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 MY FILTHY
GIRLFRIEND

JT HOLLAND

 

It always makes me laugh when someone
equates rough sex with hatred.

Don’t get me wrong, I’m sure there are
plenty of Neanderthals out there who are so emasculated that they
can only feel like a man if they’re slamming a chick with
everything they’ve got, pushing and shoving her around, slapping
and smacking and choking her, regardless of whether or not that’s
what she likes. For those pathetic assholes, it undoubtedly is
about quenching their rage. Or at least feeding their ego. 
But that’s not always the case. Some women actually like it like
that.

Take my girlfriend, Taylor, for example. She
loves it rough. All those things I mentioned above? She asks for
them. Begs for them. Lives for them. So I do my best to give them
to her. But it’s not about hatred. Not at all. It’s about love. I
want to give her what she wants, what gets her off. Because I love
her. And I want her to be happy.

It took me quite a while to get this idea
through my head. I’d grown up in a Catholic household, where sex
was demonized. It was evil and dirty; a sin. I was scared to death
of it. Not to mention embarrassed to even think about it.

Even after I realized just how insane that
kind of thinking was, it was still tough for me to get over my
reservations. I’d learned to suppress most of the guilt from having
sex, but certain things, especially rough sex, or anything out of
the ordinary, still bothered me on a deeper level. It simply wasn’t
in me to do them.

And then Taylor came along. From our
earliest days together she started working on me, helping me get
over my issues, pushing me towards giving her what she needed in
bed.  It was slow at first, and I resisted, thinking that
“normal” people don’t do the kinds of things she wanted to do. It
embarrassed me—even though I’d often fantasized about having rough,
dirty sex, I wasn’t comfortable at all actually following through
with it in real life. But she just kept pushing to do more nasty
things, and I was smart enough to let her.

It didn’t take long before I started to
realize just how enlightening it was to have crazy, dirty, nasty,
rough sex. Especially with someone you love. Once it became
apparent that no matter how freaky we got it wasn’t going to lead
to any awkwardness or embarrassment or issues whatsoever, it was
easy to give in. And once I began fully gave in, there was no
turning back. Nor did I want there to be. It was just too much damn
fun.

And don’t think for a moment that I’m the
only one dishing it out. When it comes to the rough stuff, Taylor
gives just as much as she gets. The slapping, spanking, ordering
around and verbal lashing goes both ways; if anything, she’s in
control more often than I am.

 There’s definitely
some dominatrix in her, which is fine by me. I’m actually more
comfortable getting told what to do than doing the telling. I’ve
gotten better at being in charge since we’ve been together, but
there’s still something I love about being bossed around,
especially during sex. And especially when it doesn’t carry over
out of the bedroom.

Despite (or perhaps because of) all the
role-playing that goes on in our sex life, we get along
magnificently in our real life too. Both of us understand that most
shit that couples argue about is completely meaningless and
pointless, no more than an ego trip. As long as you think of
yourself as a team, up against the world, and drop your egos at the
door, there’s nothing to fight about. I know, it’s easier said than
done, but believe me, it’s not that hard to do.

Maybe it’s just because both of us were in
such shitty relationships that we understand each other better than
most people do. Or maybe we’re just not lame like everyone else.
I’m not sure exactly what the reasons are and to be honest, I don’t
really give a fuck. All I know is I get along with Taylor better
than I’ve ever gotten along with anyone in my life. I trust her,
implicitly, which is why I’ve been wiling to allow her to take me
on this journey of sexuality. And why I’ll continue to got with her
no matter where it takes us.

Sure, I’ve been hesitant before when we’ve
tried something new and I’m sure I’ll continue to be hesitant in
the future. But so far, no matter how fucked up and crazy the shit
as she wanted to do, I’ve never come away not wanting to do it
again. And again. And again. So no matter how uncomfortable the
idea of something makes me, I leave the direction up to her. It’s
treated me extremely well so far so why fuck with a good thing?
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It’s a Saturday night and we’re on the first
night of a three-night vacation in Phoenix, Arizona. We just
finished off a couple of incredible steaks and polished off three
bottles of wine between us and are heading up to the room for our
first night of debauchery.

“Are you sure you’re ready
for this?” Taylor says as we make our way up to our floor. Her hand
is rubbing up and down on my hard cock as it presses against the
material of my pants.

“I was born ready,” I say,
barely able to suppress a laugh. She hates it when I use that
line.

But tonight it doesn’t bother her. She’s too
focused on my cock to listen to my poor attempts at humor.

“So you think,” she says.
“But tonight we’re going someplace new.”

“And where is that?” I
ask.

“You’ll see,” she says,
spinning around and dropping to her knees, right there in the
elevator. We’re 10 floors away from our floor but moving
fast.

“Whoa there,” I say, trying
to lift her up.

“Stop your whining,” Taylor
says as she unzips my zipper and quickly pulls my cock
out.

“What the hell,” I say,
partially in excitement and partially in fear. “What if someone
wants to get on?”

“They won’t,” Taylor says
right before sliding my cock into her mouth.

I’m not exactly sure what she means but at
this point I don’t care. If something happens, we’ll deal with it.
Right now, with her lips around my cock, nothing else matters.

She’s blowing me like a champ, making my
cock disappear into her mouth with every thrust, gagging and
coughing and making slurping sounds as she stares up at me,
maintaining eye contact the entire time.

Suddenly the elevator slams to a stop and
the buzzer rings. Panicked, I curse under my breath and lean back,
pulling my cock from Taylor’s mouth and try to quickly stuff it
into my pants. It’s too hard, however, and I can’t get it to fit,
no matter how I try and contort my body.

So there I am, with my dick in my hand, when
the elevator doors start to open. I turn to face the side wall of
the elevator, hoping beyond hope that somehow I’ll figure out a way
to not end up in jail. But when I peek over my shoulder, I don’t
see anyone standing in the hall, waiting to get on. All I see is
Taylor looking at me with an evil grin, holding the door open.

“I don’t know why you’re so
freaked out,” she says. “It’s just our floor.”

I exhale in a rush. I didn’t even realize
I’d been holding my breath until I let it out. But still I don’t
move.

“Come on,” Taylor says,
still grinning. “There’s nobody out there.”

“Are you sure?”

“Positive,” she says,
leaning towards me and reaching her hand out. I think she’s going
to take my hand
but instead she grabs my cock, which is still sticking straight
out, and uses it to lead me into the hallway.

Shaking my head, my face red from
embarrassment, I let Taylor lead the way, knowing if any issues
arise, she’ll take care of them. It’s not like I can argue with
her; it’ll just make things worse.

So I just bite my tongue and let her lead me
down the hall to our room, praying that we don’t pass anyone along
the way. Lucky for me, we don’t.

Once we reach our room, Taylor opens the
door and leads me inside. After we’re in the room, she immediately
spins around and drops to her knees and picks up where she left off
in the elevator.

“I want you to fuck my
face,” Taylor says. She’s looking up at me with her eyes wide, her
mouth open, and her hands behind her back. The look on her face is
one of pure enjoyment.

“You really are a fucking
slut, aren’t you?” I say.

Taylor nods vigorously.

Laughing under my breath, I grip the back of
her head with my hands, then proceed to fuck her face, my shaft
sliding between her lips as I pump her mouth, my hips moving faster
and faster, my balls slapping up against her chin as I slam my cock
deeper and deeper inside her throat.

Despite the pummeling I’m giving her, Taylor
is still looking up at me with wide eyes, maintaining eye contact.
This turns me on even further and I start pumping her even more
aggressively.

Taylor reaches up and grabs her tits,
squeezing them and groping them as I continue to fuck her face. She
gives them a couple of healthy slaps, the sound echoing about the
room, louder even than the gagging and gurgling coming from her
mouth. Then her hands slide down her stomach, between her legs, and
she goes to work on her pussy, rubbing her clit with one hand and
fingering herself with the other while continuing to make eye
contact with me the entire time.

“You’re such a little
fuckslut,” I say, mostly to myself, but Taylor somehow manages to
nod her head without missing a beat. Laughing softly, marveling at
her abilities, I decide to press things even a little further, test
her out even more.

I pump her mouth a couple more times then
slam my cock deep into her throat, as far as it will go. Pressing
on the back of her head, I can feel her nose pushing against the
bottom of my stomach as she effortlessly deepthroats me. I hold her
there for almost ten seconds before letting her go. Her head flies
backwards, releasing my cock from her mouth. She takes a couple of
deep breaths, gathers up a bunch of saliva, spits on my cock and
starts jerking me off.

“Do you like that?” she
says, looking up at me with a devilish grin. “Do you like it when I
take your huge cock all the way down my throat?”

“I fucking love
it.”

Taylor’s smile grows wider and nastier. “Do
you want to see what else I can do?”

“Hell yes,” I
say.

She wraps her bright red lips around the
head of my cock while continuing to work my shaft with her
hand.

A few seconds later she grabs ahold of my
ballsack and pulls it forward, smashing my balls up against my
cock. Holding my sack in place about halfway down my shaft, she
widens her mouth and starts moving her head forward, engulfing more
and more of my cock as she goes, until she comes to my sack. She
then opens her mouth even wider and pushes forward some more,
swallowing my cock and balls at the same time.

“Holy fucking shit,” I say
as she somehow manages to hold both in her mouth far longer than I
would have expected. “When the hell did you learn to do
that?”

“Many years ago,” she says
after relinquishing her hold on me. “I haven’t broken it out in a
while. Now sit back and relax so I can bust out some more stuff you
haven’t seen.”

Laughing, I drop down onto the couch. “If
you insist.”

“Oh, I do, I do,” she says,
giggling once again. Her eyes are gleaming, her smile wide and
genuine. She loves pushing my boundaries, seeing how far she can
take things, constantly going half a step further, knowing that
I’ll go with her no matter how uncomfortable I am with the act
itself. She’s got a bit of a sadist streak in her, that’s for sure.
Which is one of the many things I love about her.

Taylor stands up and grabs me by the cock
and leads me over to the couch. Once there, she spins me around so
my back is to it and pushes on my shoulders, dropping me to the
cushions. Then she drops to her knees and spreads my legs and
scoots forward until her head is mere inches from my hard cock.

“Are you ready to start
getting real freaky?” Taylor asks.

“Hell yes,” I reply. “Let’s
get it on.”

Smiling, Taylor runs her tongue up and down
the shaft of my cock and around the tip without actually putting it
between her lips, teasing me for a bit before sucking on it. But
once she’s done, instead of sliding my cock into her mouth, she
presses it up against my stomach, holding it there, exposing my
balls.

I stare down at Taylor, watching intently,
as she drops her head down and starts licking my ballsack, running
her tongue up from the bottom and then along the underside of my
cock. After doing that a few times, she takes both of my balls in
her mouth and sucks on them while jerking me off all the while. It
feels wonderful, a little painful but exciting as hell.

After working my balls for a little while,
Taylor puts her hands beneath my legs and pushes up on them,
exposing my asshole. She then slides her hands down to my asscheeks
and spreads them wide, opening my ass up even further.

Taylor glances up at me with an evil smile
then goes to work on my asshole, running her tongue up it over and
over, licking it like a kitten drinking milk.

I let out a low moan and start breathing
more deeply as I shiver in delight.

Picking up on my excitement, Taylor starts
working my asshole more aggressively, licking all around it and
spitting on it and tonguing it with more intensity.

“Holy fucking shit,” I say
aloud, laughing under my breath. “You’re such a filthy fucking
slut.”

In response to this, Taylor buries her face
in between my ass cheeks and slides her rigid tongue into my
asshole. I yelp and suck in a huge breath, holding it for a few
seconds before letting it out in a rush.

Having the tip of Taylor’s tongue in my
asshole feels fucking incredible. It’s so filthy and dirty and
perverted that it turns me on like crazy, not only the physical
sensation, but just the fact that my girlfriend is willing to do
these kinds of things to me.

I reach down and grab a handful of her hair
and pull on it, holding her head in place against my ass. She
responds by sticking her tongue further out, shoving it deeper into
my anus.

Shivering as a bolt of electricity runs up
my spine, I pull Taylor closer towards me, smashing her face
against my ass, forcing her tongue as far into my asshole as it
will go. I holds her head there for nearly fifteen seconds before
finally releasing her.

Taylor’s head flies back and she takes a few
seconds to get some air in her lungs before immediately going to
work on my cock again, sliding it into her mouth and bobbing her
head up and down on it, taking it all the way down her throat with
every thrust. Wet, gagging, choking sounds are coming from her
mouth and her eyes are watering, making her mascara run, but still
doesn’t let up, her head bobbing up and down as aggressively as
ever.

As much as I love Taylor sucking my cock,
I’m about ready to move on. It’s about time I stick my cock in her
and repay her for all she’s done for me. But before I make a move,
Taylor runs her finger down my taint and starts rubbing the outside
of my asshole with it. My anus is still wet and slippery from when
she was working it with her tongue just moments ago, allowing the
tip of her finger to easily slip into my asshole.

An atomic bomb goes off in my head,
reverberates through my body and travels down my spine.

“Ohmyfuckingod,” I say,
spewing it all in one word as I stare down at her with wide
eyes.

“You like that, huh?”
Taylor laughs, grinning up at me like the devil.

I nod my head quickly up and down.

“Yeah, I thought you
might,” she says, working her finger in and out my asshole, forcing
it deeper inside of me.

I let out a loan groan and grit my
teeth.

“It stings a little,
doesn’t it?” Taylor says, still grinning widely, obviously enjoying
herself and the power she has over me.

I nod again.

“But it feels good, too,
right?”

“Yeah,” I say, trying hard
not to cum.

“Now you know how I feel
when you fuck my ass,” Taylor says, spitting on my asshole and
continuing to work it with her fingers, moving faster
now.

“Yes I do,” I
say.

She smacks me hard on the ass, causing me to
yelp.

“No you don’t,” Taylor
says, glaring at me. She sticks the index finger from her other
hand up in the air, near my face. “Because this  is what’s in your ass
right now.” She drops the finger and uses the same hand to grab my
cock, which is as stiff as it’s ever been in my life. “While this,”
she continues, squeezing my cock as hard as she can, “is what goes
in my ass.”

“Fair enough,” I manage to
say, still trying desperately not to cum. Something about her
little lecture turns me on even more, perhaps the aggression in her
tone, or maybe the look in her eyes, but probably both.

Eventually Taylor slides her finger out of
my asshole and sticks it in her mouth. After cleaning it of my ass
juices, she says, “One of these days, I’m going to stick something
closer to the size of your cock up your ass, what do you say to
that?”

The words come out of my mouth before I even
know what they’re going to be. “I say bring it on.”

Taylor’s eyes light up. It’s obviously not
what she was expecting to hear. “I heard it!” she says. “It’s too
late to back out now.”

“I don’t want to back out,”
I say. “Just make sure I’m more drunk than this before you try
it.”

“That shouldn’t be a
problem,” she says, standing up. “But until then, I’ll just have to
settle for your cock inside of me.” 

Taylor climbs atop me, straddling me, one
leg on each side of my body and her ass resting on my legs, just
below my hips. Staring right at me, she grabs ahold of my cock and
pulls it back so the top of my shaft is pushing against her pussy
lips.

She grinds on my waist while slowly jerking
me off, our eyes locked together, excitement and mischief in her
eyes as she messes with me. Once she’s had her fun, she lifts
herself up a bit, scoots forward until her hips are directly above
mine then slides my cock into her pussy.

She’s so wet it’s like slipping into a cup
of warm oil.

