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Author's Note: 
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Thank you for purchasing this bundle, the first of its kind, of nine of my most popular erotic stories collected into one volume. I hope that you enjoy them and find them as arousing to read (“Hopefully one-handed, if you know what I mean,” she said with a coquettish wink) as I did to write (which I also accomplished one-handed on many an occasion).

The stories collected in this volume are works of fiction depicting fictional scenarios and featuring fictional personages and should be received as such. They run a gamut, not only of subjects and kinks like Cheating wives/girlfriends, Big Black Cock, Big White Cock, Cuckolds, and Gangbangs, but of sexy situations that any of us could and might well have encountered in everyday life. A trip to the local relaxation spa. A contentious relationship with one’s boss. An adult’s reintroduction to a childhood bully. The difference between each of these stories and our daily lives though is that each encounter inevitably and without question leads to sex. Between strangers. Between enemies. Between women who are spoken for and the kind of sexually-aggressive men with the thick, veiny-cocks that the lady secretly fantasizes about when her own man is inside her. Those fantasies are real here. And they are spicy as fuck. 

So, read on, strap in, Jack/Jill off. 

And afterward, if I’ve given you a good time with what you read, maybe drop a review for ya girl.

-RA
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BROKEN BY MY MASSEUR!
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I don't mind admitting I was blindsided when my boyfriend Jason gave me the news. He surprised me for our anniversary by arranging a spa holiday for me; facials, massage, body treatments, the whole nine yards. I feel badly for having held low expectations of him, but you have to understand that he isn't the most thoughtful man when it comes to romance. It might sound cliché, but historically, he's been your typical guy, forgetter of anniversaries and birthdays, embarrassed by PDAs, and otherwise minimally expressive regarding his affections, unless it's in bed and I've had a couple of glasses of wine. 

Don't get me wrong, though. This isn't to say he's not a good boyfriend or a good man. He treats me like a lady. I've never walked through a door that he didn't hold open for me. He cooks dinner for us more often than I do. He's just more reserved than me when it comes to observing or celebrating occasions that would seem pretty momentous to others. From where I sit, it's a fair trade, though one that didn't make his spa surprise any less of a shocker.

My appointment is for 11:30 this morning. I arrive at 11:15 to find that the spa is gorgeous inside. Having walked past it a million times without ever coming inside, I'm shocked that such an opulent establishment has lurked in our neighborhood for so long. The reception area is all marble and polished brass. The receptionist looks like Coco Chanel dressed and styled her. Even other patrons that pass me, leaving as I make my way inside, look like professional dancers and actresses on their way to star in headlining Broadway roles. I'm a little intimidated by them. Despite being five-feet-seven inches, packing  34Ds  and a respectable-but-not-excessive bit of junk in my trunk, I feel short and chubby watching them stride past on their gazelle legs, swan-like necks holding their heads high. My chocolate-colored hair is straight and falls to the middle of my back, but it feels like straw sticking out of my head as the beautiful people glide past me. Knowing that they, by comparison, only scarcely notice me if at all, doesn't lessen my trepidation any. I can't even hazard a guess as to how much this must be costing Jason.

So after a Madagascar vanilla sugar scrub, a Belgian chocolate facial, and some sort of nail treatments applied to my feet and hands involving Brazilian fruit acids, I'm feeling pretty damn delicious. I get shown into a lowlit room decked out in polished dark woods, and earth tones. There are exotic plants in the corners and hanging from every wall. Burning candles as thick as my wrists and thighs cluster atop the few bits of furniture in the room, filling the small space with herbal, woody aromatics. I'm instructed to lie down upon the cushioned massage table at the room's center, and wait for my masseur. I do so, clad only in a towel covering my lady bits. I close my eyes and breathe deeply, feeling relaxed, reflecting on my Jason and how lucky I feel to have him. I'm near to dozing off when the door to the tiny room creeps open.

My masseur is a strapping six-foot-three-inch Latin centerfold named Juan Carlos. The instant I meet him, I can tell he's the type of man who takes as much pride in his appearance as he does in his work. He places a warm kiss on the back of my hand as he greets me. The sensation sends an involuntary shiver racing along my arm that I hope he doesn't notice. As I tend to when nervous, I find myself giggling a lot as he makes small talk with me, asks me about what brings me here today, whether I've ever had a professional massage before, what areas I'd like him to work on or avoid. Once he's heard my answers, he smiles and tells me he's ready to begin. Then he pulls off his form-fitting black spandex tee shirt while I bite my lip to keep from cooing with approval. 

