It's late, but I'm still not done. On the kitchen table there's flour, a rolling pin, bowl full of dough, cookie cutters, and whatever other things are needed for making cookies. I've still got a couple batches to make, and I can't go to bed until they're done. I'm going to my cousin's for dinner tomorrow, and I have to have these cookies done! 

Taking up the rolling pin, I begin rolling out another ameobus blob of dough. I'm so focused on the task at hand, I don't hear the footsteps behind me. Suddenly I feel hands on my breasts, gripping them through the t-shirt and apron. I yelp in surprise as a growing length of muscle is pressed against the denim stretched tight over my ass. The hands are so strong, I lean into them as I try to continue making these cookies. 

"I can't," I whimper. "I have to finish these..." Warm, slippery lips find my neck and I feel myself beginning to moisten. God, I want to turn around so bad, but I have to get these cookies made. 

My protest goes unheeded. The hands keep wandering as the bulge grows harder against my ass, and slip under my t-shirt. The feeling of calloused fingertips on my bare flesh is incredible. The rough but gentle fingers drift slowly up until they reach my aching breasts. The strong hands cup them, I arch my back, and when they get squeezed them together, the front clasp of my bra comes undone. All the while kisses flitting up and down my neck, that torturous erection grinds into me. When my breasts are free of the bra, the hands lift my t-shirt. My nipples are tight and stiff, and when they rub against the rough canvas of my apron, it sends an electric bolt straight down to my pussy. The hands are gone from my tits, letting them sway gently against the apron. Those deft fingertips travel down my belly, tickling, making me quiver. A moment later the button of my jeans is released. 

"I have to... make... cookies...." My lungs are fighting for every breath of air. I need release in the worst way, but I need to get these damn cookies done. Trying to gather my wits, I resume my work. It's hard trying to roll out cookie dough while your tight jeans are being pulled down over your hips. 
I'm so wet, I'm certain my Care-Bear panties are soaked.  My jeans make it to the floor and I step out of them while still trying to get this damn dough flat. Then the hands are on my ass, pulling my cute little-girl panties between my firm cheeks. It feels incredibly naughty, having my cotton panties turned into a thong. I don't know how much more of this I can take! 

I lean forward and thrust my hips back, surrendering my body. I want to feel that thick muscle inside me so bad. One of the hands leaves my butt as I feel the other slip between my legs. I moan as a finger presses against my slit, pushing my panties deeper into my wetness. I don't know what's going on behind me, but I don't really care. The finger is teasing me, enticing me, torturing me. My panties are pulled aside and the finger glides in between my folds. Then I feel the stiff, smooth shaft of cock slide over the cheeks of my ass. 

These damn cookies...! 

I turn back to my work, wiggling my ass, hoping that beast will slide into me soon. My breasts sway with my every movement, the nipples scratching the canvas apron. I can feel the heat of the organ against my ass. Thankfully my panties are finally pulled down. I step out of them and leave my legs spread. My back is arched, giving as much access to my soaking cleft as I can. A finger slowly glides over my netherlips, then it's gone. Another second later the hands are on my ass again and I feel the swollen head enter my aching pussy. 

I scream as it pushes into me. Fuck, it feels so good, stroking every square inch of me. Through watery eyes, I grab a cookie cutter and begin pressing it into the rolled dough while that cock drives inexorably deeper. I rock my hips back, trying to take it all in, and scream again when it hits bottom. Motionless, it throbs inside me, stroking my limits. 

"Cookies..." I whimper, almost in tears as the flood of incredible pleasure washes over me. Still pressing the cookie cutter into the dough, I almost cry when the muscle is drawn back out with agonizing patience. I feel unbelievably empty without it inside me.  Then I feel it pressing against my puckered asshole and before I can voice any protest, that solid rod forces itself into me.  The head, thankfully still coated in my slippery juices, stretches me painfully.  
With strong hands on my waist, I’m pulled back onto the thick shaft.  The pain is beginning to subside, being replaced by a strange sense of pleasure.  This isn’t the first time I’ve had anal sex, but I’m definitely not used to it.  The hardest part is over now, though.  Those strong hands are gripping the cheeks of my ass, spreading me open as I’m penetrated inch by inch.  After what felt like hours, I feel it settle into me fully, the trimmed hair on those heavy balls tickling my pussy.

I look down through the swirls of color that dance before my eyes, and remember the cookies. I reach for a cookie cutter and manage to cut out a couple lopsided snowflakes before the throbbing cock begins to pump slowly in and out of my asshole.  It feels so naughty, so dirty, being fucked in the ass, especially while I’m trying to finish these stupid holiday cookies. 
The thrusts come faster and more urgently, slamming me against the edge of the table.  With every plunge, the dangling testicles slap against my pussy.  I can’t stand it.  I reach down and finger myself furiously, screaming all the while.
Suddenly I’m empty.  The cock is gone and my ass is empty.  The hands are still on my ass, spreading me open, and I realize why.  Warm saliva is spit into my gaping asshole and a second later I’m full again.  Freshly lubricated, the thrusts come faster and harder.  I still have the cookie cutter in my hand and try to cut out more cookies.  There’s just a few left to do.  I take my hand from between my legs, needing it to stablize myself against the table while I’m pounded mercilessly.

I can feel the burning urgency with which my lover drives into my body.  I will admit that I have a sexy ass; it still surprises me though, how strongly a man can get aroused by just seeing a girl’s butt.  Maybe this time it wasn’t just my jeans.  Maybe there was more motivation for this assault than the way my butt looks in these jeans.  Whatever the reasons or provocation, I’ve never been one to turn down a good, hard fuck.
As soon as the last cookie is cut out, I give myself over to the needs of my body. I lean forward just a little more, letting that glorious length of masculinity reach just a tiny bit deeper.  This time I don’t need to touch myself.  With a huge scream, I come. My body trembles and quakes on the massive pole, squeezing and sucking it deeper into me as the waves pull me under. I hear the groans become louder behind me, and with a final grunt and a savage thrust, hot seed floods into my quivering asshole. Fingers dig into the soft flesh of my ass and hips as I'm filled, trying to get deeper and deeper.
Finally the spent organ slips out of my gasping anus. Leaning on the table, trying to catch my breath, I look back to see my lover stroking his spent cock.   What semen hadn’t gone in my ass went on my ass.  I can feel the liquid heat inside me.  Still watching him, I give a little push and feel the warm seed run down to my pussy.  He kneels down behind me and roughly licks the moisture from my cleft, then draws his tongue up to circle my violated asshole.  Then the tongue is gone.  "Good night," is all he says before leaving the kitchen. I stand there, still reeling from the suddenness of the attack, enjoying the way my ass feels used and ravaged. God I love rough, abrupt sex. 

But now I have cookies to decorate. 
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