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Introduction






For the sequel to Kiss My Ass, we knew our
stories were going to deal with anal sex. But what are the tales
really about? Well, mine’s a revenge fantasy. These are the notes I
wrote down when I first got the idea: He likes his ass tickled and
touched while she blows him. She knows the other girls he dates
don’t do this for him. She gives him what he wants, and then… Wait!
You’ll have to read the story to find out the rest. And yeah,
Pegged was based on a very specific interaction I had with a man.
No, it didn’t involve anal sex, but every time I see him, I imagine
him bent over a mattress with a strap-on being thrust into his
upturned ass.

When I asked the rest of the authors to share
a behind-the-scenes peek into their stories, this is what they
said:

Jax Baynard: I don’t know where this story
came from. This guy showed up in my head, and I liked him. He’s
pretty clear on what he doesn’t want, and if what he does want
comes with an unusual label, he’s okay with that. He’s not
complicated, which I also like because I tend to complicate things.
He likes that Antonia is feminine, so he calls her a
her—even though she might not be. I think he is romantic, and they
will have a fine time together. He just doesn’t want to do things
in the usual way, which no one should have to, if some other way
makes you happier. This was a fun story to write because it was in
my head for so long that I didn’t have to fuss much with it on the
page.

Kristina Lloyd: I started off writing a
fairly regular story set in a map library, but several pages in,
the piece wasn't working for me. I don't know where the idea to
write about anal sex with an astronaut came from. An image popped
into my head and the title, Dark Side of the Moon, quickly
followed. Immediately, I knew this was the story I wanted to write
instead. It’s a surreal, strange tale, but it’s also an exploration
of something quite ordinary: a struggling marriage and a breakdown
in communication. Oh, and of ass-fucking and bondage which is never
ordinary, no matter how many times you go there!

Sommer Marsden: Everyone has an opinion about
anal (sounds like a Broadway show, no?). My vast and expert
(ah-ha-ha!) experience says that the best way to explore any new
sexual experience is to dive headfirst into what makes you a unique
couple. If you approach it in your own clever way, you can
never really fail at anything between the sheets.

Sophia Valenti: Power Play was born out of a
discussion I had with a friend of mine, in which he told me all of
the things he loved about anal sex, namely the power-exchange
aspect of it. He really got off on the sense of domination—of
conquering a new lover in that way. That got me thinking about a
guy like him—a total player—meeting a woman who turns the tables on
him and shows him what it’s like to be on the receiving end. And
once he’s there, he discovers, to his surprise, that it’s not such
a bad place to be.








If you like Bad Ass, please check out Kiss My
Ass. And be sure to visit our blog: Kiss My Ass Erotica
(http://kissmyasserotica.blogspot.com).

XXX,

Alison

Dark Side of the Moon

By Kristina Lloyd

When Jackson came back from the moon, he was
a little changed. They warned us this might happen, but they
couldn’t say how. On returning, his first words were, “I’ve touched
the night.”

I could see in his eyes that he had, and that
he liked it. I’d touched no such thing and knew I’d never be able
to fathom where he’d been and what he’d seen. Over time, a distance
grew between us until Jackson, sitting next to me on the sofa,
watching TV in his replica spacesuit, seemed further off from me
than he had been when he was many thousands of miles away, hopping
around on that big disc of cheese.

Locally, he was a hero. When he wore his
spacesuit to the supermarket, kids followed him, asking how you go
to the bathroom in space and whether he had any moon rock at home.
But after a while, even they saw my spacesick Jackson as just an
ordinary weirdo, the sort of washed-up dreamer you get in any small
town. He must have looked the loneliest of souls, wandering around
the freezer section with his empty wire basket, fish sticks and ice
cream reflecting in his visor.

He rarely bought proper food unless I
reminded him it was good to eat. Our garage was full of astronaut
food, bulk-bought online, and with the help of Mike Herman from
number ten, Jackson installed a roll-off-roof shed in our back yard
and called it his observatory. While I slept, he shut himself away
in there, gazing at the cosmos through an enormous telescope he’d
nicknamed “Bettina.”

I wasn’t happy about this, obviously. Jackson
might have touched the night, but he hadn’t touched me in months. I
began to wonder if, in the hope of rekindling his interest, I
needed to freeze-dry myself like the strawberries in the garage.
Perhaps he could suck on me and rhapsodize about the intensity of
my flavor when rehydrated with saliva.

The times that lust got the better of me, I
would flirt, cajole or even demand my conjugal rights.
Unfortunately, my womanly wants couldn’t anchor my man to earth,
and with each passing day, Jackson drifted further from my orbit. I
missed the sex, but most of all, I missed him. Before long, we
stopped talking about the issue, and I resigned myself to being a
moon widow, living within a marriage that was a shadow of its
former self. I still loved him, of course I did, but we were
running on parallel lines, unable even to connect enough to address
the issue of our disconnection.

