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Author’s Note
 

All characters involved in sexually explicit acts are eighteen years of age or older.




Year 1: 2014
 





Month 1: January
 

Week 1: Boxing Day
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

December 26th
2013, 1:00 PM: Boxing Day! Some people love Boxing Day, others hate it. I do both. Being an avid cinephile (movie lover), Dec. 26th is my favorite day of the year. Sometimes, the sales are so good that I spent up to $1000 in a single day. But this year was a small one; only $300 :(. Okay, time to get back to the story before you start to think I am some sort of shopaholic.
So I was standing outside (in the freezing cold) alongside a hundred other people, waiting to be let into Walmart. Finally, the doors opened and I was dragged along by the mass of people. Determined to get my hands on Assassin's Creed III, I hurried over to the electronics section. Unfortunately, only one employee was assigned to this section, so it took over half an hour before a copy of the game was finally put aside for me. But my troubles were nowhere near over as I would have to spend another half hour in line just to pay for the damn thing.
A sigh escaped me as I got in line. That is, until I noticed the barely-legal blonde standing before me. Although I could only see the back of her, I could tell she was hot. But I did not realize just how hot until a guy cut through the line, shoving her backward.
"Wow!" I gasped in amazement as she turned to apologize. She was hot; really hot!
"Sorry," she said, but I was far too busy struggling to keep from moaning—wave after wave of arousal had started washing over me—to respond. My lips curled into a smile as I realized what was about to happen. Moments later, the fantasy began.
Unlike the real me, the fantasy me was unable to resist the sight of that beautiful blonde standing before me. Letting arousal take over, I grabbed her by the waist and pulled her close. I could see the shock in her eyes as I leaned forward, soon pressing my lips against hers.
"Mmm?!" she moaned in surprise as I thrust my tongue into her mouth. Not wasting a second, I began moving my tongue around, exploring her every nook and cranny. A few seconds went by with no reaction from the hot blonde. That is, until she did something I had not even considered; she started reciprocating my eager tongue strokes.
"Mmmmm!" we moaned in unison as our tongues danced around in each other's mouths. But the blissful experience did not last long; after only a few seconds, she broke the kiss.
"What the fuck are you doing?" she almost shouted.
I sighed. So much for flawless seduction. Although I would normally have tried to seduce her, I decided to opt for another approach; pulling back, I smacked her across the cheek. Hard! Her eyes widened in shock as her jaw dropped open in utter amazement. Unfortunately for her, I did not give her any time to recover.
"Shut up and lick my boobs!" I ordered as I ripped my blouse open, revealing my braless breasts. Unfortunately, the beautiful blonde was still too shocked to understand what was happening. Taking things into my own hands, I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her forward. Less than a second later, I had forced her to her knees and inserted a nipple into her mouth.
"Mmm?!" she moaned. Before she could even think of pulling away, I ordered her to lick it. Too confused by the unexpected turn of events, she did as told.
"That's it," I moaned encouragingly as she began tentatively flicking her tongue back and forth. After only a few flicks, I saw her demeanor go from shocked fear to arousal-fueled eagerness. Within seconds, she was eagerly licking, sucking and biting one nipple while her fingers massaged, pulled and pinched the other.
"Mmmmm!" I moaned blissfully, too aroused to realize the other people in line had begun to gather around us. Most seemed shocked, but a few looked aroused. I let the barely-legal blonde stimulate my nipples for another few seconds before grabbing a handful of her hair and roughly yanking her head back.
"Lick my pussy!" I ordered as I reached down and began unzipping my jeans. Within seconds, my pants were around my ankles, revealing my panty-free pussy. It was not until I felt dozens of eyes on my labia that I realized everyone in line had gathered around us, eager to get a peek at my privates. I could not help but smile as I realized it was undoubtedly the first real pussy many of those video game geeks had ever seen.
"I guess they're in for quite a show," I thought to myself as I beckoned the kneeling blonde forward with my index. That was all it took; moments later, I felt her tongue come into contact with my labia as she buried her face into my crotch.
"Fuck!" I moaned loudly as I felt my arousal skyrocket. A shiver ran through me, almost making me lose my balance. Luckily, I managed to remain upright as she forced her tongue past my lower lips.
"FUCK!" I yelled blissfully as she began tongue-fucking the shit out me. My breath grew increasingly short as my moans grew ever-more powerful. There was so much arousal coursing through my veins that it only took a few seconds before I felt an orgasm grow deep within me. Moments later, I released the first wave of cum, sending an impressive amount of orgasmilk flying into my lover's mouth.
"Mmmmm!" she moaned as wave after wave flowed into her oral cavity. Before long, it became too much for her to handle and the sweet nectar was forced out of her mouth. Cum flew in all directions, raining down upon both us and our eager audience, until...
Someone shoved me; hard! Snapping back to reality, I felt myself being pushed forward... straight into the hot blonde before me!
"Goddammit!" I swore as I glanced over my shoulder to see the same man as before—the one that has shoved the blonde into me. I considered calling him an asshole, but he was long gone before I could.
"Sorry," I apologized as I turned back to my fantasy lover.
"It's all right," she said, obviously having witnessed the incident. Before I had a chance to come up with a witty comment, we reached the front of the line. Less than a minute later, the hot blonde had vanished into the crowd, leaving me alone and horny. Fortunately, I soon forgot all about her when an impatient client told me to 'Hurry the fuck up!'
By the time I was done paying, it was already 2:00 PM. An entire hour of my time had been wasted for a game; one lousy game (okay, the game is not lousy, but still...)! With all the movie deals still waiting for me, I shook the arousal from my body and got to work. Although that was just the start of the long day of shopping I had waiting for me, it was worth it; I got great deals on tons of hot movies and... a great fantasy!
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 2: The Massage
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

It all started with a decision; a seemingly simple decision. After years of ‘mañana’s and ‘maybe someday’s, I finally decided to get a professional massage. I had had an exhausting week and desperately needed to relax. With that in mind, I picked up the phone and called the first masseuse I found.
Less than an hour later, the doorbell rang.
“Wow! That was fast,” I muttered to myself as a hurried to let her in. I was stunned when I opened the door to find a breathtaking brunette—I had made sure to request a woman as the thought of a man’s hands on my body repulsed me—standing before me. Although not quite as hot as the characters in my stories, she was easily one of the hottest women I had ever seen.
“Hi,” she said in a sweet voice as a smile curled her lips, “Did you order a massage?”
I nodded, too overwhelmed by her beauty to speak. Minutes later, I was in my living room, being asked to strip. After a little hesitation—believe it or not, I am actually kind of shy—I slid out of my jeans and tank-top. I cannot be sure, but I think I actually saw a faint smile on her lips when she saw my naked body.
“You can lie down,” she said in that same sweet voice.
I hesitated.
“I’m a virgin,” I admitted after a while.
Her eyes widened, undoubtedly wondering why I was telling her that.
“Oh my god!” I gasped, realizing how it must have sounded. “I mean I’ve never had a massage,” I quickly added.
She giggled, which only served to make me blush even more.
“Don’t worry, sweetie. I’ll take good care of you,” she said as she laid a comforting hand on my shoulder. I nodded and soon found myself lying on the massage table she had brought with her.
“Mmmmm!” I could not help but moan softly as I felt her pour oil all over my naked body. Moments later, the massage began and that is when it all started. The second her hands came into contact with my oil-covered skin, a powerful wave of arousal washed over me and the fantasy officially began.
Although my body remained still in the real world, my fantasy body went crazy. Letting my arousal take over, I sat up and grabbed the beautiful masseuse. Pulling her close, I tried to plant a kiss on her lips. Unfortunately, a hand soon stopped me.
“Not so fast,” she said as she grabbed me and forced me back down onto the table. I was surprised by her strength, but even more by the juicy kiss she planted on my lips. Before I could even realize what was happening, I felt her tongue slither past my lips and start exploring my oral cavity. It took me a few seconds to realize what was happening, but when I finally did, I wasted no time before reciprocating her lustful tongue strokes. Our blissful moans echoed throughout the apartment for the next few minutes as we shared the most passionate kiss in history. Thank god my roommates were out for the day...
After what felt like mere seconds but was undoubtedly the better part of five minutes, I felt her pull away. My eyes flew open and my mouth did the same to protest. But before I could speak a single word, I felt her oil-covered hands all over my boobs.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned blissfully as she began playing with my breasts like only a masseuse can. After only a few seconds, she once more pulled away. Luckily, I did not have time to open my eyes—which had been forced shut by arousal—before I felt something on my left nipple; something wet. A tongue!
“Mmmmm!” I moaned again as she began expertly flicking her tongue back and forth. Wave after wave of arousal washed over me as my moans grew increasingly powerful. Although incredibly arousing, it did not take long before I grew weary of this non-stop teasing; I wanted more! As if aware of my desperate need for escalation, she soon began kissing her way down to my pussy.
“Oh fuck!” I moaned blissfully as I felt her lips on my labia. The powerful wave of arousal that washed over me forced my eyes open. I peered down at her and could not help but smile when I found her peering back up at me with lust-filled eyes. We remained eye-locked as she thrust her tongue deep into me.
“FUCK!” I yelled in ecstasy as she began tongue-fucking the shit out of me. My breaths grew increasingly short while my moans grew increasingly powerful. As if her powerful tongue thrusts were not enough, she soon reached up and began massaging my oil-covered boobs with those soft hands of hers. Wave after wave of arousal washed over me, until… it finally happened; I climaxed!
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned at the top of my lungs as wave after wave of hot orgasmilk gushed out of me. Splitting into millions of tiny drops, the sweet nectar was sent flying through the air, soon covering my truly full body masseuse in a thick layer of cum…
At least, that is what happened in my head until a voice suddenly snapped me back to reality.
“Are you all right?” asked the masseuse.
“Uh-oh!” is all I could think as my eyes flew open, officially putting an end to my fantasy. Peering up, I found my all-too-real masseuse peering down at me with a puzzled expression.
“I… I’m fine. Why?” I asked, even though I was pretty sure I did not want to know the answer.
“Well, you were…” she hesitates, “Moaning.”
I instantly felt my cheeks burn red with shame as I realized not every part of my fantasy had remained in my head. I managed to come up with a suitable explanation—it was my first massage after all—but it was pretty obvious she was not buying it.
The next few minutes of the massage were accompanied by an awkward silence. However, that gave me enough time to realize a few things. One: fantasies are awesome! Two: that was definitely not my last massage…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 3: The Blackout
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

Saturday, 5:30 PM: the coldest day of January—and by cold, I do not mean one of those cheesy American colds, but a “Freeze-your-balls-off!” Canadian cold.
I was snuggled on the couch, playing GTA Online with one of my friends when the power suddenly went out. I could not help but chuckle as I imagined my friend’s reaction. Unfortunately, I was unable to let her know what happened because my internet phone was also dead (so much for technology).
So I waited. And waited. And waited. Nothing! That night, my roommates and I played board games by candlelight (okay, maybe it was flashlights, but still...) to pass the time. At around 11:00 PM, one of them decided she could not sleep in a cold apartment and left to stay with a friend. With nothing else to do, my remaining roommate and I continued playing and talking for another hour or so.
By midnight, it got so cold we gradually (and unconsciously) crew closer and closer. Before long, we touched… and that is when the fantasy began!
I went to wrap my arm around her in the hopes it would lead to a hug (or possibly more). Unfortunately, she proposed we retire for the night before I had a chance to make my move. Disappointment filled me. That is, until she proposed we share a bed to keep warm. I answered so quickly I think I might have actually agreed before she even spoke the words.
Less than five minutes later, I lay naked beneath the covers (I always sleep nude). A surprised smile appeared on my lips when I saw her slide out of her clothes and slip in next to me. The simple sight of her gorgeous body was enough to send a powerful wave of arousal washing over me. Fortunately, I had enough self-control to keep from pulling her in for a passionate kiss. That is, until she proposed we spoon to keep warm.
Moments later, I felt her erect nipples poke at my back.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned softly as she slung an arm up and over me. My heart began beating madly. But it was nothing compared to when she began softly kissing my neck. Another blissful moan escaped me. Hearing it, she flipped me onto my back and, lying atop me, planted a juicy kiss upon my lips. The shock that first filled me soon washed away when I began reciprocating her eager tongue strokes.
“Mmmmm!” we moaned softly as our tongues danced around madly in each other’s mouths. Unfortunately, I felt her break the kiss less than a minute later. Before I even had time to complain, I felt her body slide down along mine. Moments later, she vanished beneath the covers. My brain barely had time to process the information before I felt her lips wrap themselves around one of my erect nipples.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I felt my arousal skyrocket. She used her tongue, lips and teeth to stimulate one nipple while her fingers got to work on the other. My moans grew louder and louder as my breaths grew shorter and shorter. Although blissfully enjoyable, I soon began begging for more. Luckily, I did not have to wait long as I soon felt her slide down even farther.
“OH GOD!” I moaned loudly when I felt her lips on my labia. Thank god our roommate was gone. But I soon forget all about her when my lover began fervently darting her tongue in and out of my pussy. My moans soon turned into blissful screeches.
As if the feel of her tongue diving in and out of me was not enough, she soon decided to escalate things even further. I felt my arousal suddenly skyrocket, but it took a few seconds before I realized what had happened; she had just slid a finger in my ass! Before I could even decide if I liked it or not, she added a second one and began pumping away at my tight ass.
“OH FUCK!” I moaned, officially deciding to not fight what was happening. I soon realized I chose wisely when I felt an orgasm build deep within me. Moments later, the first wave of cum flew up from the depths of my cunt.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned at the top of my lungs as wave after wave of hot orgasmilk squirted out of me, covering us both in an ever-thickening layer of cum. Nothing better to keep us warm on such a cold night ;). My moans continued echoing throughout the room for a few seconds before a voice suddenly snapped me back to reality.
“What are you doing?” asked my roommate (the real one, not the fantasy one). As if coming out of a dream (which I kind of was), I glanced around groggily, only to realize I was hugging her.
“S… sorry…” I stuttered as I pulled away, “I was cold.”
She nodded, but I could not help and feel like she is not convinced. Putting an end to the awkward silence that was beginning to creed between us, she proposed we retire for the night. For half a second, I expected her to invite me to her room, but soon realized that never actually happens in real life.
Minutes later, I dove under the covers of my own bed, barely managing to keep from screaming as I felt the cold sheets against my skin. Luckily, the memory of that vivid fantasy (and the hand between my thighs) helped warm up the bed. What followed was nowhere as great as my fantasy, but it was enough to keep me warm for the night.
Sunday 8:30 AM: the power was still off! To make things worse, a total of twenty-four inches of snow had fallen during the night. The entire day was spent in the cold until the power finally returned at 6:30 PM, putting the number of hours spent in the cold at twenty-five. Not exactly the relaxing weekend I had hoped for, but at least I had survived. And I had gotten a great fantasy out of it ;).
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 4: Dog Sitting
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

December 31st 2013, 5:00 PM; the last day of the year! I was lying on my bed, my fingers darting in and out of my pussy when I suddenly remembered something.
“Oh fuck!” I almost yelled as my fingers flew out of my cunt. I had just remembered my friend had asked me to babysit her dog. I had agreed, but since it was only a dog, I had decided feeding him would be enough. Unfortunately, that was three days earlier and I had forgotten all about him. To make even things worse, my friend was returning that very same day at…
“Fuck!” I swore again as I realized my friend was due back in an hour. Determined to keep my forgetfulness a secret, I barely had time to slip into a bathrobe and throw on a jacket before heading out the front door. After a quick walk in the freezing cold and a long, drafty bus ride—after all I was wearing nothing beneath my bathrobe—across the city, I reached my friend’s apartment.
Beep. Beep.
“Fuck!” I swore as I glanced at my watch. It was 6:00 PM. For the first time in my life, I actually hoped my friend would be late. A quick knock on the door told me her punctuality had not improved in the last three days. Sighing in relief, I let myself in, only to be greeted by an overzealous (and starving) Doberman. I bypassed the customary ‘Hey bud!’ and the hello petting and rushed into the kitchen. Moments later, I was dumping an entire bag of dog food into the canine’s bowl. I barely had time to take a step back that he dove in head first.
A relieved sigh escaped me as I rest my back against the wall and let myself slide to the ground. I started to relax until my gaze came across the dog that stood before me. The back and forth rocking of his body made me realize I was still incredibly horny from my interrupted masturbation session. Before I even knew what was happening, the fantasy had started!
Unable to resist the sight of the muscular canine body sawing to and fro, I unzipped my jacket and pulled my bathrobe open, revealing my naked body. One hand traveled up to my boobs while the other went down to my pussy.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I slipped two fingers past my labia. Within seconds, I was furiously finger-fucking my cunt. Unfortunately, it did not take long before I started craving more. Giving into the bestial urges that had been growing within me, I yanked my fingers from my poon.
“Come here, you sexy dog,” I muttered as I reached out. I was surprised by my own strength when I easily grabbed the large canine and forced him onto his back. The first thing I noticed was the tip of his cock sticking out of his prepuce. He struggled to break free until I lowered my head between his hind legs, forcing my outstretched tongue to make contact with the tip of his bright-red dick. After only a few flicks of the tongue, he became as docile as a lamb. Another few flicks and his dick started to grow. Before long, I was able to wrap my lips around his shaft and instantly started bobbing my head up and down. Mere seconds later, his schlong was fully grown.
“Wow!” I gasped as I pulled back and found an eight-inch-long by slightly-over-an-inch-wide cock standing before me. The sheer sight of it was enough to drive me crazy. Diving back into action, I sucked the shit out of that canine cock until I felt it start to convulse. Moments later, it happened; he climaxed!
“Mmm?!” I moaned in shock as I found myself stunned by not just the power of his squirts, but also by the taste of them. Unlike in my stories, his cum was not sweet; it was salty. My gag reflex soon forced me to reject the orgasmilk that was being forced into my mouth. The semen soon flowed past my lips and ran down between my boobs, toward my pussy. For some reason, I continued sucking his dick until the final wave flowed out of him. Pulling away, I spat out what little canine jizz still filled my mouth.
I began to wonder if sex with a dog was such a good idea when a canine tongue on my pussy reminded me just how horny I was. I peered down to find the large pet licking the cum that now covered my lower lips. I wondered how he could possibly like the taste of dog cum when I realized something; I was too horny to care. In fact, I was so horny that I did not want to get licked by the large canine; I wanted to get fucked by him!
Too horny to realize just how wrong what I so desperately craved actually was, I got to work. The first problem I had to resolve was how to get him hard again. Or so I though until I realized he already had a raging hard-on. Apparently, the taste of my pussy (and his cum) was enough to get him ready for round two. Taking full advantage of the situation, I slipped out of my jacket and bathrobe. Getting on all fours, I offered my body to the horny animal. Taking full advantage of the situation, my friend’s dog instantly mounted me, forcing every last inch of his cock into my poon.
“FUCK!” I yelled as he began thrusting his rock-hard shaft in and out of me. After only a few seconds, I was yelling at the top of my lungs as my canine lover fucked the shit out of me. Because of all the teasing leading up to this blissful moment, I soon felt an orgasm build within me.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I soon shrieked as the first wave of cum squirted out of me. Moments later, my lover’s cock started to convulse as his first wave flowed into my cock-filled cunt. The two substances mixed, forming a human/canine cum cocktail that was soon forced out of me, covering both us and the floor in cum. He continued pounding away at my squirting pussy until…
BANG!
I was instantly snapped back to reality. After a few seconds of confusion, I realized the banging sound was that of the front door being slammed shut.
“Oh fuck!” I muttered as I removed my hand from between my thighs—I only then realized I had been rubbing my pussy through my bathrobe—and got to my feet. Moments later, my friend entered the living room.
“Hi!” she said, obviously thinking I had spent the last three days taking care of her beloved dog. Fortunately, she did not know I had forgotten all about him and I was not about to tell her.
“How was the trip?” I asked.
“Good. How were things here?”
“Good,” I said, unable to keep from smiling as I thought to myself, “But they could have been better.” The fantasy had been so vivid that I only then realized something; I wanted more. A lot more! But for now, the fantasy will have to suffice. Then again, no one knows what the future holds…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 5: The Gynecologist
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

Finding a good doctor is hard. Finding a good gynecologist is almost impossible.
It all started when my gynecologist moved her practice to another city. Forced to seek out a replacement, I started looking, but finding a female gynecologist—the thought of a man examining my privates made me sick—is like looking for a needle in a haystack. But after weeks of fruitless search, I finally found the perfect candidate. Okay, she was a little young and inexperienced, but even a newbie would be better than a man—no offence to any man reading this, but I am just not into guys.
I was not quite sure what to expect as I waited in the exam room, but it sure as hell was not the breathtaking young woman that walked in moments later. Somehow, I managed to get through the routine questions, but the second I felt her gloved fingers on my labia, I all self-control left my body.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned softly as the fantasy began.
No longer bound by the laws of reality, the fantasy gynecologist started gently massaging my lower lips.
“Wh… what are you doing?” I asked softly, still unsure if the unexpected turn of events I was experiencing was a result of my imagination or real life. But when she peered up at me with lust-filled eyes, I knew it was all in my head. Still, that would not stop me from enjoying every second of it. But my new doctor had other plans in mind. Or so I thought as I felt her fingers leave my labia. I was about to protest when I saw her lean forward.
“Mmmmmm!” I moaned softly as I felt her hot breath on my poon. Moments later, she parted her lips and outstretched an avid tongue.
“Oh god!” I moaned as I felt her tongue dive past my labia. It traveled all the way up my pussy before being pulled back out.
“Want a taste?” she inquired in a sensual voice. Although all I want was to feel that worm tongue of hers inside me again, I nodded. Smiling, she got to her feet and I soon found myself peering up at her. Before I could even realize what was happening, she leaned forward and plunged her tongue into my mouth.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I felt my own pre-cum on her tongue as it darted around my mouth. I soon started reciprocating her eager tongue strokes as soft moans flowed past our lips. We explored each other’s oral cavities for almost a minute before I realized just how desperate I was for her to return to my cunt. Unfortunately, I would have to wait as, the second the kiss was broken, she tore the hospital gown off my body and focused on my boobs.
“Mmmmm!” I was unable to keep from moaning. Although a breast massage was not what I had been hoping for, there was no denying just how masterfully she manipulated my nipples. Another moan flowed past my lips as she used her tongue, fingers and the years of experience she undoubtedly had to play with my nipples, sending wave after wave of arousal washing over my body. My moans grew in intensity until I could no longer bear it.
“Fuck me! Please fuck me!” I begged between two moans.
A few chuckles flowed past her lips as she pulled away from my breasts. Luckily, her laughter had come to a stop by the time I felt her hair brush against my inner thighs.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned in anticipation. The blissful exclamation was soon followed by a much louder one as I felt her tongue once more dive into me.
“FUCK!” I almost yelled as she started eagerly tongue-fucking the shit out of my pussy. My breathing grew increasingly short as my moans grew in both intensity and length.
“Oh god!”
“Oh yes!”
“Oh fuck!”
My moans echoed throughout the exam room as my doctor’s tongue dove in and out of me at an astonishing speed. So quickly in fact, that it soon became impossible to tell when it was in and when it was out. But that did not matter; all that mattered was the way it made me feel. And trust me when I say it made me feel AWESOME! And things were about to get even more awesome.
“I’m gonna cum!” I soon announced. Sure enough, the first wave of orgasmilk soon flowed up from the depths of my pussy. Moments later, it gushed forth, squirting into my lover’s mouth.
“Mmmmm!” she moaned as she continued tongue-fucking my shivering cunt. Unfortunately, that was the last thing I heard before I was snapped back to reality by the voice of my all-too-real gynecologist.
“A… are you all right?” she asked, “You’re squirming.”
“I… I’m sorry,” I muttered, too turned on to find a suitable explanation. Although the sight of that gorgeous woman between my legs was hotter than anything I had ever seen, I knew I had to keep my urges in check; I could not afford to lose another gynecologist. Especially not one so hot…
A few minutes later, the exam was over and I was informed the preliminary exam showed no signs of anything being wrong, but that I should wait for the test results to be sure. But that was the last thing on my mind; I was too focused being disappointed that nothing more than my fantasy had happened. But maybe the next visit would be different. A girl can always hope, right?
 

To be continued Next Week…




Month 2: February
 

Week 6: Two Dogs
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

Saturday, 2:09 AM: my friend and I had just returned from a night of intense partying. We were both drunk out of our minds and barely able to stand. Somehow, we made it up the stairs leading to her apartment and miraculously managed to slide the key into the keyhole after only a few tries. Using the walls to keep us upright, we eventually made it to the living room couch.
“Ahhh…” I sighed in relief as I felt the couch beneath me. I had been up all night and my feet were killing me. Slipping out of my stilettos, I released another relieved sigh as my friend did the same next to me. But the calm did not last long as her two large dogs soon came rushing into the room. The two brothers were identical in every way but for their size. Although only barely noticeable, Frank was bigger than Beans—in case you were wondering, my friend did indeed name her dogs Frank and Beans.
When they realized we were far too drunk to pet them, the two large canines started fighting playfully. But before long, they got bored and decided to move on to something else. I could not help but smile as I saw Frank mount his brother and start humping him. I knew it had nothing to do with sex—Frank was just proving his dominance—but I could not help and feel a twinkle of arousal between my legs. Unfortunately, my friend soon ordered them to stop. The two large pets parted, but resumed the humping session as soon as their master left the room to go relieve herself.
“That’s hot,” I could not help but mutter to myself as I watched Frank hump Beans. It only took a few more seconds before I felt a wave of arousal wash over me. Before I knew what was happening, the fantasy had begun.
Unlike my other fantasies, this one was… unusual. Moments after the fantasy began, I heard a voice. It took me a few seconds before I realized it was actually Frank who had spoken—I was drunk, remember?
“You like that, don’t you?” growled Frank as he humped his little brother.
“Fuck you, bitch!” responded Beans as he struggled to break free.
Oddly, hearing dogs speak was not what freaked me out. The freaky part came in the form of their feminine, high-pitched voices—keep in mind, I was drunk (and a lesbian), so I cannot really be responsible for giving them female voices. But as weird as it was, hearing them insult each other in those sensual feminine voices turned me on. A lot!
“Have you ever kissed?” I suddenly asked. Frank stopped mid-thrust as the two turned their heads toward me.
“What?” they asked in unison.
I repeated the question.
“No,” said Frank.
“We’re brothers,” added Beans, making it obvious the thought of sharing an incestuous kiss repulsed them. Then again, they were humping each other, a point which I soon pointed out.
“…” was their response. Obviously, they had no valid reason for not sharing a brotherly kiss. Before they could come up with a logical reason, I started a speech that ended up convincing them to share the first—but definitely not last—incestuous kiss of their lives.
“That’s it,” I encouraged as Frank dismounted his sibling as Beans turned to face him. Moments later, their snouts grew closer and closer as their respective tongues slithered past their lips.
“Wow!” I gasped in awe as their tongues made contact. As if a single touch was enough to make them realize just how horny they made each other, the two started passionately making out. Their tongue dove in and out of each other’s mouths as they produced soft grunts of what I can only assume was arousal. Although the sight of two dogs kissing was not as hot as that of two women, it still forced a wave of arousal to wash over me. It was only then that I realized I was gently massaging my pussy through my jeans.
“Stop!” I soon ordered.
“What’s wrong?” asked Beans, having obviously enjoyed the incestuous kiss.
“Nothing. It’s just time to move on better and bigger things,” I said, putting an emphasis on “bigger”. Following my detailed instructions, the two brothers soon found themselves sitting side my side. Leaning sideways, the two soon crossed their bodies and started licking each other’s growing dicks.
“That’s so hot,” I encouraged as I watched their red shafts grow with each new lick. I momentarily tore my gaze away from them as I unzipped my pants and slipped out of my jeans, revealing my clean-shaven pussy. When I looked back up, their two rods were rock-hard and ready for the next part of my plan.
“Beans, suck your brother’s dick,” I ordered after studying their eight-inch-long by one-and-a-half-inch-wide cocks. Not wasting a second, Beans opened his mouth and wrapped it around his sibling’s erect manhood, forcing every last inch of it to vanish from sight. Eager to get started, Beans began bobbing his head up and down, forcing his brother’s dick to slide in and out of his mouth.
“That’s it,” moaned Frank in that sensual voice of his, “Suck it. Suck it fast and hard!”
“Mmmmm!” I moaned, both because of the arousing sight before me and the fact that my right hand was gently massaging my engorged labia.
Meanwhile, Beans was frantically sucking Frank’s cock, forcing blissful howls to flow past the massive canine’s lips. Although it took a good thirty seconds, it felt like mere seconds before I saw Frank’s massive schlong start to jerk about in his sibling’s mouth.
“He’s about to cum,” I realized as I started furiously massaging my lower lips, forcing my poon to grow wetter and wetter. Sure enough, I soon saw Bean’s cheeks balloon, letting me know his brother was shooting wave after wave of hot canine cum into his mouth. But before long, it was too much for him to handle and the hot nectar started shooting out of his mouth, covering both his face and the floor in his sibling’s hot jizz.
Unfortunately, it was all over in a matter of seconds, leaving me craving more; a lot more! Not wasting a second, I gave my next order.
“Lick up him cum, but don’t swallow it,” I ordered. Beans hesitated, still recovering from his first taste of cum. Luckily, he soon recovered and did as told.
“Now kiss your brother,” I instructed. Beans did as told and the two siblings shared a passionate kiss. As their tongues danced around in each other’s mouths, I could see the semen drip out of Bean’s mouth, making me even hornier than I already was.
“Stop!” I soon ordered, no longer able to bear all the teasing. The kiss came to an end and the two talking canines waited for my instructions.
“Fuck your brother,” I told Beans, then added, “…in the ass!”
Frank seemed shocked, but before he could even think of protesting, Beans was behind him. Moments later, the smaller of the two canines was squeezing his brother’s waist between his front legs. Hopping forward, he soon forced the tip of his prick to come into contact with Frank’s ass.
“Wait…” started Frank, but before he could finish, Beans forced all eight inches of his manhood into him.
“FUCK!” yelled Frank, probably more out of surprise than pain.
“You like that, don’t you? Bitch!” growled Beans as he started pounding away madly at his brother’s asshole. From the looks of it, he was finally getting payback for all the times Frank humped him to prove his dominance.
I suddenly realized I was no longer massaging my pussy. Peering down, I discovered I was instead furiously finger-fucking it. When I brought my attention back to the brothers, I realized Frank had gotten over the initial shock and was now begging his brother to pound his ass with all his might. And that is exactly what Beans did for almost a minute before he climaxed.
It was not until I heard Frank’s moans change that I realized what was happening; his brother was shooting his load into his ass. Not wanting to be left behind, I accelerated the speed my finger thrusts. Moments later, I climaxed, sending my hot orgasmilk flying into the air. Wave after wave of cum flowed out both me and Frank as both fingers and cock dove in and out of us repeatedly. That is, until the sound of my friend’s voice suddenly snapped me back to reality.
“Stop it!” she said in a firm voice. With my fantasy’s arousal still filling me, I glanced around and realized a few things. One: I was still wearing my pants (thank god). Two: the canine brothers were still humping each other, but the roles were reversed and there was no penetration. But the humping soon came to an end when the two siblings obeyed their master’s order.
“Why didn’t you stop them?” asked my friend as she took a seat beside me.
“I… I didn’t notice,” was all I could think to say.
She chuckled.
“You were staring right at them.”
“I was?”
She chuckled again.
“I think you’re drunk.”
There was a short moment of silence before we both burst out laughing. She was right; I was drunk. But that was not why I had let them go at it. The truth is, I had enjoyed watching them hump each other. So much so in fact, that I was now craving more; a lot more! Unfortunately, the fantasy I had just experienced would have to be enough. At least until I could get a little privacy…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 7: The Back Seat
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

It all started with a snowboarding weekend between friends. At least, that is what it was supposed to be. But when my friend insisted on bringing her new girlfriend along, everything changed. It went from being a fun weekend between two friends to being a couple’s first trip together. I spent those two long days feeling like the third wheel. The only upside was that my friend’s new lover—for the purposes of this story, let us call her Candy—was hot; really hot! As an added bonus, Candy spent the entire weekend throwing me longing glances. Then again, that could just have been my imagination.
Somehow, I managed to keep my urges in check until the car ride home. We had been stuck in traffic for the past hour and Candy was saying something about her back hurting because of a fall she had the previous day.
“You need to relax,” said my friend.
“I can rub your shoulders if you like,” I offered. But as soon as the words left my mouth, I regretted speaking them. It had taken every last ounce of willpower I had to keep from responding to Candy’s longing glances all weekend. There was no way I could resist her soft skin as I massaged her. Unfortunately, it was too late; I had already offered my services and there was no going back.
“Sure,” almost instantly replied Candy.
I sighed. Knowing there was no point in delaying the inevitable, I reached out. Moments later, I was gently massaging her shoulders.
“Mmmmm!” she moaned after only a few seconds. That one single moan was enough to send a wave of arousal washing over me. Moments later, I felt a familiar sensation and, before I even realized what was happening, the fantasy had begun.
“Wow! You’re so good,” said the fantasy Candy between two moans. I could not help but smile as I continued massaging her shoulders. The more she moaned, the more turned on I got. And the more turned on I got, the less control I had. Before long, I am unable to take it any longer. Putting an end to the massage, I reached around the seat and grabbed hold of her boobs. I then waited a few seconds to see how she would react. A moan was all it took to encourage me to start massaging her breasts through her t-shirt. Luckily, we had started moving again and my friend was too busy driving to notice what was going on beside her.
“Stop!” soon ordered Candy. I froze. Had she changed her mind? Had I misread her moan? Luckily, her next move helped reassure me. Saying the “shoulder rub” would be easier if she was in the back seat, she unbuckled her seatbelt. Moments later, she was sitting beside me. I hesitated, unsure what to do next. Luckily, Candy took matters into her own hands.
“Fuck the massage,” she whispered as she pulled me in for a long, passionate kiss.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned softly as I felt her tongue slither past my lips. Within seconds, we are passionately making out, our tongues darting about in each other’s mouths.
Unfortunately, the kiss was soon broken. But that was only because Candy had decided to escalate things. Reaching down, she literally ripped my blouse off, revealing by bra-free boobs. Not wasting a second, she started stimulating my nipples using not only her lips, tongue and teeth, but also her fingers.
“Oh god!” I moaned, but soon put a hand over my mouth to keep the sensual moans that followed from reaching my friend’s ears. Unfortunately, she had already heard the first one.
“What’s going on back there?” she asked, but could not risk peering back at us because of the constantly speed changing traffic.
“No… nothing,” I managed to stutter between to moans.
“Nothing at all,” added Candy as she pulled away from me with a mischievous smile plastered across her lips. We shared a few chuckles before she forced me to lie down on my back. Not wasting a second, she unzipped my jeans and, after a short struggle due to the lack of space, managed to remove them. She did not even bother looking at my now naked body before moving on to the next part of her plan. Grabbing my ass, she forced my pelvis up into the air, soon bringing it up to her face. With only a quick smile as warning, she dove in, avidly licking my lower lips.
“FUCK!” I moaned in a voice quite louder than I had intended. The moan went not unnoticed by my friend. Peering into the rear-view mirror, she finally realized what had been going on behind her for the past few minutes.
“What the fuck are you doing?” she cried out, almost crashing into the car in front of us.
“Shut up and drive,” responded her girlfriend in an angry voice as she momentarily pulled away from my cunt. Luckily for us, my friend had more important things to do than argue—like trying to get us back home alive. She continued driving, but peered into the mirror at every opportunity.
By then, Candy had started tongue-fucking my pussy, forcing both my arousal and my moans to increase in intensity. Struggling to keep my body from writhing in bliss, I felt an orgasm build deep within me. Moments later, the first wave of orgasmilk came gushing out of me. The hot liquid went flying through the air, landing not only on Candy, but also on my friend and the car. More waves soon followed until…
Suddenly, a loud sound—which I later realized was a car horn—snapped me back to reality. Glancing about, I realized I was still dressed, still massaging Candy and still horny. I also discovered I had unknowingly started massaging my way down toward Candy’s boobs. Realizing this, I quickly put an end to the massage.
“Why’d you stop?” she inquired.
“I… my hands were cramping up,” I lied as I tried to keep my heightened state of arousal in check. Peering out the window in an attempt to distract myself, I realized we were just pulling up to my apartment building.
“We should do this again sometime,” said Candy as she turned around in her seat and gave me one of her enticing glances. “It was fun,” she added, putting an emphasis on the last word. Somehow, I got the feeling she was not referring to the snowboarding.
“Y… yeah,” I stuttered as I opened the door and hurried out of the vehicle. Before Long, I was standing on the sidewalk, watching them drive away. I sighed.
Honestly, I was still unsure if those looks Candy gave me all weekend were anything more than friendly, but one thing remained certain; I would have enough pent up sexual energy to keep me going for a few days and a great fantasy to keep me company when I felt lonely.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 8: The Funeral
 

WARNING: This is not a fantasy! Unlike the previous installments in this series, the events that follow are purely fictitious. The concept for this started with the passing of my aunt. After attending her funeral on Valentine’s Day, I got the idea to write a story as homage to her. I know it may sound weird because I write erotica, but it is just my way of remembering my dear aunt. I hope you enjoy.
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

January 11th 2014, 9:30 AM: the phone rang. I answered, only to learn my aunt had passed away during the night. She had been getting worse of late and we had all seen it coming. Nonetheless, it was still a shock. Three days later, on Valentine’s Day, I was catching up with my relatives—most of who I had not seen in over a decade—as we waited for the service to begin. I was told by countless aunts, uncles and distant relatives that I had grown into a beautiful young woman. But all I wanted was to be left alone to grieve in peace. Luckily, we were soon informed the service would be starting momentarily. It was only then that I realized I needed to pee. After making a pit stop at the bathroom, I joined the rest of my relatives in the church. Not wanting to disturb anyone, I took a seat in the last occupied row. The only other person in that row was a gorgeous young woman. I knew it was wrong given the circumstances, but I could not help and get turned on as I looked her up and down. Unfortunately, trying to fight my urges became even harder when I recognized her; she was my cousin Candy! I had not seen her in twelve years and I was stunned at how much she had changed. She used to be a tomboy, but from the looks of it, her femininity had developed with age. She was now a breathtaking young woman.
“Hi,” I whispered as I slid over to her. It took her a few moments to recognize me, but when she did, a smile appeared on her luscious lips. We caught up quickly as we waited for the ceremony to begin. But we only got a few words out before the priest began his sermon. We spent the next few minutes in silence. That is, until emotions got the better of Candy and she burst into tears. I reached out to give her a comforting pat on the back, but she took it as an invitation to bury her face in my bosom as her entire body started to shake to the rhythm of her sobs. I wrapped my arms around her in a comforting embrace and let her weep. Well, until the feel of her face pressed against my boobs turned me on to the point where I felt a fantasy start to form within me. I tried to fight it, knowing how wrong it would be given the current situation. Unfortunately, I was unable to keep my perverse thoughts trapped inside my unconscious mind.
“Fuck…” was all I had time to think before the fantasy took hold of me. No longer bound by the laws of reality, I acted upon the incestuous urges that filled me. Unwrapping my arms from around Candy, I reached down with one hand. My fingers brushed against her thighs before I pressed my palm against her crotch. I felt her stiffen, but she soon relaxed when I started massaging her lower lips through the thin fabric of her pants. In fact, she relaxed so much that she soon stopped crying. Luckily, she still kept her face buried in my bosom. Realizing she would have rejected me by then if she did not appreciate my comforting touch, I decided to proceed with my plan. Removing my hand from between her thighs, I heard her whine softly—a whine which soon turned into a moan when I slipped my hand into her pants.
“Mmmmm!” she moaned, her voice muffled by my boobs, as I started moving my hand about, forcing my finger to massage her engorged labia. The wetness in her pants soon convinced me to escalate things. Less than a second later, I was slowly, sensually sliding two of my fingers in and out of her cunt.
“Mmmmm!” she moaned again as I started accelerating the rhythm. Before long, I was fervently finger-fucking her pre-cum-filled pussy. Thank god her face remained buried in my chest or everyone in the church would have heard her moan. I was particularly thankful for our current position when she climaxed, forcing wave after wave of hot orgasmilk flowing out of her poon. I smiled proudly as I imagined the gooey nectar creating an increasingly voluminous wet spot in her pants.
“MMMMM!” she moaned loudly. I cringed as I saw the woman sitting in the row before us—I knew she was my aunt, but I could not recall which one—glanced back at us. Apparently, she assumed Candy was crying, because she gave me an understanding smile and turned back around. By then, Candy had finished cumming and was panting softly. Obviously short on breath, she pulled away and I could not help but feel disappointment fill me. Luckily, that was not to be the end of it; quite the opposite. As soon as Candy’s breath returned, she pulled me in for a long, passionate kiss.
“Mmm?!” I moaned out of surprise as I felt her tongue dance around in my mouth. But I soon recovered and started reciprocating her eager tongue strokes. After the most intense make out session of my life, Candy pulled away, leaving me desperate for more. Luckily, I did not have to wait long as she slid off the bench, landing on the floor. Kneeling before me, she ripped my blouse open and, without a moment of hesitation, started expertly licking, sucking and teasing my nipples. A soft moan flowed past my lips and, in fear of anyone hearing it and glancing back at us, I slid forward on the bench and slumped down, hiding both my bare breasts and the young woman suckling on them. I managed to keep my moans contained for a bit, but I soon felt the arousal building within me. Just when I was about release a powerful moan, Candy pulled away.
“…” I started, but remained silent as I saw her unbutton and unzip my pants. Pulling them down, she revealed my panty-free pussy. Not wasting a second, she buried her face in my crotch. Less than a second later, I felt her tongue slither across my labia.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned in a voice I realized was much too powerful for our current situation. Luckily, no one seemed to have paid any mind to it. Afraid to be caught in this compromising situation, I slid even father down on the bench, leaving only my head visible. As luck would have it, that gave better access to Candy. Taking full advantage of it, she plunged her tongue past my lower lips, sending it sliding all the way up my pussy.
“Oh g…” I started, but the rest of my moan was cut short when I slapped a hand across my mouth. Even so, I barely managed to keep my moans contained. In fact, they soon got so loud that the aunt sitting in the adjacent row turned back to see what was going on. I barely had time to burry my face in my hands and pretend to be crying. I assume she bought it, because I soon saw her turn back around as I peered at her through the cracks between my fingers. Sighing in relief, I lowered my hands. But I was soon forced to raise one of them again to keep my loud moan from being heard when I felt Candy escalate things further.
“MMMMM!” came my muffled moan as I felt her slide a saliva-covered finger into my asshole. Another moan soon followed when she started sliding in and out of me. A third also came when she added a second finger. I could barely contain my blissful moans as I felt her tongue dive in and out of my poon while her fingers did the same in my ass. The double penetration was so enjoyable that I soon felt an orgasm build deep within me. Moments later, I felt my pussy start to shake and shiver. When I felt the first wave of cum flow up from the depths of my pussy, I knew I would be unable to keep my moans contained. Sure enough, the dam broke moments later.
“Oh my god! I’m cumming! I’M FUCKING CUMMING!” I yelled at the top of my lungs as I felt my hot orgasmilk squirt out of my pussy, splashing all over my gorgeous cousin. It took a few squirts before my relatives recognized the nature of the moans they were hearing and managed to pinpoint the source. By the time they did, I was squirting wave after wave of pussy fluid all over the place.
“OH YES!”
“OH GOD!”
“OH FUCK!”
My moans echoed throughout the church as everyone stared at me with shocked disbelief. Was I really doing what they thought I was? Yes. And I was fucking loving it! Unfortunately, I did not have time to finish climaxing before I got snapped back to reality.
“What are you doing?” asked Candy as she removed her face from between my boobs.
“Wh… what?” I stuttered as I glanced around. I could not help and feel a certain disappointment when I realized I was still fully clothed and there was not a drop of cum to be seen. On the plus side, I soon realized I had unknowingly grabbed hold of her left boob sometime during the course of my fantasy.
“Sorry,” I apologized as I removed my hand.
“It’s okay. We all grieve in different ways.”
I was not quite sure what she meant by that, but at least I was not in trouble for groping her. The rest of the ceremony was spent in silence and shame. I could not believe I had actually had a fantasy during my aunt’s funeral service. Then again, nobody got hurt and it was one of the hottest fantasies of my life! Maybe her death was not so tragic after all…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 9: The Depressed Dog
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

It was almost midnight, but my friend and I were huddled up on the couch instead of being out partying with the rest of our friends. So much for the legendary Friday night I had been promised. But I could not really blame her; one of her two large dogs (see “The Barbie Lez Fantasies – Week 6: Two Dogs” for full details) was spending the night at the vet’s and his overly depressed brother could not be left alone. She had tried that once before and he had wrecked the whole place, his mood fluctuating between utterly depressed and hyperactive. So we were forced to spend Friday evening hanging out with her depressed dog instead of partying. But I did not mind; I was never really a party girl. Plus, we had slipped into some quite revealing nighties and I found myself stealing glance after glance at my beautiful friend. Frank (the dog) was currently in “depressed” mode and had not moved for the past half hour.
“That’s it!” suddenly said my friend as she jumped up and peered down at the large canine by her feet. “I’m not just going to sit here and watch you rot away. Time to play.” With that, she nudged him with her foot, but Frank remained unresponsive. Kneeling down, she grabbed hold of one of his legs and started shaking it. When that did not work either, she did the same to his tail and did not stop until he finally got annoyed enough to release a bark.
“Finally,” she sighed, but kept on shaking his tail until the large canine decided to fight back. Getting to his feet, he pulled away from his master. But she was not about to let him get away. Tackling him to the ground was what finally tipped the scales. Snapping to action, Frank started fighting back (playfully, of course). The two rolled around for a bit until Frank got so hyperactive that he did what he usually only does with his brother; he mounted my friend and started humping her.
“Wow!” I could not help but gasp as the sight before my eyes forced a powerful wave of arousal to wash over me. Moments later, it happened; the fantasy took over!
No longer bound by the laws or reality, my friend did not reject her large pet’s sexual advances. Actually, she did, but only long enough to flip him onto his back and start licking the tip of his cock which was protruding from his prepuce. Within seconds, his manhood started to grow. Before long, she was expertly sucking his expanding cock. She kept on bobbing her head up and down until Frank’s prick had reached its fully-expanded length of eight inches by an inch and a half. Momentarily pulling away, she got on all fours. By then, Frank was so excited he did not even wait for his master’s permission before he mounted her.
“FUCK!” yelled my friend blissfully as her canine lover forced every last inch of his manhood into her. Within seconds, he was pounding the shit out of her, making her moan at the top of her lungs. It was not until then that I realized one of my hands had traveled down to my crotch and was expertly massaging my lower lips. No sooner did I notice this that I decided to escalate things. Within seconds, I was eagerly finger-fucking my pre-cum-soaked pussy.
Meanwhile, Frank continued fucking the shit out of his moaning master. Unfortunately, the arousing spectacle soon ended when both lovers simultaneously climaxed.
“Oh my god!” I gasped in awe as I saw a mixture of human and dog cum flow out of my friend’s cock-filled pussy. Hot orgasmilk splashed down to the floor, soon forming a puddle of interspecies cum cocktail as more and more orgasmilk rained down. Blissful moans and barks filled the room as I continued finger-fucking my pussy. Unfortunately, their orgasms ended before I could climax. Fortunately, it only took another few seconds before I reached the edge of the cliff that is the female orgasm. Unfortunately, I was stopped before I could jump off.
“Stop that!” suddenly ordered my friend. I froze, unsure how to react. How could she judge me for masturbating when she had just had sex with a dog? But when she walked toward me with a spring in her step and lust in her eyes, I realized there was no judgment involved. I watched the cum drip from her pussy as she took a seat beside me. Still unsure what to do, I waited for her to make the first move; a move she was all too happy to make.
“Come here, sexy,” she said in a throaty whisper as she pulled me in for a long, passionate kiss. Although slightly surprised, I soon reciprocated her eager tongue strokes. Mere seconds after we started making out, I felt something against my pussy. At first I thought it was my friend’s hand, but I soon realized it was far too wet for that; it was Frank’s tongue. I felt my arousal level skyrocket as my mouth and pussy got stimulated by two different lovers.
As good as it all felt, I soon started craving more. Putting an end to the intense make out session, I peered my friend right in the eyes and said these few simple words, “Lick my boobs, bitch!” That last word was not really necessary, but I though it added a little something. My human lover seemed to agree because she did not even bother removing my nightie before she started licking my nipples.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I felt her tongue flick back and forth through the thin fabric. Frank’s tongue sliding up and down my pussy soon forced another moan past my lips. Before long, I felt an orgasm build within me. It was only a matter of seconds before…
“What the fuck?!” I muttered as I suddenly felt both my lovers’ tongues leave my body. But before I could protest any further, I was told to shut up and to as instructed. I had never before heard my friend be that forceful, so I decided to obey. Less than a minute later, we were both fully nude and 69ing on the floor. Being on top, I was ready to receive the third member of your interspecies three-way when Candy ordered Frank to…
“Fuck her!” she ordered.
“He just came. I don’t think he’s already hard aga…” I start, but soon fell silent when I felt him mount me, forcing all eight inches of his fully expanded cock to slide past my labia.
“FUCK!” I moaned blissfully as he started jerking back and forth, forcing his canine manhood in and out of my soaking wet cunt. But after only a few penetrations, I felt my friend’s hand fumble around. Moments later, I felt Frank’s dick leave my cunt. Fortunately, I soon felt it penetrate me again. Unfortunately, it slid not up my pussy, but my asshole!
“FUCK!” I yelled is surprise as I felt the entirety of his canine schlong slide up my rectum. Fortunately, I was no newbie to the world of anal and received his prick with as much eagerness as surprise. He instantly started pounding away as my tight ass while my friend started licking my pussy. Before long, I could feel a rock-hard canine cock and a slimy human tongue take turns diving in and out of my respective holes, forcing wave after wave of arousal to wash over me.
“Oh god!”
“Oh yes!”
“Oh fuck!”
My moans echoed throughout the living room as I once again felt an orgasm build deep within me. This time, no one stopped me from climaxing.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I yelled at the top of my lungs as I released the first wave of cum. The hot orgasmilk flowed out of my tongue-filled pussy as Frank’s gooey jizz shot out of my cock-filled ass. Wave after wave flew out of both my holes as I moaned at the top of my lungs. The three of us kept on moaning and barking for a few seconds before a particularly loud bark snapped me back to reality.
“Dammit!” I muttered under my breath as I glanced around. I was still dressed and sitting on the couch, letting me know my fantasy was officially over. Frank and his master were still playing on the ground before me. I sighed, saddened that my intense fantasy was over.
“Unless…” I thought as I realized my friend and her large pet were far too busy roughhousing to notice anything I did. Maybe I would have time for another quick fantasy. Less than a second after the though crossed my mind, I was swallowed up by the perverseness of my own dirty mind. Round two had officially begun.
 

To be continued Next Week…




Month 3: March
 

Week 10: Too Early
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

Friday night: 11:55 PM. My roommate was away, but had asked if her boyfriend could spend the night as he had to start work early the following day and our apartment was much closer to his work. I agreed, seeing no reason why not… If only I had known then what I know now, I never would have agreed. But that is just how life is; unexpected (and not always in a good way). After a short conversation during which I learned he would have to get up at 6:00 AM the following day, we retired to our respective rooms. I had worked hard all week and was totally exhausted, so I fell asleep the second my head touched the pillow.
But the long, restful night I had hoped for was cut a little short… Okay, make that a lot! I was startled awake by the sound of the doorbell ringing. In order for you to understand just how loud our doorbell is, consider the fact that I make a detour whenever I pass near the door just in case someone is at the door.
“Goddammit!” I swore and muttered something like, “He better answer the fucking door or else…” But I was not so lucky. I had not even had time to slow my rapidly beating heart that the doorbell rang again.
“Fuck!” I swore, as my heart leaped in my chest. I sat up and peered at my alarm clock. It was 7:00 AM. Who the fuck ring the doorbell at 7:00 AM on a Saturday? Luckily, the silence soon returned, but I was unable to fall back to sleep as a pressing need to pee was keeping me awake. Sighing, I slipped out from under the covers. A shiver ran down my back before I had a change to slip into a nightie and head to the bathroom.
“Ahhh…” I sighed as I relieved myself. But as luck would have it, that is the precise moment the fucking asshole at the door rang again.
“Goddamn piece of shit!” I swore. But there was nothing I could do, so I finished my business and was returning to my room when the doorbell rang for the fourth time. Someone who rings a doorbell at 7:00 AM on a Saturday is an asshole. Someone who rings it four times it the biggest fucking douchebag in the world! Anger boiling within me, I strode over to the door, unsure if I would be able to keep from knocking whoever was at the rood the fuck out (by the sway, I apologize for all the cursing, but I swear when I am pissed).
On the way to the door, I noticed my roommate’s bedroom door was open and there was no sign of her boyfriend. My irritation was raised another notch. I threw the front door open and flew down the two flights of stairs leading to ground level. Throwing the building door open, I went to yell, but the myriad of insults died in my throat when I laid eyes on the breathtaking young woman standing before me. It was hard to determine her age because of her puffy jacket, hat and cloves, but one thing was sure; she was barely-legal and hot. Fucking hot! But I did not have time to notice that, because the second I laid eyes on her, the fantasy started.
No longer bound by the laws and rules of reality, I acted upon nothing but my animalistic urges. Reaching out, I grabbed her and pulled her in for a long, passionate kiss. I forced my tongue past her lips and started eagerly exploring her oral cavity as she struggled to understand what was happening. Imagine my surprise when she started reciprocating my lustful tongue strokes. Unfortunately, it did not last long.
“What the fuck?” she dropped in a shocked voice after breaking the kiss and pulling away. I could have gone the long way around and tried to seduce her, but I decided to go straight for the kill.
“You woke me up; you owe me!” I said in an anger-tinted voice.
“Okay,” she agreed after only a few seconds. But I did not have time to be taken aback by her favorable because my mouth was already proceeding with the plan I had no idea was forming in my mind.
“Kneel and lick my tits, bitch!” I ordered as I pulled my nightie oven, revealing my naked body. Oddly, I barely felt the cold air against my skin as the gorgeous stranger dropped to her knees and, without a single moment of hesitation, wrapped her lips around one of my erect nipples. She used her tongue and fingers to tease me, forcing a few moans past my lips. As awesome as it felt, I soon started to crave more.
“Stop!” I ordered. She did as told and watched me as I stepped outside and let myself back backward onto the snow bank. I could feel the snow through the thin fabric of my nightie, but the fires of passion burned too bright within me for me to feel any cold.
“You know what to do,” I said as I spread my legs and beckoned her forward with my index. A smile curled her lips as she got on all fours and shuffled over to me. With her head between my thighs, all she has to do is outstretch her tongue and lean forward.
“Oh god!” I moaned blissfully as I felt her tongue make contact with my lower lips. Not wasting a second, she forced it past my labia and started eagerly thrusting in and out of me. My arousal level skyrocketed as I started moaning loudly. But like before, I soon start craving more.
“Put a finger in my ass!” I ordered. Not two seconds later, I felt her fingertip against my anus. Moments later, I felt her penetrate me. She continued tongue-fucking my pussy as she did the same to my ass with her… fingers? It was only then that I realized she had not forced one finger into my rectum, but two! Luckily, I was far too busy moaning at the top of my lungs to bother reprimanding her for disobeying me. In fact, I should have thanked her; feeling those two fingers diving in and out of me forced climax in record time.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked blissfully as I felt my pussy start to shake and shiver. Moments later, the first wave of cum flew up from the depths of my pussy. The sweet nectar gushed out of me, splashing into her face as she continued fucking both my holes. My moans stretched out as I squirted all over her. That is, until her voice snapped me back to reality.
“Wh… what?” I stuttered as I glanced around and realized the fantasy was officially over; I was still standing in the doorway, staring at the totally cum-free stranger before me. Oh yeah, and I was pissed!
“Didn’t you hear what I just said?” she asked.
“It’s kind of hard to concentrate when you just got woken up at seven fucking am!” I responded in an irritated voice. She gave me an apologetic look before asking if my roommate’s boyfriend is there.
“NO!” I almost yelled and slammed the door in her face. Smiling to myself, I strode back up the two flights of stairs. But a less-then-pleasant surprise was waiting for me back in the apartment. On my way back to my room, I noticed that my roommate’s boyfriend had left the back door ajar. It would not have been such a big deal if not for the fact that we were in the middle of winter! Slamming the door, I returned to the comfort of my bed. As I slipped back under the covers, I realized something; my roommate’s boyfriend is an asshole! But an asshole who gave me the earliest fantasy of my life.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 11: The Anal Punishment
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I have always been kind of anal. Not exactly a neat freak, but I like when things are clean and ordered (I guess I am a true Canadian, lol). It is because of this need to have things done in a timely fashion that I absolutely HATE my roommate. Well, not both; just the one that is a total bitch! Not only does she almost never do her chores (even though I constantly remind her), but she always pays the rent and utilities late. It would not be such a big deal if not for the fact that all the bills are in my name. This means that each time she “forgets” to pay her third of the apartment’s living cost, I am forced to pay it out of my own pocket until she “remembers” to pay me. By now, I assume you understand why I hate my roommate so much. If not, then maybe you are like her and, if that is the case, please stop reading now.
All right, if you are still reading, it means you are not a total bitch. Congratulations! But enough bitch talk, back to the story. Realizing my roommate was once again late paying her part of the electricity bill, I headed over to her room. As luck would have it, it was the most expensive bill of the year (we are in the middle of winter and I live in Canada, remember?). So I knocked on her door. After a few seconds, the door swung open to reveal my roommate. She was not exactly a supermodel, but there was some definite beauty in that slender body of hers. If not for the deep hatred I felt for her, I might actually have found her attractive.
“You owe me $127 for the electricity bill,” I said in an emotionless voice. She did not seem surprised by the high amount, but that is probably just because she was about to tell her usual lie. Sure enough, those were the next words that left her lips.
“I’ll pay you as soon as I get my paycheck,” she said. I struggled to keep from rolling my eyes.
“Okay,” was all I said as I turned my back to her and headed back to my room. But halfway there, I stopped, realizing I needed to teach her a lesson once and for all. Suddenly, I remembered the strapon I keep in my room and, less than a second, the fantasy started.
Taking full advantage of the fantasy that had taken hold of me, I rushed over to my room. Less than a minute later, I was fully naked and strapping the large, bright-pink strapon to my body. Mere seconds after that, I was striding across the dining room with sheer determination. Soon reaching my roommate’s bedroom door, I did not bother knocking before throwing the door open. As usual, her room was a total mess, but at least I had managed to train her to keep her messy personality contained within her room. She was sitting on her unmade bed, watching a movie.
“What the…” she began as she paused the movie and glanced at me with a confused expression. After all, I had just barged into her room wearing nothing but a large lesbian sex toy.
“Shut up!” I ordered, cutting her off. “I’m tired of your shit. Why can’t you just get your life together instead of being a totally irresponsible bitch?”
I waited a second for her to reply. However, her response was not the one I had expected.
“What are you doing here?” she asked. “And why are you naked?”
I sighed. It was so typical of her to avoid anything to do with responsibility.
“I said shut up!” I repeated in a more forceful voice.
This time, she listened. Realizing I had her full attention, I decided to proceed with my plan.
“I’ve decided it’s time for you to pay for your complete lack of respect,” I announced.
She did not respond.
“Don’t just sit there. Come here and suck my dick!” I ordered, but she once again remained silent. Annoyed, I reached out. Grabbing her, I pulled her toward me, forcing her head toward my “cock”.
“Wait!” she said. Or at least that is what she would have said if not for the fact that I shoved my strapon past her lips before she could even finish the first syllable.
“Mmmmm!” she went as I jerked forward, forcing the toy all the way into her mouth. I felt it suddenly stop as it hit the back of her mouth. But I pushed on until I felt it slide in deeper, letting me know it was making its way down her throat.
“MMM!!!” she moaned as her eyes widened in shock (and possibly a little pain). But the anger that had been building up within me ever since she had moved in made it impossible for me to feel any regret. In fact, I started jerking back and forth, forcing the quite massive strapon to glide in and out of her throat. This went on for a few seconds before she started to struggle. Unfortunately, I was not about to let her go. Grabbing her head, I continued forcing my “dick” in and out of her throat as I smiled down at her.
“You’re not getting away that easy,” I said between two grunts as I forced her to deep throat my strapon with increasing speed. This went on for almost a minute before she managed to break free.
“What… the… fuck!” she managed to say between coughs and gasps. From the looks of it, she was not used to deep-throating. In fact, I began to wonder if she had even sucked a cock before. I knew for a fact she was straight, so I found it a little hard to believe she had never actually gone down on a guy. But that really had no significance at that particular moment.
“You’re wondering what I’m doing, right?” I asked. She nodded as a few final waves of cough flowed past her lips. I smiled, then answered. “Maybe this will help.” And with that, I crouched down until my head was level with hers, then reached out and pulled her in for a long, passionate kiss.
“Mmm?!” she moaned in surprise as I thrust my tongue past her lips and avidly started exploring her oral cavity. The inside of her mouth tasted of mint and chocolate. The unexpected taste only served to turn me on even more.
“Mmmmm!” I started moaning as I passionately explored every inch of her oral cavity. At first, she did not respond, but after a while, I felt her tongue twitch. Moments later, it came to life and she started reciprocating my eager tongue strokes. I was stunned by this unexpected reaction, but took full advantage of it.
We made out for a few minutes before I finally broke the kiss, eager to escalate things further. She opened her mouth to protest, which told me she was actually starting to enjoy this. But my plan was to punish her for being such a bitch and I could not afford to have her actually enjoy it. Plus, I was fucking horny and desperate for more.
“Why’d you stop?” she asked, perplexed.
I smiled.
“Shut up and bend over the side of the bed!” I ordered.
“Wh… what?” she stuttered.
“You heard me,” I said as I grabbed her and flipped her over, bending her over the edge of the bed. Not giving her a chance to understand what was happening, I grabbed her pants and yanked them off. My roommate now bottomless, I was free to proceed with my plan. And the next part came in the form of me grabbing her waist and jerking my hips forward.
“FUCK!” she yelled as she felt every last inch of my large strapon slide past her labia. As usual, I instantly started jerking back and forth, fucking the shit out of her with my large “schlong”.
A few surprised exclamations flew past her lips, soon followed by equally pathetic pleas for me to stop. But I was finally punishing her for being such a bitch and I was not about to stop. Plus, it was only a matter of time before she started enjoying her punishment. Sure enough, I soon heard a blissful moan flow past her lips.
“Don’t stop!” she soon begged. Unfortunately for her, that was exactly what I did.
“Why did you stop?” she asked, but I did not reply. But that was just because I was too busy proceeding to the next part of my plan.
“You want it?” I asked.
She nodded.
“Well, here it is,” I announced as I jerked forward, forcing the entirety of my shaft into her… asshole!
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” she shrieked at the top of her lungs as my sex toy shot all the way up her tight ass. Per usual, I immediately started pounding away at her tight rectum with all my might, forcing powerful shrieks of pain out of her. Oddly, hearing her distressed cries only served to turn me on even further.
“Take it, bitch! Take it all!” I moaned between two thrusts as I pounded the shit out of her. Unfortunately, it took less than a minute before her cries of pain turned to moans of bliss.
“Don’t stop! Please don’t stop!” she begged and this time, I listened. That is, until she moaned that she was about to cum.
“I’m gonna cum!” she moaned. The second I heard this, I pulled out, cutting her off right before she climaxed.
“Why…” she started, but I instantly cut her off.
“What? You didn’t actually think I’d make you cum, did you?” I asked. She seemed confused, but I soon reminded her she was being punished, not rewarded.
“Please. Please make me cum,” she pleased.
I took a second to consider it.
“Fine, but you need to make me cum first.”
“But…” she started. Unfortunately, I once more cut her off.
“Do you want to waste time arguing or are you going to make me cum?” I asked.
She sighed.
“Fine,” she agreed. And that was all it took. Mere second later, the strapon lay next to me on the bed as I watched her head bob up and down between my legs as she licked my pussy. I was so turned on by the recent events that I climaxed in mere seconds.
“OH GOD!” I yelled as wave after wave of hot orgasmilk flowed out of me. This continued for a while before my orgasm finally died down. My roommate barely had time to pull away that I was already on my feet. Grabbing the strapon, I headed for the door.
“Wait!” she called after me.
“What?” I asked innocently as I turned back around to face her.
“You… you promised to make me cum if I helped you climax.”
“Oh yeah, that,” I said, as if remembering. But it was obvious that was untrue when I added, “I lied.”
“….” was her response. I could not help but smile proudly as I saw her confused expression.
“Not so fun when you’re the one being lied to, is it?” I asked and, with not another word spoken, I stepped out of her room and closed the door behind me.
BAM!
The sound of a door slamming snapped me back to reality. Glancing around, I realized I was standing in the dining room. I was still fully clothed and my strapon was nowhere to be seen.
“Are you all right?” asked a voice. I turned to find my other roommate (the nice one) heading into the kitchen. She was the one who had accidentally slammed her bedroom door.
“Y… yeah!” I stuttered as I strode off. I did not feel like discussing my true feelings. Plus, I had just noticed an urgent need to pee. Heading to the bathroom, I found another surprise waiting for me. The bathroom floor was covered in water.
“Goddammit!” I swore, remembering this was something else I hated about my roommate. Each time she took a shower, she left the bathroom floor soaked, forcing whoever went next to get their feet wet.
“Fuckin’ bitch!” I muttered as I glanced around the room. My eyes came across her towel and I instantly knew I had found the solution. Grabbing the towel, I mopped the filthy floor. I guess it is kind of ironic that when she next took a shower, she would dry herself with a bathroom filth-covered towel. You may wonder why this is ironic and the simple answer is: her chore (the one she never does) is to clean the bathroom! My roommate was still a bitch, but at least I had gotten a little payback and a great fantasy. Maybe she is not so bad after all… Never mind, she is. Bitch!
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 12: Cats & Dogs
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

It was a cool March night. There was still snow on the ground, but the weather was barely below freezing. I wore only a thin jacket to protect me from the cold as I headed home after an evening spent with friends. I was tired and eager to slip into bed for a long night of sleep. Unfortunately, I did not have time to make it home before a nearby bark caught my attention. Glancing around, I soon spotted a large, charcoal-black cat darting across the street toward me. Flying in pursuit was an equally shady dog. He was quite small, though he stood an inch or so taller than the feline he was pursuing.
Unfortunately for the terrified feline, he was forced to a stop by his pursuer just as he reached the sidewalk before me. I came to a stop and watched as the two rivals faced each other. After a few seconds of growling and hissing, they came to blows. I watched, unsure if I should intervene or make my way around them. But I soon realized there was no way I could leave when I saw the dog manage wrap his jaws abound the feline’s neck. I was about to intervene when the dog managed to mount his feline counterpart. Not wasting a second, he started humping him. The second, I saw his body jerk back and forth, I lost all hopes of intervening and just stood there, watching as I felt the familiar feeling of a fantasy taking hold of me. Moments later, reality seemed to fade away, only to be replaced by the imaginary world that was forming within my head.
As I watch the small canine dry-hump his interspecies partner, I could not help but feel a powerful wave of arousal wash over me. In fact, it was so powerful that I was unable to keep from letting the fantasy escalate. Instead of just watching, I gave voices to the two animals standing before me.
“Get off!” hissed the cat.
“Shut up or I’ll fuck you!” warned the dog as he released the feline’s neck, but kept him pinned to the ground with the weight of his body.
The cat chuckled.
“You’re too much of a bitch.”
Instead of continuing the argument, the dog decided to prove his point with his dick. Forcing it to spring out of his prepuce, he jerked his body forward.
“FUCK!” yelled the cat as he felt his rival’s cock shoot up his ass. The sight of that interspecies penetration forced even more arousal to wash over me. Unable to resist, I reached down and started massaging my lower lips through the fabric of my jeans.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned softly as I watched the dog eagerly fuck his shocked rival.
“St… stop!” suddenly begged the cat when he realized he was being sodomized by a dog. Unfortunately, the canine was not about to stop. In fact, he started pounding him faster and faster. Desperate to get away, the cat struggled to break free. Unfortunately, the dog was more powerful and had him pinned to the ground. Unable to move, the cat was forced to endure the humiliating penetration.
Unbeknown to the canine, the cat soon started enjoying the interspecies penetration. Or so it seemed when I noticed his pleas had stopped, only to be replaced by soft, sensual moans. He was struggling to keep from moaning aloud, but it was obvious he was enjoying every second. Realizing this forced me to escalate things. Unbuttoning and unzipping my pants, I soon slipped my hand into my jeans.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I felt my fingers start to play with my lower lips. My eyes remained glued to the interspecies couple as I massaged my labia.
“Take it, you pussy! Take my fucking cock!” growled the dog as he struggled to keep up the intense pounding speed he had worked his way up to.
Though it was obvious he was enjoying the anal fucking, the cat remained silent. That is, until the dog climaxed. Howling, the canine shot wave after wave of hot cum into his rival’s ass, soon forcing it to overflow.
“Wow!” I gasped as I watched the hot liquid splash down to the ground. Taking advantage of the fact that his attacker-turned-lover was howling blissfully, the cat released a few moans of his own.
Unfortunately for both the cat and I, the canine’s orgasm soon came to an end. Releasing his interspecies lover, he pulled away. Panting like… well, like a dog, he struggled to catch his breath. When he finally did, he seemed surprised to find the cat still standing before him.
“What are you still doing here?” he asked, obviously finding it odd that the feline had not fled the second he had been released.
The cat remained silent, making the dog laugh.
“Oh, I see; you want more, is that it?”
“Shut up!”
The dog chuckled.
“Don’t try to hide it,” said the dog, “I heard you moan; I know you loved it.”
The cat seemed surprised, but also ashamed. However, that shocked expression was soon replaced by anger and determination. This time, it was his turn to laugh.
“What’s so funny?” asked the dog, confused.
“I stayed because I wanted to show you how it feels,” said the cat and with that, he jumped high into the air. Soaring over the canine, he forced his dick to spring forth. Covered in dozens of sharp barbs, the cone-shaped prick was massive for such a small feline. Though not as large as the dog’s, the manhood was much too large for a house cat (thank god for fantasies, right?).
“Wow!” I gasped as I saw the large schlong. But that was all I had time to say before the landed behind his canine lover and, not wasting a second, mounted him, forcing his prickly prick into the dog’s ass.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” shrieked the dog as he felt the spike-covered dick slide up his asshole. The pain in his voice let me know the penetration was far from enjoyable. And the pounding that soon followed was no doubt more enjoyable. His cries of pain and pleas for a cease-fire echoed through the night as I—my entire body filled with arousal—started finger-fucking my soaking wet pussy.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned blissfully as I watched the feline fuck the shit out of his canine counterpart.
“Not so fun when you’re the one being fucked, is it?” he asked between two thrusts, then added, “Bitch!”
“Please stop,” was the canine’s reply.
“Not until you like it!” hissed the cat as he continued furiously fucking his rival’s ass. This continued for a while until I noticed the dog’s painful moans had died down. In fact, I soon heard a moan I had no problem recognizing as bliss escape him.
“He’s enjoying it,” I realized as I continued fingering my pussy. I could feel an orgasm build deep within me as I watched. Unfortunately, the cat came before I could climax. I watched his body shudder as he shot his load into his canine lover’s ass. Moments later, I saw the gooey semen gush out of the dog’s ass and splash down to the ground. Within seconds, it was all over and I was still hornier than ever. I watched sadly as the feline dismounted his lover.
Fortunately, they were both still horny because they soon shared a kiss. It looked kind of odd seeing a dog and a cat making out, but it did nothing to diminish the arousal that coursed through my veins. Nor did the dick sucking that followed. Sitting side by side, the two soon started licking the other’s crotches. Before long, their cocks once more appeared and, moments later, they were sucking each other’s cocks. The sight of that double blowjob was too much for me to handle; I climaxed. Finally!
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned blissfully as I felt wave after wave of orgasmilk flow out of me as my fingers continued diving in and out of my cunt. Unfortunately, I was unable to finish my orgasm as I was soon snapped back to reality by the high-pitched yelp of a dog.
Glancing around, I realized my pants were still zipped and buttoned and there was not a drop of cum in sight. I soon realized the cat had managed to break free from the dog’s grasp and had scratched him, forcing him to yelp. That was what had snapped me out of her perverse trance. Now free, the feline bolted, the canine springing in pursuit a second later. I watched then vanish around the next corner and it was only then that I realized I was still—and had been for the duration of my fantasy—rubbing my pussy through my jeans. I jerked my hand away and glanced around. Luckily, it was late and the streets were deserted.
“Great!” I thought to myself as I realized just how horny my fantasy had made me. Luckily, my apartment stood but a few blocks away. Less than ten minutes later, I was slipping into my bed. Moments later, my fingers slithered down to my crotch and slipped past my labia.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned softly as images of the interspecies fantasy flashed before my eyes.
 

I am sorry to announce you have reached the end of this week’s fantasy. But do not fret; only seven short days separate you from my next filthy fantasy. In the meantime, I encourage you to read my previous fantasies. Simply scroll down for more details.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 13: The Twins
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

My roommate and two or her friends were having a fondue party. I never actually thought such a thing existed, but I guess you can have a party for pretty much anything. But still, cheese… ew! Do not get me wrong; I like cheese, but the thought of ingesting large amounts over such a short period of time turned my stomach. Fortunately, I had not been invited. Unfortunately, I was in the living room trying to watch a movie. Because the dining room was the next room over and the two were separate by less than half a wall, I could hear everything they said. I was struggling to listen to my movie over the sound of their voices when I suddenly heard a yelp. Glancing over at them (the dining table was clearly visible from the couch), I saw my roommate jump to her feet. At first I wondered what was going on, but then I noticed something hot and gooey in her lap.
“Ow!” I thought sympathetically as I realized she had spilled quite a massive amount of melted cheese onto her lap. Luckily, she was wearing pants, but I could imagine just how painful the feeling of that hot liquid seeping through her jeans must have been. Sure enough, she bolted to the bathroom, knocking over what little cheese was left in the fondue pot. Pausing the movie, I got to my feet and strolled into the dining room.
“Is she all right?” I asked. My roommate’s two friends peered up at me and I realized for the first time just how oddly similar they looked. So familiar in fact, that I soon realized they were twin; identical twins!
“I hope she is,” responded one of the twins. At least, that is what I think she said; I was too busy looking them up and down, drinking in their breathtaking beauty. Okay, maybe they were not breathtaking, but definitely hot. And everybody knows that: Hot + Twins = FUCKING HOT!
“Are you okay?” asked one of the twins, snapping me back to reality. I suddenly realized I had been ogling them and muttered something along the lines of “I’m fine.” I then offered to keep them company in the living room as they waited for my roommate to get cleaned up.
Less than a minute later, I was taking a seat on the couch. Moments after, the twins took a seat, one on either side of me. I was finding it hard to believe I was actually the meat (or cheese, since I am vegetarian) in a hot twin sandwich when one of them laid a hand on my thigh. I felt a wave of arousal wash over me as I glanced down at her hand. I soon realized she was wiping away a drop of cheese which had somehow found its way onto my pants, but it was too late; the damage was already done. I peered up at her and our eyes met. That was all I could handle; powerful waves of arousal started washing over me as I felt reality fade away, only to be replaced by the all too familiar feel of my vivid imagination.
“You’re so hot!” said the fantasy me as she reached out and pulled the twin in for a long passionate kiss.
“Mmmmm!” we moaned in unison as our lips made contact and I thrust my tongue into her mouth. Not wasting a second, I started exploring her oral cavity. She tasted cheesy, but there was also another flavor I could not put my finger on. I am still unsure if it was an actual flavor or if I just imagined it, but the only way I can think to describe it is to say: she tasted sweet (and not in the sugary way; in the hot twin way).
“MMM?” I moaned in surprise when she started reciprocating my eager tongue strokes. Unfortunately, I was forced to put an end to the passionate make out session when I heard my lover-to-be’s sister complaining about being left out. After another few flicks of the tongue, I pulled away.
“Wha…” started the sister, but that was all she had time to say before I cut her off.
“Don’t worry,” I said, “I’ll be right back; I just have to take care of your sister.” And with that, I turned to her sibling and pulled her in for an equally passionate kiss. When our lips touched, I almost forgot I was kissing a different person. I had always assumed twins would have slightly different make out styles (after all, it was not like they had ever kissed each other), but I soon realized the two were identical down to the last detail.
Before long, the sister whose lips were not glued to mine soon got jealous and requested my attention. I switched back to her, only to be pulled back away moments later. This went on for a bit before I felt like I was literally being pulled apart.
“What would you way if we moved on to something where you can both join in at the same time?” I asked. Their expression suddenly changed and I realized my question must have sounded like I was proposing they kiss each other. Fortunately for them, I soon reassured them I had nothing incestuous in mind (at least not yet). They sighed in relief when I pulled down my tube top, revealing my bare-free boobs.
“Oh!” they gasped in unison, finally understanding the meaning of my last comment. And those were the finally words they spoke for a while as not two seconds after seeing my erect nipples, their lips were wrapped around them.
“Oh god!” I moaned as I felt one sister flick her tongue back and forth across one nipple while her sibling did the same to the other. I am not sure if it was just my imagination, but I could have sworn that each time on of them changed her stimulation tactic (sucking, licking, biting, etc.), the other did the exact same thing at the exact same time.
My arousal skyrocketed as I felt the twins expertly stimulate my nipples. When it felt like I was about to go insane from all that teasing, they finally pulled away. I felt relieved that the quasi-unbearable teasing had stopped, but I also missed the feel of their tongues on my nipples. Luckily, I was going to enjoy what was about to come. As if there was no need for words, the two sisters shared no more than a quick glance and a nod before they decided to escalate things. Sliding off the couch, they got to their knees and, turning their attention back to me, proceeded to unfasten my pants and pull them off. Moments later, I was fully naked but for the tube top which remained bunched up around my waist.
“Oh yes!” I moaned in anticipation as the twins leaned toward me, their heads growing closer together as they neared my inner thighs. My arousal level jumped when I saw their tongues slither past their respective lips. Moments later, they made contact.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I felt not one, but two tongues make contact with my lower lips. Apparently not bothered by the fact that their checks were pressed together and their lips mere millimeters apart, they started licking my clam with more expertise than I would have imagined from twin sisters. If I had not been so turned on, I might have realized that might mean they had shared a little more than their mother’s womb. Unfortunately, all I could focus on was their tongues slithering across my labia. Before long, they started taking turns forcing their tongue past my lower lips.
“Oh god! Oh yes! Oh fuck! Oh shit!” I moaned as the two sisters took turns thrusting their tongues as far into my pussy as they would go. They were so perfectly synchronized that, if not for the fact that I was staring at the two young women kneeling between my legs, I would have sworn I was being tongue-fucked by one person. Their tongues continued darting in and out of me at a rapid pace—while never once coming into contact with each other—for a few seconds before I felt something against my asshole. Well, two somethings to be precise. I barely had time to realize they were fingers before each sister forced their index into my rectum.
“FUCK!” I yelled as the two fingers slithered past my anus, forcing my already heightened arousal level to skyrocket. Not wasting a second, they started sliding their fingers in and out of me at a perfectly synchronized pace, once more making me wonder if the sisters were in fact two different individuals or just one and the same person. But I was too horny to wonder about that much longer. In fact, I was so horny that I soon felt the familiar sensation of an orgasm building within me. Moments later, I climaxed.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked at the top of my lungs as my first wave of cum flowed out of me, splashing onto my lovers’ faces. More waves soon followed, but that did not stop the horny twins from tongue-fucking my cunt. By the time the final wave of orgasmilk flowed out of me, their entire faces were covered in cum. The sight of them covered in my hot juices suddenly gave me an idea which forced arousal to once more flow through my veins.
“Cum swap!” was all I said. They shared a look through cum-covered eyelashes. Unsure if they were about to freak out or make out, I decided to add a third and final word.
“Please!” I begged. Their glance lingered and after what felt like an eternity, their lips grew closer.
“Oh my god!” I mentally gasped, “They’re gonna do it. They’re gonna fucking do it!”
Unfortunately, a split second before their cum-covered lips made contact, I was snapped back to reality by the sound of my roommate’s voice. Glancing around, I realized I was still fully dressed and there was not a drop of cum in sight. I could not help but sigh as I noticed my roommate standing in the doorframe.
“Shall we return to our dinner?” she asked. The twins got to their feet and, after thanking me for keeping them company, returned to the dining room with my roommate. I shot a final glance in their direction before bringing my attention back to the TV. After pressing “Play”, I returned to trying to listen to my movie over the sound my roommate and her two hot friends. Though I finished the movie, I must admit, I cannot really recall what happened as I spent the rest of the evening trying to force myself to continue the fantasy where it had been cut off. Unfortunately, that proved to be impossible. But I have not given up hope; I am sure my roommate will invite the twins over again and I will be ready for the most perverse fantasy of my life…
 

To be continued Next Week…




Month 4: April
 

Week 14: Lingerie Shopping
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I am not a girl… Okay, that sounds like I am saying I have a dick. Well, do not worry, I do not. All I mean by that is that I absolutely HATE shopping. I never understood how women can spent an entire day going from store to store, tying on outfit after outfit, only to buy one (or none) by the end of the day. So you can imagine just how thrilled I was when my friend asked me to accompany her for a day of shopping (just to be clear, I am being sarcastic, lol). Unfortunately, I had already turned her down twice and was feeling like a horrible friend. Because of that damned conscience of mine, I had no choice but to accept. So off we went for an entire day of shopping.
After the third store, I was already bored out of my mind, so you can imagine how irritated I got by the time we reached the seventeenth. Nonetheless, I was determined to be a good friend, so I kept my mouth shut and played along. My job was simple; wait for her to put on whatever outfit she had picked out and comment on it.
So there we were, entering the seventeenth store. My friend was her usual chipper self while I was thinking, “Please god, kill me now!” Unfortunately, he did not (then again, that might be because I am an atheist). I was so exhausted from the seemingly never-ending day that I did not even notice we had just entered a lingerie store. That is, until I found myself seated in the store’s changing room.
“What do you think?” I heard my friend’s voice as she came out of a nearby changing stall. Sighing, I peered up, only to find her wearing the skimpiest, tiniest lace underwear I had ever seen. Bright pink, it barely covered up her breathtaking body, making it impossible for me to resist the arousal that soon coursed through my veins. Less than a second after I laid eyes on her, the fantasy had begun. Leaving reality behind, I fully embraced the distraction my brain was providing.
“Oh my god! You’re so fucking hot!” I gasped. Or at least that is what I would have said if my mouth had been working. Fortunately, my legs were fully functional and soon forced me to my feet. Moments later, I was striding toward her with sheer determination plastered across my face. Not even breaking stride, I dove in, forcing my tongue into her mouth before our lips even made contact.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned passionately as I eagerly explored her every nook and cranny. My vivid imagination soon forced her to reciprocate my eager tongue strokes and, within seconds, we were passionately making out. Moans of pure bliss flowed past our lips as our tongues danced madly about. This went on for the better part of a minute before I finally broke the kiss.
“Does that answer your question?” I asked, referring to the question she has asked moments before the fantasy had begun.
A few chuckles flowed past her lips as she nodded. Not wasting a second, she grabbed my hand and pulled me into the nearest stall. Before I could fully understand what was happening, she shoved be backward. My back was soon pressed up against the wall as my gorgeous friend ripped my blouse open, revealing my bra-free boobs. The buttons barely had time to hit the floor before she dove in. But against all odds, she did not head for my chest. Instead, the thrust her tongue into my mouth, resuming the shortly interrupted make out session. I kissed her back, wondering what was the point of ripping a perfectly good blouse if she did not even intend to…
“Oh…” I mentally gasped as I felt her hands grab hold of my boobs. Not wasting a second, she started massaging by breasts, forcing my already heightened level of arousal to skyrocket. In fact, I got so turned on I soon broke the kiss and begged her to, “Lick my boobs!”
“Yes mam!” she giggled before wrapping her lips around my right nipple. She spent the next minute or so stimulating my nipples like never before. She used a mix of lips, fingers teeth and tongue that made me feel like I was being fondled for the first time all over again. But as great as her expert touch felt, I soon started craving more.
“Lick my pussy!” I half-ordered, half-begged. This time, she did not take the time to answer before getting to work. Dropping to her knees, she soon sat on the floor, bringing her face level with my thighs. Reaching out, she lifted my skirt, revealing yet another lingerie-free body part. As per habit, she did not waste a second before diving in.
“Oh god!” I moaned moments later as I felt her tongue make contact with my clan-shaved pussy. The moan barely had time to leave my lips that she forced her tongue past my labia. Or at least that is what she tried to do. Unfortunately, I was still standing, making such a thing impossible. But that did not stop her. Reaching up, she grabbed my legs and forced them apart, giving her unrestricted access to my secret garden (I know it is corny, but I wanted to use that analogy at least once in my writing career). A smile curled her lips before her tongue slithered past. A split second later, I felt her wiggly appendage shoot past my lower lips.
“FUCK!” I moaned as she started darting her tongue in and out of me. Wave after wave of arousal washed over me as I peered down at her. Never before had the top of a head been so attractive to me. In fact, it was so attractive that I soon felt a powerful orgasm build within me. My pussy started to shake and shiver as I realized I was about to climax.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked at the top of my lungs as the first wave gushed out of me.
“Mmmmm!” moaned my friend blissfully as she felt the sweet orgasmilk hit her tongue. More soon followed as she continued thrusting her tongue in and out of my squirting pussy. By the time the final wave flew out of my, I was so exhausted, I could no longer remain upright. Sliding down along the wall, I soon found myself sitting on the changing stall floor, my cum-covered friend before me. Not giving me a single second to recuperate, she pulled me in for a passionate, cum-filled kiss.
“So, what did you think?” she asked.
“Awesome!”
“Really?” asked my friend, “Don’t you think it’s too skimpy?”
I was suddenly confused. What was she talking about? But the answer soon dawned upon me, putting an end to the fantasy. Sure enough, I realized it had not been my fantasy friend who had spoken those words, but my real, flesh-and-blood friend. Returning to reality, I peered around and could not help but sigh as I realized I was still clothed and there was not a single drop of cum in the near vicinity. Realizing my friend had just asked me a question, I focused to come up with a suitable response.
“No, definitely not skimpy,” was that response.
My friend smiled proudly, muttering something about her buying it. But I was only half-listening; I was too busy trying to keep from jumping up and pulling her in for a passionate kiss. Having sex with a friend in a fantasy is one thing, but for real it is quite another thing. What if she rejected me? Our friendship would be ruined. It was not worth the risk, but that did not mean I had to stop fantasizing about her. And fantasize I would!
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 15: The Canine Threesome (Part 1)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

My friend was away for the weekend and had asked me to take care of her two dogs (see “The Barbie Lez Fantasies – Week 6: Two Dogs” and “The Barbie Lez Fantasies – Week 9: The Depressed Dog” for full details) while she was away. If you have read my other fantasies, you may recall the last time I was asked to dog sit, things did not turn out so well. Actually, they did, but they could easily have turned ugly (see “The Barbie Lez Fantasies – Week 4: Dog Sitting” for full details). Because of this I decided to spend the weekend at my friend’s apartment.
On my way there, I stopped off to pick up some groceries for the weekend to come. By the time I reached my friend’s apartment, my arms were killing me—I do not have a car, remember? I was barely able to find the strength to turn the handle and push the door open. Hurrying into my friend’s apartment, I rushed over to the kitchen.
“Ahhh!” I sighed as I set the groceries down on the counter. Blood started to return to my fingers as I shook them about to aid circulation. My fingers were still whitened from the lack of blood when my friend’s two large dogs came running into the kitchen. For those of you who are not familiar with my previous fantasies, their names were Frank and Beans—just to be clear, this is not a joke; she actually named them Frank and Beans.
“Hey guys,” I said as they rushed over to me. I pet them for a few minutes until they got bored and ran off. After putting the groceries away, I headed over to the living room and plunked myself down in front of the TV. Grabbing the remote, I flicked through the channel until I came across a show that felt like less of a waste of time than the others I had passed on. Unfortunately, I only had a few moments of peace before Beans trotted into the living room and made it his mission to bug me. Do not get me wrong; I like dogs—in fact, I love them ;)—but I was not in the mood for playing.
“Why don’t you go play with your brother?” I asked him after trying to ignore him for the better part of a minute. He barked twice, as if to say, “Fuck you!” and, taking a seat, started licking his balls.
“Nice,” I said sarcastically until I saw the tip of his red cock peek out of his prepuce. The sight of the canine manhood was enough to make me forget about everything else. A powerful wave of arousal soon washed over me, forcing reality to fade as a fantasy started to swell within me. It only took another few waves before the fantasy had become my entire world. No longer bound by the laws of reality, I dove right into the action.
Sliding off the couch, I soon found myself on all fours. Moments after, I was hurrying over to my lover-to-be with as much speed as I could muster. I closed the gap between us in less than a second and did not waste another one before pulling his head away from his crotch. He barked, as if to ask what I was doing, but I did not bother to reply. Instead, I let myself fall to my stomach and, with my head now mere inches from his crotch, I put the next part of my plan into action.
“Here I come,” I announced as I lowered my head until my lips made contact with the tip of his prick.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I felt the incredible warmth of his canine cock on my lips. Eager for more of that soothing warmth, I outstretched a tongue and started flicking it back and forth across his manhood. It only took a few seconds before it was long enough for me to wraps my lips around it. Not wasting a second, I started bobbing my head up and down, forcing my lips to slide back and forth along his expanding shaft. Moments later, I was sucking on a fully expanded rod. I pulled away long enough to realize it measured eight inches in length by one and a half inches in width.
“Nice,” I commented before resuming the shortly interrupted blowjob. My eagerness soon forced me to force his prick past my uvula. I gagged a few times before getting used to the feel of that massive canine cock sliding in and out of my throat. But getting used to it was all I had time to do before I felt it start to shake and shiver.
“He’s about to cum,” I thought to myself. Sure enough, I felt the first wave flow into my mouth less than a second later. I was expecting something warm and sweet, but instead got something hot and salty. That salty taste soon made me realize this was not one of my stories where cum is sweet, but a fantasy where the laws of nature still apply. So as soon as my taste buds gorged themselves on his salty semen, my gag reflex forced me to reject the gooey orgasmilk. Coughing, I pulled away, but Beans was still squirting and shot his hot load all over my face.
By the time the final wave flowed out of him, I had gotten the salty taste out of my mouth and was once again horny as hell. Unfortunately, Bean’s cock had shrunk back into his prepuce. If I wanted to feel that large manhood in my soaking wet cunt, I would have to get him aroused again. I braved the taste of him semen and, using my tongue and fingers, I soon forced his cock to make another appearance.
“Fuck me!” I ordered after stripping out of my clothes and getting on all fours before him. Obviously aroused once more, the large canine jumped up. Squeezing my waist between his two front legs, he hopped forward until the tip of his dick pressed up against my labia. There was a moment of silence before he jerked forward, forcing every last inch of his schlong into me.
“FUCK!” I yelled blissfully as I felt all eight inches of dog spear slide past my lower lips. A bark flowed past his lips, as if to say, “You like that, don’t you?”
“Oh yes!” I moaned, “Fuck me!”
And that is exactly what Beans did. Not wasting a second, he started jerking back and forth, forcing his massive canine prick in and out of me. With the cum that still coated his dick and the pre-cum that filled my pussy, he had no trouble forcing his large, red rod all the way into me before pulling it back out, only to start the entire process again a second later.
“Oh god!”
“Oh yes!”
“Oh fuck!”
My moans echoed throughout the apartment as my canine lover fucked the living shit out of me, forcing me to beg for more. This continued for less than a minute before I felt an orgasm build within me. Moments later, I felt the first wave of cum flow up from the depths of my cunt. As luck would have it, that is also the moment my lover’s manhood started to shake and shiver. Moments later, his first wave shot out of his spear. Our two cums mixed together, forming a human/canine cum cocktail that was soon sent squirting out of my cunt. Many more waves followed as I moaned at the top of my lungs.
Unfortunately, I never got to finish my orgasm as a loud bark suddenly snapped me back to reality. Glancing around, I realized I was still seated on the couch. As usual, I was fully clothed and there was not a drop of cum in sight. But I soon forgot about that when I realized Beans was no longer licking himself before me. Another few barks soon echoed from the next room. Turning off the TV, I stood up and followed the barks until I found Beans barking at the door. The wide open door!
“Oh fuck!” I swore as I realized that could only mean one think; Frank had escaped. A quick search of the apartment soon told me I was right.
“Dammit!” I muttered as I realized I had undoubtedly forgotten to close the door when hurrying in with grocery-filled arms.
“I’ll be right back,” I told Beans as I grabbed my jacket and hurried out of the apartment—after making sure to close the door behind me, of course.
“I hope he didn’t wander too far,” I thought as I realized my friend would kill me if I did not find her missing dog. And with that, I started searching…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 16: The Canine Threesome (Part 2)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

