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  INTRODUCTION: BIG Os ALL AROUND


  The sixty-nine orgasm erotica stories you’re about to read will take you to many places, from sex clubs to stables to space to locations much closer to home. Everywhere, though, these characters of varying genders offer themselves up to different ways of experiencing pleasure. Sometimes, it’s with sex toys, sometimes it’s with a new lover, sometimes it’s by pursuing a sexual fantasy to its ultimate conclusion.


  They meet their lovers in a variety of ways: at work, outdoors, at yoga. Sometimes they reconnect with a partner and discover a whole new way of being intimate with them. In others, they get to know their own bodies in ways they never have before.


  In Kristan X’s “A Birthday Gift,” a woman discovers that orgasms are hers for the taking, as often as she wants. “In between, the pleasure suffuses into her skin and tingles there like electricity, waiting to be discharged.” While that’s not the case for every character here, the energy X explores, that pleasure that overwhelms the senses in the best way possible, whether it’s ardently pursued or easily available, is what animates these stories.


  In addition to tales of wild abandon, there are also many moments of deep tenderness here, such as in “Lights Up” by Veronique Veritas, when Samuel reveals his biggest sexual fantasy to Genni, hoping she’ll say yes to making it come true (spoiler alert: she does). In Ruby Barrett’s powerful “Our Fragile Mouths,” the sensual power of oral sex helps a couple reconnect in a time of need. She writes, “His mouth. His beautiful mouth, his soft tongue, and warm breath. He swears against her lips while he fucks her with his mouth.”


  Whether they’re having anonymous sex, public sex, exploring BDSM, engaging in a hot masturbation session, or any of the many other types of sexual delights you’ll find in this anthology, these characters are open to the possibilities of what can happen when they let go of their inhibitions and embrace their deepest desires.


  There’s a power to not only naming those desires, but acting on them, no matter how wanton. In “First Day” by Katrina Jackson, a new job also means a chance to get hot and heavy with two extremely hot new bosses. “This is all so inappropriate. I know that, but I don’t care. This is what I’ve been dreaming about every night while in bed with my favorite vibrator: shivering between Monica and Lane, overheated skin, hard nipples, and a wet, aching pussy,” she writes. Many other characters here go after their dreams, as others discover opportunities for sex their minds never could have conjured without the help of a talented and daring partner.


  While each of the stories here is short, the authors have managed to pack so much desire, lust, and passion into each and every one, offering a gamut of human emotion, sexual scenarios, fetishes, and ways of getting it on in the pursuit of orgasms and so much more.


  My hope is that these varied orgasmic tales offer you a way to rekindle your own desires, whether picking up ideas you want to try or simply transporting you for a few pages into a sex story that sizzles with the rush of looking, showing off, tasting, touching, and discovering the thrill of exploding from the inside out, of letting the body take over.


  Rachel Kramer Bussel


  LOOKING THROUGH THE WINDOW


  Louise Kane


  Kay loved Riley’s apartment at night. Riley’s entire living room wall was glass, and with only candles lighting the space, it afforded a clear view of the tree-lined park across the street and the surrounding high-rise apartments dotted with well-lit tableaus of strangers’ lives.


  Warm arms circled Kay’s waist and she leaned her head back as Riley asked, “What do you see, sweet girl?”


  Kay grinned as Riley’s mouth found her neck. “I see lots of people not ready for sleep. And a few who would probably enjoy watching something other than reruns.”


  “Is that so?” Riley bit down, earning an undignified yelp from Kay that quickly turned into a groan as Riley licked the small hurt. They’d been teasing all day, and it didn’t help when their hands slid under Kay’s shirt to play with her tits.


  “Take this off,” said Riley, lifting the hem of Kay’s tank top. Kay obediently raised her arms and was rewarded with the caress of a breeze through the window.


  “These too,” said Riley, tugging at Kay’s black briefs. Kay wriggled out of her underwear, sticking out her ass more than necessary to press against Riley hard enough to verify she’d guessed right: they were packing.


  “You made such a point of mentioning how bored our poor neighbors look,” murmured Riley, hand tracing errant loops over Kay’s stomach. “How do you feel about putting on a show?”


  Kay jolted at the spark Riley’s words sent to her cunt. “What do you mean?”


  “I mean,” said Riley, trailing fingers through the dark curls at the top of Kay’s thighs and drawing a low moan from her lips, “I think they’d enjoy watching you fuck yourself. Don’t you want to be a good neighbor, sweet thing?”


  Kay whimpered. The thought of playing out a shared fantasy turned her on as much as Riley’s fingers finding her clit and rubbing until she couldn’t think.


  Until they stopped.


