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INTRODUCTION: THE POWER AND PLEASURE OF COCKSUCKING

 



 



 




It’s common knowledge that I have a decided oral fixation, and to me, nothing signals the culmination of that fixation better than giving a blow job. In so many ways, it’s my favorite erotic act in and of itself, or as foreplay. Sometimes, our culture sends the message that those who enjoy going down are somehow only doing the bidding of someone else who’s getting all the pleasure. Caitlin Flanagan asked in The Atlantic Monthly in a rambling review of the young adult novel Rainbow Party, “Whatever happened to the hand job? Whither the dry hump? Why do girls prefer the far more debasing, uncomfortable, and messy blow job?” What she doesn’t realize is that some of us enjoy blow jobs precisely because they can be “debasing, uncomfortable, and messy.” We like to savor those sensations, engage with the power play, get off on being “ordered” to do it. Or we lustily get down on our knees and demand that our lovers give us their cocks. We know that the power of a good blow job goes both ways, and now, we want you to know just how hot it makes us.

What’s special about Tasting Him, though, is that these aren’t your usual blow jobs. There’s no rush to get the “job” aspect of it over with. There’s power play in these blow jobs and, just to be clear, they’re not all “hims” receiving them. Oh, no. Here, cocks are real and metaphorical, made of solid flesh and even more solid silicone. Here, men and women get down on their knees and take what’s rightfully theirs. Women discover the power of getting a blow job, while a few men surprise themselves with their own prowess.

Recently, I read an amazing story, “Me, When I’m with You,” by Matthilde Madden, in my friend Alison Tyler’s anthology H Is for Hardcore. In it, a woman gives a man a blow job. Nothing that unusual there…except that she’s the top in the story, a woman who rules the roost, who orders her lover to spend whole days naked. She reigns over him, and yet she manages to go down on him without losing control. She reclaims the act of taking a man’s member into her mouth, showing him who’s really in charge. Madden wrote, “I love sucking your cock. It took me a while to find a suitably dom way of sucking your cock, but eventually I discovered that if your hands were tied behind your back and your ankles were forced apart with a spreader bar and your nipples were clamped and I had a vibrator tight against your arsehole, that worked for me.”

That is precisely the kind of energy I wanted to bring to this book. There are blow-job queens and blow-job virgins, those who are squeamish and those who are shy. There are those who live to suck cock and those who live to get their cocks sucked. There are lessons of the practical and more ephemeral to be learned here.

While I can’t guarantee that this book will lead to better blow jobs (though I do encourage you, like the protagonist in Scarlett French’s “Fellatio: A Love Story,” to check out Violet Blue’s  how-to book The Ultimate Guide to Fellatio), I can strongly predict that you won’t be able to make it all the way through these twenty-three tales without having to put your hands down your pants. Whether you possess one or not, you’ll likely want to get your dick sucked by the end of this book, unless your mouth is too busy watering.

Like French’s character, there are many teachers and students here, some eager to learn all they can about how to make the experience hotter and juicier for their lovers, and some who are shown the ropes by those who care enough to explain exactly what gets them off. In stories like Robert Peregrine’s “A Treatise on Human Nature,” a man tries to teach his new female lover “how to give head like a man,” while in “Quite a Mouthful: Confessions of a Sweet Cocksucker” by Tish Andersen and “Without Eyes” by Terri Pray, the kinky women in these stories get over their fears and let their masters take control of their mouths, then thrill to the slurping sounds and sensations of real submission. And “Tony Tempo,” the title character in Tsaurah Litzky’s story, shows you’re never too old to enjoy a perfectly pursed pair of lips.

Another natural theme here involves oral pleasure of a different sort. Food and fellatio seem to go, well, hand in mouth, as seen in Alison Tyler’s inventive “Prego,” involving, yes, the spaghetti sauce, Kristina Wright’s cinnamon roll treat “Frosted,” and Donna George Storey’s exploration of the famed powers of an “After Dinner Mint,” or in this case, liqueur, on a blow job. All speak to the sensual power of a hungry mouth, and show the ways both appetites can be satisfied at the same time.

