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Dear Reader:

Cairo has delivered yet again. This time it’s book fourteen and it’s as fast-paced and erotic as all of his titles. In these six lustful tales, he brings the heat showing a host of “dirty” ways to cheat between the sheets.

From titles like “All Three Holes” to “Phone Bone,” Cairo takes readers on a wild ride bringing sexual heat in any way imaginable. Characters have hidden desires and explore their fantasies at full speed in this anthology driven by scandal and deceit.

As always, thanks for the love and support shown to me and the authors that I publish under Strebor Books. We appreciate each and every one of you and will continue to strive to bring you cutting-edge, exciting books in the future.

Blessings,
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This book is dedicated to Dara “MizPain” Williams & Zanetta “Ziggy” Davis, two down-ass chicks who know how to be ladies in the streets, but turn up the heat in them sheets. Mad luv, much respect! Keep wavin’ them freak flags!
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P-Spot Under Siege



Well-hung, happily married black man seeks an extremely open-minded woman for no-strings, stress-free freaky fun. You must be kinky and willing to kiss, lick, finger and eat my ass til I explode. I want a babe who loves eating a man’s hole. I know you’re out there, baby, so come tongue me good. I’m looking for you to alternate between licking my hole and cock and balls. Please know how to suck dick! Lick it up and down and all over. Not just licking up and down and ignoring my balls. I don’t want my dick in an empty mouth. You should be wrapping your tongue around my dick and licking it like it’s your favorite ice cream. You should be licking my balls and the crack of my ass lovingly. I would love for you to finger your pussy while you play with my ass. Then, if you want, let me dick you down real good. To make sure you’ve read this carefully, put in subject line “ass play” so that I know you are not spam. I’m not looking to pay for sex or subscribe to any websites. I’m looking to get this dick sucked, ass licked, prostate stroked and pop a good nut. ***Women only** Repeat, this ad is for real women. I am not gay, bi-curious or confused. Don’t even bother hitting me up. I will not reply back.

I read and reread and edit the ad on my laptop multiple times before finally pressing the PUBLISH tab. In the last five years, this is like my fourth or fifth time placing an ad on Nastyfreaks4u.com—a sex site specifically for individuals looking to explore all of their wildest, kinkiest fantasies. There are lots of perverts up on here, but every now and then, you luck up and connect with some pretty decent freaks who aren’t just looking to collect pictures, or get pissed or shitted on, or fucked raw, but really trying to get into some clean discreet, sexy, freaky fun.

The last two times I’ve posted I received over a hundred responses back. And only thirty-five were legit. Out of those, fifteen were halfway serious to meet up. But only six were remotely worth considering. The others had some type of handicap, were extremely hard on the eyes, had missing teeth, or were about the size of a Sumo wrestler.

Definitely not something I’d roll around in the sheets with, let alone allow anywhere near my dick or my ass.

However, after about an hour of sifting through ridiculous emails, then playing the back ‘n’ forth email game, I finally ended up connecting with this sexy Spanish chick who had a tongue like a lizard. No, on second thought, it was like a serpent’s. Goddamn. I miss that tongue. That mouth. Them lips. Them fingers.

Elena was her name.

She was as sexy as she was freaky. And she loved to please me. She was patient. She took her time. She was generous with her tongue, her mouth, and her slender fingers. She sucked this dick and licked this ass with a whole lot of spit. Kissed and sucked on that spot between my balls and rectum while she stroked my dick. Then slid her finger in my asshole and caressed my spot until I shot my nut all down in her throat. I literally felt lightheaded and saw stars. That’s how powerful the nut was. That’s how it always is. Strong. Forceful. Toe-curling.

With loads of hot, sticky cum.

And that’s exactly what coming had been while Elena had my dick in her mouth and her finger in my ass. Even while she continued sucking and stroking my prostate, milking the last of my nut out of me, my body convulsed. Hands fisted at my sides, head arched into the pillow, hips surged upward, dick jerking wildly, Elena and her heated tongue had taken me to the outer banks of nirvana. Then tossed me over the edge.

Then—after she finished washing my dick and balls with her tongue, and the shudders subsided—I rolled on a condom, flipped her over on her back and stroked her deep, getting lost in her wetness.

“Shit,” was the only thing I could mutter when her pussy squeezed my dick and I exploded, emptying my balls inside the condom.

Feeling my dick harden at the memory, I plop back in my leather computer chair, and take a deep sigh, grabbing my erection.

Damn, I need to nut. Bad.

I log into my AOL account and the “You’ve Got Mail” instantly greets me. Already, I have six new emails. I immediately open the first one, hoping like hell I can connect with someone decent with a long tongue and wet, juicy mouth. It’s from SugarWalls8908.

