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It Takes All Kinds

Sal, Milton Keynes

My name is Sal and I’m a working girl. If it sounds like a confession, that’s because it is. I’ve been a working girl, prostitute, whore, whatever you want to call me, for three weeks and two days, but that’s not what’s bothering me. What’s bothering me is that I’m beginning to enjoy it.

I’m in this situation because the bastard I was living with upped and left soon after our son was born. Six months after, to be precise. I had hardly any money and with no relatives nearby, no chance of earning any.

Francine, more an acquaintance than a friend, always seemed to be spending, despite never seeming to work for a living. One day I bumped into her in the supermarket. She had a trolley full of choice goods and I had a few budget items in a basket. I don’t usually bore people with my problems but I couldn’t help complaining about the situation I was in and lamenting that I didn’t know what I was going to do.

She studied me for a moment, pursing her lips as though coming to a decision, and asked me what 150 pounds sounded like for an hour’s work. I thought she was kidding me but, intrigued, I asked her what I would have to do. She told me and I shook my head. I was still staring at her in a state of shock when she gave me her card and said to call her if I changed my mind.

I let her go on her way and looked at my meagre shopping and baby Charlie, who was contentedly asleep in his pram. Already his clothes were growing too small for him and I’d little money for replacements. I called after her and asked her to tell me more.

That first time, I walked down the drive to the four-bedroomed detached house that was now going to be my place of work with a lump of fear in my throat.

Francine introduced me to the Boss, as she was called, who would be taking a cut of my earnings. When Francine took Charlie from me, my heart missed a beat. She told me not to worry, that she would keep an eye on him as she took a break. I took a deep breath and thought about what the money could buy us.

I sat down on the couch, waiting, and if I hadn’t been so desperate I would have turned tail and run away as fast as I could. All I knew was that the client was a regular and he was paying me fifty pounds over the going rate for something “extra” and that I wouldn’t have to go the whole way.

When Peggy, the Boss, walked up to me and told me that he was in the second room on the left, I bit my lip and could feel my eyes fill with tears. She rested a hand on my shoulder and reassured me that I would be fine. I wasn’t quite as confident as her but I nodded and gave her a weak smile.

Taking a deep breath, I climbed the stairs, got changed in the bathroom and walked into the bedroom. Sitting at a small desk was a rosy-cheeked, chubby man, dressed in tight shorts and an even tighter T-shirt. He looked like the kind of man who would be happier trainspotting than visiting a brothel.

He turned around to look at me, all the time sucking his thumb. “I’ve been a naughty boy.”

I shut the door behind me. “What have you done?”

“Knocked over my crayons and broke them. Please don’t punish me. Please don’t whack me with your slipper.”

As instructed I was wearing a pink negligee and pink fluffy kitten slippers. “You’re a very naughty boy, pull your shorts down and bend over.”

His lip quivered and his already semi-aroused cock began to stand to attention.

“Bend over,” I commanded.

He did as ordered.

I slipped off my slipper and hit him three times on each cheek.

“I’m sorry,” he called out. “I’m so sorry.”

I whacked his arse a couple more times for good measure. “Right, pull up your shorts and don’t make another sound while I have a nap.”

The cheeks on his face were equally as red as his buttocks. He bit his lip. “Please can I have a nap with you?” He gave me a bashful look and began sucking his thumb.

“Yes, I suppose so.”

I climbed into bed and he climbed in next to me.

“I’m hungry. Can I have a drink of your milk?”

“What’s the magic word?”

“Please.”

I exposed my breast and he latched onto it hungrily, sucking heavily on my breast milk.

“Touch me,” he murmured, momentarily taking his lips off my nipple.

I reached down and stroked his little rock-hard prick, sliding my hand up and down, relieved that he only took a minute to spurt out with a groan of satisfaction.

“Thank you,” he said, smiling sheepishly.

As instructed earlier, I climbed out of bed and walked out of the bedroom, leaving him to get changed and go back to his regular life; his strange longing satisfied for a while at least.

After a quick shower and back in my old jeans and top, I took Charlie from Francine, trying not to think of what I’d just done. She asked me how I felt and I told her it wasn’t too bad and she joked at least I hadn’t had to lie back and think of England.

