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TRASH TALKING TEEN

 FILTHY LITTLE TEEN: VOLUME ONE

BROCK LANDERS

 


When did 18-year old girls become such nasty
fucksluts? Back when I was that age—which was less than 10 years
ago, mind you—it was nearly impossible to find a girl that would
sleep with you without at least going out for a couple of dates.
And once you got them in bed they barely knew what they were doing.
And getting a decent blow job? Forget about it. Let alone anything
nastier.

But nowadays it seems like they’d rather
spent a night getting freaky in the sack instead of even bothering
with dinner and a movie. And not just straight fucking, but dirty,
filthy, perverted shit. Girls these days will do things on the
first night that I couldn’t get my old girlfriends to do months
into the relationship. Not to mention the attitudes they have.
Trash-talking is the norm. They have no shame. Or respect. Or
morals. 

I don’t know if it’s the proliferation of
internet porn or just the degradation of our society, but 18-year
olds have definitely changed. Not that I’m complaining, mind you.
Especially when one of them takes an interest in me.

 

#

 

Her name was Jamie and she was a tiny little
18-year old girl. She was barely north of five feet tall and she
couldn’t have been more than half my weight. She was skinny but
athletic, with tanned skin, wavy brown hair, a cute but
not-too-innocent face, small tits, an incredibly tight ass and thin
legs. Exactly how I liked my women. Young, cute, petite and all
natural. None of that plastic surgery crap for me. And, as it
turned out, I was exactly how she liked her men. Older. And
attractive. Or so she said.

We met at a BBQ one of my neighbors was
throwing. Jamie’s sister was friends with my neighbor’s girlfriends
brother or some crap like that. I don’t really know, nor do I care.
What matters was that she showed up at the party and saw me and
started a conversation with me. She didn’t stay long, but before
she left she gave me her address and asked me to come over the next
day around noon to hang out. I told her I’d love to and then she
took off.

I showed up the next day not knowing what to
expect. But as soon as she  answered the door it was obvious
what was going on. She had on a pink, lacy top that barely covered
the top half of her perky little tits and pink and white striped
panties. Nothing else.

My cock immediately started to rise.

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

“Don’t worry,” Jamie said,
closing the door behind me. She leaned up against me and looked up
at my face. Her head barely reached my shoulders. She ran her hand
down my chest, over my stomach and settled on my cock. “I’ll take
care of that soon enough.”

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

“What can I say?” Jamie
replied. “I know what I want.” She gave my 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 my zipper. “Now let’s see what you’re
packing down there.”

She dropped down to her knees and pulled my
cock out. It was sticking straight out, hard enough to hammer
nails. It wasn’t the biggest cock in the world but it wasn’t the
smallest either. 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 Jamie was near the top of, from what I could
tell.

Her eyes widened when she saw it out in the
open but only for a moment. She didn’t want me to know how excited
she was. Apparently she had a facade to maintain. Which was fine by
me. I loved girls with attitudes. It just made things more fun.

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

“Not bad, not bad at all,”
she said, deliberately playing down her excitement. But she
couldn’t completely mask it no matter how hard she tried. “Of
course, size doesn’t matter if you don’t know what to do with it.”
She pulled her gaze from my cock and looked up at me. “Do
you?”

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

She scoffed. “Please. Just watch me.”

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

Her head was bouncing forward and back,
moving faster and faster. Her hair was flying everywhere. She took
my 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.

Jamie took a single deep breath, then
gathered up the saliva in her mouth and spit it on my cock. Still
staring up at me with an evil little smile on her face, she jerked
me 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, I nodded.

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

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

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

“You like that, huh?” she
said. “You like it when I play with your balls?”

I nodded again.

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

I shuddered and made another involuntary
noise.

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

Jamie was expertly straddling the line
between pleasure and pain, keeping me on my toes, not letting me
get comfortable, heightening my sensation like a pro.

I tried not to wonder how an
eighteen-year-old could already be so good at things that took so
much practice but it was difficult not to. Not that it really made
a difference. As long as she was eighteen now, that’s really all
that mattered. Whatever she’d done before today was none of my
business.

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

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

“With pleasure,” I
said.

I grabbed two handfuls of her hair and slid
my hard cock into her open mouth. I pumped my hips forward and
back, pulling her head towards me in time with my movements,
slamming my cock deep into her mouth with every thrust. Gurgled,
strained sounds escaped from her throat as I pulled my 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 we were making, I decided to
see just how far she’d go. I 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,” I
said, pulling my cock out of her mouth to give her a chance to take
a breath. “Clean it up.”

I released Jamie’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?” I said, marveling at her
nastiness.

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

“We’ll see about that,” I
said. “But for now just stay down on the floor and don’t move. I
want to stick my dick in that little pussy of yours. See if it’s as
tight as it looks.”

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

“Don’t worry, I won’t,” I
said, shaking my head in wonder at the depths of depravity on this
girl. She had no shame whatsoever. It was awesome.

I approached Jamie from behind, one of my
legs on each side of her body, until my legs were even with her
hips. I squatted down, letting my cock rest on top of her ass. Then
I grabbed a handful of her hair and yanked her head up until our
faces were cheek to cheek, both facing the same way.

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

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

I laughed. She was all attitude all the
time. I fucking loved it. Of course, it also made me want to crack
her façade even more.

Still squatting above her, I slid my hips
back just a little bit, grabbed ahold of my cock, and slipped it
into her. Her pussy was soaking wet but it was still a snug fit. My
cock was just too big and her pussy was just too small. But I
didn’t let the size difference slow me down one bit, forcing my
cock into her as far as it would go. I wasn’t going to stop unless
she asked me to. Which I knew she would never do.

“Holy shit,” she groaned
once I was all the way inside her, unable to maintain her mask of
aloofness in the wake of my cock penetrating her pussy.

“Are you sure you can
handle it?” I asked mockingly, using her momentary lapse of
detachment against her, mostly because I knew how much it would
piss her off to have it thrown back in her face.

“I can fucking handle
whatever you can dish out,” Jamie said, her attitude coming back
with a vengeance.

Despite the harshness of her words, her
voice was strained and I could tell she was struggling with the
size of my cock. But I also knew that under no circumstances would
she want me to take it easy on her.     

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

“That’s it, baby,” Jamie
said, her voice gradually regaining it’s snarky tone as she started
to get used to the size of my cock. “Fuck me with that big cock of
yours. Give it to me like you mean it.”

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

“Just like that, just like
that!” she said, her voice louder but still maintaining it’s hard
edge. “Fuck me like I deserve to get fucked! Treat me like the
little fuckslut that I am!”

Her trash-talking had me searching for ways
to increase my leverage over her. I saw her hair splayed down her
back so I reached out and grabbed a handful of it and yanked back.
She let out a surprised yelp and arched her back even further,
allowing me deeper access to her pussy. Using her hair to
manipulate her body and keep the tension at a maximum, I hammered
away, her ass bouncing against me with more and more force.

“Right there, right there,
right fucking there!” Jamie 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 I slowed down to
catch my breath, not pulling my cock out of her pussy, but not
moving against her either.

“What the fuck do you
think you’re doing?” she said, turning back to look at me. Her eyes
were wild and her mouth was turned up in an evil little
snarl.

“Taking a little break,” I
said, biting down on my smile. I was deliberately messing with her,
curious to see how she would react.

Unsurprisingly, Jamie slammed her ass back
into me hard with as much force as she could muster.

“Just because I came once
you think you can slow down?” she said, hammering back against me
again. “Not a chance, mister. I’m not a man. I’m not done after a
single pathetic orgasm.”

I let her bounce her ass back against me one
more time before taking control again, grabbing her ass cheeks and
spreading them wide before pounding away, my hips slamming into her
with more force than ever before.

“Is this what you want?” I
asked, my 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 me. “Not a
little boy.”

Her trash-talking riled me up even further.
Smiling like a devil, I 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 me. “Own me. Make me your
bitch.”

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

 I pushed down on her
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, I
fucked her with every ounce of aggression I had, taunting her the
entire time.

“Is this how you want it?”
I said, almost yelling by now. “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!”

I gave it to her just like that for another
thirty seconds or so before I had to back away. I was too close to
orgasm to keep it up for much longer and I wanted to fuck with her
some more before I finished up. So I stood up pulling my cock out
of her pussy.

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

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

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

“Stop talking and start
sucking,” I said.

She glared at me but didn’t say anything,
attacking my 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 I let her
do it for very much longer I was going to cum. And I still had some
things I wanted to do to her before we were finished. So I grabbed
a handful of her hair and yanked on her head, pulling her head off
my cock.

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

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

“No,” I lied. “I just want
to mix things up a little.”

“Sure,” she said, drawing
the word out. “You can tell yourself whatever you want but we both
know the truth.”

“The truth is I’m not
through with you yet,” I said. “Now shut your mouth and try to keep
from falling on your face.”

I turned and starting walking towards the
couch, dragging Jamie along by her hair. She crawled on her hands
and knees like an animal, struggling to keep up with me. She
avoided falling, but just barely.

Once we arrived at the couch, I reached down
and picked her up. Then I 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.

“Don’t fucking move,” I
said, then I climbed onto the couch and turned so I was facing her.
Straddling her face, I sat down, my ass on the upper part of her
chest, my cock lying on her chin right below her mouth.

“What are you going to do
now?” she asked, still flashing attitude even though she was in a
compromising position.

“Whatever I want,” I said.
“Do you have a problem with that?”

“Only if you cum before
you fuck me again.”

“Don’t worry, I promise to
stick my cock in your pussy at least one more time before I cum on
your face.”

“On my face?” she said. “I
figured you were going to cum in my mouth.”

“I’m sure I can sneak a
little in there if that’s what you want,” I said.

“Either way is fine with
me, as long as—”

“I fuck you again before I
cum,” I said, lifting my body off of her and scooting forward until
my groin was hovering right above her face. “Yeah, yeah, I got that
part. Now open your mouth and try not to talk any shit for
once.”

Surprisingly, Jamie did as she was told.

“That’s a good girl,” I
said, as I dropped my balls into her mouth. Staring down at her, I
jerked myself off as she sucked on my balls. The feeling was
intense, consisting of just the right combination of pleasure and
pain.

“Fuckin-A you’re good at
that,” I said, taking the opportunity to talk a little shit of my
own now that her mouth was full. With my balls still in her mouth,
I pressed my cock down against her face, holding it lengthwise
alongside the side of her nose and rubbing it on her forehead and
over her eyes.

Looking down at her, our eyes locked
together, I lifted myself up in an attempt to extract my balls from
her mouth. She refused to release them, holding on with her mouth,
stretching my ballsack to it’s limits before reluctantly letting go
with a pop.

“You just never quit
trying to push buttons, do you?” I said.

Jamie shrugged and flashed me a wicked smile
but for once didn’t say anything.

I laughed softly and shook my head. “You’re
a real a piece of work, you know that, right?”

“Look who’s talking,” she
replied.

“Fair enough,” I said. I
smacked her with my cock a few times then stuck it in her mouth. I
fucked her face using long, slow strokes, giving her my entire cock
each time.

“You like sucking my cock,
don’t you?” I asked, staring down at her.

She nodded as best she could considering the
situation.

I grabbed her head and held it in place
against the cushion and started to pump her mouth with more speed,
slamming my cock in and out like a jackhammer, giving it to her
balls deep every time.

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

I could have easily cum right then and there
but I’d promised her that I’d fuck her again before I finished up,
and despite all my faults I’m a man who sticks by his promises, so
I pulled my cock out of her mouth and grabbed her under the arms
and slid her body down to the floor.

“Are you ready to get
fucked?” I asked, looking down at Jamie. Her shoulders and neck
were on the floor and her legs were still up on the
couch.

She nodded.  

I 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.

She’d obviously been in this position
before, as she wrapped her arms around her legs to keep them in
place without being told. Squatting, I guided my cock into her
pussy. She grimaced and let out a little yelp but didn’t protest,
even as I forced my 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, I grabbed her
knees and pulled them apart, opening her up even more, and
proceeded to lay into her, dropping my body down onto her with
enough force to cause her to flinch at the bottom end of each
thrust.

As I climbed those final few steps toward
orgasm, I tapped into the last reserves of my energy and pounded
her with all the intensity I could muster. She took everything I
had to offer, staring directly up at me the entire time. She was no
longer talking shit, no longer talking at all, really, just making
loud, guttural, animal noises, having finally lost her ironic
distance from the situation.

This, more than anything, put me over the
edge. The idea that I could break through Jamie’s walls of
detachment and bring her into the moment instead of allowing her to
observe it from afar was the best thing that had happened all
afternoon.  

I 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, I aimed my cock at her face and jerked
myself off.

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

And so I did, shooting my load all over her,
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 I stood there recovering, she sat up and
grabbed ahold of my cock and sucked on the tip, pulling the last
few drops out of it before dropping her hand away.

“Not too bad for an old
man,” she said. “I’m not going to lie though, I was expecting you
to get a little rougher with me.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, you know, playing
with my asshole or slapping me around or choking me, stuff like
that.”

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

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

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

“Next time? What about
right now?”

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

“Hell yes,” she said. “I’m
just getting warmed up.”

I laughed and shook my head. This girl truly
was a freak.

“I wish I could,” I said.
“But I have some shit I have to get done.”

“That’s too bad,” Jamie
said. “Because I’m still rearing to go.” Her hand went down to her
pussy and she started rubbing it. “Oh well, I guess I’ll just have
to find someone else to top me off.”

The idea that she was going to find another
man to finish what I’d started should have pissed me off but
instead it just turned me on more. It made me realize that I had
only just started to tap the depths of her depravity. Besides, it’s
not like I thought I was the only guy she was fucking. But still, I
would be lying if I said it didn’t annoy me just a little bit. It
was one thing to share her with another man but another thing
altogether to know that she was going to be calling someone else as
soon as I left.

“You need it that bad,
huh?” I said as I pulled my clothes on.

She bit down on her bottom lip and
nodded.

“Then I’ll tell you what,”
I said. “You keep yourself busy for a few hours, and once I’m done
doing what I need to do I’ll come back over here and finish you off
myself. Okay?”

“I don’t know,” she said.
“I need it pretty bad. I’m not sure if I can hold out until
tonight.”

“I’m sure you can find a
way to keep yourself satisfied,” I said as I tied my
shoes.

“I’ll try,” she said. “But
I’m not making any promises.”

She was still sporting the attitude but I
was pretty sure she was just fucking with me. But in the end, it
didn’t really matter whether or not she had another guy over while
I was gone. I was coming back for more that night, either way. I
knew it and she knew it, and there was no reason to pretend
otherwise.

“Just do your best,” I
said, heading for the door. I only had a few minutes to spare and I
knew if I didn’t leave now I wouldn’t leave at all. “And I’ll see
you tonight.”

She pulled her fingers out of her pussy and
waved goodbye, then slipped them into her mouth. I laughed again,
then turned and headed towards the door. It was going to be a long
couple of hours.

 

#####

 


 MANHANDLED

THE ADVENTURES OF A DIRTY SLUT: VOLUME
THREE

JT HOLLAND

 

There’s nothing I enjoy more than getting
fucked. Mouth, pussy, ass, it doesn’t matter. Nor does the manner
in which is happens. Sometimes I like it slow and romantic, other
times rough and tumble. Sometimes quiet and serious other times
loud and playful. I like being in charge and getting dominated
equally. It all depends on my mood that day. The key is to mix
things up. Otherwise even sex can get stale.

This is why it’s essential to have different
men available to do my bidding. Some are just more inclined to act
a certain way. There are guys that are great at getting freaky but
not so good at being romantic. Or ones that love being in control
but aren’t so keen on being on the other side of the equation.

My friends keep on telling me there are men
out there that offer the whole package; looks, a big cock, a decent
personality and a wide palette of sexual tendencies but so far I
haven’t met one. Which makes me believe that they don’t truly
exist, especially considering how many men I’ve fucked over the
years. If they’re out there I would have found one by now.

Oh well. Until I find that one perfect man I
guess I’ll just have to keep trying out as many as I can.