“Frank!” I called out as I glanced left and right.
No response.
“How could I have left the door open? How could I have been so stupid?” I asked myself, but soon realized there was no time to feel guilty. I had to find my friend’s dog before he had a chance to wander off too far. I called out his name another few times as I searched the nearest hiding spots I could think of. Unfortunately, Frank was nowhere to be found. My heart started to beat faster as I realized he could be anywhere by now. Still, I had to keep looking. I started searching in a circular fashion, gradually working my way outward. After five or ten minutes, I finally heard a sound that brought joy to my heart.
“Woof!” echoed a bark from nearby.
“Thank god!” as my first reaction until I realized the bark could have come from any old dog. There was only one way to find out; find the source. Unfortunately, there had been one single bark and locating its origin proved more difficult than I had hoped. Luckily, another soon followed, making it possible for me to determine the canine’s location. Rushing into a nearby alley, I found the most beautiful sight ever; Frank, jumping up the side of a dumpster while a cat stood atop, hissing down at him.
“Frank!” I called out as I hurried over to him. But Frank was too busy with the cat to pay any attention to me. It was not until I grabbed him by the collar that he finally tore his gaze away from his feline rival. Taking advantage of his distraction, the cat bolted. Frank tried to run after it, but I managed to keep him restrained. Well, barely is more like it—he is quite a large dog, remember? After struggling to break free, he finally gave up and calmed down. Tired from both the frenzied search and from restraining him, I released the large canine and took a seat to catch my breath. Having apparently forgotten all about the cat, Frank turned his attention to me. Taking a few steps forward, he nudged me and I smiled at him.
“You scared me,” I admitted as I pet him lovingly. He seemed to enjoy it, because he dropped to the ground and started rolling around. I scratched his stomach, which helped make him even more hyper. As he rolled about, his head soon found its way to my crotch and I felt his mussel rub against my labia through my pants. The feel of that hot, animal mussel on my lower lips was enough to force a powerful wave of arousal to wash over me. I knew what was about to happen before the process even started. The next thing I knew, a powerful fantasy had taken hold of me, forcing me to forget all about reality and the problems it always seemed to bring.
“Don’t stop!” I moaned as the fantasy Frank started licking the crotch of my pants. But I soon realized that was the exact opposite of what I wanted him to do.
“Stop!” I ordered. Frank instantly pulled away, peering at me with a quizzical expression. Giggling, I got to my feet.
“Don’t worry,” I told him as I unbuttoned, unzipped and pulled down my pants. Moments later, I was taking a seat, totally bottomless. I shivered as I felt the cold asphalt beneath me. Though spring had started a few weeks before and almost all the snow had melted, the air—and the asphalt—remained quite cold. But that was not going to stop me from putting my plan into action.
“Come here,” I called out to Frank as I gestured for him to get closer. Apparently well trained, that is just what he did. When he was close enough, I grabbed his head and forced it between my legs. As if fully aware of his role, he started licking by clean-shaven pussy.
“Oh yes. That’s it; lick it. LICK IT!” I moaned as I felt that long, slimy tongue of his slide back and forth against my labia. Resting on my elbows, I leaned backward, forcing my legs to spread wider, giving my canine lover unrestricted access—access he was all too happy to take advantage of.
His tongue flicked back and forth for a few seconds before I got an idea. Reaching down, I used two fingers to spread my lower lips apart, giving him even better access. The blissful feeling that followed forced a long, powerful moan to flow past my lips. The feel of that surprisingly long tongue against my cunt felt better than… Well, pretty much anything I had ever felt. But that was nothing compared to when he took the initiative of thrusting his tongue past my labia.
“FUCK!” I moaned as I felt his tongue slide into me. Honestly, I am not quite sure how he managed to do what he did, but he somehow managed to force every last inch of his tongue into me. I could feel his mouth wrapped around my twat as he started darting his tongue in and out of me.
“Oh god!”
“Oh yes!”
“Oh fuck!”
I moaned and moaned as he fervently tongue-fucked my pussy, forcing wave after wave of arousal to wash over me. The feeling was so blissful that I soon felt an orgasm build deep within me.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked blissfully as, moments later, I felt the first wave flow out of me. I am not sure if he swallowed my cum as I produced it or if his mouth was large enough to accommodate it all, but not a drop touched the ground as I squirted wave after wave of hot nectar. Not once throughout the entire orgasm did Frank stop thrusting his tongue in and out of me. It was not until the final wave shot out of me that he finally pulled away.
“Wow!” was all I could find to say as I struggled to keep air flowing in and out of my lungs. By the time I recovered from the intense orgasm I had just experienced, I was once again horny. I thought about sucking him off to repay him for the favor he had just bestowed upon me, but decided to opt for something that would make both of us much happier. Sex; doggy-style sex!
“Come here, you sexy animal,” I said as I got on all fours. That was all it took. Moments later, Frank was mounting me. His front legs gripped my waist while his rear ones jerked forward as he hopped closer. Moments later, I felt the tip of his dick press up against my labia. I smiled as I realized he was ready for action; no doubt the taste of my cum had turned him on.
“Fuck me!” I ordered. And that is exactly what Frank did. Pulling back, he jerked forward forcefully, forcing his eight-inch-long by one-and-a-half-inch wide cock to enter my… asshole.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked at the top of my lungs as I felt the entirety of his canine prick slide past my anus. I am not new to anal, so it was not pain that made me shriek so, but that did not stop me from being totally taken by surprise when I felt his manhood stretch out my rectum. He did not even give me a second to recover before he started furiously pounding away at my rectum.
It took me a few seconds to notice just how hot his rod felt as it traveled in and out of me. But I soon realized that was just because my bare hands and knees were pressed against the cold asphalt. The difference in temperature soon forced a powerful shiver to run through my entire body. But it was quickly washed aside when powerful waves of arousal started washing over me.
“Oh yes! Fuck my ass. FUCK MY ASS!” I begged, finally getting over the shock of the unexpected penetration. My moans echoed throughout the alley for less than thirty seconds before I felt the familiar sensation of an orgasm building within me. I soon realized Frank was equally turned on when I felt his shaft start to shake and shiver madly in my ass. Moments later, he climaxed. And so did I. We shared the rare and blissful experience of a simultaneous orgasm. Wave after wave of cum flew out of my cock-free cunt as canine semen did the same from my ass.
“Don’t stop. PLEASE DON’T STOP!” I begged as we continued cumming. Luckily, Frank had no intention of stopping and continued pounding the shit out of me—or should I say into me?—until the final waves flowed out of both my holes. Unfortunately, I did not even have time to feel him pull out as a loud bark suddenly snapped me back to reality.
Glancing around, I realized I was still fully clothed and sitting on the alley’s filthy asphalt. As usual, there was not a single drop of cum in sight. Sighing, I turned my attention to Frank, who was barking at what I assumed was either a cat or the largest rat I had ever seen. Jumping to my feet, I hurried over to him and grabbed hold of his collar before he had a chance to run off after whatever it was he had seen. I soon realized how lucky I was that he had not run off during my fantasy. Counting my blessings, I led him out of the alley.
“Let’s go home,” I said as I led him down the street toward my friend’s apartment.
A few minutes later, both dogs were once more safely contained within the apartment and I could finally relax. Unfortunately, the two fantasies I had recently experienced had made me incredibly horny and I started to wonder if I could keep my urges in check. Fucking my friend’s dogs in a fantasy is one thing, but for real is quite another. But the question remained the same: could I resist? I was about to find out!
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 17: The Canine Threesome (Part 3)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I had miraculously managed to find my friend’s missing dog (See “The Barbie Lez Fantasies – Week 16: The Canine Threesome (Part 2)” for full details) and now both he and his brother were safely contained within my friend’s apartment. After making sure all exits were sealed, I returned to the living room where Frank and Beans were waiting for me. I felt relief wash over me when I saw both large dogs still present, but I also felt something else. I soon realized it was arousal.
“Oh fuck!” I muttered to myself as I realized just how horny my two recent fantasies had made me. And the sight of the two studly canines before me only helped turn me on further. But I knew nothing could happen between us because, if it did, I could never again look my friend in the eye.
“I have to cool down,” I realized as I felt my pussy grow wet. Not wanting to risk doing anything I would later regret, I ran past the two canine brothers. It was not until I hurried past the bathroom that I suddenly realized how I could cool down. Heading into the washroom, I tore off my clothes and jumped into the shower. I almost yelled when I felt the cold water hit my skin, but braved the cold until my body got used to it. After a few minutes, I had forgotten all about the two studly dogs that awaited in the next room.
“Shit!” I swore when I stepped out of the shower and realized I had forgotten to grab a spare change of clothes. And I did not want to slip back into the same outfit as before because it was filthy from my recent search of the surrounding neighborhood. Realizing I was alone in the apartment—except for Frank and Beans, of course—I decided to stroll around naked until I could get my hands on a new outfit. Unfortunately, I had left my backpack in the living room. I stepped out of the bathroom and peered into the living room. I saw Frank and Beans busy play fighting, but that was not what I focused on. Instead, I made sure no one could peek in at me through the windows. When I was certain it was safe to come out, I strolled over to the couch, where my backpack awaited. But a bark distracted me before I could grab it.
I turned to find the two dogs… humping! If not for the most powerful wave of arousal of my life washing over me, I would surely have remembered the two brothers often did this. What I did remember was that my friend had asked me to separate them if it ever happened. Unfortunately, by the time I ordered them to stop, a powerful fantasy had taken hold of me. The two dogs pulled apart, but unfortunately for my friend who had worked so hard to keep the brothers from defiling each other, they were the fantasy Frank and Beans, not the real ones.
Though Frank was no longer dry-humping his brother, my body remained filled with arousal. So much arousal, in fact, that I was unable to keep from ordering them to join me. Moments later, I was sitting on the couch with my legs spread wide apart. Still fully naked, the two brothers had unrestricted access.
“Lick it!” I ordered as I pointed to my pussy. As if perfectly trained to do so, the two large dogs outstretched their tongues and, heads bumping together, started furiously licking my power lips.
“Oh god!” I moaned as I felt my arousal level skyrocket. But it was still considerably low when taking into consideration just how high it would get by the time my fantasy pulled to an end. In fact, it jumped up another notch when I felt one of my two canine lovers’ tongue slither past my labia.
“Oh fuck!” I moaned as I felt it slide all the way in before slithering back out. Moments later, a tongue dove back in. I was unsure if it was the same tongue penetrating me over and over again or if they were taking turned, but all that mattered was how awesome it felt. Actually, if felt so awesome that I soon felt an orgasm build deep within me. Moment later, it bubbled to the surface, forcing the first wave of cum to shoot out of me.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked at the top of my lungs as I squirted all over my canine lovers. Apparently determined to keep me going as long as they could, the two brothers kept on licking and tongue-fucking my cunt until the final wave oozed out of me.
I took a few moments to recover, but the two large beasts between my legs kept on licking, cleaning every last drop of cum from my body. They were so thorough that by the time they were done, I was as horny as before. But I knew better than to be selfish; they had made me climax and it was time for me to repay the favor.
“Lie down!” I ordered as I got to my feet. Less than a second later, the two brothers dropped to the ground. Smiling at their obedience, I positioned myself for the next part of my plan; I lay down on my stomach, my head level with their hind legs. After making sure they were lying side by side on their backs, I reached out and grabbed hold of their long, red cocks. From the looks of it, the taste of my cum had turned them on, for their dicks were fully expanded—they each measured eight inches in length by one and a half inches in width.
“Woof!” barked Frank, as is cheering me on. Beans soon gave me a similar encouragement and I decided to get started.
“Here we go, boys,” I said as I started jerking both hands up and down, forcing my fingers—which were wrapped around each one of their rock-hard shafts—to side up and down their canine manhoods. But after a few seconds, I wanted more than to simply feel their blistering hot schlongs against my palms. Picking a random brother, I removed my hand and lowered my head until my lips made contact with the tip of his prick. Not wasting a second, I pushed on until half of his shaft had entered my mouth. Still I pushed on, forcing his erect manhood to slide past my uvula, gliding down my throat with surprising ease. I fought the gag reflex and started bobbing my head up and down while my hand did the same to the brother’s rod. Every dozen seconds or so, I would alternate, making sure both brothers were equally satisfied. This continued for the better part of a minute before I felt their cocks start to shake and shiver. Remembering just how salty dog’s semen is, I pulled away and jerked them off fast and hard until they started shooting wave after wave of hot, sticky orgasmilk onto my face. I kept my mouth closed, but moaned blissfully as I felt their hot nectar hit my face.
By the time their final waves shot out of them, my entire face was covered in dog cum. Oddly, that turned me on even more. After wiping the orgasmilk from my eyelids, I realized my two lover’s cocks had retreated back into their bodies. Unfortunately, I was fucking horny and desperately wanted to feel not one, but both of their cocks inside me… at the same time! With that in mind, I got to work. Less than a minute later, they were ready for round two.
Unlike before, I could not just get on all fours and let them do the rest. That worked with one dog, but if I wanted both of them inside me at the same time, it would be a little more tricky. Fortunately, I soon found a simple solution.
“Frank, up!” I ordered. The slightly larger of the two dogs jumped up. Feeling left out, Beans tried to get up, but I ordered him to say put. He stopped struggling to get up and remained on his back, his cock pointing straight at the ceiling. Not wasting a second, I got on all fours and shuffled over to Beans. Placing myself atop him with an arm and a leg on either side, I soon felt the tip of his dick against my labia. Spreading my legs, I lowered myself onto his cock, forcing it into my still soaking wet cunt. An eager bark told me Beans appreciated the gesture. But a bark from Frank let me know he was feeling left out.
“Up!” I ordered as I reached back and tapped my ass. That was all it took; Frank mounted me, squeezing my waist between his front legs. I soon felt his cock bump against my ass, but the large canine was having trouble finding a free hole to penetrate. I reached back and guided his shat to my asshole. Less than a second later, he jerked forward, forcing the entirety of his prick into my rectum.
“FUCK!” I moaned as I realized I had a total of sixteen inches of canine cock inside me. But that was all I had time to realize before Frank started pounding away at my tight ass. As good as his cock felt diving in and out of my butt, I wanted Bean’s to do the same in my pussy. Unfortunately, he was in no position to do that, so I was forced to take matters into my own hands. Using Frank’s thrusts as a guide, I started swaying my body back and forth. Not only did this force Bean’s manhood to slide in and out of my poon, but it also helped increase the force of Frank’s penetrations.
“OH MY FUCKING GOD!” I yelled blissfully as I felt both my holes being penetrated simultaneously. Never before had I been so turned on. In fact, I was so aroused that it took me less than half a minute before I felt the familiar feel of an orgasm building within me. Luckily, the two brothers were not far behind. In fact, they climaxed a split second before me.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I bellowed as I felt Frank’s first wave shoot up my ass while Bean’s did the same in my pussy. But the pussy-fucking canine’s cum was soon forced back down when I too produced my first wave. The two mixed, creating a human/canine cum cocktail which shot out of me with surprising force. As for Frank’s hot orgasmilk, it took a few waves before my ass was full and the hot nectar was forced out. The next minute or so was spent moaning, barking and cumming.
When the final waves finally flowed out of us, we collapsed, totally exhausted from the best sex of our lives. Unfortunately, I did not even have time to thank my two canine lovers before a loud bark snapped me back to reality.
As usual, there was not a drop of cum in sight. However, I was still fully naked, but that was only because I had not had a chance to put any clothes on after my shower. But I forgot about all that when I realized Frank was still dry-humping his brother. I was about to stop them when I realized two things. One: I was fucking horny! Two: having sex with my friend’s dogs was wrong… But maybe there was a way for me to still get off. With that in mind, I slipped a hand between my thighs and forced two fingers past my labia.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I started thrusting my finger in and out of me as I watched the two canine brothers before me dry-hump each other. Before long, I felt my body start to spasm. Though what followed was quite satisfying, it was nothing compared to what could have been. Still, I was proud of myself for not doing something I would later regret and knew I had done the right thing. Still, the thought of actually having sex with Frank and Beans seemed quite appealing. Maybe someday…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 18: Kinky Birthday
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them? Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

It was my twenty-fourth birthday. Yay! I am not really the type to make a big deal of such things, but this year I decided to go all out. I invited all my friends and family and had a mega party. The night started off slow, but by the time most of the guests had left, there were a dozen people passed out throughout the apartment. I had never really experienced such a thing—not that I had never attended a party, but throwing one was a first for me—so I was unsure how to deal. So I decided to go to bed and wait until the next day to worry about the party’s aftermath. So with that, I strolled over to my room. Luckily, I was not drunk—I have not touched a drop of alcohol in years—or I would never have made it through the maze of bodies that cluttered the path from the living room to my bedroom.
Finally, I reached my room and closed the door behind me, happy for the first few moments of quiet in over six hours. I knew my roommates would undoubtedly be pissed at me—I had told them it would be a small celebration with a few friends and family—but I was too tired to even think of such things. I stripped and, fully naked, headed over to my bed.
“Ahhh...” I sighed as I slipped into bed, the sheets soft on my skin as my tired muscles finally relaxed. Closing my eyes, I knew it would be a matter of seconds before I passed out. Unfortunately, before I could, there was a knock on the door.
“Come in,” I called out after releasing an exasperated sigh. Moments later, the door swung open and my best friend walked in. For the purposes of this story, let’s call her Candy—I do not want to use her real name by fear of her learning of the kinky fantasy that would soon follow.
“Are you asleep?” asked Candy.
“Yes.”
She hesitated for a second, as if unsure if I was actually asleep of just saying that—please do not think less of her; she was quite drunk. Finally, she realized I was being sarcastic.
“Can I come in?” she asked after letting a few chuckles flow past her lips. I nodded and she slipped into my room, closing the room behind her. But instead of speaking, she just stood there, staring down at me.
“Can I help you?” I asked. She snapped back to reality and opened her mouth. But nothing came out; she had lost her train of thought.
“That makes me want to drink so much,” I thought sarcastically as I waited for her memory to return. Finally, it did.
“Can I sleep with you?” she asked. I was taken aback by the unexpected request. I had often fantasized about going to bed with her, but I had never thought it would happen under those circumstances.
“Why?” was all I found to say.
“Everywhere else if full,” she explained. I suddenly remembered there were a dozen people passed out throughout the apartment. I considered refusing, thinking it would be a little awkward—I had had a crush on her for years and I was not sure I would be able to resist her. But I soon realized it was not fair of me to punish her for the way I felt. Finally, I nodded.
“Great!” she said and started to strip. I just lay there, frozen in shock as I watched my best friend get naked before me. I had never understood why people found the need the get drunk, but for the first time in my life, I was glad for alcohol. If not for the massive amount she had ingested, there was no way she would treat me to a striptease. Luckily, she was drunk as hell and totally free of inhibitions. When the final piece of clothing hit the floor, I looked her up and down, drinking in the sight of her flawless figure. Candy was a breathtaking young woman and it was a veritable miracle I did not retreat into a fantasy then and there. But that might have been because I did not want to miss a single second of that perfect moment.
It was not until she slipped under the covers, forcing her hand to brush against one of my boobs that a fantasy took hold of me. Reality faded in an instant, only to be replaced by one of the most powerful fantasies of my life.
“You’re so hot!” said the fantasy me as she turned to the naked woman lying beside her.
“Wha…” started Candy, but that is all she had time to say before I took advantage of the fact that her mouth was open. Diving in, I thrust my tongue into her mouth as I forced my lips against hers. She was still talking when I started exploring her oral cavity. Though Candy had not yet reciprocated my eager tongue strokes—something she might never even do—I decided to escalate things. With my tongue still dancing around in her mouth, I got atop her and started grinding my nude body against hers.
By then, she had stopped talking and was just lying there as I ravaged her young body. Finally, after what felt like an eternity, she reacted. Against all odds, she did not reject me. Instead, she joined me in a frenzied tongue dance and her hands soon found their way to my ass.
“Mmmmm!” we moaned in unison as we passionately made out. But the kiss was soon cut short when she used the firm grip she had on my buttock to flip me over, inverting our positions.
“Whoa!” I gasped as I peered up at my friend. But that was all I had time to say before she slid down along her body until her head was level with my chest. Not even giving me a second to understand what she was doing, she wrapped her lips around my right nipple.
“FUCK!” I half-moaned, half-yelled as I felt a powerful wave of arousal wash over me. But the moan barely had time to leave my lips that she pulled away and shushed me, reminding me the apartment was still full of friends and relatives.
“Shit!” I whispered before placing a hand atop my mouth to keep myself from repeating my mistake. Meanwhile, Candy returned her focus to my boobs and started playing with them, soon forcing me to produce moan after moan. This continued for a few seconds before she decided to move on to better and tastier things.
“Wai…” I started, but that was as far as I got before I saw her vanish beneath the covers and felt her tongue on my pussy.
“Fu…” I started, but soon placed a hand on my mouth. I struggled to keep quiet as my friend started flicking her tongue back and forth across my labia. My heart started to beat faster as more waves of arousal washed over me. As satisfying as the feel of that tongue of hers on my lower lips was, I soon started craving more. Removing the hand from my mouth, I grabbed the covers and pulled them up and over my head.
“Finger-fuck me!” I begged in a sensual whisper.
“As you wish,” she said, “You’re the birthday girl after all.”
I giggled for a second, but the chuckles soon turned into a moan when I felt one of her fingers slide into my soaking wet cunt.
“FUCK!” I yelled. Luckily, the sound was muffled by the covers I was forcing into my mouth to keep myself quiet. Satisfied by my reaction, she decided to add another, forcing yet another powerful moan past my lips. She started jerking her hand back and forth, forcing her two fingers in and out of me.
“OH GOD!” I yelled through the covers. This went on for a few seconds before I realized I wanted more. Spitting out the ball of covers I had been sucking on for the past few seconds, I begged her to add another. If not for the fact that she was drunk out of her mind, she would surely have questioned the request. Luckily, she did not and simply added a third finger. The finger-fucking that ensued was slightly slowed by the added finger, but the blissful feeling that filled me soon made up for it.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned through the covers as my arousal skyrocketed. Still, I soon realized I wanted even more.
“Add another!” I ordered.
“A… are you sure?” she asked. Apparently, she was drunk enough for three fingers, but not four.
“Just do it!”
“I can’t” she admitted after a few seconds.
“I said do it!” I ordered in a threatening voice.
“No, I mean I literally can’t do it; you’re wet, but not enough.”
“Oh!” I gasped understandingly. Luckily, the solution soon came to me. I slipped out of bed and hurried over to the commode which stood near my bed. After unlocking the third drawer I pulled it open to reveal a multitude of sex toys—I’m an erotica author, remember? That means I am a kinky girl! Okay, maybe not all erotica writers are, but I sure as hell am! Anyway, back to the fantasy. I grabbed a tube of lubricant and returned to my bed.
“Here!” I said as I handed Candy the lube. I knew she was shocked by my impressive collection of sex toys, but she did not say a word. Instead, she squirted quite a considerable amount of lube into her hand. Moments later, we were back under the covers and she was fumbling around in the dark to find my cunt. She soon found it and, less than a second later, I felt her slide all four of her fingers into me.
“FUCK!” I moaned, my cry only barely muffled by the covers. The cry barely had time to leave my lips that Candy started thrusting her hand in and out of me. If not for her thumb which bumped against my cunt with each penetration, she would have her entire fi…
Suddenly, I realized something; I still wanted more! Not taking a second to consider what I was about to do, I said two simple words.
“Fist me!”
I felt Candy’s hand stop mid-thrust. Though I could not see her face through the darkness, I knew she had an expression of total shock plastered across her face. I had expected her to make sure I was certain, but instead, she just got to work. It took her a few seconds, but I soon felt her entire fist slide into me.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked blissfully. Luckily, I had had the presence of mind to grab a pillow and place it over my mouth, so the cry was mostly muffled.
Not a second after penetration, Candy started jerking her arm back and forth, forcing her entire hand—thumb and all—to slide in and out of me with increasing speed. I could feel my pussy stretched past all previous limits as she fervently fisted me. I had tried fisting myself a few times, but had actually never managed to achieve full penetration due to my lack of flexibility. But that did not matter now; I had a fist flying in and out of me and that was all that mattered. Well, that and the powerful orgasm that was building up within me. Moments later, I felt my entire body start to spasm as the first wave flowed up from the depths of my pussy.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked again as I started spraying wave after wave of hot orgasmilk onto my best friend’s face. Luckily, she braved on and continued furiously fisting my pussy, forcing my orgasm to rage on and on. By the time the final wave flowed out of me, my entire lower body felt wet—and so did the sheets. Unfortunately, that was all I had time to notice before I got snapped back to reality—or should I say slapped?
My eyes flew open and I glanced around. I realized a few things. The first was that what had started as a fantasy had turned into a dream. I was not sure exactly when I had fallen asleep, but that did not stop my fantasy/dream from being one of the most vivid of my life. The second thing I noticed was that Candy had also fallen asleep, which led me to believe she had slapped me in her sleep and not on purpose. Still, my cheek still stung from where her palm had landed just moments before. I was partly angry at Candy for putting an end to my fantasy, but also thankful for the gift her fantasy self had given me.
“Best birthday present ever,” I thought, but I soon realized that was a lie; a truly fantastic present would have been a real-life fisting. But a fantasy was better than nothing and no one can tell what the future holds. Maybe someday I will feel Candy’s fist inside of me…
 

To be continued Next Week…




Month 5: May
 

Week 19: Return of the Twins
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

8:00 PM, Monday evening. I was stretched out on the couch, watching a movie I had been waiting to see for a while. Suddenly, the doorbell rang. I sighed and paused the movie. Getting up, I started to wonder who it could be. Both my roommates were out and I was not expecting anyone. Most women would probably have imagined a serial rapist going from door to door until he came across a young woman senseless enough to answer the door. But having grown up in the country, nothing short of a bear could scare me. So I buzzed in whoever was standing at the door. I heard the building’s front door open and close, followed by the sound of not one, but two people heading up the stairs. Curiosity grew within me until I saw familiar faces come around the corner.
“Oh!” I gasped as I instantly recognized the two hot young women heading up the final flight of stairs leading to the apartment. They were my roommate’s friends; twin friends! I recalled the fantasy I had had after my roommate’s unfortunate incident at the fondue party (See “The Barbie Lez Fantasies – Week 13: The Twins” for full details), but forgot all about it when they reached the top of the stairs.
“Is Candy there?” asked one (my roommate’s name was changed for obvious reasons).
I shook my head. The twins shared a confused glance. Moments later, I learned that my roommate had asked them to stop by. Unsure what to do, I offered to keep them company while they waited for my roommate to return. Less than a minute later, we were seated on the living room couch. Unfortunately, after exchanging the usual pleasantries, we realized we did not really have much to say to each other.
“Wanna watch a movie?” I offered after a short, awkward silence. They both agreed and the next few minutes were spent staring at the television. But I soon lost my concentration when I heard them whispering to each other and giggling. I forgot all about the movie and struggled to spy on them without being too obvious. The sight of the two of them snuggled together on the couch whispering into each other’s ears soon forced a wave of arousal to watch over me. I imagined them whispering sweet—or kinky—things to each other and, the more I thought about it, the hornier I got. Before long, I felt a fantasy grow within me and, within seconds, reality faded away.
Moments after the fantasy began, I paused the movie and turned to the twins.
“Have you ever kissed each other?” I asked. The sisters stopped whispering and turned to me with shocked expressions. It was obvious they were unsure if I had actually asked what it sounded like I had. So I repeated the question.
“Have you ever kissed each other?” I asked again. Realizing they had indeed heard me correctly, they let shock wash over them.
“No!” they said as one. Their voices were filled with repulsion, but their expressions betrayed their true feelings.
I smiled.
“But have you ever fantasized about it?”
There was a brief silence before they once again let fly a resounding “No!” But that was not about to discourage me. I kept on pressuring them until they finally admitted they had secretly fantasized about it. Both were surprised to hear of their sibling’s incestuous desires. But I did not give them time to wrap their heads around it.
“Kiss!” I proposed. At first they were shocked, but soon realized there was no real reason not to. After debunking their weak excuses, I managed to convince them.
“Kiss,” I said again, this time in a sensual voice. Finally, the twins gave in to their perverse desires. I expected them to start off with tentative lip kisses. Instead, they dove into the deep end, thrusting their tongues into each other’s mouths for a passionate make out session.
“Wow!” I gasped in awe as powerful waves of arousal washed over me. By the time the incestuous kiss came to an end, I realized I was gently rubbing my labia through my pants.
“Undress each other!” I ordered. Oddly, the twins did not even seem surprised by the order. Instead, they got to their feet and started ripping each other’s clothes off. Within seconds, they were fully naked. I barely had time to drink in their great beauty before they pulled each other in for another passionate make out session. Unfortunately for them, I soon ordered them to, “Stop it!” They did as told, but seemed confused. I smiled at them reassuringly as I gave my next order.
“I want you to take turns licking each other’s boobs,” I explained.
“Yes mam!” they said as one as a few giggles flowed past their lips. Moments later, one sister was expertly sucking, licking and biting her sibling’s nipples. After a while, they switched positions, but I soon realized I wanted more.
“Lick your sister’s pussy!” I told one of the twins. She hesitated for a second, but when her sister spread her legs, she gave up all hope of fighting her perverse desires. Dropping to her knees, she buried her face into her sibling’s cunt.
“Mmmmm!” moaned the sister as she felt her lover’s tongue on her lower lips. By then, my hand had slipped into my pants and I felt two fingers slither past my own labia. Moments later, I was furiously finger-fucking my poon while the kneeling twin used her tongue to do the same to her sister.
This continued only for a few seconds before I heard the twin moan at the top of her lungs, telling me she was about to climax. Realizing I was nowhere near an orgasm of my own, I decided to keep going at my current speed. After all, I would have ample time to get ready before it was the other twin’s turn to climax. But such thoughts were soon washed aside when I saw the first twin writhe on the couch. Moments later, I saw a few drops of cum fly through the air. All I could see was the tongue-fucking sister’s head buried in her twin’s crotch, but I could perfectly imagine her mouth filling with her sibling’s hot cum.
“MMMMM!!!” moaned the climaxing twin at the top of her lungs as she squirted her hot nectar into her sister’s mouth. This continued for a while before her spasms finally died down and she just lay there, gasping for air. Pulling away, her sister took the first breath in what seemed like forever.
I continued to slowly finger my pussy as I watched them recover. But my finger soon jerked out of me when an idea suddenly formed within me. Jumping up, I hurried to my room. I returned less than a minute later with a large strapon in hand.
“Wow!” gasped the twins in unison when they saw the massive toy. I smiled as I handed it to the twin who had just climaxed. I did not tell her what to do; there was no need to. Within seconds, she was strapped in and ready to go. Heading over to her sister, she got ready for the next part.
“Wait!” I called out seconds before she forced her “cock” into her sister. Both twins looked at me with furrowed brows. I assured them there was nothing to worry about, that something had just occurred to me. I shared my plan with them and they instantly agreed. Within seconds, I was fully naked. Taking a seat on the couch, I watched the sibling who had yet to cum get on all fours before me. Burying her face in my twat, she started thrusting her tongue in and out of me. Meanwhile, her sister kneeled behind her and, grabbing hold of her waist, propelled her “dick” into her twin’s cunt.
“MMMMM!” moaned the twin between my legs as her sibling started pounding away at her wet pussy. The sight of a hot young woman being fucked by her twin sister while she licked my pussy made it impossible for me to keep from moaning loudly. Our moans echoed throughout the room as tongue and strapon dove in and out of our cunts. The sight before me was to arousing that I soon felt an orgasm build within me. Moments later, the first wave of cum flowed up from the depths of my cunt.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked blissfully as I squirted wave after wave of hot nectar into my lover’s mouth. I was almost too busy to notice, but somehow managed to realize she was climaxing too. She writhed around between my legs while somehow managing to keep on furiously tongue-fucking me. Meanwhile, her sister forced her strapon in and out of her with as much force as she could muster.
This went on for a while until I felt my body start to relax. Another few waves flowed out of me and it was all over. My muscles gave out and I started gasping for air. But that was all I had time to do before a voice suddenly snapped me back to reality.
Glancing around, I realized the three of us were still fully clothed. As usual, there was no cum—or strapon—in sight. I released a soft sigh as I realized none of it had been real. Noticing my roommate standing in the doorframe, I realized she had been the one whose voice had pulled me from my fantasy.
“Sorry I was late,” she apologized.
“It’s okay,” responded one of the twins. “Barbie kept us company.” With that, she and her sister got up and, after thanking me for keeping them company, followed my roommate into her room. I watched them vanish from sight and sighed. Turning my attention back to the TV, I realized my fantasy had made me miss part of the movie.
“But it was worth it,” I thought as a smile curled my lips. “Definitely worth it!”
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 20: Got Wood?
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I was spending the weekend at my mother’s country house. Before going any further, let me clarify; I mean a house that happens to be in the country, not an actual country house (I wish). So, after a long bus ride, I finally arrived at the miniscule bus station that seemed to be in the middle of nowhere (which it was). My mother was already waiting for me and did not leave my side until hours later when we finally decide to retire for the night. As much as I loved my mother, I was feeling smothered. That is why I decided to go for a walk when I awoke at 6:07 the next morning.
Slipping into one my usual skimpy outfits (a tank-top and a short skirt), I stepped out into the chilly morning air, which hot me likee a ton of bricks. I was no longer used to breathing in car exhaust-free air—that is what I get for spending the past four years of your life in the biggest city in the province. Memories of my childhood came flooding back and I started to wonder what had convinced me to move to the city after all those happy years spent living in the country. Ah yes, the shattered dream of becoming a screenwriter. Then again, I am kind of happy that dream never came true because I might not be writing this now. But that is enough reminiscing, let me get back to the story at hand.
Closing the door behind me, I stepped out into the rejuvenating morning air and strolled down the driveway. But halfway there, I stopped. Doing a one-eighty, I marched toward the house. Instead of heading for the door, I circled the building and entered the wood behind it. Following a narrow path that meandered through the trees, I inhaled the familiar smells of the trees, moss and dirt. A satisfied sigh escaped me; it was good to be back. Having forgotten all about my smothering mother, I strolled through the woods, a giddy smile plastered across my face. I was so pleased to be surrounded by nature once more that I almost started to skip. Almost.
After a few minutes, I heard a branch crack. Freezing, I glanced around and soon spotted a deer strolling through the forest. From the massive antlers that stood atop his head, I instantly knew he was a stag. Standing perfectly still, I watched him wander around. It was obvious he had not seen me because he soon came to a stop to relieve himself—something deer never do when they feel threatened. It was not the first deer I had seen (far from it), but it was the first stag urination I had ever witnessed. As you might expect, I felt a powerful wave of arousal wash over me as I saw his cock slip out of his prepuce. I watched it grow longer and harder as he got ready to pee. But before that could happen, I felt a wave of arousal wash over me.
“Fuck!” was all I had time to mutter before the fantasy took over and reality faded. My overly-imaginative mind now in control of my world, the fantasy deer heard my swear. His tail shot up and so did his ears.
“Fuck!” I muttered again. Hearing this, the stag turned toward me. Oddly, he did not bolt away like all the other deer I had come across. Instead, he took a tentative step forward, soon followed by another. Within seconds, he was strolling toward me.
“Uh-oh!” I thought as I considered turning tail and running. But I knew that was be the worst thing to do when faced with a dangerous animal. So I just stood there and waited for the woodland creature to reach me. When he finally did, he lowered his head and, for a second, I was certain he was about to impale me. But instead, he shoved his mussel in my crotch and started sniffing. Unable to resist, I started to laugh in a mixture of relief and amusement. Scarred off, the large best took a step back.
“Oh no!” I muttered as I felt a wave of arousal wash over me; I had just seen the large dick that stood erect between his hind legs. It was kind of shaped like a dog’s, only much longer and thinner. The pink member measured about ten inches in length by less than one in width. Still, it was enough to force the most perverse thought into my head. Drunk with arousal, I could not help but make one of my typical double-entendre jokes.
“Got wood?” I asked as my eyes remained glued to his cock. Obviously, he did not reply, but that did not stop me from chuckling. However, I soon forgot about my witty comment when a question formed within me.
“I wonder what it tastes like,” I thought as my eyes continued studying his manhood. Before I even knew what was happening, I walked up to the large beast and, kneeling beneath him, grabbed him dick. I felt his body jerk in surprise, but he calmed down when I started to stroke his schlong. Encouraged, I opened my mouth and leaned forward.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I felt the hot shaft slide into my mouth. Though I knew what I was doing was extremely dangerous, I started jerking my head back and forth, using my lips and tongue to stimulate his shaft. After only a few seconds of this, I heard my woodland lover snort. I took it as en encouragement and leaned forward, forcing his rod to slide past my uvula. Pushing on, I forced as much of his prick into my mouth and throat as I could. I then pulled back and started all over again. The stag seemed to appreciate because I soon felt his dick start to shake and shiver. I was stunned at how quickly he could climax, but forgot all about that when I felt his first wave of orgasmilk shoot into my throat. Having bypassed my mouth entirely, I did not get a chance to taste his semen until he released his second wave directly into my mouth.
“MMM?!” I moaned as I felt his surprisingly salty and slightly bitter cum fill my mouth. Coughing madly, I pulled away, forcing his schlong out of my mouth. But that did not stop him from squirting his hot load all over my face. Eyes closed to keep from being blinded, I just kneeled there, waiting for him to be done. When I finally felt his last wave hit my face, I wiped the cum from my eyelids and stood up.
I was totally repulsed by the taste of his jizz, but at the same time turned on beyond all reason. I could feel my pussy grow wetter with every passing second. Before I could even formulate the thought, I knew what I had to do. Once again kneeling, I managed to grab hold of my lover’s cock before it vanished back into his body. Using my fingers, lips and tongue, I soon got him ready for round two. Not wasting a second, I turned around and presented my ass to his erect shaft—I was not wearing any panties beneath my skirt, so access was not a problem. Apparently as turned on as me, the large deer jerked forward, forcing his prick deep into me.
“FUCK!” I moaned blissfully as I felt the long shaft jerk past my lower lips. But the fervent penetration also made me lose my balance. Toppling forward, I managed to grab on to his front legs. I barely managed to remain upright as he started pounding away at my soaking wet cunt.
“Oh god!” I moaned again as I felt almost every last inch of his rock-hard rod dive in and out of me. I hung on for dear life as I was shaken about by his powerful thrusts. My powerful moans echoed throughout the woods as wave after wave of arousal washed over me. Fortunately for me, my wild lover had climaxed less than a minute before, so it took him much longer to cum. In fact, it took so long that I was the first to reach orgasm.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked blissfully as I felt the first wave of cum flow up from the depths of my cunt. Fortunately for the horny stag, his cock started to jerk about less than a second later and I soon felt his first wave shoot out of his erect manhood. Mixing with mine, the two cums blended, creating a human/deer cum cocktail that started shooting out of me as I continued moaning loudly.
After a while, my sexual spasms came to an end and I soon felt the final wave flow out of me. Moments later, my large lover pulled out for the final time. Luckily, he remained in place long enough for me to recover. Rather, he would have if I had not been snapped back to reality by the sound of cracking branches.
Glancing around, I realized not a drop of cum clung to my body and the stag was nowhere me. In fact, he was bolting away through the wood; no doubt had he finally noticed my presence and been sacred off. I watched him dart through the trees and could not help but sigh. But I soon realized it was not because I hoped to actually have sex with him; it was because I had just remembered I would have to spend another full day with my clingy mother…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 21: The Boob Job
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

Boob jobs; the miracle or modern medicine. Many people claim to dislike fake breasts, but the truth is, bigger is always better—well, up to a certain point. Unlike most people, I do not pretend to only like real tits while secretly fantasizing about pornstar-type boobs. I say it loud and proud:
“I love big boobs, not matter if they are real or fake!”
Okay, by now, you are probably wondering why I am going on about boobs jobs. Unfortunately for those of you who thought—or hoped—it meant I got a breast augmentation, that is not the case. After all, there is no point in having a procedure that is completely unnecessary—for those of you how do not understand what that means, I just said I have big boobs. But that is beside the point; let me get back to the story at hand. The reason for this never-ending introduction is in fact quite simple; my friend got a boob job!
I had always been attracted to Candy—the name was changed for obvious reasons—but had never realized just how attractive she was until the day she showed up with the most gorgeous pair of D-Cup boobs. When she first walked in, I knew something was different about her. She was somehow much hotter than the last time I had seen her, but it took me a few moments to notice her inflated chest.
“Wow!” I gasped as I finally noticed her boobs.
She giggled shyly.
“Ca… can I see them?” I asked after trying to get a better look at her new tits through her blouse. She seemed surprised, but also proud of the attention she was getting.
“You mean ta… take off my top?” she stuttered nervously.
I nodded and gestured to our surroundings. We were alone in her apartment, so there was no risk of anyone walking in on us. She took a second to consider and her newly developed pride in her appearance soon outweighed her shy personality.
“Okay,” she finally said as she reached up and fumbled with her blouse buttons. It took her a while, but she finally managed to undo her top. She hesitated for a second before removing her blouse, revealing the most perfect pair of boobs I had ever seen—okay, maybe that is an exaggeration, but they were definitely nicer than the B-Cups she used to have. I studied them in great detail, which was not hard given the fact that they were barely contained in a pink, lace bra. The more I gazed at her breasts, the hotter I got. Before long, it felt like I was on fire. Fortunately, a powerful wave of arousal washed over me, putting out the fires of passion that burned bright within me. Unfortunately, the heat was replaced by arousal; lots of arousal! It only took a few seconds before one of the most powerful fantasies of my life started to grow within me.
“Uh-oh!” I thought as I saw the world around me fade away, only to be replaced by an identical fantasy one.
“Can I touch them?” I asked, mere seconds after the fantasy had begun. My friend seemed a little surprised, but nodded nonetheless. I felt a wide smile curly my lips as I reached out with trembling hands.
“Mmmmm!” I could not help but moan softly as I grabbed her boobs. I could feel her soft skin beneath my fingers as I started squeezing them gently. Candy seemed to enjoy the attention, because a large smile was plastered across her face. Seeing this, I realized she would probably agree to an escalation.
“Can I see them… You know, all of them?” I asked.
The smile vanished from my friend’s face. Still, she nodded after just a few seconds of deliberation. Reaching up, she unclasped the garment—she was wearing one of those front-clasped bras—and, after taking a deep breath for courage, pulled it off.
“Wow!” I gasped as I saw her new boobs in all their glory. The large scars that stood beneath each one of her breasts were still slightly red, but I knew it was just a matter of time before they turned white. I thought of asking if she had regained sensation in her nipples, but decided to opt for a different tactic.
My lips parted as I leaned forward. Moments later, I wrapped them around Candy’s left nipple, across which I instantly started flicking my tongue. It took Candy a few seconds to realized what was going on, which told me the sensation had not yet returned to her nipples. But that did not stop me from stimulating them as best as I could—not to toot my own horn, but I am quite an expert when it comes to boobs.
“What are you do…” started Candy when she finally realized what was going on. But that was all she had time to say, because I pulled away the second I heard the first word leave her lips. Standing up straight, I reached out and pulled her in for a long, passionate kiss. I immediately started exploring very every nook and cranny. This went on for a few seconds before Sandy realized what was going on. But instead of pulling away, she started reciprocating my eager tongue strokes.
“Mmmmm!” we moaned in unison as we passionately make out, our tongues dancing about madly.
By the time the kiss ended, a good minute later, Candy had overcome her shy nature. In fact, a take-charge personality on one ever even knew was there had surfaced. The fires of passion burned bright in her eyes as she took a step toward me. Reaching out, she ripped open my blouse, revealing my bra-free boobs. Not wasting a second, she started stimulating my nipples with every tool at her disposal (fingers, lips, tongue and teeth).
“Oh god!” I moaned as I felt shivers of delight run through my body. My heart started pounding madly within my chest as my friend forced moan after moan out of me. Just when I was about to beg her to stop her teasing, she pulled away. I considered complaining, but did not have time because she pulled me in for another passionate make out session. I was slightly disappointed she had not decided to escalate, but forgot all about that when I felt her hand travel down to my crotch.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I felt her fingers fumble around until she found what she was looking for; my pussy! Somehow managing to unbutton and unzip my jeans with one hand, she soon slipped her hand into my pants. As usual, I was panty-free, so she had not other obstacle to overcome before reaching my cunt.
“Mmmmm”! I moaned again as I felt her press her palm against my lower lips and start massaging my labia. I felt my pussy grow wet at the touch. Within seconds, it was ready to receive her fingers. Luckily, I did not have to wait long for her to escalate things.
“OH FUCK!” I moaned mentally as I felt two of her finger slither past my labia. I would have spoken aloud had it not been for the passionate make out session that was still growing in both length and passion. I am not quite sure how I managed it, but I was somehow able to keep on making out with my busty friend as she started darting her fingers in and out of my soaking wet cunt.
“MMM! MMM! MMM!” I moaned through a tongue-filled mouth as she furiously finger-fucked me. Most of my senses were being stimulated, but I still found the mental strength to come up with a brilliant idea. Not wasting a single second thinking things over, I put my plan into action. Reaching down, I fumbled around until I reached her crotch. Slipping my hand underneath her skirt, I managed to pull her panties down just enough for me to access her cunt. I smiled as I realized her pussy was clean-shaven—or I would have if not busy making out with my busty lover. I knew she only had limited time to catch up to me, so I did not waste a second teasing her labia. Instead, I forced two fingers deep into her sopping wet poon.
“MMMMM!” she moaned as I started jerking my hand back and forth, forcing my finger to dart in and out of he with great speed. Unfortunately, I felt an orgasm build within me mere seconds later. Fortunately, my friend was so turned on that I soon felt her pussy start to shake and shiver, letting me know she was about to climax as well. Sure enough, the first waves of hot orgasmilk soon gushed out of us.
“MMMMM!” we moaned in unison as we felt the other’s hot nectar spray all over our fingers. We continued finger-fucking each other’s clams as our tongues danced around each other’s mouths.
Waves after waves of cum squirted out of us for what felt like an eternity before our bodies started to tire. The waves diminished in intensity before coming to a complete halt. Right then, I felt every muscle in my body give out and I crashed to the ground.
Unlike my other fantasies, it was not a sound that snapped me back to reality; it was a sensation. You know when you are just falling asleep, then get jerked awake because you feel like you are falling? Well, that is what happened to me. Glancing around, I soon realized neither of us had climaxed. There was not a drop of cum in sight and Candy’s boobs were still hidden beneath her pink bra.
I knew the events I had just lived were nothing more than a fantasy, but I could not help and feel like the seduction I had laid on her could actually work in real life. With that in mind, I took the plunge.
“Can I see them… You know, all of them?” I asked.
Candy was stunned.
“What?” she asked, almost choking to death. I suddenly realized I might have been wrong; maybe it would not work in real life. Desperate to make up for my inappropriate request, I said the first thing that came to mind.
“I was just kidding,” I assured her. She seemed skeptical, but finally nodded.
“Okay,” she said as she put her blouse back on. I focused on her boobs, desperate to get as much ogling time as I could. When nothing but her cleavage was visible, I tore my eyes from her new chest. It was all over; like nothing had happened. But it had—at least, it had in my head. Sighing, I thought back to the lie I had just told her.
“Just kidding,” I thought, “Yeah right!”
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 22: COPping a Feel
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them.? Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

2:07 AM. I was driving home after a weekend spent in the country. My friend was on vacation for two weeks and had lent me her car during her absence. It had been a while since I had visited my father, so I had decided to drive up for a quick visit. After spending the weekend remembering exactly why I loved the country so much, I returned home. On a side note, every time I leave the urban environment, I always wonder why I have chosen to reside in the province’s largest city—second largest in the country—and each time, the answer is the same; I have no fucking idea! I guess I am just too lazy to move. Anyhoo, back to the story.
After a three-hour drive back, I finally entered the great city of Montreal—just to be clear, I am being sarcastic. But a few blocks from my apartment, I spotted the streetlight before me turn yellow. Under normal circumstance, I would have slowed to a stop, but given the fact that it was the middle of the night and the streets were deserted, I put the pedal to the metal. Moments later, I was speeding past just as the light turned from yellow to red.
“Oh no!” I muttered seconds later, as I heard sirens and peered into the rear-view mirror to see a police cruiser speeding after me, light flashing. After letting a few swears slip past my lips, I pulled over to the curb and waited for the police officer to approach the vehicle. As I did, I felt apprehension fill me. This was my first time getting pulled over. I suddenly realized the ticket-free streak I had going for the past few years was about to come to an end. Unless…
Though it went against everything I believed in, I knew there was one way to keep my streak going. I had to use my feminine wiles to get out of the ticket. Though the thought of flirting with a man totally repulsed me—I’m a lesbian, remember?—I knew it was for the greater good. Unfortunately, I soon discovered my plan would not work.
“License and registration please,” said a feminine voice, moments later. I could not help but jump slightly as I turned to find a hot, young woman peering in through the wide open window. I barely have time to realize how breathtakingly beautiful she was before I felt a powerful wave of arousal wash over me.
“Oh no!” I thought, knowing perfectly well was about to happen. Sure enough, I soon felt reality fade, only to be replaced by an identical fantasy world. The fantasy me realized the plan could still work and did not hesitate.
“Here you go, gorgeous,” I said as I handed her the requested identification. After requesting I refer to her by her title, she told me to stay put and returned to her cruiser. I counted the seconds until she returned.
“Everything seems in order, but I’m going to have to give you a ticket for running that red light,” explained the hot cop.
“Is that really necessary?” I asked, as I gave her the most sensual bedroom eyes I could muster. I could tell she was uncomfortable because of the way she stuttered.
“It… It’s the law…” she said uncomfortable, then added, “Mam.”
“Call me Barbie,” I said as I reached out and sensually ran my finger alone her arm.
“P… please don’t do that,” she stuttered.
“Come on, you know you like it,” I said as I continued.
She let me continue for a few seconds before she snapped.
“I said STOP!” she yelled. I jumped, stunned by her overzealous reaction.
“I’m sorry,” I tried to say, but she cut me off before I could.
“You want to play games? Fine, let’s play. Please step out of the vehicle.”
“I… I was just kidding,” I lied, realizing I may have taken things a little too far.
“I SAID OUT!” she yelled. Realizing it was not up for discussion, I unbuckled my seatbelt and stepped out.
“Hands on the hood,” she ordered. I did as hold and felt her spread my legs with her feet. Then, I felt her hands against my shoulders. She started patting me down and I could have sworn I felt her slow down slightly when she got to my chest. But that was only a suspicion until she reached my ass. She seemed to hesitate for a second, then grabbed it firmly.
“Whoa!” I almost yelled. Though the young cop was beautiful and I was the one who had started it all, I realized I had never planned on letting thing get any further than simple flirting. Unfortunately, the cop had other plans. Reacting on instinct, I spun around, accidentally slapping her across the face.
“Uh-oh!” I thought as we stood there, both unsure how to react. When she finally did respond to my accidental assault, I saw daggers shoot from her eyes.
“It was an accident,” I tried to explain.
“Shut up!” was her response as she spun me around. I heard metal clicking against metal and, moments later, my hands were cuffed behind my back. Before I could ever realize what was going on, she yet again spun me around. I barely had time to see her smile devilishly before she shoved me. I lost my balance and slammed onto the hood of the car, my hands cursed by the weight of my own body.
“What are you doing?” I half-asked, half-yelled as I lay there.
“Shut up!” she said as she ripped my blouse open, revealing by bra-free boobs. My eyes widened in shock as I realized I was about to get raped. Still, I felt a barely perceptible wave of arousal wash over me as I saw her lean toward me. But instead of using her hands and mouth to stimulate my boobs, she kneeled before me, bringing her head level with my pussy.
“Oh!” I barely had time to gasp as I realized what she was up to. But that was all I had time to do before she forced my leg apart and thrust her face into my crotch.
“FUCK!” I yelled as I felt her tongue make contact with my labia. For the first time in my life, I regretted my aversion to underwear. Though I felt waves of arousal wash over me as she began flicking her tongue back and forth across my labia, I could not help but feel terrified as I realized I was being raped.
“Help! HELP!” I yelled as I glanced around, but the streets were deserted. No one was going to come to my rescue. But I soon realized that was a good thing when I felt her tongue slither past my lower lips as her hands reached up and fumbled around until they made contact with my bare boobs. She started squeezing and massaging them as her tongue darted in and out of my cunt. I was surprised to find powerful waves of arousal washing over me, but totally stunned when I realized my pussy was soaking wet. There was no denying it; I was loving every second of this unexpected sexual assault.
“Oh god!” I moaned. More blissful cries soon followed as my lover expertly thrust her tongue in and out of me. This went on for less than a minute before I felt a powerful orgasm build within me.
“Just a few more seconds,” I thought as I realized climax was imminent. But right before that happened, I felt her tongue retract as her hands did the same. Moments later, she pulled away entirely.
“What are you doing?” I asked in a mixture of sadness and desperation.
“Shut up!” was her reply as she got to her feet and grabbed me. I was surprised by her force when she flipped me onto my stomach. A shiver ran through me as I felt the cold metal against my erect nipples. I wanted to ask what she was doing, but knew it was useless. So I just waited for her to proceed with whatever it was she had planned. Luckily, I soon felt her lift my skirt and spread my ass cheeks. I was not quite sure what she was doing, but one thing was certain; it was sexual! My suspicions were soon proven correct when I felt something long and hard press up against my labia. For a second, I wondered if the hot cop was in fact a transgender, but a simple glance over my shoulder was enough to reassure me.
“Mmmmm!” I could not help but gasp as I saw her fingers wrapped tightly around her nightstick—just to be clear, this is not euphemism for a cock; I mean a real nightstick. My lips curled in anticipation. But that was all I had time to do as she soon thrust her baton deep into me.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked as I felt the massive shaft slither into me. But the cry was that of surprise, not bliss. For, you see, she had thrust her police baton into my asshole, not my pussy. Before I could even beg her to stop, she started thrusting it in and out of me. At first, I cried out in surprised, but they soon turned to blissful moans.
“Oh god!”
“Oh yes!”
“Oh fuck!”
My moans echoed throughout the deserted streets for a while until I felt my orgasm resurface. This time, she did not stop until I climaxed, sending wave after wave of hot nectar squirting all over her. By the time the final wave flowed out of me, I lay on the hood, panting like a dog.
“My turn now,” I read her say. Moments later, she pulled me to my feet and thrust her tongue past my lips. Our tongue danced about for a few seconds before I was snapped back to reality.
“I said: licence and registration please,” said an all-too-real cop. Glancing around, I realized I was still sitting behind the wheel. I could not supress a sigh as I realized it had all been but a fantasy.
“Sorry,” I apologized as I handed her the requested identification. She strode off and returned a few minutes later.
“I’m sorry for what happened back there,” I said before she could place a word, “I was just eager to get home.”
The young cop remained silent for a few seconds.
“All right,” she said as an understanding smile curled her lips and she handed me my driver’s license. “You can go.”
I was stunned.
“Really?”
She nodded.
“Just be more careful next time.”
“Yes officer,” I said as I fought the urge to ask her out. Minutes later, I was pulling up to my apartment building. As I grabbed my suitcase from the trunk, I could not keep from beating myself up for not working up the nerve to ask her out. So was so hot and her body language seemed to indicate she was interested too.
“Maybe she’ll pull me over again someday,” I thought hopefully as I headed toward the front door. I knew the chances of that happening were slim, but that did not keep me from hoping. At least, I had an awesome fantasy to keep me busy in the meantime…
 

To be continued Next Week…




Month 6: June
 

Week 23: Hung Like a Stallion
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

Writing all those equine bestiality stories got me thinking about horseback riding. Well, I was actually thinking about something else, but horseback riding was the first step ;). So, after a little consideration, I decided to go for it. I recalled noticing a riding school that had recently opened up near my father’s house—for some reason, the area he resided in had more horses than any other region in the province. So, after setting up an appointment at the riding school, I was off to visit my father for a few days.
Mere hours after arriving, I was off for my first riding class. The first step was learning all the boring stuff about horses—how to behave around them, how to saddle them, etc. But after what felt like an eternity, I finally got to mount my first steed. I was kind of nervous and distracted by the fact that I was thinking, “Why can’t he be the one mounting me?” Because of this, my first attempted resulted up in a face plant. Making sure to focus, I managed to slip my food into the stirrup and, with my instructor’s help, managed to mount my horse.
After a few boring trots around the training arena, I was told I handled myself like a pro—I guess those countless hours spent matching women ride (and fuck) stallions paid off, lol. I was even offered to take my steed out for a quick tour on one of their countless riding trails. Thrilled, I instantly agreed and, accompanied by my instructor, went for my first real horseback ride. Before long, we had worked our way up to a trot and I was bouncing up and down on my horse. At first, I felt a little queasy, but the repeated grinding of my cunt against the saddle soon forced arousal to wash over me. By the time we got back, I was fully turned on. But it was not until I noticed the half-erect cock hanging between my instructor’s stallion’s hind legs that I felt a familiar sensation wash over me.
“Here we go again,” I thought as reality faded to give place to an identical fantasy world. Yet another one of my vivid fantasies had taken hold of me.
I glanced around, only to realize my instructor had vanished. Too horny to wonder where she had gone, I instead focused on the large manhood between my lover-to-be’s legs.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned in anticipation of what was to come. Not wasting a second, I dropped to my hands and knees and shuffled over to the large steed. Taking a seat beneath him, I reached out and wrapped all ten of my fingers around the large dick.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned again as I felt the hot manhood stir in my hands. Eager to get started, I immediately began jerking my hands back and forth. My equine lover seemed to appreciate because he whinnied powerfully. Encouraged, I kept going until he was fully erect.
“Wow!” I could not help but gasp as I found a two-foot long spear standing perfectly horizontal before me. I knew steeds could have massive schlongs, but knowing and seeing were quite different. Fortunately, I was too horny to realize this at the time. So with my mind blank but for a deep desire to feel that hot manhood inside me, I grabbed hold of it again and guided the large head to my mouth. Though quite massive, I managed to force it past my lips. My arousal level skyrocketed and I instantly started bobbing my head back and forth as my hands did the same to the shaft. Apparently, I was quite a skillful lover, because I soon felt my lover’s cock start to jerk around in my hands and mouth. Moments later, it happened; he climaxed!
“Mmmmm!” I moaned blissfully as I felt my lover’s hot semen fill my mouth. However, the moan soon turned to disgust when my gag reflex was activated as my taste buds gorged themselves on the salty jizz. My lips parted as I jerked away, sending the far-from-tasty orgasmilk flowing out of my mouth along with the stallion’s dickhead. I kept my mouth shut to keep more of the salty cum from finding its way into me. Still, I had a wide smile plastered across my face as I realized I had just had my first taste of horse cum. I even considered giving my lover’s less-than-enticing nectar a second chance. Unfortunately, I never got the opportunity to make up my mind as I soon felt the final wave hit my face.
“Uh-oh!” I muttered. Though I had not exactly enjoyed the steed’s juicy present, I was hornier than ever before and eager to reach an orgasm of my own. However, I knew my lover’s spear was retracting into his body at that very moment. Still, I wiped the cum from my eyes and let my eyelids flutter open, only to find…
“Oh my god!” I gasped when I found the obviously horny stallion with a raging hard-on. I was not sure if such an occurrence was a result of my fantasy or simply a miracle of nature, but I decided to take full advantage of it. Not wasting a second, I stripped out of my skimpy outfit and got into position. Grabbing his front legs with two both hands, I presented my ass to my horny lover. Thankfully, the powerful steed was as horny as I was and did not waste a single second teasing me. Instead, he jerked his body forward, forcing his massive spear into me.
“FUCK!” I moaned blissfully as I felt his manhood slide deep into me. Of course, his prick did not penetrate as deeply as I portray in my stories, yet it was enough to fill me up entirely. Wave after wave of arousal washed over me as my equine lover started jerking back and forth, forcing his manhood in and out of me with increasing force and speed. Before long, I was moaning at the top of my lungs.
“Oh god!”
“Oh yes!”
“Oh fuck!”
My moans echoed for miles around as my horny lover pounded the living shit out of me. Though the powerful thrusts had only just begun, I could already feel a powerful orgasm build deep within me. As the seconds ticked by and the forceful plunges continued, my arousal level continued to rise, soon making it impossible for me to formulate words. So I just released moan after moan as the rock-hard dick continued being driven in and out of me with such power I could barely keep from being forced to the ground. Still, I managed to hold on long enough to feel my orgasm explode within me.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked at the top of my lungs as I felt my pussy start to shake and shiver. As if the powerful orgasm that was forcing my body to convulse was not enough, my lover’s prick soon started jerking around in my cunt, letting me know he too was on the verge of climax. Moments later, I felt his hot nectar fill my cunt.
“MMMMM!” I moaned as I felt the hot jizz flow up my vaginal canal before being forced past my labia. The orgasmilk was sent flying through the air as we both continued climaxing. Waves of cum continued flowing out of me as moans did the same past my lips. This lasted for a while before I felt the final wave ooze out of me as my lover’s prick popped out of my cunt.
“Mmm…” I started moaning. But I never got a chance to finish as my riding instructor’s voice suddenly snapped me back to reality.
“Are you all right?” she asked.
Emerging from the fog, I glanced around and realized I was no longer naked and not a single drop of cum was visible. Whether I wanted to admit it or not, the fantasy was over and I… But that was as far as I got; I had just realized I had been staring at my instructor’s mount’s half-erect prick for god knows how long.
“I hope she didn’t notice,” I thought as I tore my gaze away from the enticing manhood. Face red with embarrassment, I came up with the first excuse that came to mind and got the hell out of there. During the car ride home—I had borrowed my father’s car—I could not help but feel ashamed by how I had acted. Had my instructor seen me eying her stallion’s spear? However, I soon realized that did not matter; all that mattered was that I had just ridden a horse. Well, that and the awesome fantasy that had resulted from the experience. I smiled as I realized something; though it had been my first horseback ride, was would definitely not be my last…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 24: Twincest (Part 1)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I was standing on the porch, staring at a door I had never before seen. Taking a deep breath for courage, I reached out and knocked.
Bang! Bang! Bang!
As I waited for the residents of the dwelling to come answer, I thought back to what had led me there. It had all started a few days ago. I was walking down the street when I heard someone call my name. I turned toward the sound, only to discover the speaker was actually two people; two hot, sexy twin sisters! I instantly recognized them as my roommate’s friends (see “The Barbie Lez Fantasies - Week 13: The Twins” and “The Barbie Lez Fantasies - Week 19: Return of the Twins” for full details). As soon as I saw them, I felt myself grow wet with arousal, but I managed to keep the fantasy that was building within me from taking over. I managed to keep it at bay when they hurried over to me. I even managed to stay fully alert when they asked me to join them for lunch—a lunch where I was invited to a dinner they were hosting at their place a few days later. But when the door swung open to reveal the gorgeous twins, I instantly knew keeping my surprisingly high level of arousal contained would be impossible.
“Come in,” offered the twins as one as they stepped aside and gestured for me to join them inside. Struggling to keep my arousal in check at the sight of the surprisingly skimpily dressed twins, I did as told.
“Where are the others?” I asked after I was led into an oddly empty living room. When I had been invited to a dinner, I had assumed it was some sort of dinner party. And that meant there had to be other invitees. Unless…
“Am I the only one they invited?” I wondered.
“What others?” asked one of the twins, proving my theory correct; I was the only one they had invited.
“Never mind,” I muttered as I felt my arousal level skyrocket. Though I did not want to get ahead of myself, there was only one reason I could think of for why they had invited only me to their special dinner. But that was as far as I got before one of the twins soon excused herself to go to the bathroom. The remaining twin and I decided to take a seat on the couch as we waited. I considered making small talk, but never got that far. Mere seconds after resting my barely covered behind on the couch, I felt the familiar sensation of a fantasy growing within me. Moments later, reality faded and the fantasy began.
“Should I play it safe or just go for it?” wondered the fantasy me as she glanced sideways at the hot twin sitting beside her. “Go for it!” was the simple answer. And that was exactly what I did.
“Come here, sexy,” I said as I pulled her in for a long, passionate kiss. At first, she remained frozen in place. But as I explored her oral cavity’s every nook and cranny, she was unable to keep from reciprocating my eager tongue strokes.
“Mmmmm!” we moaned in unison as our tongues danced around in each other’s mouths. Though the make out session lasted well over a minute, it felt like it came to an end mere seconds after it had begun. Fortunately, that was the least of my concerns. By then, the twin had gotten over the surprise of the unexpected kiss and, apparently hornier than ever before, literally ripped my clothes off. Moments later, I sat there, fully nude as my eager lover wrapped her lips around one of my nipples.
“Oh yes!” I moaned as I felt a shiver of arousal run down my spine. Encouraged, the twin used her tongue, lips and teeth—as well as her obvious years of experience—to make my nipples harder than ever before. By the time she finally pulled away, I was so turned on that I almost climaxed then and there. Fortunately, she had time to drop to her knees and shove her face between my thighs.
“FUCK!” I moaned loudly as I felt her tongue slither past my labia. Apparently encouraged by such an enthusiastic cry—or by my cunt’s impressive wetness, the horny teen started thrusting her tongue in and out of me with increasing speed and depth. Before long, I was releasing powerful moan after powerful moan. Unfortunately, they soon came to an abrupt halt when I felt my lover’s tongue leave my poon.
“What are you doing?” I asked in a mixture of shock and anger.
“You’ll see,” she said as she reached for her purse, which had been resting atop the coffee table that entire time. Rummaging through it for a second, she soon pulled out something that brought a smile to my lips.
“Do you always carry that around?” I asked as I eyed the surprisingly large vibrator the twin held in her hand.
A few chuckles flowed past her lips.
“We both do,” she explained, obviously referring to her sister.
“Better to have one and not need it…” I started.
She smiled and nodded.
“Exactly,” she said. But that was the last word she spoke before getting back to work. Once again kneeling between my legs, she activated the vibrator and guided it to my pussy.
“OH GOD!” I moaned as I felt the tip slither past my lower lips. Moments later, it was deep inside me and forced my arousal level to skyrocket. Powerful moans started flowing past my lips as my lover thrust the toy in and out of me with great verve—and skill.
But as powerful and blissful as my moans were, they were nothing in comparison to the cries that started flowing past my lips when I felt something soft and wet against my asshole. Peering down, I realized the twin was now flicking her tongue back and forth against my anus while still thrusting the vibrator in and out of my pussy. The mere sight was enough to force the powerful orgasm that had been building within me to explode.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked as felt myself climax. My pussy shook and shivered as my body convulsed. Though I was writhing around with great force, my lover somehow continued thrusting the toy in and out of me as her tongue kept on dancing across my asshole.
Unfortunately, my orgasm was soon cut short when I heard the twin speak. But I soon realized her tongue on my anus could only mean one thing; my lover had not spoken… her twin had!
“Oh fuck!” was my first thought as I was snapped back to reality. Glancing around, I realized my clothes were still intact and the twin I had thought to be zealously toying my pussy was seated on the couch beside me. I could not help but sigh as I realized it had all been a figment of my imagination. However, I soon forgot all about that when my brain finally processed the phrase that had snapped me back to reality.
“What are you doing?” had been the phrase spoken by the twin who had only just returned from the bathroom. She now stood in the doorframe, staring at her sister with a shocked expression.
“Was it really a fantasy?” I wondered, surprised by the twin’s odd reaction. However, I knew all too well none of it had actually taken place.
“Then why is she freaking out?” I wondered as I stared at the newly arrived sister. Unfortunately, she appeared to be frozen in place and it did not seem likely that I would get an answer to my question in the next few seconds. Sighing, I lay back on the couch as I did my best to keep the mystery of it all from driving my insane. Fortunately, the answer was soon provided…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 25: Twincest (Part 2)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

“What are you doing?” asked a voice, snapping me out of my trance-like state. It took me a few seconds before I recovered from the intense fantasy I had just been engrossed in. I could not help but sigh as I realized the intense lesbian sex session had just experienced had been nothing more than a figment of my imagination. Still, the orgasm I had just experienced had been incredibly intense. Unfortunately, the fact that it had not really happened left me even hornier than before. Still, I managed to forget about my heightened level of arousal long enough to look up at the young woman who had just snapped me back to reality. Standing before the couch upon which I sat, she was surprisingly similar to the young woman sitting next to me—the very same one I had just been fantasizing about. Then again, that was to be expected with sisters, especially when they happened two be identical twins.
There were a few seconds of silence during which I struggled to figure out why the newly arrived sister seemed so shocked by her sibling’s presence in the living room. Had the intense sex session I had just fantasized about really taken place? But the lack of cum and the fact that I was still fully clothed told me it had all taken place in my head.
“Then why is she freaking out?” I wondered. Fortunately, the answer was soon provided.
“Wh… what do you mean?” stuttered the seated twin as she peered up at her sister with a frown of incomprehension plastered across her face.
“…” said the standing twin as an equally confused expression deformed her traits. But when she realized her sibling truly had no idea what she was talking about, the expression faded.
“The kitchen,” she explained. Unfortunately, that only served to confuse her sister further. That is, until an expression that could be described as a cross between total comprehension and guilt washed over the seated sibling’s face.
“Oh my god!” she gasped as she jumped to her feet. “The lasagna…” I heard her voice trail off as she hurried out of the living room, undoubtedly heading into the kitchen. Apparently satisfied by her sister’s reaction, the standing twin strode toward the couch and took a seat beside me. Though the sofa was quite wide, the young woman chose to sit right next to me, forcing our arms to gently rub together. The second our skin made contact, I felt an all-too-familiar sensation grab hold of me.
“Uh-oh!” was all I had time to think before I felt a powerful fantasy grow within me. Within seconds, I saw reality fade, only to be replaced by an identical fantasy world. My arousal level seemingly higher than ever before, I was unable to keep from glancing at the hot woman sitting beside me. Though I planned on looking her up and down, I was unable to resist the urge that took hold of me the second I laid eyes on her. Instantly giving in, I reached out and pulled her in for a long, passionate kiss.
“MMM?!” she moaned in surprise when I thrust my tongue past her lips and started exploring every inch of her mouth.
“Mmmmm!” I also moaned, though mine was a result of the arousal that coursed through my veins and not the shock of being kissed by a new friend. Nonetheless, I soon felt her tongue come to life. Though I could still feel her reticence, she started tentatively moving her tongue around. Encouraged, I increased the passion of the kiss.
“Mmmmm!” she soon moaned as she started reciprocating my eager tongue strokes. Actually, she did more than simple reciprocation; she soon escalated the already intense make out session. Forcing me to my back, she lay down upon me and started grinding her body against mine. I was unable to keep from moaning as I felt our bodies grind together, forcing our surprisingly erect nipples to rub together.
Our tongues continued dancing around in each other’s mouths as she slid her body back and forth across mine, forcing my arousal level to skyrocket. Though blissful, the grinding did not seem to satisfy the horny twin as she decided to once more escalate things. Sliding one of her legs between my thighs, she shifted her body slightly to the side and gyrated her hips, forcing our cunts to massage each other through the thin fabric of our skimpy outfits.
“Mmmmm!” we moaned in unison as I also started thrusting my hips back and forth, forcing the speed of the tribbing to increase. The waves of arousal that washed over me grew more and more powerful until I felt the familiar sensation of an orgasm building deep within me. I think my moans grew in intensity, but I cannot be sure as I was too focused on the orgasm that was on the verge of exploding within me to notice anything else. Unfortunately, that never happened.
“What the fuck?” I half-moaned, half-yelled as I felt my lover pull away. My eyes flew open just as her tongue left my mouth and I saw her get to her feet. Reaching for her purse—which had been resting atop the coffee table the entire time—she rummaged through it. Before she even had a chance to find what she was looking for, I realized I knew exactly what she was doing. Sure enough, her hand soon flew out of her purse, brandishing a large vibrator.
“I always carry it with me,” explained the twin, “Just in case.”
“So does your sister,” I pointed out, recalling the identical vibrator her sister had used in my previous fantasy.
“How did you know?” asked my lover, stunned that I knew about their dirty little secret.
“Lucky guess,” I lied, too horny to explain how I had previously had sex with her twin sister in the fantasy world we currently found ourselves in. Instead, I waited for her to join me with her little plastic friend. Luckily, I did not have to wait long.
“Come here!” I said, the second her ass made contact with the couch. And with that, I pulled her in for yet another passionate kiss. Unfortunately, the make out session was soon cut short. Fortunately, that was just because I had grown so horny I desperately craved more. Breaking the kiss, I tore her blouse open, revealing her bra-free boobs. I leaned forward, but before I could wrap my lips around one of her nipples, she pushed me back.
“I’m the host,” she explained. “It’s my duty to make sure my guest is well taken care of.” With that, she dropped the vibrator and proceeded to ripping my clothes from my body. Moments later, I was fully naked. But that was all I had time to notice before she dropped to the floor and shuffled over until she found herself kneeling between my legs. I think she then proceeded to licking, sucking and teasingly biting my nipples, but I cannot be sure because I was in an arousal-induced trance that left me barely conscious. It was not until I felt something long, hard and vibrating make contact with my labia that I was snapped back to reality. At least, the reality of the fantasy.
“Fuck!” I moaned as I felt her tease my lower lips. Fortunately, the teasing soon came to an end when she forced then entirety of the toy into me. Unfortunately, it did not penetrate my pussy. Instead, it was shoved deep into my asshole!
“FUCK!” I yelped in surprise. But the arousal that coursed through my veins as a result of that anal penetration soon convinced me the twin had not been presumptuous in picking the cunt’s ugly cousin.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as she started sliding the vibrating toy in and out of her rectum. As if that was not enough, she soon started teasing my labia with her tongue. Fortunately, that only lasted a few seconds; moments later, the thrust her tongue deep into me and forced it to dive in and out of me alongside the vibrator.
Moan after moan flowed out of me until my orgasm once more returned. I barely had time to notice its presence before it exploded within me, forcing a powerful moan past my lips.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked as I felt my pussy start to shake and shiver. The first wave of cum flowed up from the depths of my poon and squirted into my lover’s mouth. She barely had time to release a satisfied moan before another wave soon followed.
Moans echoed. My body convulsed. My lover continued tonguing and toying my two holes until…
Suddenly, I was snapped back to reality by an all-too-familiar voice. Though it sounded exactly like my lover’s, the voice belonged to her twin sister. Glancing around, I realized my fantasy lover was no longer kneeling between my legs, but seated next to me. As usual, I was fully clothed and not a drop of cum was present. Sighing, I forgot about the interrupted fantasy and focused on the newly arrived twin’s words.
“The lasagna’s ready,” she said as she entered the living room and strode toward the couch. “It just needs a few minutes to cool,” she explained as she took a seat next to me. I now had one twin on either side of me.
“I don’t think I’ll last that long,” I thought as I felt yet another fantasy grow within me. It was the third of the day and, from the looks of it, it would be much more intense than its predecessors…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 26: Twincest (Part 3)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

“The lasagna’s ready,” suddenly said a voice, snapping me back to reality. Glancing around, I realized the sexually explicit events that had just been unfolding were nothing more than a fantasy. A surprisingly vivid fantasy, but a figment of my imagination nonetheless. I could not hold back a sigh as I peered around, only to find my skimpy outfit still clinging to my body and every trace of my recent orgasm absent. This, coupled with my fantasy lover’s presence at my side—instead of between my legs—was enough to convince me I had effectively been snapped back to reality. Releasing yet another sigh, I felt my gaze travel across the living room. Moments later, I laid eyes upon the hot young woman who had so inconsiderably snapped me out of my intense sexual trance. Taking a few moments to look her up and down, my gaze then travelled back to the surprisingly identical young woman seated next to me on the couch. Of course, that was normal given the fact that the two women were in fact twins; identical twins! But that was all I had time to do before the newly arrived twin strode across the living room.
“It just needs a few minutes to cool,” she added as she headed for the couch. Moments later, she took a seat. Like her sister, she sat surprisingly close and I soon felt her hand brush against my thigh.
“I don’t think I’ll last that long,” I thought as I realized something. I was the ham in a twin sandwich! Though I was still incredibly horny from the two intense fantasies I had just experienced, it was not until I realized just how close the twins sat to me that I felt my already heightened level of arousal skyrocket. Powerful waves of arousal started washing over me as I felt yet another fantasy grow within me. The last thing I did before reality faded entirely was smile; I knew exactly what was about to happen and I was going to enjoy every single second of it. Or so I thought…
Mere seconds after the fantasy had begun, I got to work. Glancing at each twin in turn, I asked a simple question.
“Want to have sex?” was that question. But as soon as those words left my lips, I knew I had made a mistake. For you see, this fantasy was in fact a continuation of the previous two, which meant I had already had sex with each twin while the other was otherwise occupied. Fortunately for me, neither was aware of what had happened during their respective absences. Unfortunately, they were about to find out…
“Again?” asked the twins in unison upon hearing my offer.
Because they had spoken at the exact same time, it took the sisters a few seconds to understand what was happening. During this short delay, a look of total incomprehension deformed their traits. Unfortunately for me, their perplexity was only momentary; mere seconds later, their eyes widened in shock as they realized I had played them. Of course, I had not planned on fucking each sister while keeping the entire affair a secret. Unfortunately, that did not seem to matter to the twins. The look they soon shared told me they were not about to sit idly by.
“Uh-oh,” was all I found to mutter as I realized punishment for my actions would undoubtedly follow. Sure enough, the twins soon got to their feet. I could not help but cringe as I realized I would probably not enjoy the punishment they had silently agreed upon. Fortunately, I was wrong. Unfortunately, I was only partly wrong.
“Whoa!” I could not help but gasp as I saw the twins pull each other in for a passionate kiss.
“Mmmmm!” they moaned in unison as they started making out passionately. Though the last time I had met the twins, I had experienced an incestuous fantasy involving the hot siblings, the two family members passionately making out before me were doing it for the first time all over again. That is the beauty of fantasies; they do not have to make sense, they just have to be hot! But back to the fantasy…
The two sisters passionately made out for almost a minute. I just sat there, watching in a mixture of confusion and arousal. Why were they kissing? Why were they not punishing me? But I was soon provided with an answer to that very question when the two siblings ripped each other’s clothes off and started taking turns teasing each other’s nipples. Acting on instinct, I let one of my hands travel down to my crotch and gently start massaging my labia.
“STOP!” yelled one of the twins. I was so surprised by the young woman’s reaction that I yanked my hand from between my legs and peered up at her in confusion.
“Wh… what’s wrong?” I stuttered.
“Did you really think we would let you off the hook that easily?” asked one of the twins.
“This is your punishment,” added the other.
“What is?” I asked, totally confused. The incestuous sisters gave me a few seconds to think things over and it finally hit me; the aforementioned punishment was being forced to watch them have incestuous sex without being allowed to join in or masturbate.
“Can they really be that angry?” I wondered. Unfortunately for me, they were. The next few minutes were spent watching the two beautiful siblings make incestuous love to each other without being given even an instant to indulge the perverse desires that filled me. So I just sat there, forced to watch the twins passionately make out, take turns licking, sucking and biting each other’s nipples, and massaging each other’s firm behinds. On more than one occasion, I pleaded for the torture to stop, but always the answer was the same. No! By the time they forced two fingers into each other’s cunts, I could no longer bear the constant teasing. Ignoring the warning I was given, I slipped a hand between my legs and started massaging my engorged labia. But the sensual massage was soon cut short when I was slapped across the face.
“What the…” I started as I peered up at the twin who had struck me, but was cut off before I could finish.
“We told you; no touching yourself!” she reminded me in a strict voice. I was so shocked by the slap that I nodded sheepishly and remained obedient for the rest of the show. My eyes stayed glued to the incestuous couple for the next few minutes, during which they started making out as they fervently finger-fucked each other’s pussies. This went on until they finally climaxed. Their simultaneous orgasms sent cum flying in all directions and their moans echoed throughout the living room. Meanwhile, I did my best to keep from sliding my own fingers into my cunt and imitating the twins. I knew better.
After what felt like an eternity, the moans died down and, seemingly exhausted by their intense orgasms, the incestuous couple pulled apart and crashed down upon the couch. I glanced at each twin in turn and asked a question I hoped would not result in me being slapped again.
“Is the punishment over?” I asked.
“Not quite,” said one of the twins once she and her sister had recovered from their orgasms. I considered protesting, but decided it was best to play along.
“Wait here,” said the other sister as they both got to their feet and hurried out of the room.
“What are they doing?” I wondered as I waited for them to return. The answer was soon revealed when the incestuous siblings returned, each wearing a large strapon. A wide smile appeared upon my lips as I realized whatever the twins had planned involved me. If not, why would they have two strapons? But that was as far as I got before I was ordered to my knees.
“Yes mam,” I muttered as I slid off the couch and landed on my knees. Moments later, the two siblings stood before me, their large “cocks” standing erect between their legs.
“Suck them!” they ordered in unison. I felt my smile widen as I leaned forward to obey. My lips parted and I forced the first toy past my lips, pushing on until the spear filled my entire mouth. Not wasting a second, I started bobbing my head back and forth, forcing the toy in and out of my mouth. But I knew it was just a matter of seconds before the other sister got jealous, so I switched cocks and kept on sucking. This went on for a bit before the twins decided I was able to accommodate both.
“MMM?!” I moaned as both shafts were forced in and out of my mouth at the same time. Before long, I started to choke, but that did not stop the horny siblings for jerking back and forth. It was not until tears filled my eyes that my forceful lovers finally pulled away.
“Stand!” instructed one of the twins. I did as told and soon felt my clothes being ripped from my body. Before long, I was fully naked.
“Sit down!” was the next order I received. Though still half blinded by tears, I managed to locate the couch. But before I could take a seat, two pairs of hands guided me to a specific spot on the couch and I was forced to sit atop one of the twins.
“Mmmmm!” I could not help but moan as I felt the large strapon being forced into my pussy.
“Oops,” muttered the twin seated beneath me, “Wrong hole!”
Before I could even understand what she meant, I was forced back to my feet. Moments later, I was guided back into a seated position. Like before, the large toy was forced deep into me. But unlike before, it was forced into my asshole!
“MMM?!” I moaned in surprised as I felt the large toy slide deep into my rectum. Finally, the twin’s comment made sense. I started wondering if the massive strapon being shoved deeper and deeper into my asshole was a good thing, but never managed to finish the though as I soon felt an identical spear being thrust into my pussy. By then, the tears had cleared from my eyes and I could clearly see what was happening. The twin seated beneath me had her “cock” shoved far up my asshole while her sister kneeled before me, forcing her own “dick” into my cunt.
“Mmmmm!” I could not help but moan as I felt my already high level of arousal skyrocket. But that was nothing compared to the sensation that enveloped me when the twins started jerking around, forcing both spears to dive in and out of my holes.
“Oh yes!”
“Oh god!”
“Oh fuck!”
My moans echoed throughout the living room as my two lovers pounded the shit out of me. I was still unsure why the twins considered this to be a punishment, but soon realized that did not matter; all that mattered was the intense feeling is provided me with. Well, that and the powerful orgasm that had started to grow within me.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I soon shrieked at the top of my lungs as I felt myself climax. My pussy shook and shivered. Cum flowed up my vaginal canal. Lesbian sex toys were forced in and out of both my holes with surprising speed. The twins…
But that was as far as I got before a loud beeping sound snapped me back to reality. Glancing around, I realized I was still fully dressed and seated on the couch. The twins were also fully clothed and their two large strapons were nowhere to be seen. I sighed as I realized reality was nowhere as fun as fantasy. But I soon forgot all about that when I realized the beeping sound still persisted. It was not until one of the twins spoke that I finally understood what was happening.
“Ah!” she said, “That’s the timer; the lasagna should be cool enough.”
“Ready for dinner?” asked her sister as both twins got to their feet. Though food was the last thing I felt like eating—or should I say eating out, lol—I nodded and stood up. Following my hosts into the dining room, I got ready for the feast to come. As expected, the lasagna was delicious, but I had difficulty enjoying it as I spent the entire dinner struggling to keep my arousal in check. Still, I made it through the entire evening without doing something I would later regret. However, I have no idea if I will be able to keep my urges in check the next time I see the twins. I guess only time will tell…
 

To be continued Next Week…




Month 7: July
 

Week 27: ZOOphilia (Part 1)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

July 1st 2014 (AKA Canada Day). Given the fact that I was born—and have spent my entire life—in Canada, it makes sense for me to love Canada Day, right? Wrong! Do not get me wrong; it is not like I despise—or even dislike Canada—it is just that I have never been really big on celebrations—well, except for birthdays, of course. I just do not see the big deal. So Canada was founded on July 1st god knows how many years ago. So what? But I digress. The entire point of this monologue has been to make one thing clear; I had no plans for Canada Day.
That is, until my friend asked me to babysit her daughter while she went out to party with her friends. Since to me, July 1st was just another day, I agreed. Unfortunately, that meant I would have to find something to keep my friend’s ten-year-old daughter—for the purposes of this story, let us call her Candy—busy. Luckily, she found the answer for me when she insisted on going to the zoo. Though the nearest zoo happened to be over a hundred kilometers away, the distance was not an issue as my friend had lent me her car in case I wanted to take Candy out for a quick outing. I am not exactly sure going to the zoo was her idea of a quick outing, but that did not stop me from jumping into the car alongside Candy and heading off for a day of fun. But if I knew just how much fun I would have, I may not have brought Candy along. Oh well, live and learn…
By the time we reached the zoo, waited in line for what felt like days and finally got our hands on a couple of tickets, it was already eleven. I considered opting for an early lunch, but soon forgot all about that when Candy bolted off in search of cool and exotic animals.
“Wait up!” I called as I hurried after her, barely managing to keep up. Since a family visit to the zoo on this celebratory day seemed to be quite a popular idea, it was difficult to maneuver through the crowd. Still, Candy’s short stature made it possible for her to quickly weaver her way through the dense crowd. I was not so lucky. Before long, I had to resort to shoving people aside just to keep Candy in my line of sight. But she kept growing farther and farther away. My heart started to race, but it was nothing in comparison to when she vanished from sight entirely.
“Candy!” I yelled out, but my cry was drowned out by the buzz of conversation that surrounded me. Unsure what to do, I kept going until…
“Thank god!” I sighed as I finally spotted Candy. She had come to a stop and now stood before a habitat. Hurrying over to her, I pulled her in for a tight hug.
“Never run off like that again,” I said as I held her tight.
“O… okay,” she muttered, obviously short on breath due to my constricting embrace. Realizing this, I released her and we both turned our attention to the habitat we now stood in front of. Surrounded by a high fence, the enclosure contained a dozen large canines. At least I thought they were canines until I read the sign that hung nearby. Not only did I learn the animals we were staring at were hyenas, but I also discovered they were part of the feline family—weird, right? But that was as far as I got. For you see, I had just spotted something hanging between the nearest animal’s hind legs. Before I could even realize I was staring at his erect manhood, I felt powerful waves of arousal start washing over me. Though I knew it was the worst possible time to start fantasizing, I knew it was only a matter of seconds before a powerful fantasy took hold of me.
“Oh no!” was all I had time to think before reality faded, giving place to an identical fantasy world.
“Oh no!” also thought the fantasy me, but for quite a different reason. For you see, the fantasy version of the hyena I had just been eyeing was now busy climbing onto a large boulder that stood surprisingly close to the fence. Before I even knew what was going on, the powerful beast leapt off the boulder and soared through the air. The next thing I knew, he landed on the ground. Unfortunately, he did not land inside the habitat, but outside it. In fact, he now stood less than a dozen feet from me. I heard screaming all around as people ran for their lives. Unfortunately for me, I was too terrified to run… Or maybe it was the faint, yet very noticeable, waves of arousal that still washed over me as my eyes remained glued to the cock that hung between the deadly beast’s hind legs. In fact, the dick son started to swing from side to side. It took me a few seconds before I understood what that meant; the hyena was approaching!
“Oh fuck!” I muttered as I felt adrenaline explode within me. Glancing around, I looked for an escape route. But I soon forgot all about that when I realized I was alone; totally alone! My first reaction was shock. Why had no one even attempted to help me? But I soon realized the answer was quite obvious; they had been far too busy running for their lives to care about me. I knew I could not blame them, but that did not stop me from feeling a certain level of resentment when I remembered they had left me alone with a deadly animal.
“No point in running,” I thought as I turned back to the hyena. This statement was soon proven correct when I saw the powerful beast leap toward me. Acting on instinct, I sealed my eyes and waited for pain to wash over me.
But the pain never came. There were a few seconds of silence during which I wondered what was happening. Still, fear kept me from opening my eyes. It was not until I heard a tearing sound and felt my blouse being tugged on that I dared a peek.
“What the…” I started as I peered down at myself, only to discover the hyena had—with one swipe of the paw—ripped my blouse clean off. It now lay on the ground before me, leaving my bra-free boobs in plain sight. Before I could even react, the obviously horny beast put the next part of his obviously quite elaborate plan into action. Standing on his hind legs, he used his front paws to push me backward.
“Fuck!” I muttered as I took a step back in an attempt to remain upright. Unfortunately, I soon tripped on one of the many discarded items that cluttered my human-free surroundings. Flailing my arms about, I was soon forced to the ground. As my back made contact with the hard surface, the air was knocked from my lungs and I lay there, gasping for air.
Taking advantage of the fact that I was busy struggling to force air back into my lungs, the hyena trotted over to me. Before long, he found himself standing over me, with two legs on either side of my topless body. Before I could even understand what was going on, he took one final step, bringing his hind legs level with my bare breasts.
“Uh-oh!” I muttered. At least, I would have if not for the total lack of air in my lungs. Not wasting a second, the horny animal lowered his body until his erect manhood slithered between my boobs.
“Mmmmm!” was all I managed to groan, using what little air I had managed to force into my lungs. Unfortunately, that did not have the desired effect. Apparently taking my moan as an invitation to proceed, the hyena jerked his body forward, forcing his rock-hard manhood to slide between my boobs. If not so busy gasping for air, I would surely have noticed the horny beast’s manhood resembled more that of a canine than a feline. Still, that was of little comfort as he soon started jerking his body back and forth, forcing his schlong to slide up and down between my boobs.
“Mmmmm!” I could not help but moan when I had managed to take the first breath in what felt like an eternity. Somehow, the feel of that hot, pulsating prick jerking between by boobs forced my arousal to return. Powerful waves of it soon started washing over me as increasingly powerful moans flowed past my lips.
Although I knew the way I felt was far from normal, I realized arousal was far better than fear. Being fully aware that a swipe of the paw was all that was needed to put an end to my life, I could not help but feel happy that what could very well be my last moments on earth were spent in a state of arousal instead of fear. But taking my life seemed to be the last thing on my forceful lover’s mind as he continued furiously fucking my cleavage.
“He’s kinda good,” I soon realized as I focused on the spear that bobbed between my breasts. The horny animal was forcing me to give him the first boob job of my life and, against all odds, I was enjoying it. A lot!
“Fuck it!” I eventually muttered as I decided to give in and enjoy every moment of this blissful experience.
“Faster!” I soon begged as my arousal level grew, forcing my blissful moans to grow along with it. Apparently understanding my request, the horny beast increased the speed of his pounds, forcing his rock-hard cock to grow closer and closer to my head. But before it could make contact with my lips, the manhood started to shake and shiver.
“He’s about to cum!” I realized as an eager moan escaped me. But that was all I had time to do before he climaxed.
“MMM?!” I moaned in surprise as I felt the hot cum squirt from the tip. The gooey substance soared through the air for a second before landing in my open mouth. The surprised moan soon turned to an odd mixture of disgust and arousal. The disgust came from the acrid taste of my lover’s semen and the arousal from the fact I had made a hyena cum with nothing but my boobs!
Eyes closed to keep from being blinded, I spat out the impressive amount of semen that filled my mouth and sealed my lips to keep more hot jizz from entering my oral cavity. Still, I could not help but moan softly as I felt wave after wave of my horny lover’s orgasmilk splash onto my face. Before long, I realized I was enjoying the oddly perverse experience. But right before I decided to give the horny animal’s semen a second chance, the final wave splashed down upon my face.
“Wait!” I could not help but call out as I felt my lover pull away. Sitting up, I wiped the cum from my eyes and peered down at the large animal that now stood between my legs. I knew it was just a matter of time before my now sexually satisfied lover trotted off—or mauled me to death—but I could not fight the surprisingly powerful waves of arousal that washed over me. Fortunately, the hyena was not quite done with me yet. Unlike me, the powerful beast had no particular aversion to cum. In fact, he seemed to enjoy it. At least, I assume that was why he started licking the orgasmilk that dripped down between my boobs and across my stomach. The feel of that hot tongue sliding back and forth against my bare skin gave me an idea. Arousal guiding my hand, I reached down and flipped up my skirt, revealing my panty-free pussy. Wiping the cum from my face, I smeared it across my labia. Luckily, that was all I had to do to incite my animal lover to focus on my pussy.
“FUCK!” I moaned loudly as I felt his tongue slither back and forth across my engorged labia. My arousal level skyrocketed and I imagined that large tongue of his sliding between my lover lips. Fortunately, such a dream soon became a reality.
“FUCK!” I moaned again, my cry echoing throughout the now deserted zoo. My arousal level was so high that I soon felt a powerful orgasm grow within me. My cum-hungry lover barely had time to start furiously tongue-fucking my pre-cum-filled cunt before I felt myself climax.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked blissfully as I felt my pussy start to shake and shiver. Arousal coursed through my veins, making my blood boil with bliss while one of the most powerful orgasms of my life exploded within me. I felt something hot and gooey flow up from the depths of my cunt as blissful moan after blissful moan flowed past my lips. Before long, cum started doing the same past my lower lips, soon covering my bestial lover’s face with orgasmilk.
“Don’t stop! DON’T FUCKING STOP!” I begged as I focused on the hyena’s tongue that continued darting in and out of my convulsing poon. Unfortunately, that was exactly what happened. Well sort of. One second, I could clearly feel his tongue dive in and out of me and the next second it was gone.
“What the…” I started as my eyes flew open. But instead of finding a cum-covered hyena between my legs, I found… nothing. There were a few seconds of confusion before I realized I was no longer fantasy-bound. I had been snapped back to reality by the sound of a hyena laughing—the very same one I had just been fantasizing about. I sighed as I glanced down at myself to make sure I was indeed back in the real world. The presence of my blouse and the lack of cum let me know the fantasy had indeed come to an end. Sighing, I turned to Candy.
“Time to g…” I started, but the words dies in my throat when I realized Candy was gone.
“Oh my god!” I gasped as I glanced around, only to discover Candy was nowhere to be seen.
“Uh-oh!” I muttered as I realized I had just lost my friend’s daughter; her ten-year-old daughter!
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 28: ZOOphilia (Part 2)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

