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AUTHOR NOTE

 


You should
probably read this.

So, this is a
first for me. I haven’t written about pegging before. Sure, I write
a lot of gay erotica (see Dick Powers Book List
for examples), but female-on-male
butt stuff hasn’t really been a topic for me. Nonetheless, I’m
going to do my best. Remember: This is a pegging story (fake dick to male butt by a sexy lady) and so if that’s
not your cup of tea, why not try some of my other books? If it is, well, get to, sailor!

 


Much Love,

 


Sophie Sin

 


P.s., I have included an old short
story from 2014 called “Train Affair” in this ebook because the
pegging story that I wrote came out a lot shorter than I had
hoped.

 


 



PEGGING ON THE
BUS

 


I’m excited. Really excited. My wife,
Jennifer, is sauntering on ahead of me. Her gorgeous ass is
wiggling about in her snug blue jeans, and in her rear pocket is
our toy. It’s long, thin, and vibrates. Her silky blouse might be
hiding it from view, but I’m very aware that it’s there. And, more
than that, I know exactly where it’s going. Having it up my butt
while on the bus is going to be wild, and I can’t wait to get it in
there.

“I think ours
is at the rear,” Jennifer says, glancing back.

I merely smile timidly and nod. We’ve
been together for eight years. The wedding ring on her ring finger
is solid proof of our love. Realistically, I really shouldn’t be
feeling like we’re newlyweds again; however, the gut-churning
anxiety that I’m experiencing reminds me of our first time
together. Jennifer is as confident as ever, of course, but that’s
just how my fearlessly adventurous love always is.

“There’s our
bus,” she says. “Are you sure about this?”

“I think so,”
I reply. “This is kind of exciting, right?”

She pecks me on the cheek sweetly and
claps me on the butt.

“You wouldn’t
believe how much.”

I gulp in the face of her raw desire.
My woman is incredible sometimes. It’s not just that she supports
and respects my kinks. No, she also REALLY gets me. It’s one of the
many reasons why I love her.

“Tickets,” the
bus driver says.

We hand them over, and he points to
the back.

“We’re off in
10 minutes. You can take any seat you want. We’ve only got five
others riding tonight.”

I follow Jennifer to the back. The
closest passengers are an elderly couple. They’re leaned up against
each other and snoozing. Otherwise, none of the others are close
enough to see our fun.

“Did you see
any cameras?” Jennifer whispers.

I shake my head.

“I think the
only one is at the front.”

My lady glances down the aisle. She
then presses me back to the window. I accept her passion on my lips
without hesitation. Her tongue is playful and eager. Our normal sex
is fantastic, but public play is the best.

“You are so
hard,” she murmurs.

It’s true. Her fingers unzip my jeans
and work my cock. I’m not super hung, but it’s enough to fill her
hand. She massages me while staring into my eyes.

“You know I’m
going to fuck you,” Jennifer purrs in my ear. “Does that make you
happy?”

My tongue slips out and over my lips.
“Yes, very happy.”

I lean back, and she peeks down the
aisle.

“Are you
sure?” she asks. “This is your last chance to tap out.”

“It’s
fine.”

Jennifer pulls me out. The feeling of
being exposed turns us both on. Her hand openly working my sexily
displayed cock is ultra-hot. She stealthily brings her palm up and
spits on it. That glossy saliva soon joins my pre-cum in polishing
my cock.

“We’ll be
leaving for Chicago now,” the bus driver says over the intercom.
“Our next major stop will be Springfield. We’ll be taking a
10-minute break there, so please wait if you need to go to the
bathroom.”

The bus lurches into movement. We wait
until the passengers return to their time-killing activities before
continuing.

My wife’s first move is to massage me.
Her hands cup my nuts, work my shaft, and tickle my tip. In
response, I throw back my head and stifle a moan. The sensation
building from my base is erotic. I want to cry out, but that’s not
possible here.

“Grit your
teeth.”

Her body rolls to the side, and her
mouth consumes me. It’s warm, wicked, and wanting. I can feel her
need in her rough tongue work.

“Baby,” I
whisper.

She comes up to tickle the tip. I’m on
the verge, yet she has no mercy. Her slick pink is hornily circling
my end; I can barely think straight under its direct
pressure.

“Let me get
some of that,” she purrs in my ear.

