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Introduction: Meet Our Smart Asses

By Alison Tyler






This is the third time we’ve lubed up (our
writing fingers, of course) and driven hard (against our keyboards)
to put together a collection of anal-sex erotica. Why anal? Well,
Google “anal sex” (something I do more often than I care to admit)
and you come up with 171,000,000 results in .10 seconds. From a
Wiki page to posts with names like, “How to Have Anal Sex for The
First Time,” “Anal Sex Uncensored,” and “What Women Love and Hate
About Anal Sex,” one thing is totally clear: we’re not the only
ones obsessed.

This collection of stories features a variety
of different types of interactions. The writers have all given a
little back story to their pieces. I’ll bend over first. Plucked is
a story I’ve been working on for years. I developed the character
and knew exactly what was going to happen to him long before I
understood who was going to be doing the deed. My goal was to flip
Sandy over—not only physically so that he was ass up and
begging—but emotionally—so that he desperately wanted what he
ultimately received. In my mind, Plucked is a happy anal story, a
type of nontraditional sweet porn that’s kinky and filthy and
leaves everyone with a smile at the end.

Kristina Lloyd said: Coral’s a barmaid with
two lovers, at least. When her main squeeze, Tony, insists she keep
one thing for him, anal or deep-throating, Coral hands him
ownership of her ass. But Snowy, her other lover, unhappy at
missing out, wants to challenge Tony’s dominance. In the ensuing
battle for her butt, Coral figures the issue is best resolved by
taking both guys to bed for a hot, hard threeway. I’m not even
going to begin telling you what inspired this story!

Sommer Marsden said: A marathon of shows
about the gods of smoking and grilling...an impromptu very dirty
conversation about anal sex with the man spurred by my deadline for
this book...my filthy, filthy imagination and voilà...I give you
Smokehouse.

Thomas S. Roche said: Tahoe Tease is about
the lure of the forbidden on two levels; first, straight men—myself
included—seem to want ass, and second, going on vacation with
pervy, sexually active hipsters, in my experience, creates a type
of interpersonal sexual tension that’s both deeply erotic and a
little out of control. Both themes just seemed to meld with the
tease-and-denial idea, which is fun when both partners are into it,
but even more fun if one partner is extremely into it and the other
partner is maybe a little nervous about it...but titillated at the
same time. I find that a denial game is so loaded for many of us
that it works best if one has to push one’s self to do it against
every fiber of one’s being and all sense of reason. In that, it’s
not unlike socializing. This stuff all came together with beautiful
Lake Tahoe because that’s where I’ve spent many vacations with
pervy hipsters over the years.

Sophia Valenti said: The idea for From the
Bottom of My Heart came to me while I was thinking about
friendship. Wait—friendship leads to anal sex? you ask. Well, not
always, but it does for these two characters. This tale is about
that moment where friendship turns into passion, and how there’s no
going back once a certain line has been crossed. Then take that
situation and add a dash of kink, and you get a story about lust,
trust and good, old-fashioned ass-fucking.






We hope you enjoy our latest adventure into
anal. If you enjoy Smart Ass, please check out our other all-anal
collections, Kiss My Ass and Bad Ass.

XXX,

Alison Tyler











My Ass Is Your Ass Is My Ass

Kristina Lloyd






So, there he is with his cock in my ass, and
I’m biting the pillow, making all sorts of groans. At least, that’s
how it looks on the outside. Not that anyone’s watching. We’re in
my bedroom and very alone together, the way you are when someone’s
fucking your ass. Very alone together.

That’s the outside view: kinda porny and
inadequate. On the inside, I’m floating in a space nebula, and star
clusters of silver are pulsing bright and dark. I’m about to go
supernova, when Tony makes a breathless demand. “You’ve got to save
one thing for me,” he says. “Your ass or your throat.”

He could be speaking a foreign language. Slow
colorbursts spread across my mind like intergalactic ink stains:
electric blue and peacock green with halos of neon pink and gold.
My ass is so stretched and full of his big, beautiful dick.

“What is it, huh?” he says. “I’m giving you a
choice here. You gotta make up your mind. Anal or
deep-throating?”

