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I’d been dating a guy I met online named Ansel who lived in the city. After months of flirting, and him begging to suck my sweet cock and play with my titties, we decided to meet up. He came to see me, and we went out to a local bar. Several drinks later we were back at my place.

Ansel wasted no time. The minute we were inside the door he tore my clothes off and began kissing me all over. He gagged himself on my hard cock, yanking it out of my panties and deepthroating it like a seasoned cocksucker. 

That was the first indication I got that he might not have been entirely honest with me when he said that he’d never sucked a dick.

I was way too buzzed and horny to care about it then. I laid on my back, my legs spread, my dress pulled down, tits out, and moaned like a dirty slut as he gobbled my pretty pink dick up, sucked my balls, and ate my ass. 

I reached down and pulled my own cheeks apart, wailing like a slutty streetwalker, as he drove his thick, hot tongue in and out of my perfect pucker. I leaked sticky clear strings of happiness all over my smooth tummy. 

Ansel inserted a finger and began to massage me from the inside. I gasped, whining in anticipation of the real thing. I didn’t want his fingers. I wanted his fat cock, the one I’d been masturbating too since he sent over an uninvited dick pic the first time we talked online. 

Ansel chuckled and inserted another finger, working my tight little ass open. He seemed to take a sick kind of pleasure in having control over me, almost like he was getting revenge for the control I’d taken over him. I was helpless to do anything but whimper as he teased me, stroking his thick, gorgeous shaft with one hand and fingering me at the same time. 

My eyes locked onto his pretty prick. I drooled in anticipation of it penetrating me, prying me open. 

“You like that?” Ansel whispered, ragged from excitement.

“Yes,” I whimpered.

My cock was at full mast, harder than I could remember it ever being in my life. His grey eyes held me transfixed. I was hypnotized by his impressive cock. He had me and he knew it.

“You want to feel this big dick inside of you? Is that what you want?”

His voice was low, but his tone was demanding, as if he wasn’t really asking at all. It sent thrills through me, along with a spike of fear. I was completely vulnerable, impaled on his hand like a sexy pornographic puppet, his fingers working inside of me like a pianist. 

“I want you so much, baby. Please,” I begged. 

I was desperate to be fucked by him. I didn’t know how much longer I could take his teasing. 

Luckily, I was having the same effect on him. He pulled his fingers out, making me gasp again as I felt their absence. It was quickly replaced by the sensation of his fat mushroom tip rubbing against my tight pucker. I could feel the hot fluid oozing from the slit of his cock, lubricating my asshole as he smeared it around in tantalizing circles. I was dizzy with lust.

“Put it in me, baby,” I cried, pulling my cheeks open with both hands. 

He pressed harder, slowly driving his magnificent meat into me. I could feel every glorious inch of his thick, rigid cock as he sank in. His body weight pinned me to my bed, my legs spread wide, my ankles hugging his sides, as his steely shaft plunged balls deep into my hungry hole, stretching me wide. 

Once again, I loudly gasped.

It felt incredible, a mixture of pain and pleasure that sent tingling shivers through my entire body. My cock grew limp, but I felt more sensation than I’d ever known as his fullness stimulated me from the inside, turning my entire phallus into a buzzing pleasure center. 

Ansel seemed to want to be even further up inside of me, even though there was nowhere left to go. He wrapped his hand around my throat and squeezed, cutting off the oxygen to my brain, as he dug his toes into the bed and thrust hard into me. If I could speak, I would have gasped again.

A clear string of precum fired out of me as my vision began to go dark, leaving a dark wave of undeniable pleasure in its place. I wanted nothing more than to stay in that moment forever, with him deep inside of me, dissolving into infinite bliss. 

Ansel let go of my throat and I sucked down several fresh gusts of air. The blood rushed to me face, making me feel drunker than I was. He playfully slapped my face, sending fresh tingles through me.

“Fuck me,” I pleaded. 

Whatever dark spell he’d been under broke at my words. Ansel fell upon me, kissing my breasts and neck, while passionately making love to me. I moaned in delight as the pain receded, leaving nothing but an endless wave of pleasure in its wake. 

I gripped his cock with my tight inner muscles, milking his cock as he thrust eagerly into me. 

“Whatever you are doing right now,” he moaned, “don’t fucking stop!”

He turned my face to his and kissed me. I slipped my tongue into his mouth, and he met it, passionately making out with me as he drilled me good and hard. I held nothing back, giving myself to him mind, body, and soul in that moment. 

He broke our kiss to mutter, “oh shit, I’m gonna cum.”

“Come inside of me, baby,” I crooned. 

“Are you sure?” he asked.

“Yes,” I said at once. “I want to feel your hot load inside of me, stud. Give it to me!”

I dug my nails into his back and softly bit his earlobe while arching my back and driving him deeper into me. He threw his head back and growled as he fired off a massive load of piping hot sperm into my quivering insides. 

“That’s it, baby,” I cried, feeling a wave of bliss break over me. “Give me all your cum!”

I grew hard as I felt his creamy load spilling out of me, drooling into my crack like sweet, gooey nectar. Ansel wasn’t done. He thrust away, his eyes closed to half slits, his cock jerking wildly as it continued to dump a massive load. It was like he hadn’t cum in months!

The thought of all that hot cum being pumped into me sent me over the edge. I let out a spasm as I shot jets of watery jizz splashing all over his washboard abs. I dissolved into a puddle of bliss, tingles running through me like fireworks, as the overwhelming sensation paralyzed me. 

“Oh fuck yeah,” I managed to slur, falling back on the bed. 

His cock was still rock hard inside of me, despite having just cum his brains out. I savored the feeling of it, knowing I was the one who made him that excited and feeling oddly proud and sexy because of it.

Tears streamed down his face. I kissed them away.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” he laughed. “I just don’t remember being this happy in a long time. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome, honey,” I said, stroking his hair. 

I begged him to stay the night, but he said he had to be at work early. It would take too long to go home and change then get to the office. I suggested he bring over a couple changes of clothing next time he visits, so he’ll have something fresh to wear to work. He agreed that it was a good idea. He kissed me goodbye, thanking me and promising to call the next day.

I feel asleep with his hot cum still leaking out of my freshly fucked asshole. I was happier than I’d been in years. Not only was I getting laid again, but I had a hot new boyfriend with a big dick who really cared about me. I was in heaven!

The next morning while I was cleaning up, I discovered Ansel’s wallet. It had fallen out the night before when he was putting his pants back on. I sent him a message letting him know I had it and not to worry. 

I took a shower, thinking about how hot our night had been and looking forward to getting more. I imagined Ansel taking me on vacation, someplace tropical where I could try out some of my new bikinis. We’d drink Pina colada’s during the day and make passionate love all night. 

When I got out of the shower, I saw that Ansel had replied. 

THANK GOD, he said. YOU ARE AN ANGEL.

We flirted for a while, reminding him of how nasty he was the night before and him promising to do more dirty things to me soon. I offered to bring his wallet to him to the city since I had the day off. He said he’d just get it from me when he saw me again in a couple days, that he was fine without it so long as he knew it was safe with me. 

BESIDES, he insisted. I’M GOING TO BE PRACTICALLY LIVING AT THE OFFICE UNTIL THEN. SO MUCH WORK TO FINISH SO WE CAN PLAY THIS WEEKEND. GOTTA GO. I’LL BE THINKING OF ALL THE NAUGHTY THINGS WE DID UNTIL I SEE YOU AGAIN, AND THOSE SWEET CHEEKS!
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