“Uh-oh!” I muttered as I realized I had just lost my friend’s daughter; her ten-year-old daughter! I dared a second glance at my surroundings, but the result was the same; no sign of Candy.
“Fuck!” I swore, just as a mother walked by with her two young children. The kids chuckled, but the mother shot me an angry look.
“Sorry,” I said distractedly as I continued studying my surroundings in the hopes of spotting my friend’s child. Unfortunately, I was not so lucky.
Suddenly, I heard laughter echo from behind me. Though the chuckles had an odd tone to them, the jeering undertone that came with them was quite clear. I turned to tell whoever was amused by my far-from-hilarious situation to “Fuck off!” But when I turned around, I found no one in sight.
“What the f…” I started, but stopped before the swear could leave my lips. But that was not done out of consideration for the children that surrounded me; it was done because I had just discovered the source of the laughter. It was the hyena! The very same one I had just been fantasizing about. It took me a few seconds to remember the sound produced by hyenas resembled the human laugh.
“That explains why it sounded so odd,” I realized, feeling somewhat relieved that I was not being laughed at for losing a ten-year-old child. Unfortunately, that only served to remind me that Candy was still missing. And to make things worse, every second I passed doing nothing was a second too much. Glancing around once more, I realized something.
“I have to get moving.”
Unfortunately, I soon realized that was the worst thing I could possibly do. If I headed in the wrong direction, I would be making it impossible to find Candy.
“But I can’t just stay here,” I thought. Unfortunately, both options were far from perfect and attempting to choose the best of the two was giving me a headache. A sudden sense of futility washed over me. Though it was not in my nature to give up, that was exactly what I did. Taking a seat on a nearby bench, I slumped forward. My face hit my open palms and I barely managed to hold up my head. It seemed to weight a ton, as if the weight of the decision I was faced with weighed it down.
Fortunately, this overwhelming sense of inaptitude was only momentary. If I could not choose between the two options I was offered, I just had to come up with a third. Realizing that losing a kid in a zoo was probably quite common, I decided to find someone that worked there and get their help. Hope and determination returning to my body, I felt the burden that weighed down my head being lifted. Before long, it left my palms and my eyes opened as a result. Just as I stood, I came face to face with…
“Candy!” I almost yelled in a mixture of surprise and relief.
Surprised by my outburst, the ten-year-old let a look of total confusion wash over her. But that was the last I saw of it as I pulled her in for a tight hug.
“Don’t ever do that again,” I said as I held her tight.
“Do… what?” she asked, obviously having trouble breathing as a result of my embrace. Hearing this, I realized two things. One: I was holding her too tight. Two: She had no clue I thought her missing. Releasing her, I pulled away and peered down at her with a relieved smile.
“Never mind,” I muttered, realizing there was no point in letting her know I had been too busy fantasizing about sex with a hyena to watch her.
“Let’s go,” she offered, obviously having forgotten all about my odd behavior.
“Okay,” I agreed, all too happy to put the embarrassing situation behind me. And with that, we were off.
Our next stop was the monkey habitat. I must admit, I am still not quite sure what kind of monkeys we came across, but one thing was certain; they were quite large and obviously quite horny. Out of the dozen primates that inhabited the habitat, two pairs of them were busy humping each other. Such behavior would not have been so odd if not for the fact that all four primates were males. I could not help but smile when I realized this. But my smile soon faded when I felt an all-too-familiar sensation grab hold of me.
“Oh no!” I muttered as I felt yet another powerful fantasy grow within me. I tried to fight it, but knew it was useless. Sure enough, the real world soon faded, only to be replaced by an identical fantasy one.
I heard the buzz of conversation start to fade. Glancing around, I realized everyone was heading away, leaving me alone to stand in front of the primate habitat. Oddly, Candy’s lack of presence at my side did not bother me in the least. Actually, at that very moment, I had forgotten all about Candy. But that was only because I was too busy focusing on the two monkeys climbing the habitat fence. Though putting a fence to keep monkeys contained seemed redundant, it proved quite useful in that particular fantasy. Before long, the two primates had reached the top of the fence and were now making their way down the outer side.
Oddly, seeing the two monkeys growing nearer and nearer did nothing to frighten me. In fact, it did the exact opposite; it turned me on! Then again, that was more a result of their erect cocks than anything else. With arousal coursing through me veins, I was unable to keep from acting on instinct. I dropped to my knees just as the two monkeys reached me. Taking full advantage of their odd docility, I reached out and grabbed their dicks. A few excited hoots escaped them as they felt my fingers wrap themselves around their spears.
“You like that, don’t you?” I asked in a teasing voice as I took a seat before them. As if understanding my every word, the two horny animals hooted excitedly. Encouraged, I focused on the two rock-hard pricks I held in my hands. Because I had never before seen a primate dick, my imagination provided the necessary details. Because of this, my two lovers-to-be had canine-like schlongs that measured around six inches in length. But that was all I had time to notice before I started jerking my hands back and forth, stimulating their manhoods as best as I could. The two horny monkeys seemed to appreciate, because they started hooting loudly. Smiling proudly, I continued jerking them off as quickly as I could as my arousal level rose and rose. Before long, I was so horny I started moaning softly.
“Mmm… mmm… mmm…” I went as arousal coursed through my veins. My hands flew back and forth for less than a minute before I felt my lovers’ spears start to jerk around in my hands.
“They’re about to cum!” I realized as my smile widened. Sure enough, the two horny primates soon released their first waves of hot, gooey cum. The semen flew through the air and I barely had time to close my eyes before it hit me square in the face.
“Mmmmm!” I could not help but moan as I felt the hot orgasmilk drip down my face as their second and third waves joined the first. Meanwhile, I continued fervently jerking their cocks, forcing them to produce more and more cum. Though it took mere seconds before their final wave escaped them, my entire face was covered in their gooey love juice.
I held on to their schlongs until I felt them retract back into their bodies. Desperate to get off before the now sexually satisfied primates returned to their habitat, I wiped the cum from my eyes. Luckily, my two lovers still stood before me. Taking advantage of this, I once again acted on instinct and ripped my clothes off. Moments later, I was fully naked. I was about to transfer some of their hot orgasmilk to my cunt, but the primates beat me to the punch. Reaching out, they used their small, yet agile hands to fondle my boobs.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned softly as they squeezed and pulled my nipples. Before long, one of them leaned forward and, outstretching his tongue, started sucking one of my nipples. Following his lead, the other did the same and, before long, the two were eagerly sucking on my boobs. However, the lack of milk quickly convinced them to move on. Luckily for me, their next stop was my pussy.
“Oh yes!” I moaned as I felt their nimble fingers start to play with my labia. Within seconds, tongues had joined their fingers as they played with my lower lips. Eager to get them to escalate, I lay down on the floor and spread my legs wide, giving them unrestricted access. Taking full advantage of this new access, the two decided to expand their playground. While one focused on my cunt, the other instead concentrated on my asshole.
“Oh!” I moaned in a mixture of surprise and eagerness. But both feelings soon gave way to arousal; lots of arousal!
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as my two eager lovers decided to escalate. Perfectly timed, the two thrust their tongues deep into my two holes, forcing a powerful moan past my lips.
“FUCK!” I moaned as they started thrusting their tongues in and out of me. But as blissful as feeling was, it was nothing compared to when they decided to add fingers. Within seconds, they were eagerly finger-fucking my pussy and asshole while their tongues stimulated my outer holes. Moans flowed past my lips. Powerful waves of arousal washed over me. And a powerful orgasm built deep within me.
“I’m gonna cum!” I soon announced as I felt my pussy start to shake and shiver.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I bellowed at the top of my lungs as I felt the orgasm explode within me, forcing something cum to fly out of my pussy. My breath grew short, but that did nothing to stop me from moaning loudly. Apparently enjoying the process of thrusting their fingers in and out of me, my two lovers stopped licking me and instead started hooting excitedly.
As my orgasm raged on, their hoots grew louder and louder until I started wondering how two monkeys could produce so many hoots and cries. Unfortunately, for my raging orgasm, I soon figured it out; they were not!
“Dammit!” I muttered as I realized I had just been snapped back to reality. Sure enough, a quick glance at my surroundings told me I was once again fully clothed and free of cum. The presence of dozens of other zoo goers only helped to confirm what I dreaded; the fantasy was over! I sighed, but felt slightly relieved that I had not done anything embarrassing during my day dream. In fact, I had done nothing at all. Not even stopping Candy from wandering of.
“Oh no!” I groaned as I realized Candy was missing. Again!
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Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

“Oh no!” I groaned as I realized I had lost my friend’s ten-year-old daughter. Again!
“Candy!” I called out as I glanced around anxiously. Luckily, I soon saw her head pop out from around a nearby corner.
“Yes?” she asked innocently. Hurrying over to her, I considered hugging her, but opted against it. After all, I had not really lost her; only misplaced her. Still, I had to make it clear she had to stay close.
“Why didn’t you wait for me?” I inquired in a voice I tried to make sound motherly.
“I tried,” she said defensively.
I frowned.
“Really?”
She nodded.
“I asked if I could go see the bonobo monkeys, but you just stood there. So I decided it would be safe,” she explained.
I sighed. Had I truly not heard her ask? But I soon realized that did not matter; it was in the past and there was nothing I could do about it. But the future was still changeable.
“I’m sorry,” I apologized. “I was… distracted,” I admitted, though there was no way in hell I would tell her the nature of my distraction. Luckily, she did not seem to care. Still, I had to keep her from wandering off again.
“Can we go now?” she asked impatiently.
I smiled, but shook my head.
“Soon. But first, you have to promise to never leave without me.”
“But what if you don’t answer?” she asked.
I smiled.
“Insist. Shake me. Pull me. Or even yell or slap me if you have to. Just don’t wander off without me.”
Candy instantly nodded, obviously pleased at the thought of slapping me. I smiled, though inwardly I was hoping I would not experience another fantasy as the thought of being slapped back to reality was far from pleasing.
“Now can we go?” she asked impatiently.
Smiling affectionately, I nodded and Candy hurried off.
“Wait!” I called out.
Candy came to a screeching halt and turned to me, a confused expression plastered across her face.
“What did I just say?” I asked.
Candy sighed and waited for me to catch up to her. Walking side by side, we continued to the next section of the zoo. From the sighs that escaped my friend’s daughter, it was obvious that my casual pace was far too slow for her. Still, she remained at my side until she spotted the zebra pen. As I watched her hurry off, I considered reprimanding her, but remembered the whole point of this outing was to have fun. Smiling, I watched her hurry toward the black and white equine habitat.
“Wow!” I heard her gasp in amazement as a large zebra galloped past her.
“Impressive,” I observed as I reached her. Too busy watching the zebras, Candy simply nodded. Since conversation did not seem likely, I too focused on the black and white beasts that grazed nearby. At first, I was fascinated by their great beauty, but I soon grew bored and let my mind wander. Before long, I started thinking about the two zebra stories I had written and the hundreds of pictures of equine genitalia I had looked at during the research stage. As you would expect, it did not take long before I felt a powerful fantasy grow within me.
“Oh no!” I thought as I felt my arousal level rise and my eyes travel to the nearest zebra’s crotch. Obviously, the animal was not aroused, so his cock was nowhere to be seen. That is, until the real world faded. Moments later, an identical fantasy world replaced it and, within seconds, I noticed something between the zebra’s hind legs.
“Mmmmm!” I could not help but moan as I realized it was his cock. Though the black and white beast had no obvious reason for getting turned on, his arousal was made obvious by the growth of his dick. I watched it grow a few inches before realizing I was in public.
“What if someone notices me watching his cock grow?” I wondered. Glancing around anxiously, I was surprised to find the place deserted but for the horny zebra. Even the other zebras had magically vanished. Though the unexpected disappearances were quite odd, I decided to focus on more important things—like the zebra’s lengthening and widening cock, for example.
“Wow!” I could not help but gasp in amazement as I turned my attention to the equine’s crotch, only to find his cock fully erect. It stood perfectly horizontal and now measured around a foot and a half in length. As a result of the rock-hard appendage, I felt my arousal level skyrocket. Unable to resist, I started climbing the fence separating me from my lover-to-be. Less than thirty seconds later, I was taking a seat next to the well-endowed steed. Apparently as horny as me, the zebra sidestepped, placing himself atop me. As a result, his cock was placed right before me, the head mere inches form my lips. For a split second, I wondered if I should go through with it, but then realized there was no way in hell I could resist the rock-hard equine manhood that stood before me. Abandoning all reticence, my lips parted as I leaned forward.
“Mmmmm!” I could not help but moan as I felt the hot schlong make contact with my lips. But simple skin to skin touch was not enough. So without another second’s delay, I leaned forward even more, forcing the steed’s cock into my mouth.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned blissfully as I felt the spear slide across my tongue. Not wasting a precious second, I made sure my lips were wrapped tightly around my lover’s shaft before I started bobbing my head back and forth, forcing his spear in and out of my mouth.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned once more as I used my lips and tongue to stimulate his prick as best as I could. Though the experience was blissful and forced powerful wave after powerful wave of arousal to wash over me, I soon started craving more. Reaching out, I grabbed hold of the spear and used my hands to jerk the shaft as my lips and tongue stimulated the tip.
My lover seemed to appreciate because he released a powerful whinny. Encouraged by this, I accelerated the speed and force of my head and hand thrusts, giving him the best blowjob/handjob combo I possibly could given my total lack of cock handling experience (after all, I am a lesbian). Fortunately for my horny lover, my skills grew quickly. So quickly, in fact, that I soon felt his manhood start to jerk around in my hands and mouth.
“He’s about to cum,” I realized as I tried to smile. Obviously, I was unable to due to the large dick that filled my mouth, but that did not stop a sense of pride from washing over me as I felt his first wave travel up the entirety of his pulsating shaft. Moments later, I felt his hot orgasmilk fill my mouth.
“MMM?!” I moaned. But my exclamation was that of surprise and disgust, not blissful arousal. For you see, I had forgotten all about the fact that, although I was fantasizing, the events taking place were based on real life. That meant my lover’s semen did not taste sweet like in my stories. Quite the opposite. Unable to keep the repulsion from deforming my traits, I pulled away, forcing my lover’s acrid jizz to flow out of my mouth. Still, I continued jerking him off and he sent wave after wave of hot, equine cum flying into my face.
Once I had managed to rid my mouth of the fowl-tasting liquid, I kept my eyes shut until my lover’s orgasm came to an end. By then, my entire face was covered in cum. Once I felt the zebra’s cock go limp in my hands, I judged it was safe to open my eyes.
“Wow!” I could not help but gasp as I realized the amount of semen produced by my equine lover was quite considerable. In fact, the sight of the hot liquid helped turn me on again. Unable to resist my now quickly growing arousal, I realized I desperately wanted to climax. Unfortunately, my lover’s prick had retracted back into his body. Fortunately, my determination was going to help me overcome that particular obstacle. With that in mind, I got to work.
Less than a minute later, I had managed to once again get my lover aroused and studied his rock-hard prick for a few seconds. But a few seconds was all the time I took as the arousal coursing through my veins soon forced me to move things along. Stripping out of my skimpy outfit, I quickly found myself naked.
“Here we go!” I thought as I got on all fours and, placing myself beneath my horny lover, lifted up my rear end until I felt his erect manhood make contact with it. Reaching back, I grabbed hold of the rigid spear and guided it to my labia. That was all I had to do, for my lover soon took things into his own hands.
“FUCK!” I moaned as I felt him jerk forward, forcing his large schlong to slide past my lips. Another blissful moan slipped past my lips as I felt the large shaft slide deeper and deeper into me. Before long, it filled me up entirely. But the fullness was only momentary as my horny lover soon started jerking back and forth, forcing his prick in and out of me with surprising force and speed.
“MMM! MMM! MMM!” I moaned as he pounded the shit out of me, forcing my arousal level to skyrocket. Though the interspecies penetrations only lasted a few moments, I soon felt a powerful orgasm grow within me.
“I’m gonna cum!” I soon called out as I felt myself near climax. Sure enough, I soon felt my pussy start to shake and shiver. Moments later, my lover’s spear did the same, telling me we were about to experience a simultaneous orgasm. Sure enough, we soon climaxed.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned powerfully as I felt myself squirt. The first wave flowed up my cunt, past my lover’s schlong and into the air. Moments later, my lover’s first wave did the same and we moaned and whined ecstatically as we came all over the place.
Unfortunately, I never got a chance to feel the final wave flow out of me as I was soon shaken back to reality. Still groggy—and turned on—from my fantasy orgasm, I glanced around, only to find Candy shaking my arm.
“I want to go see the giraffes,” said the ten-year-old.
I sighed, feeling somewhat resentful that I had been denied a complete fantasy orgasm. Then again, it was better than having Candy wander off without me.
“All right,” I sighed as I threw the zebra I had been fantasizing about one final glance before following Candy to the giraffe pen. I was still slightly disappointed by my interrupted fantasy, but knew it was only a matter of time before I started fantasizing about some other sexy zoo animal…
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Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

“I want to go see the giraffes,” said my friend’s ten-year-old daughter as she peered up at me. Though I was somewhat relieved that she had listened to me and snapped me back to reality instead of wandering off without me, I could not help but feel somewhat resentful that she had not let me finish my fantasy—and the powerful orgasm I had been in the process of enjoying. Still, it was better than the alternative.
“All right,” I sighed as I threw the zebra I had been fantasizing about one final glance. But one glance was all I had time for as Candy grabbed my hand and started dragging me through the crowd.
Moments after reaching the giraffe habitat, I heard an odd sound behind me. It sounded like the clippity clop of hooves on pavement. Most people who heard such sounds would have immediately pictured a horse trotting toward them. But as you have probably figured out by now, I am not like most people. That was why I had absolutely no idea what to expect as I turned around.
“What the fuck?” I gasped as I spotted the source of the sound. Though I had not known what to expect, I could never have predicted the scene that presented itself to me. Instead of seeing a horse trotting toward me, I was a giraffe gallop through the crowd, forcing people to flee in all directions to avoid being trampled.
“Oh fuck!” I muttered as I felt a mixture of shock and fear wash over me. Luckily, my instincts soon took over and I realized there would be time for such emotions later. For now, I had to make sure Candy was safe. Unfortunately, I soon realized we were no longer holding hands!
“What?” was all I found to say as I struggled to understand how Candy could have gotten away without me realizing. But that was irrelevant; all that mattered was that she was gone and I had to find her. However, a quick glance around told me there was no way I would find her any time soon. But that was only because everyone had fled, leaving me completely alone. My first reaction was relief as I realized that could only mean one thing; Candy was safe—at least for now. But that soon brought another realization to light. If Candy was safe along with everyone else, that could only mean one thing; I was in danger!
“Uh-oh!” I muttered as I glanced at the giraffe, only to discover it had grown a lot closer. Seeing those long legs of his fly toward me at high speed terrified me to the point where I felt my blood freeze in me veins. As luck would have it, my muscles froze along with it and I was left standing there, unable to move.
“I’m dead!” I thought as I saw the long-necked animal barrel toward me. But against all odds, instead of trampling me, the huge mammal came to a screeching halt mere feet ramming me. Though a relieved sigh escaped me, I knew I was far from safe. One simple kick would be enough to kill me. As I waited for the fatal blow to come, I decided to study the giraffe that stood oddly still before me. Though tall, he was quite small in giraffe terms. From hooves to ossicones (giraffe horns), he measured a little over a dozen feet.
“What is he doing?” I wondered as I continued studying him. Fortunately, I soon discovered the answer when my eyes came across his hind legs. Or rather, what hung between his hind legs!
“This is a fantasy!” I realized as a relieved sigh escaped me. Though I had no idea how I had transitioned from the real world to this fantasy one, it was enough to make every last drop of fear leave my body. The other side effect of this realization was to force increasingly powerful waves of arousal to wash over me at the sight of the giraffe’s massive manhood. Though quite thin—considering the impressive length—my lover-to-be’s red cock measured an imposing two feet in length. Still, the thought of it sliding deep into me turned me on to the point of no return.
Forgetting all about my all-too-recent fear of imminent death, I hurried over to the tall animal. Because I knew there was no rick involved in what I was about to do—after all, it was a fantasy—I quickly made my way underneath the giraffe. I could not help but smile as I realized my soon-to-be lover was exactly the right height for me to stand underneath him. Sure enough, his massive cock now stood perfectly erect before me, waiting for my loving touch. However, I never got a chance to reach out and grab the blistering hot appendage. But that was only because my well-endowed lover made the first move. Jerking forward, he forced his schlong to hit me in the forehead, knocking me to the ground.
Stunned, I got on all fours in an attempt to stand. But that was as far as I got before I realized the horny giraffe had dropped to his knees—all four of them. Unfortunately, his dick was still too high. Fortunately, the intelligent animal just had to spread his legs slightly to bring his prick level with my pussy. Like in real life, my short skirt and total lack of panties made it possible for my lover to jerk forward, forcing his large manhood past my lower lips.
“FUCK!” I moaned in a mixture of surprised and arousal as I felt the hot spear slide deeper and deeper into me. Before long, I was completely full and felt the intense heat emanating from my lover’s rod. But that was all I had time to notice before he started jerking back and forth, forcing his shaft to travel in and out of me with surprising speed and force.
“Thank god for fantasies,” I thought as I realized that what was currently happening would be completely impossible in real life. Fortunately, it was in the fantasy world I found myself in and I was not about to complain about it. In fact, I moaned in appreciation as my lover pounded me fast and hard, forcing powerful moans to escape me.
“Oh yes!”
“Oh god!”
“Oh fuck!”
My moans echoed throughout the zoo for mere seconds before I felt a powerful orgasm grow within me. Moments later, I felt my pussy start to shake and shiver, letting me know I was on the verge of climax. Luckily, I soon felt my lover’s schlong do the same.
“Here comes another simultaneous orgasm,” I thought as I felt the arousal explode within me.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked blissfully as I felt the first wave of cum flow up my poon as my lover’s did the same for his jerking spear. Wave after wave of hot, gooey orgasmilk started flowing out of my cock-filled cunt as the horny giraffe continued fucking me fast and hard. Cum flew in all directions. My blissful cries intensified. The giraffe even started bleating.
But just like it had started, it was soon all over. By the time I felt my lover’s spear slide out of me for the final time, I was so exhausted that I simply let myself fall to the ground. Luckily, I was uninjured and left alone by my lover long enough to catch my breath. But just when I had fully recovered and got to all fours in an attempt to stand, I once again felt something long and hard make contact with my lower lips.
“What the…” I started as I glanced back over my shoulder, only to discover my lover was ready for round two. Though I had just climaxed, the sight of the giraffe’s cum-covered cock was enough to bring arousal back to my body. Obviously, I would have preferred a lightly longer break between the first and second acts, but that did not keep me from smiling when I saw my lover jerk forward.
“FUCK!” I moaned as I felt the hot rod slide deep into me. But the cry was that of surprise, not arousal. For you see, the large manhood had not been forced into my pussy, but my asshole! Apparently unaware—or uncaring—of his anal penetration, my lover started jerking back and forth, forcing his long spear to dive in and out of me. Though the first few penetration were not what you would call pleasurable, the ones that followed were. In fact, they forced more arousal than ever before to wash over me.
“Oh yes! Faster! FASTER!” I soon started to beg. Luckily, my lover seemed to understand the request and increased the speed of his pounds, forcing my already loud moans to increase in both force and pitch.
Though my last orgasm was still quite recent, I soon felt a powerful orgasm grow within me. Moments later, I felt my cunt start to shake and shiver.
“I’m gonna cum!” I announced, a split second before I felt the orgasm explode within me, forcing the first wave of cum to flow up my cock-free poon.
Luckily for my lover, he was not left behind for long as his schlong soon started to convulse in my ass. The next instant, I felt his first wave shoot up my ass, forcing a powerful moan past my lips.
My moans echoed throughout the zoo as cum squirted out of both my pussy and asshole. Unfortunately, I only made it halfway through my second orgasm before I was snapped back to reality. Returning to the real world was far from enjoyable as I had just been shoved, forcing me to lose my balance. Still struggling to get my bearings, I almost toppled over. Luckily, Candy—whose hand I still held tightly—kept me upright.
“Are you all right?” she asked, momentarily tearing her eyes away from the giraffes that remained imprisoned in their habitat—unlike in my fantasy.
“I’m fine,” I assured her. After a short pause, I added, “Are you ready to move on?”
Candy shook her head.
As the ten-year-old continued observing the tall creatures, I glanced around and spotted a children-filled carriage being pulled by two large horses. I could not help but smile as I realized those two horses were responsible for the fantasy I had just been snapped out of. In fact, hearing the sound of their hooves hitting the pavement was enough to force another fantasy to grow within me.
“Oh my god!” I gasped. For you see, never before had I been able to resume an interrupted fantasy. Then again, the fantasy growing with me could very well be a new one altogether.
“I guess I’m about to find out,” I thought as a smile curled my lips. Unfortunately, I never would…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 31: ZOOphilia (Part 5)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

My friend’s ten-year-old daughter seemed mesmerized by the giraffes. And so was I. However, my fascination with the tall creatures had nothing to do with childish fascination; it had more to do with the powerful fantasy that had started growing deep within me. A smile curled my lips as I felt the familiar sensation fill me. Yet, something was off.
“Oh my god!” I gasped when I finally figured it out. Though more than one of my fantasies had been interrupted, I had never before managed to resume my perverse daydreams once they were interrupted. Then again, the fantasy growing with me could very well be a new one altogether.
“I guess I’m about to find out,” I thought as a smile curled my lips. Sure enough, the real world started to fade, gradually giving place to an identical fantasy one. But right before the final shreds of reality faded, I was snapped back to reality.
“What the…” I started as I realized Candy was pulling on my arm.
“Let’s go,” she said, making it clear she was bored of staring at the giraffes. I could not help but sigh, yet I felt somewhat relieved that I had not been given a chance to really get into my perverse fantasy before being snapped out of it.
“All right,” I agreed as I followed Candy through the crowd. This time, I made sure to stick to her like glue, not wanting to lose her yet again. Fortunately, we made it all the way to the tiger habitat without being separated once. Then again, that was probably because it was almost lunchtime and many a family had retreated out of the sun for a quick snack.
“Maybe we should think about taking a quick break ourselves,” I thought, but the fascinated look on Candy’s face made it impossible for me to tear her away from the beauty of the majestic felines. So we stood as close to the fence as was permitted and watched the tigers lay about. Though not a single one of the large felines was standing, it was still perfectly clear why they are the largest felines alive. But their impressive stature was nothing in comparison to when they all stood up, as if alerted by some unheard alarm.
“What’s happening?” asked Candy. I was about to admit I was as lost as her when I spotted something out of the corner of my eye. Focusing on it, I saw a wide open door. Standing on the threshold was an employee of the zoo. The man was in the process of throwing half a dozen large chunks of bloody meat into the feline habitat. I was about to inform Candy of this when I felt an all-too-familiar feeling grab hold of me.
“Uh-oh!” I thought as I recognized the feeling as a fantasy. But before I could even consider fighting it, reality started to fade. Moments later, I was surrounded by an identical, yet purely fictitious fantasy world. In this world, the man was still throwing large chunks of meat into the tiger habitat. But unlike the real world, not all the tigers were located at the opposite end of the artificial environment. One of the large felines was hidden in a bush near the door. From his posture, it was obvious he was stalking his prey—in this case, the man feeding him—and on the verse of striking. I opened my mouth to warn the unsuspecting man, but the tiger struck first.
A powerful roar echoed throughout the zoo as the massive feline soared through the air. Luckily, the zookeeper managed to dive out of the way just in time to avoid being sliced to pieces. However, that left the door unguarded and the orange and black beast took advantage of this to escape. Moments later, terrified screams echoed as the tiger ran out into the crowd. People scattered as they ran for their lives. Luckily for them, the wild cat did not seem interested in them. In fact, he seemed to be on a mission. Unfortunately, that mission soon proved to be scaring everybody away until I was left standing alone before the massive animal.
“Why didn’t I run?” I wondered, but soon realized that seemed to be a constant in all my fantasies involving dangerous animals. But I would have time to further prove this theory later; for now, I had more important things to worry about. Like how to keep from being mauled to death by an obviously hungry feline. Fortunately, I was about to discover the large animal standing a mere dozen feet before me was not hungry for human flesh, but human cum. Still, I was yet to become aware of this and remained in a state of petrified horror.
“Oh fuck!” I thought as I saw the tiger stalk closer, quickly closing the gap between us. The closer he got, the more terrified I got. And the more terrified I got, the faster my heart beat. And it seemed like the faster my heart beat, the closer the tiger got. It was a vicious circle. At least it was until I felt a sudden surge of courage. Realizing my only chance at survival was to flee, I decided to act. So, without a moment of hesitation, I turned tail and bolted. Unfortunately, I only made it a few steps before…
“FUCK!” I yelled as I felt two large paws make contact with my back. A split second later, I felt long, sharp claws against my skin. But against all odds, I remained unharmed. My blouse, on the other hand, was not so lucky; it was torn from my body in a split second, leaving me topless. But I was still alive. And if I wanted to remain that way, I had to keep running. And run I did until I yet again felt my pursuer’s paws make contact with my body. Like before, I was unharmed, but the torn skirt that soon fluttered down to the floor left me naked. But still I ran on. That is, until I felt the tiger’s paws make contact with my body yet again. This time, I felt no claws, but the force to the collision was much greater. Unable to remain upright, I was slammed to the ground. Luckily, I was unharmed, but that did not stop the wind from getting knocked from my lungs as I hit the ground.
“I’m dead!” I thought as I lay there, flat on my stomach and struggling to force air back into my lungs. However, a few seconds passed without anything happening. Though I had no idea why the large feline had not yet sunk his sharp teeth into my flesh, I decided to take advantage of the situation. The second my breath returned, I sprung to my feet. At least, I tried. But I only made it to all fours before I felt one of the tiger’s large paws on my back. The pressure being exerted on my back was enough to keep me from standing up, but not enough to force me back to the ground.
“What is he doing?” I wondered. Unfortunately—or fortunately, depending on how you look at it—I soon found out. His paw left my back and I felt the touch of soft fur against my skin as the large feline placed himself atop me. With two legs on either side of me, he was now perfectly positioned to do what he had so clearly intended to do all along.
“Fuck me!” I muttered as I realized that was exactly what the large tiger wanted to do. And fuck me he did!
“FUUCCCKKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked in a mixture of pain and surprise as I felt something long, hard and surprisingly painful being forced past my labia. What I soon recognized as the obviously horny feline’s massive cock was thrust deep into me, forcing the surprisingly large—and incredibly painful—spikes that covered his cone-shaped manhood to rake at my vaginal wall. Though I struggled to cope with the intense pain that filled me, I still had time to realize powerful waves of arousal had started washing over me. That could only mean one thing; as painful as the penetration was, it was equally pleasurable. But the pain and bliss soon came to an abrupt halt when my lover pulled back, forcing his large manhood to slide out of me.
I was not sure if I should be relieved or disappointed, so I remained emotionless. That is, until I felt the horny tiger once again thrust his schlong deep into me. The only difference was that his prickly prick was not forced into my pussy, but my asshole.
“FUUCCCKKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked again as I felt the spikes tear at my rectum. But like before, the pain was accompanied by arousal. Lots of arousal!
Also like before, the mixture of pain and pleasure soon came to an end when my feline lover once more pulled out. Fortunately, his rock-hard spear was soon forced back into my poon, forcing another moan past my lips. But unlike the previous ones, this one was of arousal, not pain.
“Oh no!” I moaned when I felt the schlong being pulled back out. Fortunately, it was quickly thrust back in.
“Oh yes!” I moaned when I felt it slide into my asshole. Though I was unsure if my lover was purposefully alternating between my two holes, I realized it did not matter. All that mattered was that it felt fucking awesome! The alternating penetrations along with the mixture of pain and pleasure soon sent my arousal into overdrive. Within seconds, I was moaning at the top of my lungs as my large lover pounded my two holes with great verve and skill.
“Oh god!” I moaned. “Don’t stop! DON’T FUCKING STOP!”
My moans echoed throughout the deserted zoo as the horny feline fucked me fast and hard, forcing a powerful orgasm to grow within me at an exponential rate. Before long, I felt it on the verge of exploding. Sure enough, I soon felt my pussy start to shake and shiver. A split second later, the tiger’s cock did the same and we climaxed simultaneously.
“FUUCCCKKKKK!!!!!” I moaned at the top of my lungs as I felt the first wave of cum flow up my pussy. The hot orgasmilk flew past my lower lips as my lover’s semen did the same from my ass. The two hot, gooey liquids split into tiny drops and splashed down to the ground. My moans echoed. The tiger’s roars resonated. Our bodies convulsed. Cum flew in all directions.
This went on for what felt like an eternity before I felt my orgasm start to die down. Also satisfied, my lover slowed the pace of his thrusts and, within seconds, his cock started retracting back into his body. Moments later, it was all over. And a second after that, I was snapped back to reality.
“I’m hungry,” I heard Candy say. But I was too busy recovering form the most intense fantasy of the day to respond. In fact, it had been so intense that I had to peer down at myself to make sure I was still fully clothed and my pussy—and asshole—free of feline cock. Unfortunately, it was, telling me my fantasy was indeed over.
“I’m hungry,” said Candy again.
“All right,” I agreed, but not before releasing a disappointed sight. After throwing the studly tigers one final glance we were off to lunch.
Half an hour later, we were resuming our visit of the zoo. Unfortunately, it soon started to pour, so we were forced to spend the remainder of the day inside. Unfortunately, lizards and insects are not exactly arousing, so my pre-lunch fantasy was the last one of the day. Still, I remained in a constant state of arousal until I finally found myself alone that evening. After making sure to lock my bedroom door, I spent the entire evening thinking of our eventful—not to say arousing—visit to the zoo. Happy Canada Day to me!
 

To be continued Next Week…




Month 8: August
 

Week 32: The Cherry Popsicle
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

The province of Quebec, like most of Canada, is known for reaching bone-shattering temperatures during the winter. What most people do not know is just how hot it can get in summer—especially in the city. Yet, people’s ignorance does nothing to affect nature. Because of this, my roommate and I were stuck in our air-conditioning-free apartment during the worst heat wave of the summer. To make things worse, it was not a dry heat, but one of those make-your-clothes-stick-to-your-body heats that make you seriously consider death as an alternative. Having already gone through every last ice cube—as well as almost everything in the freezer—we were stuck with nothing to keep us cool but a fan that did little to help us bear the intense heat of the early afternoon.
Both my roommate and I were seated in front of the TV, doing our best to keep our skin from fusing with the couch as a result of the heat. Unfortunately, that was hard given the fact that we were both soaked from head to toe. Fortunately, my roommate soon came up with a solution.
“Hey!” she suddenly said, breaking the silence that had settled between us, “I have an idea.”
I nodded, too lazy to speak. Her answer came in the form of a single word, yet that was enough to force me out of my passive state.
“Popsicles!” was all she said. Sharing a quick glance, we both jumped up and hurried out of the apartment.
Minutes later, we reached the grocery store, only to discover it had already been raided by equally sweaty customers. Lucky for us, we managed to get our hands on the last box of popsicles. Unfortunately, they were cherry-flavored—my least-favorite flavor—but given the intense heat, I should have counted myself lucky instead of complaining. Still, complaining is fun… But I digress. Back to the story.
Five minutes later we were back home. Each grabbing one stick of frozen goodness, we stuffed the rest into the freezer to keep them from melting. Moments later, we were sitting on the couch, tearing the wrapping, revealing the bright-red cylinders. Though I usually prefer real fruit to that artificial crap, I could not help but moan softly as I slipped the frozen juice—if you can call it that—into my mouth.
“Mmmmm!” moaned my roommate, letting me know just how much she enjoyed the feel of that ice-cold popsicle sliding back and forth against her tongue as she sucked it. Hearing the moan, I glanced at her and was stunned to see her slowly—almost sensually—sliding the frozen shaft in and out of her mouth, moaning softly as she did. The mere sight of her giving her popsicle a blowjob was enough to force arousal to wash over me. Of course, my lesbian nature stopped me from enjoying the display fully, but the bright-red color of the frozen treat reminded me more of a dog’s cock than a man’s. Because of this, I was unable to tear my gaze away from the enticing display as I felt more and more arousal wash over me. Before long, I started to feel myself grow wet and it had nothing to do with the intense heat. This went on for a few seconds before my roommate turned to me and said the three words I least expected to hear given the situation.
“Want a taste?” she asked.
I was stunned, realizing such behavior was not in accordance with my roommate’s usual behavior. But I soon discovered the reason for this; the intense arousal that I felt coursing through my veins had forced a fantasy to sprout within me.
“Oh!” I gasped in understanding, realizing that what was happening was all in my head. Taking full advantage of this, I did not bother answering my roommate’s question. Instead, I leaned forward and wrapped my lips around the popsicle she presented to me so willingly. As I forced it deeper and deeper into my mouth, I stared into her eyes with lust-filled intent. Fortunately, my sensual gaze was soon returned with, believe it or not, even more lust. By the time my lips left the cold cylinder, we were gazing into each other’s eyes with such lustful intent that I began to wonder if the heat was in fact caused by the sun or the arousal emanating from a bodies. Fortunately, that was irrelevant. What was relevant was just how long it would take before I worked up the courage to initiate the kiss I knew was forthcoming. Unfortunately, I would never find out. Fortunately, that was only because my roommate made the first move.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as she pulled me in for a long, passionate kiss. Our tongues barely even had time to start dancing around in each other’s mouths that we began tearing each other’s clothes off. By the time our lips parted, we were both fully naked. However, I did not get a spare second to enjoy the sight of her sweat-covered body as she almost immediately escalated things. Sliding off the couch, she soon found herself kneeling before me, using her popsicle to tease my nipples.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as the cold sensation that enveloped my nipples sent a shiver running down my spine. My roommate continued teasing my nipples for a few seconds before the melted liquid started dripping down my boobs. Fortunately, my lover used her tongue to keep the sticky substance form getting to far. Another moan escaped me as she started licking one nipple after the other. When I felt like I could no longer bear all the teasing, she licked her way down to my cunt, forcing yet another powerful moan past my lips.
“Mmmmm!”
But the feel of her tongue teasing my clit soon started getting on my nerves. Though incredibly enjoyable, I desperately wanted to feel her tongue dive deep into my cunt. Fortunately, that was exactly what she did next.
“Fuck!” I moaned blissfully as she started thrusting her tongue in and out of me. “Don’t stop!” I begged. Unfortunately, what was precisely what she did. I opened my mouth to protest, but opted against it when I discovered why she had pulled away. Moments after her tongue left my poon, I felt the popsicle she still held in her hand make contact with my lower lips.
“Oh god!” I moaned as I felt a shiver of arousal run down my spine. Smiling proudly, she used her frozen treat to tease me, sliding it across my labia, quickly forcing it to turn bright red as a result of the melted popsicle. Apparently dismayed at just how quickly her improvised sex toy was melting, she decided to move things along.
“FUCK!” I moaned as I felt her thrust the frozen shaft deep into my cunt. A powerful shiver forced my entire body to convulse, making me realize my pussy had never before felt so cold. But given just how hot the rest of my body was, it was a welcome sensation. Still, I knew I would soon get frost burn if she did not move things along. Fortunately, that was precisely what she did next, forcing the rapidly melting shaft to slide in and out of me with increasing speed.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned through a popsicle-filled mouth. I must admit, I had no idea when I had started sucking on the popsicle I had been holding that entire time, but the sensation of that frozen cylinder sliding in and out of my mouth felt blissful. Of course, it was nothing compared to the one being thrust in and out of my cunt, but it felt good nonetheless.
My moans echoed throughout the living room until I felt a powerful orgasm grow within me. By them my roommate’s popsicle was almost completely melted. Still, there was enough left to make me climax, forcing my vaginal muscles to contract, sucking up what little frozen treat remained, leaving my roommate with nothing but a popsicle stick. I surely would have laughed at this if not for the fact that I was too busy experiencing one of the most intense orgasms of my life. Well, that and the fact that I was suddenly snapped back to reality.
“What?” I asked as I realized my roommate had just spoken. As I waited for her to answer, I glanced around and realized the two of us were still fully-clothed and her popsicle was for the most part still intact, telling me my fantasy was indeed over.
“I said: Your popsicle is dripping on the couch,” she said.
“Fuck!” I muttered as I realized she was right. To avoid any more furniture damage, I brought the frozen treat up to my mouth and did the only thing I could think of; I sucked it long and hard, moaning softly as it melted in my mouth. Of course, I preferred the way it felt in my cunt, but it was refreshing nonetheless.
Within a minute, both my roommate and I had finished our refreshing treats and were heading into the kitchen for seconds. As I grabbed the popsicle my fantasy lover soon handed me, I realized something; I had just experienced the hottest fantasy of my life. Literally!
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 33: The Steamy Shower
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I racked my brain to try and figure out a polite way to say this. But then I realized something; I don’t give a fuck! So here it is: I returned home from a day of shopping with a pressing urge to pee. Not exactly the type of thing you would shout from the rooftops. Then again, it is not as bad as if I had to… well, I assume you get the point. Anyhoo, back to the story. So I felt like my bladder was about to explode. Rushing into the apartment, I chucked my things onto the counter and hurried to the bathroom. Normally, finding the door closed meant the bathroom was in use, but given my pressing need to use the facilities, I decided to throw caution to the wind. Reaching for the handle, I sighed as I felt it turn.
When I opened the door, I felt a gust of hot air flow forth, but I was too busy struggling to keep from wetting myself to notice. I hurried inside and was halfway through pulling down my shorts before I noticed a few things. First of all, I noticed the shower curtain was drawn. That, combined with the fact that the air was heavy with humidity and the sound of millions upon millions of water droplets hitting the bottom of the tub told me I was not alone. It was not until I noticed a silhouette I had no trouble recognizing as woman’s through the translucent shower curtain that it all hit me; someone was taking a shower! My first instinct was to sneak back out before my presence was revealed, but that soon became impossible when I heard a voice.
“Is anyone there?” asked an all-too-familiar voice from behind the curtain. I immediately recognized it as my roommate’s and realized something; there was no way in hell I could leave now! Not because I make it a habit of violating people’s privacy, but because I could feel wave after wave of arousal wash over me at the thought of seeing my roommate naked. I had often wondered what she would look like clotheless, but given the fact that she had a boyfriend, I had never actually thought I would ever find out. But when I felt a powerful fantasy grow within me, I knew I was about to get to know my roommate in a much more intimate manner than ever before. I barely had time to think something along the lines of, “this is the worst possible time to have a fantasy,” before reality faded, giving way to an identical fantasy world. Though visually identical, I knew full well that the laws of etiquette were quite different than in the real world. Because of this, I let go of all my worries and focused on the only thing that mattered; my arousal! Without a moment of hesitation, I reached out and pulled the shower curtain aside, revealing my roommate’s naked body.
“Wow!” I could not help but gasp as I looked her up and down. Though her boobs were not as ample as I would have liked, her thin waist and lack of any and all body fat totally made up for it. Plus, the water running across her smooth skin helped make her sparkle like a diamond in the sun, making her that much more beautiful. Having completely forgotten about my pressing need to relieve myself, I felt my cunt grow wet at the sight of my gorgeous roommate.
“What are you doing?” she asked. Apparently having realized I was getting turned on at the sight of her nude figure, she did her best to cover herself up. Unfortunately, that did nothing to stop me.
“You’ll see,” I said with a smile and a wink as I quickly slipped out of my shorts and tank-top. Before she could even figure out what was happening, I hopped into the tub, joining her beneath the curtain of falling water. Without a moment of hesitation, I pulled her in for a long, passionate kiss.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I felt my lips make contact with hers. Once more bypassing all hesitation, I thrust my tongue into her mouth and started exploring her oral cavity.
My roommate remained frozen in shock for a few seconds before she finally found the strength to react. But instead of pushing me away, she started reciprocating my eager tongue strokes. Though tentative at first, her thrusts soon grew in both strength and passion. Within seconds, we were passionately making out, our tongues dancing the waltz of love on the dance floor of our mouths.
Unfortunately, the blissful experience was soon cut short when she broke the kiss the shoved me back. Struggling to comprehend her sudden change of attitude, I staggered backward until I reached the end of the tub and felt my back make contact with the tiled wall. Peering up at my roommate, I could not suppress a relieved sigh as I found her brimming with lust. That meant she had not suddenly changed her mind; she had only attempted to escalate things. And from the determined look that was plastered across her face as she strode toward me, I could tell her plan had not changed. Sure enough, she soon reached me and dropped to her knees. Moments later, I watched her force my left nipple into her mouth.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I felt her suck on in with surprising skill for a girl with a boyfriend. Then again, it was not really my roommate suckling on my tit but a fantasy version of her. Still, her skills were impressive and left me wanting more when she eventually got bored of alternating between my left and my right nipple and moved on to bigger and better things. Okay, maybe not bigger, but defiantly better! For you see, she had just dropped to her ass and, now seated before me, peered up at me with lust-filled eyes as she buried her face in my pussy.
“Oh god!” I moaned as I felt her tongue slither back and forth against my lower lips. But the labial teasing soon came to an end when she thrust her tongue deep into me, forcing another powerful moan past my lips.
“Don’t stop! Please don’t stop!” I begged as she thrust her tongue in and out of me with surprising speed. Fortunately, she did not. In fact, I soon realized she had done the exact opposite. Though I was totally oblivious to how, let alone when, she had managed to accomplish this, I could now feel two of her fingers slide in and out of my asshole, forcing the arousal that filled me to skyrocket.
“FUCK!” I moaned as I felt a powerful orgasm grow within me. Though the dual stimulation had only just begun, I knew it was only a matter of seconds before I climaxed. Sure enough I soon felt my pussy start to convulse.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked blissfully as I climaxed. I felt my first wave flow up my cunt and gush into her mouth. But since she was busy thrusting her tongue in and out of me, the hot liquid did not remain contained for long. However, due to the millions upon millions of water droplets that rained down upon us, it soon became impossible to tell what was cum and what was water. But that did not matter; all that mattered was the way my roommate’s skillful tongue strokes and finger thrusts made me feel. At least, they were until I was snapped back to reality by the sound of my roommate—the real one, not the fantasy one—once more asking if she was alone.
“Fuck!” I mentally swore as I felt the arousal from my fantasy give way to a pressing need to pee. Glancing around, I realized I was still fully clothed and, unfortunately, about to be discovered.
“Sorry,” I said as I saw my roommate’s silhouette reach for the shower curtain that separated us. Realizing I was not entirely to blame for my intrusion, I added, “The door wasn’t locked.” And with that, I hurried out of the bathroom. The next few minutes were agonizing for me as I once more struggled to keep from wetting myself. After what felt like an eternity, my roommate finally stepped out of the bathroom. Without even saying a word, I pushed past her and, not even taking the time to lock the door behind me, I pulled my shorts down and slammed my ass down upon the toilet seat.
“Ahhh!” I sighed as I let ‘er rip—or flow, whatever. Though not quite as pleasurable as an orgasm, the feel of that hot, golden liquid flowing past my lower lips came in close second.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 34: The Horny Bitch
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I was strolling down the street without a care in the world—okay, maybe that is not exactly true, but it sounds nice—when I came across a breathtakingly beautiful young blonde walking a study Dalmatian dog. Though I am usually quite shy—especially when it comes to beautiful women—I have been working on overcoming my shortcomings and pushing myself to do things I normally would not. Because of this, instead of continuing on my merry way, I forced myself to stop next to the hot blonde and engage her in conversation. I considered opening with a cheesy pickup line, but soon decided against it as I realized a young woman like her must hear a hundred of those each and every day. So I did the only thing I could think of; I lied. Saying I was in the market for a dog, I asked her if she would recommended a Dalmatian for a first time pet owner. She started telling me all about Dalmatians, but I soon found myself bored out of my skull. Knowing I could not feign interest forever, I managed to orient the conversation in another direction. Within a few minutes, we were introduced and telling each other what we did for a living—of course, I was rather vague when it came to the type of writing I did, lol. Though I am not quite sure how I did it, I managed to put an end to the conversation soon after, but not before extracting an invitation to hang out at her place the very next day.
After we parted ways, I continued my casual stroll with a bounce in my step and a flutter in my heart. Though I could not quite tell why, I was convinced that my new friend was a lesbian. Unfortunately, I was about to learn just how wrong I was.
When I showed up at her place the following day, I was all dolled up and hoping for a romantic evening. Unfortunately, my new friend came to answer the door in shorts and a t-shirt—and not the flattering, skin-tight type. As an added bonus, her eyes were red from having cried for what I assumed was most of the day.
“Oh my god!” I gasped when I saw her. “What’s wrong?”
I soon discovered how wrong I had been in my assumption that she was a lesbian. Not only was she straight, but she had just been dumped by her boyfriend—at least, that helped explain the tears. At first, I was confused by how off my gaydar had been. But I soon realized the devastated young woman standing before me could very well be gay and not know it. At least, not yet. And maybe, just maybe, I could help her with that.
Minutes later, we were sitting on the couch and she was pouring her heart out to me like we were best friends. It was not exactly the romantic evening I had envisioned, but I could not leave her in her time of need. So I played the role of the supportive best friend, hoping she would one day repay the favor—hopefully in a sexual manner. But that would have to wait. For now, I had a new friend to console. And that was what I did for the next few minutes until she realized she was dumping all of her problems onto someone she had only just met. Apparently ashamed, she retreated into the bathroom to cry.
I felt bad for her, but knew there was nothing I could do, so I stayed in the living room and waited. Luckily, I was not alone for long. Less than a minute after my new friend had left, her studly Dalmatian trotted into the living room. The sight of his muscular body soon forced a fantasy to grow within me. Unfortunately, it never got a chance to blossom. But that was only because I soon discovered I had been wrong about more than the hot blonde’s sexual orientation. I had also misjudged her large pet’s gender. It was not until the black and white dog hopped up on the couch next to me and started licking its crotch that I realized the studly dog I had almost fantasized about was actually a bitch!
“What’s wrong with me?” I wondered. I had, on a few occasions, been wrong about a girl’s sexual orientation, but determining a dog’s gender is usually a no-brainer. Fortunately, I soon forgot about all then when I felt another fantasy grow within me. Unlike the first, this one was not interrupted. Reality soon faded, only to be replaced by an identical fantasy world.
Forgetting all about the grieving blonde in the bathroom, I focused on the Dalmatian beside me. She was busy licking her crotch, which told me she was either in heat or had some sort of canine STD. I opted for the first option and let my curiosity guide my actions. Though I am quite knowledgeable when it comes to dog cocks, canine pussies are a total mystery to me. But upon getting a quick glance at my lover-to-be’s poon, I determined there was not much to know. Though I usually preferred hairless cunts, the sight of the Dalmatian’s twat soon forced arousal to course through my veins. Giving in to said arousal, I jumped up and slipped out of the skimpy outfit I had selected for the evening. I was about to sit back down and attempt to coax the bitch into licking my pussy when I noticed something on the coffee table.
“What the…” I muttered as I discovered a twelve-inch-long, pink strapon. Though there was no logical reason for the lesbian sex toy to be there—apart from the fact that I was the one controlling the fantasy—I did not question its presence. Instead, I grabbed it and strapped it to my body.
I turned to the bitch, trying to figure out how I would convince her to let me fuck her, only to discover she was no longer on the couch. Instead, she stood on the floor next to the coffee table with her tail raised and her swollen pussy ready to receive my “cock”.
“That was easy,” I thought, wondering why I had so much control over this particular fantasy when I was usually nothing more than a character in my fantasy world. Fortunately, that was irrelevant. What was not was the fact that I had a willing, and apparently eager canine lover waiting for me to fuck her. And that was exactly what I did.
Kneeling behind her, I grabbed the strapon with one hand and guided the tip to my lover’s cunt. I then grabbed hold of her waist with both hands and, without a single moment of hesitation, thrust the toy all the way into her. A long howl I hoped was of bliss escaped her as I started jerking back and forth, forcing the large toy in and out of her with increasing speed. Though it was not my first time wearing a strapon, I could not help but grow tired after only a few thrusts. Still, I pushed on, fucking her fast and hard until I felt her body start to convulse. Since I was apparently entirely in control of the fantasy and because I had absolutely no clue if bitches could cum, I made my lover quirt wave after wave of hot orgasmilk all over the place. By the time the final wave flowed out of her cock-filled cunt, we were both covered in a thick layer of canine cum.
After removing my “cock” from my lover’s twat, I unstrapped it from my body and was about to get the bitch to lick my pussy when a much better alternative dawned upon me. Not even pausing to come up with a plan, I strapped the large sex toy the black and white dog’s body. Luckily, it fit perfectly, giving her a twelve-inch-long cock. A cock she would soon use to fuck me.
Not wasting a precious second, I dropped to my hands and knees. Because of my total control over the fantasy, I did not even have to do anything; my canine lover took care of the rest. Hopping up, she used her two front legs to squeeze my waist. Hopping forward, she soon forced her “cock” to press up against my engorged labia. With a final hop, she thrust it deep into me, forcing a powerful moan past my lips.
“FUCK!” I moaned as I felt her start to jerk back and forth, forcing her plastic manhood in and out of my pre-cum-filled twat. Unfortunately, her zeal pushed her to pull back with a little too much force and the toy popped out of my pussy for a second. Though it was quickly reinserted, it gave the bitch just enough time to transfer it to my asshole!
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked, more out of surprise than anything else. Apparently as surprised as me, the bitch froze mid-thrust. Realizing just how pleasurable it felt to have that large toy shoved deep into my ass soon convinced me to keep my moans in check.
“It’s okay,” I assured my lover in a soothing voice. Apparently, what was enough to reassure the Dalmatian, because she soon resumed the monetarily-interrupted ass-fucking session.
“MMM! MMM! MMM!” I moaned, doing my best to keep my moans from scaring my canine lover. Fortunately, I managed to do that, even when I felt a powerful orgasm grow within me. As my arousal level skyrocketed and my orgasm neared, the bitch continued pounding me fast and hard, forcing the twelve-inch toy in and out of my asshole. I considered sliding two fingers into my cunt to aid my canine lover, but before I got a chance, I felt myself climax.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I bellowed, unable to keep my bliss under wraps. Luckily, my lover was not frightened by the ecstatic cry and continued furiously fucking my rectum with her “cock”.
Moan after moan flowed past my lips as wave after wave of cum did the same past my labia. Though it is quite frequent for me to squirt during my fantasy orgasms—as well as in real life, but that is beside the point—I had never before experienced such a powerful—and voluminous—one. I squirted wave after wave of hot orgasmilk all over my canine lover for a few seemingly interminable seconds before… I was snapped back to reality.
“Dammit”! I muttered under my breath as I glanced around, only to realize I was still fully clothed and there was no cum—or strapon—in sight. That could only mean one thing; the fantasy was officially over!
“Did you say something?” asked my new friend as she returned from the bathroom. From the looks of it, she had been the one who had accidentally snapped me back to reality on her way out back into the living room.
“No,” I lied as I watched her stroll across the room and join me on the couch.
“I’m sorry about before,” she admitted, obviously ashamed of the way she had behaved. Apparently, the break-up had been really hard on her.
“No need to apologize,” I said, “Men are pigs.”
She chuckled in agreement.
“Maybe you should give up on them altogether,” I said, half-joking.
“Maybe,” agreed the hot blonde. Unfortunately, given how far off I had been in regards to her sexual orientation and her pet’s gender, I was unable to determine if she was kidding.
“Oh well,” I thought, “Only one way to find out…”
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 35: Kinky Camping
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I have never liked camping. I just cannot figure out why people find the need to spend the night sleeping on the ground. Okay, maybe if it is the only alternative, but why chose to be uncomfortable when you do not have to be? Do not get me wrong, it is not like I hate nature; I spent my entire childhood in the country and have thus spent most of my youth playing in and around the forest. It is just the concept of sleeping outside that makes me queasy. Anyhoo, let me get back to the story.
My friend asked me if I wanted to go camping for the weekend. Of course, my first instinct was to politely refuse. That is, until I learned I would be spending the weekend alone in the woods with no less than five young woman. Giving in to my lesbian instincts, I immediately promised to be there.
A few days later, my friend picked me up and we spent the next four hours driving deep into the country. By the time we reached our destination, the sun was about to set. In fact, we barely even had time to set up the tents before it got dark.
There were three tents, so we were each assigned a sleeping partner. Luckily, I was put with my friend, so we were able to spend most of the night talking. It had been quite some time since we had just laid back and talked and we got to know each other better than we had in quite a while. In fact, I even learned that my friend had once kissed a girl. Had I not been so tired, I would surely have made a move. However, I was far too exhausted by the half hour hike it had taken us to reach the camping site.
“Maybe tomorrow,” I thought as I promised myself to bring up the girls kissing girls subject again the next night. But for now, I was totally exhausted and we both agreed it was time for bed. Minutes later, we were both sound asleep.
Unfortunately, I woke up a mere few hours later with a pressing need to pee. However, I soon forgot all about that when I realized I had rolled over in my sleep and was now spooning my friend. Although she was quite beautiful, it was the fact that she wore nothing more than a skimpy tank-top and panties that forced powerful waves of arousal to wash over me. Unable to resist the touch of her soft skin, I felt my arousal level skyrocket. Before long, I felt an all-too-familiar feeling creep over me.
“A fantasy!” I soon realized. Sure enough, reality quickly faded, giving way to an identical fantasy world. However, in this world, I was no longer bound by any laws and thus did not waste a single second. Reaching out, I grabbed hold of my friend’s tank-top and carefully pulled it up, revealing her boobs. Of course, it was pitch black so I could not see them. However, that did not stop me from grabbing them.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I started gently massaging them, doing my best to keep her from waking her. However, the feel of her erect nipples beneath my palms soon made me crave more.
I knew it was risky, but I could not keep from reaching down and cautiously slipping my hand into her panties. A proud smile curled my lips when I realized she was still asleep. Taking full advantage of this, I started gently massaging her labia. My friend seemed to appreciate, because she started moaning softly in her sleep. However, I soon started craving more. I knew I should not risk it, but I could not resist.
“Mmmmm!” moaned my friend softly as I slipped a finger into her cunt. Unfortunately, the moan was so powerful that she was startled awake. Terrified, I froze, my finger still inside her.
“Wh… what are you doing?” she stuttered once she figured out what was happening.
“Nothing,” I lied as pulled my finger from her poon. However, I was unable to remove my hand. But it was not because of the arousal that coursed through my veins; it was because my friend had grabbed my wrist, making it impossible for me to yank my hand away.
“Did I say I wanted you to take it away?” she asked.
I was stunned; was she really insinuating what I thought she was? Fortunately, she soon helped me figure it out.
“Mmm?!” I moaned in a mixture of surprise and bliss when I felt her release my writs, instead grabbing my head with both hands and pulling me in for passionate kiss.
“Mmmmm!” she moaned as she thrust her tongue in and out of my mouth. Fortunately, it only took me a few seconds to recover and before long, we were passionately making out.
By the time the kiss came to an end, my hand had left her panties, which was a good thing given what she did next. As soon as our lips parted, I felt her hands fumble around until they found what they were looking for; my boobs! Grabbing the tank-top I was wearing, she yanked it off with one quick movement, leaving me topless. Although it was impossible to see, that did not stop my eager lover from wrapping her lips around one of my nipples.
“Oh god!” I moaned as she started flicking her tongue back and forth against it. Fortunately, my other nipple was not left unattended for long. Alternating between the two, she used her tongue, lips and teeth to stimulate them.
Just when I felt like I could no longer bear it, she pulled away. Fortunately that was only because she had decided to focus on another part of my busy. Mere seconds later, my panties were off and away—I usually prefer to go commando, but given how I was sleeping with someone else, I had decided to break my no underwear rule.
“Oh fuck!” I moaned when I felt her bury her face in my crotch. A split second later, her tongue was forced past her engorged labia and into my soaking-wet cunt. Moans flowed past my lips for the next few seconds as she avidly propelled her tongue in and out of me.
As blissful as the tongue-fucking felt, I was unable to keep from craving more. I had no idea how she would react, but I could not keep from asking her to escalate.
“Put a finger in my ass,” I begged. At least, I would have if not for the fact that my lover did just that mere seconds before I could request it. Well, sort of; she did initiate anal finger-fucking, but instead of inserting one finger, she slid two of her appendages all the way into my rectum.
“FUCK!” I moaned blissfully as she started darting her fingers in and out of my ass while her tongue did the same to my pussy. Within seconds, more arousal than ever before washed over me in powerful waves. I moaned at the top of my lungs, too aroused to care if my blissful cries woke the sleeping women in the nearby tents.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!” I soon shrieked blissfully as I felt myself climax. My vaginal muscles started to convulse and I felt something hot and gooey flow up my tongue-filled poon. Fortunately, that did not keep my eager lover from continuing both the anal fingering and the vaginal tongue-fucking. My moans echoed throughout the tent for a few seconds before…
Suddenly, I was snapped back to reality!
“What the…” I started as I glanced around. Although everything around me was still black, I could tell the fantasy had come to an end by the fact that my friend did not have her head buried between my legs. Instead, she lay beside me, still sound asleep.
“Mmmmm!” I could not help but moan softly as I felt my now erect nipples poke at her back. However, I soon forgot all about that when I realized my fantasy had come to an end due to my pressing urge to pee.
Silently swearing, I rolled away from my friend and tiptoed out of the tent. The dew-covered grass felt cold beneath my bare feet, but I soon forgot all about that when I got down to business.
Less than a minute later, I was sneaking back into the tent with an empty bladder and a smile plastered across my lips. When I reached my bed, I could not help but sigh as I realized my friend had rolled onto her back, thus making spooning impossible. Of course, I was disappointed, but I knew I would have another night to try and cuddle with her. As an added bonus, I had experienced yet another one of my powerful fantasies and it would keep me satisfied until the next night.
As I closed my eyes and let sleep wash over me, I could not help but think, “Maybe camping is not so bad after all.”
 

To be continued Next Week…




Month 9: September
 

Week 36: Wet & Wild
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

It was a hot Friday evening and I was getting ready for a night out on the town. I am not really a club person, but I had finally given in to my friend’s constant invitations. In fact, she was scheduled to arrive in a mere five minutes. My apartment was located near the club we would be spending the evening at and we had decided to reach it the old-fashioned way; on foot. Unfortunately, that proved to be a bad idea. At least for my friend.
Less than a minute before she arrived, it started pouring. And it was not a refreshing little drizzle; it was a veritable downpour. In fact, it was so bad that, by the time she finally reached my apartment, she was soaked from head to toe.
“Can I borrow some clothes?” was the first thing she said upon walking through the door.
“It’s nice to see you too,” I said sarcastically.
Unfortunately, she was not in a laughing mood.
“Where’s your room?” she asked. For you see, we had only recently started hanging out and it was the first time she came to visit me at my apartment. Honestly, she was not really the type of person I usually hung out with. However, her breathtaking appearance fully made up for her shallow personality. And at that particular moment, she was even hotter than usual. Perhaps it is just me, but there as something about the fact that her nipples were clearly visible through her drenched top that made her that much more attractive to me. Unfortunately, I had yet to determine if she was a lesbian and did not want to risk looking foolish. So I kept my arousal contained and followed her to my room.
She spent the next few minutes rummaging through my closet. Eventually, she managed to find an outfit that suited her. In fact, it suited her so much that she started stripping right then and there. Although I was surprised by the unexpected display, I could not resist staring at her as she slipped out of her clingy top, revealing the flawless boobs beneath. For a second, I considered looking away, but my friend continued talking and did not seem to mind me ogling her in the least. So I kept on staring at her as she stripped before me. Unfortunately, I never got a chance to see if she was wearing any panties.
“No! Not now!” I mentally yelled as I felt a powerful fantasy grow within me. Unfortunate, it took hold of me before I could even consider attempting to keep it contained.
Moments later, reality faded and gave way to an identical fantasy world. As in real life, my friend continued stripping, soon informing me she wore no panties. But panties were the last thing on my mind as I stared at her tight, clean-shaven pussy. Unfortunately, the ogling session was not meant to last.
“Agssgw gswege?” said my friend. At least, that was what I understood because I was too stunned by her breathtaking body to listen. However, hearing her speak was enough to make me realize I was staring her in a far-from-friendly manner.
“I… I’m sorry,” I stuttered as it tore my gaze away from her sublime figure. However, that proved unnecessary when my brain finally managed to process what she had said.
“Of my god!” I gasped when I realized she had not inquired as to the nature of my lustful examination. Instead, she had asked if I was enjoying the view. Unfortunately, I never got a chance to respond. Fortunately, that was only because she suddenly pulled me in for a passionate kiss.
“Mmm?!” I moaned in a mixture of surprise and arousal as I felt her tongue explore my oral cavity. Fortunately, the arousal that coursed through my veins kept me from attempting to figure out the reason for her action. Instead, I started reciprocating her eager tongue strokes.
The kiss went on for what felt like an eternity, coming to an end only when my surprisingly skillful kissing partner put an end to it.
“I never knew you were a lesbian,” I admitted once our lips had parted.
“I’m not,” was all she said. As if I was not confused enough, she decided to add a wink to the response. Fortunately, I never got a chance to try and make sense of her reply. And even more fortunately, that was because she had started ripping my clothes off.
Within seconds, I was fully naked and eagerly wondering what would happen next. Unfortunately, her next move was to turn her back to me and stroll away.
“What are you doing?” I inquired as I watched her head to my bedside table. However, the answer became clear when she reached for the only locked drawer in the night stand. For you see, the lock was the only thing keeping my beautiful friend from getting access to my rather large collection of sex toys.
“What’s the combination?” she asked. Of course, I was stunned that she even knew of my kinky drawer, but the arousal that coursed through my veins made it impossible for me to care.
“Sixty-nine, sixty-nine,” I said, bringing a smile to her lips.
She possibly said something along the lines of, “You’re a dirty girl, aren’t you?” but I was too busy wondering what toy she would pick to care. Luckily for my lust-filled body, she chose the largest strapon I had—which was not really that impressive given how I only have two.
Moments later, it was strapped to her body and she stood proudly before me.
“On your knees!” she ordered, taking charge of the situation. I knew what would inevitably follow and, given how I am a lesbian, the thought of a blowjob was not exactly enticing to me. Still, I knew better than to refuse and dropped to my knees.
“Suck it!” she then ordered, confirming my suspicions. Luckily, the silicone cock-sucking that followed was in no way heterosexual. Still, I was relieved when she ordered me to stop. But that was only because I knew what was to come would be much more enjoyable.
“Get on all fours,” she ordered as the pointed to my bed.
Moments later I was in position. I could not help but giggle giddily as she grabbed my waist. But that was all I had time to do before I felt her propel most of her fake cock into my cunt, filling it up entirely. Before I could even get used to the massive penetration, she started jerking back and forth, forcing the toy in and out of me with increasing speed and force.
Moans flowed past my lips and echoed throughout the room—and the apartment. I barely had time to be thankful for my roommates being out for the evening that my lover decided to escalate things.
“FUCK?!” I moaned in a mixture of surprise and arousal as I felt her transfer the lesbian toy to my asshole. Although I was far from an anal virgin, the penetration was quite more massive than what I was used to. But that did not stop my lover from propelling her spear in and out of me with as much force as she could muster.
After a few seconds, I realized the anal stretching was so intense that my breath had been taken away. Fortunately, the arousal that washed over me as a result of the ferocious pounding made me thankful for my lover’s escalation. In fact, I was so thankful that I soon felt a powerful orgasm grow within me.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked as I felt my pussy start to convulse. Honestly, I was not really sure if it was possible to climax from simple anal stimulation—each time I had employed anal play, it had been combined with vaginal stimulation—but it was in my fantasy and that was all that mattered. My moans echoed throughout the room as I experienced one of the most powerful squirting orgasms of my life. My cum sprayed all over the place for a few seconds. Unfortunately, it the blissful experience was not meant to last.
“Did you hear what I said?” asked my friend in an oddly lust-free voice.
I could not help but be surprised as I had not hear her say anything. Unfortunately, that was only because the person speaking was my real friend, not the fantasy version of her.
“Oh fuck!” I silently muttered as I realized that could only mean one thing; the fantasy as over! Sure enough, one quick glance at my surroundings told me there was no sign of the hot orgasmilk I had spewed all over the place. The fact that my strapon was also missing and my clothes were back where they should be—which is to say wrapped around my body—only helped confirm my suspicions.
Suddenly noticing that my friend was staring at me with a confused expression, I decided to answer her question.
“I’m sorry,” I said, “I didn’t understand that last part.”
“I said: Are you ready to go?”
Still recovering from the intense fantasy, I nodded. As I followed my friend out of the room, I realized my fantasy had given her time to remove her soaked clothes and slip into the outfit I had lent her.
“Dammit!” I silently swore upon realizing this. For the first time in my life, I actually regretted fantasizing about a beautiful woman. Had I managed to keep my arousal in check, I may have caught a glimpse of her pussy. Unfortunately I had not and may again never get a chance to.
Still, the powerful fantasy I had just experienced was a rather enjoyable consolation prize. And who knows, maybe I will one day get a chance to see my friend’s naked body. Or if I am lucky, perhaps even a little more…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 37: The Mother/Daughter Threesome (Part 1)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

Writing my first full-length book was an awesome experience. However, it also meant I spent a little over a month sitting in front of my computer. And having ceased my bi-daily workout sessions meant I was out of shape. Perhaps not in the I’m fat and I hate myself kind of way, but definitely in the I need to purge my body of the toxins that have built up over the past month way. And the best way to do that was to resume my temporarily interrupted workout schedule.
So there I was, going on my first run in over a month. I reached the park where I like to run less than a minute after stepping out of my front door. Making sure that day’s favorite song was set on repeat, I began the four kilometer jog that lay ahead of me. On a side note, whenever I find a song I really like, I play it on repeat until I get tired of it. That particular day, my song of choice was Flo Rida’s Can’t Believe It.
However, I only made it a hundred meters before I noticed the hottest woman I had ever seen. Okay, perhaps not the hottest, but defiantly in the top five. Just like me, the barely-legal young woman was jogging and, as a result, her large boobs were bouncing up and down. That sight alone was enough to make me forget about everything else in the world. Of course, the molding jogging shorts and rather skimpy sports bra she wore only helped increase the massive amounts of arousal that washed over me.
Not even bothering to look where I was going, I focused on the beautiful young woman jogging toward me. However, the fun only lasted a few seconds. I was so focused on her breathtaking appearance that I did not realize I was veering off course. At least, not until I slammed into a park bench.
“Fuck!” I barely had time to grunt before I hit the ground. I felt a throbbing pain in my right hand and silently reprimanded myself for my clumsiness. However, that was all I had time to do before I heard a voice echo behind me.
“Are you all right?” inquired the sweet woman’s voice.
“I’m fi…” I started as I glanced over my shoulder, only to find the beautiful jogger responsible for my accident standing behind me. Of course, the sight of her was enough to snuff my reply before it was completed. In fact, I only barely had time to realize she was even hotter up close before so much arousal washed over me that I could no longer think clearly. In fact, the lust that coursed through my veins was so intense that I soon felt a powerful fantasy grow within me.
“Oh no!” I thought, “Not now!” Unfortunately, that was my final thought before the real world faded, only to give place to an identical fantasy one.
The fantasy me grabbed the helping hand that was offered to her and the beautiful jogger soon pulled her to her feet.
“Thanks,” I said as I dusted myself off.
“You’re welcome,” she said. But that was the last thing she said in quite some time.
For you see, I had just realized something; this was a fantasy! And that meant nothing I did was real. Ipso facto, I did not have to worry about the consequences of my actions. With that in mind, I forgot all about the inhibition that usually filled me and did the only think I could think of; I pulled the beautiful jogger in for a long, passionate kiss.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned blissfully as my tongue slithered past her luscious lips and started dancing around the dance floor that was her tongue.
Of course, the woman just stood there, no doubt totally shocked by my unexpected sexual attack. However, it only took her a few seconds to recover. Before I could even understand what was happening, she had started reciprocating my eager tongue strokes and the two of us were passionately making out.
“Mmmmm!” we moaned in unison as our tongues danced around in each other’s mouths. Unfortunately, the kiss soon came to an abrupt halt. Fortunately, that was only because I was eager to escalate things. Pulling away from my beautiful lover-to-be, I grabbed hold and, with surprising strength, ripped the sports bra from her body, revealing her flawless bosom.
After taking a few moments to study her boobs, I gave in to the massive amounts of arousal that filled me and buried my face in her chest. Within seconds, I was eagerly flicking my tongue back and forth across one of her nipples while my fingers played with the other. Unfortunately, it was not meant to last…
“What are you doing?” I asked moments after she pushed me away. Luckily, the answer came not in the form of a word, but rather an action.
I could not keep a smile from curling my lips when she started tearing my clothes off. Within seconds, my jogging attire was scattered around us and I stood there, naked form head to toe. Fortunately for both me and the arousal that coursed through my veins, she did not bother teasing me. So, instead of pulling me in for another passionate kiss or a blissful boob massage, she gave her first and last order of the fantasy.
“Bend over!” she ordered as she pointed to the bench that lay next to us. Making my way around to the back, I planted my feet firmly on the grass and leaned forward, not stopping until my boobs were hanging over the backrest. As a result, my but was pushed backwards, revealing my pre-cum filled pussy to my eager lover.
“Oh fuck!” I moaned, moments later, as I felt her tongue make contact with my engorged labia. Glancing back over my shoulder, I found her crouching behind me, her face buried in my ass. However, that was all I had time to notice before I felt her tongue start to dart in and out of my soaking-wet pussy, forcing blissful moans past my lips.
Unfortunately, the delightful tongue fucking only lasted a few moments. Fortunately, her tongue were almost immediately replaced by two of her fingers.
“Oh yes! YES!” I moaned when I felt her appendages dart in and out of me with increasing speed and force. But as enjoyable as the finger fucking was, it apparently was insufficient for my beautiful lover, because she soon added a tongue to the mix.
“Mmm?!” I moaned in a mixture of surprise and arousal as I felt her tongue make contact with my asshole. However, the massive amounts of arousal that washed over me as a result of the secondary stimulation helped convince me it was a welcome addition. Sure enough, I soon felt a powerful orgasm grow within me.
As my arousal level continued to skyrocket, I experienced a moment of lucidity and realized half a dozen people had now gathered around us and were enjoying the show. Had any of this been real, I would surely have run off in embarrassment. But since it was all taking place in my mind, I gave in to the perversity of the situation and let my orgasm continue to grow until I finally felt it explode.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked, mere moments later, when I felt my pussy start to convulse. My lover’s fingers continued darting in and out of me as I moaned at the top of my lungs.
As my sexual cries echoed throughout the park, my orgasm grew in intensity, soon forcing my hot orgasmilk to squirt into my lover’s face. Fortunately, the beautiful jogger was not about to be scared away by a little cum and continued finger fucking my cunt. Unfortunately, the powerful orgasm was not meant to last…
“Are you all right?” I suddenly heard my lover ask. It took a second from my brain to assimilate the implications of such a question. For you see, if the beautiful jogger was speaking, it meant her face was not buried in my ass. And that could only mean one thing; the fantasy was over!
Sure enough, I glanced around and realized I was still fully dressed and sitting on the ground where I had recently fallen. Grabbing the helping hand the beautiful young woman offered me, I got to my feet.
“I’m fine,” I lied as I dusted myself off. Of course, I was physically fine, but my mental state was quite another story. However, I soon forgot all about that when my fantasy lover spoke again.
“Wa… was it my fault?” she asked, obviously referring to my recent accident.
I could not help but frown at the oddity of the question. Upon seeing my reaction, she decided to clarify.
“I noticed you were looking at me before you… fell,” she explained, doing her best to spin my total clumsiness as an accident.
Unfortunately, her concern did nothing to help me. In fact, it filled me with embarrassment. I had been caught ogling her and now she blamed herself for my lack of grace. In an attempt to rectify the rapidly deteriorating situation, I said the first thing that came to mind.
“I was… I just… really love your outfit,” I stuttered. Fortunately, it seemed to do the trick, because a smile soon curled her luscious lips. However, it was soon replaced by a mask of guilt when she noticed I was bleeding. Following her gaze to my hand, I found it bleeding. Of course, it was only a minor injury, but it was enough to convince the beautiful jogger to offer further assistance.
“I live nearby,” she explained, “Let me help you fix that.”
My first instinct was to politely refuse. After all, it was only a flesh wound and would heal in a few days. However, the thought of returning to the beautiful young woman’s apartment was impossible for me to resist.
So off we went to bandage my rather pathetic injury. If only I had known what awaited me at her residence, I would literally have run all the way there. However, that would have to wait until later…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 37: The Mother/Daughter Threesome (Part 2)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

After a surprisingly short walk, we exited the park and reached my new friend’s apartment. On the way there, I had made sure to walk half a step behind the beautiful jogger. This made it possible for me to get an unrestricted view of her firm butt and I almost gave in to the powerful fantasy I felt grow within me. Knowing it was the worst possible time to daydream, I focused on anything but her flawless appearance. Luckily, it was not long before we left the park and reached her residence. Unfortunately, there was something—or rather someone—there who would make it impossible for me to resist the powerful fantasy that would soon assault me.
But before any of that happened, we made it all the way into the beautiful jogger’s apartment. I was led to the living room and asked to remain there while she fetched the first aid kit. Of course, the second she left, I rolled my eyes. After all, my injury was nothing more than a scrape and only half a dozen drops of blood had escaped my body. Still, the thought having the barely-legal beauty touch me convinced me to play the part of the injured patient, letting her play doctor. Unfortunately, the kinky events I was dreaming up never came to fruition. At least, not in the way I thought.
Moments after she left me sitting on the living room couch, I heard voices echo from the adjacent room. My first through was that she had a roommate and I immediately found myself picturing a beautiful young woman. However, I was totally wrong. At least when it came to the roommate part of the equation.
“Wow!” I could not help but gasp beneath my breath as I saw a breathtaking woman stroll into the living room. It was not the young jogger, but her great beauty and surprisingly similar features made it clear they were related. Although she looked more to be in her late twenties, I had no trouble identifying her as the busty jogger’s mother.
“So that’s where she gets her beauty from,” I realized. However, that was all I had time to figure out before the mother came to join me on the couch. Quickly introducing herself, she took a seat beside me and asked to see my hand. Eager to please her, I outstretched my hand. But that was all I had time to do before her great beauty and similarity to her daughter forced a powerful fantasy grow within me. However, the massive waves of arousal that washed over me made it almost impossible for me to realize I had been swallowed up by the fantasy world.
Because of this, I did not act as harshly as I had when fantasizing about the MILF’s daughter. Instead, I continued acting as I would have in real life, with the small difference that I came up with a plan to seduce the gorgeous mother beside me.
“It’s not as bad as it looks,” I assured the obviously worried parent. It was an attempt to diffuse the rather tense situation. Unfortunately, it did nothing to faze the beautiful woman. Quite the opposite.
“Let me help,” she said, “I’ll take care of everything.” As reassuring as the words were, her true intensions were made obvious by the sensual voice she used to say them. In an attempt to prove my suspicions, I peered into her eyes. Unfortunately, I barely had time to find them filled with arousal. Fortunately, that was only because she pulled me in for a passionate kiss.
“Mmm?!” I moaned in a mixture of surprise and arousal as I felt her tongue slither past my lips. Because I knew the woman’s daughter was in the adjacent room, I experienced a moment of hesitation. That is, until I realized the danger of it all made the already lustful situation that much more enticing.
Less than a second later, I had given in to the massive amounts of arousal that coursed through my veins and we shared one of the most passionate kisses of my life.
Unfortunately, the blissful feeling was not meant to last. The moment our lips parted, I felt an overwhelming feeling of guilt. Although I knew it was only a fantasy, I could not help but feel like I was betraying her daughter.
“Ma… maybe we shouldn’t do this,” I stuttered. However, my lover-to-be’s response was enough to convince me otherwise.
“I’ll take care of everything,” she said, moments after bringing a finger to her lips and sensually shushing me. “I’ll make it all better.” And with that, she reached out and slowly, teasingly started undressing me. I was not sure how to react, so I let her proceed.
As soon as I was completely naked, she grabbed my waist and guided my body to the lip of the couch. With her eyes firmly planted into mine, she put her hands on my knees and slowly spread my legs, revealing my pussy.
With a teasing smile, she broke eye contact and lowered her head until I could feel her hot breath on my engorged labia.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned softly as I felt her teasingly blow on my lower lips. Having given up on acting responsibly, I fully enjoyed the teasing and released soft moan after soft moan. However, my arousal was constantly rising and simple blowing soon became insufficient. Luckily, she soon switched to sensual kisses.
“Oh yes!” I moaned as I felt myself shiver with anticipation. Unfortunately, the teasing stopped after only a dozen kisses were applied. To make things even worse, she soon pulled away and got to her feet.
“Wh…” I started as I saw her stride away. However, the question died in my throat when I saw her reach the lamp stand that stood next to the couch. Opening the furniture’s only drawer, she reached in and pulled out…
“Wow!” I gasped when I found her holding a vibrator. Of course, I was a little surprised she would leave such an item just laying around, but forgot all about that when I realized the toy was rather massive. However, I never got a chance to figure out just how large it was because she hurried back to me, an eager expression plastered across her face.
Kneeling before me, she did not waste time before cranking the toy’s power to the max. Moments later, the tip was applied to my engorged labia. It ran up and down my cunt for a few moments before focusing on my clit.
A few blissful moans escaped me, but all this teasing soon started driving me wild. Still, I toughed it out as long as I could. When I could no longer bear it, I took charge.
“Slide it in!” I ordered.
An eager smile appeared on the MILF’s lips as she did just that.
“FUCK!” I moaned, much louder than I had anticipated.
Less than a second after penetration was achieved, the started furiously thrusting the toy in and out of me. However, her sudden change of attitude was not what surprised me. The most unexpected part came from one simple fact. And that fact was that the toy was not being propelled in and out of my soaking-wet pussy, but my tight asshole!
However, the surprise only lasted a few seconds. The fervent anal pounding had forced my arousal level to skyrocket and I could now feel a powerful orgasm grow within me.
“Oh yes!” I moaned, “Fuck me! Fuck my asshole!”
A proud smile appeared on the MILF’s lips as she did exactly as told. The eager rectal toying continued only for a few seconds before I felt the orgasm explode within me.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned at the top of my lungs as I felt my pussy start to convulse.
Unfortunately, I only had a few brief moments to enjoy the intense orgasm before a voice snapped me back to reality.
“I’ve got the first aid kit,” said the voice. Of course, I was so shocked by the unexpected intrusion that it took me a few moments to figure out what was happening. Obviously, I quick glance at my surroundings told me the fantasy had come to an end. My fully clothed body and the barely-legal jogger’s presence in the living room helped prove this.
Focusing on the beautiful daughter, I watched her join us on the couch, first aid kit in hand. Of course, I felt disappointed as a result of the interrupted fantasy. However, seeing the two beautiful relatives side by side soon convinced me my fantasy-filled day was far from over…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 37: The Mother/Daughter Threesome (Part 3)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

“Oh my god!” I silently gasped when I saw the barely-legal jogger and her hot MILF of a mother together for the first time. Although I had fantasized about them individually, seeing them side my side made it impossible for me to resist the powerful fantasy that now grew within me. I barely had time to notice they were attending to my wound—if you call a plain old scrape a wound—before I was swallowed up by the fantasy.
Temporarily leaving the real world behind, I stepped into an identical, yet purely fictitious universe. By then, so much arousal coursed through my veins that I did not even try to keep it contained. Giving in to the perversity of the fantasy, I came up with a plan. It was rather rudimentary, but seeing how it was my fantasy, I was pretty confident it would work.
“What do you think of incest?” I asked the two beautiful women.
Of course, they were stunned by the unexpected question. At least, one of them was. While the daughter’s eyes widened in shock and her brow furrowed in incomprehension, the mother struggled to hide the half smile that curled her lips. Luckily, this smell detail went not unnoticed. Realizing my job would be much easier than I had anticipated, I proceeded with the plan.
I released a groan as I winced in pain. Of course, it was all an act, but that did not keep a guilty expression from flashing across the young jogger’s face.
“Are you all right?” she asked.
“Perfect,” I thought as I struggled to keep a satisfied smile contained. But what I said aloud was, “It really hurts.”
“Is there anything we can do to help?” asked the mother, obviously aware of what I was up to.
“There is,” I admitted as I once more did my best to keep from smiling.
“What?” asked the daughter.
Satisfied with the effectiveness of my plan, I continued.
“It’s kind of hard to explain. Would you mind indulging me?”
Of course, the mother was all too eager to agree.
“Please stand,” I instructed.
Moments later, the two relatives were standing side my side. A brief silence ensued as I worked up the nerve to proceed. The next part would be the riskiest and if it did not go according to plan, it would ruin everything. However, I had gone too far to turn back now and there was only one thing I could do.
“Kiss!” I finally instructed.
“What?” asked the daughter. At least, she may have had her mother not pulled her in for a passionate incestuous kiss.
Of course, I was a little surprised by the mother’s obvious eagerness. However, her behavior so far had indicated she knew what I was up to and, obviously, she was thrilled by the idea. Otherwise, why would she be passionately making out with her daughter?
As for the daughter, she was either too stunned to think clearly or had been secretly fantasizing about her mother for quite some time. The ladder was proven correct when the kiss finally came to an end. The teen just stood there, a wide smile plastered across her lips.
“Undress each other,” I instructed upon realizing this.
Apparently, the two relatives were far too aroused to consider what they were doing and simply did as told. Moments later, the two women stood before me, perfectly naked and hotter than ever. For a second, I considered getting them to play with each other’s boobs, but I soon realized I was far too horny for more teasing.
“Please lie down,” I said, addressing the mother and pointing to the coffee table that stood before the couch I was still seated upon.
Within seconds, the MILF was in position.
“I presume you know what to do?” I asked the daughter.
She did not even bother nodding before getting to work.
Moments later, the two were perfectly positioned for an incestuous sixty-nine. Of course, I had expected the jogger to simply lick her parent’s cunt, but the sight before me made me realize her approach was far better.
Before I even had time to instruct them to proceed, the relatives got to work. Within seconds, moans started echoing throughout the living room as their tongues darted in and out of each other’s poons. Fingers soon joined in on the fun and the moans only intensified as a result.
As the incestuous intercourse intensified, I just stood there, eyes glued to the perverse spectacle and more arousal than ever before coursing through my veins.
Unfortunately, the performance did not last long. Fortunately, that was only because the two lovers soon climaxed. I am not quite sure if it was a result of the 100+ erotic stories I have written, but the incestuous couple had the most intense orgasms I had ever seen. Wave after wave of cum squirted out of them, soon covering all three of us in a thick layer.
After what felt like a blissful eternity, the moans died down. Wiping the thick layer of cum from my eyes, I barely had time to figure out the orgasms had come to an end before I was pulled in for a passionate three-way kiss. Of course, I was stunned by the unexpected turn of events, but it did not stop me from enjoying every second of my first three-way make out session.
As soon as my two lovers pulled away, they started literally tearing my clothes off. Within seconds, I was completely naked and at their mercy. Luckily, what they had planned for me was sexual in nature.
“Oh yes!” I moaned as I felt their lips wrap themselves around each one of my nipples. Unfortunately, the intensity of their teasing soon made me crave more.
“Please stop,” I soon asked. Apparently, that was the wrong thing to say, because the daughter soon hurried off. At least, that was what I thought until she returned with a large strapon in each hand.
“Wow!” I gasped, stunned by the unexpected escalation. However, that was all I had time to say before each woman strapped a toy to their body. But that was only the beginning. Moments later, the daughter lay down upon the cum-covered coffee table. Knowing what was expected of me, I joined my new friend on the table.
“Oh fuck!” I moaned as I got on all fours over her and lowered myself onto her cock. Peering down into my lover’s eyes, I found them filled with lust. Unable to resist, I pulled her in for a long, passionate kiss. However, it was not destined to last.
“Mmm?!” I moaned in a mixture of arousal and surprise as I felt the mother grab my waist from behind and thrust her silicone cock deep into my asshole. Of course, I am no stranger to anal, but the unexpected penetration soon convinced me to put an end to the passionate make out session I was sharing with her daughter.
“Oh yes!” I moaned when the MILF started pounding my asshole fast and hard. “Don’t stop! PLEASE DON’T STOP!” Luckily, the horny parent was not about to put an end to her ferocious pounding session. And that was quite a good thing as the force of the repeated penetrations sent my body jerking back and forth, forcing my youngest lover’s cock in and out of her soaking-wet pussy.
But as blissful as the double stimulation felt, it was not meant to last. Luckily, that was only because I soon felt a powerful orgasm explode within me.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned at the top of my lungs as I climaxed. Just like the incestuous couple had before me, I released wave after wave of hot orgasmilk. Of course, I knew the massive amounts of cum that flew in all directions were logically impossible, yet that did not stop me from enjoying every single second of it.
That is, until it suddenly came to an abrupt end.
“What the…” I silently started, but stopped when I realized I was back in the real world. There was not a single drop of cum in sight and the two relatives seated beside me were still fully clothed.
“How do you feel?” asked the beautiful jogger.
It took me a few seconds to realize my wound had been bandaged.
“I’m fine,” I quickly assured. However, that was all I had time to say before yet another fantasy grabbed hold or me.
The rest of the conversation was sort of a blur as it was intercut by fantasy after fantasy. As much as I tried to fight the arousal that coursed through my veins, the sight of the beautiful relatives made it difficult for me to keep my vivid imagination in check.
I am not quite sure how many fantasies I experienced, but, by the time I finally returned home, I was hornier than ever before. So, I assume I do not need to tell you what happened the second I hopped into the shower to wash the sweat that covered my body as a result of my first jog in over a month. But for those of you who are unskilled at reading between the lines, let me just say it was the wettest shower of my life. And I am not talking about the water…
 

To be continued Next Week…




Month 10: October
 

Week 40: My Roommate’s Dog
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

My roommate is like Ace Ventura. Not in the sense that she looks like Jim Carrey, but in the sense that the loves animals. Although our landlord has made it perfectly clear he does not allow animals, she is still the proud owner of not one, but two pets. Although a rat and a parrot are much easier to hide than a cat or a dog, I knew it was only a matter of time before a third animal was added to the mix. Of course, that never happened—at least not yet—but that did not stop my subconscious from imagining it.
Before I go any further, I would like to point out that I fucking hate my roommate’s rat! Not because I am afraid of rodents or anything so girlie, but because that fucking animal chewed through my couch! All right, I’m done venting. Back to the story.
I had just finished plotting the fourth novel in the book series I am working on and I was exhausted. It was already late, so I did not even bother brushing my teeth. I simply fell out of by chair and landed on the bed that stood nearby. Moments after slipping under the covers, I was asleep.
I am not quite sure how long it took before the dream took hold of me, but it felt like mere seconds. Before I could even realize what was going on, I was dreaming. But unlike the dreams I usually have—which does not really mean much seeing how I rarely dream—this one started with me waking up. At least I did in the dream.
“That the fuck?” I muttered as my eyes fluttered open. I glanced around, but everything was pitch black, telling me it was still night. However, there was something that felt off. It took me a few seconds, but I eventually figured out what it was.
“Oh my god!” I gasped when I realized someone—or something—was licking my pussy. Struggling to figure out if I was terrified by the invasion of privacy or aroused by the skillful dance my mystery lover was performing upon me, I pulled the covers aside. But it was still dark so I was unable to determine exactly who or what lay between my legs. However, the whimper that was released told me my lover was not human.
Oddly, I was more confused than afraid. My first thought was to get up and flick on the lights, revealing my lover’s identity—and hopefully his species. However, the massive amounts of arousal that coursed through my veins made it impossible for me to deliberately put an end to the tongue massage. For you see, my lover had just escalated from labial tongue strokes to vaginal tongue thrusts.
“FUCK!” I moaned as I felt the tongue slither past my lower lips and travel deep into my soaking-wet poon. Before I could even figure out what was happening, the tongue started darting in and out of me, forcing my arousal level to skyrocket. Moments later, it happened; I climaxed!
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned at the top of my lungs as I felt my pussy start to convulse. The tongue fucking continued as I released wave after wave of cum all over my mysterious lover. Whatever the reason, be it the intense dream I was trapped in or some other cause, I experienced the most powerful—and wettest—orgasm of my life.
It took a while, but my squirts finally diminished in intensity and I just lay in the dark, panting like a dog. But the more I recovered, the more curious I got. What kind of animal had given me the most powerful orgasm of my life? No longer able to bear all the mystery, I hopped up and flicked on the light.
“Oh my god!” I gasped as I discovered a rather large animal laying atop my bed. Of course, the surprisingly thick layer of cum that covered his body made it impossible for me to determine his breed, but his species remained obvious. My mystery lover was none other than a dog; a large dog! Of course, I started to wonder where the horny animal had come from. That is, until I realized my bedroom door was open.
Suddenly, it all fell into place; my roommate’s love of animals, the dog’s mysterious presence in my room, the…. However, that all because irrelevant when I realized just how incredibly lucky I had been that my roommate had not heard my blissful moans. In order to avoid being busted, I closed the door and made sure to lock it before joining my canine lover on the bed.
“What now?” I wondered. However, one glance at the dog was enough to provide me with an answer. After all that time spent writing and fantasizing about bestiality, I was now being offered the chance of a lifetime. And I was not about to let it pass me by.
Not wasting a second, I turned to my animal lover and got to work. Grabbing the large animal, I forced him onto his back. As a result, his rather large manhood was revealed. Identical to all the pictures I had seen, it felt like my wildest dreams were about to come true. With a wide smile plastered across my lips, I grabbed the spear. At least, I would have if not for the fact arousal had returned to my body. Unfortunately, that meant a simple handjob would not suffice. Fortunately, I knew exactly what would be.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I wrapped my lips around the blistering-hot prick. Not wasting a second, I started bobbing my head up and down as I used my tongue to simulate the rock-hard shaft. I am not sure if it was a result of my eagerness or my lover’s obviously high level of arousal, but, whatever the reason, it did not change the outcome.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned again as I felt my lover’s cock start to jerk around in my mouth. I barely even had time to realize what was about to happen before he climaxed. Yet another moan escaped me as I felt the hot canine semen shoot into my mouth.
As before, the fact that this was nothing more than a dream made it possible for my brain to allocate a sweet taste to my lover’s jizz. Taking full advantage of this, I swallowed the sweet nectar that filled my mouth, making place for the next wave.
More and more orgasmilk was produced, but I was so eager that I managed to swallow every drop produced. By the time the last wave was ingested, it felt like my stomach was about to explode. Because of this, I was all too happy to give my lover a few minutes to recover. By the time I had recovered from the first blowjob of my life—I’m a lesbian, remember?—my roommate’s new pet was once more ready. He stood beside me, his large cock standing perfectly erect between his hind legs.
“Wanna fuck me?” I asked. Oddly, the horny canine seemed to understand because he produced an eager bark I immediately interpreted as Yes!
Smiling eagerly, I got to all fours. It proved a little harder to do than anticipated given my over-filled stomach. However, my eagerness at losing my bestial virginity made it possible for me to ignore the pain. Moments later, I was on my hands and knees and presented my ass to my eager lover. Apparently the large animal was just as horny as me, because he did not waste a single second.
“FUCK!” I moaned as I felt him use his front legs to squeeze my waist and his hind ones to propel his cock past my labia. In less than a second, the entirety of his manhood was forced into my soaking-wet pussy, filling it up like never before.
Moans started flowing past my lips as my lover began rocking his body back and forth. In a mere few seconds, he worked his way up to the most ferocious pounding session I had even seen. My arousal level skyrocketed and my moans grew in intensity.
“Wow!” I gasped when I felt a powerful orgasm grow within me mere seconds after the start of the interspecies pounding. But that was all I had time to say before my pussy started to shake and shiver. Luckily, my lover was not left behind as his dick started to jerk around in my cunt mere moments later.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked blissfully as I felt the orgasm explode within me. Less than a second later, the first wave shot up my cock-filled vaginal canal. Moments after that, the sweet nectar became airborne. Wave after wave of human and canine cum flowed out of me, sending the hot orgasmilk flying in all directions.
Blissful moans echoes, eager barks resonated, cum flew. But after what felt like mere seconds, it was all over. The orgasm had come with such intensity that my body soon ran out of strength. The final wave oozed out of me as I felt my muscles give out. The next thing I knew, I was hitting the cum-covered mattress, panting madly. However, I was not given time to recover…
“What the…” I started as my eyes fluttered open. Glancing around, I realized everything was dark. That could only mean one thing; my dream was over! Just to make sure, I hopped out of bed and flicked on the light. Sure enough, there was no sign of my canine lover or the massive amounts of cum we had produced.
My first thought was to return to bed and hope I could somehow resume the kinky dream. However, I knew it would be a waste of time as I had never been able to accomplish this. A sigh escaped me, but it was followed by a smile as I thought back to the intense dream I had just experienced. Now fully awake, I realized there was no way in hell I would find sleep anytime soon. So I did the only logical thing; I opened my computer and got to work.
My roommate is like Ace Ventura…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 41: Incest (Part 1)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