“Goddammit you feel so
fucking good inside me,” Taylor says as she works my cock with her
pussy, bouncing up and down on it in a steady, deliberate rhythm.
“I love how your cock fills me up.”

My hands naturally gravitate to her perky
little tits, which are bouncing right in front of my face. I grope
and squeeze them for a bit, then cup them with my palms and push up
on them.

This excites Taylor and gets her moving more
aggressively against me, bouncing up and down on me quickly, taking
the entire length of my cock inside her with every thrust.

“You like it when I bounce
on your cock?” she says, staring right at me.

“I fucking love it,” I
say.

“Do you want me to ride you
even harder?”

“Yes please,” I
say.

She leans her body back, putting more of her
weight on my hips and changing up the angle of penetration, then
starts riding my cock faster and faster, her body slamming down
onto me, smashing my balls at the bottom of every thrust, causing
just a little bit of pain to go with my pleasure.

I decide to return the favor, pinching her
nipples between my fingers and giving them a good squeeze.

Taylor yelps and glares down at me, but I
know that she loves it. I also know that she’s going to pay me back
by hammering me with even more intensity, making me more
uncomfortable too. Which is exactly what I want.

And she does, reaching back and grabbing my
balls with her hand and squeezing them tight while continuing to
pound her body down onto mine with everything she has.

Both of us are grunting and moaning and
thoroughly enjoying ourselves. But we both want more.

I release my hold on her nipples but I’m
just getting started. Rearing back, I smack one of her tits,
eliciting a little yelp from her mouth, followed by a nasty
smile.

“You like that, don’t you?”
I say, grinning up at her.

Taylor nods.

I do it again, this time to her other
tit.

She yelps again. Her breath is ragged now
and her eyes are wild. She releases her hold on my balls and shifts
her hand to her clit, which she is rubbing with reckless
abandon.

I smack her tits again, one at a time, at
regular intervals.

“Just like that,” Taylor
screams. “Holy shit, just like that, just like that!”

I continue smacking her tits while she slams
away on her clit and her breathing rate increases, as does the
loudness of her grunts, groan, and screams, until she goes over the
edge. Her body tenses up and her hand freezes while pushing against
her clit and then she releases with an animalistic groan as an
orgasm courses through her body.

Taylor shakes and shimmies and lets out a
series of deep groans as the orgasm passes. But she doesn’t so much
as miss a beat, continuing to pound away at me just as aggressively
as before.

She also decides to take some control back,
grabbing ahold of my wrists and pushing my arms back near my head.
Holding them against the back of the couch, one on either side of
my head, Taylor continues to ride me like a cowgirl.

“You had your little fun,”
she says, staring down at me. “Now it’s time for me take over for a
little while.”

“Fine by me,” I say,
relaxing my arms and letting her do her thing.

Because she’s still holding my wrists up
near my head, Taylor is leaning over me, giving her even more
leverage to pound away on my cock. She’s lifting her whole body up
and dropping it down onto me, impaling herself on my stiff cock,
giving me her full weight with every thrust, causing me to grunt
and groan with every pump.

“You like it when I take
control, don’t you?” Taylor says.

“I love it,” I
say.

“It makes you want to cum,
doesn’t it?” she says.

“Hell yeah,” I
say.

Smiling wryly, she slams her body down on me
some more, giving me all her weight, letting gravity help, not
holding back at all.

“Are you almost there?”
Taylor asks a few seconds later.

“Yeah,” I say.

“Yeah?” she says. “Are you
ready to make a mess of my pretty little face?”

“Fuck yeah,” I
say.

 “Then let me help you
get there,” Taylor says, climbing off me and dropping to her knees
between my legs.

Normally, at this point, Taylor will take my
cock in her mouth and suck on it until I’m ready to burst, either
taking it in her mouth, or pulling off at the last moment to take
my seed on her face, or her tits. But today she doesn’t wrap her
lips around my cock. Instead, she grabs ahold of my cock with one
hand and sticks the index finger of her other hand in her mouth and
gets it lubed up, then slips it into my asshole.

I suck in my breath and let it out in a low
groan.

“Remember this from
earlier?” she asks, smiling up at me, jerking me off while
simultaneously finger-fucking me.

I nod. How could I forget?

“Do you still like it as
much as you did then?” Taylor asks.

I nod again, unable to even speak now, I’m
holding on so desperately.

“Prove it,” she says,
banging me harder now, her finger slamming in and out of my asshole
while she jerks me off with her free hand. “Cum for me. Make a mess
of my pretty little face.”

I oblige her, finally allowing my body to
relax. My orgasm comes moments later, my body spasming like never
before, almost painfully, kicking and jerking as streams of sperm
rocket out of my cock, shooting straight up into the air as Taylor
continues jerking me off and fingering my asshole.

I cum harder and longer than ever before,
shooting eight streams from my cock, making a mess of the entire
area. It’s everywhere, on my legs, the couch, my chest, Taylor’s
arm, her tits, her stomach, her legs.

Once my cock is finally dry, Taylor leans
over and takes it in her mouth and sucks on the tip. Between her
finger still in my ass and her post-orgasm blowjob, it’s too much
to take.

“Holy shit,” I say,
squirming away from her. Laughing heartily, she reluctantly
releases her holds on me, gives me a smack on the leg for good
measure, then climbs up onto the couch with me.

“Well,” she says. “What did
you think?”

“You know what I think,” I
say. “You saw how hard I came.”

“I must admit, that was
pretty impressive,” Taylor says. “But I have a feeling it’s going
to be nothing compared to how hard you cum next time.”

“And why is that?” I say,
even though I know the answer. I just like messing with
Taylor.

“You don’t remember what
you said earlier?” she asks, grinning at me. She knows that I
remember, she just wants to mess with me some more.

“About what? Letting you
fuck me in the ass?” I say.

Taylor nods.

“You didn’t think I really
meant that, did you?” I say, trying to keep a straight face. And it
works, at least for a few seconds. Then I start busting up
laughing.

“You little shit,” Taylor
says, punching me in the shoulder. “You had me there for a
moment.”

“I tried,” I say. “But you
know me too well. I always do what I say. And I said you can fuck
me in the ass with a strap-on next time we screw
around.”

Taylor giggles and claps her hands
exaggeratedly. “Yippee,” she says. “I promise you won’t regret
it.”

“If it’s anything like
tonight, I’m sure I’ll enjoy it.”

“Trust me, it’ll be way
better than tonight,” Taylor says. “In fact, I wouldn’t be
surprised if you beg for me to do it to you more often after you’ve
experience it once.”

“I don’t know about that,”
I say, laughing under my breath. “But I guess we’ll find out soon
enough.”

“That we will,” Taylor
says, leaning over to give me a peck on the cheek. “That we will
indeed.”
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CAUGHT & PUNISHED

 BROCK LANDERS

 

Matt Hoffman was horny as hell when he got
home from working the midnight shift. Jennifer, his live-in
girlfriend of six months, was already asleep and she had to be up
in four hours to go to work, so waking her wasn’t an option. Which
was fine by Matt; sometimes it was just easier to jerk off anyway.
He didn’t have to worry about pleasing anyone but himself.

Making sure the door to the bedroom was
closed so he wouldn’t disturb Jen, Matt sat down on the couch,
opened the laptop, and put it on the coffee table. After surfing
the internet for a few minutes he found exactly what he was looking
for: a link advertising a tiny little brunette with gigantic fake
tits getting fucked in the ass. He clicked on the link and slid his
cock out of his pants.

Matt was just starting to get into it when
he heard the door creak open behind him. He quickly leaned forward
and flipped the laptop shut, then stuffed his cock back into his
pants, hoping that he wasn’t too late. The last thing he needed
right now was to get in an argument with his girlfriend.

“What are you doing?” Jen
asked, wearing one of his t-shirts and nothing else. It barely
covered her ass and made her already long legs look even longer.
Her shoulder-length blonde hair was messed up from sleeping, but
that just made her look more sexy. And her nipples were hard and
poking up against the cotton.

“Nothing,” Matt said,
unable to take his eyes off her. He found himself wondering—as he
often did—how he’d ended up with such a smoking hot chick and how
long she would put up with his crap before getting rid of his
ass. 

“Yeah, right,” she said.
“Don’t give me that shit. You were doing something on the
laptop.”

“I was just looking at
fantasy football.”

“Football, huh?”

“Yeah.”

Jen came around the couch and was standing
in front of him, glaring down on him. She glanced down at his
groin.

“Does fantasy football
usually give you a boner?”

“Actually,” Matt said, “You
always say that it does.”

“Yeah, dumb question, I
guess,” Jen said. “But the computer screen won’t lie. You don’t
mind if I take a look, do you?”

“There’s no need,” Matt
said. “I already closed the page. I had just finished up and was
coming to bed.”

“Then you
really won’t mind if I
peek at it,” Jen said. She reached for the laptop.

Matt sat back and dropped his eyes and shook
his head. There was no use trying to stop her now. He was just
going to have to take his medicine like a man.

Jen flipped open the laptop. The video Matt
had been watching picked up right where it had left off.

“Yeah, you were just about
finished, all right,” Jen said, looking back at him.

Matt kept his mouth shut. He knew that
anything he said now would just get him in more trouble.

“Well,” Jen said,
surprisingly sounding more amused than pissed off. “What do you
have to say for yourself?”

“What can I say?” Matt
asked. “You were asleep and I was feeling it. So I decided to take
care of my problem.”

“Did you even bother trying
to wake me up?”

“No, I figured you just
wanted to sleep.”

“Why did you think
that?”

Matt shrugged.

“You know what I think?”
Jen said. “I think you would rather watch some slut take it in the
ass than fuck your girlfriend.”

“That’s not true,” Matt
said.

“No? Then how do you
explain coming home and turning on porn without even trying to wake
me up.”

“I already told
you—”

“Yeah, yeah,” she said. Her
words were harsh but her tone said it was all in good fun. She
wasn’t really all that pissed at him. “You just figured I wanted to
sleep.”

“Exactly.”

“So you would rather fuck me than watch
porn?”

“Of course,” Matt
said.

“You’re gonna have to prove
it to me,” Jen said.

“Gladly,” Matt said,
starting to stand up.

Jen put her hands on her
shoulders and gave him a shove, knocking him back down onto the
couch. “No, no, no,” she said. “You’re just going to sit there and
let me do whatever I want to you until I say you can do
otherwise. That’s how you’re going to prove it to me.”

Matt tried not to smile. He loved it when
Jen took charge. He only wished she did it more often. If he would
have known how easy it was to get her to take charge, he would have
done something like this earlier.

“Fine, fine,” he said,
sounding annoyed. “Whatever you say.”

“Don’t give me that shit,”
Jen said. “You know you love it. But tonight I’m going to take
things further than ever before.”

“Promises, promises,” Matt
said.

“Yeah, you just wait,
mister. You just wait.”

And with that, Jen slipped off her t-shirt
off, leaving her completely naked. Matt again marveled at how
smoking hot she was with her sculpted arms, gorgeous tits,
washboard stomach, perfect ass and long, shapely legs.

As Matt stared at Jen, she started playing
with her pussy, rubbing the outside of it with her fingers, slowly
at first, before gradually picking up steam.

Matt’s cock was still hard from earlier and
getting harder with every passing second. He pulled it out of his
pants and started playing with it.

But Jen was having none of that. She bent
over and slapped his arm away with her free hand.

“I told you to sit there
and watch, not to play with your cock,” she said. “You’re being
punished, not rewarded. Now don’t fucking touch it again,
okay?”

“Okay,” Matt said in a
disappointed tone.

Jen glared at him for a moment, then went
back to work on her pussy, slipping two fingers inside it. She
started fucking herself, initially taking her time before ramping
things up. It wasn’t long before she was hammering her fingers in
and out of her pussy, getting it wetter and wetter while her groans
grew continually louder.

Looking up at her, Matt tried to keep the
smile off his face but couldn’t. He was enjoying himself way too
much. His dick was harder than ever, sticking straight up out of
his pants, pointed directly towards the ceiling. It was all he
could do to not start playing with it, especially with Jen standing
over him, taunting him with her fingers inside her sweet pussy.

Grinning widely, enjoying
herself immensely, Jen pulled her fingers out of her pussy and
stuck them in her mouth and sucked her juices off. Then
she spread Matt’s legs apart and stepped forward,
her body in between his legs, so her pussy was directly above his
cock, just inches away.

Matt reached out towards her pussy but she
slapped him away again.

“Don’t touch
anything,” Jen said,
staring at him. Her smile had morphed into a an evil little smirk.
“Not until I tell you to. Understand?”

“Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“Yes mistress.”

“That’s better,” Jen said.
She climbed atop the couch and straddled Him. Then she sat down on
Matt’s stomach and backed her ass up until it was pushing back
against his cock. She reached around her ass and grabbed his cock
and started stroking it, bouncing it against her ass and rubbing it
up and down her crack as she jerked him off.

“Do you like it when I
torture you like this?” she asked.

“Not really,” Matt replied.
While he normally loved it when Jen took control, she’d never
displayed this level of dominance before. And it was making him a
little uncomfortable.

Jen tilted her head slightly and glared at
him.

“I mean, yes,” he said. “I
like it.”

“No you don’t, but that’s
okay,” Jen said. “Because I do. And tonight, that’s all that
matters, right?”

“Yes, mistress,” Matt
said.

“You want me to sit on it,
don’t you?” she said.

Matt nodded.

“How do you ask?” Jen
said.

“Please,” he
said.

“Please what?”

“Please sit on my cock,”
Matt said.

Jen cocked her head and gave him a look that
said she was expecting more.

It took Matt a moment to figure out what
else she wanted from him. Then he had it. “Mistress,” he added.

“Maybe later,” she said
before releasing his cock.

Matt let out a disappointed groan and Jen
laughed. Then she put her hands on her tits and started playing
with them, pushing them together, rubbing her nipples, squeezing
them tightly.

“You like these perfect
little titties, don’t you?” she asked.

“Yes, mistress,” Matt said,
finally starting to figure out what she wanted from him.

“Would you like to suck on
them?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Say the whole thing,” she
said. “I want to hear the words.”

“Please let me suck on your
tits, mistress.”

 “Very good,” Jen
said. “You’re finally starting to get the hang of this. Keep it up
and I may just reward you. But first, I’m going to mess with you
some more.”

She pressed her tits up against Matt’s face
and shook them back and forth, smacking him with them.

“Stick your tongue out,”
Jen said.

Matt did as he was told.

She stuck one of her nipples directly in
front of his mouth. “Lick it.”

Matt did, noting how hard her nipple already
was. Jen seemed to really be getting off on this.

She stuck her nipple further into his mouth.
“Now suck on it.”

Again Matt did what he was told.

“Harder,” she
said.

Jen groaned as Matt sucked on her nipple
with everything he had. Once it was rock-hard he switched to the
other nipple and gave it the same treatment. She groaned some more
and wrapped her arms around his head, pulling him deeper into her,
making it difficult for him to breath. She squeezed harder for a
moment before releasing his head, her tit popping out of his
mouth.

Jen leaned back and slid her ass further up
his chest and laid her ankles on the back of the couch so her pussy
was right in his face. Then and started playing with herself again.
Her ring and index fingers moved in and out of her pussy, slid up
to rub her clit, then plunged back into her snatch.

“You like watching me fuck
myself, don’t you?” she said. “You like seeing me bang my tight
little pussy with my fingers, right?”

“Yes mistress.”

“You want to taste it,
don’t you?” she asked. “Tell me you want to taste my pussy. Beg for
it.”

“Please mistress, let me
taste your pussy,” Matt said. It sounded more natural than before
now that he was getting used to the situation. For some reason it
no longer was embarrassing to get treated like this.