 

#

 

Today I woke up horny as hell. Even after
playing around with my toys for a good hour I was still rearing to
go. So I pulled out my special phone and started looking through my
contact list.

I’ll fuck pretty much anybody once, but they
have to offer something beyond the ordinary to make it into my
special phone. It consists of a hundred or so men who bring
something specific to the table.

I stop as soon as I come to Jack’s number.
He’s exactly what I need today.

Jack is a specialist in rough sex. Now, for
most women that’s not something that they would go back for, but
like I may have mentioned earlier, I’m a dirty slut. And sometimes
I just need to get manhandled. Like today. So I dial Jack’s number.
After a brief conversation, we agree to meet as his place in an
hour. And just like that, it’s done.

I jump in the shower to pretty myself up a
bit and then it’s off to go get fucked.

 

#

 

Precisely one hour later I’m knocking on
Jack’s door.

His place is small but it doesn’t matter.
I’m not concerned about the size of his home or the make of his
car. I’m not worried about how much money he earns or what he does
for a living. All I care about is what he’s going to do to me for
the next thirty minutes or so. And it’s getting me wet just
thinking about it.

Jack opens the door and ushers me in. I drop
my purse to the floor, right there in the hall adjacent to the
doorway as he closes the door behind us. I undo my coat and slither
out of it, revealing my tight, tanned, completely naked body
beneath.

As Jack turns to face me a nasty little
smile creeps onto his face. He looks me up and down, practically
licking his lips as he takes me in like a piece of meat.

“You like what you see?” I
ask.

“Hell yes,” he says.
“You’re looking better than ever.”

“I didn’t come here for
compliments,” I say.

“Fair enough,” Jack says,
stepping towards me and grabbing a handful of my hair. He yanks
back on it, bending my neck back so my face is turned up towards
the ceiling.

“Don’t expect me to hold
back just because we haven’t seen each other in a while,” Jack
says.

“I’m not,” I say. “That’s
why I came to you. Because I knew you wouldn’t hold
back.”

He takes this in with a nod. “All right. As
long as we understand each other.”

“Perfectly,” I
say.

“Good.” He releases my
hair and moves his hand down to my throat and pushes me up against
the wall. Squeezing, he cuts off my airflow, taking me right up to
the point of passing out before releasing me.

I gasp for breath, my pussy getting wetter
by the second.

With his hand still around my throat,
holding me up against the wall but no longer depriving me of air,
he pinches one of my nipples.

A deep, guttural moan escapes from my
throat.

Jack smiles. Then he pinches my other
nipple, harder this time.

I moan more loudly.

“You like that?” he
says.

“I fucking love it,” I
reply.

He slaps down on my tit.

I yelp and shiver. It feels so fucking
good.

“What about that?” he
asks.

“Even better,” I reply, my
breath ragged. “Do it again.”

He does, smiling all the while.

Smack.

Smack.

Smack.

Trading off, going from one of my tits to
the other. Back and forth, back and forth, pausing for only a
second in between, just enough for me to recover before slapping
down on the other one.

My hand flies down to my pussy and I slip
two fingers inside my dripping wet snatch.

For this I earn a slap across the face, hard
enough to bring tears to my eyes. Jack he grabs ahold of my arm and
pulls my fingers out of my pussy. He pins my wrist against the wall
and holds it there.

“Did I tell you to play
with yourself?” he says, his face right in front of mine, mere
inches away.

I shake my head from side to side.

He slaps me again. I gasp. It’s more in
pleasure than pain but I’m careful to keep my enjoyment off my
face. I fucking love being manhandled like this but I can’t let him
see that. I know it turns him on to think I’m in distress.

“You’re goddamn right I
didn’t,” he says. “Next time you do something like that you’re
going to regret it. Understand?”

I nod. My eyes are wide and radiating fear
even though I don’t feel the slightest bit of it. I know I’m
perfectly safe in his arms, no matter how dangerous things seem to
be. We’ve played this little game a number of times before and I’ve
never once gotten hurt.

“Good,” he says. “Now turn
around.”

Jack spins me around, his hand now on the
back of my neck, still holding me up against the wall. His free
hand slides down my back and over my ass cheeks, rubbing and
squeezing one, then the other.

He slaps my ass. Once, twice, three times,
all on the same cheek, each harder than the last, each smack
causing me to whimper and my legs to buckle just a little bit.

He switches over to the other cheek and
gives it the same treatment, holding me up against the wall the
entire time, his hand now dug into my hair, turning my face so one
half of it is smashed up against the wall.

Suddenly he yanks my hair back, pulling my
head along with it, bending me over backwards, my legs still in
place but my back arched.

He keeps pulling, forcing me to spin around
to keep from falling on my back. But my momentum is so great that I
can’t stop myself from falling my knees right there in front of
him.

And then I’m staring up at him, his
rock-hard cock standing at attention directly in front of my face
as he looks down at me, his hand still grabbing a fistful of my
hair.

“You want my cock, don’t
you?” Jack says, holding my head up against the wall.

I nod vigorously and look up at him
longingly.

“Open your
mouth.”

I do as I’m told.

Jack steps forward and slips his cock into
my mouth. His hands slide to the sides of my head as he continues
to force his cock down my throat, shoving it all the way inside me
until my nose is pressing up against his navel.

His cock is filling up my entire throat,
making it impossible to breathe. I choke and gag but still he holds
my head in place, keeping me from turning aside. The wall pressing
against the back of my head keeps me from escaping.

“Look up at me you fucking
slut,” he says, staring down at me as he forces me to deepthroat
him.

I do my best, tilting my chin upwards as
much as I can. Tears are leaking from my eyes but I can still see
him grinning down at me, thoroughly enjoying the control he has
over me.

I gag again. But still he doesn’t let me go.
I open my mouth a little wider, allowing just a hint of air in.
Clear saliva pours out of my mouth, down my chin, and onto the
carpet.

Coughing behind his cock, my throat starts
to clench up. But this just eggs Jack on even further. Somehow he
forces his cock even deeper into my throat and holds it there for a
moment before finally letting me off the hook.

Laughing, he pulls his cock out.

I gasp for breath, gulping in air as quickly
as I can.

But I’ve barely even began to recover when
he slaps me across the face again, forcing me to gasp in surprise,
then sticks his cock right back into my mouth while my mouth is
still open.

And then he’s fucking my face, his cock
pumping in and out of my throat with furious intensity while he
continues to hold my head in place against the wall.

I don’t even try and fight it, I just take
in as much air as I can in between pumps, the saliva now pouring
out of my mouth, soaking his cock and balls and dripping down my
chin and all over my tits.

After he’s had enough of fucking my face
Jack pulls his cock out of my mouth and slaps my cheek with it a
couple of times before he yanks again on my hair and drags me over
towards the couch.

Crawling on my hands and knees as he pulls
me forward, I barely have a chance to catch my breath before he has
me sitting on the floor with my back against the base of the couch.
He positions me so the back of my head is on the cushion and my
face is pointing towards the sky.

Without so much as a word, he turns around
so his back is to me, lifts his feet up on the couch, squats over
my head, and drops his ass down, using my face as a seat
cushion.

Knowing what he likes, I run my hands up
beneath his ass and spread his cheeks apart, opening his ass up. I
start licking his asshole, gently at first, getting him warmed up.
As his asshole starts to relax and widen I go to work a little more
aggressively, licking up and down and around the edges while he
hovers above me.

“Holy fucking shit you’re
a nasty fucking slut,” Jack says, all in one breath. A couple
seconds later he adds, “Stick your tongue out.”

I do as I’m told, making my tongue rigid and
sticking it straight up into the air.

“That’s right,” Jack says
as he starts rubbing his ass back and forth along my face, riding
my tongue with his asshole. “Hold it right fucking
there.”

Jack grinds on my face for a little bit, his
asshole getting wider and wider with every pass, until finally it’s
wide enough to accept the tip of my tongue inside it.

He moans softly and stops grinding, instead
dropping his full weight onto my face, smothering me with his ass,
my tongue sliding a good two inches into his anus.

I spread his cheeks wider, giving me deeper
access to his asshole.

“Goddamn that feels so
fucking good,” he says, reaching down to smack my tits some more
while I continue tonguing his asshole.

Jack lifts his body off my face for a few
seconds, allowing me to catch my breath. Looking down at me with an
evil glint in his eyes, he says, “You like the taste of my ass,
don’t you?”

“I fucking love it,” I
say. “Give it to me again.”

Jack smiles. “In a minute,” he says. “First
I want you to suck my balls.”

“With pleasure,” I say,
grabbing his sack and making a fist, forming a tight little pocket
beneath my hand with his balls in the middle. I stick the newly
formed pocket in my mouth, taking both his balls at
once.

Jack moans as I start to work his balls,
sucking and slurping on them, my tongue flickering constantly to
heighten the sensation. He goes to work on my tits some more, which
means he’s enjoying things. Smacking me around is his way of trying
to take the attention off of the pleasure he’s feeling. It’s his
way of avoiding an orgasm.

But it’s only a temporary reprieve, which is
why he stands up, popping his balls from my mouth. He spits on my
face and uses his cock to rub it in, pressing it against my cheek,
rubbing it over my nose and under my eyes, then smacking me with it
a couple of times.

More debasement, which just means I’m doing
a good job.

Jack drops his asshole onto my mouth again
and rides my face for a few seconds, but his heart isn’t really in
it. It’s clear he’s ready to move onto something else.

Grabbing me by the hair, he stands up,
lifting me up in the process. He hooks one arm under my knees and
the other around my waist, and hoists me up. Then he spins me
around and drops me on the couch, this time on my back but upside
down. My legs are draped over the back of the couch and my head is
hanging just off the cushion.

Facing me now, Jack drops to his knees. His
raging cock is resting on the underside of my chin. He smacks me
with it a couple of times and then sticks it in my mouth.

My head is hanging down, the blood rushing
to it, while Jack fucks my face, slamming his cock in and out of my
mouth in a fast but steady rhythm. He grabs ahold of my tits for
more leverage and proceeds to slam his cock into my mouth with more
intensity, his balls slapping against my nose with every
thrust.

Saliva is pouring down my face, getting in
my eyes and into my nose. It’s everywhere, coating my face, getting
stuck in my hair, dripping onto the floor. All in all I’m a
disgusting mess. But I’m loving every second of it. As evidenced by
my soaking wet pussy.

Jack pumps my mouth a few more times before
giving it to me balls deep, stuffing his cock all the way down my
throat and holding it there.

I’m able to take him for a good ten seconds
without any problem before gagging. But instead of pulling his cock
out Jack just uses my vulnerability to force his cock even deeper
into my throat. I gag again, a little harder this time, and follow
it up with a heavy cough that expels some deep-spit from my
mouth.

On a purely rational level, I know I have
plenty of air in my lungs to survive for quite a bit longer, but my
body doesn’t listen. It thrashes and bucks of it’s own accord. But
Jack knows just as well as I do that there’s no danger yet, so he
doesn’t let up one bit, keeping his cock planted firmly in my
throat as I continue trying to squirm away.

My legs start banging against the back of
the couch and I do everything in my power to get away from him but
it’s all in vain. I simply don’t have any leverage.

And still Jack isn’t letting up on me at
all. If anything he’s using my distress to try and force his cock
even deeper inside my throat. My hands fly up and try to push him
back but he’s too strong and no matter how much effort I put into
it I can’t get him to budge one bit.

“Stop fighting it,” Jack
says. “Just relax. You’re fine.”

I know he’s right but I still can’t stop my
body from thrashing.

“I’m not going to let you
breathe until you can get control of yourself,” he says. “Stop
fighting me and I’ll give you what you need.”

I try to get control over my body but it’s
difficult. Not getting air makes it act on it’s own. I manage to
quell most of my flailing, save for the occasional gag. But that’s
probably due more to my body starting to shut down the
non-essential parts more than me getting control over it.

My world has started to turn gray around the
edges and I’m filled with a strange euphoria. I seem to float out
of my body, up near the ceiling. I’m looking down on Jack leaning
into me, his cock still planted in my throat. I can hear his voice
but it’s distant and tinny, like it’s coming from an old transistor
radio.

“That’s better,” Jack
says. “Five more seconds and I’ll let you breathe.”

He starts to count down.

“Five,” he says, his voice
barely audible.

Then, “four.”

But I don’t hear the rest.

The next thing I know the world explodes in
color. I’m gasping for breath and coughing and squirming and trying
to make sense of things. I’m pretty sure I passed out but I’m not
positive. The only thing I know for sure is my pussy is open wide
and soaking wet and I’m hyper sensitive throughout my entire
body.

Jack’s been here before; he knows exactly
what to do. He doesn’t waste any time, spinning me around so I’m
facing him. He pushes on the back of my thighs, lifting my ass up
to give himself a better angle. I know exactly where he’s going and
hook my arms under my legs, holding them in place.

He slips two fingers inside my pussy and
starts to bang away, not even bothering to take it slow.

I groan and try not to screams as he
fingerfucks me, his hand moving quickly against me, his fingers
curled up at the tip, allowing him to reach my G-spot.

He pauses just long enough to slide another
finger into me, then goes back to pounding my wet pussy, his
fingers filling me up while sliding in and out of me with increased
intensity.

“Holy fuck that feels so
fucking good,” I groan, my legs shaking and my vision blurry.
Something about getting finger-banged has always turned me on. I
love it almost as much as getting fucked proper. Sometimes even
more.

Jack pauses one last time to slip a fourth
finger into me before again slamming away. I stifle a scream as the
pressure builds, threatening to overflow.

He reaches out with his free hand and wraps
it around my throat. Staring down at me, his eyes locked onto mine,
he chokes me while continuing to bang my pussy with his fingers,
his whole hand practically inside me by now.

 The intense pleasure
from his fingers makes me breathe harder, but his hand chokes off
my air supply, which turns me on even more, which forces my body to
search for more air, which increases the sensation, which brings me
closer and closer to cumming.

And then I’m nearly there, my body tensing
up in preparation of release. I’m poised right on the edge of a
body-wracking orgasm, held off only by the lack of oxygen getting
to my lungs.

Moments later, Jack releases his grip on my
throat, and doing so, brings a tidal wave of an orgasm crashing
down all at once. My pussy gushes juices all over his hand and my
body shakes and shimmies and I let out a tremendous, wordless
scream.

But Jack isn’t done. Not yet.

Before I’ve even had  a chance to
recover he slides his cock into me and starts pounding away, his
hands on the back of my legs, pushing them down onto the couch
alongside my head.

 Leaning into me, his
entire bodyweight on top of me, Jack fucks the shit out of me, his
rock-hard cock slamming in and out of my pussy with relentless
aggression, his balls slapping up against my asshole.

Loud, continuous groans are coming out of my
mouth of their own accord. I have no control over my vocal chords
anymore. No control over anything, actually, which is exactly what
I was hoping for when I came to see Jack. He’s delivered on every
level, just like he always does.

His hands wander from my legs to my tits. He
squeezes them while he continues fucking me, his body slamming into
mine, giving me his cock balls-deep with every thrust.

“Give me that fucking
cock,” I say, staring right at him, our eyes locked together. “Fuck
me like the slut I am. Fuck me like I deserve to get
fucked.”

My talking riles Jack up, as he starts
giving it to me even more intensely, hammering away at my pussy
with everything he has.

He’s close to cumming now, I can see it in
his face.

“That’s right,” I say.
“Punish me, baby. Make me pay. Make me fucking pay!”

Jack’s grunting like a caveman now, his eyes
wide and his face red and sweaty. He’s getting closer. One of his
hands slide up and grabs a fistful of my hair. Squeezing tightly,
he holds my head down while continuing to hammer away at me.

“Goddammit,” I scream.
“Own my fucking pussy. Own me!”

“Shut your mouth,” he
says, smacking me in the face. “Shut your fucking trap.”

I smile and say, “Do it again,” knowing that
it’ll help him finish me off.

He doesn’t need to be asked twice, reaching
out and smacking me again.

“Harder,” I say. “Slap me
like you mean it.”