  Kay cried out, but Riley only laughed. “What do you think? Do you want to give them a show? If you do a good job, maybe you’ll get to feel my cock inside you.


  Would you like that?”


  Kay bit the inside of her cheek, hot desire building in her chest to please Riley—and to be watched. “Yes.”


  “That’s what I thought.” Riley stepped back, and Kay gasped at the loss of contact. “An eager girl like you . . . I bet there isn’t anything you wouldn’t do, is there?”


  Kay whimpered. “No.”


  “Exactly.” Riley moved to a spot along the far wall, leaving Kay alone in front of the window. “You may begin.”


  A soft click and the overhead light flickered to life above Kay, throwing the apartment and her naked form into sharp relief. Kay struggled not to cover herself as her reflection stared back at her. Swallowing hard, her hands began their exploration.


  Kay’s tits ached from a day of tension, and she moaned low in her throat as she plucked at her sensitive nipples. She twisted the right one hard enough to elicit a yelp and sighed as she floated through the aftermath of the pain.


  As Kay’s hands passed her navel, she opened her eyes. Riley hadn’t told Kay she couldn’t shut them, but it felt like she was cheapening the experience by pretending no one was out there. Kay breathed out, pushing through the embarrassment as her hands drifted lower until they were nestled in curls.


  Kay played with her clit while her other hand found her cunt slick with want. She moaned as her fingers glided across her opening, anyone outside the apartment —outside herself—forgotten. Distantly, Kay heard her moans filling the room. Turned on by her own want, she finally thrust one, two, three fingers into her cunt.


  “Fuck,” breathed Kay, one hand shoved against the glass to keep her upright as she slowly fucked herself. She thought about every single one of those pinpricks of light staring as her rhythm sped and tension built in her stomach. Built and built and—


  “Fingers out,” said Riley, voice low and quiet.


  Kay whined but dropped her hand as Riley moved to stand behind her. Head hung and arms limp, Kay’s moans became labored breathing, caught between an almost-captured orgasm and arousal so painful that her cunt pulsed in time with her heart.


  “You like that they can all see you, don’t you?” asked Riley, making Kay gasp as their cock grazed her entrance. She hadn’t noticed them unzip their pants. Whimpering, Kay pushed her ass back into Riley. They only chuckled.


  “Always so eager,” said Riley. “You’re nothing if not consistent, sweet girl. The moment a cock appears, you lose your head. You forget I told you to stop fucking that pretty pink cunt, but I never told you to stop playing with yourself.”


  Kay shook her head even if she didn’t dare turn around to plead her case. Every feather-soft pass of her fingers over hips, stomach, tits sent sparks straight to her cunt. She was distantly aware that her hips hadn’t stopped moving.


  Riley traced the roundness of Kay’s ass, squeezing it sharply as they planted a quick kiss on the side of Kay’s neck. “Do you want me to fuck you, sweet girl?”


  “Yes, please,” whispered Kay. “Please. Please.”


  “Well, when you beg so pretty,” said Riley and thrust into her, filling Kay’s cunt until she let out a strangled scream. Riley’s labored breathing answered Kay’s as they pushed her forward until she was pinned between Riley and the outside world.


  Kay became a hurricane of yes and please and harder and more, spinning tighter and tighter around the eye of it until screams were all she had left. She was inside and outside of herself, focused on Riley’s cock and the watching neighbors, and getting closer to coming.


  “Don’t you think your audience deserves a grand finale, sweet girl?” murmured Riley, stilling inside Kay as their hands slid low on Kay’s hips. Kay cried out from the loss of friction, but Riley didn’t move. “It doesn’t seem fair to not give them what they’ve been waiting for.”


  Kay was past words, so wild with want that frantic nodding was all she could offer. She was so desperate for release that she would’ve agreed to anything.


  “Use your hands,” said Riley. “Rub your clit.”


  With a sigh, Kay slid one of her hands down the glass toward her clit. She moaned as she pressed down hard, sending a jolt of electricity through weak arms and thighs. Riley resumed their movement, sliding in and out of Kay at a pace just quick enough to ease her frustration.


  But soon, even the edge of that was lost as Kay rubbed quick circles over her clit. Her breath fogged the glass until it was as slick as her cunt. Then Riley shifted, finding that perfect spot, and it became too much. Kay screamed, unleashing the orgasm that had been building all day as her final act.


  Fully spent, Kay collapsed against the glass with a giggle, fully aware that everyone could still see her— and past the point of caring.


  There would definitely be an encore performance.


  FOR RESEARCH PURPOSES


  Bridget Midway


  “You can’t stop the feeling when it hits,” Tristan said.


