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To SAM.
Always.








FOREWORD
Dante Davidson


I’ve known Alison Tyler for too many years to politely count. Suffice it to say, her hair was black when we met, and now the woman’s a silver fox. We team write often, and we’ve reached a point in which we can finish each other’s sentences—on the page and off.


But when she asked me to define kink, I drew a blank. What’s kinky to me, or what’s kinky to everyone? It’s an impossible task. So instead, I said, “Let me paint you a picture.” And I


wrote:


You’re in my bed. Your arms are cuffed over your head. The softest, lightest sheet is draped over your naked body. I sit at the foot of the bed and I watch you. I wait for you to move. You know that as soon as you do, as soon as you part your lips to beg, I will pounce.


It’s a waiting game. And we’re both Masters. Neither one of us wants to go first.


What’s kinky to me?


The sheet rising slow and steady with your heartbeat. The way you lick your lips in anticipation of what’s to come. The fact that we have the whole night ahead of us to do every dirty thing we can imagine.


And guess what, lucky reader?


That’s what you have. A whole book of stories destined to put you in that mindspace, where anything can happen if you make the first move.








INTRODUCTION:
WHAT’S KINKY TO YOU?


What’s your kink? Come on. We’re all friends here. Oh, are you shy? Then pen me a naughty laundry list. Go on. Write down all of those filthy little fantasies that make your nighttimes naughty, that wake your mornings with wishful thinking, that fill your daydreams with delight.


If you’re anything like me, your list will look something like this:


Exhibitionism


Sex with strangers


Dominant women


Blow jobs


Sex in public


Spanking


Bondage


Sex toys


Girl-Girl


Girl-Girl exhibitionism with sex toys…


Trust me. This is a kink-packed volume. So no matter what pushes your little buttons, I’ve curated a collection of stories that are destined to fill your erotic needs in the most varied and enlightening ways. In fact, you might find boxes to check that you didn’t even know about.


Scroll down the table of contents to peruse the masters and mistresses of erotic literature. These writers know how to weave a tale, and how to do so in a way that will make your heart beat faster, your cock get harder, your panties get wetter.


You know what makes my editor’s heart go pitter-patter?


Sultry short stories


A cornucopia of kink


Extremely exquisite X-rated writing


All throbbing together in one big, hard book.


See? I told you I’d fill every erotic need—including mine!


XXX,


Alison Tyler








APPRAISING LOVE
Dante Davidson


I have to admit it—and I hope this doesn’t make me sound like a cad—those legs were what caught my attention first. In all my years of searching, I’d never seen perfection like that. Delicately curved, almost achingly arched, they surpassed my wildest fantasies. I could imagine running my fingers up and around their smooth, supple surface for hours, getting down on my hands and knees to worship them. I’ve always been something of a leg man.


Slowly, I moved closer, feigning interest in the stature of several other, less lovely creations nearby. With extra effort, I maneuvered myself through the crowd, and when I was close enough, I reached out my hand, wanting just one touch…


“Hey!” a female voice said, sounding surprised. “What are you doing?”


“It’s a—,” I lowered my voice as I named the maker. “Isn’t it?”


The owner raised her painted-on eyebrows, giving me a quizzical stare that I processed before returning my gaze to my newfound love. “How could you know that without checking the label?” she asked.


I didn’t look at her while I answered. My eyes were still captivated by her table, those flawless legs, that haughty, aristocratic stance. The color was a rich, unmarred caramel that had obviously been untouched since it left the original creator’s hands. Often, at such appraisal road shows, we see once-beautiful objects, now destroyed by an owner’s idiotic—if well-intentioned—attempts at refinishing. Never mess with perfection.


To be entirely sure that the treasure was indeed as priceless as I thought, I got on my knees and crawled under the table. My heart pounded even faster as I read that golden label beneath the rim. There, in unblemished perfection, were the artisan’s engraved initials. I smiled broadly when I saw them.


“Are you okay?” the owner asked. I had forgotten all about her until she bent down to peer at me under the table. Thinking back, I must have looked fairly ridiculous, dressed impeccably in my gray suit and navy-blue tie, lying on the ground grinning up at the wood. The workmanship was remarkable, and I couldn’t help but stroke the firm underside with the palms of my hands. If furniture could make a noise, this table would have purred.