The getter and giver are both worshipped in these stories. While many tell of an insatiable yearning for a full mouth, others share the thrill, both corporeal and visual, of the blow job, along with the pronounced power dynamics. In “Blessed Benediction,”  prolific erotica writer Radclyffe gives us some insight into what it’s like to watch the one you love put her pretty little lips to good use:

 



Now, the reason my girl is such a great cocksucker is that she understands that a blow job is as much about the show as it is about her hot, wet mouth sliding up and down my cock until I come in her mouth. She doesn’t go down on me like it’s a chore, or penance, or a favor. She turns giving head into a work of art. Every move is designed to let me know she gets off on my cock, and that teasing my rod makes her cream.

 



Hers and other stories here show that you don’t have to be a man to have a cock, or to enjoy having it licked, sucked, and swallowed. Getting a blow job is about both the physical sensation, and the view, whether she’s blindfolded as in Pray’s story, or staring up at you while her (or his) mouth is full.


Tasting Him pays tribute to those who enjoy the act, and art, of fellatio wherever it occurs—in a bed, in the crashing surf, as in Alessia Brio’s “Down on the Beach,” or at a kitchen table, as in Tenille Brown’s “Getting Used to It.” I hope it turns you on as much to read these tales as it did me to edit them.

 



Rachel Kramer Bussel
 New York City






GLOSS

Rachel Kramer Bussel

 



 



 



 




Standing in front of the mirror, I apply the gooey liquid to my lips until they shine like glass, not gooey but slick and hard, almost icy. I’m keeping in mind my friend Alice’s advice that “lip gloss should look like you’ve just given someone a blow job.” Whether or not they fulfill this maxim, I know my lips will be the main attraction tonight, which is precisely the idea. They are slick and shiny, like a red race car, boldly drawing attention to themselves, whether the viewer wants to look or not. The rest of my ensemble works, too, clingy black top and short, tight black PVC skirt. But I want people’s eyes firmly on my lips.

I head over to the bar, a plush new one that’s just opened. I’ve been lucky enough to land a coveted invitation to this private party, and I know the crowd will be the cream of the crop. I could have brought a guest, but tonight is by necessity a solo excursion. I’m on a specific mission and need to conduct it in my own way. Finding the right man for a one-night stand, for an electric connection that burns and sizzles as fast and hot as a  firecracker, and lasts about as long, requires a unique combination of savvy and intuition, and I can’t have any distractions.

Red is the theme of the night, with lush red curtains and a deep garnet shade painted on the walls. I order the watermelon martini, the night’s special, and perch on the bar stool. My legs are tucked under the bar and I don’t bother to showcase them, even though I know they’re magnificent. I’m alone and know exactly what I want: a hot guy, a stud, someone to entertain me for tonight and tonight only. Someone with a cock that’s hard and hot and needy, just for me. As I close my eyes and lean forward to sip the cold, sweet drink, I feel a presence behind me. After I swallow, I slowly sit up in my chair, leaning back ever so slightly and brushing against the shirtfront of a very slick, well-dressed, handsome man. Not a cute, shaggy hipster like I normally meet or a yuppie Wall Streeter straight out of college, but a real man—a little older, crisp and clean, sophisticated.

I slowly swivel my stool around to look at him, our gazes holding. My knees skim his thighs, and instead of smiling, I reach for my glass and bring it to his lips. The ghost of a smile forms on his face as he lets me tilt the icy red liquid down his throat. I bring the glass back to my own lips and sip again, slowly and deliberately, still meeting his gaze. I’m vaguely aware of the crowd surging around us, the commotion at the bar, but this stranger is occupying the bulk of my attention. I have the urge to wrap my legs around his waist and draw him closer, but I stay composed. I open my mouth, searching for a witty line to introduce myself, but the longer we stare at each other, the more difficult words become.