Hey, boo. What are your stats? How big is your dick? your ad doesn’t say. I know you’re looking for someone to lick up in your asshole n finger you in it, but I need to know how big that dick is. I can’t see struggling to pull a little dick to the back to suck. It’ll be a waste of time, energy, and good spit. And I like big balls too! I’ll stuff your ass with my tongue, boo, but I have a big wide mouth and I need it filled to the rim with a big hard dick and lots of cum.

I shake my head, and type. Hey. Thanks for the response. I’m like 6’1, 210. And my dick is 8.5. And real thick! Is that big enough for you? And I cum a lot. Now what are your stats, baby? What does that mouth and tongue look like? Let’s not waste time!

I open the next email. Can I see a pic of your asshole? I need to be sure you don’t have any hemorrhoids. I like cauliflower, but on a plate. Not in an ass.

Delete.

I open the next email. Sup yo. Dl nigga here. Let me beat dat shit up for you. Tongue game iz da truth. Dick stroke straight fire. Real nigga here bout dat real nigga shit yo. I’ll fuck your gutz inside out. Lmk what’s good!

What the fuck? Didn’t I say I’m not with that DL shit! Obviously this stupid-ass mofo didn’t read the ad!

Delete.

Most people simply don’t pay attention or follow basic instructions. I shake my head. The next three emails are spam. Not surprising. I delete them as well. It’s been almost six months since I’ve been on the prowl for some prostate play, but one of the downsides of posting ads on a website is, you never know who or what you’re going to encounter so there’s a real possibility I won’t connect with anyone. Still, it’s a chance I take in hopes of meeting someone relatively sane, stable, sexy, and freaky enough to want to meet up and not play games.

Unfortunately, there are a lot of game players, psychos, and flakes up on this site. Lonely, miserable fucks with nothing else better to do than waste other people’s time with their bullshit.

I open another email.

Lies!!!!!! How the fuck are you calling yourself a “happily-married” man when you on here looking for some nasty bitch to lick you in your ass? You sound confused and like ur some undercover gay man hiding behind a wedding band. It’s nasty motherfuckers like you fucking over a good woman with your cheating ass ways!! Go find yourself a man to fuck you in the ass and stop fucking over your wife! Bastard!

“Yeah, okay. Good luck with that,” I mutter to myself, deleting the email, shaking my head. Miserable broads are always looking for someone else to blame for their misery!

Let me just put it out there, now, before I get too far into my story. Yes. I’m a married man. Happily married, I might add. Surprising as that might seem. And, yes, Krista and I have—for all intents and purposes—an active healthy sex life. We have sex about three, sometimes four, times a week. And, on a good week, we often have it twice in the same day.

Is the sex explosive? No.

Is it mind-blowing? No.

Still, in many ways, it’s pleasurable. And I enjoy making love to my wife. Her smooth, velvety walls feel good wrapped around my dick. But, for me—as good as the pussy feels, it’s not enough. Not always, anyway.

Being honest, the foreplay is mediocre at best. I mean, don’t get me wrong. There’s some foreplay here and there—a lick here, a suck there…not on my part, but hers. But it isn’t enough. Where I’m always willing and ready to slow lick and French kiss her down below before giving her this hard, thick wood, she’s a little less—okay, okay…a whole lot less—uninhibited when it comes to orally pleasing me. All right, all right. I’ll say it. Krista is orally challenged. Don’t get me wrong. She’ll give it her best go at it. Sucking dick that is. But, she’s not as energetic, or as enthusiastic, in the dick-sucking department as I’d like her to be. She’ll complain, after about five or ten minutes into it, that her jaws hurt, or that she’s getting tired. Or she’ll rush me to either hurry up and nut, or fuck her.

And I do.

Fuck her, that is.

Real good.

But sometimes, I need, want more. Sometimes I want them lips, that tongue, to go lower. Need my smooth-shaven balls in her mouth, her tongue sweeping around my asshole. Dipping in it. Tonguing it. Sometimes, I want her to slip a finger inside my ass and massage my prostate.

But that’ll never happen. Not with Krista. Not the way I need it.

Now, hold up. Let me finish before you start twisting your lips up and passing judgment. I already know what some of you lames are thinking: What the fuck? Ass play?

Yeah, I’m a man—a straight man, be clear—who wants, nah, loves, ass play. It’s my fetish, my deep, dark secret. One I wish I didn’t have to keep from Krista. One I’d rather share and enjoy with her, my lover, my wife.

But I can’t. I won’t. That particular desire happens to be some shit she’s not into. Not that I’ve flat out asked her to slide her tongue, or her finger, inside my ass. But I’ve asked her, numerous times, to lick my balls, to gently suck them into her mouth. And she’s failed miserably at each attempt.

She tells me my balls are too big, that her mouth can’t fit them in. Or she sucks them too roughly, grazes them with too much teeth. So I’ve stopped asking her. Shit. My thing is, after almost twelve years of marriage, I shouldn’t have to ask her, or coach her, or teach her, how to suck this dick and lick on these balls. Hell, I shouldn’t have to tell her how to please me, period. She should already know! She should want to explore more. Should want to be more adventurous. Should want to freak me. And allow me to freak her.