“I’m fine,” I said weakly, breaking free of my daze and looking at the owner’s face. For the first time, I really noticed her. I took in her bright blue eyes and even brighter blue eye shadow. I told her my name and who I worked for.


Her attitude changed instantly, from “hands off” to “help yourself.”


“You work here,” she said, indicating the breadth of the show with a sweeping glance. As I climbed out from under the table, I continued my brief observation of her face. She had two perfectly round circles of rouge on her cheeks making her appear as if she’d been playing dress up with her mother’s cosmetics. Her lips sported an orange-coral shade not often found in nature. Once an appraiser, always an appraiser. It can be difficult to turn off the critical voice in my head.


“My name’s Lucy,” she said, offering me a hand, the nails of which were long and polished a vibrant, glistening green, like the underbelly scales of a tropical snake. When I let go of her hand, she ran it through her platinum teased hair, raising the height another inch or so with the gesture. What a woman like her was doing with a table like this, I could not imagine. But it’s my job to judge furniture, not people, and I plastered a false smile on my face and turned on my professional charm.


“Will you go on air with it?” I asked.


Lucy gave an excited, high-pitched squeal, like a contestant on a game show. The noise was loud enough for our producer to hear, and when Corrine met my eyes from across the room, I nodded to indicate I had a winner. Oh, did I have a winner. Corrine rushed over and I whispered into her ear what I’d found.


“Are you sure, Jonathan?” Corrine asked incredulously, inspecting Lucy’s attire, which did not exactly fit the normal type of clothes we see. Most people arrive in jeans and T-shirts, shorts if it’s a hot day. The table’s owner was wearing a revealing pink floral sundress loosely laced up the front. Part of my brain quickly categorized it as “cheap,” and possibly “slutty.” But another part of my brain—the one attached to a lower segment of my anatomy—understood how someone might find a dress like that appealing. The laces had come slightly undone in the front, and for some reason I envisioned myself taking a step closer and tying the bow for Lucy, my fingers brushing the skin of her supple breasts, touching her just as gently as only moments before I’d stroked the leg of her table.


At that thought, I found myself looking down at Lucy’s own legs. Clad in white fishnet stockings, they were a work of art unto themselves. What would they feel like beneath the palm of my hand, I wondered. And what kind of noise would Lucy make if my fingertips grazed her skin? The same shocked “Hey!” that she’d shrieked when I touched her table? Somehow, from the looks she was giving me in return, I didn’t think so.


My producer nudged me and I shook my head, embarrassed, not having heard a word Corrine had said. But Lucy, standing a few feet away, shot me another interested smile, as if she understood exactly what my appraising glances meant.


It all happened quickly after that. Our producer whisked Lucy away to sign some papers and I consulted several other appraisers to get their opinion of the piece’s value. My mind instantly and easily refocused on my work. A table in less quality condition had recently sold for a quarter of a million dollars at auction. I could barely contain myself imagining what this item might bring.


When we found ourselves seated in front of the camera, I turned my eyes from the table to Lucy, preparing to launch into the background history of the furniture maker. I am quite adept at my job, my mind filled with little-known facts, but when I looked at Lucy again, I forgot everything that I’d planned on saying. The makeup crew, in their haste, had removed her garish eye shadow and electrifying lipstick, but had not bothered to replace either. I was staring at a restored canvas, the beauty of her face shining clear now that it was free from the previous hideous coat of shellacking.


“Your beautiful—” I stammered, and then stopped. I’d been about to say, “Your beautiful table,” but suddenly that wasn’t what I meant at all. Change the “your” to “you’re,” is what I wanted to tell Lucy. “You’re beautiful—” I said again, referring to her this time.


“My table,” she said, prompting me when she realized I was tongue-tied. She gave me that same quizzical glance she had earlier, her eyes a softer blue now that they didn’t have to compete with the seventies-style shadow. Her cheeks had a natural flush to them, and I wondered what hue they would turn in the throes of passion. If I picked her up and set her down on the table, slid that flimsy dress up her thighs and bent to kiss in a line down her throat to those loose laces, would her cheeks turn a dark, scarlet blush? Or was she the type whose skin would take on a petal-pink glow? I longed to find out, but I could suddenly feel my producer’s eyes on me.


“My table” Lucy repeated, waiting.