“If you really want to,”
Jen said. She increased the pace, hammering
her fingers inside herself, getting it nice and juicy. Then she
pulled them out and jammed them deep into Matt’s mouth.

He gagged for a second before sucking on
them proper, tasting her familiar sweetness.

“That’s right,” she said.
“Clean my fingers of my pussy juices. Suck them until they’re
sparkling.”

Matt did so, running his tongue up and down
each one individually.

“There you go,” Jen said.
“Just like that.”

Half a minute later she pulled her fingers
from his mouth.

“You liked that, didn’t
you?” she said.

Matt nodded.

She smacked him in the cheek, hard enough to
sting. “Didn’t you?” she said again, more intensely this time.

“I loved it,” he said,
still reeling a bit from the slap. It had caught him off guard; Jen
had never done anything like that to him before. He quickly added a
“mistress” before she smacked him again.

“That’s good to hear,” Jen
said. “Because you’re about to get the real thing, right from the
source. Open your mouth.”

Matt did as he was told without hesitation.
Smiling, Jen climbed to her feet so she was standing on the couch.
She carefully turned around, so she was facing the same way as
Matt, her ass now right in his face. With one leg on either side of
his body, she backed her ass up until his head was directly beneath
her spread legs, then she pushed his head back into the cushions,
holding it down so his face was turned up towards the ceiling.
Finally she squatted down, dropping her ass and pussy right onto
his face, smothering him.

As Matt fought for breath, Jen rubbed her
ass on his face, then started bouncing up and down on it. Her pussy
was dropping right onto his mouth and her asshole atop his
nose.

“Tongue out,” Jen
said.

Matt did as he was told.

“Now hold it there,” she
said.

Matt held his tongue rigid as she bounced on
it, her moans growing with every thrust.

“That’s right,” Jen said,
his tongue going deep inside her pussy. “Just like that, baby. Just
like that.”

She started bouncing atop his face more
aggressively. After half a minute, she bounced down on him one last
time and held her ass down on his face, giving him her entire
weight, suffocating him, forcing him to breathe her in. So he did,
taking his air from her pussy as she grinded on his face, getting
off on his tongue.

“Holy fuck!” Jen said,
practically screaming. She shook and shimmied atop his face for a
few seconds and then juices came flooding out of her pussy, soaking
his face, as an orgasm passed through her.

And then Jen was climbing off his face,
leaving Matt gasping for breath.

“You were a good little
boy,” Jen said. “So now I’m going to reward you.”

She climbed down off his face and slid down
his body until she was between his legs, on her knees and facing
him. She had his cock in her hand and was slowly stroking it,
taunting Matt, teasing him.

“It’s so fucking huge,” Jen
said as she stuck out her tongue and licked it, from the tip down
to his balls then back up again. “And it tastes so fucking
good.”

She giggled and then started sucking on it,
first taking just the tip in her mouth while one hand worked his
shaft and the other went down and played with his balls.

Jen worked the tip of his cock for a few
seconds then started letting it further into her mouth, bouncing up
and down on it, taking more of it every time, until pretty soon she
was swallowing the whole thing. She deep-throated Matt a couple of
times, each time spending a couple seconds with his entire cock in
her mouth before coming up for air. The third time she held it
there for nearly ten seconds, maintaining eye contact the whole
time, before finally coughing and gagging and sliding his cock out
of her mouth.

“Is that how they do it in
the movies you like to watch?” Jen asked while jerking Matt off.
She knew damn well that they did but liked to taunt him about it
just the same. 

“You do it better than they
do,” Matt said.

“You’re damn right I do,”
Jen replied. She spit on his cock and jerked him off some more,
then slid back a little bit and dropped her head down and sucked on
his balls. “What about this?” she said after popping them out of
her mouth. “They do this too, don’t they?”

“Yes,” he said.

Jen grabbed his legs and pulled on them,
sliding him further down the couch so his ass was hanging off the
end of it. She grabbed his legs and spread them apart, then pushed
them back, exposing his asshole, which she proceeded to lick. Matt
shuddered and took a deep breath.

“And this?” she said after
tonguing his asshole for a few seconds. “This too?”

“Sometimes,” he said
hoarsely. “But only in the really nasty ones.”

“But those are the ones you
like, right? The nastier the better?”

Matt nodded and tried to swallow but his
throat was too dry and there was just a soft click. It was taking
everything he had to keep from cumming all over her face.

Jen smiled and went back to work on his
asshole, licking it, sticking her tongue in it, running her tongue
up his taint to the bottom of his balls, sucking on them for a bit,
then running her tongue back down to his asshole.

“Holy fucking shit,” Matt
said as Jen slipped the tip of her tongue into his asshole. “I
can’t believe you’re doing this.”

But Jen was, and doing it well, sending
lightning bolts of pleasure up his spine as she tongue-fucked his
asshole while continuing to jerk his cock off. It felt so good Matt
had to bite down on his bottom lip to keep from screaming aloud. It
felt too good, in fact. If Jen kept this up, Matt was going to cum
within half a minute.

With this in mind, he quickly scooted back
onto the couch, forcing Jen’s tongue to slip out of his
asshole.

Smiling up at him, loving every second of
his discomfort, Jen said, “Too much for you, huh?”

“Almost,” he
replied.

“You know,” she said. “In
those movies you watch, the guys last hours. And here you are,
ready to cum after just a couple minutes of the freaky
shit.”

“There’s a reason I just
watch them and don’t take part in them,” Matt said.

“Fair enough,” Jen said.
“Lucky for you, there are plenty of things you can do that won’t
leave you in any danger of cumming. Things that happen in those
movies you love to watch.”

Smiling, Jen climbed up onto the couch,
lying on it lengthwise, her back to the cushions. As Matt stared,
the grin on his face matching Jen’s, she grabbed ahold of her
ankles and pulled her legs open, spreading her legs wide and
leaving her pussy staring Matt right in the face.

“Your turn,” Jen
said.

Matt got into a better
position, then buried his face between her legs and started eating
her pussy. Now this was something he was comfortable with.

Matt didn’t have a problem licking a woman’s
pussy. As far as he was concerned, it was a no-lose situation. You
got your girl off without having to worry about cumming yourself.
Plus he’d never come across a woman who didn’t like it. Not to
mention, Jen’s pussy was perfectly manicured and impeccably clean.
He could lick her snatch all night long and be completely
content.

He ate Jen’s pussy like an expert,
constantly mixing things up, sucking on her clit for a little while
then running his tongue up and down her snatch before sticking a
couple fingers inside her then fucking her with his rigid tongue.
Every once in a while he would shift the angle of his head a bit so
he could look up at her. Seeing her look of pure enjoyment would
always excite him even further and get him more excited.

They were about five minutes in and Jen was
really starting to get into it, the sounds of her breathing
becoming more and more labored as she rose towards orgasm. She
grabbed ahold of his hair and pulled him deeper into her pussy,
jamming his face into her flesh, nearly smothering him. Then she
wrapped her legs around his neck so Matt couldn’t go anywhere.

“My god,” she said in a
deep, guttural voice. “Right there, don’t stop. Right fucking
there, don’t you dare fucking stop!”

Matt had no intention of stopping even
before Jen said anything. He was having way too much fun. Besides,
he couldn’t have stopped even if he wanted to because of Jen’s legs
smashing his face against her pussy.

Jen bucked against his face more
aggressively, screaming loudly now as she rose higher and higher
towards orgasm. Her pussy was gushing, soaking Matt with its
wetness and drenching his face as though he’d just gotten out of
the shower.

His confidence growing due to Jen’s
excitement, Matt decided to kick things up a notch. He grabbed
ahold of Jen’s ass cheeks and slid his thumb along the crack of her
ass until he found her asshole. Using her copious pussy juices as
lubrication, Matt rubbed the tip of thumb around the outer edge of
Jen’s asshole a couple times to get her warmed up. Then slipped his
thumb into her anus.

Jen let out a sharp, yelping gasp and her
body froze up for a couple seconds before exhaling in a rush as an
orgasm immediately passed through her. Her pussy released another
wave of juices, drenching his face even further.

Jen’s legs shimmied for another few seconds,
then she released her leglock on Matt’s head. Yanking on his hair,
she lifted him up towards her face. She scooted forward and
aggressively shoved her tongue down into his mouth while
simultaneously grabbing ahold of his cock and jerking him off.

“You like sticking your
thumb in my ass, do you?” she said, breaking off their kiss with a
yank on his hair.

Matt nodded.

“Is there anything else you
want to stick in there?”

He nodded again.

Jen laughed. “Yeah, I’m sure there is. You
want to stick your cock in my little asshole, don’t you?”

He nodded yet again.

“Well, I’ll make you a
deal,” Jen said. “If you do a good enough job licking my asshole,
then maybe, just maybe, I’ll even let you stick your cock inside
it.”

“Are you
serious?”

Jen nodded.

“I didn’t know you were
into that sort of thing.”

“That’s because you never
asked,” she said.

“So you mean all this time,
all I had to do was make an attempt and you would have let it
happen?“

“Well, not just any time,”
Jen said. “But certainly there was a couple times, where if you
would have made a move towards it, I wouldn’t have fought you on
it.”

Matt mentally smacked himself in the
forehead with his palm.

“And here you thought the
only girls willing to do that were the ones you watched on your
movies,” Jen said.

“Little did I know I had
one sharing a bed with me.”

Jen shrugged. “Well, now you know,” she
said. “But you’d better do a great job with your tongue down there
or we’ll have to wait until a different night to take things to the
next level.”

“Oh, don’t worry about
that,” Matt said. “I’ll lick like I’ve never licked
before.”

“We’ll just see about
that,” Jen said. “We’ll just see.”

To show Jen how serious he was, Matt dropped
his head down and immediately started licking her asshole, his
tongue moving up and down and around the edges.

“Holy shit that feels so
fucking good,” Jen said, staring down at him. Her eyes were wide
and her mouth was turned up in a huge smile. Matt didn’t think he’d
ever seen her so excited. So he kept pushing the
envelope.

Making his tongue rigid, he jammed it into
Jen’s asshole as far as he could and started to tongue fuck her.
Jen’s screams turned even more animated and her breathing rate
increased.

“Oh my fucking god!” she
said. “Tongue-fuck my dirty shithole, baby. Just like that. Yes,
YES, YES!”

Getting off himself on Jen’s excitement,
Matt spread her asscheeks with his hands, allowing him deeper
access to her insides. Tilting his eyes up, he could see Jen
fingering her snatch with one hand and squeezing and pinching one
of her nipples with the other.

Matt continued working Jen’s asshole as
aggressively as he could, jamming his tongue further and further
inside it as she continued playing with herself, which opened her
anus wider, allowing him deeper inside.

Just as Jen was about to cum again, she
transferred the hand that was squeezing her nipple to Matt’s hair
and held his head in place, his tongued jammed deep into her
asshole while she rubbed her clit forcefully.

“Fuck, FUCK, FUCK!” Jen
screamed. “I’m gonna fucking cum again!”

Half a minute later she did exactly that,
her pussy squirting juices everywhere again and her body shaking
and shivering for nearly ten seconds before falling still this
time.

Using his hair, Jen pulled Matt’s head up
towards her own. She pressed her forehead against his and said,
“Okay. I think you earned the right to fuck my ass.”

Smiling, Matt slipped his tongue into her
mouth and they made out for a little bit while Jen ran her hand
down to his cock and started playing with it.

Matt was excited. Probably too excited,
really. He’d dreamt about fucking Jen in the ass ever since he’d
met her but figured it would never come to pass. And he was so
wound up after all the foreplay that he doubted he’d last long. But
those were the breaks. It was better to have fucked Jen’s ass for a
couple minutes than not at all. Or something like that.

So he broke off the kiss and slid back down
her body until he was standing on the floor. He was tempted to put
Jen on her hands and knees so he could fuck her doggy-style, but
considering how much he liked that position, he was sure it would
just serve lessen the (already limited) amount of time he’d be able
to fuck her before cumming, so he kept her on her back.

Matt grabbed Jen’s ankles and pulled her
legs up, lifting her ass off the cushions of the couch and bringing
her asshole closer to his cock. Jen hooked her arms under her knees
to hold her legs in place and looked at him with a filthy little
grin.

“Are you ready for this?”
Matt asked her.

“I am,” Jen said. “The real
question is, are you?”

“Hell yes,” he
replied.

“Then do it,” she said.
“Stick that hard cock of yours into my pretty little
asshole.”

Matt couldn’t turn down a request like that,
so he did as Jen had asked, grabbing ahold of his cock and sticking
the tip of it against her asshole, then taking a deep breath and
pushing his hips forward.

The tip of his cock slipped into Jen’s
asshole. It was a tight fit but not uncomfortable. Just weird.
Unlike her pussy, Jen’s asshole provided consistent pressure to
every centimeter of his cock at one. Plus it was tight as shit.

But it felt incredible. So good, in fact,
that Matt was afraid he was going to cum just from breaking the
seal. After entering Jen, he stayed completely still, taking a
couple of deep breaths while trying not to move at all.

Jen could tell the difference too. She was
taking short, shallow breaths and her eyes were closed in
concentration. A strange combination of pleasure and pain played
over her features.

Matt knew how she felt. While the pleasure
was undeniable, there was a certain level of discomfort there too.
Too bad he didn’t have any lube; that would certainly help. Well,
next time he’d know. For now, he would just have to make the best
out of it.

Jen helped things a bit, spitting onto her
hand and rubbing her saliva over his cock. That helped some,
allowing him to move a little bit without too much effort. And when
Jen started rubbing her clit it helped even more.

The more she played with herself, the more
she relaxed, and the more her anus loosened up. After half a minute
or so, Matt was able to move at a slow but consistent pace, his
cock going deeper and deeper into Jen’s asshole with every
pump.

“Your asshole is so fucking
tight,” Matt said, staring down at her with an intense
gaze.

Jen just nodded her head and continued
playing with her pussy.

“It feels good though,”
Matt said. “Doesn’t it?”

Jen nodded again.

And it did to Matt too, despite the
tightness. There was just something about fucking Jen in the ass
that was so nasty, so perverted, so flat-out wrong that it turned
him on like crazy just thinking about it. And even though he was
barely moving against her at all, it took everything he had to keep
from cumming.

Matt leaned forward and stuck his tongue
into Jen’s mouth, hoping to take his mind off how close he was to
orgasm, but it didn’t work. If anything, her lips on his felt so
good that it brought him even closer to cumming. Which wasn’t a
surprise; kissing while fucking almost always had that effect on
him.

“I don’t know how much
longer I can last,” he said, pulling his mouth off Jen’s for a
moment.

“That’s okay,” she said,
speaking desperately. “I don’t know how much more I can
take.”

“In fact, I think I’m ready
to cum right now.”

“I think that’s a great
idea,” Jen said.

“Yeah?” Matt
asked.

Jen nodded her head. Then she grabbed the
back of Matt’s head and pulled him closer to her. She knew how much
he liked kissing while fucking and figured it would get him to
finish up that much quicker.

She was right.

Matt started moving more rapidly against
her, still not all the quickly but at a faster pace than any other
time since he’d stuck his cock in her ass. In the end, it was more
than enough.

Five seconds later, he was ready to cum.

“Shit, shit, shit,” he said
under his breath, just like he always did before he
came.

“Spray my stomach with it,”
Jen said, staring him right in the eyes, knowing exactly what was
coming.

Matt nodded as his orgasm arrived and pulled
his cock out of Jen’s asshole and leaned forward, so his cock was
lying atop her pussy. Jen reached down and grabbed ahold of his
cock and jerked him off, bringing him the final last little bit to
the edge, and then over it. He came right away, shooting his seed
all over Jen’s stomach, just like she’d requested.