But she doesn’t.

She can’t.

She won’t.

Sadly put, Krista doesn’t know how to let go. My wife’s painstakingly conservative when it comes to sex. She believes firmly in what roles—and positions—there should be in the bedroom. Missionary, doggy-style, spooning—those are her three positions. Anything else is too much for her. So in a word, my wife’s a prude. Like I said, the pussy’s good. But that’s it. Creativity and openness are nonexistent.

So there’s no way I can ever ask her to let down her guard and allow her tongue and fingers to explore my ass. Freak and Krista just doesn’t go in the same sentence. And it damn sure isn’t going to ever exist in the same room.

Hell, the one time I gently broached the subject to test the waters by—hypothetically speaking—asking her, her thoughts on men who enjoy having their ass licked and fingered, I thought she was about to hit the floor. I’d stretched the truth and told her some cat was talking about how he loved having it done to him and only dated women who enjoyed doing it.

Krista’s eyes almost popped out of her head. “Ohmygod! He’s a real nasty freak asking his woman to do some shit like that,” she snapped. “What kind of nastiness is that? A man wanting his ass licked and fingered.”

Yeah, a man like me, I thought as I calmly stated, “He claimed it feels good.”

She tilted her head. Frowned. Gave me a questioning look, then said, “He must be gay then, because no real man’s liking a tongue in his ass. And he’s definitely not going to openly admit some shit like that feeling good. And then turn around and say he wants a finger stuffed up in it. Oh, no. He’s down low and nasty. Sorry. But a real man is never letting anyone or anything go anywhere near his ass.” She grunted, frowning up her face while shaking her head. “I don’t know not one woman willing to be nasty enough to lick up in some man’s ass like it’s a vagina.”

Inwardly, I cringed. But outwardly, I laughed. “Come on, baby. You really think a man’s gay if he wants his woman to tongue him back there, or insert a finger inside him?”

She grimaced. “Yes, I think he and any other man wanting that nasty mess is gay. And if he isn’t, then he’s damn sure on his way to being gay.”

Her tone rang with so much conviction and disgust that I thought my ears would start bleeding. I always knew Krista could be rigid in her thinking, but hearing those words solidified exactly how closed-minded my wife really was.

My body tensed.

“Damn, baby. Don’t you think you’re going a bit overboard? They say the prostate is a man’s version of a woman’s G-spot.”

She gave me an incredulous look. “Oh, I’m hardly exaggerating. You asked me my opinion, and I’m sharing it. And who in the heck is they?”

Shit.

I hadn’t meant to say that. Trying to educate Krista on how a man’s prostate is called his sacred spot, like that of the G-spot in a woman and how tantric philosophy describes it as a man’s emotional sex center would have turned the conversation into an ugly fight filled with accusations, leaving her doubting my manhood and questioning my masculinity. So there was no way I could enlighten her on the joys of prostate stimulation—of how the lobes of the prostate are highly sensitive and when stroked through the rectal wall can cause ecstatic, mind-blowing pleasure—without sounding like a man who’d had a few fingers wedged in his ass over the years of our marriage.

“Someone asked him what he got out of being fingered,” I lied, masking my own hidden desires, “and licked back there and he said it was one of the most intense, most pleasurable orgasms he’d ever had.”

That was my reality. One she would never know about.

She gave me a blank look. “You’re joking, right? Sounds like he was trying to recruit him a few good ass lickers and some hard dick. I’ve never heard some mess like that. And I don’t know if it’s true or not. All I know is, the prostate and a man’s ass aren’t there for fingering. A straight man’s pleasure is not coming from having a tongue or finger anywhere near his asshole.” She narrowed her eyes. “Is there something you’re trying to tell me here?”

I gave her an incredulous look, repeating in my head what she’d just asked me. Is there something you’re trying to tell me? “Where is that coming from? There’s nothing to tell. How did this all of a sudden become about me?”

She tilted her head, seemingly unconvinced. “I don’t know. You seem a bit animated about some man getting his ass tongued.”

I forced a laugh. “Oh, you have got to be kidding me. Krista, come on. I ask you your thoughts on something I overheard, and all of a sudden, you think I have some hidden agenda.” I shake my head.

“Well, do you?”

I frowned. Stared her dead in the eyes. “Hell no. I’m not gay,” I said defensively, feeling as if I’d opened up a box of chocolates covered in shit. “You know that.”

“Well, that’s a relief,” she said, looking me over. “I mean, I don’t think you are. But nowadays, you never know. You see what happened to Latrice and Herbie. After all those years together, she catches him in some motel room with a tranny. And here she thought he was as straight as an arrow. Then come to find out, he likes men in wigs and fishnet stockings and nasty-ass kitten heels. He didn’t even look like he’d go that way. So you never know.”