I wail and whimper. The question’s too
difficult. It’s like he asked me to explain string theory.

“Come on,” he urges. “I know you fuck other
guys. No need to be shy. I know you’re a slut, but you’re my slut,
see?” His fingers grip below my hips. “So you got to put up a
‘reserved’ sign on one part of your body. ‘Only for Tony.’ What’s
it to be? Ass or throat?”

I want to work through the question employing
all my faculties of reason. I want to write a list of pros and cons
and give due consideration to the implications of this decision,
both for myself, for my relationship with Tony and with the others.
But I can’t. So I reach into deep space and pluck a word from a
distant constellation, a single syllable burning bright and
white.

“Ass. My ass.”

Tony groans and holds himself deep. “Good
girl,” he murmurs. Whenever he says that, I go loose with lust.
“What am I doing right now?” he asks.

My words are tangled up with stars. “Fucking
me.”

“Where’s my cock?”

“In my ass.”

“Whose ass?” He slides away and in again,
slow and controlled. “Whose ass is it really?”

I’m spiraling toward a whirlpool of blackness
and I fight the pull, knowing gravity wants to steal my words.

“It’s your ass,” I say. “My ass is your
ass.”

“That’s right,” he breathes.

“Is my ass,” I gasp. When I come, I fall
through nights of liquid velvet, lights prickling as ageless
galaxies die across the dark skies of my mind.






That was five months ago. I’ve been with half
a dozen other guys since then, and I’ve kept my word. Well, more or
less. The trouble is that Tony and I never discussed how this would
work. We didn’t establish rules or boundaries. If I keep my ass for
Tony, does that mean no one else can touch, lick or penetrate me
there? Or simply that no one else can fuck me?

I’m too scared to ask in case Tony wants
to—‘scuse the pun—ringfence my ring. And then we might have to call
the whole thing off because that’s too great a sacrifice for me. I
like having my ass played with. But Tony’s ownership of my ass
turns me on, so instead of fine-tuning the small print of our deal
and risking disagreement, I’ve been making it up as I go along.

“Did he fuck your ass?” Tony asks on the
phone whenever I tell him about a recent encounter.



“Course not,” I say. “Only you get to fuck me
there.”

He never asks for more detail so I never go
into any. But there’s a lot to tell.

I meet most of these other guys online, on
dating websites and chat forums. Occasionally, I pick someone up at
a party or nightclub; and a couple of times (okay, four), I’ve gone
home with a guy who’s been drinking in the pub where I work. That’s
how I first met Tony.

“A large bourbon, and one for yourself,” he
said.

“We’re not supposed to drink on duty,” I
replied, primly flirtatious.

He looked at his watch. “When are you off
duty?”

I get a lot of guys hitting on me at work,
not because I’m outstandingly beautiful but because they’re too
drunk to distinguish between the goods for sale and the person
selling them. Frankly, it bugs. And they never seem to appreciate
that I’m not their type. I’m an art-school dropout who still dreams
of traveling the world and having a studio to paint in. I buy my
clothes from thrift stores and stay up late listening to old jazz
on vinyl. I don’t know what to do with my life, but I’ve always
felt there are colors beneath my skin. Scratch me, and I’ll bleed
you a rainbow.

The guys who chat me up in the pub want
someone conventional in stockings and heels. I can see it in their
eyes. They only make a pass at me because I’m there. But I could
tell immediately that Tony was different, and damn, he was a
looker. Rangy and inked, he had this air of louche confidence that
existed on the right side of sleazy, but only just. He wore his
hair in a soft, rockabilly quiff, jet-black curls licking at his
collar, neat sideburns by his ears. His jeans were narrow, his
shoes pointed and his smile filthy. When he talked, a silver front
tooth flashed like a warning light. My mother would have hated
him.

“Midnight, and the name’s Coral,” I said,
sliding his drink onto the counter.

“After the reef?” he asked.

“No, the bookies.”

