









YOURE MY TOY

A COLLECTION OF FIVE EROTIC STORIES

Edited by Miranda Forbes





Published by Accent Press Ltd  2010
ISBN 9781908086181

Copyright  Accent Press Ltd 2010

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be copied, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, electrostatic, magnetic tape, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the written permission of the publishers: Xcite Books, Suite 11769, 2nd Floor, 145-157 St John Street, London EC1V 4PY

The stories contained within this book are works of fiction. Names and characters are the product of the authors imaginations and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Winner of Jade Erotic Awards:
Erotic Fiction Publisher 2010
"Xcite has delighted its readers with a wealth of superb titles and first class storytelling. Their titleshave far outstripped the others for both quality of the product and sensual erotic content."





Contents






	You're My Toy
	Sommer Marsden



	The Devil's Harlot
	Morgan Honeyman



	Hugs, Kisses, Dominatrices
	Tara S Nichols



	A Bonding Experience
	Teresa Noelle Roberts



	Like Ribbons
	L A Fields









You're My Toy
by Sommer Marsden

It was the damnedest Christmas present I had ever seen. I pulled it out, held it up in all its blue silicone glory. What in the world?

Aaron smiled and blushed. It's for you.

To wear?

No, it's for me to wear and for you to...

To?

Benefit from. He laughed.

I could smell that new plastic smell, like lawn chairs or flip-flops, and I'd be a liar if I didn't admit that my pussy went wet when I looked at it. So when I get angry and call you a fuck-face you take me seriously?

Let me do it. His hand crept up my thigh. All around us wrapping and ribbons and bows.

Soon. It made me nervous. I admit it. I wasn't sure why, but it almost seemed unfair to Aaron.

Janie, Janie, he sighed, climbing onto me, he pushed my thighs wide with his big knee and pushed his warm hands into my pyjama bottoms. His fingers slipped over my clit and then into me with such ease. I was so wet already. Don't you get it?

I think I'm about to, I said, and then he kissed me quiet.

He tugged at my jammie bottoms, his mouth a wet trail from my lips to my belly button to my pussy. Hot perfect swirls of his tongue had me clutching the shiny silver wrapping and arching up to meet his mouth. I want to do it. It's a present for me as much as for you. This way I'll be your toy.

I think I can deal with that. I shut my eyes as he sucked my clit, pushing the flat of his tongue to my moist pussy. Aaron arched his rigid tongue into my cunt, fucking my pussy with his mouth only until I hauled him up by his hair, my shaking fingers twined in his dark locks. I will think it over while we...

I spread my legs further, willing him to push his dick inside me, begging him with my movements to fuck me senseless.

Bang like monkeys? Fuck like animals? Do the nasty? Aaron laughed as he plunged into me, his hard cock tripping all the bundles of nerves deep inside me that made me pant like a dog while I came.

Yes, yes, and yes! I wrapped my legs around his flanks, pulling him into my pussy deeper so that the head of his cock pushed my g-spot.

Aaron decided to play dirty. He took a bright blue ribbon from the floor and tied me to the back of his mother's antique chair. Heavy dark wood carved with smiling moons and shooting stars. The thing weighed a ton and I was powerless to get at him. He pulled free of me as my body vibrated with urgency. I was right there on the crisp paper edge of coming and he was leaving me!

Now listen, I don't want to rush you. And I don't want to push you. He kissed my lips and I tasted my own juices on his mouth. He pushed his tongue deeper so that it was like sucking his cock. He nibbled my throat, my collar bone and my belly button before capturing a nipple in his mouth and sucking hard. The tug on my breast echoed in my cunt. A hollow sucking sensation that had me testing that damn ribbon and jerking the heavy wooden chair in a jittery dance.

OK, fine, don't push me! Fuck me! It's Christmas! I need it, I was at the point of begging and I simply didn't care.

Let me do it then. Let me wear the strap on and fuck you until you cry, he said, his mouth covering my vulva again, licking the sweet sticky juices of my need from my body. I tossed my hips at him like I was on a ship and begged.

Please, oh fuck, please. Whatever you want.

Tomorrow? You'll let me do it tomorrow?

Yes, yes! Baby Jesus, merry Christmas, yes! I shouted and pushed my pussy higher to him.

Thanks, Rits. I love you baby. You're the best, he laughed, kissing me so hard my scalp prickled from rug burn.