I cringed. Here we go with this shit. Herbie is her sister’s husband. And the fact that she was bringing that sordid shit up at that moment was like comparing apples to oranges. They were two separate things. But not in my wife’s eyes. Apparently, I’d hit a nerve with her.

I let her vent her dismay with how he hurt her sister. Still, at the end of the day, that shit had nothing to do with me, or my question to her. Hell. I wasn’t interested in same-sex nothing. He was. And, shit, the question I’d asked had nothing to do with me…directly, anyway. Well, as far as she knew.

Yeah, it was my indirect way to gauge how she’d react to the idea before I broached the subject of her possibly trying it with me. However, all that extra shit she was talking wasn’t necessary. But truth be told, she had her opinion. And I had my own. And for me, ass play had nothing to do with sexual preference. It was about pleasure. Period.

However, I kept my true feelings to myself.

“Well, that’s not me,” I assured her, keeping my eyes locked on her. “I’m not into any of that. You know that.”

She smirked. “Oh, really? Do I? I mean, since when you start asking me about men wanting to be fucked in the ass? That sounds a little suspect to me.”

“C’mon, Krista. Let’s not turn this into something more than what it is. First of all, it was a theoretical question, baby. And, secondly, I thought you and I were able to talk about any-and-every-thing.”

She eyed me, long and hard. “We can. But that kind of talk—ass licking and fingering—makes all kinds of red flags go up for me.”

I sighed. Told her not to let her imagination run wild. That she had nothing to be worried about, or anything to doubt. I was completely heterosexual.

“Well, then, since you’re asking—hypothetically, that is, is that something you want, someone to poke around in your ass?”

Hell yeah.

I swallowed. “Nah. I was simply sharing some shit I overheard down at the barbershop, that’s all.”

“Down at the barbershop?” she scoffed. “Oh hell no. You mean to tell me a man getting an ass licking was some open discussion being had by a bunch of so-called straight men?” She shook her head. “Mmmph. Sounds like somebody’s up in there trying to have themselves some kind of booty-fest. And, if not, I’d be looking at him, or any other man side-eyed for even entertaining that conversation, especially in the company of other men.”

I let out a nervous chuckle. “Whoa, baby. Hold up. You’re blowing a simple question all out of proportion. This was about a man letting a woman finger and tongue him. Not another man. The question was simply, ‘do you think he’s gay for letting a woman do it?’ ”

“Mmph. You already know my answer to that. Like I said, any man who wants to be played with back there is suspect, period. And, all I know is, if you ever came home and asked me to lick your ass, or to stick my fingers, or anything else, up in it, I’d be hurt. And I wouldn’t be able to trust you.”

I gave her a look of disbelief. “Are you serious?

“As a heart attack. I love you, Kendall. But I know me. I’d always be thinking in the back of my mind that it’d only be a matter of time before you’d be on all fours glancing over your shoulder, looking to get some dick.”

My jaws tightened. I shook my head. “Now you’re talking real crazy.”

“How am I talking crazy, huh? I’m telling you how I’d feel about it.”

“And I’m telling you I’d have to be attracted to another man to want dick, Krista. Trust me, baby. Another mofo’s dick is the last thing I’m interested in.”

“Well, I’m not saying you are. I thought we were speaking hypothetically.”

“We were. I mean, we are.”

“Then, hypothetically speaking, it’d still be in the back of my mind. And I’d always be looking at you sideways, looking for signs that maybe you were bisexual.” She shook her head. “It’d be too much for me. I’d have to divorce you.”

I scoffed. “Divorce? See. Now you’re letting this spin way to the left. It was a simple question.”

She glanced meaningfully at me. “And I gave you my answer; hypothetically speaking; remember? I’m not accusing you, Kendall, of any sketchy wrongdoing. I’m simply stating a fact. And now I’m asking you, again, is that what you want? Your ass fucked?”

No. Licked. Fingered.

I considered her question. Considered her very visceral reaction to the question I’d posed about a man wanting ass play. “Come on, babe. I already told you. No.”

“Well, since we’re having this conversation, is it a secret fantasy of yours?”

It used to be. Now it’s a reality.

“No. No fantasy of mine.” I reached for her. Pulled her up from her seat, then pulled her into my arms, kissing her. “My only fantasy is you, baby.”

She smirked. “Yeah, right. Every man has some secret desire.”

Yeah, like you licking my ass and kissing this asshole every now and then.

I raised a brow, smirking. “Oh, yeah? And what secret desires do you have, baby? Do tell.”

“I only have one. I don’t want my man desiring some nastiness with another man; that’s all I desire.”