Family gatherings. Sometimes they are awesome. Sometimes they suck. It all depends on the family. Luckily, my family is pretty cool. And even luckier, a few of them are actually quite hot. Of course, I had always managed to keep my perverse urges in check. But the thing is, it was the first family gathering since I had become an erotica author. And as some of you may know, when you spend most of your time working on one particular thing, it becomes hard to think of anything else. Because of this, that particular family gathering would turn out to be the most perverse to date. At least in my head…
I had hitched a ride with my sister and her boyfriend and we were just pulling up into our aunt’s driveway. From the total lack of cars, it was instantly clear we were the first ones to arrive. Then again, it was rather normal given how we were almost one hour early. Luckily, that did not seem to bother our aunt, because we were welcomed with open arms.
After the usual hugs and pleasantries were exchanged, my sister and our aunt got into an overly passionate conversation about flowers. But seeing how my sister studied horticulture and my aunt’s house was literally overflowing with plants, it was to be expected. So, while my sibling’s boyfriend did his best to keep from being bored to death, I silently slipped away. Once free, I hurried upstairs.
It had been a few years since I had last seen my cousin and I was eager to catch up. For you see, the two of us used to be neighbors when we were young. That is, before my parents moved halfway across the province. For those of you who do not know just how massive the province of Quebec is, that meant there was six hundred kilometers between us. So, the only time we ever saw each other was at the family gatherings.
I soon reached her bedroom door and knocked. Of course, I had not spoken to her in years and had no clue if she still lived with her mother. Luckily, she did, because the door swung open and she was revealed.
“Wow!” I almost gasped when I realized just how beautiful she looked. She had been absent at the last family gathering, so my last memory of her was back when we were both teenagers. Let me just say she had grown into quite a breathtaking young woman. I struggled to keep from ogling her and instead pulled her in for a tight hug. It was not until I pulled away that she finally recognized me.
“Oh my god! Barbie?” she gasped as her lips split into a wide smile.
Moments later, she had pulled me into her room and the two of us took a seat on her bed. We spent the next hour or so catching up. Well, my cousin did most of the talking. I was too busy doing my best to keep from tearing her clothes off. Never before had I considered such a thing, but all that time spent writing about incest had desensitized me. In fact, it had actually turned a taboo subject into a fetish. Fortunately, I knew just how wrong it would be for me to act upon my perverse feelings. Unfortunately, those very feelings were making me hornier than ever before and resisting her was becoming increasingly difficult. But against all odds, I toughed it out long enough for more relatives to arrive. Deciding it was time for us to join the rest of the group, we headed downstairs.
The rest of the day was spent catching up with my relatives. At first, it was fun seeing what everyone had been up to over the past few years. However, it soon became quite dull. So you can imagine just how relieved I was when it finally came time for bed.
There were almost three dozen relatives present and only half of them had brought appropriate bedding, be it an RV or a tent. Because of this, I was forced to share a bed with one of my relatives. Luckily for me, my bedmate was none other than my beautiful cousin.
As you would expect, we spent the next few hours talking. At least, my cousin did. I was too busy struggling to keep my perverse urges in check. If I had been turned on before, you can imagine just how horny I was now that we were both lying in the same bed. Fortunately, I managed to keep from doing something I would regret. Unfortunately, it made every second feel like an eternity and I started to wish she would just shut up and go to sleep. Luckily, my subconscious soon came to my rescue, forcing a powerful fantasy to grow within me.
“Thank god!” I silently gasped as I let the familiar sensation swell inside of my arousal-filled body. But that was all I had time to do before I was swallowed by my fantasy.
No longer bound by the restraints or reality, I reached out and pulled her in for a long, passionate and, most importantly, incestuous kiss.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I started exploring her oral cavity. Of course, my cousin was shocked by my perverse actions. Luckily, the shock soon faded and was instead replaced by arousal. At least, that is what I assume happened because she soon started reciprocating my eager tongue strokes.
Our tongues danced around in each other’s mouths for what felt like an eternity. The perverseness of the kiss only helped turn me on further and I kept on exploring her oral cavity until my tongue started to cramp up.
“Undress me!” I ordered in a stern yet lust-tilled voice. It was a veritable miracle I was able to speak at all given just how cramped up my tongue was, but I was a little too busy to notice it at the time.
Luckily, my cousin did not seem to be suffering from muscle cramps, because she immediately said, “Right away.” Moments later, she reached out and literary tore my clothes off. But seeing how I was only wearing a t-shirt and panties, it was not really that impressive. Still, I was impressed. However, that did not stop me from giving my next order.
“Lick them,” I instructed. Luckily, it was obvious I was referring to my boobs and she instantly got to work.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I felt her tongue flick back and forth across one of my nipples. In the moments that followed, she used her tongue, lips and teeth to send shivers of arousal running down my spine as she did her best to stimulate my two nipples equally. Unfortunately, all that teasing soon became too much for me to handle. Fortunately, there was a simple solution.
“Lick it!” I ordered as I pointed to my pussy. Moments earlier, I had pulled away from her and now lay on my back with my legs spread wide and an eager grin plastered across my lips.
“Right away,” she agreed as she dropped to her stomach, her head landing mere inches from my cunt. Luckily, those few inches were soon eaten away as she approached my engorged labia, her mouth open wide and her tongue outstretched.
“Oh yes!” I moaned as I felt her tongue make contact with my lower lips. Luckily, she knew just how horny I was and did not waste a single second teasing me. Instead, the propelled her tongue deep into me.
Mere seconds later, the tongue was darting in and out of her pussy, forcing increasingly powerful waves of arousal to wash over me. Powerful moans started flowing past my lips and I was forced to place a hand over my mouth to keep them muffled. The last thing I wanted was a curious relative to catch us committing this both perverse and illegal act. Fortunately, I soon stopped worrying when I felt a powerful orgasm grow within me. Moments later, I climaxed.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned at the top of my lugs. Of course, only a muffled cry escaped me, but that did not change the fact I was losing my incest virginity and that though alone made it possible for me to produce more cum than ever before. My body started to spasm as I released my first wave.
What happened next can be described in one simple word; squirting! However, it was not the few drops of cum some women produce. It was a real squirting orgasm with wave after wave of hot orgasmilk spraying into my cousin’s face.
My moans increased and my breath grew short. But still I continued squirting, soaking both my relative and the bed around her.
After what felt like an eternity but was more like a dozen second, I felt the intensity of the orgasm die down. Moments later, I released the final wave and it was all over. Little did I know, it was more than over.
“What the…” I started as I was snapped back to reality. Glancing around, I realized I was still fully dressed and not a single drop of cum had been produced. I barely had time to realize my incestuous fantasy was over before I noticed my cousin staring at me. It took me a few seconds, but I eventually understood that she has just asked me a question and was now waiting for the answer. Unfortunately, I had no idea what she had asked me and was thus forced to wing it.
“Yes?” I said, although it sounded more like a question then an answer. Luckily, it was enough for my cousin. It was not until she turned off the light that I finally realized the question I had been asked was if I was ready for bed. Although I was more aroused than tired, I knew it was for the best.
Unfortunately, I took me quite a while to fall asleep. But that was to be expected given the beautiful cousin lay mere inches away. It took a while, but sleep finally came. Little did I know, the events that had recently unfolded in my mind were only the start of what would be the most perverse weekend of my life…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 42: Incest (Part 2)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

When I woke up, I experienced a moment of confusion. Had everything that had happened between my cousin and I been true? It was. At least, the sleeping in the same bed part. The incestuous sex part had been nothing more than a fantasy. Still, the sight of my beautiful cousin asleep at my side brought arousal back to my body. After spending a few seconds watching her sleep, I realized just how creepy it was and decided to get up.
A few minutes later, I was heading down the stairs. It was still early, so no one else was awake. Or so I thought until I decided to step out onto the balcony for a little fresh air.
“Oh my god!” I gasped when I noticed someone sitting on the bench that lay beside the door I had just used to access the balcony.
“Sorry,” apologized the woman I soon recognized as my aunt, “I didn’t mean to frighten you.”
“It’s all right. I just didn’t think anyone else was awake,” I explained. However, that was the last thing I said for a few moments. I had just realized something I had previously omitted to notice; my aunt was hot! I had always known she was a looker, but there was something different about her that only now made me notice her beauty. It took a while, but I eventually figured it out.
“She got a boob job!” I realized. Of course, I could not be certain, but seeing how she had been parading them around ever since we had arrived, it made perfect sense. Still, I would have to wait a little longer before I could be certain.
“Or not,” I realized when I felt my arousal level rise as I studied her body. However, I was soon snapped back to reality by my aunt inviting me to join her on the bench. Realizing I had just been ogling a relative, I quickly shook the arousal from my body and took a seat next to her.
The next few moments were rather awkward as we quickly ran out of things to say and just sat there in silence. Luckily, we were content just sitting there, exchanging only the occasional word. At least, my aunt was. I was too busy stealing the frequent peek at her new breasts while trying to keep from being too obvious about it. Fortunately, I soon found the strength to keep from gawking at her. Unfortunately, that was only because I felt a powerful fantasy grow within me. I barely had time to figure out what was happening before it took over.
Although identical, the fantasy world I now found myself in was not bound by the same laws and etiquette. Still, I decided to take things slow and I continued peeking at my beautiful aunt. That it, until she said the most unexpected thing.
“I got a boob job!” she announced, seemingly out of nowhere. I was so shocked I just sat there, unsure how to respond. Luckily, my aunt did not require a response on my part. At least, not just yet.
“Do you want to see them?” she asked. I was so stunned by her unexpected offer, all I found to do was nod. Luckily, it got the job done.
“Wow!” I gasped as I saw my aunt pull her bathrobe open. The first thing I noticed was her bra, or rather, lack thereof. After taking a few moments to study her firm, new boobs, I discovered something else. The rest of her body also remained unclothed, leaving her surprisingly tight pussy perfectly visible. Unable to resist, I let a smile curl my lips as I looked her up and down.
“Do you want to touch them?” she asked, no doubt having noticed my smile.
I did not even bother answering. Instead, I reached out and grabbed her boobs.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned softly as I started squeezing them. They were so firm, yet so soft. Had I not known for a fact she had had a boob job, I would have found it hard to believe. Luckily, that did not stop me from massaging them eagerly.
“Do you want a taste?” she asked.
Like before, I did not answer, instead wrapping my lips around one of her nipples. Within seconds, I was using my lips, tongue and teeth to stimulate her nipples with more verve than ever before. My aunt seemed to appreciate, because she started moaning blissfully. Unfortunately, it was not meant to last.
“Stop!” she soon ordered.
I immediately pulled away, surprised by the unexpected order.
“What’s wrong?” I inquired.
She let a reassuring smile curl her lips.
“It’s your turn,” she said. With that, she slid off the bench. Shuffling forward on her knees, she soon found herself before me. Not wasting a second—or giving me a chance to figure out what she was up to—she reached out and literally ripped my top off. Of course, I had only been wearing a t-shirt and panties, so it was not that impressive. Still, I was left sitting there, topless and wondering what my horny aunt would do next. Luckily, I did not have to wait long.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned softly as she leaned forward and sent her tongue sliding across one of my nipples. Within seconds, she was stimulating my erect nipples like never before. But the increasingly powerful moans that flowed past my lips were not meant to last.
“What are you doing?” I asked when she pulled away after only a few seconds.
Unfortunately, she did not answer. At least not directly. Instead, she grabbed hold of the panties and yanked them off with one quick movement. Before I could even figure out what she was up to, she grabbed my knees and wrenched my legs apart, revealing my surprisingly wet pussy. Not wasting a second, she leaned forward and buried her face in my crotch.
“Oh god!” I moaned as I felt her tongue make contact with my engorged labia. Not even bothering to tease me, she immediately started darting her tongue in and out of my pussy, forcing powerful moans past my lips. Unfortunately, I was once more cut off before I was satisfied.
“What now?” I silently wondered. Of course, I knew better than to ask. Still, I felt dread wash over me when I saw her get to her feet and hurry off. But instead of vanishing into the house, she hurried down the steps leading to the front lawn. Rushing across the dew-covered grass, she soon reached the garden. Unfortunately, I was too far to see what it was she grabbed. That is, until she hurried back.
“What is...” I started. But before I could finish, she revealed the mystery item she had up until now been hiding behind her back. “Oh!” I gasped when she revealed a cucumber. It was the end of the season, but the fruit still measured an approximate ten inches in length by one and a half inches in width. But that was all I had time to notice before my aunt got to work.
Dropping to her knees, she started teasingly sucking the green shaft. Once it was well lubricated, she lowered it to my crotch.
“Scoot forward,” she instructed. Moments later, I was in position and she grabbed my legs, spreading them even wider. As a result my asshole was revealed, giving her unrestricted access to both of my holes.
“Which hole is she gonna pick?” I wondered as I watched her bring the cucumber closer and closer to my body. Fortunately, I did not have to wait long for the answer.
“Oh fuck!” I moaned when I felt the cucumber make contact with my asshole. A split second later, the green shaft was propelled deep into me, forcing a powerful moan past my lips.
Not wasting a second, my aunt started propelling the large fruit in and out of my asshole with ever-increasing speed. And as if that was not enough, she leaned forward and thrust her tongue past my lower lips. Moments later, she started furiously tongue-fucking my cunt.
The double stimulation was so intense I soon felt a powerful orgasm grow within me. Of course, the perversity of the incestuous encounter also helped egg my orgasm along. Moments later, I climaxed.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked blissfully as I felt my pussy starts to convulse. But that was only the start. Moments later, my poon overflowed. However, it was nothing like the orgasm I had had with my current lover’s daughter. Although my cousin had been quite a skillful lover, she was a veritable amateur compared to her mother. As a result, I experienced the most powerful squirting orgasm of my life.
Wave after wave of cum gushed out of me, hitting my aunt square in the face. However, she continued the dual stimulation until the final wave oozed out of me, officially putting an end to my orgasm. Unfortunately, it also marked the end of my fantasy.
“What the fuck?” I silently wondered as I glanced around. One quick look at my surroundings was enough to inform me the fantasy was indeed over. I was still fully clothed and there was no cum or cucumber in sight. I also noticed we were no longer alone. My cousin had joined us on the balcony and was now heading toward us.
“Good morning,” she said as she took a seat between us.
“Morning,” I replied as I felt a little disappointed that my fantasy had been interrupted. Luckily, what I discovered next fully made up for it. For you see, the two beautiful relatives I had fantasized about went for a swim each and every morning—did I forget to mention my aunt’s house is located next to a lake? And, of course, I was invited to join them.
I experienced a moment of hesitation as I felt the chilly morning air send a shiver running down my spine. However, that would only make the water feel hotter. But the thought of the warm water on my skin was not the only reason why I immediately accepted the invitation. The real reason was that I could not wait to see my aunt and cousin in their bathing suits…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 43: Incest (Part 3)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I rushed down the stairs, eager to see just how well my beautiful aunt and equally attractive cousin filled out their bathing suits. I had been invited to join them on their daily morning swim and, since I had forgotten to bring my bikini, I was now clothed only in my underwear. I usually prefer to go commando, but when I go on a trip, I always make sure to bring at least one pair of underwear. Good thing too…
I slowed my pace right before entering the living room. After all, I did not want to appear too eager as it would lead to questions I definitely did not want to answer. But I forgot all about that when I spotted my two beautiful relatives. My cousin wore one of the skimpiest bikini I had ever seen and only the most private parts of her anatomy remained obscured. My aunt also wore a two-piece, though hers covered up a little more. Still, it left her now superb breasts in plain sight, confirming my suspicions that she had recently gotten a boob job.
I felt my arousal level skyrocket at the sight of the mother/daughter duo that stood before me and wondered how long I could keep from doing something perverse. Luckily, we soon headed down to the lake.
Upon reaching the beach, my two relatives dropped their towels on the dock and dove right in. I was still getting used to the idea of taking a dip at such an early—and chilly—hour, so I took things a little slower. But after a few seconds of hesitation, I worked up the nerve to dive in.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I broke the surface. The water felt even hotter against my skin than I had initially thought and, for a moment, I forgot all about the two beautiful relatives swimming nearby. That is, until my cousin got bored of swimming and climbed back out.
The sight of her surprisingly pale bikini clinging to her body forced arousal to return to my body. Within seconds, so much arousal coursed through my veins that a powerful fantasy once again grew within me. Moments later, it became too much for me to handle and I gave in to it.
Although I was now surrounded by a fantasy world, the events unfolding within it continued as they would have in real life. At least for a few moments. My cousin climbed up onto the diving board and, after a rather impressive aerial maneuver, vanished beneath the surface.
It took quite a while before she broke the surface. When she finally did, she was back by the dock. Climbing up, she got ready for another dive. However, neither I nor my aunt could care less about whatever stunt she would perform next. For you see, my cousin’s bikini top had vanished, leaving her topless.
After studying my relative’s perky tits for a few moments, I managed to tear my gaze away long enough to share an amused glance with my aunt. Unfortunately, she was not amused enough to let events unfold unhindered, because she soon pointed out the wardrobe malfunction.
“Oh my god!” gasped my cousin as she stared down at her bare chest. Immediately, she covered herself up with her hands and I could not keep a disappointed groan from escaping me. Luckily, it was covered up by the sound of my aunt laughing. Of course, I was still disappointed by my cousin’s reaction, but I had to admit the situation was rather amusing and I joined my aunt’s laugh marathon. Unfortunately, we never reached the finish line.
“How about helping me find my top instead of laughing,” proposed my cousin as she shot us an angry look. The laughter died down and we did as told. Unfortunately, there was no sign of the missing garment.
After a few minutes of fruitless search, we gave up and joined our relative on the dock. Moments after we had made it up the ladder, I noticed her eye the towels. Terrified at the thought of her covering herself up—of course, she was already doing so with her hands, but still…—I decided to take control of the situation. Unfortunately, I had no idea how to keep my beautiful cousin from completely concealing her body. Fortunately, I am rather good under pressure—at least in my fantasies, lol—and quickly came up with a solution.
“Does that mean we’re done swimming?” I asked. Perhaps it was not the best plan ever, but it worked. Well, sort of.
“I can’t really swim topless, now can I?” asked my cousin, obviously still angry at us for laughing at her. Fortunately, I was too horny to care.
“Why not?” I asked.
Of course, she did not answer.
“We can go topless too if that makes you feel better,” I proposed.
Obviously, she was surprised, yet I could tell she was considering it. Sure enough, she glanced at her mother, waiting to see what she would say.
I held my breath as I waited for my aunt’s answer. The fate of my fantasy now rested in her hands. Luckily, there were only a few seconds of hesitation before she nodded. Moments later, she was unfastening her bikini top. Instants after, her perfect new boobs were revealed. Not wanting to be left behind, I imitated her.
Going along with the agreement, my cousin uncovered her breasts and the three of us just stood there, topless and unsure what to do next. Those few seconds gave me enough time to figure something out; I wanted more!
“Since we’re already half naked,” I proposed, “Why not go skinny dipping?”
There was a moment of silence before my two relatives nodded in agreement.
Thrilled that my plan was going off without a hitch, I slipped out of my panties and watched them do the same. Of course, I made sure to look them up and down, drinking in their every detail. Obviously, doing this only convinced me to take things one step further.
“Since we’re already naked,” I said before they got a chance to dive into the nearby lake, “Why don’t you kiss?”
Of course, both mother and daughter were totally shocked at the thought of committing incest. However, the surprise soon gave way to an emotion I immediately recognized as lust. Sure enough, they soon turned to each other. With a shrug and a nod, they agreed to give incest a try.
“Wow!” I gasped as I saw their lips make contact. Of course, I could see none of this, but I had no trouble picturing their tongues dancing around in each other’s mouths.
The incestuous make out session soon escalated as they started grinding their boobs together. Feeling left out, I decided to intervene.
“Sit!” I ordered as soon as their lips parted. I was pointing to the bench that ran the entire length of the dock and my voice made it clear I was in charge. So the incestuous couple did as told. Not wasting a second, I took a seat before them and brought one of my hands up to each one of their pussies. The arousal that coursed through my veins convinced me to bypass all teasing. So instead of massaging their lower lips, I simply slipped two fingers deep into their soaking-wet cunts.
“FUCK!” they moaned in unison as I started darting my fingers in and out of them, undoubtedly forcing their arousal levels to skyrocket. This was proven correct when they pulled each other in for another passionate make out session. Of course, their hands soon traveled down to their lover’s boobs and their moans grew exponentially.
Throughout this, I performed a sexual escalation of my own. Adding a second finger mere seconds after the furious finger fucking session had begun, it was not long before their moans encouraged me to add another. Of course, the fifth and final finger was soon inserted. Had I not been so busy thrusting my entire fists in and out of their pussies, I would surely have been stunned by just how much they could accommodate. However, that thought never occurred to me because they soon climaxed.
Apparently, I was quite good at fisting—well, either that or the perverseness of incest had turned them on more than ever before—because they squirted wave after wave of hot cum all over me.
By the time the final wave oozed out of them, I was soaking wet. However, that could have been because I had recently been swimming. Whatever the cause, I was drenched, but proud of what I had accomplished. Apparently, my two lovers were just as pleased because they decided to reciprocate.
Moments after my hands left their cunts, I was pulled in for a passionate three-way kiss. Unfortunately, it did not last long. Fortunately, that was only because they instead focused on my boobs. But as good as their tongues felt flicking back and forth across my erect nipples, it was not meant to last. But as before, that was a good thing.
“Lie down!” they ordered as one as they pointed to the dock. Apparently I was too slow, because they soon grabbed me and forced me to the ground. Before I could even react, they yanked my legs apart, revealing my pussy and asshole. Eager to get started, they dove right in.
The first thing they did was take turns licking my pussy. Fortunately, that soon became insufficient and they opted for another approach. Their next step came in the form of dual stimulation. One focused on my pussy and started darting her tongue in and out of it while the other instead concentrated on my asshole. My arousal level was now so high that my eyes remained sealed shut as moan after moan flowed out of me. Because of this, I had no clue which tongue belonged to which relative. Luckily, it did not matter.
I continued to moan as my arousal level continued to rise. In fact, so much arousal soon coursed through my veins that it took me a surprisingly long time before I figure out something. My two lovers had stopped tongue fucking my two holes. Instead, they were now forcing two… I mean three fingers in and out of my two holes.
“FUCK!” I moaned blissfully when I felt them each add a fourth finger. Although the dual stimulation was making me hornier than ever before, I could not help but be stunned at just how much I was able to accommodate. So you can imagine just how flabbergasted I was when they added their fifth and final fingers.
“Oh my god!” I gasped as I realized I now had a fist diving in and out each one of my holes. At least, that is what I would have said had I not been busy moaning at the top of my lungs. For you see, a powerful orgasm had started to grow within me and I was now counting the seconds until climax. Luckily, I did not have to count for long.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned at the top of my lungs as I felt my pussy start to convulse, officially marking the start of the most powerful orgasm of my life—at least, the most powerful fantasy orgasm of my life. The hot orgasmilk shot up my fist-filled pussy like a bullet leaving the chamber. It sprayed past my lower lips and flew through the air, raining down upon both of my lovers. Wave after wave squirted out of me as…
Unfortunately, that was as far as I got before I was snapped back to reality. For you see, fantasizing while in bed or on a bench is one thing. But doing so while swimming is quite another. As a result, it was the rather large mouthful of lake water I ingested that put an abrupt end to my perverse fantasy. Sputtering, I got my bearings and managed to keep from drowning.
“Are you all right?” asked my aunt, who was swimming nearby.
“I’m fine,” I said, “I just got a little distracted.”
Of course, that was the understatement of the century.
We spend another few minutes swimming about before we all agreed to put an end of our early morning swim. Although my arousal had been chased away by my near drown, it came flooding back the second I saw my aunt and cousin in their soaking-wet bikinis. Luckily, I managed to keep my arousal in check long enough for us to get dried off and return to the house.
By then, people were starting to wake and the second day of festivities began. The rest of the weekend was rather uneventful. Luckily, each time I was stuck in a conversation with one of my old, boring relatives, I retreated into my mind and had fun with the fantasy versions of my aunt and my cousin…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 44: Late Night Doggy Style
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

As some of you may know, I am currently working on my first non-erotic book series. But writing a series is a lot of work. And the first step in the long process is plotting out the entire series before I start writing.
I had been working hard all day and I had finally finished plotting out the fifth book in the series. With a satisfied smile, I pressed Ctrl + S and turned off the computer. One quick glance at the clock told me it was much later than I had thought and realized it was time for bed. However, I knew I was far too buzzed for sleep. I considered watching a movie, but knew that would only make me up. So I decided to go for a run. The plan was: Tire myself out, take a shower and get a good night’s sleep. But like I said, it only was only a plan...
Changing into my jogging clothes, I put on my running shoes, grabbed my watch and headed off. The air was so chilly that I decided to jog to the park. By the time I reached it, my blood was pumping and I had become impervious to the cold.
It was almost midnight, so the park was deserted. But that was a good thing because I hate having to weave my way through a crowd when I run. I prefer blasting my music, running in a straight line and letting my mind wander. That was when I realized something. I had forgotten my iPod. For a second, I considered going back for it, but seeing how I was already there and ready to run, I decided to go old school.
The next few minutes were uneventfully. Left foot. Right foot. Left foot. Right food. That was the gist of it. But the monotony of running was about to come to an end. By then, I was breathing pretty hard, so I almost did not hear it.
“What was that?” I wondered as I strained to listen. Unfortunately, there was just the silence of the city. Which is to say there was the honking of cars and the occasional cry of teens partying. But the sound I had heard was neither. It was…
Then I heard it again. A dog’s bark. But unlike the first, this one sounded a lot closer. The original bark was so faint that I had barely even heard it. This one seemed to have come from quite near. But a quick glance at my surroundings told me there was no canine in sight. However, that did not mean he was not there, it just meant I could not see him. Yet…
So I continued to run, throwing the occasional glance over my shoulder. Don’t get me wrong. It is not like I am afraid of dogs, but the barks I had heard seemed to be long to quite a large dog. And since there was no one in sight, if he decide to attack me, there would be no one to help me. So I ran a little faster and stayed vigilant.
Another minute went by before I heard the third bark. This one was even closer than the last. And since I had made it halfway across the park, it was clear he was following me. Unfortunately, there was nothing I could do but keep on running. So I ran. Fast.
As most people, my mind went to the worst case scenario and I imagined a huge dog chasing me. But because of my overdeveloped imagination, the dangerous canine did not remain trapped inside my mind. Instead, it came to life, taking the form of a fantasy.
Before I could even figure out what was happening, the real world had faded and was replaced by an identical fantasy one. I was still running, but unlike in real life, a huge, deadly canine was now chasing me. I peered over my shoulder and realized he was closing in on me. I ran faster, but that did no good as my pursuer had the advantage of having four legs.
Eventually, he got so close that I decided to change tactics. Veering off the beaten path, I cut through a flowerbed and darted down a hill. Unfortunately, my escape plan backfired. Tripping on a lump of grass, I lost my footing and tumbled down the hill. By the time I reached the bottom, my pursued was upon me.
I lay flat on my stomach as I struggled to keep the world from spinning. After a second, it did and I got to my hands and knees. But that was as far as I got before the large canine made his move.
“Fuck!” I gasped in a mixture of surprise and fear when I felt him mount me. He was now squeezing my waist with his two front legs and using his hind ones to jerk back and forth, forcing something long and hard to grind against my ass. I did not even have to look to see what it was. His dick.
I struggled to break free, but my attacker continued to grind his cock against me. It was hard to tell, but I got the feeling the more her grinded, the longer his cock got. I was starting to seriously freak out when I realized something.
“Oh my god!” I gasped as I realized I did not actually want him to stop. I was enjoying the feel of his cock-hard manhood rubbing against my ass. Instantly, I calmed down and let him proceed. Unfortunately, my jogging pants were keeping him from attaining penetration. So I decided to take control of the situation.
“STOP!” I yelled. My voice was so powerful that the horny canine instantly froze.
“Down!” I ordered. Immediately, he dismounted me and just stood there, docile as a lamb. I was stunned by this unexpected turn of events, but decided to take full advantage of it.
The plan was to pull down my pants and let my lover take advantage of me. But before I could, I spotted the huge cock that stood perfectly erect between his hind legs. I barely had time to notice it was the biggest cock I had ever seen before the sight of it drove me completely wild with desire. Unable to resist, I reached for it.
Apparently, the horny dog knew exactly what was coming, because he dropped to his side and rolled onto his back. Not wasting a second, I shuffled over to him and, leaning forward, wrapped my lips around the blistering-hot prick. Less than a second later, I was furiously bobbing my head up and down.
As good as it felt, I wanted more. Grabbing hold of the spear with one hand, I started jerking him off vigorously. The dual stimulation paid off, because his schlong soon started to jerk around in my hand and mouth. I considered continuing, but decided to take a different approach. I put an end to the blowjob, but kept on performing the avid handjob until he came.
I closed my eyes and moaned blissfully as wave after wave of hot canine semen squirted onto my face. The heat of the jizz forced a shiver of delight to travel across my entire body as my lover’s orgasm continued.
When the final wave oozed out of him, my entire upper body was covered in cum and I could barely see anything. But that was not going to keep me from proceeding with the plan I had just come up with. Grabbing the base of my lover’s shaft to keep it from retracting back into his body, I started sucking his cum-covered cock.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned. I am still unsure if it was a moan of repulsion because of his cum’s salty taste or a moan of bliss because of the jizz’s incredible heat. Whatever the reason, I sucked him off long and hard until I was certain he was ready for round two.
When I finally pulled away, his cock was as hard as rock and ready for my soaking-wet pussy. Not wasting a second, I pulled down my pants, got on all fours and presented my ass to him. Less than a second later, he mounted me, forcing most of his large cock into me.
“Oh yes!” I moaned. “Fuck me! FUCK ME!”
And that was exactly what he did. His schlong dove in and out of me with ever increasing speed until I felt a powerful orgasm grow within me. Moments later, I climaxed.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned at the top of my lungs as I started to squirt. Wave after wave shot out of me. Luckily, my lover soon caught up to me and shot his hot load inside me, forcing both human and canine cum to fly out of me.
Moans, howls and cum filled the air for a few seconds before I was snapped back to reality.
“What the fuck?” I gasped as I glanced around. I had kept on running throughout my fantasy and had veered off track. I hurried out of the flowerbed I now stood in and continued my run. Another few barks echoed throughout the deserted park, but never once did I catch a glimpse of the canine in question. So I finished my run and made it home without running into any angry dogs. But, honestly, I sort of wish I had…
 

To be continued Next Week…




Month 11: November
 

Week 45: Halloween Sex
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

December 31st 2014. Halloween night.
I am not exactly what you would call a party girl. Actually, I usually prefer to curl up on the couch with a good book or to watch a good movie. But that night was different. My friend had managed to convince me to accompany her to a Halloween party. Unfortunately, it was a costume party. Even more unfortunately, she had forgotten to tell me. It was not until she showed up at my apartment dressed as a cat that it finally became obvious. But I never got a chance to reprimand her for it. For you see, I had just realized she was dressed as more than a cat; she was dressed as a slutty cat!
I had always found her hot, but knew for a fact she was straight. So I had never before thought of her as anything more than a friend. But when I saw her in that skimpy costume of hers, I suddenly realized I wanted more. A lot more!
Before I knew what was happening, a powerful fantasy grew within me. Within seconds, it swallowed me up entirely, forcing me to leave reality and my beautiful friend behind. Fortunately, the fantasy world I soon appeared in also contained my slutty cat friend. Now fully aware of what was going on, I did not waste a single second. I knew none of what was happening was real, so I let me imagination run wild.
I slowly walked up to her and, after looking her up and down with a longing, lust-filled look, I peered into her eyes. I knew I had to say something, but my mind was a complete blank. So I said the first thing I could think of. Unfortunately, it was also the cheesiest thought of my life.
“Have you been a bad kitty?” I asked in a sensual whisper.
A smile curled my friend’s lips.
“You tell me,” was her answer. It made no sense until she reached out and grabbed my waist. Pulling my close, she peered into my eyes with a lust-heavy gaze. I was so entranced by those eyes of hers that I missed the next few seconds. At least, I assume that was what happened, because the next thing I knew, we were passionately making out.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as our tongues danced around in each other’s mouths.
The kiss lingered on for quite some time. By the time she finally pulled away, I was hornier than ever before. But I was also stunned by the unexpected kiss. Extremely stunned. So it took a while before I mustered a comment.
“Yup,” I said. “You’re a bad kitty.”
I know it was a cheesy thing to say, but given the current situation, it was actually perfect. Apparently, my friend agreed with that statement, because her response was just as cheesy.
“I like being bad,” she said with a seductive smile.
“Me too,” I admitted. I am not sure if she thought I meant I liked being bad or I liked it when she was bad. Luckily, it did not matter.
In an attempt to prove just how bad she was, she used the fake claws that had been glued to her fingernails to slash at my top. They were much sharper than they appeared, because the blouse I was wearing immediately gave way and floated down to the floor.
I was left standing there, topless and stunned. Luckily, the shock soon gave way to arousal when my friend put the next part of her plan into action.
“Oh yes,” I moaned when she grabbed my boobs and started flicking her tongue back and forth across my nipples. She seemed to enjoy it, because she started purring.
Increasingly powerful moans flowed past my lips as she used her hands, lips and tongue to pleasure me. Wave after wave of arousal washed over me while my nipples stiffened with each new lick. But as good as it felt, I soon started craving more. What had initially started as the most arousing mammary stimulation of my life had now turned into an obstacle standing in the way of the orgasm I hoped would soon grow within me. Luckily, my friend’s bad kitty personality soon convinced her to escalate things.
“Finally,” I thought when she pulled away from my breasts. Of course, what I said aloud was actually, “Mmmmm!” This seemed to encourage my friend to get down to business, because she immediately dropped to her knees. Less than a second later, she was using her claws to lacerate my jeans.
“Wow!” I gasped in awe. In mere seconds, she had managed to shred my pants to such an extent that they just fell to the floor, leaving me totally naked.
Not wasting a second, my friend grabbed my ass with both hands and pulled me forward. As a result, her face was forced into my crotch. Taking full advantage of this, the parted her lips and outstretched her tongue.
Within seconds, she was skillfully flicking her tongue back and forth across my engorged labia. I could feel my pussy grow wetter with every second and could not wait to feel her tongue inside of me. But before I could let that happen, I had one final cheesy comment to voice.
“I see you love pussy,” I said.
Temporarily interrupting her labial tongue massage, she said, “Of course, I’m a cat.”
A wide smile appeared on my lips. It was the exact answer I had been looking for and I was now ready for the next step. Spreading my legs apart, I slightly bent my knees, thus giving my kitty lover full access to my cunt. Taking full advantage of it, she thrust her tongue past my labia.
“Oh yes!” I moaned as her tongue slithered deeper and deeper into me. “Fuck me!”
And that was exactly what she did. Her tongue darted in and out of me with such intensity that a powerful orgasm soon started growing within me. But the skillful tongue fucking she had bestowed upon me was only the start. Mere instants later, I felt her slide one of her fingers into my asshole. Within seconds, she was furiously thrusting it in and out of my rectum. But apparently it was not enough because she soon added a second finger.
Moan after moan flowed past my lips before the orgasm finally exploded within me.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned at the top of my lungs. My cunt started to shiver and I felt something hot and gooey shoot up my pussy. Within seconds, my entire body was shaking and I was squirting all over her face. She seemed to appreciate, because she had once again started purring.
Unfortunately, the purring soon stopped. Even sadder was the fact that everything else had ceased along with it. The tongue fucking. The anal fingering. The squirting. Everything.
I knew what that meant, but refused to believe it. Unfortunately, it only took a few seconds before I was forced to face facts. The fantasy had come to an end because my friend had snapped me back to reality.
“What?” I asked as I shook the last few shreds of the fantasy from my body.
“I was asking if you need help coming up with a costume,” she explained. Apparently, she had realized she had forgotten to inform me it was a costume party and wanted to help make up for it.
“Okay,” I agreed.
We immediately got to work and after half an hour of hard work, I had been turned into a sexy zombie. At least, that was what my friend said. Personally, I thought I looked more like a cheesy, B movie zombie. But that was as far as I got before being dragged away to one of the dullest parties of my life. Luckily, the arousal that still filled me as a result of my recent fantasy helped me work through the dull moments. Let’s just say I spent more time fantasizing that partying. Fortunately, that was fine by me.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 46: The Interspecies Threesome (Part 1)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

Friday evening. My friend and I had made plans to go see a movie. Unfortunately, there was something we had omitted to consider. It was the movie’s opening night and getting there ten minutes in advanced was not sufficient. The woman in the booth almost laughed at us when we asked for tickets. Apparently, it had sold out hours earlier.
My first thought was to return home and watch a movie on the small screen. But my friend had something else in mind. We had gotten all dressed up and she claimed it would be a waste to just head home. That was how she convinced me to make a pit stop at the bar that stood less than a block from the theatre.
I am not exactly what you would call a bar kind of girl. I do not particularly like the ambiance, nor do I enjoy the drunken people that usually attend such establishments. And since I do not drink, loosening up was not really an option.
My friend had no such problem. She washed down drink after drink and soon started getting “loosened up” as she liked to say. Each time she would finish a drink, I would drop a hint about leaving. But each time, she would order another drink and assure me it was the last. Of course, it never was.
It was not until she was completely drunk that I realized it was time to cut her off. Do not get me wrong, she was not puke in a corner of the room drunk, but definitely the it’s hard to walk in a straight line kind. After a longwinded speech, I finally managed to convince her it was time to go. Unfortunately, I was soon faced with another problem. She was further gone than I had initially thought and I feared letting her return home on her own. To reach her apartment, she needed to ride the subway and I was afraid she would pass out and wake up god knows where with no memory of how she got there. So I did the only moral thing I could and escorted her home.
That was easier said than done. She was a giggly mess and just getting her to follow me was a challenge. Still, we eventually made it to her apartment and I managed to get her inside. But my job was not over yet.
I escorted her to her room and eased her onto her bed. The second her head hit the pillow, she passed out. I considered leaving her that way, but the jacket she was still wearing would make for a sore awakening. So I got to work.
It took a while, but I managed to remove her jacket. What I saw next left me in a stunned stupor. Though I had spent the entire evening with her, I had not noticed the skimpy outfit she was wearing. Then again, the only time I had seen her without her jacket it was at the bar and the lighting there was not exactly great. But that was all I had time to figure out.
“Uh-oh!” I thought as I felt a powerful fantasy grow within me. I knew it was wrong, but the sight of my friend’s skimpily clothed body was making me horny. Really horny. I fought the impending fantasy for a few seconds before I realized something. I was tired and horny, which was not a good combination considering the passed out young woman before me. So I decided it would be better to fantasize about my friend than run the risk of doing something I would later forget. Moments later, I was pulled into the fantasy.
Taking full advantage of the fact that I could now do anything I wanted without fearing the repercussions, I got right down to business. The first step was to remove my friend’s clothing. First went her top and skirt. Then came her matching lace underwear.
“Wow!” I gasped at the sight of her naked body. Though we had been friends for many years, I had never before seen her naked. Or even in her underwear for that matter. I guess the stereotype guys have about girl friends are wrong. Sorry guys, but we don’t actually have pillow fights in our underwear.
Unable to resist her breathtaking body, I began playing with her boobs. It started off as a soft, sensual massage, but soon turned into an eager nipple stimulation. Luckily, my friend remained unconscious. Actually, that was what convinced me to escalate things.
Not wasting a single second wondering if my escalation would pull my friend from her slumber, I dove right in. Literally.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I propelled my tongue past her labia. My moan lingered on when I realized just how hot and wet she was. Unfortunately, it was not meant to last. As soon as I started darting my tongue in and out of her, her eyes flew open and she bolted upright. At least, she would have had she not still been drunk.
“Wh… what are you doing?” she asked when she finally made it to a seated position.
“Uh-oh!” I thought. But aloud, I actually said, “I’m sorry.”
“You should be sorry,” she said in a stern voice. “I’m way too drunk to cum,” she added moments later.
A frown of incomprehension furrowed my brow. Did that mean she was not really angry at me for sexually assaulting her? Or was it just her way of alleviating the tension? Luckily, what she did next helped clear things up.
Reaching out, she pulled me in for a long, passionate kiss. Before I knew what was going on, her tongue had slipped past my lips and was eagerly dancing around in my mouth. Once I had gotten over the shock, I kissed her back.
“I may be too drunk to cum, but not to lick pussy,” she said once the kiss had come to an end. Not wasting a second, she started undressing me. Or rather she tried. But her coordination was completely out of whack. Luckily for her, I was too horny to wait and soon came to her rescue. Moments later, I was completely naked.
Apparently, she was too horny to lick my boobs, because she went right for my cunt.
“Oh yes!” I moaned as her tongue started sliding back and forth across my engorged labia. By then, I was so turned on that wave after wave of arousal washed over me. But that was nothing compared to when she started thrusting her tongue in and out of me. Unfortunately, it was not meant to last.
A disappointed sigh escaped me when I felt her tongue transfer to my asshole. Though the anal tongue fucking was enjoyable, I still preferred the vaginal one. My first thought was that she was so drunk that she had accidentally transferred her tongue. But I soon realized that was not the case when she slipped two fingers into my soaking-wet poon.
“Fuck!” I moaned as the dual stimulation began. Her tongue was furiously darting in and out of my ass while her fingers did the same in my pussy. She was so good at what she was doing that a powerful orgasm soon started growing within me.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked moments later. My pussy was now convulsing and a powerful squirting orgasm was getting ready to explode within me. Sure enough, I soon felt the first wave of cum shoot up my pussy. The hot orgasmilk shot past my lower lips and splashed into my friend’s face. She did not seem to mind, because she continued fucking me with both her tongue and fingers.
More waves soon followed. Unfortunately, I was never given a chance to finish my powerful orgasm because a sound snapped me back to reality. Actually, it was a bark.
“How could I forget she has a dog?” I wondered as I spotted the large canine standing in the doorframe. Apparently, I had left the bedroom door open, thus giving my friend’s pet unrestricted access to her bedroom.
My first reaction was disappointment. After all, my fantasy had been interrupted at the worst possible moment. But I soon forgot all about that when I noticed just how studly the large dog actually was. Of course, I instantly knew what was about to happen. There was no telling how long it would take, but one thing was certain; I was about to fantasize about my friend’s studly dog!
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 47: The Interspecies Threesome (Part 2)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I had just been snapped back to reality by my friend’s dog. But already, another powerful fantasy was growing within me. Unlike the first, this one would involve the studly canine that stood in the doorframe. And a lot of bestial sex. But I could not give in to my perverse imagination just yet. There was something I had to do first.
Momentarily shaking the arousal from my body, I tore my gaze from the large animal and instead focused on my friend. She lay passed out on her bed. Unlike in my fantasy, she was still fully dressed. But that was about to change.
I am not quite sure why I did what I did next. Perhaps it was a result of the arousal that coursed through my veins. Or maybe it was because I truly cared for my friend. Whatever the reason, I focused on my passed out friend and started removing her clothes. Do not get me wrong, it was not like I was about to take advantage of her. I just did not want to let her pass the entire night in her clothes. So I removed both her top and her skirt. But I left her underwear on. I may have been aroused, I was not a pervert. Once she was down to her skivvies, I manage to roll her over and pull aside the covers. I then rolled her over once more and she was ready for bed. Well, almost. First, I took a good long look at her beautiful figure. When I felt like enough of a creep, I pulled the covers over her and headed out of the room, making sure to close the door behind me.
The dog followed me out and did not leave my side until I reached the living room. I considered heading back home, but the arousal that coursed through my veins at the sight of my sleeping friend made me reconsider. I took a seat on the couch to think things through. My first thought was that I should return home and take care of my arousal the good old fashioned way. My second thought was far different. My friend’s dog had joined me on the couch. His body lay next to me while his head resting in my lap and I could feel of his hot breath on my crotch. Of course, there was a layer of jeans in the way, but his warm breath was still enough to convince me to stay. Moments after making up my mind, I felt a powerful fantasy grow within me. With an eager smile plastered across my lips, I welcomed the familiar feeling and let the fantasy swallow me up.
A soon as the fantasy began, I got to work. Reaching down, I pulled down my jeans. Within seconds, I was bottomless. Apparently my canine companion was just as horny as me, because he immediately started flicking his tongue back and forth across my engorged labia.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned blissfully. My lover’s tongue strokes were so enjoyable that I started to feel guilty. Fortunately, there was a simple solution. I soon noticed something long and hard between my lover’s hind legs and knew exactly what to do. His body was still stretched along the couch, so all I had to do was lean to the side and reach out.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I wrapped my fingers around his large prick. The heat emanating from it convinced me to bypass all teasing and get right down to business. Less than a second later, I was furiously jerking him off, my hand sliding up and down the entire length of his rock-hard prick.
Seemingly encouraged by my initiative, my lover decided to perform an escalation of his own. Before I could even realize what was happening, his tongue slithered past my labia and started darting in and out of my soaking-wet poon.
I started to moan loudly. And my moans only increased in intensity as the seconds passed. So much arousal now coursed through my veins that I felt a powerful orgasm grow within me. Apparently, my canine lover was just as horny, because his cock suddenly started jerking around in my hand. Luckily, I was only seconds behind.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned powerfully when my pussy started to convulse. Moments later, I felt my cunt overflow. But the squirting orgasm that was getting ready to explode within me was of no interest to me. I was too busy watching my lover’s cock jerk around in my hand. But jerking around was not all it did.
“Wow!” I gasped when he released his first wave. The hot canine semen flew high into the air. I did not see where it landed because I was already focusing on the second one. And soon the third.
By the time I realized I was also squirting, it was all over. My thighs were now soaking wet and so was the couch beneath me. As well as the floor by my feet.
“What now?” I wondered. Usually, my fantasies came to an end when I climaxed. But on a few very rare occasions, it did not. And this was one of those rare occasions. Fortunately, my canine lover took control of the situation.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned when he started licking the cum that clung to my labia. It only took a few licks before my arousal came rushing back. Instantly, I knew why the fantasy had not ended. We were not done quite yet.
After a dozen tongue thrusts or so, I ordered my lover to stop. Perfectly trained, he did and watched me stand up. But I did not remain on my feet for long. After only a few movements, I was on all fours. With an inviting smile, I presented my pussy to my lover.
“Fuck me!” I ordered. And that was exactly what he did.
“Fuck!” I moaned when he mounted me. He used his front legs to squeeze my waist while hopping forward with his hind ones. Apparently, the powerful canine was just as horny as I was, because I soon felt his rock-hard manhood make contact with my engorged labia.
“Oh yes!” I moaned when he jerked forward, forcing his prick deep into me. But it did not remain there for long. Moments after achieving penetration, my studly lover started pounding me with every last drop of strength at his disposal. His schlong was darting in and out of me with such speed that I felt another orgasm grow within me after only a few seconds.
Obviously, the large animal was just as aroused as me, because his spear soon started jerking around in my cunt. Luckily, I was not far behind.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned at the top of my lungs as my pussy started convulsing once again. We both climaxed at the exact same time. The two orgasmilks combined and shot out of my cunt as the interspecies pounding continued. Unfortunately only a few waves had time to escape the confines of my twat before I was snapped back to reality by a loud noise.
“What the fuck?” I muttered as I glanced around. I was still fully dressed and there as not a drop of cum in sight. But I soon forgot all about that when I spotted my friend. She had just come out of her bedroom and the sound that had pulled my from my fantasy had been the slamming of her door. Obviously, she was still drunk. However, I soon forgot all about that when I noticed the fact that she looked breathtaking in her sexy lingerie. The arousal that coursed through my veins started to bubble and I instantly knew what was about to happen. I was about to fantasize. However, I had no clue if I my waking dream would involve my friend or her studly dog. Or maybe both…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 48: The Interspecies Threesome (Part 3)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I had just been snapped back to reality by my drunken friend. Yet there was already another powerful fantasy growing within me. Unfortunately, I had no idea who it would involve. My friend? Her dog? Perhaps both.
Fortunately, the mystery of my impending fantasy only made things hotter. So hot, in fact, that I soon felt it grab hold of me. Moments later, I was dragged away from reality. But before the fantasy swallowed me up entirely, I saw my friend totally ignore me and instead head into the bathroom.
“Time to get to work,” was my first thought once the last shreds of reality had faded.
With my friend’s studly dog’s head still in my lap, I called out to her. It took a few seconds, but she eventually emerged from the bathroom. She seemed surprised to see me there, but did not bother voicing it. Instead, she joined me on the couch. She was still drunk, so there was a lot of zigzagging before she finally reached me. But she made it without toppling over and took a seat beside me.
The next few seconds were spent in silence. Since I had yet to discover who would be my sexual partner for this fantasy, I thought it best to let things play out. And play out they did.
“I’ve always found you hot,” she suddenly admitted.
As thrilled as I was by this confession, I was also confused.
“But I thought you were straight.”
She shook her head.
“Bi-curious.”
This brought a smile to my lips.
“Really?”
She nodded. Or she probably would have had she not instead pulled me in for a long, passionate kiss. Our tongues danced around in each other’s mouths for what felt like hours before she finally pulled away.
As great as the unexpected kiss was, the arousal that now coursed through my veins convinced me to escalate things. Or at least try.
“Are you also bestiality-curious?” I asked.
My friend seemed surprised by the question, but still took the time to consider it. After a few seconds of deliberation, she shrugged.
“Why not?”
Another smile appeared on my lips. Eager to get started, I got to my feet and took a seat upon the floor. Assuming I had some sort of plan, my friend came to sit at my side. I assume the large feline felt left out, because he too hopped off the couch and came to lie before us.
“Perfect,” I thought as I noticed the large, rock-hard cock that stood between the canine’s hind legs. I pointed it out and watched as it brought a smile to my friend’s lips.
“Do you want to jump right in or should I show you how it’s done?” I inquired.
“Maybe a little demonstration would help,” she admitted. I have no way to prove this, but I am convinced she just agreed to the demo because the thought of seeing me play with her dog turned her on. But there was no way to be sure and I had more pressing matters to attend to.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned mere seconds later as I wrapped my lips around the studly canine’s large spear. Not wasting a single second, I started bobbing my head up and down, forcing the prick in and out of my mouth. I use my lips and tongue to stimulate the shaft while soft moans escaped me. Unfortunately, it was not meant to last.
“Can I try?” I heard my friend ask. But I was enjoying myself so much that I decided to ignore her.
“It’s my turn now!” she soon said. Her tone was powerful and made it clear she was not asking for permission. She was telling me my time was up. So I begrudgingly pulled away from my canine lover.
“Mmmmm!” she also moaned when she swallowed up her pet’s schlong. Apparently, she was extremely horny, because she had not hesitated once before committing her first bestial act. This was proven further by the ferocious blowjob she was performing upon him.
Feeling left out, I decided to join in. But since the dog’s cock was not big enough for two, I instead focused on my beautiful friend. Eager to get to work, I did not hesitate before removing her panties. She was on all fours, so her pussy was revealed as soon as her panties had left her body. Enticed by the arousing sight, I buried my face in her ass and started darting my tongue in and out of her pussy.
“Mmmmm!” she moaned. Obviously, she was thankful for my initiative. Unfortunately, it would never pay off, because a powerful howl suddenly tore through the night air. That could only mean one thing. The dog was climaxing.
“Wow!” I gasped in awe as I pulled away from my lover’s cunt. My friend continued giving her pet a powerful blowjob while somehow managing to keep every last drop of cum he gave her contained within her mouth. Not a single drop escaped it until the canine’s orgasm came to an end.
As soon as the animal’s spear started to retreat back into his body, she turned to me, her mouth still full of dog cum. I was not sure what she was up to until she pulled me in for a long, passionate kiss. The semen immediately transferred to my mouth. More and more of it was forced down my throat as our tongues danced around in each other’s mouths.
“What’s weird,” I thought as I realized the canine’s jizz was not salty or bitter. Instead, it was sweet. I had no idea how such a thing was possible, so I associated to one of the many odd, alcohol-free drinks I had ingested that night. Whatever the cause, the sweet taste of the orgasmilk made the kiss that much more intense.
Eventually, our lips parted. Apparently, my friend had enjoyed her first taste of bestiality because she had a wide smile plastered across her lips.
“Now that the dog is take care of, it’s time to take care of the cat,” she said.
I frowned.
“What cat?”
She chuckled.
“This cat,” was her answer as she slipped one of her hands into my jeans and slipped two fingers into my soaking-wet pussy.
“Oh, that cat!” I thought, but aloud I actually said, “Oh yes!”
Her fingers darted in and out of me with increasing speed and force, forcing my arousal level to rise with increasing rapidity. But as great as it felt, I could not let it go on any longer.
“Stop!” I eventually ordered.
My friend looked at me with a puzzled expression. I could have told her what I was up to, but instead decided to get right down to business. Getting to my feet, I stripped out of my clothes. I then instructed my friend to lay on her back. Next, I placed myself atop her. We were now in a sixty-nine position and ready for lesbian sex. But I had other plans.
“Up!” I ordered as I slapped my ass. That was all it took to convince the large dog to take action. Obviously, the canine had enjoyed the lesbian display we had just put on because he once again had a raging hard-on.
“Oh yes!” I moaned when I felt him penetrate me. Unfortunately, he had forced his cock into my pussy. For my plan to work, I would have to rectify this. I reached back and transferred his spear to my asshole. The horny animal did not seem to mind, because he started pounding me fast and hard. Obviously feeling left out, my friend lifted her head and started tongue fucking my pussy.
“Oh fuck!” I moaned blissfully as both tongue and cock darted in and out of me. But my plan was not yet complete. Taking a deep breath, I buried my face in my friend’s crotch and started propelling my tongue in and out of her soaking-wet poon.
Intense moans and howls echoed throughout the apartment as a powerful orgasm grew within every one of us. The interspecies threesome was so enjoyable that both my friend and I’s pussies started convulsing. Of course, the studly dog’s cock did the same in my ass. A split second later, we all climaxed.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned at the top of my lungs. At least a tried. But since my face was still buried in my lover’s cunt, only a muffled moan escaped. Luckily, the hot orgasmilk that shot up my pussy fully made up for it. As did my friend’s cum as it shot into my mouth. And of course, let’s not forget the dog’s hot semen shooting up my ass.
The three of us had time to climax for a few seconds before I was snapped back to reality.
“Great!” I thought sarcastically as I glanced around. As expected, I was still fully dressed and there was not a single drop of cum in sight.
The next thing I noticed was my friend. She had just come out of the bathroom and it was undoubtedly the closing of the door that has yanked me from my fantasy. Still drunk and obviously tired, my friend did not notice me. Instead, she hobbled into her bedroom and closed the door behind her.
“I think it’s time for me to go,” I thought. But not because I was getting keeped out by all the perverse fantasies I had just experienced. It was because I had spotted the clock and realized the subway was about to close. If I wanted to get home, I would have to hurry.
On the way home, I had time to think about my fantasy-filled evening. Obviously, that turned me on. A lot.
I assume I do not have to tell you what I did when I finally got home. But just in case, let me say this: It involved a lot of fantasizing and at least two fingers…
 

To be continued Next Week…




Month 12: December
 

Week 49: Masturbation
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

As some of you may know, I am not exactly what you would call a shopping enthusiast. In fact, I pretty much hate shopping. I cannot help but feel like it is a total waste of time. Nonetheless, I had agreed to a day of shopping with my friend and there was nothing I could do to get out of it.
I had been given clear instructions and was to arrive at her apartment at exactly 10 AM. From my friend’s tone, it had been clear she took shopping very seriously and being even a minute late was not something she would forgive. So I woke up early. Too early. I had time to get out of bed, take a shower and get ready before the clock stuck nine. I considered passing the time by playing a little Killlzone Shadow Fall or Infamous Second Son—does it show that I only just got a Playstation 4, lol?—but I knew I would get immersed and forget all about my friend. So I decided to head off, assuming she would not mind me arriving a little early. Better that than late, right? Wrong!
My friend lived quite near, so the trip there lasted less than fifteen minutes. By the time I stood before her front door, I was forty-five minutes early. The air was cold and soon convinced me to take action. I reached out with a clenched fist, but never got a chance to knock because I noticed something. The door was ajar. Not enough to let in the cold air, but definitely enough to keep the door from shutting completely.
“Maybe something’s wrong,” was my first through. Of course, I knew that was quit unlikely, but I could not help but worry. I guess that is the downside of having a vivid imagination. Luckily, I was also about to experience the upside.
Fearing the worst, I pushed the door open and stepped in, closing it silently behind me. I then turned around and studied my new surroundings. Everything looked normal. A relieved sigh escaped me. My friend was fine. Or so I thought until I heard a moan emanate from her room. My first instinct was to call out for her. But once more, my vivid imagination kicked in. What if she had been attacked and the aggressor was still there?
I knew I was most likely overreacting, but nonetheless decided to progress cautiously. So it was with held breath and light steps that I approached my friend’s room. I soon noticed this door was also ajar. But unlike the first, this one left a six-inch space between the door and the frame. Exactly the right amount to peer into the room unnoticed.
By the time, I reached the door, my heart was pounding madly. My brain told me there was nothing to worry about, but my animalistic instincts were forcing adrenaline to course through my veins. It was not until I peered into the room that I realized my brain was right. There was absolutely nothing wrong. Quite the opposite.
My friend was alone. But that was only the start of it. She was completely naked and lay atop her bed. The covers were pulled up to her waist, leaving her upper body visible. But the most shocking part came in the form of something moving beneath the covers. It took me a few seconds to figure it out, but it eventually hit me. She was masturbating! The movement beneath the covers was a result of her fingers darting in and out of her soaking-wet pussy. Of course, I had no way of knowing this for certain, but the fact that her eyes were closed and soft moans flowed past her lips made it hard to misinterpret her actions.
I stood there for a few seconds before it happened. The sight of my naked friend pleasuring herself had turned me on and a powerful fantasy was now growing within me. I did not even have time to feel guilty for spying before the fantasy grabbed hold of me. Instantly, reality faded, giving way to an identical fantasy world.
As soon as the fantasy started, I forgot all about the perverseness of the situation leading to it. Instead, I gave in to the arousal that coursed through my veins. So it was without a moment of hesitation that I threw open the door. The noise caught my friend’s attention and she glanced up at me with shock in her eyes.
“Wha… what are you doing here?” she stuttered, obviously stunned to see me standing before her.
I did not answer. Instead, I strode over to the bed and yanked off the covers. Her body was instantly revealed and I realized the movement beneath the cover was not actually a result of fingering, but rather toying. Her hand had frozen mid-thrust and the bright-pink vibrator was still stuffed in her pussy. As surprised as I was, it was not enough to dissuade me. So I hopped onto the bed and snatched her hand away from her cunt. Grabbing the toy, I yanked it out and chucked it aside. Now equipped with a wide smile, I dove right in.
“Oh fuck!” moaned my friend as I thrust my tongue deep into her.
I moaned blissfully as I felt her hot, wet poon wrapped around my tongue. Encouraged, I decided to escalate things and began thrusting my tongue in and out of her with such force that she soon started moaning powerfully. Apparently, she was enjoying herself, because she did not ask what I was doing or even why. Instead, she moaned at the top of her lungs. That is, until she climaxed.
Her body began to writhe around as her pussy started to convulse. Moments later, I felt something hot hit my tongue. Had I not been so busy tongue fucking her shivering poon, I would surely have smiled. After all, I was making her squirt.
Her moans echoed throughout the room for the entirety of her orgasm. Apparently, my tongue dance had been quite skillful, because the final drop hit my tongue in record time. With one final moan she went limp. It was all over. At least for her.
“It’s my turn now!” I said as soon as I pulled away.
My friend was panting madly and it was clear she was in no shape to reciprocate. Luckily, it was a fantasy and not real life, so it only took her a few moments before she was ready to go.
“Just tell me what to do,” she said compliantly. I may not be an outgoing person, but when it comes to fantasies, I am the boss.
“Move!” I ordered.
Instantly, my friend rolled off the bed and I took her place. Well, after getting undressed, of course.
“Grab it!” I instructed as I pointed to the vibrator that was buzzing nearby. “Put it in my ass!” I added as soon as she had taken the discarded toy. She seemed surprised, but the forcefulness with which I had given the order made it clear it was not up for debate. So she brought the vibrating shaft up to my rectum and shoved it all the way up my ass without a single moment of hesitation.
“Fuck!” I moaned blissfully. But as I good as it felt, I wanted more. Unfortunately, I never got a chance to order an escalation. Fortunately, that was only because she beat me to the punch.
“Oh yes!” I moaned when she started darting the toy in and out of my ass. It felt great, but I still wanted more.
“Tongue fuck my pussy!” I ordered.
Less than a second after the order was voiced, it was obeyed. Another powerful moan escaped me when my friend’s tongue started avidly darting in and out of my soaking-wet cunt as her toy did the same in my ass. My moans increased until a powerful orgasm exploded within me.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned at the top of my lungs as my pussy started to shake and shiver. A split second later, the first wave shot up my vaginal canal. Just like my friend before me, I was squirting. But unlike her, mine was not just a few squirts. It was powerful squirt after powerful squirt that flew in all directions. I could feel the hot cum rain down upon me as I moaned at the top of my lungs. But as intense as it was, it was not meant to last.
A disappointed moan escaped me when the final wave oozed out of me. But the disappointment was nothing compared to when the fantasy came to an end.
“NOOO!!!!” I felt like yelling in anger when I was yanked back to reality. However, my friend was still in the adjacent room and the last thing I wanted was for her to know I had been watching her. Speaking of watching, it only took one look for me to determine her masturbation session had come to an end. Her moans had stopped and so had the movement beneath the covers.
Suddenly, it hit me. I had just watched one of my best friends masturbate. Of course, my fantasy had made it hard for me to see much of what had been going on inside the room, but the fact remained I had just been spying on my friend. My naked friend. Now feelingly incredibly guilty, I decided it was time for me to make my presence know.
Of course, I did not just stroll into the room and say, “Hi, how are you doing? Oh, and by the way, I was just watching you masturbate.” Instead, I tiptoed back to the front door and stepped out of her apartment. Once outside, I knocked and waited for her answer. Moments later, it came and I was invited in.
“I’m almost ready,” came her voice from the bedroom.
“Yeah right,” I thought sarcastically as I took a seat on the couch. I knew what she had just been doing and there was no way she was almost ready. Luckily I could not care less. Actually, I would have been content sitting there all day instead of going from store to store. Especially since my high level of arousal was forcing another powerful fantasy to grow within me…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 50: The Talking Vibrator
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I love the internet. Not only because it lets me publish my fantasies each and every week, but also because it makes shopping easier. A lot easier. And as you may know, I hate shopping.
About a week ago, I came across a once-in-a-lifetime sale. Though I already had many other items similar to the one on sale, I was unable to resist. Especially since the shipping was free. So I clicked the “Check Out” button and typed in my credit card number. I may be terrible at remembering names and phone numbers, my credit card is one series of numbers that have been seared into my brain permanently. So typing in those sixteen little numbers was no problem. Before long, I saw the “Purchase Complete” message appear on the screen. Now all that was left was to wait for my package to arrive. Simple, right? Wrong!
I am not a patient person by nature. I may not verbalize my impatience, but I hate wasting time and waiting for a package feels like just that. Luckily, I had a lot of work to do and spent the next few days writing. I was working on plotting out the non-erotic book series I am working on when the doorbell rang. My heart leapt in my chest and I jumped up.
Less than a minute later I had the precious package in hand and was heading back upstairs. I returned to my room—which also serves as my office—and dropped the package onto my bed. Returning to my desk, I took a seat and focused on the screen. But as hard as I tried to focus on my work, I kept craving a look at the package that stood behind me. Eventually, I realized it would be less of a waste of time to open the package than to try and forget about it.
I hurried into the kitchen, grabbed a knife and rushed back to my room. After making sure to lock the door behind me, I turned to the package. My heart was beating rapidly and a smile curled my lips as I walked up to the bed. Grabbing the box, I carefully cut through the packing tape. My fingers started shaking ever so slightly as I opened the box. Next, I pulled out the packing paper. Finally, it was revealed.
“Wow!” I gasped softly when my eyes came across it. It was so beautiful. Shinny. Pink. Hard. And huge! It was the largest vibrator I had ever seen.
Though I already owned half a dozen vibrators—after all, I’m an erotica writer and I sometimes need a little inspiration—this new addition surpassed all others in my collection. The toy measured an impressive twelve inches in length by two inches in width. It was one of the largest such toys on the market and now it was mine. All mine.
“Uh-oh!” I muttered when I realized a few things. First of all, my plan to unpack my newest toy to help me focus on my work had totally failed. That was what brought me to my next realization. I was horny. Believe it or not, the sight of a vibrator turned me on. Or maybe it was the thought of what I could do with it. Whatever, the reason, one thing remained clear; there was no way in hell I would be able to get back to work. Sure enough, so much arousal now coursed through my veins that I soon felt a powerful fantasy grow within me.
I could not help but wonder what would happen. After all, it was my first time fantasizing about an inanimate object. Fortunately, the fantasy was impending and my question would soon be answered. So I gave in to my arousal and watched the real world fade. Within seconds, I had been sucked up by my mysterious fantasy.
I stood there for a few seconds, wondering what to expect. Fortunately, I did not have to wait long.
“Are you going to stand there all day?” asked a voice. I jumped. After all, I was alone in the room. One quick glance at my surroundings confirmed this. But if I was alone, who had spoken?
“Wh… who said that?” I asked nervously.
There was a chuckle, followed by, “Look in the box.”
My heart started to pound madly. Could it be true? Of course, it made no sense, but it was the only logical explanation. Taking a breath for courage, I peered into the box to find… a vibrator.
I frowned. I could have sworn the voice came from the box, but the toy looked just as it should. There were no eyes, no nose and most importantly, no mouth. That meant it was not the vibrator who had spoken. Or so I thought.
“Hello,” said the same voice.
“Oh my god!” I gasped. For you see, I had just realized something. The voice had defiantly emerged from the box. And that could only mean one thing; the vibrator had just spoken. He had no mouth, but he had still found a way to speak.
“Di… did you just…” I stuttered.
“Speak?” finished the large toy.
I was totally stunned, but still found the strength to nod.
There was another chuckle.
“Of course I spoke. Who else could it be?”
I did not answer. Instead, I asked a question of my own.
“But h… how?”
The vibrator yet again chuckled.
“It’s your fantasy, not mine.”
Good point. Still, I could not help but be totally freaked out by the oddity of my fantasy. However, I soon forgot all about that.
“Are you going to stand there all day or are we going to get this party started?” asked the toy.
I experienced a moment of confusion before I realized the party he was referring to was sex. After all, he was a vibrator. What else would he be talking about? Still, the thought of having sex with a talking vibrator felt weird. Almost creepy. However, the arousal that had brought on the fantasy still coursed through my veins.
Obviously sensing my reticence, the toy decided to take charge.
“I’ll tell you what to do. All you have to do is obey. Okay?”
I nodded.
“Great. Now pick me up and suck me.”
I experienced a moment of hesitation.
“Just do it,” encouraged my inanimate lover. “It’s what I was made for.”
I nodded. After all, I had bought him for one purpose and one purpose only. Masturbation. And the fact that he spoke would only make masturbation that much more enjoyable. At least I hoped.
Reaching into the box, I grabbed the large toy and slowly brought it up to my mouth. With one final breath, I opened my mouth and forced the tip past my lips. The shaft slid across my tongue until it made contact with my uvula. Oddly, the toy felt warm, but that only encouraged me to escalate things. Not wasting a second, I started forcing the toy in and out of my mouth, using my lips and tongue to stimulate it.
But as good as it felt, I wanted more. Luckily, so did my new friend.
“Stop,” he instructed. I removed him from my mouth and waited for his next order.
“Get undressed.”
In less than a second, I was naked.
“Lie down.”
Once again, the order was obeyed immediately and I soon found myself laying atop the covers.
“Now turn me on and lower me to your pussy.”
An eager smile curled my lips as I did as told. I could not help but gasp when I realized just how powerful the vibrations were. I could barely hold on to the shivering toy and the thought of him inside me brought even more arousal to my body. With that in mind, I lowered him to my pussy.
“Oh fuck!” I moaned when the tip made contact with my labia. Shivers of arousal ran down my spine as soft moans started flowing past my lips. The clitoral massage I was performing upon myself felt great, but I wanted more. Luckily, all I had to do was slide the toy past my lower lips.
“FUCK!” I moaned blissfully as the spear slid deeper and deeper into me. Never before had I felt such powerful vibrations and I knew that would soon force me to climax. But before I could let that happen, I had something to do.
“OH YES!” I moaned as I started sliding the toy in and out of my soaking-wet twat. My arousal level skyrocketed and I felt a powerful orgasm grow within me. I was on the verge of reaching climax. Unfortunately, it was not meant to be.
“Stop!” ordered the toy.
I was so surprised that I froze mid-thrust. But the toy was still shoved inside me and my orgasm grew nearer and nearer.
“Pull me out!” instructed the toy.
I hesitated, but decided to obey. Moments later, the large spear left my cunt.
“What now?” I wondered silently. Luckily, I did not have to wait long for the answer.
“Put me in your ass.”
A smile curled my lips. But that was all I had time to do before the arousal coursing through my veins convinced me to obey the order. Less than a second later, half of my inanimate lover’s body was shoved into my asshole. As awesome as the shaft felt in my ass, I craved more. So I lowered my free hand to my cunt and slipped two fingers past my labia.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as my fingers darted in and out of my soaking-wet poon while my lover’s vibrating body did the same for my asshole. Unfortunately, the dual stimulation only lasted a few seconds. Fortunately, that was because the orgasm that had been growing within me finally exploded.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned at the top of my lungs. A split second later, my pussy started to convulse. A moment after that, I squirted. The first wave shot up my cunt and shot past my fingers. The hot nectar flew through the air and rained down upon both me and my vibrating lover.
Moans and cum flew through the air throughout my orgasm. The intensity of my climax was such that the final wave oozed out of me in record time. With one final moan, I closed my eyes. It was all over.
When my eyelids fluttered open, I was back in the real world. The fantasy had come to an end and I was now standing next to the bed, staring at the large vibrator that lay inside the box. I half expected to hear him speak, but knew that was impossible. This was reality, not some fantasy. However, said fantasy had turned me on even more than before and I now knew there was no way in hell I could get back to work. That is, not until I tried my new toy. What followed may not have been quite as intense as my fantasy had been, but it was definitely the most powerful orgasm I had experienced in quite some time.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 51: The Stray Dog
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

It was late at night and I was walking home. Not because I enjoyed freezing my ass off, but because I had no other choice. It was so late that the subway system was closed, so walking was my only option. Fortunately, my apartment was not that far away and only a fifteen minute walk separated me from my warm bed. Unfortunately, that meant taking a shortcut through a particularly creepy back alley. I am not usually the type of girl who gets freaked out for no reason, but I had to admit, the shadows the passing cars projected upon the wall were rather chilling. But I was not unduly worried. That is, until I saw a particularly shocking image.
The shadow of what appeared to be a monster suddenly appeared on the wall beside me and grew bigger and bigger as the car passed by the alley. Though I knew it was only a trick of the light, my heart started to beat faster. I whipped around. Obviously, I found no monster. Instead, I found a stray dog following me. He was not huge, but he was quite large.
My first instinct was to shoo him away. But he looked so cute with his tattered fur and pitiful expression. I may not be a sappy girl, I had to admit, he made my heart melt. I crouched down and outstretched a hand to show him I posed no threat. The message seemed to get across, because he hurried over to me like… well, like a dog happy to see his master. He started licking my hand. Of course, that made me laugh, which washed what little fear still remained from my monster scare.
I spent the next few minutes petting him, but the cold eventually started setting in and I decided it was time to head off. Of course, I felt bad for the poor animal, but I had no food to offer him and my apartment was an animal-free zone. Well, aside from the parrot my roommate was hiding from our landlord, of course.
“I gotta go,” I said as I stood up. With one final glance at the homeless animal, I continued my journey home. However, it only took a few moments before I realized I was no longer completing this journey alone. My new canine friend was following me, obviously hoping I would lead him to his new home.
With a sigh, I stopped and turned to him.
“You have to stay here,” I said. Of course, he looked up at me with the saddest eyes I had ever seen. But as sorry as I felt for him, I knew there was nothing I could. However, there was also nothing I could do to stop him if he decided to follow me. And of course, that was exactly what he did.
I was happy for the company, but felt bad for the separation I knew would soon come. Sure enough, we quickly reached my apartment.
“I have to go now, buddy,” I said as I turned to my new friend and pet him one last time. He seemed to appreciate, which brought me to understand he had no idea what was about to happen. But I did. And it was ripping my heart out.
“Goodbye,” I finally said after a few minutes of intense petting. And with that, I opened the door and entered. On my way up to my apartment, I felt incredibly guilty for leaving that poor animal out in the freezing cold. Luckily, I was soon struck with a realization. I may not have been able to give him a place to stay the night, but I sure as hell could spare a little food.
As soon as I reached the apartment, I hurried into the kitchen. Unfortunately, I am a vegetarian, which means I had no meat on hand. So bread and cheese would have to do. And do it did. As soon as I placed the food before him, the mangy mutt literally attacked it.
I chuckled in amusement. As I watched him eat, my mind started to wander. My first thought was that I wished I could keep him. Of course, that led me to picture just how much fun we could have together. And I am not just talking about fetch. That’s right, I’m talking about sex!
Before long, massive amounts of arousal were coursing through my veins and a powerful fantasy grabbed hold of me. I barely had time to figure out what was happening before reality faded. One second, I was in the real world and the next, I found myself in an identical fantasy one.
A smile curled my lips. Now that my actions would have no repercussion in the real world, I was free to do as I pleased. With that in mind, I opened the door and invited my four-legged friend in. With a joyful bark, he hurried inside.
Less than a minute later, we had made it into the apartment and were heading to my room. For a second, I realized I would have to be careful not to wake my roommates. But then I remembered this was a fantasy and my roommates would not wake unless I wanted them to. And given what I was about to do, I definitely did not what that to happen.
I made sure to close and lock the door behind us, just in case. When I turned around, I found my lover-to-be standing atop my bed. A smile curled my lips. Apparently, he knew exactly what was about to happen. Still, I was in charge and now was the time to prove it.
“Down!” I ordered as I pointed to the bed. In real life, my canine friend would surely just have looked at me with a quizzical look, but since this was my fantasy, he obeyed the command immediately.
“Roll over!” was my next order. Less than a second later, the scruffy dog was on his back. But the shocking part came in the form of the large, rock-hard cock that stood perfectly erect between his hind legs. Obviously, he knew exactly what was about to happen and was ready for whatever I had planned.
A smile curled my lips as I ripped my clothes off. As soon as I was naked, I hurried over to the bed and hopped on. Not wasting a second, I lowered my head and spread my lips. Less than a second later, I felt my lover’s rock-hard spear make contact with my lips.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I wrapped my lips around it. The heat emanating from it was intense and seemed to be encouraging me to escalate things. So I started bobbing my head up and down, while using my lips and tongue to stimulate the tasty schlong.
Apparently, I was quite good, because I soon felt my lover’s cock start to jerk around in my mouth. I was not quite sure how long it had been since the start of the blowjob, but one thing was certain; it had not been long. So it was with a prideful demeanor that I got ready to receive my lover’s hot load.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I felt the first wave flow into my mouth. Perhaps it was because of the countless erotic tales I have written over the years or because I had no way of knowing for sure what a dog’s cum tasted like, but whatever the reason, the fact remained the same; my lover’s cum stated sweet. Really sweet!
“Mmmmm!” I moaned yet again as wave after wave shot into my mouth. I did not wait for it to be full before swallowing. I moaned yet again as the sweet nectar flowed down my throat. Luckily, there was a lot more to come and I swallowed every last drop.
But it was not meant to last. Eventually, the flow of jizz dried up and I was left wanting more. Luckily, the fantasy was only beginning and more was exactly what I would be getting. Unfortunately, my lover’s cock had served its purpose and was now retreating back into his body.
“Oh no you don’t,” I said as I grabbed the manhood, keeping it from escaping. Making sure to grip the base with my hand, I used my lips and tongue to stimulate the tip. I continued doing this until I was certain my mangy lover was once again aroused. Sure enough, his cock remained fully erect when I released it. A proud smile curled my lips as I got ready for the next part of my plan.
All I had to do was get on all fours and tap my ass. Now as horny as ever, my lover hopped up and mounted me. His front legs squeezed my waist while his hind ones helped move him closer. Before long, I felt the tip of his manhood make contact with my labia. But as enticing as the thought of that hot spear inside my soaking-wet cunt was, I wanted something else. So I reached back, grabbed hold of the erect prick and guided it to my asshole. And not a second too soon, because the horny animal jerked forward less than a second later.
“FUCK!” I moaned as the shaft shot up my ass, filling it up within seconds. But it did not remain inside me for long. Luckily, that was only because my eager lover had started pounding me fast and hard, forcing his prick to dive in and out of my rectum.
“Oh yes!” I moaned. “Faster! FASTER!”
And that was exactly what he did. My moans intensified along with his anal thrusts. But as great as it felt, I wanted more. Luckily, I was the only one who could escalate things. With another moan, I reached back and slipped two fingers into my soaking-wet pussy. Of course, ferocious finger fucking soon ensued and my moans once more intensified.
So much arousal now coursed through my veins that I could barely keep it contained. Luckily, the powerful orgasm that had been building within me soon exploded and containment was no longer an issue.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned at the top of my lungs as the first wave of cum shot up my vaginal canal. The hot, gooey substance shot past my fingers and flew in all directions.
Meanwhile, my lover’s cock started jerking around in my ass and wave after wave of sweet canine semen shot up my rectum.
Moans, grunts and howls echoed throughout the room for the entirety of the orgasm. By the time the final wave oozed out of me, I was totally exhausted. I felt my muscles give out and I crashed to the bed. At least, I would have had I not been snapped back to reality at that very moment.
I experienced a moment of confusion as I realized I no longer stood atop a cum-covered bed with a rock-hard canine cock shoved up my ass. Instead, I was back on the sidewalk, staring at a dirty, shivering dog. He had ingested every last crumb of food I had given him and was now staring at me with hungry eyes.
I felt bad for him, but I knew there was nothing more I could do for him. So I pet him for a few minutes before heading inside. The last time I saw him, he was standing on the sidewalk, staring at the front door. I wondered if he would spend the night that way, but when I woke up the next day, he was gone. However, the memory of our time spent together would never fade. Nor would the intense fantasy he had given me.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 52: Barbie vs. Barbie
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I love computer animated movies. I especially like the innocence of the Barbie film series. Actually, that series served as my inspiration when picking my pen name. Back before I became a published author, my main character was always called Catalina Lez (in honor of the ever-beautiful porn star Catalina Cruz). But because of the Barbie movies, I changed it to Barbie Lez when I started publishing. That was how it all began.
Nonetheless it took two years before I had my first fantasy about the Barbie from the movies. Maybe it is because the graphics for the movies have now gotten good enough that Barbie is actually hot instead of just cute. Or maybe it is because I love movies and am usually too concentrated on enjoying them to fantasize. Whatever the reason, the fact is I recently had my first Barbie fantasy.
On Black Friday, I ordered the latest Barbie movie via Amazon. The film in question was “Barbie and the Secret Door” and I could not wait to receive it. Especially since I had ordered the Blu-ray version. HD, biatch!
It took a few days, but I eventually received the package I had been longing for. It was with frantic excitement that I hurried into the kitchen, package in hand. Grabbing a knife from the cutlery drawer, I sliced through the sealing tape and opened the box. And there it was, beautiful in its shiny wrapping. But the wrapping soon gave way when I put my knife to it and only the blue of the case and the pink of the slip cover remained. After opening the case to make sure the discs were intact, I hurried into the living room.
The first thing I did was grab the remote and turn on the TV. The next step would require the Blu-ray player remote. And no sooner had I grabbed it that the tray opened. Moments later, the disc was inserted and I watched it get swallowed up by the machine. As soon as the legal notices were over, I skipped through the previews and headed right to the main menu. From there, I selected the “Play” option and sat back to enjoy the show. And what a show it was.
I may not be a fan of musicals—okay, to be honest, I fucking hate them—but this was one of the best Barbie movies to date. The only downside was that my roommate and her boyfriend were in the next room and kept throwing me questioning looks as a result of the sounds emanating from the TV. Luckily, I have absolutely no shame when it comes to my tastes in movies, so I simply ignored them and enjoyed the movie. At least that was the plan.
I am not quite sure how long it took, but my mind eventually started wandering. I think it was after the third time the characters broke out into song. The movie may have been awesome, the fact that the virtual actors started signing for no apparent reason sort of ruined the experience. However, they made it possible for an entirely different experience to take place. Of course, that experience was sexual in nature.
I was doing my best to ignore the signing and this gave me a chance to realize something. Barbie—or Princess Alexa as she was called in this particular movie—looked really hot. Of course, I was shocked by this realization, but not as much as I was by the fact that it had taken me so long to figure it out. The film series may have been created with kids in mint, it did not change the fact that Barbie was hot. Fucking hot!
I continued watching for a little while. But it did not take long before so much arousal coursed through my veins that focusing on the screen became almost impossible. It took me a few moments to figure it out, but a fantasy was growing within me. A powerful fantasy.
“This is weird,” was the last thought I had before the fantasy swallowed me up, dragging me away from both the movie and the real world. Luckily, what happened next fully made up for it.
As with all my other fantasies, the world around me was identical. I was still sitting on the couch and the movie was still playing on the TV. The only difference was that the film now seemed much more realistic than before. It now felt like television screen was a window into another world. A world full of magic and animated characters. Still, I was surprised when Barbie turned to the screen and looked right at me. It was almost like she could see me. Of course, she could. And was. That was proven when she climbed out of the TV. Literally.
My jaw dropped open in awe. Before me now stood a life-size Barbie. Unlike in the movie, she was now eighteen. But aside from that—and the fact that she was no longer animated—she looked exactly as she had in the film. Down to her pink dress and magical wand.
“Who are you?” she asked in the same voice as in the movie.
I was stunned. I knew it was a fantasy, but I was still overwhelmed by the unexpected turn of events. Since I remained silent, she decided to introduce herself.
“I’m Princess Alexa,” she said in that sweet voice of hers.
I could not help but frown. That is, until I remembered she had stepped out of the movie, so in her mind, she was Princess Alexa, not Barbie. Fortunately, she looked just as hot.
“I… I’m Barbie,” I stuttered. If she was not Barbie, then I sure as hell would be.
Alexa smiled at me kindly.
“Where are we?” she asked as she glanced around the living room.
I considered answering, but I had no clue what to say. Plus, seeing that live-action body of hers was making me hornier by the second. And since it was my fantasy, I was free to do as I pleased. And that was exactly what I did.
“Does that wand work?” I asked, gesturing to the wand she held in her hand.
Her eyes traveled down to it and she shrugged. Apparently, she was not far enough into the story to know if it worked. Fortunately, she was not about let that stop her.
“I guess there’s no harm in trying. What do you want?” she asked.
I hesitated, suddenly ashamed. Fortunately, my arousal far outweighed my embarrassment.
“Can you make a strapon appear?”
Oddly, Alexa did not seem surprised by the sexual nature of my request. Instead, she waved her wand. A small sphere of sparkly light left the tip of her wand and shot down toward the coffee table. It exploded when it hit the table and the sparks fizzled in all directions before fading entirely. As soon as the light was gone, a large, bright-pink strapon was revealed.
“I guess it worked,” said Alexa, matter of factly. Apparently, she did not seem overly surprised that she had the gift of magic. But I guess that is what happens when you are a shallow character. Shallow, but hot.
I grabbed the strapon and handed it to Alexa.
“Put it on,” I instructed. I had considered being polite and taking things slow, but I was too horny to care about anything else than sex. Luckily, Alexa seemed all too happy to oblige.
“Of course,” she said as she grabbed the large sex toy. She was about to put it on when I remembered something.
“Get undressed first,” I instructed.
A smile curled her lips. Temporarily putting down the strapon, she removed her dress. The flawless body that lay beneath was revealed and I could not help but gasp. Unlike the doll version of her, she actually had nipples and a pussy. Of course, she also had a belly button, but I did not really focus on that.
“What now?” she asked after a while. I realized she had put on the strapon and now stood before me, ready to take on whatever I could throw at her.
Not wasting a single second, I dropped to the floor and took a seat before her. Reaching out, I grabbed the large toy and guided it to my mouth.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as the tip slipped into my mouth. I immediately started bobbing my head back and forth as I used my lips and tongue to stimulate the shaft.
“That’s hot!” said Alexa. I was little surprised as it was the first thing she said that did not sound like something she would say in one of her movies. Then again, having lesbian sex with a total stranger is probably not something we will ever see in a Barbie movie, so…
I sucked her cock for a while before my arousal convinced me to escalate things. Pulling away from her, I stood up and got undressed. I then turned toward the couch and got into position. Within seconds, I was kneeling on the sofa with me hands gripping the backrest and my ass pushed back. It was clear what Alexa’s job was and I did not even have to tell her what to do.
After slapping my ass teasingly a couple of times, she grabbed my waist and jerked forward.
“FUCK!” I moaned blissfully as most of the large prick flew up my soaking-wet poon. Unfortunately, it was pulled back out moments later. Fortunately, it was only because Alexa had started pounding my tight pussy. At least, she would have had I not stopped her.
“What’s wrong?” she asked in a concerned voice.
I smiled.
“This,” I said as I reached back, pulled out the fake cock from my pussy and transferred it to my ass.
“Oh,” said Alexa. But that was all she said before she started jerking back and forth, forcing almost every last inch of the large toy in and out of my rectum.
I started moaning, but chuckles soon replaced them. This may seem odd, but it actually made a lot of sense. For you see, I had just realized something. If this was a movie, it would not be entitled “Barbie and the Secret Door”, but “Barbie and the Back Door”.
Fortunately, my hilarity was only temporary and powerful moans soon started flowing past my lips.
“Faster!” I begged. And that was exactly what Alexa did. However, it was not all she did. She continued pounding my ass fast and hard, but also reached around me and placed her hands between my thighs. Moments later, two of her fingers slipped into my soaking-wet cunt and started darting in and out alongside the magical strapon.
My moans echoed throughout the living room, accompanied only by my lover’s grunts as she continued the anal pounding. Of course, a powerful orgasm soon grew within me. I barely had time to figure this out before it exploded.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned at the top of my lungs as my pussy started to convulse. Moments later, I felt the first wave of cum shoot up my vaginal canal. The gooey liquid shot past Alexa’s fingers and flew in all directions.
My moans continued flowing throughout the orgasm. It was not until the final wave oozed out of me that I fell silent. I was totally exhausted, but there was one last thing I had to do before I could let the fantasy end. Using what little energy I had left, I turned to my lover. A smile curled my lips as I saw the cum-covered cock she still wore. Dropping to the floor, I sucked it clean and, with a mouth full of cum, pulled Alexa in for a passionate, cum-filled kiss.
“I can’t believe I’m making out with Barbie,” I thought as our tongues danced around in each other’s mouths. Of course, that was not entirely true, but now was not the time to be a stickler. It was the time to enjoy myself. And enjoy it I did until I was snapped back to reality by my roommate’s boyfriend laughing that annoying laugh of his.
I could not help but sigh as I returned to reality. Not only had one of the best fantasies of my life come to an end, but I had missed the last few minutes of “Barbie and the Secret Door”. Luckily, all I had to do was rewind and keep watching.
Against all odds, I managed to keep my arousal in check for the remainder of the movie. Luckily, my mental abstinence paid off, because it was one of the best Barbie movies to date. Even with all the signing. However, it was nothing compared to my fantasy. “Barbie and the Back Door”. Now that was a movie I would want to see!
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 53: Rudolph the Red Cocked Reindeer
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

December 24th. Christmas Eve. My family had not celebrated Christmas in years and both of my roommates were spending the holidays with their families, so I was all alone. Most people would find that depressing, but not me. I am the type of person who is happiest when alone and that day was no different. Still, I felt a little nostalgic for the good old days when my family and I would get together and exchange gifts next to a roaring fire. However, my childhood was far behind me and being an adult meant taking things more seriously. However, that did not mean I could not have a little fun.
I was planning on spending the entire day on the couch, watching Christmas movies. I had even purchased a fruit cake especially for the occasion. So it was with an eager smile that I cut myself a slice and headed into the living room. There I found a dozen movies waiting for me on the coffee table. I had gone through my quite extensive movie collection the day before and picked my holiday favorites.
After choosing a movie, I inserted it into the Blu-ray player and took a seat on the couch. And that was where I remained for the rest of the day. Well, my body did. My mind had other plans and wandered off halfway through the first movie. Perhaps it was because I had already watched that particular film five times or maybe it was the sight of the studly reindeer in it, but whatever the reason, I soon found myself getting turned on. Of course, it was not long before a powerful fantasy grabbed hold of me. And with that, I was off for another one of my perverse mental adventures.
It happened mere seconds after the fantasy started. I heard bells. But not church bells or an ice cream truck bell. It was sleigh bells. That’s right, I heard Santa’s bells. At least, that was my first thought. But then I realized how silly that sounded and I assumed it was my imagination playing tricks on me.
That was when I heard it. It sounded like hooves hitting the floor. And seeing how the entire apartment was covered in hardwood flooring and the sound was growing nearer, it could only mean one thing. Whoever, or whatever, was making that sound was approaching. Fast. I barely had time to turn toward the doorway joining the living room to the dining room before I saw him enter.
“Oh my god!” I gasped as my jaw dropped open. For you see, before me now stood the largest reindeer that I had ever seen. He was not one of those cheesy Disney reindeer, but rather a full-grown, wild-looking animal. The large set of antlers that stood atop his head made me wonder how he had made it through the doorframe. For that matter, I had no idea how he had gotten inside the apartment in the first place. But if he was indeed a Christmas reindeer, it was not really that odd.
I opened my mouth to ask… Well, I had no idea what I was going to ask, but that was irrelevant, because I never got a chance to utter a word. The large animal had completely entered the living room and now stood before the TV, staring at me with an intense gaze. But the weird part came not from his presence there or those incredibly intelligent-looking eyes of his. The odd part was the fact that a light emanated from between his hind legs. A bright-red light. I focused on the source and, once my eyes had gotten used to the brightness, I saw it.
“Oh my god!” I gasped again. But as shocked as I was, I was also entranced. I could not help but stare at the large cock that stood perfectly erect between his hind legs. The glowing, bright-red cock.
I was so taken aback by this that it me took a few seconds to wrap my mind around what I was seeing. Not only had a massive reindeer appeared out of nowhere, but he now stood before me with a glowing red cock between his legs. That could only mean one thing…
“Are you Rudolph?” I asked. Of course, I knew Rudolph was said to have a glowing red nose, but a glowing red cock was close enough. Plus, the tale of Santa Claus and his reindeer was nothing more than a bedtime story for kids. Still, the reindeer standing before me was all too real.
There were a few moments of silence before the red cocked animal addressed my question. I half expected him to speak, but all he did was nod. At least, I now had a name for my mysterious guest. However, I still had no idea why he was there. Luckily, that question was about to be answered.
Rudolph trotted over to me and lowered his head until it was level with mine. It was not until then that I noticed he held a note in his mouth. I found it hard to believe I had not noticed it before, but I had been pretty busy freaking out about the magical reindeer in my living room. I grabbed the note and read it.
It was composed of three paragraphs and basically explained that Santa had sent Rudolph to cheer me up in this holiday season. And of course, the glowing cock between the large animal’s hind legs was the major attraction. Speaking of attraction, the sight of my lover-to-be’s bright manhood was making me hornier with every passing second.
“What should I do?” I wondered. Fortunately, the massive amounts of arousal coursing through my veins made it impossible for me to refuse the generous offer. And with that, I got to work. Jumping up, I tore my clothes off and was naked in less than a second.
Rudolph just stood there, staring at me with those intelligent eyes of his. I could not help but feel like he was enjoying the sight of my naked body. This was proven correct when his cock started to shine brighter. I assumed that meant he was eager for me to get to work and I decided enough time had passed. So I dropped to my knees and took a seat beneath my large lover. The light was now so bright that I was forced to close my eyes to keep from being blinded. So it was in total darkness that I fumbled around until I located his cock.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I wrapped my fingers around the rock-hard spear. The intense heat emanating from it was enough to convince me to get to work. So I leaned forward and parted my lips.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned again as I felt my lover’s schlong slide into my mouth. Believe it or not, his manhood had the faint taste of candy canes. Encouraged by this, I started bobbing my head back and forth while using my tongue and lips to stimulate the shaft.
I continued moaning throughout the blowjob. Apparently, Rudolph was enjoying himself too, because his prick soon started jerking around in my mouth. Before I could even prepare myself, he climaxed.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as his first wave shot into my mouth. I was so eager to swallow it that it was not until the second wave that I realized something.
“Oh my god!” I tried to gasp, but all that came out was a muffled moan. For you see, I had just realized my lover’s cum had quite a unique taste. His dick may have tasted like candy canes, it was nothing compared to his cum. It tastes like a candy cane had just cum in my mouth. But that was as far as I got because wave after wave of reindeer cum were forced down my throat.
By the time my lover’s orgasm came to an end, I was exhausted. Luckily, I still had enough strength for what was about to happen. It took a few moments before I found the strength to open my eyes, but when I did, I was faced with a pleasant surprise. Unlike all my other fantasy lovers, Rudolph’s cock had not retreated into his body as soon as his orgasm had come to an end. Instead, it stood between his legs, ready for round two. Luckily, the large amounts of arousal that coursed through my veins meant I was also ready.
Though no words were exchanged, we both knew exactly what to do. I shuffled out from underneath my lover and got into position. Moments later, I found myself kneeling before the couch, my upper body bent over the top of the couch and my ass in the air. Rudolph trotted over to me and placed himself behind me. All he had to do was place his front hooves on the couch and his hind ones between my legs. And with that, we were ready.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I felt the tip of his manhood make contact with my lower lips. Fortunately that was only the start.
“FUCK!” I moaned blissfully when he jerked forward, forcing his large spear deep into my soaking-wet pussy. Apparently, Rudolph was just as horny as me, because he immediately started rocking back and forth, forcing his glowing schlong in and out of me.
“Faster,” I soon begged. “FASTER!”
And that was exactly what he did. Before long, he was furiously pounding me, forcing his dick in and out of me with such speed that it became impossible to tell when it was in and when it was out. Luckily, I did not give a fuck. All I cared about was the massive orgasm that my magical lover was forcing to grow within me. Unfortunately, it soon stopped growing. Fortunately that was only because it exploded.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked blissfully as my pussy started to convulse. The first wave of cum shot up my cock-filled cunt and flew past me engorged labia. It then flew through the air before raining down upon us, drenching us both in cum.
Speaking of cum, that was exactly what Rudolph did next. His cock started to jerk around in my cunt and his candy cane cum joined mine. The two mixed and exited my pussy with even more force. Each passing second took away a little more of my strength. As much as I was enjoying this Christmas pounding, I could not help but crave the moment when it would all come to an end. But the second that happened, I missed the feel of my lover’s cock diving in and out of me. Luckily, the disappointment was short-lived, because my fantasy soon came to an abrupt end.
I experienced a few moments of confusion before I realized I was back in the real world. No Rudolph. No cum. No sex. Only me and the TV. Well, that and the massive amounts of arousal that still coursed through my veins. I may have climaxed in my fantasy, the real me was still as horny as ever. I considered retreating to my room for a little vibratory fun, but decided spending the day watching Christmas movies while being aroused would be fun. So it was in a constant taste of arousal that I spent the day. A day interspersed with fruit cake and perverse fantasies. Not bad for a Christmas Eve spend alone.
 