Jack slaps me again. The sound is like a
gunshot in the small room.

“Harder!” I
scream.

So he does, smiling wickedly at me.

“Is that all you’ve
got?”

His smile grows wider as he slaps me again,
hard enough to make my cheek sting.

“That’s better,” I say
between gasping breaths. Getting smacked around is turning me on
just as much as it’s turning him on, if not more.
“Again.”

He does.

“Again,” I say.

Jack smacks me again. And again. And again,
without me having to ask for it any longer.

My face is tingling and tears are leaking
out of my eyes but I’m enjoying every second of it. And so is he. I
can see it in his face. He’s going to cum any moment now.

“Cum on my face, baby,” I
say. “I want you to make a mess out of my slutty little
face.”

“Holy fucking shit,” he
says, closing his eyes and gritting his teeth and pulling his cock
out of me.

I slide off the couch and drop to my knees
and wrap my hand around his cock and take it in my mouth.

“I’m gonna cum,” he says
while I blow him, my hand and my mouth working in unison, jerking
and sucking him off at the same time. “I’m gonna fucking
cum.”

I slide his cock out of my mouth but
continue jerking him off, the saliva from my mouth allowing me to
squeeze his cock tightly while it flies over his shaft.

“Come on baby,” I say,
telling him exactly what he wants to hear. “Paint my face with your
cum. Make me pretty. Make me fucking shine.”

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” he
says as his body tenses up for a moment then releases, shooting
ropes of white sperm out of his cock and all over my
face.

I take one squirt on the chin and one on the
forehead, then I open wide and let some of it in my mouth. I
continue jerking him off, his cock spitting out the last remnants
of his sperm, sending it flying. Some gets in my hair, some on my
chest, some even on my legs.

I play with his cock until it’s all but
empty, taking it in my mouth at the very end to suck the final last
couple of drops out. He

Jack is looking down at my sperm-splattered
face, smiling goofily, all his previous tough-guy attitude
completely melted away. Now that he’s shot his load, he’s just a
typical man, nothing special about him whatsoever. They’re all the
same after they’ve cum. It’s the male curse.

“Wow, you are one dirty
little slut, aren’t you?” he says, shaking his head and laughing
softly. He holds one hand down to help me up.

“The dirtiest,” I reply,
grabbing ahold of his offered hand and standing up. I lean in
towards him. “Care to give me a kiss?”

“Yeah, right,” he says,
backing away quickly. “I’ll get you a towel though.”

“Thanks,” I say as he
grabs a towel from the bathroom and tosses it my way.

Neither one of us says anything else as I
clean myself up and slip my jacket back on. After tying it off I
head for the door. Now that I’ve got what I needed from him,
there’s no reason to linger. Especially since he’s lost his
mojo.

It’s not until I reach for the doorknob that
he finds the balls to say anything to me.

“Feel free to call me
anytime you want,” he says, his voice lacking confidence. “I’m
always here for you.”

“I know,” I say, flashing
him a little smile. Then I turn, open the door, and walk out,
closing the door behind me. On to my next conquest.

 

#####

 

MORE THAN DRINKS

 TJ HOLLAND

 

Her white, see-through sundress barely
covered her bikini but did a great job of showing off her tan,
muscular body. Her breasts were small but perky. She walked with a
confidence that told you she knew she was someone who could turn
heads but she had a smile genuine enough that anyone who looked her
in the eye felt they had a shot.

She wasn’t the kind of girl who typically
needed a man. She was confident in herself and her goals and was
perfectly happy just working her way though college and enjoying
her early twenties, most of the time. Then there were days like
these.

The wedding had been nice enough. A small
ceremony where she was the maid of honor as she watched her best
friend promise herself to the man of her dreams for all eternity.
It was cheesy but sweet and romantic at the same time. It also made
her wish for someone who loved her that much. She wanted to just be
happy for her friend and her new life but somehow the reception on
the beach with the bonfire and couples standing around was making
her feel a little sad that no wedding was anywhere in her near
future. That was silly of course, she wasn’t ready to get married
but it would be nice to know that someone loved you so much they
would be willing to swear off all other women for the rest of their
life to be with just that one person. Forever.

The bartender seemed to sense her sadness.
Every time she returned to the bar for a refill he would compliment
her on how beautiful she looked. After a few trips, he began to
inquire if there was someone back home waiting for her who hadn’t
been able to fly out for the ceremony. “No one special, no.” He
again replied with a compliment which appeared more sincere than it
probably was considering he was a bartender and she had a slightly
altered perspective thanks to the alcohol. But at the time, it was
exactly what she needed to hear and believe. She returned to the
reception with a refilled glass and the hope that he would be
making more than drinks later that evening.

After the bride and groom left, the
reception broke up quickly. The bartender was putting away the last
few bottles when she approached. He smiled kindly and told her that
the bar was closed but if she wanted to wait in the lobby bar, he’d
be off work in less than 30 minutes and he’d be honored to buy her
a drink. She knew she’d had enough already but she was feeling so
confused by her happiness for her friend and her momentary sadness
for herself that she was more than happy to accept his offer. If
nothing else, at least she wouldn’t have to go back to her room
alone for a while longer. If she got drunk enough, the loneliness
might fade or she would at least pass out quickly, thus not able to
think about it any longer. For a girl who is normally so self
assured and happy and confident, this feeling of self pity was new
and she didn’t like it. She’d be thrilled to board her plane the
next day and return to her home and single life that she was
typically very content with.

She walked on the beach for a while
wondering how many others were listening to the roar of the waves
and wondering when, if ever, they too would find true love. It was
silly to think that and she scolded herself for it but weddings
were hard for he to watch. It was harder still to stand up for
those around you who were once in your situation but had found
something greater and were moving on to the next stage in their
lives. She wasn’t ready for the next stage. She still had plenty to
accomplish at this stage but deep down, a tiny part of her wanted
to find her soul mate.

She was pretty sure the bartender wouldn’t
turn out to be her soul mate. After all, they lived across the
country from one another and she flew home the next day. Somehow
the idea of having the kind man hold her for that evening and fill
the void that seemed to be growing in her chest with every minute
appeared better and better with each second that passed. The
alcohol now had ahold of her in that wonderful fog where ideas that
get immediately rejected sober get rolled around and contemplated
and often acted upon. 

When he appeared at her table, she had
another almost empty glass in front of her and a goofy smile on her
lips. He continued to be the gentleman and complimented her again
on her beauty. He even remarked how much more beautiful she was now
that he could see her by more light than just the bonfire. He tried
small talk, asking where she was from, and what school she went to.
She didn’t say much. She listened as he told her about himself and
what had brought him to this tropical paradise. She smiled just a
bit. He was trying so hard and she just needed to be held.

It didn’t take long until she was holding
his hand, walking him back to her room. He kissed her hand and told
her how glad he was he met her. She smiled at his old world charm,
wrapped her arms around his neck, and kissed him deep. He pulled
back after what seemed like a full minute and looked away with
flushed cheeks. Maybe he was a new bartender or maybe he really was
a nice guy; either way, she needed him. She unlocked her door and
held it open. She told him she just didn’t want to be alone. He
looked around, unsure of how to handle the situation. As he looked
into her eyes, he saw the loneliness that had found her and he felt
a certain duty to help her eyes dance again the way they had when
he poured her first drink hours ago.

They laid on the bed fully dressed just
holding each other. His arms wrapped around her, holding her tight
in a spoon position. She might have been content with just that
human contact but the tropical drinks were not. She felt that
stirring sensation in her lower half and she shifted her body so
that his hand accidently brushed her breast. She let out a soft
moan. He shifted his body slightly away in return so that she would
not be offended by his physical response. She rolled over, looked
him deep in the eyes, and kissed him again. She ran her hands
through his hair and pressed herself up against him. She needed him
to understand that she needed more.

He was able to sense her urgency and began
to give in and kiss her back. His lips were soft and he was able to
take his time. He knew they would only have this one night and he
wanted to cherish it. He rolled her over, put his hands on either
side of her head and kissed her deeply. They just kissed for quite
some time and she was in need of more. She began to grab at his
back, pulling at him so that his weight was on her, begging him to
become one with her. He laughed and told her to have patience and
slowly began to make his way south. He kissed her neck, shoulders,
and finally began to caress her breast. She gasped and arched her
back forcing her breast into his palm.

 

His lips moved down the ridge of her breast,
to her nipple, where he slowly began to softly suck and tug at her.
She moaned again, louder now and again arched her back, encouraging
him to continue. His right hand slowly moved down from her other
breast to her thigh, lightly touching the length of her body. It
gave her chills. She shifted just slightly in hopes that his hand
would move toward the inner part of her thigh. He knew what she
wanted and he once again kissed her softly on the mouth as his hand
slipped between her legs. She opened them wide to him, allowing her
dress to fall up around her waist. This offered him full access to
her bikini bottoms which were already damp. 

He slipped his fingers under the material
and began exploring her. She rolled her head back, arched her back,
and moaned softly. She needed him so badly. He rubbed her clit and
after moving his hand up and down, he slipped a finger inside her.
Then another and another. She was so ready for him that his fingers
went in easily and she began to buck against them. He liked
watching her. He began to increase his speed and his three fingers
worked their magic in no time. She lay on the bed trying to catch
her breath, laughing that she had an incredible orgasm with her
clothes still on. 

He got off the bed, reached out his hand and
helped her up. He unzipped her dress and watched it fall to the
floor, taking in all her beauty. She stood there in her floral
pattern bikini as her need for him again increased. She grabbed at
his muscular forearms and helped him pull off his shirt. She
dropped to her knees and began to release his belt and slacks. She
needed him to feel as good as he had just made her. She pulled at
his boxers, which got slightly stuck on his raging manhood. She
giggled as she freed his cock, stroked it from tip to shaft a few
times admiring his incredible body and then she took it whole in
her mouth. 

His head was rolled back and his eyes closed
as she worked his cock with her mouth. It’s hard to stop something
that feels so good but he wanted to please her as much as she did
him so after a few minutes, he gently pushed her shoulders back as
he moved his hips backward. She looked up at him confused. He
helped her to her feet and she slipped out of her top while he
slowly removed her bottoms. He picked her up and carried her to the
bed. 

He laid her naked body down and stood there
for a moment admiring her. He wanted to remember her exactly as she
was now. She was perfect. She arched her back, thrusting her
breasts into the air, indicating her growing desire to become one.
He smiled and again kissed her deeply as he moved his body onto
hers. He entered her while they kissed and he could feel the slight
pause in her reciprocation during the initial thrust but very soon
they fell into the slow rhythm of their bodies enjoying each other.
He his hands caressed her as they continued to move back and forth.
Only when he could not hold back anymore did his speed increase
enough that they both came together. He then gave her a long, deep
kiss as he lay there inside her. She was perfectly happy and so
grateful for the physical satisfaction. 

They laid in bed just enjoying their
nakedness but soon she was once again feeling her lower half stir.
She rolled on top of him and began to kiss his body starting at his
mouth and slowly working her way down. This time when he entered
her it was more intense with him being faster in speed and harder
in his thrusts. She was moaning and cursing because it felt so
good. She began to tell him how much she loved him being in her,
which began to turn him on even more. She was thrilled when with
one swift motion, he pulled out, flipped her over, pulled her back
onto her knees and entered her from behind. They were doggy style
and the tips of her nipples were rubbing against the sheets as she
bounced back and forth feeling him plunge into her turning her on
even more. He put his hands on her hips and began to guide her
movements. She was begging him to make her cum when he put his
hands on her ass and spread her cheeks as he began to slam into
her. She was once again cursing and begging him to make her cum. It
wasn’t long before they came together and fell on the bed in a heap
of naked sweat.

They went on this way for hours. It was
intimate and then animalistic and every time was a new and
different experience. This wonderful man knew that he would never
get to love her again so he had to experience all the ways you can
love someone in one night. He left in the morning after no sleep
but both of their bodies could take no more. They kissed at the
door and she held his hand until he walked a few steps and they
could no longer touch. She watched him walk away, leaned her head
against the door frame, took a deep breath and turned back inside
to get ready for her flight home. 

It was a perfect night and it was a memory
she would hang on to until the day she met her true love. The
island bartender was a kind and gentle man who knew how to make
love to a woman slowly, repeatedly and wonderfully. But that’s how
you know when you have meet your true love. Once the real thing
comes along, all those moments before fade away into wisps of
memories resembling that alcoholic fog and the new experiences that
replace them are sharp, crisp images of every detail of the man you
would gladly give up any other for. She would always be grateful
for the kind bartender who helped her through that night but she
was ready to replace his memory with those of the new man for whom
she had waited so long and let the bartender slip into the fog of a
past that was ready to be forgotten.

 


#####

 


ANY WAY SHE WANTS IT

 A SERIES OF ONE NIGHT STANDS: VOLUME TWO

SCOTTY DIGGLER

 


Sometimes the best hook-ups are the
unexpected ones. Take, for example, Derek Martin. Derek wasn’t
planning on having intense, deviant, depraved sex with a beautiful
woman when the night started, and certainly not once he was one of
the last people drinking in the little dive bar next to his house,
but that was exactly what he got. And the pure unexpectedness of it
all made it that much sweeter.

For Derek, it was the end of a long week,
piggybacking on an extended string of bad luck, starting with a bad
breakup three months prior, followed by being passed over for
promotion at work, combined with a car accident with an uninsured
driver, and topped off with the death of Kirby, the 13-year-old
beagle he’d had since he was a kid. And the string didn’t look to
be ending anytime soon, as far as he could tell.

With no light at the end of the tunnel, he
decided to get drunk to ease his wounds. So on the way home from
work on a Wednesday night (his Friday) he stopped at a little
Irish-themed hole-in-the-wall near his house.

When he arrived at just after 10pm there was
a decent-sized crowd, a mix of men and women, all different ages,
all different lifestyles. Two and half hours later, he was only one
of two people left, save for the bartender.

The other customer had been there for almost
as long as he had, sitting alone on the opposite side of the bar,
drinking alone just like Derek. They’d made eye-contact a couple
times but it was always fleeting. From the looks of things, she was
just as down in the dumps as he was.

With her short blonde hair, pale skin, big
brown eyes, full lips and meticulously applied makeup, she was an
incredibly attractive woman, far too good looking for Derek to even
consider making a move on under normally circumstances. But after 9
beers and 3 shots of Jack Daniels, he was feeling less like himself
than usual. Plus he figured things couldn’t get any worse than
they’d been recently, so he asked the bartender what the lady was
drinking and had one sent over to her.

Shortly after receiving the drink, she stood
up from her side of the bar and walked over towards him.

Derek watched her intently as she
approached, unable to take his eyes off her. Up until now, he’d
only seen her face. And while it was extremely cute, it was no
match for the rest of her body. Thin frame, toned arms, perky
breasts, flat stomach, narrow hips, long, sculpted legs—she was the
full package. And dressed to impress in a short black cocktail
dress and black heels.

He tried to act casual as she stopped in
front of his stool but he could hardly breath. His stomach was
doing somersaults and his head was spinning.

“Thanks for the drink,”
she said in a high-pitched, sexy voice. “I’m Erin.”

“I’m Derek. Pleased to
meet you.”

“Same here,” Erin said.
“Mind if I join you?”

“I’d be honored,” Derek
said.

“Ah, aren’t you sweet,”
Erin said as she sat down. “I was wondering when you were going to
get around to noticing me.”

“Oh, I noticed you a while
ago,” Derek said.

“Then what took you so
long to make a move?”

“That sort of thing just
isn’t my style,” he said. “Besides, the way you were all dressed
up, I figured you were on your way to meet someone.”

“Actually, that was
earlier in the evening,” Erin said.

“Well, considering you’re
here drinking alone, I’m guessing it didn’t go well.”

Erin laughed humorlessly and took a drink.
“That’s the understatement of the year.”

“Sorry about that,” Derek
said.

She shrugged. “What can you do?”

Derek finished his beer and ordered another.
“Oh, I wouldn’t sweat it too much.”