  Yesenia shook her head. “Nope. Cut out ‘said’ and let the characters feel it.” She deleted the last word of the sentence she had written and grimaced. “Stop fucking editing yourself as you write and just get the damn story down.”


  Even as she told herself that, typing on her laptop while sitting cross-legged on her king-size bed, she still made changes. She found that writing late at night worked best for her creative juices, especially writing sex scenes, which as an erotic romance author, encompassed much of her content. When she wrote intimate scenes, her heart raced, her clitoris throbbed, and sometimes she would have to take a cool shower to calm herself. It helped that she had an incredible husband, who also made her heart thrum. Right now she had to focus on the writing.


  “You can’t stop the feeling when it hits.” Tristan punctuated his statement by palming Aya’s breast—no, wrong word—tit through her thin shirt.


  Yes, he would think “tit” and not “breast.”


  Aya moaned as Tristan ran his thumb over her distended nipple.


  “Shit. Is she wearing a bra? Did I mention that?” Yesenia groaned as she kept typing. “Edit later.” She adjusted the headband over her hair styled in two-stranded twists all over her head and hanging like ropes over her shoulders.


  Tristan lowered his free hand down between her thick thighs.


  Yesenia smiled. Voluptuous African-American women need love, too.


  He slipped his hand inside her panties and located her clit.


  Yesenia squirmed while she got into writing this section. Her wonderfully supportive husband had the enviable trait of leaving her alone to write and popping in to offer support, a drink and, on a couple of occasions, a piece of chocolate. The thought of the sweet treat broke Yesenia’s attention from her laptop screen for a brief moment. She glanced at the bedroom door as though she could conjure her dear husband to be there with some dark chocolate-covered almonds, her favorite.


  “Concentrate, girl. You’re on a deadline.”


  Tristan leaned forward and buried his head next to hers to kiss her neck. Aya accommodated him by leaning her head to the side to give him a larger surface to use his incredible mouth. Then he—


  “Wait. Fuck. Can he massage her tit, play with her clitoris, and nibble her neck at the same time?” Yesenia hovered her hands over her keyboard, contemplating her next move.


  Keep writing or mull over the logistics of a sex scene?


  She put her hands back on the keyboard, brushing her index fingers over the raised ridges on the F and J keys before eventually springing from her bed and marching to the family room, where she knew her husband was occupying himself with some mindless entertainment on TV.


  Lloyd glanced at Yesenia and smiled. “Finished writing?”


  Yesenia pulled Lloyd’s hand to get him to rise from his velvety recliner. “I need you.”


  Lloyd widened his sky-blue eyes. “Oh. Okay.” He stood in his bare feet, towering over his wife. His black shorts hung baggy on his hips and showed off his long legs. He picked up the remote long enough to silence the TV to give Yesenia his full attention. “What? You need me to get something off a high shelf?” He smirked before puffing out a chuckle.


  “Cute. No, I’m working on a scene and I need to see if it makes sense.” Before explaining further, she placed one of his hands on her breast.


  Without instruction, Lloyd massaged her until her nipples hardened even more. “Okay. I like where this is going.” His smile widened when she pulled the elastic of her shorts away from her waist and eased his other hand down into her panties. “And you say this is research? Should I be doing something with this hand?”


  Before she could answer, Lloyd brushed the pads of his index and middle fingers over her clit, making it throb. This man knew her body. Yesenia needed that feeling, that familiarity, between her characters.


  “That’s nice. And totally appropriate for the scene.” Yesenia closed her eyes. Her head automatically tilted to the side as she gyrated her hips, enjoying his delicate yet commanding ministrations.


  Relief washed over her in that moment. No matter what she had on her plate, Lloyd made her life easier like he had always done since they’d met during their freshman year of college. He knew how to play with her body to get her to reach the heights of ecstasy. Fifteen years later, he kept her laughing and excited in every way.


  She gasped when she felt his lips connect to the sensitive flesh on the side of her neck. At that moment, she forgot about writing. When she felt the distinctive bulge under Lloyd’s shorts, she knew he must have forgotten his duty to help her in her research. Thank God he wasn’t stopping where she had ended her scene.


  Lloyd pulled her panties down her legs at the same time as she pulled down his shorts and boxers. “Don’t know if this is part of your research, but you can’t say I’m not thorough.”


  “Let’s see how good you are.” Yesenia held her husband’s shoulders and pushed him down on the couch. She pulled off her shirt as he ripped off his. “For research.”


  He held her hips. She held the base of his shaft as she impaled herself. He filled her completely. Yesenia connected her gaze to his as she undulated her hips, moving him in and out of her.


  She pressed her lips against his firm, full set, which made him grip her hips even more, guiding her motions by pulling her back and forth . . . just like those alpha-male heroes from the stories she wrote.