I blinked. I couldn’t believe what had come out of her mouth. Of all the things to secretly crave, or fantasize about, the only thing Krista could focus on was the idea of her man, me, wanting to get down with another man. Like damn. My dick would have jumped if she’d said she fantasized about having a threesome. That she secretly fantasized about being tied up and gang-fucked.

Or better yet, about pleasing her damn man. But, hell, no such luck! The only shit she could come up with was, her man not fucking, or getting fucked by, another man. Talk about creativity at its finest.

“Well, no worries there, baby,” I said reassuringly. “Believe that.” I kissed her again. This time, cupping her ass. “You feel that hard dick? Does that feel like a man wanting to be with another man?”

She relaxed and grinned. “Not really. But…”

“ ‘But’ nothing. I’m not looking to have nothing stuck in my ass.”

Only a woman’s tongue, a few fingers…maybe a small, thin vibrator if I’m horny enough. I couldn’t believe Krista, my wife, was going there with me, of all people. I’d never been the type to knock what someone else did behind closed doors. Their likes, their desires, are none of my concern. I respect everyone’s space and their right to their private moments. What they do sexually has nothing to do with me. So if Herbie has a thing for trannies on the side, that wasn’t/isn’t my cross to bear. It’s his. And it’s his wife’s decision to either deal with it or not.

At that moment, Herbie was still out of the house. But let him tell it, he was still fucking her. So, what did that say? Either she was confused, too emotionally caught up in him to let him go, couldn’t let go of that hard dick, was willing to work through it, or all the above.

Regardless, it wasn’t my business. And the fact that Krista had the audacity to bring his transgressions with another man into a discussion that had nothing to do with same-sex cheating had me feeling some type of way.

That was far from who I was, or who I am. I wasn’t interested in—or attracted to—other men. So I wasn’t looking to sleep with one, period, point blank.

Hell, I wasn’t even interested in being pegged by a woman wielding a strap-on, or fucked by a dildo. But I’d taken a finger back there.

And…

I was twenty-six. And it was a few months before Krista and I met. I was out in Vegas with a few of my frat brothers, popping bottles at another one of our frat brother’s bachelor party being held at a private rooftop club overlooking the city.

There were about fifteen badass strippers there to entertain us however any one of us wanted it. And most of the bros there were in full swing taking full advantage of the free-access pussy and head.

Except me.

I had my sights on the sexiest one who stood out from the rest. She was the one who’d caught my eye. She had voluptuous red lips, honeydew-melon breasts, a flat stomach, and a big bubblicious-ass that bounced and shook in sync to the music. She watched me watching her. Licked her lips—exposing a long pink tongue, and swung her hips, thrusting her pelvis, her eyes never leaving mine. My dick stirred for the first time that night.

I wanted her. Bad.

Fortunately, I didn’t have to wait long. Or make a move. She’d made it first. She liked what she saw and came for it. One foot in front of the other, back straight, pelvis thrusting, she cat-walked her way over to me.

“What’s your name, baby?”

“Kendall.” I extended my hand to hers. “And yours?”

“Peaches.” She licked her lips, letting her warm hand get lost in mine. Before I could ask her how she got her name, she added, “ ’Cause I’m real sweet ’n’ juicy.”

I grinned. “I like that.”

“You like that? Oh, no, sweetheart. You’d love it.”

I eyed her, feeling everything inside of me overheat. “Oh, yeah?”

“Mmhmm.” She wagged a finger for me to lean in closer. “I wanna coat your lips with my juices, then fuck you,” she whispered in my ear.

“Damn. You suck dick?”

She threw her head back, and laughed. “Do I suck dick? Does Queen Elizabeth have a throne? Of course I suck dick. What kind of question is that? Sucking dick is the fastest way to a man’s heart, or into his wallet.”

I laughed. “Is that so? Well, good thing I didn’t fly way out here looking for love, but how ’bout I buy you a drink, then see where the rest of the night takes us?”

She smirked, brushing up on me as she swished her hips toward the bar. I followed behind her, mesmerized by the sway of her hips.

Several drinks in and two hundred dollars later, I was ready to get butt-naked, and roll around on satiny hotel sheets. But my brain went on pause the minute she asked, “You ever had your ass licked?”

I almost choked on my drink. “Oh, shit.” I coughed. “I can’t believe you just asked me that. Is this some kind of trick question? If that’s your roundabout way of asking if I’m gay, then the answer is hell no.”

She grinned, then licked her lips. “That’s good to know. But as fine as you are, I wouldn’t care if you were. I’d still give you some. But, no, I wasn’t asking for that reason,” she assured me as she dragged her gaze up and down my body. “I wanna see how nasty I can get with you. Now answer the question. Have you ever had your ass licked?”

Although I could feel my dick stretching, my mouth went suddenly dry. I swallowed. “Nah. Never had that done.”

She licked them luscious lips again. “Can I lick it for you?”

I frowned. “Hell, no, you can’t lick my ass. That’s some homo shit. I told you I’m not gay.”

