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Frank returned wearing only his filthy prison issue boxer shorts. His massive black cock straining them to their limit. He leaned down and kissed me gently, my juices still wet on his lips.

“All those letters...” He trailed off. They flashed across my mind rapidly. Trying to list them in order of desire. I had told him of so many of my dark fantasies. He was the only man that had even spoken with the sickness inside me.

“They kept me going baby girl.” He took my hand and kissed it.

“I meant them.” I reassured him just in case he doubted it. My lip began to throb I was biting it so hard. I nodded again in case he was not listening. “Those were just the tip of the depravity inside me Frank. I need you to help me control it. Funnel it.” My voice was a little frantic now.

“Oh Frank. I have kept the darkness at bay for too long. It must be appeased now.” I confessed to Frank as tears appeared at the corner of my eyes.

“But you are so young and innocent. It is not right for me to take that from you. I could see shame in his eyes. “I should not have taken advantage of your trust in me.”

I stood up on the couch and got close to Frank then. My face right in his. I stared into his dark dead eyes. It felt like I was looking into the abyss...and I liked it. Then I leaned in so I could whisper in his ear as I slipped my hand into his waistband and began stroking his engorged member.

I bit his ear lobe gently and sucked it for a second. His cock came to full attention in my tiny hand. My other hand behind his head, fingers gently twirling his hair. “Baby I just sprayed my innocence all over you.” I cooed in his ear as I tightened my fingers around his slickened shaft. “You know what I am and so do I. And I am going to prove it. My pussy is dripping down my thighs, and I am a very hungry little slut. Now I need you to start fucking my nasty little mouth.”

Easing back down onto the couch I let his cock go and his waistband snap back to his sweaty body. He stood for a second, contemplating reality. I smiled up at him and pushed my lower lip out in a pout, cocking my head to one side for effect.

Then I sat up at attention, knees crossed in front and hand crossed on my knees. I looked like a proper lady at a Victorian tea party. I leaned my head forward; strands of hair stuck to my forehead highlighting the carnal desire burning inside me. I licked my lips and closed my eyes.

Frank took one of my soft hands in his and gently placed it on the small patch of slick precum in his underwear. I ran my thumb over it softly letting it smear my fingers and hand. Then I brought it to my tongue. The taste was delicious, and I licked and sucked it off my finger in exaggerated tongue strokes. I needed Frank to know I would swallow all of him, every filthy drop.

I looked up into his eyes as I pulled at the waistband and slowly pulled his dirty boxers down over his massive ebony cock. I made sure I was close enough that when it sprung loose it hit my open mouth. 

I let my tongue hang so it would rub over it as it throbbed. It kept getting harder and bigger as I took in my hand and jerked it quickly up and down, my tiny fingers barely able to get around the girth.

My tongue became a wet serpent, slithering up and down him as I twisted my wrist while I tugged. I had been waiting for this. He knew it. But I wanted him to hear it from my twisted little mouth.

“MMMpphhh.” I moaned as his precum spread across my lips. “I have been waiting for so long to suck your big cock.” I told him in between throatfuls of dark meat.

“I know baby girl.” He grunted as he fed me more, and more of his desire. “You are my nasty little cum slut now. My perverted pixie”

he little pet name made my body flush again. I slipped my fingers down into my wet folds and spread myself with 3 fingers. My legs spread as I leaned forward onto my hand, grinding it into myself harder, and harder.

“I don’t think you are taking enough cock into that pretty little throat.” Frank said down at me. His tone had gone from shame and concern to control and results.

“Maybe you should fucking make me take more of it then asshole.” I barked up at him while he wiped my cheek with his big head.

Suddenly my cheek stung, and I saw stars. I let go of his manhood to catch myself. Frank had slapped me for smart mouthing him. I came so hard as he lifted me back upright that I nearly passed out. I gasped for air as my lithe body arched and contorted.

“Oh, my fucking God!” I squealed as my wrist began to cramp, my palm pulling so hard at my swollen clit I was worried it would come off. My body would not stop shaking as I waited for further punishment.

“Stop talking pixie slut and keep sucking my cock.” Frank held my head in his hands and pressed his big cock head against my lips demanding entry. I let out a shrill little sigh as I opened for him, knowing he was going to gag me harshly on his giant hostile tool, punishment for my smart mouth.

I moaned louder as he went down into me, forcing my drooling mouth further, and further down his cock. Past my first choke point my throat revolted. I spat saliva and his precum all over him, the rest dripping down my chin and in between my breasts. The second choke point I could just no longer breathe. I remember that was where Frank wanted me. He had written a year ago that I needed to live with his cock down inside me where I could not breathe.

My toes curled. I was never going to pull it out of me. Never. Frank pulled it swiftly out of my mouth, and I gasped like I had been drowning. Spit and cum hung in disgusting strands between my lips and the head of his beautiful cock. I took quick deep breaths as my eyes watered. But he knew I loved cruelty, so his big dick slid back down my throat as fast as it had been removed.

My eyes widened and my hands flew to his thighs to steady myself. In and out so fast. Like a sick piston on a high-performance engine. I heard a sound coming from me I did not know I could make. It sounded wounded, injured. I hoped the predator in Frank could hear it. I hoped it would make him fuck me even harder.

I felt him tighten and I wrapped my lips around him as tight as I could. I milked his shaft as he slowed his pace just slightly. The anticipation was killing me. It was taking an eternity to unleash my
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