  His pulsating cock rubbed against her inner walls, making the hairs stand up on her arms and the back of her neck. Lloyd raised his hips and dug his fingers into her flesh. She moved her body faster until she felt her stomach tighten. Yesenia drew her thighs against his body.


  Lloyd wrapped his arms around her and pulled her against his chest. As soon as he nibbled on her earlobe, she shattered. Every muscle in her body constricted, including and especially, the slick inner walls of her vagina that gripped his hard shaft. Her heart pounded hard enough that she thought it would explode, the same feeling she had every time she and Lloyd had sex. If she’d survived all these years with him blowing her mind, another sensational orgasm wouldn’t kill her.


  She released a long, low moan that shook her body and made her pussy quiver. This closeness, the heart-pounding intensity, the absolute connection to her man—Yesenia wanted those sensations for her characters, too. She would have to remember this feeling in her writing.


  Lloyd gripped her tighter and growled as he came deep in her. Through a panting breath, he said, “I love it when you write sex scenes.”


  Yesenia laughed. “Thank you for helping me in my research.”


  He kissed her forehead. “Anytime. And I do mean anytime.”


  ANONYMOUS


  Jodie Griffin


  Marina had no idea where she was. That was part of the rules, part of the agreement she had set up with Gavin, her next-door neighbor and unexpected ally. Some might call him a pimp for what he brokered, but she called him an angel. Maybe a fallen one, but an angel nonetheless. No money changed hands, even though he arranged for people to fuck her. She’d once asked him what he got out of it, but all he’d given her was one of those devilish grins of his, and the words “Trust me, I get plenty.”


  As per the agreement she’d more than willingly signed, she was stripped of sight and sound—and clothing—and bound to something. It was different each time, and her imagination always gave her ideas, but the what and the where and even the who never mattered.


  All she had asked was that she be anonymously fucked into oblivion. No names. No speaking.


  She craved orgasms. Not always with this clawing, desperate need, and not even on a regular schedule. Oh, it had started out that way in her mid-thirties, when it could be predicted by the calendar. Now, at nearly fifty, the frequency of the cravings had slowed, but the intensity had grown. She had no problem getting herself off, but when she got like this, with a nearly constant ache between her legs that she couldn’t keep up with, she told Gavin.


  And he arranged it all.


  She had no idea where she was. Her house, a cabin in the woods, on a stage in front of a thousand people, or in the town square. She didn’t care, but she loved thinking about it. Need might claw at her body, but her mind had to be seduced, too, before release was possible. The not knowing was a big part of the thrill. These encounters had become a choose-your-own-adventure of the sexual kind, with a thousand potential twists and turns leading to multiple orgasms for her.


  Relief was almost here.


  Anticipation and excitement zinged around her brain, making her twitch in her bindings. Today, she was flat on her back, a pillow beneath her head, her knees bent and her thighs wide open. When something touched her, she jolted, her pulse starting to race. As though the person who’d done it to her understood, a palm moved against her leg in long, soothing strokes until she relaxed again.


  The touch became warm and slick, and fingers kneaded at muscles in her calf. Two hands then, one on each leg. Up and down, gliding smoothly and then tightening, moving past her knees to her thighs, and then back down again. The scent of coconut teased her nose. A soft sigh left her mouth, and she sank back onto the table.


  The hands on her thighs moved closer and closer to the aching spot between her legs, thumbs brushing against the curls there. She jolted when that touch was joined by hands cupping her breasts, pinching her nipples. Different hands, one soft, one callused. A person on each side, working in synchronicity? Three people touching her at once?


  Her imagination took over, and her body responded, her first orgasm cresting as fingers fucked into her body. Hands continued to stroke her, inside and out, drawing out the pleasure for her, but as the orgasm eased, so did the touches, until she was alone again.


  That was the agreement. Once she came, the person touching her was done.


  It wasn’t long before her need started to build again. She shifted in her bindings. She was on a bed, or maybe a padded table. It vibrated a bit, and her legs were opened wider. The touch was impersonal this time; she felt a textured dildo slide inside her. Her body fluttered around it, a remnant of her last orgasm, but it would take a lot more than that to get her off again.


  It always did.


  It was pulled out of her body, and then slowly pushed in. Once, twice, three times, twenty times. Slow and steady, until it wasn’t. The movement sped up, her breathing hitching as she was brought closer and closer to the edge by the relentless pounding.


  But the person fucking her with the dildo was just getting started. They slowed again, moving just enough to keep her aroused and not enough to send her over. Instead of steady and measured, though, now the movements were random. In. Out. Three beats before another stroke. In. Out. Ten beats. In. Out. One beat. In and holding. Back out again.