“What’s that supposed to
mean?”

“Surely a woman like you
has no problem getting whatever man she wants.”

“What makes you say
that?”

Derek shrugged, suddenly embarrassed.

“Come on,” Erin said.
“You’re the one that brought it up. You can’t back out
now.”

“I just meant . . .
someone as attractive as you probably has men following you around
like dogs at heel.”

“Only from afar,” she
said.

“Really?” Derek asked as
the bartender set his newly-filled glass down in front of
him.

Erin nodded. “You’d be surprised how many
men are afraid to even talk to me, let alone ask me out on a date.
Or to go home with them.”

“But it has to happen
sometimes.”

“Well, yeah,” she said.
“Of course. But even then it never works out.”

“Oh yeah?” Derek asked.
“And why is that?”

 “Because the ones
that approach girls generally aren’t worth a shit.”

Derek laughed and took a drink of his
beer.

“What’s so funny?” Erin
asked.

“I was just thinking about
what you said and how right it is,” Derek said. “All my friends who
try to scam on women are pieces of shit.”

“Exactly.”

“Then why come over here
when I bought you a drink?”

“Because you did it the
right way,” Erin said. “You sat back for two hours without making a
move. Then you had a drink sent over. That’s classy stuff. I don’t
see it much these days.”

“I have to admit I’ve
never been accused of being classy,” Derek said,
smiling.

“It’s not an accusation,
it’s a compliment,” Erin said.

“Well thanks,
then.”

“You’re very welcome,” she
said, finishing off the rest of her drink. “Although, to be
perfectly frank, there’s one more reason I decided to come over
here. Three more, actually.”

“Oh yeah? And what are
they?”

“One, I’m really drunk.
Two, I’m really horny. And three, you’re really cute.”

Derek’s heart fluttered and he could feel
his face starting blush. “You really think I’m cute?”

Erin bit down on her bottom lip and nodded.
“Do you think I’m cute?”

“I think you’re fucking
beautiful.”

“Even better,” she said.
“So what do you say?”

“To what?”

“To going to your place
and having a little fun.”

“I say what are we waiting
for?”

Derek pounded the rest of his beer, hopped
off the barstool, took Erin’s hand, and led her to the door.

 

#

 

Ten minutes later they were in Derek’s
apartment, kissing and groping each other, practically tearing each
other’s clothes off. They’d started at it immediately after closing
the front door behind them, and were still right there in the
hallway, not even bothering to make their way into the bedroom
before getting started.

“There’s something you
need to know,” Erin said between kisses. She was down to her bra
and panties and Derek to his boxers and socks. Their clothes lay in
a heap over by the door.

Derek broke their embrace and took a quick
step back.

“It’s nothing bad,” Erin
said upon seeing the look on his face. “It’s just . . . I’m not a
normal girl.”

“No offense, but that
doesn’t make me feel any better,” Derek said.

“No,” Erin said, laughing
under her breath. “Not like that. It’s just . . . I like things a
certain way and I’m not shy about telling you exactly what to
do.”

“Well, lucky for you I’m
not a typical guy,” he said, stepping forward and wrapping his arms
around her. “I’m actually good at following directions.”

Erin’s smile was wide and genuine as she
looked up at him. “I’m so glad to hear that. You don’t know how
many guys just do their own thing, regardless of what I want.”

“Not me,” Derek said. “I
promise to give you whatever you want.”

“Where have you been my
whole life?”

“That’s funny, I was
wondering the exact same thing about you.”

“I don’t know where I’ve
been,” Erin said, pushing him back against the wall. “But I know
where I’m going to go.”

“Where’s that?” Derek
asked.

“Down,” Erin said,
dropping to her knees.

“Oh,” Derek said as she
pulled his boxers down around his ankles. “Very clever.” He took a
deep breath and let it out slowly as Erin took his cock in her
mouth. Looking down at her, he watched as she worked his cock,
sucking on the tip while she jerked his shaft with her hand, her
eyes locked on his the entire time.

After bobbing on the head of Derek’s cock
for a bit, Erin took him deeper inside her mouth, about halfway
down, and held it there for a few seconds before pulling off.

She spit on his cock and started jerking him
off. Looking up at him, she said, “You like how I suck your
cock?”

Derek nodded, unsure if he could speak.

“Do you want me to suck it
some more?”

He nodded again.

Giggling, Erin took his cock in her mouth
once again, this time taking it three-quarters of the way down
before pulling back. But instead of letting his cock all the way
out of her mouth, she took it right to the tip then pushed her head
forward again, blowing him proper, her lips moving back and forth
along his shaft while she stared up at him.

Erin sucked Derek’s cock continuously for a
full minute before finally letting it slip out of her mouth. His
cock was rock-hard, sticking straight out and coated with her spit,
glistening in the meager light of the hallway.

She grabbed Derek around the waist and spun
him around so his back was facing the wall, then gave him a little
push, backing him flush against it.

 

Looking up at him with a devilish smile,
Erin quickly undid her bra, letting it fall to the floor. Then she
grabbed ahold of Derek’s shaft and smacked the head of his cock
against her newly exposed tits a couple times.

He let out a single, involuntary groan.

“Oh, you liked that, did
you?” Erin said, her evil smile growing wider.

“Yeah,” Derek
replied.

“Then you’ll probably like
this too,” she said, dropping her head a little bit lower and
slapping her cheek with his cock.

“Holy fuck,” Derek said
under his breath. For some reason this turned him on more than when
she’d been sucking his cock. It was just so nasty.

“Wow, you
really like that, didn’t
you?” Erin said with a giggle.

“A little bit too much, I
think,” Derek said.

“Tell me about it. Maybe I
should just go back to sucking your cock.”

“Maybe you should,” he
said.

So she did, wrapping her lips around his
cock and working it with her mouth while jerking him off at the
same time, keeping her eyes locked on his all the while.

Erin blew him with an experts touch,
constantly altering the speed and pressure, mixing things up to
keep him from settling into a rhythm that would ultimately lead to
cumming way too soon.

As it was, Derek was far more excited than
he should have been, forcing him to pull away from Erin long before
he would have liked to.

“Sorry,” he said as he
slid his cock out of her mouth.

“Don’t be,” Erin replied.
“It’s flattering, actually, knowing that I turn you on that much.
Besides,” she continued. “It’s easy enough to take care of. All we
have to do is switch things up.”

“What did you have in
mind?” Derek asked.

“You’ll find out soon
enough,” she said. “Get down on the ground with your back to the
floor. Legs towards the door. Head right here.” She pointed to a
spot a couple inches from her feet.

Derek did as  he was told, thoroughly
enjoying being ordered around. It was liberating being with a woman
that knew exactly what she wanted, especially one that didn’t have
a problem articulating it.

“That’s a good boy,” Erin
said after Derek was in position. She slipped out of her panties,
then took a step forward and put one foot on either side of his
head until she was standing directly above his face. Rubbing her
pussy while she looked down at him, Erin asked, “Have you ever
eaten pussy before?”

“A few times,” Derek
replied.

“Did you like
it?”

“Yes,” he said
again.

“Are you any good at it?”
Erin asked.

“I’ve never had any
complaints,” Derek said.

“Well let’s see if you can
live up to my standards,” she said, falling to her knees and
dropping her pussy onto his face.

At first Erin just sat there, not moving at
all, smothering Derek with her flesh. After a good 10 seconds, she
raised up just a hair, giving him a moment to catch his breath
before dropping her pussy back onto his mouth.

But this time she started moving back and
forth, grinding on his face, getting him all wet with her
juices.

“Stick your tongue out,”
Erin said.

Derek obliged without hesitation.

Erin reached down and spread her ass cheeks,
giving him deeper access. “That’s a good boy,” she said, riding his
tongue with her pussy. “Don’t be shy. Get in there. There you
go.”

Derek’s cock was rock hard and sticking
straight up, pointed towards the ceiling. He reached down and
started to stroke it, succumbing to the curious inability of any
man to leave his hard cock unattended for any extended period of
time.

“Oh, so you want a little
attention too,” Erin said. “I think I can help you out
there.”

Leaving her pussy planted firmly on Derek’s
face, Erin leaned forward and took his cock in her mouth. She
bobbed her head up and down, blowing him while he ate her out, both
of them gradually increasing the intensity until Erin was
slobbering all over Derek’s cock as he attacked her pussy with
reckless abandon.

A good two minutes later, Erin said, “Enough
of this shit,” and abruptly climbed off of Derek. She dropped to
her hands and knees and crawled forward a couple of paces. She was
facing away from Derek, her head pointed towards the door and her
ass sticking up in the air, right in his face.

Turning her upper body so she was looking
back at Derek, Erin said, “I need your cock inside me. Come over
here and stick it in me. Now.”

“As you wish,” Derek said,
climbing up to his knees and shuffling over towards Erin until he
was poised directly behind her. He stared down at her ass for a few
seconds, marveling at its perfection, then grabbed ahold of his
hard cock and slipped it inside her pussy.

“Just sit tight,” Erin
said, her head still turned back, looking at him. “Let me work it
for a little bit.”

Derek complied, holding his body still while
Erin moved her ass back against him, slowly at first, but quickly
gaining speed. She had shifted her upper body so she was again
facing forward, her tight little body perpendicular to his, her
spine arched so her shoulder blades and vertebrae were visible.

Erin locked her arms out and started rocked
back harder against him, so hard that he was forced to grab her
hips to avoid being knocked backwards.

“You want to take control,
do you?” Erin said, confusing Derek’s act of self-preservation for
initiative. “Then take it, big boy. Show me what you’ve
got.”

Derek went with it, slamming his cock deep
inside Erin’s pussy, giving her the entire thing, from tip to base,
his balls slapping up against the underside of her pussy with every
thrust.

“That’s what I’m talking
about,” Erin said, turning back to face him once again. “Pound me
with that fucking cock of yours.”

Derek paused for a moment to climb to his
feet, switching up the angle of penetration and giving him more
leverage. Squatting down, his body hovering over Erin’s, he
proceeded to pummel her more aggressively. Her entire body moved
forward every time they came together and wet, smacking sounds
filled the hallway.

Erin’s moans had grown in intensity; she was
practically screaming every time their bodies came together.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” she
said between grunts, still looking back at him. “Give me that cock.
Give it to me. I need it, I need it, I need it!”

The combination of Erin’s endless talking,
the look of absolute pleasure on her face, and the pure physical
sensation were pushing the limits of Derek’s self-control. It took
all his concentration to keep fucking her without cumming. And when
she reached back with one hand and slapped her ass, it nearly put
him over the edge. He had to pull his cock out of her pussy and
scuttle backwards to avoid shooting his load right then and
there.

Erin’s look of annoyance quickly turned to
humor when she saw the look on Derek’s face and realized what had
happened.

“Too much for you, huh?”
she said, smiling.

“Almost,” he
said.

“All you all better now?”
Erin asked.

“I think so,” Derek
replied.

“Good,” she said, turning
her body around and crawling towards him. “Because I need more of
your cock.”

Erin rose up onto her knees until her head
at the same height as his. She leaned in and gave Derek a kiss then
put her hands on his shoulders and pushed him down onto his back on
the floor.

Rising to her feet, Erin walked forward
until her legs were even with Derek’s hips, one foot on either side
of his body. The she squatted down, put one hand on his chest for
balance, grabbed ahold of his cock with her other hand, and slid it
into her pussy.

Erin started working his cock, bouncing down
on him with gradual insistence, his cock going deeper and deeper
inside her pussy with every pump. It wasn’t long before Derek’s
cock was completely disappearing inside Erin, her ass hammering
down onto his body, driving him into the floor.

After a particularly aggressive flurry, she
slammed down on him one final time and held her body there with his
cock deep in her pussy.

“You like that don’t you?”
Erin said, staring at Derek, their eyes locked together. “You like
it when I hammer you with my pussy.”

Derek nodded.

Erin dragged her hands off Derek’s chest and
sat up a little higher, putting her palms flat against the walls,
one on each side of the hall. Keeping his cock inside her, Erin
started moving her hips in a circular motion, going around and
around, taking his cock on the ride of a lifetime.

“What about that?” Erin
said. “Do you like that too?”

Derek nodded again.

“Tell me how much you like
it,” Erin said. “I want to hear the words come out of your
mouth.”

“I love it,” Derek said.
“I fucking love it.”

“That’s better,” Erin
said, a satisfied little half-smile on her face. She dropped her
knees to the floor, straddling him proper, then reached back and
put her hands on his thighs and leaned back, arching her spine,
tilting her head towards the ceiling and pushing her tits out more
prominently.

While Erin continued riding Derek’s cock, he
reached out and grabbed ahold of her tits, one in each hand, and
started to squeeze. She let out a high-pitched moan and started
pummeling him even more aggressively.

Taking this as a cue that she liked this new
development, Derek maneuvered his fingers around her nipples and
gave them a pinch.

Erin bucked even harder and her cries grew
more desperate. Sitting straight up once again, she glared down at
him with fire in her eyes and said, “Slap my tits.”

Derek did as he was told, giving her two
good smacks, one on each tit.

“That’s right, just like
that,” she said, bouncing up and down on him with her full weight,
their bodies coming together with a loud, wet slapping sound.
“Smack my fucking tits. Treat me like a little fucking slut. Punish
me, big boy. Fucking punish me!”

Derek continued smacking away Erin’s tits
while she impaled herself on his cock. He was enjoying himself
immensely—too much in fact. He cursed softly under his breath and
bit down on his bottom lip in an attempt to fight off the
inevitable orgasm.

Erin recognized the look on his face and
quickly lifted herself off of him. “No, no, no,” she said,
admonishing him by wiggling her finger back and forth in an
exaggerated fashion. “You’re not allowed to cum yet, mister.”

Derek laughed and shook his head. “Sorry
about that.”

“Don’t be,” Erin said
flashing him a wry smile. “It’s perfectly understandable.” She
climbed to her feet and held out her hand, helping Derek to his.
Holding his hand, Erin lead him to the couch. “Now, I’m sure you
need a chance to cool down a bit, and luckily, I have a way to keep
you busy while you do.”

“How’s that?” Derek said.
He was pretty sure he knew what she was hinting at but much like
her earlier, he wanted to hear her say the words out
loud.

Erin sat Derek on the couch and sat down
next to him. “The great equalizer,” she said. “The easiest way for
a man to guarantee that his woman comes away satisfied.” She held
out her hand. It was balled in a fist except for her index and
middle fingers, which were sticking out straight and pressed
together.

“The boy scout salute?”
Derek said, feigning confusion.

“Very fucking funny,” Erin
said, giving him a mock dirty look. She grabbed ahold of her ankles
and spread her legs wide, opening her wet, perfect pussy to him.
“Don’t be shy,” she said. “Feel free to get in there and get
dirty.”

“If you insist,” Derek
said.

“And remember,” she said.
“You don’t have to hurry things up. Take all the time you want down
there.”

“I’ll see what I can
do.”

Derek didn’t even bother rubbing the outside
of her pussy, instead choosing to slide his two fingers directly
inside. They went in without any resistance, just as he
expected.

Erin let out a soft moan as Derek’s fingers
entered her. He started slowly at first, but quickly settled into
an insistent rhythm, not too fast and not too slow, his fingers
gliding in and out of her slick, soaking wet pussy with ease.
 

Derek gradually increased the intensity,
slamming his fingers inside Erin’s pussy, her moans growing more
animated as he banged her with more aggression. He sat up a little
higher, changing the angle a bit and relieving some of the pressure
on his arm.

“That’s it,” Erin said
between gasping breaths. “Work that pussy with your fingers. Don’t
be gentle with me. I can take it.”

Never in a million years would Derek have
thought he was being gentle with Erin, but he figured if she wanted
it harder, he would certainly give it to her. He rose up even
further, allowing him deeper access to her pussy, which he took
advantage of, pummeling her with everything he had, his fingers
working furiously, the tips of them curled up to rub her
G-spot.

“There you go,” she said,
her voice louder and higher-pitched than before. “Just like that,
just like that. Holy fuck, just like that!”