"I hope you don't mind," he says, "but I always work shirtless. Keeps oil off my clothes and lets me be a bit more...free with my work. I promise you've never experienced anything like one of my massages, but if it makes you uncomfortable—"

His rack is breathtaking; the honey-hued physique of a man who must live at the gym. I imagine him bench pressing me, using my body to do bicep curls, doing naked pushups as I lie against his back hugging him, also naked. Then I come back to Earth and remember that not only do I have a boyfriend, but that said boyfriend is footing the bill for the entirety of this experience I'm enjoying. Shamed by my unfaithful thoughts, I answer that shirt or no shirt is all right with me. Then I close my eyes and try not to think about what sex with the Adonis about to lay his large, masculine hands on me must feel like.

He turns me onto my stomach and begins. HIs hands warmed with fragrant oils, he begins at my toes and works his way up my calves, the backs of my thighs, my buttocks, and back. He asks questions as he moves from one area to another, lingering where I ask him to, and adjusting the force of his caressing and kneading in accordance with my responses. 

I moan for his hands in a way that I rarely do for Jason's cock, and the irony there isn't lost on me as my senses swim. I'm barely conscious, too delirious with pleasure and good vibes as he turns me onto my back to work on my front side. Beginning at my throat and kneading, pinching, squeezing his way down my body, he presses sounds from me that would embarrass me if I didn't feel like such a mound of tenderized steak. As he oils me, anoints me with fragrances, polishes my curves with expert hands, I don't have a care in the world. I just lie there, letting him do what he will because it feels too wonderful for me to intervene on the efforts of an obvious expert in his field. This is why I don't react at first when I feel his fingertips coax my thighs apart ever so slightly to dip low into my crotch.  I don't even flinch as I feel a cautious, searching hand spread my labia to dip a finger into me and sample the warmth of my vagina. Awash in so many wonderful sensations, at first this just seems like one more and my body doesn't want to interrupt the flow, but just wants to ride it wherever it takes me. When a second finger joins the first in lightly stroking my clitoris, I realize something about this massage has gone off the rails. 

"Hey, you're working a little low there, sport. What kind of massage are we going for here, anyway?" I try to diffuse the situation with humor, if only to distract myself from the tingle that shot through my pelvis when he tickled my clit. 

He apologizes and goes back to work, continuing on down my thighs. Before long, his fingers are back in my crotch, working my legs apart, sliding one thick finger along my fold, grazing my clit. My mouth floods with saliva. I realize my teeth are chattering with arousal currents surging through me. I realize I don't want to stop him. But it feels wrong to me, not speaking up, so I do. 

"Hey, now, what are—"

"Just relax," he interrupts, "Just stay calm and let me work on you."

His eyes tell me he knows. He's as aware as I am that I'm only speaking because I feel I should, not because I want the pleasure to end. And there's no point in pretending it isn't pleasure that's coursing through me, filling me with dangerous thoughts that threaten to incite dangerous actions.

It's when his oiled fingertips find my nipples, and more importantly, when my body responds with arousal to them circling my rising buds that I sit upright and bolt off the table. He's on me at once, pulling me closer, pawing at me. The time for pretense is over, but I'm frightened by the raw sexual urges this beautiful man is forcing me to confront. Before today, I've never even though about cheating on Jason. Now here I am not only thinking about it, but perhaps only seconds away from going through with it.

"No, no no no, listen! Listen, I can't. I―I have a boyfriend," I try to tell him. He's not hearing it. He knows what I want and he's going to serve it to me no matter my objections. Knowing that I want it and want him, even though I might not want to want it, is license enough for him to continue. He slips two fingers fully inside me, leaving his thumb to do things to my clitoris that cross my eyes and tear an unintended squeal from my throat. My knees give way beneath me. His strength is all that keeps me from buckling to the floor.