  Her teeth clenched as frustration rose, as tension built inside her, wanting that dildo back inside her, fucking her. A hand landed on her stomach, fingers splayed wide. Just resting there, not touching her anywhere in a sexual way. Warm. Heavy. Controlled.


  And then the fucking started up again, the pace slow but constant, inexorably driving her toward a peak that remained just outside her grasp.


  Until it stopped again.


  When it started for a third time, it was relentless. Hard, and deep, and fast, coiling the tension inside her until she went supernova, her release exploding through her and taking her breath away.


  She wasn’t sure how long she was out of it, but she’d felt that hand pressed on her belly, steady, supportive, as she came back into herself. Someone raised her head, gave her some water, which she drank gratefully through parched lips.


  As she leaned back against the table, the hand on her stomach disappeared.


  Time had no meaning right now. She lost track of how many orgasms she had, but each one was delicious.


  A tongue between her legs, licking at her and sipping at her as soft hands held her hips down. A gentle orgasm, a release on a shuddered breath, an encounter that ended with a fleeting kiss to her mound.


  A lube-slickened ass-fucking with a wand pressed against her clit that sent her back into the stratosphere. It didn’t always happen, but the owner of that dick spent themselves inside her, and she felt their release trickle down between her cheeks.


  A person between her legs, their long, thick dick reaching a place she hadn’t believed existed, the coarse hair of their thighs rubbing against her smooth ones. They were relentless, driving her to a point where all she could do was thrash her head back and forth. Her orgasm burst forth and drenched her, and it took a long while for her breathing to settle back down.


  She was, finally, exhausted and sated and so very satisfied. But before she could signal that, she was given another massage, this one stroking her lightly, inside and out. Two hands, gentle ones, and she came on a sigh, her mind floating away as her bindings were released.


  Gavin got her home and into bed and kissed her forehead, pulling the covers up over her. The fire inside her had been quenched, at least in the short-term. He had come through for her again, to make sure she had all the orgasms she needed. And he’d be there for her the next time.


  She just wished she knew why.


  FEELING HIMSELF


  Kendel Davi


  Justin swallows hard. Excitement mixed with fear ravages his body. It’s not like they haven’t done this before, but what’s going to be used on him tonight has his anxiety peaking.


  “Are you ready, sweetie?” Rania calls out. Her thick Manchester accent flows. After twenty-five years of marriage he knows when Rania returns to her native tongue she’s completely uninhibited.


  “I’m ready.” He gulps.


  Rania sashays into the bedroom in a ruby silk robe. Streaks of gray pepper her shoulder-length black hair. The robe embraces her full sensual curves as its shade brings out the honey color of her skin. Justin marvels at his wife’s beauty but soon his focus drops to the healthy-size bulge at her midsection. Rania opens the robe with a flourish and delivers a playful, “Ta-dah!”


  Justin’s mouth drops.


  “That was my same reaction when I first saw it.” She chuckles as mischief beams from her eyes.


  She isn’t talking about the dildo hanging from her harness. It’s a reference to the first time she saw his cock. Now a perfectly molded silicone replica swings between her legs. He’d laughed this off as an improbability when she’d first broached the subject, but now, as his eyes focus on the mocha representation of his cock, for the first time in his life he wished he wasn’t, as Rania loves to say, blessed.


  “It looks real,” he whispers and takes a deep breath to calm his fluttering stomach.


  “I tested it on myself. It feels real too.” She takes a step back and stands with arms akimbo. “Now, come over here and suck your dick.”


  He clinches hard on his butt plug before moving his burly frame to the floor. She strokes the dildo in the same way Justin tugs on his dick when he jerks off. The movement brings a smile to his face as he crawls to her. Then he closes his eyes and slowly opens his mouth.


  “We’ll have none of that. I want your eyes open when you’re sucking it.”


  Justin’s heart races as he extends the tip of his tongue. His body shivers when he makes contact. Has his mind created a symbiotic link to this length of silicone? He swears he can feel it in his cock and moves further down the shaft just to be sure. This time there’s no denying it and soon he’s giving himself the fellatio of his dreams.


  “You’re such a handsome little cocksucker,” Rania mutters as she strokes her fingers through his salt-and-pepper hair.


  Justin watches her body react. It’s as if she’s feeling what he’s doing with his mouth as well. She caresses his cheek gently before hooking her hand underneath his chin. He’s given Rania this nonverbal cue numerous times. He knows what she wants and pushes the dildo as far as he can down his throat.


  “Now I see why you love this so much.” He struggles to hold the dildo in his throat. “Breathe through your nose, Justin. It helps,” Rania suggests.


