly for his next move. Unable to see what was his next move as I stayed bent over the desk, I waited excitedly for him to touch me again. Then, his large dick entered my pussy. I held onto the edge of my desk as he started pounding me from behind. His cock was larger than any other I had ever had before. Pushing and grinding, he plunged hard into me as his hands gripped my ass.

“You say you like to play rough, huh?” He teased from behind me.

“Yes,” I whispered.

“What?” He grabbed my hair and pulled my face back to his.

“Yes, Sir,” I said louder.

“Good girl.” He kissed my cheek and let my hair go.

I had never been handled like that by a man, but I really enjoyed his aggression. It made me wet and ready for much, much more. A slap came down onto my ass. Enjoying the playful slap, I moaned loudly. Hearing my pleasure, he continued his playing. Both his fingers entered my asshole again while he fucked my pussy with his huge cock I cried out with pleasure. My boss’s hand came around and covered my mouth to keep me from moaning so loud, while he continued fingering my tight asshole.

As he probed the back hole, he nailed my pussy harder. He must have felt the climax roaring inside of me as I throbbed on his dick because he pulled his fingers out of my asshole and then his other hand smacked down on my ass again. My pussy began to tremble as I came all over his cock. My cum rushed onto his dick as I quivered all around him. Thankfully he covered my mouth because I was screaming in arousal and satisfaction. The orgasm was incredible, better than any I’d ever experienced before, but he didn’t stop there. He screwed me through the climax and after, eager to bring another to follow.

“Now, let’s really play.” He said as he pulled his dick out of me.

Really play? I wondered how much more I could handle.

The head of his cock rubbed over my asshole, taunting my desires. This was what I had been fantasizing about. This was what I had been asking for. I was nervous, yet excited and ready for whatever he may do to my yearning body.

“I want to play.” I finally said as his rod slid between my ass cheeks.

“Are you sure?” He teased as he squeezed my ass.

“Yes, Sir,” I said.

His cock entered my tight wet asshole slowly, only an inch to start. It was odd, but good feeling. His head wasn’t even all the way in there, as I gripped the desk tighter and braced myself for more. My asshole stretched slowly around his dick as the shaft begin to enter nice and slow.

“That’s a good girl.” He told me as he kissed my neck. “You still want to play?”

“Yes, Sir.” I bit my lip as I waited for him to enter deeper into my ass.

His penis went further into me, stretching my asshole more than ever. It hurt, but in a good way. The pain was an alluring sensation, one that I wanted more of. It felt dangerous and wild, yet exhilarating. I moaned with pleasure as he went all the way into me. Sensing my satisfaction, he picked up the pace and went in and out faster. My asshole took him deeper and deeper, engorging every inch of his massive cock.

“Harder, please,” I begged him.

Mr. James started fucking my asshole harder. My fingers clamped down tight onto the desk as he pounded into me. Again and again, his long thick dick plunged deep into my asshole, making me cry out with satisfaction, not caring who heard me in the offices around us.

“Not so loud.” He warned me.

“I don’t care who hears me,” I told him. “I want them to. I hope they know.”

“You dirty girl.” He said as he continued screwing me in the ass. “Come here.”

He pulled me back as he sat down in the chair behind him. I sat down onto his cock, taking it up my ass as I rode his lap. Up and down, I went. Faster and faster. It was so powerful, being the one pulling his dick in and out of my ass. As I would go up, and he would come out, I hurried to go back down and have him deep in me once more. I could hear his heavy breath, telling me he was loving every inch inside my asshole just as much as me. One of his hands reached around and grabbed my breast. He squeezed and massaged my tit, making my nipples completely hard. His other hand went around and found my wet pussy. Rubbing roughly on my clit, he made sure to pay special attention to my body as I rode his rod with my back hole. My pussy poured wetter and wetter with each pump of his cock.