Aaron shoved his big hands under my ass cheeks, hoisting me a bit higher and angling me perfectly. When he shoved into me, balls deep and brisk, little purple and pink sparkles exploded in my vision. Five hard strokes, like he was driving nails or jack hammering concrete and I came, biting his shoulder so hard he growled. Don't make me bleed, Janie! But he fucked me faster still, inching all three of us (me, him and the heavy antique chair) across the living room floor. When he finally came, we lay tangled and panting half under the Christmas tree. The chair had knocked off a few bulbs and a string of lights dangled like drunks after a long party.

Tomorrow?

He was all gentleness and butterfly kisses then. His fingers dancing over my skin so softly I shivered. I eyed the box and the somehow brutal looking dildo erected from the face harness. Part of it scared the shit out of me and part of it made my cunt beat with an eager wet pulse. I nodded.

Tomorrow, I agreed.

All the next day I worried about it. Even when I answered the phone at work, in my head would be a big blue dildo on a black face mask. I could see Aaron coming at me, on hands and knees. A huge fake hard-on in front of him. I shook my head, trying to focus on what my customer was saying. But then my mind would switch it up. Me spread eagle against the basement wall, Aaron on his knees coming at me from behind. Fucking ms slow and sure and then fast and frantic with the bright plasticine dick.

What? I stammered. Three people hung up on me and my boss asked me if I'd had enough sleep.

I'd had plenty of sleep. I'd had sleep and sex all night long. Just the thought of using the toy on me had Aaron raring to go. Our whole evening had been spent in some form of debauchery or other. He had run me a strawberry scented bubbled bath and then run through our entire collection of toys. Rubbing my pussy and my tender clit with first the red marbled vibrator, then purple, then blue and then green. Who knew that we had such a rainbow's array of fake cocks in our house?

He had eaten my pussy until I babbled and then, giddy, exhausted and beyond coming again, I turned over and offered him my ass. Aaron had talked dirty the entire time. A fantasy-fuelled energized rabbit whose drum to bang happened to be, I'm going to fuck you so good, baby. I'm your toy. Say it, Janie. Say it, baby.

You're my toy, I sighed, head down, body twisted in a pain pleasure combo as my loving husband spanked my ass and fucked me hard. He came, balls deep, holding onto my hips for dear life, coming into my back door.

Work was too much, I had to get home. I couldn't focus. My boss sent me out early. And there he was. Already home, already prepping. Flowers and candles and food galore. Fuck Face.

I couldn't concentrate, I confessed.

Me neither.

I came home.

Me, too. Janie?

He looked worried and my heart twisted a little. Yeah, baby?

You don't think it's too dirty, do you? It doesn't freak you out, does it?

I touched the evident bulge in his dust covered blue jeans. A mistake at work on a construction site could cost someone life or limb, I was glad he came home. No, Aaron. I think it's just dirty enough. So dirty, I could barely keep my head on straight. You've fucked me 60 different ways in that face harness today. In my head, but still...

And I want to do it for real. Now. His hands were down in my pants, pushing into my cunt. Intrusive but in the best possible way. He invaded me with his big warm digits until I sank back against he counter, legs splayed like a fuck slut. My hands rubbed the length of his hard cock and I listened to him panting in a nearly desperate way. One of my favourite sounds in the world  out-of-his-mind-horny man.

That would be good, I laughed. He had my pants tangled down around my ass and my panties got caught. Aaron grabbed a paring knife from the counter and slit the sides one, two easy as pie. He pushed the whole mess of clothing to the side and got on his knees. I watched him rub his hard pole through his pants and my eyelids sank down. I wanted him naked doing that.

What? His mouth pressed to me, his tongue wetting me perfectly. My clit, so swollen he could nibble on it, screamed for more.

Take off your clothes. Do that naked. I like to watch you jack off. I blushed when I said it, but I said it anyway. He was out of his clothes and digging under the tree as I unbuttoned my work blouse and unhooked my bra. I stood, shivering with goose bumps in the chilly kitchen.

When he came back, he held the face harness out to me and kneeled back down. His flushed hard-on poker straight from his slim hips, a glistening dot of pre-come rested on the swollen head. He sank himself face first into my pussy and resumed eating me out until I was absentmindedly rubbing the fake cock in my hands like a worry stone.