“Yes,” I said, nodding. “Your table is a masterpiece.” I put my hand on the top of the surface for reassurance, and the wash of joy swept over me again. I found my words, launching into a history of this fantastic piece of furniture. I told of the maker’s background, then described how each table was made by hand, focusing on the length of time it took to create a solitary leg.


“One of the most interesting aspects of this table,” I said, near the end of my spiel, “is that although it appears quite delicate, it is remarkably sturdy.”


“Really?” Lucy asked, shooting me a look that sent my mind spinning off into fantasyland all over again. “Sometimes delicate items can fool you.”


At that comment, I tried desperately to reboard my train of thought, but failed. She looked delicate, yet I had the feeling that she would last through hours of raucous lovemaking. Was that the hidden message she was trying to tell me? Suddenly, I felt something brush softly against my own leg. It took only a second for me to process that Lucy had slipped out of one high-heeled sandal and was running her stockinged toes up my calf.


I managed to complete my talk, to give her an estimate of the table’s worth, but somehow those numbers didn’t interest me anymore. The director yelled “Cut,” and the crew quickly moved across the room to film a segment on windup toys. Lucy and I were alone, between the makeshift curtained barriers, still sitting at the table looking at each other.


“You mentioned that it was surprisingly sturdy,” Lucy said in a low voice. I watched as she ran her tongue along her top lip, as if tasting something sweet. The gesture tugged at me, and I wanted to lean forward and do the same thing to her, run my own tongue along both of her lips before taking her in my arms and kissing her. I inhaled deeply, trying to analyze what she had said.


“Yes,” I nodded, “these tables have undergone stress tests. While some pieces are more for show than actual use, your table could easily support five hundred pounds.”


“Wow,” Lucy said, her mouth, pure and naked of lipstick, curving into a smile. “That’s a lot of weight—three or four adults—when all it has to support is two.”


This was all the encouragement I needed. Quickly, I motioned to a crew member and asked him to help me put the table into one of our back storage rooms. “I need a little more time to appraise it,” I said, using my most businesslike tone. The man didn’t concern himself with the explanation. Without hesitating, he and I hoisted the table together and brought it to one of the private rooms. Lucy followed, staring at me with what I can only describe as lustfully energetic looks.


When we were finally alone, I shut the door and lifted Lucy into my arms. I nuzzled into her neck as I carried her over to the table. She smelled delicious, spicy and exotic, and I sat her down on the edge of the table and began to kiss her skin. Lucy sighed, then leaned back fully onto the table, spreading her thighs and raising her arms over her head.


I didn’t know where to start first. I wanted to keep kissing her, but I also wanted to peel off her dress and simply look at her body. As when I’m appraising a piece of furniture, I needed to know what I was working with. Lucy took control for me, slipping the dress over her head and then sprawling out in her white satin bra and panties, white fishnets, garter belt and sandals.


The room we were in contained several other pieces of furniture, including a full-length, gilt-edged mirror. I hurried to position it against the wall next to the table, and then grabbed Lucy around the waist and slid her toward me. I kissed her in a line down her body, starting with her lips and then moving to the hollow of her neck, her delicate collarbones, down to her breasts—where I lingered until she arched her back and moaned. Slowly, I kissed my way toward her satin-clad pussy, and when I reached it, I could smell the scent of her arousal.


I licked her through her panties first, teasing her with my tongue pressed hard against that shiny material. Then I helped her out of the undergarment and began to French-kiss her pussy, using my fingers to hold open her lips while my tongue made soft and slow circles around her clit.


After a moment, I looked into the mirror to see Lucy’s face. Her head was turned to the side, mouth open and eyes shut. Her hair had come free from the ponytail and it fell loose to her shoulders. Now, brushed flat instead of teased, it perfectly framed her beautiful face. A face that I suddenly recognized—


“Oh god,” I said.


“Yes,” Lucy sighed, “Oh god, it’s great.”


“No,” I stood looking down at her. “I know you.”


She opened her eyes and locked on to my gaze. “Yes,” she said, “I’m Lucy. We met out there.” Her cheeks were flushed with pleasure, a soft pink as I’d imagined they would be, but her face was composed. She looked a lot more at ease than I felt, my cock throbbing beneath my slacks, desperate for contact with the warm, wet mouth of her sex. Still, I had to get something clear.