As she walked me to the front door, Francine told me that he’d wanted to suck on “ripe breasts” for ages. When she asked me if I’d be up for it again, I hesitated and then nodded, thinking there were worse ways to earn money. Though, at that moment in time, I couldn’t think of any.

With the money tucked away and Charlie wearing a new outfit and the fridge stocked up for the week, I figured I’d be able to manage for a while, but four days later I got a phone call from Francine. This time it was for a hundred and it was a different client. She was doing something special or else she would have done it herself. It was easy money, Francine said.

I asked her if he wanted to fuck me, because it would be a firm no if that was the case.

She sighed audibly and said that’s why she was asking me, this client definitely didn’t want to fuck me. It was laughable really; I was a whore who didn’t open her legs.

With Charlie tucked up at a friend’s house, a bottle of wine to compensate for her time, I headed back to the house of shame, as I had named it.

Pulling on the uniform and mask and trying not to laugh out loud, I asked the Boss if she was kidding me. When she told me that, if I did it right, I’d be in and out in less than half an hour, it wiped the smile off my face. One hundred pounds for thirty minutes’ work, I’d wear whatever they asked me to.

The man was curled up in a corner of the room, fully dressed in a Star Trek uniform, his plastic pointy ears and pale face with a green hue looking more than comical.

“Please don’t hurt me.”

Putting on the deepest voice I could muster, I tried my best to act like a Klingon. Hands on hips, I strode towards him. “Stand up, you puny man.” I grabbed his shirt and pulled him to his feet. I wasn’t joking about puny either; he must have been nine stone, wet through.

I gripped his chin. Luckily, I’d been a Star Trek fan in my teenage years so could improvise, if nothing else. “You’ll make a good plaything for this Klingon warrior.”

He visibly shivered.

“Get ready to be boarded.” Grabbing his shirt, I threw him towards the bed. As he lay face down, I strapped on the black cock and picked up the lube. As I yanked down his trousers, he yelled out.

“No, please don’t do this, don’t rape me, you motherfucking Klingon.”

“Shut the fuck up,” I shouted back, beginning to enjoy the feeling of power I had over this man. I bent over and bit his arse cheek. He screamed out. I fell onto his back, pinning his hands to the bed. “Don’t make a sound and I won’t hurt you. Not much anyway. You’re going to be fucked, no matter what, so the more you accept that, the less painful it will be. Do you understand?”

He nodded.

I squirted some lube on his tight arsehole. I didn’t spend too much time on preparation, as that wasn’t what the client was looking for. A couple of minutes later, I positioned the latex monstrosity and slid in. He groaned and called out, “Someone, help me.”

I slid the cock out. “I’m going to fuck you good and proper.”

I’d been thrusting into him a few good strokes when I realized something else was happening. A bump on the strap-on was rubbing against my clit and it was turning me on and so was the feeling of total power I had over this feeble man. I growled and in response he thrust his arse up for more. I pushed in harder. I growled in his ear and ground into his body, delighting in the flutter of pleasure that ran through my body. We both groaned and I could feel the warm tingle of an approaching orgasm and, as it took hold of my body, I rammed into him and by the groan he let out I figured my work was done for the night.

As I changed, I looked at my watch. Less than thirty minutes, a hundred pounds in my purse and a bloody good orgasm to boot. On the way home, I treated myself to a glass of wine and promised myself that that was the last time. Now I’d got a bit of money, I would try to find another way of earning a living.

A week later came another call. This time, she’d got two clients lined up for me. Mummy’s boy was back and requesting a suck on my overflowing tits. She laughed as she told me that the Boss had said I was unavailable and he offered to pay an extra fifty. She told me that I would like the other client as he was a virgin.

I asked her if that meant the unthinkable. She laughed again and said that if I wanted to earn the money I’d have to open my legs but, as a first go, this client would be easy money. Before I could change my mind, I agreed.

He wanted someone sweet and innocent so I was wearing cream stockings with matching bra and panties and a floral dress that made me look like a Sunday school teacher. I knocked on the bedroom door.

I was expecting some fresh-faced kid but the man lying on the bed must have been late fifties, early sixties. He wasn’t bad-looking and still in shape but I had to hide my shock. I was curious about his story but already knew better than to ask.

He pulled back the bedclothes and patted the space beside him. I climbed in, not sure whether to touch him or just lie there and let him make the first move.

“I’ve never done this,” he said, his voice soft and gentle, with a bit of a Northern burr. “I’d like you to show me what to do. Please.”