  He closes his eyes to focus on his breath and dives further down the shaft. He feels he’s reached his limit but the aroma of his wife’s arousal pushes him beyond what he thought possible.


  “That’s so fucking hot,” Rania coos before she bends over and delivers a short thrust into his throat. The heft of her breasts presses against his shoulders as she clasps her hands on his butt for leverage. His wife is using his throat for her pleasure, much like he’s done to her over the years. He’s determined to take this for as long as possible, but the feeling of Rania grabbing the base of the butt plug forces him to eject the dildo from his gullet.


  “It’s not as easy as it looks,” she says. Justin nods his head in agreement. “Now, give me a gentle push, sweetie.”


  She softly twists the butt plug. Justin contracts and it glides out of his well-lubed hole. The hollowness of his vacant cavity consumes him. He scurries to the bed and leans over, praying Rania will stuff his agony, but instead she gives him a soft peck on the cheek.


  “Turn around. I want to see your face when I enter you.”


  Justin rolls onto his back. His eagerness has his body trembling, but Rania takes her time. She drips lube on the dildo and works it through with her hand as her gaze drifts between her husband’s urgent expression and his puckering hole. Her delay has Justin’s anxiety lathering in his vulnerability. He strokes his cock at the same pace that Rania lubes the dildo to stave off his nervousness.


  “Don’t worry. I’ll be gentle,” she promises.


  The sweetness in her voice soothes him but his need has him jerking his cock at a furious rate.


  Rania places the head of the dildo between his ass cheeks before slapping his hand away.


  “Let me handle that,” she says.


  She teases his opening. His breath staggers with want. She holds the dildo steady as her other hand takes a firm grip of his cock. As she enters her husband, Rania squeezes his dick in her hand to match her journey into his ass.


  “Oh, fuck,” he squalls.


  The sensation of being filled by his wife devours him as her tight grip on his cock has him clinging to reality.


  “You feel that, babe? It’s almost like you’re fucking yourself.”


  With the dildo firmly inside him, Rania places her free hand on his chest. His heart pounds with every inch she drives into him.


  “I can’t believe I’m fucking your ass with this. How does it feel having your dick inside you the way you’ve had it inside me?”


  She delivers another short, quick thrust into him, which renders him speechless. The only way he can let his wife know the strength of his satisfaction is to relax and allow her to take him in the way she’s craved all these months.


  Rania focuses on her husband’s face with each stroke, breaking through whatever tension he has left. He takes a deep breath. She senses his need and fills him to the hilt as she slides her hand down his cock with the firmest grip she can possibly give. It’s all too much and Justin cries out as the force of his orgasm ejects a flow of semen from his body.


  “I’m sorry,” he groans as his body twitches. “I thought I could last longer.”


  “You did wonderful,” Rania chimes. She gently removes the dildo from his ass before giving him a loving kiss. Then she stares at his still hard cock. “And it looks like you saved some for me.” She frees herself from the harness and climbs on top of Justin. “God, you’re so good to me,” she mumbles and drives his cock deep into her pussy.


  Justin watches in awe as Rania pushes herself toward much-deserved relief. He now knows that getting fucked by his wife, with a replica of his own dick, is something he could really get used to.


  VIBRATIONS


  Angela Addams


  After twenty years of marriage, you know me to my skeleton. To the marrow in my bones and the blood in my veins.


  A lifetime of togetherness.


  The fights. Stripping me raw.


  The forgiveness. Balm to my wounds.


  The compromise. Gluing us together.


  The smiles, adventures, and laughter.


  Whispered conversations late at night. Swift and silent fucking. Urgent desire, unbridled moaning, orgasms that shoot me to outer space.


  You’ve had so much time to hone your skill.


  “Hop up on the speaker,” you say. “It’s steady.”


  Stolen time fills my stomach with wild butterflies, fluttering madly. The threat of getting caught is deliciously tantalizing. I climb onto the biggest speaker you’ve got.


  “Check, check.” Your voice vibrates up my spine, pinging along my nerve endings, tickling my brain.


  I settle myself, fanning my box pleat skirt around me, adjusting so that my bare ass cheeks spread wide and my pussy presses into the faux leather of the speaker.


  “Earplugs?” Your voice reverberates against my skin. My pussy shivers. “Blindfold?”


  “Check, check.” It comes out gravelly so I clear my throat. “I have them.” I pull the earplugs along with the blindfold out of the little pocket in my skirt.


  “We don’t have much time, love.”


  Urgency is my catalyst. My pussy jolts, spasming with anticipatory need.


  I put the earplugs in. Tie the blindfold on.


  The world is dark. Sound muffled. I brace myself, spread my legs wider, then lean forward so that my clit rubs along the top of the speaker.


