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Show Me The Love
by Landon Dixon

Jerry had been going out with Marion for a month when he decided to get really acquainted with her ass. Hed been first attracted to the petite, brown-haired, brown-eyed beauty by her big, round, fleshy backside, and now he wanted, needed to fully explore it  flail and fuck it, if possible.

He was concerned, though, about how shed react when confronted/rear-ended with the full extent of his overwhelming butt fetish. Hed been careful with her so far  sex in all the conventional positions and orifices  because he was already thinking that maybe she was the one; witty, warm, intelligent, loved football, with a good, firm set of tits and a wicked bubble butt  what more could one man ask for? Jerry could almost see himself settling down on a permanent basis with the girl.

But first he had to indulge his anal cravings, gauge her reaction. Like lemmings over a cliff, he just had to.

She was standing in front of the mirror on his dresser, her sun-burnished, rounded backside resplendently split up the middle by a sexy black thong. She was wearing nothing else but the erotic underwear and a smile, getting ready for her part-time job as a server at Laissez Faire, a sleazy night club on the East side. Her skimpy French maid outfit was lying at the foot of the brass bed Jerry was stretched out on. He was naked, his cock hardening along with his resolve as he studied Marions bold, bronze butt mounds.

I dont like you working at that joint, he said, watching her cheeks flex as she applied lipstick.

Marion puckered her lips and blew a kiss at Jerrys blond reflection in the mirror. Worried Ill meet some rich playboy? she teased.

Jerry gripped his erection and stroked, fingers swirling over the veined length of his pulsing hard-on, eating up the girls ripe, peachy bum with his hungry eyes. Her overstuffed seat cushions shone smooth and hot under the muted lights, gleaming orbs of taut, yet pliable flesh. I dont like you parading around in that outfit, wiggling your ass in front of all those drunks.

Cant be helped, darling. It pays the tuition. Just one more year and Ill have my diploma, be making scads of money. Until then She shrugged her shoulders, her cheeks jiggling enticingly.

Jerry slid off the bed and walked over to her, cock bobbing, pointing the way to her butt. He put his big hands on her shoulders, his big cock pressing against the heart-stopping swell of her buttocks. She patted his hand, then plucked a bottle of mascara out of her make-up bag and started applying it to her lashes.

Jerrys hands fell off her shoulders, and he took a step back. He stared down at her brazen booty, anger and lust combusting within him. He drew back a hand, hesitated, then whacked her ass, hard.

Hey! she yelped, grabbing the edge of the dresser, mascara tumbling onto the carpet.

He smacked her sassy cheeks again, and again, his teeth clenched and his eyes burning. Marion groaned, a mixture of pain and pleasure, her body trembling. Jerry noted her reaction and exulted, smacking her ass a rippling, reddening cheek at a time.

God! she gasped, rocking with the blows.

He grinned evilly, ecstatic to find that his in-control, sex-conventional girlfriend was enjoying his brutal expression of affection, was getting off on it as much as he was. Im not hurting you, am I, my dear? he hissed in her ear, spanking her bottom.

She shook her head, quick and tight. No-no, but Ive-Ive got to get ready for work

Work can wait! he rasped.

He slapped her right cheek, her left, setting the brown, blushing flesh in motion again. She bowed her head down and pushed her butt back, shimmering brown hair falling over her face, fingernails clawing into the wood of the dresser.

Jerrys cock was a fire-forged rod of steel straining to part Marions plush butt cheeks, jumping each and every time he smacked her bottom. He set his hand in a rigid, horizontal paddling position, bent his knees and spanked both of Marions jiggling pillows at once.

The crack of his hand was loud, the shriek from her lips even louder. He smacked her over and over, the dresser creaking with the strain, the girl vibrating, wicked ass-flesh shuddering. Marions bum had gone electric, the brutal, blessed impact of Jerrys flattened hand on her ass sending sexual sparks arcing all through her, setting her body to shimmering, her spank-sensitivity wildly out in the open.

You like being spanked, dont you? Jerry gritted rhetorically, one-handing her with abandon.

She nodded, shaking uncontrollably.

He ceased his butt-heating long enough to yank her thong down, fully exposing the crevice between her cheeks. She pressed her legs together and bent forward at the waist, presenting a clear and lush twin-mounded target for his pleasurably punishing hands. He fanned her rippling cheeks with an open palm, raining blow after blow down upon her, whaling her ass, waxing her bottom. She whimpered with joy, butt blazing fiery red under the onslaught.

When his hand was stinging too much for even him to stand, Jerry dropped to his knees and dug under the bed and extracted the foot-long leather strap hed been saving for just such a special occasion. It was the kind of strap school principals used to use to discipline unruly children. He gazed at Marions bright, impudent bum, tapping the stiffened leather against an open hand. Then he whacked the girls bottom with it.

She moaned, rocking forward, twisting her head around to give her lover/punisher a shaky smile, her eyes gone watery. He strapped her perfect ass, the blows striking blistering white before being consumed by crimson. Sweat streamed down his face as tears streamed down hers, his raging hard-on swinging away with the strap.

He whipped Marions outrageous bottom until she was teetering on the very brink of unconsciousness, her butt gone numb but not unfeeling, her cheeks brick-red and burning, ridges forming where the strap had fallen most harshly.