I reached out and stroked his face. “Do you want to touch me?”

He nodded.

I picked up his hand and placed it on my breast. “Let’s just take it slow.”

His bottom lip quivered. I didn’t want him to spend too much time on my breasts as too much attention would set the milk flowing and I imagined that would kill the mood unless he had a suckling fetish.

“Do you want me to touch you?”

He nodded, swallowing loudly and licking his dry lips. I stroked his chest, taking time to play with his nipples. I leant down and teased them with my tongue.

“Stop a minute.”

I froze, not sure if I’d displeased him or if he was having second thoughts.

“I’m rather excited. I’m not going to last long and I was hoping my first time would be something special.”

What can I say, I liked the guy, felt sorry for him. “I can imagine, you’re nervous and eager. Whatever we do, you’re going to be quick, so how about I bring you off and then we can take our time, properly?”

He gave me a grateful smile. “OK.”

I reached down and took hold of his prick, a quite substantial one by the feel of it. “You’ve got a lovely cock there, shame to keep it to yourself,” I whispered in his ear, my hand stroking leisurely.

“Holy mother . . .” He groaned and fell limp. I handed him a tissue.

As he recovered his composure, he told me his story; turns out he was an ex-priest who had recently lost his faith and now wanted to experience all that life had to offer.

“I’ve always wanted to try something. May I?”

“What is it?” I asked, now wary.

He hesitated and took a deep breath. “I’d like to taste you.”

It was my turn to hesitate. I couldn’t imagine he’d know what to do so I would just have to let my inner actress take over and pretend I was enjoying the experience. Within a few minutes of his head between my thighs, I was groaning for real. His tongue was bringing forth shivers of excitement. Every few minutes he would break off and ask me if he was doing all right until I placed my hand on his head and pushed him back down.

“Don’t stop, you’re doing just great.” And he was and it helped that he looked like an eager puppy trying to please. As his tongue stimulated my clit, I felt the shudder of my impending orgasm and groaned out with real satisfaction.

He sat up with his engorged cock all ready for another round of attention. I tossed him a condom.

“I think you’re ready.”

“Do you want me to fuck you?” he asked, closing his eyes as he said “fuck”, relishing the act of saying out loud a forbidden word.

I again stroked his face and he opened his eyes.

“Yes, I want you to fuck me.” I lay back and spread my legs.

He knelt between my knees, looking unsure.

I gave him an encouraging smile. “Just slide in, the rest will come naturally.”

As his cock inched its way in, he let out a long sigh of pleasure and a tear rolled down his cheek. “I never thought I would ever get the chance to experience this.” He smiled and leant in to nuzzle my neck.

If I closed my eyes, I could imagine that we were just a normal couple giving pleasure to each other. I wrapped my legs around his waist and he pushed in hard.

He kissed my neck, squeezed my breasts and fucked me as though he’d been doing it for years. Maybe he had, and his virginity and tales of priesthood were just part of the game. I didn’t climax again but it wasn’t unpleasant. He held me tight, almost squeezing the breath from my lungs. When he came his whole body shook with pleasure and emotion. He put his arm around me and I rested my head on his chest.

“I can’t thank you enough.”

I ran my hand through the blond curls on his chest. “You’ve nothing to worry about; you did just fine, more than fine.”

He picked up my hand and kissed it.

Fifteen minutes later, I was standing outside one of the bedrooms on my way to see “Mummy’s boy”. It was easy money but he gave me the creeps. I walked in. He was sitting on the bed in some kind of grown-up romper suit. I was wearing the same pink negligee and kitten slippers.

“Are you having a nap again?” he asked before sucking on his thumb.

“Yes and I don’t want disturbing.”

I climbed into bed and closed my eyes, squinting so I could keep an eye on him. It didn’t take him long before he was laid at the side of me. He reached over and pulled out one of my ripe tits. He sucked hard. “That’s a good boy, you’re a hungry little lad, aren’t you?” He suckled a little longer before climbing off the bed and walking around to the other side, his arousal plain to see in his powder-blue romper.

He lifted up the edge of my nightgown. I watched as he touched his little hard dick. He leant over and kissed my pussy before pulling down my hem. He began sucking on my other breast, lapping up all the milk. I could see he was getting sexually agitated.