She laughed. “Silly man, there’s nothing homo, as you say, about a man allowing a woman to please him in every way possible. But if you’re not open-minded enough to let a woman explore you, then you’re not the one for me. I was wrong for approaching you.”

I watched as she slid off the barstool. She started to grab her drink, but I stopped her. “Hold up. Where you going?”

“To find me a man I can freak. I’m looking to get freaky tonight, baby. Not simply get fucked. I’m not like most women. I’m very open-minded about sex and about pleasing a man. And I like my men adventurous.”

Damn. She’s bold.

She had my dick hard, harder than it’d ever been. And there was no way I was trying to pass up a night with her, one which seemed filled with the promise of good pussy and a night I’d always remember. There was no way I was letting the opportunity slip through my fingers.

I took another sip of my drink and relaxed a little.

“Nah. I’m all the man you need tonight.”

She eyed me. “You sure about that?”

I swallowed. “Yeah. I’m sure. You took me by surprise; that’s all. I’ve never had a female ask me that before.”

“Well, like I said. I’m not your average woman. Pleasure is mutual, baby. And I take pleasure in pleasing a man. And turning him out.”

I grinned. “Oh word? Is that right?”

“Yes,” she purred. “I like it all, baby. Sucking dick. Licking balls. Swallowing. Licking ass. I do it all. And tonight, I wanna do you. You look like you have some nice, juicy ass.”

“Damn. Why me?”

“Why not you? You’re fine as hell. And I wanna make you feel real good. That’s if I haven’t scared you.” She pursed her lips, tilting her head.

I laughed. “Scared? Who, me? Never that. I’m always up for a challenge.”

She slowly dragged her tongue over her lips. “I promise you. It’ll be the best experience of your life.’ ”

My dick twitched in my boxers. “Oh, damn. It’s like that?”

Heat flashed in her eyes as she slowly nodded her head. “Oh, you have no idea, baby. Now let’s go to your room so I can show you just how nasty I like it.”

Nothing else needed to be said. I paid my tab, then followed her to the bank of elevators. The minute we stepped inside and the doors shut, it was on. We started kissing and groping each other up. Between the gin and her eagerness to please, she had me horny as fuck. I pressed her back into the wall and shoved my tongue down in her throat, grinding my rock-hard dick into her. She spread her legs and allowed me to slide a hand up between her thighs. She wasn’t wearing any panties. And her pussy was soaking wet.

Exactly the way I liked it.

“Fuck,” I muttered. “I could fuck you right here if I had a condom with me.”

She moaned against my lips. “Mmm. And I’d let you.” She reached for my dick. “I hope you know how to use this. I love it big, baby. And I like it all night.”

“Oh, I know how to use it,” I promised, toying with her clit. “Wait and see.”

The elevator doors opened, and we staggered out of it still pawing at each other. We couldn’t get inside my hotel room fast enough.

The minute we stumbled inside, and the door slammed shut behind us, buttons flew open, shoes were kicked off, clothes were strewn about. Kissing, groping, bucking, our naked bodies finally made it to the bedroom.

I’d never eaten the pussy of a female I didn’t know, but that night I had my face between her thighs. I ran the tip of my tongue over every inch of her thick lips, then up over her clit and teased around it. “Damn,” I murmured between her thighs. I moaned as I licked and sucked her. She was right. She was juicy. And her juices tasted sweet, like peppermint.

“Mmm, baby, yes, yes. Right there. Lick all over my pussy. Get all of Peaches’ sweet juices. My turn, boo,” she said, breathlessly as she tried to move. “Let me suck that dick, then taste your ass.”

My dick jumped.

I kept licking her with broad wet strokes.

“Mmmm…please. Let me get some dick.”

I ignored her protests, sucking on her clit and pushing two fingers in as deeply as I could, then stirring them in and out of her until my fingertips swept over her. Her pussy juice splashed out of her, over my hand, on my lips, on my chin.

She was wetter than a river. Juicier than any peach I’d ever eaten.

A few more licks and then she was clasping her thighs around my head, squeezing the life out of me, bucking her pelvis up into me, fucking my mouth, my tongue, my fingers. And when she came, she shook and screamed as she came, squirting, soaking my face and the sheets.

I sputtered and gasped for breath. I’d almost choked on her orgasm, literally.

“Now, you’re all mine.” She sat up in bed, her eyes glowing. “Get on your knees,” she ordered. “I wanna suck your dick from the back.”

Oh, shit. This bitch wasn’t lying. She really is a freak. I was liquored up. Drunk on recklessness, and my dick was harder than a steel pipe.

In the back of my mind, I knew the minute she asked if I’d ever had my ass licked that should have been my cue to spin off on her. But, after having a mouthful of her pussy, whatever inhibitions I might have had were now nonexistent. She had me open. And ready to freak. And get freaked.

