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 TAKING OUT
THE TRASH

 

Rick Decker remembered when you used to have
to wine a dine a woman to get her to sleep with you. Three dates at
the minimum, sometimes more, and then maybe you’d get lucky. But
not anymore. These days it seems like all you had to do is buy a
young woman a drink or two and you’ve got a fifty-fifty shot of
jumping in the sack.

And not only that, but women seemed more
willing to get freaky than ever before. And earlier in the
relationship too. It used to be that you’d have to make a woman
feel comfortable with you before getting really nasty. A couple
sessions of regular, straight sex, maybe with a little bit of oral,
and then you would get progressively more and more nasty as the
weeks and months wore on.

But no more.

Nowadays, chances are the first time you
jump into bed with a young woman, she’s going to let you (or better
yet, ask you) to do things it used to take years to build up
to.

Not that Rick is complaining, mind you.
Personally, he liked it much better this way than the old way.
Especially after he met a young woman who was a true freak, willing
to do the kinds of things you’d only see in porn. And throw in the
fact that she had the face of a true slut, the body of an fitness
freak and the attitude of a pornstar, and he’d be the first to
admit that he’s one hell of a lucky dude.
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 Her name was Tori
and she was exactly how Rick liked his women. 21 years old, thin
and athletic, dark hair, lots of tattoos, tight ass, long, sculpted
legs, good sized but not too enormous tits, and a face that just
screamed slut. Not particularly cute but still hot, she looked like
the kind of girl that would get nasty in all the right ways. A
little on the white trash side, but that just turned him on even
more.

They met at a bar one night. They were both
out with friends and somehow started talking. He didn’t remember
the conversation at all but it must have went well, as right before
her friends dragged her out to a different bar with them Tori gave
Rick her address and asked him to come over the next evening to
hang out. He told her he’d love to and then she took off.

Rick showed up at 6PM the next evening not
knowing what to expect. But as soon as Tori answered the door it
was obvious what was going on. She was wearing a red fishnet top
over a black bra, a pair of tight-fitting black shorts that left
very little to the imagination, and a pair of knee-high black
boots. Nothing else.

His cock immediately started to rise.

“For some reason I feel
overdressed,” Rick said, flashing her a little smile as he walked
in.

“Don’t worry,” Tori said,
closing the door behind him. She leaned up against him and looked
him in the eyes. She ran her hand down his chest, over his stomach
and settled on his cock. “I’ll take care of that soon
enough.”

“You don’t waste any time,
do you?” he said, laughing.

“What can I say?” Tori
replied. “I know what I want.” She gave his cock squeeze. “And from
what I can tell, you want it too. I don’t see why we shouldn’t just
get right down to it. Unless, of course, you aren’t comfortable
with that.”

“It’s fine with
me.”

“I thought you’d feel that
way,” she said, undoing his zipper. “Now let’s see what you’re
packing down there.”

Tori dropped down to her knees and pulled
his pants off while Rick slipped out of his shirt. His cock was
sticking straight out, hard enough to hammer nails. Rick had a
pretty big cock. It was right around 7 inches long but thicker than
most. Plenty big enough for even the sluttiest of girls out there.
Which was a list that Tori was near the top of, from what he could
tell.

Her eyes widened when she saw it out in the
open.

“Well, what do you think?”
Rick asked, taunting her just a bit.

“Not bad, not bad at all,”
she said. “Of course, size doesn’t matter if you don’t know what to
do with it.” She pulled her gaze from his cock and looked up at
him. “Do you?”

“I do,” he said. “The real
question is: Do you?”

She scoffed. “Please. Just watch me.”

Without further ado, she wrapped one hand
around his shaft, opened her mouth, and slipped his cock inside.
She sucked on the tip and stroked his shaft at the same time,
working slowly at first but gradually picking up steam, her mouth
dropping further and further down his cock with every thrust.

Tori’s head was bouncing forward and back,
moving faster and faster. Her hair was flying everywhere. She took
his cock three-quarters of the way down her throat and held it
there for a good five seconds, maintaining eye contact the entire
time, before gagging and pulling her head back.

Tori took a single deep breath, then
gathered up the saliva in her mouth and spit it on his cock. Still
staring up at him with an evil little smile on her face, she jerked
him off.

“Do you like how I suck
your cock?” she asked. “Do you like seeing it planted in my pretty
little mouth?”

Smiling back at her, he nodded.

“Yeah, I’m sure you do,”
Tori said. “Just wait till you see what else I can do.”

She dropped a little lower and slid her body
further underneath his. She pressed his cock against his stomach,
exposing his balls more prominently, then proceeded to lick them
and suck on them, one at a time.

Rick took a deep breath and let out a little
moan.

“You like that, huh?” she
said, pulling her fishnet off and then undoing her bra, freeing up
her perfect tits. “You like it when I play with your
balls?”

Rick nodded again.

Tori snickered, enjoying her control over
him, then went back to work. She gripped his ballsack just under
the base of his cock, creating a tight little package with his
balls as the gift. Then she took the whole thing in her mouth,
sucking on it like she was trying to pull his balls out the bottom
of his sack.

He shuddered and groaned softly.

She relaxed on the pressure a bit, bouncing
his balls around in her mouth while jerking him off for a few
seconds before suddenly sucking on them more aggressively than
ever, eliciting from him yet another gasp.

Tori was expertly straddling the line
between pleasure and pain, keeping him on his toes, not letting him
get comfortable, heightening his sensation like a pro.

She played with his balls for a little while
longer before releasing them with a pop. Looking up at him with her
hand still around his cock, she slapped it against her cheek couple
of times .

“Fuck my face, baby,” Tori
said. “Fuck my pretty little face.”

“With pleasure,” Rick
said.

He grabbed two handfuls of her hair and slid
his hard cock into her open mouth. He pumped his hips forward and
back, pulling her head towards him in time with his movements,
slamming his cock deep into her mouth with every thrust. Gurgled,
strained sounds escaped from her throat as he pulled his cock
almost all the way out of her mouth before sticking it back in,
balls deep, over and over. Saliva dripped out of her mouth and onto
the hardwood floor, creating a reservoir of spit.

Seeing the mess she was making, Rick decided
to see just how far Tori would go. He wanted to see how much of a
slut she really was; just your garden variety freak or someone
willing to push the envelope and do things that were just flat-out
nasty and deviant.

“You’re making a mess,” he
said, pulling his cock out of her mouth to give her a chance to
take a breath. “Clean it up.”

Rick released Tori’s hair, and she
immediately dropped down to her hands and knees. Leaning over, she
ran her tongue over the pool of saliva, licking it up. When that
proved inefficient, she sucked it up into her mouth, tilting her
head back to swallow it once it was cleaned up off the floor.

“You’re a filthy little
fuckslut, aren’t you?” he said, marveling at her
nastiness.

“You ain’t seen nothing
yet,” she said, looking up at him with a little
half-smirk.

“We’ll see about that,” he
said. “But for now just stay down on the floor and don’t move. I
want to stick my cock in that beautiful pussy of yours.”

“Be my guest,” she said,
arching her back, forcing her impossibly tight ass up into the air
while he came around to the other side of her. “But promise me you
won’t take it easy on me.”

“That’s the last thing you
have to worry about,” he said, smiling.

Rick approached Tori from behind, bent over,
and yanked her little black shorts off, revealing her pretty little
pussy. Then, with one of his legs on each side of her body, he
scooted forward until his legs were even with her hips. He squatted
down, letting his cock rest on top of her ass. Then he grabbed a
handful of her hair and yanked her head up until their faces were
cheek to cheek, both facing the same way.

“Are you ready to get
fucked?” he said.

“I’ve been waiting all day
for it,” Tori said. “Get on with it already.”

Rick laughed. He fucking loved her
attitude.

Still squatting above her, he slid his hips
back just a little bit, grabbed ahold of his cock, and slipped it
into her soaking wet pussy. It went in easily despite his size,
which spoke volumes about Tori. It was rare that he found a woman
that could handle him with ease, yet Tori appeared to. It bode well
for their future.

“Holy shit,” Tori groaned
once he was all the way inside her.

“Are you sure you can
handle it?” he asked, even though he already knew the answer. He
just wanted to hear how she’d reply.

“I can fucking handle
whatever you can dish out,” Tori said.

With that in mind, Rick gripped her hips for
balance and started moving against her. He started slow, fucking
her with slow, insistent strokes. But it wasn’t long before he was
pounding her more quickly, his cock moving in and out of her in a
fast, steady rhythm.

“That’s it, baby,” Tori
said. “Fuck me with that big cock of yours. Give it to me like you
mean it.”

So he did, hammering her with more
aggression. Their bodies bounced off each other, her ass rippling
every time they made contact. He slid his hands up her back and
grabbed a hold of her shoulders, pulling back on them as he moved
into her, forcing his cock deeper inside her pussy with every
thrust.

“Just like that, just like
that!” she said, her voice louder. “Fuck me like I deserve to get
fucked! Treat me like the little slut that I am!”

Tori’s trash-talking turned Rick on even
more and left him wanting to up the ante. He saw her hair splayed
down her back and reached out and grabbed a handful of it and
yanked back. She let out a surprised yelp and arched her back even
further, allowing him deeper access to her pussy. Using her hair to
manipulate her body and keep the tension at a maximum, he hammered
away, her ass bouncing against him with more and more force.

“Right there, right there,
right fucking there!” Tori said, growling like an animal. “Keep
fucking me, keep fucking me, keep fucking me, I’m gonna fucking
cum!”

And cum she did, her body tightening up for
a moment and then releasing with a shudder and a deep, guttural
moan.

Once her orgasm had passed, Rick slowed down
to catch his breath, not pulling his cock out of her pussy, but not
moving against her either.

But Tori was having none of that. She
slammed her ass back into him, catching him off guard. “Just
because I came once you think you can slow down?” she said,
hammering back against him again. “Not a chance, mister. I’m not a
man. I’m not done after a single pathetic orgasm.”

Smiling, loving every minute of it, Rick let
her bounce her ass back against him a few more times before taking
control again, grabbing her ass cheeks and spreading them wide
before pounding away, his hips slamming into her with more force
than ever before.

“Is this what you want?”
he asked, his voice harsh but still playful. “You want me to open
you up and pummel you like a fucking whore?”

“What I want is for you to
fuck me like a man,” she said, turning back to glare at him. “Not a
little boy.”

Her trash-talking riled him up even further.
Smiling like a devil, Rick grabbed her arms, crossed them over each
other, and held them against her back.

“That’s right,” she said,
her head still turned back at him. “Own me. Make me your
bitch.”

With his eyes locked onto hers, Rick did
just that, slamming into her with as much force as he could muster.
Her moans turned to screams as he pounded away at her pussy,
hammering on her so hard that she flinched every time he bottomed
out.

Rick pushed down on Tori’s upper body,
forcing her head to the floor. Holding her arms behind her back
with one hand and her face to the floor with the other, he fucked
her with every ounce of aggression he had.

“Is this how you want it?”
he said. “Ass up in the air and face to the floor while I hammer
you with my cock?”

“That’s exactly how I want
it!” she screamed. “Punish me! Fucking destroy me! I deserve
it!”

Rick gave it to Tori just like that for
another thirty seconds or so before he had to back away. He was too
close to orgasm to keep it up for much longer and he wanted to fuck
her some more before he finished up. So he stood up and pulled his
cock out of her pussy.

“Come taste yourself,” he
said, looking down at her.

Being the good little slut that she was,
Tori knew exactly what he was talking about. She spun and scooted
over towards him rose up on her knees and started licking his cock
up and down, cleaning it of all her juices.

“I taste so fucking good,”
she said, looking up at him with a nasty little smile on her face
and her hand wrapped around his shaft.

“Stop talking and start
sucking,” he said.

She flashed him a little smile then attacked
his cock again, this time taking it in her mouth and sucking on it
with her lips sealed tight, creating a vacuum-like seal.

It felt good; too good in fact. If Rick let
her do it for very much longer he was going to cum. And he still
had some things he wanted to do to her before they were finished.
So he grabbed a handful of her hair and yanked on her head, pulling
her head off his cock.

Tori looked up at him with a twinkle in her
eyes and a little half-smirk on her lips.

“Almost finished up there,
did you?” she said.

“Maybe,” he said, smiling
back at her. “I just a few seconds to recover.”

“Fair enough.”

Still grasping her hair, Rick turned and
starting walking towards the couch, dragging Tori along. She
crawled on her hands and knees like an animal, her ass high and
swaying.

Once they arrived at the couch, Rick reached
down and picked Tori up. Then he spun her around and dropped her on
the couch, so her head was lying on the cushion, her face looking
up towards the ceiling and her feet up in the air.

As Tori smiled up at him, Rick climbed onto
the couch and turned so he was facing her, scooting forward until
his groin was hovering right above her face.

Tori opened her mouth and Rick dropped his
balls into it. Staring down at her, he jerked himself off as she
sucked on his balls.

“Fuckin-A you’re good at
that,” he said.

“Thank you,” Tori said as
best as she could with her mouth full before working them even more
forcefully.

Rick let out a groan and shivered. A few
seconds later he lifted himself up in an attempt to extract his
balls from her mouth. But Tori refused to release them, holding on
with her mouth, stretching his ballsack to it’s limits before
reluctantly letting go with a pop.

After taking a moment to recover, Rick
smacked Tori’s face with his cock a few times then stuck it in her
mouth. He fucked her face using long, slow strokes, giving her his
entire cock each time.

After taking things slow for half a minute,
he grabbed her head and held it in place against the cushion and
started to pump her mouth with more speed, slamming his cock in and
out like a jackhammer, giving it to her balls deep every time.

Tori coughed and gagged but didn’t complain,
even as his balls slapped up against the bottom of her chin and
saliva poured out of her mouth.

He could have easily cum right then but he
forced himself to stop. He wanted to fuck her some more. So he
pulled his cock out of her mouth and grabbed her under the arms and
slid her body down to the floor. Her shoulders and neck were on the
floor and her legs were still up on the couch.

He grabbed ahold of her legs and pushed them
down until her knees were pressed against the floor, one on either
side of her head, essentially folding her in half.

Tori had obviously been in this position
before, as she wrapped her arms around her legs to keep them in
place without being told. Squatting, Rick guided his cock into her
pussy. She grimaced and let out a little yelp but didn’t protest,
even as he forced his cock deeper inside her.