Fortunately, there’s enough space. I
come down onto my knees as she shimmies her jeans down to her
ankles. The rig that our toy connects to gets shifted out of the
way to reveal the wriggly tool stuffed into her sweet pussy. I
switch it on at the base, and she grabs my head. I’m rammed into
her light bush and soon slurping on her clit. The noise from this
is so low no one but us can hear it. I work my cock in time to the
sound of my tongue lapping her. 

“Hmm-”

The wriggler is nearly pushed out as
she cums. I catch it and shove it back in. So far, it’s been on its
medium setting, and to maximize her pleasure, I switch it up to
high. 

“Get on
it.”

I take from her jeans the tool. It’s
nothing large or spectacular: Just a regular old pegging tool. I
lube it with my spit, then attach it to the mount. She moves to my
seat near the window and leans back. Outside there’s the highway
leading out of St. Louis. At this time of night, our home city
feels quiet. Against this backdrop, I mount her.

“Owww.”

My butt stretches around her false
cock. Inside her, the wriggler is hard at work. Because of that,
she barely moves when I shift up and down. The seat ahead is tall
enough that I can settle down to the toy’s base and not be seen,
and I work myself down her with that in mind. The inward shift of
the toy feels incredible, and I take great pleasure in being fucked
by my woman. Her modest breasts press to my back, her lips tickle
the nape of my neck, and her fake dong fills me up. What wonders
life has in it… I can barely express how happy all this makes
me.

Slowly, I build up to an even pace. My
wife curves her body forward, and I obediently go with her. Those
naughty hands of hers grab my dick and balls. I’m filled deeply by
her and bouncing. During this, she works my junk, and it feels like
heaven. The way she rolls my nuts, long works my shaft, and thumbs
my tip. It feels like ice water is being pumped through my veins.
She electrifies me with her touch, and I admire her for
it.

Time passes in a slow and easy hip
rotation. My body is on fire from the pleasure of my public
pegging. I edge up, then down, then up, and, sometimes, just sit on
it – proud like a king upon his throne. Her explorative fingers
tickle the inner seam of my stomach muscles and run along the
grooves of my lower abdomen. Her expert touch is so deeply
satisfying that I have to cover my mouth to stifle my blissful
cries.

Eventually, the work done on my
privates gets to be too much for me, so I twist around to kneel
facing her and say, "Condom, please."

From her handbag, she grabs one,
breaks the seal, and rolls it on me. I shift forward so I can ride
her from the front. During this, our tongues engage in passionate
combat, but it soon becomes obvious a change is needed.

Unhitching the clips on the sides of
her harness, I draw it off, twist it backwards, wrap it around
myself, and clip it in place. After that, I remove the wriggler
from her soaked cunt and replace it with my cock.

With our mouths locked together in a
deep kiss, I work her sweet slot while enjoying the sensation of
the pegging tool filling my butt. It’s nice to feel so full while
working my hips as quickly as the available space allows. My wife
whines hungrily in my ear as my pubic mound grinds on her horny
clit. I continuously pump my piece in and out, and, after a time,
it becomes too much for both of us. She bites into the side of my
neck as her orgasm hits, and her body quivers and quakes during her
climax. Still, I don’t let up and soon pour my seed in. My wife’s
clenched slot milks free every last drop, and the latex catches it
all.

Our sex done, we lean against each
other. She kisses me lightly in the aftermath, but the glazed look
in her eyes tells me a second round is off the menu tonight. It
doesn’t bother me, though. Our fun was incredible as usual, and so
I squat down and remove my toy. After, I place the pegging tool
into a ziplock bag, along with the wriggler and harness, and stow
it in her handbag.

“Are you
okay?” I whisper.

Jennifer nods to show she is, and I
get the tissues. I wipe her down first, then pull up her jeans. I
then do myself and seat myself beside her. My arm runs over her
shoulders, and she leans her head against my chest. A long,
comfortable sigh exits her, and she closes her eyes.

Out the window is the heavy blackness
of the highway, broken occasionally by the headlights of passing
cars. Such a lonely sight would normally be oppressive to the
senses, but next to my lovely wife, I feel only warm, pleased, and
happy. And, I suppose that's just the way it should be for a
naughty married couple who just pegged on the bus. 

 

The End


TRAIN AFFAIR

(Additional story due to the other
story being a bit shorter than I wanted.)
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