“You have an awfully large swelling, do you want me to rub it better?”

“No!”

Before I could stop him, he was laid out on top of me, rubbing himself frantically against me, trying to get relief.

“Get off me now, before I tan your backside black and blue.”

At the sound of my stern voice, he shuddered, cried out and rolled off me, curling up into a ball and sucking his thumb.

I’ve never seen the virgin priest or the Mummy’s boy since but I’ve a few regulars that I’ve come to like, particularly the Star Trek fan. Strapping on the latex cock never fails to get me off. I’ve stopped beating myself up about my job; I figure I’m doing mankind a service. And if I get a bit of pleasure now and then, who am I to complain?


Two’s Company, Three’s A Crowd

Petra, London

My name’s Petra. I’m twenty-three, decidedly single, and I want to tell you about what went on one day while I was away on holiday with my mates Vicky and Liz.

The three of us work in advertising sales for a newspaper in London – although I’d better not tell you which one! We’d all been away together before: we get on really well and we’re all pretty much up for a laugh. So last summer we booked a fortnight in Hisonaru – or Turkey’s answer to Blackpool.

Four or five days in and things were going fairly well: the weather was good, the resort pretty and the nightlife lively. So the “sea” and “sun” were fine but the “sex” was quite frankly non-existent. I’d been chatted up – propositioned would have been a better way of putting it – a few times. But to be honest I wasn’t that drunk or desperate – although it was getting close – and the guys most definitely were.

Anyway we all went out for a BBQ night. Vicky and Liz got lucky and pulled a couple of guys – I guess they preferred bottle-blondes to natural “chestnut”. They got invited back to the boys’ hotel. Obviously they asked if I minded and if I’d be OK and equally obviously I said “no” and “yes”. And so, around midnight, I made my way home alone.

I had a really good night’s sleep and the girls were still gone when I got up. They eventually stumbled in around mid-morning, decidedly the worse for wear, and announced they had to get some sleep . . . and would probably be meeting up again later.

I wasn’t best pleased and damned if I was just going to sit around waiting for them so I packed a bag and headed off down to the beach. I wasn’t really in the mood for crowds so I walked around the headland and found a fairly quiet – though by no means deserted – spot, spread out my towel and lay down to do some serious work on my tan.

Although I’m auburn, I’ve got a good natural skin colour – which was already bronzing nicely – and, so long as I use some good lotion, I don’t really have to worry about burning. I’m five feet six inches in my stockinged feet and with a pretty curvy 36-26-38 figure. I know my boobs are my best features – guys tell me often enough.

While I was getting comfortable, I had a look round from behind my sunglasses: most of the women seemed to be topless and there were certainly some people who were nude. It’s not particularly my thing, but equally it doesn’t worry me unduly.

I’d been there about an hour and was just drifting off in the hot sun when I felt a shadow over me. Cross at being disturbed, I opened my eyes to see two young men silhouetted at my feet and staring down at me. “Nice tits,” said one, and whistled appreciatively.

“Yah. Great rack,” replied the other in decidedly plummy tones.

I know I was still feeling irritated with Vicky and Liz – for scoring when I hadn’t, if nothing else – and more than a little horny myself but to this day I don’t know what made me say it, but I did: “Boys, you’re in my sun but, if you don’t have anything better to do before you go back under whatever rock it was you crawled out from, then you can put some lotion on them for me . . . so long as you’re gentle.”

There was a stunned silence and they stood there looking sullen and stupid and open-mouthed until I broke it: “Well, I’m getting bored, so either get on with it or f**k off.”

“Look,” one of them began, “we’re really sorry and we didn’t mean to upset you . . .”

“Sorry’s not good enough,” I interrupted. “You’re either in or out. Three, two . . .”

“Wait, wait, wait,” the other one said. “You’re not going to call the police or anything?”

“Listen, I told you, all I want is some suntan lotion rubbed into my tits. Yes or no?”

They looked at each other and rather nervously knelt down on either side of me. I squeezed a large dollop of Ambre Solaire into their hands and just lay there. “Well, what are you waiting for?”

They finally took the hint and began massaging the thick cream into my boobs; and when I didn’t yell “rape” they actually started to enjoy themselves . . . so much so that I had to warn them not to venture any lower than my belly button. It was great feeling not one but two pairs of hands on my boobs. They hit some sort of rhythm, kneading each one with just the right amount of force, and pulling and stretching at my delicate nipples. It didn’t take long before I knew that enough was enough. “OK, thanks a lot, boys. On your way.”