  “Remember, no hands,” you say. Your voice is both a distant sound and a rumble against my thighs. My nipples pebble, turning into hard buds underneath the silk fabric of my blouse. Without a bra, the sensation is immediate. I sway forward, rocking myself to get a tiny taste—


  “Kess,” you warn, your voice a small earthquake under my ass.


  I stop. We have rules. No hands. No self-stimulation. No cheating.


  You hum into the mic just to remind me. A steady ripple that travels through the speaker, teasing me with the barest of vibrations. You know it’s not enough. “Kess, my love. My everything.” Your voice is a deep baritone. Smooth and rich. “Cannnn you feeeeeeel me?”


  The speaker shakes. I brace myself. Hands on the sides, fingers hooked if only to keep from touching myself.


  I nod because I’m ready and time is slipping away from us. The band will be here soon. Then the small collection of fans. This is our moment. Our stolen minutes to test our love.


  You quickly strum A, D, G. Your bass is an extension of your hands. I’ve seen you play so many times that I’m envisioning your fingers flying along the strings. Each time you pluck a note, it’s a gentle touch against my clit.


  My body coils.


  I’m so ready.


  When you stroke low E, it reverberates like a lightning strike.


  Pleasure shoots through the speaker, against my pussy, beating along my clit. I arch my back and my tits brush the fabric of my blouse. You’ve hit the right note so you do it again . . . and again . . . then you start to sing.


  Our song. The one about how we met. How we fell in love. An eternity in a song.


  The earplugs suppress the sound of your voice but I know the words by heart.


  My Kess. My love. My eeeeeverythingggggg.


  You’re my queen and I’m your kinnnnngggg.


  I see you in my mind. Strong fingers caressing your bass. Blue eyes caressing me. I sway side to side so that my tits rub ever so gently, teasing my nipples along the silk. I grind my clit into the sound that throbs through the speaker.


  Your voice touches me, plucking my clit, resonating over my pussy lips.


  Your guitar solo crests like a wave full of heavy beats. It’s loud enough to obliterate the dulling effect of the earplugs. It’s insistent enough to send shockwaves to my core. My pussy clenches, gripping onto the sound, pulling it closer, rubbing along my sensitive flesh. I bow my back. My tits strain against my blouse, my nipples so hard they should pierce the fabric.


  You strum harder. Louder. Intense tremors slide from the speakers into me, tendrils of deep bass filling me, pumping me full of sound.


  My pussy quivers. My nipples quake.


  My climax mounts with every vibration. And you keep singing. You keep strumming. Relentless tremors of your love.


  Don’t stop. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.


  I moan. I gasp. Both sounds echo in my head along with your words.


  My Kess. My love. My eeeeeverythingggggg.


  I’m on my knees, so take my rinnngggg.


  Your words lick my pussy. Circle my clit. Latch onto my heart. We reach the crescendo together. Your fingers make music. Your voice sings love.


  My body torques.


  My pussy shudders.


  My clit sparks.


  I’ve reached the peak of pleasure and roll over the pinnacle until I’m freefalling. Every sensation only intensifies the shaking, spasming, earth-obliterating orgasm. Lightning flashes against the darkness of the blindfold, shooting sparks to my nipples so that I climax again . . . and again . . . one continuous string of pure bliss.


  The sound stops pulsating but I don’t.


  Your energy is a magnetic force. Your hands slide up my legs. You grip my hips and pull me to the edge of the speaker. You press your lips to my throat and glide your cock deep inside so that my pussy stretches and my body shudders all over again.


  This is what twenty years looks like. So comfortable that risks aren’t as risky. So sure of one another that pleasure is a game.


  You pull one earplug out. You sing the chorus again.


  My Kess. My love. My eeeeeverythingggggg.


  You’re my queen and I’m your kinnnnngggg.


  A whisper against my ear.


  Your cock is a piston. You drive me to the summit. We both fly off the peak.


  BETTER WITH TIME


  Meka James


  Time stopped as she lay naked, anticipating Marcus’s arrival. When the bed dipped, Amari squeezed her eyes and bit her lip. She jumped when he touched her leg. He trailed his fingertips from the back of her knee, over the curve of her ass, to her lower back. Twenty years of marriage and their attraction was stronger than ever. More since they’d decided to get more adventurous with their sex life.


  He pressed his lips to her shoulder as he opened the nightstand drawer. “Nervous?”


  “Yes.” Her voice, a breathy whisper. “But in the best kind of way.” Amari let her eyes flutter open in time to see Marcus set the vibrating butt plug and bottle of lube on the top of the nightstand. Her mouth went dry, excitement pooled in her belly, and arousal rushed between her legs.