It was a massive load, four full pumps,
covering Jen’s washboard stomach with his pale white sperm.

“That wasn’t quite what I
expected,” Matt said after he was done, offering her a little
smile.

“Me neither,” Jen replied.
“But it wasn’t bad.”

“No, not at all,” he said.
“It was just . . . different.”

“Yeah,” she said. “Much
different.”

They shared a laugh then a kiss.

“Next time we’ll have to
prepare better,” Jen said.

This surprised Matt a bit. “There’s going to
be a next time?”

“Sure,” she said. “You do
want to try it again, right?”

“Well, yeah,” he said. “I
just figured you wouldn’t.”

“Why not?”

Matt shrugged.

“Don’t get me wrong,” Jen
said. “It wasn’t great. But it wasn’t bad either. And it was almost
good. A little more warm up next time, some drinks beforehand and a
little bit more attention to my asshole before you stick your cock
in there, plus a whole lot of lube, and I think I could really get
into it.”

“Yeah?” Matt
said.

Jen nodded. “It was intense,” she said.
“More intense than usual.”

“That’s the truth,” he
said.

“If done properly, I think
it would cause one hell of a monster orgasm.”

“I can see that,” Dan said,
thinking about how hard he came after just having his cock in her
ass for a short time. “I can totally see that.”

“Then it’s a date,” Jen
said. “Saturday night. We’ll do it the right way.”

“Sounds great,” Matt said.
He couldn’t wait.
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OWNING HIS ASS

 HUNTER MONROE

 

For Alison Tyler, getting divorced was a
blessing in disguise.

At first she was pissed as all hell; after
all, she’d been married for 10 fucking years. In hindsight,
however, it opened up her life to things she had never imagined
doing. After she got divorced it was like starting a new life.

She had been so pissed that for six whole
months she slept with every guy she could get her hands on. It
didn’t matter what they looked like, how old they were, where she
found them; Alison fucked them all. In those six months she learned
more about herself and she’d ever known. As it turned out she was a
complete and total freak in bed, capable of doing things she’d
never even previously imagined.

But there was one thing she enjoyed more
than all the others combined: dominating men. And more
specifically, fucking them in the ass.

Owning a man, making him do what she wanted,
and then humiliating him made her feel powerful and turned her on
in ways she’d not thought possible. She was addicted to the feeling
and sought it out whenever she could.

Over the last couple of months Alison had
compiled a list of regulars; men who were willing to let her do
whatever she wanted to them. And not only did they enjoy it, they
lived for it.

One such man was David. A small,
mousy-looking guy in his mid-thirties, he was the first man she’d
ever fucked in the ass. The first couple of times it had been
slightly awkward and Alison had been afraid to get too aggressive
with him, but soon she’d realized that the harder she gave it to
him, the more he liked it. So now she didn’t hold back at all. And
tonight she was going to take things to a new level.
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They were in David’s living room, in the
middle of the floor. David was on his knees on the carpet, naked,
looking up at Alison, who towered over him in her black,
full-bodied leather outfit and thigh-high leather boots. Strapped
to her waist was a big, black dildo, seven inches long and the
width of a flashlight. Alison was slowly stroking her rubber cock,
staring down at David.

“Do you see what I have for
you today,” Alison said.

David nodded his head. There was fear in his
eyes but it was mixed with a healthy dose of excitement. Exactly
what Alison loved to see.

“I told you I had a
surprise,” Alison said.

“It’s fucking huge,” David
said. “Bigger than ever.”

“That’s right,” Alison
said. “And you know why?”

David shook his head.

“It’s because I know you
can take it, David.”

He laughed under his breath. “I don’t know
about that.”

“But I do,” Alison said.
She bent down until their heads were on the same level. Then she
grabbed ahold of his chin, and squeezed tight. “Because you’re a
man, right David? And men are tough. Isn’t that right
David?”

“I guess,” he
said.

“Don’t give me that shit,”
Alison said. “You think you’re tougher than me. You know it, and I
know it. Right?”

David reluctantly nodded.

“Which means you can take
whatever I can, right?”

He nodded again.

“And considering I’ve taken
a cock this size up my ass many times, you can to,
right?”

Defeated, David nodded again.

“See?” Alison said,
beaming. “My logic is unassailable, right?”

“It certainly appears to
be.”

“Which also means that you
can take other things that I’ve taken, right?”

At that point David appeared to just give
up. He just said, “right,” in a flat tone.

“Oh, don’t look so sad,”
Alison said. “I promise not to do anything to you that hasn’t been
done to me before. And I’ve come through it fine, so I’m sure you
will to. All right?”

“All right,” he
said.

“Good,” she said. “So are
you ready to get started?”

David nodded.

And without another word, Alison bent down
and slapped him in the face.

David took it like a man, hardly making any
sound at all beyond a little grunt.

“Very good,” Alison said,
smiling. Then she slapped him again. Harder this time.

But still David barely made a noise.

“Did that hurt?” Alison
asked.

“A little,” David
said.

“Just a little?” Alison
said.

David nodded.

“Then I guess I’m not doing
it hard enough,” she replied. And she smacked him again. And again.
And again. The sound of flesh on flesh was like a gunshot echoing
about the room.

After the sixth consecutive slap to the same
side of the face, David cracked, letting out a loud groan and
following it with an f-bomb.

“That one got to you,
didn’t it?” Alison said, grinning like the devil.

“Yeah,” David said. His
cheek was bright red and his breathing rate was ragged and tears
leaked out of his eyes.

Laughing, Alison grabbed a handful of his
hair and yanked back on it, exposing his neck to her.

“Do you want me to stop
smacking you? Do you want me to do something else?”

“Yes please,” David
said.

“Fine,” she said. “But
don’t say you didn’t ask for it.”

“I won’t.”

 “Then open your
fucking mouth,” she said.

David did as he was told.

“That’s a good boy,” Alison
said. And she shoved her cock in his mouth, forcing it more than
halfway down his throat right from the get-go.

Starting off so quickly caught David off
guard, and he immediately started hacking and coughing. But Alison
didn’t let up, pumping his mouth with her cock without slowing down
one bit.

Drool and spit poured out of David’s mouth
and he dropped his head and closed his eyes for a few seconds.

“Look at me,” Alison said,
giving him a smack on the cheek while continuing to pump his mouth
with her cock. “Don’t you know the first rule of sucking cock?
Maintain eye contact.”

David did as he was told, tilting his chin
upwards so he could look up at Alison.

“That’s better,” Alison
said. She pumped his mouth a couple more times before letting her
cock slip out, giving him a chance to breath.

“You like that don’t you?”
Alison said as David filled his lungs with air. “You like having my
fat cock down your fucking throat, right?”

David nodded.

“That’s what I thought,”
she said. “Now open up again. We’re not done yet.”

As David opened up open again Alison slipped
her cock back into his mouth. She pumped his face a few times
before forcing him to deepthroat her.

David coughed and gagged and tried to pull
away. But Alison wouldn’t let him go anywhere. She held her cock
deep in his throat for a full seven seconds before pulling it back
out.

Coughing, David gasped for air. His face was
bright red and sweat was gathering on his brow.

“Not bad,” Alison said.
“Not bad at all.” She smacked his face with her cock. “The good
news is I’m done forcing you to suck my cock.”

“And the bad news?” David
said.

“There is no bad news,” she
replied. “Only more good news.”

“And what is
that?”

“Now it’s time for round
two. Which consists of me sticking this monstrous strap-on into
your asshole.”

“That doesn’t sound like
good news to me,” David said.

Smiling wickedly, Alison said. “I never said
it was good for you. But it sure as hell is going to be good for
me. Now get on your hands and knees. It’s time to get down to
business.”

David got into the doggy position on the
floor, his cute little ass sticking up in the air. Dropping to her
knees, Alison grabbed one of his asscheeks in each hand and spread
them wide, opening up his asshole to her. It was still pretty
tight; it definitely needed some loosening up before she fucked him
with her dildo.

She grabbed a bottle of lube from the floor
next to her and squirted a little bit on the tip of her index
finger. Then she ran that finger down the crack of his ass and
started rubbing it around the edges of his asshole.

David groaned in pleasure as she played with
his asshole, bringing a second finger into the mix to increase the
surface area but still not penetrating him. She was having to much
fun messing with him to give him what he wanted yet.

She let another stream of lube drip down the
crack of his ass then worked it in with her fingers while she
played with his cock and balls with her free hand. After half a
minute of this, she finally let him have it, slipping the tip of
her index finger into his asshole.

David let out a little yelp followed by a
low groan as she broke the seal. His moans and breathing rate
increased as she worked his asshole with her fingers, sliding it
halfway inside his anus and working it around in circles a few
times before pulling it back out.

“You like that, don’t you?”
Alison said, grabbing him by the hair and pulling his head back
towards her, forcing him to arch his spine. “You like it when I
stick one of my fingers in your ass, don’t you?”

David nodded his head.

“Do you want more fingers
in your ass?”

David nodded again.

“Say it,” Alison
said.

“Yes please,” David said.
“Fuck my ass with your fingers.”

“That’s better,” Alison
said, releasing his hair.

As David fell back down into the doggy
position, Alison lubed up her fingers once again, then stuck two of
them into his asshole. As David groaned some more, she worked both
fingers into his anus, forcing them deep inside him, until they had
completely disappeared.

Holding them there, deep inside David’s
asshole, Alison said, “I think you’re nice and warmed up now. Are
you ready for the real thing?”

“Yes please,” David
said.

“What do you want me to
do?” Alison said, clearly enjoying herself.

“I want you to fuck my
asshole,” David said.

“Fuck it with what?” she
asked as she worked her fingers in and out of his
asshole.

“With your big black
dildo,” he replied.

“Are you sure?” Alison
said, giving him a smack on the ass for good measure.

“Yes,” David said. “I’m
positive.”

“Beg for it,” Alison said,
smacking his ass again.

“Please fuck me with your
big black cock,” David said. “I need it. I need it bad.”

Smiling like the devil, Alison pulled her
fingers out of his ass. “All right,” she said with mock reluctance.
“If that’s really what you want, then I guess I’m going to have to
give it to you.”

She squirted some lube on the tip of her
dildo and jerked herself off to work it in until the whole thing
was coated and glistening in the light. Then she sidled up to David
until her hips were touching his ass.

“Are you sure you’re ready
for this?” Alison said, letting her cock lie atop his ass, settling
in the crack. “Are you sure you’re ready for me to destroy your ass
with my cock?”

“Yes, mistress,” David
said.

“All right,” Alison said.
“But no whining or crying about it afterwards.”

“I promise.”

Literally shivering with enjoyment and
anticipation, Alison grabbed ahold of her strap-on and pressed the
tip of the dildo against David’s asshole. After a couple moments of
torturing him with the expectation of penetration, she finally
slipped the head of the dildo into his asshole.

David sucked in his breath and exhaled in a
slow moan as Alison gave him just the tip for a few seconds before
forcing her cock further inside his asshole and starting to pump
him with it.

“Holy fucking shit,” Alison
said, looking down to watch as her cock slid in and out of David’s
asshole, going deeper with every pass while he groaned in pleasure
and pain beneath him. “That’s so fucking hot.”

It wasn’t long before Alison was giving
David her cock balls-deep in his asshole, making the whole dildo
disappear inside him with every thrust. His grunts were deeper,
more animalistic, which just turned Alison on even more.

“You’re a good little
whore, aren’t you?” Alison said as she pummeled David, hammering
away at him, even slapping his ass a couple of times for good
measure. “You love taking my cock in your ass, don’t
you?”

“Yes,” David said, barely
able to get the word out between moans and deep breaths.

“What?” Alison said,
grinning like a madwoman. “I couldn’t hear you.”

“Yes, mistress,” David
said, a little louder this time. “I love taking your cock in my
ass.”

“That’s better,” Alison
said. “But the fun is just beginning, David. Remember when I told
you that you were going to get treated the way I get treated? Well,
get ready, baby, because the heat is about to get turned
up.”

Laughing, Alison grabbed ahold of his hair
and yanked on it, forcing his chin up and exposing his neck while
causing him to arch his back to alleviate some of the pressure.
This also changed the angle of penetration, allowing Alison’s cock
to impale him more deeply.

David’s cries turned louder as Alison
pummeled his asshole, pounding away at him with everything she had.
It wasn’t long before he was filling up the room with his screams
and grunts and moans.

“Now you know how it
feels,” Alison said her voice rising to match his. “Now you know
what it’s like to get treated like a piece of meat, like a toy
whose only good for your holes. Do you like it, David? Huh? Do you
like it?”

But David doesn’t answer. At least, not in
words. But the sounds coming from his mouth are answer enough.

“Yeah, that’s what I
thought,” Alison said, releasing his hair and letting her cock
slide out of his asshole.

David’s head dropped and he let it hang
while taking a few moments to catch his breath. His skin was red
from exertion and his chest was heaving.

Alison gave him a minute to recover, then
ordered him to turn over onto his back.

He did as he was told. His cock was still
rock hard. Apparently he’d enjoyed everything she’d done to him. Or
part of him had, at least. Alison grabbed his legs and spread them
wide then scooted up until she was between them.

“You did well,” she said,
offering him a little smile. “You took it like a man and I’m proud
of you for that.”

“Thanks,” David
said.

“And now I’m going to
reward you,” Alison said.

“How?”

“By taking it easier on you
this time,” she said, lifting up his hips to give her a better
angle to fuck his ass. “And maybe I’ll even pay some attention to
your cock. Would you like that?”

David nodded.

“But first things first,”
Alison said, pressing the tip of her cock against his asshole. “Are
you ready for more of this?”

David nodded again.

 

Smiling, Alison slid her cock back into his
asshole. It was a bit of an awkward angle, so she grabbed his legs
and pushed them towards him, folding him in half.

David had been in this position before and
knew the drill. He hooked his arms under his knees so Alison could
free up her hands for other duties, including the most important
one in David’s mind, working his cock and balls.

And work them she did, jerking him off with
one hand and cupping her hand around his balls with the other while
continuing to fuck his ass.

Despite the discomfort of having seven
inches of dildo stretching his asshole out, the look on David’s
face was pure bliss. Alison worked his cock expertly, jerking him
off with just the right amount of pressure to provide maximum
pleasure without bringing him to orgasm yet. And her other hand
caressed his balls like a pro, squeezing and playing with them,
altering the pressure constantly, keeping him on his toes.

“You look like you’re
enjoying yourself,” Alison said, staring him directly in the
eyes.

“I am,” David said.
“Immensely.”

“What do you say to
me?”

“Thank you, mistress,” he
answered. “Thank you so much.”

“Thank you for being such a
good sport,” Alison said. “It’s because you did so well earlier
that I’m rewarding you like this.”

“I know,” David said. “And
thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” she
replied.

Normally Alison wasn’t so kind to David (or
any other man, for that matter) but there was a reason behind it.
It was simple, actually. She enjoyed getting a man’s hopes up
before bringing them crashing down. Making him think he was going
to get to cum and then delaying it longer while she worked him over
in other ways. A little pleasure led to even more pain and
frustration in the end. Which was where she was just about to
go.

David’s cock was threatening to burst
through the skin and his balls were all swollen, just waiting to
burst. She could have easily gotten him to orgasm within seconds,
but that wasn’t the plan. She wanted to mess with him some
more.

“You like that, don’t you?”
Alison said, still working his cock and balls while fucking his
ass. “You like me jerking you off while fucking your ass with this
big cock of mine.”