Derek worked her pussy for another full
minute before slipping a third finger inside, filling her up, all
while still banging away, not slowing down one bit.

“Goddammit that feels so
fucking good!” Erin screamed. “Right there, right fucking
there!”

Derek continued hammering away, his entire
hand practically disappearing inside Erin’s pussy as she gripped
the couch, using it as leverage to buck against him with everything
she had, forcing him deeper and deeper inside her.

“Holy shit I’m going to
fucking cum!” Erin screamed. Staring directly at Derek, her face a
mask of focused intensity, she said, “Don’t you dare stop. Don’t
you dare fucking stop.”

He had no intention to, not seeing the way
she was getting off. Derek intended to keep finger-fucking Erin
until she couldn’t take it anymore, until she was begging for him
to stick his dick in her. Even if it took all night.

It didn’t take nearly that long.

No more than thirty seconds after Erin had
ordered Derek not to stop finger-fucking her, she let out a
high-pitched, desperate scream and her body tightened up for a
moment before releasing in a flurry of movement, sending a wave of
juices streaming out of her pussy, drenching his hand and arm and
dripping onto the couch.

After taking a few seconds to catch her
breath, Erin pulled Derek’s fingers out of her pussy and brought
them up to her mouth. She sucked them clean, one finger at a time,
then jammed all three into her mouth at the same time for one final
taste before letting them go.

“You’re pretty fucking
good at that,” she said, smiling at him.

“Thanks,” he said. “I’ve
had a lot of practice.”

“I can tell,” Erin said.
“So are you ready to stick your cock back in me?”

Derek nodded.

Erin glanced down at his cock, which was as
hard as it had been all night. “Yeah,” she said. “I can see that.
Just promise me one thing before you do.”

“Whatever you
want.”

“Make sure you tell me
when you’re ready to cum,” she said. “I’ve got something special in
mind.”

“I promise,” Derek
said.

“Good,” Erin said, opening
her legs up to him. “Now come over here and fuck me with that hard
cock of yours.”

Derek smiled. “My pleasure.” He cozied up to
Erin, threw one of her legs over his shoulder and slid his cock
into her wetter-than-ever pussy.

Erin let out a little moan as Derek slammed
his cock into her, giving it to her balls-deep right from the
start. Finger-fucking her hadn’t taken the edge off at all; if
anything it had gotten him even more excited than fucking her
proper had. But that was all right. Because of the stellar job he’d
done with his fingers she’d already cum. He didn’t have to worry
about pleasing Erin anymore. That job was done.

And thank goodness, because the way things
were going, Derek wasn’t going to last very long inside of her.
He’d only been fucking Erin for half a minute this time around when
he could feel an orgasm right around the bend.

Derek slammed his cock up into her and held
it there, her ass pushing up against him as his hips grinded into
her, forcing his cock as deep as it would go.

With his explosion right on the horizon,
Derek pulled back before hammering his cock into Erin again,
pumping his hips furiously now, her copious juices allowing his
cock to glide in and out of her pussy with almost no friction
whatsoever.

And then he was there.

“Holy shit, I’m gonna
fucking cum,” he said, just as he promised Erin he
would.

As soon as the words were out of his mouth,
Erin sprang into action, pulling herself off his cock and flipping
around on the couch in a flash. Before Derek knew what was
happening, she had her arms around his waist and her lips around
his cock and was working it with desperate intensity, her head
bouncing forward and back, her hair flying everywhere, her eyes
locked on his.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Derek
said, giving Erin one final warning before his cock exploded. But
it went unheeded, as she continued blowing him, apparently intent
on taking his load in her mouth.

So Derek gave Erin what she wanted, relaxing
his body and letting nature take over. He held his breath for a
moment, then let it out in a rush, along with a stream of his
sperm.

Even after Erin took Derek’s first blast in
her mouth, she continued blowing him, drawing another stream out of
his cock, and another, and another, taking it all like a champ,
continuing to suck his cock until it was completely dry. Only then
did she let it slide from her mouth.

Once Derek’s cock was free, Erin opened her
mouth, showing him the reservoir of cum collected inside. Then,
staring directly at him the whole time, she tilted her head back,
swallowing his huge load.

Laughing, Derek shook his head. It looked
like his luck had finally turned. “It’s about time,” he said under
his breath. “It’s about fucking time.”
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FILTHY LITTLE SLUT

A NAUGHTY QUICKIE

JORDAN PARKER




Stacy Barnett parks her Mazda RX-7 in front
of Josh Carroll’s house and walks towards his front door.

It’s their first date. Stacy has thought
Josh was cute for quite some time but figured he wasn’t her type of
guy. She likes her guys rough and tumble and perverted. And Josh
didn’t seem like that at all. He was cute enough, sexy even, but he
was extremely quiet and came off as a bit of an antisocial, loner
type.

But apparently that wasn’t the case at all.
He was just shy. As it turns out, one of Stacy’s coworkers has a
friend that went to college with Josh, and word is, once he gets
comfortable around someone, he’s quite the party animal. And
perverted as hell. A real freak in bed.

Once Stacy found that out, she marched over
to his office and asked him out.

She had no problems taking the lead; in
fact, it was precisely her style. And if she had to take control in
bed too, she had no problem with that either. In fact, she got off
on that sort of thing.

As she knocks on Josh’s door, she decides to
start things off with a bang. Literally. There was no reason to
wait until after the date to make a move; the date part was all
pretext anyway. Might as well get right to the heart of the
matter.

Josh opens the door and greets Stacy and
invites her in. As soon as she enters, she turns around just inside
the door, and immediately drops to her knees. Josh closes the door
behind him, locks it, and turns around. His eyes go wide as he sees
her looking up at him with big, blue, needy eyes and hands that are
already undoing his belt.

“What are you doing?” Josh
asks. But his eyes are sparkling and he’s looking at Stacy with
good humor. He’s clearly enjoying this turn of events.

“Skipping the appetizers
and going straight to the main course,” Stacy says as she finishes
undoing his belt then unbuttons his fly and pulls his pants—boxers
and all—to the ground.

Josh has a pretty good sized cock, not
enormous but by no means small. And it’s sticking straight out, as
hard as a board.

“Not bad,” Stacy says,
“Not bad at all.”

“Why thank you,” Josh
replies, still smiling.

“What I really want to
know is if you know what to do with it?” she says.

“The real question is; do
you?”

Instead of answering, Stacy goes right to
work.

She slips his cock into her mouth and sucks
on it until it’s hard, then rises to her feet. Turning around so
her back is to Josh, Stacy slips out of her black dress, leaving
her in only a black G-string and heels. Smiling over her shoulder
at him, she walks forward until she’s standing near the wall.

Once there, Stacy leans over at the waist,
her hands on the wall to help her balance, her legs straight,
muscles taut, her ass sticking out.

She flashes another looks over her shoulder
at Josh, then slaps her ass cheek. Giggling, she slaps it again.
Still looking back at him, she hooks her fingers under her panties
and pulls on them, bending over with her legs still straight as she
slides them off.

Completely bent over at the waist, Stacy
looks at Josh from between her legs and beckons him over. As he
makes his way towards her, she straightens up, then reaches back
and grabs one ass cheek with each hand and spreads them wide,
opening her ass up to him.

Josh drops to his knees and buries his face
between her cheeks.

“That’s what I’m talking
about,” Stacy says as Josh goes to work on her pussy, running his
tongue up it, licking it like there’s no tomorrow.

Stacy releases her ass cheeks and grabs two
handfuls of Josh’s hair. She pulls him towards her, smashing his
face against her flesh. She holds him there, smothering him with
her ass, his tongue buried deep in her pussy and his nose pressing
up against her asshole.

Stacy can feel Josh struggling to breath but
she holds him in place for a full 10 seconds before letting him go.
His head snaps back and he gasps for breath.

“Do you like that?” she
asks, looking back at him. “Do you like it when I smother you with
my ass?”

Josh nods his head vigorously. His smile is
threatening to split his face in half.

“Yeah, I thought you
might.”

Stacy grabs ahold of Josh’s head once again
and pull his face towards her. But this time she drops her ass a
little bit lower, so his tongue is directly in line with her
asshole.

Josh knows exactly what she wants and he
obliges, running his tongue in circles over her asshole before
plunging the tip of it inside her anus.

“There you go,” she says,
grinding her ass against his face. “Lick my dirty shithole, you
filthy little bastard.”

Apparently her dirty talking turns Josh on,
as he starts to go after her asshole with more energy.

“Holy fuck, that feels so
fucking good,” she says. His tongue is deep in her asshole as he
struggles for breath beneath her.

Eventually Stacy lets him go, heaving and
gasping.

“Not bad,” she says,
looking down at him over her shoulder. “Not bad at all. But now I
want your hard cock inside me.”

Still grasping Josh’s hair, Stacy uses it to
pull him to his feet. He pushes his body up against hers, his cock
pressing against the crack of her ass.

Stacy reaches back and grabs ahold of his
cock and smacks it against her ass cheek a few times before
slipping it into her soaking wet pussy.

They both let out little groans of pleasure
as Josh enters Stacy. He tries to take things slow, but she don’t
let him, bouncing her ass back against him with so much force that
he almost loses his balance.

“Come on big boy,” she
says, taunting him just a little bit. “What are you waiting for?
Fuck me like you mean it.”

Josh obliges, putting his hands on her hips
and pulling her back towards him as he fucks her from behind. He
hammers away at her pussy, giving her his cock balls-deep, his hips
slamming against her ass with every thrust as he grunts like an
animal.

Stacy is loving Josh’s newfound intensity,
but still she needs more. And over the years she’s learned that the
easiest way to get that from a man is to appeal to his ego.

“Is that all you got?” she
asks, turning her head to look back at him. “Come on, you can fuck
me harder than that.”

Josh takes the bait, grabbing her shoulders
and shoving her upper body against the wall, smashing her tits
against it. Stacy turns her face sideways and plants one palm
against the wall on either side of her head to balance herself as
he pummels her from behind.

“Is this what you want?”
Josh snarls, leaning in so his mouth is right next to her ear. “Do
you want me to shove you up against the wall and fuck you like
there’s no tomorrow?”

Gasping, Stacy nods her head.

“Fine,” Josh says. “Then
that’s what you’ll get.”

He puts his open palm against the side of
her face and pushes on it, holding her head against the wall.

“What about this?” he
asks, still hammering away at her pussy. “Do you like this
too?”

“I fucking love it,” Stacy
says, spitting the words out between deep breaths. She can barely
talk she’s so turned on. “Give me everything you’ve got. I can take
it.”

Grinning like a madman, Josh spreads his
legs and starts pounding away at her like never before. With his
right hand he smacks her ass while still holding her face against
the wall with his left.

“Smack me again,” Stacy
growls. “Treat me like the dirty little slut that I am. Pummel me!
Break me in fucking half!”

So Josh does, spanking her ass repeatedly,
the sounds filling the room like gunshots. His left hand creeps
down her face a little bit and he slides three fingers into her
open mouth.

Staring right at Stacy, his face a mask of
concentration, Josh pulls down on her jaw while slamming his cock
deep into her pussy.

All the rough stuff has Stacy ready to
burst. But she needs something to get herself over the top. So
while Josh fucks the shit out of her and slaps her ass and fills up
her mouth with his fingers, Stacy slides her hand down and starts
aggressively rubbing at her clit.

With all the different stimuli, it isn’t
long before Stacy cums, the orgasm passing through her system
quickly but intensely while Josh continues doing his thing,
oblivious to what just happened.

But despite his obliviousness to her recent
orgasm, he’s obviously having a blast. In fact, Stacy can see from
the look on his face that he’s fighting an orgasm. She’s not
through with him yet, however, so she shifts her hips forward and
forces his cock to slide out of her pussy.

Before Josh can complain, Stacy quickly
drops to her knees and turns around to face him, her back now
towards the wall but not pressing against it. Before he can say a
word, she uses her tongue to clean her juices off of his cock.

“I love the taste of my
pussy juices,” she says in between licks, staring up at him the
entire time. “Especially when I’m licking them off a man’s hard
cock.”

Josh barks a harsh laugh and shakes his
head, smiling all the while. He’s clearly enjoying Stacy’s slutty
side.

Once Josh’s cock is clean, Stacy wraps her
lips around the tip and starts to suck on just the head. Still
maintaining eye contact, she works the tip of his cock with her
mouth while her hand works his shaft.

“Do you like that?” she
asks, pulling her mouth off his cock for just a moment. “Do you
like it when I suck your cock after you’ve been fucking
me?”

“I fucking love it,” Josh
says.

“Well that’s good,” Stacy
says. “Because so do I.”

She takes his cock in her mouth again and
starts to blow him proper, taking him three-quarters of the way
down with every pump.

After bobbing on Josh’s cock for a while,
Stacy pulls back and takes a deep breath. Then she put her arms
behind her back and hooks her hands together.

“I want you to fuck my
face,” she says, looking up at him. “I want you to pretend that my
mouth is my pussy and fuck the shit out of it. Can you do that for
me, tough guy?”

With one side of his mouth turned up in a
little smile, Josh nods.

“Then what are you waiting
for?” Stacy says. She opens her mouth wide and sticks her tongue
out.

Shaking his head softly from side to side as
though he can’t believe his luck, Josh grabs ahold of his cock,
steps forward, and slides it directly into Stacy’s mouth.

Josh doesn’t waste any time at all,
pummeling Stacy’s mouth with his cock right from the get-go. With
his hands on her head to control her, he slams his cock in and out
of her mouth, forcing her to gag repeatedly and drip spittle down
her chin and onto the floor.

“You like this shit don’t
you?” Josh says. “You like being controlled, being forced to do
things and having no say in it.”

Stacy nods as best she can while Josh
continues fucking her mouth.

“You are such a dirty
fucking little whore,” Josh says, his tone filled with wonder. “You
truly can’t get enough, can you?”

He doesn’t wait for an answer, jamming his
cock as far as he can into Stacy’s mouth, forcing her to deepthroat
him.

Josh holds his cock there, deep in Stacy’s
throat, with his hands on the back of her head, keeping her in
place, for a full ten seconds before finally releasing her.

Stacy’s head flies back and she gasps for
air, coughing and gagging but still smiling. The tears leaking from
her eyes is causing the mascara to run down her cheeks, towards her
chin, turning Josh on like crazy.

“You want more, don’t
you?” he says, smiling like a demon.

“I want all you’ve got,”
Stacy replies.

Laughing, Josh gives her a smack across the
cheek.

“Like that?” he
says.

“Exactly like that,” Stacy
says.

Josh smacks her again, harder this time.

Stacy lets out a yelp but her smile grows
wider and she starts playing with her pussy to help herself deal
with her growing excitement.

Josh’s excitement is growing too, and after
a few more smacks he pushes Stacy backwards so the back of her head
is against the wall. Grabbing a handful of her hair to hold her
head in place, he orders her to open her mouth wide.

After she does, he slides his cock into her
mouth, shoving it more than halfway in and then thrusting his hips
back and forth, face-fucking her.

As Stacy gags and makes slurping, choking
sounds, Josh pummels her face, giving her everything he has, then
slams his cock deep in her throat once again and holds it
there.

After ten seconds, Stacy tries to turn her
head away to catch her breath but Josh doesn’t let her.

“No, no, no,” he says.
“You’re not done yet, slut. Not until I say so.”

A few seconds later, Stacy gags and a
torrent of saliva runs out of her mouth and onto the floor. She
tries to move away again but Josh isn’t done yet.

“Just a little bit more,”
he says.

Stacy obliges, calming herself while Josh
holds his cock deep inside her throat. A few seconds later he
finally backs away, letting his cock slip out of her mouth.

Gagging, she takes a moment to catch her
breath, then starts working herself further beneath him. While he
stands over her, looking down, Stacy takes one of his balls in her
mouth and pulls down on it.

“Holy shit,” Josh says,
staring down at her.

Stacy pops his testicle out of her mouth and
starts sucking on the other one, while Josh moans and groans above
her.