To be continued Next Week…
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Week 54: Pounded at the Pound (Part 1)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I have always wanted a dog, but I assume that was made obvious by the dozens of canine-themed erotica stories I have written. However, what is unclear to most people is the reason for my love of dogs.
It all started many years ago. My father has always disliked animals and categorically refused to let us have pets. But after years of us constantly bugging him, he finally gave in. However, he only agreed to let my siblings and I have a cat on the one condition that he remained outside at all times. Over the years, we owned maybe a dozen different pets, but all of them had two things in common. They were never to enter the house and all of them were cats. For some reason, my father always refused to let up have a dog, insisting they were filthy creatures that barked all the time and followed you wherever you went. So it was because of this lack of canine companionship in my youth that I developed a love of dogs. I still like cats, but I am definitely a dog kind of girl. However, that did not stop me from playing with our male cats a few times during my youth. Unfortunately, felines are not exactly the best bestial lovers and nothing more and a little tongue-to-cock action ensued from those encounters. But this story is not about cats, it is about dogs.
My landlord may not allow pets, but that does not mean I cannot go window shopping for a dog. I will not always remain in that apartment and when the day comes when I can finally own a dog, I want to be ready. And that was how this story began.
As much as I enjoy writing about dogs, I wanted more. I wanted to actually touch them. Run my fingers through their fur. Feel this wet muzzles against my palm. I know I could simply have gone to visit one of my canine-owning friends, but I instead opted for the pound.
I was surprised to find the place deserted. Then again, it was a weekday and most people were at work. But not me. That is just one of the upsides of being your own boss; you get to make your own schedule. However, it also makes it easier to get distracted. Speaking of distractions… Just kissing. Now let’s get back to the story.
There was only one woman working that day and she seemed to be swamped. The phone kept ringing and it took her three tries before she managed to escort me to the kennel part of the building. It was basically one long corridor with a row of dog-filled cages on either side. I only made it a few feet into the room before spotting two beautiful dogs. They were large, studly German Shepherds that bore a striking resemblance to one another. But that may have been because they were the only two German Shepherds in the cage.
“Good choice,” said the woman as she noticed me staring at the two large canines. She then explained the two were a father and son team. Though it was quite rare for two males of the same family to get along, these two were inseparable. In fact, she had tried once tried to separate them and had almost been bitten for her trouble.
Suddenly, the phone at the reception started to ring. And since she was the only one there, it was her responsibility to answer it.
“I’m sorry,” she apologized, “but I have to get that.”
I nodded and watched her hurry off. But I then turned my attention back to the two studly canines and studied their muscular bodies. It only took a few seconds before it happened. A fantasy was beginning to grow within me. I had no idea what it would be about, but one thing was certain. It would involve a dog. Possibly two.
The real world faded, only to give way to an identical fantasy one. Immediately, the two canines I had been observing stopped being simply father and son. A frown of incomprehension appeared on my brow as I watched them work. Working in perfect synchronicity, they sat side by side and started licking their crotches. I wondered what they were up to until I saw their cocks appear. They were quite skillfully, because rock-hard pricks soon stood perfectly erect between their hind legs. Though the two relatives physically looked identical, their schlongs were slightly different. The father’s measured an impressive twelve inches in length by two inches in width while his son’s was a more conservative ten inches.
As odd this was, it was nothing compared to what happened next.
“Wow!” was all I could find to say as I watched them start sucking their dicks. But instead of wrapping their lips around their own schlongs, they began sucking their partner’s. I watched in awe as this father and son team began giving each other a passionate blowjob. Their heads bobbed up and down, forcing their relative’s spear in and out of their mouth while their tongues expertly massaged the shaft. Though odd, the scene was incredibly enticing and I soon felt massive amounts of arousal washing over me. But that was nothing compared to what happened next.
The dual blowjobs lasted for almost a minute before the dicks began jerking around madly. That meant both lovers were on the verge of climax. Sure enough, wave after wave soon started shooting out of the convulsing spears. It was not until I saw the gooey liquid drip out of the their mouths that I realized what was happening. Not only were they sucking each other’s spears, but they were actually drinking each other’s orgasmilk.
“That is so fucking hot!” I could not help but mutter as my eyes remained glued to the incestuous display unfolding before me. The dual blowjobs lingered on for a few more seconds before it was all over.
Apparently, neither of the studly canines wanted it to be over, because they continued sucking each other’s cocks even after they were done climaxing. The spears had begun to slither back into their bodies, but their skillful tongue stimulation soon helped stop this. Before long, the two canines once again had raging hard-ons.
“What now?” I wondered as I saw them pull away from one another. Fortunately, I was about to find out.
The father made the first move. Getting to his feet, he just stood there with his massive schlong standing perfectly erect between his hind legs. I began wondering what he was up to. That is, until the son made his move. Also getting to his feet, he came to place himself behind his father. He then hopped up and used his two front legs to squeeze his parent’s waist. He then hopped forward until the tip of his manhood made contact with his father’s asshole.
“Oh…” I gasped in understanding. But that was all I had time to say before the studly son jerked forward, forcing his cock deep into his parent’s rectum. Moments later, he was furiously pounding him, forcing his rock-hard spear in and out of his tight asshole.
That was too much for me to bear. So much arousal now coursed through my veins that I was forced to take action. But since a locked fence stood between us, joining in was not an option. But that did not keep me from pulling down my pants and taking a seat upon the cold, cement floor. I spread my legs wide and, lowering a hand to my cunt, started massaging it softly.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I watched the horny son pound the shit out of his father.
I could clearly see his spear darting in and out of his parent’s ass and it was driving me wild. But not as wild as when he climaxed. It was not until halfway through the orgasm that the father’s asshole overflowed and the hot canine semen came pouring out. It flashed to the floor and remained there for the remainder of the incestuous pounding.
By the time the son’s orgasm came to an end, I was hornier than ever before and started wondering why I had not taken advantage of the enticing spectacle to bring myself to climax. Fortunately, the show was not yet over.
The father still had a raging hard-on and now that his son was done with him, it was his turn. His child seemed to be aware of what was coming, because he dismounted him and turned around, offering him his behind. The father did not waste a second before mounting his son and propelling his massive spear deep into him.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I watched the incestuous pounding unfold before me. I had now escalated to finger fucking and two of them were now darting in and out of my soaking-wet pussy. Soft moans flowed past my lips as my eyed remained glued to the canine fuck fest.
I watched the father’s twelve-inch cock dart in and out of his son’s rectum for almost a minute before I saw it start to jerk around. Fortunately, the powerful orgasm that had been growing within me soon exploded and we both climaxed at the same time. So, while the German Shepherd’s schlong propelled wave after wave of hot jizz into his child’s ass, wave after wave of orgasmilk squirted out of me.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned blissfully as I squirted all over the place. Unfortunately, it was not meant to last.
I only made it halfway through my orgasm before being snapped back to reality. I was still standing before the dog cage and both German Shepherds were seated on the other side. There was not a drop of cum in sight and my pants were once again wrapped around my legs. That could only mean one thing. The fantasy was over.
“Sorry about that,” she the pound worker as she hurried back. “The receptionist is sick and I’m the only one here.”
I did not respond. Instead, I stared at the two studly German Shepherds, wondering how long it would be before I was sucked back into another fantasy. Little did I know, that moment was not far away…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 55: Pounded at the Pound (Part 2)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

“Have you made a choice?” asked the pound worker. She had just returned from answering the phone. Of course, she had also snapped me out of my perverse fantasy, but she knew nothing of it. So I forgot about the incestuous pounding I had just witnessed in my mind’s eyes and instead focused on the real world.
“I’m not sure yet,” I said. Or course, it was a lie, because I knew perfectly well I would not be taking one of these dogs home with me. However, the woman did not need to know any of this. So I decided to take my little window shopping session to the next level.
“Do you think I could spend a little time with one of them?” I asked as I gestured to the father/son team I had only just fantasized about. “You know, to see if we get along,” I added.
The woman immediately nodded and pulled out a set of keys. Mere seconds later, the son had been taken out of the cage. I crouched before him and reached out to pet him. But before I could, the phone rang once again.
“Do you think you’ll be all right here?” she asked.
I scratched the German Shepherd behind the ears and he immediately dropped to the ground and rolled onto his back.
“I’ll be fine,” I assured as I started stretching his belly.
The woman gave me a quick smile before hurrying off to answer the phone. I was only left alone for a few seconds before another powerful fantasy started growing within me. Mere seconds later, it had sucked me in.
I glanced around at the fantasy world that now surrounded me, but it looked just like it had in the real world. However, I knew better. This was a fantasy and that meant I could whatever I pleased without fear of repercussions. So I stopped scratching the studly dog’s stomach and instead reached for his crotch. But before I could grab hold of anything, he jumped up.
“What are you doing?” I asked. But that was all I had time to get out before he buried his muzzle in my crotch and started sniffing. Massive amounts of arousal were coursing through my veins and the large canine must have gotten a whiff of the pre-cum that now filled my cunt. But that was fine by me. More than fine.
Temporarily pulling away from my new friend, I stripped. I barely had time to take a seat on the concrete floor before he once more buried his face in my crotch. I could not help but chuckle at his eagerness. However, I soon realized he was right and took inspiration from his avidness. I pressed my back against the cold floor and spread my legs wide, giving the studly canine unrestricted access to my pussy. An access he immediately took full advantage of.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I felt that long, slimy tongue of his slither back and forth across my engorged labia. But a tongue massage was only the first step. Mere seconds after the tongue dance had begun, the horny canine decided to escalate things.
“Oh yes!” I moaned as I felt his tongue slither past my labia. The slimy appendage shot up her soaking-wet cunt, filling it up in less than a second. But then the German Shepherd pulled back out. Fortunately, that was only because he had started darting his tongue in and out of my twat, no doubt in an attempt to get his hands on every last drop of pre-cum that filled it.
“Don’t stop!” I begged. Fortunately, that was the last thing my canine lover wanted to do. At least that was what I assumed given the ferocity with which he propelled his tongue in and out of me.
My arousal level continued to rise, as did the intensity of my moans. But that was nothing compared to the speed with which a powerful orgasm grew within me. Before long, it filled me up entirely and my lover’s muscular tongue in my cunt was all I could think about. That is, until I climaxed.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned at the top of my lungs as I felt the orgasm explode within me. A split second later, the first wave of cum shot up my tongue-filled poon. The horny dog was so hungry that he immediately sucked up every last drop of cum and swallowed it. But he had nothing to worry about, because more was on its way.
The interspecies tongue fucking continued throughout my orgasm, keeping it powerful through and through. Speaking of powerful, my moans echoed throughout the kennel, encouraging the locked up canines to bark in encouragement. The noise that ensued was so intense it was deafening. But I did not care. I was squirting and that was all that mattered.
After what felt like an eternity, the final wave oozed out of me. The German Shepherd continued licking my pussy throughout my entire recovery period. When I finally found the strength to sit, I found my lover sitting before me with a ten-inch-long schlong standing fully erect between his hind legs. The mere sight of it was enough to bring arousal back to my body and I did not experience a single moment of hesitation before getting to work.
I barely made it to all fours before the studly dog mounted me. He used his front legs to squeeze my waist while using his read ones to hop forward until the tip of his prick made contact with my engorged labia.
“Oh yes!” I moaned as I felt the tip gently massage my lower lips. But gentle is not the word I would use to describe what happened next. As soon as he was in position, my lover jerked forward, forcing almost every last inch of his blistering-hot prick into my soaking-wet cunt.
 
 
“Faster!” I begged, mere seconds after the interspecies pounding had begun. Luckily, that did not keep my hairy lover from obeying my command. Within seconds, he was pounding me so fast and hard I could no longer tell when his schlong was in and when it was out. It just felt like one continuous penetration.
“Oh yes! Yes! YES!” I moaned blissfully as he fucked the shit out of me. I could feel a powerful orgasm growing within me and it was only a matter of time before I climaxed. Fortunately, my lover was just as horny as I was and I soon felt his manhood start to jerk around within me. It was now only a question of who would climax first.
As it turns out, neither of us won that race. Instead, we both climaxed at the exact same time.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned blissfully as I felt a massive wave of cum flow up my cock-filled cunt. The hot orgasmilk mixed with the gooey semen my lover had just released and the resulting interspecies cum cocktail was sent flying out of me.
Moans, cum and barks echoed throughout the kennel for quite a while before the final wave finally oozed out of me. Moments later, I felt my lover’s speak begin to shrink. As soon as it popped out of me, he dismounted me and…
But that was as far as I got before I was once again snapped back to reality by the pound worker returning. One glance at my surroundings told me the German Shepherd I had just been fantasizing about was still sprawled out on the floor and I was rubbing his belly. I could not help but sigh when I realized I was back in the real world. However, I knew another powerful fantasy would soon grab hold of me. It was only a matter of time…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 56: Pounded at the Pound (Part 3)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

“What do you think?” asked the pound worker as she nodded to the German Shepherd that lay before me. He was sprawled on his back, with his belly exposed. I had been rubbing it for the past few minutes, but I was now standing before him.
“He’s great,” I said. And it was true, he truly was a great dog, but I was starting to feel bad about lying to the poor woman. Not only was I wasting her time, but I was doing so on the one day the secretary had called in sick. Still, I was not ready to leave quite yet. “But,” I continued, “I feel bad about separating them. Do you think I could see the father too?”
The woman seemed surprised by the implications of such a request. Apparently, she did not think a young woman was able to care for two dogs. However, that was irrelevant, because I was not actually going to adopt the two large German Shepherds. No matter how much I wanted to, my landlord would never allow me to have a dog, let alone two. But that did not mean I could not have a little fun.
“Of course,” finally said the woman as she unlocked the cage door. As soon as the son was escorted back in, she came out with the father. He looked exactly like his child but for one small detail. His cock was larger. At least it was in my fantasy. But the truth was, I had never seen his real manhood and I never would. But that was not going to stop me from fantasizing about it.
Obviously, the pound worker barely had time to lock the cage before the phone started ringing again. This time, she did not even bother asking if I would be all right. She simply game me a “What the hell is up with that phone?” look and headed off.
The German Shepherd that now stood before me was just as friendly as his son. As soon as I started petting him, he rolled over, giving me full access to his stomach. Unfortunately for him, I was more interested in his crotch. Unfortunately for me, his cock was nowhere to be seen. And given how his balls were missing to, I quickly realized his sex drive was nowhere as powerful as it had been in my fantasy. Or would be again in the fantasy I would soon experience.
I scratched his stomach for a few seconds before his muscular body rose my arousal level enough for a fantasy to grow within me. All I had time to do was smile before reality faded.
As soon as I had been swallowed by the fantasy, I focused on the German Shepherd’s crotch. This time, I found two large testicles. This confirmed I was no longer in the real world and helped convince me to get started. Not wanting his son to get jealous, I opted against sucking the studly dog’s cock. Even if the tip of it sticking out of his prepuce was diving me wild with desire.
Desperate to spend my sexual energy, I jumped up and literally tore my clothes off. As soon as I was naked, I dropped to the floor. But I only made it to my hands and knees before my lover got to work. When I felt something hot against my labia, I thought it was his cock. But when I noticed how wet it was, I realized it was in fact his tongue. Unfortunately, I only had a few second to determine this as this tongue soon left my engorged labia. Fortunately, that was only because my studly lover had transferred his tongue to my asshole.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as he flicked his long, powerful tongue back and forth across my anus. It instantly sent a shiver of arousal running down my spine and a moan past my lips. But that was nothing compared to when he clenched his tongue muscles and propelled a now rigid tongue into her rectum.
“Fuck!” I moaned in a mixture of surprise and arousal. And that was exactly what he did.
The tongue traveled deep into me before being pulled back out, leaving only a thick coat of canine saliva behind. Fortunately, the horny dog soon thrust his tongue back in, forcing another moan past my lips. And they only intensified when he began propelling it in and out with ever-increasing speed and strength. Within seconds, he was furiously tongue fucking my asshole, forcing both my arousal to rise and my moans to intensify.
It was not long before I was moaning powerfully as an intense orgasm grew within me. As much as I loved the feel of that canine tongue darting in and out of me, I could not wait for it to be over. But that was only because I could not wait for my orgasm to explode within me. Luckily, that was exactly what happened next.
“FUUCCCKKK!!!!!” I moaned at the top of my lungs. The first wave shot up my tongue-free cunt, traveling with such force that it was sent flying past my labia in less than a second. As soon as it became airborne, it split into tiny drops and went flying in all directions.
I felt kind of bad that my skillful lover would not even get to taste my cum after all that hard work, but I quickly realized I did not care. All that mattered were the waves of cum that squirted out of me. And the arousal that coursed through my veins. And the moans that flowed past my lips. And basically everything else that had to do with my orgasm.
The intensity of the climax was such that it quickly came to an end. With one final sigh, I dropped to the floor and rolled onto my back, panting like a dog on a hot day. And that was where I remained for the next few minutes.
When I had recovered enough to sit up, I found the German Shepherd licking my cum from the floor. He seemed to enjoy it, because a rock-hard, twelve-inch cock now stood between his hind legs. The mere sight of it was enough to bring strength back to my body.
Springing into action, I scrambled to my hands and knees and presented my ass to my canine lover. That was all it took to convince him to mount me.
“That’s it,” I encouraged as I felt him squeeze my waist with his front legs. Thought I could not see it, I could clearly picture him hopping forward, bringing his erect prick closer and closer to my cunt. Unfortunately, I was wrong. At least for the cunt part. The tip of his manhood soon made contact with my body, but instead of pressing up against my lower lips, it was pressed against my asshole. Though I had planned on giving him the same treatment as his son, it was clearly the studly dog had other plans in mind. Fortunately, I did not mind. Quite the opposite.
“Oh yes!” I moaned when he jerked forward, forcing his large cock deep into me. I could feel it traveling deeper and deeper into my rectum and I was loving every second of it. But not as much as when he started jerking back and forth, forcing his manhood to dart in and out of my ass.
“Faster!” I begged. Like his son, the muscular canine understood the order and started pounding me even faster and harder. Of course, that forced my moans to intensify and my arousal level to rise. And obviously, it was not long before a powerful orgasm began growing within me. It was now only a matter of time before I climaxed.
Like with my current lover’s son, we both climaxed at the same time. The exact same time.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned at the top of my lungs as the first wave shot out of me. Seeing how my lover’s cock was shoved deep into my rectum, my orgasmilk shot up my vaginal canal unhindered and flew out with even more force than before. But like before, it flew in all directions, covering us both in hot cum.
The German Shepherd’s own orgasmilk was released into my ass. As oversized as the penetration was, it still took quite a few waves before it overflowed. When it finally did, the hot semen flew through the air alongside mine before splashing down to the floor.
Wave after wave flew out of me for a few seconds before it happened. Once again, I was snapped back to reality by a now way too familiar voice. Of course, it was the pound worker. She was heading back toward me. And given how I was still fully clothed and the dog’s cock was not shoved deep up my ass, it meant the fantasy was over. But as always, I was not worried. I knew another one would surface soon enough. It was just a question of how long it took…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 57: Pounded at the Pound (Part 4)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

“Have you made up your mind?” asked the pound worker as she arrived. I stopped rubbing the studly German Shepherd’s stomach and stood up. I was beginning to feel seriously guilty about wasting her time and decided it was time to put an end to this little game of mine. However, I could not very well come out and tell her I had never been panning on picking a dog. Actually, I could have, but that would have been a bitch move. And I usually try to avoid being like the animals I fantasize about.
“It’s a big decision,” I said in all honesty. “Can I think about it?” I asked. Technically, I had not lied. However, I had omitted some of the truth. Okay, most of the truth. But it was still better than letting her find out I had been playing her the entire time.
Oddly, the woman did not seem surprised. Either she was an inexpressive person or she had guessed I was not actually planning on taking a dog home with me. But that did not really matter. Now that the con was over, it was time for me to get the hell out of there. But before I could to that, I watched her unlock the cage and escort the father back in. Unfortunately, it was not as simple as that. The two German Shepherds I had fantasized about may have been the largest dogs in their cage, they were not the only ones. One of the other small dogs took advantage of the fact the cage door was open to slip out. The woman was busy leading the German Shepherd into the cage and did notice the missing dog until I pointed him out to her. By then, the little guy had made it halfway across the room.
“Close the door,” she said as she threw me the keys and pursued the escaped canine. I watched her run after him for a few seconds before turning my attention back to the cage. The door was still ajar and I had better take action now before more dogs got loose.
But on my way to the cage, I spotted the two German Shepherds and forgot all about the door. The sight of the two studly dogs sent my arousal level skyrocketing and I soon felt yet another fantasy growing within me.
In mere seconds, I had been swallowed up by the fantasy and I was leaving the real world behind. As soon as I had entered the sexual daydream, I headed toward the door and threw it open. Two of the four dogs within were scared off and escaped the cage, leaving only my two studly lovers behind. Entering the enclosure, I closed the door and turned to the father and son. They just stood there, staring at me. It was clear they were waiting for me to make the first move. And that was exactly what I did.
It took me less than a few seconds before I was naked from head to toe. By then, my two lovers had gotten ready and now had raging hard-ons. I could not help but smile at the sight of them, but that was not about to stop me from doing my job. Hurrying over to them, I helped them get into position.
Before long, both canines lay side by side on their backs with this rock-hard spears standing perfectly erect between their hind legs. The next move was mine and I took a seat next to them. All I had to do then was lean forward and force one of the manhoods into my mouth.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I wrapped my lips around the father’s twelve-inch spear. I forced the prick deeper into my mouth until it touched my uvula. Once that happened, I started bobbing my head up and down, sucking the stud’s cock with all my might. Well, almost all of it.
My attention was split two ways. One part of my brain was focused on sucking the father’s dick while another was busy telling my hand to grab hold of the son’s ten-inch manhood. Moments later, it did and I instantly started jerking him off.
I continued stimulating both lovers’ spears for a few seconds before deciding it was time to change. Of course, the father was not pleased by the interruption, but it was outbalanced by the sun’s gratefulness for the escalation. Fortunately for both, I alternated every few seconds to keep them both satisfied.
My technique seemed to work, because I soon felt their manhoods start to jerk around in my hand and mouth. Moments later, they climaxed. Wave after wave of hot semen hot out of them. Some of it ended up in my mouth, but most of it was sent flying through the air. That is, before gravity got a hold of it and sent it raining down upon us.
By the time the final waves oozed out of them, we were all covered in cum. But none of us cared. We were loving every second of this interspecies threesome and nothing would change that. Not even the fact that their cocks started shrinking as soon as their orgasms came to an end. But I was not about to let that happen and got to work. It only took a few skillful tongue, lip and hand strokes to get them hard again. As soon as they were ready, I put the next part of my plan into action.
Fortunately, both canines were still a little tired from their intense orgasms and I was able to get them to do whatever I pleased. That was how I got the father to lie down on his back with his schlong standing perfectly vertical between his hind legs. Once he was in position, I kneeled over him and lowered myself onto his cock.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as the spear slithered into my soaking-wet cunt. Once most of it had been swallowed up, I leaned forward and placed my hands on the floor.
The next part of the plan was tricky. At least it would have been had the sight of me standing on all fours over his father with his cock shoved deep into me was enough to convince the son to join in. Hurrying over to us, he mounted me and jerked forward. And since my cunt was already full, his prick only had one way to go.
“FUCK!” I moaned blissfully as his schlong dove into my ass. I could feel it wrapped tightly around his spear as it was shoved deeper and deeper.
Before long, I had two massive, rock-hard cocks filling me up. Unfortunately, that was not enough to bring any of us to climax. Obviously aware of this, the son soon started jerking back and forth. Not only did this force his manhood in and out of my ass, but it forced me to rock to and fro, thus forcing the father’s spear in and out of my cunt.
“Faster!” I begged. Like in my previous fantasies, the studly canine understood the command and started pounding me with every last drop of strength at his disposal. The dual pounding that ensued was so intense that a powerful orgasm soon started growing within me.
“I’m gonna cum!” I announced, knowing perfectly well that my two lovers would not understand a single word. But that did not keep their cocks from coming to life and jerking around in my pussy and asshole. We were about to experience a three-way simultaneous orgasm and there was nothing anyone could do about it.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!! I shrieked at the top of my lungs as the first wave shot up my vaginal canal. My two lovers also released their first waves and all three substances squirted out of me like bullets leaving the chamber. Wave after wave of human and canine orgasmilk flew through the air as we moaned and barked at the top of our lungs.
The intensity of the orgasm was such that I almost passed out when the final wave oozed out of me. But remaining conscious did not mean I did not crash to the floor as soon as the son’s cock popped out of my ass. I barely had time to roll off of the father before the last few drops of energy left my body.
I lay there for a few minutes, struggling to keep air flowing in and out of my lungs. When I finally opened my eyed, the fantasy was over. I was back in the real world and there was not a drop of cum in sight, be it human or canine. I heard footsteps and turned to find the pound worker returning with the escaped dog. I suddenly realized the escaped dog was just one more thing I was responsible for and decided it was time for me to leave before an did any more damage. Even if it was by accident.
“Thanks,” I said as I handed her the keys and hurried out.
On the way home, I realized something. I now wanted a dog more than ever. Unfortunately, I still lived in an apartment that forbade pets and there was no way I could sneak a dog past the landlord. But that did not mean I could not fantasize about it. And that is exactly what I do each end every time I crave canine companionship. The mind is a beautiful thing. Especially a perverse one like mine.
 

To be continued Next Week…




Month 14: February
 

Week 58: The Sapphic Wedding (Part 1)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

Two of my friends were getting married. For the purposes of this story, let’s call them Lexxi and Nikki. As their names indicate, they were lesbians. And that meant two bridesmaids, two bachelorette parties and two strippers.
Luckily, I was not a close enough friend to be a bridesmaid. I say luckily, because I think marriage is a total and utter waste of time and money and being part of one would make me a hypocrite. But that did not mean I refused when I was asked to find the strippers for the bachelorette parties. Unfortunately, I had never been to a strip club and had absolutely no idea how to go about hiring a stripper. Fortunately, you can now find anything you desire with a few clicks of a button. Thank god for the internet.
I quickly came across a website that specialized in bachelorette parties. Each stripper had her own profile with pictures and a list of special skills. There were almost a hundred women to choose from and all of them were beautiful. Unfortunately, I had to pick just two. Fortunately, Lexxi’s parents were quite wealthy and the stripper budget was unlimited.
I may not believe in marriage, but I had been given a job and I was going to do everything in my power to provide the best entertainment possible. That meant holding auditions. So I picked the five hottest strippers on the site and set up a private audition session. Though unusual, the strippers did not seem to mind, because they were being paid their usual fee for a five minute performance. As for me, I would just have to endure watching those five beautiful young women dancing seductively before me. Ah, the things we do in the name of friendship, lol.
The first three strippers were breathtaking and their skills were legendary. My arousal level rose gradually throughout their performances and, more than once, I felt a fantasy growing within me. But I had no choice but to keep them contained. My job was to pick two strippers and fantasizing would make such a task impossible. So I grit my teeth and bore through all their teasing. Unfortunately, my arousal eventually got the better of me.
It was not until the fourth exotic dancer entered that I felt my arousal level skyrocket. Her stripper name was Candy Cane and her profile picture had depicted her as a beautiful young woman. But now that she stood before me, I realized that was not the case. She was more than beautiful, she was the hottest woman I had ever seen. She wore a cop uniform with handcuffs and all. But as hot as she looked in it, I could not wait for her to remove it. Fortunately, that was exactly what she did next.
The music had barely started playing when she ripped her top off, revealing her flawless boobs. The mere sight of her breasts was enough to convince me of a few things. One: This was the stripper I would hire. For both bachelorette parties. However, that did not mean I would not let the fifth stripper strut her stuff. Two: There was no way in hell I could resist the powerful fantasy that now grew within me. All I could wish for was that I could keep it contained long enough to avoid missing even a second of her enticing dance.
Somehow, I held out longer than I had initially thought. But when Candy came in for a lap dance I felt the fantasy grab hold of me. Reality faded a split second after she had begun grinding her half-naked body against mine.
The transition between reality and fantasy was so smooth that I almost did not notice it. But when it finally dawned upon me that I could now do whatever I pleased without fear of repercussions, I stopped fighting.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I pulled Candy in for a long, passionate kiss. I forced my tongue past her lips and started exploring her mouth. I did not know how long I had before she rejected me and I was going to enjoy every seconds of it. But as the kiss lingered on, Candy started to relax.
“Mmm?!” I moaned in a mixture of surprise and joy as I felt her tongue come to life. Within seconds, we were passionately making out, our tongues dancing furiously in each other’s mouths.
The make out session lasted well over a minute, but it felt like mere seconds. As soon as she had pulled away from me, she got to her feet and stripped. Seeing how the only piece of clothing she had left were her panties, it was not long before she stood before me, fully naked. I barely managed to keep my jaw from dropping open at the sight of her flawless figure.
“You’re so fucking hot!” I could not resist complementing.
She smiled shyly.
“Thanks,” was her answer. But that was the last thing she said before striding over to me and literally tearing my clothes off. I barely had time to figure out what was happening that her tongue made contact with one of my nipples.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I felt her tongue flick back and forth. Lustful moans filled the air as she teased my nipples. By the time she was done with them, they were hard as rock and I was seriously considering asking her to bypass all other teasing. But I never had to, because that was exactly what she did next.
“Fuck!” I moaned as her tongue made contact with my engorged labia. The feel of her tongue on my lower lips sent my body into sexual overdrive and I lost all ability to speak. All I could do was moan lustfully as she propelled her tongue into my soaking-wet pussy.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as she began thrusting her tongue in and out of me. She may have been a stripper, that did not mean she could not have made a fortune as a hooker. But I forgot all about that when I felt her tongue leave my cunt.
“What the…” I started as I peered down at her. She ignored me and grabbed my waist. I was pulled forward into my chair, forcing my body to slump down and forcing my legs to spread even wider. As a result, my asshole was revealed. But it was not until she buried her face in my crotch and used her tongue to stimulate my anus that I figured out what she was up to.
“…fuck!” I finished when her tongue slithered into my body. She did not waste a single second before propelling it in and out of my asshole. But as great as that felt, I wanted more. Luckily, Candy’s plan was only beginning.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned when I felt something slither into my pussy. I glanced down and saw two of her fingers darting in and out of my twat as her tongue did the same in my ass. By then, so much arousal coursed through my veins that only a few more seconds were required for me to climax.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned at the top of my lungs as my body began convulsing. Moments later, it happened. I started to squirt. Powerful moans flowed past my lips as I sprayed my hot orgasmilk all over my young lover. Unfortunately, my orgasm only lasted a few seconds.
I was snapped back to reality when Candy’s lap dance came to an end. Glancing around, I realized I was still fully clothed and my fantasy lover’s tongue was no longer buried in my ass. That could only mean one thing. The fantasy was over. Fortunately, I was not given time to be disappointed.
“So?” asked Candy as she grabbed her clothes and started getting dressed. “How was it?”
I smiled up at her and said two simple words. “You’re hired!”
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 59: The Sapphic Wedding (Part 2)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

Now that I had hired a stripper for my friends’ bachelorette parties, I was free to sit back and enjoy the show. And that was exactly what I did.
The first bachelorette party was for Lexxi. She was rather shy and definitely not the type to have a stripper at her party. Unfortunately, she would have to deal with it, because Candy Cane was on her way. The mere thought of her made me wet and it took everything I had to keep from fantasizing about her then and there. But I managed to keep my arousal contained and tried to get excited about the party. It was my first bachelorette party and I had no idea what to expect.
In the movies, bachelorette parties are portrayed as big, wild bashes where the bride gets everything out of system in anticipation of married life. This was nothing like that. Stories of the good old times were told and Lexxi received a multitude of presents. Most were gag gifts that got a good laugh out of every one of us. There were edible panties and a multitude of sex toys. My favorite had to be the large, bright-pink strapon. But once the present portion of the evening was over, things returned to being boring.
Fortunately, the doorbell soon rung, announcing the arrival of the stripper. Since I had hired her, I hurried to the door and escorted Candy in. She wore the same police uniform as the last time I had seen her and she looked just as hot. I barely managed to keep from ripping her clothes off and ravaging her and led her to the living room. I was expecting Lexxi to gasp in shock at the sight of the stripper, but the blindfold she now wore kept her from knowing what was going on. In fact, that was exactly what she asked next.
“You’ll see soon enough,” I said as I nodded to Candy to tell her she could begin her show. I returned to my chair and got ready to enjoy the best performance of my life as the music started to play.
By the time Lexxi was given permission to remove her blindfold, Candy had started dancing. I took all the strength I had, but I managed to tear my gaze away from her flawless body. But it was well worth it for the shocked expression that appeared on Lexxi’s face when she spotted Candy.
Laughter filled the room for a few seconds before Lexxi’s face went from shock to what appeared to be fear. A split second later, she was up and running out of the room. Everyone froze. It was as if time had stopped. I was the first one to recover and hurried after Lexxi, telling the other guests to keep the party going.
I found Lexxi in her bedroom. She was sitting on the bed, tears running down her cheeks. The sight of her filled me with a sense of guilt. I was the one who picked the stripper. What if I had chosen someone she knew?
“I’m sorry,” I apologize as I join her on the bed. “It was just for fun.”
There was a short silence before she spoke.
“I know,” she said. “I’m just nervous,” she explained.
“About what?” I asked.
Lexxi did not answer, but the cause for her distraught state was obvious.
“The wedding?”
She nodded.
I was stunned. Lexxi and Nikki had always been the perfect couple. Though I did not believe in marriage, if two people were ever meant to be married, it was them. So as hard as it was for me, I convinced her that becoming Nikki’s wife was the right move. Fortunately, she just needed a little pep talk and quickly realized she was being silly. She and Nikki loved each other and they would spend the rest of their lives together.
“You’re right,” she eventually said as she dried her tears. “Let’s get back to the party.”
I started getting up, but she pulled me in for a tight hug before I could. At first I smiled, happy to have helped her through her crisis. But the arousal from seeing Candy was still present and the feel of her breasts pressing against mine brought it bubbling to the surface. I knew this was the worst possible time, but my body refused to obey. Arousal coursed through my veins and a powerful fantasy grew within me. I fought it for a few seconds before it got too much for me to handle.
“Fuck it!” I finally thought and let it take over. Moments later, I was dragged away from the real world and dropped into an identical fantasy one. Fully giving in to my arousal, I broke the hug and pulled Lexxi in for a long, passionate kiss.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I thrust my tongue past her lips. Not wasting a single second, I started exploring her oral cavity.
Though this was my fantasy, I had no idea what would happen next. Lexxi could just as easily freak out as she could give in to my oral dance of seduction. Fortunately for me, she picked the second option and soon started reciprocating my eager tongue strokes.
The kiss lingered on for quite some time before my arousal got too intense for me to handle. Breaking the kiss, I looked Lexxi up and down. She may not have been as hot as Candy, she was defiantly pretty. She had a cute, shy thing going on and it was driving me wild with desire.
“Stay here!” I ordered as I rushed out of the room. I has just gotten a brilliant idea and needed something that had remained in the living room. Fortunately, all eyes were on Candy, so I was able to retrieve the large strapon from the coffee table unnoticed.
By the time I returned to the bedroom, Lexxi was fully naked and waiting for me on the bed. The sight of her naked body should have sent my arousal level skyrocketing, but it instead filled me with guilt. I was getting ready to have sex with my friend’s wife-to-be a few days before their wedding. But then I remembered it was only a fantasy and all guilt faded, leaving only arousal behind.
I literally tore my clothes off and strapped the sex toy to my body. Before long, a large, silicone cock stood perfectly erect between my legs.
“Get over here!” I ordered as I pointed to the floor before me.
A smile appeared on Lexxi’s lips as she jumped up and hurried over to me.
“Kneel!” I said as soon as she had reached me. I then watched her get into position with a wide smile of anticipation.
“Suck. It!” I commanded.
Moments later, Lexxi’s lips were wrapped around the shaft and her head was bobbing back and forth. I watched her slowly, sensually suck my “cock” as she peered up at me with lust-filled eyes. But as enticing as the sight was, it was not meant to last.
“Stop!” I ordered. Lexxi looked up at me with confusion. That is, until I gave my next command.
“Go to the bed and get ready for the pounding of a lifetime,” I instructed.
A wide smile curled her lips as she obeyed. By the time I joined her, she was standing next to the bed. Her body was bent forward with her hands on the matrass and her ass in the air, ready to receive me. Moments later, I was standing behind her, her waist in my hands and the tip of my “cock” pressing up against her engorged labia.
“Fuck me,” she begged in a soft voice as she glanced back at me over her shoulder. That sight alone made it impossible for me to even consider disobeying her sensual command.
“Fuck!” she moaned as I jerked forward, forcing the strapon deep into her. Moments later, I was pounding her as fast and hard as I could. Moans flowed past her lips and grunts left mine.
The sounds of sex filled the air for the short time it took Lexxi to climax.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” she moaned at the top of her lungs as her body started to convulse.
I continued pounding the shit out of her with a wide smile on my lips and arousal in my heart. It was not long before I felt her hot love juice splash onto my thighs and drip down my legs as I thrust the toy in and out of her squirting pussy. But it was not meant to last.
I experienced a moment of confusion when I was snapped back to reality. But then I figured out Lexxi had ended the hug and I was back in the real world. With no strapon or cum in sight, I sighed in disappointment. That is, until I remembered the stripper that awaited us in the living room.
“Ready to return to the party?” I asked. Lexxi nodded and we headed out.
What happened next was something I had never before seen. Lexxi actually started to have fun. Not only did she cheer Candy on alongside the other guests, but she even let her give her a lap dance. It was a night none of us would forget. Ever.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 60: The Sapphic Wedding (Part 3)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

With Lexxi’s bachelorette party behind us, it was now time for Nikki’s. Aside from the bride being different, the two parties were surprisingly similar. The same lame stories were told and most of the gag gifts received by Nikki were the same. Whoever had given Lexxi the large, bright-pink strapon had also given one to Nikki. To this day I still have no idea who it was, but one thing was certain; she was my kind of girl.
It was not until the stripper arrived that things finally started getting interesting. I had only just escorted Candy Cane into the living room when I realized something. Nikki was drunk. And I don’t mean a little tipsy. I mean forget-everything-that-happened drunk. Fortunately, the wild party animal that Nikki had become momentarily remained caged as Candy began her performance. Unfortunately, it was set loose as soon as the lap dance began.
Nikki started by fondling the stripper’s now bare breasts, but Candy was accustomed to dealing with handsy clients and let it slide. However, the lap dance came to an abrupt end when Nikki tried to kiss her. While everyone gasped in shock or giggled in amusement, I snapped into action.
I jumped to my feet and kept Nikki from embarrassing herself further. Unfortunately, she was determined to kiss someone. And now that Candy was out of range, I became her primary target.
“Mmm?!” I moaned in surprise as I felt her lips make contact with mine. For a split second, I considered letting her slide her tongue into my mouth, but this was no fantasy. It was real life and all of our friends were gathered around us. But that did not keep a shiver of arousal from running down my spine. Unfortunately, that one shiver was enough to ignite the fires of passion within me.
“Oh no!” I mentally gasped as I realized what was happening. A powerful fantasy was growing within me and it was only a matter of seconds before it took over.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned, a split second after the fantasy began. I immediately gave in to the arousal that coursed through my veins and pulled Nikki in for a long, passionate kiss.
Our tongues danced around in each other’s mouths, performing a ferocious waltz of perverse love. I knew what I was doing was wrong, but this was a fantasy and I would enjoy every second of it.
When our lips finally parted, I glanced around, only to discover everyone staring at us with shock-filled eyes. We stayed that way for a while before Nikki broke the silence.
“What?” she asked innocently. “It’s my last day as a free woman. I’m entitled to have a little fun.” Turning to me, she added, “And you’re definitely fun.”
I blushed in a mixture of embarrassment and pride. But the feeling was soon replaced by arousal when she pulled me in for another passionate kiss. When it finally ended, our friends no longer looked shocked. In fact, they seemed to have gotten accustomed to the concept of watching us have sex and a few of them even had smiles of anticipation. Even Candy had taken a seat and was getting ready to enjoy the show.
Since my fantasy lover was drunk, I took control of the situation. Plus, I liked being the dominant one. At least in my fantasies.
“Strip!” I ordered in a firm, yet lust-filled voice.
Nikki eagerly obeyed, but her inebriated state lengthened the process considerably. Taking advantage of this, I glanced around the room and soon located the item of my desire. The large, bright-pink strapon Nikki had only just received. Grabbing it, I quickly got undressed and strapped it on. By then, Nikki had wrestled her clothes off and now stood fully naked before me.
“Suck it!” I ordered.
Moments later, Nikki was kneeling before me. Her head tilted forward and her lips parted. The movement was slow, but confident. But it was not until the tip of the toy vanished into her mouth that her intense arousal was revealed.
“Mmmmm!” she moaned as she started sucking my “cock”. Unlike Lexxi, Nikki was ferociously bobbing her head back and forth, forcing the spear deeper and deeper into her mouth. Before long, she was deep throating it, forcing every last inch of the sex toy in and out of her mouth and throat.
As much as I loved the enticing sight, it quickly became too much for me to handle. I considered voicing my desires, but instead opted for a hands on approach. Reaching down, I yanked her head away from the toy.
“What…” she began.
“…the…” she continued as I grabbed her hair in a firm, yet pain-free manner and guided her to the coffee table. Moments later, she was bend over it with me kneeling behind her, the tip of the strapon pressed up against her engorged labia.
“…fuck!” she finally finished. And that was exactly what I did. With a wide smile, I jerked forward, forcing the strapon deep into her soaking-wet pussy. Unfortunately, that was all I had time to do.
“Stop!” she ordered in such a commanding tone that I froze mid-thrust.
“What’s wrong?” I inquired. Had I done something wrong? Was she having doubts? Luckily, neither of those were the cause for her odd request.
“I want you,” she said as she peered back over her shoulder, “to fuck my ass!”
This brought the widest smile of the evening to my lips. I considered asking if she was certain, but the fierce determination I read on her face made it clear it was not up for debate. Not that I would consider debating such an enticing request.
“Yes mam!” was my reply as I pulled out of her cunt and transferred the toy to her ass. One quick jerk was all that was needed to send the spear flying up her rectum.
“Fuck!” she moaned blissfully. Encouraged by this, our audience cheered, convincing me to get to work.
Moments later, I am pounding the shit out of her. The strain of propelling the toy in and out of her ass with such force and speed was so exhausting that I started grunting. But that did not mean I was going to stop. I would pound her to climax, even if it meant I would die of exhaustion. But before that happened, I had a little time on my hands and I took full advantage of it.
“Do you like it?” I grunted between two thrusts.
“Yes!” she cried out.
“Then take it, you little slut!” I roared. “Take it all!” and with that, I performed the most powerful thrust to date. I watched in a mixture of awe and pride as Nikki’s ass swallowed up every last inch of the large toy. And that was what it continued to do throughout the remainder of the Sapphic pounding.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” eventually shrieked Nikki as her body began to convulse. I tightened my grip on her waist and continued pounding her as she climaxed. I soon felt my thighs grow wet from her orgasmilk, but still I pounded on.
Her moans echoed throughout the living room for a few more seconds before I was snapped back to reality. The return to reality was rather abrupt. One quick glance at my surroundings told me one of my friends had bumped into me on her way to helping Nikki. She was still drunk and attempting to kiss whoever got close. Come to think of it, it was a veritable miracle she had not forced her tongue past my lips during my fantasy. Not that I would have noticed had she done so.
We eventually managed to calm her down and once she had promised to behave, the party continued. Candy resumed her alluring performance, but made sure to keep her distance from Nikki.
As hot as Candy was, all I could think about was how it would have felt to actually kiss Nikki. Unfortunately, she was getting married and I would never know. But that did not mean I could not fantasize about it.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 61: The Sapphic Wedding (Part 4)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

The wedding day had finally arrived. No one had told Lexxi about her fiancée’s drunken incident and the couple was getting ready for the happiest day of their lives. I was sitting in the second row, waiting for the brides to arrive.
We had been waiting for quite some time and I was starting to get worried. Had something happened? Had someone told Lexxi what had happened at Nikki’s bachelorette party? Had she called off the wedding? But all of my fears vanished the second the bridal chorus started playing.
As I turned to glance at the back of the church, I realized something. It was my first time attending a lesbian wedding and I had no idea what to expect. Would they both be wearing wedding dresses? Would they both be wearing tuxedos? Or would they mix things up and each wear one?
What I saw were my two friends wearing the most beautiful wedding dresses I had ever seen. Unlike the frilly white gowns you see in movies, they wore plain white dresses. They were quite revealing and clung to their slim bodies with surprising closeness. In other words, they were hot. Fucking hot!
Their respective fathers were walking them down the aisle and oohs and aahs fused from the crowd as they passed. But what emerged from me was arousal. By the time they reached the altar, I was so horny that a powerful fantasy had started growing within me. I knew it was the worst possible time to fantasize, but it was already too late. The last thing I saw before reality faded was Lexxi and Nikki.
I glanced around. Everything looked the same, but I knew from experience that it was not. The world surrounding me was part of my fantasy and none of it was real. As usual, that meant I could do whatever I pleased without fear of repercussion. However, I decided to remain seated and see what happened. Luckily, my perverse mind quickly found a cure for my inaction.
Lexxi and Nikki were still standing at the altar and the priest was getting ready to begin the ceremony. But the brides cut him off before he could even begin.
“We have an announcement to make,” began Lexxi.
I glanced around, but from the confused glances I received, it was clear no one knew what the big news was. Fortunately, the answer was so revealed.
“We’re not getting married,” announced Nikki.
A collective gasp rose from the crowd. Realizing what she had done, Nikki quickly added, “What I meant to say was: We’re not getting married yet. We have one last thing to do first.”
Sighs fused form the crowd, but the most prominent emotion was by far confusion. What was this thing they had to do? And why did they have to do it now? But the question that would soon outweigh all others was: And how the hell was I involved?
“Barbie, could you please join us?” asked Lexxi.
I was so shocked by the unexpected invitation that I just sat there. It was not until my neighbor nudged me that I snapped out of it. Knees weak and brow furrowed, I made my way up the stairs leading to the altar. I gave the brides a questioning look, but neither of them acknowledged it. Instead, they focused on the crowd and started speaking again.
“This is Barbie,” said Nikki, gesturing to me.
“And she was in charge of picking the stripper for the bachelorette parties,” continued Lexxi.
I just stood there, totally confused. Why were they announcing this to the world? What did any of it have to do with the mysterious task they wanted to complete before tying the knot? Unfortunately, I was about to find out.
“But that is not all she did,” Nikki went on.
“She also had sex with the bride,” announced Lexxi.
The crowd gasped. And so did I.
“Both brides,” added Nikki.
The crowd gasped again. I did too, but for an entirely different reason. I had just figured out this was not a new fantasy. It was actually the continuation of my two previous ones. From what I had just learned, it was clear Lexxi and Nikki had fessed up to one another. But that still did not explain why they were telling everyone. However, I was once again about to find out.
“Strip!” ordered Lexxi as she turned to me.
I was so surprised by the unexpected command that I just stood there, staring at her with a blank expression. It was not until Nikki repeated her wife-to-be’s order than I realized what was happening. They were punishing me for seducing them.
Under normal circumstance, I would have been totally freaked out and most likely would have run out of there. But seeing how this was a fantasy, I decided to play along.
“What now?” I asked once I had removed my clothes. I was feeling rather shy as every single eyeball in the church remained glued to me. But I was in good shape and had nothing to be ashamed of, so I just stood there and waited to see how things would unfold.
“This!” said Lexxi and Nikki in unison as they tore their dresses off. Underneath, they were completely naked but for the large, bright-pink strapons that stood perfectly erect between their legs. I quickly recognized them as the strapons they had received at their bachelorette parties. What I did not know was how the hell they had managed to keep them hidden all this time. But it did not matter. The sight of them told me my punishment would be sexual in nature and that was all I cared about.
“Kneel!” ordered Lexxi, officially confirming my suspicions.
“Now suck!” added Nikki as she thrust her silicone cock into my face.
I parted my lips and leaned forward. Within seconds, I was lustfully sucking her spear, forcing it in and out of my mouth. But I was forced to change tactics when Lexxi shoved her own prick into my face.
I quickly came up with a plan and started alternating between the two plastic schlongs. I sucked one for a few seconds before switching to the other. Of course, I made sure to jerk off whatever cock was not in my mouth to ensure neither of my lovers felt left out. It seemed to work, because they soon ordered me to stop.
I knelt there, waiting for my next command. I could feel the burn of hundreds of eyes on my back, but ignored it and instead watched Nikki lie on the floor. Her now vertical strapon just stood there, waiting for me to mount it. But I knew better than to act without being ordered to, so I waited.
It only took a few seconds, but it felt like an eternity. I was so eager that I did not even listen to the command. I simply got on all fours and shuffled toward Nikki. Within seconds, I was over her and had the tip of her silicone manhood pressing up against my engorged labia. I peered down at her with lust-filled and waited for permission to lower myself onto her “cock”.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned when the command was finally given and I felt the large spear slither deeper and deeper into me. But as great at it the prick felt in my soaking-wet poon, it was only the beginning.
I soon felt Lexxi grab my waist and I realized she was now kneeling behind me. But that was not all she was doing.
“Fuck!” I moaned. She had just jerked forward and the strapon was now shooting up her asshole. But it did not remain within me for long. Fortunately, that was only because Lexxi had started pounding me. Each one of her thrusts sent my body rocking forward, thus forcing Nikki’s prick into my cunt. As I rocked back and forth, the two shafts were reputedly propelled in and out of me.
My moans echoed throughout the church for a few moments before I felt a powerful orgasm grow within me. Of course, that only increased the intensity of my cries.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!” I eventually shrieked. My body began to convulse and my soaking-wet pussy quickly overflowed. My moans lingered on as I squirted all over my two lovers. Throughout what could very well have been the most powerful orgasm of my life, Lexxi and Nikki continued pounding the shit out of me.
Unfortunately, I only made it halfway through my orgasm before I was snapped back to reality. One quick glance at my surroundings told me I was back in the second row, fully dressed and free of cum. The entire crowd was cheering, but it was not until I focused on Lexxi and Nikki that I figured out why. They were kissing, which could only mean one thing. They were now married.
As happy as I was for them, I experienced a sudden feeling of loss. Fantasizing about my two engaged friends was one thing, but picturing myself having sex with a happily married couple was too perverse even for me. But that did not mean I could not cherish the four intense fantasies their wedding had brought me. And cherish them I will for years to come.
 

To be continued Next Week…




Month 15: March
 

Week 62: The Lesbiality Threesome (Part 1)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I was strolling down the street when my foot landed on some ice. The next thing I knew, I was flat on my ass. People stood all around, but no one paid any attention to me, so busy were they going about their business. Well, almost no one.
“Are you all right?” asked a woman’s voice.
“I’m fine,” I assured, though my ass was a little sore. But I forgot all about that when I looked up to find a beautiful young woman staring down at me. But the shocking part was not her beauty. Or even the fact that she was a cop. The surprising part came from the massive stallion she rode.
My uncle worked for the Royal Canadian Mounted Police for twenty-five years, so I knew for a fact RCMP officers only rode horses on special occasions. But whatever this beautiful young cop was going there, it was no special occasion, because she was not wearing formal red uniform. Instead, she wore a more casual police outfit that molded by body with surprising perfection. I took a moment to look her up and down. I could spend all day describing her, but let’s just say she was hot. And young. In fact, she seemed so young that I wondered how long it had been since she had graduated from the police academy. But that soon became irrelevant when I noticed something between her mount’s legs. His hind legs.
My jaw almost dropped open, but I miraculously managed to keep it shut. From my seated position, I had a perfect view of his underbelly. But all I cared about was his cock. His long, thick cock. Unfortunately, his spear was only partly erect, but the mere sight of it was enough to drive me wild. I felt my arousal level skyrocket as a powerful fantasy grew within me. But then I remembered the cop that sat atop the studly beast.
I immediately tore my gaze away from the manhood. At least I tried. But my so much arousal now coursed through my body that I was frozen in space. I knew what I was doing was incredibly dangerous, but I kept on staring at the stallion’s dick. It only took a few seconds before the fantasy that had been forming within me took over. Moments later, reality faded.
Due to the nature of my arousal, I expected my fantasy to be bestiality-themed. But one quick glance at the cop told me otherwise. Though she looked exactly the same as she had in real life, she somehow seemed hotter. Perhaps it was the way her uniform clung to her body. Or maybe it was the half smile that curled her lips. Or perhaps it was the fact that her eyes were focused on me, sending a shiver of desire running down my spine.
Unsure what would happen next, I decided to act normal until something of interest happened.
“Thank for stopping,” I said as I scrambled to my feet.
“What were you staring at?” she asked, totally ignoring my thanks.
“Nothing,” I lied as I diverted my eyes. But the damage had already been done; she had caught me staring at her horse’s cock.
Unfortunately, my answer did not satisfy her and she dismounted the massive animal. A quick glance between the steed’s legs told her all she had to know. I expected her to lecture me on the wrongness of bestiality or simply stare at me in total and utter shock. But instead, she smiled. I swear to god, she actually smiled.
I sighed. But as soon as the air had been expulsed from my lungs, her grin vanished.
“Follow me,” she said, now with an emotionless face. My heart started to beat faster. Why did she want me to follow her? Where were we going? What would she do to me? But since it was a fantasy, I did not fear the future. Even if something horrible happened, it would only end in me returning to reality. So I shrugged and followed her.
She held her steed by the reins and led him through the crowd. I followed her and we soon ended up in a deserted back alley. I was not sure what would happen next, but I was confident it would be sexual in nature. After all, it was a fantasy and given my perverse mind, I could already picture her telling me to suck her stallion’s cock. Because of this, I was totally stunned when she instead pulled me in for a passionate kiss.
“Mmmmm?!” I moaned in a mixture of surprise and bliss as her tongue slithered into my mouth. I quickly recovered and we started passionately making out. By the time our lips parted, I had forgotten all about the studly equine. All I could now think about was the beautiful cop that stood before me.
“I guess you are not only attracted to animals,” she said in an amused voice.
I laughed. That was the understatement of the century. But I quickly forgave her when she spoke again.
“Strip!”
I was so eager to please that I literally tore my clothes off. As soon as I was naked, she pinned me to the wall and began sucking on my boobs.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as her tongue danced on my breasts, sending shivers of desire running across my skin.
Unfortunately, she pulled away after mere seconds. I had no idea what was coming next, but I knew for a fact I would like it. Actually, I would fucking love it.
“Fuck!” I moaned, moments after she had dropped to her knees. Her face was now buried in my crotch. I shuffled my legs apart to give her better access. Immediately taking advantage of it, she ended the sensual tongue massage she had been performing upon my engorged labia and instead propelled her tongue deep into me.
“Fuck!” I moaned again as she began darting her tongue in and out of my soaking-wet cunt. Her skill was only surpassed by her eagerness and powerful moans soon started flowing past my lips.
I quickly started begging her for more. Unfortunately, my plan backfired. No sooner had the words left my lips that hers left my labia. I opened my mouth to protest, but she beat me to the punch.
“Shut up!” she ordered as she grabbed my waist and pulled me down. My knees bent and my ass cheeks speared. I wondered what she was up to for about half a second before I felt something make contact with my asshole. Actually, it was two somethings. Her fingers.
“Oh god!” I moaned as she thrust them into me. They were instantly swallowed up. My rectum felt great wrapped around her appendages, but it was not meant to last. Luckily, the retraction of her fingers marked the start of a furious anal finger-fucking session. Moan after moan flowed past my lips as my arousal level skyrocketed. I was so caught up in the moment that it took me a few seconds to realize she had resumed the interrupted labial tongue massage. But that was the last thing I did before an orgasm exploded within me.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I bellowed at the top of my lungs. My body spasmed and without my lover’s support, I would have crashed to the ground. Still, it was on shaky legs that I started squirting. Wave after wave of hot nectar shot out of me, raining down upon my beautiful lover like a spring rain washing away the winter snow. But all I could think about in that moment was, “Her fingers feel so fucking good in my ass!”
Moments before the final wave oozed out of me, I was snapped back to reality by the sounds of hooves hitting pavement. Because the stallion was also part of my fantasy, it took me a few moments to figure out I was back in the real world. One glance at my now fully clothed body confirmed this. And one look at the steed told me he was leaving, the beautiful young cop seated atop his powerful back. I felt my heart sink. That is, until I got an idea.
I knew the safest course of action was to head home and take care of my arousal the old fashioned way, but all I could think about was the beautiful cop and her studly mount. I had no plans for the rest of the day and decided to go on a little adventure. I knew nothing could happen between me and the cop—or the stallion—but that did not mean I could not fantasize about it…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 63: The Lesbiality Threesome (Part 2)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

As I followed the beautiful cop and her studly stallion, I kept thinking back to the powerful fantasy they had forced upon me. More than once, my arousal spiked and another fantasy almost took hold of me. Luckily, I managed to keep my emotions in check long enough for them to come to a stop. For the past few minutes, I had been discretely followed them, diving behind cover each time she glanced in my directions. Of course, I knew I was doing nothing wrong, but sneaking around someone made the entire ordeal more exciting.
But the real excitement started when the stallion came to a stop. The beautiful cop dismounted the powerful beast and, after tying his reins to a lamppost, entered a nearby store. I was still too far to see what store it was, but all I really cared was that the stallion was now all alone. If I was ever going to make my move, now was the time. Of course, I had no idea of what I would do, but I was desperate for another glimpse at his cock.
I waited a minute to make sure the cop would not return. When I was certain the coast was clear, I carefully approached the powerful animal. He was even bigger than I recalled and his powerful muscles sent a shiver of arousal running down my spine. All I wanted to do was crouch down and stare as his manhood, but given the dozens of pedestrians, I thought it best to take a subtle approach.
It took a while, but I eventually found the perfect angle. Unfortunately, his cock had retreated back into his body and only the head was now visible. I felt disappointment wash over me, but it was quickly replaced by resolve. I was determined to keep my detour from being a total waste and decided to get better acquainted with the stallion. Carefully reaching out, I approached the animal. Moments later, my palm made contact with his flank.
The mere feel of his soft coat against my skin sent my arousal level skyrocketing. In less than a second, a powerful fantasy was taking over me. I barely had time to figure out what was happening before the real world faded.
“I may as well enjoy it,” I thought as soon as the fantasy had begun. Not wasting a moment, I crouched down. A smile curled my lips as I saw his manhood come to life. It started to grow, lengthening and widening with every passing second. Before long, a rock-hard spear stood perfectly erect between his hind legs. I honestly had no clue why his schlong had magically started growing, but I did not care.
My first instinct was to reach out and grab hold of the manhood. But one quick glance at my busy surroundings told me I had to find a more private venue. Luckily, there was a deserted alley nearby and all I had to do was free my lover-to-be’s reins from the lamppost and guide him to our love den.
In less than a minute, we were alone. Unfortunately, his prick had lost some of its stiffness. Fortunately, my eagerness convinced me to remedy this. Dropping to my hands and knees, I shuffled underneath my lover. As soon as I was in position, I reach out and grabbed the massive manhood with both hands.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I guided it to my mouth. I used my lips, tongue and hands to stimulate the equine’s prick. My hard work soon paid off and, within seconds, the animal had a rock-hard cock standing between his hind legs. I almost pulled away to drink in the beautiful sight that was his shaft, but my arousal convinced otherwise.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I began bobbing my head back and forth. With my lips wrapped tightly around his dickhead and my tongue dancing around madly, I was able to send his arousal level into overdrive. Of course, the double handjob I was performing upon his huge shaft also helped considerably. But it was the combination of it all that forced an orgasm to explode within him.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned again. His cock had just come to life and was now jerking around in my hands and mouth. I knew what was coming, but that did not keep me from being surprised when his first wave shot into my mouth. It was so powerful that half of it was forced down my throat while the other half shot out of my mouth. Luckily, my vivid imagination made the semen taste just as sweet as it does in my stories and it was with blissful anticipation that I swallowed mouthful after mouthful of the tasty nectar.
By the time the final wave oozed out of the steed’s spear, my stomach was so full it felt like it was about to explode. Moments later, this manhood went lips. But my fantasy was far from over and I held on to the prick. I used my tongue, lips and fingers to stimulate it until blood returned to it. By the time I was done, my lover yet again had a raging hard-on.
Without a moment of hesitation, I got to work. Releasing the gargantuan manhood, I quickly removed my cum-soaked clothes and placed myself beneath my studly lover. Reaching back, I grabbed hold of his prick and guided it to my cunt. No sooner had his dickhead made contact with my labia that he jerked forward.
“Fuck!” I moaned as his spear shot past my lower lips. His prick was huge and I honestly have no idea if it would have even fit in my poon in real life. But all that mattered was that it had in my fantasy and it felt great. But not as great as when he started rocking back and forth.
“FUCK!” I moaned again as his schlong dove in and out of my soaking-wet pussy with ever increasing speed. I timed my moans so one was released with each one of his penetrations, but the interspecies pounding soon got so intense that it sounded more like one long moan. Giving up, I instead started focusing on the powerful orgasm that was growing within me. But it did not need my help and quickly grew to such a size that it literally exploded.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned at the top of my lungs. A split second later, I started squirting. But only a few waves had time to gush out of me before my lover’s cock came to life. It jerked around in my cunt for a few seconds before wave after wave of tasty equine semen were released. Due to my already over-stuffed pussy, every last drop of orgasmilk released by both my lover and I was sent flying out of me with incredible force. By the time the final wave oozed out of me, I was covered in cum from head to toe. At least, I assume that was what would have happened had I not been snapped back to reality moments before my orgasm ended.
Confusion reigned supreme in my mind for a few seconds as I glanced around. We were no longer in the back alley and not a drop of cum could be seen. Plus, I was once more fully dressed and the studly equine remained tied to the nearby lamppost. Unfortunately, that could only mean one thing: The fantasy was over. But I quickly forgot about my arousal when I realized the steed and I were no longer alone. The beautiful cop I had previously fantasized about was back.
“What are you doing?” she asked as she eyed me suspiciously.
I struggled for a few seconds before coming up with a suitable excuse for my presence by her mount’s side.
“I’ve always been interested in joining the force, but I’m wondering if it’s possible to be a part-time cop,” I said.
There was a moment of silence before a smile curled her lips. She started telling me all about the benefits of being a cop, but I was not listening. I was far too busy wondering how long it would be before my arousal got the better of me and another powerful fantasy grew within me. It was impossible to come up with an exact number, but one thing was certain. It would be soon. Very soon…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 64: The Lesbiality Threesome (Part 3)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

The beautiful young cop was telling me all about the benefits of being a police officer. But honestly, I was not listening. Not because I was not interested. Quite the opposite. Had I not decided to follow my dream of becoming an author, I would most likely have become a cop. More precisely a member of the Royal Canadian Mounted Police. Although I make a living from my writing (well, sort of, lol) and write almost full-time, I have often wondered if it was possible to be a part-time cop. I know it is ironic for me to dream about being a cop when most of what I write about is illegal, but what can I say, I am a complicated girl. Anyway, all of this was to say one simple thing: As interested as I was by the answer the barely-legal cop was giving me, I was far too busy struggling to keep my arousal contained to listen.
I managed to keep my perverse imagination in check for a few seconds before the most powerful fantasy to date took hold of me. Within seconds, the real world had faded, replaced by an identical fantasy one. The beautiful officer was still talking, but as entrancing as her voice was, I could not wait for her to shut up. When a few seconds went by and her lips kept on moving, I decided to take matters into my own hands.
“Fuck it!” I thought as I reached out and pulled her in for a passionate kiss.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I thrust my tongue past her lips and started exploring her oral cavity. It took a few seconds, but she eventually gave in. Moments later, our tongues were dancing around madly in a waltz of Sapphic love.
The kiss lingered on for an eternity, but when our lips finally parted, it felt like no more than a few seconds. Unlike me, the young officer was too busy glancing at the small crowd that had gathered to watch us kiss to bother being surprised by the odd phenomena.
“Follow me,” she commanded as she untied her mount. Not even bothering to check if I was following her, she led the stallion through the crowd, dispersing it. I hurried after her and was led to the very same back alley where my last fantasy had taken place. But unlike before, the young officer would be joining us.
As soon as we were alone, she pulled me in for another passionate kiss. Just like the previous one, it lasted an eternity, but the entire thing felt like mere seconds to me.
I half expected her to tear my clothes off and have her way with me like she had in my first fantasy, but instead, she began removing her own clothes. I watched with anticipation as more of her body was revealed. Her uniform had given her that hot cop look, but her clothing-free body gave her that barely-legal look. I can honestly say I have no idea which was the hotter look, but it did not matter. All I cared about was what I was about to do to that flawless body of hers.
I did not wait for her to get lonely. As soon as her uniform was off, I literally jumped her and buried my face in her bosom. Using my tongue, lips and teeth, I played with her nipples, forcing moan after moan past her lips. But after a mere few seconds, she grabbed a handful of my hair and yanked my head away. I was about to ask why when she forced me to my knees and thrust her cunt into my face. Unable to resist, I parted my lips and outstretched my tongue.
“On yes!” she moaned as I furiously tongue-fucked her soaking-wet pussy. She tasted so sweet and I could not wait to make her climax. Unfortunately, she yanked my head away before that could happen.
“What’s wrong?” I asked.
She ignored me. Turning her back to me, the leaned forward and placed her hands on the nearby wall. Her feet soon shuffled apart, spreading her ass cheeks. Glancing back over her shoulder, she peered into my eyes and said three simple words.
“Lick my ass!”
Mere seconds later, I was kneeling behind her, my face buried in her ass and my tongue dancing on her anus. Apparently simple stimulation as not enough, because she soon begged me to substitute my tongue for a finger. No sooner was the command given that one of my fingers was gliding into her rectum. I slid it in and out a few times before she begged for more. I added a second finger, but that also quickly became insufficient. She kept begging for more until I had worked my way up to four fingers.
“Don’t stop!” she begged as she lowered one of her hands to her cunt and slipped two fingers past her labia. “DON’T FUCKING STOP!”
Eager to please, I kept going until her breath shortened and her body started to shake. Moments later, she climaxed. Her powerful cries tore through the cold winter air as she started squirting wave after wave of sweet cum all over me. I continued fingering her ass, but lowered my head and opened my mouth.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as her sweet nectar filled my mouth. It was just as sweet as the stallion’s cum had been in my last fantasy and I was happy to swallow every last mouthful of it.
By the time the final wave oozed out of her, I was full. Luckily, it took her a good minute to recover and that gave me time to shift my body so my over-filled stomach would not be an issue.
“It’s your turn,” she said as soon as she had recovered. “Strip!” she ordered a second later.
I did as told and soon found myself fully naked. A shiver ran down my spine, but I honestly have no idea if it was because of the cold air or the arousal coursing through my veins. But I forgot all about that when I realized what my lover was up to. She had dropped to her knees and was now busy ferociously jerking off her stallion. I was utterly shocked to see a cop commit bestiality, but not as stunned as when she spoke.
“Bend over!” she said. By then, she had gotten her steed hard and his massive manhood now stood perfectly erect between his hind legs.
I was not quite sure what the beautiful cop had planned for me, but I knew I would love it, so I did as told. She grabbed the horny animal’s reins and guided him to me. Before long, he stood over me, his dickhead bumping against my ass. I almost reached back to help him, but the cop was in charge and I decided to let her proceed as she pleased. Luckily, a quick glance over my shoulder was all I needed to see her grab hold of the equine’s dick. I watched in giddy anticipation as she guided it toward its destination.
“Oh fuck?!” was the surprised moan that escaped me when the spear made contact with my body. I had expected her to guide the prick to my cunt, but she instead aligned it with my asshole. I did not even have time to figure out if I was eager or terrified at the thought be getting sodomized by such a well-endowed animal. As soon as his dickhead made contact with my anus, the horny steed jerked forward, forcing his spear deep into me.
“FUCK!” I moaned. I had half expected the cry to be pain-stricken, but the sheer force of it told me it was arousal-induced. I experienced a moment of confusion before I realized a few things. Not only was I in no way new to anal, but this was a fantasy, which meant nothing happened unless I wanted it to. And seeing how my studly lover was now pounding the shit out of my ass, I was forced to accept the truth; I wanted to get sodomized and nothing I did would change that.
Moan after moan flowed past my lips as my lover rammed his schlong in and out of me with ever increasing speed and force. It was not long before a powerful orgasm grew within me and even less time before I climaxed.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned at the top of my lungs. Unfortunately, I was not given a chance to release the massive amounts of orgasmilk that filled my body. But that was only because my lover’s cock had come to life and the powerful waves of semen that now shout out of his manhood were forcing my own sweet nectar back into my body. But after a few seconds, the pressure got too much for my pussy to handle and wave after wave of human and equine cum gushed out of me. Though I did not see it, I could clearly picture the tight-bodied cop crouching behind me as millions upon millions of tiny drops of cum rained down upon her. And I never would, because I was snapped back to reality before my orgasm could even end.
A disappointed sigh escaped me as I discovered my cum-free surroundings and fully clothed body. The fantasy was officially over and the beautiful cop was halfway through her being a cop is the best job in the world speech. It took all of my willpower, but I managed to keep my arousal at bay and focus on what she was saying. Unfortunately, I had missed the start of the conversation and nothing she said made any sense.
When she finally fell silent, I thanked her for her help and watched her and her studly mount leave. On the way home, I realized I still had no clue if it was possible to be a part-time cop. I guess I could ask my uncle, but we do not see each other that often. Plus, there is no guarantee he would be able to answer such a question anyway.
As I rode the subway home, I wondered if I had made a horrible mistake by opting against a career in law enforcement. But then I remembered the powerful fantasies I had just enjoyed and the loads of fun I would have writing them and I realized I had made the right choice. I am a writer and it is what I was meant to do.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 65: Celebrity Sex
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

Not many people know this, but most movies are not shot in Hollywood. Some are filmed in different locations across the United States, but many are shot right here in Canada. The cost is usually cheaper and Canadians are hardworking (at least some of us are, lol). While Hollywood North usually refers to Toronto and Vancouver, quite a few blockbusters were filmed in Montreal. Here are a few you may have heard of: X-Men: Days of Future Past, 300 and Journey to the Center of the Earth.
Because of this, it is possible to come across a famous celebrity while simply strolling the streets of Montreal. I had heard of this happening, but no matter how much I walked the streets of the city, I had never seen so much as a semi-famous actor. Until now.
I was strolling down the streets of downtown Montreal, minding own business when something caught my eye. I turned to find a black limousine pulling up to the curb. It was not the first limo I had seen, so I did not pay it any mind. That is, until I saw the door of a nearby restaurant open. My jaw literally dropped open as I laid eyes on none other than…
I know many of you will hate me for this, but I cannot actually give you her name. Not only do most sites refuse celebrity fiction, but I could run the risk of getting sued. Because of this, all I can say is that the woman I laid eyes on was hot, young and famous. For the purposes of this story, I will refer to her as Candy Luv.
I am not usually the type to go all gushy when I meet someone famous, but this was different. This was Candy Luv. Ever since I had first laid eyes on her in breakthrough film, I had developed an instant crush on her. Of course, I knew I would never get a chance to meet her and did not delude myself with hopes of us miraculously ending up together. But now she was standing in front of me. In the flesh.
About half a block separated us and I almost broke out into a run to tell her just how much I loved her. But if I did that, then I would become one of those gushing fans I always made fun of. So I took a few deep breaths and grabbed hold of my emotions. I stood there, staring ad Candy as she slowly approached the limousine. She was so beautiful. So flawless. So… god-like. She had always been hot in her movies, but for some inexplicable reason, she was even prettier in real life.
I focused on her sublime figure for a few more seconds before I realized something. I could not walk up to her and tell her how much she meant to me, but that did not mean I could not fantasize about it. Less than a second after the thought occurred to me, my arousal level skyrocketed and the most powerful fantasy of my life literally exploded within me. Before I knew what was happening, reality had faded, replaced by an identical fantasy one.
As soon as the last few shred of reality were gone, I broke out into a run. I reached Candy in mere seconds and came to screeching halt less than a foot from her. A surprised expression appeared on her flawless face as the turned to me.
I did not give her time to speak.
“I love you so much,” I said. I half expected her to ignore me and continue her journey to the limo. But instead, she looked me up and down. A smile curled her lips and a twinkle appeared in her eye.
“Thank you,” she finally said, making my heart skip a beat. Her voice was just as soft and sweet as in the movies.
“You’re so hot,” I said without thinking. When my mind finally caught up with my mouth, I gasped in shock. Had a really told Candy Luv that she was hot? Of course, she was, but hot did not seem strong enough a word to describe just how beautiful she was. However, it seemed sufficient for her.
“You’re not so bad yourself,” she replied with an amused smile.
I was bewildered. Had my favorite actress really just told me I was hot? Do not get me wrong, it is not like I am ugly, but compared to Candy, I must admit that I am quite plain. Ordinary. Average. But apparently, Candy disagreed.
“I don’t usually do this,” she said after a short pause, “but would you like to go for a ride?”
Though my mind was struggling to comprehend what she had just said, my body took over and forced my head to nod. By the time my brain caught up to my body, I was inside the limousine. The driver had just closed the door, leaving Candy and I alone. I was so excited that I could barely breathe. But that was nothing compared to when she pulled me if for a kiss.
“Mmm?!” I moaned in total and utter shock. I was so taken aback by the feel of the tongue sensually dancing around in my mouth that I just sat there, frozen. By the time I finally got my wits back, the kiss was ending. Luckily, I had time to get a few good licks in.
“You’re a good kisser,” she complemented once our lips parted. I had no idea how she could know that from few tongue strokes I had bestowed upon her, but it honestly did not matter. All I cared about was what she said next.
“Are you also a good a sucker?” she asked.
I was not sure what she meant until she revealed the strapon she had hidden behind her back. My jaw dropped open as I studied it. It was long, wide and pink.
“I’m not really an expert when it comes to cocks,” I admitted, “but I will do my best,” I answered. “I would do anything for you,” I added soon after.
“I was hoping you would say that,” she admitted. “Now take off your clothes.”
I obeyed the command without so much as a nanosecond of hesitation. By the time I had removed all of my clothes, she had slipped out of the molding red dress she had been wearing. The dress had accentuated her every feature, but she was indescribably more attractive naked. As I studied her flawless figure, she strapped the toy to her body.
“Suck it!” she commanded as she sat back down.
An eager smile curled my lips as I leaned toward her and wrapped my lips around the tip of the sex toy. Eager to please, I began bobbing my head up and down, giving Candy the best blowjob I could. Being a lesbian meant I was rather new to the process, but I had incorporated a strapon into my lovemaking before and knew how to handle myself. I sucked the toy with such eagerness that I soon felt it slide past my uvula. Given the massive size of the toy, that should have been impossible, but I took advantage of the fact this was nothing more than a fantasy to stuff every last inch of Candy’s “cock” into my mouth and throat.
“That’s enough!” she finally said in a firm voice. I immediately pulled away, desperate to please.
“Get on your hands and knees!” she commanded, pointing to the floor.
I slithered off the seat and landed on the carpeted floor. In less than a second, I was on all fours, staring back at my favorite actress over my shoulder. I smiled in giddy anticipation as I saw her kneel behind me. An eager moan slipped past my lips as she grabbed my waist. Less than a second later, she jerked forward.
“Fuck!” I moaned as I felt the strapon slither into me. I was soaking-wet and the large spear slipped in with ease. She kept pushing until every last inch had been swallowed up. My brain told me that was impossible, but I once more ignored it, determined to enjoy the best fantasy of my life.
Candy rocked back slowly, making the strapon glide in and out of me. But only a few penetrations were completed before she pulled out. I opened my mouth to complain, but she jerked forward before I could.
“FUCK!” I moaned again. Like before, the toy travelled deeper and deeper into me. But unlike the previous time, it did not invade my pussy. Instead, it shot up my ass, filling it up entirely in less than a second. I was in no way new to anal, but I was so taken aback by the unexpected penetration that it took my brain a few second to tell my body it was all right to enjoy the oversized penetration. When it did, I started moaning softly as Candy rocked back and forth.
Candy increased the speed of her thrusts and was pounding me furiously in mere seconds. The shaft felt great as it dove in and out of my ass, but what I truly enjoyed was the feel of a powerful orgasm growing within me. I barely had time to figure out what was happening before it happened. I climaxed.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shirked at the top of my lungs as my arousal exploded within me. It felt like an atomic bomb had erupted deep within me and the ensuing blast sent every last drop of cum shooting out of me. I squirted more than ever before, quickly covering everything around us in hot nectar. I wanted to look back and see how beautiful Candy looked with my orgasmilk clinging to her flawless body, but my body refused to obey. So I just stood on all fours and squirted for what felt like an eternity.
When the final wave finally oozed out of me, I was so exhausted that I crumbled to the floor of the limo. Candy gave me a few second to recover before pulling me in for a kiss. A cum-filled kiss.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as our tongues danced around in an ocean of orgasmilk. This was the single most perfect moment of my life and I knew I would remember it for the rest of my existence. And it was a good thing too, because I was snapped back to reality a split second later.
I glanced around in confusion for a few seconds before realizing I was back on the sidewalk. I was fully clothed, there was not a drop of cum in sight and Candy was nowhere to be seen. I studied my surroundings frantically in search of her, but all I saw was her limousine pulling away. I had missed her. I had missed my chance to meet my favorite actress. But since I was not a fan of autographs I knew I would get over it. Plus, missing my opportunity to meet the beautiful Candy Luv had given me something I would never forget. It had given me the most intense fantasy of my life. A fantasy I knew I would replay over and over in my head for years to come.
 

To be continued Next Week…




Month 16: April
 

Week 66: Fool Me, Fuck Me
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

My roommate loves animals. Unfortunately, our landlord absolutely forbids the presence of any and all non-human creatures. Fortunately, my roommate is not afraid to break the rules. After all, she already owns a parrot and even used to have a rat.
“I’m getting a dog!” she announced one morning.
I had just gotten up and I was still groggy. It took a few seconds, but my brain eventually deciphered her words. When it did, I froze mid-step and my jaw dropped open.
“What?” I asked after a few seconds of shocked silence.
“I’m getting a dog!” she repeated with an amused smile. Obviously, she enjoyed the shocked reaction her announcement had forced upon my face. In fact, she enjoyed it so much that she began to describe the studly canine she had picked.
As she detailed the animal’s massive body, muscular frame and exuberant personality, I forgot all about how angry our landlord would be when he found out about our new, four-legged roommate and started picturing the studly animal. Mere seconds later, massive amounts of arousal were coursing through my veins. And just like that, a powerful fantasy erupted within me. I barely had time to figure out what was happening before reality faded. Within seconds, all shreds of reality had faded and all that remained was the fantasy.
“Wow!” I gasped, mere seconds later. Like in real life, my roommate stood before me, but all I cared about was the powerful dog that had just emerged from her room. He was exactly how I pictured him. Big, powerful and with a rock-hard cock between his hind legs.
“Can I play with him?” I asked as the studly animal hurried over.
“Of course,” answered my roommate with an eager smile. Apparently, she knew I was going to do more than simple petting because she took a seat at the nearby dining room table and watched me take a seat next to her studly pet.
I reached out to pet him, but the sight of his manhood made me reconsider. So instead of placing my hand on his head, I grabbed his skull and pulled it toward me.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I pressed my lips against his. Luckily, the animal was incredibly horny and took advantage of the situation to slide his tongue into my mouth.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned again as our tongues started dancing around as in each other’s mouths. But as passionate as the interspecies make out session was, I quickly began craving more. Luckily, my lover was just as eager as me. I barely had time to get into position before the horny animal thrust his spear into my mouth.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I felt the rock-hard manhood make contact with my tongue. The sheer heat of it sent a shiver of arousal running down my spine and I was unable to resist the urge to bob my head back and forth.
I may be a lesbian, but writing all those bestial stories have made me quite an expert at blowjobs. So I used all the skills I had learned throughout my writing career to give my lover the best blowjob I could. I used my tongue to stimulate the tip of the manhood while my lips took care of the shaft itself. My hard work seemed to be appreciated, because the horny animal soon started to howl blissfully. But it was not until I felt his cock come to life that I discovered the true reason for his exclamations.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as wave after wave of hot cum shot into my mouth. I am unsure if it was due to the nature of the fantasy, but my studly lover’s semen tasted just as sweet as in my stories. The creamy jizz was so tasty I barely even hesitated before opening up my throat and letting the sweet nectar flow down to my stomach.
I was only offered a few mouthfuls before the studly animal’s prick came to a stop, but it was enough to send my already high level of arousal skyrocketing. Knowing perfectly well I only had a few seconds before the dog’s schlong retreated back into his body, I used every ounce of strength in my body to suck him off. I almost lost him a few times, but my hard work soon left him with a fully-erect prick. As soon as I was certain he was ready for another round, I literally tore my clothes off and got on all fours.
I had completely forgotten about my roommate and was a little surprised to find her staring at me. The smile that curled her lips and the hand that massaged her cunt through her jeans told me she was enjoying the show. But I was far too horny to care what she as up to, so I tore my gaze away and instead focused on the studly canine. He now stood behind me, his eyes glued to me and what I interpreted as a smile curling his lips.
“Here it comes!” I thought eagerly as I saw him approach. Less than a second later, he was mounting me. I watched him squeeze my waist with his front legs while his hind ones kept on pushing until the tip of his prick made contact with my labia. My engorged labia.
“Fuck me!” I begged as I peered into his eyes. A split second later, he jerked forward and I felt his manhood invade my soaking-wet pussy.
“Oh yes!” I moaned as he started pounding me. I could feel this prick darting in and out of me and the blissful feeling it bestowed upon me convinced me to escalate things. Without a second of hesitation, I reached back and grabbed hold of his throbbing manhood. Acting quickly, I transferred it to my ass.
“FUCK!” I moaned as he started savagely ramming his rod in and out of my rectum. As awesome as his schlong felt diving in and out of my ass, I knew there was one more thing I could do to make things even more enjoyable. Momentarily forgetting about my studly lover, I focused on my roommate and asked her a simple question.
“Do you like watching me get fucked by your dog?” Each word was intercut by a moan, but I eventually got my message across.
“Fuck yeah!” was my roommate’s answer as she watch her dog pound the living shit out of me. Only a few more thrusts were required for me to reach climax.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked at the top of my lungs as wave after wave of hot orgasmilk shot out of my cock-free pussy. But only a few squirts were released before my lover also climaxed. I could feel his hot semen shot up my ass and I was loving every second of it. Unfortunately, it was not meant to last.
“Gotcha!” said my roommate, snapping me back to reality. Glancing around, I realized my roommate’s dog was nowhere to be seen. In fact, there was no dog. Not because she had not purchased it yet, but because her whole I’m getting a dog speech was nothing more than an April Fool’s Day prank. When I finally figured this out, my first reaction was anger. But then a smile curled my lips when I realized my roommate’s prank had backfired. She may have tricked me, but because of her, I had enjoyed one of the most intense fantasies of my life. Who’s the sucker now?
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 67: Phone Sex
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

Before I begin, I would like to mention that I know this fantasy sounds a little farfetched, but I swear that everything you are about to read is true, down to the unlucky streak I went through before deciding to write about my unfortunate events. I hope you enjoy.
 