“I fucking love it,” David
said, a little grin making its way onto his face.

“Yeah, I can tell,” she
said. “And you’re ready to cum, aren’t you? You’re hard as shit and
it looks like it to me, but I’m just a girl and I don’t now about
these things. So tell me, are you desperate to cum?”

David nodded.

“What?” she
asked.

“Yes please,” he
said.

“I want to hear you say
it.”

“Please finish me off,”
David said. “I need to cum. I’m desperate.”

“I’m sure you are,” Alison
said, jerking him off even more aggressively while keeping her cock
planted in his ass.

David tensed up a bit and his eyes went
wide. She figured he had about ten seconds to go before he was
going to burst.

“Is this what you want?”
Alison asked. “For me to finish you off?”

“Yes please,” David said,
his voice desperate.

“Are you sure? You want to
cum? Right now?”

“Yes,” he said. “Yes,
please.”

Alison turned up the heat even further.
David’s eyelids started to flutter and his breath caught in his
throat. He was just a few seconds away now.

“Is it time?” Alison asked.
“Are you about to cum?”

He nodded emphatically.

“Well too bad!” Alison
said, suddenly releasing his cock and giving it a rough smack. She
laughed as David flinched and his balls shrunk back a bit. “You
didn’t like that too much, did you?”

David shook his head. He had a wounded look
on his face, which made Alison laugh even harder.

“Ohh, poor baby,” she said.
“But don’t worry, I’ll finish you off soon enough. I just want to
mess with you some more. Okay?”

David nodded reluctantly.

“Good boy,” Alison said.
She pulled her cock out of his ass and scooted forward, still
straddling him, until she was right above his upper chest and her
cock (which was still coated with his ass juices) was directly
above his face. Then she sat down, using his chest as a
seat.

She smacked him in the face with her dildo a
couple of times then slipped it into his mouth. Gripping his head
with her hands, Alison fucked David’s face, slamming her cock in
and out of his mouth as quickly as she could, forcing him to taste
his own ass.

David’s face was red from exertion and his
eyes were leaking tears. He was gagging and coughing but Alison
didn’t slow down one bit

Staring down at him, her face inches from
his, their eyes locked together, Alison said, “Take it big boy.
Take it like a man. Or should I say, like a woman would.”

Surprisingly, David did. He was hacking and
saliva was pouring out of his mouth but he wasn’t fighting her. He
was simply taking what she had to give.

Alison was having a great time. And she also
knew that deep down, on some level, David was too. He loved getting
abused like this, that much was obvious. It was why he came back to
Alison again and again, and would continue to come back to her even
after this debasing at her hands.

Finally, after face-fucking him for a good
two minutes, Alison pulled her cock out of David’s mouth. Staring
down at him, she said, “That was pretty impressive my friend. You
did even better than I’d expected.”

“Thank you,” he said, his
voice hoarse. “Are you going to let me cum now?”

“Soon,” Alison said. “Very
soon, I promise. But first you have to make me cum.”

Then Alison rose up on her legs and scooted
forward a bit, until one foot was on either side of David’s head.
Then she squatted back down until her dripping wet pussy was
hovering just above his mouth.

She was going to make him work for it,
strain his neck to reach his tongue to her pussy, but decided
against it. She was simply too wound up at this point for any more
games. She just needed to cum, and soon. So she got to it right
away.

“Tongue out,” she
said.

Once David obliged, Alison dropped all the
way down to her knees, dropping her pussy onto his face, smothering
him.

“There we go,” Alison said.
“That’s what I’m talking about.”

She grinded on his face, forcing his tongue
deeper and deeper inside of her.

After a few seconds of not being able to
breathe, David’s hands came up as if to try and push her off of
him. Alison grabbed his wrists and held them on the floor.

“Take it,” she said. “Just
take it. Don’t worry. You’ll be fine. I won’t let you
suffocate.”

David seemed to relax a bit and Alison took
advantage, releasing his arms long enough to reach back and grab
her asscheeks and spread them apart, opening herself up to him
further and forcing his face even more tightly against her flesh.
Then she put all her weight on his face.

She could feel David struggling for breath
beneath her, which turned her on even more. But he had enough fight
in him that he still had plenty of breath, even if his body wasn’t
convinced about that. So she remained planted on his face for
another ten seconds before lifting her body up just enough that he
could breath.

Alison gave him a few good gulps of 
air, then dropped her pussy right back onto his face. This time,
instead of smothering David, she rode his face, sliding her pussy
back and forth along his tongue, forcing him to tongue-fuck her
pussy.

Once she’d had enough of that, Alison
scooted her legs forward just a bit, until his tongue was working
her asshole instead of her pussy.

“That’s a good boy,” Alison
said. “Stick that fucking tongue in my dirty shithole.”

David did as he was told, sliding it as far
up into her asshole as he could.

“Goddammit that feels so
fucking good,” Alison said. She let go of his arms and leaned back,
putting her palms on the floor for support. Then she started to
bounce on his face, forcing his tongue in and out of her with
increased intensity, the dildo bouncing up and down in front of
her.

Her breath was growing more ragged now that
she was approaching orgasm. She brought one of her hands forward
and stuck two fingers inside her pussy. While David continued
tonguing her asshole, she slammed her fingers in and out of herself
while the dildo rested on top of her arm.

Alison shifted her legs so her feet were
once again on the floor, then rose up a bit until her pussy was
again hovering directly above his face. She stuck a third finger in
her pussy and continued banging her snatch faster and faster as the
orgasm washed over her.

“Holy fuck,” she groaned as
she came, her juices streaming out of her pussy and onto David’s
face.

He opened his mouth to accept her
offering.

“That’s right,” Alison
said. “Drink it up, baby. Take that blast of juices right into your
mouth.”

Once she was done cumming, Alison covered
his mouth with her hand, holding it there until he was forced to
swallow down the reservoir of her juices that had gathered
there.

“Good boy,” she said. “See
what it feels like to swallow someone else’s cum.”

She removed her hand from
David’s mouth. His face was soaking wet. His eyes were wide and
excited and he had a big smile on his face. And most importantly,
his cock was still sticking straight up. Alison figured it was time to finish him
off, once and for all. He’d certainly earned it.

“Well, you’ve taken
everything I’ve dished out,” Alison said, scooting her body back
down the length of his body until she was sitting between his legs.
“Now it’s time to finally let you cum. How does that
sound?”

“Great,” he said. “Thank
you.”

“You’re welcome,” Alison
said as she let a stream of saliva drip out of her mouth and onto
his cock then started gently stroking his cock.

David took a deep breath and let it out
slowly and his body tensed up immediately. It was obvious it wasn’t
going to take much to get him over the edge.

“Pretty jumpy, aren’t we,”
Alison said, smiling at him.

David nodded.

“We don’t have much time,
do we?”

He shook his head.

“Then I guess we’ll have to
ramp things up quickly,” she said.

He nodded again, more vigorously this
time.

Laughing, Alison continued working on his
cock, jerking him off with more aggression now while slipping two
fingers from her free hand into his asshole.

David let out a soft moan and his body
tensed up even further. His breath rate began to increase in time
with the quickness in which Alison pumped his asshole with her
fingers.

“I think it’s about that
time,” Alison said in a sing-song voice, her hand flying over his
cock now and her fingers pummeling his asshole. “Are you ready to
cum for me, baby?”

David nodded. Alison didn’t think he’d have
been able to speak even if he wanted to.

“Give it to me,” Alison
said. “Give me your cum. I want it. I want it now.”

David’s face turned up in a grimace and his
body tightened even further, his asshole squeezing Alison’s
fingers.

“Here it comes!” Alison
said, a smile spread across her face. “Here it comes!”

David let out a grunt and then released, his
body spasming multiple times, sending hot streams of sperm shooting
out of his cock, up into the air, only to fall back down and land
on his stomach.

Five pumps of his hips later, David was done
cumming. Alison let her fingers slide out of his asshole and milked
his cock with both hands, extracting every last bit of sperm from
the tip.

“Holy fuck,” David said,
laughing a bit himself. “That was insane.”

“Tell me about it,” Alison
said. “You’ve never cum that hard before.”

“Never in my life,” he
said. “Thank you.”

“My pleasure,” Alison
replied. “I take it you wouldn’t mind hooking up with me again
pretty soon?”

“Wouldn’t mind?” David
said. “I’d kill to hook up with you again.”

“Ahh, aren’t you cute,” she
said. “And I wouldn’t mind hooking up with you again. Assuming, of
course, you’re ready to let me do more to you next
time.”

“Whatever you want,” David
said immediately. “You can do whatever you want to me.”

“Are you sure about that?”
Alison said, tilting her head slightly. A sly little grin appeared
on her face as her mind went wild with possibilities.

“Positive,” David
said.

“All right then,” she said.
“Then I’ll see you again in one week. But I’m going to hold you to
your promise.”

“I can’t wait,” David
said.

“Neither can I,” Alison
replied, her smile growing wider. “Neither can I.”
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 THE ULTIMATE
SLUT

MICHAEL SCOTT TAYLOR

 

Sometimes you just need to fuck the shit out
of someone. Like after a particularly tough week at work. Or when
you get dumped by your girlfriend. Or screwed over by your cable
company. Or after one of the million other random, aggravating
things that happen on a daily basis in this fucked up world of ours
happens to you. Or maybe for no particular reason at all except
that what’s you feel like.

No matter what your motivation is, the best
way to protect yourself from unwanted trouble on those occasions is
to pay someone money to take a pounding. Nothing gives you the
freedom to do what you want like cold, hard cash.

Now, there are thousands upon thousands of
places in our inter-connected world where you can find the type of
woman you’re looking for. And many of those places you don’t even
have to give them money to take what you’re giving. But, like most
things in life, you get what you pay for. Which is why hiring a
professional escort is by far the best option.

The beauty of this approach is that you
always end up with exactly what you want, as long as you’re willing
to pay up, of course.

Do you have a hankering for a 5-foot tall,
100 pound, 20-year old blonde spinner with a tiny ass and small
tits? Or maybe a 6-foot, 170 pound Amazonian MILF with gigantic
tits and a huge rear end? Or something else entirely? Either way,
you’re in luck. Whatever style of woman you want is just a phone
call away.

And not only that but whatever style of
fucking you’re in the mood for is well within your grasp also. Do
you feel like smacking around a cute, submissive little sweetheart?
Or perhaps you’re in the mood to get dominated by a bad-ass chick
with half of her head shaved and tattoos covering her body? Or
maybe a nice romantic evening with a stunning model that includes
dinner and drinks and a passionate night of lovemaking afterwards?
No matter what, you can get exactly what you desire, as long as
you’re willing to pay for it. That’s the beauty of the free
market.

Thanks to escorts, I’ve done pretty much
everything imaginable with all types of women over the years, and
it has never gotten old. Variety is the spice of life, and with
hundreds of thousands of combinations right at my fingertips, I
never want for diversity.

But on this night, my mood is running a bit
on the extreme side. Lately my frustrations have been plenty, and
I’m in desperate need to take them out on someone. So I place a
phone call to an old standby, a young woman I’ve been with a couple
times before, and have never once had anything but a glorious night
with. Her name is Bonnie, and she is the ultimate slut.
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I rented a nice one-bedroom suite for the
night, because everyone knows that hotel room sex is better than
any other kind of sex, although to be honest, I’m not exactly sure
why. Regardless, I was sitting on the couch, enjoying the fourth
beer of a six-pack, when there was a knock on the door.

Smiling in excitement, I rose to answer it,
not even bothering to check the peephole. I knew who it was. And as
I opened the door, there stood Bonnie, in all her glory.

The funny thing about Bonnie was, if you saw
her out in public, you’d have no clue how depraved she truly was.
Let alone how much pure sluttiness she could exude when she wanted
to.

As she stood at the door dressed in a loose
sweatshirt, a pair of baggy jeans and sandals with just a hint of
makeup on and her hair done in a simple ponytail, she appeared to
be nothing more than a fairly normal, reasonably attractive woman
in her early twenties. If you looked closely you might notice the
incredibly tight body beneath the clothes or the bone structure of
her face or the amazing depth of her green eyes, but unless you saw
her done up and ready for action, you wouldn’t believe how
incredibly slutty she could be.

But I did. And I couldn’t wait to see the
transformation. So I held the door wide and let her in.

“So what’s on the table for
tonight?” Bonnie asked after I’d closed and locked the door behind
us.

“Oh, it’s gonna be a rough
one,” I replied, still smiling.

“Well, duh, I knew that,”
she said. “Otherwise you wouldn’t have called me. What I meant was,
how rough?”

“That depends on how much
you can handle,” I said.

Bonnie scoffed and gave me that look of
disdain that I’d come to know and love. “Come on, Nick. You I can
handle anything you can dish out.” There was no emotion in her
voice, it was just a flat statement.

“Normally you can,” I said.
“But tonight I’m going to take things further than I ever have
before.”

“Good,” she said. “Then
maybe you can actually get me to where I want to be for
once.”

“I never have before?” I
asked. Not that this was news to me. I knew Bonnie was far more
depraved than I had the capacity for, but I wanted to hear how
she’d reply.

“You’ve been close,” Bonnie
said. “But so far I’ve never met anyone who hasn’t left me wanting
for more.”

“Not even me?”

“Don’t get me wrong,” she
said, offering me a pale smile that betrayed the fact that she was
just humoring me. “I always leave satisfied after a night with you,
but I certainly haven’t ever got the point where I
wasn’t hoping that you’d
take things further than you did.”

I shook my head and laughed under my breath.
I’d done some pretty fucked-up things to her previously, and if
those hadn’t even approached her limits, that was amazing. I knew
she was edgy, but I didn’t realize how much she could actually
take.

“Damn, girl,” I said. “You
must have some serious issues inside that head of
yours.”

She just smiled and shrugged. “What can I
say? I’m one fucked up little slut. In more ways than one.”

“Damn right you are. And
it’s a good thing too, otherwise I wouldn’t have anyone that I
could take my aggressions out on.”

“I hear you there,” Bonnie
said. “So how about if I go get cleaned up and a slip into
something a little more interesting?”

“Sounds like a plan,” I
said. “I’ll see you in a bit.”

I stared at her amazing ass working beneath
her jeans as she walked away from me and into the bathroom to get
cleaned up. Then I went to the kitchen back to the couch and opened
up another beer. I had done this sort of thing so many times that I
didn’t have to have a buzz going to be comfortable, but it
certainly didn’t hurt.

 

#

 

When Bonnie came out of the bathroom fifteen
minutes later, she was completely transformed. Where before she was
a relatively normal young woman, now she was the ultimate slut. Her
hair was up in a simple but incredibly sexy fashion and her makeup
was expertly done, from the black mascara surrounding her eyes to
the bright red lipstick. Gone were the regular clothes, replaced by
a revealing blouse that left very little to the imagination, a
form-fitting skirt that barely covered her ass and showed off her
long, shapely legs and a pair of 3-inch high, fuck-me heels.

But it was more than just her looks that had
changed. Her entire demeanor, from the knowing smirk to the evil
glint in her eyes to the way she held herself just screamed slut.
It was breathtaking. My cock immediately started to rise.

“So what do you think?”
Bonnie asked.

“Wow,” I replied. “Just
wow.”

“It take it you’re
happy?”

“As always,” I said.
“You’re amazing.”

“Yes,” she said, shooting
me a playful glance. “Yes I am.”

I laughed under my breath for a moment
before gathering myself. Playtime was over. I was ready to get
busy.

“I know that look,” Bonnie
said.