And they immediately got up and started to walk off towards the town. “Try not to let everyone see what a good time you were having,” I called mockingly after them.

But as I settled back into the sun I had to admit that I had really enjoyed the experience; and the heat and the moisture between my legs told me that it had turned me on as well. I had another surreptitious look around and could see there were still a fair number of naked people on the beach, so I eased down my bikini bottoms and shimmied them over my ankles and feet. I’d had a Brazilian before I came away and so my pussy was bald save for a “runway strip” of neatly trimmed ginger hair that started at the top of my slit. I’ve also got a small gold ring through my clitoral hood that makes me very, very sensitive. I knew the very last thing I needed was to get sunburnt “down there” so I slathered on some more of the Ambre Solaire . . . which only made me feel even more randy. I slightly parted my legs and the feel of the sun caressing my totally naked body was decidedly erotic.

I dozed and drifted for I don’t know how long. Nor do I know what finally made me open my eyes when I did, but there they were. “Well, hello, boys; back, I see. Do you want to finish what you started?”

They gawped.

“The lotion, boys; the lotion,” I said, very slowly and distinctly. “You can finish what you started. You can do down between my legs but, I swear, if you actually touch my pussy I really will cry ‘rape’. Do you understand?”

They obviously did because they got down on their knees and did all over my front, and that felt really good. They also admired my clit-ring and both of them said they had never seen a girl with a piercing “down there”. So I rolled over and got them to do the other side – and feeling the warm oil trickling down between the cleft of my buttocks felt every bit as good.

So when they eventually asked if I’d like to come back to their hotel I couldn’t think of a single good reason to say no. I climbed back into my bikini, wrapped my sarong around my waist and we set off along the beach, away from town and around the headland. Their hotel was a real beachside surprise: one of those modern, terraced designs and very obviously much better than where we were staying.

It was cool enough in the air-conditioned lobby to bring up goose bumps on my arms and we caught the lift up to their room. It was nice, though not spectacular, but it did have a large, completely private balcony looking out over the beach. There was a good-sized stone table, sitting on a central plinth, with two matching benches. We’d been formally introduced by this stage: Kit and Seb were a little younger than me and at a decent redbrick uni together, studying Business Management. And, yes, they really were just a little “OK, yah” for me, but to be honest at that precise moment I really didn’t give a damn. Kit cracked open some very cold Efes beer from the well-stocked fridge and we all went out onto the balcony to enjoy the view.

There was an awkward silence.

I kind of realized that, if I didn’t do something, nothing much was likely to happen. So I took a slug of my beer, and my courage in both hands, and said, “I know, let’s play cards. Strip poker anyone?”

The boys were more than happy with this. Obviously none of us was wearing much to start with and so it didn’t take long for us all to end up naked . . . and I could tell the boys were pleased to see me. Neither of them was spectacularly well-endowed – I’ve had bigger and better. Kit’s cock was reasonably long and thin while Seb’s was shorter but quite impressively thick. Just having two cocks standing to attention in front of me was enough to get me even more turned on.

Sitting on one of the benches I picked up my beer glass, squeezed as much of my right tit into it as I could manage, then tipped the glass horizontal and just sort of swirled it. The shock of the cold and the feel of the beer fizzing against my sensitive skin was enough to make me gasp and my nipple certainly sprang to attention. I repeated the trick with my other boob, feeling like some sort of slutty lap dancer. “Don’t just sit there – lick it off,” I ordered.

Kit and Seb dropped to their knees on either side of me and began to lap enthusiastically all over my boobs: I have to admit it felt pretty good.

They played for a while and then I climbed up to sit on the table itself. I gave my boobs another cold shower, but this time making sure lots of the beer ran down my chest and between my thighs. The boys didn’t need telling a second time: they started off on my boobs but quickly worked their way down until they were lapping at my puffy outer lips.

I was already pretty hot and wet and my pussy soon opened up under this twin-tongued assault. The first time one of them touched my clit I shuddered as if a little electric shock had rippled through me. If it wasn’t an actual orgasm it was pretty damn close and I knew I wasn’t going to be able to last long . . . at least, not first time.