“You’re not some—” I wanted to say “hick,” but changed my mind quickly, “some innocent who just brought a table to be appraised,” I said, watching as she pushed herself into a semi-upright position on the table, leaning up on one elbow. With her free hand, she began to stroke her naked pussy, slowly and sensuously teasing herself while I watched. She seemed to be waiting to see when I’d get it, and finally, when she tilted her head back as the sensations washed over her, I knew precisely who she was. I’d seen the look on her face before, at a recent auction in New York. Upon winning the piece she was after, she leaned her head back and sighed, the same look of ultimate pleasure on her face.


“Your name’s Lucinda,” I said, undoing my slacks now, unable to wait any longer. She worked for a competing firm!


She nodded, her hands helping to guide me between her parted thighs. The contact of my cock with the dreamy wetness of her sex made me momentarily lose track of my thoughts. I plunged inside her and she let out that same, pleasurable sigh again, her hand going up to her throat, fingers beating there as if attempting to still her pounding pulse.


I stopped trying to figure it all out at that point, driving even deeper inside her. The table supported our weight, but I needed to feel her in my grip. Grabbing her around the waist, I lifted her into my arms and then pulled her down on me. Inspired, I took her over to the wall and pressed her against that antique mirror. I couldn’t get deep enough inside her, slamming into her willing cunt and then pulling out to the tip, then slamming in again to make her sigh like that. She dragged her fingernails down my back and I had the vision of what they looked like, that obscene emerald green raking against my skin, leaving marks I’d have to remember this by. Suddenly, those nails didn’t seem so offensive. There was something sexy in the whole slutty attire—fishnets still in place, sandal-clad feet hooked around my thighs.


“God, Jonathan, I’m going to come,” Lucy said softly, and I took her to that fantasy place with me, fucking her harder and faster until she leaned down and bit my shoulder as the climax flew through her. I came a second after, pumping my cock inside her as those wavelike contractions washed over us.


There were several moments when I simply held her in my arms, leaning against the mirror, my eyes closed, breathing deeply. Then I carried her back to the wonderful table and set her down. She looked at me with a coy expression I hadn’t seen before.


“It worked, you know,” she said softly.


“I don’t understand,” I told her, watching sadly as she pulled her dress back over her head, that magnificent body disappearing from view.


“You love the creator’s work, and I’m sort of partial to yours,” she explained. “But I’ve never been able to catch your attention at the auctions. You always have your eyes on some piece of furniture or another, never seem aware of the piece of ass that wants you.”


“So you came here—” I prompted.


“Somehow, I thought that you might find my getup exciting.” When she said it, I realized she was right. I’d seen her often at the auctions, always dressed in some subdued black suit, elegant pearls around her neck, that white-blonde hair pulled back severely, tiny glasses perched on the end of her perfect nose. I never would have guessed she would doll herself up like this, and I couldn’t have suspected that I would like the transformation.


“You knew what the table was worth, though,” I said, telling her the one thing that nagged at my pride. “You wanted to fool me.”


She made it all better with her answer.


“I wanted to fuck you,” she said, leaning forward to whisper the words, her mouth against my ear, hot breath against my skin. “You were always so busy appraising everything, you never had eyes for me.”


That made me stop thinking about my job and start thinking about what it would be like to make love to Lucy again, maybe on the four-poster bed I had seen in one of the other storage rooms…


“But you have eyes for me now,” she continued, spreading her arms wide and taking the stance of a centerfold model. “So…” her voice was rich with humor. “What do you think I’d fetch?” A pause, and another one of those fantastic, cock-teasing lip licks, “I mean, if you were to put me up on auction.”


Now, I took a step back, looking her over, taking a second before giving her my estimate. “You know how it is with a rare treasure,” I said, pulling her toward me once again. “You can never put a label on something priceless.”








MY PERFECT BOY
Sophia Valenti


When I entered the room, I found Cal positioned exactly as I had requested: in the center of the mattress, with his head down and ass up. His muscles were tense with expectation, and the sight of him warmed my heart—and soaked my pussy.


It never gets old: a big, strong man submitting to my will and sexually surrendering to me. Nothing else gets me off quite the same way.


I stood at the foot of the bed, stroking the thick, black phallus that jutted from the harness fitted around my hips. The gesture wasn’t meant to be menacing; after all, he couldn’t even see me with his face buried in the sheets. I felt as if that cock was an extension of me. I was already anticipating the perverse pleasure I would experience when my toy sank into his snug back door.