Despite my nerves and apprehensions, I turned over, got up on my knees and hoisted my ass in the air. A shiver of excitement raced down my spine as I held my breath and waited for her to handle my dick with some unknown mouth tricks.

“I’ma turn you out,” she warned as she knelt in back of me. “When I’m finished with you, baby, I promise…you’ll never be the same.” And with that, she reached between my legs and pulled my dick backward, licking the head, then licking up and down the back of my balls, before sucking the head of my dick into her mouth. She sucked me until I felt faint. I’d never gotten my dick sucked from the back. And the shit turned me on.

“Mmm. Nice big dick,” she groaned into my dick as her lips worked their magic on my cockhead. She cupped my balls. “Mmm, big juicy balls.” She licked up and down my shaft in long wet strokes, then blew on my balls before opening her mouth and slowly easing both of them into her wide mouth, soaking them at the same time with warm spit. Her juicy mouth was hot, her tongue extra wet. I’d never been sucked with such intensity the way she sucked me that night. It was the kind of head you only saw in porn—sloppy and wet and greedy, with lots of spit and a bunch of gagging and loud gurgling sounds.

“Oh, shit, yeah…aaah…fuckfuckfuck…oooh, yeah, suck that dick, baby…yeah, like that…aaah, shit!”

And, just when I thought things couldn’t get any kinkier, she reached up, opened my ass cheeks, then…goddamn! Slid her tongue along my hair-lined crack, where it lingered. Her warm breath teased me. Then she inched its way to that sacred—“no entrance, exit only”—spot between my cheeks. She licked it, sensually. My toes curled.

“Aah, shit.”

I felt the air around me go thin. I couldn’t believe it. I was letting her play in my ass with her tongue. Licking, lapping, laving, she trailed wet streaks up and down my crack, then she licked my asshole and gently tugged on my balls.

Propping up on my elbows, blinking hard, my heart beating fast, I held my breath. Felt my stomach quiver. Felt the throbbing in my dick as it stretched. Felt the tightening of my balls as they filled with arousal. Felt the electric currents that shot through my veins as her luscious lips kissed my hole, as the tip of her tongue touched the rim, circling and licking and circling some more, then licking, licking, licking, and more licking until my body shook. She sucked on my asshole, blew into it, then drove her tongue inside.

“Oh, shiiiiit!”

My mind went blank.

Everything I thought, everything I believed, about an asshole…mine, in particular—being touched by someone, about it being something only gay men enjoyed; whatever insecurities or reservations I might have had prior to her lips, her tongue, touching me there—went up in flames the moment I felt my insides vibrate. And heat shoot through me.

Holy fuck!

The shit felt good, real good.

My body tensed.

Whack!

She slapped my ass.

Shocked, I blinked. Bucked my hips.

“Mmm. You have a beautiful, manly ass.” She pulled open my ass, again. Flicked her tongue over it again. “Mmm, it tastes so good. I love your man hole.”

There was something about having my ass on display for her that had me feeling strangely aroused. I glanced over my shoulder, to see what she was doing.

Whack! Her hand went down on my ass, again; heat flaring over my skin.

“What the fuck…?”

“Relax, baby,” she cooed, smoothing her hand over the area she’d smacked. “Maybe I should blindfold you. Tie your hands behind your back.”

“Nah, you good,” I said, hoping like hell she didn’t try to pull out a pair of shiny handcuffs. I definitely wasn’t down with that. It was bad enough I had my six-two frame up on the bed on my knees, pushing my dick to the back of me for her to suck. The last thing I needed, wanted, was to have her cuffing me up, then leaving me there with my ass up.

How the hell would I have ever explained that?

She touched my ass again. This time softly.

I’d never experienced anything like that before. And the shit had me so turned on. Turned my dick into a faucet of pleasure, leaking streams of precum.

Peaches pressed her thumb against my asshole, and my heart jumped.

I flinched. “Oh, shit. Wait, wait. Hold up.”

“Relax, baby.” Her lips pressed into my back. “Let me in,” she whispered. She sprinkled kisses over my shoulders, then trailed her lips down my spine to my tailbone until she had me relaxed. A fingertip burrowed back into my crack, causing me to tense. “Let Peaches have this sweet, musky man ass.”

She then used her free hand to stroke my dick back into her mouth. She stroked it. Licked it. Kissed it. Then sucked it back into her mouth, again, this time harder.

Aah. Now that felt good.

I let out a deep breath. A mixture of moan and groan escaped me as her thumb skimmed around my asshole. I knew it was now or never. I’d let her go this far. The ache in my balls wanted her to go a little further. I rocked my hips back as she pressed the pad of her thumb, rubbing her fingertip over it until I gasped.

“Relax, baby,” she murmured. “Let Peaches love this man hole. Mmm.” Her finger skimmed my ass again.