“That’s it,” she said.
“Break my fucking pussy. Break it in half. Turn me inside
out.”

Egged on by her dirty mouth, Rick grabbed
Tori’s knees and pulled them apart, opening her up even more, and
proceeded to lay into her, dropping his body down onto her with
enough force to cause her to flinch at the bottom end of each
thrust.

As Rick climbed those final few steps toward
orgasm, he tapped into the last reserves of his energy and pounded
her with all the intensity he could muster. She took everything he
had to offer, staring directly up at him the entire time. She was
no longer talking shit, no longer talking at all, really, just
making loud, guttural, animal noises.

He slammed into her a couple more times,
then climbed off of her and stepped forward so one foot was on
either side of her head. Squatting, he aimed his cock at her face
and jerked himself off.

“Give it to me,” she said.
“Paint my fucking face with your cum.”

And so Rick did, shooting his load all over
Tori, streams of milky sperm splashing against her nose, cheeks,
and into her open mouth. Her face was covered in white globs, her
pretty eyes sparkling behind them, her mouth turned up in a little
half-smile.

As he stood there recovering, she sat up and
grabbed ahold of his cock and sucked on the tip, pulling the last
few drops out of it before dropping her hand away.

“Not too bad,” she said.
“Not too bad at all. I’m not going to lie though, I was hoping you
were going to get a little freakier with me.”

“Really?” Rick said. “Like
how?”

Tori shrugged. “I don’t know, playing with
my asshole a bit, maybe even something more.”

“I had no idea you were
into that sort of thing.”

“I’m into it all,” she
said, wiping a bit of his cum off her face with her finger and then
sticking it in her mouth. “The kinkier the better.”

“I’ll keep that in mind
for next time,” he said.

“Next time? What about
right now?”

Rick looked down at her. “You want to go at
it again?”

“Sure,” Tori said. “Why
not? Don’t you?”

“Hell yes,” he said. “Of
course, I’ll need a little while to cool down before we start up
again.”

“That’s not a problem at
all. I’ll go get some wine and we can relax for a bit.”

“Sounds great.”
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One hour and two bottles of wine later, Tori
reached over and grabbed ahold of Rick’s cock, which was hidden
beneath a robe she’d let him borrow when they started drinking

Rick’s cock was hard; it had been for the
last five minutes.

“It feels like you’re
ready to go again,” Tori said.

“It does indeed,” Rick
said.

Tori stood up, then pulled Rick off the
couch. She slipped his robe off of him and then dropped to her
knees. She was still wearing only her knee-high boots.

“Are you ready to get even
freakier this time?” Tori asked, taking his cock in her hand and
jerking him off while she looked up at him.

Rick just nodded.

Tori smiled up at him and took his cock
between her lips.

She worked his cock like a pro, moving
around constantly, running her tongue up his shaft, then sucking on
the tip while she jerked him off, her eyes locked on his the entire
time. After taking things slow for a little while, she started
moving her head back and forth, taking his cock halfway down in
rapid thrusts, her hand still working his shaft in time with her
mouth.

Pretty soon her hand dropped away and she
went full throttle on his cock, taking it three-quarters of the way
down every time, her hair flying everywhere and saliva dripping out
of her mouth and onto the floor.

After working Rick’s cock for half a minute
without letting up, Tori let it pop out of her mouth. Jerking him
off, she looked up at him serious. “You like the way I suck your
cock, don’t you?” she said.

He nodded his head.

“Do you want to see what
else I can do?”

He nodded again.

Still jerking Rick off, Tori slid her body
further under him and took his ballsack in her mouth. She sucked on
one of his testicles, rolling it around between her lips and
flicking it with her tongue before switching up to the other one
and giving it the same treatment. After working that one for a
little bit, she took them both in her mouth at the same time.

He took a deep breath and let it out slowly
as she worked his balls, bouncing them off each other while she
continued jerking him off.

Tori pulled down on his sack with her mouth,
stretching it out to its limits before finally releasing it.

Rick let out a low groan at the sudden
absence of pressure.

Tori laughed. “Sounds like you liked that
too,” she said.

“Just a little bit,” he
said sarcastically.

“If you think that felt
good, just wait.”

Before Tori’s comment could register she ran
her tongue along the bottom of Rick’s sack, sliding her body even
further underneath his.

Tori flipped herself over so she was sitting
on her butt, her head right below his ass, her body between his
legs.

“Spread your legs,” she
said, pushing on his inner thighs with her palms. “And squat down a
little bit.”

Rick did as he was told, anxious to see
where this was going to lead. It wasn’t long before he found
out.

Tori cupped one hand around his balls and
pushed them forward, getting them out of the way. Then she started
licking his taint, starting at the base of his sack and ending
right before she got to his asshole.

Rick closed his eyes and took a deep breath
and held it. It felt so good he wanted to scream. But before he had
even fully adjusted to her latest escalation, Tori released his
balls, put one hand on each of his ass cheeks, spread them wide,
and ran her tongue over his asshole.

“Holy fucking shit,” he
said aloud as an electric current shot up his body.

“Ooooh, I think he likes
it,” Tori said in a sing-song voice. “Am I right? Do you like
it?”

“I fucking love it,” Rick
said.

She laughed softly. “Do you want me to do it
some more?”

“Yes, please,” Rick said.
His voice sounded desperate but he didn’t care. He was desperate.
There was no reason to hide it.

“Okay,” Tori said. “But
you have to return the favor later.”

“My pleasure.”

Laughing, she went back to work on his
asshole, licking it a few times before spitting on it and working
the saliva around the edges with her tongue.

Rick let out a pathetic moan and tried to
keep his legs from buckling. His entire body was tingling, from his
head to his toes, as though a low dose of electricity was running
through him.

Unable to leave himself alone, Rick started
jerking off while Tori worked. He was excited beyond all belief. No
girl had ever played with his asshole before and he surprised at
how much he enjoyed it.

He enjoyed it so much, in fact, that when
Tori slid the tip of her tongue into his asshole it very nearly
triggered an immediate orgasm. Cursing under his breath, he quickly
shuffled away from her and turned around.

Looking up at him from her knees with a
satisfied smile on her face, Tori said, “Ready to cum so soon?”

“What can I say? It felt
fucking great.”

“That was the whole
point,” she said. “And speaking of how good it felt, I do believe
you said you’d return the favor?”

“I certainly
did.”

She turned around and leaned over, putting
her palms on the wall, and stuck her ass out. “Then come on over
here.”

“With pleasure,” he said,
walking over towards her.

Once Rick reached Tori he dropped to his
knees. He took a moment to admire her perfect ass—tight and
well-built, just like he liked them—then planted a few kisses on
her asscheeks before spreading them wide with his hands.

Even though Tori’s asshole was right there,
staring at him, just begging to get licked, he started with her
pussy, licking and sucking on it, running his tongue up it,
starting at the bottom and ending right before he got to her
asshole, just as she’d done to him earlier.

After her pussy was nice and wet, he stuck
his tongue inside it and started exploring around, shaking his head
back and forth quickly to loosen her up. Still holding her ass wide
open with his hands, he started bobbing his head forward and back,
forcing his tongue deeper inside her pussy with every thrust.

Tori started getting into the act, pushing
her ass back in rhythm with his face so they met in the middle,
allowing him even deeper access to her insides. This went on for a
little while, Tori’s breath growing more rapid and her moans
growing consistently louder.

“That’s it,” she said.
“Bury that face in my pussy.”

So he did, pressing against her with as much
force as he could muster. She helped out too, reaching back with
one hand and grabbing the back of his head, holding him there,
smothering him, his tongue buried deep in her pussy, his nose
smashed up against her asshole as she pushed her ass back into his
face.

After what seemed like an hour, she released
Rick’s head, allowing him to breathe. Once he’d caught his breath,
he smacked her ass a couple times, then once again grabbed ahold of
her ass cheeks and spread them wide.

Rick stared at her asshole for a few
seconds, admiring it, then he went to town on her asshole,
exploring the edges with his tongue, getting it all wet and
slippery while she moaned and groaned in pleasure.

He leaned back a little bit and spit on her
asshole, took a moment to work it around with his thumb, then
plunged in again, burying his face in her ass. Looking up the
length of her perfect body, her spine arched and her hair spilled
down her back, he plunged his rigid tongue into her asshole.

Tori cursed under her breath and her lower
half shook and shimmied, her ass pushing back against his face,
forcing his tongue even deeper inside her.

“Holy shit that feels so
fucking incredible,” Tori said, her voice a harsh whisper. One of
her hands left the wall and flew down between her legs and started
working her clit. “Don’t fucking stop, don’t fucking stop, I’m
gonna fucking cum!”

Even though Rick was having trouble
breathing, he kept his face buried against her ass, his tongue deep
in her asshole, just as she had asked.

No more than five seconds later an
unintelligible moan of pleasure escaped from Tori’s mouth and her
pussy released a torrent of juices, drenching the lower part of his
face.

Once her orgasm had passed he pulled his
face from her ass and took a moment to catch his breath. She
reached back, grabbed ahold of his hair, lifted him to his feet and
pulled him in close. With his cock pushing up against her lower
back, right above her ass, she turned her head so she could see him
over her shoulder.

Without saying anything, Tori grabbed ahold
of his cock and slipped it into her pussy, her eyes locked on his
the whole time. She was as wet as she’d been all evening, her pussy
practically leaking juices, making it so slick that he couldn’t
have gone slow if he’d wanted to.

Rick moved his hips against Tori, forcing
his cock deep inside her pussy. he grabbed ahold of her hips and
proceeded to slam into her, moving his cock in and out of her pussy
in fast, aggressive pumps, her body moving back against his with
every pump.

Tori returned her palms to the wall to give
her more leverage, allowing her to push back harder against him.
Her upper body was bent at a ninety degree angle and she was facing
away from him, her leg muscles tight and her back arched, showing
off her spine and shoulder blades. 

With one of his hands, he released her hips
and gave her a slap on the ass. She let out a little yelp of
pleasure and started bucking back harder against him.

“You like that, do you?”
Rick said, taunting her just as she’d taunted him
earlier.

“I love it,” she said. “Do
it again.”

So he did, smacking her again, hard enough
that it left a red handprint in her ass cheek. While he admired his
handiwork, his eyes caught a glimpse of her asshole. It was staring
right at him, beckoning. He let his hand wander towards it and
started rubbing it with his thumb.

Tori responded by bucking even harder
against him, as though trying to force his thumb inside her
asshole.

He decided to help her out, spitting on her
asshole and rubbing it in with his thumb before slipping the tip of
it inside her while he continued fucking her pussy.

“Holy fuck,” she said in a
gasping breath.

“Is that what you wanted?”
he asked, knowing full well it was but wanting to hear her say it.
“My thumb in your asshole while I fuck your pussy?”

She shook her head from side to side.

“No?”

“No,” she said, rising up
so her back was pressing against his chest. She turned her head so
she could see him. She was still moving against him, but more
slowly now. His thumb was still planted halfway in her asshole. “I
want your cock in there. I want you to fuck my ass until you shoot
your load in my dirty little shithole. What do you say to
that?”

“I say turn around and get
down on your hands and knees so I can give you what you
want.”

Laughing, Tori spun around and dropped to
her hands and knees. Her legs were spread, opening up her ass,
giving him a perfect view of her insane backside. She flicked her
head, sending her hair to one side, then turned her face so she
could see him.

Rick fell to his knees and sidled up to her.
Then he grabbed ahold of his cock, slapped it against her asscheeks
a couple of times, and slid it into her asshole.

Even though it was already warmed up from
the foreplay, Tori’s asshole was tight as hell, grabbing his cock
in a way that her pussy didn’t. It felt just as incredible as
fucking her pussy, but different. The pressure was more intense and
constant up and down his entire cock as her anus squeezed it tight.
And he hadn’t even started moving against her yet.

He started to push but Tori said, “Hang on a
second. Let me work it for a little bit.”

So he sat still while she worked his cock
with her perfect ass.

Tori started slowly, moving back against him
with deliberate care, slowly and gently while her asshole got used
to his cock. It didn’t take long before it opened up, and within a
minute she was bucking back against him with more intensity, taking
his cock all the way down, making it disappear inside her asshole
in long, smooth strokes.

“Holy fuck,” he moaned
under his breath.

“You like that?” Tori
said, her face still turned so she could see him. “You like it when
I fuck your cock with my asshole?”

Rick nodded, afraid that his voice would
crack if he tried to speak.

“Are you ready to take
over?” she asked, her voice full of need. “Are you ready to start
pummeling my ass with your cock?”

He nodded again.

“Then take over,” Tori
said. “Show me what you can do.”

So he did, grabbing ahold of her hips and
using them for leverage, allowing him to start moving against her
at the pace and depth of his choosing.

Tori’s asshole felt so good that Rick knew
he wouldn’t be able to last long, so he started slamming into her
right away, giving her his entire cock, balls deep, pounding her
with such intensity that his ballsack was slapping up against the
underside of her pussy at the end of every thrust.

“Harder,” Tori said,
catching his eyes. “Fuck me harder.”

So he did, grabbing ahold of her shoulders
and yanking back on them as he came forward, allowing him even
deeper access to her asshole. In addition, Rick sped things up,
sliding his cock in and out of her asshole with ever-increasing
rapidity, so quickly that he could barely keep any rhythm going.
Tori started grunting upon contact and her breathing rate increased
dramatically as he continued hammering away at her with reckless
abandon.

“Is this what you want?”
he asked. She was no longer looking back at him. Her head was
facing forward, her spine arched, her hair spilling down her back.
“Am I giving you what you want?” 

“More,” she said even
though she was breathing so hard she could barely even talk. “Give
me all you got. I can take it. Break me in fucking half. Punish
me.”

Laughing under his breath, marveling at her
intensity, Rick climbed to his feet and pushed her shoulders down
so they were lying on the floor. This would allow him maximum
leverage over her and allow him to give her what she wanted. An
ass-fucking like no other.

Rick pummeled her asshole with everything he
had, pounding away at her so hard that her body was moving forward
with every thrust. His hips were moving like a jackhammer, her ass
rippling every time he made contact with it.

“Holy fuck!” she screamed,
totally into it now. “Just like that, just like that! Fuck my
asshole. Yes, yes, yes! Fuck it, fuck it, fuck it!”