Cal’s ass still bore the pink stripes that my belt had delivered earlier in the evening, and when I reached out and stroked his cheeks, I felt the residual heat radiating from his punished flesh. Unable to resist, I dragged my nails along those rosy marks, and his body trembled visibly. I had to bite back the moan that threatened to escape my lips. This was the absolute embodiment of all of my most treasured fantasies.


“Present, boy,” I barked, trying to keep the quiver of excitement out of my voice. “Show your Mistress where you want her big, beautiful cock.”


“Yes, Ma’am,” came his muffled reply, and Cal immediately reached back and parted his cheeks. He balanced his weight carefully on one of his shoulders, his fingers tightly clutching each globe of his ass as he revealed his tender little asshole to me. I know it shamed him to be so exposed, which is exactly why I liked to make him do it.


Glancing around the mussed sheets, I spotted the bottle of lube and snatched it up. Slickening up a fingertip, I then circled his back hole teasingly, tracing the edges but not penetrating him—at least, not until he begged.


“Please, Ma’am, please,” he beseeched, those whispered words lighting me up inside.


“Please what, boy?” I responded, continuing to make lazy circles around his opening. I was struggling to continue being playful; my resolve had nearly melted away.


“Please fuck me!” was his pained response. “Take my ass—it’s yours to use.”


I dipped my lubed fingers into his hole, eliciting a sexy sigh from him.


“You’re right, baby. Your ass is mine,” I answered, shoving my fingers in deeper to stretch and ready him for my cock. I could tell he was trying to remain still when I knew he wanted to rear back and impale himself. His hunger inspired my own, and I pulled back to slicken my shaft.


When the toy was glossy wet, I nudged his asshole with the dildo’s tip.


“Don’t make me do all the work, boy. If you want my cock, you take it.”


Cal groaned helplessly, now that I’d given him permission to fully indulge his lust. I kept my eyes locked on the shiny black toy as he leaned backward, taking in the dildo’s length with maddening slowness. I enjoyed watching each inch disappear into his ass; the sight was a real treat for me because I had no such patience. But he did. He really was everything I’d ever craved in a sub.


“Oh, yes,” I whispered, once I was buried balls-deep. “What a good boy, taking all of your Mistress’s cock. But now it’s my turn.”


Unable to wait another second, I grabbed Cal’s hips and started to fuck him roughly, shoving my cock deep on each inward stroke. His moans were making my cunt drip, and each time I pounded him, the base of the toy would kiss my clit in the most delicious way. I rode his ass hard, working myself closer to what I knew would be a deeply satisfying climax. But I didn’t want Cal to be left behind.


“Grab your cock, baby. Stroke it—come for me,” I ordered breathlessly.


Cal was beyond words. I felt him reach beneath himself to tug on his shaft as I continued to pound his back door. He could read me as well as I do him, knowing by the sounds of my cries when I had gotten myself off. Only then did he shudder through his own release—my perfect boy, right to the end.






REALLY MISTRESS
Thomas S. Roche


Rhonda comes home from a hard day at the office, and I can already tell she’s going to take it out on me if I don’t play my cards right. I’m not proud of the fact that it makes me kind of hot. But I guess I am proud of how I handle it.


While she stands sullenly at the table sorting the mail—all bills, from the looks of it—I put down the casserole and say, “You look like you could use a foot massage.”


She cocks her head at me, ready to spit back a sharp stream of venom. I see her stop herself. She cocks her head even farther, her lips pursed and twisted in what could quickly become a frown.


“Really?” she asks. “Before dinner?”


“Really,” I say. “Before dinner. The casserole needs to set up for twenty, anyway.”


Her pursed-lip almost-pout becomes a frown for a split second. Pointing at the casserole, she barks: “Make sure the cat doesn’t get into it!”


I say, “She won’t, Mistress. She’s asleep in the bedroom.”


“Ugh,” says Rhonda, making a beeline out of the stifling kitchen. “I wish I was! With the air conditioner on!” She stops at the doorway and cocks her head back at me disapprovingly. “Really? ‘Mistress’? That’s how we’re going to play it?”


“Yes, Mistress. That’s how we’re going to play it.”