Finally, he dropped the ass-bashing device and dug into a drawer of the dresser, pulling out a bottle of lube. Ever been fucked up the ass? he growled, oiling his angry erection.

She stared at him in the mirror, mascara streaking her cheeks, arms and legs trembling all on their own. N-no, she gulped.

He slid his greasy fingers in between her ravaged cheeks, and she moaned. His forefinger sought out her opening, squirming all the way to the knuckle inside of her. Then he rotated the digit, and smacked her brilliant bum at the same time.

Marion cried out, as dizzy with lust as he was; the blood rushing to her pussy and ass, pounding in her ears. She peeled the fingers of her right hand off the dresser and sent them diving down to her pussy. She was inconsolably wet, and she desperately rubbed her clit, her body jumping and buzzing with Jerrys every hand fall and finger twist.

He eventually eased his digit out of her butthole, replaced it with his cockhead, his shiny, bloated hood pushing against the girls tiny virgin opening. He gripped his pole and gritted his teeth and pressed forward, popping her anal cherry with a ruthlessness borne of basest necessity, his cockhead punching through her pucker and shoving inside her anus.

Oh God! Marion breathed.

Jerry dug his fingers into her hot, sweat-dappled skin and relentlessly ploughed ahead, battering-ram cock boring inside her. He sank his spike into her split-peach bottom until balls kissed butt-flesh. Fuck, youre tight! he grunted, buried to the hairline in Marions swollen rear-end.

He started moving his hips, churning his cock back and forth in her gripping chute, the heat and vice-like tightness, the cocks eye view of the girls tenderised bottom setting his balls to boiling. She rubbed her puffed-up clit faster and faster, her whole body quivering, the stuffed-full feeling of having a big, fat cock up her ass setting her head to spinning and her pussy to tingling.

Fuck me! Fuck my ass! she shrieked, buffing her clit with abandon.

Jerry pounded cock into her ass, smacking her brutalised derriere with his body now as he wildly thrust forward, the crack of hot, wet flesh coming together filling the humid bedroom. His balls suddenly tightened, and he ramped up the fucking even more, recklessly ramming her butt, her crimson cheeks shuddering non-stop. He was jolted by orgasm, blasting white-hot semen deep into Marions ass.

Yes! she screamed, jerking with her own ecstasy, her hand a blur on her pussy.

He kept on plunging away, spraying sperm into her anus, her gushing exclamations of joy urging him on.

When it was finally all over, he collapsed over the top of her, their bodies glued together with their wicked exertion, his cock still plugged full-length into her ass. She buried her head in her arms and struggled to get her breath back. Then she remembered her job, and Jerry eased his still-hard member out of her raw, violated butthole and helped her dress.

The rounded bottoms of her butt cheeks peeked a ravaged scarlet out from beneath the hem of her frilly skirt.

A few of the customers asked Tony, the bartender, if someone had been roughing me up  a jealous boyfriend or something. Marion sat down gingerly on the edge of the bed and carefully rolled off a stocking.

Jerry grinned sleepily, stretched out contentedly on the bed. I bet your tips were even better than usual.

Maybe. But thats not the point, Jerry. You could have cost me my job.

Really? he said, grinning some more.

Marion smiled shyly and slid her arms around his neck. Her eyes were warm and moist. She kissed him. Its-its just that Im kind of sensitive down there.

Jerry lightly squeezed her battered bottom. So I noticed. He kissed her. Youve got a million dollar booty, baby, and you like getting it worked over. And I just happen to be a buttman from way back. We were meant for each other.

She bit her lip. I wonder if we, um, share another fetish?

He laughed, playfully squeezed her cheek again. Try me and find out. He was a guy never averse to pumping up the kink.

And five minutes later, he was a guy clad in a satiny pink bra and shiny pink panties, his hairy legs straining the snow-white fabric of Marions best pair of stockings.

She smiled, eyes gleaming. Very fetching, darling.

Jerry smiled back. He wasnt admitting it  yet  but cross-dressing was one of his favourite bedroom role-playing activities. He now knew for sure that this butt-blessed and blasted, open-minded girl was definitely a keeper.

Marion shimmied out of her French maid outfit and peeled away the thong, strolled over to her man and roughly cupped his balls through the silky material of her panties. A shiver of delight raced up Jerrys spine, a lightning bolt streaked through Marions pussy. A pretty girl like you needs some make-up to really bring out the inner-tart, she said.

He eagerly nodded, and she pulled him over to the dresser and pushed him down into a chair, began liberally applying blush and lipstick and mascara and eye shadow to his unshaven face. And when he was all powdered and painted up like the slut he was, she fucked him in the ass with the strap-on dildo shed picked up after work. The leather straps chafed her tender bottom, but she wasnt complaining.

And neither was Jerry.

Until the crack of dawn, that is, when he tried to clean himself up for the class of eager-beaver young women he taught at a local all-girls high school. He frantically scrubbed his face, but the indelible lipstick and eye shadow just wouldnt budge.

Marion smiled dreamily as her guy cried out in anguish, picturing him delivering a lecture to his nubile, starry-eyed students while done up like a whore. Revenge was sweet. Sweeter still, when she thought about the spanking she most certainly deserved and would get for being such a naughty girl.
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