“I’m sure you do,” I said,
walking towards her until I was standing right in front of her,
less than a foot away.

“Go right ahead,” Bonnie
said. “Do your worst.”

“Don’t worry,” I said. “I
plan to.” And with that, I grabbed a handful of her hair and gave
it a sharp pull, bending her backwards so her face was looking up
towards the ceiling.

Bonnie moaned in excitement. Her eyes
twinkled with pleasure. It was obvious she truly got off on being
treated like this. It was no act.

“You like that, don’t you?”
I said.

“I fucking love it,” she
replied.

I pulled her blouse off, exposing her round,
perky tits. I fondled one of them and pinched her nipple and she
let out a sharp gasp. Then I gave it a hearty slap.

Bonnie yelped and shivered in ecstasy.

She obviously enjoyed it, so did it again,
harder this time.

Bonnie let out a louder moan and her breath
rate increased. Her tit was bright red but she was still enjoying
herself as much as ever. So I smacked her tit again. And again. And
again. Then I moved over to the other tit and gave it the same
treatment.

By now my cock was pushing painfully against
my pants. I was getting just as much out of this as Bonnie was. But
it was time to change things up.

Still gripping Bonnie’s hair in my hand, I
pulled up on it and her head snapped forward. She was taking deep
breaths and a thin layers of sweat had broken out on her face but
she was still smiling and her eyes were practically glowing with
pleasure.

“How are you enjoying
yourself so far?” I asked.

“You’re off to a good
start,” Bonnie replied, as feisty as ever. “But we’ll see where you
go from here.”

“Indeed we will,” I
said.

I started walking, roughly dragging Bonnie
along by the hair. She stumbled along behind me until we arrived at
the far wall, then I spun her around and pushed her back up against
it. She was standing directly in front of me when I released her
hair and immediately grabbed ahold of her throat, squeezing just a
bit, not very tightly at all.

Bonnie’s smile didn’t fade one bit. If
anything it grew in size. Time to try and wipe it off her face.

With my hand still around her throat, I
slapped her in the cheek with an open palm. The sound echoed off
the walls and filled the room.

Little red blossoms flared up on Bonnie’s
cheek. But she still smiled.

So I slapped her again. I squeezed her
throat a little harder, then slapped her one more time.

The color started to drain from Bonnie’s
face as the air and blood flow became more and more restricted. Her
smile was fading but her eyes were still radiating pleasure.

“Do you want me to keep
going?” I asked.

Bonnie nodded her head vigorously.

Grinning, I slapped her again. Then again.
And a couple more times after that. I was squeezing tighter now,
almost totally cutting of the air flow to her brain.

Her lips were quivering slightly and her
eyes started to flutter. A few seconds later her pupils rolled
back, exposing the whites of her eyes and her lips began to take on
a slightly blue tint.

But it wasn’t until her head lolled slightly
to the right that I let go of her throat.

The color ran back into her face and she
gasped for breath. Her smile was back in full effect. Only this
time it was filled with excitement.

“That was incredible,” she
said.

“You’re one nasty little
fuckslut, aren’t you?” I said, shaking my head in
wonderment.

“You’re damn right I am,”
Bonnie said, reaching down to rub my cock, which was rock-hard and
threatening to poke a hole in my pants.

As good as it felt to have her touching my
cock, I grabbed her arm and pulled it away. “Not yet,” I said.
“I’ll take care of myself in a little while. But for now I’m going
to mess with you a little while longer.”

“If you insist,” she
said.

Without saying anything further, I pulled
off my belt and gripped it in my right hand. As Bonnie smiled
knowingly at me, I spun her around so she was facing the wall, then
grabbed one of her arms and yanked it behind her back. I did the
same to her other arm, crossing her wrists over one another.

Holding her arms together with my left hand,
I wrapped my belt around her wrists until they were bound tight,
then tied it off using the buckle, handcuffing her arms behind her
back.

Now that Bonnie’s arms were incapacitated, I
reached down around and pulled her skirt down until the waist was
around her thighs. Now that her ass was freed up, I stopped pulling
the skirt down, trapping her legs too, basically leaving her
helpless.

“This is a nice little
twist,” Bonnie said. “I didn’t know you had this level of
imagination.”

“There’s quite a bit about
me that you don’t know,” I said.

“Apparently there is,” she
replied.

I loved how she kept up the banter, even
with all that was going on. It made things more comfortable and
therefore more fun. It was just one of the many reasons why I
called her when I was in the mood for this sort of thing.

Once our little conversation was over, I
pressed my hips up against her, my cock—which was still trapped in
my pants—pushing against her amazingly tight ass.

I ran my hand around her hips and rubbed my
fingers against her pussy for a few seconds before slipping them
inside her snatch. She was soaking wet down there and they slid in
without a hint of resistance.

“You really like getting
smacked around like that, don’t you?” I said. “You’re wet as
hell.”

“I told you before I
fucking love it,” Bonnie said.

“You certainly do,” I said,
hammering my fingers up into her with as much force as I could
muster to help slam the point home.

Bonnie let out a little yelp.

“Caught you by surprise
there, didn’t I?” I asked.

“A little bit,” she
admitted.

“Apparently I’m not quite
as predictable as you’d thought.”

“Apparently
not.”

My cock was harder than ever, but
unfortunately still in my pants. I was tempted to yank it out but I
know I wouldn’t be able to keep myself from sticking it in her. And
once that happened I’d be that much closer to cumming, which I was
trying to hold out on for as long as possible.

To help take my mind off my cock, I slid a
third finger inside Bonnie’s pussy. She tried to bite down on her
gasp of pleasure but wasn’t quick enough. It was good to know that
she was still enjoying herself.

Moving my hand quickly in and out of
Bonnie’s pussy, I finger-fucked her with more than a hint of
aggression while she moaned and squirmed beneath me.

Every sound Bonnie made inspired me to bang
her with more force, which meant pretty soon I was hammering my
fingers inside her with everything I had. And then, once she
started to get comfortable with three of fingers inside her, I
forced my pinky in there too, making it four fingers total.

Bonnie reacted to this with a low, guttural
moan and a series of high-pitched yelps.

“Shut your mouth,” I said,
mostly just to see if I could catch her off guard. “I don’t want to
hear you make a sound.”

When she continued moaning, I covered her
mouth with my free hand while continuing to slam all four of my
fingers into her pussy.

A short time later, I switched it up again,
this time releasing her mouth and gripping her around the throat.
Feeling power at Bonnie’s helplessness, I squeezed tighter, choking
her while still banging away with fingers just as intensely as
before.

Unable get any air into her lungs, Bonnie
quickly started to fade. Her face was losing color and her legs
were starting to weaken. But despite her body reacting to the lack
of oxygen, her pussy was wetter than ever.

I released her throat a few seconds later.
Her chest heaved as her body once again drew air. Her face regained
its color and her eyes reopened, wider and filled with more
excitement than ever.

Bonnie’s brush with unconsciousness appeared
to have heightened her sensitivity, as an orgasm washed over her
almost immediately. And then, right after it passed, she tried
desperately to squirm out of my grip, shifting her lower body in an
attempt to pull away my fingers out of her pussy.

“Where do you think you’re
going?” I said, shifting my body along with hers. It was easy
controlling her due to the constraints on her legs and arms.
“There’s no trying to get away from me.”

But she didn’t stop, twisting her body some
more in an attempt to escape.

“Come on,” I said, laughing
at her hopeless plight. “I thought you said you could handle
anything.”

Bonnie didn’t answer but she continued
trying to force my fingers out of her pussy. But all she managed to
do was turn herself around, putting her ass against the wall, which
didn’t help her at all. In fact, it made things worse for her, as
it gave me even more leverage to work with. I easily kept my
fingers planted firmly inside her pussy, and even managed to
continue banging her as she tried to squirm free.

Bonnie dropped her butt down onto the
carpet, but I was prepared for that maneuver too, and dropped down
right alongside her.

“I told you to stop trying
to get away,” I said. “Now I’m going to make you pay for not
listening to me.” I then started finger-fucking her even more
aggressively to punish her for trying to escape.

Tears were pouring down Bonnie’s face but
her eyes painted a different picture. They were wide open and
filled with ecstasy.

“Please stop,” she says
between deep breaths. “Please. I need . . . a break. Please!”
Although the words said one thing, her tone said another. It was
filled with pleasure, not pain.

“I thought you said you
could handle whatever I could dish out,” I said, still not quitting
even though my forearm was starting to burn.

“Not this,” Bonnie said,
practically hyperventilating now. I was amazed she could still form
words. “Not this. It feels . . . too . . . too good.”

“Too good? You want me to
stop because it feels too good?”

“Yes!” she cried, her body
shimmying as another orgasm ran through her system.

“You know how crazy that
sounds, right?” I asked, still hammering away at her pussy with my
fingers.

“Yes!” she screamed. “But
it has to stop. Make it stop, make it stop, make it
stop!”

I considered her offer for a moment, but
ultimately said, “Nah. Sorry. I’m enjoying myself too much right
now.”

Bonnie’s eyes rolled back in her head and
she let out a low guttural moan.

Laughing out loud, totally getting off on
the power I had over Bonnie, I banged away at her pussy with all of
my fingers for another full minute before finally yanking my
fingers out of her snatch.

“Holy fucking shit,” Bonnie
said as she caught her breath. “I never would have guessed that
pure pleasure could be so intense.”

“Yeah, it’s kind of strange
huh,” I said. “You can handle all sorts of pain but you don’t have
that high of a pleasure tolerance. I think that says something
about you.”

“You think?” she said
sarcastically.

Smiling at her little quip, I said, “It’s
good to see you can recover quickly though. It only took you three
seconds to get your attitude back.”

“Hell, I’m just surprised
you were able to make it go away for that long.”

“Tell me about it,” I said.
“Well, back to the fun, eh?”

“Let’s do it,” Bonnie
said.

And just like that, we were back in filth
mode. I pushed down on her shoulders and she knelt to the ground
without any resistance whatsoever. I shifted my hands to her head
and grabbed ahold of her hair, using it to hold her head against
the wall.

“Open your mouth,” I
said.

Bonnie obliged, opening it wide. Her eyes
were gleaming as she looked up at me.

I jammed my cock into her mouth and
immediately started hammering her with it, giving her the entire
thing in long, fast strokes.

After the third or fourth pump, Bonnie’s
lips closed around my cock. I immediately pulled it out. Then I
gave her a smack on the cheek.

“Did I tell you to close
your mouth?” I asked.

“No,” Bonnie
said.

“That’s right,” I said. “I
didn’t. This time keep it open. No matter what.
Understand?”

Bonnie nodded but she didn’t look happy
about it. But I knew that she really was. She was just playing the
part.

Once that was settled, I stuck my cock back
inside her mouth and started pumping her face again, more
aggressively this time. Gagging sounds and loads of saliva escaped
from her throat as I pummeled her mouth but she kept it open no
matter how much of my cock I gave her. Which meant it was time to
take things further.

“Stick your tongue out,” I
said.

Bonnie did as she was told; I could feel her
tongue touching my balls as I fucked her face. Saliva was pouring
out of her mouth, running down her chin and neck and coating her
chest. Tears were dripping down her cheek, making her mascara run,
which was sexy as shit. But there was no hint of distress in her
eyes, which was something I wanted to change.

I continued giving her my entire cock, from
tip to base, relentlessly pounding it in and out of her throat,
still holding her head against the wall with my hands.

The gagging was growing louder with every
passing second but I didn’t let up, jamming my cock into her throat
until her nose was poking into my stomach before pulling it almost
all the way out, only to give it to her again before she could
catch her breath.

This went on for more than thirty seconds
before I decided to mix things up. I slammed my cock into her
throat one last time and held it there, my cock all the way down
her throat.

 “Look at me,” I said
as she struggled to deepthroat me.

Bonnie shifted her gaze upward as best she
could while keeping my cock in her throat, looking up at me with
tear-stained puppy-dog eyes. But still she wasn’t showing any signs
of discomfort or distress. So I kept my cock all the way down her
throat, holding her head in place with my hands, not letting her
move.

Ten seconds into it, Bonnie coughed. Three
seconds later she gagged and tried to pull away.

“You’re not going
anywhere,” I said, not letting up one bit.

I knew Bonnie wasn’t in any danger. She
still had way too much energy to burn. But her body didn’t agree,
and she struggled some more, trying desperately to get some air
into her lungs. But still I held her head in place and my cock deep
in her throat.

After a few more seconds, she gagged again,
followed by a deep, resonant cough that I could feel all the way
down to my balls.

Bonnie was panicking now, her head shaking
from side to side and her muscles straining, but because of her
bonds she didn’t have enough leverage to escape the situation.

It wasn’t until Bonnie’s protestations
become weaker that I finally eased up on the pressure and let go of
her hair.

Her head
immediately snapped back and she gasped for
breath, her chest heaving. Saliva was dripping down her face,
covering her tits, pooling on the carpet. Tears were streaming down
her cheeks, making a mess of her makeup. She coughed and hacked and
let her head hang down, her body slumped over, exhausted from the
exertion.

Before Bonnie could fully recover, I stood
up and led her over to the couch by her hair. She had to crawl
quickly on her hands and knees to avoid falling over. Once there, I
reached down and picked her up. She let out a little whoop of
surprise as I spun her until she was upside-down on the couch with
her feet draped over the back. Her head was hanging 
upside-down, just off the cushions, the top of her head almost
touching the floor.

“Something new, huh?”
Bonnie said, her voice more raw and less composed than before. It
was good to know that I was getting to her, at least a
little.

“Sort of,” I replied. “A
new position but the same old thing, at least for a couple more
minutes.”

“Bring it on,” she
said.

“Oh, I intend to,” I said
as I dropped to my knees and sidled up to her and stuck my cock in
her open mouth once again. With my hands on her tits for leverage,
I proceeded to fuck her face, giving her my entire cock right from
the beginning, slamming it into her mouth, my balls slapping up
against her forehead at the end of every thrust.

Bonnie was making loud gagging sounds
beneath me but wasn’t struggling to get away. In fact, she reached
her hands around my waist and was pulling me towards her with every
thrust.

“That’s right,” I said.
“Take that cock. Take the whole fucking thing in your
mouth.”

I slid one of my hands down her stomach and
slipped three fingers into her pussy and started banging away while
continuing to fuck her face. Bonnie’s legs quivered and the sloppy,
moaning sounds coming from her mouth got more intense.

I continued pumping her mouth, moving in and
out at a regular, consistent pace, not too quick, not too slow, but
giving her my entire cock every time.

The upside-down face-fucking caused Bonnie
to produce buckets of saliva. It dripped down her face, got into
her nose, covered her forehead, lodged in her hair. And my cock was
a wet, sloppy, disgustingly awesome mess.

After slamming my cock into her one last
time, I pulled my hips back, extracting my cock from her mouth. I
slipped my fingers out of her pussy  and stood up.

I reached out grabbed her ankles, one in
each hand, and lifted them up, pulling her upper body further up on
the couch until the back of her head was lying on the seat cushion
instead of hanging off.

I quickly turned around so I was facing the
same direction as she was, then dropped onto the couch, one knee on
each side of her head. I was straddling Bonnie’s face, my ballsack
hovering directly above her mouth. Her head was framed by my
legs.

 “Open up,” I
said.

Bonnie opened her mouth.

“Wider,” I said.

Smiling, she did as she’d been
instructed.

“That’s better,” I said as
I proceeded to drop my balls into her mouth. “Now suck on
them.”

A moan of pleasure escaped from my throat as
Bonnie went to work on my balls. I pressed my cock down against her
face, rubbing it on her cheeks, rolling it over her nose,
transferring the saliva from my cock onto her face, leaving it a
glistening, sloppy mess.