After a bit, she grabs his sack and pinches
it off, creating a little pocket with his balls on the inside. Josh
lets out a little grunt, then sucks air into his lungs as she takes
both balls into her mouth at the same time.

“Jesus Christ,” Josh says,
grimacing a bit at the force in which Stacy is sucking on his
balls.

Feeling a little bad for him—like most men,
he can’t even come close to taking what he can dish out—Stacy
reaches up and starts jerking him off while relaxing a little bit
on the amount of suction she’s applying to his balls.

This seems to do the trick for Josh. Stacy
has hit on the perfect amount of pleasure and pain for him, taking
him right to the brink of orgasm in a flash.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he
says, which Stacy recognizes as man-code for I’m going to cum. She
quickly releases his balls and scoots back, then rises on her legs
so her head is directly in front his cock, right at the same
level.

“Are you ready to burst?”
she says.

Josh nods.

“Cum on my face, baby,”
Stacy says. “Can you do that for me?”

Josh nods again.

Rising up a bit, Stacy takes the tip of his
cock in her mouth and sucks on it greedily while jerking his shaft
with her hand at the same time. Maintaining eye contact with Josh,
she works his cock knowingly, reading his eyes and body for the
exact moment when he’s going to shoot his load.

And then he’s there, grimacing and tensing
up for a moment before bucking.

Stacy pops the head of his cock from her
mouth at the perfect time, just as he starts to cum, and takes his
blasts of sperm right in her face.

By the time Josh is done, her chin and
cheeks and forehead are covered.

“My god,” Josh says,
shivering in pleasure. “You truly are one filthy little slut,
aren’t you?”

“You better believe it,”
she says, smiling with her face covered in his cum.

“So what happens now?”
Josh asks.

“Now we get cleaned up and
go on that date,” Stacy says, standing up.

“And then?”

“And then we come back
here and get real freaky.”

“Sounds like a plan to
me,” Josh says, grinning widely.

“Yeah, I thought you might
like that,” Stacy says as she grabs his hand and leads him towards
the bathroom. “I thought you might indeed.”

 


#####

 


VEGAS BABY, VEGAS

 COLLEGE DAZE: VOLUME FIVE

TJ HOLLAND

 

College is a time and experience that varies
depending on your situation. For me, it was a blast! Thanks to the
generosity of my grandfather, tuition, books, room and board were
all provided. As a result, my parents sent me $1000 a month for
whatever other things I needed, including entertainment. As long as
I was passing my classes, I had four years to enjoy life with
little to no responsibility and enough cash in my pocket to have
some fun along the way. I also went to a school where parties were
common and condoms could be purchased from the dorm vending
machine!

The weekend after finals is always
entertaining. There are a large number of college students who
panic and realize that they have to kick ass on the final exam in
order to not lose their incredible set up of being financially
supported and completely unsupervised or bound by any rules. So,
late night study sessions and cramming become the norm and Mountain
Dew and Jolt sell out of the vending machines and supermarkets
within a mile of the campus. Then, after the last blue book is
filled, we all breathe a sigh of relief and hit the road. Vegas is
calling. 

Now there are lots of places in Vegas for
college kids to have a good time. Pretty much anywhere with alcohol
and a bed will do (and sometimes the bed is optional if enough
alcohol is consumed) but for Megan and I, only the Palms would do.
While lots of beautiful people do frequent the Palms, the biggest
draw was the fact that Megan and John, the general manager, had
hooked once during a finals blowout weekend and ever since we get
amazing free upgrades! For $149, our Sky Villa with a private pool,
Jacuzzi tub, and 1800 square feet was impossible to beat.

We entered to find a few complementary
bottles of tequila, margarita mix, salt, limes and a box of condoms
with a note that read, “I get off at 11-well, actually we’ll
probably get to that around 12 and again at 1. Go ahead and start
without me but just don’t pass out before you thank me proper.”
Megan and I giggled then ran around the room squealing at our luck.
She could have fucked any random guy six months before, but she hit
the jackpot, and as a result, Vegas was a hell of a lot better time
than eight people fighting for floor space in a seedy motel room
where getting laid was only an option if your partner wasn’t as
broke as you were. 

We showered and changed into slinky dresses,
did a few shots to get things started quickly and headed up to the
rooftop bar to dance and party. Now, when you’re twenty somethings
with perfect bodies, it’s easy to drink for free. Lots of guys seem
to think that if they send you over a drink, they earn a free pass
into your panties. Maybe for most girls that is true but Megan and
I had higher standards than that. No, you could buy us drinks and
watch us dance, grind, and get your Johnson stiff but to go home
with us, you had to provide, well, a Sky Villa is a start.

Megan was hot. She was a soccer player who
had small but perky breasts and a body that was so toned it would
have really pissed me off if she wasn’t such a blast to hang out
with. I was the opposite. My body wasn’t toned by any means but I
could turn some heads as well. My breasts were a perfect 36C and my
greatest asset. My long legs weren’t muscular like Megan’s but I
had her by six inches and loved to wear heels. Between the two of
us, there were very few men who weren’t interested in buying us
drinks and praying our beautiful faces would end up in their
laps. 

Just after 11, John showed up. He brought
Mark with him. Mark was the front desk manager and clearly a
frequent visitor to the local gym. I was happy to see that I wasn’t
just going to be a third wheel. Megan and I continued to dance and
grind together. John and Mark quickly found good viewing seats and
the other guys who had been sending drinks our way and hoping to go
home with something in return quickly got the message and took off.
The bar was still packed but the corner of the club we were in
quickly became a VIP lounge as the bar staff recognized the two
managers and knew to keep the riff-raff far enough from us that
they weren’t annoyed. 

Megan and I were very hot and sweaty and
ordered another round of shots since we knew that we weren’t going
to end up with the bill. We both took seats on either side of the
men and leaned over them to keep talking and laughing with each
other while replenishing our alcohol consumption. All intentional
of course. Women could sit next to each other, but it makes things
much more fun to have the men in the middle and your half exposed
breasts hanging over your date’s lap while you pretend you can’t
hear without leaning over so far your bra and part of your nipple
is exposed.

Clearly we were getting their attention
because John and Mark stopped talking shop and just sat back with
their eyes getting wider as we leaned closer to one another, with
our breasts resting on their laps. John and Megan had a history so
John was a bit bolder than Mark. He slowly ran his hand along his
thigh until it reached Megan’s right breast. Then he cupped it and
pinched her nipple between his fingers. She just kept right on
talking but leaned across him even more, allowing his fingers to
engulf her small right tit. Mark was clearly enjoying the show but
not sure if he should make a move or not. I decided to let him stir
a bit. I reached over and fondled Megan’s left breast while
continuing to talk and laugh. Megan got up off the couch and sat
back down on John’s lap. John’s pants were already creating quite
the pup tent but when Megan’s toned ass was placed on his crotch I
waited to hear the zipper bust open. It didn’t. Not yet.

Mark was also giving his slacks a run for
their money. I looked at him and smiled and then leaned over and
kissed Megan on the mouth. A slow, deep kiss with tongues exploring
each other’s open mouths made both men shift in their seats. Megan
began to grab my breasts in return. Although most other patrons
were far across the bar, John suggested we move the party up to our
room. Megan and I slowly stood and bent over at the waist to pick
up our purses and expose our asses and the color of our g-strings.
Then, we deliberately put one foot in front of the other, swinging
our hips in an exaggerated fashion while walking in as close to a
straight line as we could muster under the influence.

In the elevator, we began to kiss and fondle
each other again, mostly because it was really fun getting the men
so worked up. I don’t know what it is about the idea of two girls
getting together but just about every guy in the world is turned on
by it, and if he’s not, he’s very, very gay. Ding. We stepped off
the elevator and looked back at the boys. They were standing at
attention all right! Both pairs of slacks straining against the
fabric and their cocks struggling to get released and join in the
fun. 

We laughed, gave them the come here wave
with our index fingers and opened up the door to our suite. As soon
as the door opened, John pushed Megan against the wall and began
kissing her hard. Mark again stood watching unsure what to do. So,
I pushed him against the wall and kissed him just as violently.
Even if he was shy, his cock was not. It was pushing into my mid
section like a baseball bat. I giggled and ran my hand down to his
groin to keep it from bruising me as much as to let him know that
tonight was about fucking. 

He gasped when my hand found his crotch
through the fabric and then again when I unbuttoned his pants,
unzipped them and slipped my hand around his shaft. Mark seemed to
finally get the picture or the tequila shots had taken hold. Either
way, he began to kiss me back and moved me over to the couch. He
sat down and I knelt on the floor in front of him. Normally, I’m
not a big fan of cock sucking but when you have a guy who sucks in
his breath so loud that it makes you smirk and you know that
anything you do, he’ll be damn grateful for, the more I could
control him the more I got off. So, I bent down and licked the tip
of his dick, popped just the top in my mouth, and then I went all
the way down his shaft as quickly as I could. He drew in his breath
so loud I thought the neighbors could hear us. I giggled a little
to myself which only made him get louder. I giggled again
remembering that with his cock in my throat, giggling must do all
kinds of things to him. I began to play with my breasts and push
them up and around his balls. After all, I wanted to get his cock
in me soon and wasn’t planning on being on my knees for very
long.

 Meanwhile, Megan and
John were already fucking up against the far wall. I could hear her
getting off and it made me swallow Mark’s cock even more. I could
see him watching them, then me, then them. Careful buddy, there is
no way you are going to finish without me even getting started! I
backed off and began to stroke his cock slowly. Then, he got up off
the couch, found the box of condoms, did his thing and came back to
his seat. I straddled his lap. I began to rub my pussy and my ass
up and down and around his cock without putting it in. He was
watching my breasts. Megan began to get very loud. We were both
breathing heavy and hearing her get ready to cum was about to send
us both over the edge. I pushed my g-string to the side and slipped
him in me.

This time we both gasped. I began to ride
him, harder and harder as Meagan  screamed. Yes! Fuck! Yes!
FUCK! YES! FUCK! YES! FUUUUCKKKKK!  YYYYEEEESSSS! Pretty soon
I was the one cussing and that only made Meagan’s orgasm last even
longer! I moved my hips so that Mark was as far in me as he would
go and I began to shudder. I sat there for a full minute with him
doing nothing but watching me cum all over his cock. After my pussy
began to slow it’s pulsing down, he lifted me off of him, placed me
on the couch next to him and began to lick my cunt. HOLY SHIT! That
was something I had never experienced before. With just the right
amount of orgasm left in me and I began to shudder again. This
time, he stuck his fingers in me and began to finger fuck me as he
nibbled and sucked on my clit. HOLY FUCK! Megan was clearly
re-aroused by this as she came over and began to suck and grab my
tits. SHIT! John watching the show was clearly not just going to
sit this one out. He moved Megan’s ass so he could fuck her from
behind as she continued to help get me off again. Watching him
pound into her and feeling Mark’s fingers pound into me sent me
shuddering yet again. Only this time, he stuck his fingers as far
in as they would go and curled them so as to try to reach my clit
from within while sucking my clit. OH FUCK! I began bucking against
his hand in my cunt and Megan’s mouth on my tits and felt myself
cum yet again.

This went on for hours. Every time Megan or
I got off, it turned the other on so much that the cycle was pretty
much unending. Eventually we were out of condoms and out of energy.
John and Mark had gone home and Megan and I passed out. In the
morning, we found ourselves happy to done with finals, done with
responsibility and done with Mark and John. Lucky for me, we
weren’t quite done with each other.
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ANAL DEPRAVITY

 THE ANAL ADVENTURES OF JOSH EVANS: VOLUME SEVEN

AARON GRIMES

 


Josh Evans was used to being in control. All
his life, from the time he was a kid until the day he retired from
Major League Baseball, he’d been the best player on the field,
which meant that everyone deferred to him, from the other players
to his coaches to the fans.

Even after he
retired—because of his personality and looks and wealth—Josh was
almost always the one calling the shots. Making the decisions.
Dictating the action. It’s wasn’t that he couldn’t handle
not being in charge, it
was just uncommon that someone else was willing to tell him what to
do.

Of course, there were those rare occasions
where someone didn’t know who he was and were simply attracted to
him because of his looks. It didn’t happen often but it did happen,
and some part of Josh enjoyed those encounters more than the one
where he was in control. Sometimes it was more fun to let someone
else take control. Some of the time, at least.

 

#

 

Josh is lying on a lounge chair, relaxing by
the pool at a swanky hotel in Palm Beach, just hanging out the day
after a charity golf tournament and hosted by a member of the PGA
tour. He’s wearing shorts and a t-shirt, not really looking to get
any sun, just enjoying the afternoon. He’s flying out later that
night but figures he might as well chill out for a while before
heading to the airport.

He’s perfectly content to just hang out by
himself, with no particular urge to hit on any of the multitudes of
gorgeous women also lounging around the pool. The previous night
was a long one and he has a couple crazy nights ahead. Which isn’t
to say that he would turn down an opportunity to get a little
freaky, just that he isn’t going to push the action.

But, Josh’s luck being what it is, it isn’t
long before he feels a tap on his leg. He looks up to see a dirty
blonde in her mid-twenties standing over him. She’s wearing a light
blue bikini that shows off her incredible body. Long legs, tan
skin, big tits, a narrow but not too thin frame. She’s got a sexy
face, with elegant lines and full lips and big brown eyes.

With a confident look on her face and a tone
that implies she always gets exactly what she wants, the woman
introduces herself as Jessica. She tells Josh she’s had her eye on
him for a while now and wants to know if he would be interested in
joining her in her room for a little fun, under one condition. Josh
asks what the condition is. Jessica tells him that she gets to be
in charge.

Josh accepts without hesitation and they
head towards Jessica’s room.  
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After they’re inside Jessica’s hotel room,
she walks over to Josh, staring directly at him with a little half
smile on her face. She puts her hands on his waist and squats
down.

With her head at the same level as his
groin, Jessica undoes Josh’s belt, pulls it off and drops it to the
floor. She lifts up his shirt and starts kissing his stomach, right
above his waistline. He grabs his shirt and slips out of it so he
can better see what’s going on.

Josh watches Jessica intently as she licks
his shorts, running her tongue up the length of his cock, which is
pressing painfully against the cotton. She bites down hard enough
to leave teeth marks in his shorts before letting up.

Josh puts his hands on her
head but Jessica grabs his wrists and gently pushes them back to
his side. She looks up at him and shakes her head, then goes back
to work. She undoes the top button of his
jeans and pulls down his zipper, revealing his underwear. She grabs
his cock, which is still hidden behind his briefs, and gives it a
squeeze.

Glancing up at Josh, Jessica drops his pants
the rest of the way down, but leaves his underwear on for now. Then
she sits up a little higher and licks his stomach once again,
torturing him by taking things as slow as humanly possible.

Jessica runs her hands over Josh’s chest,
touching his washboard stomach and pecs, her fingers brushing his
nipples. Her head follows closely behind her hands, licking and
kissing him as she makes her way up his chest, her tits—which are
trapped behind her bikini top—pressing against his hard cock, which
is pressing against his underwear painfully.

Jessica takes a moment to lick Josh’s
nipples a couple of times, then slowly starts making her way back
down his body. She drops all the way to her knees, then once again
grabs his cock through his briefs. She squeezes his cock, licks it,
rubs it, and bites on it, staring up at him the whole time.

Josh takes a deep breath and lets it out
slowly, trying desperately to maintain his composure. Jessica sees
him struggling and gives him an evil little smile before finally
pulling down his briefs and freeing up his cock. It’s rock-hard and
sticking straight out with no sag whatsoever.

Jessica grabs the base of his cock and
starts stroking it slowly while her other hand cups his balls. She
sticks out her tongue and licks the underside of his cock, starting
at the ridge of his head and working towards the outer tip. She
slaps the head of his cock against her tongue, then takes it in her
mouth. Still jerking him off, she sucks on the tip of his cock, her
head bobbing in short, quick strokes.

After concentrating on the tip for a bit,
Jessica releases her grip on his cock and drops her head further
down, taking it three-quarters of the way into her mouth and
holding it there for a few seconds before pulling back off.