I love watching movies and TV series. It’s what I do to relax. Unfortunately, purchasing Dexter: The Complete Series was far from relaxing. I already owned the first three seasons, but when I saw the complete series for sale on Amazon, I could not resist. However, I already had quite a few movies and seasons waiting for me, so I put off watching Dexter until I had a little more time. By the time I finally got around to it, the 30-day return period had expired. Since the product was new, I did not worry. Boy was I wrong.
When I received the complete series, I sold the three individual seasons I already owned. That was my first mistake. When I started re-watching the show, I only got to season two before discovering one of the discs was scratched and froze. I knew had no choice but to purchase the second season again (yes, the very same one I had sold just weeks earlier). I contacted Amazon to tell them what had happened and they were kind enough to refund the cost of the replacement season. I thought that was the end of my problems. Once again, I was completely wrong.
I made it all the way to the sixth season before another disc froze. I did not feel like buying yet another replacement season, so I skipped over the part that froze and only missed a minute or so. But I reached my limit when yet another disc froze in season seven. I considered sending Amazon another email explaining the pitiful state of the supposedly new box set they had sent me, but by then I was pretty angry and decided to instead give them a call. I am not the type to get angry at customer service people because I know they are not responsible for the troubles their company’s customers are experiencing, but this time was different. I was pissed and someone was going to pay. I was planning on giving the customer service agent a piece of my mind, but all my anger instantly faded the second I heard her voice.
“Welcome to Amazon customer service,” she said. “How may I be of assistance?”
Instantly, my anger faded and a spark of arousal ignited deep within my pussy. I never understood how people could get turned on by phone sex. Until now. The woman at the other end of the line had the sultriest voice I had ever heard and the mere sound of it made me wet. I had no idea what she looked like, but in my mind’s eyes, she was a beautiful, fiery redhead. I could feel my arousal level skyrocket at the mere thought of her and knew it was only a matter of time before one of my fantasies took over. But in order for my sexual daydream to go unnoticed, I first had to provide the reason for my call.
I barely had time to explain the situation before reality faded. I was so turned on that I made my move mere seconds after the fantasy had begun. Barely taking the time to take a breath, I said the first thing I could think of.
“What do you look like?” I asked.
There was a moment of silence before the woman started to stutter a reply.
“Never mind,” I cut her off. “You’re a redhead now, okay?”
There was another short silence before I a weak, “Okay,” emerged from the receiver.
“Do you know what I’m thinking of?” I asked.
Her silence made her confusion obvious. Ignoring it, I kept going.
“I’m licking your pussy.”
Another silence.
“You are?” she asked timidly.
“Yes!” I replied firmly. “And you taste so sweet.”
The second I heard her giggle nervously, I knew my plan was working.
“Can you feel my tongue diving in and out of you?” I asked. “Soaking up your sweet juices? Sending shivers of arousal running across your skin?”
To each one of my questions, I got a weak, “Yes.” It took a while, but I eventually heard her start to moan. I pictured her with her panties around her ankles and her legs spread wide. I imagined the expression on her face as I furiously tongue-fucked her tight cunt.
Her moans grew.
“I’m gonna cum!” she soon announced. I had no clue if she was just playing along or if she was actually pleasuring herself, but I did not care. All that mattered was the picture of her I painted in my mind. I saw her with short breath. With tangled hair. With a writhing body. Then it happened. She climaxed.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” she shrieked. A smile curled my lips as I pictured her squirting her hot juices all over me. I could almost feel her sweet nectar running down my chin. I imagined her poon clenched around my tongue as she released wave after wave.
Her breathing began to slow and with one final moan, it was all over. But for me, it was just beginning. I was getting ready to command her to reciprocate when she took control.
“Do you know what I’m thinking of?” she asked.
I smiled. Those were the exact same words I had used. Gladly giving up control, I lay back in my computer chair and spread my legs (did I ever mention I hate to wear underwear) and started stroking my bare pussy.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as my fingers danced across my engorged labia. My cunt was already soaking wet and my phone lover’s voice only made it wetter. But it was not until she spoke again that my juices really started flowing.
“Guess what I’m holding in my hand,” she said, but continued before I could even answer. “A strapon!”
I almost came then and there. But I held on long enough for her to describe the toy in detail. I will not bore you with the details, but suffice it to say it was big. No, huge!
“Can you feel me sliding it in your pussy?” she asked.
“No!” was my answer. I gave her a second to worry before explaining. “Because it’s is my ass.”
She giggled nervously and I pictured her turning red with embarrassment and arousal. But she quickly got over her initial shock and remained control.
“Do you like the way my big cock feels in your ass?” she asked.
“I fucking love it!” After a short pause, I added, “Faster. Fuck me faster!”
No sooner had the words left my lips that she started grunting. My arousal skyrocketed as I pictured her furiously jerking back and forth, forcing every last inch of her strapon in and out of my ass. Of course, what I felt darting in and out of my rectum was the vibrator I had recently pulled out of my sex drawer, but in my mind’s eyes, it was a massive strapon.
“Faster!” I begged again. “FASTER!”
She was now pounding the living shit out of me. My breath was short. Beads of sweat pearled on my forehead. More arousal than ever before coursed through my veins.
“I’m gonna c…” I began, but the final word died in my throat.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I instead shrieked as my pussy came to life. Wave after wave of orgasmilk shot out of me and splashed all over my desk and computer. But I did not care. Nothing mattered but the incredible feeling of my lover’s large strapon diving in and out of my ass as I squirted all over the place.
Unfortunately, I was never given a chance to finish. About halfway through one of the most intense fantasy orgasms of my life, a voice snapped me back to reality. It was the same voice I had been fantasizing about for the past few minutes, but the words it formed made it clear my sexual daydream was over.
“Is there anything else I can do for you?” she asked in that sultry voice of hers. Glancing around, I discovered my surroundings free of cum and my vibrator safely tucked away in my sex drawer. A sigh escaped me as I realized my fantasy was officially over.
I had missed most of the conversation and had absolutely no idea what my fantasy lover’s real-world twin had said. But I could not very well tell her I had missed what she had just said because I was fantasizing, so I simply thanked her for her help and hung up.
I had no idea what I had agreed to until I received an email confirming the impending expedition of a replacement copy of Dexter: The Complete Series. A few days later, the package arrived and I was able to replace the defective discs and watch the rest of the series without incident. It was a lot of work for a mere eight seasons, but given the fantasy I got out of it, I have to admit it was worth it.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 68: Tiger Sex
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

Life of Pi was all people could talk about a few years ago. Since it was based on a bestselling Canadian novel and had a tiger as one of the main protagonists, I should have been eager to watch it, right? Wrong! For some reason, I never actually felt like taking time out of my life to watch it. But when I found it for a measly $4.88 on Amazon and I needed another few bucks to be eligible for free shipping, I finally broke down and bought it.
My roommate was one of the major reasons why I had not watched the movie. The last film she had convinced me to watch was Pulp Fiction. I have nothing against Quentin Tarantino, but I honestly lost some respect for my roommate when I discovered that poor excuse for a film was her favorite movie. I mean seriously, how low can you sink? But I am getting off point. Back to the story.
So after a few years of wondering what all the fuss was about, I finally sat down and watched Life of Pi. My roommate literally ran into the living room less than a minute after the movie had started. She was thrilled by my decision to finally “Stop wasting my time watching shitty movies,” as she so eloquently put it and made me promise to let her know what I thought of the film. Realizing she would not leave me alone until I did, I finally gave in. As soon as she was gone, I lay back on the couch and started watching.
I wanted to watch the movie. I really did. Unfortunately, fate had other plans. I was rather horny from writing about sex all day and the thought of the studly tiger I knew would soon appear on screen was not helping. By the time I caught my first glimpse of the beautiful animal, I was horny beyond repair. Mere seconds after the appearance of the studly feline, the fantasy that had been up until then growing within me literally exploded. But it was not until the tiger literally stepped out of the television that I realized the real world had faded. I was now inside a fantasy and whatever happened next, I knew it would be sexual in nature.
I watched with a mixture of awe and anticipation as the tiger emerged from the TV. I used to think our living room was big. Boy was I wrong. With the massive orange and black feline standing in the center of it, the surroundings appeared to have shrunk. But I quickly forgot about that when the studly animal stalked toward me. With a swipe of the paw, he sent the coffee table flying across the room. Now nothing stood between us. Well, except my clothes. But those too were sent flying to a corner of the room by my studly lover-to-be.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned in anticipation as the tiger began to sniff my pussy. My soaking-wet pussy. I instinctively spread my legs and leaned back, giving him unrestricted access.
“Oh yes!” I moaned when he took full advantage of that access. The spikes that covered his tongue scraped against my engorged labia, but the slight pain it produced was far outweighed by the massive amounts of arousal coursing through my veins.
His tongue felt great dancing on my lower lips, yet I soon started craving more. As if reading my thoughts, my powerful lover clenched his tongue muscles and propelled it deep into me.
“Fuck!” I moaned as it slithered deeper and deeper. The studly animal seemed eager to get to work, because he immediately started thrusting his tongue in and out of me. A little pain was released by the ferocious tongue fucking, but it was far outweighed by the arousal the interspecies encounter sent running through my body. Within seconds, I was moaning at the top of my lungs. My head was thrust back and my chest rose and fell to the rhythm of my breaths.
“I’m gonna cum!” I soon announced. As if understanding my warning, my lover changed his approach. I half-expected him to pull away, but he instead increased the speed of his tongue strokes. The excess arousal it produced sent me tumbling over the edge.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I moaned at the top of my lungs as my pussy came to life. I could feel it tighten around my lover’s tongue as it darted in and out of me. A split second later, I started to squirt. Actually, squirting was an understatement, because my hot juices literally flew in all directions. I felt it rain down upon my naked body as my lover’s tongue wiggled around within me.
My moans echoed throughout the living room for what felt like an eternity before the final wave finally oozed out of me. It had been one of the most intense orgasms of my life and I could not wait to see what the studly animal had planned for me next. Luckily, the answer was provided when my eyes fluttered open.
“Wow!” I gasped as I lay eyes on the massive feline. He had pulled away from me and I could now see the rock-hard manhood that stood between his hind legs. The mere sight of it brought arousal back to my body. In fact, I was soon so horny that I decided to take advantage of my lover’s stiffness.
Sliding to the ground, I dropped to my knees and turned to face the couch. I barely had time to lean forward and rest my upper body upon it before the massive feline took control. Creeping up behind me, he hopped up, placing his front paws on either side of my head. His hind paws were still on the floor and all he had to do now was jerk forward.
“Fuck!” I moaned when he did just that. I had spread my legs in anticipation and the tip of his prick easily slithered past my labia. The rest of the manhood soon followed, filling up my pussy almost instantly.
“Oh god!” I moaned as he began rocking back and forth. Like his tongue, the spear he propelled in and out of me with ever increasing force was covered in spikes. I knew I should be in pain, but the roughness of the penetration made the entire ordeal that much more enjoyable. Taking full advantage of this, I gave in to the pain and arousal and let my lover pound the living shit out of me.
This went on for a while before so much arousal had returned that I began craving more. Without a second of hesitation, I reached back and grabbed hold of his schlong. Acting quickly, I transferred it to my asshole. Either the studly tiger did not notice or he did not care, because he continued ramming his rod in and out of me.
“Oh yes!” I moaned as he savagely fucked my ass. I could feel it being stretched ever so slightly more with each new penetration and wondered how much of the spear I would be able to accommodate before I climaxed. When a powerful orgasm started growing within me, I got my answer. Not long. Really not long.
“FUUCCCKKKK!” I soon shrieked as my second orgasm exploded within me. Moments later, I was squirting all over the place. But the tiny drops of cum that flew through the air were not all mine. More than half of them came from my studly lover. I could feel the hot feline semen shot out of my ass each time he pulled out. And each time he pushed his prick back in, more orgasmilk shot up my rectum.
I was halfway through my orgasm when I realized the tiger had started to purr. However, I was only given a few seconds to enjoy the beautiful sound before I was snapped back to reality. My roommate had just entered the living room and was asking me what I thought of the movie so far.
“What movie?” was my first thought, but one quick look at the screen reminded me of the film I had been watching. Or rather the one I had been too busy fantasizing to watch. I had missed far too much of it to know if I enjoyed it and that was what I told my roommate. Well, sort of. I actually told her it was still too early to tell and assured her I would give her a full report as soon as the movie was over. It seemed to satisfy her, because she gave me a big smile and hurried off.
I focused on the movie, but no matter how hard I tried, I could not keep my arousal contained. The rest of the film was riddled with orgasms and by the time I got to the credits, I had absolutely no clue what the movie was about. In fact, I still don’t, but I absolutely love it. Or rather, I love the fantasies it gave me. Maybe one of these days I will actually watch it. Maybe.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 69: 69
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I was walking down the street when I heard someone call my name. I glanced around, but when I did not recognize anyone, I kept going. But my name was called out again. I assumed someone else who bore the same name was being called. That is, until I recognized the voice. It had been so long since I had heard it last, but there was no denying it was her.
“Oh my god!” I gasped as I recognized the speaker as my high school crush.
It had all started around ten years ago. Back when I was only fourteen, I had the world’s biggest crush on one of my classmates. She was a beautiful ebony beauty and I was hopelessly in love with her. The mere sight of her would force me to endure one of my overpowering fantasies. That would not have been a problem had I not prided myself on being a good student. Of course, that only made things worse, because whenever an assignment required a partner, she would make sure we were partnered up. I knew it was only because of the good grade it guaranteed her, but I could not help but hope it was more. But no matter how hard I tried, I never worked up the nerve to tell her how I felt. She had never shown any signs of being a lesbian and the concept of rejection was too frightening. So I kept my mouth shut and spent the next ten years regretting it.
As I turned around to make sure my ears had not deceived me, I promised myself to finally take the plunge and tell her how I felt. Or at least how I had felt back in high school. But all I could think about when I finally laid eyes on her was…
“Wow!” I gasped as she hurried toward me. She had been quite a looker in high school, but she was now a veritable knockout. Her lips were fuller, her breasts were bigger and her hips had finally filled out. In other words, she was perfect.
“Barbie!” she said as she hurried toward me. I gave her a quick smile and a wave. “I wasn’t sure it was you,” she admitted upon reaching me. “You’ve changed.”
I smiled.
“You too,” I said. Of course, that was an understatement, but it would have to do. Seeing her standing before me forced me to revert back to my teenage self. I suddenly felt nervous and even started to stutter. But a few deep breaths calmed me right down and I was able to focus on what she was saying.
“How have you been?” she asked.
“Great!” I assured her. “You?”
“Awesome,” she answered. She actually said more, but that was all I heard before the massive amounts of arousal that had crept into me at the sight of her had forced a powerful fantasy to grow within me. I barely had time to figure out what was happening before reality faded.
As soon as the fantasy begun, I lost all shyness and reservations. I opened my mouth to tell her about the crush I had on her throughout high school. Unfortunately, she beat me to the punch.
“I have a crush on you!” she blurted out. I was so shocked that I did not speak. In fact, I did not even more. I just stood there and stared at her in utter bewilderment.
“What I meant to say was: I HAD the biggest crush on you,” she explained. “In high school,” she added for clarification.
I could not felt but feel my heart sink.
“Had?” I asked.
She smiled at me.
“Actually, you’re even hotter than I remember,” she admitted, bringing hope back to my heart. But it was not until she pulled me in for a passionate kiss that I truly recovered.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as her tongue explored my oral cavity. It took me a few seconds to get over the initial shock, but as soon as I did, my tongue came to life.
“Mmmmm!” we moaned in unison as our tongues danced around in each other’s mouths.
“I had a crush on you too,” I admitted once our lips had parted. If she was surprised, she hid it well, because her expression did not change. However, that could simply have been because she was busy staring at my boobs. Following her lead, I studied her cleavage. As enticing as it was, I wanted to see her breast in all their glory and reached out to remove her blouse. At least I would have had she not beaten me to the punch.
“Wow!” she gasped, mere seconds after literally ripping my t-shirt from my body. Because I hate wearing underwear, my boobs were not fully exposed and she was now studying them in detail. I could not help but blush at the admiration she showed my breasts. But it was not until she buried her face in them that my face really turned red. Luckily, it was quiet street and there was no one in sight.
“Oh yes,” I encouraged as she used her hands, lips and tongue to turn my nipples to stone.
As great as it felt, I soon asked her to stop. I had fantasized about her for so long and I could not wait any longer. Reaching out, I ripped her blouse clean off and eyed her equally bra-free boobs.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I wrapped my lips around one of her nipples. Using my tongue, I played with it for a few seconds before switching. I did this for a moment before I too was asked to stop.
I expected her to escalate things, but instead, she grabbed my hand and dragged me off the street. She led me into a nearby park and did not stop until we were standing behind a hedge. We were now hidden from prying eyes and free to do as we pleased.
I went to remove her pants, but never made it because she was attempting to do the same to me. This time, I would not back down and struggled for power. Unfortunately, she was just as pig-headed as me and we battled on for a few seconds before realising it was clear neither of us would give up.
“Maybe we should work together,” I finally proposed.
“Good idea.”
The first step was to get rid of our remaining clothes. The simplest way to do this was to get undressed ourselves. Upon realizing this, I got to work.
“How about a sixty-nine?” she proposed as soon as we were both naked. I nodded, but not before first taking a few seconds to study her tight, clean-shaven pussy.
I watched her lay down upon the soft grass and studied her flawless body for an instant before joining her. I barely had time to get into position before I felt her tongue on my labia.
“Fuck!” was the last moan I uttered before lowering my own tongue to her lower lips.
“Mmmmm!” we moaned in unison as we avidly licked each other’s pussies. As great as it felt, we both wanted more and it was not long before our tongues were darting in and out of each other’s soaking-wet cunts. Her tongue felt great inside me and I could not wait to enjoy the powerful orgasm that was now growing within me. Unfortunately, she had other plans.
“What are you doing?” I asked when I felt her tongue leave my poon.
She did not answer. Instead, I felt her wiggle around for a few seconds before I was handed something. Accepting the offering, I brought the mystery item up to my face and could not help but smile when I discovered a vibrator. A massive vibrator. I had no idea how she could possibly have been carrying this in that tiny purse of hers, but I honestly did not care.
I barely had time to turn on the sex toy before she spoke. I was halfway through guiding it to her cunt when her words reached my ears.
“Fuck my ass!” she begged. I was so stunned that I did not react immediately. But when the meaning of the words finally sunk in, I got right to work.
“Oh yes!” she moaned as I forced the vibrating shaft deep into her rectum. I started sliding the toy in and out of her, but I only had time for a few penetrations before she got back to work.
“Fuck!” I moaned when I felt something long, hard and vibrating make contact with my asshole. As surprised as I was, I did not have to look to know my beautiful lover was forcing a large vibrator into my ass. I had no idea how she had been able to conceal a second toy in her tiny purse, but I did not care. All that mattered was the incredible feel of the vibrator darting in and out of my asshole. But things got even better when she resumed her vaginal tongue fucking.
Inspired, I did the same and moan after moan started flowing past our lip. Of course, only muffled cries escaped us, but neither of us cared. This was the most intense sixty-nine of our lives—at least it was for me—and that was all that mattered.
The sound of vibrating toys and moaning women filled the air for a few more seconds before I climaxed.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I tried to moan, but only a muffled cry escaped me. A split second later, I started squirting.
Apparently, I was not the only one to climax, because wave after wave of tasty orgasmilk suddenly gushed out of my lover’s cunt. Unable to resist, I began to swallow the sweet nectar. She did the same and moans filled the air for what felt like an eternity before the final waves oozed out of us. With one final grunt, we crashed to the ground in a pile of limbs and vibrating toys.
I was only given a few seconds to recover before I was snapped back to reality. My fantasy lover’s real-life twin had just finished telling me all about her life after high school and was now asking me mine. It took a few seconds, but I eventually figured out my fantasy was over. When I did, I gave her an innocent smile and tried to act like I had not just fantasized about her.
“So, what do you do for a living?” she asked.
I almost laughed. After all, I could not very well tell her I write erotica. Nor could I admit she would most likely be playing a major role in my next weekly fantasy. So I simply told her I was a writer and left it at that. But I knew better. And so do you.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 70: Wolf Pack Whore
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I love living in the city. Everything is close and there are tons of things to do. However, I am still a country girl at heart and I each time I get a chance to return to the calm of nature, I am a happy woman. But this story is not about the beauty of nature. It is about the beauty of fantasy. The beauty of perverse minds. Minds like mine.
I was visiting my father for a few days. He still resides in the house my sibling and I grew up in and returning there always feels like going home. And this time was no different.
“Ahhh!” I sighed as I listened to the quietude of nature. I had decided to go for a walk through the woods and the only sounds I heard were birds chirping and leaves crackling beneath my feet.
As much as I enjoy my life in the city, it is not until I am alone in the middle of the wilderness that I am truly and utterly happy. And this was one of those times. Coming to a stop, I lay down upon the carpet of leaves and stared up at the ceiling of leaves. Or rather the small leaves that were starting to appear. I loved seeing nature come back to life in the spring and I was content just lying there, watching the leaves grow. But then the blissfully calmness of the forest came to an abrupt end.
I heard the sounds of leaves being disturbed. At first, I thought it was my father come to get me for lunch, but the sound was not loud enough for a human. Still, way too many leaves were being disturbed for it to me a mere squirrel. Or even a raccoon. Whatever was heading my way was bigger than a raccoon, but small than a human. Curious, I sat up and glanced around. When I finally located the source of the sound, I froze.
I spent my entire childhood in the country and my many forest excursions had led me to come across deer, moose, foxes and even a few bears. But never before had I seen a wolf. Until now.
“Wow!” I whispered in awe as I studied the wild canine. He was slightly smaller than the wolves I had seen in captivity, yet the sight of him filled me with just as much arousal. But it was not until I saw two more wolves emerge from the trees that I felt my arousal skyrocket. I knew what was going to happen before it did.
“Uh-oh!” I thought as one of the most powerful fantasies of my life took hold of me. I knew the wolves were more afraid of me than I was of them, but there was no telling what they would do if I just sat there, fantasizing about them. Unfortunately, reality had faded and freaking out about something I had no control over was useless. The only way to end the fantasy was to give in and enjoy myself. And that was exactly what I did.
“Hi guys,” I said as I waved to the three wolves. I saw them tense up as they turned to face me. They were over a dozen feet away, but I knew they could reach me in less than two seconds if they so desired. In fact, that was exactly what they did next.
Moments later, I was surrounded. All three canines stood around me, growling and baring their teeth. But I knew they could not hurt me. This was a fantasy and no matter what I did, they would end up fucking me. However, there was something I could do to get them in the mood more quickly. Making sure to not make any sudden moves, I removed my clothes and lay them down next to me. As soon as I was naked, I lowered a hand to my cunt and slipped two fingers into my pussy. My soaking-wet pussy.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I wiggled them around for a few seconds. Once they were covered in pre-cum, I pulled them out and presented them to the nearest wolf. He immediately stopped growling and started sniffing madly. Obviously intrigued by the smell, he carefully approached and, after making sure I was not a threat, he started licking the pre-cum from my fingers.
Within seconds, every last drop had been licked away and the hungry canine was eager for more. In fact, he was so eager that he forgot all about my fingers and instead followed the smell of pre-cum back to my pussy. Thrilled that my plan was working, I spread my legs and watched his tongue approach my engorged labia.
“Oh yes!” I moaned as his long, slimy tongue slithered across my lower lips. What little pre-cum coated them was enough to entice the studly animal to begin furiously licking my poon. Obviously feeling left out, the other two wolves stopped growling and hurried over.
I watched in a mixture of awe and pride as they literally fought over my pussy. It was so confusing watching their tongues dart all over the place that I eventually gave up on trying to figure out what each wolf was doing. All I knew was that one tongue was now darting in and out of my pussy while another did the same in my ass. I am not sure what the third canine was up to, but I was far too busy moaning at the top of my lungs to care.
“Don’t stop!” I begged. “Please don’t stop!”
They did not. In fact, both the force and speed of the tongue thrusts were increased until they were moving so fast that I became unable to tell then they were in and when they were out. But all that mattered was the powerful orgasm growing within me.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I soon shrieked at the top of my lungs. The climax had crept up on me and I was just as surprised as my lovers when wave after wave of cum squirted out of me. Luckily, the horny animals quickly recovered and started ingesting the tasty treat while still finding the time to continue tongue fucking my two holes.
My moans echoed throughout the forest for a while before my arousal finally gave out and the final wave oozed out of me. Totally exhausted, I just lay there, panting. Meanwhile, my studly lovers continued licking the orgasmilk from my pussy. By the time I finally recovered, I was just as horny as before. But that was a good thing, because ingesting all that cum had given all three of my lovers a raging hard-on.
With a proud smile, I decided to take control of the situation. I had the power to deny them sex and I used it to get them to bend to my will. That was how I managed to get one of the surprisingly well-endowed canines to lie on his back.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I kneeled over him and lowered myself onto his rock-hard shaft. Once my pussy was all filled up, I placed my hands on the carpet of leaves and glanced back over my shoulder just in time to see one of the two remaining canines mount me.
“That’s it,” I encouraged as I watched him hop forward until the tip of his manhood made contact with my asshole. Without a second of hesitation, he jerked forward, forcing every last inch of his stiff stick into my rectum.
I could have simply laid back and waited for my two lovers to pound me to orgasm, but I did not want to be selfish. Glancing around, I found the final wolf standing nearby. He did not seem to know what to do, but it was clear he wanted to join in. Luckily, I had the perfect thing for him.
It took a little trial and error, but I eventually got the final canine into position. He now had his two front paws on my back and his rock-hard schlong was now headed for my mouth. I barely had time to release one final moan before the spear shot past my lips.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as two of my lovers started pounding me. Of course, the third one would probably have done the same had he not been trapped beneath me. Luckily, my anal lover’s intense pounding had forced my body to rock back and forth, which in turn forced a blistering-hot manhood in and out of my cunt. Of course, another prick was being repeatedly forced into my mouth. Every major hole in my body was full and that was the way I loved it.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as they pounded the living shit out of me. The triple stimulation as so intense that I soon felt another powerful orgasm grow within me.
“Here it comes,” I thought and a split second later, I felt my pussy come to life.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I tried to moan, but only a muffled moan escaped my cock-filled mouth. Fortunately, that did nothing to diminish the intensity of my orgasm. In fact, it increased it. Wave after wave of sweet nectar shot out of me as my three lovers rammed there rods in and out of me. But my orgasmilk was soon joined by massive amounts of canine semen as all three of my lovers reached climax at the exact same time.
Cum, moans and howls filled the air for what felt like an eternity before my orgasm finally died down. With one final wave, it was all over. My lovers continued fucking me for a few seconds before their cocks began to shrink. Moments later, they pulled away and I crashed to the ground, somehow managing to avoid crushing my vaginal lover to death. I rolled onto my back and, with my eyes still closed, I panted like a dog on a hot day.
By the time I recovered, my fantasy had come to an end. Sitting up, I glanced around and was disappointed to discover all three wolves were gone. Even worse, my clothes were back on my body and there was not a drop of cum in sight. I felt a little sad that I had not been given a chance to study the wolves in more detail, but at least I would always have that intense fantasy to remind me of them.
 

To be continued Next Week…




Month 17: May
 

Week 71: The Dog and the Bitch (Part 1)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

Visiting relatives is usually a daunting task and spending time with my extended family is no different. However, I had been keeping myself incredibly busy with work for the last few months and I decided to finally accept their offer to go spent the weekend at their cottage. I knew the conversation would be boring and the company bearable at best, but the thought of spending a few days surrounded by nature was a welcome change of pace.
Less than a week after the offer was accepted, my aunt and uncle picked me up at the bus station. The drive to the cottage was long and we ran out of things to say after a few minutes. However, that did not keep my aunt from babbling throughout the entire car ride. By the time we finally arrived, I had a headache and I welcomed the quietude of nature. I wanted to go for a relaxing walk, but she insisted I first get settled in and catch up with my cousin. Since they were the hosts, I did as I was asked.
The next few hours were spent exchanging small talk with my cousin. She may have been my age, we had nothing in common. She was a total airhead and conversation with her was limited to fashion and which actors she found hot. I had little interest in fashion and being a lesbian meant I did not care which celebrity she had a crush on. Luckily, my aunt soon came to my rescue, informing us it was late and time for bed. I was not tired, but I looked forward to a little quietude.
Five minutes later, I was in the bathroom, getting ready for bed. I was halfway through brushing my teeth when I heard the bathroom door open. Tuning around, I found a large dog standing before me. I had no idea how he had managed to open the door, but that was of little consequence.
It was not until I laid eyes on the large animal that I remembered something. My aunt owned two dogs. Though the brother and sister were two of the largest canines I had ever seen, their names would have been more appropriate for Chihuahuas. After all, who would call such massive animals Prince and Princess? Well, I guess the answer is obvious, but I still found the names ridiculous.
It had been a few hours since my arrival and I had no idea why I only just now saw Prince—I recognized him because of his white paw—for the first time. But that soon became irrelevant when I felt a familiar feeling. My hand froze mid-brush when I realized the sight of the studly animal was turning me on. For a second, I actually considered playing with him, but my relatives could walk in on us at any moment and being caught in a compromising situation by my aunt or uncle was not on my bucket list. But that did not mean I could not fantasize about the beautiful animal. As soon as the thought dawned on me, a powerful fantasy literally exploded within me.
“Come here, you sexy beast,” I said as soon as the real world had been replaced by a fantasy one. I pet Prince for a few seconds before my arousal got the better of me. Hurrying out of the bathroom, I led the dog to my room.
After making sure the door was locked and the curtains were drawn, I literally tore my clothes off and hurried over to the bed. Prince seemed to be aware of my plans, because he already had a raging hard-on. I barely took the time to study his quite impressive manhood before getting to work. With arousal coursing through my veins, I grabbed the rock-hard shaft and guided it to my mouth.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I wrapped my lips about the blistering-hot member. My head began to bob up and down as my tongue expertly massaged the tip of the rod. I may never had been with a dog in real life, I had written about it—and fantasized about it—enough times to know exactly what do to.
Making sure to remain focused on the task, I ignored the canine’s eager barks and continued ferociously sucking his cock. And I kept on working until the schlong came to life. It jerked around in my mouth for a few seconds before a tidal wave of cum flowed into my mouth. My vivid imagination ensured it was just as sweet as in my stories and it was with eager moans that I swallowed the tasty treat.
“My turn now!” I announced as soon as the final wave had been ingested. Unfortunately, my lover’s orgasm had drained the arousal from his body and his manhood was nowhere to be seen. Fortunately, this was my fantasy and anything I pictured became reality. I thus watched with giddy anticipation as my lover’s manhood began to grow. In mere seconds, it was just as hard as before and I wasted no time before getting to my hands and knees. As soon as I was on all fours, the studly animal jumped up. I felt his front legs squeeze my waist as his hind ones forced his prick forward.
“Oh yes!” I moaned, loud enough for my lover to know just how much I enjoyed the feel of his spear rubbing up against my labia, yet low enough to keep my relatives from hearing. “Fuck me!” I begged. “Please fuck me!”
And fuck me he did. A split second after the plea left my lips, Prince jerked forward. And an instant after that, he was furiously pounding me, forcing his shaft in and out of me with ever-increasing force and speed.
“Faster!” I begged. Though he was already pounding the living shit out of me, he somehow increased the speed of this thrusts. Before long a powerful orgasm was growing within me.
“I’m gonna cum!” I announced. I no longer bothered to keep my voice down, knowing my fantasy would end as soon as my orgasm did.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked moments later as my pussy came to life. My body convulsed as wave after wave of cum began to flow out of me. Though I squirt in real life too, my fantasy orgasms are always more intense and this time was no different.
My cries filled the room as my orgasm raged on. Prince continued to pound me for what felt like an eternity and before I knew it, he was squirting alongside me. We continued climaxing for some time before the final waves finally oozed out of me.
With one final moan, I crashed down onto the cum-covered bed and it was all over. Or so I thought, but the fantasy would not end. I began to wonder if I was perhaps still aroused, but that quickly became irrelevant when a powerful bark snapped me back to reality.
One quick glance at my surroundings told me I was back in the bathroom. I was still fully dressed and nothing bestial had taken place. However, Princes was still in the bathroom with me and I knew I could not concentrate with him there. So I escorted him out before returning to the bathroom. As I finished getting ready for bed, I realized something. I still had two full days left to spend with my aunt’s two studly dogs and I knew this fantasy had been the first of many. There was no telling when the next one would hit me, but I knew it eventually would. It was only a matter of time.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 72: The Dog and the Bitch (Part 2)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

It was Saturday. I took advantage of my vacation to sleep in, but it was still quite early when I finally awoke. I joined my aunt, uncle and cousin in the dining room and had to refuse my aunt’s offer for breakfast about a dozen times. I don’t like to eat right after getting up because it makes me feel sick, yet my aunt did not seem to understand spiking breakfast was possible, insisting it was the most important meal of the day. I tried to explain to her that I had never eaten breakfast and I pointing out how I was in better shape than most people, but she simply refused to listen. Still, I somehow made it through breakfast without ingesting a single morsel of food.
My relatives kept me busy for most of the day. We had an early lunch because my aunt insisted I needed food in my system or else I would pass out. I was amused by her misguided views on nutrition, but finally decided to give in to her constant badgering. It was a little past eleven and having one early lunch would not mess up my usual nutrition routine. Once she was finally satisfied that I had enough energy to make it through the day, we headed off for a nature walk. I would have preferred to explore the wilderness alone, but she insisted this be a family outing. Luckily, I eventually managed to block out my aunt’s constant blabbering by focusing on her two large dogs. Prince and Princess were having fun chasing birds and squirrels. Of course, they never caught any, but it kept them busy and helped distract me.
The rest of the day was spent in the same manner. We did everything together and my aunt’s lips never rested. But I learned to block out the sound of her voice and this time away from my normal life was actually quite relaxing. Of course, I would have preferred to spend a little time alone, but being with others meant my brain could not wander. And that meant I could not think about what story I would write next or what new twist to add to the sci-fi/fantasy book series I’m working on. In other words, it was a great vacation from my normal life.
By the time the day ended, I was exhausted. Not physically, but definitely mentally. My aunt’s constant talking had finally giving me a headache and the board games she had insisted we play before bedtime had sapped what little politeness I had left. I was on the verge of telling her to “shut the fuck up” when she finally announced it was time for bed. With a relieved sigh, I literally ran out of the room.
A few minutes later, I was in the bathroom, getting ready for bed. I had made sure to leave the door ajar, hoping to get another visit from Prince. A fantasy was just what I needed to relax and every little noise that reached my ears made me glance at the door. But I made it through my entire pre-sleep ritual without so much as a visit from the studly animal. I was about to give up on fantasizing when I heard the familiar sound of claws clicking on the hardwood floor. My heart leapt in my cheats as I whipped around to find a large, dark animal entering the bathroom.
“Hey Prince…” I began as I crouched to pet the beautiful animal. “…cess,” I finished when I realized all four of the animal’s paws were the same color. That could only mean one thing. The large animal standing before me was not the studly canine I had fantasized about the previous day, but rather his sister.
Princess looked just like her brother with the slight difference that she was a female. Had they been humans, Prince and Princess could have been twins, but being dogs meant they were mere siblings. Upon realizing the gender of the canine, I felt disappointment wash over me. But then I remembered something. I was a lesbian, which meant fantasizing about a bitch was not a problem. In fact, I had it done it before.
“And I can do it again,” I decided. Moments later, I felt a powerful fantasy grow within me. A wide smile curled my lips as the real world faded, giving way to an identical fantasy one.
Arousal now coursing through my veins, I hurried out of the bathroom. Princess was right behind me and followed me all the way to my room. I barely took the time to lock the door and shut the curtains before ripping my clothes off. As soon as I was naked, I hurried over to the bed, where I was soon joined by Princess.
My plan was simple: Pleasure the beautiful bitch, then let her go down on me. Unfortunately, I soon realized something. I had no fucking idea how to pleasure a bitch. Should lick her pussy? Finger it? Or maybe I should focus on her ass. But do dogs enjoy anal?
So many questions floated around in my head that I began to fear my arousal would drop and the fantasy would end. Fortunately, my vivid imagination soon came to the rescue, providing me with the best possible solution.
I know this sounds odd, but I always travel with a strapon. There is no telling when I will need one and it’s better to have one and not need it that need one and not have it. I know that expression is usually used for condoms, but it works for strapons too.
Rushing over to my suitcase, I rummaged through it until I located the hidden compartment. Unzipping it, I reached inside and pulled out the large strapon. Without a moment of hesitation, I attached it to my body and hurried back to the bed. Though Princess was a large dog, I had no idea if she could accommodate such a large toy.
“I guess there’s only one way to find out,” I realized. With that in mind, I kneeled behind the beautiful animal. I fumbled around for a few seconds before locating her cunt. Once I had, I guided the toy to it before grabbing her waist.
“Please work,” I prayed as I jerked forward. I’m happy to announce it worked. In fact, it worked far better than I had anticipated. My canine lover’s pussy had appeared quite small from the outside, but it was actually quite large. It sucked up my shaft like a fat guy scarfing down cake and in less than a second, every last inch of the toy was inside her.
“Wow!” I gasped in shock. But my shock was soon replaced by arousal and the feel of it coursing through my veins convinced me to take full advantage of my lover’s stretchy poon.
I began to rock back and forth, forcing the strapon in and out of her. She seemed to appreciate, because she began to bark joyfully. Encouraged by this, I pounded the living shit out of her until I felt her body start to spasm. A split second later, she climaxed.
I have no idea if bitches can squirt in real life, but this fantasy version of Princess sure as hell could. She began to howl as wave after wave flowed out of her, covering us both in a thick layer of orgasmilk. I continued ramming my shaft into her until her body fell still and her cunt stopped squirting. With one final movement, I pulled out and watched her lie down.
I would have given Princess a few minutes to recover, but she was ready for more after only a few seconds. Taking full advantage of this, I removed the toy and strapped it to her body. It was not designed for dogs, but I still managed to attach it to her. I watched it hang between her hind legs for a few seconds before getting on all fours.
I thought I would have to coax Princess into it, but she mounted me as soon as I was in position. In fact, she seemed quite eager to get down to business. So eager that she jerked forward before even taking the time to align her shaft with my pussy. But the force of her thrust still forced the toy into me, only it traveled into my asshole instead of my pussy.
“Fuck!” I gasped as the large toy slithered deeper and deeper into me. In less than a second, I was completely full and the pounding could begin. I had not planned on attempting anal, but there was no denying how great the shaft felt in my ass.
“Fuck it!” I muttered as I decided to let the bitch proceed with the accidental sodomy. And proceed she did. In less than a few seconds, she was furiously ramming her rod in and out of my rectum. I had no idea how she knew how to handle the strapon, but she did and I took full advantage of it.
“Faster!” I soon begged. The request barely had time to leave my lips that Princess had doubled the force of her thrusts. In mere seconds, she was pounding the living shit out of me and I loved every second of it.
“I’m gonna cu..” I began, but the final word died in my throat when my pussy came to life.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked at the top of my lungs as wave after wave began to shoot out of me. I did not care that my relatives could hear me. All that mattered was the feel of that massive strapon darting in and out of my ass as I squirted all over the place.
My moans filled the room for what felt like an eternity before the final wave finally oozed out of me. Unlike my last fantasy, this one ended as soon as my orgasm was over.
One quick glance at my surroundings told me I was back in the bathroom and still fully dressed. I also discovered Princess missing. She must have left sometime during my fantasy. I was slightly disappointed by her absence, but knew it would keep me from fantasizing again.
I was done getting ready for bed, so I retired to my room. I was so exhausted that I fell asleep almost instantly. But not before wondering what the next day would bring. Whatever happened, I knew there was at least one more fantasy on the menu. As they say, never two without three.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 73: The Dog and the Bitch (Part 3)
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

It was Sunday. Like the previous day, my relatives kept me busy all day. My aunt seemed to have run out of things to say, because she was oddly quiet. I almost asked her if something was wrong, but I feared she would start speaking again, so I kept my mouth shut and enjoyed the silence. I was looking forward to a relaxing day, but my aunt’s constant talking was replaced by an overwhelming number of activates. By the time the sun sent down, I was exhausted. Unfortunately, there were still half a dozen more activates we had to get through before bedtime. I used to think vacations were meant to help you relax, but obviously, my aunt disagreed. It was like she was trying to pack a whole summer of activities into a single weekend. Now that I think back upon that weekend, it was quite fun, but when I was living it, it felt like the longest two days of my life.
I began to fear the day would never end, but after the longest game of Monopoly of my life, my aunt finally announced it was time for bed. I was out of the room before she could even finish her sentence and in the bathroom less than a minute later.
I had not seen the dogs all day and now was my last chance at fantasizing. I had left the bathroom door ajar and all I had to do now was wait. I had no idea if Prince or Princess would be the star of my fantasy, but I honestly did not care. All I wanted was to use my vivid imagination to spend the sexual energy that had gathered within me throughout the day. Part of me wanted the studly dog to stroll in while the lesbian in me hoped it would be the beautiful bitch. Unfortunately, neither of those things came to pass. Instead, the two large canines entered the bathroom at the exact same time.
The sight of the two siblings instantly brought massive amounts of arousal to my body and in a matter of seconds, I felt a powerful fantasy grow within me. I had no idea who it would pick as its star, but I honestly did not care. As luck would have it, both powerful canines played major roles in my fantasy.
“Follow me,” I said as soon as I had left the real world behind. The fantasy version of Prince and Princess followed me all the way back to my room. As always, I made sure the door was locked and the curtain was drawn before getting undressed. By the time I was fully nude, both animals were waiting for me on the bed. Hurrying over to them I hopped on and…
I suddenly realized I had no idea how to proceed. Fantasizing about one single dog was easy, but now that I had two lovers to attend to, I had no idea how to go about it. Which one should I pleasure first? Unless…
“Fuck it!” I muttered as I decided to throw caution to the wind and go all the way. If I did not know which one to pleasure first, then I would pleasure them both at the same time. After all, how hard could it be?
I started by getting both canines to lie down side by side. I was thrilled to discover Prince already had a massive hard-on. Entranced by the sight of the large manhood, I wrapped my fingers around it and moaned softly as I felt the incredible heat emanating from it. Unable to resist, I began moving my hand up and down.
Now that Prince was taken care of, I turned my attention to Princess. Her legs were spread wide and I easily located her pussy. Knowing from experience just how stretchy she was, I inserted two fingers into her cunt.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned as I realized how hot she was. And wet. Unable to resist the enticing feeling, I began sliding my fingers in and out of her.
It took a few seconds, but I eventually got used to the dual stimulation. One hand was wrapped tightly around Prince’s dick and was furiously jerking him off while the other had two fingers darting in and out of Princess’s cunt.
Apparently, my hard work was not enough to satisfy them, because they turned to each other and started licking each other’s faces. Their tongues soon began massaging each other and I watched in awe as they passionately made out. Not only was watching two dogs kissing incredibly arousing, but knowing they were related made it even more exciting. I almost came then and there, but managed to focus on the task at hand.
I pleasured them for a while before I felt their private parts come to life. Prince’s cock jerked around in my hand as Princess’s pussy convulsed around my fingers. A split second later, they both climaxed. Cum started flying through the air. I opened my mouth and tried to get my hands on as much of it as I could, but that soon became difficult when I was forced to close my eyes to keep from being blinded. I still managed to ingest quite a lot of the sweet nectar, but most of it flew high into the air before raining down upon us. By the time the final waves oozed out of them, we were all sticky with cum.
When I felt the dog’s cock begin to retract, I knew it was officially over and pulled away from the two canines. Opening my eyes, I discovered our cum-covered surroundings and let out a few chuckles. But that did not stop a powerful wave of arousal from washing over me. Pleasing them had made me incredibly horny and I could not wait for them to reciprocate. Luckily, there was something I had to do first and that gave Prince’s cock enough time to make another appearance.
I hurried over to my suitcase and retrieved my strapon from the secret compartment. Moments later, I was strapping the toy to the bitch’s body. Once she was ready, I turned to her brother and found him with another raging hard-on.
“Perfect,” I muttered as I hopped onto the bed. As soon as I had gotten Princess to lay on her back, I kneeled over her, inserting the strapon into my pussy. I then lay down upon her and waited for Prince to get to work.
“Fuck me!” I commanded as I peered back at him over my shoulder. The studly canine did not require further instructions. Hurrying over to me, he mounted me and propelled his manhood into my ass.
“Fuck!” I cried as I felt both shafts buried deep inside me. Obviously encouraged by my moan, Prince began pounding me. The sheer force of his thrust made my body rock back and in forth, which in turned forced Princess’s shaft in and out of my pussy.
“Faster!” I begged. “FASTER!”
Prince increased the speed of his thrust and in mere seconds, he was pounding the living shit out of me. Of course, that also increased the speed of my vaginal penetrations and a powerful orgasm began growing within me.
“I’m gonna cum!” I announced, though I knew neither of my lovers cared.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked when my pussy came to life. It convulsed around the bitch’s shaft as wave after wave of cum began to shoot out of me. The hot orgasmilk flew in all directions and began to rain down upon us just as my anal lover climaxed. The sweet canine nectar began to spurt out of my ass as my moans filled the room.
My orgasm was one of the most intense of my life and it raged on for what felt like an eternity. By the time the final wave oozed out of me and my lover’s cock popped out of my ass, I was totally exhausted. I crashed to the bed, somehow managing to avoid crushing Princess. As I recovered, I began to wonder why my fantasy had not yet ended, but it was not until I opened my eyes that the answer was revealed.
“Wow!” I gasped as I found Prince fucking the living shit out of his sister. But I only had a few seconds to enjoy the enticing spectacle before a loud growl snapped me back to reality. What I found made me wonder if the fantasy had truly ended. Like in my mind’s eye, the studly dog had mounted his sister and was now humping her. It was not until I noticed Princess growling and struggling to break free that I realized the fantasy was indeed over. Once quick look at my fully-clothed body confirmed it.
After a few seconds of struggling, Princess managed to break free and ran out of the bathroom. Prince hurried after her and that was the last I saw of them. It took me a little while to get over what I had just witnessed and when I finally did, I decided it was time for bed. That three-way interspecies fantasy was the last one of the weekend. However, that did not stop me from dreaming about Prince and Princess all night long.
By the time I awoke the next morning, I was incredibly horny, but also quite satisfied. What had begun as an exhausting weekend had eventually become a fun and fantasy-filled two days. Believe it or not, it was the best vacations I’d had in quite some time. And it probably would remain that way for quite some time.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 74: The Yoga Teacher
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I have never understood people’s fascination with yoga. Give me a choice between trying to bend by body in ways it was not meant to in a room filled with sweaty people or going for a relaxing run in the fresh air and I will pick the ladder each and every time. Then again, that could be because running always helps me relax and gives my usually busy mind a break. But this fantasy is not about running and if you think it is, I recommend going back to the start and reading the title again.
Given what I just said, you are probably wondering how I could possibly have ended up attending a yoga class. The simple answer is: My friend convinced me to accompany her. She insisted it was for moral support, but I had the nagging feeling she just wanted to see me rage at the impossible positions the teacher would demand of us.
By the time we arrived, my mind was already made up. I would hate every second of my first yoga class and nothing anyone said or did would change that. But my plan came crashing down around me as soon as I laid eyes on the teacher. This was a beginner class and I expected some overweight soccer mom or some effeminate gay guy. Don’t get me wrong, I have nothing against gay people—after all, I am a lesbian—but I just cannot stand those homosexuals that act more like a woman that most women. Each time they speak in that fake, high-pitched voice of theirs, I just feel like punching them in the… But I am getting off track.
The teacher was the typical yoga instructor you see in pornos. A hot, young woman with the body of a goddess. And since she taught yoga, I could only imagine how flexible she was. And given my track record, my imagination would soon come into play.
“Maybe this won’t be so bad after all,” I thought. Luckily, my friend did not notice the smile that had curled my lips as we picked our spots. Lucky for me, we had arrived moments before the class was scheduled to begin and the only spots left were in front of the class—this was a beginner class, remember?
“Welcome,” said the hot teacher. As if being one of the hottest women I had ever seen was not enough, she also had the voice of an angel. An angel I desperately wanted to fuck, but an angel nonetheless.
I knew what was coming, but I held on as long as I could. I made it all the way through the warmup exercises while somehow managing to keep all the fantasises I was having at bay. But as soon as she did the first pose, my determination was shattered. Her incredible flexibility made it impossible for me to resist my arousal any longer and I let one of the most powerful fantasies of my life grab hold of me.
Though the world around me looked just the same, I knew I was now surrounded by a fantasy world. Nothing I did now would affect the real world. Still, I decided to play it cool and wait for an opportunity to present itself. I only had to wait a few seconds.
“Would anyone like to volunteer to help me demonstrate some of these poses?” she asked in that sweet voice of hers. My hand immediately shot up and brought a smile to her lips.
“I see we have a volunteer,” she said as she gestured for me to join her. Standing up, I hurried over and waited for her instructions.
I would try to explain the position she asked me to take, but I have no idea what it was called. Or maybe it’s because I performed it so poorly that it would be like describing a twenty car pileup. But my amateurish performance did have an upside. It forced her to help me rectify the pose. Unfortunately, the feel of her hands all over my body soon drove me wild with desire. I was on the verge of giving in and pulling her in for a passionate kiss, but she spoke before I could.
“Maybe you should remove your clothes,” she offered. “They can sometimes be restricting.”
I seriously doubted that was the reason for the request, but I nonetheless began to strip. At least I would have had she not taken it upon herself to do it herself. I just stood there and let her slowly, sensually remove my clothes. I did not care that the entire class would see me naked. I did not care that some of them were men. I did not even care that I did not know this beautiful yoga instructor’s name. All that mattered was that I was soon naked and the fun could finally begin.
The beautiful instructor told me what to do and I performed it to the best of my ability. At least I hoped that was what it looked like, because I was purposefully doing a poor job, knowing she would come to my rescue. Sure enough, her hands soon made contact with my bare skin, sending a shiver or arousal running through me.
“You’re quite tense,” she observed.
“No duh!” I thought, but what I actually said was, “Really?”
She gave me a kind smile.
“Don’t worry,” she assured, “I think I know the perfect way to help you relax.”
I opened my mouth to inquire further, but nothing came out because she took advantage of my parted lips kiss me.
“Mmmmm?!” I moaned in a mixture of surprise and arousal. But in less than a second, the surprise was gone and only the arousal remained. Unable to resist the taste of her minty tongue any longer, I started reciprocating her eager tongue strokes.
“Mmmmm!” we moaned in unison as we passionately made out. I heard a few people in the audience gasp, but I did not care.
“Do you feel more relaxed now?” she asked once the kiss ended.
I nodded.
“But I still feel a little tense,” I admitted with a mischievous smile. I heard a few chuckles emerge from the audience, but I ignored them.
“Not to worry,” she assured, “I know just what to do.”
Without a moment of hesitation, she forced me to the ground and buried her face in my boobs.
“Oh yes!” I moaned as she began playing with them. Her tongue, lips and hands danced from breast to breast for the next few seconds. As great as it felt, I soon began craving more.
“How was that?” she asked after pulling away.
I smiled.
“Awesome,” I admitted, “But I still feel a little tension.”
“Where?”
I could not help but giggle as I pointed to my pussy. A smile curled her lips, telling me she knew perfectly well what I was up to and she was just as eager to take things to the next level. Sure enough, I soon felt her fingers make contact with my cunt.
“Mmmmm!” I moaned softly as she began teasing it. Her fingers felt great on my labia and my pussy grew increasingly wet. But the more time went by, the more aroused I became and the more this teasing was starting to feel like torture. When I could finally bear it no longer, she stopped. I opened my mouth to protest, but only a powerful moan escaped. She had just buried face in my poon and her tongue was now darting in and out of me.
“Oh yes!” I moaned. “YES!”
Her tongue continued darting in and out of me, the speed of her strokes increasing with each passing second. I felt a powerful orgasm grow within me, but she performed one final escalation before I got a chance to climax.
“Fuck!” I moaned as she slipped a finger in my ass. A second was soon added and the two digits began darting in and out of my rectum as her tongue did the same in my cunt.
“I’m gonna cum!” I soon warned her. But instead of getting ready, she increased the speed of her tongue and finger thrusts, pushing me past the point of no return.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked at the top of my lungs. Wave after wave of cum started shooting out of me. As much as I wanted to watch it rain down upon her, the sheer force of my orgasm had forced my eyes shut and it was in a state of total darkness that I squirted what felt like all the fluids in my body.
Moments before the final wave oozed out of me, I was snapped back to reality. Once quick glance at my surroundings told me that I was still fully dressed and back next to my friend. Speaking of my friend, she was attempting to make me understand we had now changed positions. I felt my face turn red with embarrassment when the teacher’s gaze landed on me. But it had nothing to do with me falling behind and all to do with the intense fantasy I had just had about her. A smile curled my lips as I realized something.
“Maybe yoga isn’t so bad after all,” I thought as I felt another fantasy coming on. Then again, I had done more fantasizing than yoga, but the experience was nonetheless still quite enjoyable.
 

To be continued Next Week…




Month 18: June
 

Week 75: Bikini Babe
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I love water. Always have, always will. I love to drink it, I enjoy when it falls from the sky, but most of all, I appreciate feeling it all around me. But no matter how much I enjoy swimming, you wouldn’t catch me dead in a chlorinated pool. I am a lake girl all the way. That’s why I immediately jumped at the chance to spend the weekend in the country with a group of my friends. We were five and the cost for renting the cottage was minimal. But I would have paid a small fortune if it meant getting access to a lake for the weekend. Especially one where motor boating was outlawed. It would be a relaxing weekend with my friends. Or so I thought.
We were five. I knew three of the young women very well, but the fourth girl was a mere acquaintance. I had met her in passing a few times, but I would not have gone as far as calling her a friend. At least not yet. Little did I know, I would soon get to know her much more personally.
One of my friends had borrowed her parents’ van and we were able to pack ourselves and all of our luggage into the vehicle. Due to everyone’s schedule, we were forced to depart on Saturday morning instead of Friday evening. I was slightly disappointed, but I knew I would forget all about it as soon as we reached our destination.
The trip was rather uneventful. We chatted about this and that and I got to know the fourth girl a little better—for the purposes of this story, let’s call her Candy. We were not yet friends, but I got the feeling we would get along famously. Plus, she was kind of hot and I was a sucker for a pretty face.
When we finally reached our destination, it was early afternoon. The main road leading to the cottage was being repaired and we were forced to take the long way around. But all that mattered was that we had finally arrived.
After getting settled in, we all agreed to head out for a refreshing swim. The lake was quite small, having only a dozen cottages having access to it. And given the total and utter lack of human presence, we soon determined we would be the only ones there for the weekend. Things were already looking up. But it was not until we reached the water that things became perfect.
Not only was there a large dock with a diving board, but we also had access to a small, private beach. My friends were obviously eager to enjoy the water, because they dove right in. As tempted as I was to imitate them, I decided to take things slow. Heading to the beach, I sat down and ran my toes through the hot sand. A soft sigh escaped me as I felt the warm sunrays caress my skin. As much as I enjoy living in the city, I miss the quietude of nature. The sounds of birds chirping. The song of frogs croaking. The splashing of my friends in the water. Okay, perhaps not that last one, but you get the point.
I sat there for a few minutes, watching my friends play. I was just about to join them when I saw something that left me speechless. Candy had decided to join me on the beach and was now swimming to shore. I watched in awe as she stood up and whipped her hair back. It felt like a movie. Things seemed to play out in slow motion as her body was revealed. I had always known she was pretty, but now that I saw her in that tiny bikini of hers, I realized she was a real knockout.
“Wow!” I thought, though I may have said it aloud. I was overwhelmed by the sight of Candy’s flawless body and keeping my arousal contained was becoming increasingly difficult. I felt it grow within me like a volcano reaching its eruption point. Eventually, I was so aroused that I threw caution to the wind and gave in to the intense fantasy that was now growing within me.
The transition from reality to fantasy was a smooth one, but when I saw Candy stride toward me with lust-filled eyes, I knew the fantasy had begun. Knowing nothing that happened now would impact the real world, I gave in to the arousal coursing through my veins and smiled in giddy anticipation as Candy approached.
“What are you—” I began as she grew nearer.
She brought a finger to her lips and shushed me. Thrilled by the devilish smile I found on her lips, I fell silent and watched her drop to her knees before me. Without coming to a stop, she placed her hands upon my shoulders she gently pushed me to the ground. Laying atop me, she peered down into my eyes.
We shared a look of total and utter lust before she lowered her head. My eyes closed just as our lips made contact. A soft moan escaped me as I her tongue slithered into my mouth. When it made contact with mine, a shockwave of arousal rippled through me. Unable to resist it, I began passionately kissing her. As great as her tongue felt dancing alongside mine, I wanted more. Reaching up, I grabbed her ass and began playing with it. She seemed to appreciate, because she began moaning softly. Encouraged by this, I began feverishly manipulating her butt. I was desperate to show her just how hot she was making me. Unfortunately, she pulled away after a mere few seconds.
“What the…” I began, my eyes fluttering open. Candy smiled down at me reassuringly. I had no idea what she was up to, but I got the feeling I would enjoy it. Sure enough, she literally ripped my bikini top from my body.
“…fuck!” I finished when her lips made contact with one of my nipples. Her tongue soon joined the party. She worked hard, teasing each nipple in turn. Before long, they were as hard as rock and shivers of arousal rippled through me each time her tongue touched my skin. Her hands also played a part in her plan, but her tongue and lips were clearly the lead characters.
My lustful moans filled the air for almost a minute before she finally decided to move on. And not a second too soon, because all that teasing was threatening to drive me mad.
A few eager chuckles flowed past my lips as Candy tore my bikini bottom from my body. I was now fully nude and seconds away from the most intense lickfest of my life. Arousal pumping through my veins, l lifted my head and peered down at my beautiful lover.
“Fuck me!” I begged. Simultaneously, my legs parted and my pussy was revealed. My labia was engorged and glistened with my sweet pre-cum. I was so wet I felt like I had just gone for a swim. But it was Candy’s tongue that was about to dive into the overflowing pool that was my pussy.
“Oh god!” I moaned as her tongue made contact with my labia. A shiver of anticipation ran through me and I feared she would tease me again. Luckily, the completely ignored my clit, instead thrusting her tongue deep into me.
She filled me up like never before. I had no idea if it was my imagination, but her tongue felt unnaturally large. Luckily, all that mattered was the incredible feeling it bestowed upon me as it began darting in and out of me. Each thrust let it reach new depths, each time retreating with a little more of my pre-cum. By the time the last few drops were gone, I was hornier than ever before. I moaned at the top of my lungs, begging for more. Begging for climax. Begging for the most intense release of my life.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!” I eventually shrieked. My pussy came to life and began to convulse around my lover’s tongue. But Candy was not about to let a little seizing keep her from tongue fucking wave after wave of cum out of me. The hot nectar shot out of me with such force that I feared she would choke. But Candy was a strong woman and continued pleasuring me as she swallowed my hot orgasmilk.
I lost all track of time. I have no idea if it took a second or an hour, but I eventually felt the last wave ooze out of me. All I know was that I lay there, panting as Candy finally pulled away. Eyes closed and chest rising and falling to the rhythm of my short breaths, I struggled to recover. Unfortunately, that never happened.
“Are you coming?” asked a voice, snapping me back to reality. One quick glance around confirmed my worst fears. My fantasy was over and I was once again fully clothed.
An all-too-real Candy stood before me, peering down at me with an eager smile. She was just as beautiful as in my fantasy and I felt my arousal spike at her mere closeness. But I kept it contained long enough to jump up and run over to the water. The cool water washed away all of my arousal and left me free to enjoy my friends’ company.
We spent the next few hours enjoying the water. Each time I laid eyes on one of my beautiful friends, I felt my arousal rise and I realized this weekend away from my normal life may not be as relaxing as I had anticipated. It would be a fantasy-filled weekend and nothing I did would change that. All I could do was enjoy the time I had left before another intense fantasy took hold of me. And trust my when I say it was only a matter of time before that happened.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 76: Skinny Dipping
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

My friends and I had rented a cottage for the weekend. No sooner had I laid eyes on one of my friends’ bikini-clad body that I was momentarily plagued with a vivid fantasy. Once I regained control of my body, I joined my friends in the lake. We enjoyed the water for a few hours before finally deciding we had had enough. We then returned to the cottage and started making dinner.
The evening was pretty laid back. We spent most of it chilling out and drinking. Well, my friends drank and I watched them. I never drink, knowing I can get just as “tipsy” by staying up past my usual bedtime.
Things were getting rather dull when one of my friends—for the purpose of this story, let’s call her Lexxi—proposed we go for a late-night swim. I have always loved swimming at night because the freshness of the air makes the water feel incredibly hot by comparison. No sooner had the words left Lexxi’s lips that I agreed to join her. The remaining members of our group were pretty out of it and only one of them politely rejected the offer, the other two being too drunk to even answer.
“I guess it’s just the two of us,” said Lexxi as she stood up.
“Looks like it,” I agreed as I hopped up and followed her off the deck. We were still wearing our swimsuits, so there was no need to change.
By the time we reached the dock, my eyes had adjusted to the darkness and I could see everything clearly. Then again, it was past midnight and the moon was already high in the sky.
Once we reached the end of the deck, I peered down at the depths of the water. A shiver ran down my spine as a gust of wind tickled my skin. I knew the water would feel warm, but I suddenly reconsidered my decision. Maybe a midnight dip was not the best idea. Or so I thought until my friend’s voice filled my ears.
“Wanna skinny dip?” she asked. I was so taken aback by the unexpected proposal that I did not react immediately. But when my brain finally deciphered what she had just said, I gave up all thought of abandoning this swimming endeavor.
“Fuck yeah!” I immediately replied, though I regretted my eagerness as soon as the words left my lips. Luckily, it seemed to amuse Lexxi, because she let a few chuckles flow past her lips. And without another second’s delay, she began removing her bikini.
I was stunned. I had secretly had a crush on her for years and had often fantasized about seeing her naked. And now my wildest dreams were finally coming true. Well, in part. For them to be fully realized, Lexxi would have to pull me in for a passionate kiss. But I knew that was too much to ask for. She was not a lesbian and, unless she was the best actress in the world, she was not bisexual either. But apparently, she did not mind letting another woman see her naked.
I just stood there and watched her strip. In mere seconds, she was naked and the light of the moon shined down upon her. Her breasts was just as perky as I had imagined and the chilly air had turned her nipples to stone. I studied them for a seconds before focusing on her pussy. Her tight, clean-shaven pussy. The sight of it drove me wild with desire and I almost failed to resist the urge to reach out and kiss her. Luckily, Lexxi had not noticed my far-from-subtle attraction and was now focused on the dark mass that was the lake. Without so much as a word, she leapt off the dock and sliced through the water without a single splash.
I was relieved to see her enticing figure disappear, but the damage had already been done. Massive amounts of arousal now coursed through my veins and I knew it was only a matter of time before the fantasy that plagued me took control of my mind. No sooner had I figured this out that reality began to fade. Moments later, the fantasy had begun.
Lexxi surfaced, her hair slick with water.
“Are you coming in?” she asked, beaming up at me.
I muttered something that could pass for a yes and began fumbling with my bikini. I am usually a nervous, but seeing my friend’s naked body had flustered me and my fingers refused to obey my command.
It took a while, but I eventually managed to remove my swimsuit and joined my friend in the water. It was even hotter than I had anticipated and forced a soft moan past my lips.
After enjoying the feel of the hot water on my skin, I surfaced to find Lexxi staring at me with lust-filled eyes. I instantly knew what would happen next and a smile of anticipation curled my lips.
“Come here,” she said, beckoning me forward with her index.
My smile widened as I swam over to her. We treaded water for a few seconds, eyes locked and eagerness building within us. Her feet brushed against my legs a few times and each touch made my arousal jump up a notch. By the time she finally leaned forward, I was on the verge of going mad with arousal.
Our lips made contact and I felt a shiver of lust run through me. Unable to contain my arousal any longer, I took control and forced my tongue into her mouth. Sliding it across hers in a teasing manner, I guided it back to my own mouth. That was all it took to convince Lexxi to join me in a lustful tongue dance.
Soft moans rippled out across the water as we kissed. It was my first time kissing someone in the water and it was an odd feeling. Odd, but incredibly arousing. Our breast bumped together a few times and my nipples were soon turned to stone.
I was beginning to fear the kiss would never end when her lips finally retreated. As much as I had enjoyed the taste of her minty mouth, I could not wait for her to retake control of the situation. Luckily, that was exactly what she did when she inhaled deeply and sunk below the surface. The reflection of the moon on the water kept me from seeing what she was up to, but her hands on my breasts kept me up to speed.
“That’s it,” I moaned softly as her lips made contact with one of my nipples. Her tongue soon joined the party and increasingly powerful moans fused from my mouth.
I may be quite an expert swimmer, the arousal coursing through my veins was making it difficult to me to focus on treating water. Luckily, the dock stood nearby and I was able to hold on to it for stability. No longer forced to swim, I let myself float there as Lexxi teased my nipples, sending shivers of arousal running through me.
She did things with her tongue that I have no words to describe, but it was nothing compared to what she did next. Coming up for air, she dove back down, this time plunging deep enough to reach my pussy.
“Fuck!” I moaned as she forced my legs apart and buried her face in my crotch. Her tongue began darting into my pussy, filling it with water. It was an odd feeling, but one I would soon learn to love. Unfortunately, it was not meant to last.
When she pulled away after a few seconds, I assumed it was to take breath. Thought she did inhale, that was not the only reason for her resurfacing.
A surprised moan escaped me as she pulled me in for a passionate kiss. I quickly recovered and returned her lustful tongue strokes. I feared this was the end of her undertaker play. That is, until I felt something brush against me labia. Her fingers.
A moan escaped my tongue-filled mouth as two of her fingers slipped into me. Lexxi pushed on until they could go no further. Pulling them out, she began expertly fingering my pussy, forcing increasingly powerful moans past my lips. But no matter how powerful my cries, they remained muffled by her lips, which remained permanently glued to mine.
It was not until a powerful orgasm exploded within me that I was finally allowed to moan.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked as soon as our lips had parted. No sooner had the moan left my lips that my pussy came to life. Wave after wave began to gush out of me, though none of them remained complete for long. As soon as the hot orgasmilk was release, it mixed with the water and became food for the fish. It felt like a waste, but the overwhelming intensity of my orgasm fully made up for it.
After what felt like an eternity, the final wave finally oozed out of me and Lexxi’s fingers left my body. Luckily, her lips helped ease the pain of the loss as they pressed against mine. Her tongue was also quite helpful as it began exploring my oral cavity. But as intense as the kiss was, it was not meant to last.
“Are you coming in?” asked Lexxi. Since I was still making out with her, this could only mean one thing. The woman who had just spoken was not part of my fantasy. She was the real Lexxi. Once glance around informed me that my fantasy was indeed over. I was back on the dock, with my bikinis still wrapped around my body.
Noticing Lexxi staring up at me from the water, I quickly stripped and jumped in. Like in my fantasy, the water felt great against my skin. Unlike in my vivid sex dream, Lexxi and I were not about to have sex. Luckily, there was a full day left to the weekend and I knew it was only a matter of time before I fantasized again.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 77: Topless Sunbathing
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

My friends and I had rented a cottage for the weekend. In the hours following our arrival, I had fantasized about two of my friends. First, I had pictured myself having sex on the beach, then I had imagined myself being fingered to climax in the lake. But no matter how hot my friends were, that was the end of my fantasy-filled day. Luckily, I still had a full day left to relax and fantasize.
A wide yawn parted my lips as I awoke. My internal clock is set to wake me up at a precise time each morning and it is extremely rare that I sleep in, even on days off. Luckily for my tired body, that day was one of the rare exceptions.
“Wow!” I gasped as I glanced at my watch and realized it was almost eleven. I had not slept in so late in years and I must admit, it felt good. Still, this weekend had not been free and I was determined to enjoy it fully.
A few minutes later, I was up and about. I searched the cottage, but it was empty. Assuming my friends were already up and about, I headed down to the lake. I expected to find all four of them enjoying the refreshing water, but only one of them was present. And swimming was clearly the farthest thing from her mind.
“Wow!” I softly gasped as I spotted her lying on the dock. She was sunbathing. Topless.
I stopped, mid-stride and focused on my friend—for the purposes of this story, let’s call her Nikki. Though her bikini top was nowhere to be seen, she lay on her stomach, so her breasts still remained out of sight. I could see a little side boob, but it was not enough to affect me drastically. Still, I took a few seconds to study her flawless body.
I was about to close the gap that separated us and ask if she knew where the rest of our group was when she flipped onto her back. My jaw dropped open as her breasts were revealed. I had always known she was well-endowed, but I had no clue how flawless her boobs were. Until now. They were perfect. Big, yet firm and perfectly squeezable. I studied the nipples that stood atop them for a few seconds before realizing how creepy I was being. I was peeping on one of my best friends and…
That was as far as I got before realizing how horny I was. Seeing my friend’s breasts had filled my body with arousal and I could now feel a fantasy growing within me. I considered tearing my gaze away from the flawless pair of boobs that lay before me, but my body refused to obey. Moments later, my arousal reached the point of no return and reality started to fade. In a matter of seconds, the fantasy had begun.
All feelings of guilt and fear instantly faded, leaving only arousal behind. Embracing it, I closed the gap between Nikki and me. Feeling the dock move, my friend’s eyes fluttered open and she peered up at me. I expected her to cover herself up. Instead, she just peered up at me and smiled.
“Enjoying the view?” she asked after giving me a few seconds to study her flawless body. Though this was a fantasy, I found myself blushing and peering away in embarrassment. Nikki seemed amused by my sudden shyness, because she chuckled.
“Could you give me a hand?” she asked. Focusing on her once more, I found her in a seated potion. In her outstretched hand stood a bottle of sunscreen.
It took me a few seconds to figure out what she wanted me to do. When I finally did, I grabbed the bottle of lotion and squirted a blob onto my hand. Kneeling behind her, I began applying the sunscreen to her back. She seemed to enjoy my delicate touch, because she moaned softly, sending a shiver of arousal running down my spine.
“Would you like me to do the front too?” I asked once I had worked the lotion into her skin.
There was a moment of silence, during which I began to fear I bad been too bold. Perhaps she thought of me as a friend and nothing more. But this was a fantasy. My fantasy.
“That would be great,” finally answered Nikki, chasing all uncertainty from my body. Mere seconds after the words left her lips, I was seated before her, reaching out with shaking, lotion-covered hands.
More than anything, I wanted to feel my palms against her breasts, but I knew I could not afford to jump the gun. Taking a slow, calculated approach, I began applying the sunscreen to her stomach. I then moved on to her arms before finally working up the nerve to focus on the breasts. I was afraid of her reaction, so I dared not look into her eyes.
There were a few seconds of silence as I began working the lotion into her skin. The feel of her hardening nipples beneath my palms was driving me wild, but I still feared her reaction. I kept my gaze focused on her breast until she spoke.
“That’s it,” she moaned softly as I massaged her breasts. “Keep going.”
A mixture of relief and arousal washed over me as I peered up to find her staring at me with lust-filled eyes. No longer afraid of the consequences of my acts, I leaned forward and kissed her.
We shared a soft moan as our lips made contact. Unable to resist the enticing feel of her hot skin, I slipped my tongue into her mouth. More moans were released as our tongue danced around in waltz of lustful love.
By the time our lips parted, Nikki had somehow removed my bikini top. I had no idea how she had accomplished this without me noticing, but that was irrelevant. Peering at me with lust-filled eyed, she grabbed my shoulders and forced me onto my back. Leaning over me, she wrapped her lips around one of my nipples.
“Oh yes!” I moaned as she began playing with it. My arousal increased with each new tongue stroke and I soon began begging for more. But she refused to hear my pleas until she had teased me to the point of insanity.
“Thank god!” I gasped when she began licking her way across my stomach. Her tongue soon made contact with my labia, making me realize how wet all her teasing had made me.
She played with my clit for a few seconds before moving on. I was hoping to feel her tongue slide into my hot, wet slit, but she instead focused on my asshole. Hoping this would lead her closer to penetration, I spread my legs as wide as they would go, giving her unrestricted access to both my pussy and asshole. Unfortunately, Nikki simply continued teasing my anus.
I was about to beg for penetration when she pulled away. I dared not look, fearing what I would find. But I overcame my fear when I heard an odd buzzing noise. Lifting my head, I focused on what lay between my thighs and found a shocking sight.
“Where did that come from?” I wondered as I found Nikki holding a large vibrator. The toy quivered in her hand as she brought it down to my body. I didn’t know which hole she would chose to focus on, but I honestly didn’t care.
“Fuck!” I moaned as the toy finally made contact with my anus. The powerful buzzing instantly loosened it and the toy easily slid into me. Obviously thrilled by this, Nikki began propelling it in and out of me.
My lover’s toy felt great in my ass, but it was nothing compared to when she lowered her head and slipped her tongue past my labia. It slithered deep into my pussy, sending a powerful moan flying past my lips.
“Faster!” I begged, moments after her tongue had come to life. Both of my holes were repeatedly being invaded and it was now only a matter of time before…
“I’m gonna cum!” I announced. Moments later, the orgasm that had been growing within me finally exploded.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked at the top of my lungs as my pussy came to life. Wave after wave of hot nectar began gushing out of me. I think Nikki drank it all, because I did not feel a single drop hit my thighs. Either way, she continued ferociously toying and tongue fucking both my holes until the final wave finally oozed out of me.
I was getting ready to recover when Nikki’s voice snapped me back to reality. Once quick look at my surroundings told me I was fully clothed and back on shore. I also discovered that my friend had noticed me spying on her. I felt guilty until I realized she did not seem bothered in the least. In fact, she was gesturing for me to join her.
By the time I reached her, she had covered herself up. I was a little disappointed to see her beautiful breasts vanish, but also relived I would not have to fight he urge to ogle her.
“Where are the others?” I asked, desperate to change the subject.
“They went for a walk,” answered Nikki. After a short pause, she added, “Would you like to join me for a little sunbathing?”
I hesitated. Part of me hoped accepting her offer would mean getting another look at her flawless breasts, but the rest of me knew I could not be trusted to keep my urges under control.
“Thanks,” I said, “but I think I prefer going for a dip instead.” And without another word, I dove into the lake. The water was cool and helped chase the arousal from my body. But as always, I knew it was only a temporary fix. There was still one day left to my vacation and it was only a matter of time before I fantasized again.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 78: Truth or Dare
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

My friends and I had rented a cottage for the weekend. On the first day, I had fantasized about two of my friends. As for the second day, it had begun with a third fantasy. There was now only one friend left.
The rest of the day was rather uneventful. My friends eventually returned from their walk and we spent the remainder of the day chilling out, going for swims and basically enjoying life. As much fun as I was having, I grew increasingly nervous as the hours passed. I do not usually crave fantasies as they often rupture the flow of my day and often put me in less-than-comfortable situations, but this time was different. I had already fantasized about three of my friends and I feared I would not be given an opportunity to complete my fantasy cycle. I felt guilty, fearing I would somehow offend my final friend if I did not fantasize about her.
The sun had set quite some time earlier and the evening was nearing its end. My friends had ingested large amounts of alcohol and I feared they would pass out one by one before I could find fuel for my final fantasy. Luckily, one of them had a genius idea. As luck would have it, it was the very friend I had yet to fantasize about—for the purposes of this story, let’s call her Sammi.
“Let’s play truth or dare!” she suddenly said, making us all jump. She had not moved in almost an hour and we had all assumed she was passed out. Obviously, we were wrong.
There was a moment of silence before we answered. I am not usually one to play such childish games, but I knew this could very well be my last chance to fantasize.
“I’m in,” I said, surprising everyone present. But my unexpected response helped convince the remaining members of the group to accept Sammi’s offer.
Because she was responsible for us playing, Sammi started. I could tell you everything that happened, but most of the dares were unimaginative and most truths far from earth-shattering. But as the evening progressed and more alcohol was ingested, the dares gradually grew more and more daring.
“I dare you to kiss Sammi,” eventually said one of my friends. I was a little surprised by the perversity dare, but this was my one and only opportunity to fantasize about the final member of our group and I was not about to pass it up. Plus, Sammi was quite attractive and, although she was drunk, I was quite looking forward to kissing her. It had not been made clear if we were to share a simple peck on the lips or a full-on tongue kiss, but it was a safe bet it was the former.
We all sat in a circle and Sammi stood to my left. She turned toward me, impassive. I could not tell if she was looking forward to our kiss, but at least she did not look repulsed. Then again, she may have been too drunk to display emotions. Luckily, one of the only rules in truth or dare was “a dare cannot go uncompleted” and I was not about to be branded a coward.
“Ready?” I asked as I turned to Sammi.
She nodded, still impassive.
“This is it,” I thought as I leaned forward. I normally would have closed my eyes, but my friend was beyond tipsy and I had to grab her shoulders just to keep her from slumping over. I almost felt like I was taking advantage of her, but a dare is a dare.
“This is it,” I thought again as her lips neared mine. Now with my eyes closed, I waited for the long-awaited moment.
Her lips finally made contact with mine and it felt like a bolt of lightning shot through me. But instead of electricity running through me, it was arousal. Massive amounts of arousal. Spending all day craving a fantasy must have made me desperate, because the mere touch of Sammi’s lips forced one to grow within me. I barely had time to figure out what was going no before the real world faded.
A passionate moan escaped me as soon as the fantasy began. I knew nothing I did not would affect the real world and I took full advantage of this to give in to the massive amounts of arousal coursing through my veins. Sammi’s lips were still pressed against mine, though I could now feel her tongue tentatively prodding at the entrance of my mouth. Unable to resist the tempting offer, I parted my lips and welcomed her tongue with a passionate moan.
In mere seconds, we were passionate kissing. Our tongues danced around is a waltz of lustful love. I had no idea if the fantasy version of Sammi was drunk, but her skillful tongue strokes seemed to belong to someone who was in full control of her faculties. Taking full advantage of this, I reciprocated her eager stokes with great verve.
It was not until the kiss ended that I realized Sammi was not the only one to have entered my fantasy. Every last member of our group was present and, ignoring the rules of truth or dare, they took turns daring us to do increasingly kinky things.
As luck would have it, every last one of the dares were given to Sammi. But I did not care, because that meant I was the recipient of all her lustful actions. The first thing she did was remove my clothes. I was still wearing my bikini, so it did not take long before I was fully naked. Thank god the fantasy version of Sammi was sober, otherwise the simple process would have taken forever.
“Oh yes!” I moaned as her lips made contact with one of my nipples. I now lay in the center of the circle formed by my friends. Eyes closed and chest slowly rising and falling to the rhythm of my breaths, I moaned softly as Sammi’s tongue teased my nipples, soon turning them to stone. I was stunned by how skilled my lover was—at least for a non-lesbian—but I wasted no time focusing on that, instead spending my time enjoying the sensual dance she performed upon my boobs.
“What the…” I began when she pulled away. Lifting up my head, I found her sitting next to me, waiting for her next dare. Luckily, one of our friends had come up with the perfect dare and voiced it almost instantly.
“…fuck!” I finished when Sammi obeyed the dare. But licking my engorged labia was only the start. She teased my clit for a few seconds before another one of ours friends asked her to slide her tongue into me.
“Oh god!” I gasped as my soaking-wet pussy was invaded. Her tongue wiggled inside me for a few seconds before yet another dare was given. Luckily, Sammi still gave me a few more penetrating thrusts before pulling away.
Taking the instrument she was being handed, she twisted the tip and we both smiled as the vibrator buzzed to life. It was the same one my other friend had used during my last fantasy. Like before, I had no idea where it had come from, but it still remained irrelevant.
I hoped to feel the trembling instrument would invade my rectum, but it was instead propelled deep into my pussy, forcing a powerful moan past my lips. Sammi was allowed to thrust it in and out of me a few times before another dare was given.
Pulling away from me, my friend dropped the vibrator and grabbed the new sex toy she was being handed. The new toy was also a dildo, though it did not vibrate. However, it was far more massive and came with straps. I watched with an eager smile as Sammi put it on. By the time the strapon her been attached to her body, I was on all fours and ready to receive every inch of her new manhood.
“Fuck me!” I begged as I peered back at her over my shoulder. I knew the request was useless as she had been dared to fuck me to climax, but I liked to pretend I was in control. But as the large shaft neared my body, I realized that was not the case. Or was it?
“Fuck it,” I thought as I decided to ignore the rules of truth or dare and take control of the situation. “Wait!” I added, this time aloud.
Sammi froze, less than an inch away from penetration. I saw a worried look deform her beautiful traits and I could tell she was afraid she had done something wrong. I let her fret for a few seconds before speaking again.
“I want you to fuck my ass,” I told her.
I expected her to be relieved, but my request only confused her further.
“Are—are you sure?” she asked.
I nodded.
“Definitely,” I assured me. I then added in a more forceful voice, “Now fuck me ass!”
Sammi lost all reserve and grabbed my wait with both hands. Orienting her body to ensure the tip of the toy was pressed up against my anus, she jerked forward.
“FUCK!” I yelled as the large shaft shot into me. I slid deeper and deeper until it could go no further. I could tell my cry had frightened my lover, so I put an immediate end to it and waited for her to begin one of the most intense anal poundings of my life.
When nothing happened for a few seconds, I glanced back at her over my shoulder and gave her a reassuring smile. Apparently that was enough, because she soon began ramming her large spear into my ass.
“Oh yes!” I moaned. “Faster! FASTER!”
Sammi increased the force her thrusts and in no time, I felt a powerful orgasm growing within me.
“I’m about to cum!” I announced. This statement was welcomed by a powerful cheer from the rest of the group. Obviously determined to give me the best orgasm of my life, Sammi doubled the intensity of her thrusts.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I bellowed at the top of my lungs as my pussy came to life. Wave after wave of hot orgasmilk began to shoot out of my strapon-free pussy. In no time, my thighs were slick with cum, yet still more was released. My lover’s silicone manhood flew in and out of my ass as my body shook with pleasure. By the time the final wave oozed out of me, I was so exhausted that I barely had the strength to utter one final moan before crashing down onto the deck.
I lay there for a few seconds before I was snapped back to reality. As usual, it only took a quick glance at my surroundings to tell me the fantasy was over. But I did not care. I had fantasized about all four of my friends and that was all that mattered.
Now that my dare had been completed, it was my turn. I tried to come up with something original, but I was far too distracted to think clearly. All I knew was that I had just enjoyed the last fantasy of the trip and I was feeling depressed. Luckily, I knew my vivid imagination would not let me down. Another fantasy would grow within me when the time was right. It was only a matter of time.
 

To be continued Next Week…




Month 19: July
 

Week 79: The Stallion
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I love to write. Unfortunately, it is not possible for me to make a living from my passion. Yet. Because of this, I usually take a month off in spring and return to my hometown for what I like to call a “workation” (work vacation). This year was no different.
As usual, my father was nice enough to let me stay with him for a month. We get along famously, so our time spent together was great. At least that was the plan…
For some reason, each year I forget just how little privacy my childhood house offers. None of the doors have locks, which means that masturbation is not an option. It was thus only a matter of days before I found myself trapped in a constant state of arousal. For most, this would have been a problem, but for me it was just an opportunity to enjoy more of my vivid fantasies.
I had been working for four days straight and I had finally gotten into the rhythm of things. In fact, I was on my way home after a hard day’s work when I experienced my first fantasy. It was a still early in the afternoon, yet I was completely exhausted. Just keeping my eyes open was a struggle.
For some reason, the small village I grew up in is home to more horses than any other region I have visited in all of the province of Quebec. It was thus no big surprise when I drove by half a dozen horses grazing in a field. What was unusual was my reaction.
I had driven past those particular horses twice daily for the past four days, yet this was the first time I truly noticed them. They were all beautiful, athletic beasts. I am no equine expert, yet I could tell they were pure breeds. One of them in particular caught my eye. He was a massive stallion.
“Wow!” I gasped as my gaze landed on him. The mere sight of him sent a shiver running through me. It started at the base of my neck and ran all the way down my spine before migrating to my pussy.
“Uh-oh!” I muttered as I noticed something between the steed’s hind legs. My eyes kept darting between the road and the beautiful animal, but I immediately recognized the half-erect manhood that stood between his legs. I felt my arousal spike and instantly knew a fantasy was on its way.
Knowing how overwhelming my fantasies can be, I immediately slowed the car to a stop. Luckily, the dirt road I was driving on barely saw any traffic, so I was confident I would not be disturbed.
I barely had time to stop the vehicle before reality started to fade. Now that I was safe, I stopped fighting the familiar feeling and let the fantasy drag me away from my currently sexless life.
As soon as the final shreds of reality had faded, I stepped out of the car and made my way across the vehicle. Jumping across the shallow ditch, I made sure the fence was not electrified before scaling it.
I had not been near a horse for quite some time, yet I knew nothing bad could happen to me during a fantasy. At least nothing that could impact my real life. It was thus without fear that I approached the studly stallion.
The closer I got, the more imposing he became. From afar, he had seemed quite massive, but from up close, he seemed huge. Nonetheless, it was without an ounce of fear that I reached out and pressed my palm to his muzzle.
There was a moment of silence before he snorted and began rubbing his muzzle against my palm. And just like that, I knew this fantasy was about to take a turn for the better.
With a wide smile and a pounding heart, I hurried around the steed and dropped to my knees. My smile widened when I realized his spear had gone from half erect to fully engorged.
“Wow!” I gasped as I realized just how massive his shaft was. Had this not been a fantasy, I would have feared for my safety. Luckily, none of this was real and that meant nothing in the world could keep me from stuffing that tasty prick into my mouth.
A passionate moan escaped me as I did just that. Not only was my lover’s mast hard as rock and pulsating with anticipation, but it emanated heat like a furnace. My moan lingered on as I began bobbing my head back and forth.
Desperate to get my hands on every last drop of the studly steed’s tasty cum, I grabbed the shaft with both hands and ferociously jerked it off as my lips and tongue expertly massaged the head.
This went on for what felt like mere seconds before the animal’s manhood came to life. It jerked around madly in my hands and mouth for a moment before something hot and gooey hit my tongue.
A powerful moan escaped me as unclenched my throat muscles and let the tasty treat flow into it. As with most of my fantasies, the stallion’s semen tasted sublime. It was sweet without being overpowering. It was flavored without be nauseating. It was… well, the only word that I can come up with is AWESOME!
I continued jerking off my studly lover as I drank every last drop of cum he produced. By the time the final wave oozed out of him, I felt full.
As soon as the shaft popped out of my mouth, it went limp. I knew what would happen next, but I could not afford to let it happen. Ingesting all that cum had turned me on more than ever before and I could not wait for him to repay the sexual favor I had just given him.
“Oh no you don’t,” I said as I grabbed the shrinking shaft and guided it back to my mouth.
It took some work, but I eventually managed to return the studly animal’s spear to its previous state. As soon as its stiffness was ensured, I released it and put the next part of my plan into action. I had written about this a million times and done it myself just as often in my fantasies. It was thus without a moment of hesitation that I got into position.
A soft moan flowed past my lips as I felt this tip of the rock-hard shaft press against my labia. Halfway through grabbing the animal’s two front legs and straightening out my own legs to give him unrestricted access to my slit, I had removed my clothes. It was thus in a completely naked state that I gleefully waited for my lover to make his move. Luckily, I did not have to wait long.
“FUCK!” I yelled as he jerked forward, forcing his huge shaft past my labia. I moaned as it travelled deeper and deeper into me. Logic dictated my pussy be too small to accommodate such a massive spear, yet the fantasy swept all logic aside, letting my lover force half of his massive manhood into me.
“Fuck me!” I begged.
No sooner had the words left my lips that my command was obeyed.
Moan after moan flowed past my lips as the studly animal pounded the living shit out of me. But no matter how hard he pushed, I carved more.
“Faster!” I begged. “FASTER!”
Once again, my request was immediately obeyed.
My moans continued to echo throughout the valley as my powerful lover repeatedly rammed his rod into me. Before long, I felt a powerful orgasm grow within me.
“I’m gonna cum!” I announced. The words barely had time to escape me before my warning became a reality.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked at the top of my lungs as my pussy literally came to life. I convulsed madly as my lover continued to pound me with all of his strength.
As luck would have it, the stallion reached climax a split second after me. His manhood began jerking around with great zeal as wave after wave of hot, sticky cum shot out of him.
Moans, whinnies and a surprising amounts of cum filled the air as we climaxed. That is, until an unexpected sound snapped me back to reality.
“What the…” I began as I glanced around.
“…fuck!” I finished when I realized the fantasy was over. I was now back in my father’s car and the sound that had snapped be back to reality was that of a passing car honking.
I knew I should be angry at the inconsiderate driver, but I had to admit it was a relief to be back in the real world. Sure, I was still horny as hell, but at least I could now make it home for a little, well-deserved rest. Unfortunately, over a dozen horses still stood between me and my father’s house. Could I make it home without giving in to my vivid imagination? I guess there was only one way to find out.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 80: Incestuous Horseplay
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

It had been a little over a week since I had temporarily moved back in with my father. I had not taken a single day off work and I was exhausted. As if that was not bad enough, I was also horny. Really horny! But I guess that was to be expected. After all, I had not climaxed once since my arrival. Thank god my father would be leaving the next day. As an added bonus, I would have the day off and that meant I could spend all day in bed. Though I planned on sleeping in, that was not the real reason for my desire to remain in bed. Let’s just say that my fingers would be sore from overuse by the end of the day. But I’m getting ahead of myself…
I was driving home after a particularly exhausting day and I could not wait to tumble into my bed and pass out. Unfortunately, I had to make it home first.
It was a little past ten and the sun had long since vanished from the sky. In fact, the lack of houses lining the road I drove on kept my surroundings bathed in darkness. It was only when the road twisted that I could see anything but the road ahead. Speaking of twists, that was exactly what the road did next.
“Oh my god!” I gasped the car’s headlights momentarily illuminated a shocking scene. Standing in the field that followed the road were two horses. My arousal led me to assume the two large animals were stallions, but their behavior told another story. Though the two animals looked identical in almost every way, one of them had a raging hard-on. But that was nowhere near as arousing a realization as the fact that he was attempting to mount the other equine.
Quickly peering into the rearview mirror to make sure no one was following me, I slammed on the brakes and slid to a stop in a cloud of dust. Once the airborne dirt settled, an astonishingly arousing scene was revealed. The stallion had managed to mount what I now assumed was a mare. Unfortunately for the horny steed, she did not seem inclined to let him penetrate her, because she was fighting like crazy to repel his sexual advances.
I watched in a mixture of awe and anticipation. In that moment, two things happened. One: My arousal skyrocketed and one of the most powerful fantasies of my life took hold of me, dragging me away from reality. Two: My vivid imagination led me to believe the two equines that stood before me were in fact siblings, which explained why the mare was fighting what should have been an enjoyable sexual encounter.
It took less than a second for the fantasy to take hold of me. As soon as it had, I stepped out of the car and heard something that was both illogical and impossible.
“Get off me!” growled the mare as she continued to fight her brother’s incestuous advances.
I did not even react. This was a fantasy and hearing animals talk was not exactly something new for me. Still, incestuous bestiality was and I could not wait to see how my perverse daydream would unfold.
“Come on,” insisted the stallion as he continued to fight for access to his sister’s body, “I know you want it.”
Unfortunately for the horny equine, that did not have the desired effect. Instead of convincing the mare to calm down, it persuaded her to fight even harder. The two struggled for a few more seconds before the stallion lost his footing and was forced to dismount his sibling by fear of crashing to the ground.
Seeing them pull apart filled me with a great disappointment. This was my fantasy and if my imagination would not ensure things played out as desired, then it was my responsibility to convince the mare to give incest a try.
“I know it’s none of my business,” I said as I approached the fence that drew the line between road and field, “but I think your brother is right.”
Noticing me for the first time, the two equines turned to me and squinted. Unfortunately for them, the car’s headlights stood behind me, which ensured I looked like a mere black shadow. Fortunately, their incestuous predicament seemed to outweigh their curiosity.
“Right about what?” asked the mare as she approached the fence.
Her brother soon followed.
“Let’s just say I’m kind of an expert when it comes to fantasies,” I explained. “And if this one is anything like all the others I’ve had before, then you will enjoy every second of what’s about to happen.”
There was a moment of silence. I could tell the mare was trying to figure out if she should trust me.
“And what exactly is about to happen?” she asked suspiciously.
“Your brother is going to teach you why family is the strongest bond of all,” I explained.
She did not seem convinced.
“Really?” she asked doubtfully as she turned to throw her brother a defiant look. But when she turned around, she found him standing less than a foot from her. Releasing a shocked gasp, she gave the studly stallion the perfect opening.
I watched with giddy anticipation as his tongue slithered past the mare’s lips. No sooner had it reached its destination that it began to move around eagerly. At least I assumed that is what it did, because the mare’s cheeks suddenly started to move.
The stallion was given a few seconds to kiss his sister before she realized what was happening. When she finally did, she did something that was so unexpected that even I was surprised.
Instead of rejecting her horny brother, she actually gave in to the arousal that had obviously been growing within her and started reciprocating his eager tongue strokes. The two passionately made out as soft, sensual moans escaped them.
I was so shocked by what I was seeing that I did not recover until their lips finally parted. The aroused expression the mare now wore told me my help was no longer required, so I decided to return to the car. I did not know what I was going to do until I reached the vehicle.
“Can I mount you?” I heard the stallion ask. I held my breath as I waited for the mare’s answer.
“Yes,” finally came her reply. This brought a smile to my lips and I turned around just in time to see the stallion mount his sister. This time, she did not fight him off and even pushed back slightly, easing his rock-hard manhood into her slit.
“Oh yes!” she moaned as her brother began slowly, sensually rocking back and forth. He was no longer in a hurry. Taking his time would ensure both he and his sister had the best sex of their lives.
Suddenly feeling left out, I decided it was time for me to join in. As much as I would have enjoyed to feel that massive spear inside me, it was not meant to be. However, that did not mean I could not enjoy the show.
Keeping my eyes glued to the incestuous display of bestial love that unfolded before me, I began removing my clothes. Once I was fully naked, I took a seat upon the hood of the car and moaned softly as the heat from the engine rose up to warm my labia. Unable to resist the shiver of arousal that ran through my pussy, I spread my legs and lowered my hand to it.
“Oh fuck!” I moaned as I began massaging my engorged labia.
The stallion continued to increase the speed of his thrusts as I massaged my lower lips. Before long, he was furiously pounding his beautiful sister. Apparently, the mare was also enjoying her first incestuous encounter, because she was now moaning blissfully.
“Faster!” she begged. “FASTER!”
Her brother happily obeyed.
More such requests were voiced and the stallion fulfilled every last one of them. That is until his sister said something completely unexpected.
“Stop!” she suddenly ordered.
The stallion was so surprised that he actually obeyed the odd command.
“What’s wrong?” he asked, obvious concerned for his sister’s safety.
“I want you to fuck me in the ass,” was the answer the mare chose to give as she glanced back at her lover with lust-filled eyes.
The stallion and I had the exact same reaction. Jubilation! The steed expressed his by pulling out of his sister and transferring his rock-hard spear to her rectum. I chose a different approach.
“Fuck!” I moaned as I slipped two of my fingers past my labia and propelled them deep into my soaking-wet pussy. More moans followed when I began thrusting them in and out with ever-increasing zeal.
Meanwhile, the stallion was doing the same. Each one of his thrusts was more powerful than the last. In fact, the pounding soon got so intense that it became impossible to tell when his spear was diving deep into his sister’s tight asshole and when it was being yanked out. Luckily, that made the entire ordeal even more enticing.
“I’m gonna cum!” The cry echoed through the night with great intensity. I honestly did not know if the warning had come from the mare or from me, but the powerful orgasm growing within me reminded me it did not matter. All that mattered now was the squirting orgasm I was about to enjoy. Sure enough…
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked powerfully. This time I knew the cry came from me, though the mare could easily have spoken at the same time and I would not have heard her. That was how intense my climactic moan was. But it was nothing compared to the feel of my pussy convulsing around my fingers. Or the sensation of my hot, gooey cum flowing around them. Or the feel of it spraying on my thighs. Or…
I never got a chance to finish the thought because I had just remembered the incestuous pounding taking place before me. My eyes darted to the equine couple just as they climaxed. Powerful moans flowed past their lips as wave after wave began to flow out of them. I don’t know if mares can squirt in real life, but in my fantasy they sure as hell could. In fact, so much orgasmilk shot out of her that my vision soon became obstructed by all the cum that filled the air. Fortunately, that soon became irrelevant.
“Dammit!” I swore as a blinding white light suddenly snapped me back to reality. It took a few seconds before I realized I was back inside my father’s car and another few before I figured out the lights that had dragged me back to reality belonged to the car that was now speeding toward me.
“Oh fuck!” I muttered as I remembered I was parked in the middle of the road. Forgetting all about the mare and the stallion, I removed my foot from the brake pedal and transferred it to the gas.
I started moving just as the car sped past. I have no idea what the driver thought I was up to, but I am confident he was wrong. After all, how could he have known I was fantasizing about a mare and a stallion having incestuous sex?
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 81: The Mare
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I had been living with my father for a little over two weeks. Though it had only been five days since the last time I had been able to sneak away for a little auto-erotic fun, I was still in a constant state of arousal. In fact, sex was all I could think about.
As usual, my alarm clock dragged me out of my sleep at 6:20 AM. However, my state of mind differed greatly from all other mornings. Not only had I spent all night dreaming of sex, but I had been in the middle of a particularly engrossing orgasm when my alarm had gone off. I was thus more aroused than ever before.
“Fuck!” I muttered as I dragged myself out of bed.
As I got ready for another long day’s work, I kept on replaying my dream over and over in my head. Not only was the young woman that my imagination had created for my sexual enjoyment breathtaking, but she was also a nymphomaniac. It was thus with a lesbian sex-filled mind that I got dressed and brushed my teeth. By the time I finally headed out of the house, I was even hornier than upon my return to reality.
I knew I would drive by dozens of studly stallions on my way to work and feared I would be unable to keep my arousal contained. Fortunately, I had a few minutes to spare, which gave me just enough time for one quick fantasy before work. Unfortunately, it was impossible to tell how long a fantasy would be until I was in it. But as we all know, controlling the length of a fantasy is extremely difficult, even for an veteran like me.
“Just keep your eyes on the road,” I told myself as I drove off. Yeah right!
Less than a minute went by before I saw no less than half a dozen horses standing mere feet from the road. I tried to avoid looking directly at them, but my arousal made such a thing impossible.
I felt a fantasy grow within me less than a second after I spotted the first horse. As luck would have it, she was a mare. You may think this would help keep my fantasy at bay, but my night-long lesbian sex dream only intensified things. I barely had time to slow the car to a stop and put it in park before reality faded completely.
I would probably have been stunned by how quickly my fantasy had begun had I not been so fucking horny. In fact, I was so aroused that I almost forgot to remove my seatbelt before bolting out of the car.
The driver’s side door barely had time to slam shut that I was scaling the fence leading to the nearby field. On the other side of it stood half a dozen horses. Most of them were scared off by my approach, but one was brave enough to remain. Obviously, it was the same mare I had spotted earlier.
I was so eager to get thing started that I did not even bother getting to know the mare first. Luckily, this was a fantasy and skipping steps was no big deal. In fact, I did not even need to get undressed; my clothes had already vanished, leaving me completely naked.
“Wow!” I gasped. Nothing like this had ever happened during a fantasy. Then again, never before had I been so turned on. I thus decided to ponder the oddness of it all at a later date and spend the present enjoying this exquisite fantasy.
I did not bother letting the mare know what I was up to. Instead, I simply laid down upon the still dew-covered grass and spread my legs. Lifting my head, I peered up at the mare and gave her an enticing smile. When that was insufficient to egg her forward, I raised a hand and beckoned her forth with my index.
I breathed a sigh of relief when she took a step forward. I watched in eager anticipation as she inched closer and closer. By the time her head began to dip, I could no longer stand it.
“Just fuck me!” I begged.
Had this been real life, the forcefulness of my request would probably have scared her away. Fortunately, this was a fantasy and my outburst inspired my soon-to-be lover to quicken her approach.
Less than a second later, I felt her hot breath on my labia.
“Fuck!” I moaned in anticipation as her lips parted and her tongue made its first appearance. It was still covered in bits of grass from the grazing I had interrupted, but I did not care. All that mattered was…
I never got a chance to finish because her tongue had just made contact with my engorged labia.
“Oh god!” I moaned as she began slowly, teasingly sliding her tongue back and forth against my lower lips. Shivers of arousal rippled across my skin as moans flowed past my lips. But as great as the mare’s tongue felt on my pussy, I wanted more. I wanted it inside me. Deep inside.
“Fuck me!” I half-pleaded, half-ordered.
The mare froze mid-lick and there was a moment of silence during which we shared an expressionless glance. I feared I had somehow offended her. That is, until she stiffened her tongue and propelled it deep into me.
“Fuck!” I moaned as it slithered deeper and deeper into my soaking-wet pussy.
The mare barely had time to begin what would prove to be one of the most intense tongue-fucking sessions of my life before I felt a powerful orgasm grow within me.
“I’m gonna…” I began, but the final word died in my throat when my pussy began to convulse.
My back now arched, I began moaning at the top of my lungs as I experienced one of the most intense orgasms of my life. I could not recall if or when I had last fantasized about a mare, but that was irrelevant. All that mattered now was the blissful feel of my hot, gooey cum gushing out of me.
My moans echoed throughout the prairie for what felt like an eternity before the final wave final oozed out of me. With one final shiver, it was all over. At least for me.
The mare kept licking my pussy until I found the strength to sit up. When her tongue finally left my slit, every last drop of cum had been licked up and my pussy was ready for the long day of work that lay ahead. But that would have to wait, because there was no way in hell I would leave without thanking the mare for the intense orgasm she had just given me.
I considered telling the mare what I was up to, but time was of the essence. Plus, I seriously doubted she would object to what I was getting ready to do. Still, I made sure to not rush things.
My legs were still shaky from my recent orgasm, but I managed to stand and make my way around the mare. I kept going until I stood behind her. Taking a few deep breaths to slow by racing heart, I grabbed her tail and gently lifted it, revealing her engorged pussy lips.
“Wow!” I gasped. The labia that stood before me was slick with what I assumed was pre-cum and the sweet smell that rose up from it convinced me I was a welcome guest.
With a wide smile of anticipation, I raised my free hand to the slit and gently began massaging the labia. The mare seemed to enjoy, because she snorted joyfully. Taking it as an invitation to keep going, I slipped one, then two fingers into her.
A surprised gasp escaped me. It was partly due to the intense heat that inhabited her pussy, but the main reason for my shocked exclamation was the incredible vastness of her slit. Two of my fingers were stuffed deep inside her, yet she still felt loose.
In an attempt to rectify this, I added a third finger. When that proved insufficient, I added fourth. But it was not until I inserted my entire hand that I felt her pussy tighter around my digits.
“Wow!” I gasped as I eased my hand deeper and deeper into her. By the time I could go no further, most of my forearm had been swallowed up.
I grinned like a kid in a candy store. She was so hot. So wet. So inviting. Unable to resist the enticing opening any longer, I began sliding my arm in and out of her.
A few snorts were released as I gradually increased the speed of my thrusts. By the time a lustful whinny was produced, I was ferociously fisting her equine pussy. Her vaginal walls were now tightly gripping my arm and I could tell by her shivers that she was nearing climax.
Sure enough, a powerful whinny was soon released. As it echoed throughout the prairie, her pussy came to life. Wave after wave of cum began to flow out of her. It splashed onto my naked body, warming me to my core and encouraging me to keep up the intense fisting.
A few squirts were released before my curiosity got the better of me. Closing my eyes to keep from being blinded, I leaned forward and opened my mouth. A blissful moan escaped me as my mouth was filled with the sweetest liquid I had ever tasted. Unable to resist, I swallowed the tasty treat and opened my mouth for seconds.
By the time the final wave oozed out of her, I felt full. However, all that orgasmilk had brought arousal back to my body and I could not wait to take things to the next level. But then I realized something.
“Oh fuck!” I muttered as I remembered I would be late for work. By the time the exclamation was complete, the fantasy had faded and I found myself back in my father’s car. Glancing at the dashboard clock, I realized I was a full five minutes late.
Muttering something that could have passed for a swear, I pressed the pedal to the metal and sped off. Fear of being late motivating me to ignore all other equines I came across, I exceeded the speed limit at every occasion and made it to work with a few seconds to spare. Thank god for the lack of police presence in rural areas.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 82: The Stallion Twins
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I had been working almost non-stop for over three weeks. It had been a very lucrative start to my “workation” (work vacation), but I was now exhausted. Luckily, I had finally been given a few days off and I was determined to enjoy my time off to its fullest extent. In other words, I would spend my time lying in bed and watching TV. At least that was the plan.
When I awoke, I was devastated to learn the power was out. So much for my plan. Thank god I had remembered to bring my e-reader. Of course, spending the entire day reading was not exactly as relaxing as watching Seinfeld (I had brought a few series to keep me busy during my downtime). But my plans were once again ruined when I realized I had forgotten to charge my e-reader and the battery was now dead. So much for technology.
I could have returned to bed, but I knew sleeping in was not an option. I had gotten used to waking up at 6:20 AM and not even a total and utter lack of activities could change my sleeping habits. I would just have to find a way to pass the time until the power came back on.
I tried a few different things, but nothing worked, so I eventually decide to go for a walk. I never really understood the appeal of walking for fun, but I was literally running out of options. The only upside was that I was surrounded by nature.
I did not notice just how much I missed the rustling of the wind in the leaves or the whistling of birds in the trees. Living in the city has its advantages, but it also has quite a few disadvantages. A lack of vegetation is one of them.
I knew the power would probably not be back on for hours, so I took my time. When I reached the end of the driveway, I came to a stop. I glanced left and right, but when nothing of interest jumped out at me, I picked a direction at random and started walking.
My mind soon began to wander and instinct guided my steps. It was not until I heard a distant whinny that I realized I had wandered over to the fence that bordered a quaint little clearing. In the center of this clearing stood two horses. More precisely, two stallions.
I watched them frolic for a few seconds before feeling a spark deep within my pussy. I instantly knew what was coming, but I managed to hold out long enough for the two studly equines to overcome their initial fear and slowly, carefully approach me. The closer they got, the more aroused I got. By the time they reached the fence, reality had faded and an identical fantasy world had taken its place.
I soon discovered that in this world, animals could talk. At least these stallions could.
“What are you doing here?” asked one of the two studly animals as he came to a stop mere inches from the fence. He was clearly the more extrovert of the two.
“Yeah!” agreed the other, obviously afraid to be left out of the conversation. He was the introvert.
I took a few seconds to study the two massive animals before answering. I could spend the next three pages describing exactly what they looked like, but let’s just say they were big. They towered above me and the powerful muscles that stood beneath their coats made me wonder if their cocks were anywhere near as impressive. But the most striking detail about them was the fact that they were identical in every way. Instantly, I knew they were twins. Identical twins. Of course, that only turned me on further.
“I’m just out for a stroll,” I said. At least that was what I planned on saying, but what actually came out was, “I’m here to convince you.”
I could tell by the twins’ demeanors that they were intrigued.
“Convince us to what?” asked the extrovert.
I smiled. My plan was working exactly as I had intended. Then again, this was my fantasy, so it was to be expected.
“Convince you to have sex, of course.”
The stallions were stunned.
“With you?” asked the extrovert.
I shook my head. I could tell they were perplexed. But then their eyes widened in shock.
“You mean with each other?” asked the introvert, but a glare from the other quickly silenced him. Obviously, talking was not in his job description.
“That’s never gonna happen,” said the extrovert in a voice that left no place for doubt.
I chuckled. This was all part of my plan.
“Really?” I asked. “Because I could make it worth your while.”
The twins seemed doubtful. That is until, I informed them that I could give them the only thing they could not get on their own. Freedom.
“Can you really set us loose?” asked the introvert, once again forgetting his place.
I chuckled.
“I think I can figure out how to open a gate,” I said, nodding to the nearby gate that kept the two studly animals trapped within the clearing.
I could tell the twins were seriously considering my offer. All they needed was one final push.
“Haven’t you ever wondered what it would be like to run wild, galloping with the wind in your mane?”
That was all they needed.
“We’ll do it!” they said in unison.
“I knew you would,” I said cockily. But that was okay. I could afford to be cocky. After all, this was my fantasy!
“Kiss,” I instructed, giving the twins no time to rethink their decision. But that was exactly what they did when they heard my first command. Luckily for me, the promise of freedom was stronger than their conviction that incest was wrong.
They hesitated for a few seconds, but eventually worked up the nerve to make their move. Eyes closed to keep from seeing what they were about to do, the brothers leaned toward each other. Their lips grew closer until they finally touched. As soon as they did, they forgot themselves and instantly started making out. Their tongues danced in each other’s mouths, filling the air with intense slurping sounds.
I stood there and watched in a mixture of awe and arousal. The two fought it out for a few seconds before the arousal came out victor. Letting it spread throughout my body, I lowered my hand to my pussy and began massaging it through the fabric of my shorts.
By the time the incestuous make out session came to an end, I was horny beyond repair. I had to find a way to alleviate the pressure or else I would go insane. Luckily, sliding my hand into my pants and playing with my engorged labia helped ease my suffering.
As luck would have it, that was the exact moment the twins decided to escalate things. They were now so engrossed in what they were doing that they seemed to have forgotten I was there. It was thus without discretion that the extrovert lowered his head and began sucking his brother’s cock. It was not until I saw the rock-hard member vanish into the steed’s mouth that I realized both stallions now had haring hard-ons.
“That’s it!” moaned the introvert as his brother skillfully sucked on his pole.
I watched the blowjob unfold, enjoying every lick, suck and slurp. Every moan, short and whinny. Every single element of the incestuous encounter was perfect.
By the time the submissive stallion warned his brother he was on the verge of climax, I had worked my way up to finger fucking.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” moaned the horse as he came. His cock jerked around madly in his brother’s mouth as wave after wave of tasty stallion semen shot out of it. At least, that’s what I assumed happened, because the extrovert stallion did not let a single drop of cum escape him.
By the time the blowjob came to an end, I was hornier then ever before. I knew I was nearing climax, but I refused to let it explode within me until I was completely ready. And I would not be ready until I saw the two brothers fuck each other. Fortunately that was exactly what happened next.
“I want you inside me,” said the introvert.
A wide smile appeared on his brother’s lips as he hurried around him. Once he was standing behind him, he reared up and mounted him. I could not keep an admiration-filled gasp contained as every last inch of the gargantuan manhood was swallowed up. But it soon made another appearance when the extrovert brother began rocking back and forth.
In and out the rock-hard appendage travelled as the two stallions moaned blissfully. I could not tell which moan belonged to which animal, but it didn’t matter. All that mattered were the two fingers that darted in and out of my pussy and the arousal that coursed through my veins. Well, that and the powerful orgasm that continued to grow within me.
I held out as long as I could, but my orgasm eventually became impossible to deny. I was about to cum, no matter if the incestuous couple my eyes remained glued to was or not.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked as my pussy came to life.
Fate must have been on my side, because the extrovert’s body soon began to convulse. Moments later, his cock did the same and wave after wave of semen were forced up his twin’s rectum.
The two of us moaned powerfully as our orgasms ripped through us, tearing us to shreds. The steed whose asshole was being repeatedly stuffed continued to moan, though his cries were far less potent. Nonetheless, he continued producing them until his sibling’s staff went limp in his ass.
Moments later, the final wave oozed out of me. And instants after that, my fantasy ended.
When I came to, I found the two stallions standing by the fence. Only a few feet separated us. I half-expected them to speak when I carefully approached them, but all they did was snort as they chased away flies with their tails. Reaching out carefully, I began petting their muzzles. They seemed to enjoy the attention, because they snorted joyfully.
I remained with the two studly steeds for a few minutes before they got bored and wandered off. After a little consideration, I determined my walk had lasted long enough and I headed back home, only to discover the power was back.
As much as I had enjoyed that intense fantasy, I did not think of the studly stallion twins for the rest of the day. However, that was probably because I spent the entire day watching Seinfeld. If it wasn’t for sex and TV, my life would be so fucking boring, lol.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 83: The Stallions
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

After five longs weeks working with little to no rest, my “workation” (work vacation) was finally over. I had gathered enough money to help supplement my writing income and get me through the rest of year. I was finally heading home.
Living in the city makes owning a car an illogical investment—especially a city as massive as Montreal. Because of this, my father had to drive me all the way back to my apartment. I always felt guilty for forcing him to take this four-hour roundtrip, but I made sure to compensate him for the gas and wear to his car.
I thought the trip home would be boring—for some inexplicable reason, my father always refuses to accompany his driving with music—but it was actually quite eventful. At least, it was in my mind.
We had been driving for about half an hour when we came across some roadwork. Big surprise, right? Well, the highway was backed up for kilometers and it did not look like we would be getting through anytime soon. Unfortunately, this was the most direct route to Montreal.
I settled in for what I feared would be a long wait. I tried to make a little small talk, but having spent the last month living together meant my father and I had little left to tell each other. It was thus in silence that we waited. Boredom eventually led me to focus on the outside world. At first, I feared there would be nothing of interest, but then I spotted two horses standing in a nearby field.
With nothing else to do, I focused my attention on them and waited for them to do something. Unfortunately, they seemed content just standing there. Fortunately, my high level of boredom quickly led me to fall back on my imagination. I started by picturing them approaching until they could get no closer to the car without jumping the fence. I then imagined them turning to the side, revealing two rock-hard erections. It was not until I laid eyes on their stiff poles than I realized something. I was now fantasizing.
“Yes!” I yelled victoriously. I had beaten boredom and I could now do whatever I pleased without fear of repercussions. I thus undid my seatbelt and stepped out of the car. Leaving it and all other immobilized vehicles behind, I hurried over to the field and hopped the fence.
I did not even break stride. Running toward the steeds, I used a nearby boulder to propel myself into the air. Moments later, I was landing on one of the studly stallions’ back. Thank god this was only a fantasy, or he would have totally freaked out. But since this was merely an illusion, I had no trouble steering the steed away from the fence and the road.
I rode bareback him for a few minutes before I judged enough distance had been put between us and the highway. Luckily, the second stallion had followed us here and stood at attention as I slid off the first one’s back.
I could have taken things slow, but I was so bored from the car ride that I decided to make up for it by diving right into the action. The first thing I did was remove every single article of clothing I wore. I then made sure the two steeds stood side by side. Once I was certain everything was in order, I slid under them and grabbed hold of their two spears.
A blissful moan flowed past my lips as I felt the intense heat that emanated from them. Unable to resist it, I focused on one of the shafts and, gripping it with both hands, guided it to my mouth. Once my lips had been wrapped around it and I was eagerly bobbing my head back and forth, I transferred my hands to the other spear and began jerking it off.
This went on for a while. Every so often I made sure to switch rods and in no time, I felt them come to life in my hands and mouth. Pulling away, I grabbed one with each hand and jerked them off until wave after wave of hot stallion semen flew out of them. Eyes now shut, I opened my mouth as wide as it would do and moaned blissfully as the tasty treat flowed down my throat.
The more I drank, the hornier I got. And the hornier I got, the more I craved the sweet nectar. By the time the final wave oozed out of the spears and they went limp in my hands, my stomach was full. Nonetheless, it was with a disappointed moan that I swallowed the final mouthful.
I continued jerking off my lovers’ poles for a while. This not only kept them from retreating back into their bodies, but it quickly returned them to their previous state; hard as rock and ready for action.
The next part was a little trickier. I could have let the studly equines take turns fucking me, but I wanted them both at the same time. I knew it would be difficult, but I would not rest until I had my way. Thank god this was a fantasy because what happened next would never have been possible in real life.
It took a little trial and error, but I managed to get one of the studly steeds to roll onto his back. Making sure to not injure him, I scaled his muscular body and lowered myself onto his now perfectly-vertical shaft.
“Fuck!” I moaned as the tip made contact with my engorged labia. Encouraged by its intense heat, I lowered myself until its oversized head popped into my pussy. Fortunately, I was soaking-wet and the spear easily slid in. I pushed on until every inch of me was full.
Part of me was content with this, but another, far bigger part craved more. Much more. Beckoning the second stallion forward, I made him understand what I wanted. It was in no way simple, but I managed to get him to stand over my vaginal lover and me. Once he was in place, I reached back, grabbed his spear and guided it to my asshole.
“Fuck!” I moaned again as the tip of it pressed against the opening. This time, I did not have to do to anything. The horny stallion did everything for me. Another moan escaped me as he jerked forward, forcing his massive member deep into my rectum. I had not been double penetrated in quite some time and I felt incredibly full.
I was in paradise. But paradise soon got even better when my anal lover began rocking back and forth. His cock began sliding in and out, pulling a cry from my lips each time it entered me. The interspecies pounding soon got so intense that I began rocking to and fro. Believe it or not, things got even better. The swaying motion of my body forced my vaginal lover’s spear to repeatedly slide into me. In no time as all, I had a massive, rock-hard pole darting in and out of each one of my holes.
I moaned blissfully, my cries intercut only by the occasional snort or whinny from my lovers. My arousal rose gradually, but quickly. In a matter of seconds, I could feel a powerful orgasm growing within me. Moments later, it exploded.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shirked at the top of my lungs as my pussy came to life. Wave after wave of cum began shooting out of it just as my lovers’ spears came to life. They jerked around inside me for a few seconds before they too started releasing more sweet nectar than my body could handle.
Before long, so much orgasmilk flew out of me that we literally vanished in a cloud of tasty liquid. I knew it was impossible for us to produce so much cum, but this was a fantasy and I enjoyed every second of it. That is, until I was snapped back to reality.
I glanced around and realized my fantasy had been shattered by the movement of the car. We had started moving again. Slightly disappointed by how close I had gotten to finishing my fantasy, I gave the two equines one final glance before we drove off. I honestly had no idea if they were stallions or even how well they were hung, but it didn’t matter. I would soon be home and I could finally pleasure myself without being afraid of my father walking in on me. The phrase home sweet home occurred to me.
 