Her talking put him over the edge. Despite
wanting to continue fucking her ass all night long, his body was
telling him it was done.

“Goddammit,” he said,
partly out of frustration at cumming already and partly out to warn
Tori, to make sure she still wanted him to cum in her asshole. “I’m
gonna fucking cum!”

“Cum in my ass,” she
growled, her voice guttural. “Fill up my asshole with your
cum.”

Well, that answered that question. Rick
muttered, “Shit, shit, shit,” under his breath and released his
seed into Tori’s asshole, continuing to pound away at her until
every last bit of sperm had exited his body.

Once he’d stopped, Tori pulled forward. His
cock slipped out of her ass, drooping a little bit but still pretty
hard. She spun around and took his cock in her mouth, sucking it
clean of her ass juices before letting it slide out from between
her lips.

“Well, what did you
think?” she asked, looking up at him with a smile.

“I think you’re a filthy
little fuckslut,” Rick said.

“Why thank you,” Tori
replied. “You weren’t too bad yourself.”

“Thanks,” Rick said. “I’m
just sorry I couldn’t fuck your ass longer without
cumming.”

“Oh, you did fine,” she
said. “It was our
first time doing that, after all.”

“Still, that’s no excuse,”
he said. “Hopefully you’ll give me a chance to make it up to
you.”

“I could probably do that.
Tomorrow night? Same time, same place?”

“It would be my
pleasure.”

“But tomorrow it’s going
to get a little freakier. I want to see if you can take as much as
you dish out.”

“Sounds fair enough to
me,” Rick said.

“I’m looking forward to it
already,” Tori said.

“Me too,” Rick replied.
“Me too.”

 

#####

 

 KICKING
THINGS UP A NOTCH

 

Kevin Demps and Jenny Wilson had been lovers
for going on three months. They’d met each other through a mutual
friend and had hit it off right away. Not dating, as neither really
had time for a true relationship, but getting together for sex on a
regular basis.

At first, the sex was great—passionate and
fun—but lately things had started to get a little stale. Stale
enough, in fact, that Jenny had recently been making waves about
calling the affair off. Unless Kevin was willing to try something
new. Something Jenny had always wanted but had never quite had the
guts to ask for. At least, not from Kevin.

 

#

 

They were sitting on the living room couch
in Jenny’s apartment after a night out at a bar with friends. Both
were pretty drunk, if not quite wasted. It was shortly after
midnight.

“We have to figure this
out,” Jenny said, shifting her body so she was facing
Kevin.

“Figure what
out?”

“Whether or not this is
going to continue working.”

“I didn’t realize there
was a problem,” Kevin said.

Jenny flashed him a look of disbelief.

“Okay, so I know things
have been different lately,” Kevin said. “But I didn’t realize it
was that big of a problem.”

“Well, it is,” Jenny said.
“Enough of a problem that we need to mix things up if we want to
continue getting together.”

“Okay,” Kevin said. “What
do you suggest we do about it?”

“I had a few
ideas.”

Kevin gave her a sideways look. “Like
what?”

“I think we need to kick
things up a notch,” Jenny said.

“In what way?”

Jenny turned to face Kevin. She was a
decently-sized girl, standing almost 5’8” and weighing in at right
about 120 pounds, with long blonde hair and big brown eyes. Her
face was more slutty than cute, but she had a rockin’ body, with
perfectly-sized breasts, a slim figure,  tight ass and legs
that didn’t quit.

“I want you to get rough
with me,” she said.

“What?” Kevin said,
confused. While Jenny was definitely a freak in bed, so far they
hadn’t done anything too far out of the ordinary. Sure, there had
been some light hair pulling and the occasional gentle smack on the
ass, but certainly nothing too deviant. If she wouldn’t have
specifically asked for him to get rough he never would have
imagined that she liked it that way.

“You know,” Jenny said.
“Smacking me around. Choking me, that sort of thing.”

“Really?” Kevin said, a
bit uncomfortable with the idea.

“Sure,” Jenny said. “Why
not?”

Kevin shrugged. “I don’t know. I guess I
just didn’t think you were into that sort of thing.”

“Well, I am,” she said.
“Why, aren’t you?”

“Not really.”

“Oh,” Jenny said. She was
clearly disappointed.

“I mean, don’t get me
wrong,” Kevin said. “I’m no goody-goody, but the sort of thing
you’re talking about? It’s not really my style.”

“So you’ve tried it
before?”

“Once or
twice.”

“But you didn’t like
it.”

“Not really,” Kevin said.
More to the point, he didn’t like himself after doing it. But there
was no need to go into that right now.

“Well, that’s too bad,”
Jenny said. “Because the way things have been going, we need to do
something different.”

“It hasn’t been
that bad.”

“No, but it hasn’t been
all that great either. Not lately at least.”

“And you think this will
change things,” Kevin said, his tone skeptical.

Jenny smiled. “I know it will.”

“I don’t know—”

“You want to give me what
I want, right,” Jenny said.

“Of course,” Kevin
replied.

“Well, this is what I
want.”

“You’re sure about
that?”

“Absolutely,” Jenny
said.

Kevin dropped his eyes and shook his
head.

“What’s the problem?”
Jenny said.

“I’m just not comfortable
doing those kinds of things to you,” Kevin said. “Or to anyone,
really.”

“That’s the whole point,”
she said. “To take you out of your comfort zone.”

“I know,” Kevin said.
“But—”

“But nothing,” Jenny said.
“You asked me what it would take to keep this little affair of ours
going, and I’m telling you. If you’d rather we just go our separate
ways—”

“You know that’s not what
I want.”

“Well then, you know what
you have to do.”

“I know,” Kevin said. “I
just don’t know if I can.”

“Think of me as one of
your ex-girlfriends, someone who dumped a few years ago for no
reason at all, if that helps. What’s that one girl’s name you
always used tell me about? Allie?”

Kevin’s eyes narrowed at the mention of her
name.

“Oh yeah, that’s the one,”
Jenny said, flashing him a wicked little smile. “Allie. Just
pretend that I’m Allie and you finally have your chance to pay me
back for everything I ever did to you.”

Kevin’s hand shot out and grabbed Jenny
around the throat. Her smile grew wider.

“Is this what you want?”
Kevin said. “Is this how you want me to treat you?”

Jenny started to answer but Kevin gripped
her throat tighter so she just nodded her head.

Kevin smacked her in the face with an open
palm. The sound echoed about the room. “What about that?” He
smacked her again, hard enough to leave a red mark on her cheek.
“Do you like that too?”

Jenny nodded once more. Her entire face was
turning red from lack of oxygen.

Kevin released her throat, giving her a
chance to breathe. She did so in gasping breaths but her smile
never wavered.

“Fine,” Kevin said,
grabbing a handful of her hair and walking over towards the bed,
dragging her along with him. “If you want me to treat you like
shit, I’ll treat you like shit. But I don’t want to hear you
complaining about it later.”

“Never,” she
said.

When they reached the bed, Kevin spun Jenny
around so she was facing it. He bent her over, pushing her upper
body down until it was flat on the covers, her legs still straight,
her muscles taut.

Pressing up against her, his rapidly growing
cock pushing up against her tight little ass, Kevin loosened his
tie and pulled it over his head. Then he grabbed both of Jenny’s
arms and yanked them behind her back. Holding her wrists together
with one hand, he looped the still-knotted tie around them and
pulled it tight, trapping her arms together behind her back,
incapacitating them.

“This is what you want,
right?” Kevin said, leaning over her, the weight of his upper body
lying on her back and his mouth right next to her ear. “For me to
tie you up and use you however I please?”

“Yes,” Jenny said. “That’s
exactly what I want.”

“No holds barred, right,”
Kevin asked.

“None,” she
said.

“All right then, you asked
for it. Don’t forget that.”

“I won’t.”

Kevin leaned back, lifting his weight off
Jenny. He flipped her flimsy little skirt up, exposing her tight
little ass, yanked her G string to the side, revealing her shaved
snatch, then grabbed ahold of his cock and slid it into her pussy.
It went in easily, with no resistance at all. Based on how wet she
was, apparently Jenny truly did enjoy being treated like shit.

Kevin started hammering away at her pussy
with extreme aggression right from the get-go, not even bothering
to take things slow. He gave her his entire cock from tip to base,
slamming his body into hers hard enough to push her body deeper
into the bed with every thrust.

“Holy fuck yes,” she said.
“Just like that. Treat me like a little fucking whore.”

Kevin grabbed ahold of her hair, and gave it
a sharp yank, pulling her head up and back until it was right
alongside his. He twisted her head sideways so they were making eye
contact while he spoke.

“Shut your fucking mouth,”
he said. “I don’t want to hear your annoying little voice again.
Understand?”

Jenny nodded.

Kevin turned her head forward, then pushed
on the back of it, forcing her upper body back down onto the bed.
He went back to fucking her from behind, his hands around her hips
to pull her towards him as he came forward, allowing him to
penetrate her more deeply.

He was pummeling her so aggressively that
she started making loud grunting sounds every time they are bodies
slammed together. Reaching down, Kevin put his hands on the back of
her head and pushed on it, forcing it deeper into the covers,
muffling her cries.

“What did I say to you
about making noise,” Kevin said. “Keep your fucking mouth shut.” He
let up on Jenny’s head, giving her a chance to breathe. She did so
quietly, and was able to keep from making any noise when he went
back to pounding her pussy.

After hammering away on her for a full
minute, giving it to her balls deep the entire time, Kevin decided
to switch things up a little bit. Keeping his cock firmly planted
inside her pussy, he pulled his hand back and gave her a smack on
the ass with an open palm, hard enough to leave a handprint.

Jenny let out a little yelp, obviously
caught off-guard. Her head was still on the covers but turned to
the side, her slutty little face visible to Kevin. He reached down
and covered her mouth with his hand, squeezing her jaw.

“You’re not a very good
listener are you,” Kevin said, staring down at Jenny. “I guess I’m
going to have to punish you some more.” He smacked her ass again,
harder this time.

Jenny yelped once more but Kevin’s hand
muffled the sound. “Nope,” he said. “Not very good at all.” He
smacked her ass again and again she couldn’t stop herself from
making noise.

“You do realize I’m going
to keep doing this until you figure out how to keep quiet,” Kevin
said. “I don’t care if your ass is bleeding by the time I’m done.
You will learn to keep your fucking mouth shut.”

He smacked her again. And again. And again.
Her ass was shining bright red before she finally figured out how
to keep quiet.

“See,” Kevin said. “That
wasn’t so hard, was it?”

Jenny’s eyes were leaking tears, making her
mascara run, and her entire face was red. Her body was covered with
a thin sheen of sweat and her chest was heaving.

Breaking character for a moment, Kevin said,
“Are we done with this ridiculousness yet? Tell me you’ve had
enough.”

Jenny shook her head. “More,” she whispered.
“I want more.”

“Are you sure?”

“Positive,” she said,
smiling like a demon.

“All right,” Kevin said,
sounding reluctant, but at this point, he wasn’t. He was having fun
with this, more fun than he’d thought possible. And his cock was
harder than ever. “If you insist.”

Kevin picked Jenny up and flipped her over
onto her back, her still-bound arms now underneath her body. He
yanked her panties off, balled them up, and stuck them in her
mouth. Then he spread her legs, opening her pussy wide. He was
having so much fun that he needed to give his cock a little break,
so instead of sticking it in Jenny’s gaping, soaking wet pussy, he
decided on something else for a little while.

“You love getting
finger-fucked, don’t you,” he said, knowing full well that she did.
“It’s one of your favorite things in the world, right?”

Jenny nodded.

“So guess what,” Kevin
said, staring down at her. “I’m going to give you exactly what you
love so much. So I’d better not hear you complaining.”

And with that, he slipped three fingers into
her pussy and started banging away, sliding them in and out of her
pussy as quickly as he could, hammering away at her insides while
her snatch grew more and more wet.

Kevin stuck a fourth finger inside her,
eliciting a gasp from behind Jenny’s panty-gag. Her eyes were wide
and excited, her breath rapid and her face red. Her pussy was
squeezing his fingers, forcing the blood from them, but he
continued slamming them inside her as hard as he can, his arm
working furiously as he stared down at her.

“You like that, don’t
you?” he said. “You like having your pussy filled to the brim,
stretched out as far as it can, don’t you?”

Jenny nodded vigorously but her eyes were
showing signs of distress. Sometimes too much of a good thing was
simply too much.

“Oh, struggling a bit with
it, are you?” Kevin said. “I guess I’ll have to help you take your
mind off your pussy.”

Still slamming his fingers in and out of
her, Kevin used his free hand to yank Jenny’s shirt up and grab her
right tit. He groped it for a little while, hard enough to leave
finger-marks, then gave it a sharp slap.

Jenny flinched and let out a moan behind her
gag. She shook her head quickly back and forth, her hair flying
everywhere, her breath growing more rapid.

Kevin gave her other tit the same treatment
and he got the same result. He wasn’t sure if she was in pain or
ecstasy or both, but knew that nothing he was doing would cause
permanent damage, so he continued on.

At the very least, by the end of the
evening, she would have learned a lesson. And who knows, perhaps
she’d like it so much that he’d have the opportunity to do it to
her again. Either way, he wasn’t going to stop. Or let up. Not
yet.

He’d stopped banging her pussy but kept all
four of his fingers deep inside her, his whole hand all but
swallowed by her snatch. “Are you still having fun?” he asked.

Jenny nodded vigorously.

“So you want me to keep
going.”

She nodded again.

“Very well, then,” Kevin
said. He took one of her nipples between his fingers and gave it a
pinch and a twist, holding on to it as he did so.

Jenny’s entire body twisted, turning
sideways on the bed. Her legs tightened and then started to twitch
and she turned her head sideways and screamed into the bed, the
stream of curse words audible even from behind the gag.

Kevin marveled at Jenny’s reaction, feeling
a power he’d never felt before. Eventually he let go, allowing her
a few seconds to recover before repeating the process with her
other nipple. Jenny’s reaction was the same, if not a little bit
more intense.

Feeling emboldened, Kevin ran his hand up
Jenny’s chest and yanked her panties out of her mouth. After she’d
had a chance to breathe normally for a few seconds, he grabbed
ahold of her throat. Squeezing lightly, he resumed banging her
pussy with his other hand, squeezing tighter and tighter as he
moved his fingers faster and faster inside her. Jenny’s pussy was
absolutely gushing now, her juices getting everywhere, causing wet,
smacking sounds as Kevin’s fingers slid in and out of her.