"Si," he croons, "For the next forty minutes, I'm your boyfriend," He seizes my upper arms and forces me toward the massage table. My strength is no match for his and in two moves, he manages to turn me around and shove me stomach first up against the table edge. I'm naked and oiled, and feeling it every bit. I’m too scared to scream. I'm too paralyzed by the burgeoning need uncurling at the pit of my stomach. I hear his pants hit the floor behind me. A hot column of flesh meets my lower back. He presses it into me, and despite my fear, I marvel at how stiff and how long it feels.  Then his weight carries my upper body forward and I shriek against his cupped hand covering my mouth as he impales me. My oiled entry offering him little by way of resistance. He pushes it forth and I gasp. 

"Oh, god, please! Please!" I beg, lowering my voice without knowing why. 

He gives me a second stroke, a third, a fourth. My mind spares a moment for thoughts of Jason and how hurt and angry he would be if he could see me now and see my body starting to respond to being claimed without my consent. In the next second the hulking masseur's hands find and grope my breasts and he adjusts the tilt of his cock to reach deeper inside me. And I'm blown away, blown apart, and in every sense of the word, fucked.

I try to fight it, but his cock is so big—huge—and the way he's jackhammering me, shaking my entire frame, making my glossy tits slap against my body, it begins to wear me down. Fast. I begin to give in to the pleasure of him hitting my clit at just the right angle. When I open my mouth to plead for him to stop and let me go, what comes out instead is a moan of pleasure. I hear myself validate his violation of my body with a steady stream of “Ughhs” and “Aaahhs,” with hips beginning to roll and buck in time with his thrusts as he shoves me full, fuller than Jason ever has. My loyalty to Jason is overcome at how wide apart Juan Carlos’ mammoth weapon spreads my labia just to work him into me. I've never been taken like this.  I haven't had many lovers, and the ones I’ve had have always been gentlemen in handling me. But Juan Carlos is no gentleman. He doesn’t need to be, and he knows it. And I'm nervous and scared and so turned on and he's doing things to me that are making me want it, making me want more and not care that he's using me for a fucktoy as long as I get it. I feel like a whore, his whore, and the feeling is more exhilarating than being a devoted girlfriend has ever felt. His cock slams me deeper, making me cry louder for him without caring who might overhear us, making me want to be his toy for as long as he'll have me.

I can barely breathe. I’m trembling too hard. I can’t think. I’ve never been taken like this and even though I know pleasure should the last thing I’m experiencing, my true feelings reveal themselves in the way I can’t stop hissing “God...god...oh, god!...oh shit!...god...ohhh gawd!”

"You're coming around, eh?" he asks me, "You starting to like it, aren't you? They all do eventually."

"Y-y-yess...!" I hiss, barely able to form the word. He's breaking me in, and I'm letting him. When he locks my arms behind me and lies atop me to really give it to me with deep, hard lunges, I squeal like a virgin. In a way, I am one, as his is the biggest cock I've ever taken, and is the first one ever to take me, I mean, really physically take me without allowing me any say. He fucks me like my pussy is a right, pulls my hair and smacks my ass like my body is a source of pleasure owed to him. His every thrust crashes over me like waves upon the unspoiled shores of a secret island and I lose it. 

“Ohhh, fuck! Fuck!” I squeal, feeling the last of my resolve drain away. I’ve stopped fighting. He hefts me like a rag doll, moving me, positioning me, shaking my body any and every way he wants to. I never stood a chance. The massive stack of hard muscles gripping my hips and fucking me to tears meant to fuck me the instant he saw me, and he’s no longer forcing me to submit. I’m giving up my pussy to him willingly now. I want him. I want this, even if I don’t want to want it, and that internal conflict makes the whole thing seem so much hotter that I feel like I could explode. A second later, held captive in his unbreakable grip, I do.

I start to cum as my lover plows through me, my orgasm leaping up from the pit of my crotch to burn my throat with cries of forced ecstasy. I’m cumming for a brute who held me down naked and fucked me without my consent. I cum hard for being violated by a cock that isn’t my Jason’s, in a luxury setting that Jason paid for me to visit. I resent Juan Carlos for using my body so completely. He fucking destroyed me with that dick, and he did it in a way that makes me want to be used like that again. Cruel fucker.