My marriage was like Apollo 13, sailing on
next to no power on the dark side of the moon, survival our only
goal. Were we going to end up like that mission, a “successful
failure”? I could picture us liver-spotted and wrinkly, raising a
glass to our golden anniversary. But if we’re trapped and unhappy,
what’s successful about those fifty years? A marriage doesn’t
necessarily fail if it ends; it fails if it’s being held together
by fear of the ending. The trouble was I couldn’t tell if we were
merely going through a bad patch or if we were done for. So I
pretended we weren’t happening, and the days kept on coming, as
regular as ever and in the correct order, meaning things couldn’t
be too bad, could they?

Houston, we don’t have a problem. Oh, for
sure.

I thought nothing would change until one
summer evening, Jackson noticed me again. I was naked and sprawled
face-forward on the bed, hot and floppy after a deep, despondent
bath, when I heard him climb the stairs, his suit rustling and
creaking. Immediately, I felt naked and shy. My instinct was to
cover up, but that was crazy. I was only resting, and hadn’t
Jackson seen my body a thousand times before?

So instead of covering up, I pretended to be
asleep, effectively absolving myself of responsibility for my
nudity. I heard Jackson pause in the bedroom doorway. Outside, the
light was fading, all the neighborhood birds chirping and shrieking
as if scared the sun would never rise again. I understood their
panic. Sometimes, I too think the darkness will go on forever.
Jackson’s breath gurgled through the vents of his fake oxygen tank,
slow and loud, surrounding me like auditory molasses. I focused on
drawing the low breaths of a sleeper while battling to convince
myself the feather-light creature crawling across my left calf was
a figment of my imagination, roused into action by the imperative
to keep still. I did not need to shake it off. It was not there. I
was fast asleep.

After a while, Jackson slid back his visor.
The heavy breathing stopped. In a gentle voice, he said, “Your ass
looks like the moon.”

I kept on breathing, unsure what to think,
given that the surface of the moon is pitted with craters and my
ass isn’t the sweet, smooth peach of magazines. Initially, I
thought Jackson might be insulting me, perhaps not intentionally,
but that hardly matters: The sting’s just as sharp, if not sharper.
Then I reminded myself: This is Jackson. He loves the moon. He’s
paying me a massive compliment.

Deliberately mumbling, I replied, “So, what
say you dock there?”

I actually meant “round about there, in the
vicinity of my ass, i.e. in my pussy,” but with hindsight (forgive
the pun) I can appreciate the ambiguity in my suggestion. Moments
passed. 10... 9... 8...

I thought of Jackson’s hands gliding over my
skin, massaging my back, skimming the bulge of my squashed breasts
and clutching handfuls of my butt.

7... 6... 5...

Would he do it? A pulse ticked in my groin,
my appetite surprising me. Sex was such a distant memory that
simply imagining skin on skin was sufficient to spark my hunger.
Once, it would have taken a lot more than that to get me going.

4... 3... 2...

The visor clicked back into place. Thick,
heavy breathing filled the room again. Slowly, my awkward astronaut
turned and, creaking and rustling, made his way downstairs.

My heart sank. I gave the mattress a
frustrated little kick, hurt and anger rising up and shaking their
fists inside me. He wasn’t well, I understood that. His circuits
were dead; something was wrong. My patience, however, was running
thin, and the temptation to close off from Jackson grew stronger
than ever. I started believing in the old saw contending further
suffering can be avoided if you determine never to make yourself
vulnerable again. But I knew that was a dumb bargain, merely
replacing one type of pain with another. Because what sort of
terrified, sucked-dry life would it be if you stopped taking
chances? But then again, damn it, this was my husband. Risk and
rejection ought not to feature so prominently in a marriage. Was
there any point in us continuing? And Jackson, what did he feel
underneath that silver insulation? Anything? Was he even in that
suit?

Despite my disappointment, Jackson’s
compliment clung to me with the stubbornness of hope. For several
nights, I had a foolish fancy he might quit his moon-gazing and
come snuggle up in bed to check out the bouncier version. No such
luck. Occasionally, I got up to peer through the curtains into the
yard below. The shed glowed dimly, and Bettina, her eye on the
night sky, taunted me with innuendo, her telescopic shaft jutting
through the roof like a gigantic cock poking through a zipper. Oh
Jackson, come to bed, my love! Come and crash land in my
thighs!

I figured my seductive powers lay with my
ass. Jackson’s always been a fan of ass, and if he could be
reminded I was a woman who had one, maybe I’d get to taste what I
was a fan of: Jackson, the original model, not the space cadet
who’d replaced him. So I took to bathing at the same hour each
evening then lying prone on the bed, hoping he might come up to
admire the scenery again. Twice, he stood in the doorway, breathing
heavily before leaving without a word. It must have been sweltering
inside that suit. On the third evening, I didn’t hear his approach.
The dipping sun, filtered by gauzy voile curtains, warmed my skin,
and the purr of a neighbor’s lawnmower lulled me toward sleep. I
was close to genuinely nodding off when I sensed movement behind
me.

I tensed, fearing an intruder. Could someone
have slipped past Jackson unnoticed? Dumb question. Jackson was so
removed from the world an entire regiment could slip past
unnoticed.

“You know,” came a familiar voice, “they
haven’t really worked out how people would fuck in zero
gravity.”