Her eyes widened and her breath caught in
her throat and entire body shook and shimmied beneath him. For a
moment, Kevin thought he’d taken things too far, but once she’d
stopped shucking and jiving, he noticed that her face had a glow
about it that he hadn’t seen before. It was then that he realized
what had happened.

“Did you just have an
orgasm?” he asked.

Jenny nodded vigorously.

“You really do like this
shit, don’t you?”

Smiling widely, she nodded again.

“So I’m guessing you don’t
want me to stop,” he said. It wasn’t a question but she answered
anyway.

“Hell no,” she said. “Keep
doing what you’re doing. I fucking love it.”

Laughing, Kevin shook his head in disbelief.
It seemed as though the worse he treated Jenny, the more she liked
it. With that in mind, he decided to turn things up a notch
further. See just how far he could push the envelope.

Kevin slipped his fingers out of Jenny’s
pussy and stuck them in her mouth, forcing her to lick her pussy
juices off them.

Once his fingers were clean, he climbed onto
the bed, one leg on either side of Jenny’s body, until he was
straddling her chest, his cock hovering just above her face. He
grabbed ahold of his cock and smacked it against her cheek a couple
times, then rubbed it all over her face.

“Open your mouth,” Kevin
said, staring down at Jenny’s face, which looked even sluttier than
usual with the smeared makeup and running mascara.

She did as she was told.

Using Jenny’s hair to hold her head against
the bed, Kevin pummeled her face with his cock, jack-hammering it
into her mouth with furious intensity while she gagged and choked
on it, her eyes fluttering.

“Look at me while I fuck
your face,” he said, releasing her hair long enough to give her a
smack on the cheek.

 Jenny opened her
eyes wide and kept them open as Kevin continued pummeling her
mouth. He was giving her his entire cock, from tip to base, his
balls slapping up against her chin at the tail end of every
thrust.

Her gags grew louder, more pronounced, but
Kevin didn’t slow down one bit. “Take it you fucking slut,” he
said, staring down at her. “Take my fucking cock like the slut you
are.”

He hammered his cock into her mouth one last
time and held it there, deep in her throat, the head of his cock
pressing up against something inside her. Jenny gagged and coughed,
but Kevin didn’t let up, forcing her to continue deepthroating
him.

Jenny tried to turn her head but Kevin had
it trapped between his legs. And with her arms still incapacitated,
she had no recourse.

“Take it you whore,” he
said, pinching her nose shut with his fingers. “Swallow my fucking
cock. Choke on it. You know you love it.”

Jenny gagged again, more violently this
time. Saliva poured out of her mouth and onto the bed. A few
seconds later her struggle slowed considerably.

“That’s it,” Kevin said,
releasing her nose. “Take it like a champ. That a girl.”

It wasn’t until Jenny’s face started to turn
pale and her eyes began to flutter that Kevin pulled his cock out
of her throat. The blood rushed back to her face and her mouth
opened wide in gasping breaths.

Kevin barely gave her a chance to get a few
gulps of air before he dropped his balls into her mouth. Jenny
tried to breathe around them but every time she opened her mouth
wider Kevin shoved them further inside.

Eventually Jenny recovered enough that she
suckled on his balls proper, gargling them in her mouth while Kevin
jerked himself off and stared down at her face. Her makeup was
smeared everywhere, her eyes bloodshot, her hair a mess but this
made her look hotter than ever, a true slut. There was just one
more thing that would complete the picture, and Kevin was really
close to giving it to her. Just another couple minutes and he’d be
ready.

On the verge of finishing up now, Kevin
pulled his balls out of Jenny’s mouth and slid down her body.
Grabbing ahold of her ankles, he climbed to his feet, pulling her
legs up with him as he stood, rolling her up until she was folded
in half on the bed in the piledriver position. All her weight was
on her shoulders and head, her ass in the air and her legs spread
wide.

Jenny was completely wide open and helpless,
her puss gaping and soaking wet, just waiting to get fucked.

Holding Jenny’s legs down with his hands,
her knees on the bed, one on either side of her head, Kevin
squatted down, then slid his cock into her pussy and started
fucking his with everything he had, giving it to her with reckless
abandon, his body hammering down on hers hard enough to make the
bed shake and bounce.

“Holy fuck that feels so
fucking good!” Jenny screamed. Her eyes were wide and her face held
an expression of discomfort, but the sound of her voice trumped all
that. She wanted it just like she was getting it. Hard and rough,
with no holds barred.

Kevin was grunting with every thrust,
putting all his weight into it, slamming his body down onto Jenny’s
while she grunted and groaned beneath him.

“Break that pussy, break
it in fucking half!” Jenny screamed. It seemed like the harder he
fucked her the louder she got. “I want it all. I want every last
inch of you inside me!”

So Kevin did what he could, altering his
angle of attack so he was leaning over her folded-in-half body, his
palms on the bed, freeing up his lower half to jackhammer her pussy
with the help of gravity.

He shifted one of his hands and wrapped it
around Jenny’s throat, choking her as he fucked her. This seemed to
put Jenny over the top, as shortly afterwards her body locked up
for a moment before releasing with a newfound intensity as an
orgasm shot through her. Her legs twitched and her chest heaved up
and down, searching for air.

Kevin released Jenny’s throat and she gasped
deeply, then coughed, and then she was right back in the game,
talking to Kevin without missing a beat.

“Give it to me,” she said,
no longer screaming but talking in a low, guttural, animalistic
voice. “Fuck me with the big cock of yours until you’re ready to
cum all over my face.”

The change in Jenny’s voice turned Kevin on
more than he could have imagined. Something about the force in
which she uttered the words was far hotter than the high-pitched
screaming from before. It brought him right to the edge of orgasm.
He sucked in some air, trying to hold out for as long as
possible.

But Jenny recognized the look and used it
against him. “Don’t try to hide it,” she said. “I know what time it
is.”

Kevin didn’t answer. He just kept pounding
away at Jenny’s pussy. But she didn’t stop. She knew.

“Give me your cum,” she
said in her newly-minted, low-toned, demanding voice. “Make a mess
of this slutty little face of mine. I want to feel your hot sperm
all over me. I want to taste it. I want to swallow it. I want to
feel it in my stomach. Give it to me, Kevin. Give it to me
now.”

Kevin couldn’t hold out any longer. Cursing
under his breath, he yanked his cock out of Jenny’s pussy and
scrambled forward, his legs on either side of her body. Squatting,
he aimed his cock down at her face and jerked himself to
completion, sending stream after stream of white cum shooting down
to splash against her face.

By the time Kevin was finished Jenny was
covered in his cum. It was caked to her forehead, her cheeks, her
eyelids, her chin. A good portion had ended up in her mouth, which
was still opened wide, a reservoir of white sperm visible.

As Kevin watched, Jenny closed her mouth and
swallowed, clearing her mouth of his sperm. Leaning down further,
he stuck his cock in her mouth and held it there as she sucked the
tip, drawing every last drop from him.

She sucked it hard enough to make him
shudder, then finally stand up to get away from her, pulling his
cock from her mouth with an audible pop.

“What’s the matter,” Jenny
said, smiling at him. “Can’t take it anymore?”

“You might want to be
careful what you say,” Kevin said. “Considering your arms are still
bound behind your back.”

“I’m not too worried about
that,” she said. “After all, if you don’t untie them, how am I
supposed to jerk you off later tonight?”

“Good point,” Kevin said.
He slid his hands beneath her and undid the tie.
“Better?”

“I don’t know about that,”
Jenny said. “But at least I can feel my arms again.” She grabbed
the corner of the blanket and used it to wipe the rest of his cum
off her face.

“What did you do that
for?” Kevin asked. “I liked you like that.”

“I’m sure you did,” she
said. “And you can make me look like that whenever you
want.”

“Does that mean we’re not
through?”

“Not if you can repeat
what you did here tonight.”

“So you enjoyed yourself,
huh?”

“Immensely,” she replied.
“How about you?”

“More than I could have
ever imagined,” Kevin replied.

“That’s good,” Jenny said.
“It was nice to see you step up your game. Of course, you’re going
to have to let me be in charge every once in a while. If you can
handle being the submissive, of course.”

“If you can handle it, I
can too,” he said.

Jenny’s smile was demonic. “We’ll just have
to see about that, won’t we?”

“Yes we will,” Kevin said.
“Yes we will indeed.”

 

#####

 

 SHOWN THE
ROPES

 

Billy Jackson was embarrassed. He didn’t
know what to do. A couple hours ago he’d called a number given to
him by a friend, and now, at eight o’clock in the evening, he was
standing in a hotel room next to a gorgeous woman wearing high
heels and a little purple dress that left very little to the
imagination.

She’d said her name was Sandra and she was a
tall, stunning brunette with an incredible body; rock hard from
head to toe, tan skin, long, shapely legs, toned arms, and enormous
tits.

Sandra was a little older than Billy had
been expecting, probably in her early-thirties, a good 8-10 years
older than him. Not that he minded. In fact, an older woman was
exactly what he needed right now. Someone to take charge, to show
him the ropes. That was what this whole night was about anyhow.

“Is this the first time
you’ve done something like this?” Sandra asked.

Billy nodded. Then he realized that she
might not have been asking what he’d thought she was. “Not my first
time having sex,” he added hastily, “Just my first time with
a—”

“Escort?” Sandra
asked.

“Yeah,” he
replied.

“And that makes you
uncomfortable?”

“A little bit.”

“It’s not that big of a
deal,” she said. “Just pretend like you picked me up in a bar or
something. You’ve done that before, right?”

“Not exactly,” he
said.

“What about a party or a
concert, something like that? Have you ever gone home with a woman
after a night on the town?”

Billy shook his head.

Sandra offered him a little smile laced with
pity. “How many times have you had sex?”

He shrugged. “Fifteen, twenty times maybe.
Something like that.”

“Let me guess,” Sandra
said. “All with the same girl?”

“Yeah.”

“Your girlfriend, I
assume?”

“My ex-girlfriend,” Billy
said.

“Gotcha,” Sandra said.
“And what kind of sex are we talking about here?”

“Just the basics,” he
said.

“What does that mean to
you exactly? I’m guessing your idea of the basics is far different
from mine.”

Billy shrugged again. “I don’t know.
Missionary, mostly,” he said, his tone reflecting his discomfort at
talking openly about his sex life, or lack thereof.

“What about blow jobs?”
Sandra asked.

“Not really,” he said,
blushing just a hair. “Once or twice, and only for a short time.
Thirty seconds each, maybe.”

“Did you give you hand
jobs? Jerk you off?”

“Sometimes,” Billy
said.

“Did you ever give
her anal
sex?”

His face turned bright red from
embarrassment. “No. She said didn’t like it.”

“What about your fingers?”
Sandra asked. “Did you ever use them on her? Play with her pussy,
rub her clit, anything like that?”

“A few times,” he said.
“Just to get her warmed up.”

Sandra laughed under her breath and shook
her head.

“What?” Billy
said.

“Nothing,” she replied. “I
just feel bad for you, that’s all.”

“Why?”

“Because your girlfriend
was such a prude,” Sandra said. “Okay, so a few more questions and
then we can get started.”

“Okay,” Billy
said.

“What about porn?” she
asked.

“What about
it?”

“Do you ever watch
it?”

Billy shrugged. “Occasionally,” he said, his
embarrassment growing even further. He looked down at the floor,
unable to meet her eyes.

“Hardcore stuff?” Sandra
asked.

His eyes flashed up in annoyance. “What
difference does it make?”

“I’m just trying to get a
feel for how much you know, what you’re aware of, so I don’t make
you uncomfortable,” she said. “I want you to have a good time, you
know. That’s kind of my job description.”

“Assume I don’t know
anything at all,” he said. “Because I feel like I
don’t.”

“Fair enough,” Sandra
said. She took a couple steps towards Billy until she was standing
right in front of him, their bodies practically touching. “So
here’s what we’ll do. Imagine that ten minutes ago, we were at a
bar. You were standing there, having a drink, when I came up to
you.”

Her voice changed, grew infinitely more
sexy, soft and throaty. She leaned forward and whispered in his
ear: “You’re fucking gorgeous. I’d love to take you back to my
hotel room and ravish you.”

Billy took a deep breath. He tried to
swallow but his throat was suddenly dry. He knew Sandra was just
playing a role, but she was so convincing that it didn’t matter.
Even though he knew better, on some level he thought her words
actually reflected her feelings.

“Just follow my lead,”
Sandra said, still whispering seductively, her tone dripping need
and desire. “I’ll take care of you, big boy. I’ll take you places
you’ve never been before.”  

 “Okay,” Billy
managed to squeak out, his entire body tingling with excitement as
she took his hand and led him to the couch.

Once they reached the couch, Sandra turned
Billy around so his back was towards it, then give him a little
push, dropping him onto the cushions. She spread his legs apart,
stepped in between them, and pulled her dress over her head,
revealing her huge, natural breasts in all their glory. The only
thing left on her body was her black g-string and 3-inch fuck-me
pumps.

Billy took a deep breath and let it out
slowly, trying to calm himself. His cock was hard just from looking
at her. It was pressing up against his jeans painfully.

Looking down at him, her face deadly
serious, Sandra grab ahold of her tits and started groping herself,
rubbing her nipples and squeezing them to get them hard. She cupped
her hand beneath one of her tits and brought it up towards her
mouth and started sucking on the nipple.

“Do you like these tits?”
Sandra said.

Billy nodded. There was no way he could talk
right now.

“Do you want to taste
them?”

Billy nodded again.

Sandra climbed onto the couch, straddling
Billy’s groin. He sucked in his breath quickly and bit down on his
bottom lip. Just the pressure of her ass on his dick was almost
enough to make him cum.

“A little bit jumpy, huh?”
Sandra said.

“Yeah,” Billy said softly,
barely more than a whisper.

“That’s okay. When you’re
ready to cum just let it go. It doesn’t matter how
soon.”

“Are you sure?”

“Positive,” Sandra said.
“There’s nothing wrong with expending one bullet early. In fact,
it’s a good thing.”

“How can that possibly be
a good thing?” Billy asked.

“Because it takes a lot of
pressure off,” she replied. “Which makes it easier to last longer
the second time around.”