To be continued Next Week…




Month 20: August
 

Week 84: Sexy Sauna
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I love to swim. Always have, always will. However, that doesn’t mean I also love swimming pools. Give me the choice between a chlorine-filled pool and an algae-and-fish-ridden lake and I will pick the lake every time. Unfortunately, living in one of the biggest cities in Canada means spending the entire summer in a state of constant sweatiness.
Following two of the summer’s hottest days—you know, the kind where you just lie in bed at night, staring up at the ceiling and sweating—I decided the time had come to break my no swimming pools rule. Thankfully, the nearest public pool was just a few minutes’ walk away.
I got there early. In fact, the place was only just opening when I got there. It was a weekday and the morning air was still cool—at least as cool as it can be in a city like Montreal—so I was completely alone but for an old couple that remained in the shallow end throughout my ten laps.
When I finally decided the time had come to head home and once more brave the heat, I looked like a dried raisin. Thankfully, no one of importance was there to see it.
On my way back to the changing room, I passed by the sauna. Given the intense heat of the last few days, the thought of sitting around and sweating was not exactly enticing, but I knew it would help expulse the chlorine from my pores.
When I entered, I was hit with a wave of heat. It took a few seconds for my eyes to adjust to my steamy surroundings. When they did, I discovered a young woman standing across from the door. I could spend the next three pages telling you just how beautiful she was, but let’s just say she was perfect in every way. Her beauty was only heightened by the fact that only a towel stood between me and the flawless body I am certain stood beneath it.
We shared a quick nod of acknowledgement as I closed the door and took a seat. I tried to stare ahead, but my eyes were constantly drawn to her. I knew I could not leer at her without freaking her out, yet the quick glimpse I had caught of her upon entering the sauna was driving me insane with curiosity and desire.
I threw her quick glances, each one brining more arousal to my body. The more I looked, the more intrigued I became. I had to know what stood beneath that towel. I just had to.
My arousal continued to grow and the fantasy forming within me swelled with such swiftness that I barely even noticed it take hold of me. The transition from reality to fantasy was barely perceptible and I remained unaware of it until the young woman spoke.
“Do you mind if I remove my towel?” she asked, her voice a mere whisper.
That question was enough to inform me that the unfolding events were part of a fantasy and nothing I now did would impact my life in the real world. Nonetheless, I felt myself blush at the thought of seeing that beautiful stranger’s sublime figure.
“Of c—course not,” I stuttered.
She smiled, as if amused by my stammering.
Standing up, she tugged on her towel and let it fall to the floor.
“Wow!” I gasped as her body was revealed. She was even hotter than I had imagined. Every part of her was perfect. She was the woman of my dreams.
I struggled to keep from staring as she sat down. Her legs parted ever so slightly, revealing her clean-shaven labia. The sight of it threatened to drive me insane and all I could do to keep from leaping across the sauna and having my way with her was to tear my eyes away. It was the hardest thing I ever had to do, but I knew it was the right thing to do.
I spent the next few seconds stealing glances at her. Each time my eyes landed on her, I found her to be more beautiful than before. By the time I noticed her eyes were closed, more arousal than ever before coursed through my veins. Studying her in detail was all I could do to keep my hands from wandering over to her flawless figure.
After an eternity that felt like mere seconds, my eyes travelled up to her face and I found her eyes wide open. She was staring at me. I expected her to freak out, but she was smiling.
“Enjoying the view?” she asked.
“I—I’m sorry,” I muttered, tearing my gaze from her.
A soft chuckle filled the air.
“There’s no need to apologize,” she said. “You can look all you want.”
“Really?” I peered up at her. She was still smiling.
“Really,” she assured. “However, there is one condition.”
I cringed, fearing the worst.
“You must get naked too.”
A relieved chuckle flowed past my lips. Thrilled at the thought of freeing myself from the constraints of my bikini, I stood up.
“Let me help you with that,” she said before I could make a move. She stood up and crossed the sauna. Her fingers brushed ever so slightly against my skin as she grabbed the two strings that kept my top in place. Moments later, the garment was falling to the floor, the second part of my swimming apparel following shortly.
We now stood across from each other, both completely naked, with mere inches separating us. I peered into her eyes and found myself entranced by them. I barely even felt her fingers exploring my body. Thankfully, the same could not be said for her lips when she pulled me is for a passionate kiss.
The surprised moan that escaped me soon turned into one of lust when her tongue slipped into my mouth. Unable to resist the arousal that coursed through my veins, I kissed her back.
Our tongues danced around in each other’s mouths for a blissful eternity before she pulled away. I expected her to drop down to my breasts, but I was the one that was forced down. I saw her erect nipples fly by my lips before I reached my destination.
“Oh yes,” she moaned as my lips made contact with her labia. When I outstretched my tongue and ran it across the entire length of her slit, it got too much for her to handle and she tumbled back onto the nearby bench. Rushing over to her, I yanked her legs apart and buried my face in her pussy. It smelled so sweet, so inviting.
Unable to resist its enticing aroma any longer, I propelled my tongue deep into it. Moans began to flow past my lips as her sweet pre-cum coated my tongue. Eager to ingest it, I began thrusting my tongue back and forth, swallowing every drop I could get my hands on.
This went on for some time, but I was too overwhelmed with arousal to tell how long. All I know is that one second, I was eagerly tongue fucking her and the next her pussy was convulsing around it. Her cum hit my tongue like a tidal wave. Braving the storm, I continued coaxing her orgasm to greater heights as she squirted wave after wave of orgasmilk into my mouth.
It felt like mere seconds before the final wave oozed into my mouth and my lover’s slit grew still. I was slightly disappointed, but also quite proud.
Once I had licked away the final drop of cum, I pulled away, only to be drawn back in for a loving kiss. By the time our lips parted, I was on my back. My lover’s lips left mine just long enough to travel to my breasts.
“Fuck!” I moaned in a barely-audible whisper as her tongue danced across my chest. By the time she moved on, my nipples were stiff as stone. But I quickly forgot about that when her tongue slithered across my slit.
“Oh god!” I moaned, this time a lot louder. Her tongue teased my clit for a few seconds before sliding past my lower lips. Another moan escaped me as she began ferociously tongue fucking me.
My body was on fire. Her skills were equaled only by her eagerness. I had not been handled with such skillful consideration for quite some time. It felt like she knew what I wanted before I did.
“Fuck!” I yelped as one of her fingers slipped into my ass. The cry soon turned to a moan when she added a second finger and began pumping my tight hole.
My chest rose and fell to the rhythm of my rapid breaths as she tongued my pussy and fingered my ass. The dual stimulation, combined with the great beauty of my lover quickly forced a powerful orgasm to explode within me. I barely had time to muster a frantic moan before have after wave began to shoot out of me.
Insatiable, she drank every single one of my squirts. She refused to stop pleasuring me until the final wave had finally oozed out of me. When that finally happened, I lifted my head to thank her, but she was gone.
The shock from this unexpected disappearance put an immediate end to my fantasy. Glancing around, I realized a few things. First of all, I was still fully clothed. Second of all, my beautiful fantasy lover—or at least her real-life equivalent—was gone.
I barely noticed my heart sink in disappointment. My veins now pumped arousal throughout my body and the heat that filled the room threatened to put an end to my consciousness. Standing up, I headed for the exit.
As I walked toward the showering room, I found myself wondering where the beautiful woman had gone. Would I ever see her again? I feared the answer until I reached the showering room and found the object of my fantasy standing beneath a showerhead, moaning softly as millions upon millions of water droplets rained down upon her. Instantly, another fantasy took hold of me and reality began to fade…
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 85: The Bull
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

Before deciding to focus on my true passion—writing—I developed an interest for online marketing. I spent more money than I made, but I also acquired quite a few skills. One of them was the ability to create a website. Every so often, I get hired to build a site for a friend or a family member. It helps supplement my writing income and makes me feel like all the time and money I invested into online marketing was not a complete waste.
My mother had been thinking of owning her own website for some time, but it was only recently that she got serious about it. Before long, the time to construct the site had arrived and I was invited to spend a few days at her home in the country. Though I would be working part of the time, I decided to see it as a mini vacation. I was looking forward to swimming in the small lake that stood near her house, but I soon discovered something of much greater interest.
We finished the website on the first day, which meant I had two days off. On the second day, my mother had a meeting she could not postpone, so I was given a few hours to myself. When this happens, I usually use this time to pleasure myself, but I felt a little uncomfortable doing that in my mother’s house, so I instead decided to go for a walk.
I love the country. I enjoy the convenience of living in the city, but I am not completely happy unless I am surrounded by nature. Those few hours of free time were a perfect opportunity for me to get away from the modern world and get back in touch with nature.
The air was cool—unlike in the city—and the birds were signing. I strolled down the dirt road, watching the wind rustle through the trees and enjoying the waves it created in the wheat fields. Life was great. Perfect. Or so I thought until I reached a small pasture.
“No,” I thought as I spotted a massive bull that stood apart from the herd of cows, “now life is perfect.” A smile curled my lips as I focused on the half-erect spear that stood between his hind legs. Only the tip was visible, yet it was enough to bring a fantasy bubbling to the surface of my subconscious.
I left the road as soon as reality had faded. Leaping over the ditch, I quickly scaled the fence. The bull now stood before me. He was even more massive from up close, but I knew I had no reason to fear for my safety. After all, this was my fantasy.
I took a seat next to the massive animal and shuffled sideways until I sat beneath him. I had to keep my back arched to keep my head from bumping against his underbelly, but it was all worth it when I laid eyes on the cock that now stood before me.
The spear was nowhere near as impressive as a stallion’s yet there was something about its pink tint and its pointy tip that drove me wild with desire. Unable to resist it, I leaned forward, my lips parting ever more as I approached.
A soft moan escaped me as I wrapped my lips around the spear. It was just as hot as I had imagined and the faint sweetness that accompanied it convinced me to bypass all teasing and get down to business.
My head bean to bob back and forth as my lips squeezed the shaft between them and my tongue massaged it. Apparently, I was doing a good job, because my lover released an appreciative snort. Encouraged by this, I doubled my efforts and soon felt his cock grow.
I kept going until every last inch had emerged from his prepuce. Momentarily interrupting the blowjob, I took a few moments to study the shaft. Like before, I found myself comparing it to a stallion’s member. Its length was quite impressive, yet it was shorter than any equine I had ever seen, be it in real life or in one of my fantasies. However, the thinness of it informed me that I would be able to do something I never could with a stallion.
“I need that cock in my throat,” I realized. Unable to resist the enticing through, I parted my lips and leaned forward. The tip of the spear slipped into my mouth and slithered across my tongue before reaching my uvula. Ignoring the little voice inside my head that said this was a bad idea, I pushed on, stopping only when every last inch of my lover’s cock had been swallowed up.
The bull’s shaft felt great in my throat, but I knew I could not keep it there forever. Still, I felt a twinge of sadness when it left my throat. Thankfully, it was soon returned.
Soft moans flowed past my lips as I eagerly deep-throated the studly animal’s rod. Apparently, I was doing a good job, because it soon came to life. It jerked around inside my mouth and throat for a few seconds before the first wave was released.
Bypassing my mouth altogether, the semen was sent flying down my throat. Desperate to taste it, I pulled back a little and moaned blissfully as the bull’s hot sperm filled my mouth. I swished it around as more was released. By the time the final wave was released, my mouth was full.
I waited for my lover’s cock to leave my mouth before swallowing. There was so much of the tasty treat that I had to split it into three portions to swallow it. When the final swallow was gone, I released a disappointed groan. Thankfully, I knew more could be obtained quite easily. However, I had other plans in mind.
I returned the bull’s now shrinking cock to my mouth and massaged it with my tongue until it had returned to its previous, rock-like state. Once I was certain arousal had returned to his body, I rolled out from under him and got to my feet.
I considered getting undressed, but I was wearing a skirt and no underwear, so I saw no point in getting naked. I reached the fence in only a few steps and grabbed hold of it with both hands. Planting my feet at shoulder width, I tilted my body forward and pushed by butt back.
Glancing back over my shoulder, I found the bull approaching. He kept coming until he stood less than a foot from me. He sniffed my pussy for a few seconds, his wet muzzle pressing up against my bare ass in the process. Once he had gotten his fill of the sweet smell that filled my slit, he made his move.
His front legs left the ground and came to rest atop the fence. I now had one of his powerful front legs on either side of my shoulders while his hind ones pushed his body forward. His underbelly brushed against my back, but I couldn’t care less. All that mattered was the tip of the rock-hard shaft that soon pressed up against my engorged labia.
“Fuck me!” I begged. And that was exactly what he did.
Moans emerged from my mouth as the bull rocked back and forth. His spear slid in and out of me, each time penetrating me with more speed and force. Before long, I was being pounded like the whore that I felt like at that very moment. But as great as my lover’s spear felt in my tight, soaking-wet pussy, I craved more. Thankfully, this was my fantasy and what I said went.
Moans continued to flow past my lips as I reached back and grabbed hold of the bull’s cock. Acting quickly, I transferred the shaft to my asshole.
“Fuck!” I yelled as the rod shot deep into me. My lover pushed on until every last inch had been swallowed up. I had no idea how such a thing was possible, but at that precise moment, I didn’t really care. All that mattered was the overwhelming joy of having a bull’s rock-hard member darting in and out of my rectum. Then again, my joy may have had something to do with the powerful orgasm that had begun to grow within me.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I soon shirked at the top of my lungs as my pussy came to life. Less than a second later, my lover’s shaft did the same and jerked around madly inside my rectum. Something hot and gooey soon began to ooze out of me, but the intensity of my orgasm kept me from knowing which hole it emerged from or even who it belonged to. Thankfully, all that mattered was the overwhelming blissfulness of my climax.
My moans echoed throughout the pasture for what felt like an eternity before the final wave oozed out of me. The bull barely had time to dismount me that a powerful moo snapped me back to reality. It took me a few moments to get my bearings. When I finally did, I realized I was back on the dirt road and my thighs were no longer coated in human and bull cum. Ironically, the moo that had ended my fantasy had been released by the very bull I had been fantasizing about. He still stood by the fence, only now he was focused on me. I didn’t know why he was so interested in me, but the intensity of his gaze was starting to creep me out, so I decided now was as good a time as any to head back to my mother’s house.
I spent the rest of my vacation taking dips in the lake, but all I could think about was that studly bull and that rock-hard cock of his. Perhaps I will see him again the next time I visit my mother.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 86: Lactation
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

A few months ago, my friend gave birth to her first child. I was thrilled for her, but also a little freaked out. We were both the same age and, up until then, we had been mostly equal when it came to our development as women. Though I honestly believe marriage is a waste of money and children are the best way to lose your identity as an individual—don’t get me wrong, I love kids, just as long as they belong to someone else—I could not help but feel jealous. What’s more, having a friend with a child made me feel old. Of course, I know twenty-five is far from ancient, but feelings and logic rarely mix.
The months following the birth, we didn’t see each other once. She was busy changing diapers and I was busy juggling my writing career with my summer job and about half a dozen other things. We tried making plans to hang out a few times, but our schedules never seemed to line up. Believe it or not, it took a full three months before we managed to agree on a date and time.
I was incredibly nervous when I rang the doorbell. My friend had always been a knockout, but the last time I had seen her, she had not been the woman I had always known and secretly had a crush. Pregnancy had turned her into an overweight, pimply-faced slob. I know that makes me shallow, but appearance is extremely important to me, even when it comes to my friends.
“Please be hot. Please be hot. Please be hot.” I kept whispering to myself as I waited for her to answer the door. When I finally laid eyes on her, a relieved sigh escaped me. She had lost all of her pregnancy weight and her skin had cleared up. She was back to her old, drop-dead-gorgeous self.
“You look hot,” was the first thing I said.
My friend blushed ever so slightly.
“Thanks,” she said as she sidestepped to let me in.
We barely even had time to share an it’s been too long since we last saw each other hug before I was dragged to the next room to see the baby. As I said before, I love kids, but I am not one to talk in a baby voice or fawn over a human being that is not even able to speak. However, I had to admit he was a cute little guy.
Once she had received enough compliments for both her and her child, the three of us retired to the living room. We began by bringing each other up to date on the last three months of our lives. This was followed by a rather intense gossip exchange session. However, it paled in comparison to the overwhelming arousal that washed over me when she spoke a few simple words that would change my life. At least my fantasy life.
“Do you mind if I breastfeed?” she asked.
I was breastfed as a child, so I’m not new to the concept. Plus, I’m a lesbian, so seeing another woman’s breasts is not exactly unusual for me. And, given the intense crush I still had on my friend, being exposed to her boobs was a fantasy come true.
“O—of course not,” I stuttered, hoping she did not notice how red my cheeks had gotten.
I watched in giddy anticipation as she unbuttoned her blouse. Moments later, one of her breasts popped out. It was bigger than I recalled, but that was normal given the milk that filled it. The nipple was puffy and red and the sight of it drove me wild with desire. I knew it was wrong of me to take advantage of the situation, but I couldn’t help but get turned on. I tore my gaze away just as the baby’s lips reached the nipple.
I managed to keep my arousal contained long enough for my friend’s baby to fall asleep. Tucking her breast back into her blouse, she informed me she would go put him down for a nap and that she would be back in a few minutes. I had been struggling to keep my arousal under wraps and all I could muster was a slight nod. I held out just long enough for my friend to vanish from sight. As soon as she was gone, I stopped fighting the fantasy that was struggling to burst free and sighed in relief as reality faded.
Moments after my fantasy began, my friend returned. The baby was nowhere to be see, which was a good thing given the fact that she was now naked. I had fantasized about this moment for years, yet she now looked hotter than I ever could have imagined. She was perfect in every way, be it her engorged breasts or her tight, clean-shaven pussy.
“What a shame she’s not a lesbian,” I thought, but what I said aloud was, “Wh—what are you doing?”
She didn’t answer. Instead, she strode toward me, a look of fierce determination in her eyes.
“I saw how you looked at me before,” she finally said, obviously referring to my reaction upon seeing her breast.
I didn’t know what to say, so I remained silent. That was a good thing, because she yanked me to my feet as soon as she reached the couch and pulled me in for a passionate kiss. I was taken by surprised, but quickly recovered and reciprocated her eager tongue strokes.
When she finally released me, I fell back down onto the couch. I stared up at her and my eyes landed on her breasts. I couldn’t help but smile as I studied them. They looked even more engorged than before.
“Would you like to suck them?” she eventually asked with a devious smile.
I hadn’t even thought of that, but now what the offer was on the table, there was no way I could refuse it. I nodded shyly and watched in giddy anticipation as my friend kneeled on the couch before me. Her breasts were now level with my face and all I had to do was lean forward and suck. And that was exactly what I did.
It felt a little odd at first, but I when the first few drops of milk poured into my mouth, everything changed. The memories of my childhood returned and I instantly recalled just how to suck to extract as much milk as possible. The creamy liquid began to flow down my throat and my arousal level spiked.
I drank for what felt like an eternity, making sure to tease my friend’s nipples in the process. Apparently, I was doing a good job, because I felt her body shiver with excitement each time my tongue made contact with one of her nipples. When I was certain she was on the verge of going insane from all that teasing, I pulled away. My mouth full of hot milk, I pulled her down for a passionate kiss.
Our tongues danced around in an ocean of creamy, white liquid as moans flowed past our lips. Once every last drop had been ingested, I returned to the source for more. This went on for a few minutes before I decided to take things to the next level. Pulling away from her breasts for the final time, I tried to make my way down to her pussy, but she stopped me before I could.
“What’s wrong?” I asked.
“This is your fantasy,” she reminded me, “not mine.”
“What the fuck is that supposed to mean?” I wondered as I watched her jump up and rush out of the room. Unfortunately, the answer was not revealed until a few minutes later, when she returned with a large strapon attached to her flawless figure.
I would have gladly made her climax, but apparently, she had other plans in mind. And given the size of the strapon, I got the feeling I would enjoy every seconds of whatever it was she had planned for me. In anticipation of this, I began tearing off my clothes.
“Get on your hands and knees!” she ordered as soon as I was naked. One of her arm was outstretched and her index pointed to the floor in front of the couch. I was a little disappointed that I would not get to suck her boobs while she fucked me, but I knew it was not a good idea to disobey her. I let myself slide off the couch and got into position. I barely had time to offer her my ass that she was kneeling behind me, pressing the tip of her silicone spear against my engorged labia.
“Ready?” she asked.
I nodded, too excited to speak. But my voice soon returned when she propelled every last inch of her massive toy into me.
“Fuck!” I yelled as she began pounding me. I was surprised by the intensity of her thrusts, yet that soon became irrelevant when something hot started splashing down onto my back. It was not until I glanced back and found my friend squeezing her breasts that I realized it was milk. I found this behavior a little odd, but I had to admit it was extremely enjoyable. Perhaps it was the taboo factor. Or perhaps it was the knowledge that milk was good for the skin. Or perhaps it was simply the fact that I was being pounded by my beautiful friend. Whatever the cause, I had not been this aroused in quite some time and a powerful orgasm soon grew within me.
I wanted to warn her of my impending climax, but my pussy came to life before I could. It convulsed madly around my friend’s “cock” as I buried my face in the couch cushions to keep from disturbing the neighbors. The last thing I wanted was for someone to disturb us during one of the most intense orgasms of my life. Unfortunately, that was exactly what happened. Well, sort of.
I was snapped back to reality by my friend entering the room. I was still seated on the couch, only now I was fully dressed and so was my friend. Of course, there was no sign of a strapon.
“Now we can finally talk,” she said as she took a seat next to me, but before she could place another word, a high-pitched cry emerged from the baby’s room.
“I’ll be right back,” she promised as she stood up. From the slump in her shoulders and the dragging of her feet, I could tell that being a mother was hard on her, but she still looked as hot as ever. In fact, I felt another fantasy grab hold of me as I watched her ass sway from side to side. Maybe we wouldn’t get to hang out after all, but at least my visit would give me a few fantasies to keep my busy until the baby was old enough to feed himself without his mother’s breasts, her beautiful, milk-filled breasts.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 87: Two Girls and a Dog
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

“Fuck!” I muttered as I woke up with a terrible urge to pee. Glancing at the alarm clock that stood on the bedside table, I realized it was the middle of the night.
My friend and I had spent the entire day together. It had begun with a quick shopping spree—at least that was what my friend had promised me, but personally, I don’t consider three hours to be quick—and was followed with a chick flick, before ending with a drinking binge at my friend’s apartment. I say drinking binge, but that isn’t exactly true. My friend may have emptied a whole bottle of Champaign, I didn’t ingest a single drop of alcohol. However, I must have gone through a six-pack of 7 UP and I now felt like my bladder was about to explode.
I groaned as I slid out of bed. I always sleep in the nude, so I made sure to slip into the nightie my friend had lent me. The trip to the bathroom was the most excruciating experience of my life—aside from the time where I had my head bashed in, but that’s another story. Each step forced my abdominal muscles to constrict and push against my bladder.
After what felt like an eternity, I finally saw it. The bathroom. Though it still stood a dozen feet away, I breathed a sigh of relief.
My next step brought me to my friend’s bedroom door. I noticed light filtering through the crack between the door and the floor and wondered what she was still doing up at this hour. I considered knocking and asking her, but my desire to relieve myself convinced me to continue my journey. That is, until I heard a noise emerge from the room.
It was a moan. At first, I thought perhaps my friend was also suffering from an overfilled bladder, but the second moan I soon heard was clearly a result of something other than pain. If I had to guess, I would say pleasure. Or perhaps arousal. Either way, I immediately forgot about my pressing urge to reach the bathroom.
I knew it was wrong of me to invade my friend’s privacy, but I couldn’t resist the urge to creep up to the door and press my ear to it. The moans continued. They were getting louder. More defined. Heavier laced with arousal. Whatever she was doing in there, it was sexual in nature.
Each new moan brought a little more arousal to my body. Before long, I was so turned on that I began picturing my friend lying on her bed. In my mind’s eye, she was completely naked and two of her fingers were darting in and out of her pussy. I knew it was wrong of me to listen to such a private moment, but a powerful fantasy began growing within me before I could muster the courage to stop.
“Fuck,” was the last thing I said before reality faded. Moments later, the fantasy had begun and nothing I now did would affect the real world. Fully aware of this, I threw the door open and stepped into my friend’s room.
I had expected to find my friend with either her fingers or a sex toy buried deep within her pussy. What I found was far different and incredibly more perverse.
“Oh my god!” I gasped as I discovered my friend on all fours. Standing atop her was her large, studly dog. I couldn’t see his cock, but that was only because it was buried deep within his master’s cunt.
Both my friend and her canine lover froze when they heard my voice. Their heads turned as one, but only my friend’s eyes widened in shock.
We remained frozen in shock for a few moments. I don’t know what she was thinking, but I was totally overwhelmed by what I had just seen. It was not the act of bestiality that surprised me so, but rather the revelation that my friend also enjoyed having sex with animals.
“It’s not what it looks like,” she finally, breaking the awkward silence that had settled between us. As she spoke, she wiggled out from beneath her lover and did her best to cover herself up.
I smiled at her, amused by her pathetic lie.
“Really?” I asked. “Because it looked like you were having sex with your dog.”
She didn’t speak. After all, nothing she said could explain what I had just caught her doing.
“Don’t worry,” I eventually told her, “I won’t tell anyone.”
She threw me a puzzled glance.
“Why not?” she asked.
I considered telling, but decided to show her instead. With an amused smile curling my lips, I unfastened my nightie and let it slide off my shoulders. As soon as I was naked, I strode up to the bed, forced the large canine onto his back and forced every last inch of his rock-hard shaft into my mouth and throat.
I heard my friend gasp, but didn’t see her shocked expression until I pulled away from the studly canine. She stared at me with wide eyes and a dropped jaw for a few seconds before I decided to take advantage of her open mouth to kiss her.
I was given ample time to explore her mouth before she recovered from the shock of seeing me suck her dog’s cock. When she did, her tongue came to life and she began reciprocating my eager tongue strokes.
Our tongues danced around in each other’s mouths for what felt like an eternity before I decided it was time to escalate things. I could have put an end to the kiss and dropped to her pussy, but I instead lowered one of my hands to her crotch and slipped two fingers into her soaking-wet slit.
I felt her body stiffen, but she soon relaxed when I began sliding my fingers in and out of her. The kiss continued throughout the finger-fucking session. In fact, our tongues continued to waltz around when her pussy came to life and wave after wave of cum shot out of her. It was not until the final squirt oozed out of her that our lips parted.
My friend crumbled into a heap and remained there for the next few minutes. Taking advantage of this, I turned my attention to her studly pet. No sooner had I wrapped my lips around his rock-hard member that he began to howl. Taking this to mean he enjoyed the attention, I used every skill at my disposal to give him the best blowjob I could. Apparently, I did a good job, because I soon felt his spear come to life.
“Here it comes,” I thought as I got ready to receive his hot, tasty semen. Moments later, his first wave shot into my mouth and flowed down my throat without interruption. My moans accompanied his howls throughout his orgasm and not a single drop of tasty canine cum escaped me. Not even when his spear began to shrink and popped out of my mouth.
I glanced at my friend and was happy to see she was still recovering from her orgasm. Taking full advantage of this, I once more used my lips to collar the animal’s spear and sucked him fast and hard until the rigidity had been returned to his member. Once I was certain he was ready for what I had planned next, I pulled away and turned to my friend.
“Perfect,” I thought as I realized she was moments away from a full recovery. I could have waited for her to catch her breath, but I was too horny to even consider such a passive approach. Instead, I hurried over to her and kneeled above her. My legs now stood on either side of her head and all I had to do was lower myself onto her face.
A surprised yelped escaped her when my labia made contact with her lips, but the cry soon turned to a moan when she tasted the sweet pre-cum that coated my lower lips. Taking full advantage of her unrestricted access, she began licking my slit, teasing my clit like only a woman can. But that was only the first step in my detailed plan.
Leaning forward, I placed my palms onto the mattress. As soon as I was on all fours, I glanced sideways at the dog and found him standing at attention.
“Come here,” I said as I one of my hands left the bed and travelled back to tap my ass. That was all he needed. The studly animal hurried over and carefully got into position. Moments later, his two hind legs stood on either side of my friend’s body while his front ones squeezed my waist. I glanced back at him and smiled.
“Fuck me!” I begged. That was all it took to convince the horny animal to jerk forward. Because my friend’s tongue was now darting in and out of my pussy, the rock-hard member was forced into my ass. It travelled deeper and deeper into me until every last inch had been swallowed up.
“Oh yes!” I moaned as be began rocking back and forth, pounding me with ever-increasing verve. This anal pounding, accompanied with my friend’s skillful tongue fucking sent me into sexual overdrive. In no time at all, a powerful orgasm grew within me and, in even less time, it exploded into a tiny little pieces.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked at the top of my lungs as my pussy came to life. Wave after wave began oozing out of me. My friend bravely fought the flow of cum and continued tongue fucking my pussy throughout my entire orgasm.
My anal lover reached climax mere seconds after me. His hot semen traveled up my ass and remained trapped there until the final wave oozed out of the studly animal and his cock popped out of me.
At that very moment, the final wave also oozed out of me and my fantasy came to an abrupt end when I suddenly recalled my pressing need to relieve myself. Ignoring the moans that still emerged from my friend’s room, I hurried to the bathroom.
Some people claim that peeing when you really need to go feels almost as good as an orgasm, but I have to disagree. However, I must admit I felt a million times better once my bladder was finally empty.
Arousal still coursing through my veins, I remembered my friend’s moans and hurried out of the bathroom. Unfortunately, the lustful cries had now stopped and the light that had once filtered through the crack between the door and the floor was also gone.
Sighing in disappointment, I returned to my room. As I did, I thought back to those passionate moans and smiled. Though I knew my friend had most likely been masturbating, the image I had of her being rammed by her studly dog would forever remain engraved in my memory.
 

To be continued Next Week…




Month 21: September
 

Week 88: Internet Sex
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

A few months ago, my roommates and I decided it would be a good idea to switch Internet Service Providers (ISP). For the same monthly price, we would have unlimited downloads. Bigger is always better, right? WRONG!
Our current—at the time—ISP account was in my name, so I was put in charge of everything. Not only did I have to find a company that offered unlimited internet in our price range—my roommates are in college, so money is usually an issue for them—but I also had to open an account with them, schedule the installation and cancel our current service. I knew it would be a lot of work, but it would all be worth it if it meant being able to stream Netflix in HD. Or so I thought…
It all started at the beginning of May. By then, I had found an ISP that offered unlimited internet for the same monthly cost as our current provider—including activation fees, installation fees and the cost for the new modem. I knew I would soon be leaving for my yearly month-long “workation”, so I called up the company and explained my predicament. They assured me I could create the account now and schedule the installation to coincide with my return. It sounded like the best option, so I accepted the temporary installation date—I say temporary, because I would have to contact them upon my return to confirm the installation date—they gave me. Starting June 27th, we would have unlimited internet—one of my roommates was leaving, so the remaining one and I thought it best to wait until the next one moved in to switch ISP.
The plan was to get the exact same internet we currently had, but the woman I spoke to convinced me fiber optic was better than cable. Since the cost was the same, I chose to heed her advice. In less than two months, we would have unlimited fiber optic internet.
I left for my “workation” with peace of mind and returned on June 26th with my trust in our new ISP intact. The next day, I called them up and scheduled the installation for July 2nd. I may be a trusting person by nature, but I chose to err on the side of caution and wait until our new internet was installed before canceling the old one. That was the best decision I ever made.
The technician was scheduled to arrive at some point between 8:00 am and 12:00 am. He arrived at 8:3, only to let me know fiber optic internet required a phone line. I also learned the ancient phone line we had in our apartment was not linked to the power box—or whatever it’s called—located in our landlord’s apartment, which was located right beneath ours. Even worse, he had to wake up my roommate to determine this. But the worst part of all was that in order to activate our new internet, he would have to run another line from our landlord’s apartment to ours. Since he wasn’t there, getting his permission was impossible. The technician suggested I call our new ISP and switch our service back to cable. I was a little irrigated, but thanked the man and watched him leave.
I called our new internet provider and explained the situation. They agreed to switch our service free of charge and send us a new modem—the first one they had sent us only worked for fiber optic. I was also forced to schedule a new installation. Unfortunately, there was a ten-day waiting period and I would be gone during that time for a second, mini “workation”. Since I couldn’t be certain my roommates would be there to welcome the technician, I scheduled the new installation to coincide with my return. On August 1st, we would have our new internet. At least that was the plan.
I thought my troubles were over, but the next day, I ran into my landlord and learned he had lost access to the internet and could no longer use his phone. It quickly became obvious the technician had unplugged some—okay, it was actually many—wires during his visit and had left them unplugged upon his departure. Though it was in no way my fault, I felt guilty and assured my landlord I would sort everything out.
I returned home and called my new ISP. They apologized for the inconvenience, but told me there was nothing they could do because the technician that had screwed up my landlord’s internet and phone worked for another ISP—in Montreal, there are two major internet providers and all the other, smaller companies use their internet while giving their clients better benefits to remain competitive. What that meant was that the only way to fix the problem was to pay for a technician to come resolve the issue—they needed an account number to send one free of charge and, since my landlord was the one with the problem, that meant he was on his own. In other words, he would have to call his ISP and get them to send a technician to his residence to fix the issue. I felt incredibly guilty, especially since I would be gone by the time my landlord’s internet returned—if it did—but there was nothing I could do. My second “workation” was thus the most stressful one of my life. Thankfully, everything had returned to normal by the time I returned. Well, almost…
When I arrived, I had received the new modem and sent back the old one using the return envelope they had included with the package. Everything was going according to plan and I was able to relax for a few days. On July 31st, our current ISP was shut off—in order to activate our new internet, I had been forced to cancel our old one.
The technician was supposed to arrive on August 1st between 8:00 am and 12:00 am. When the clock read 12:30 and still he remained absent, I borrowed my roommate’s cell phone—I use VoIP because it’s cheaper than a normal phone and I only rarely use it. However, no internet means no phone—and called our new ISP. They informed me the August 1st installation date was only temporary—even though I had repeatedly asked the lady I had spoken to whether or not this was the ACTUAL installation date—and that their next available technician could not come until August 5th. Since there was nothing I could do, I agreed.
The technician was scheduled to arrive between 8:00 am and 12:00 am on August 5th. By 12:30, he still wasn’t there. I once again borrowed my roommate’s cell phone and called. I explained the situation and was put on hold. As luck would have it, the doorbell rang moments later. My roommate, who was standing by the window let me know it was the technician. I let the man I was dealing with know I would have to call back to yell at him. He laughed, knowing I was not angry at him but at the company he worked for.
I hung up the phone and handed it to my roommate, before heading to the front door and buzzing in the tardy technician. It took about fifteen seconds before I heard a knock on the door, but that was enough to push me past my limit. I am not usually prone to violent vocal outbursts, but anger now boiled within me. I couldn’t wait to let the technician just how angry I was by his tardiness, no matter if he had a good excuse. It was with a crazed smile that I opened the door.
My angry words died in my throat when I laid eyes on one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen. Her hair was long and blonde. Her eyes the bluest blue I had ever seen. And her body… Oh, that body… Though most of it was concealed by the uniform she wore, I could tell she was beautiful, breathtaking. The mere sight of her made me forget all about my anger. In its place now stood arousal. So much arousal that a powerful fantasy began growing within me. But I could not afford to let it take over. I repelled it as best as I could and invited the beautiful technician into the apartment.
She studied the modem for mere seconds before saying the four words I least wanted to hear.
“We have a problem.”
Anger returned to my body. Mixing with arousal, it became a mutant force that took hold of my body, dragging me away from reality before I could even consider letting my anger burst out of me. One moment, I was standing in the real world and the next I was in an identical fantasy one.
My anger remained just as potent and I opened my mouth to yell. I wanted to yell at her. I wanted to slap her. But I also wanted to kiss her. And fuck her. I was a mess. One second I was angry and the next I was aroused. The two emotions battled it out for a while before I decided to let them both inspire me. This was a fantasy and I would take advantage of it to expel all the anger and arousal from my body.
“Don’t move,” I said through gritted teeth. Without another word, I hurried out of the living room.
When I returned, I was wearing a bathrobe.
“Why’d you change?” she asked.
I didn’t answer. At least not with words. Instead, I unfastened my bathrobe and let it slip off my shoulders, revealing the naked body that lay beneath. Her eyes widened in shock and her jaw dropped open in disbelief. But as surprising as my nudity was, it was not the cause for her shock. It was the large strapon I wore.
The woman remained frozen in shock for a moment before her voice returned.
“What the…” she began, but that was all she got out before I shoved the tip of my plastic cock into her mouth. I had taken advantage of her petrified state to close the gap that separated us. I had also forced her to her knees. She now kneeled before me, her eyes wide and her lips wrapped around my spear.
I smiled down at her with devilish delight as I forced the strapon deeper and deeper into her mouth. But her mouth could only handle so much and the toy soon slipped into her throat. With each new inch that entered it, her eyes grew wider. The incomprehension that filled them soon turned to fear. She struggled to break free, but I grabbed her head and held it in place.
“Suck it!” I ordered in a voice that left no place for debate. Our eyes met and she instantly knew disobeying me was a bad idea. Still, I held on to her head until she nodded.
As soon as she was free, she began slowly rocking back and forth, forcing the toy in and out of her mouth and throat. At first, her eyes were filled with dread, but each time the shaft slid into her, it chased a little of that fear away. By the time she had worked her way up to ferocious deep throating, her eyes were filled with lust.
“Stop!” I commanded when I saw her lips try to curl into a smile.
She immediately pulled away and peered up at me with disappointment-filled eyes. But behind that disappointment stood excitement for what was to come.
“Get undressed!” I commanded.
Her eyes twinkled with anticipation as she stood up and quickly stripped out of her uniform. I struggled to contain an amused smile when I realized she wasn’t wearing any underwear. But I was unable to keep them uncurled when her flawless body was revealed in its entirety. She was even hotter than I had imagined. Her breasts were perky, yet big enough to satisfy any man—or woman—and her pussy seemed to sight I started to wonder if it could handle my massive strapon. Thankfully, I was still overwhelmed with anger and cared little if my young lover could handle my toy or not.
“Get on your hands and knees!” I ordered as soon as she was fully naked. A smile of anticipation deformed her full lips as she dropped to the ground.
I kneeled behind her and guided my large toy to the mouth of her cunt. Her pre-cum-covered labia gleamed in the light, bringing excitement to my body. Giving in to it, I gripped her waist with both hands and propelled my body forward.
“FUCK!” she yelled as the toy was thrust deep into her. I didn’t wait so see it if was a wail of pleasure or pain. Instead, I started ramming her savagely, grunting each time the toy travelled deep into her.
Her moans filled the air. At first, they seemed infused with pain, but as the seconds ticked by, they turned to cries of pleasure. They continued to grow in intensity until one final moan flowed past her lips.
“I’m gonna cum!”
As soon as the words reached my ears, I pulled out. The disappointed groan that escaped her told me I had cut her off moments from climax. Perfect.
She peered back at me over her shoulder and gave me the saddest pussy eyes I had ever seen. Under normal circumstances, it would have been too much for me to handle, but this was different. I was pissed and someone had to pay for everything I had been forced to endure.
“You don’t get to come,” I said, emotionless. With that, I ripped the strapon from my body and handed it to her. I didn’t need to say anything else. She took the large toy and strapped it to her body. By the time she was ready, I was on all fours.
“Fuck me!” I commanded as I glanced back at her over my shoulder. I didn’t need to give her sad pussy eyes for her to kneel behind me.
The tip of the toy soon made contact with my engorged labia. I was so wet it almost slipped right in, but my lover kept that from happening. However, the look of sheer determination she wore told me that would not be the case for long. She was about to jerk forward when I spoke.
“Stop!” I said, my voice forceful enough to stop her from propelling the toy into me. She opened her mouth, but I beat her to the punch.
“Fuck me in the ass,” I said. This time, it was not a command, but rather a request. Thankfully, it was a request I was soon granted.
“Fuck!” I moaned as the toy made contact with my anus. I was so excited that my rectum had constricted and it took a few seconds before my lover applied enough force for the shaft to penetrate me. But when it finally did, every last inch of it was thrust into me in mere seconds.
Another powerful moan flowed past my lips. For most people, it would have been a pain-stricken cry, but mine was that of bliss. I loved anal and nothing, not even a massive strapon, would change that. In fact, I soon started begging for more. My lover was reticent at first, but my moans of encouragement soon convinced her to become a veritable dominatrix. She ruled over me with an iron first, pounding me so hard each penetration threatened to drive me into the ground. But I held on, refusing to give up until…
I reached climax in record time.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked at the top of my lungs. My pussy came to life and started shaking madly. Moments later, wave after wave of cum was squirting out of me. Completely unobstructed, they flew out of me and coated my thighs with a thick layer of orgasmilk. My lips curled into a smile. Nothing in the world compared to the feel of hot cum against my bare skin. Unfortunately, I was snapped back to reality before I could enjoy it fully.
“I said ‘We have a problem,’” said the technician. One quick glance at my surroundings confirmed my worst fears. My fantasy lover and I were both fully-clothed and there was no sign of a strapon. That could only mean one thing; my fantasy was officially over.
“What problem?” I finally asked, disappointment now mixed in with my anger and my arousal.
“There’s no place to plug the modem,” she explained, pointing to the power bar. Sure enough, every singly socket was occupied. Thankfully, I had a spare power bar and in mere seconds, we were back in business.
I watched the technician work, doing my best to keep my arousal from dragging me away for another fantasy. It was difficult, but I kept my lust under control long enough for her to do her job. I was sad to see her leave, but also relieved that I no longer had to constantly wage battle against my arousal.
It had taken almost three months, but our new internet was finally installed. Well, almost. Everything was ready, but it would take a few hours for it to come online. I was now faced with a dilemma. I am not the type of person to get angry easily, so I knew now was the best time to call and complain about everything I had been put through over the last few months. However, I feared something else would go wrong and I would be forced to call again. But since I was pissed and out for blood, I threw caution to the wind and once more borrowed my roommate’s cell phone.
Have you ever heard the expression “The customer is always right?” Well, the person I spoke to sure as hell hadn’t, because she claimed there was nothing she could do for me. I explained the situation in detail and even told her how I needed the internet to make a living, but she still persisted with her claim. In fact, she even tried to make it seem like not charging us for a second installation following our switch from fiber optic to cable was a great sacrifice on their part. As was reimbursing me for the thirty days they had charged me for providing absolutely no internet. I kept insisting, but she persisted in her claims there was nothing she could do. I wanted to yell at her, but I knew it was not her fault, so I simply hung up.
Believe it or not, everything I just told you happened—expect the fantasy, but that is normal as fantasies are by definition unreal. In fact, had it not been for that particularly enjoyable and liberating fantasy, it would have been a completely infuriating experience. Thank god for imagination.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 89: BlueBEARry Picking
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I was visiting my father. I always loved to spend time there as it reminded me of my childhood. But the true reason for my visit was slightly more superficial. Unlike most people, I absolutely love vegetables, especially ones grown in an organic garden. Ever since I could remember, my father grew far more vegetables than he could hope to eat all by himself and, every year, he would give the excess cucumbers and tomatoes—just to name a few—to his friends and neighbors. But as eager as I was at the thought of stuffing my face with fresh, crispy veggies, the true reason for my excitement lay in the dozen blueberry bushes that grew in his back yard. Aside from watermelons so ripe they literally melt in your mouth and mangos so sweet you get a head rush when you eat them, blueberries were my favorite fruit.
As soon as I got settled in, I hurried outside. Knowing I could take a tour of the garden anytime I pleased, I headed straight for the back yard. The blueberry bushes were overflowing with ripe fruit and the weight of the tasty orbs made the branches droop. Thankfully, I was eager to help lessen that weight.
I rushed over to the nearest bush and reached for the largest cluster of ripe berries I could find. But my fingers halted mere inches from their destination. I had just heard a noise. It was only the crack of a branch, but the closeness of it let me know whoever—or whatever—was responsible for it stood nearby. I turned around, expecting to find my father. Instead, I discovered a dark shape. A bear.
I’ve seen three wild bears in my life. The first time was when I was young. My sister and I came across a bear eating the wild apples that grew in the tree near our house. We were far enough to sneak away unnoticed. The second time was when I was a teenager. I was biking along the path that meandered through the forest when I came across a large bear. I skidded to a stop and the sound of the gravel flying in all directions scared the beast away. The third time was when I was in my mid-twenties. Unlike the two previous times, escape was impossible.
The bear stood roughly twenty feet from me. He stood on all fours, but I could tell he was massive. The largest bear I had ever seen—not counting the ones I had seen in captivity. He did not seem to have noticed me—he was busy eating the blueberries that weighed down the bush before him—but I knew he would spot me as soon as I moved.
For those of you who are unfamiliar with bears, the worst possible thing you can do when facing one is to run away. They are faster than you and can climb trees and swim across rivers far better. If a bear is chasing you, the best thing you can do is drop and play dead.
I stood there for a few seconds, petrified. My survival instinct told me to run, but I refused to listen to it. I would stand perfectly still until the animal had his full of berries and left of his own accord.
The next few minutes were the longest of my life. I’ve only had one near-life experience and that happened so quickly I barely had time to realize how much danger I was in. This time, I knew one wrong move could attract the bear’s attention. Of course, I also knew most wild animals are more afraid of us than we are of them, but the size of the bear made me rethink the theory.
As I waited, I studied the beast. His fur was pure charcoal. His long, sharp claws were ideal for picking blueberries, but I knew they would work just as well to slice through my skin. I knew I should have been terrified, but the more I stared at the bear, the more entranced I grew. The sight of his powerful jaw, the ripple of his muscles beneath his fur, everything he did drew me in like a moth to flame. I didn’t understand what was happening until it was too late.
“I’m getting turned on!” I realized. It took all I had not to gasp in disbelief. I had always thought writing about sex all day long had no impact on me, but I guess I was wrong. I knew my fantasies sometimes got in the way, but never before had they put my life in danger. But no matter how terrified I was at the thought of leaving reality behind, that was exactly what happened next.
As soon as the fantasy had begun, I breathed a sigh of relief. I had not moved an inch for the past few minutes and every muscle in my body now ached. You have no idea how difficult it is to remain perfectly still for a prolonged period of time, even if it’s only standing up with an outstretched arm. Neither did I until I tried to move and felt my knees buckle. I crashed to the ground, cringing when a branch snapped beneath me.
There was a moment of silence before the ground started to shake and the sound of leaves brushing against fur reached my ears. I dared not look up until the animal stood before me. My eyes traveled up his body until I reached his head. He stood on his hind legs, his massive frame towering above me like certain doom.
His right paw left his side and his claws appeared. I closed my eyes and waited for the end. The whistling of claws through air told me my life was coming to an end.
His claws never reached me. They sliced through my clothes, tearing them to shreds without leaving so much as a scratch on my skin. I just lay there, eyes sealed shut, as the animal ripped the clothes from my body. When I finally found the courage to open my eyes, I was naked. I had no idea how a wild animal knew to do such a thing, but that was of little concern. His head now stood mere inches from my pussy. Before I could think to reunite my separated thighs, the animal buried his face in my cunt.
“Fuck!” I yelped in a mixture of surprised and arousal as his tongue slithered across my labia. Before I could figure out if I was terrified or thrilled, he began furiously licking my lower lips, teasing my clit each time his tongue reached it.
My fear quickly faded, giving way to arousal. In a matter of seconds, my uncertainty had vanished. I now craved the touch of the beast’s tongue and moaned each time it made contact with my skin. Before I even got a chance to beg for more, the animal sent his tongue flying into my slit. I was so wet it slipped in with ease.
It travelled in and out of me for a few moments before something happened. It took a moment before I recognized it as an orgasm. Before I could decide it I wanted to let a wild bear lick me to climax, the animal’s tongue left my slit. Being denied so close to sexual release made me realize how much I had been craving the feel of an orgasm ripping at my insides.
My eyes flew open and I stared at the bear. He just stood before me, his dark little eyes focused on me. He seemed to be laughing at me. I felt anger shoot through me, but I knew better than to upset a bear. But the anger that filled me faded as soon as the animal stood on his hind legs, revealing a rock-hard cock.
The mere sight of it drove me wild with desire. I no longer cared I had been denied climax. Nor did it bother me that I was dealing with a wild, unpredictable animal. All that now mattered was that long, hard shaft. I wanted it inside me and I wanted it now. Ignoring the danger that came with it, I scrambled to my hands and knees and turned away from the horny animal.
I was about to glance back over my shoulder when a large, furry leg landed on either side of my head. He now stood over me, the fur that covered his underbelly brushing against my back as he positioned himself. I barely had time to smile in anticipation before the tip of the member pressed up against my labia.
“Fuck me!” I begged, taking control of the situation. I could have waited for my lover to make a move, but I chose to take matter into my own hands. With a forceful grunt, I jerked backwards, impaling myself on the stiff.
“Fuck!” I yelped as it shot deep into me. It was so hot. And big.
My lover took control of the situation. He began rocking back and forth, forcing his member deep into me each time he moved forward. Moans began to flow past my lips. I feared they would anger my lover, but they only encouraged him to intensify his pounding. Before long, he was ramming me mercilessly, his spear diving in and out of me with such speed that I lost all track of when it was in and when it was out.
I moaned at the top of my lungs until my arousal got too much to handle. When the orgasm that had been building within me for the past few seconds finally exploded, I fell silent. It was without a word that wave after wave of cum shot out of my, the hot nectar dripping down my thighs each time my body jerked forward. My lover’s creamy semen soon joined mine and helped coat my thighs.
It wasn’t until the final wave oozed out of me that my voice returned. I produced one final moan before crashing to the ground. I never had time to recover, because I was snapped back to reality by the sound of cracking branches.
As soon as the last shreds of the fantasy left my body, I glanced around. There was no sign of the bear. I heard a few branches crack in the nearby forest and assumed the animal now had his full of berries. Part of me was relieved I had survived this encounter, yet another part—the one that takes over whenever I start to fantasize—wished something else had happened. Something more. Something sexual.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 90: Strip Poker
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

My friends and I were having a girls’ night. It was my first slumber party. As you may have noticed, sharing makeup tips and talking about boys is not really my idea of a good time. And that has nothing to do with the fact that I’m a lesbian. I just don’t enjoy pretending to be shallow just to live up to the image people have of beautiful women—is it presumptuous of me to refer to myself as beautiful? Well, I don’t really care even if it is.
Thankfully, my friends were not the ditsy, shallow type either. However, that didn’t mean they were ugly. In fact, I’d had a crush on one of them for the past few years, but the fact she had a husband kept me from acting upon those feelings—at least in real life.
We spent the night playing poker. Strip poker. Yes, it was my idea—what, can’t a girl enjoy the occasional cliché? Plus, I was really hoping my friend—the one I have a crush on—would suck at poker.
Most of my friends had at least a few beers in their system and figuring out when they were bluffing was as easy as staring at them until they started giggling. The only other member of our party that didn’t drink was the girl I had a crush on—for the purposes of this story, let’s call her Candy.
Candy was a great poker player. In less than an hour, three of our friends were out of the game—we had agreed to limit our removal of clothes to everything but underwear—yet she still had all her clothes on. So did I.
We kept playing for a few more minutes before our fourth and final friend was out. It was now down to Candy and me. I was determined to win. Not because I truly cared about victory, but because I couldn’t wait to see the rest of Candy’s body. All I had to do was win one hand—only a dress stood between me and her underwear—and I would be crowned victor.
One of our friends dealt the cards. I got a great hand. And it only got better as the game progressed. By the time I was forced to show my cards, I was confident I would win. Candy was the first to reveal her cards. She had a full house. My friends cheered, but I refused to let it bother me.
I paused before showing my hand. When I finally did, all of my friends gasped. In my hand stood four twos. It was the best hand of the night and blew my rival’s accomplishment out of the water. I had won.
I watched in anticipation as Candy stood up and removed her dress. My arousal level started to rise as more and more of her flawless body was revealed. By the time the garment had left her body entirely, I couldn’t resist the fantasy growing within me. I only had a few seconds to study my friend’s gorgeous body before reality began to fade.
As soon as the fantasy started, I threw caution to the wind and made my move. Well, it was actually a proposition.
“Want to keep playing?” I asked. Candy seemed confused.
“But I lost,” she pointed out, nodding to her dress, which now stood in a heap on the floor.
“I know,” I explained, “But we could keep going until…” I paused for effect. “…we’re naked.”
Candy was shocked.
“What’s wrong?” I asked. “Are you afraid?”
This resulted in an outburst of laughter from the rest of my friends.
Candy considered my proposition for a moment before answering.
“All right,” she agreed, “but for this to be fair, you have to be in your underwear too.”
I struggled not to smile. She was playing right into my hand.
“All right,” I agreed. I stood up and removed my clothes, leaving nothing but my underwear—thank god I had altered my usual behavior and chosen to wear underwear.
“Pass the cards,” I told my friend with the deck as I took a seat opposite from Candy.
We established the rules of the game and the cards were dealt. I lost the first hand and was forced to remove my bra. I didn’t care about being topless in front of my friends—after all, this was only a fantasy—but I knew I couldn’t afford to lose another hand or else my plan would come crashing down around me.
Candy lost the next hand. Her breasts were perfect. Big enough to satisfy any living being, be they male or female, yet as perky as a nubile teenager’s.
It was now a tie. Whoever lost the next hand would be forced to admit defeat and part with their final piece of clothing; their panties. I didn’t care about winning. All that mattered to me was seeing Candy in her natural state.
The pounding of my heart was all I could hear as my friend passed the cards. At first glance, my hand was terrible. But upon closer scrutiny, I realized that was not quite true. I had a three, a four, a five, a seven of spades and a jack of hearts. If I could get my hands on a six of spades, I would have a straight flush. The odds of that happening were slim, but it was my only shot, so I took it. The first card I picked was an ace of diamonds. The second a four of hearts. The third card would mean the difference between victory and defeat. It was with a shaking hand that I reached out and took my card.
I dared not look at it. I kept it face-down until Candy revealed her cards. Another full house. Unless the card I had picked was a six of spades, I would never see Candy’s flawless body in its entirety.
“This is it I thought,” as I flipped the card. My jaw dropped open when I laid eyes on the very card I had been praying for. A six of spades.
I couldn’t believe it. For the first time in my life, I had gotten a straight flush. Not only did it beat a full house, but it meant I would get to see what I had fantasized about for all those years; Candy’s pussy.
“Read ‘em and strip,” I said as I slammed my cards down on the table. My friends stared at the cards in awe. Candy and I were the only ones who seemed unimpressed. We had more important things to worry about.
Candy gave me a smile I couldn’t quite decipher. Was it a polite acknowledgement of my impressive victory or a teasing smile that meant she was glad to finally rid herself of her final piece of clothing?
I got my answer when she stood up and let her panties fall to the ground. My jaw dropped open in awe when her pussy was revealed. It was completely smooth but for a small patch of pubic hair that hovered above her labia. The hairs had been tripped to represent two interlocking Venus symbols. I knew all too well what this symbol represented; it was the international symbol representing Sapphic love. Lesbian love.
Part of me knew this was only my subconscious affecting the fantasy to better suit my needs, but I didn’t care. The sight of that symbol made it impossible for me to resist Candy any longer. Forgetting about everything else, I lunged across the table and tackled her to the ground. I landed on top of her and took advantage of her shock to slip my tongue past her lips.
I explored every nook and cranny of her mouth, using my tongue to coax hers into a lustful dance of Sapphic love. It took a while for her to recover from the shock of being kissed by one of her best friends, but, when she finally did, her tongue came to life. It danced alongside mine, letting me know all my wildest fantasises were about to come true.
Candy’s passion grew exponentially. By the time our lips parted, she had transformed into a sex-craved maniac. When her tongue slipped out of my mouth, she flipped me over and pinned me to the ground. Her lips wrapped themselves around my right nipple and her tongue began to tease it. Moans fused past my lips as she alternated between the two, making me moan louder with each new stoke.
Just when I could no longer take the teasing, she stared liking her way down my stomach. A smile of anticipation curled my lips when she used her teeth to remove my panties, but it quickly vanished when her tongue slithered across my labia.
“Fuck!” I moaned, my head thrust back in ecstasy as she teased my clit mercilessly. By the time her tongue found its way past my lower lips, my breathing had become labored and all I could to keep from passing out was pant like a dog on a hot day.
Her fingers soon joined the party and powerful moans began flowing past my lips. I could feel an orgasm growing within me. It was only a matter of time before I climaxed.
I opened my mouth to moan, but she pulled away before I could utter a single work. Anger began boiling within me. I had been cut off moments before climax and, unless she had a good reason for doing so, I would never forgive my beautiful friend.
“Wh—” I began, but something was thrust into my mouth before I could finish. My eyes widened in shock when I realized it was a strapon. I had no clue where Candy had gotten such a toy, but I didn’t care. I eagerly sucked it, forcing it deeper and deeper into my mouth. I must have been doing a good job, because she quickly pulled away and ordered me to get on all fours.
As soon as I was on my hands and knees, Candy kneeled behind me and grabbed my waist. Pulling my toward her, she forced the strapon past my lips and started pounding me. I was so wet the toy easily slid in and out of me, forcing moans past my lips.
I begged for more, moaning like a porn star and writhing around like a pinned wrestler. Candy happily obliged, ramming her shaft into me with such force that a powerful orgasm started growing within me.
“I’m gonna cum!” I warned as I neared climax.
Candy pulled out of me right before I could come. A tidal wave of anger washed over me and I opened my mouth to yell at her. Before I could, she slid her cock back into me. It felt great inside me, though the shaft now filled my asshole instead of my pussy.
“Fuck me!” I begged. I didn’t care which hole she picked, as long as she didn’t deny me climax again.
She started pounding me savagely, forcing my twice denied orgasm to swell within me again. This time, I didn’t speak, hoping it would keep her from torturing me with another withdrawal. Apparently, it was the right approach, because she rode me all the way to climax.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!!” I shrieked at the top of my lungs as wave after wave of cum shot out of me. My thighs were slick with orgasmilk and the warmth that accompanied it filled me with a great sense of contentment.
I wailed like a banshee until every last drop of cum had been extracted from my body. But still Candy refused to stop. She continued to ram me with fierce intensity until I was snapped back to reality.
“What?” I asked, glancing around. Candy was once again wearing her underwear and I still had all of my clothes.
“What should we do now?” asked one of my friends. It was her voice that had put an end to my fantasy.
“I don’t know, but I think we should get dressed,” offered another.
My heart skipped a beat. I couldn’t bear the thought of seeing Candy cover up that flawless body of hers.
“Or I could get undressed too,” I offered, “that was we’re all in our underwear.”
There was a moment of silence before my friends nodded in acknowledgement. I sighed in relief.
Standing up, I slipped out of my clothes and returned to my seat. I glanced around at my friends and smiled. I was a lucky woman to be surrounded by so many underwear-clad women. But it was not until I focused on Candy that I realized I was more than that; I was the luckiest woman in the world.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 91: Coyote Craving
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

My sister and her boyfriend had just moved to the country and invited me to spend a few days with them. I had kept myself quite busy with work—both manual and digital—for the past few months and I welcomed the idea of a vacation.
I had spent the last few weeks in front of my computer and the closest I had come to nature was during my tri-weekly runs in the park near my apartment, so I was thrilled to be surrounded by vegetation. My sister and her boyfriend still had a few things to do—they started their own business a few years ago and it keeps them insanely busy—so I decided to go for a walk. My sister warned me she had hard coyotes howling at night, but I knew from experience coyotes are far more afraid of us than we are of them. To put it bluntly, they’re pussies.
I strolled through the woods with a wide smile curling my lips. I had always loved the smell of moist earth, the rustling of leaves in the wind, the chirping of birds in the trees. What I wasn’t used to was seeing two coyotes standing perfectly still among the trees.
When I spotted them, I froze mid-step. I wasn’t afraid. Simply curious. Why weren’t they running away? Why were they just standing there, staring at me? Unless they weren’t staring at me…
I glanced around, but the coyotes and I were the only living beings present. Even the birds had stopped chirping. This was definitely not normal. Part of me told me to be afraid, but the rest of me was simply curious. Curious enough to tiptoe closer to the two wild canines. Curious enough to venture to a daring twenty feet distance before stopping. Curious enough to stay put when they started closing the gap.
As they approached, I was able to study them in detail. Their fur was brown-beige and surprisingly clean for animals that spent their entire lives in the forest. They were the size of a medium-sized dog, with pointy ears and a bushy tail. Their eyes gleamed with curiosity. I could tell they meant me no harm; they were simply curious.
They ventured closer until only a dozen feet stood between us. There they stopped and just stood there, staring at me. I stared back at them. Our eyes met and I instantly felt a deep connection to them. It was the type of connection only a human and an animal can share. The type of connection that makes dogs—or canines in general—man’s best friend. The type of connection that made me forget about everything else but those two coyotes.
As we stood there, staring at each other, my mind started to wander and I soon found myself wondering what would happen if I got closer. If I tried to pet them. If I tried to… get to know them in a way only lovers can.
Before I could answer a single one of those questions, the arousal that had gradually been growing within me became too much for me to handle. A powerful fantasy grabbed hold of me and dragged me away from the real world, refusing to release me until my surroundings had given way to an identical fantasy world.
As soon as the fantasy started, I lost all inhibition. I knew nothing bad could happen to me, so I strode up to the two wild animals. They just stood there, waiting for me. When I reached them, I crouched down and outstretched my arms, offering them each an open palm. They sniffed my fingers for a moment before licking them. And just like that, we had become friends. It was now up to me to take things to the next level.
I knew exactly what to do. Standing up, I started unbuttoning my blouse. The garment soon slipped from my shoulders, revealing the bra-free breasts that stood beneath. The next thing to go was my skirt. I was now completely naked. The coyotes just stared at me, waiting to see what I would do next.
I lay down and spread my legs wide, hoping the scent of the pre-cum that filled my pussy would be enough to lure the wild canines to me. It was. In fact, they started fighting each other for access to my pussy.
This went on for a few moments before they finally calmed down and took turns licking my pussy. Each time one of their tongues slithered into me, a moan flowed past my lips. As their tongue thrusts quickened, so did my breathing. My back left the ground and rose up until my breasts were thrust into the air and my spine formed an arch.
“Make me come!” I begged. “MAKE ME COME!”
They did. Well, almost. A powerful orgasm soon started growing within me and each tongue thrust brought me a little closer to climax. But right before I reached the point of no return, they stopped.
My back returned to the ground as my head did the opposite. One glance at my pussy told me they had licked every last drop of pre-cum that filled it. I couldn’t believe I had gotten so close, only to be denied climax in the end. I was attempting to find a way to lure their tongues back to my slit when I noticed something that made me forget all about that.
Their cocks were now out. They stood between their hind legs, hard as rocks and as bright as tomatoes. I was drawn to them like a moth to the flame. Scrambling to my hands and knees, I shuffled over to them and literally tackled them to the ground. I was about to wrap all ten of my fingers around them when a thought occurred to me. Why jerk them off when I could get them to fuck me?
No sooner had the thought occurred to me that I was putting my recently-hatched plan into action. Picking a coyote at random, I pinned him to the ground and kneeled over him. All I had to do now was lower myself onto his cock.
“Fuck!” I moaned as I did just that, his member sliding into my pussy. Thankfully, it was still full of canine saliva, so it had no trouble swallowing up every last inch of the spear. As soon as I was fully impaled on the member, I placed a hand on either side of my lover’s head and peered back over my shoulder just in time to see the second coyote mount me. His front legs squeezed my waist while his rear ones forced his spear forward until the tip of it pressed against my anus. I barely had time to smile in anticipation before he jerked forward, forcing the spear deep into me.
“Fuck!” I moaned as he began pounding me. Each one of his thrusts was powerful enough to send every last inch of his shaft into me while still conserving enough strength to send my body jerking forward. This had for effect to force my other lover’s cock in and out of my pussy. The dual simulation soon convinced me to moan at the top of my lungs.
“Faster!” I begged. I knew he wouldn’t understand, but I hoped he would notice the urgency in my voice. He did and his thrusts quickly doubled in intensity. I was now being rammed with such force that simply remaining upright was a struggle. But I fought on, refusing to give up until the orgasm growing within me ripped through my body like a hurricane, leaving me broken, but satisfied.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!” I shrieked at the top of my lungs when that dream became a reality. My body started to shake uncontrollably as wave after wave of cum shot out of my pussy. I couldn’t tell if the hot nectar dripping down my thighs belonged to me or my lover, but I didn’t care. All that mattered was the overpowering blissfulness of being double-teamed by two studly coyotes.
My anal lover pounded me long and hard, refusing to give up until every last drop of cum, be it human or canine, had been expulsed from my body. Only then did he dismount me. As soon as his member popped out of me, I crumbled into a gasping head of sweat and cum.
It took me forever to recover. When I finally opened my eyes, I was back in the real world. I probably would have been disappointed by this realization had I not been so shocked to discover the two coyotes standing mere feet before me. Unable to keep it contained, I let a surprised yelp flow past my lips. Startled, the wild canines ran off. I watched them vanish into the vegetation and found myself wondering if I would ever see them again. I knew it was silly, but I felt like fate would reunite us if it was meant to be. However, only time would tell.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 92: Naughty Neighbor
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

It all started a few days ago when I realized I could see into my neighbor’s bedroom. I had to stand in a particular spot for it to work, but when I did, I could see her entire room. I don’t usually enjoy invading other people’s privacy, but I was fascinated by this woman. Not because she was beautiful, even though she was. Not even because of the thrill involved with spying on someone. In fact, I had no idea why I was so obsessed.
The first few days, I only caught glimpses of her, but that only served to intrigue me further. I found myself thinking of her and fantasizing about orchestrating a chance encounter to meet her. But before I could make my move, something happened.
It was nearly ten o’clock at night and I had just concluded a particularly intense writing session. As I waited for my computer to shut down, I peered out the window and found my neighbor’s bedroom illuminated. A smile curled my lips as I found her standing at the foot of her bed.
I was not planning on being creepy. I was content simply watching her go about her nightly routine. But instead of slipping into her pajamas, she stripped out of her clothes and started parading around the room. I was stunned. This only happened in movies and teenage boys’ fantasies. But this was no movie and my fantasy had yet to begin. This was real.
I stood there, entranced by the woman’s beauty. I knew it was wrong of me to spy on her, yet I couldn’t look away. My body remained frozen in place. I barely blinked. I barely breathed. I barely moved. I was captivated.
The woman’s gaze suddenly traveled to her window. She wasn’t staring at the glass, but rather at something beyond it. Something far beyond. Something in the adjacent building. Me. She was staring at me.
Our eyes met and my blood turned cold. Then it started boiling in my veins. I desperately wanted to flee, to escape her penetrating gaze. I tried to move, but I was frozen in place.
It felt like an eternity before I regained control of my body. As soon as I did, I stepped backwards, out of the woman’s line of sight. She had seen me, there was no doubt about that. But what would she do about it? I was asking myself that very question when the doorbell rang.
I remained frozen in shock. Was it her? It had to be. Should I answer? It took a while before I made up my mind. On my way to the front door, the doorbell rang again. I hesitated before buzzing her in.
The few seconds it took her to reach my floor felt like an eternity. Each passing second brought with it more fear. By the time I heard a knock on the door, I was terrified. As I reached for the door handle, it got too much for me to handle and I reverted back into a fantasy to keep from facing reality.
I was now inside the fantasy. The world around me looked just the same and the fear coursing through my veins felt just as real, but deep down, I knew none of it was genuine. It still took a few seconds before I worked up the nerve to open the door.
My beautiful neighbor stood in the doorframe. Up until that moment, I had held out hope it was not her, but deep down, I had always known is was. She now wore a bathrobe, but I could tell she was naked underneath.
We stared at each other for a few seconds before she spoke.
“I saw you looking at me,” she said.
I didn’t know what to say, so I said nothing.
“Can I come in?” she asked, but pushed past me without waiting for an answer.
I closed the door behind her. We were now alone.
“I’m sorry,” I said as I turned around. “I didn’t mean to—”
She cut me off before I could finish.
“I said I saw you looking,” she explained, “but I never said I didn’t enjoy it.”
I was stunned, but not as much as when she spoke again.
“Would you like to see more?” she asked.
I tried to answer, but my vocal cords had stopped working. I nodded.
The beautiful woman grabbed me by the hand and led me to the living room.
“Sit,” she instructed, nodding to the couch.
I obeyed the command and watched her move the coffee table to a corner of the room. Returning to the center of the room, she turned to me and gave me a quick smile. I had no clue what was about to happen, but I could tell I would like it.
I was wrong. I didn’t like it; I loved it!
My beautiful neighbor, whose name still remained a mystery, began to strip. She swayed to the sound of an imaginary song, teasingly uncovering herself. She only wore a bathrobe, so the striptease was quick, but the flawless body that lay beneath fully made up for it. She was so beautiful. So perfect.
She continued to dance, each movement an elegant choreography that brought her ever closer to me. Just when I couldn’t take the teasing any longer, she finally reached me and pulled me in for a kiss.
Our lips met and I felt an explosion of lust. I had never wanted anyone this much in my entire life. I craved her touch. Her smell. Her taste. My tongue came to life and danced alongside hers. Moans fused from our mouths. Our bodies grinded together.
I didn’t want this moment to end yet I also craved more. My arousal eventually got the better of and I broke the kiss. I attempted to wrap my lips around one of her erect nipples, but she pulled away.
“What’s wrong,” I asked.
“Nothing,” she assured. “This night is all about you,” she soon added and ripped my t-shirt from my body. Her lips made contact with my bare breasts before I could figure out what was happening. Moans soon followed as she teased my nipples mercilessly. It was not long before I started craving more.
My lover knew what I wanted before I did. Momentarily pulling away, she grabbed my shorts and yanked them off. She then pulled me to the edge of the couch and slowly pried my legs apart. I watched her lips near my slit with anticipation.
“Fuck!” I yelped as she licked my pussy. Her tongue traveled up the entire length of my crack before she focused on the clit. She licked it. She sucked it. She teased it until I was begging for more. Just when I thought I would go insane with longing, she slid her tongue into me.
“Oh god!” I moaned as her tongue started darting in and out of me. I was so wet. So fucking wet.
“Fuck me!” I begged. “FUCK ME!”
She did. Her tongue massaged my inner slit, bringing more arousal to my body with each passing second. Just when I thought I could no longer take it, she escalated.
“Fuck!” I moaned as one of her singer slipped into my asshole. The shock soon faded, replaced instead by arousal. She fingered my ass and licked my pussy until a powerful orgasm exploded within me.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!” I shrieked at the top of my lungs as my pussy came to life. It convulsed madly as my lover coaxed the cum out of me. I craved the feel of the hot nectar on my thighs, but she greedily kept it to herself, swallowing every drop as it was released.
My moans echoed throughout the apartment for what felt like an eternity before the final wave oozed out of me. When it did, I crumbled onto the couch in a panting heap of limbs.
By the time I recovered, I had made up my mind. I would make my lover feel just as good as she had made me feel. I pulled her in for a passionate kiss, but that was as far as we got before I was snapped back to reality by the sound of someone knocking on the door.
I glanced around, confused. It was not until I realized I was still fully dressed and standing in front of the door that I remembered what was happening. My fantasy was over and my neighbor, the one I had been caught spying on, now stood on the other side of the door. I was tempted to retreat back into a fantasy, but I knew I couldn’t ignore reality forever. Taking a deep breath, I opened the door.
The person I found standing in the doorframe was not my beautiful neighbor. In fact, they were pretty much the complete opposite. A pimply-faced, oily-haired teenager holding a pizza box now stood before me.
“That’ll be…” he began, but I cut him off.
“I didn’t order anything,” I said. And neither did my roommates, because they were both out for the evening. This was the third time someone ordered takeout using our address. I didn’t know if it was simply a coincidence or if this was some sort of practical joke. Unless… Unless it was my beautiful neighbor’s way of getting back at me for spying on her. Then again, she had only just uncovered my fascination with her and the odds of her being responsible for this disturbance were slim. I guess I will never know, but at least I will always have an intense fantasy to keep my busy on those long nights I spend wondering who is sending all those delivery boys to my apartment.
 

To be continued Next Week…




Month 22: October
 

Week 93: My Boss’s Dog
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

Before I begin this story, let me explain what my life has been like for the past few months. Since I have yet to make a living from my writing alone—hint hint—I usually go on a few workations (work vacations) to help supplement my writing income. I usually do this during the late part of spring and early in the summer. This year I spent the better part of four months working.
My schedule looked something like this: Take a 1-2 week workation and work almost non-stop. This was usually followed by a rest period, during which I would return home and work like a maniac to write the fantasies/stories I would be publishing the next month. Then came another workation. And another writing blitz. And so on and so forth.
When I returned home at the start of September, I thought my hectic summer schedule was over, so I gave myself a few days to relax. Can you guess what happened next? One of my father’s neighbors called me with a job offer. Given all the money I had set aside, I was confident I could make it through the winter with ease, but I felt compelled to accept the job offer. He had mentioned it to me in passing and I had agreed to help him if he couldn’t find anyone else. Suffice it to say, I was the only person he considered for the job. I guess working hard isn’t always a good thing.
I somehow managed to prepare all of my fantasies/stories for the upcoming month in a little over a week. And just like that, I was off on another workation. I just hoped it would be the last.
I had no clue what the job entailed. It was only when I got there that I discovered the next week of my life would be spent playing in the dirt—he was landscaping his entire front yard. It was a rather dull job and the man I worked for was not exactly a great conversationalist, but it was a nice change of pace from sitting in front of my computer with my fingers dancing on the keyboard. The only downside to the job was my boss’s dog.
To be perfectly honest, I have no clue what breed he was. All I know is that he was a little under a year old and still full of energy. Worse even, my boss had yet to train him and it was nothing short of a miracle when the studly animal obeyed one of his commands. I like dogs, but I don’t particularly enjoy being tackled by a hundred-pound dog. Nor do I relish him wrecking my work by digging holes in my boss’s front yard.
Each morning began the same way. My boss would let his dog out of the house. The animal would run around for fifteen minutes or so before turning his attention to us. Then came the truly hard part; getting the dog back inside. It usually took around five minutes before he could lure the animal inside. Then came about five to ten minutes of window scratching, followed by a relaxing few hours of peace. The entire ordeal started against after lunch.
Some people would have been annoyed by this, but I chose to sit back and enjoy the show. After all, what was the point of freaking out? I was being paid to watch my boss run after his dog. Life couldn’t get much better than that.
I was wrong.
Halfway through my final workation of the season, my boss left me alone for about an hour. His wife had an appointment with her doctor and he had to drive her to the village. Believe it or not, there are still some women out there that enjoy spending their lives at home and depending on their husbands for every little thing. Personally, I don’t get it—and not just because I’m a lesbian—but I try not to judge others for the choices they make.
I know the setup for this fantasy has been rather long, but there was a lot to cover. Thankfully, the long-awaited moment has finally arrived. The fantasy.
Half an hour after my boss and his wife had left, I got a pressing urge to relieve myself. Had I been a man, I could simply have snuck off to a corner of the yard, but answering nature’s call is not so easy for a woman. Thankfully, I knew the front door was unlocked, so I hurried inside. I feared my boss’s dog would stand between me and the bathroom, but he was nowhere to be seen.
After taking care of business, I headed for the front door. I never made it. Halfway there, I heard the clicking of claws and turned around just in time to get tackled to the floor. The large canine started eagerly licking my face. I fought him off as best as I could, but he was a ferocious beast and his tongue danced across my face.
By the time the licking finally stopped, he had changed tactics; instead of coating my face in dog slobber, he was now dry-humping me. Arousal instantly began coursing through my veins and reality started to fade before I could realize what was happening.
One second, I was lying on the floor, being humped by a dog and the next I was lying on the floor, being humped by a dog. The only difference was that the world that now surrounded me no longer belonged to the realm of reality. This was a fantasy and I could do anything I pleased without fear of repercussions.
Using my arousal as fuel, I shoved the excited animal off of me and sat up. The dog was so surprised by my sudden outburst of strength that he just stood there, staring at me. Taking full advantage of this, I used my vivid imagination to coax his manhood from its sheath. As soon as every inch of it was visible, I tackled the studly animal to the floor and wrapped my lips around the member.
It was so hot I couldn’t contain a blissful moan. Another soon followed when I forced the member down my throat. In mere seconds, every inch of the rock-hard appendage had been swallowed up. Previously untamable, the hyperactive animal was now perfectly behaved. He just lay there, unmoving, as I feverishly sucked his cock.
I may be a lesbian, but I’ve written enough about bestiality to know how to handle a spear, especially one belonging to such a studly canine. I used my lips, tongue and throat to massage it, coaxing an orgasm forth in record time.
Excited moans began to topple out of my mouth when the member started to tremble. I barely had time to prepare myself before the cum arrived. When it did, my taste bugs gorged themselves on the tasty nectar. I was so overwhelmed with arousal that I remained unable to determine the taste of the semen. All I knew was that I wanted every drop of it for myself. I greedily swallowed it until the final wave oozed into my mouth and my lover’s shaft slipped past my lips for the final time.
It took a few seconds for me to recover from the intensity of the blowjob. By then, my boss’s dog had another raging hard-on. No sooner had I removed my clothes and dropped to my hands and knees that he mounted me, propelling his rock-hard member past my lower lips.
“Fuck!” I yelled as he began savagely pounding me. His cock felt huge inside me. It was so hot it lured even more arousal to my body, making me wonder how long I could keep my orgasm at bay.
My powerful moans filled the room for a few seconds before my arousal got too much for me to handle. My vocal cords stopped working and my breathing quickened. My body began to shiver and my pussy came to life. My body expulsed the cum from my slit, sending it flying out of me in powerful squirts.
The hot nectar barely had time to begin dripping down my thighs that my lvoer’s own semen shot out of his member. It swirled around inside me, mixing with my own orgasmilk before shooting out of me.
My voice suddenly returned and my moans joined the cum and the blissful dog howls in the air. In the confusion that ensued, I lost all track of time. All that mattered was the blissful feeling of my lover’s cock inside me.
It was one of the most intense orgasms of my life. In fact, it was so overpowering I began to wonder if it was in fact real. But that theory soon fell apart when the final wave oozed out of me and the fantasy began to fade. By the time my breathing slowed down and my heart stopped pounding, I was back in the real world.
My boss’s dog had stopped trying to hump me and now sat next to me, staring at me with fierce intensity. He was no doubt wondering why I had stopped trying to wrestle him off.
We stared at each other for a few moments before I noticed something between his hind legs. His cock was still contained within its sheath, but I could tell all that dry-humping had turned him on and very little work would be required to coax him member out of hiding. Part of me was desperate to give in to the lure of bestiality, but the rest of me knew it was too risky. My boss could come back at any moment and there was no way in hell I would risk letting my perverse bestial urges become public knowledge. Perhaps I would one day be given an opportunity to live out my most perverse fantasies, but in the meantime, I would have to rely on my vivid imagination. Thank god for that.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 94: Online Dating
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I’m a workaholic. Most people think that’s a bad thing, but how can loving your job be bad? I love to write and I’m not about to apologize for it, even if it means putting other parts of my life on hold. Given my hectic schedule over the last couple of months, my social life is on its deathbed. And let’s not even talk about the state of my love life. But I guess we have to since that’s what this fantasy is all about.
I was content spending the next few months—or years, depending on how long it took for me to make a living from my writing—alone. My friend was not. She is the type of friend who isn’t satisfied until every one of her friends is in a relationship. Usually, I can’t stand such people, but she was one of my best friends, so I had learned to live with it.
She had been trying to convince me to get back into the dating game for the past few months and it was only out of a desire for peace that I finally agreed to let her help me create a profile on a dating site. The plan was to create the profile, forget about it and return to my workaholic lifestyle.
Fate had other plans.
I was hesitant at first, but my friend assured me online dating was no longer reserved for losers and freaks. It was now the number-one way to meet new people, be it for long-term relationships or one-night stands.
I was hoping to get it over with quickly, but my friend insisted on doing things properly. She convinced me to make an evening of it. We started with a photo shoot, before moving on to the actual creation of the profile. That part was rather fun—in case you haven’t noticed, I rather enjoy writing. By the time my profile page was up and running, it was past midnight and my friend finally decided it was time for her to head home. As soon as she was gone, I shut down my computer and planned on forgetting all about this dating nonsense.
No such luck.
The first thing I do each morning is go online and check my emails. I usually have around a dozen emails. This time, I had over a hundred. As you probably already guessed, most of them were from the dating site, informing me of the interest other members had shown in my profile. I considered blocking the email address, but the popularity of my profile convinced me to give this online dating thing a try.
Most of the messages I had received were from horny men asking if I was really a lesbian and if me and one of my friends would be interested in joining them for a little fun. I never understood why men are so aroused by lesbians, but I guess it has something to do with wanting something they cannot have.
After deleting all the hookup requests from men, I was left with a little under a dozen messages. Most of those were from butch women. I may be a lesbian, but that doesn’t mean I like women that look like men. I was about to give up hope when one of the messages caught my attention. Actually, it was the profile picture that accompanied it that truly caught my eye.
The woman in the picture was beautiful. Breathtaking.
My heart started to race as I clicked on it. A quick study of her profile page confirmed my suspicions. She was a knockout. Part of me was reticent, because I was afraid the images I now saw had nothing to do with the woman who had created the profile. But if by some bizarre stroke of luck, the woman behind the profile was the same as the one in the pictures, I would be passing up the opportunity of a lifetime.
I took a chance and answered her message. We emailed each other a few times and it quickly became clear we had more in common than just a good taste in clothes. The more we spoke, the more interests I discovered we shared. It was beginning to feel like perhaps this online dating thing was not such a bad idea after all.
Then she did something that ruined everything. She asked to meet me. Part of me was afraid I would discover she was in fact a fat, old man pretending to be a beautiful young woman. Another part of me was afraid I would not live up to her expectations—on the off chance that she actually was who she claimed to be. But even with all those odds stacked against us, I chose to abide by my new philosophy—live life to the fullest—and give love a chance.
Three days later, I was entering the restaurant she—for the purposes of this story, let’s call her Candy—had picked for our first date. I was so nervous my hands were shaking. But then I saw her.
She was even more beautiful than in her pictures. She stood halfway across the restraint floor, but I could tell she was every bit the woman she claimed to be on her profile.
She hadn’t yet seem me, so I took a few moments to study her before I introduced myself. She was so beautiful. With her long legs and thin waist. With the chocolate waterfall of hair that cascaded down her back. Discussing the beauty of her breasts somehow feels like an insult to her beauty, but I am obligated to mention it because that is what brought the fantasy that had been growing within me bubbling to the surface.
I barely had time to realize what was happening before reality started to fade. In a matter of seconds, my surroundings had been replaced by an identical fantasy world. Everything looked the same, but I now knew I could do whatever I pleased without fear of repercussions.
I somehow managed to keep the arousal that coursed through my veins contained long enough to introduce myself. Her voice was soft and sensual and the sound of it brought a great wetness to my pussy. As for the shivers of arousal that ran down my spine, they were a result of the skin-tight dress she wore.
We exchanged small talk. I am rather shy by nature, so I took a sip of water every few seconds to keep my hands busy. It worked quite well to keep my nervousness in check, but it soon brought to light a small detail I had up until then failed to notice.
I had to pee. The timing was horrible, but nature was calling and I knew I could not resist its beckoning voice for long. I held out as long as I could before excusing myself. As soon as I was out of sight, I started to run and burst into the bathroom moments later.
They say peeing when you really need to go is similar to having an orgasm. They’re right. I had to put a hand over my lips just to keep from moaning.
When I was done, I washed my hands and opened the bathroom door. Before I could step out, I was forced back inside. I lost my balance and crashed to the tilled floor. My heart started to race and adrenaline began pumping through my veins. I was ready for a fight, but all violence instantly fled my body when I realized who my attacker was.
It was Candy. The twinkle in her eyes told me violence was the last thing on her mind. Sex was a whole other story.
She locked the door and crossed the room in two strides.
“I want you,” she growled in a low whisper as she pulled me in for a passionate kiss.
Our lips touched and our tongues soon followed. It took a few seconds before I realized what was going on, but when I finally did, I let my arousal run wild. Our tongues danced around madly in each other’s mouths as soft moans of delight flowed past our lips.
When your lips parted, I was aroused beyond repair. Thankfully, so was Candy. As soon as our lips parted, I reached for her dress, but she stopped be before I could tear it away from her flawless body.
“No,” she said, her voice commanding, but soft.
I found the request odd until she spoke again.
“Watch,” was all she said. Moments later, she was sensually stripping for me. Her dress was beautiful on her, but it looked even better on the floor. She wore no underwear, so her private parts were instantly revealed. The stiffness of her nipples spoke volumes as to her state of arousal, but it wasn’t until my eyes dropped to her tight, clean-shaven pussy that I truly discovered the extent of her sexual arousal. Her labia was glistening with pre-cum. The mere sight of it was enough to drive me wild.
I was about to attack her when she sensually walked up to me and pressed her lips to mine. I instantly lost all track of time. I could have been a second like it could have been an hour. All I knew was that I wanted her more than I had ever wanted anybody else.
When the kiss came to an end, she started removing my clothes. That was rather easy as I too was only wearing a dress. As soon as I was naked, she started teasing my nipples. Her tongue and lips worked wonders on my nipples, but I soon began craving something else. Something more.
Just when I was about to go insane from all the teasing, she started kissing her way down to my pussy. As soon as her lips reached my labia, I started to moan. My cries filled the room, silencing everything else but the pounding of my heart.
I don’t know how this happened, but one second I was leaning against a stall with my lover’s tongue on my labia and the next I was sitting on a sink with her head between my widespread legs.
Candy was such a skilled lover that an orgasm began growing within me moments after her tongue first made contact with my lower lips. By then, my chest was rising and falling to the rapid rhythm of my breaths and my head was thrust back in ecstasy.
“I’m gonna cum!” I soon announced. No sooner had the words left my lips that her tongue slid out of me.
“What the…” I began. My eyes flew open and I discovered a shockingly beautiful sight. Candy was busy attaching a massive strapon to her flawless figure. I had no idea where it had come from, nor did I care. “…fuck!” I finally finished when she flipped me over and, bending me over the lip of the sink, grabbed my waist and thrust the toy past my lower lips.
She pounded me with such intensity that I lost the ability to speak. I just wailed like a banshee, moaning each time her large shaft slid into me. It was so big it felt like I was about to explode, yet I would not have wanted it any other way. The edge of the sink was digging into my stomach, but I didn’t care. All that mattered was her hands wrapped around my waist and her spear inside me.
I don’t know how long it took, but I’m pretty sure I reached climax in record time. My already powerful moans intensified as my pussy came to life. The intensity of the pounding was so intense I couldn’t even feel the waves of orgasmilk flowing past my lower lips. Had it not been for the hot cum running down my legs, I never would have known I was squirting.
I quickly lost all track of time. It felt like a moment and an eternity. All I knew is that one moment I was moaning at the top of my lungs and the next I was being snapped back to reality.
I took a moment before I remembered where I was. I was no longer bent over a sink in the bathroom, but standing in the reception area of a fancy restaurant. The voice that had dragged me back to reality belonged to Candy. She must have spotted me at some point during my fantasy, because she now stood mere feet away.
I was still a little shaken by the intensity of my fantasy and all I could muster was a faint “Hi.” Thankfully, the hostess came to my rescue and led us to our table. This gave me time to regain my wits and, by the time we were seated, I was ready for a night of romance. All I had to do was keep from drifting off to another fantasy. Sounds easy, right? It wasn’t, but getting to know the woman that sat across from me was well worth the effort. I just hoped she felt the same way about me.
 