Instead, I take his left hand and bring it to my mouth, sliding his index finger inside and then carefully sliding it out, my tongue pressing against it the entire time. I push it back in again and repeat the process, this time lightly grazing my teeth along his  slightly roughened skin. As I’m about to go for a third round, he moves his hand and trails his wet finger along my neck, ending at the neckline of my dress, his hand resting on my chest.

He reaches his hand out for mine and even though I have half a drink left, I let him lead me into the unisex single-occupancy bathroom. As befits the rest of the décor, the bathroom is lush and lavish, with red tiles and smooth surfaces and a sumptuous upholstered chair along with the sink and toilet. I look up at him, my lips slightly pursed, poised to smile or laugh or smirk, not letting him know which one it will be yet. I keep my eyes locked on his as my hand goes to his crotch, feeling the heat and hardness beneath. I like that I’m in control here, that even though I just met him, I know that he’s at my mercy. He led me here but now I will be leading him. Even down on my knees, I will be the one in control and that thought sends a shiver through my body. Ignoring the chair for a moment, I step closer and then drag myself down his body, my breasts sliding along his torso, my nipples hardening at the friction as I sink to the floor. It’s hard to keep my commanding gaze as I look up at him, but somehow I manage even though inside I’m melting. I close my eyes for a second as my hand reaches up reverently to stroke his cock through his pants.

I glance briefly at the chair but then realize that I like it better down here on the cold floor, the tiles pressing into my knees as I fumble with his belt buckle. I’m soaking wet and will surely have to remove my panties later, but for the moment all I care about is his cock and getting it into my mouth. He helps me undo his zipper and before his pants are even pushed down his thighs, I’m leaning forward, my tongue darting forth to lick a slow, teasing line along the length of his cock. I move closer so my knees are pressed up against the sides of his shoes, my legs slightly spread as I try to taste all of him at once. He sighs and  groans and I look up at him for a moment, no longer smirking at all, simply acknowledging how right it feels to be here in front of him. His eyes are almost too intense and I close mine before guiding the length of his smooth, warm cock into my mouth, going slowly until I have all of him inside of me.

I try to push him deeper, to feel the tip of his cock at the back of my throat, to take him as far inside of me as I can. I hold his cock and press the tip along my throat, ecstatic, until finally sliding it out and starting the whole process all over again. I tilt my head and run my pursed lips along his cock, up and down and around, making it my own slippery sexual harmonica that I can play any way I want. I love the way he feels against me, how hot his cock is, and every time I move to try something else like licking his balls or kissing my way along his length, I suddenly need to have him inside me again. I devour his cock, slamming it down my throat and back, rocking my whole body back and forth in a special kind of dance. As I do, my thong presses tightly against my pussy, and I let out a groan of my own that reverberates against his cock. I feel like I could stay right here forever, learn every curve and crevice and nuance of his cock, and still want more.

He is enjoying it too, I can tell, but as his hands flick agitatedly from my head to my hair to his sides, I know he’s getting close and I don’t want to deprive him. I slide him slowly out of my mouth, teasing him by sliding his dick back in slightly and then continuing. I rub my cheeks against his cock, then press his hardness against my neck, caress it and adore it. Then I spread my legs wider, into a split, and look up at him before opening my mouth, sticking out my tongue and slapping his cock against it again and again. Now he really groans, louder and fiercer than before, and I move faster, then shake my head back and forth, slapping my face against his cock and his cock against my face  in a frenzy that makes me feel almost dizzy. I want to talk, to tell him to please come for me, to tell him how much I need his hot come splattered all over me, to tell him how wet he’s making me, but I don’t want to ruin the mood. I think he knows how I feel, though, as we thrash energetically, and then he grabs my head with one hand and his cock with the other and forces his come onto me, giving me exactly what I’d silently asked for as the warm whiteness spills all over my face, my lips, my hair. I lunge for his cock and suck the rest of it out of him, holding him there even after I know he’s done.