“There’s going to be a
second time?”

“There’s going to be as
many as you can handle,” Sandra said. “You paid for a full hour and
that’s what you’re going to get. You can cum as many times as you
want.”

“Really?” Billy
said.

“Really,” she said. “Now
let’s get on with it. We’re wasting time here.”

Sandra leaned forward and stuck her tits in
Billy’s face. She shook her chest from side to side, bouncing her
tits off his head a few times before guiding one of her nipples
into his mouth.

Billy sucked on Sandra’s hard nipple like a
baby while she slowly moved her ass back and forth, grinding on his
cock, which was still trapped beneath his jeans but pressing hard
against the denim.

Sandra switched things up, giving Billy her
other nipple and grinding on his cock more forcefully. His breath
rate increased immediately, as did the force in which he went after
Sandra’s nipple.

Despite Sandra telling him not to worry
about how long he lasted before cumming, Billy was holding on as
best he could. He was just too used to being done after his first
orgasm.

But Sandra was having none of it. She could
sense how far along Billy was and was determined to finish him off.
She pulled her nipple from between his lips, then leaned in and
stuck her tongue in his mouth and started to explore.

As Billy returned her kiss, Sandra started
riding his cock, moving her ass forward and back against it and
bouncing up and down on it. His hands slipped down and grabbed her
ass cheeks and held on for dear life as she rode him harder and
harder, bringing him right to the point of explosion.

A soft gasping sound escape from Billy’s
mouth and his body tensed up for just a moment then released,
sending his sperm shooting out of his cock and creating a big wet
spot on his jeans. His ejaculation was followed by an immediate
sense of disappointment, which was plain on his face.

“What’s the matter?”
Sandra asked. She was still sitting on his lap but had stopped
grinding on him after he came.

Billy shrugged. “I just feel, I don’t know,
lame. Embarrassed.”

“For what? Cumming so
quickly?”

He nodded sheepishly.

 

“There’s nothing to be
embarrassed about,” Sandra said. “You did exactly what I told you
to.”

“I know,” Billy said. “But
still, it just doesn’t feel right. I don’t know if I’ll be able to
even get it up again.”

“Don’t worry, that part
won’t be a problem at all.”

“Are you sure?”

“Trust me,” Sandra said.
“I know what I’m doing.”

“Fair enough.”

Sandra leaned in and gave Billy a little
kiss on the cheek then climbed off of him and dropped down to her
knees on the floor, her body between his legs. She undid his belt,
his top button, and his zipper, then pulled his jeans off, followed
by his boxers.

Billy’s cock was no longer hard but it was
still chubby. Sandra grabbed a hold of it and slapped it against
her cheek a couple of times then took it in her mouth.

Billy let out a shocked little gasp. He
wasn’t sure what he was expecting to happen next but he knew it
wasn’t that. Much to his surprise he could feel his cock already
growing harder as Sandra blew him.

Sandra worked his cock gently at first,
sucking on the head while slowly working his shaft with her hand,
staring up at him, her eyes locked on his entire time. As Billy’s
cock got harder and harder, she gradually worked her lips further
and further down his shaft until she was taking it halfway every
time, her hand no longer in the mix.

Once Billy’s cock was back to the point it
had been before cumming the first time—rock-hard and sticking
straight up—Sandra started mixing things up. She pulled her mouth
off his cock and ran her tongue along the underside of it, licking
it from his balls to the tip, maintaining eye contact all the
while.

“See?” Sandra said,
smiling up at him. “I told you getting hard again wouldn’t be a
problem.”

“You were right,” Billy
said.

“I always am,” she said
before going back to work on his cock, this time going after it
with more intensity.

As Billy looked on with amazement, Sandra
took his whole cock in her mouth, bobbing her head up and down in
fast, rhythmic pumps while her hand  massaged his balls.

After blowing Billy without pause for half a
minute, Sandra dropped her head down one last time, but instead of
pulling back up she held it there, deepthroating him with ease.

She held his cock in her throat for at least
10 seconds before pulling her head back and letting it slide out of
her mouth.

“Holy shit,” Billy said,
laughing under his breath.

“You liked that, did
you?”

“I fucking loved
it.”

“Then you’re going to love
this too,” she said.

Sandra sat a little bit higher up, so her
tits were practically touching Billy’s cock. She gathered up some
saliva and spit it on his cock and worked it in with her hand,
getting it all nice and slippery. Then she leaned forward and stuck
his cock between her tits, squeezing them tight.

“Oh my God,” Billy moaned
as she started bouncing on his cock. “That feels so fucking
good.”

“I told you you’d like
it,” Sandra said, smiling up at him.

“And you were right
again,” he said.

“Of course I was,” she
said.

Sandra titty-fucked him like she’d done it
hundreds of times—which she undoubtedly had—constantly letting
saliva drip from her mouth, keeping things slick enough that his
cock glided perfectly along her skin.

Squeezing her tits tighter together, Sandra
bounced up and down with more and more speed, the bottom of
her  tits smacking the top of his legs with a fleshy sound at
the tail end of every thrust.

Billy watched, mesmerized as the tip of his
cock poked out from behind her tits, practically touching the
bottom of her chin, only to disappear again a half second later as
she continued titty-fucking him.

Billy was shocked to feel another feel
another orgasm coming on. He never even come twice in one day
before, let alone within minutes of each other. He still had a
little ways to go, but it wouldn’t be long at all before he got
there.

As if able to read his mind, Sandra released
his cock from between her tits. But instead of giving him a chance
to gather himself, she immediately popped the head of his cock into
her mouth and started sucking on it while her hand worked his
shaft.

It wasn’t long before she was taking his
cock halfway down, her head bouncing up and down more quickly while
her hand released the shaft of his cock and wandered down to play
with his balls.

Looking up at Billy the whole time, Sandra
went after his cock with more urgency, making his cock completely
disappear with every pump, her hair flying everywhere while wet,
gagging sound escaped from her throat and her fingers gently
caressed his balls.

Billy realized he was about to cum and tried
to pull away.

“Where do you think you’re
going?” Sandra asked, letting his cock slip out of her mouth and
grabbing ahold of it with her hand.

“I’m trying to take a
little break before I cum again,” Billy said.

“What’s wrong with cumming
again?” Sandra said, taking a moment to run her tongue up the
underside of his cock before continuing. “Sometimes expending two
bullets is better than one. Especially for someone as wound up as
you are.”

“But I haven’t even got to
fuck you yet,” Billy said.

“Don’t worry, there will
be plenty of time for that,” Sandra smacked his cock against her
cheek a couple of times. “We’ve still got more than half an hour
left.”

“But I’ll know if I’ll be
able to get it up a third time.”

“You will,” Sandra said.
“I guarantee it. Now just sit back and relax and let me do my
thing.”

She scooted her legs back, giving Billy a
better view of her plump, round ass and dropping her head a little
further down. Then she took his balls in her mouth and started to
suck on them while her hand stroked his cock.

“Oh, all right,” Billy
said, giving in to her demands. “If you insist.”

Sandra played with his balls for a little
while, licking and gurgling them, taking them both in her mouth and
pulling down on his sack while she continued jerking him off,
tightening his skin and increasing the sensitivity.

“Holy shit,” Billy said,
his entire body on edge, his hands curled up into fists. “I don’t
know how much more I can handle.”

Taking this as a cue, Sandra released his
balls with her mouth and went back to blowing him proper, her lips
moving up and down on his cock while her hand followed, working his
shaft in perfect harmony with her mouth.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Billy
said under his breath as he quickly climbed towards another orgasm.
“I can’t believe I’m gonna fucking cum again!”

Sandra continued blowing him, her eyes
locked on his, her mouth engulfing his cock, making it disappear,
the copious amounts of saliva allowing her to glide over his cock
with just the right amount of pressure.

And then Billy was there, his body bucking
beneath Sandra as a bolt of electricity shot down his spine and his
cock released it’s bounty for the second time that evening. It was
shorter than the first time but more intense, almost painful.

Sandra pulled her mouth of his cock at the
last possible moment, her hand still jerking him off as he came,
sending his milky white sperm shooting all over her tits and
stomach.

As Billy wound down, Sandra smacked his cock
against her tits a couple times, laughing softly as he flinched.
Then she took his cock in her mouth, sucking on the tip of it,
drawing every last drop from it.

“Holy shit,” Billy said,
flopping back onto the couch.

“That was good, huh?”
Sandra asked.

“Hell yes.”

“Better than the first
time.”

Smiling, Billy nodded.

“Just wait until the next
one,” Sandra said.

“I don’t know if I can get
it up again, let alone cum again.”

“I thought we already
talked about that,” she said. “It won’t be a problem, trust
me.”

“I don’t know . . .” Billy
started.

“Have I let you down yet?”
Sandra asked.

“No, I guess you
haven’t.”

“What makes you think I’m
going to start now?”

“Good point,” Billy
said.

Sandra stood up and held out her hand. “Come
on, get up.”

“Where are we
going?”

“You’ll see.”

Billy took Sandra’s hand and allowed her to
help him up. She led him into the bathroom and turned on the
shower.

“A little wake-up call,”
she said, climbing in after it had warmed up. “Have you ever
showered with a woman before?”

Billy shook his head.

“It’s all about the feel
of things,” Sandra said as the water poured over her. “Just
touching the other person while they’re all wet. Their hair, their
bodies, and especially their skin. Go ahead. Feel free.”

Billy rubbed his hands on her skin, starting
with her shoulders and moving down her arms. The water made her
skin exponentially smoother, almost like oil. He rubbed her tits,
her belly, her thighs. She returned the favor, running her hands
through his wet hair, over his chest, down to his asscheeks.

“It doesn’t have to be
overtly sexual,” Sandra said, turning around, giving him her back.
“Just think of it as foreplay. Getting yourself warmed up for round
three.”

Billy ran his hands down her back, over her
hips. He grabbed her round ass and gave it a squeeze. Sandra moaned
softly. His breath growing more rapid and his cock—to his
everlasting amazement—already showing signs of life, he squeezed
them a little more firmly.

It wasn’t long before Billy was pressing his
body up against Sandra, his chest against her back, his cock
pushing up against her ass while his hands explored her incredible
tits, rubbing and groping them and tweaking her nipples.

“See?” Sandra whispered,
turning her head to the side. “I told you it wouldn’t be a
problem.”

“And you were right,”
Billy said, his cock rock-hard for the third time in less than an
hour. “Again.”

“And now, when you fuck me
proper, you’ll last even longer because you’ve already expended two
bullets.”

“I don’t know how long
I’ll last,” Billy said. “You’ve got me all riled up.”

“Well, it’ll be longer
than you would have otherwise,” Sandra said, offering him a wicked
smile.

Billy had no doubt she was right. He
wouldn’t have lasted more than five seconds inside her to start the
evening. Now he might actually be able to last a minute or two. If
he was lucky. But it was still better than the alternative.

“Speaking of which,”
Sandra said, shutting off the water. “Let’s get
started.”

She grabbed his hand and led him out of the
shower. After they quickly dried themselves off, Sandra took Billy
by the cock and led him over to the bed.

“I’m not going to waste
any more of your erection sucking your cock,” she said as she
dropped onto the bed. She was lying on her back, her legs spread
open, her pussy staring Billy right in the face as he stood there,
dumbfounded, just looking at her.

Sandra slipped two fingers inside her pussy
and started playing around in there, getting herself nice and wet.
“I want you to come over here and stick that hard cock of yours in
my soaking wet pussy and fuck me until you can’t take it anymore,”
she said. “And then I want you to cum inside me. Can you handle
that?”

Unable to speak, Billy just nodded.

“Then come on over here,”
Sandra said, beckoning him over.

Billy didn’t need to be told twice. He
climbed onto the bed and slid his body up until he was between
Sandra’s legs. Unable to resist her any longer, he grabbed ahold of
his cock and slid it into her pussy.

Entering Sandra was like slipping into a
pool of exotic oil. Moist and slippery and warm, her pussy
swallowed his cock utterly and completely, caressing it like a
long-lost soul mate.

Billy’s breath rate quickened as he moved
against her, his cock sliding deeper and deeper into her pussy of
it’s own accord, his thrusts moving faster and faster as his body
started operating solely on instinct.

“Just like that,” Sandra
said, her voice soft and serious, her eyes locked on his. “You feel
so fucking good inside of me.”

She wrapped her arms around the back of
Billy’s neck and pulled his head down towards hers. While he
continued moving against her, Sandra pressed her lips against his
and started exploring his mouth with her tongue.

Kissing Sandra while fucking her took
Billy’s excitement to a whole different level. He wasn’t sure
exactly why but there was no denying it. It was extremely sensual,
almost unbearably so.

As if able to read Billy’s mind, Sandra
released her hold on him. He lifted his head up, breaking their
kiss and allowing himself to gain a little bit of control once
again, hopefully putting off his impending orgasm for at least a
little while longer.

Sandra was moving her body against Billy’s
now, pushing her hips forward as his drove down, forcing his cock
deeper inside her pussy. They had reached a good rhythm, their
bodies moving in time with each other like they’d done this a
hundred times before.

Billy closed his eyes and tried to
concentrate on something else, but it was impossible. Sandra simply
felt too good. She demanded all his attention. He was torn between
wanting to cum and wanting to make things last longer. But in the
end, nature won. It was in his DNA to expel his seed, and despite
his desire to hold out as long as possible, he was right on the
verge of finishing.

Sandra must have seen it in his face, as she
nodded her head, her eyes locked on his. “Cum inside me,” she said,
her voice an alluring combination of sweetness and desire. “I want
to feel your warmth spreading inside me.”

Hearing her talk like that was the final
straw. Billy slammed his cock into her a couple more times, giving
it to her harder than he had all night, and then his body tensed
for a couple nearly unbearable seconds before releasing in a rush,
sending his sperm shooting out of his cock and into Sandra’s wet
warmth.

“Holy fucking shit,” Billy
said as he spasmed against her, his body shaking as he expelled his
essence for the third time in less than an hour. The orgasm was
less intense than the other two, yet somehow better, more
meaningful, perhaps because it had come while actually having
intercourse.

Once Billy’s cock was completely drained, he
laughed softly and shook his head before letting his cock slip out
of Sandra’s pussy for the final time. He rolled off her and dropped
down to the bed, lying on his back next to her, his breath quick
and ragged.