He pushed me back to the desk and bent me over. Again, he fucked me up my ass hard and deep as I cried out with excitement and arousal. For so long, I had wondered how it would feel, would I be able to handle it, would it hurt too bad? Now, I knew it felt great, I could handle it, and it hurt so damn good.

“You like my cock deep in your ass?” He asked.

“Yes, Sir,” I answered.

“Does that cock feel good?”

“Yes, Sir.”

He plunged hard into me.

“Do you still like playing with me?” His voice was an arousing taunt.

“Oh, yes, Sir!” I cried out as I buckled underneath him, begging him for more with my aching body.

“I want to play rougher,” I said.

“Rougher than this?” He asked.

I knew my next words would determine what would happen next, so I said them with certainty.

“Yes, Sir. Rougher.” Each word came out slow and steady.

His dick pulled out of me and left me yearning for it again. He grabbed my hair and pulled me away from the desk. Pushing me up against the wall, he spread my legs with his knees and then yanked my arms behind my back. I gasped, excited with the frisky punishment he was giving me.

“You think you want it rough, huh?” He breathed down my neck. “Is this rough enough for you?”

I felt him enter my ass from behind as he pushed me hard into the wall. My body was pressed tightly between him and the wall, the side of my face smashed into it, but the aggressiveness made me want him even more. As he pinned me in, he screwed me harder than ever. My asshole ached with a good pain I had never experienced, but I wanted every bit he had to give me. The pain was not enough to scare me away, no the fear is what allured me to start, the pain was what kept me aching for more. Dominating me completely, he grounded into my asshole over and over again so hard that the person in the office next to me was sure to hear the noise of not only our crashing bodies against the wall but also my loud moaning of cries for more.

“I’m cumming!” I screamed out as he plunged into my tight asshole.

My body shook as the climax exploded. Suddenly, I felt him pound hard into me and explode as well. His hand squeezed my ass hard as he shoved into me once more and then came deep into my ass. We trembled together for a long moment, as our bodies rejoiced in satisfaction.

Mr. James slowly pulled out of me and stepped back. I stayed still on the desk for a long moment, my legs too numb and my body too happy to move. It had happened, I had finally tried anal after fantasizing about it for so long. Of course, I had never expected it would happen at work, in my office, with my boss, but sometimes the unexpected is the what pleases us the most. Every second of my playful experience with Mr. James had pleased me; his fingers on my clit, his mouth on my pussy, his dick in my ass. It had all been fantastic and captivating.

“That was amazing. What are you doing this weekend?” I asked as I caught my breath.

Mr. James ignored my question. He picked up his neatly folded clothes and got calmly dressed as though he were getting ready for work in his own home, not my office. Following his actions but not so calm or graceful, I searched to find my clothes and fumbled around getting them on.

“Stop messing around on the phone while at work.” He oddly said as he walked to my door. “I don’t like waiting for files.”

“Oh, I was just…” I tried to say, but he opened the door and left my office as rudely as he had come in.

I sighed and sat back down in my chair. It was now five o’clock and time to go, but my body was still tingling and numb with satisfaction. Thinking about what had just happened, I smiled and shook my head. I didn’t know what pissed me off more, the fact that I had been so turned on by that asshole, or the realization that I was still turned on by him. One thing was for sure, if my boss was going to fuck me like that after waiting for a file too long, I would be forgetting his files more often.


5. The Worst Day of My Life: Anal Sex Fantasy with my Co-Worker by Riley Davis

I have to be next to go. One by one my co-workers are given their marching orders. I know it’s only a matter of time. For one sweet second, Johnny seems like my only friend in the world. His betrayal hurts more than the order to leave. But I try to forget, to drown my sorrows when there is a knock on my door. The sight of him sparks a desire buried deep within my soul. Will I see this through? And where will it lead?

It was the worst day of my life.