Ready? He smiled up at me. He had intended to get me so horny and on edge that I couldn't give the face piece a second thought. And I didn't. I looked at it now and saw a big blue orgasm clutched in my hand.

Ready. I bent and strapped it on him. Aaron's hands trembled over the length of his dick, pumping so that he was close to purple and I knew from years of marriage, so close to coming a sneeze would set him off. Fuck me, Aaron.

He sighed behind the mask and leaned in, shoving the appendage before him. My mind conjured up all things dirty and perverse: Unicorn horns; a Cyclops with a penis for an eye; riding a bike with a dildo seat. I shook my head. What was I thinking? But then I wasn't. He was shoving into me, his head going back and forth like he was giving a blow job. An inverted blow job. He was fucking me with his mouth and the cobalt blue dick that sprouted from between his lips.

I sprawled backwards on the counter, hips banging the grey granite workspace. Aaron stood, the protrusion on his face slippery with my juices. He pushed his hands under my ass, levering me up until I lay splayed on the cool surface, legs wide for him. He delved back in, hands encircling my ankles like flesh and blood cuffs. He fucked me hard, his head pistoning back and forth as I watched, mesmerized. I came, flooding his face and the leather tethers with wet sticky fluid. God, oh, God. Another. I want another. Seeing him there, that way just for me was too much. I rolled to the side, pushing Aaron, Go, go, get on the counter. I pushed at him. He arranged himself lengthwise on the counter like a patient on a hospital bed. My pussy quaked at seeing him that way, his permanent facial erection high and hard and waiting for me.

Aaron remained mute behind the fitted face piece. I couldn't see his mouth, but could tell from the laugh lines around his eyes that he was smiling. His hand pistoned along the length of his cock and I dropped down, sucking him into my mouth frantically. I swallowed his dick and inhaled deeply through my nose to let him into my throat. All of him filled my throat and the rich smell of sex filled my nose. I cradled his balls in my hands, stroking him from dick to asshole until he mewled softly behind his mask. He fucked my mouth, his movements jittery, the reverse of what he'd just done to me. When he thrust too fast, I stilled him with my hand. No more. Wait.

I crawled so that my pussy hovered over his face. I ran the smooth blue head of the cock over my dripping hole and locked eyes with Aaron. Do you want me to fuck your face, Aaron? Do you?

Aaron nodded, his eyes sparkling with excitement and need. A muffled mmph passed for a yes.

I slid the head only into my wet pussy and locked my legs, my knees brushing the cool unforgiving stone. Aaron jerked his head up to thrust, his fist sliding up and down his rock hard dick. I levered up and away from him.

Be a good boy or I won't let you. I'll leave you here hard and desperate and go back to work. Now that I've come I bet I can concentrate better.

I was lying through my teeth, but he let his neck relax as he stroked his shaft and pleaded with his eyes.

I put the head back in, lowering inch by bright blue inch so that my thighs covered his ears and my cunt covered the phallus and Aaron's face. His hand flew over his erection, his hips thrusting up eagerly to the rhythm of his own sliding palm. I rode the face mask slow and sure. To make him suffer and to get him off. It was a win, win situation.

I gripped the edge of the counter, struggling to keep my composure and failing. I raised and lowered my hips, so fast, fucking myself with Aaron's extra cock that I thought I might smother him. I knew I hadn't when he reached up with a hand and gathered some of my juices on his finger. His other hand jacked his dick furiously, his knees coming up, feet pounding the counter. I pushed back and Aaron pushed his thick finger into my ass, slow and steady the way I like. He added a second as I slammed down over and over. Finally coming in a rush of words and wetness.

I turned to see the thick spurts of pearly come sliding over his banged up knuckles, his dusty fingers, his perfect big fist.

I rested my head on the stone, trying to imagine what could be done with such a toy.

When I got the mask off of Aaron to kiss him, and kiss him I did, he solved the mystery.

Tomorrow, meet me at Christine's after work.

I got off at 3.00, he got off at 3.30. A bit early for dinner, I muttered, licking the perfect sweet taste of my pussy off his lips.

Not for dinner. Just for coffee. And for me.

You?

I'm going under the table.

My knees were weak.

I actually thought I would pass out walking into Christine's. We'd been there a thousand times it seemed, but not with an agenda. The skirt that Aaron had picked out so carefully, swung and swished over my thigh high stockings. The hem kissed my tall black boots. As for panties, though, nothing but breeze. I was bare under the charcoal grey sheath skirt and my pussy begged for more attention from my man. I smiled to myself, fought the clawing anxiety over getting caught and walked into the dark restaurant.