“So?” Sandra asked,
turning to look at him. “Did you have a good time?”

“That’s putting it
lightly,” Billy said. “I don’t think I’ve ever cum three times in a
week, let alone an hour.”

“That’s no easy feat,” she
said. “Let me tell you.”

“Sorry they were all so
quick.”

“Don’t be,” Sandra said.
“It doesn’t really matter how long you last if you can go multiple
times. Of course, if you want to really please a girl, you’ll have
to learn a few new tricks.”

“Yeah, I kind of figured
that,” Billy replied. “The biggest problem is just getting the
opportunity.”

“That’s the easy part,”
she said. “Opportunity is never more than a phone call away.
Assuming you can afford the charges, of course. Which aren’t really
all that much, actually, considering the lack of auxiliary
expenses.”

“What do you mean by
that?”

“Think about how much it
costs for dinner and a movie these days,” Sandra said. “Plus a
couple drinks at the bar. For what? A chance at maybe getting in
the sack with someone? For pretty much the same price you can get a
guaranteed result. And with someone who knows what they’re doing on
top of that.”

Billy laughed. “That’s true,” he said. “I’ve
never really thought of it that way before. So you wouldn’t mind if
I gave you another call sometime?”

“Not at all,” she said.
“In fact, I’m already looking forward to it.”

“So am I,” Billy said,
feeling good about himself for the first time in as long as he
could remember. “So am I.”

 

#####

 

 DEPRAVED
LITTLE TRAMP

 

I love all kinds of women. Tall and skinny
or short and stacked. Blonde hair, brown hair, red hair. Dominant,
submissive, sexy, sultry, classy, you name it. I’m not super-picky
about looks but the one thing I am very picky about it attitude. To
be one of my regulars a woman has to truly enjoy fucking. Love it,
even. And very few of them love it as much as Gabriella.

At just over 5 feet tall and no more than
100 pounds, Gabriella doesn’t look like she could take a pounding.
But her looks are deceiving. She’s got a rocking body, with soft
but shapely legs, a great ass, thin waist and small but firm
tits.  Her Latin heritage is apparent in her long brown hair,
dark eyes, soft features, full lips and naturally tanned skin.
She’s more cute than slutty and to look at her it would be
impossible to guess that she likes it rough.

But to say it like that is to not give it
enough credit. She loves rough sex, adores it, can’t get enough of
it, in fact. She won’t take it any other way; if you can’t give her
what she needs she’ll kick you out, right in the middle of a
session. It’s almost happened to me before.

It was our first time together and I was
taking it too easy on her, not giving her what she needed. I was
trying to be a gentleman, it being our first time fucking and all,
and even though she continued imploring me to give it to her harder
and smack her around a little bit, I was having trouble following
through.

Finally, after twenty minutes of me
pussy-footing around, she’d had enough.

“That’s it,” she said,
pulling away from me. “Get the fuck out.”

“What?” I asked, surprised
as all hell.

“You heard me,” she said.
“If you aren’t going to give me what I need, then just get the hell
out of here.”

“What do you need?” I
asked, perplexed.

“I need you to fuck me
like you mean it,” she said. “Get physical with me. Toss me around,
smack my ass, that sort of thing.”

“Why didn’t you say
so?”

“Have you been fucking
listening to me at all tonight?” she said, her voice rising. “I’ve
been telling you that ever since we started!”

“I didn’t know you wanted
it that rough,” I said.

“Well now you do,”
Gabriella said. “So I’ll give you one more chance to make things
right, and then you’re out for good.”

“Fine,” I said. “But don’t
start crying that you can’t take it.”

“Oh, don’t worry about
that,” she said. “I guarantee that won’t be the case.”

So I gave her what she wanted. And after we
were done, she invited me to come back over later that week. Now we
got together once a week or so to fuck, and I gave her what she
needed every time.

 

#

 

“So what’s on tap for
tonight?” she asked after letting me into her apartment. It was a
nice place, pretty basic, not too much style, just substance.
Exactly like Gabriella.

“Whatever you can handle,”
I replied.

“You know I can handle
whatever you can dish out,” she said, smiling wryly, daring me in
her own way, getting me in the right mindset. She was wearing a
tight-fitting pink sweater that was long enough to cover her ass,
but just barely. Plus black leather boots with four-inch heels that
came up over her knee. It was quite the outfit, and it turned me on
like crazy just looking at her.

“Is that right?” I said,
playing the game.

“Damn straight,” she said,
her smile growing wider.

“We’ll see about that,” I
said, grabbing a handful of her hair and giving it a sharp tug,
bending her backwards so she was looking up towards the
ceiling.

Gabriella’s smile widened as she moaned in
pleasure. Her eyes twinkled with excitement. She clearly got off on
being treated like this; it wasn’t an act.

“You like that?” I
asked.

“I love it,” Gabriella
replied.

I pulled her sweater off, exposing her
perfect little perky tits. Her nipples were hard and sticking out
like pencil erasers. I fondled one of her tits and pinched her
nipple, eliciting a little gasp. Then I slapped down on it.

Gabriella yelped and shivered in
ecstasy.

“Do it again,” she
said.

I did it again, harder this time.

“Harder,” she
said.

So I did, harder still. And again. And
again. Her tit was bright red but she still seemed to be enjoying
it. More than ever, in fact.

As was I. My cock was pushing painfully
against my pants. This was exciting me just as much as it was her.
I pulled up on her hair, snapping her head forward.

She was taking deep breaths but she was
still smiling and her eyes were glowing with excitement.

I started walking, dragging her along by the
hair as I went. I pulled her over to the wall, spun her around, and
pushed her back up against it, then I grabbed ahold of her throat,
squeezing just a bit, nothing too serious.

Gabriella’s smile didn’t fade one bit. In
fact it grew wider.

“You like this, don’t
you?” I said.

Gabriella nodded.

“Are you ready for
more?”

She nodded again, her face starting to turn
pink.

With one hand still around her throat I
slapped her face. The sound filled the room like a gunshot. Little
red blossoms flared up on Gabriella’s cheek. But she still
smiled.

So I slapped her again. Then I squeezed her
throat a little tighter. And slapped her again.

Gabriella’s smile was fading but her eyes
were still radiating excitement. Her whole face was turning red now
as her blood flow was restricted.

“Do you want me to stop?”
I asked.

Gabriella shook her head and mouthed the
word no.

So I slapped her again. And again. And
again. I was squeezing tighter now, almost completely cutting of
the blood flow to her brain.

Her lips were slightly apart and quivering
slightly. Her eyes started to flutter and her pupils rolled back,
exposing the whites of her eyes. Her head lolled slightly to the
right.

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 depraved
little slut, aren’t you?” I said, laughing under my
breath.

“The filthiest,” Gabriella
said, reaching down to rub my cock, which was rock-hard and
pressing against my pants.

I grabbed her arm and pulled it away. “Not
yet,” I said. “We’ll get to me in a little bit. But right now I
want to mess with you some more.”

“If you insist,” she said,
her tone filled with mock disappointment.

I slipped her dress off by pulling it over
her head and tossed it towards the other side of the room. Then I
grabbed ahold of her throat again, not really squeezing this time,
just holding her in place as my free hand wandered down her stomach
to her pretty little pussy. I rubbed her snatch for a few seconds
to get her warmed up but it was unnecessary. She was already
soaking wet. So I stuck two fingers inside her and started
finger-fucking her.

I stood there, facing Gabriella, looking
down at her face as I was exploring her insides with my fingers, my
excitement building like crazy.

She was staring up at me with wide eyes full
of excitement, her bottom lip tucked between her teeth, her breath
growing more and more rapid as I increased the pressure and depth
of my fingers inside her.

I slid another finger into her pussy while
simultaneously tightening my grip on her throat, choking off the
gasp that was forming on her mouth. With three fingers now inside
her I started moving my hand more quickly in and out of her pussy,
my wrist angled slightly upwards to rub the edges of her clit as I
finger-fucked her.

Gabriella’s mouth was slightly open and
little gasping sounds were escaping from her throat. Her face was
slowly turning pink as the blood flow diminished.

“You like this, don’t
you?” I said.

She nodded as much as she could in her
comprised situation.

“Do you want another
finger?”

She nodded.

Without releasing her throat I slipped my
pinkie insider her, joining the other three fingers. It was a tight
fit but she loosened up a bit as I moved my fingers inside her.

A short time later Gabriella’s entire body
was quivering, her legs on the verge of failing. Her head slumped
to the side just a bit and her eyes fluttered. She was about to
pass out.

I didn’t want that. So I released her throat
but continued finger-fucking her, making it difficult for her to
catch her breath. She leaned into me to keep from falling, her head
on my chest.

I was the only thing holding her up but
still I continued working her pussy, keeping her right on the edge.
Her breaths were shallow and punctuated by high-pitched sounds of
pleasure.

Finally she caught her breath and pulled
back a bit, using the wall for support.

I took a moment to unzip my pants and pull
my cock out with my free hand. It was sticking straight out, as
stiff as a board, feeling like it was trying to push through my
skin.

“Stroke it,” I
said.

Gabriella’s hand flew down to my cock and
she started jerking me off. In response, I reached out and grabbed
ahold of her tit and squeezed it while my other hand continued
working her pussy.

We stood there, face-to-face, playing with
each other for a full minute before I was ready for something
more.

I pulled my fingers from her pussy and gave
it a little smack.

Gabriella yelped and her body stiffened for
a moment but her smile didn’t fade. Not one bit. Nor did she let go
of my cock.

I stuck my fingers in Gabriella’s mouth so
she could clean them of her juices. She licked her fingers
one-by-one, until they were completely clean, staring at me the
entire time, continuing to jerk me off. Not saying anything, just
waiting for my direction.

She was a perfect, little slut. It was time
to start putting her to better use.

“It’s time that I fucked
your face,” I told her.

“Bring it on,” she
replied.

Smiling, I pushed down on her shoulders. 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.

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

I stuck my cock inside her mouth and started
sliding it in and out, moving slowly, not giving her much more than
the tip. I gradually slipped it further inside her until it was
about halfway in. Then I sped up my thrusts.

Her lips started to close around my cock. I
quickly pulled my cock out, used it to smack her cheek a few
times.

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

Gabriella shook her head.

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

She nodded.

I stuck my cock back inside her mouth and
started pumping her face again, more aggressively this time.
Gagging sounds came from her throat as I pummeled her mouth but she
kept it open no matter how much of my cock I gave her.

“Tongue out,” I
said.

Gabriella did as she was told; I could see
her tongue beneath my cock as I pumped her mouth. Saliva was
pouring out of her mouth, running down her chin and neck and
coating her chest. Gagging, slurpy sounds escaped from her throat.
Tears were dripping from her eyes and running down her cheek,
smearing her makeup, but from the way she was looking at me she was
still enjoying herself and not in any real distress.

My cock was slippery as hell as I gave her
the whole thing, from tip to base, relentlessly slamming it in and
back out of her throat, still holding her head against the wall
with my hands.

The gagging and coughing sounds were growing
louder with every thrust. A little pool of saliva was gathering on
the carpet beneath her. I was thoroughly enjoying throat-fucking
her; perhaps a little too much. I was almost at the point of
cumming. I knew I needed to move onto something else before it was
too late. But first I wanted to do something.

So I slipped my cock out of her mouth,
giving her a couple of moments to catch her breath then slammed it
back inside, all the way down her throat until her nose was poking
into my stomach. But instead of pulling it back out right away,
like I had done every time up until this point, I held it there, my
cock all the way down her throat.

“Look at me,” I
said.

She shifted her gaze upward as best she
could while deepthroating me, looking up at me with tear-stained
puppy-dog eyes.

“Holy fuck,” I said under
my breath, doing everything in my power not to cum in her throat
right there. Something about the helplessness and needing of that
look nearly put me over the edge. I quickly yanked my cock out of
her mouth before it was too late.

“Get on your hands and
knees,” I said.

She dropped down at once. Her back was
arched, her ass sticking up in the air, her shoulder blades visible
against her back. Her legs were pressed together, showing off her
perfect heart-shaped ass.

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, my balls slapping against her
pussy as I bounced back and forth against her.

“Enough of this shit,” she
said. “I need your cock inside me.”

I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled
her head up towards mine. “You’ll get my cock when I’m ready for
you to have it,” I said. “Got it?”

She nodded, smiling all the while, having
gotten exactly what she wanted out of me. I pushed her head back
down and went back to work.

After a few pumps I released her ass cheeks,
freeing my cock, then guided it towards her pussy. She moaned as my
cock entered her.

“That’s what I’m talking
about,” Gabriella said. The excitement in her voice was
obvious.

I started off slowly, giving her my whole
cock in controlled thrusts. Looking down at her ass, I watched my
cock as it moved in and out of her pussy. It was glistening with
her juices; her pussy was tight but she was so wet it didn’t matter
one bit.

“What’s the problem back
there?” she asked, turning to look back at me once
again.

“What do you mean?” I
said. “You wanted me to fuck you and now I am.”

“But why are you taking it
easy on me?” Gabriella asked. “This isn’t exactly my first time
around the block. There’s no need to get me warmed up before
slamming your cock into me like you mean it.”

“Is that what you want?” I
asked, even though I knew it was exactly what she wanted. “For me
to fuck you harder?”

“You’re damn right,” she
said. “It’s what I always want.”

“Fine,” I said. ‘Then
that’s what you’ll get.”

I quickly 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 belly as my cock jammed
into the walls of 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 my actions weren’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 inched forward every time we
came together.

“Is that better?” I ask
without slowing down one bit.

“A little bit,” she said
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. “But I
need more.”

I gave her a good hearty slap on the ass.
She flinched but held her squeal inside.

“Like that?” I
asked.

“Exactly like that,” she
replied, breathing hard.

I smacked her ass 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.

“Was 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 waiting for the good stuff.”

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 changing up the angle of penetration,
allowing me deeper inside her.

I got up off my knees and slid my feet under
my legs. Crouching down so as to not allow my cock to 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.
Her body threatened to collapse every time I reached the bottom but
somehow she maintained her position.

Gabriella was no longer holding back, no
longer quiet. Her screams of pleasure were loud and guttural,
animalistic to the extreme, finally betraying the nastiness that
she was known for. It was as if a damn had burst in her throat and
she was no longer trying to convince me that I wasn’t giving it to
her hard enough.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” she
screamed as I pummel 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’d kept quiet until now otherwise I never would have
lasted this long.