I knew it was coming from a million miles away even as I tried to ignore the signs. There were whispers coming from the back office as the old guard started to fall away. Jeanne had to be safe. She seemed to type over a hundred words a minute and always beat the customers to the punch when it came to personalizing a holiday card or the announcement of an upcoming anniversary party. Clients liked her spin and so what if the lettering cost a little bit extra? It was that sort of thing that kept people coming back for more.

She was the first to go.

Her face rivaled the stark white walls with the fluorescent lights shining overhead as she collected the belongings from her desk stuffing the photographs and her blue coffee mug with the Seton Hall pirate into a banker’s box. When I tried to text her that night and call her nearly every day after, my efforts were met with nothing but silence. In time I came to learn that she took the forced “time off” to relocate down South and be with her son. My only hope was that Jeanne would be happy and that the exodus would start and stop with one woman.

But new management had other ideas.

Next, it was Cathy’s turn. She always followed clients’ instructions too without a single objection. That would keep her around. That and the fact that she was sweet enough to regularly bring in baked goods and fresh vegetables from her little garden. Sometimes I came to work with nothing but a bag of lettuce and the knowledge that her green thumb would allow me to decorate my salad in supreme fashion.

Just like that, she was also gone.

Cathy was not silent when I reached out to her after hours. She had been told that she failed to think outside of the box and creativity was needed if the company was going to grow and have a leg up on the competition. As I listened to her sob over the phone, my mind tried to make sense of the reasons being laid at our feet. Jeanne was too loose; Cathy too rigid. Where was the rhyme or the reason?

And did I even stand a chance of fighting the inevitable?

“Anna? A word?

Scott Walsh had bow legs. He walked like a marionette on a string with the puppeteer nowhere in sight. His paunch hung over his belt, and from the first moment I laid eyes on him I had to wonder why he tucked his polo shirt into his khakis when it only accentuated his shortcomings and did nothing to highlight his strengths. Not that they were in such grand supply; the man already had a receding hairline, and the gossip around the coffee pot was that he was only in this position of power because he had wormed his way into the family via marriage to a cousin that no one else wanted to look at twice. For so long, no one wanted to change an operation that was humming along at a steady clip.

But a little power in the wrong hands was a deadly and dangerous thing.

“Anna?”

He spoke my name again, and I felt like a prisoner on my way to the gallows as I followed him towards his office. I was still beyond the threshold when a light whistle caught my attention.

“Johnny?” I asked quickly. The man from the warehouse with dark brown eyes winked as I met his gaze. I remembered sitting with him at a conference table in a windowless room as we went through the motions of orientation. As if we actually needed to see a video on how to simply talk to people and show a little empathy when their needs were not being met. There had been a slight scoff in his tone when we answered the multiple choice quiz as a group after the screen went dark. I liked the look of him and wondered if I might find a way to meet him on a break or walk out with him at the end of business. But Johnny always showed up when I was already halfway into my shift. He seemed to prefer the company of the boys in the back when he got a moment to himself. There was that one time when he saw me without an umbrella at the start of a downpour and shielded me with his jacket until I made my way to my car. He left me with a smile, and I found him in my dreams.

No such luck the next day.

Now he was here, and I took a step closer to his side as he pressed one long finger to his lips.

“Johnny?” I asked again. “Is there something that you---?”

“Just a heads up,” he cautioned. “Watch your step. Don’t let him think he’s won.”

I started to thank him for the warning when the sound of Scott clearing his throat tore me away from his gaze. I mouthed a quick thank you and watched him walk away as I entered the little man’s office and slowly assumed the seat before his desk.

“So, Anna,” he continued as he whipped out what had to be my personnel file and scanned the pages that I could not see. “How long have you been with us?”

“I have been with the company for nearly three years,” I carefully answered. No way was I going to let him do that; Scott Walsh had barely shown up on the scene, and now he was acting like he had built the business from the ground up when the blood and the sweat and the tears came from other people who had a right to the claim.

“That’s what it says right here,” he continued. “How do you think you’re doing?”