We were great together that night. For
several crazy hours, we lost ourselves in a loop of sex, talk,
laughter and sex, both of us eaten up with curiosity for the other.
We smoked a lot of weed, and at five in the morning, we lay across
the bed, stoned, fucked and comfortably smug, listening to Chet
Baker and lazily comparing tattoos, trying to ignore the gold, dawn
light filtering into the room. A lyric from Chet curled like smoke
around my mind: “flirting with this disaster.”

But we’re doing okay, me and Tony. One fuck
led to another, and now we’re seeing each other in a committed but
nonmonogamous kind of way. He’s not exactly Mr. Reliable, but
unpredictability is part of his charm. Hookups don’t always pan out
so well, and that’s why it’s best not to fuck the customers. It
gets awkward if they’re still interested and you’re not, and you
have to serve them beer and act like you’ve never sucked their cock
or begged for it harder. Regular dating is far more sensible.

As well as Tony, I’m seeing a guy called
Stedman Snowdon. I find it hard to say his first name without his
last. Stedman Snowdon. The words roll off your tongue, and it’s
hard to put the brakes on after Stedman. By way of a compromise, or
maybe it’s laziness, I refer to him as Snowy. It suits him. He has
Nordic and Chinese blood in his veins. His eyes are steel-blue and
sloping, his nose is tiny, and his ice-blond hair frames his face,
as straight as a helmet. He’d always known Tony was my main
squeeze, and Snowy has a serious girlfriend so we just get together
for occasional, fuck-buddy fun. When I told him we needed to start
having less fun—i.e. my ass was now off-limits—he rolled his eyes
and said, “Oh, Coral. You’ve just made me want to fuck your butt
even more!” He said he wished he’d known our last time was the last
time, and tried to persuade me into having a final session where he
could kiss my ass good-bye. He said “kiss” but he meant “fuck.”

I said no, and ever since then, Snowy’s been
pushing at the new limit, trying to seduce me into reneging on my
deal. And I’ve been close, so close. Having to say “no” when my
body’s crying “yes” is a real test of my willpower and devotion to
Tony. It’s cruel of Snowy to tease and tempt me, and that’s why he
does it; he knows I like to suffer.

All the guys I fuck respond differently. Some
respect my request and leave my ass in peace. Some play lightly
with the rule while others push hard.

“Is this allowed?” asked one before flicking
his tongue over my rim.

“He only means fucking your ass,” said
another more assertively as we got frisky behind the hot-dog stand
at the funfair. “He won’t mind me doing this to you.” And with
that, as the Ferris wheel’s gaudy lights turned in the corner of my
eye, he slipped his hand down my skirt and stuck a moistened finger
in my butt.

“Hey,” I said. “I think I mind that.” Because
it’s not too pleasant when you’re still tight and together, and
someone goes in cold.

The times I’m horny with Snowy and my body is
melting are my weak points. His head is between my thighs, his
mouth and my cunt feeling like a single, slippery, wet entity. He
shoves his fingers inside me, works me hard, and when I’m flailing
in bliss, I hardly notice a thumb sliding gently into my ass. Then
I do notice, and I like it and try not to whimper for more. But he
gives it to me anyway, getting off on my predicament. He bought a
toy especially for me, a butt plug with a sweet, silly pony tail in
lurid, fuchsia pink. On my hands and knees, I allowed him to ease
the plug inside me.

“There we are,” he said. “My little pony!
Don’t you look lovely? I’m sure Tony would be so proud.”

That’s when I began to wonder if Stedman
Snowdon had started seeing Tony as a rival or a threat to our
relationship (small “r”). I soon suspected a small war was being
played out between my sheets, my ass as the battle zone, their hard
cocks as weapons. Even the thought of it was enough to set my pulse
thumping. But I knew Snowy wouldn’t invade by force. He wanted to
make me hand over the territory of my own free will, humiliating
Tony and myself while relishing his victory.

I didn’t trust my powers of resistance and
began to worry about letting Tony down. Plus, I really missed
having Snowy in my ass. I wasn’t sure which direction this might go
in or how to fix my minor issues until one evening Tony strolled
into the pub, all quiffed and shabbily cool, and my little brain
went “Eureka!”