She sighs, the long-suffering spouse. “Fine,” she says. “Suit yourself. Have it your way. Whatever.” She heads for the living room, clawing at buttons, her high heels clicking succinctly on the hallway’s wood floors.


“Wine, Ma’am?”


“Whiskey,” she says. “Maybe wine later. Maybe.”


I see her shrug off her blouse just before she turns the corner. She leaves it on the hardwood, a whispering ghost, while her high-heeled click-clacks go muted on the living room carpet.


Two minutes later, I’m closing in with a MacTavish 12 blended, on the rocks. I even bring the bottle. I stoop down and pick up her blouse as I go. I pick up her bra and her skirt and her panties in a path from the living room doorway to the sofa. She’s wearing her stockings and garter belt, still, nude beige and deep tan, respectively. Her open-toed pumps are navy to match her skirt, which is already gone. She’s bare-breasted, her torso crisscrossed with faint pink lines from the hot commute in her bra and her blouse.


I give her the tumbler. She takes a sip. She says, “This is scotch.”


“You said whiskey, Mistress,” I say.


“I guess I should have said bourbon,” she sighs. She cocks her head again. “Really? ‘Mistress’?”


“Really,” I tell her. “Mistress. I’m sorry, Ma’am, I thought you preferred scotch.”


“Ma’am sounds like a schoolteacher.”


“I’ll stick to Mistress, then.”


“Whatever.”


I fold her blouse, skirt and bra reverently, her panties slightly less so. There’s just no way to fold panties reverently when they aren’t yours. Especially if they’re moist and still slightly warm from her body.


“Fine,” she says, sipping her scotch.


“Mistress is fine?”


“Scotch is fine,” she says, finishing it. I guess she didn’t see that I brought the bottle. When I drop to my knees and lean in to pour her another, she looks shocked and impressed.


“That’s blended, I hope,” she snaps bitterly.


I smile. “On the rocks? I should think so.”


“So you’re British tonight?” she asks sarcastically.


“Did I sound British?” I didn’t speak with an accent, but maybe I’m channeling generations of long-suffering twats on BBC America.


“Just your choice of words,” she says. “Whatever.”


She sticks her right foot in my face and says, “Somebody promised a foot massage?”


“Of course, Mistress,” I say. I take her foot in my hands and kiss her ankle. I unbuckle and take off her shoe. I kiss it and set it aside. She sticks her stocking-clad foot in my face. I kiss it as I reach up to her garters and start to unfasten them.


As I pull down her stockings, I let my tongue snake out. Even through the stocking, it’s too much for her. She giggles.


“That tickles,” she snaps. “Don’t make me giggle. Bitches don’t giggle!”


“Sorry, Mistress,” I say. “You don’t have to be a bitch if you don’t want to.”


“In that case, keep going.” I slide off her stocking and start to caress her arch with my tongue while I fumble a little with her left pump. I get it off and caress her left thigh slightly as I undo her garters. I don’t know if she squeals at the touch of my fingers on her thigh or at the strokes of my tongue on her foot. Rhonda is very ticklish. She keeps giggling.


“I don’t have to be a bitch?” she says sharply, breathing hard from laughing. “What have you done with my husband?”


“You can be one if you want to,” I say, breathing a little hard myself.


“We’ll see,” she says provocatively, and sticks her foot more aggressively in my face. I kiss it while she lifts her ass off the couch and lets me reach under to undo her garter belt. I take it away and place it on top of the neat pile I’ve formed beside us: Shoe, shoe, stocking, garter belt.


I go back to kissing her bare right foot. She rubs it in my face while I take down her left stocking and place it atop her shoes. Then her right foot is joined by her left, and I start to kiss them both. The smell’s more intense now, a soft, leathery musk. I make love to her feet, licking each of her arches delicately. It takes a complete circuit of both of her arches before she stops laughing.


A few moments later, she’s put down her tumbler and starts to claw at the sofa, gasping slightly.


I say, “Too much, Mist—”


“No! But…massage, much?”


“Of course, Ma’am,” I say.


“No more ‘Ma’am,’” she says.


“Of course…Mistress.”


I start to massage her left arch with both thumbs. I do it gently at first, then more firmly as her eyes roll back. Her red mouth drops open. Her tongue lolls around a bit, almost like it’s on a spring.


After a minute of that, I move on to her right foot. I give it the same treatment, working the muscles loose slowly.