“Are you still enjoying
yourself?” I asked, looking down at her.

Bonnie nodded. Her eyes were gleaming, full
of anticipation.

“I’m sure you are,” I said.
“But not as much as I’m going to be in a minute.”

Staring down at her, I jerked myself off as
she continued sucking on my balls. The feeling was intense,
consisting of just the right combination of pleasure and pain.

“Do you like that?” I
asked. “Do you like having my balls in your mouth?”

Bonnie said something that sounded like yes
but it was hard to tell with her mouth so full.

“Yeah, I bet you do,” I
said.

I pulled my balls out of Bonnie’s mouth and
replaced them with my cock, shoving it down her throat and holding
it there for a couple of seconds before pulling it back out and
slipping my balls back into it again.

I did this until I’d had enough of Bonnie
sucking on my balls, then I stood up and turned around as though I
was going to take a seat on the couch, but instead of plopping down
on one of the cushions I spread my legs and dropped my ass directly
onto her face.

Squatting over her with one hand on the
armrest and the other jerking myself off, I rubbed my asshole up
and down Bonnie’s face, riding her nose and mouth with my crack,
forcing her to taste my ass.

“Tongue out,” I said. “And
keep it there.” 

She obliged.

“Good girl,” I said, riding
her tongue with my asshole, keeping enough pressure on Bonnie’s
face that she couldn’t squirm away but not too much that she
couldn’t breathe.

I grudgingly relinquished the hold on my
cock and leaned forward so I could play with Bonnie’s tits. I
grabbed ahold of one and gave it a good squeeze before switching
over to the other. I pinched one of her nipples and gave it a
little twist, eliciting a gasp and a shimmy from her.

Laughing softly, I pinched her other nipple,
pulled on it for a moment or two, then rubbed my fingers together
with the nipple still between them. It was hard as stone beneath my
fingers. Bonnie let out a moan and squirmed beneath me but I
dropped my ass further down on her face, muffling her cries, and
continued to play with her nipple.

When I finally climbed off Bonnie’s face it
was red and her eyes were watering and she was breathing in deep,
lurching gasps but although she looked like she was beat, her wide
smile told a different story.

“I still haven’t even
approached your limits yet, have I?”

Bonnie shook her head. “The depths of my
depravity are virtually unlimited,” she said.

I laughed. “It sure seems like it. But I’m
going to get back to mining them a bit.. I’ve got a little bit of
steam left in me before I shoot my load.”

“By all means,” Bonnie
said. “Let’s get back to the task at hand.”

“Oh, don’t worry,” I said.
“I plan to.”

Smiling wickedly, I roughly pulled her off
the couch and onto her feet. After spinning her around so her back
was to me, I undid the belt holding her arms together, freeing them
up for the first time in a while.

“Hands and knees,” I
said.

She dropped down. Her back was arched, ass
sticking up in the air, shoulder blades visible against her back.
Her legs were pressed together, still trapped by the skirt around
her thighs.

I dropped to my knees and sidled up to her.
My legs were just outside hers and my cock was lying on top of her
tight little ass. I spread her ass cheeks with my hands and settled
my cock in between them then pressed her cheeks back together,
trapping my cock in the crack of her ass.

Holding her cheeks together with my hands, I
dry-fucked the crack of her ass for a bit, my balls slapping
against her pussy as I bounced back and forth against her.

After a few pumps I released her ass cheeks,
freeing my cock, then guided it towards her pussy. Because of the
skirt still trapping her legs together, it took a bit of
negotiating to get the angle right but once the tip was inside her
it slid in easily.

She moaned as my cock entered her. But she
quickly cut off the sound, not wanting to give me the satisfaction
of knowing she was enjoying getting penetrated after all the
foreplay, which just turned me on even further. It was like she
could read my mind.

I started off slowly, giving her my whole
cock in controlled thrusts, looking down at her ass, watching my
cock as it moved in and out of her pussy. It was glistening with
her juices; because of her trapped legs, her pussy was tighter than
usual but she was so wet it didn’t matter at all. 

I gradually began to pick up steam, still
giving her my entire cock with every pump but moving faster against
her. It wasn’t long before our bodies were slamming together, my
hips bouncing off her ass at the bottom of every thrust, my balls
slapping up against the underside of her stomach as my cock
bottomed out in her pussy.

Her bottom lip was tucked between her teeth,
biting down on her groans so as to stifle any sounds of enjoyment
trying to escape her lips, pretending like I wasn’t affecting her
at all. Seeing this, I began to pummel her even more aggressively,
using her hips for leverage, giving her everything I had. Her
entire body moved a couple inches forward every time we came
together.

“Have I got to you yet?” I
asked without slowing down one bit.

“Not so much,” she says
between thrusts. She still wasn’t giving me the satisfaction of
making any of the noises that normally came with a good fucking but
I could see in her eyes that she wasn’t going to be able to hold
out for long. Especially if I ramped things up even
further.

I gave her a good hearty slap on the ass.
She flinched but held her squeal inside. I smacked it again.
Another flinch but still no noise. So I slapped it again. And
again. And again until it was bright red. Tears were running down
her eyes but still she made no sounds, neither of delight nor
pain.

I relaxed for a moment, leaving my dick
inside her but not moving for a few heartbeats. I needed to
recover. The little break allowed her the same opportunity.

“Is that all you got?” she
said after catching her breath. Her tone was sarcastic but the look
on her face painted a different story. She was enjoying herself
immensely.

“No, I’ve got more for
you.”

“Then give it to me
already,” she said. “I’m getting bored.”

Smiling fiercely, I went back to work,
picking up right where I left off, pummeling her pussy without any
build-up. I grabbed ahold of her hair and gave it a yank, forcing
her to arch her back and allowing me deeper inside her.

Although she wasn’t enjoying the straight
fucking nearly as much as the perverted shit that had come before
it, I was enjoying it more. The actual act of penetration,
especially after so much build up, felt way too good to last very
long. Which is why I’d spent so much time on the foreplay. To make
Bonnie feel like she was getting something out of it. Because if I
would have started fucking her earlier I wouldn’t have lasted long
enough to give her what she needed.

Which was just a long way of saying that I
was pretty close to cumming already, even though I’d only been
fucking her for a short time. But I still wanted to do a few more
things to her before we finished up, so I climbed up off my knees
and slid my feet under my legs.

Crouching down so my cock wouldn’t slip out
of her pussy, I took a couple steps forward until my legs were
straddling her body, giving me far more leverage than ever before.
Maintaining my grip on her hair I started hammering away at her
like there was no tomorrow, my legs working feverishly beneath me.
Bonnie’s body threatened to collapse every time I reached the
bottom but somehow she held her position.

I think Bonnie knew I was getting closer to
being done and decided to help me get there, because she suddenly
broke her silence with a vengeance. Her screams of pleasure were
loud and guttural, animalistic and hearty. It was like if a dam had
burst in her throat and started spilling sounds.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” she
screamed as I pummeled her. “Give me that cock. Give it to me!
Right there, right fucking there! Fuck me like I deserve to get
fucked! Yes! Yes! YES! Treat me like the little fucking whore I
am!”

Her talking riled me up even further,
bringing me right to the point of orgasm. I realized it was a good
thing she had kept quiet when I had initially started fucking her
proper, otherwise I wouldn’t have lasted nearly this long.

I released her hair and slowed down in an
attempt to keep from cumming too quickly but she didn’t let up one
bit, bouncing her ass back against my cock, doing all of the work.
I thought about backing away and pulling my cock out of her but
felt too good, so I decided against it for the time being.

But less than a minute later I realized that
if I didn’t switch things up real soon, I was going to blow my
load. And I wasn’t quite ready for that yet. I still wanted to fuck
Bonnie in one more position before I was done for the night. So I
reluctantly pulled back, yanking my cock out of her pussy.

“What’s the matter?” Bonnie
asked, looking back at me with a nasty grin. She was still on her
hands and knees, doggy-style, her ass sticking up in the air,
taunting me with its perfection.

“You know,” I
said.

“You were about to cum,
weren’t you?”

“Bingo,” I replied as I
crawled toward her.

“But you’re not quite done
with me yet, right?” she said.

“Exactly,” I said, grabbing
her legs and flipping her over onto her back.

“Ahh, I see,” Bonnie said.
“You want to look at me while you’re fucking me, don’t
you?”

“That’s part of it,” I
said.

“And the other?”

“I want easy access to your
face so I can blow my load all over it when I’m ready to
cum.”

“Fair enough,” Bonnie said,
smiling like a demon. “But make sure you get some in my mouth. I
want to taste your cum.”

“Oh, I think I can handle
that,” I said as I hooked my arms under her knees and lifted them
up, folding her nearly in half with her ass up off the
ground.

“Ahh, the good old
missionary position,” Bonnie said. “And to think, the night started
off on such a good note, all extreme and shit, only to devolve into
the lowest common denominator by the end.”

“It’s a classic for a
reason,” I said, not falling for her taunts. “And don’t worry, I’m
planning on throwing a little twist in there for you so you don’t
get bored.”

“We’ll see about that,”
Bonnie said as I slid my cock into her pussy, which was just as wet
as it had been all night. Despite all her talk to the contrary, she
was still enjoying herself immensely, that much was
obvious.

I rose up onto my knees a bit to give myself
more leverage then slid my cock into Bonnie’s pussy and proceeded
to pound her while holding her knees in the air with my arms, which
were locked out, my palms on the floor.

“Holy fuck,” she cried as I
slammed my cock into her, our bodies bouncing off each other in a
mass of frenzied flesh. “I’m not gonna lie. That feels pretty
fucking good.”

“I told you before,” I said
between deep breaths. “It’s a classic for a reason.”

“I guess you were right,”
Bonnie said. My balls were slapping up against her backside and my
hips were grinding into hers at the bottom of every
push.

“Pound me,” she says,
staring right at me. Her voice was more controlled than earlier,
more demanding. I could see how she would be a great dominatrix.
“Fucking pound my pussy with your cock.”

Every word she uttered in that tone
increased my intensity. Pretty soon I was fucking her with the
entire length of my cock in fast, aggressive pumps, trying to break
her in half with every thrust.

“That’s right,” she said,
her tone the same as a moment ago. “Give me that fucking cock.
Break me in fucking half. Punish me, baby. Punish me.”

I released one of her legs and shoved my
fingers in her mouth, gripping her jaw tightly while I fucked
her.

“There you go,” she said
while her hands played with her tits, slapping and groping them
hard enough to leave marks. “Right there. Just like that. Just like
that.”

Her tone made me dream of being dominated by
her, which was driving me crazy beyond all belief. I was mere
moments away from cumming now. I realized there was only thing I
could do to extend my time inside her.

With this in mind, I pulled my hand from her
mouth and wrapped it around her throat and squeezed, cutting off
her breath and making it impossible for her to talk any more.

“You like that?” I said.
“You like getting choked while I fuck you?”

She nodded, her eyes wide, her face red.

Despite her professions of boredom, Bonnie’s
pussy was more inviting than it had been at any other time all
night. It was as though something inside her had opened up and was
trying to swallow me whole. I felt like I could fit my whole body
inside her. And the feeling had me wound up to a point I’ve never
previously been to.

I completely let go of all my inhibitions
and totally opened up on Bonnie, slamming into her with an
intensity I’ve never before reached, hammering my body into
hers.

Bonnie’s eyes started to roll up in her
sockets and I suddenly realized I’d been choking her with the same
intensity as I’d been fucking her. A couple more seconds and she
would be out cold.

So I did the only thing I could do; I let go
of her throat.

Just like earlier, as soon as Bonnie came
back from the edge of unconsciousness, a mammoth orgasm crashed
over her. This one was even bigger than the other one, a low growl
coming from her mouth and  her entire body shaking and
quivering for a full five seconds and even suffering a couple of
aftershocks before falling still. Once it had finally passed, she
gasped for breath and made defeated sounds beneath me. Her face was
flushed and her eyes were wide and full of satisfaction and thanks
and staring straight at me.

“Oh my fucking god,” she
said in hushed, reverential tones that clashed with the wide grin
on her face. “That was fucking transcendent. Thank you.”

As pathetic as it sounds, knowing that I’d
finally gotten her off in a meaningful way was what finally pushed
me over the edge into orgasm.

Despite my desire from earlier to cum on her
face, after what we’d just experienced together a few seconds ago,
I just didn’t have it in me to defile her like that. So instead, I
asked her if I could cum inside her.

“You can cum wherever and
however you want,” she said. And for once, she was sincere. No more
mind games, no more fakery. Just Bonnie. The real, true
Bonnie.

And so, when it was time for my body to do
its thing, I relaxed and let it, pumping my cock into Bonnie’s
pussy as I came, shooting my seed inside her. It was a monster
load, the biggest I’d ever experienced, with so many spasms I lost
count after eight.

After I was dry as a bone, I rolled off of
Bonnie and laid down on the floor. We were lying side-by-side, both
of our backs to the carpet and our eyes to the ceiling.

“Well, that was
interesting,” Bonnie said. “Not to mention unexpected.”

“Yeah, tell me about it,” I
replied.

“Don’t get me wrong,” she
said. “It was great. Incredible, even, but I’m not real sure what
happened there at the end.”

“Neither am I.”

“Do you think we could ever
repeat it?”

“I doubt it,” I said. “Do
you?”

“I don’t think it’s
possible.”

“Yeah, probably
not.”

“But that doesn’t mean we
can’t try.”

“No it doesn’t,” I
said.

“For the regular fee, of
course,” Bonnie said.

“Of course,” I
said.

“Are you sure that won’t
bother you?” she asked. “You don’t think it’ll be weird to pay me
next time we get together after what happened here
tonight?”

“Of course not,” I said.
“The way I see it, what happened here tonight was only
possible because I
was paying you. If we were in some kind of a relationship, or even
just seeing each other casually, there’s no way I would have been
able to do all those things to you that I did earlier. And what
happened at the beginning of the night is what ultimately led to
what happened at the end. It’s all related. You can’t have one
without the other.”

I realized Bonnie was laughing.

“What’s so funny?” I
asked.

“I’ve just never heard
anyone come up with a reason to keep paying me before. Usually
they’re trying to figure out a way to stop paying me in the
future.”

“Yeah, well most people are
stupid and emotional,” I said. “Whereas I’m smart and rational and
even-minded.”

“Either that or you’re
insane,” Bonnie said.

“Yeah, it could be that
too,” I said.

I started to laugh. Bonnie joined in. And
that’s where this little filthy tale ends, with both of us lying on
the floor, laughing. Together.
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ROOMMATE TO THE
RESCUE

 A NAUGHTY QUICKIE

JORDAN PARKER

 

Riley and her boyfriend Xander were lying
together on the couch in the living room, watching a movie, when
Riley’s roommate, Madison came out. She was wearing a skimpy,
tight-fitting white blouse with no bra on underneath, a short jean
skirt and 2-inch pumps that showed off her rocking body.

“Look at you, sexy thing,”
Riley said playfully.

“You like my outfit?”
Madison said, spinning in place.

“You look great,” Riley
said, elbowing her boyfriend in the ribs. “Don’t you think,
baby?”

“Yeah, you’re looking hot,”
Xander said.

“Thanks,” Madison said,
grinning happily. “I have a date.”

“Good for you,” Riley said,
leaning back and draping her leg over Xander’s groin.

“Hey, can you guys do me a
favor?” Madison asked.

“Sure,” Xander replied.
“Whatever you need.”

