Licked (and loving it)
It’s Sunday morning and I’m bent over a chair, staring at my red fingernails while my boyfriend H looms behind me. Moments before, he ordered me up from the chair that I’m now helplessly bent over. He had me stand in front of him, wondering for a few suspenseful moments what he was going to make me do. Suck his cock? Lick his boots? Sit on his lap? 

“Turn around,” he said gruffly.

Did I mention it’s Sunday morning? Well, actually now it’s tending more towards afternoon. I’m still wearing a nightie, a pair of hardly-there lace thong panties, and bright pink fishnet stockings. Needless to say, I’m not going to church today. Instead, I’m having breakfast with the Devil.
“Lift your nightie.”

With my pinkies extended, I take a dainty pinch of material from either side, and, doing a little wiggle, I lift up the hem of a nightie that doesn’t require much lifting to reveal what’s underneath. H runs his big rough hands over my ass, which, by now, is a gesture that all by itself has me wet my panties. 
“Mmmmm,” I purr.

“Put your hands on the chair and bend over.”

It’s Sunday, going on afternoon, and there in the middle of my living room, I’m bent over a chair and having my panties pulled down to my ankles. I describe it again because there was a time that this would seem mortifying to me. To have a man parting the cheeks of my ass with his hands and exposing my tight little rosebud to his gaze in broad daylight. Well, actually, it does embarrass me still a little bit, but in a good way…in other words, I’m not so embarrassed that I’m not also turned on.
“You like it when I do this, don’t you. Tell me.”
“I like it,” I say. “I like it when you lick me there.”

“Of course you do, you little slut.”

I wiggle my ass around some more and H runs his tongue over my asshole, separates me, and darts his tongue into me. So now it’s a Sunday afternoon, going on afternoon, and I’m bent over a chair, my nightie hiked up over my hips, and a fully-clothed man, twice my size and ten times my strength, has got me split open and his tongue is deep inside me.
“Say it.”

“In my ass. I like it when your tongue is in my ass.”
Yes, in my ass. It used to be practically impossible to admit; after all, this is my most private place, my most vulnerable orifice, the place I’ve spent a lifetime hiding and keeping safely out of reach—and, I realize now, that was not just because it’s a “naughty” place, but because for me it’s always been a tremendously potent erogenous zone, and thus doubly-naughty, doubly-taboo, and, now,  here I am offering it up in broad daylight, practically begging for it, on a Sunday, going on afternoon, well, you know by now.  

My red fingernails look so cute, I think to myself, trying not to focus too much on what’s happening, but naturally it’s quite impossible to distract myself with his tongue inside me. I think to myself, I want him to bite me, bite me hard right on the ass, to leave his red teeth-marks in the white hemisphere of my flesh. I want to say it, but I don’t…and I don’t have to. It’s as if the thought communicates itself to H, who almost at that very moment sinks his teeth into my ass.
God, that feels good.

No, not God; he’s not responsible; God wouldn’t bite me on the ass, not on a Sunday, that’s for sure. It’s more like the kiss of Satan, that kiss the Devil was supposed to give the witches who conjured Him. Oh that’s me, Scarlet Woman, Sissy Whore of Babylon 

Now that I’m really wet back there, H sticks one big finger inside me and works it in and out. I close my eyes and let myself go with the movement of his arm, which rocks me back and forth, irresistible, like the action of the ocean. I’m hooked, in more ways then one. And, like a hook, he uses his finger to direct me back to a standing position and then to follow him to his chair, where he promptly sits me on his lap.

“You taste sweet baby,” he tells me. 

And then, as if to prove it, he kisses me and has me taste myself on his tongue. One day, very soon, he assures me, between his tongue and his fingers, he’ll have me loosened up enough back there so he can fuck me. Can’t be soon enough, I think.
“That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

His finger, still inside my bottom, feels so good. I can only imagine what it would be like to have his thick cock buried inside my belly. He’s gotten me now to the point that I can practically cum just by having him lightly rub my ass while I’m lying on my tummy. I have my face buried in his shoulder and I nod, yes, I want him to fuck me. But he wants me to say it; he wants to hear me tell him how much I want him to fuck me.

“Yes, I want you to fuck me. I can’t wait for you to fuck me.”

He takes my hand and directs it to the big lump in his jeans.

“Now look what you’ve done you slutty little sissy.”
Well, good Lord, I must confess: I’m unrepentant. It’s the thing I like to do best. 

Well, second best. 

First best is what comes next, what comes in my mouth, that Infernal Communion.

I’m so blessed!

For more stuff by us please visit:

http://thefreakbox.blogspot.com/
http://stores.lulu.com/store.php?fStoreID=336055&fMode=edit