It was a trick question. If I said I felt, I was doing a decent job he was bound to list all of the reasons that I was falling short in his estimation. Turn it the other way around, say that I could still do better, and no doubt he would use that as an excuse to hand me my walking papers.

“You’ve probably already made up your mind,” I countered. “So what do you think?”

“Whoa, whoa, whoa, Anna,” he said as he let the file fall to his desk and waved one hand in the air. “No need to get heated or anything. Just a simple question.” His blue eyes practically sparkled at the idea of watching me dance for my livelihood. And it wasn’t like I didn’t need the job. If he cut me off without so much as a severance package, I had no idea how I would make my next month’s rent. But the last thing that I wanted was to give him the satisfaction of seeing how much this hurt.

“Just answer the question,” I said as I folded my hands on my lap.

“If that’s how you want to play it… your numbers are decent enough when it comes to the new customers. But your return average leaves a lot to be desired. I mean, if they’re just going to ask for someone else in the end, couldn’t it be anyone sitting on your desk.”

So my crime was getting the sale but also working the new leads? On what planet did that make any kind of sense? Scott Walsh simply wanted a staff in house that had no knowledge as to how he had acquired his current position.

My time was nearly up.

“What do you really want to say to me right now, Scott?” No way in hell was I going to give him the respect of a title. His eyes narrowed when he seemed to sense that I wouldn’t play, and he stood up on his wobbly legs and pointed towards the door.

“That we thank you for your service,” he hissed. “You can take a moment to collect your things.”

I had a coffee cup and a picture from my best friend’s wedding. And the set of gel pens that I had bought with my own money because I liked the way they felt in my hand. No need for a banker’s box when it came to my belongings, but as soon as I started to stuff the pens into my purse, Scott was there like a shot.

“My offer does not extend to company property,” he said as he tried to pry the pens from my hands.

“No,” I insisted. “These are mine.”

“Just leave them on the desk.”

He didn’t even say your desk. With one flick of his tongue, I was about to be erased. All the nine to fives amounted to nothing, and I felt a switch go off in my head as I fought for the privilege of taking what was mine.

“Check the supply receipts if you don’t believe me!” I demanded. Scott’s supposed show of strength was nothing compared to the rage bubbling in my soul, and I tried to grab the pens and run when he snapped his stubby fingers and beckoned someone closer.

“Johnny! Can we get a little help over here?” Looking over my shoulder, I spied Johnny again. His shoulders sagged, and my eyes filled with hope as he snatched the pens from my hands and stuffed them into his pocket.

“I said that they’re---”

“Get this one out of here,” Scott ordered. “And see that you relieve her of her ID badge before she leaves the building.”

The son of a bitch took off on his bow legs, and Johnny tightened his hold around my waist as he marched me past the cubicles. The few friends that I had left in the office hung their head and tried to keep their focus on their computer screens. The girls that Scott had brought into the fray shot me a few snarky smirks until I was shown out the back door and into the warm afternoon air just after what would have been my lunch hour.

“Anna, I---”

“Save it,” I hissed. “Thought you were trying to have my back in there.”

“I am,” he insisted. “I do.”

“Could have fucking fooled me.”

Ripping my badge from my lapel, I tossed it to his feet and started to turn on my heel.

“I can take it from here,” I continued. “Thanks for nothing, friend.”

I fell into my car and gripped the steering wheel so hard that I thought my whitening knuckles would burst and reveal the bones under the skin. So much for my graceful exit; now Scott had an anecdote for parties he had no right to attend, and maybe Johnny would get a kickback for following the sound of his master’s voice. My heart curdled in my throat, and I struggled to catch my breath as I turned the key in the ignition and sped away from the building. Should I have just let the pens go and taken off with my head held high? Too late for that now, and I pulled into Burger King for a Whopper and a strawberry shake with whipped cream before heading home to drown my sorrows in something stronger.