Another minute, and I feel her left foot on my crotch. She leans into it slightly.


“Pervert,” she says. I’m rock hard.


I feel myself blush. “What can I say?”


She pushes down with her right foot. I release it. She lowers her right foot to join her left on my swelling crotch.


“Say ‘Yes, Mistress,’” she tells me, rubbing her feet up and down on my hard cock. “And open your pants.”


“Mistress,” I say. “I’m not done with your foot massage.”


“Yes you are,” she says. “Open them.”


So I do. I unbuckle, unbutton, unzip. I pull my jockey shorts down and circle my cock with my fingers.


Rhonda’s feet shove my hand out of the way. She pushes her feet together, with my cock trapped between them.


“Pervert,” she smirks at me, her voice rough with pleasure.


She leans in, bracing herself on the edge of the sofa. I steady myself on the coffee table not far behind me.


With her ass on the edge and her knees bent, Rhonda gets plenty of leverage. She crushes my cock between her feet. She watches me as she does it.


It’s easier than I expect. Her feet are still slightly wet from my spit. She knows what she’s doing. It only takes moments.


I cry out. I come. She watches me closely as I shoot my load all over her feet.


Rhonda purrs, “Now you can kiss them again.” Laughing, she pushes her feet in my face.


“Of course, Mistress,” I say. I think it surprises her slightly when I start to do it.


“Really?” she says, no longer perturbed—just surprised.


“Really, Mistress,” I tell her. My tongue strokes her arches, and this time she doesn’t giggle.






BEAR CLAWS IN THE MORNING
Sommer Marsden


Brought you bear claws,” Bobby said.


I dropped the sponge I was using to wipe down the kitchen counter and turned, stomach growling. “Gimme.”


He was watching me intently with his dark-blue eyes. So dark they almost looked brown. I never tired of looking at them, especially when I caught a hint of amusement in their depths. When I reached for the box something slid and rattled.


“I thought you brought me bear claws,” I said, my stomach rumbling again, prompted by words that implied food.


“I did.” He cocked an eyebrow and watched me.


I took the pink bakery box and something repeated the pattern—slid, rattled, thumped.


“Bobby…”


“Just open the box, Penelope.”


I untied the butcher’s twine and pulled the lid up. From inside, two sharp claws regarded me.


“Oh my god.” I touched them. My fingers were trembling from the force of adrenaline in my system. “Are these the ones we saw at—?”


“Aaron and Rebecca’s barbeque? Yep.” He grinned.


We’d been at our friends’ house weeks before and when I’d gone to help Rebecca with the food, she’d had these things. Bear claws, they were called. Made from hard plastic, they were designed for the user to slip his fingers into the grips and then pierce, pick up or shred cooked meat. I’d been fascinated by them. Turning them over in my hands, touching the sharp but not dangerous tips. Rebecca had been clueless, rattling on about the sump pump in their basement. But Bobby…Bobby had watched me. Smiling wryly as I stroked the hard plastic implements.


“Your very own set. Because remember—”


I turned to him so fast I knocked the bakery box from the counter. “Are you going to ask me if I remember coming home and confessing to you how much these things turned me on? How I imagined them scraping along my body and up my thighs? Or how you fucked me after my confession? Is that what you’re going to ask if I remember?”


He gave me a knowing smile, a little smug, a lot sexy. Before he could answer I was thrusting the claws into his hands and nodding. I pulled my tee over my head, pushed my gym shorts down. It was cleaning day, and I was dressed like a raggedy person but naked was naked and that’s what I was within thirty seconds.


He licked his lips. It was a predatory move.


“Yes, I remember,” I said, dragging my fingers over his Sunday sweatpants. Worked in, paint stained, seen better days…and perfect to accent a spectacular erection.


“Hurry,” I said, and then stared at him.


He eyed me up, and I felt on display—studied. It made the wetness between my legs that much wetter. It made the craving in my belly that much stronger.


“Turn around,” he said.


“But—”


“Oh, no. I have the claws, Penelope. I’m telling you to turn around. Hands on the counter. Glad you cleaned it.” I heard him chuckle even as I obeyed.


Facing the wall, I placed my hands flat on the counter and when he took his knee and knocked my legs wide I found myself chewing my lower lip. Worrying it with my teeth because the force of my pounding heart was suddenly dizzying.