I let go of 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.
It felt too good to try and get her to stop.

“Holy shit,” I said a
short time later, my orgasm right around the corner. “Holy fucking
shit I’m gonna fucking cum.”

“Yeah?” she said, looking
back at me.

I nodded my head. I couldn’t have talked
right then if my life depended on it.

“Right now?” she
asked.

I nodded again.

She quickly pulled away from me, releasing
my cock from her pussy, and spun around. Before I had realized what
was happening she had taken my rock-hard cock in her mouth and was
sucking me off like there was no tomorrow.

“Shit, shit, shit,” I
said, letting her know that my explosion was imminent. I was
expecting her to slip my cock from her mouth and jerk me off to
completion, taking my sperm on her chest or maybe even her face,
but instead she took my cock all the way down her throat and held
it there, just like she had when I almost came earlier in the
evening.

That was the final straw. My body tensed up
and then released in a shuddering burst, spraying my cum straight
down her throat while she stared up at me, holding my eyes with her
own, her mouth engulfing my cock as I spasmed a couple more times,
sending another couple shots of cum down her throat.

She took it in stride, swallowing my load
down with ease, even milking my cock of every last drop of sperm
before finally releasing it from her mouth.

“Now that is what I’m talking about,” she
said, falling onto the floor. She was on her back, looking towards
the ceiling.

“Did that do it for you?”
I asked, flopping down next to her.

“Yeah, that will hold me
over for a while,” she said. “A couple of hours, maybe.”

“That’s it?” I asked, only
half-joking.

“What can I say?”
Gabriella replied. “I just can’t get enough.”

“Apparently not,” I
said.

“I appreciate the effort
though,” she said.

“My pleasure,” I replied
as I started gathering up my clothes.

“See you in a couple
days?”

“Yeah, if that works for
you.”

“Of course it does,” she
said, rising up to her tip-toes to give me a kiss on the cheek.
“But maybe next time we’ll have a few drinks beforehand, take
things a little further.”

“Sounds like a plan,” I
said, pulling my clothes on. “I’ll bring the drinks.”

“I’m looking forward to
it,” Gabriella said.

She saw me out the door, closing it behind
me. I figured she’d be on the phone, calling up another one of her
guys within minutes, but I didn’t care. Besides, there was a
reasonable chance I would be calling up another girl before the
night was up anyway.

Anything goes with sex in 2014. It’s a brave
world out there.
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 AIN’T
TALKING ABOUT LOVE

 

Scott Wiley was just minding his own
business, watching HBO at 10PM on a Saturday night, when his
doorbell rang. Not expecting anyone at this hour, he contemplated
pretending like he wasn’t home, but figured whoever was on the
other side of the door could hear the television. Besides, for all
he knew it could be an emergency or something. So he climbed to his
feet and headed towards the door.

Peeking out the spy hole, he saw that it was
one of his neighbors from the other side of the building, Jenna,
wearing nothing except a little black cocktail dress. His heart
suddenly jumped and started pounding in his chest. As he stood
there in front of the still-closed door, trying to figure out what
she was doing there, he heard another knock.

“I know you’re in there,”
Jenna said. “I saw you through your patio door a few minutes
ago.”

Scott opened his front door. On a whim, he
decided to go on the offensive instead of playing it safe. “You
were spying on me through my patio?” he said, grinning just a bit
to show her that he was just messing with her.

Jenna smiled back and gave off a little
shrug. “What can I say? I was feeling lonely tonight. Do you mind
if I come in and hang out for a little while?”

“Not at all,” Scott said,
holding the door open for her even though he wasn’t sure what this
was all about. “It would be my pleasure.”

Scott stared at Jenna’s ass as she entered
his house. He couldn’t help himself, it was just so big and round
and gorgeous. And the short, tight black dress she was wearing
showed it off perfectly. They’d been neighbors for more than a year
now, but hadn’t shared anything more than a few glances, maybe a
head-nod here or a little smile there. Scott had definitely noticed
her and he was pretty sure she noticed him. But he’d never expected
anything like this.

Twenty minutes later they were on his porch,
smoking cigarettes and drinking some beers. So far they’d just made
small talk; Scott wasn’t any closer to finding out why she’d made
her way over to his place. And to be honest, he didn’t really care.
The fact that she was here was good enough for him.

Jenna finished off her fourth beer and
grabbed another cigarette from the pack on the table. Scott lit it
for her then lit another one for himself.

“You mind if I ask you
something?” Jenna said.

“Not at all,” Scott said,
his stomach fluttering a little bit at her tone. For some reason he
had the feeling Jenna was going to get personal real
quick.

“How come you’ve never
said anything to me before?” she asked.

“What do you
mean?”

“Come on, Scott, don’t
play dumb. I’ve seen you eyeing me before. At the pool. At the gym.
As I’m coming and going from the building. And don’t even try and
tell me you don’t deliberately walk past my patio every chance you
get.”

Scott’s face started to blush. He only hoped
that the porch light didn’t provide enough illumination for her to
see it. He opened his mouth to protest but Jenna beat him to
it.

“Don’t even try to deny
it,” she said.

“I wasn’t going to,” he
lied.

“Bullshit.”

“Fine,” he said with a
self-deprecating chuckle. “You got me.”

Jenna took another drag of her smoke and
turned towards him, dropping her elbows on the table and leaning
forward. “So,” she said. “What’s your excuse? Do I really come off
as unapproachable?”

“You want to know the
truth?”

“I wouldn’t be asking if I
didn’t.”

Scott laughed and shook his head.

“What?” she
said.

“You don’t want to know
the truth,” he said.

“Yes I do.”

“Then yeah,” Scott said.
“You do come off as unapproachable.”

She scoffed and took another drag of her
smoke. Her expression was one of disdain. “You men, always afraid
to talk to good-looking chicks.”

“It’s not your looks,” he
said, the alcohol providing him with the nerve to speak his mind.
“It’s your attitude. The way you carry yourself.”

“And how is
that?”

“Like you think you’re
better than everyone else.”

“I do not!”

“See?” he said, “I knew
you didn’t want to hear the truth.”

“But it’s not the truth!”
she said, more annoyed than angry. “I don’t think I’m better than
everyone else.”

“I’m not saying that you
do,” Scott said, dragging on his smoke and blowing the smoke up
into the air. “I’m just saying that’s what it seems like. That’s
how people perceive it.”

Jenna shook her head. “I don’t buy it,” she
said. “I think you’re full of shit.”

“You think I’m just making
this up as I go along, don’t you?”

She shrugged and took another drag from the
cigarette.

Scott laughed humorlessly. “I knew it wasn’t
worth the hassle,” he said under his breath.

“What wasn’t?” Jenna
asked.

“Trying to tell you the
truth,” he said. “I knew you wouldn’t hear what I was
saying.”

“I hear you,” she
said.

“No you don’t. You’re
listening but you’re not hearing,” Scott said. “Everything
I’m telling you is just going in one ear and out the other. Just as
I figured it would.” He pushed the chair back and started to stand.
To his surprise, Jenna put her hand on his leg.

“Hold on,” Jenna said. Her
eyes were downcast and she had a pensive look on her face. She took
a deep breath and let it out slowly. “I’ll listen. I
promise.”

“Really?” Scott
said.

She nodded. “I want to know. I want to fix
it.”

He thought about it for a moment, then said,
“Okay. But not out here. Let’s go inside and have a few more
drinks. It’s always easier to talk when you’re drunk.”

Two bottles of wine and an hour later, they
were talked out. Jenna had been true to her word, listening to
everything he had to say. And she’d had a few observations of her
own, ones that stung Scott a little bit, but were just as true as
the things he’d told her.

All was going extremely well, better than
Scott would have ever thought. And then things started going even
better.

He was in the kitchen disposing of the two
empty bottles of wine, when Jenna suddenly appeared right next to
him. She was standing within a foot of him, their bodies
practically touching, way too close for it to be an accident.

“Hey there,” Scott said,
not wanting to presume too much. But from the look in her eyes he
was pretty sure he knew what was coming.

“Hey yourself,” Jenna
said, offering him a loopy, more-than-a-little-drunk
smile.

“Can I help you with
something?” he asked, grinning back at her in the exact same
way.

“Oh, I think you can,” she
said, moving even closer to him. She was within inches now, her
face directly in front of his, her tits brushing up against his
chest.

“I don’t know if this is
such a good idea,” Scott said.

“Come on, isn’t this what
you want?” Jenna asked. “What you’ve wanted since the day you first
laid eyes upon me?”

“Maybe,” Scott said,
trying to play it cool.

“Don’t give me that shit,”
she said, rubbing her leg up against his. “After all the truth
you’ve been dispensing tonight, don’t start lying now. It doesn’t
become you.”

“Fine,” he said.
“It is what I
want. But I don’t know if this is a good idea. I’m not real good in
relationships. They’re not my thing.”

“I’m not talking about
getting into a relationship with you,” Jenna said. “I just want to
fuck. Maybe just tonight, maybe more often, depending on how it
goes, but at least this one time. Right here, right now. What do
you say?”

Scott laughed under his breath and shook his
head. He couldn’t believe his luck.

“Is that a yes?” Jenna
asked, rubbing her hand along his chest.

“Of course it is. How can
I turn down a request like that?”

“Wonderful,” Jenna said,
smiling up at him. “But before we get down to business, I have to
warn you about something.”

“Let me guess,” Scott
said. “You used to be a man.”

“How’d you know?” Jenna
said, playing along.

“Just a hunch,” he
replied, trying not to smile. He was unsuccessful.

“Seriously though,” Jenna
said, pressing her body tighter against his. “I need you to know
that I like to get a little crazy in the sack. I’m not really into
regular, boring old sex. I hope you’re okay with that.”

“Oh, I think I can handle
that,” Scott said.

“We’ll find out,” she
said, grabbing ahold his cock through his pants and giving it a
squeeze. “Not bad,” she said. “Not bad at all. But the real
question is: Do you know what to do with it?”

“I’ve had a little
practice.”

“I figured as much. With
your looks and your body, you probably have to beat them away at
the door.”

“I don’t know about that,”
Scott said.

“Don’t be shy,” Jenna said
as she continued to stroke his cock. “I’ve seen that hot little
blonde coming and going before.”

“You noticed
her?”

“Of course. Why do you
think I ventured over here in the first place?”

“I hadn’t really thought
about it,” Scott said. “And I certainly didn’t realize the two
things were related.”

“Well they are,” Jenna
said. “I figured if that hot young thing keeps coming back for more
you must be doing something right.”

Scott laughed.

“What’s so funny?” Jenna
said.

“Nothing,” Scott said. “I
just think it’s funny that other girls notice things like
that.”

“Most of them don’t,”
Jenna said. “But as you’ll soon find out, I’m not like other
girls.”

“You’re not?”

She shook her head. “Nope. I’m better.”

“How so?”

“I’m nastier, I’m filthier
and I’m dirtier,” Jenna said. “I’ll take you places you’ve never
been before.”

“That’s good to know,”
Scott said. “Because I’m not like other guys.”

Jenna looked at him sideways. “Really?” she
said, drawing out the word. “In what way?”

To answer her, Scott reached down, undid his
zipper and negotiated his cock out of his pants. It wasn’t yet hard
but it was chubby, and already it was nearly seven inches long and
the width of a flashlight.

“Holy crap,” she said.
“It’s even bigger than I was expecting. And I had my sights set
pretty high.”

“I aim to please,” he
said.

“It sure seems like it,”
she replied.

Jenna laughed and shook her head. Her eyes
were filled with excitement and nothing else. Which was odd. Scott
was used to seeing a little apprehension mixed in on a woman’s face
the first time she got a good look at his cock.

“It’s fucking huge,” Jenna
said.

“I tried to tell
you.”

“I know you did, but
damn!” she said, laughing. “I’ve never seen anything like it
before. At least not live and in the flesh.”

“Is it too much for you?”
Scott asked.

“Hell no,” she said. “I
can take it.”

“Are you sure?”

“Positive,” Jenna said. “I
have toys that size. Some even bigger than that.”

“Toys aren’t the same,”
Scott said.

Jenna flashed me a sly smile. “How would you
know? From experience?”

“Ha, ha, ha,” Scott said.
“You’re a regular comedian.”

Jenna laughed, showing him it was in good
humor.

“No, I haven’t sampled the
difference between real cocks and fake cocks inside of me,” he
said. “But I’ve been told by many women that it’s
different.”

“And they would be right,”
she said. “There is a difference. But that doesn’t mean that I
can’t handle your huge cock inside me.”

“Are you sure?”

“Positive,” she said.
“Size is size. And besides, I’ve handled bigger cocks than yours
before with ease. And not just the fake ones.”

Scott chuckled under my breath.

“What?” Jenna said. “You
don’t think I can?”

He shrugged. “I’m not saying that you can’t,
I’m just saying that I’ve yet to come across anyone that can.”

“Then you haven’t been
hanging out with the right group of women,” Jenna said, flashing
him a filthy little smile.

“Apparently not,” Scott
replied, laughing under his breath.

Jenna dropped to her knees and grabbed ahold
of his cock, which was getting harder by the second. “Let me show
you what you’ve been missing out on.”

Scott started to reply but Jenna wrapped her
lips around his cock and took the whole thing in her mouth,
shutting him up immediately.

Jenna deepthroated his cock for nearly five
seconds before backing off to take a deep breath. Once she had air
back in her lungs, she spit on his cock and started jerking him
off.

“Wow,” Scott said. “That
doesn’t happen very often.”

“I told you I could handle
your cock,” she said, smiling up at him.

“You certainly did,” he
replied.

“Did you like that?” she
said, still playing with his cock while she talked. “Do you like it
when I swallow your cock? When I take the whole fucking thing down
my throat?”

“I love it,” he
said.

“Damn right you do,” Jenna
said, her hand still working Scott’s cock, her eyes still locked on
his. “You want me to do you again, don’t you?”

“Fuck yeah,” Scott
said.

“How do you ask?” Jenna
said as she undid the top button on his pants and pulled them and
his boxers down until they were around his ankles.

“Will you please
deepthroat my cock again?” he said, stepping out of his pants to
free up his legs.

“Gladly,” she replied. “As
long as you return the favor later.”

“It would be my
pleasure.”