After showering until my skin felt raw, I cracked open a bottle of wine and made do without the benefit of a glass. I sipped from the neck and started to feel a haze crawl over my eyes when there was a soft knock at my door. Curling deeper into my couch and hoping that the source of the sound would simply disappear, the knocking grew louder until I had no choice but to leave my couch in my paisley pants and white sleeveless t-shirt. Shuffling down the steps, I peered through the peephole and gritted my teeth as I undid the chain followed by the deadbolt.

“Johnny.”

My voice was thick as I spoke his name, and he looked small in the light flickering over my door.

“Hey, Anna,” he muttered. “How are you doing?”

“That’s a dumb question,” I shot back. “What the hell do you want?”

“I… I was worried about you,” he started. “You tore out like a bat out of hell.”

“Did you make sure that you gave Scott my badge?” I asked.

“Yes,” he admitted. “But I---”

“So what else do you people want from me?” I demanded. “I’ve been made a fool. Probably fucked my chances to collect. What else is there to-?”

“I brought you your pens.”

His large hand reached into his breast pocket, and it emerged with my gel pens bound together by a single rubber band. My eyes started to brim with tears as I accepted his gift, and my legs nearly gave out from under me when he was right there to catch me before I fell.

“Anna, I… I’m so sorry you had a shitty day,” he whispered into my ear. Nodding my head into his neck, I felt my body about to go limp when he hoisted me into his arms and carried me up the steps. Johnny settled me on my couch as the hum from the TV glowed a few feet off, and he picked up the bottle of wine with a sad smile.

“Don’t do this,” he said. “You’re better off being out of there.”

“Maybe,” I said as I wiped my nose with the back of my hand. “Only thing that kept me going back was the people. Without Jeanne or Cathy I…”

My voice trailed off when I saw his eyes grow wide, and he placed his hand on my cheek.

“I was there,” he said. “And right now… right now I’m here.”

“So you are,” I agreed. “Thank you for the pens.”

“Least I could do.”

No. He could do so much more.

“Anna, I---”

Cutting him off with a quick kiss, I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled him closer. Johnny moved in time with my lips and started to fall with me into the cushions. I pulled his shirt from his waistband and let my fingers play against his smooth sides as he nipped at my ear.

“You don’t have to do this,” he assured me.

“And what if I want to?” I shot back. “Since that first day?”

“Well, that’s different.”

With a waggle of his eyebrows, he reached under my shirt and found my nipples already hard. I moaned at the impact of his touch as his lips dotted my neck and he grinded his hips against the paisley.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” he moaned. “I kept hoping you’d come around back.”

“Did you really?” I asked as I took his chin in my hand. Johnny bathed my fingers with tiny kisses, and I arched forward until I was sitting at his side. Stripping off my shirt, I only shuddered slightly at the sense of my bare chest under his eyes. Johnny worked his hands over my skin and stopped just below my shoulders as I leaned into him and let his fingers draw close to my ass.

“Take it all off,” I said. “I want you to.”

“And I want to see you,” he said. “But I really only came around to---”

“I have the pens now, Johnny,” I purred. “Don’t you think I deserve something more?” His teeth poked through his lips, and he guided me to my feet as his hands rested on my hips. With one smooth tug, he let the paisley fall from my legs, and I stepped away from the pattern as I planted my palms on his shoulders.

“Do you like?” I asked.

“Of course,” he moaned. Moving between his legs, I let his thighs surround me and saw his cock poking under his pants.

“You really must,” I said. My fingers fell to his fly, and I released his cock with one quick tug. His shaft shimmered in answer to my question, and I moved deeper into his lap as my cunt start to melt around him.

“You’re already so wet,” he crooned. My lips fell to the top of his head, and I kissed him there as my arms winded around his neck and I pulled him into a deeper kiss. As our tongues tangled, I started to strip away his shirt. Kneading my nails into his back, Johnny released a light groan of pleasure.  His pulse met my pussy, and I dragged my hands down his chest. Turning my hips in time with his rhythm, my cunt clenched around his length when I suddenly shot up.