I heard him squat and then exhale deeply. “You have the prettiest skin. So pale and perfect.” As he said it I felt the claws touch down. Cool, impersonal plastic that glided along my skin softly at first. It almost tickled. When he reached the backs of my knees my legs dipped from the sensation.


Bobby chuckled. “Stay still.”


When he scraped the claws up the opposite way, from ankle to ass, he did it with a heavier touch. My pulse began to slam in my temples, my throat…my cunt.


He did it again but on my outer thighs. From hip to ankle. My skin began to sing with fire. The firmness of his stroke with those wicked-looking things varied from featherlight to menacing. Bobby stopped and I found that I was struggling to breathe, clutching the counter as I hung my head and fought not to babble and plead.


“Turn around.”


I did it willingly—eagerly—spinning so my back and ass were flush to the counter. The claw marks on the backs of my legs ached and tingled. He pushed his face to my pussy and licked me.


“They have done a number on you,” he said, spreading my thighs wider with his hands. Hands still wearing those intimidating claws. “So, so wet…”


“You have,” I gasped. He licked me more, dragging his tongue—broadened and flat—over my clit. I nearly came. “You’ve done a number on me,” I said.


He began a slow, rhythmic motion scratching me from my inner thighs to outer thighs as he ate me. The mix of the softly stroking scratches and the wet ministrations of his tongue had me half-drunk with arousal. I arched my hips to meet his mouth but it amped up the force of his scratches. My thighs buzzed with blood and my stomach felt as if I were in free fall.


“I’m—”


He shushed me, lips still against my pussy, and the vibration worked through me. He slid the sharp, cold plastic up until the claws dragged along the fragile place where thigh met groin. “Come when you want,” he said, lips still pressed to my nether lips.


I came, pushing my hands into his dark hair, holding on as the first sweet spasm shook me where I stood. He kept going, licking me with a force that staggered me even as I insisted it was too much.


“It’s not,” he said. He dragged the bear claws softly along my belly, over my hip bones, down my flanks. When I came a second time, he stood fast, claws still on, scraping my upper arms as he turned me. He knocked my legs wider again and I moaned.


He entered me fast, his hands slipping beneath my breasts and holding me that way. The sharp yet smooth plastic biting against my nipples. The tips pressing into my flesh whenever I breathed.


I hung my head, surrendering to his grip as he pulled my body back to take his. We had all day. We had a new toy. I had marks on my body and his cock inside me. I was blissed out in a way I hadn’t been in ages.


“Fuck,” he laughed softly. “I wanted this to last so much longer. But with you all striped up with scratch marks like my own little candy cane…” he trailed off.


I found my still-thumping clit with my fingers as his tempo amped up and when he roared, very much like the bear he was pretending to be, I managed to come with him. A small, sweet shudder of an orgasm that had me laughing wildly as we came to a stop, stilling there in the tiny silent kitchen.


“I brought you bear claws,” he repeated, chuckling.


“I love them. Reusable, washable and no calories.”


He kissed the back of my neck. “And now that I have them you just never know when they’ll make an appearance, little girl.”


I shivered in his arms. “That’s my favorite part.”






BLUE DENIM PUSSY
Clarice Alexander


I want your honest opinion,” Sasha said, twirling around in front of Colin, letting him see her colt-like legs, haughty ass and slim waist, all contained in a pair of new and tight-fitting dark denim jeans. He didn’t respond immediately, taking in the way she looked. Sleek in her long-sleeved black blouse, her birch-colored hair up in a ponytail, gray-green eyes wide while she waited for his answer. Still, he couldn’t actually think of anything to say. Nothing except the fact that he was going to fuck her. Here. Now.


“Tell me,” she urged, tilting her head to look past him at her own reflection in the dressing room mirror. “I mean, what do you think?”


Remaining silent, he took one step toward her in the small space and grabbed hold of her hand. His fingers slid upward to close firmly around her delicate wrist, like a pair of handcuffs snapping shut. Something in the gesture made Sasha forget what she was asking and pay attention to the look Colin was giving her.

OEBPS/images/01_image.jpg
CLEL

PRESS





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
THE BIG BOOK
OF KINK

SEXY STORIES

EDITED BY
AvrisoN TYLER





OEBPS/images/opencover.jpg
THE BIG BOOK
OF KINK

SEXY STORIES

EDITED BY
AvrisoN TYLER