“Tony,” I said, leaning close as I slid him
his regular bourbon. “If my ass is your ass and so on, and if
you’ve put up a ‘no entry’ sign, does that mean you get to take it
down and invite someone else in?”

He downed his drink in one and said, “Another
please, Coral. And one for yourself.” I did as told. It’s my job
after all, and the manager wasn’t in, so I got myself a double.
“What exactly are you saying here?” asked Tony.

He swirled his drink around the glass, the
soft spotlights above the bar gleaming on the shark’s tooth pendant
around his neck. Outside, it was a gray, grim evening. Rain
trickled down the frosted windows of the pub, and the tatty,
crimson interior was as cozy as it was desolate. Few people had
ventured out, opting for the colors of TV over the dull, silty
puddles on the streets. I can’t say I blame them. I’d have stayed
home myself if I hadn’t been getting paid for it. When Tony
appeared, the tattoos on his arms were like TV to me, lighting up
my night.

“Tony, I mean a threesome,” I said.

“With another guy,” he said, nodding
thoughtfully. It wasn’t a question, more a statement of the obvious
and an expression of indifference or maybe disappointment.

“That’s right. With Stedman Snowdon.”

Tony grinned, flashing his mouth-metal. “What
kind of fucking name is that?”

“Snowy,” I said.

“Oh, him. Sure, if that’s what you want. I
figure I could get into it.” He tapped a beer mat on the counter,
turning it in his hand. “What kind of scenario do you have in mind,
Coral?”

I sketched out a few ideas, having to break
off at one point to serve a couple of women who had yoga mats
strapped to their backpacks. They clinked their glasses together,
chimed, “Om shanti,” then hooted with laughter.

Tony listened closely to my ideas. “Coral,”
he said. “I am so fucking hard right now I can’t stand up. Another
bourbon, please, and one for yourself.”






Snowy was keen. I knew he would be. Sexually,
his range is as broad as his chest and he likes to experiment,
whereas Tony’s a pervert in a very specific way. When Snowy tops me
it’s partly because he knows I like it, while Tony tops me as if he
has no choice; as if he’s driven solely by a desire to get
something out of his system, and I don’t mean a sacful of jizz. I
was hoping their different motivations would prove a good
combination, free of egos bumping up against each other.

We arranged an evening at my place. Tony
turned up late with a bottle of Jim Beam wrapped in green tissue
paper and a cigarette tucked behind his ear. Snowy was in the
bedroom, shoes and socks off, at the ready. Fairy lights looped
around the head of my bed pricked the dimness with spots of color,
and when I returned to the room, Snowy seemed suddenly incongruous,
a Scandinavian prince in a crackwhore’s boudoir. He stood to greet
Tony, and the two men clasped hands, shaking warmly.

“So,” said Tony, “you want to fuck her in the
ass?”

“Yup, just like I used to,” replied
Snowy.

Weirdly, one plus one seemed to equal much
more than two. My poky apartment felt packed with men, and when
Tony went to hang his jacket on the back of my chair as per usual,
he couldn’t because Snowy’s jacket was there. So he hooked the
jacket on the corner of the kitchen door when he went fetch
glasses, spreading masculinity across my home.

We stood by the bed and drank a toast: “To
Coral’s ass!” Clink. “And to Tony’s ownership of it!”

We knocked back our drinks then Tony—always
quick to get in role—wrapped my hair around his fist and pulled
tight at the nape of my neck. He smelled of whisky and weed. He
made my cunt ache. Snowy stepped in front of me, scooping his hand
between my thighs.

“Why are we here, Coral?” asked Tony.

I hate it when he makes me say it. “So Snowy
can fuck my ass,” I said, wincing in embarrassment.

“Who owns your ass?”

“You do,” I whispered. “My ass is your
ass.”

“That’s right,” said Tony. “So I get to
decide who goes in there. I decide who makes you scream. But your
friend here, he seems a nice guy, so I’m going to lend you out to
him. Once I’ve prepared you, that is.”

Snowy lifted my skirt and stroked me through
the cotton of my underwear, making me moan.

“You like that?” asked Tony.