Finally I stand up, too nervous to look at him. Instead I look in the mirror and try to rearrange my hair and clothes so that it’s not quite so obvious what we’ve been doing. It feels like we’ve been here for an hour but I think it’s only been about ten minutes, which is still long enough to annoy the bar patrons. I smooth my hair back into its barrettes, adjust my dress, splash water on my cheeks and wipe them clean. But my lips, well, my lips I leave, looking wet and moist and red and sexy. I don’t need the lip gloss anymore to do the job for me; I’ve just done it myself. I wink at the stranger and then stroll out the door, a smile on my wet red lips.






A TREATISE ON HUMAN NATURE

Robert Peregrine

 



 



 



 




I want to learn to give head like a man,” she said. “Tell me how it’s different.” In a drunken moment of openness, I had told her about my bisexual past, a youthful experiment that I was growing out of in my early thirties. Usually, when I was trying to pick up women in bars, I kept this information to myself. A lot of women were turned off by a man who’d had sex with other men, but then, once in a while, the truth crept out, and luckily, this particular woman—Tracie was her name—was intrigued, wanted to know all about it, was obviously turned on by the very idea. I supposed that one of the reasons my secret had slipped out was because we were getting along so well, and my guard was down. We were both singing along animatedly when an old song by The Smiths came on the jukebox, and the topic of conversation had very casually taken a turn from the singer Morrissey’s alleged asexuality to sexual orientation in general.

When I’d admitted to having had bisexual experiences, she  asked me whether men or women gave better blow jobs, and I said—because it’s generally true—that beyond a doubt, men do. A man knows what it feels like to receive a blow job, and so it’s obvious that a man would have a better instinct about how to give one. It was clear to me that this got Tracie’s feminist dander up. She was very competitive, she said, and thought she should be able to learn to do this as well as any man could, despite the drawback of not having a penis of her own. Besides that, she’d been told by men that she was very good at it, but as far as she knew, none of those men had ever gotten head from another man. So the challenge was on, and I took her back to my apartment to discuss it further.

It was a short walk from the Greenwich Village bar to my place in Chelsea. We laughed and flirted all the way up 7th Avenue, talking about our lives, getting to know one another. She was a copy editor, and I was a techie doing various types of freelance computer work, from programming to web design. She was a native New Yorker, and I was originally from Alabama. Her father was South American, which explained the slightly ambiguous ethnicity that I found exotic and interesting about her. Along the way, we made fun of people we saw who were dressed poorly or acting bizarre, such as one typically sees on a Friday night in Manhattan. A casual observer would have thought we were old pals, would never have guessed that we just met an hour before in a bar. When I opened the door to my apartment, though, I immediately came back to the reason we were here—a lesson in giving a blow job like a man.

“First of all,” I told her as I flicked on the lights, “you have to really want it, and not like you want a piece of candy. It’s not a lollipop. You have to want it like you want a piece of steak. You have to be ravenous for it. Typically, women suck cock. Men devour it.”

“An interesting distinction,” she said. “But no teeth, of course?”

“Absolutely. You do have to keep your teeth out of the way. That goes without saying. I’m talking more about the attitude, the mental state. We’ll get around to what you actually do with your mouth, but if you can’t get into a man’s mind, none of that will matter.”

I offered her a seat on the couch and then went into my bedroom to retrieve a dildo, letting her think over what I’d told her. When I returned, I said, “Now we’ll get to that other part.”

Sitting down next to her on the sofa, I took the dildo into my mouth to demonstrate for her what I meant, and I could feel my eyes rolling back as I hungrily deep-throated the silicone cock, thinking about the last time a real cock had been there, a couple of years before—a college student named Anthony I’d met on the Internet and made a date with when I’d only been in New York a few weeks. Anthony had been slim and muscular, a little taller than me. He was an Italian American from Queens, though not as hairy as many men who shared his heritage, and his olive skin contrasted nicely with my Anglo ivory. His cock also had been slender and long, like his body as a whole. After a minute or two, I remembered that I was supposed to be playing instructor, so I pointed out that I always kept my index finger and thumb around the shaft, and I showed her how I moved it up and down steadily, kneading loose skin, which the dildo actually lacks, so she would have to imagine that part.