“What’s… wrong?” he panted. His cock was still hard and eager inside my folds, and I lay my hand on his cheek.

“Johnny, I… today I threw all caution to the wind and came out with nothing to show for it.”

“Thanks so much for that,” he said as he started to pull out with a frustrated frown on his lips. He wiped one palm over his damp face, and I let my fingers curl around his wrist as my whisper found his ear.

“Tomorrow you’ll go back and try to keep your nose clean,” I continued. “It’ll do you no good to be associated with the likes of me.”

He tried to protest when I swiftly pressed one finger to his lips.

“So let’s make this one night special,” I said.

“What do you think I’m trying to do here?” he challenged. I had to smile at the earnest tone in his voice, and I stifled the giggle bubbling at the base of my throat.

“I’ve been in boys’ laps before,” I said.

“Kind of got that much,” he said as his breath began to calm. “So why are we stopping?”

“You kept hoping I’d come around back,” I said. “Care to take that literally?”

It took all of a split second for his eyes to comprehend my meaning, and his large hands began to twist me towards my belly when I held him back with a quick shake of my head.

“Not here,” I whispered. “Come to my bed, Johnny.”

Standing slowly, I extended my hand and felt our fingers lace together when he scooped me into his strong arms. Now the giggle burst free, and I quickly kissed him as I gestured towards the closed door just off the living room. Johnny kicked it open, and we fell together on the tangle of sheets that was my unmade bed.

“Sorry for the mess,” I muttered. “But I wasn’t expecting---”

“It’s fine,” he said as he planted a quick kiss on my chin. “You sure you want this?”

His question was sweet, and I felt a small shudder wash over my body when his hard cock returned to my line of sight. What would he feel like buried in my tightest hole? Curiosity consumed me, and I nodded without words as I slowly shifted to my belly.

And eased my legs apart.

Johnny joined me on the bed, the mattress creaking slightly as he joined me within the rumpled sheets. He let one hand sweep over my quivering ass, and as he paused at the crack, a single finger slipped inside me. I bit down on my lip and clutched the blanket just beyond my face when he left me wanting more.

“Don’t stop,” I moaned. “I need this.”

“I got that,” he said. “Same here, Anna.” His hands pushed against my rear, and my body began to open. His breath trickled down my spine, and I felt his cock brush against my skin as his tip hovered at the precipice of my opening, and his hands gripped my shoulders.

“It might hurt,” he said as he placed a kiss on my ruffled hair.

“Not with you,” I said. “Look out for me, Johnny. One last time.”

His fingers trailed down my arms, and he clutched my hands as he thrust forward. My body arched and I gasped at the beginning of his impact. How would he manage to go further? I wondered if this was a foolish desire as he started to fill me inch by inch. With each push, my body felt as if might buckle underneath him, but the delight in feeling him erase the distance between us gave me strength. When he settled between my cheeks, I reveled in his smooth length and waited for him to move.

“Johnny?” I groaned. “Are you going to---?”

He answered my question with a slight push back followed by a sure thrust. My eyes began to water as he settled into a sure pace, and I savored the sense of him going deeper. Every time he moved out, I felt cold. Empty. But then his cock burrowed its way back inside. The organ was on fire as it extended my flesh, and I summoned the strength to clench my trembling desire in an unfamiliar fashion. He explored parts of my body untouched by any man, and I felt my breath pick up in my chest as the seconds between his thrusts, and his loss vanished into the mist of my mind. Was he finding my soul with his throb? I stretched away from the bed and offered even more of my ass as my nails dug into his palms.

“Like that!” I moaned. “Give me more of your…” I couldn’t finish the thought as his cum spilled around me. Yet I was on my knees, knocking my head against his chest as I cried for more and wanted the moment to stretch into an eternity. His cock seemed long enough to get the job done.

And then he released one hand in search of my cunt.

“Cum with me,” he moaned into my ear. “I want to feel you unravel, Anna.”