Josh’s cock is glistening with Jessica’s
saliva as she grips the base of it with her hand and again starts
jerking him off. She drops her head down a little bit and licks his
sack with her tongue a couple of times before taking one of his
balls in her mouth.

Still jerking him off, Jessica sucks on one
of his balls, pulling on it, stretching his sack out. Then she
moves over to the other one, giving it the same treatment. She
eventually releases her hold on his balls and lifts her head back
up and goes back to work on his cock.

Jessica runs her tongue up the entire length
of Josh’s shaft, starting at the base and finishing at the tip.
Then she takes it in her mouth again, bobbing up and down on it,
taking him halfway down every time. She pulls her mouth off,
gathers up some saliva, and spits on his cock.

After jerking him off a little more, Jessica
pushes Josh’s cock up, pressing it against his stomach and holding
it there, sticking straight up, pointed at his face. She starts
messing with his balls again, this time taking them both in her
mouth at the same time. She sucks on them and bounces them around
in her mouth for a little while before wrapping her lips around his
sack and yanking down on it hard enough that he utters a little
moan of discomfort.

Laughing, Jessica releases Josh’s balls with
a pop and they bounce back up. She takes a moment to undo her
bikini top, dropping it to the floor and freeing up her big,
gorgeous, completely natural tits. She grabs ahold of his cock and
slaps it against her tits, moving from one to the other, before
spitting on it and sticking it in the flesh channel between them.
Grabbing the outside of her tits, Jessica holds them tight against
Josh’s cock, squeezing them to keep it in place. She tosses her
hair back with a flip of her head and starts bouncing up and down,
titty-fucking him, staring up at the entire time.

Moving a little more urgently now, she
releases his cock from between her tits, grabs ahold of it, it
slips it into her mouth. While her hand plays with his balls, she
sucks his cock, moving back and forth quickly as wet and sloppy
sounds escape from her mouth, taking him halfway down every time.
Saliva drips from her mouth, down her chin, and onto her tits.

Jessica pulls back for a moment to catch her
breath, looking up at him with a little twinkle in her eyes. Once
she is ready to go again, she grabs ahold of his cock and slaps it
against her cheek a couple of times, then wraps her lips around
it.

This time when Jessica pushes her head
forward, she doesn’t stop until she’s swallowed his entire cock.
After she’s taken the whole thing, she holds it there, his cock
planted deep in her throat, her nose pressing up against his
stomach, her bottom lip pressing up against his sack.

Josh shudders as Jessica stays locked onto
his cock, deepthroating him for a full seven seconds before pulling
off. Gagging, she coughs up some saliva, then spits it on his cock.
She jerks him off for a few seconds, then deepthroats him again,
holding his cock for at least 10 seconds this time before yanking
her head back. The tip of his cock is white from lack of
circulation it is practically glowing it has so much spit covering
it.

Jessica stands up, grabs ahold of Josh’s
cock, and leads him to the bed. She turns around so his back is
facing it, then pushes on his shoulders, dropping him down onto the
bed, face up. Standing there, looking down at him, she plays with
her pussy, rubbing it until it’s nice and wet. Then she climbs onto
the bed, crawling up his body until her pussy is hovering right
above his head.

With her knees on the bed and her calves
tucked beneath her thighs, one leg on either side of his head,
Jessica drops down, straddling his face. At first she doesn’t move,
content to simply smother him with her flesh, her pussy right on
top of his mouth.

Jessica sits there for a good 15 seconds
while Josh struggles for breath beneath her before finally lifting
her body up for a couple seconds to give him a chance to breathe.
Once he’s got some air, she grabs two handfuls of his hair and
drops back down onto his face.

Holding his head flush against the mattress,
Jessica grinds her pussy on Josh’s mouth, pushing down with all her
weight, forcing his head deeper into the mattress. Even though he
can hardly breathe, Josh is loving it. He spends so much of his
time being in control that sometimes he forgets how much fun it is
to get dominated by someone else.

As Jessica continues grinding away on his
face, Josh sticks out his tongue as far as he can, forcing it
deeper into her silky smooth pussy. Jessica lets out an excited
little moan and starts riding his tongue, moving forward and back
with growing rapidity quickly, her pussy getting wetter and wetter
with every pass, soaking Josh’s face and covering it in her
juices.

One of Jessica’s hands releases Josh’s hair
and flies to her pussy. She starts rubbing aggressively at her clit
while continuing to ride his tongue. Her groans grow louder and
more guttural as she approaches orgasm. Shortly after, she lets out
a loud screech and her body shudders.

Jessica smacks away at her clit as she cums,
squirting a stream of juices out of her pussy, making a mess of
Josh’s face.

Once Jessica’s orgasm had passed, she climbs
off of Josh’s face and scoots down his body until she’s straddling
his midsection. With her ass pushing back against his still hard
cock, she leans forward and uses her tongue to lick her pussy
juices off of Josh’s face.

Once his face is clean, Jessica lifts her
body up just a bit and scoots her butt back so her pussy is
hovering over Josh’s groin. Then she grabs ahold of his cock and
slides it inside her soaking wet snatch. She takes things quickly
right from the start, riding him cowgirl, hammering her body down
onto his, not showing him any mercy whatsoever. She puts her palms
flat on his chest for leverage, which allows her to pummel him even
more aggressively.

After impaling herself on his cock for half
a minute, Jessica slams down onto Josh one final time and stays
there, his cock deep inside her. She leans forward until her chest
is touching his head, his face between her tits. Then she shakes
her upper body from side to side, smacking him in the face with her
tits a few times. After she’s beat him up pretty good, she wraps
her arms around the back of his head, smashing his face against her
flesh between her tits.

Jessica holds Josh’s head in place,
smothering him for a good 10 seconds before letting go. Then she
turns slightly to the side and pushes one of her tits into his
mouth. With his eyes turned up towards Jessica’s, Josh sucks and
chews on her nipple. Once it’s hard, she shifts again, giving him
her other nipple. He licks and bites down on that one until it’s
hard also.

Jessica grabs a handful of his hair and
yanks his head back. She leans in and sticks her tongue in his
mouth and explores for a little while before pulling back.

With a serious look on her face, Jessica
once again starts to bounce up and down on Josh’s cock. After a
little while, he runs his hands up her stomach in cups them
underneath her tits, pushing up on them. Jessica leans back,
shifting her weight back and putting more pressure on his balls as
she continues hammering away at him.

Jessica arches her back, lifting her chin to
the ceiling and exposing the hollow of her neck. Josh has started
lifting his hips up as their bodies come together allowing him to
penetrate her more deeply.

Jessica continues riding him like an insane
cowgirl for another minute or so before she’s has had enough.
Keeping his cock firmly inside her pussy, she spins around so she’s
facing the other way, her back and ass to him, in the
reverse-cowgirl position. She immediately picks up where she left
off, riding him viciously, pounding her pussy down onto his so hard
that it’s almost painful.

Jessica reaches back, grabs one of her ass
cheeks in each hand, and spreads her ass. Holding her ass open, she
rides him some more before releasing one of her ass cheeks and
sticking her index finger from that hand into her asshole. She
works the tip of her finger around for a little bit then pulls it
out and brings it to her mouth. Turning her upper body so she’s
looking back at him, Jessica sucks the ass juices off of her
finger. Once it’s clean she adds her middle finger into the mix,
getting them both lubed up.

As Josh reaches out and spreads her ass
cheeks wide, Jessica slips over fingers into her asshole. A little
moan escapes from her throat and she slows things down, riding his
cock in long, slow thrusts while her fingers work her asshole. Once
it’s a good and loose, she sticks a third finger inside.

Moaning more loudly now, Jessica jams all
three fingers deep into her asshole, moving them back and forth as
it continues to widen. Eventually she pulls all three fingers out
and licks them clean.

Josh takes the reins, spitting on his middle
and index fingers and then sliding them into Jessica’s asshole. She
reaches back and spreads her ass and starts bouncing on him with
more intensity while he works her asshole with his fingers.

After a full minute, Jessica yanks Josh’s
fingers out of her asshole.  With her upper body still turned
to face him, she slips his two fingers into her mouth. Once they’re
sucked clean of her ass juices, she climbs off of him and scoots
her body backwards until her ass his right above his head.

With her hands still spreading her ass wide,
she drops her pussy directly onto his face again. The only
difference this time is she’s facing the other way. She gives him
all of her weight, smothering him for a few seconds before
switching things up.

Shifting her body forward a little bit,
Jessica changes the angle so that now her asshole is right above
Josh’s mouth. He sticks his tongue out and starts licking her
asshole, working it around in circles, getting her asshole nice and
wet.

As Jessica moans in shudders above him, Josh
slides the tip of his tongue into her asshole and starts bouncing
his face against her ass, forcing his tongue deeper inside her with
every thrust. Jessica releases her ass cheeks and drops her weight
onto his face, smothering him with her ass, and forcing his tongue
even deeper inside her asshole.

While Josh struggles beneath her, Jessica
takes his cock in her mouth and starts bobbing her head up and
down. She eventually lifts her ass off his face, giving him a
chance to breathe. As he gasps for air, Jessica continues sucking
his cock, taking it from tip to base, wet gagging sounds are
escaping from her mouth.

Once Josh is breathing normally again, he
again spreads her ass with his hands and goes back to work licking
her asshole. It isn’t long before Jessica releases Josh’s cock from
her mouth and starts climbing back down his body.

Still facing away from him, she grabs his
cock and holds it upright while she inserts it into her asshole.
Leaning back, half squatting, her elbows locked out and palms on
the bed back by Josh’s head, Jessica slams her ass down onto his
groin, taking him balls deep in her asshole right away.

Not taking things slow at all, Jessica rides
Josh’s cock, bouncing up and down, hammering away, her entire
weight slamming down onto his body. As Josh grabs ahold of
Jessica’s waist to help her balance, she runs her hand down her
stomach and inserts two fingers into her pussy.

Josh takes some initiative, putting his
hands beneath her ass and holding her body in place while he
jackhammers his hips upward, fucking Jessica’s asshole while she
bangs away at her pussy.

Things get so crazy that Josh’s cock slips
out of her asshole between thrusts. Jessica pops her fingers out of
her pussy and slides her ass back towards him a bit. Sitting on his
stomach, she leans over and wraps her lips around his cock and goes
to town on it, bobbing up and down, taking the whole thing in her
mouth, gagging on it and getting it even more slippery than
before.

After Josh’s cock is coated with her saliva,
Jessica scoots forward and slides it back into her asshole. But
instead of bouncing this time, she moves her ass forward and back,
grinding on his cock.

Josh gives Jessica a slap on the ass. She
yelps then turns her upper body so she’s looking back at him and
nods. He slaps her other cheek. She yelps again and straightens her
body so she’s facing forward again and starts moving her hips in a
circular motion, taking his cock for a ride.

Jessica’s back is arched and her head is
tilted up slightly, allowing her long blonde hair to spill down her
back, tempting Josh, taunting him. Risking her wrath, Josh grabs a
handful of her hair and gives it a little tug.

Jessica replies with a low moan and then
retaliates by reaching down and grabbing ahold of his ballsack in
her hand and giving it a squeeze while continuing to hammer her ass
down on his cock. Josh returns the favor by yanking harder on
Jessica’s hair. She, in turn, squeezes his balls more tightly.

Enjoying the implications of this little
game, Josh pulls hard enough that Jessica lets out a sharp gasp
that has a little pain mixed in with the pleasure. Once Jessica has
recovered she squeezes Josh’s balls so hard that he gasps almost
entirely in pain.

Getting the hint, Josh immediately releases
Jessica’s hair. She turns back to face him again, a little smile on
her lips. She doesn’t release his balls but tones down the
pressure, still squeezing but not as hard. She plays with his balls
while she continues fucking him, rubbing them together and juggling
them in her palm.

Jessica straddles the line between pleasure
and pain so successfully that Josh is right at the point where he’s
about ready to cum. His groans are deeper and more consistent, his
breath more rapid.

But Jessica seems to sense this. She lets go
of his balls for a moment before smacking them a couple of times,
causing him to flinch. Laughing under her breath at Josh’s
discomfort, Jessica lifts herself off his cock, freeing it from her
asshole, then spins around to face him, switching her feet so she’s
still straddling his waist.

Standing over him, Jessica plays with her
pussy, slipping three fingers inside and banging away. A few
seconds later she lets out a deep, shuddering moan and cums again,
dripping pussy juice all over Josh’s stomach and chest.

She immediately bends down and licks her
juices off Josh’s body, her tongue running over his flesh while her
eyes remained locked on his.

After she’s cleaned Josh off, Jessica squats
down, grabs ahold his cock, and slides it back into her asshole.
With her hands on his chest for balance, she drops her body onto
his cock, taking it all the way down before rising back up, making
his cock completely disappear inside her asshole.

She bounces on his cock for a little while
before straddling him proper and using her asshole to work his cock
up and down and forward and back at the same time, her moans
reaching a fevered pitch now.

As Josh steadily approaches orgasm, Jessica
starts rubbing her clit with her right hand while continuing to
hammer down on his cock with her ass. After working her clit for
half a minute, she lets out yet another animalistic moan and cums
yet again, sending more of her juices squirting out of her
pussy.

This time the spray is more powerful; it
reaches his upper chest and neck and some even gets on his face.
For some reason Jessica squirting all over him turns Josh on
immensely, immediately putting him over the edge. He curses under
his breath a couple times, alerting Jessica that he’s about to
cum.

Jessica pulls his cock out of her asshole
and bends down in front of him. Taking the shaft of his cock in her
hand and the head in her mouth, she proceeds to jerk him off while
sucking on the tip.

Jessica stares at Josh while she blows him
to completion, her eyes glaring at him with what appears to be a
look of victory.

Josh’s body tenses in preparation of
cumming. He thinks Jessica is going to take his load in her mouth
but just as he starts to shoot his seed she pulls his cock out of
her mouth and aims it back at him, pointing it at his head.

Staring at him with an amused look in her
eyes, Jessica jerks Josh off to completion, sending his white sperm
shooting up towards his face. With no real recourse, Josh grimaces
and turns his head to the side, hoping to spare himself the brunt
of the explosion.

Luckily for him, just a few splashes hit his
chin. Most of his load ends up on his stomach and chest and a
little bit on his neck, mixing with Jessica’s juices that she
deposited on him just moments ago.

Smiling at him with a demonic grin, Jessica
takes Josh’s cock in her mouth and sucks on the tip, extracting the
last few drops of cum from his cock with enough force to make him
squirm. Eventually she lets his cock out of her mouth and releases
her hold on it.

As Josh’s chest heaves in an attempt to
catch his breath, Jessica slides off him. She climbs to her feet
and heads into the bathroom, reappearing with a towel in her hand.
She tosses it to Josh and tells him to clean himself up, then
thanks him for a fun afternoon and tells him to let himself out.
She turns and heads back into the bathroom, closing the door behind
her.

As the shower starts up, Josh cleans himself
up and goes about picking up his clothes and slipping them on. As
he heads towards the front door, he muses on the irony of being the
one who got used for sex instead of the other way around. But
instead of it bothering him, it was strangely liberating being on
the other side of things. He’d never been used quite like that
before. And while he didn’t want to be on this side all the time,
he certainly wouldn’t avoid it in the future. Getting used was more
fun than he’d ever imagined it could be. It was quite fun
indeed.
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THE GIRL IS IN CHARGE

 CONFESSIONS OF AN ESCORT ADDICT: VOLUME ONE

JT HOLLAND

 

I’ve never understood the reluctance to pay
for an escort. The way I see it, escorts provide the best of both
worlds. Not only are you pretty much guaranteed to get someone who
knows how to fuck, you get someone who either enjoys doing it or
are good enough at faking it that you won’t know any different. And
more importantly you don’t have to deal with any of the heartache.
You make a phone call, order the services and type of girl you
desire, pay your money, then relax and start getting warmed up. No
need for any false pretences, no need for any emotional ties, no
need for any awkwardness associated with conventional male/female
relationships. No worry about talking afterward. Or sharing your
feelings. None of that crap applies. As for the morals of the
transaction? What are morals anyway but a set of standards forced
upon us by the arbitrary whims of the society. Fuck it, I say. Do
what you want, what makes you feel good. Fuck everyone else. Let
them live their own life. So the way I see it, give me an escort or
give me death. But enough of the rambling, I’m sure you want to get
to the good stuff. After all, that’s why you bought this right? For
the sex. So here we go.