Snowy chuckled and slipped his fingers past
my frillies, rubbing my smooth folds. Tony tipped my head back onto
his shoulder, caressing my breasts through my clothes, while Snowy
shoved his fingers high and hard, latching onto my sweet spot
immediately. He pounded me there, making my cries rise as pleasure
swelled inside me then spilled like a waterfall.

“She’s wet already,” said Snowy. “Seriously
wet.”

Tony murmured words of approval in my ear.
“My dirty little whore.”

Being sandwiched between them was glorious.
With Tony behind me, all sleazy and mean, and Snowy before me, all
crisp and cool, I was locked in an embrace of lust. We were
coconspirators, hell-bent on making nasty magic, and I was seeing
stars, my legs soon becoming too weak for me to stand. Tony, ever
attentive, lowered me to my knees and Snowy moved with me, his
fingers still rubbing.

Tony unbuckled, and when his cock sprang out
I reached for him with my mouth, clasping his skinny hips to steady
myself. I closed my eyes and started off the way he likes it, slow
and wet with lots of focus on his end. Snowy moved, and when I
opened my eyes, his cock was there, too, angling for my assistance.
In the colored, half-light of my room, his pale pubes were a tangle
of filaments and fireflies, tinted with a hint of pink.

I sloshed my tongue around Snowy’s tip.
“That’s it, good girl,” cooed Tony, watching me. “Show us what
you’re made of.”

Snowy gripped me either side of my head,
drawing me on to his length. He was too fast. I tapped his thigh,
and recognizing the signal, he released me. Again, I licked and
sucked, taking him deeper until I was ready to open my throat to
him. I dipped down, tilting my head back, and steadied my
breathing. When I felt him at the back of my mouth, I went with the
flow, relaxing my throat and welcoming the heft of him lodged deep
and tight. He groaned loudly, and I knew I’d got him. When I pulled
back, my saliva was slippery and easy, and my eyes were fogged with
tears. I wanted to feel him again so went back for another hit,
riding the wave of tranquility that rises when I’m
deep-throating.

“Such a greedy little cocksucker,” said
Tony.

“Man, that feels good,” breathed Snowy. “Oh,
man.”

“I gave her a choice,” said Tony. “Told her
she had to save one thing for me, ass or deep-throating. I let her
choose. I’m good like that, the generous sort. She make the right
choice?”

I moved from Snowy’s cock to Tony’s.

“I miss her ass,” said Snowy. “But that mouth
is something else. So yeah, good call, Coral.”

Tony gripped my head and drove himself at my
throat, making me gag and splutter. “You hear that?” he snarled.
“Everyone wants to fuck your mouth.” He went in deep and stayed
there. I almost tapped his thigh. “Take it,” he warned. “Take
it.”

Tears spilled down my face, and when he freed
me, I was breathless, messy and stunned. He slapped me hard across
one cheek. I love it when Tony does that. I started to slip into
that zone where I feel slutty and used, where the pull to surrender
grows increasingly strong.

“Get undressed, Coral,” said Tony. He pulled
his skull T-shirt over his head, and we all undressed, momentarily
awkward as we put horniness on hold and dealt with the prosaic. I
felt I didn’t have enough hands and eyes. Two men in such close
proximity induced sensory overload. Their differing bodies
complemented each other perfectly. Snowy’s straight, platinum-blond
hair was at the opposite end of the spectrum to Tony’s jet-black
quiff. Where Tony was wiry, inked and thickly haired, Snowy was
softly muscled, clean-skinned and scattered with gold. They might
have been good and evil personified, except I knew they were both
bad, and so was I.

“You want to hold her while I fuck her?”
suggested Tony.

Snowy responded swiftly, hooking his arms
under mine and positioning me so I was half on the bed, half off,
propped against his big, sturdy chest. “That good?” he asked
Tony.

Tony rubbered up, grabbed my thigh and pushed
back so I was wide open to him. “Perfect.”

I protested and wriggled, acting as if I
didn’t want it. The two men held me tighter, exactly as I’d
hoped.

“No,” I whimpered.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/88738
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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