Following his order with ease, my lust coated his fingers as his lunges took me both sides. I savored the pressure inside my ass as my cunt soaked his palm… the sheets. And when Johnny forced me back to the bed, his teeth nipped at my shoulders as my body brimmed with his lust from every angle. I started to bite down on the sheets when I could no longer keep quiet. I hadn’t done as much when Scott showed me the door, and I would be damned if he would take this moment away from me now.

“Fucking incredible!” I cried. “I want---”

Johnny twisted inside me, and I relished the lingering of his cock. When he finally started to drag his shaft away from my ass, I felt my body tingle. The delicious aches strained to record every inch of his length, and even though I groaned when he was gone, Johnny pushed me towards the pillows and kept one hand between my legs.

“It had to hurt,” he said as he kissed the space just under my eyes. “A little.”

“But I loved it,” I promised as he settled me into the unmade bed and kept caressing my cunt. Somehow I felt that I could come all over again when his fingers paused against my folds, and he traced tiny circles into my soaked skin and rested his head on my shoulder.

“Always knew I should have done a hell of a lot more than just help you to your car,” he said. “And today…”

“You were kind of a white knight today,” I muttered as I stroked his hair. “And I don’t blame you for following his orders. One of us should still have a job.”

“Anna, I…”

His voice fell off, and I tuned him out. There was nothing but his hand on my pussy and dwindling fire around my ass as I drifted into a dream of having him in every way over and over again.

When my eyes fluttered open as a few shards of sunlight poked through the blinds, I wondered how I would walk as I remembered the moments with Johnny. Maybe there would be no need if I could just fall into his chest and find his lips…

…but when I turned to the other end of the bed, he was nowhere to be found.

What the hell had I really expected? I threw myself at him and gave him a fantasy as I indulged my own. Somehow I felt sure that he would keep the night to himself as he returned to the warehouse.

But that did not change the fact that I was utterly alone.

As I started the coffee and couldn’t even think of anything in the way of a solid breakfast, I moved back to the couch and found my discarded pajamas alongside the nearly empty bottle of wine. Dressing slowly, I fell back into the couch and could still smell Johnny in the cushions as I forgot the coffee and curled up into a ball. What did I have to show for the last few years of my life? A few friends. If I managed to keep in touch with Jeanne and Cathy. An amazing night with a strapping man who had brought me to untold heights.

And… and the pens…

My eyes scanned the room in search of the source of the ink, and I focused on the coffee table as I left the couch. Walking was easier said than done, and I thought of hiding them away when I spied the scribble on the back of a magazine.

Anna. If you get this, I went for bagels. Not sure if you like cream cheese or butter. I’ll get both. And I’ll be---

I stopped reading at the sound of the door clicking open and rushed to the top of the stairs. Johnny reappeared with a brown bag in his arm, and he looked up at me as he jangled my ring of keys.

“Hope you don’t mind,” he said. “But I come bearing gifts.”

He stood just a step below me as I reached for his face and nuzzled his nose.

“It’s so sweet of you,” I started. “But don’t you have to get back to the office.”

He shook his head as he grabbed my hand.

“If we’d had a chance to talk, I would have told you that I gave that prick my notice,” he said.

“You… why did you do that?” I asked even as my heart started to skip several beats.

“Because I didn’t want to work for a man like that,” Johnny continued. “And more to the point…”

He met me on the landing as he let the brown bag fall and folded me into his arms.

“I didn’t want to miss out on seeing you every single day.”

My lips melted around his, and I felt no fear for the future as he hoisted me into his arms, and I let my head fall into the crook of his neck.

“Thank you,” I whispered. “For everything.” We kissed again, and I could smell the coffee ready to hit the mugs as I glanced back in the direction of the bedroom.

“You want a blowjob before breakfast?” I asked with a wink.

“I love the sound of that.”

And I loved so much more than his words as we fell back to the sheets. It was just past dawn, and this already felt like the best day of my life.
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