I collapse against the table, an oily, sweaty, twitching mess as he continues to rut into me, the speed of his thrusts growing faster, making me sore but I don’t want it to end. He's close. I hear him moan and it makes me long to hear it again, next time with his dick in my mouth.

My orgasm fuels his and he slides out of my stretched-out tunnel just in time to glaze the small of my back with his sperm. I half expect to hear the splatter of seed sizzle as it strikes my skin, because I'm so hot for this stranger and his big, beautiful cock. Reaching behind me to find his softening tool, I grasp it like it’s my possession, tugging on him to wring free the last drops of semen. His cock is too thick for me to close my fingertips all the way around it, but his member twitches and spasms in a way that tells me what I’m doing feels good. His presence in my hand feels right, like he belongs there. I hear him moan for me. It’s a sound that a girl could get used to. 

He bends down to plant a kiss at the sweaty nape of my neck. I sigh as his soft lips touch me, the stubble of his chin, grazing me ever so slightly. The warmth and gentleness of his lips against my skin finish me off. I start to cry, weeping quietly and without shame for things I want but know I shouldn’t. My thighs quake and spasm, driven by ghosts of him stroking my pussy that I can still feel. His lips find my tears. Mine find his mouth and I kiss my violator, my lover, my awakener like a woman finally roused from sleep that has lasted too long.

"So, mi novia" he begins, tucking his cock back into his pants too soon for me, "When would you like to come again?"

I don’t even think. I just answer. "Tomorrow, please. I'll be back tomorrow," I tell him, trying to catch my breath. He adds me to his client calendar. A two-hour block.

In my head, I begin constructing what I hope will be a convincing lie to tell Jason about breaking the plans we have for tomorrow.

END
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OWNED BY MY HUSBAND'S WORK RIVAL!
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"Come on, Des," he said to me in a tone weighted with filth that I could practically see in the corners of his mouth, "It's not like that. All I want is a little taste of what ol’ Kenny’s been getting all these years, that’s all."

# # #
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His name is Tobias Tucker. He stands six feet four, with shoulders in different zip codes and a smile that could have dropped Mother Teresa's panties. His is the face of a man the average woman hates until he's buried deep inside her, pinning her down, making her beg him to let her orgasm.

He's about to prove to me that at my core, I'm just your average woman.

# # #
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The annual holiday party thrown by the realty firm where my hubby Ken worked was always a massive exercise in pomp and pretentiousness. The company's top brass always showed up reeking of bourbon and old money to ogle each other's wives—or rented escorts for the evening, as the case might be—and dance badly after thanking all the peons for helping them get even richer this year than the year before. My Ken was in middle management, so he didn't rank with the older gents, but he was no entry-level starter, so the holidays always saw him bringing home a nice paycheck bonus. Plus, an evening consisting of free gourmet starters, all the booze one could guzzle, and a little dancing spoke for itself. We'd never missed the party in all his years at the firm.

I always came dressed to the nines, and tonight was no different. Plus, I'd lost fifteen pounds, and had kept up with my yoga and spinning classes enough to rock the shit out of the strapless black and gold gown I'd chosen for this fete. My hair loose and lustrous, my makeup immaculate, and my stride on three-inch heels a thing of practiced beauty, I expected my entrance into the hotel's main banquet hall to turn some heads. Who am I kidding? I expected it to break some necks. 

Ken once told me he married me because I'm built like a porn star: big boobs, round hips, big soft peach of an ass, and legs that promise to lead a man to good things between them if he plays his cards right. Five feet nine inches (six feet in those heels) of "Come and get it, sailor," and I wasn't turned off at all by the admission. Knowing made me want to look good for him at all times. 

Anyway, I didn't realize Tobias had overheard me ask Ken how to reach the room acting as a coat closet for the evening. When we'd arrived, Ken had taken our coats there while I had hit the restroom. I didn't hear Tobias following me toward the tiny, out-of-the-way supply room with the million-dollar soundproofing. By the time I realized what he'd planned to do to me in there, the door was closed behind him, looking a million miles away for all its usefulness as an escape route. I didn't suspect anything even when I heard the door lock click as he sealed us inside the tiny room together.

Alone.

"Tobias," I'd said, "What the hell? You following me, Tucker?" 