“I understand some of what you’re saying, and I’m enjoying watching you too,” she said. “But, you know, I can’t see what’s going on inside your mouth.”

“That’s true. Let me show you. Hold out two fingers.” Her delicate fingers made for a relatively small cock, but it would  do for my purposes. I let the slender, pale digits linger playfully under my nose for a moment. “Imagine that this part, from the knuckle up, is the head.” I then went down on her fingers, and I could see that she was enjoying it immensely. Her eyes closed, and her body stiffened. I wondered what could be going on in her imagination.

After a couple of minutes, she collected herself. “I feel what your tongue is doing,” she said. “You’re putting pressure on the underside. It’s like you’re making out with it. That’s cool. You use more pressure with your tongue as you get closer to the tip. That’s a good trick.”

I stopped for a second to confirm what she was saying. “That area just under the hood is the most sensitive part, as the women’s magazines always tell you.”

“Hey, how do you know that? You’re secretly reading  Cosmo?”

I laughed. “C’mon. I look at them when I’m waiting in line at the grocery store. I want to know what they’re telling you about us. So, anyway, they’re right when they tell you to pay special attention to that area, but what kind of attention?”

“Um, focused pressure with the tongue?”

I was getting a kick out of the clinical tone of our conversation. But I decided it was time to take the lesson to the next stage, and my cock was already rigid from the preliminary demonstrations. “Why don’t you show me what you mean instead of telling me?” I said as I unzipped my pants.

She grinned and said okay. She bent down and put my entire cock in her mouth, lubricating the shaft with her saliva. Placing her fingers around the shaft, she started pumping it, leaving only the head between her lips, and she flicked at the area under the hood with her tongue. “You’re just teasing it,” I said. “Remember what I was doing with your fingers a few minutes ago.”

She started to get it, though I had to tell her to apply more suction, and then I just sat back and enjoyed the fruits of my teaching. My mind began to wander again back to Anthony. Other than the sex, we’d had nothing whatsoever to talk about. I’d asked him about his interests, and he seemed not to have any. Still, that tight, muscular body of his was a thrill. He said he’d never been with a man before, so I’d been a teacher to him as well, if I could believe him. In any case, he must have had a good time because he wanted to see me again. I was flattered, but as much as I liked his body, it was too dull hanging out with him before and afterward. I guessed that was why I didn’t really consider myself bisexual anymore. I could have fun with their body parts, but men just didn’t make good companions as far as I was concerned.

Just then, Tracie surprised me by putting a finger in my ass. She’d get bonus points for that. I could feel myself about to explode, so I told her to pump harder and fuck my ass with that finger. Soon, my body was convulsing with orgasmic waves, my back arched, and my hips lurched forward. Tracie filled her mouth with the load and then fed it back to me with a deep kiss. I felt my own come sliding down my throat and her tongue pressed against mine.

When I’d recovered enough to speak, I said, “You get an  A.” Tracie laughed. “By the way,” I continued. “You never mentioned if you’ve ever gotten head from a woman.”

“Well,” she blushed. “As a matter of fact…”

The lesson continued from there, through the remainder of the night, and continues to this day.






QUITE A MOUTHFUL: CONFESSIONS OF A SWEET COCKSUCKER

Tish Andersen

 



 



 



 




Standing in Babeland, my local sex toy store, surrounded by naughty books, whips, dildos, and vibrators of all shapes and sizes, I can’t help but think about all the dirty fun we’ve had. Right here in the sex shop I am daydreaming. Fantasizing about the things you’ve taught me: the time you tied my hands above my head and jerked off on me while you made me watch, unable to touch, lick, or assist. Or when you first went down on me, the whiskers of your mustache tickling the insides of my thighs and making them twitch against the ropes that held them wide open. How you taught me to suck your cock until you came, letting every last drop fill my mouth. Oh, and the time you forced me to suck you off while you paddled me, spanking harder and rougher the closer you were to orgasm.