For those of you who have taken the time to send me a quick shout-out to let me know how much you enjoyed my fantasies, you probably know I love being different. One of those differences is the need I sometimes get to share random facts. Here is the latest one: I have recently decided to live my life to the fullest. Of course, that resulted in the creation of a bucket list.
So far, I checked off a few items—the coolest being learning Parkour—but with the drop in temperature brought on by the approach of winter, completing the many outdoor activities that appear on my list has gotten more difficult. Because of this, I chose to complete one of the easiest ones as my challenge for this month—I try and cross off at least one item each and every month.
This month’s challenge: Zip-lining. I shared my plans to my roommates and, to my surprise, they both showed interest in accompanying me. And just like that, we agreed to schedule our little outing for the following evening.
That was yesterday. I’d been looking forward to it all day and I was rather annoyed when my roommate got home late from work (a full hour late). I knew from experience it was better to call first, so I picked up the phone and dialed the number I had found online. That was a good move, because I soon learned they had chosen to close early due to the cold weather and lack of customers. So much for our Friday evening.
My roommates and I were disappoint, but we managed to cheer ourselves up by playing video games until one in the morning. I know what you’re thinking; how is that living life to the fullest? The simple answer: It isn’t, but a girl’s got to enjoy her life every once in a while.
In case you’re wondering, my roommates and I have rescheduled our zip-lining outing for next week. By the time this fantasy is published, I should have crossed off another item from my bucket list.
So that’s it for my random fact. I hope it inspired you to create a bucket list of your own or at least to try and live your life to the fullest. If not, I at least hope it was not too boring to read ;).
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 95: Tentacles
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

It was the middle of the night. I stared up at the ceiling, watching the lights dance on it as the occasional car passed by my window. I had been tossing and turning for the past hour and it was clear sleep would not come anytime soon. I had never really suffered from insomnia—expect when I was a kid and I chose to stop using my asthma inhaler—so this was new territory for me.
I don’t know how long I stared up at that ceiling, but I eventually realized staying in bed would do little good. I considered watching a movie, but knew from experience the light from the TV would only wake me further. It took a while, but it finally dawned on me. The best way to tire myself out was to go for a walk.
Winter was slowly approaching and the nights were not as warm as they once were, so I bundled myself up and headed out. The air was cold, but invigorating. The last shreds of slumber vanished from my body, but I didn’t care because I knew a short walk in such chilly weather would put me right to sleep once I got back to the warmth of my bed.
I chose to walk in the park. It was more relaxing and would help me relax. I wandered around for a few minutes before ending up by the small body of water that stood at the center of the park. It was too small to be a lake, but too big to be a pond. I chose to call it a poke (pond + lake = poke).
I took a seat on one of the benches that stood by the water’s edge and watched the reflection of the night sky in the poke. The smog kept the stars from shining through, but the moon was clearly visible.
I watched it for a few minutes before closing my eyes to listen to the relaxing sound of the autumn wind rustling to through the leaves. I could picture the long branches of the weeping willows swaying gently in the breeze. In my mind’s eyes, they almost looked like tentacles.
SPLASH!
My eyes flew open and I discovered the reflection of the moon being unrecognizably deformed by the ripples that now inhabited the otherwise smooth surface. Something had just broken the surface of the poke. I didn’t know what it was, but form the power of the splash and the size of the ripples, it was quite big.
My vivid imagination instantly kicked in and I started to fantasize. If you have read any of my fantasies, then you know my imagination is nearly limitless. What you may not know is that not all of my fantasies are sexual in nature. Given the nature of the inciting incident, I could tell this would be one of my horror-themed fantasies. What I didn’t know was that it would also be infused with sex.
Moments after the fantasy began, something shot out of the water. It was long, slimy and covered in suction cups. I instantly recognized it as a tentacle. I didn’t know what it was attached to, but given the horrific nature of my fantasy, I had no doubt it was monstrous in nature.
I remained frozen in shock for a moment before my adrenaline kicked. Jumping to my feet, I turned away from the poke just as another tentacle broke the surface. Ignoring the splashing that indicated even more tentacles were surfacing, I made a run for it.
I only made it a couple of feet before something was wrapped around one of my ankles. It was cold and slimy. A tentacle.
I crashed to the ground and began thrashing. But no matter how hard I fought, the tentacle wouldn’t let go. Actually, a second one soon came to the first one’s aid and took hold of my other ankle. My wrists were next to go. I was now immobilized.
I squirmed and fought like my life depended on it, which it pretty much did, but the tentacles were too powerful for me. By the time I gave up, more tentacles were on their way. I still couldn’t see what they were attached too, but I realized that was probably a good thing.
The massive tentacles slithered across my body, covering my clothes in slime. I feared I would be crushed to death until one of the powerful limbs slipped underneath my clothes. It glided across my stomach for a moment before venturing higher. By the time it reached my breasts, a second tentacle had joined it.
I suddenly regretted not taking the time to put on a bra. My lack of panties also became problematic when one of the slimy appendages slithered into my pants. I fought to break free, but it was useless. Thankfully, they didn’t seem interested in my body. Instead of taking advantage of me as I feared they would, the tentacles tore my clothes to shreds.
In mere seconds, I was naked from head to toe. Even my shoes and socks were gone. The only thing keeping the cold night air at bay were the dozens of tentacles that now surrounded me. They writhed and wriggled around, making me feel like I had fallen into a giant pit of snakes.
I forced myself to relax, knowing it was the only way to put an end to this horrific fantasy. But all hopes of escape fled the second the tentacles began grinding against my nipples. At horrified as I was by my body’s reaction, I could do nothing to stop the arousal from entering it. Nor could I repel the sensation of blissfulness that filled me when the slimy appendages began stroking my slit.
I knew there was no point in yelling, but the horror of the situation made it impossible for me to think clearly. As soon as my lips parted, I realized my mistake, but it was already too late. One of the tentacles—at least I thought it was a tentacle—slipped into my mouth. It felt bigger than the others and had no suction cups. It was not until I noticed one final detail that I realized this member was not a tentacle. The incredible heat that emanated from it left no doubt as to the nature of it. It was a cock.
The spear began sliding in and out of my mouth. My first reaction was to bite it, but the arousal that now filled my body kept my jaw from snapping shut. It was with a mixture of surprise and arousal that I realized something. I actually enjoyed the feel of that big, slimy monster cock gliding in and out of my mouth.
When the surprise faded, I did the only thing I could think of. I started sucking the member. The monster—or whatever stood at the end of those tentacles—seemed to enjoy my enthusiasm, because the speed of the penetrations quickly doubled. Moments later, the cock started to convulse. It pulsated inside my mouth for a moment before something hot and gooey shot out of it. Cum. At least I hoped it was cum, because I didn’t even want to speculate as to what it could be if not that.
The monster’s semen was hot. I mean scorching hot. Enough to burn every inch of my mouth. Enough to kill every last taste bud on my tongue. Enough to make me forget about the intense heat of the liquid and just enjoy the feel of it sliding down my throat.
I’m not quite sure how or why, but I didn’t get burned. Even my taste buds were left intact, which gave them a chance to gorge themselves on the incredibly tasty nectar. It was both sweet and rich in flavor, though I remained unable to tell which flavor it was.
It was over in what felt like seconds. The member slipped out of my mouth just as the final mouthful flowed past my uvula. And just like that, I was left unsatisfied and in desperate need of sexual release. Thankfully, the monster that had turned an innocent attack into a perverse sexual encounter was not done with me yet.
“Fuck!” I yelped as something slipped past my lower lips. I was soaking wet and the slimy appendage easily slid into me. In moments, I was full to the point of bursting. I couldn’t tell it the member that filled me was a tentacle or a cock, but I didn’t care. All that mattered was that my pussy was on fire and I could feel an orgasm growing within me.
My arousal literally exploded when the member began darting in and out of me. It moved with such speed I was unable to tell when it was in and when it was out. It felt like one continued penetration and I would not have wanted it any other way. However, there was something else I wanted, though I didn’t realize it until it happened.
“Fuck!” I cried out when another tentacle—or cock, whatever—slid into me. This one was invading my asshole. It slithered deeper and deeper into me until it could go no further. I barely had time to realize I was now fuller than ever before that it began travelling in and out of me.
I moaned and writhed in ecstasy as the two appendages darted I and out of me. They felt so hot inside me, though I had no idea if it was because they were cocks or because of the fires of passion that burned bright within me. Either way, I was on the verge of climax and that was all that mattered.
“FUCK!” I yelled when my pussy came to life. No sooner had I started squirting that my lover’s own semen started shooting out of me. Not only did the hot cum squirt out of my pussy, but it also gushed out of my ass. That meant my lover had not one, but two cocks and both of them were now buried deep within me. And inside me was where they remained until the final wave of cum oozed out of my two holes.
With one final moan, I felt the last few drops of strength leave my body. The tentacles continued to tickle my body throughout my recovery. I was actually looking forward to finding out what would happen next when something unexpected happened.
SPLASH!
That put an immediate and irreversible end to my fantasy. Focusing on the water that stretched out before the bench I now sat on, I found the calm surface riddled with ripples. I half-expected another fantasy to take hold of me, but luck was not on my side. Instead of retreating back into my mind for another perverse pounding, I studied my surroundings and spotted two young boys standing on the other side of the poke. They were having fun throwing rocks into it.
I watched them play for a while. When they ran out of rocks, they wandered off, no doubt in search of something else to help them pass the time. I considered enjoying the peace of the almost deserted park for a little longer, but the cold air was beginning to seep into my clothes and fatigue had started to gain me.
As I walked home, I found myself thinking back to the fantasy. The intensity of it had been unmatched any of my other fantasies. I didn’t know if that meant I would dream about it, but I sure as hell hoped I would.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 96: The Sexy Hitchhiker
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I was visiting my mother for a few days. At least that was the plan, but she left mere hours after I arrived. She had recently joined a choir and could not afford to skip a practice because they only had a few weeks left to get everything ready for their Christmas concert. The practice took place at the nearby village and usually lasted a little over two hours. Since her neighbor was also part of the choir, they took turns giving each other a ride. This week, my mother’s neighbor was driving.
The plan was to spend the afternoon relaxing. A fifteen minute drive separated my mother’s house from the nearest village and vegetation reigned supreme in the area. I was looking forward to spending some time outside, but the cold of approaching winter left a permanent chill in the air. Since I had not planned on such cold weather, I had not brought many warm clothes and was forced to spend the remainder of the afternoon inside.
My mother didn’t have cable—or Netflix—so I was forced to scour Facebook and YouTube in the hopes of finding something to keep busy. Unfortunately, I’m not a big fan of social media and watching fail compilation gets old pretty quick. Fortunately, I soon received a phone call than put an end to my boredom.
I wondered whether answer my mother’s phone was appropriate, but seeing how bored I was, I chose to throw caution to the wind. That was a good thing, because the caller turned out to be none other than my mother. Apparently, the practice had ended early and her friend had a few errands to run, so she wanted to know if I could come and pick her up. I was so bored I immediately jumped at the chance to get out of the house.
My mother’s car was waiting for me in the garage. Thankfully, it was an automatic—for some unknown reason, I never learned to drive manual—and I was on my way in a matter of minutes.
I had only visited my mother a few times since she had moved, but I already knew the directions to the village by heart. It was thus with the music blasting that I sped down the deserted street.
After a few minutes, I noticed someone walking alongside the road. This was not unusual seeing how it was one of the roads leading to the village. What was unexpected was that the young woman in question had her thumb out.
Like always, seeing someone hitchhike reminded me of the stupid law that made such an activity illegal in the province of Quebec—the law may not apply to the other provinces, but if I were you, I would look it up before deciding to hitchhike across Canada. As I approached the young woman, I pondered whether or not to stop. I am usually one to help my fellow human being, but this was not my car. If hitchhiking was illegal, it made sense that picking one up was also against the law. And since I was driving my mother’s car, I preferred not to take the risk.
The plan was simple; keep driving and pretend I never saw her. Unfortunately, I did see her and the closer I got, the more beautiful she became. By the time I passed her, she had become one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen. Forgetting all about the law and my mother’s car, I quickly pulled to the side of the road and honked to let her know I was offering her a ride.
I focused on the rearview mirror and watched her approach. Like before, the closer the got, the more beautiful she became. By the time she reached the car, my arousal had skyrocketed and a powerful fantasy had grabbed hold of me.
No longer bothered by the rules and regulations that govern our society, I waited for her to reach the passenger’s side door with giddy anticipation. When she finally opened the door, she was revealed in her entirety. She was even hotter than before. Her hair was blonde, her eyes were blue and her body seemed to belong to a porn star. In other words, she was breathtaking. The mere sight of her was almost enough to make me come.
“Where are you headed?” I somehow managed to ask.
“To the next village,” she answered.
I smiled.
“Hop in,” I said.
Less than a minute later, we were speeding down the road. It took all of my willpower just to keep my eyes on the road.
“Thanks for stopping,” she said.
“No problem.” I threw her a quick glance. She was so beautiful. “How long were you waiting?”
“An hour.”
I was shocked. What was the world coming to if such a beautiful young woman couldn’t get a ride?
“Didn’t anyone stop?” I asked.
She shook her head.
I gave her a shocked glance. It brought a smile to her lips.
“That’s why I’m so grateful you stopped,” she said in a voice I could have sworn was sensual.
“It’s nothing,” I said, though that was not entirely true.
“No,” she argued. “I really am grateful.” After a short pause, she added something that almost made me lose control of the car.
“If there’s anything I can do to thank you, please let me know.”
My mind instantly went to sex, though I seriously doubted that was what she had in mind. Still, it was worth a try.
“Anything?” I asked, giving her a sideways glance. My gaze lingered on her just long enough to see a smile curl her lips.
“Anything,” she assured. I wasn’t sure what that meant until her fingers slipped around my right wrist and gently coaxed my hand away from the steering wheel. Adjusting my grip to steer the vehicle with my left hand, I let her guide my right one all the way to…
“Oh god!” I gasped as my fingers made contact with something hot and wet. Struggling to keep the car from careening off the road, I glanced sideways and found my hand between her legs. Her skirt was hiked up and my hand was pressed against her pussy. Her bare pussy.
I could feel the heat emanating from it. The smooth, clean-shaven state of her slit made it clear she was no virgin. The wetness of her labia told me she was aroused and ready to play.
I was so overwhelmed by the unexpected and highly sexual turn of events that I momentarily lost control of the car. Thankfully, a quick jerk of the steering wheel rectified our trajectory.
“Do you mind?” she asked once the threat to our lives had passed. She didn’t wait for me to answer before using my hand to massage her pussy.
I didn’t speak. I just focused on the road and enjoyed the feel of her hot labia on my skin. But keeping the vehicle on course soon became difficult when she asked me to slide a finger into her. Thankfully, I had always been good at multitasking and I was able to keep my eyes on the road while my index finger was forced in and out of the beautiful hitchhiker’s soaking-wet pussy.
“You’re so wet,” I gasped.
She giggled like a schoolgirl.
“Thanks.” She released a few moans. “Do you mind adding another finger?”
Moments later, two of my fingers were darting in and out of her tight slit, making me rethink my she’s not a virgin theory. Thankfully, something happened that rendered solving such a mystery unnecessary.
“Fuck!” she yelled as her pussy started to convulse around my fingers. Moments later, she climaxed and she started to squirt. Oddly, my initial reaction was “Fuck, my mother’s car!” but then I remembered this was a fantasy and I was able to enjoy the feel of this tight-bodied hitchhiker’s pussy quivering around my fingers.
As soon as the final wave oozed out of her, she slumped in her seat and started panting heavily. I still had no idea if she had been a virgin upon entering the car, but I could now say with complete confidence that she was had lost her innocence.
“Pull over!” she commanded when her voice finally returned. The forcefulness of her voice made me fear she regretted what she had just done and wanted to flee the scene of the crime. I was reticent to let her leave, but I didn’t exactly want my fantasy to turn into a kidnapping.
I slowed to a stop and watched her jump out of the car. Instead of running off, she hurried around the car and opened the driver’s side door. Before I could even think of asking what she was doing, she had unfastened my seatbelt and was guiding me out of the car. She led me to the front of the vehicle and kissed me.
The sheer passion of the kiss was almost enough to make me climax. By the time our lips parted, an obsessive gleam had appeared in her eye. I wondered if it was a good or a bad sign until she started literally tearing my clothes off.
“A good sign,” was all I could think as she tore my clothes to shreds. “Definitely a good sign.”
By the time she was done, I was naked from head to toe. No sooner was I in my birthday suit that I was pushed backwards onto the hood of the car. The metal felt cold against my skin, but I didn’t care. I watched with eager delight as she neared my pussy.
“Fuck!” I moaned as her tongue made contact with my labia. It stroked my clit for a few seconds, but this eager young woman was not the type to waste time on teasing. Instead, she spread my lower lips with two fingers and propelled her tongue deep into me.
“Oh god!” I moaned as she started furiously tongue fucking me. “Yes! YES!”
She was incredible, skilled far beyond her years. The manner in which she flicked her tongue each time she slid it into me drove me wild, luring more arousal than ever before to my body. My back left the hood of the car and my breasts rose high into the air. My head was thrust back by the intensity of the orgasm growing within me. But none of it compared to the precise moment when she slid a finger into my ass.
She had waited until the very last moment and my orgasm exploded within me a second after her finger slid into my rectum. But the intense anal pounding that ensued fully made up for its delayed launch.
The sheer intensity of my orgasm was almost too much for me to handle. I nearly passed out, but managed to hang on to reality long enough to feel my pussy come to life. I also enjoyed the overpowering sensation of my hot nectar leaving my slit, only to see it end up in my lover’s mouth. I assumed she swallowed the tasty orgasmilk, because not a single drop made it past her lips.
She continued to pleasure me until every last drop of cum had been extracted from my pussy. With one final moan, I crashed onto the hood of the car and started panting heavily. Unfortunately, I was only given a few seconds to recover.
Knock! Knock! Knock!
The sound was enough to drag me back to reality, but it took a few seconds before I realized where it was coming from. It was not until I realized I was back behind the wheel of my mother’s car that my gaze was lured to the passenger’s side window. Behind it stood the beautiful hitchhiker that had started it all.
The gorgeous young woman waited for me to unlock the door I only just now realized was locked. Once she gained access to the vehicle, she poked her head in and gave me her biggest smile.
“Where are you headed?” I asked, using the exact same words as in my fantasy.
“To the next village,” she answered.
I couldn’t contain a smile. She had also used the precise words her fantasy double had used. I had no idea if it was merely a coincidence of it was some sort of sign, but there was only one way to find out.
“Hop in,” I said.
 

To be continued Next Week…




Month 23: November
 

Week 97: How to Fuck Your Dragon
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I live in a quiet neighborhood. There is a park nearby. It’s a beautiful place to live if you forget the airplanes that fly above the city every few hours on their way to the airport. But as much as I enjoy the peace and quiet of my neighborhood, I sometimes head downtown for a stroll. I know it may sound odd to some, but I enjoy seeing the life that infuses that part of the city. The street performers. The variety of cultures and ethnicities. The shops with clever names and beautiful things that cannot be found in the online world we have now become accustomed to.
After taking a stroll through downtown Montreal, I was getting ready to head back to the subway station that had originally brought me there when I saw it. It was a man painting a mural. To be perfectly honest, I barely even noticed the man. All I could see was the massive dragon taking form before my very eyes. People kept walking past, oblivious to the work of art coming to life before them. I was not so blasé.
I stood there for a few minutes, staring at the dragon. Only the outline had been completed, but the vivid colors that would one day make up its scales were now being applied. I’m not quite sure when or how it happened, but I eventually found myself sitting on a bench. It stood across the street from the mural, giving me a perfect view of the masterpiece being painted before me.
I sat there for hours, ignoring the chill of the afternoon air and the soreness of my butt. All I could think about was that dragon. I watched it come to life, letting the rest of the world fade away. It was like that majestic beast and I were the only two living beings left on earth. I found myself picturing it coming to life and soaring high above the city. I imagined myself on its back, sailing through the clouds with the wind whipping through my hair.
It moved. I was so focused on its tail—the artist was halfway through painting it—I almost didn’t notice its head twitch. But the movement caught my eye when it intensified. It seemed like the mythical animal was struggling, almost as if it was trying to break free from the confines of the two-dimension world it was trapped in.
I glanced around, but no one seemed to have noticed it. I experienced a few seconds of confusion before I realized what was happening. I had been staring at the mural for so long I had started to fantasize. I had no idea if it would be sexual in nature, but I chose to let it envelop me.
In moments, the last few shreds of reality faded. By then, the dragon was furiously trashing about. I feared it would injure himself, but it had become a powerful beast. However, it was not until it finally managed to tear through the fabric of reality that I realized how truly magnificent it was.
He emerged from the wall like a dolphin emerging from the ocean. Fragments of the wall went flying in all directions as dust filled the air. Confusion reigned. Terrified shrieks filled the air as people ran for their lives. By the time the dust started to settle, the streets were deserted. I was the only one left.
My mouth dropped open in awe as the magical beast was finally revealed. He had lost his surrealism. Before me now stood a real, live dragon. His body was slightly bigger than a cow’s but his wings were gigantic. As the animal spread them out, they seemed to fill up the entire sky, momentarily blotting out the sun and bathing me in darkness.
I watched in awe as the dragon shook his body. The remnants of the shattered wall fell to the floor, leaving its scales free to shine in the sun. They were a bright shade of pink and glistened in the afternoon light like a thousand suns. But even with his girlish color, I could tell the mythical creature was a male. There was just something about the way he carried himself. About the way his powerful muscles bulged as he spun around, studying his surroundings. About the way he tilted his head back and roared like an enraged animal.
I knew I should run, but I couldn’t. I was entranced by the animal, fascinated by him. Before I could realize what was happening, I was standing, then walking. By the time it finally dawned on me that I was approaching a deadly dragon, it was too late. He had seen me.
I froze. Oddly, I wasn’t afraid. Simply captivated.
The dragon’s eyes focused on me. His irises were a vibrant shade of pink and seemed to bore into me, unearthing my every secret. He slowly approached, his razor-sharp claws clicking on the pavement. His wings remained outstretched, making him appear massive.
I didn’t know what to do, so I just stood there, waiting to see what he would do next. He kept coming until he stood before me. His head was mere feet away and his eyes remained fixed on me. I could feel his hot breath on my face, but I didn’t flinch. Instead, I did something that was so insane it felt like the only logical thing to do.
I reached out and pressed my hand to his muzzle. His scales felt hot against my palm. They twitched slightly as I began gently rubbing my hand against them. But that was the only reaction the animal had to my display of affection.
We remained that way for a few seconds. I didn’t know how he would react, but I was looking forward to it. Either I would be eaten alive of he would accept my show of faith as an act of friendship.
After almost a full minute, he folded his wings. With them now tucked at his sides, he seemed much smaller. In fact, his size reminded in of the few wild moose I had come across in my childhood. Only the moose I had seen were nowhere near as majestic—or deadly—as the animal that how stood before me.
Now convinced my life was no longer in danger, I began running my hands along his body, exploring every inch of him. I only had one thought in mind; climb onto his back and let him spread his wings and take me high into the air. But all thoughts of flight left my mind as soon as I noticed something between his hind legs.
“Wow!” was all I could say. The cock I had found between the animal’s legs was unlike anything I had ever seen. Not only was it massive—roughly the size of a stallion’s member—but it was covered in scales. They were smaller than the rest and reminded me of the ones found on the underbelly of snakes.
As odd-looking as the spear was, it drove me wild with desire. I felt an overpowering urge to touch it. Before I could even choose to give in to the perverse urge, my hands were wrapped around the shaft. Another gasp escaped me when I discovered it was the hottest part of the animal’s anatomy. The scales felt soft beneath my hands, but the rest of the member was hard as rock. Unable to resist its stiffness any longer, I took a seat beneath the animal and leaned forward.
My lips slipped around the tip of the shaft. The tip was pointy and easily slid into my mouth, gliding across my tongue until made contact with my uvula. Only then did I pull back. I started bobbing my head back and forth, my lips and tongue massaging the tip of the member while my hands took care of the rest.
The dragon seemed to enjoy my hard work, because he released a low rumble that shook his entire body. Though I knew nothing of dragon anatomy, I could tell the animal was on the verge of climax. I was a somewhat surprised by how quickly I had brought the animal to climax, but chose to take full advantage of it. No sooner was my mind made up that the first wave shot into my mouth.
I couldn’t believe this was my first time tasting dragon cum. However, it helped convince me to keep the liquid contained within my mouth for as long as possible. My taste buds gorged themselves on the sweet—and surprisingly hot—liquid as more and more of it entered my oral cavity.
It only took a few squirts before I had to swallow. When I finally did, a great warmth spread through me, making me impervious to the chilliness of the air. I also lost all track of time. All I know is that one second I was feverishly sucking the dragon’s cock and the next I was sitting in a puddle of cum, panting like a dog on a hot day.
I couldn’t believe how much semen had emerged from that member. But that soon became irrelevant when I realized the member in question was still erect. Thankfully, I knew just what to do with it.
All that sucking had lured massive amounts of arousal to my body and I know knew just how to get rid of it. Scrambling to my feet, I literally tore my clothes off before positioning myself beneath the animal. This time, I was bent forward, with my legs spread shoulder-width and my pre-cum-covered labia pressed up against the tip of the dragon’s cock.
I paused for a second, determined to enjoy every second of this blissful experience. But my momentary pause was not part of the animal’s plans. Ignoring my desire to take things slow and enjoy them to the fullest, he jerked forward, forcing himself deep into me.
“Fuck!” I yelled in a mixture of surprise and arousal. But then the surprise faded and only the arousal remained. I began to moan as the magical creature pounded the living shit out of me. Each thrust sent his member flying into me and a moan shooting past my lips. My arousal level rose and rose until it got too much for me to handle.
I climaxed. A powerful shriek toppled out of my mouth, letting my lover and the rest of the world know I was coming. Wave after wave shot out of me, splashing onto my legs. But most of it fell to the ground, adding to the puddle of dragon cum that already stood there.
It was not long before my lover was squirting alongside me. The semen left his member with such force it was sent flying out of me before I could even joy its intense heat. Thankfully, wave after wave of it passed through me, warming me up for the second time in minutes.
We came for that felt like an eternity before the dragon’s member finally lost its stiffness. As soon as it slipped out of me, I felt my muscles buckled. I crashed to the ground and remained there until my breathing had returned to normal.
I expected the fantasy to end, but it kept going. I wondered why until I remembered something. As enjoyable the sex had been, it was a desire to fly that had initially lured me to him. I just hoped that he would be willing to let me mount him.
He was. In fact, he lay down to make the task easier for me. I couldn’t believe how hot his back felt against my bare skin. I squeezed his body with my thighs and wrapped my arms around his powerful neck. As soon as I was secured, he unfolded his wings and leapt into the air.
In seconds, we were soaring high above the city. I couldn’t believe how fast we were going. The force of the wind constantly threatened to knock me off the animal’s back while making it impossible for me to open my eyes.
We kept rising, higher and higher until…
We started to soar. Our speed diminished and we began lazily floating through the sky, only a gently breeze now blowing through my hair. Hesitant at first, I opened my eyes.
“Wow!” I gasped. Far below up was the island of Montreal. It seemed so tiny. All around us were clouds. Some big, some small. We passed through a few of them and emerged with droplets of water clinging to our bodies. Thankfully, the dragon cum that still filled my stomach kept me warm.
We soared high above the city, the animal getting more audacious with each passing second. I enjoyed the sharp turns and the dives, but the rolls were not as great. The first one almost sent me tumbling off my mount, while the second one finished the job.
I started to fall, gaining speed with each passing second. The wind whistled past my ears. I knew I should have been terrified, but I wasn’t. This was a fantasy and that meant I couldn’t die. Still, my heart was racing and my breathing was short. But perhaps that was simply because I had always wanted to skydive and this was the closest I had ever gotten.
I kept falling until…
A car horn snapped me back to reality, ending my fantasy moments before I hit the ground. My heart was still racing, but a few deep breaths too care of that. I expected it to start up again when I realized the mural was now finished. The artist was long gone and only the dragon now remained. It was a beautiful piece of art, but it paled in comparison to the majestic animal I had seen in my fantasy. I was slightly disappointed upon realizing this. That is, until I realized something.
Every time I would see that mural, it would remind me of my vivid fantasy. And that should keep me going until springtime—that’s when I plan on going skydiving for the first time. I just hope the memory of that fantasy is enough.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 98: The Fortune Fucker
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I believe in aliens. I know how it sounds, but before you go calling me nuts, take a second to think about it. Can you realistically believe that, out of the billions of planet in the universe, earth is the only inhabited one? I don’t.
All this talk about aliens is simply my way of telling you I am quite open minded. However, I have yet to see any proof that ghosts or demons—or any other supernatural beings—exist. Because of this, I have never believed in fortune telling. Perhaps there are some people out there that truly have a gift, but I can say without a doubt that most—if not all—fortune tellers are fakes.
Still, I have recently started expanding my horizons and exploring the vastness of the world—I know that sounds quite deep, but it simply means doing all the things I told myself I would one day do but kept putting off until later—so I felt like it was my duty to accept my friend’s offer to join her for a free palm-reading session. Deep down, I knew it was ridiculous to believe someone could tell my future just by looking at my hand, but I kept my mouth shut and went along.
The shop—at least I think that’s what they call it—was pretty much as I expected. Filled with crystal balls, tea leaves that were said to be ideal for interpreting the future and a wide variety of other overpriced items that in my opinion were nothing more than a total and utter waste of money.
The fortune teller was exactly as I pictured her. At least for the most part. The clothes she wore seemed to belong to a gypsy and the way her makeup had been applied gave her an almost comical appearance. Everything about her was exactly as I had pictured. Well, almost everything. Unlike the average-looking, middle-aged woman I imagined, before us now stood a gorgeous young woman. She appeared to be in her early-to-mid-twenties and, had it not been for her silly outfit, she would have been breathtakingly beautiful.
We were asked to follow her into the back room. At least that’s what I thought until I was asked to stay in the storefront while she took my friend in the back for her consultation. I didn’t understand the need for privacy, but chose to play along. I am not exactly a fan of confrontation and my friend had been looking forward to this all day.
It took roughly fifteen minutes for my friend to emerge from the back room. By then, I had time to scan every single item in the store. Twice. As expected, not a single one of them was of any interest to me, though a few of the crystals on display were quite beautiful.
“How was it?” I asked my friend, doing my best to sound excited.
She didn’t look happy. I assumed it had something to do with what the fortune teller had “discovered” about her future. I wanted to tell her not to worry, but doing that would have forced me to dispel my friend’s beliefs. I remained silent.
“She’s waiting for you,” was all my friend said.
I gave my friend a questioning look, but she forced a smile upon her lips. It was her way of telling me she would be fine. Shrugging, I made my way to the back room.
The lights were dimmed and veils were draped over most of the furniture. Many of them also hung from the ceiling. The table was small and around and a large crystal ball stood at its center. There were only two chairs. One was empty. In the other sat the fortune teller.
“Have a seat and let me tell you about your future,” she said in a voice that could only be fake. It took all the strength I had to keep from laughing. It was all so silly.
I sat across from her. She stared at me for the longest time until it made me so uncomfortable I decided to leave. But right before I stood up, she reached out and grabbed my hand, which had been resting atop the table. Even though the air was hot, her hands were freezing. A shiver ran down my spine as she turned it over.
The palm reading began. I had expected it to be cheesy, but this was far beyond anything I could have imagined. Everything she “predicted” was so vague it was impossible not to come true. She said things like: “You will meet someone soon.” No duh, we all meet people each end every day! She also said something about my boss giving me a raise, but I was already too bored to point out I didn’t have a boss.
My mind started to drift. The heat of the air was putting me to sleep and keeping my eyes open was a constant struggle. The fortune teller continued speaking, but her words were nothing more than background noise. All I could do was focus on the coldness of her fingers and hope it would be enough to keep me conscious. But then she said something that made me forget all about my drowsiness.
“I see sex in your future,” she said.
It took a few seconds for my brain to interpret the words. “Sex?” I asked when it finally did. “When?”
An odd smile curled her lips.
“Now,” she said as she slid across the table and pressed her lips to mine. I was so surprised I didn’t react. I simply sat there as her tongue wiggled its way into my mouth and began exploring my mouth.
It took a few seconds before I realized what was going on. The fortune teller’s reading had been so boring that I had reverted back into a fantasy just to get away from it. But now that the real world had faded, things were finally starting to get interesting.
Forgetting about everything but the tongue in my mouth, I started kissing her back. Our tongues danced around for god knows how long before our lips finally parted. By then, arousal had crept into my body and sex was all I could think about.
“What else do you see?” I asked with a devilish smile. I knew she was not a psychic and everything she would tell me was simply playful teasing, but I didn’t care.
Leaping out of her chair, the beautiful fortune teller hurried around the table and pulled me to my feet.
“I see your breasts getting licked,” she said as she ripped my blouse open. As soon as my breasts were revealed, she buried her face in them. Then came the licking. Her tongue felt so great on my nipples I started to moan. Part of me was afraid my friend would hear, but another part prayed she did. Maybe she would join us.
The fortune teller teased my nipples until I couldn’t take it anymore. But right before I begged her to stop, she finally pulled away.
“I see something else,” she said with a devilish smile.
“What is it?” I asked, playing along. “What do you see?”
“I’m not sure,” she lied. “All I know is that it’s long and hard and there’s a lot of sucking involved.”
I wasn’t sure where she was going with this until she removed the loose, gypsy-like skirt she was wearing. A smile of anticipation curled my lips when a large strapon was revealed.
I barely took the time to study it before dropping to my knees and wrapping my lips around the tip of the shaft. Without a moment of hesitation, I started eagerly sucking the shaft, forcing it as deep as it would go before pulling it back out.
I continued to suck her “cock” until she told me to stop. I had been so engrossed in the sucking that I had lost all track of time. The blowjob could have lasted a minute like it could have lasted an hour. I didn’t know and, to be perfectly honest, I didn’t care.
“I see you getting fucked,” she said.
I smiled.
“Really?” I asked. “And where exactly do you see that happening?”
It was her turn to smile.
“I see you bent over that table.” She pointed to the table with the crystal ball in its center. “And the beautiful young women you’re with is savagely pounding you.”
“Really?” I asked, a barely-concealable smile of anticipation curling my lips.
“Really.”
That was the last either of us said. Quickly stripping out of my remaining clothes, I hurried over to the table and rested my upper body atop it. My legs remained firmly planted on the ground and my arms were outstretched on either side of me, my hands gripping the table for stability. I knew I would soon need it.
A heavy silence filled the room for a second. Then a pair of hands grabbed my waist and all hell broke loose. The tip of the strapon was pressed to my labia. It hovered there for a second before a quick forward jerk from its wearer sent it flying into me. A moan shot past my lips but it was quickly drowned out by the grunting of my beautiful lover as she began savagely pounding me.
It was perfect. The strapon was just the right size. Not too long, not too short. Perfect. The overpowering force of my lover’s thrusts rammed me into the table each time she penetrated me and I loved every second of it. But that may have been because I was wetter than ever before. A few drops of my pre-cum even oozed out of me and started running down my thighs. But still I loved every second of it.
But then an orgasm started growing within me and everything changed. I was moments away from climax, yet I wasn’t ready to come. I wanted more. A lot more.
I could have chosen a more direct approach, but I instead decided toy with the fortune teller.
“I think... I have… the gift… too,” I said, my sentence intercut by moans.
That was enough to stop her mid-thrust.
“Wh—what do you mean?” she asked.
“I think I’m having a vision,” I lied.
“What do you see?” she asked excitedly. I couldn’t tell if she believed me or she was simply playing along, but it didn’t matter.
“I see you,” I lied. “You’re still fucking me, but there’s something different.” I paused for effect. “You’re fucking my ass.”
There was a moment of silence.
“Are you sure?” she asked.
I nodded.
“Certain.”
I could tell the fortune teller was nervous, but she still pulled out of me and pressed the tip of the strapon to my asshole. Determined to show her I was ready to receive her, I reached back and spread my ass cheeks as wide as they would go.
That was all it took. My lover’s hands were returned to my waist and the shaft was forced into me. It slid deeper and deeper until every inch of it was gone. It remained trapped there for a second before the pounding resumed. As soon as it did, moans started flowing past my lips.
She rode me mercilessly, pounding me so fast and hard I almost passed out on more than one occasion. But I somehow made it through, moaning at the top of my lungs when one of the most powerful orgasm of my life ripped through me.
The blissful shriek filled the room as wave after wave of cum shot out of my cock-free pussy. Some of it coated my thighs and ran down my legs, but most of it flew through the air, sticking to anything within range, be it my lover, her strapon or the floor on which she stood.
By the time the final wave finally oozed out of me, I was so weak I couldn’t even move. I was about to pass out when a sudden shift in my surroundings suddenly snapped me back to reality. One quick glance at my surroundings told me the reading was over. I had missed most of what she had predicted, but to be perfectly honest, I seriously doubt there was much truth to her forebodings. In fact, I pretty much believed the last fifteen minutes of my life had been a total waste. Unless you take into account my vivid fantasy, of course.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 99: Werewolf
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

When I was young—far too young to do such a thing—I watched Halloween H20: Twenty Years Later with my sister and one of her friends. My sister—she was three years older than me—and I were so terrified we spent the night in the same bed. If only you knew how much we hated each other back then, you’d understand just how terrified we were.
For years after, I was afraid to watch any movie with even a hint of horror in it. But with time, the memory of the trauma faded and I developed a liking for horror. I started with action-packed films with a twist of horror, then moved on to action/horror before finally falling in love with horror. I watched the classics (Saw, Halloween, Chainsaw Texas Massacre, etc.) I even watched Halloween H20: Twenty Years Later again, only to discover it was far from terrifying. I guess things just seem scarier when you’re young.
I’ve been watching horror movies for roughly seven years now and it’s been quite a while since I’ve been really afraid. But recently, I went to see a rerun of an old werewolf movie with my friends and I had the scare of my life. Unlike the newer, CG-infested horror flicks, this one was truly creepy. The story twisted and turned, making it impossible to tell when the next monster—in this case a werewolf—would leap out at us. It was an adrenaline and fear filled experience.
After the movie, my friends decided to go drinking. Since I don’t drink and hanging out in a bar is not my idea of fun, I chose to head home instead. Boy was that a mistake. For the first time since I was a kid, the dark frightened me. I knew werewolves weren’t real, but the terror I felt sure as hell was. But I wasn’t about to let myself be dominated by my emotions, so I stuck to my usual route, which took me through a deserted and surprisingly gloomy-looking park.
It was almost midnight and the park would be closing soon. But I didn’t care that I would be breaking the law. All that mattered was overcoming my irrational fear and proving to myself I had nothing to worry about. But when I noticed a shape following me, I lost it.
Each time I glanced over my shoulder, the shape got closer. It was too dark for me to tell if the person following me was a man or a woman, but their sex was irrelevant. All that mattered was the terror their presence brought to my body. Deep down, I knew it was most likely just someone crossing the park to shorten the length of their walk home. But that didn’t stop my heart from racing or my adrenaline from pumping.
I kept walking, glancing over my shoulder every few seconds. Each time I did, the shape got closer. By the time a mere twenty feet stood between us, my imagination was running wild. I was afraid of what I would see if I glanced over my shoulder, so I kept my gaze focused on the road ahead. But not knowing how close the shape was turned out to be even more terrifying. I held out for as long as I could, but it eventually got too much for me to handle. By the time I finally looked, my imagination had taken over, pulling me into a fantasy I knew would be filled with the worst horror.
Once quick glance told me I was right. The shape was changing. All I saw was the outline caused by the lights in the background, but it was enough. The shape’s arms grew in both length and width, as did its legs and the rest of its body. In only a few seconds, long claws had appeared, matched in sharpness only by the teeth jutting out of the snout that now stood in lieu of a nose.
Then a sound reached my ears. It was a low growl, so deep it sent chills running down my spine. I wanted to run, but I was too afraid. I remained frozen in place for what felt like an eternity before the beast—there was no doubt in my mind it was a werewolf—made its move.
It sped across the grass, its massive paws silent on the dew-covered blades. As soon as I realized what was happening, I unfroze. By then, the creature was a mere ten feet away. I turned tail and started pumping my legs.
I don’t know how long I ran. All I know is that my body soon started to tire. My heart was pounding. My lungs were on fire. My legs muscles felt like they could tear at any moment. But still I ran, putting one foot in front of the other until…
Something big hit me. It rammed me with such force I was sent flying through the air before slamming down onto the pavement. The wind was knocked out of me, but I didn’t care. I flipped onto my back and stared in sheer terror at the beast towering above me.
It was huge. Its entire body remained bathed in darkness, but I could clearly picture its hideous face in my mind’s eyes. It was horrific. Its yellow eyes remained fixed on me as its lips curled into a snarl, strands of drool hanging from its sharp teeth.
Part of me knew this was a fantasy, which meant I had nothing to fear. That did little to calm the terror I felt. Another part was turned on by the entire ordeal. The creature standing above me was more animal than man and the thought of its massive member inside me drove me wild with desire. But as aroused as I was, my fear was more powerful. It coursed through my every vein, forcing all logic to leave my body. Only primal fear remained.
I lost it. I trashed about, struggling to distance myself from the hideous beast. But no matter how hard I tried, it remained ever present above me, forcing my adrenaline to spike each time a menacing growl left its lips. I was about to give up all hope when I felt it.
It was long and hard. The pointy tip slid across my stomach. I don’t know why I was suddenly naked, but it didn’t matter. I simply assumed my clothes had been torn of at some point during the attack and instead focused all of my attention of the shaft nearing my breasts. It slid between them, stopping only once it had reached my neck. There it hovered for a few seconds, making my adrenaline spike like yet again.
Terrified, I opened my mouth to scream. But before a single word left my lips, the rock-hard member was thrust past my lips. I was so surprised I didn’t fight it. Deeper and deeper the cock travelled, soon reaching my uvula. But still it kept going, sliding into my throat until every inch of the shaft had been swallowed. I didn’t know how to react, so I just lay there as the beast started grinding against my face.
His pole darted in and out of my mouth—and throat—forcing gurgling sounds out of me. My heart was still racing, though the fear that had once gripped it had now been replaced by arousal. Yet it wasn’t until the animal climaxed that I realized what had happened.
Squirt after squirt of hot semen was forced down my throat. I knew I should have been terrified—or at least repulsed—but all I could think to do was moan. And I continued to do so as the monster shot his entire load into my mouth. The heat of the cum warmed me up, chasing away the last few shreds of terror from my body. Only arousal remained.
Just when I finally gave in to the perversity of this bizarre encounter, the final squirt flowed down my throat and the shaft slid out of me. I lay there for a few seconds, panting. By the time I had regained my composure, my mind was made up. I wanted more.
Then my eyes opened and I realized the creature was gone. I glanced around, but all trace of it had vanished. It was like it was never there. A great disappointment washed over me, but I knew there was nothing I could do, so I scrambled to my feet. But halfway there, I felt something brush against my back. Before I could turn around, something long and hard slid deep into me. I couldn’t believe it. He had returned.
There I stood, hands and knees pressed to the cold pavement, with a massive nightly creature standing over me, his rock-hard shaft buried deep inside me. But it didn’t remain there for long. I barely had time to figure out what was happening before the beast started pounding me. He rode me with such savageness that my knees started to bleed from the repeated grinding against the asphalt. But I didn’t care. I moaned blissfully as the werewolf fucked me.
He rode me long and hard, growling the entire time. His cock was so huge it filled every inch of me. I was so overwhelmed by arousal that I almost didn’t notice the animal’s shaft had invaded my rectum rather than my pussy. But I didn’t care. In fact, the perversity of being sodomized by such a dangerous creature only made the experience more enjoyable.
I moaned at the top of my lungs until I finally climaxed. The werewolf came moments later and wave after wave of cum shot out of my body. Some soared out of my shivering slit while others oozed out of my over-stuffed rectum. All I know is that I had not come this hard in ages. The entire worlds seemed to fade. Only my lover and I remained.
I don’t know how long my orgasm lasted. All I know is that by the time the final wave oozed out of me, the fantasy was over. There I stood, alone in a deserted park. I glanced around in search of the shape that had started it all, but it was gone. Whoever had been following must have passed me at some point during my fantasy. Part of me was disappointed I would not be dominated by a studly—and terrifying—werewolf for real, but another part was relieved. Fiction is often better than fact and this time was no different. Thank god for the beauty of imagination.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 100: The Personal Trainers
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I am not fat. Far from it. However, I have always dreamed of being the kind of girl all men—and hopefully a few women—fantasize about. And since I recently started doing all the things I always wanted to do, but never found the time to, I chose to go for it. Of course, it didn’t hurt that the gym nearest to my house was having a promotion. For a mere $120/year—a little over $200 with the signup fee and taxes—I had access to the gym 24h/day as well as three sessions with a personal trainer.
I kept myself in relatively good shape—I ran three times a week and lifted weights at least once—but I wasn’t ready for such an intense workout. Far from it.
It all started with a preliminary meeting, during which one of the gym’s personal trainers would help me determine my goals and create a personalized workout program. At least that was the plan. But when I entered the trainer’s office, I realized it wouldn’t be so easy.
My temporary personal trainer turned out to be two personal trainers. Even more surprising was their great beauty. I could barely believe my eyes as I studied the two breathtaking women standing before me. Their locks of platinum-blonde hair had been tied into pony tails, yet their beauty remained just as overpowering. Every detail of their appearance was identical, be it their luscious lips, firm breasts or bodacious butts. Then again, that was rather normal seeing how they were identical twins.
It took a while before I recovered from the shock. When I finally did, I introduced myself and was invited in. As soon as the door was closed, the twins made their way around the desk—I have no clue why personal trainers needed desks, but I was too busy staring at the beautiful sisters to care—and took a seat.
After introducing themselves, the twins proceeded to asking me a variety of questions. They were designed to help clarify my goals and create a personalized workout plan. I expected the process to be long and boring, but it was surprisingly fun. Then again, the twins could have tortured me and I still would have enjoyed it. That’s how beautiful they were. In fact, I lost myself in their beauty on more than one occasion, my face reddening each time the twins had to repeat a question.
By the time my workout plan was complete, a full thirty minutes had passed. I probably would have been surprised had I not been busy studying the twins’ flawless figures. They were now standing, the skin-tight outfits leaving little to the imagination.
It took me a few seconds before I realized they had just asked me a question. I blushed for the umpteenth time as I yet again asked them to repeat the question. They probably thought I was hard of hearing.
“We were just wondering when you planned on beginning your training,” said one of the sisters.
“We’re free later today,” added the other.
I didn’t know if I wanted to use up the first of my three free coaching sessions on the first day, but the twins were too beautiful for me to even consider refusing their tempting offer. I couldn’t wait for them to work me out.
“O—okay,” I stuttered, hoping they had not heard the lust that laced my response.
“Perfect!” said the twins in unison. I loved it when twins did that, especially such beautiful ones.
I had to go home and change, but a short thirty minutes later I was back and ready for my first workout. We began with a quick warmup. The twins took turns explaining how the exercise was performed while the other demonstrated it. Never once did they interrupt each other, which told me they had done this hundreds of times before.
Once the warmup was complete, the workout finally began. It only took a few minutes before I realized the twins were very hands-on. Not only did they perform the workout alongside me, but they used their hands to adjust my body each time my posture was off. It only took a few touches before the arousal that had been gradually growing within me finally exploded. It rose within me like a tidal wave, washing away everything but the overpowering attraction I felt for the twins. The sight of their sweat-covered bodies was the last straw.
One second I was doing sit-ups, praying for the sweet release of death and the next I was passionately making out with one of the twins. I knew this was only a fantasy, but I didn’t care. I explored the beautiful trainer’s mouth with my tongue, enjoying the feel of her tongue sliding against mine.
When our lips finally parted, I inhaled deeply, but a few seconds of repose was all I was awarded. Moments after the first twin’s lips left mine, the second one’s tongue slipped into my mouth. I barely had time to realize what was happening before we were passionately making out.
She was as great a kisser as her sister. In fact, the twins had the exact same kissing style. It was almost as if the same person had taught them to kiss. Unless…
It was of course unrealistic to believe such a thing, but there was a slim chance the twins had taught each other how to kiss. The thought of their lips making contact and their tongues dancing around in each other’s mouths drove me wild with incestuous arousal.
Moments later, I was breaking the kiss. The twin whose lips had just left mine seemed surprised, but not as much as when I explained the reason for ending the make out session.
“I want you to kiss each other,” I said.
I expected the twins to be shocked, but they just laughed, no doubt believing I was only kidding. But they were about to discover out just how serious I was.
“I’m the one paying for this session,” I pointed out. That wasn’t exactly true, but I hoped they were too freaked out to notice. “That means I’m in charge.” I inserted a short pause. “Now kiss!”
The twins shared a glance. I didn’t know what was going through their minds, but I sure as hell hoped it had to do with incest. They stared at each other for the longest time before finally leaping into each other’s arms. One second they were just standing there, staring at each other and the next they were passionately making out.
I stood there, frozen in disbelief as the two sisters kissed each other. Their bodies started grinding together, soft moans falling from their tongue-filled mouths. By the time their lips finally parted, it was clear they had given in to the lure of incest. I wondered if it was their first time doing something so perverse, but I quickly realized it didn’t matter. Their incestuous make out session had proved my dominance over them. Taking full advantage of this newfound power, I put the next part of my plan into action.
Without taking the time to tell the twins what I was up to, I began to strip. Once I was completely naked, I dropped to the padded floor and spread my legs. I peered up at the twins and beckoned them forward with an index. That was all it took.
I watched the twins approach, so focused on them I didn’t even notice the fact that every other person in the gym had vanished. Only the twins and I now remained. Thankfully, that was enough.
“Lick my pussy,” I ordered, pointing to one of the twins. My finger than traveled to her sister. “And you, lick my ass.”
Those were the last words I spoke in quite some time. No sooner had they left my lips that the beautiful sisters dropped to the floor and shuffled over to me. A blissful moan shot past my lips as their tongue made contact with my body. One slithered across my slit, stopping only once it had reached my clit. Focusing on it, it began teasing it, making me squeal with delight. The second tongue pressed against my asshole and began licking it. I giggled giddily.
The twins teased me for the longest time before I finally lost it and begged for an escalation. No sooner had the words left my lips that their tongues dove into me. One slid deep into my soaking-wet pussy, darting in and out with fierce intensity. The other slithered past my anus, massaging my rectum as only a woman can.
My chest rose and fell to the rhythm of my rapid breaths as moans flowed past my lips. They echoed throughout the gym for the longest time before I finally couldn’t bear all that teasing. I wanted to climax and, as skillful as the twins were, I knew simple tongue fucking would not suffice.
My eyes flew open and my gaze landed on the twins. A smile curled my lips as I realized the fantasy had bent the laws of reality to provide the twins with the very tools they needed to bring me to climax.
Now naked from head to toe, the sisters each wore a massive strapon, the large shaft standing perfectly erect between their legs. I stared at them with an eager smile as I scrambled to my feet.
I was planning on telling the twins what to do, but they took charge of the situation and approached me with unwavering determination. One of them lay down before me, her “cock” now standing perfectly vertical.
“Get on,” was all she had to say.
Moments later, I was kneeling over her, slowly lowering myself onto the shaft. A powerful moan shot past my lips as inch after inch slid into my soaking-wed slit. I kept going until the entire shaft had been swallowed up. Only then did the second twin make her move.
She came to kneel behind me. Grabbing my waist, she carefully pressed the tip of her strapon against my anus. She let it sit there for a second before jerking forward, sending every inch of it flying into me. It was huge, but I welcomed it with a powerful moan.
More soon followed as she started pounding me. She was a lot stronger than she looked. The force of her thrusts forced my body to rock back and forth, sending her sister’s strapon flying in and out of my pussy. The combined stimulation soon got too much for me to handle.
I started to moan at the top of my lungs as I got pounded by the two beautiful twins. In and out the toys traveled, luring one of the most powerful orgasms of my life to my body. One second I was moaning at the top of my lungs and the next I was squirting all over the place.
I hadn’t come so hard in quite some time. Wave after wave of orgasmilk shot out me. It soared through the air for a few seconds before raining down upon all three of us, drenching us in a matter of seconds.
The twins continued riding me until the final wave oozed out of me. By then, I was so exhausted I could barely breathe, let alone move. That was why I just lay there as the twins pulled away from me. Shuffling to either side of me, they lowered their lips to mine and started kissing me. Our tongues danced around for a few seconds before the fatigue of my recent orgasm finally got the better of me. I passed out.
When I came to, the fantasy was over. Both the twins and I were fully clothed and the gym was buzzing with activity. I was halfway through doing a sit-up when the shock of my fantasy ending became too much for my abs to handle. They gave out and I crashed to the floor.
I lay there for a few seconds before the twins ordered me to keep going. I threw them a pleading glance, but they ignored it. I suddenly realized they would not be as pliable as the twins I had met in my fantasy. Sure enough, they worked me harder than ever before, refusing to let me rest until I competed every one of their insane demands.
By the time the session was over, every inch of my body was throbbing with pain. I barely even made it home in one piece. As for the next few days, they were spent moaning each and every time I moved. At first, I promised myself never to set foot in that gym again, but as the pain faded and the memory of that vivid fantasy persisted, my resolve wavered. It took almost a week, but I eventually found the courage to return. Part of me dreaded seeing the twins again, but the rest of me could not wait for the intense fantasy I was convinced would accompany the reunion.
 

To be continued Next Week…




Month 24: December
 

Week 101: Barbie Lez
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

If you read my last fantasy, then you know I recently joined a gym and started working out more seriously. As most people in training, I take every opportunity to look at my reflection, searching the mirror for subtle changes. It’s only been a few weeks since I started my new workout regime, but I can already see a few subtle shifts in my appearance. Nothing major, but just enough to motivate me to keep going.
It was early in the morning. I had just woken up and I was still groggy with sleep. On my way to the bathroom, I passed by the mirror that hung between my bedroom door and my closet. Unable to resist, I peered at my reflection.
A smile curled my lips at the sight of the naked woman staring back at me from within. Deep down I knew she and I were the same person, but the more I studied her, the less familiar she appeared. The subtle shifts in my appearances I had noticed of late now worked together to create an exterior I had yet to grow accustomed to. It was still me, yet at the same time it felt like a complete stranger was staring back at me from within the mirror.
I don’t know how it happened. Perhaps it was the tendrils of sleep that still clung to my body. Perhaps it was the odd feeling of unfamiliarity that enveloped my reflection. All I know for sure is that one second I was staring at my reflection and the next she was coming to life.
The mirror began to shimmer, like the disturbed surface of a pond. The ripples vanished after only a few seconds, but when the smoothness returned to the reflective surface, something had changed. The woman staring back at me still had the same appearance, yet her posture seemed off.
It took a second before I figured it out. Both my arm hung by my sides, while one of hers snaked its way up her body. It reached her perky breasts and started teasingly stoking them. I watched, entranced, as she began moaning softly.
She smiled teasingly. I smiled back. Her hand travelled down to her slit and her body began to tremble with excitement. Mine did the same.
The teased herself for a moment before reaching out with her free hand. She pressed it to the surface of the mirror. Using her other, she beckoned me forward with her index. I barely even hesitated before placing my palm against the mirror, matching her posture almost perfectly.
The mirror felt warm against my skin, almost as if it was alive. I smiled again, though I couldn’t tell why. But the grin fell from my lips as soon as something grabbed my wrist.
Panicking, I fought to break free, but the hand that had taken hold of me refused to let go. I pulled and pulled, slowly backing away from the mirror. The hand that gripped my wrist followed, dragging with it an arm, then a shoulder, before finally fully wrenching my reflection from her mirrored prison.
As soon as she was free, she released me and I tumbled backward onto my bed. I half expected her to be gone when I scrambled to my feet, but there she stood, staring at me with a proud smile on her lips and lust in her eyes.
“Thanks for freeing me,” she said.
I was stunned for a few seconds before I finally realized what was happening. I was fantasizing. It was the only logical explanation for what I was seeing. It had been a while since a fantasy had crept up on me in such a way. I can usually tell the second one starts, yet this time it had taken a great deal of incongruities to make me understand.
I stared at her for a few seconds. She stared right back, that odd smile still curling her lips.
“Who are you?” I finally asked. I know it’s clichéd, but it was all I could think of.
“I’m you,” she replied. “Actually,” she added after a short pause, “I’m part of you. The part that writes all those kinky stories. The part that thinks of sex every second of every day. The part that has convinced you it’s possible to make money while doing something you love.”
I was so stunned I could barely speak.
“You… You’re…”
She smiled.
“That’s right. I’m Barbie. Barbie Lez.”
I had always thought of my inspiration as a living, breathing part of me, but I never actually thought it would one day come to life. But this was a fantasy and anything was possible. Still, I was filled with confusion.
“Why are you here?” I wondered.
Barbie once more flashed that smile of hers.
“I think you already know the answer to that,” she said as she started walking toward me. Each steep she took brought her closer, making my hair stand on end. Only a few feet stood between us. Then a few inches. After what felt like a split second and an eternity all at once, our lips made contact.
We kissed. It was passionate, yet sensual. Perverse yet perfectly acceptable. It was the best kiss I ever had. She knew exactly what I liked and she gave it to me.
By the time our lips finally parted, I had lost all self-control. I wanted her more than I had ever wanted anyone. I craved the smell of her hair. The touch of her skin. The taste of her pussy.
I’m not quite sure how it happened. One second we stood there, bodies pressed together and the next I lay on the bed, Barbie’s tongue testing my nipples.
“Yes,” I moaned. “Yes!”
She teased me for a few excruciatingly blissful seconds before her tongue snaked its way down to my slit. Then the teasing resumed. She was such a skilled lover that a shiver of delight ran through me each time her tongue slid across my clit.
I moaned. She licked. Then she was inside me. I couldn’t tell if it was her tongue or her fingers, but wave after wave of arousal washed over me, reminding me it didn’t matter. She fucked me, slowly at first, but gradually increasing the strength with each new penetration. In no time as all, I was moaning at the top of my lungs as an orgasm grew within me.
I wanted to warn her of my impending climax, but I feared she would stop. It had happened to me far too many times. But not this time. This time I wouldn’t let it happen. Unfortunately, she and I were two parts of a whole and she knew just how close I was to climax. She continued stimulating my body until the very last second, then pulled away.
Anger washed over me, but it faded as soon as my eyes fluttered open and I found Barbie standing before me. The smiled down at me as she stroked the strapon she now wore. It was a bright shade of pink and the perfect size for what she had planned.
“Get on your hands and knees,” she ordered.
I didn’t even consider refusing. I just rolled over and forced myself into the air. Moments later, a pair of hands grabbed my waist and I was pulled to the very edge of the bed.
“Fuck!” I moaned as the tip of the strapon was pressed to my lower lips. No sooner had the blissful exclamation left my lips that my lover jerked forward. Another cry filled the air as the toy slithered into me. Deeper and deeper it travelled until every inch was inside me.
Then the fucking began. The sensual, delicate Barbie from before was gone. In her place now stood a ravenous, sex-hungry beast. She pounded me savagely, forcing a moan past my lips each time the toy slid into me. But that wasn’t enough for this starving nymphomaniac. She transferred the strapon to my asshole and started savagely pounding me. Ignoring the surprise that filled me, I continued moaning as she rode me toward the orgasm that had been growing within me ever since the first penetration.
Barbie invaded a different hole every few seconds. I tried to keep up, but eventually lost track of which part of my body it invaded. All I knew was that I was on the verge of climax. Nothing else mattered.
She fucked me until the very last second. The moment my pussy started to shiver with ecstasy, she transferred the toy to my ass and focused on it as wave after wave of nectar oozed out of my slit. The warm liquid streamed down my thighs, making me moan in delight.
I lost all track of time. One second I was squirting and the next I was sprawled across the bed, panting madly. I stayed there for a moment, struggling to catch my breath. By the time I finally found the strength to open my eyes, the fantasy had ended.
I stood before the mirror, staring at my reflection. She didn’t smile. She didn’t move unless I did. She didn’t even seem to be alive. Then something happened that made me wonder if my fantasy was indeed over.
She winked.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 102: The Saber-toothed Tiger
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I have never really been a fan of museums. My parents took me to a few when I was younger, but I was for the most part bored out of my mind. The worst was definitely the art museums. I didn’t—and still don’t—understand how someone can spend hours staring at the same painting. As much as I enjoy art, I usually got bored after a few seconds and begged my parents to move on.
But that was then and this is now. As some of you may know, I have recently begun doing all the things I told myself I would one day do, only to put it off over and over again. As such, I decided the time had once again come for me to visit a museum. Because the non-erotic book series I’m currently working on involves time travel, I chose to take a trip back in time by visiting a history museum.
It took a little research, but I managed to locate a museum that focused exclusively on the ice age—one of the books I’m working on takes place in that period. When I first arrived, I was filled with high hopes. This would be a trip down memory lane, a way to prove to myself I’m not as superficial as the rest of the population. Unfortunately, it took only a few minutes before boredom gained me.
No matter how hard I tried, my mind kept wandering and yawns parted my lips every few minutes. I tried reading some of the texts plastered throughout the building, but that only made things worse. I eventually started wandering, moving about without destination or purpose. This went on for a while before I finally ended up seated across from a particularly beautiful reproduction of an encounter between a prehistoric human and a saber-toothed tiger. As you may have noticed in my earlier fantasies and stories, I am quite fond of tigers and this one was particularly beautiful. He may have lacked the colors and patterns that make modern-day tigers so beautiful and majestic, those long, razor-sharp teeth of his fully made up for his rather dull coat.
I don’t know how long I stared at it. It could have been a minute like it could have been an hour. All I know is that one second it was frozen in place, teeth bared and paw raised and the next it was leaping through the air, leaving its display behind. It took a second before I realized what was happening.
This was a fantasy! I was so bored I had started to fantasize. My first instinct was to try and return to the real world, but there was nothing of interest there, so I chose to stay in the fictional reality my mind had created as a solution to my boredom.
I smiled as I watched people scatter. Screams of terror filled the air. In mere seconds, everyone was gone, leaving only the tiger and me behind. He glanced around for a second before focusing on me. His massive canines glistened threateningly in the artificial light, but I wasn’t afraid. I knew nothing bad could happen to me.
The tiger stalked closer, his paws sliding silently across the floor. I wasn’t sure what to do, so I just sat there, waiting for him. He finally reached the bench atop which I sat and came to a stop. He sat there and stared at me. It was almost like he was waiting for me to do something. But what?
It took a while before the answer was revealed. I had been focusing on the feline’s face, but what I should have been staring at was what I eventually found between his hind legs. It was long, it was hard and it glistened invitingly.
I slid off the bench as soon as I saw the massive cock. Not even bothering to wonder if my rapid approach was hazardous to my health, I scurried over to the feline and literally tackled him to the ground. I expected him to hiss or meow, but he just lay there, giving me full access to his body. Taking full advantage of it, I lowered my lips to the rock-hard member and started sucking.
It was so hot. I started to moan. I used my tongue to massage the prick as my head bobbed up and down. The tiger started to purr. Encouraged by this, I increased the speed. My lover’s spear slipped past my uvula and traveled down my throat. I knew the rules of the real world did not apply, so I pushed on until every last inch of the member was inside me. Only a few inches fit in my mouth, the rest filling my throat.
I continued sucking. The tiger continued purring. Time seemed to both stand still and speed by in the blink of an eye. One moment I was sucking the animal’s member and the next something hot and gooey filled my mouth. Cum.
I swallowed the tasty nectar, moaning each time a mouthful flowed down my throat. The animal’s shaft trembled, making it difficult for me to keep it contained within my mouth. But I held on until the final squirt flowed down my throat. Only then did I let it slip past my lips.
I took a moment to catch my breath. By the time my body had recovered from the intensity of the blowjob, the tiger was ready for another round. He stood before me, muscles flexed and cock at the ready.
I eyed it for a second before the arousal that filled me got too much for me to handle. I was naked in two seconds flat. I then scrambled to my hands and knees and offered myself up to my studly lover. No sooner was I in position that he stood over me, the tip of his member pressing against my lower lips.
He paused for a second, then jerked forward, forcing himself into me. Deeper and deeper the member travelled until every inch of it had been swallowed up. It stayed buried within me for a second before the pounding began. I felt his hot breath against my neck. His purring filled my ears. Moans shot past my lips as he rode me like the savage beast that he was.
It was a pounding unlike any I had ever received. It was overpowering, all-consuming. My lover’s rock-hard cock was all I could think of. The feel of it drilling me was such an intense feeling I felt my head spin. Arousal coursed through my veins, threatening to make me climax at any moment. But I held on tight, refusing to let it happen just yet. I only lasted a few seconds, but it gave me just enough time to fully enjoy the intense pounding.
Then it happened. I climaxed.
“FUUCCCKKKK!!!!” I shrieked at the top of my lungs. My head was thrust back. My back arched. My body trembled. My lover continued to pound me savagely as wave after wave of cum shot out of me. The warm liquid ran down my thighs, bringing a smile to my lips when the initial moan finally ended.
I don’t know how long my orgasm lasted. All I know is that one second I was moaning at the top of my lungs and the next I was on the ground, panting. I didn’t have time to thank my lover for giving me such an intense orgasm. I didn’t even have time to recover fully. Without so much as a warning, my fantasy came to an abrupt halt.
I glanced around. The world remained unchanged. People continued to wander the museum’s hallways. Meanwhile, my fantasy lover—at least his real-world equivalent—was back in his original position, teeth bared and paw raised. A pang of sadness ripple through me before I realized something.
For the first time in my life, I had enjoyed visiting a museum. Of course, it had nothing to do with the actual museum, but it helped make me feel better. No matter where I go or what I’m doing, I know I can always count on my vivid imagination to bring me joy.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 103: The Centaur
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

Many of you may not be aware of this, but fantasies have been a part of my everyday life for as long as I can remember. They are not all sexual in nature, though nowadays, most of them are. I guess that’s what happens when you spend your days writing sexy tales of lesbianism, bestiality and incest, just to name a few.
For the longest time, I simply moved on and did my best to forget about my perverse daydreams. Then I became an author and I started writing them down. I usually just write down the basic outline of the fantasy for further reference. It is only when I finally get around to transforming it into a full-length fantasy that I finally flesh it out. If the fantasy is recent and still fresh in my mind, then I retell it mostly as it happened. If it is more ancient and somewhat faded, I let my imagination come up with the details surrounding the basic concept. As such, my fantasies are a blend of reality and fiction.
This particular fantasy happened a few months ago. I had only just created my bucket list—for those of you who are unaware of this fact, I recently started doing all the things I told myself I would one day do, only to put them off over and over again—and one of the first items on the list was: Ride a horse.
I have a vague recollection of riding a pony when I was a kid, but the instructor—if you can even call her that—basically walked alongside us, holding the reigns and leading me around the circular arena. This did not, in my opinion, count as riding a horse. I thus decided the time had finally come to really ride a horse.
My roommate used to ride and, although she is quite careful with money—she is a college student after all—she immediately agreed to accompany me. The only condition was that I agree to gallop—last time she went for a ride, one of the riders in her group was afraid and the instructor refused to let anyone gallop. It made her cry. Feeling bad for her, I immediately agreed to accompany her for a gallop through the wilderness. And just like that, I was on my way to checking off one of the first items from my bucket list.
A little over a week later, her mother was dropping us off at the equestrian facility—we live in the city, so neither of us own cars. After thanking her for the ride and assuring her we would be waiting by the entrance at precisely three o’clock—my roommate and I may both have been adults, her mother was a real mother goose. As soon as she drove off, we entered the building.
The first part of the riding class was rather boring. We learned the basics: How to act around horses; how to handle the equipment; and a surprisingly extensive list of what-not-to-dos. It was a lot to take in and most of what we learned was useless, but it was a necessary step for all use newcomers. I can only imagine how bored my roommate was.
I’m not quite sure how long it took, but we eventually made our way to the stable. There were dozens and dozens of horses. Some were big, some were small. Some had a dark coat, some a pale one. Some were young, others quite ancient.
It took a while, but we were eventually on our way. The instructor—a surprisingly young and incredibly pretty woman—led our group along path that meandered through fields and forests. We practiced steering the horses. It took less than a minute before I grew accustomed to the feel of the leather reins.
Not everyone was as quick a learner as me. One in particular had trouble steering his horse and the instructor constantly had to fall back to help him. It slowed us down considerably, but since I was riding right behind the slowpoke, I had a perfect view of the instructor’s flawless body each time she came to his assistance.
I’m not exactly sure how it happened, but one second I was yawning and distractedly staring as the instructor and the next I was fantasizing. Most of the things seemed the same but for one small detail. The instructor and her horse, a studly stallion with the shiniest black coat I had ever seen, had somehow merged together, forming a being that was half human, half animal. It took a few seconds before I realized she had transformed into a centaur.
As I stared at her, the world around us started to fade. But this effect was not figurative; our fellow riders were beginning to vanish, soon leaving the instructor and me alone. By the time the final rider—my roommate—was gone, the instructor’s shirt had faded. She was now naked from head to hooves.
Coming to a stop, she turned to me and smiled. Blood rushed to my cheeks at the sight of her perky, flawless breasts, but I ignored it and smiled back. We stared at each other for a while before I noticed she was slowly growing closer. Because I still sat atop my mount, we were at eye level. The closer those sparkling orbs got, the more inflamed the appeared. Lust burned bright within them, illuminating them like a million suns. By the time she finally reached me, I was blinded by her lust and closed my eyes. Moments later, our lips touched.
Her tongue slipped into my mouth and soft moans started flowing past my lips as we passionately started making out. I don’t know how long we kissed. All I know is that arousal coursed through my veins by the time our lips finally parted. But that wasn’t all that had changed. My steed was gone, as were my clothes. I now stood before the beautiful centaur, naked from head to toe while the sweet smell of pre-cum rose up from my slit.
She towered above me, hooves stomping the ground in what I assumed was impatience. But her lips were still curled into a seductive smile and her eyes filled with even more arousal than before. Then why was she upsetting the dirt with her hooves?
The answer was revealed when she spun to the left. It only took a few steps before something massive was revealed. It stood between her hind legs, perfectly erect.
“Wow!” I gasped as I studied the engorged member. It was hard as rock and covered in bulging veins. It was a little weird knowing such an impressive cock was attached to a beautiful young woman, but I guess it wasn’t really hers. It still belonged to the studly stallion she had once ridden, only the two of them now shared the same body.
I could have spent the next few hours trying to find the logic behind what I saw, but I chose instead to do something far more productive with my time. I dropped to my hands and knees and scurried over to the centaur. Taking a seat beneath it, I reached out and guided the spear to my lips.
A soft moan escaped me as the member slipped into my mouth. It was so massive it barely fit, but I would not have wanted it any other way. I began bobbing my head, but it quickly became obvious that would not suffice. My lips and tongue took care of my lover’s head, but the rest of her spear remained unattended. I began sliding my hands up and down the entire length of the shaft. The shudder of delight that shook the cock brought a sense of fulfillment to my body.
I continued sucking the centaur’s member until it began to jerk uncontrollably. It took all the strength I had just to keep it from flying out of my mouth and every last bit of concentration to ensure the powerful squirts that soon shot out of it would end up in my mouth. It was hard work, but it all paid off in the end.
The hot semen that flowed down my throat was so tasty it was almost too much for my taste buds to handle. But they somehow kept from being overthrown and continued sending the massage to my brain that the orgasmilk flowing down my throat was the tastiest I had ever had the pleasure of ingesting.
I continued sucking my lover’s cock until the final wave oozed out of the member and it went lips. Releasing it the second it popped out of my mouth, I fell back and lay there, panting madly. I don’t know how long I stayed that way. All I know is that when I finally recovered, my lover was licking my pussy.
My chest rose and fell to the rhythm of my rapid breaths as soft moans flowed past my lips. Her tongue felt even longer than before and the feel of it darting in and out of me was unlike anything I had ever experienced. But as great as it was, I knew I could not give in to the orgasm growing within me. If I climaxed, I risked putting an end to the fantasy and I could not afford to let that happen.
It took all the strength I had, but I somehow found the strength to reach down and push her away. She seemed surprised, but the worry fell from her traits as soon as I scrambled to my hands and knees.
“Fuck me!” I begged as I peered back at her over my shoulder. No sooner had the words left my lips that she hurried over to me. In less than a few seconds, my hands were gripping her front lets and my knees were bent ever so slightly. The tip of her cock pressed to the entrance of my pussy.
I barely had time to take a final breath before she jerked forward.
“Fuck!” I yelled as her massive member shot into me. Deeper and deeper it travelled as she pushed on, stopping only once every last inch had been swallowed up. Deep down, I knew this was impossible, but I didn’t care. Being penetrated by such an oversized spear was no weirder than seeing a woman and her mount blend into a beautiful centaur. All I could do was stand there and enjoy every second of my first centaur pounding.
And I did. The feel of that huge cock darting in and out of me was unlike anything I had ever experienced. It was both overpowering and intoxicating. My lover’s cock was all I could feel and her beautiful face kept popping up in my mind’s eyes. I focused on the two, letting the orgasm that had long since started growing within me swell like an untamable beast.
It was only a matter of seconds before I reached the point of no return. I moaned at the top of my lungs as my body began to tremble. My lover’s member soon did the same and the two of us shuddered in perfect synchronicity as we neared climax.
I’m not quite sure when it happened, but it did. One second I was moaning and trembling and the next I was wailing and convulsing. I don’t know how I managed to remain upright. I don’t even know how I was able to keep from passing out from the intensity of my orgasm. All I know is that wave after wave of cum squirted out of me. There was no telling who the orgasmilk belonged to. It didn’t matter. Only the blissful feeling that filled me was important.
My lover moaned alongside me. Our cries filled the deserted valley for what felt like an eternity before the final wave oozed out of me and my orgasm officially came to an end. As soon as my lover’s cock went limp, I crashed to the ground. At least I assume that’s what would have happened had I not suddenly been snapped back to reality.
It took a few seconds before I figured out what was going on. The fantasy was officially over and the instructor and her steed were once more whole, separate entities. My fellow riders had also reappeared, as had my clothes and my mount. But that was not what had put an end to my fantasy. It was the up and down motion of the horse as it trotted alongside the rest of the group.
I couldn’t believe it. We were finally trotting. But that was only the beginning. The slowpoke had somehow managed to learn the controls and in no time at all, we were all galloping along the path. The wind shipped through my hair as exclamations of delight flew past my lips. Speeding along atop that powerful beast was a completely unmatched experience. That is, unless you take into account the intense, centaur-filled fantasy I had just enjoyed.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 104: Lexi Lust & Sexxi Lexxi
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I have two best friends. Lexi Lust and Sexxi Lexxi. For the longest time I managed to keep the perverse nature of my writing from them, but it was not meant to last. This is the story of how they discovered how I spend my days writing perverse stories of lesbianism, bestiality and incest.
My friends—their names are not really Lexi Lust and Sexxi Lexxi, but for the purposes of this story, that is how I will refer to them—and I had known each other since childhood. We were just about as close as three friends can be.
I know what you’re picturing—three beautiful young women having pillow fights in their underwear—but real life is seldom that perfect. As much as I would have loved to see my friends strip down to their bras and panties for a good old-fashioned pillow fight, it was not meant to be.
Over the years I was lucky enough to see them in nothing but their skivvies, yet that was as far as things ever got. They knew I was a lesbian and, though I seriously doubt they were afraid I would make a move on either one of them, they were always careful when disrobing in my presence. That left me with only one option. Fantasizing!
I have lost count of how many times I fantasized about my friends over the years, but the number must be up there with picturing myself sharing an intimate moment with a studly canine. When they first discovered the true nature of my writing, they bugged me for days, wanting to know which of my many published fantasies were about them. But I never told them. There are just some things that are better kept secret. This fantasy is the only one they will ever have concrete proof is about them.
I managed to keep the true nature of my writing concealed for over two years. Then, one day, Lexi and Sexxi showed up. They insisted on reading some—any—of my published works, claiming they wouldn’t leave until they got what they came for.
I was terrified. Instinctively, I evaded the situation in the only way I knew how; I started to fantasize. I knew my friends would be waiting for me back in the real world, but I was determined to delay the inevitable for as long as possible.
Fantasy Lexi and Fantasy Sexxi stared at me with the same expectant expression as their real world counterparts. But unlike my real friends, I knew a little concentration would put an end to their curiosity and bring smiles to their lips. Sure enough, they were soon grinning at me.
I took a step back and looked my friends up and down. Their clothes were gone, leaving only a pair of revealing bra and panty sets. One was pink, the other orange. My friends looked hotter than ever. The more I stared at them, the more aroused I got. It only took a few seconds before their alluring appearance got too much for me to handle.
Momentarily forgetting about my real world troubles, I rushed over to my friends and literally tackled them to the ground. Before they could figure out what was happening, I had pulled them in for a passionate, three-way kiss. Exploring both their mouths at once proved more difficult than I initially accessed, but I refused to give up, alternating between my two friends until I knew every nook and cranny by heart.
I’m not quite sure how it happened, but when our lips finally parted, both my friends were naked. My clothes had also vanished, leaving the three of us fully nude and ready for what I had no doubt would be a very enjoyable few minutes.
By the time I scrambled to my feet, something else had changed. Lexi and Sexxi were still naked, only now two massive strapons were attached to their bodies. I eyed the silicone shafts as they slowly neared my body. I was desperate to feel them inside me, but I knew the sooner this fantasy ended, the sooner I would have to face the real world and that was the last thing I wanted. Doing the only thing I could think of, I dropped to my knees and grabbed the strapons as soon as they were within range.
My friends played along, letting me suck on their “cocks”. In fact, they did more than just allow it; they egged me on.
“Suck it!” commanded one of them as I sucked her strapon.
“Deeper!” ordered the other as I switched to her toy.
This went on for a while. I knew it was a pointless maneuver, yet I was desperate to keep the fantasy going for as long as possible. But each time one of those large plastic members slid past my lips, a little more arousal was lured to my body. As much as I struggled to keep it at bay, it eventually convinced me the time had come to escalate things.
“Fuck me,” I finally begged, moments after I had pulled away from my friends’ shafts for the final time.
Lexi and Sexxi peered down at me with eager grins. I could see the lust in their eyes and instantly knew they wanted me just as bad as I wanted them. Thank god for the power of fantasy.
They didn’t give me time to get ready. They rushed over to me and tackled me to the ground. I experienced a moment of déjà vu before I was forced onto my hands and knees. I barely had time to figure out Lexi lay beneath me before she pulled my in for a passionate kiss. By the time our lips parted, her strapon was stuffed deep inside my pussy. Sexxi had taken advantage of my distracted state to slide her own “cock” into my ass. She now rocked back and forth, slowly sliding the toy in and out of me rectum while my other friend did the same to my pussy.
It was too much for me to handle. I started to moan as an orgasm began growing within me. I’m not sure how long it took, but it eventually reached the point of no return. By then, my friends were savagely pounding me, making me moan at the top of my lungs as I squirmed and trembled.
Then I climaxed and all hell broke loose. I began thrashing around as shrill cries shot past my lips. Moments later, squirt after squirt of cum shot past my lower lips, sending the hot orgasmilk flying through the air. I cannot confirm this because my eyes were closed, but I am convinced the hot nectar flew high into the air before raining down upon us.
It was one of the most intense orgasms of my life. Perhaps it was because I was desperate to keep it going as long as humanly possible. Perhaps it had something to do with the two massive strapons darting in and out of me. Or perhaps it was simply because I loved my friends dearly and this intense pounding made me feel closer to them than ever before—even if it was only a fantasy.
It was a blissful experience, but it eventually came to an end when one of my friends—not the fantasy version, but the real, flesh-and-blood version—spoke. It took a second before I figured out what she had just said. My cheeks turned red when I finally realized she had asked if I was having one of my fantasies—they knew about my overpowering daydreams, though they had yet to learn they were the stars of quite a few. It took a while, but I eventually opted for a truthful answer. I nodded.
“Enough fantasizing,” said Lexi.
Sexxi nodded in agreement.
“It’s time for the truth.”
I sighed. I could have come up with a relatively plausible excuse for not letting them read my kinky tales, but I was tired of all the lies. It was time I told them the truth. The whole truth. All I could do was hope they understood why I had lied to them for the past two years.
I took a deep breath, then said three simple words.
“I write erotica.”
It took a few seconds before they reacted. When they finally did, their lips curled into smiles. Relief washed over me. In that moment, I realized everything would be all right. Lexi and Sexxi were my two best friends and nothing would ever make them think any less of me. I was a little surprised when they accepted the perverse nature of my stories, yet the biggest surprise came in the form of their desire to learn the trade. I was stunned, but willingly agreed to teach them all I knew about self-publishing.
Our business partnership is still quite new and I have no idea where it will lead us. All I know for sure is that sharing our kinky tales with one another—and the world—has brought us closer together than ever before. We are now more than three friends. More than three authors. We are Triple Erotica.
 

To be continued Next Week…



Week 105: Finally!
 

Have you ever had one of those fantasies? You know, the ones that feel so real you begin to wonder if you are actually imagining them. Well, I do… because I have them all the time! Sometimes, they turn into a story, but mostly they remain trapped inside my brain. That is, until now…
 

I finally did it. I adopted a dog! I know my landlord doesn’t allow animals and keeping a dog hidden will be difficult, but I’ve been fantasizing about owning a dog for ages and I just couldn’t take it anymore. If my landlord finds out about Spots—that’s my baby’s name—I guess I will just have to move. But for now, all that matters is that I finally own a dog.
I’ve always hated shopping, so instead of spending weeks researching the best breed for what I had planned for my new pet, I spent a few hours riffling through Kijiji ads—for those of you who are unfamiliar with Kijiji, it’s basically the Canadian version of Craigslist. It didn’t take long before I found the perfect dog for me. He was a full-grown, perfectly-trained Dalmatian by the name of Spots. The couple it belonged to had just split up and neither of them wanted him as he was a constant reminder of what they had lost. They didn’t say it in those exact words, but that was the vibe I got. To be perfectly honest, I couldn’t care less. All that mattered was convincing them I was suited to become Spots’ new master. I was as truthful as I could, though I had to conceal the fact I planned on letting Spots take my bestial virginity.
I admitted I had never owned a dog, but explained I grew up on a small farm and knew how to tend to animals. I also assured them I had done the necessary research, though I never admitted said research had been done to quench my thirst for bestiality. I must have been quite convincing, because they agreed to let Spots come home with me that very day. I had planned on taking a few days to prepare the apartment for his arrival, but I wasn’t about to pass up such an opportunity.
After thanking the former couple and promising to take good care of Spots, my new pet and I were on our way. Because dogs are not allowed on the subway, I was forced to walk all the way home. Thankfully, it was a relatively warm day—for Quebec, that means it was only a few degrees below zero—and watching Spots try to run after every squirrel or bird he saw was quite amusing. Thankfully, his former owners had also given me a leash and I was able to keep Spots in check.
Spots was very friendly, but I could tell he was nervous. This was no doubt his first time away from his masters in quite some time and he was probably wondering who I was and why I was walking him farther and farther away from his now former masters. Thankfully, the long walk we shared through the city gave us time to get to know each other. I would clearly take some time before he got accustomed to his new life, but I could tell the two of us would soon become fast friends—and hopefully a little more.
My roommates love animals, especially the one that owns a parrot and a rat. I could tell she was a little annoyed I had not discussed the matter with her, but she had done the very same thing when deciding to adopt her two animal companions. Plus, this new animal in the apartment would no doubt keep her parrot confined to her room and thus keep him from pooping all over the place. As long as the landlord didn’t find out I had broken his “no pets” rule, my life would be perfect.
I gave Spots a few days to get accustomed to his new life. He quickly got acclimated to his new surroundings and eventually learned to accept me as his new master. On the third night, the long-awaited moment finally arrived. My roommates were out for the evening and I was now confident Spots was comfortable enough in his new surroundings to allow me to take our relationship to the next level.
My heart was racing madly as I led the studly canine to my bedroom. Though my roommates were not scheduled to return for many hours, I locked the door just in case. The last thing I wanted was one of them walking in on me while I took my first taste of bestiality.
Spots hopped onto the bed and stood there, tail wagging in excitement and tongue hanging out the corner of his mouth. The sight was too comical for me to resist and I started laughing. It only took a few chuckles before the stress faded from my body. Unfortunately, it returned just as quickly when I removed my clothes and, now full yanked, joined the beautiful canine on the bed.
I ran a hand across hit head and upper back, hoping the softness of his fur would have a soothing effect on me. It didn’t. I had been fantasizing about this moment for years and now that it was here, I was terrified. Could I really go through with this? Not only was bestiality illegal—at least in Canada—but if people found out, my life would be over. Not to mention I was—and still am—a lesbian. The thought of a man’s hands all over my body repulsed me—sorry guys—yet the thought of a studly canine’s tongue doing the same made me tingle all over the place. Did that mean I wasn’t really gay? Or did it make me bisexual? Is having sex with an animal even considered a sexual orientation?
These and many more questions bounced around my skull, making me doubt whether or not I was doing the right thing. But deep down, I knew I couldn’t back down now. I had taken all the necessary steps to make this happen and the time had finally come for me to expand my sexual repertoire. Still, I was terrified.
I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Then another. And another. By the time my eyes fluttered open, my racing heart had slowed. I was now convinced I was doing the right thing. But all that willingness and determination faded as soon as I noticed a major change in my surroundings.
My shoulders slumped and despair washed over me when I found Spots with a raging hard-on. Not only was every last inch of his crimson member now available for viewing, but it was also hard as rock. And huge. I was stunned by how massive it was—at least by Dalmatian standers, who are not exactly known for being well-endowed.
It took a second before I realized what this meant. I was fantasizing. It was the only logical explanation to the sudden arrival of the animal’s member, as well as its alluring appearance.
My first response was disappointment. Moments after making the conscious decision to take the plunge into the warm waters of bestiality, my mind had forced me to revert to a fantasy. Desperate to get back to the real world, I gently squeezed a fold of skin between my thumb and index. I was about to squeeze when something occurred to me.
I wasn’t in a hurry. My roommates were not scheduled to return for another few hours. Not to mention the fact that enjoying one final fantasy would help prepare me for the real thing. I was a little disappointed that my first taste of bestiality would have to wait, but I knew it would be better this way.
I considered taking things slow, but instead chose to enjoy this fantasy to the fullest. I could take my time when I actually had my first bestial experience. Leaping forward, I tackled Spots to the mattress. He yelped in surprised, but quickly recovered when I wrapped my lips around his member.
I had fantasized about studly canines countless times before, yet never had it felt this real. Perhaps it was because I knew I was only moments away from actually sucking an animal’s member. Or perhaps it was because of the intense heat emanating from the rock-hard member. Then again, it could have been the way the tip tickled my uvula as I began bobbing my head up and down.
I sucked it long and hard. I tried deep-throating it a few times, but each attempt ended in a coughing fit. I was a little surprised by this, but eventually accepted the fact this fantasy was far more realistic than any of my previous ones. That only helped make it that much more intense.
Spots just lay there as I sucked his cock. He stared at me quizzically, as if asking “what are you doing?” But I could tell he loved the way I used my lips and tongue to massage his member. This theory was soon proven correct when his body began to tremble and his spear jerked around in my mouth.
Like every other element of this fantasy, the semen that squirted into my mouth felt real. Unlike the sweet, massive shots I describe in my stories, the squirts were small and the taste overpowering. From what I heard about cum, it’s supposed to be salty. But Spot’s jizz only had a faint saltiness taste to it. The main flavor was spiciness. It was unlike anything I had ever tasted and my first reaction was to gag. But then my taste buds grew accustomed to the surprisingly tasty semen.
My next dilemma was whether or not to swallow it. Before I could make up my mind, the final squirt oozed from the member and it slipped out of my mouth. All I was left with was a mouthful of cum and an overpowering desire to swallow it. Giving in to it, I let the spicy nectar flow down my throat.
The taste stayed with me long after the final drop was gone, but I barely even noticed. Sucking Spot’s cock had turned me on beyond all previous limits and I now craved the feel of his member inside me. Unfortunately, this fantasy was incredibly realistic and getting the canine aroused again took more than a few licks to the tip of the animal’s now almost completely sheathed spear.
It took a few minutes and a lot of hard work, but my studly lover finally had another raging hard-on. As soon as I was confident he was ready, I got to my hands and kneed and peered back at my lover over my shoulder. He just stood there, staring at me.
“Fuck me!” I begged in a sensual voice. But this was no mere fantasy; it was the most realistic daydream of my entire life and it takes months—if not years—to train dogs. As aroused as he clearly was, Spots didn’t understand what was expected of him.
I sighed. This was good practice for when I actually had sex with Spots—the real Spots—but it was quite infuriating to have to work this hard just for a fantasy. But the arousal coursing through my veins was real and it eventually convinced me to take matters into my own hands.
I shuffled back until I had the animal trapped between my legs and the wall. I then tapped my ass, hoping it would be enough to convince him to mount me. It wasn’t. I had to contort my body and reach back until I could grab hold of his member. Squeezing it tightly, I pulled the animal forward. Finally, he understood what I was trying to accomplish and mounted me. I instantly released his cock.
“Yes!” I exclaimed victoriously as the tip of the spear made contact with my labia. I expected the shaft to slide into me at any moment, but Spots was so inexperienced he missed my slit over half a dozen times before I finally got tired of waiting and reached back. Grabbing the animal’s cock, I guided it to my pussy and refused to rest until half of it was inside me. Only then did I finally release it.
Spots was done messing around. Pulling back a few inches, he jerked forward with all his might, forcing every last inch—including his massive knot—into me.
“Fuck!” I yelled in a mixture of surprise, pain and arousal. The surprised was a result of the sudden and oversized penetration. The pain came from the large knot stretching me out past all previous limits. The arousal was due to the knowledge that I now had every last inch of my studly lover’s cock inside me.
I was so full I could barely breathe. My eyes were wide with shock and tears threatened to fill them at any second. Thankfully, the arousal that coursed through my veins kept that from happening. Still, I remained frozen in a semi prettified state for a few seconds before my lover began savagely pounding me.
I had fantasized about canine bestiality countless times before, yet never before had it felt this intense. The animal’s knot kept the member from sliding out of me, yet still gave him enough leeway to pound the living shit out of me. The rock-hard spear darted back and forth within me, making me wetter than ever before.
Then the moans came. Since this was a fantasy, I knew there was no reason to keep my blissful cries contained. So I moaned at the top of my lungs as Spots rode me like I had never been ridden.
My arousal level continued to rise, making every new second more intense than the last. The more time passed, the closer I got to climax. Before I could even realize what was happening, my body bean to tremble.
“FUCK!” I shrieked, my climactic moan stretching on for ages. The orgasm that shook my body was so intense I eventually lost all track of time. I also lost touch with reality for a while. I could no longer tell if I was squirting. I couldn’t even tell whether or not Spots was still pounding me. All I know for sure is that I had never come so hard and every inch of my body was trembling from exhaustion.
At one point I remember my lover’s hot semen filling me up. I also recall his knot popping out of me a few times. But no matter how hard I try, I cannot remember the exact moment it left me for the final time. It felt like one second I was being savagely pounded and the next I was sprawled across the bed, panting madly.
It took forever before I managed to catch my breath. I expected my fantasy to have ended, but when I opened my eyes, I realized nothing had changed. Spots lay next to me, zealously licking his cock clean. The semen that had only recently shot out of it still filled me, bringing a previously unknown warmth to my body. What little cum had escaped my slit not clung to my thighs.
I knew it was only a matter of time before the fantasy came to an end, so I simply sat there and waited for reality to return. But no matter how long I waited, the fantasy remained. A spark of doubt suddenly ignited within me. Heart now racing madly, I pinched myself, hoping it would be enough to put an end to the fantasy. It wasn’t. Nor were the slaps I gave myself. It took a while before I realized what that meant.
“Oh my god!” I gasped when it finally dawned on me why the fantasy had felt so realistic.
It wasn’t a fantasy!
I remained frozen in shock for a second before the implications of such a revelation were revealed. If what I had just experienced as real, it meant I had just had my first taste of bestiality. After all those years of fantasizing, I had finally done it; I had sex with a dog!
I didn’t know how to react. Should I be freaked out or ecstatic? Angry or giddy? Disappointed or happier than ever before? It took a while, but a smile eventually curled my lips. And just like that, I started to laugh. All the stress that had amassed within me over the years was gone. I had finally lost my bestial virginity and nothing else matter.
“Thank you,” I said as my gaze landed on Spots. He was still licking his cock and didn’t seem interested in my gratitude. Thankfully, he had something far better to offer me. His cock!
 

The end.
 

Author’s Note:
As much as I have enjoyed bringing my fantasies to life for the past two years, writing and formatting them has taken a lot of my time. Because of this, I have decided to put an end to the “Barbie Lez Fantasies” series and instead focus on other ventures. Please to not be alarmed as I will continue to publish my short stories and series on a regular basis.
 

Thanks for the support over the last two years and I invite you to join the newsletter at
TripleErotica.com
to be kept up to date on my new releases.
 

Have a horny day,
 

Barbie Lez




Author’s Note
 

Authors, especially self-published ones, are nothing without passionate readers. If you enjoyed this kinky tale, please let others know by returning to the site of purchase and leaving a quick review.
 

Thanks in advance,
 

Barbie Lez
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Join the Newsletter at TripleErotica.com to get 3 FREE full-length stories!
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Lexi Lust: A woman after Barbie’s own heart, Lexi loves to write kinky, seductive tales of bestiality. Her philosophy is: I have three passions. Animals. Sex. And writing. Why not combine them? To learn more about Lexi and her carnal tales of animal love, click here or visit TripleErotica.com.
 


Sexxi Lexxi: If you prefer romance to all-out sex romps, then you will love Sexxi Lexxi. She enjoys teasing her readers, guiding them through tantalizing tales of seduction and carnal desires. To learn more about Sexxi Lexxi and her kinky tales, click here or visit TripleErotica.com.
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