I had only come to the room to get my coat because I wanted to step out onto the balcony for a smoke and, it being December, outside was freezing. Makes me wonder, if I hadn't decided to go there when I did, where would he have cornered me instead?

That he'd just stood there grinning instead of answering me had offered me my first twinge of feeling something wasn't right about him tonight. I just thought maybe he had hit the open bar too hard and this was what a shitfaced Tobias Tucker looked like. Call it me having a "blond moment" (even though I’m a natural redhead) or being gullible or naïve or whatever. The bottom line is I'd been too slow on the uptake, and that delay was about to pay off handsomely for the man eyeing me up and down, licking me with his stare.

"Look, I don't know what you're hoping to find out by coming in here after me, but Kenny doesn't involve me in his dealings. So if you're tailing me hoping to catch me on my cell phone and overhear some dirt about whatever accounts he's overseeing—"

That's when he said something about wanting a taste of what Kenny was getting. My stomach gurgled, sounding as taken aback as I was.

"What? Y-you can't be serious, Tobias. Stop it," I said, hoping this would only turn out to be the sickest joke ever played on me before. I hoped he'd pause for a moment and then burst into the satisfied laughter of a man whose joke had landed just the way he'd hoped. I hoped we'd walk out of here together with me hating him just a little bit more, but otherwise unscathed.

None of those things happened. Before I left this room, I would grow to hate him a hell of a lot more than I'd ever thought possible.

"I got something I want you to taste, also," he said, unzipping his trousers to fish out a slab of man meat that literally stole my breath away upon sight of it. Not even fully erect, it was huge. Longer than my hand. The thing looked like it was swollen from some kind of injury. Tobias was an asshole and always had been, but the bastard was fucking hung. I thought of his wife, probably hugging the bar and already sloshed on Irish Mist, and wondered how she still managed to walk.

Let me be clear about something. Ken’s penis has always been perfect for me. I know "perfect for me" sounds like something a woman says to put a positive spin on any shortcomings her man might have below his waist, but it’s the truth in my case. My husband’s six or so inches have always served me well enough. Sex between us has always been good; maybe not mind-blowing most of the time, but pleasurable enough for us to still make a point of fitting it in at least a couple times a week. If I’m to be totally honest, though, while Ken's length is fine, his girth left, well...a bit to be desired. My husband’s cock might not have been the shortest of all my past lovers, but it had been the slimmest by far. And that was all right with me, because he was such a solid guy in so many other areas of our life together. I couldn't ask for a better provider or father for our kids, and most importantly, he'd always treated me with kindness. I couldn't say that about most of the guys I'd been intimate with before him.

Anyway, the cock presented to me where I now stood had no such shortcoming. It looked like something Tobias had lopped off of a bull and was dangling out of his pants as though it was his own. The thing rippled with veins, and sat nested in a thicket of shiny black curls. It was as glossy and chestnut tan as my Ken’s was pink and smooth and hairless. In my mind’s eye, my husband’s penis suddenly looked absolutely apologetic when compared to the monster his bitter business rival was packing. I hadn’t thought I could dislike Tobias Tucker any more than I already did, but confronted with that mental comparison, I hated him a bit more.

It wasn’t just Tobias' thickness that had my Ken beat, either. Tobias' cock looked at least three inches longer, and as his arousal grew, his erection curved upward in an arc that forced thoughts into my head of what it would feel like to have that beast inside me, bucking me to and fro, hitting my g-spot just right.

"Come on, Desiree," he said, sounding like he was coaxing a scared kitten down from a tree, "We've known each other for years. You can't tell me you've never thought about it. You've wondered as much as I have. Admit it."

"Jesus Christ, Tobias," I said, feeling flushed and knowing it was only partly from embarrassment. The sight of that holestretcher tilted at me was touching something animal inside me. My rational mind knew I was a married woman in a civilized society, but my reptile brain couldn't help wondering what it was like to ride that monster. It wanted this man whom I despised to pin me down on this coat room floor, force his inhumanly large fat cock into me, and fuck me to an orgasm that would fire tears of guilt and regret out of me and make me forever his.

Tobias mistook my disbelieving words for an invitation to carry things further, and stepped toward me, making me retreat. I
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