“As it is mine,” Jenna
said.

She slapped Scotty’s cock against her tongue
a couple times then went back to work, sucking and jerking him off
at the same time. Wet, sloppy noises escaped from her mouth as she
took his cock deeper and deeper. And then, before Scott knew it,
 she’d taken the whole thing down her throat once again.

“Holy balls,” he said as
she held his cock in her throat for what seemed like an
hour.

Eventually Jenna started to gag and cough
and pulled off his cock. She took a couple of deep breaths then
shifted position, sliding her body further beneath Scott’s.

While continuing to jerk him off, Jenna went
to town on Scott’s balls, licking and sucking and gargling them. He
grabbed the counter and shifted his upper body forward, allowing
him to better watch the proceedings.

Jenna saw him looking down at her and let
his balls slip out of her mouth for a moment.

“Do you like what you
see?” she asked, a filthy smile on her lips.

“Hell yeah,” Scott
replied.

“The view from down here
is pretty nice too,” she said before going back to work.

Scott laughed and shook his head. It wasn’t
long ago at all that he’d been on the couch by himself, watching TV
and getting ready for bed. And now he was getting his balls licked
and his cock sucked by a smoking hot chick who’d been all but a
complete stranger until two hours ago. The world sure was a funny
place.

Jenna worked on Scott’s cock and balls for
another couple minutes before he decided it was time to mix things
up. He grabbed her by the shoulders and lifted her up. He pulled
her in closer to him and stuck his tongue in her mouth. She
accepted it and they made out, his hands yanking the top of her
dress down to free up her big, soft, round tits. He spent a little
bit of time squeezing and playing with them before letting his
hands wander under her dress to rub her pussy over her panties.

She continued playing with Scott’s cock
while he worked her pussy, eventually slipping his fingers
underneath her panties and sliding two of them into her smooth,
dripping wet snatch.

Jenna let out a soft moan as his fingers
entered her. She broke off their kiss and placed her forehead
against his, her eyes looking directly into his.

“You have some talented
fingers,” she said between shallow, desperate breaths.

“They’re not as talented
as my tongue,” he said.

“I don’t believe you,”
Jenna said. She grabbed his arm and yanked his fingers out of her
pussy. “Prove it.”

“With pleasure,” Scott
replied as Jenna licked his fingers clean of her juices.

He grabbed her by the shoulders and spun her
around, so she was facing away from him. Then she put her hands on
the counter and bent over at the waist, her legs perfectly
straight, muscles taut, her incredible ass sticking out. Her dress
was hiked up to her waist, leaving her protected only by her black
g-string.

“You have a perfect ass,”
Scott said, slipping his fingers underneath her panties and slowly
teasing them off, leaving her naked from the waist down.

“Why thank you,” Jenna
said, turning her upper body to look back at him.

Scott grabbed one of her ass cheeks in each
hand and gave them both a squeeze. “So big and firm. It drives me
crazy.”

And with that, he dropped to his knees.
Still gripping one ass cheek in each hand, he spread them wide,
then buried his face in between them.

“Holy shit yes,” Jenna
said. “That’s right. Bury that fucking face in my ass.”

Scott got busy on Jenna’s pussy, licking it
from bottom to top, then back down again, before burying it inside
her. She reached down and grabbed the back of his head, pulling his
face deeper into her, smothering him. She held him there for a few
seconds, forcing him to breathe her in, soaking his face with her
musky wetness, before finally letting him go.

After taking a moment to catch his breath,
Scott dove back in, jamming his face between her cheeks once again.
This time Jenna bounced up and down, riding his tongue, her ass
smacking against his face as she groaned with pleasure.

Two minutes later, Jenna had a hold of
Scott’s hair and was using it to pull his head back, away from her
ass.

“Enough foreplay,” she
said, looking back and down at him once again. “I need your huge
cock inside me.”

“If you insist,” Scott
said, climbing to his feet. He sidled up to Jenna, his cock resting
on top of her ass.

“Are you ready to fuck
me?” Jenna said, rubbing her ass up against his hard cock, pushing
it back against his groin. Her head was turned and she was looking
right at Scott as she talked. “Are you ready to stick that big cock
inside me until I cum all over it?”

“You’re damn right I am,”
I said.

 “Then let’s see what
you got.”

Scott grabbed ahold of his cock and guided
it towards Jenna’s waiting, dripping wet pussy. As soon as the tip
entered her, Jenna slammed her ass back into him, nearly knocking
him backwards.

“Caught you off guard
there, didn’t I?” she said, looking at him with an evil tint in her
eye.

“Just a bit,” Scott said
as he grabbed her hips and leaned forward to better balance himself
against her thrusts.

Pushing against the counter with her own
hands for leverage, Jenna slammed her ass back into Scott again.
This time he was ready for it and drove his cock forward at the
same time.

“There you go,” she said,
slamming back against him again. “Give it to me like you mean
it.”

Scott grabbed the back of Jenna’s shoulders
and pulled her back towards him with every thrust.  It took a
few tries to get their timing right, but it wasn’t long before
their bodies were pounding against each other with serious
intensity. Grunts of exertion came from both of their mouths,
echoing about the kitchen walls.

 “Fuck yeah,” Heather
said, her voice growing progressively louder. “That’s what I need.
Fuck me, baby. Fuck me with that giant fucking cock of yours. Slam
that cock into my pussy. Pound me, fucking pound me!”

So Scott did, giving it to her with
everything he had.

“Holy shit yes!” Jenna
screamed. “Just like that, just like that! Don’t stop, don’t
fucking stop! I’m gonna fucking cum!”

Scott didn’t stop. In fact, he turned up the
intensity even further, grunting with exertion and slamming his
cock into Jenna so hard that her ass was jiggling and shaking like
crazy.

“Fuck, fuck, FUCK!” Jenna
screamed. And then her entire body quivered, from head to toe, as a
massive orgasm overtook her.

As soon as it had passed, she pulled
forward, yanking Scott’s cock from her pussy. Then she dropped to
her knees and spun around. Jenna took his raging cock in her mouth
and proceeded to suck her pussy juices off it, cleaning it with her
tongue and lips until it was glistening with her saliva instead of
her cum.

“I love the taste of my
pussy juices,” Jenna said once she’d let Scott’s cock slip out of
her mouth. “Especially when I’m sucking them off of nice, big, hard
cock.”

As Scott marveled at her sluttiness, Jenna
took his cock in her mouth once again, deepthroating it with ease
despite its massive size.

“How the fuck do you do
that?” he asked once she’d released his cock.

“Lots of practice,” she
replied, grinning up at him.

Laughing softly, Scott reached down and
pulled her to her feet. Then he hooked one arm under her knees and
another around her neck and lifted her off her feet. Holding her
like a baby, he carried her over to the couch.

“Oh, I think we’re heading
into the final stretch,” Jenna said.

“What makes you say that?”
he replied.

“The look in your eyes,”
she said. “I’d say you’re ready to fuck me until you blow your
load. Am I right?”

“Maybe,” he said, setting
her down in front of the couch. “But first I want to do a couple
more things to you.”

“Whatever you want,” she
said. “I’m your little plaything.”

Taking this to heart, Scott pushed down on
Jenna’s shoulders until she was sitting on her ass on the floor in
front of the couch. Then spun her around and pushed her head back
until it was lying flat on the cushion of the couch. Her face was
towards the ceiling and her butt was still on the floor.

“I think I know what’s
coming next,” she said, her excitement betrayed by her
tone.

Scott didn’t reply. He was past the point of
talking. It was time for action.

With that in mind, he climbed onto the couch
and straddled Jenna’s head, his cock lying on top of her face. He
smacked her cheek with his cock a couple of times then slipped it
in her mouth.

Holding Jenna’s head on the couch with his
hands, he fucked her face using long, slow strokes, giving her his
entire cock each time as she stared up at him, her eyes wide and
staring right at his.

After face-fucking her for a minute or so,
Scott climbed a little higher onto the couch, until his ballsack
was right above her mouth.

“Open up,” he
said.

Jenna did so without hesitation and Scott
dropped his balls into her mouth. Staring down at her, he jerked
himself off as she sucked on his balls. The feeling was intense,
consisting of just the perfect combination of pleasure and
pain.

“That’s right,” he said,
mimicking her tone from earlier, when he’d been eating her out.
“Suck on those fucking balls, baby.”

Jenna obliged, gargling them, bouncing them
off each other and pulling down on his sack with her mouth.

“Holy shit that feels so
fucking good,” Scott said. Too good, in fact. If he let her do it
any longer he was going to cum. He had to mix things up, and
quickly.

So he climbed off the couch, picked Jenna up
and dropped her onto the couch, facing him, then grabbed ahold of
her legs and folded them back towards her. This lifted up her ass
and exposed her pussy to him.

“Is this how you like me?”
she said, taunting him with her tone. “All folded up like a
pretzel? Does that turn you on?”

“What do you think?” he
said.

“I think you’re a deviant
little pervert who’s ready to shoot his load,” Jenna said, still
all smiles.

“And you’d be right,”
Scott said.

 Holding her legs in
place, he slipped his rock hard cock into her drenched pussy and
pushed his hips forward, giving her his entire cock right away.
Jenna took him all the way inside without any resistance, moaning
in pleasure as he filled up her pussy.

Scott was way too far along to take things
easy, so he began pounding her with everything he had, giving her
his entire cock with every thrust while he grunted and groaned
above her.

“That’s it,” Jenna
growled, her face screwed up in a mask of intensity. All the
playfulness had disappeared; she was all business. “Fuck me like
you mean it. Like you’re trying to break me in half.”

And Scott did, his body hammering into hers
hard enough to make the couch shake and bounce against the
wall.

“Ohmyfuckinggod,” Jenna
said, practically screaming now. “Harder,” she added. “Fuck me
harder!”

To do so, Scott grabbed a hold of her ankles
and forced her legs back even further. She was practically folded
in half, her ankles next to her head, one on each side of her body.
Holding her legs in place, he fucked her with everything he had,
his body hammering down onto hers hard enough to make her
flinch.

It was the first time she seemed to have
trouble handling his monster cock; although she was still obviously
enjoying herself, there was a hint of discomfort when he was at his
deepest point inside her.

But still Jenna was game, egging him on with
her eyes and his screams of passion. She wasn’t forming words
anymore, let alone sentences, but she was nodding her head and her
eyes were wide and locked onto his and there was a filthy little
smile on her face.

Jenna’s hand had made its way down to her
clit and she was rubbing it furiously while Scott hammered away at
her. From the sounds she was making and the way her body had tensed
up, he knew that she was right around the corner to another orgasm
and he wanted to get her there before he finished up.

To do this, Scott released his hold on
Jenna’s ankles and grabbed the back of the couch for more leverage.
Then he proceeded to slam down onto her like never before, his cock
reaching previously untapped depths inside her.

This seemed to do the trick, as shortly
after Scott switched things up, Jenna let out a guttural groan and
then her body spasmed uncontrollably. With her legs quivering and
her mouth opened wide in a silent scream, she came with a rush, her
breath catching in her throat and torrent of juices flooding her
pussy.

“Jesus-fucking-Christ,”
she moaned once the orgasm had passed and she’d caught her breath
again. “That was fucking massive!”

Scott agreed with her assessment, but he
didn’t say anything; he was way too far along to try and form any
words himself.

Jenna saw what was coming and did her part
to help him along.

“Cum all over my fucking
face,” she said, staring up at him intently. “I want to taste your
seed. I want to feel it in my mouth and taste it go down my
throat.”

As Scott climbed those final few steps
toward the end of the line, he pounded Jenna with all the intensity
he could gather. She took everything he had to offer, screaming
with pleasure and begging for more the entire time.

“Give it to me baby,” she
said. “Gimme your cum. I need it. I need it all. Make a mess of my
pretty little face.”

Hearing Jenna talk like that put Scott over
the edge. He hammered his cock into her a couple more times then
his body tensed up. Before he could release, he yanked his cock out
of her pussy and scrambled up onto the couch, straddling her body,
his knees on the cushions and his cock right in front of her
face.

Jenna took the shaft of his cock in her hand
and the head in her mouth. She sucked on the tip and jerked him
off, her hand flying back and forth, using her own pussy juices to
get more speed while keeping the pressure constant, jerking him off
like he jerked himself off, which was no small trick.

Scott held things together for a few more
seconds, enjoying the incredible sensation that came in those final
few seconds before shooting his load. Then he couldn’t take it
anymore.

Groaning deeply, he relaxed his body,
allowing his cock to release its bounty.

Jenna timed it perfectly, releasing the tip
of his cock from her mouth right as the first stream of sperm shot
out like a rocketship.

Still jerking Scott off, Jenna took the
first two streams in her mouth, with some of his cum dripping out
and down her chin. The next couple splashed her face, getting her
in the cheek, the forehead, and even some in her hair. The final
couple dribbles she took in her mouth.

Jenna used her hand to milk the final drops
of cum from his cock before releasing it. Scott sat there, still
straddling her, as she used her finger to collect the rest of his
sperm from her face and deposit it into her mouth, creating a white
reservoir inside it, large enough that it was almost
overflowing.

Looking directly at Scott with a nasty gleam
in her eyes, she tilted her head back and swallowed his sperm down
in one big gulp.

Once it was gone, Jenna
licked her fingers clean, smiling up at him the entire time.
“Now that was a
monster load,” she said.

“That certainly was a big
one,” Scott replied. “Even for me.” He climbed off of Jenna and sat
down next to her on the couch.

“Well, I have to say that
was a big success,” Jenna said. “Even better than I could have
hoped for.”

“You weren’t too bad
yourself,” Scott said, needling her just a bit.

“Not that nastiest sex
I’ve ever had,” she said. “But not bad for the first
time.”

“Does that mean there’s
going to be more?” he asked, looking over at her.

“If you can perform like
that every time, there’s going to be a lot more,” Jenna said.
“Hell, you’re going to have to beat me away with a stick if you can
fuck like that on a consistent basis.”

“They don’t call me Old
Reliable for nothing,” Scott said, fighting back a
smile.

“Is that really what they
call you?”

He nodded. “In hushed whispers,” he
said.

Jenna barked out a laugh.

“What?” Scott said. “Not
sexy?”

“Not at all,” she
replied.

He shrugged his shoulders and offered her a
loose grin. It had turned out to be a great night. A great night
indeed.
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