 

I’m in Los Angeles for an overnight stay in
the middle of a two-week long business trip. There are hundreds of
reasons why I love L.A., not the least of which is its high-quality
escorts. As the porn capitol of the world, the misnamed City of
Angels has no shortage of sex workers plying their trade. You can
get whatever kind of girl you want—any hair color, any attitude,
any race—with nothing more than a phone call to the right person.
And I know all the numbers by heart. I call one of my favorite
companies and arrange for a specific type of girl to come to my
door in exactly thirty minutes, then I open a bottle of $200 merlot
to let it breathe and sit back and allow my excitement build.

 

Exactly thirty minutes later there is a
series of hard knocks on my hotel room door. I go to answer it, a
glass of wine already in hand. Just before I grasp the handle there
comes another series of knocks. Harder than the first one.

“Open up already,” says a
husky, incredibly sexy female voice from the other side. Impatient,
demanding, used to being in charge. Exactly what I ordered up. My
entire body tingles with anticipation.

I open the door and she steps in and grabs
the glass of wine out of my hand and pushes past me before I even
have a chance to get a good look at her from the front. But the
back is shaping up beautifully. Straight, jet black hair hanging
down beneath her shoulders. Short black dress hugging her
voluptuous curves perfectly, ending just above her knees,
accentuating her round ass perfectly. Gorgeous legs, toned to
perfection, not too skinny, not to muscular. Calves you just wanted
to take a bite out of. The same height as me in her 2-inch heels.
My dick is already rock-hard just from looking at her and all I can
see is her backside. This is going to be a great night.

She drains the glass of wine and pours
herself another. She glances over her shoulder for just a moment
but still doesn’t turn towards me. It’s obvious she’s torturing me,
making me wait, playing her game. And I’m loving every second of
it.

She finishes the second glass and finally
turns to face me. I can only stare, barely able to catch my breath
let alone speak.

“From the look on your
face I take it you like what you see,” she says, her voice slightly
mocking.

I nod and take her in. Big brown eyes with a
naughty edge to them, dark blue eye shadow, full nose; not big, not
small, lips painted bright red. One corner of her mouth is turned
up in a little smirk. She looks at me with a hint of disdain, as
though she knows she’s better than me. As if I’m her little
plaything. As if she’s running the show. Which she is.

And her tits, oh my god. Large but not
unnatural, they hang perfectly from her frame. Practically hanging
out of her black dress, they were things of beauty; if not real,
than an absolutely perfect augmentation.

“Oh, you like these, do
you?” she says, grabbing her tits with and pushing them together.
She smacks them, makes them bounce. Then does it again. And again,
laughing at my reaction. Nipples like pencil erasers poke through
the material, mocking me.

And then a tit slips out of her top. Just
one. I almost cream my pants. This absolutely slays me,
irrationally turning me on in ways I can’t quantify. I shiver, take
a deep breath, force myself to calm down.

“You’re one jumpy little
fucker, aren’t you?” she says. “What is this, your first time or
something?”

“It sure feels like it,” I
say, hoping my self-depreciating manner will somehow bring my
excitement down a notch. But no such luck. Nothing short of an
ice-cold shower could have that effect on me, and the way I was
feeling tonight I doubt even that would do the trick.

“Well, you’re in luck,”
she says as she takes a step towards me, her eyes sizing me up with
deadly seriousness, like a lion eyeing a wounded zebra. “Because
I’m a pro. And by the end of the night, you’ll be one too.” Another
couple of steps and now she’s within arm’s length. “And there’s no
way in hell I’m going to let you cum until I’m damn well good and
ready for it. Got that, mister?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“Mistress,” she says. “You
call me mistress.”

“Yes, mistress,” I
say.

She is nearly standing on top of me, her
tits pressing up against my chest. We are face to face, almost
exactly the same height. She eyes me up and down, inspecting me
like a piece of meat.

“So, you like a woman who
takes charge, do you?” she says.

I nod my head and lick my lips. I don’t
trust myself to speak. As it is I can hardly breathe my adrenalin
is flowing so fast.

“Then you got the right
girl,” she says. “Because there’s nothing I like better than to be
in control of my man. Especially a wanna-be tough guy like you. I
bet you boss people around all day, don’t you? Always getting
everyone to do whatever you want, whenever you want it.”

“Something like
that.”

“Well not tonight, mister.
Tonight you’re my toy. My little boy toy. You got that?”

“Yes mistress.”

“Damn right you do,” she
says. And then she put her hands on my chest and shoves, pushing me
backwards. I stumble back a few steps but she’s already on top of
me, pushing me again, more gently this time, moving with me,
backing me up until my butt is touching the wall.

She runs her hand up and down my chest,
pressing up against me with hips, her mouth mere centimeters from
mine, her eyes boring into me with deadly seriousness.

“You like that, don’t
you,” she says. It’s not a question but a statement of fact. “You
like me pushing you around, putting my hands wherever I want, not
even asking for permission.”

I swallow and nod my head.

“What about this?” she
says, dropping her hand down to my cock and grabbing it. “You like
this too?”

“Yes.”

She squeezes my cock tighter, making me
gasp. “Yes, what?” she asks sharply.

“Yes,
mistress.”

“That’s better,” she says.
And then she kneels down in front of me and starts rubbing my hard
cock. It’s trapped against my pants, pushing into the material with
nowhere to go but still she rubs it some more, making it harder and
harder still, smiling at my discomfort. But still she rubs. I groan
lightly. She giggles and rubs some more. I groan again, louder this
time.

“Shut up and take it,” she
says in a harsh voice. “Don’t make another fucking sound until I
tell you to.”

“Yes mistress,” I
say.

She smacks my balls. I wince in pain.

“Did I tell you to
speak?”

I shake my head no.

“That’s a good boy,” she
says. “And just for that you’re going to get rewarded.”

She undoes my zipper, sticks her hand inside
my pants. She caresses my cock, slowly playing her finger up and
down the shaft. It’s still folded up against my pants, threatening
to poke a hole in the material.

When she finally unfolds my cock it pops out
of the open zipper like a jack-in-the-box. She places her palm
under it as if weighing it.

“Not bad,” she says. “Not
bad at all.”

She spits on my cock and begins to stroke
it. She looks up at me. “Do you want me to suck it?” she says,
still stroking as she talks.

I nod.

“I want to hear you say
it.”

“I want you to suck my
cock.”

“Beg for it,” she says,
still stroking.

“Please,” I say, the words
coming out at no more than a whisper. “Suck my cock. Please,
Mistress. Please suck my cock.”

She sticks her tongue out, licks the tip. I
shudder. She looks up at me and smiles. Laughs. Shakes her
head.

“Sorry,” she says. “It’s
not going to happen. Not yet, at least. Torturing you is just too
much fun.”

Then she cups my balls in her hand, drops
down farther onto her knees, and scoots further under me. I lean
back against the wall, slide my feet out away from it, and then my
hips, creating a bridge. Giving her more room to work and myself a
better angle to see what she’s doing.

She slips her hand up my scrotum and pinches
it off just below my cock, creating a little pocket. She licks my
sack, then suckles one of my balls, playing with it in her mouth.
Then she does the same with other. She opens her mouth wider and
takes them both at the same time. Bounces them off one another.
Sucks on them, creating a vacuum with her mouth. Increasing the
pressure.

I shudder, focus all my energy on not
blowing my load. She senses this and relaxes the pressure while
still continuing to suck. With my balls in her mouth she lays my
cock on top of her face alongside her nose. She takes my cock in
her hand and strokes it. Lets my balls fall from her mouth.

She scoots back and smiles up at me, a
mocking, “I own you” smile. She is still on her knees. She is still
stroking my cock.

My legs are trembling. My breath is ragged.
The pressure is nearly unbearable. If she would just take me in her
mouth I would cum within a matter of seconds and then I could die a
happy man.

“Please,” I
say.

“Please, what?”

“Please suck my
cock.”

She tilts her head, eyes me with menace.

“Please suck my cock,
mistress,” I say.

Her glare softens. She seems to think about
it for a moment. Then, to my dismay, she stands up and says, “Nah,
I don’t think so. You haven’t earned it yet.”

Her hand is still on my cock and she uses it
to drag me towards the bed. My pants are still down around my
ankles so I have to shuffle madly to keep from falling.

I start to beg her again but she turns and
slaps me in the face.

“Shut up,” she says. “Did
I tell you to speak to me?”

I shake my head.

“That’s right.” She turns
me and pushes me down onto the bed. “So you just take your clothes
off and lie down on your back and get ready to make yourself
useful.”

“Yes mistress.”

I do as I am told, slipping out of my
clothes while she goes over and has another glass of wine. She
ignores me completely, as though I’m not even there, and this just
turns me on even more. Finally I’m naked. I climb onto the bed and
adjust myself so I am lying in the middle. The moment of truth is
almost here. And I can hardly wait.

She dusts off her glass of wine and slips
out of her dress and turns towards me, allowing me full access to
her body. Fully naked now, I get the see it in all its splendor,
taking it in as a whole. Beautiful face, graceful neck, perfect
tits, thin waist, wide hips, neatly trimmed bush, muscled but not
muscular legs. Even her feet were perfect, right down to her
toenails which are painted bright red.

She is just standing there, towering over
me, when she starts to play with her pussy. At first just rubbing
it, then sticking one finger in, then two. Sliding in and out, the
wetness building, becoming more and more slippery, occasionally
pulling her fingers out to stick them in her mouth and suck off the
juices before diving back in for more. She stares directly at me
while she plays with herself, as if daring me stand up and take
control. But I don’t fall for the trap. Instead I just start to
play with myself, preparing my cock for what’s to come.

“Don’t fucking touch
yourself,” she says. “Just let it sit there.”

I reluctantly do as I’m told.

And then she’s moving towards the bed,
towards me. She’s taken to rubbing her clit but her eyes still
haven’t strayed from mine.

She slaps her pussy a few times then climbs
onto the bed by my feet. She begins to lick her way up my body,
starting with my calves, then my knees, then my thighs. But instead
of stopping at my waist she continues up, licking my belly button,
then my under my ribs, licking, suckling, lightly biting, her hands
exploring my chest as she does so. And then without warning she
bites down on my nipple. I hiss in pain but she just laughs and
continues on, suckling at my neck for a moment, then kissing me
full on the lips, sticking her tongue down my throat with reckless
intensity. But even that only lasts a couple seconds, and then she
is continuing up towards my head and then before I know it she is
sitting on my face, her dripping wet pussy dropping down perfectly
onto my mouth and nose, straddling it, pushing down, smothering me,
forcing me to breathe her in if I’m to take any breath at all.

And so I do, inhaling her musky odor into my
lungs, holding it, letting it out. She moans in intense pleasure
and grinds harder into my face, bouncing up and down. Her pussy is
gushing, drenching my chin, my nose, my lips. I stick my tongue out
and lick her sweet, supple pussy, the walls slick and delicious and
as smooth as the finest silk.

“Oh fuck yeah, right
there, right there, don’t stop, don’t fucking stop,” she says,
losing herself.

I look up and see her leaning forward and
gripping the top of the bed frame, her beautiful tits bouncing
around above me, hair amiss, head bowed forward, face screwed up in
intense pleasure.

I hook my arms around her thighs and stick
my tongue out even further while pressing down on her hips and into
me. She rides my tongue, forward and back, forward and back,
forward and back, her moans growing in intensity, becoming grunts,
then finally culminating in a single, piercing scream before
falling silent.

Her body shudders once, then twice, then
three times, each shudder accompanied by a little yelp of pleasure.
She is breathing hard and her body is glistening with sweat. She
throws her head back, looks up at the ceiling.

“Now that,” she says, “Is what I’m
talking about.”

She climbs off my face and slides in next to
me in bed. Propped up on one arm, she kisses me, tasting herself.
She licks her lips and smiles.

Smiling back, I say, “Now will you please
suck my cock?”

“Honey, after that, I’ll
do whatever the fuck you want.”

And with that she slips down between my legs
and takes my cock in her mouth.

Now I’m not hung like a porn star but I’m
not hung like a pimple either, and still she swallows my cock
without any problem whatsoever. It disappears between her lips and
down her throat in a flash, her eyes fixed on mine the whole
time.

“Ho-ly shit,” I say as I
immediately fight the urge to spew in her mouth.

She winks at me and then shifts her head
back a bit and somehow takes my cock even deeper. Lying on my back
in the bed I can see the tip of her nose pressing into my groin and
feel the tip of my cock pressing against the back of her throat.
Then her tongue flicks out from underneath and nestles my scrotum
for just a moment, and I shudder in ecstasy and am just on the
verge of cumming when she slides my cock out of her mouth. It’s
dripping wet and coated with saliva and the tip is white from where
the tightness of her throat restricted the blood flow.

I relax for a moment and the urge to cum
passes. As soon as it’s gone she again takes my cock into her
mouth, just the tip this time, sucks on it and jerks my shaft with
her hand, the leftover saliva making it slick, allowing her to jerk
it quickly, up and down, up and down, up and down, her hand
squeezing tighter and tighter, increasing the pressure on my cock
until I’m again only moments from cumming.

When she feels my tension rising again she
slows down her strokes, pulls the tip from her mouth, and proceeds
to slowly lick the length of my shaft with her tongue, up and then
down, up and then down, up and then down, bringing me again into
safe range.

“Do you want to come yet?”
she says.

“Desperately,” I reply, at
this point wanting only to release the incredible, nearly
unbearable pressure.

“Beg for it,” she says
while she massages my balls with her right hand and plays with my
cock with her left.

“Please let me cum,” I
say.

She tilts her head and eyes me with a
slightly raised brow.

“Mistress,” I
add.

“That’s better,” she says.
“But I want you to say it again. Like you mean it this
time.”

“Please mistress, please
let me cum.”

She laughs and then just like that she
deepthroats me again, effortlessly, holding it, holding it, holding
it, my cock constricting her breath, gagging her, and then she
starts moving her head up and down, up and down her lips moving the
full length of my shaft, from tip to base, over and over again, her
hair flipping everywhere, covering half her face but her gaze never
leaving mine, her eyes deadly serious, hard at work, pushing me to
the edge and then over it and my sphincter tightens and I buck my
hips and I say, “oh shit, oh shit, oh shit” over and over again and
then my sphincter releases and so does my cock as I feel the cum
shooting out, threatening to blow out the back of her throat and
then she leans back just a little, changing the angle so the cum
will flow better and takes my cock all the way into the back of her
throat and holds is there as I cum and cum and cum some more, my
body jerking and spasming in uncontrollable bursts and she takes it
all, swallowing everything I have to offer seemingly without
effort.

I lean back and stare at the ceiling,
exhausted with the effort. My breath is ragged and I’m sweating all
over. I put my hands over my face and laugh a little bit to release
the tension.

She slides up next to me and drops her head
onto my chest.

“Have fun?” she says. Her
demeanor is relaxed, playful. The role-playing is over.

“I had a great time,” I
say.

“That’s good,” she says.
“I aim to please.”

“Well you certainly did
that.” I reach over and open the drawer of the nightstand next to
the bed and pull out twenty $100 dollar bills and hand them to
her.

“Thanks, baby,” she says,
“Next time you’re in the mood to get pushed around a little bit,
make sure you ask for me.”

“Will do.”

She taps my leg a couple of times and stands
up. “You mind if I finish the wine?” she says.

“Not at all. Be my
guest.”

She nods in thanks, pours the last glass,
throws it down, puts on her clothes, and walks out with nothing
more than brief wave goodbye. No pretense, no small-talk, no
awkwardness. Just the way I like it.
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