Oh boy, he just said “fuck”! The word, so
aggressively sexy, shocked and thrilled me. Jackson hadn’t used
such earthy language for eons. I kept my eyes closed, my heart
gathering speed as I wondered what he might be wearing. I could
hear that the spacesuit was off so what instead? Nothing? Jeans and
a tee? Supposing he was wearing the black tee, the ribbed one with
a tiny button on each sleeve? He used to look handsome and mean in
that. Something about the cut of it, about the color and how it
suggested an intriguing villainy in his character. Yes, that top
was good. I’d tell him later: Darling, you look great in black but,
um, the silver not so much.

“It’s difficult to maintain contact,” Jackson
continued. “People float off. I figure the only way you could do it
is by strapping the participants down, fixing them in place. Or,
say, strapping them to each other. A sex chamber might work, some
Velcro, maybe a few hooks and handles.”

I stirred to show I was listening.
“Uh-huh.”

A long silence followed. Arousal swirled
between my thighs, but at the same time, I was braced for Jackson
leaving the room. I sensed him move closer. My entire being was so
attuned to his nearness I swear I felt his shadow fall across me,
felt his cool dark image bring a tingle to my skin. I hardly dared
breathe. Then Jackson curled his hand around my wrist, lifting my
arm.

“So anyway,” he said. “I went to the hardware
store.”

I jerked my head to see Jackson wrapping a
double-length of rope around my wrist. I squealed, my pussy
blooming with sudden, swollen tenderness. But we didn’t do this
kind of thing! It was for perverts and weirdos, and we lived in the
suburbs. Not only that, my husband was semi-famous. Supposing this
got out? The newspapers would have a field day. I could see the
headlines: From Moon Man to Monster! Rocket Man off his Rocker!

Nonetheless, I offered only a token objection
as Jackson ran long rope ends through the loop then tightened the
bangle. From the corner of my eye, I drank him in. He was wearing
black yoga pants, nothing more, and I was delighted to note his
broad-shouldered, taut-bellied strength was intact, as was his
libido if the bouncy tent at his crotch was anything to go by. His
torso rippled with movement, and his skin, filmy with sweat and as
pale as the moon, slipped and shifted over tendons and muscle. When
he pulled the rope, his forearm tensed and soft, brown hair flashed
in his pits. The scent of him reached me in rich wafts of
memories—memories of nothing in particular, just of Jackson. I felt
I was coming home, except it wasn’t the same because the furniture
had been moved and the walls were another color.

A beat drummed in my groin, and my mind spun,
a fever heating my skin. I couldn’t isolate the greatest surprise:
Was it that Jackson was into bondage or that I was finding the
experience so wildly erotic and also, so strangely comforting?
Because amid the excitement coursing through my veins, a stiller
sensation located me. The rope around my wrist reassured like a
small, strong embrace. I felt safe and calm, confident that Jackson
could carry me through this. As he stretched my arm sideways,
something seeped out of me, a tiny piece of tension relating to a
matter I no longer knew or cared about.

Jackson was back. He was in control again,
and my months of worrying and waiting were fading fast. It seemed
churlish to point out we weren’t in zero gravity so I didn’t need
to be strapped down. If my husband wanted me to play
out-of-this-world games, I was happy to oblige. Clearly, he’d spent
time working out how to fix me in place, and I simply let him do
his thing, cooperating as he hiked up the mattress, ran the rope
beneath and bound my other wrist. Using a second length of rope, he
repeated this at the bottom of the bed, and all the while I was
dissolving further into a floaty sort of lust. Minutes later, I was
stretched out like a star, wrists and ankles tethered at four
corners of the bed.

My pussy was too exposed, and between my legs
the summery air tickled my wet lips. I sensed Jackson studying me,
his eyes roving over my flesh as he debated what to do with me. I
was nervous, and yet I didn’t quite care. I felt half-drugged.
Jackson could do whatever he wished. All I wanted was to
receive.

Clearly pleased with his handiwork, he struck
a triumphant, glancing blow across my buttocks. “An ass like the
moon,” he said. “And she wants me to fuck it.”

I squealed and wriggled, suddenly caring. Had
I actually said that?

“You know what this reminds me of?” Jackson
continued.

“Honey,” I said, trying to hide my concern.
“Are you okay? Maybe we should talk this through first.”

Jackson took a couple of pillows and worked
them under my hips to raise my butt. “Reminds me of those crazy
alien abduction scenarios,” he said. “You know the sort? She gets
laid out on a slab, and a bunch of one-eyed, green freaks perform
depraved sexual experiments on her.”

“Jackson,” I murmured. I wasn’t sure how
relieved I ought be that he’d moved from anal sex to alien
abduction. But I was relieved. All the same, I desperately wanted
him to touch me rather than embark on a mad schoolboy fantasy.

After a while, he did touch me, a single
finger running down my spine, from the nape of my neck to the tip
of my ass. My skin prickled, and I moaned quietly. “I think this
must be the earthling’s central stem,” said Jackson. Gently, he
traced snaking patterns across my back, making me whimper again.
“Oh, and I think it likes our touch.”

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/22833
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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