“I just need to go around
the block to get some cigarettes. If my date happens to show up,
can you just hang out with him for a little while until I get
back?”

“Of course,” Riley said.
“It would be our pleasure.”

“Thanks,” Madison said. She
turned and left.

Xander watched her the whole way, staring at
her ass.

“Madison is pretty hot,”
Riley said, catching her boyfriend’s glance. “Isn’t
she?”

“She sure is,” Xander
replied.

“She’s a screamer in the
sack too,” Riley said.

Xander flashed her a look of curiosity and
surprise. “How do you know?” he asked, smiling.

“Come on babe, we’re
roommates. How do you think I know?”

“Wait,” Xander said,
sitting up a bit. “You two have got it on before?”

Riley smacked him on the shoulder. “No,” she
said in a mock-disgusted tone. “Of course not. I’ve heard her
through the walls, silly.”

“Oh,” Xander said, looking
disappointed.

“I sure would like to
someday though,” Riley said wistfully.

“You’re a dirty little
girl, aren’t you,” Xander said, pulling Riley atop him.

“You know it, baby,” Riley
replied.

They started to make out.
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An hour later Madison was back in the living
room. Riley and Xander were watching television and still playing
around with each other, but their clothes were still on, for the
most part, at least.

“I thought you had a date,”
Riley said.

“I thought I did too,”
Madison said. “He was supposed to be here forty-five minutes
ago.”

“I’m sorry,” Riley
said.

“Yeah,” Xander added. “That
sucks.”

“Tell me about it,” Madison
said. “I mean, I shouldn’t have expected anything less. I only met
him a few days ago on the internet, but I figured he was just as
horny as I was. I sure as hell didn’t think he’d stand me
up.”

“Oh, that’s horrible,”
Riley said.

“Tell me about it,” Madison
said. “I just want to get laid, you know. It’s been so
long.”

Riley looked at Xander with raised eyebrows
and shrugged her shoulders. Xander shrugged back.

“What do you think?” Riley
said to Xander.

“I think it’s up to you,”
Xander said. “But you know I’m game.”

“About what?” Madison
asked. But the look in her eyes told a different story. She knew
exactly what they were talking about.

“Well,” Riley said. “We
were just thinking . . .” But she trailed off before finishing as
though embarrassed.

“Yeah?” Madison prodded,
getting more excited.

Riley turned to Xander and nodded, passing
him the torch. “We just figured that if you really want to get laid
so bad, I’ve got a nice cock here waiting for you,” Xander
said.

“And I’ve been working on
it for half an hour now, so it’s already hard and ready to go,”
Riley added.

“Wait, what are you
saying?” Madison asked. “That you want me to fuck your
boyfriend?”

“Only if you agree to fuck
around with me some too,” Riley said, flashing a sexy grin at
her.

“Are you guys serious right
now?” Madison asked. “You’re not just messing with me?”

“Of course we’re serious,”
Xander said. “We’ve both had our eyes on you ever since you moved
in here.”

Madison giggled and dropped her head
shyly.

“Haven’t you thought the
same thing about us?” Riley asked.

Madison shrugged.

“Come one,” Riley said.
“Don’t be embarrassed.”

“Yeah, maybe,” Madison
said, looking up at them.

“Then what are you waiting
for?” Xander said, pulling his pants down, freeing up his cock. It
was nice and hard, sticking straight up towards the ceiling. He had
a big, excited smile on his face. “Let’s get this shit
started.”

“Oh my god,” Madison said,
leaning over and taking Xander’s cock in her hand. “It’s so
big.”

“Yeah, he’s got a beautiful
cock,” Riley said.

“He does indeed,” Madison
said. “Can I suck on it?”

“Please do,” Xander
said.

Smiling, Madison bent over and took Xander’s
cock in her mouth.

“Oh my god that’s so
fucking hot,” Riley said, watching carefully as her roommate sucked
her boyfriend’s cock. “I can’t believe this is actually
happening!”

“Tell me about it,” Xander
said. He grabbed the bottom of Riley’s shirt and pulled it off,
revealing her small but incredibly perky tits.

After getting her nipples sucked by Xander
for a couple minutes, Riley wanted to get more into the action. So
she pulled her nipple out of Xander’s mouth and dropped down to the
floor on one side of him.

“Come on and join me down
here, girl,” Riley said to Madison.

“With pleasure,” Madison
replied.

They leaned over and made out directly above
Xander’s cock for a little bit, then Riley broke off the kiss and
took his cock in her mouth.

“Oh my god, you’re so good
at that,” Madison said as Riley bobbed up and down on Xander’s
cock, taking it all the way down every time.

“Tell me about it,” Xander
said. From the look on his face he was having the time of his
life.

After blowing Xander for half a minute,
Riley pulled her head off his cock. “Your turn,” she said to
Madison.

“My pleasure,” Madison
said, taking Xander’s cock between her lips. She blew him more
gently than Riley did, taking things a little slower and getting
her hand involved more.

As Madison worked Xander’s cock, Riley
spread his legs apart more and slipped between them. Then she
dropped down a little lower to the ground and took Xander’s balls
in her mouth, sucking on them while Madison continued working his
cock.

“Damn that feels fucking
great,” Xander said.

Both girls giggled and smiled up at him as
best they could considering the positions they were in.

A short time later, Xander was ready to move
on. “Enough playing around,” he said. “It’s time to get down to
business. Who wants to come up and sit on Santa’s lap first?”

The two girls looked at each other for a
moment before Riley said, “It’s all you, roomie. Climb on up
there.”

“Are you sure?” Madison
asked.

“Positive,” Riley replied.
“I’ve had him many times before. You go ahead and take the first
round.”

So Madison did, pulling her skirt and
panties off before spinning around so she was facing away from
Xander and then climbing up onto the couch in the reverse cowgirl
position. But before she could slip Xander’s hard cock into her
pussy, Riley rose up onto her haunches and started licking
Madison’s pussy.

“Holy shit,” Madison said,
surprised by this turn of events.

“We need to make sure
you’re nice and wet,” Riley said, pulling her tongue away from
Madison’s snatch for a moment.

“Sounds good to me,”
Madison said between deep, gasping breaths.

After Riley got Madison’s pussy nice and
wet, she grabbed ahold of Xander’s cock and slid it into Madison’s
waiting snatch.

 Madison left out a
soft groan as Xander entered her, his cock sliding into her pussy
with just a hint of resistance.

“Oh my fucking god,”
Madison said as she started bouncing up and down on Xander’s cock.
“That feels so fucking good.”

“It looks pretty tasty
too,” Riley said. “Do you mind if I jump in there?”

“Be my guest,” Madison
said.

Riley dove her head into the mix, working
Madison’s clit with her tongue while Xander continued fucking
her.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Madison
cried, getting off hard on the extra stimulation. “Don’t stop,
don’t fucking stop! I’m gonna cum!”

Neither Riley not Xander stopped, and a few
seconds later, Madison did indeed cum, an orgasm rushing through
her body, causing her to shake and shimmy and juices to gush out of
her pussy, all over Xander’s cock.

“That’s so fucking hot,”
Riley said, her eyes gleaming. “Can I have a taste?”

“Of course,” Madison
said.

Riley pulled Xander’s cock out of Madison’s
pussy and used her tongue to lick Madison’s pussy juices off of
Xander’s cock.

“Your pussy tastes
incredible,” Riley said between licks.

“I want a taste,” Xander
said, grabbing Madison by the hips and pulling her up and back
towards his face while simultaneously sliding his body down the
couch so his back was lying flat on the cushions and his face was
looking straight up towards the ceiling.

“Gladly,” Madison said,
scooting back until her ass was directly above his face. Looking
down at him, she asked, “Are you ready for this?”

“Hell yeah,” Xander said.
“Sit right here on my face, baby.”

Madison didn’t need to be told twice. She
plopped her ass right down on his face. Xander immediately went to
town on her pussy, licking it for a bit before making his tongue
rigid and jamming it inside her.

Riley was no longer satisfied with just
having Xander’s cock in her mouth. She wanted more. And she wasn’t
about to ask for permission. Xander was her boyfriend, after
all.

“It’s time for me to get
some cock,” she said, pulling off the rest of her clothes then
climbing atop Xander, straddling him. She slapped his cock against
her pussy a couple of times then slid it inside and immediately
started bouncing atop it.

“You go, girl,” Madison
said, smiling with pleasure. “Hammer your ass down on that
cock!”

“You know it, roomie,”
Riley said, returning the grin. Both girls leaned forward and
started making out while Riley continued riding Xander’s cock and
Madison continued riding his face.

“I had no idea your
boyfriend was this talented,” Madison said after they broke off
their kiss.

“Why do you think I keep
him around?” Riley said.

“Now I know,” Madison said.
They both laughed and went back to work on their respective body
parts.

A minute or so later, Riley bounced atop
Xander’s cock one last time and held him there, deep inside her
pussy. Her body tensed up for a moment before releasing, a
mini-orgasm passing through her like lightning.

“I’ve had enough for now,”
Riley said, looking at Madison. “Time for you to bring him on
home.”

“Are you sure?” Madison
said.

“Positive,” Riley replied.
“I’ll get more from him tonight. You take care of him for now,
roomie.”

“Thanks, Riley,” Madison
said. “You’re the best roommate ever.”

“I know,” Riley said,
climbing off of Xander’s cock. She held out her hand and helped
Madison get up off his face.

Still holding Madison’s hand, Riley
positioned her on the couch lengthwise, her hands and knees on the
cushions, doggy style. Riley then situated herself so she was
sitting on the armrest, her legs wide open, her pussy directly in
front of Madison’s face.

“That’s what I’m talking
about,” Xander said, climbing to his feet and scooting into
position behind Madion. “There’s nothing better than doggy
style.”

“I know how much you like
it, baby,” Riley said. “That’s why I put her on her hands and knees
for you.”

“Thanks hon,” Xander said,
grabbing his cock and sliding into Madison’s pussy.

“Holy fucking shit,”
Madison said as he entered her, her voice an excited tone. “Your
cock is so huge in my pussy. Fuck me with it. Fuck me!”

Xander obliged, grabbing ahold of Madison’s
hips and pounding away at her pussy, his cock slamming into her
ass, making her scream.

“Enough out of you,” Riley
said, grabbing ahold of Madison’s hair and pulling her face
forward, smashing it against Riley’s pussy. “Let’s put that tongue
of yours to good use.”

And Madison did, sliding her tongue inside
of Riley’s pussy and holding it there, deep inside her roommate’s
snatch, while Xander continued fucking Madison from behind.

“That’s a good girl,” Riley
said, grinding her pussy against Madison’s face. “Lick that pussy
like you mean it. Like you’re trying to win a prize.”

Riley’s dirty talk turned on Xander even
more, and he started giving his cock to Madison harder than ever
before. This, in turn, caused Madison to go after Riley’s pussy
with more intensity, which made Riley talk even more, which started
the whole loop over again.

Between the deep breaths and words of
encouragement coming from Riley, the muffled cries from Madison and
the low grunting of Xander, the room was filled with the sounds of
sex.

“Give it to her,” Riley
said to Xander. She was still holding Madison’s hair, keeping her
roommate’s tongue pushing deep into her snatch. “Pummel my
roommate’s pussy. Make her cum again.”

“If you insist,” Xander
said, rising up a bit, changing up the angle of penetration and
allowing him to hammer Madison more aggressively.

Madison’s cried immediately grew more
animated, even as they were muffled by Riley’s pussy.

“I think it’s working,”
Riley said, smiling at her boyfriend.

“I think so too,” Xander
said. “But it had better happen soon, because I’m about to
burst.”

Riley yanked back on Madison’s hair, pulling
her head off Riley’s pussy. “Is it working?” she asked her
roommate. “Are you close to cumming?”

Madison nodded emphatically.

Riley looked up at Xander. “It’s definitely
working. And I think I know how to put her over the edge.”

“How’s that?” Xander
asked.

“Pull her hair,” Riley
said, smiling. She turned her attention back down to Madison “Will
that help?”

Madison nodded again, just as emphatically.
She was beyond the point of using words.

“My pleasure,” Xander said,
grabbing a handful of Madison’s hair and yanking back on it,
changing the angle of penetration and forcing Madison to arch her
back to alleviate some of the pressure.

Madison’s cries immediately grew louder and
more visceral.

“Oh yeah,” Xander said.
“That worked perfectly.”

“It did indeed,” Riley
said, shifting her position so she was on her knees, her head lying
atop Madison’s ass, her mouth mere inches from where Xander’s cock
and Madison’s pussy were coming together. She’d curled her arm
underneath Madison’s body and was working on her clit, helping
speed things up even further.

“HolyfuckingshitI’mgonnafuckingcum!” Madison said, finally
finding some words and spitting them all out at once.

And just like that, Madison came again, her
pussy squirting harder than before, her body shaking and shimmying
for a full five seconds before falling still.

“Oh my fucking god,”
Madison said once the orgasm had passed through her. “That was
incredible!”

But Xander wasn’t done yet. He had released
his hold on Madison’s hair but was still pounding away at her
pussy, while staring down at Riley, who’s face was turned up to
him. She was smiling and looking at him with puppy dog eyes.

“Your turn, baby,” Riley
said. “Time to finish this thing off. Are you ready?”

Xander nodded.

“Then give it to me,” Riley
said. “I want you to cum in my mouth.”

The combination of Riley’s dirty talking and
the look on her face put Xander over the edge.

“Holy shit, here I cum,” he
said quickly right before pulling his cock out of Riley’s
pussy.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” Riley
said, taking the tip of his cock in her mouth and jerking off his
shaft with her hand. She popped her mouth off just long enough to
say, “Shoot your load in my mouth, baby,” before wrapping her lips
around it once again.

Not wanting to get left out of the endgame,
Madison slid out dropped onto her stomach, spun around so her back
was on the cushions of the couch, and then turned around so her
head was directly beneath Riley’s face and Xander’s cock.

Riley blew Xander for another few seconds
before he was ready to pop. He tensed up for a moment then
released, sending his seed shooting out of his cock. Riley pulled
her mouth off at the last second but kept on jerking him off. His
sperm splashed against the insides of her mouth, most of it staying
inside but some of it dripping out.

Xander released a huge load, filling Riley’s
mouth with his sperm.

“That’s so fucking hot,”
Madison said, looking up at her roommate.

“And it’s about to get even
hotter,” Xander said.

“How so?” Madison
asked.

“Drop your head on the
cushions, facing towards the ceiling, and open your mouth wide and
you’ll find out,” Xander replied.

“Oh my,” Madison said,
looking at Riley. “Really?”

Riley nodded.

Madison took a deep breath, then did as she
was told. Lying there, her face to the ceiling and her mouth wide
as Riley positioned her head directly above Madison’s.

“Are you ready?” Xander
asked.

Madison nodded.

Riley tilted her head downward, letting
Xander’s cum drip out of her mouth and into Madison’s. It was a
slow stream at first but it quickly grew larger, until all of
Xander’s cum had been transferred from Riley’s mouth to
Madison’s.

As soon as Riley’s mouth was empty, she
leaned over and slipped her tongue into Madison’s mouth, which
still held all of Xander’s cum. The two girls made out for a bit,
the white sperm occasionally spilling out from between their lips
and dripping down their chins.

When the finally broke off their kiss, each
girl had some of Xander’s cum in her mouth. They looked at each
other, and nodded once, then both tilted their heads upward and
simultaneously swallowed their portion of his sperm down.

“Now that was fucking hot,” Xander said,
marveling at his girlfriend and her roommate. He gave them each a
kiss on the lips and the three of them fell onto the couch,
intertwined together to watch some television and relax.
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