And then…her hand left my ass. I’m not sure if it was relief or disappointment I initially felt. All I know is, when I glanced over my shoulder to see what she was doing, she was holding a small bottle of lube in her hand. I couldn’t remember when she’d had time to grab it. Couldn’t recall if she’d already had it in her hand when she climbed onto the bed. I pulled in a quick breath. Watched as she opened the tube. Squeezed some out onto her fingers, then pulled my ass cheeks apart. I tensed again.

She encouraged me to relax as she squeezed out more lube, smearing it slick over my hole. My hole clenched.

“Mmm. Look at that sweet man hole winking at me. You ready to feel Peaches’ fingers inside you?”

I don’t remember if I responded or not. But what I do remember is, her finger sliding into my ass. I remember the way my ass muscles clenched, unclenched. But she kept on gliding her finger in and out.

“Aah, shit…aaah, shit…goddamn, fuck…”

My dick was back in her mouth again. And she sucked on it harder. Faster.

That did it. Got me to relax more. I found myself really getting into it. I spread my legs wider. Slowly winded my hips.

“Oh, yeah. Suck dick that dick, baby. Aaah, goddamnshit…mmm…damn.”

She pulled her finger out. And as I glanced over my shoulder again, I watched as she stuck her finger into her mouth. Slowly sucked on it, moaning.

“Mmm. Your ass tastes so good.”

The sight of her sucking and licking her finger as if it were a dick had me so damn aroused. The vision was so sexy.

Totally surprising myself, I reached in back of me and opened my ass. “Put your tongue back inside me. Lick it some more, baby…”

She happily obliged, her tongue working a mile a minute, wetting me, licking me, loving me. “Ooooh, yeah. Fuck, baby. Lick it, lick it…mmmm. Lick it real good.”

I pressed her face into me as she stuck her tongue in my ass again. She moved her lips over my hole. Her tongue delved deep inside me. And all I remember at that moment is the room spinning.

Her finger went in deeper. Then she stopped pressing in, replacing her thumb with her tongue. She licked over and over.

I moaned softly, feeling guiltily like a bitch in heat. The persistent flickering of her tongue was driving me over the edge. But I wanted more.

Fuck.

Instead, she licked inside my thighs. Nibbled on my balls. Licked around my hole again. Then trailed her wet tongue along the back of my balls before licking the underside of my dick. She used her tongue to tickle under my nut sac, then sucked my balls back into her mouth.

She gave my dick a long, deep kiss. Then, without warning, she caught me completely off guard by pushing her finger back into my ass while taking my dick to the back of her throat. I gasped, breathless as her finger worked its way into the outer ring of my asshole, then slid out. I clamped around her finger, and started to buck. Peaches slid another finger inside. I’m not gonna lie. She had me wide open, ready to climb walls.

“Aaah, shit…”

She pulled out. Then slid them back in; eagerly, she sucked my dick while curling her fingers upward. A rush of fire shot through me.

She’d found my P-spot.

“Ohshitohshitohhhshiiiiiit!”

The shit she was doing to me that night had me begging like a junkie needing his fix. It was a feeling like no other I’d ever experienced. It was beyond bliss.

She licked my ass and sucked on my balls and suckled on my dick like it was her last meal. My dick got harder than I thought possible. And I emitted a deep groan as she sucked and fucked and licked me like a porn star. And then…I was coming, faster and harder than ever.

The muscles slightly below my dick clenched over and over and shot out spurts of cum. My body juddered in extreme pleasure. Heavy squirts of nut blasted out of me leaving me lightheaded, hardly able to breathe, and clawing at the sheets. She kept sucking and stroking, and I kept filling her mouth and her throat with warm gushes of semen, groaning in ecstasy as her finger continued stroking inside of me.

I literally almost passed out from the intense sensation.

The next day, when the liquor wore off, the memory of the night before hung over my head like a noose. I felt guilty as hell for what I’d let her do to me. She’d licked my ass. Then fingered it. Yet, I had enjoyed it. And wanted to experience that feeling again.

Still…the shit had me feeling confused like hell. Had me doubting everything I knew and believed to be true about who I was, about who I thought I was.

I knew I wasn’t physically or sexually attracted to other guys, but that experience had me questioning my own sexuality. Had me second-guessing my masculinity. Had me wondering if something was wrong with me for enjoying having a tongue licking my ass and a finger stroking in it.

But the intensity of that nut I’d popped stayed with me, ingrained in my brain. Etched itself into my DNA. I knew then, I’d never be the same.

That night in Vegas was where it all began for me. A new kind of freaky was unleashed in that hotel room. And I wanted more of it. The problem was, finding women who were open-minded enough I could trust with my secret to indulge me.

•  •  •

Anyway…

Krista looked up at me. “Are you sure?”

I blinked, bringing my attention back to her. “Huh? Am I sure about what?”
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