  He shifted, straddling her on all fours. She wanted to turn over, to lock her lips with his and beg him to make love to her, but she waited. A new side of him had surfaced since they’d begun their journey. A quiet control . . . a dominance which excited her in ways she’d never imagined.


  He moved her hair to the side and kissed the back of her neck. While running his tongue down the length of her back, he slid his hands down her sides. She gripped the covers, willing herself to be still and not push her hips back for him. When he got to her ass, she sucked in a breath. A kiss to one cheek and then the other before pressing his thumb against her tight hole. A reminder of what was in store for the night. Amari clenched on contact. He stroked until she relaxed. Only then did he continue his journey to where she wanted him most, widening her legs to give him more access.


  “Oh, baby, so wet. So eager.”


  Amari gyrated her hips against his slow-moving fingers and let out a strangled moan when he eased two inside her pussy. She pushed back, needing more contact. Just as she was about to climax he withdrew and left her panting. Longing, aching for the release he’d denied her, she started grinding against the bed, but a gentle smack to her ass stopped her.


  Marcus made a tsking sound. “Not yet.”


  He slid his slick fingers between her ass cheeks and rubbed across her opening. She held her breath in anticipation. Marcus moved at a torturously slow pace, while Amari buried her face in the pillow, groaning from the sensation.


  His hand eased down, again stroking her aching sex, recoating his digits, before returning to fondle her ass. She curled her toes and held onto the pillow for dear life, trying not to bring herself to orgasm; she thought she’d surely die from the effort. But with Marcus’s exquisite control over her body this would be a great way to go.


  “This might be a little cold,” he warned.


  Seconds later, the cool liquid hit her flesh. He circled his fingers around the puckered hole she’d always believed would be off limits. Now, she could barely contain the need to have her husband fill her. The tight muscles gave slight resistance as he eased in the toy, and she let out a throaty moan as it settled into place.


  He pressed his lips to her shoulder. “Undress me.”


  Amari lifted her head, blinking to clear the stars from the change of light. She loosened her grip on the covers and let blood return to her fingers. When she moved, she clenched her ass around the silicone plug. Marcus stood with a sexy smile and helped her off the bed.


  As his darkened gaze held hers, she swallowed the dryness in her mouth. With shaky hands, she eased up his shirt, revealing more of his warm brown skin. She let her fingers explore his toned abdomen and chest. He pulled the garment the rest of the way off and tossed it to the floor.


  Amari kept her gaze on her husband as she reached for the waistband of his pants. Her eyes remained locked with his as she unbuttoned his jeans and slid the zipper down. When she took ahold of his hard dick, he groaned and gripped her hips. Pride rolled through her. As much as he made her body sing, knowing she had the same effect on him sent her heart into a tailspin.


  She loved him. Marcus was her protector. Her lover. Her friend. She stroked his beautiful cock, circling the tip with her thumb. She sucked the digit into her mouth, licking off the pre-come. His eyes became mere slits. She smiled, a new warmth of desire flooding her. Marcus crashed his lips to hers. All she wanted in that moment was for her husband to ravish her body in the most glorious ways.


  Marcus picked her up and gently laid her on the bed. Kicking his pants free, he settled between her legs, poised at her wet and eager pussy. He kissed her again as he eased forward. With a devilish smirk, he picked up the remote, then pressed a button.


  Amari sucked in a breath as a low pulse radiated from the plug. He waited, giving them both time to get used to the sensation before he started to move, slowly at first. Marcus tangled his fingers with hers, pinning her arms above her head.


  Between the vibrations of the plug, plus the tightness of having both it and her husband filling her in such a glorious way, Amari’s release scratched just beneath the surface.


  “Marcus, please,” she whined.


  He pulled out and pushed back in with more force. “Is this what you wanted?”


  “Yes!”


  Marcus thrust forward again and Amari squeezed her eyes shut as her orgasm tore through her.


  “Look at me.”


  She popped her eyes open at his gruff command. Her husband loomed above her, pure lust in his brown eyes as her body trembled around him. Amari couldn’t catch her breath before she was flipped onto her stomach. Marcus removed the plug and positioned his dick between her ass cheeks.


  “You ready?”


  Unable to speak, she nodded her consent. He inched in slowly and she breathed through the intrusion. The slow pumps in and out of her ass stole her ability to think. She focused on the sensations. His huffed breaths. And the way he kneaded and massaged her ass while he fucked her.


  Marcus snaked a hand between her legs, teasing and stroking her clit. Her eyes rolled back and she gripped the blanket. She curled her toes and arched her back. Marcus continued his slow pace, and let out a deep grumble. He kept stroking her clit until he sent her over the edge again, pulling a strangled cry of ecstasy from her lips.
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