I always loved sucking cock, but disliked—and in a sense, dreaded—the climactic eruption. I’d always (subtly) directed guys to come on my tits, or on my belly, even offering up my wide soft ass as a target, anywhere but in my mouth. I’d had  bad experiences growing up—the guy who shot it in my eye and laughed while it burned, the guy who failed to warn me when he was about to come and flooded my unsuspecting mouth and throat with salty hot shots of sperm. But I loved you, wanted to please you, and knew it was what you wanted. You wanted me to keep my lips and tongue on your cock as you came and afterward, while I milked you, you’d tell me how hot it made you, how good it felt.

I wanted to do it. I just had to get over my fear and the preconditioning of ten-plus years of oral-sex technique that relied heavily on my ability to dodge the release. I even practiced first, tasting your come off my belly as it warmed against my skin and ran in dribbles down my side. Ever the thoughtful gentleman, you had a fresh minitowel next to my side of the bed, ready for easy cleanup. You told me it might be different with you, that you’d had a vasectomy and that your ejaculate had no sperm in it. In general, you smelled and tasted good, and I loved to sniff and lick you. Maybe it would be different…perhaps it would be different with you.

I was so proud of myself the first time I did it! You kept warning me that you were about to come, but I kept right on sucking, slurping, and licking and you came in my mouth, my lips wrapped firmly around your penis’s military helmet. I tongued the underside of your cockhead and watched you jump and quiver. When the aftershocks died down, I felt smug. Satisfied. Womanly. I knew I had done that to you. The satisfaction I felt then was almost as good as the orgasm I had on your fingers sometime later that night.

Your teachings were like a journey for me, traversing the hills and valleys of my own sexuality. Being forced to watch myself (you so handily had those triple mirrors set up) as I orgasmed over your knee—my freshly spanked and reddened bottom up in  the air; my pussy lips purpling, engorged with blood, slick with moisture—taught me to recognize the signs of my impending climax. All the things you taught me, still locked up tight inside my head, caused my skin to glow and my body to bloom. My friends couldn’t stop commenting on how good I looked. They didn’t know our secrets, although they probably could have guessed by watching us closely.

When I think about us sexually, specific events sort of run together, forming a mélange of sex-filled nights (and mornings). I recall how I used to tremble and shake as you watched me, really watched me, over your glasses rim. Sometimes I felt like a bug under a microscope, pinned helpless before your incisive and questioning eyes.

I think about the night you tied me to my bed, wrists together and overhead, my legs wide apart at the corners of the bed. I couldn’t have moved even if I’d wanted to. I could feel the chafing from the hastily purchased leather wrist and ankle restraints, smell the scent of the leather warming from my body. (Even now, when I smell leather I think of you, and flush.) Listening to you talk about all the filthy things you were going to do to me had me in a twist. You seemed to know that my brain was my most potent sex organ, and you used all that mental foreplay to your advantage. I gasped and whimpered as you whispered in my ear, filling my head with thoughts of blow jobs and spankings to come.

That night, though, you were going to teach me another lesson, or so you said. You straddled my chest, your cock huge in front of my widened eyes. Looking up at you, unable to move—your eyes inspecting mine, deciphering my emotions as they flickered across my face—I was nervous. What was it that you had planned for me? You started to stroke yourself, soft long strokes over your shaft, up to the head and over before  starting the process anew. You told me how you were going to come on my face, coating me in your ejaculate, and how I’d like it. It’s not degrading, you wanted me to learn; it’s okay, you said. Watching your cock grow longer, harder, and feeling the drip of precome as it hit my chest, I wondered what it would feel like. Were you really going to leave me tied up and helpless while you came all over my face? Yes. That’s exactly what you did. As you got more excited, your voice turned husky, and the fantasies you spoke of swirled around my thoughts, taking control of and hijacking my feelings. I could smell my own arousal drifting up toward my nose, and I was embarrassed to think you could as well. Whimpering, I tried to rub my legs together, desperate to get my clitoral-hood piercing to provide friction against my straining clit, to no avail. My legs were tied apart tightly, and the more I tugged and squirmed, the more I seemed to excite you.
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