The light was always set to ambient due to Christine's reputation as being the romantic eatery. The host found me and seated me at table three. The gentleman was here, he said frowning. He must have excused himself for a moment. Can I get the lady a drink?

Already a warm, heavy hand had curled around my stocking clad ankle. Another one was sliding up my inner calf with a whisper of nylon, a masculine unseen presence that left me trembling. I swallowed hard, smiled. I would love a nice big wine. Emphasis on the word big, I joked. The waiter frowned again but scampered off.

Aaron had pushed my skirt up above my knees so it puddled around my hips. I felt the smooth cool dildo slide along the slit of my pussy lips. I splayed my legs, biting the tip of my tongue to at least maintain a semblance of control. He nudged my opening with the tip of his tool and I slid a bit lower in my seat. My pulse slammed heavily in my ears and I was finding it hard to swallow even my own spit. Dizzy and horny and excited, I arched up to meet him just a bit and he slipped the cock home inside my moist hole.

Oh, God.

The server set my wine down and gave me a quizzical look. My fingers were twisted in the white linen table cloth and I could feel the twin spots of cherry red on my cheeks. Oh, God...that looks really, really good, I managed.

He smiled, still looking wary of me. Yes, well, would you care to wait for the gentleman or can I get you

I'll wait! I'll wait, I sighed, because Aaron had slammed the bright blue dildo home. He pushed, craning the whole of his face forward to rub my g-spot with is new favourite toy. Jesus. I. Will. Wait.

The host blinked and backed away from me. His eyes ping-ponged across the room for Aaron. God, I wondered what would happen if they found Aaron under there? That way. Big blue rod strapped to his face, fucking his wife under the table like a whore? What would happen?

I'll tell you what did happen. I came at the thought. I came, biting my tongue, clenching my jaw and my wine glass. I waited for the delicate crystal stem to shatter, but it didn't. I waited for Aaron to stop, but he didn't.

He kept fucking me.

I took a swig of wine and our actual waiter appeared. Hi, I'm Ed and I'll be your...are you OK?

Aaron had my thighs pinned wide in the ladder back chair. One of my hands gripped my butter knife, no clue why, and the other the edge of the seat for balance. He had the long fake dick buried deep in my pussy by then and he was swirling it. Great looping motions that managed to trip every good nerve I possessed. His fingers pressed and stroked over my clit and I held my breath until spots appeared in my vision. Fingers on my swollen button, fingers probing my ass, and his face swishing and whirling that blue monstrosity deep into the wet well of my cunt.

I am fine! I crowed as I came, a long unwinding orgasm that for some reason set me to laughing. Maybe it was the venue. Maybe it was the release.

I heard the slapping frantic sounds of my wonderful, polite, upstanding husband beating off under the table like a common john and a blip of pleasure rolled through my pelvis. A little amused bouche of an orgasm. I heard a muffled grunt and sigh as hot, sticky come splashed on my thighs and knees. He was painting me.

This waiter was adorable. I saw his eyes take in just the heel of Aaron's boot. He was on to us. I heard the jingle jangle of the harness's rings and felt it drop at my feet.

If the lady and gentlemen would like some more time, I can come back. He had backed up three steps, our waiter. Back far enough for me to see the exquisite hard-on tenting his plain black server pants. I ran my tongue over my bottom lip.

There was another fantasy that Aaron and I had discussed...a third party.

No. I think we're good, Aaron said, plopping into his chair. His hair stood up in whirls and horns and his face was flushed and slightly damp by his lips. That was me on his face. I shivered.

Very well. Can I get you an appetizer?

Another one? Aaron joked.

I laughed. Our waiter crept closer, sharing our secret, somehow drawn by it. He leaned in close, order pad in hand. I'm sure very little could top that one, he said, eyes darting to me and then my husband.

Aaron grinned. His hand found my thigh under the table where my skirt still rode high around my hips. I knew he was thinking what I was thinking. So, Ed, would you be offended if someone called you fuck face? my man whispered. And how are you at the whole sharing thing? Are you a good sharer, Ed?

Ed was smiling but I was more focused on the bulge in his trousers and the mental image I had of him sporting a big blue cock from his pretty boy face.

I liked my new toy. I liked it a lot.
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