I’d been out on hen nights and seen a few blue movies. Yes, boys, we do watch porn too; just not the sort you do. I’d certainly never had a threesome – although I confess it is something I’ve thought about – but I had a few ideas about what was involved.

“Have you got something we can put on this table?” I asked. “It’s a bit cold and hard.” Seb very quickly produced the sort of thin mattress you have on camp beds and it seemed pretty much a perfect fit for the table. I wondered idly if they were quite as young and innocent as they made out.

I climbed back onto the table and got on my hands and knees, thrusting my butt up into the air. “Kit, fuck me; and, Seb, come round here at the front,” I ordered.

Kit slipped easily inside me and drove right up to the hilt. It felt good, fucking good. And I took as much of Seb’s cock into my mouth as I could and then began to flutter my cheeks around it in the way I know drives men mad.

It’s difficult to explain, but I know now there is something about anonymous sex that makes me feel incredibly wanton and, yes, aroused. I knew there was no chance of me ever seeing these two again; we’d only met a couple of hours earlier and I barely knew their names. Yet here we were, fucking, and I just felt that I could say or do anything I wanted, anything at all, and it wouldn’t matter. That’s a very sexy feeling.

Kit began ploughing in and out of me, each long stroke caressing the walls of my pussy. I could feel how rock-hard he was and guessed he probably wasn’t going to last long. Seb was trying to fuck my face but I grabbed hold of his balls and squeezed just hard enough to let him know he needed to keep still.

After just a couple more minutes Kit grabbed hold of my hips and drove himself into me up to the hilt. “I’m sorry, I can’t hold on anymore. I’m coming,” he moaned.

And as his hot spunk started to jet into me I could feel answering contractions from my pussy clenching and squeezing around his shaft. “Oh, Christ, yesss. That’s so goood,” I crooned.

Kit started to soften, slowly slipped out of me, and I gently pushed Seb away from me. “Half-time. Change ends,” I told the boys as I rolled over onto my back with my head just hanging over one edge of the table.

Seb climbed up onto the table and positioned himself between my parted thighs. Once he was inside I locked my ankles around his back – effectively stopping his thrusting. Kit came and stood behind me. I tipped my head back until I was able to take the whole of his now flaccid cock into my mouth . . . and I savoured the mixture of both our juices. I’d done this before and it’s a great way of deep-throating a guy.

I loosened my grip around Seb’s waist, just enough to allow a little movement but not too much, and enjoyed the feel of his fat shaft inside my well-lubed pussy as I swirled my tongue around Kit’s cock at the other end.

One of the great things about boys is that they have fast recovery time and when I could feel Kit getting hard again, and his cockhead just starting to nudge the back of my throat, I unhooked my ankles, spread my legs as wide as I could and gave Seb all the encouragement he needed: “Come on then, give it to me!. Fuck me, fuck me hard! I want to feel you come. Do it to me. Do it to me now,” I urged.

Seb pistoned frantically, banging into my pelvis and grunting with each stroke until he exploded inside me and collapsed on top. I just missed out, but didn’t mind because it still felt good and I knew we were all looking forward to “seconds”.

I gave them a couple of minutes while we were all collapsed in a sweaty heap and then told them: “Let’s go get a shower, boys.”

The bathroom turned out to be more of a wet-room: light, airy, fully tiled and more than big enough for three, with one of those spaceship showers that fires water from about half a dozen different nozzles. I grabbed a bottle of expensive-looking shower gel and hit the “On” button.

If you’ve ever showered with one partner you’ll know what fun it can be, but I discovered that with two it’s more than twice the fun. The needle-sharp water prickled my sun-sensitized skin. We all got lathered up and I ended up as the “meat” sandwiched between my two hunks. I could feel two hard cocks, one pressing up against my pussy and the other slithering between my buttocks. I also had my boobs squeezed hard up against Kit’s chest and that felt good too.

When I’d had enough I switched off the shower, got a couple of big, fluffy white towels off the rack and threw one each at the boys. I stood with legs apart and arms outstretched. “Dry me!”

The boys went to work, buffing me up with a will until I was all pink and tingly and feeling wonderful.

“OK, enough, enough. Now I’m all dry I want you to clean me up, with your tongues, down there, front and back,” I told them. “And it doesn’t matter who starts where because you’ll both be changing places.”

The boys sank to their knees and it was fantastic to feel two tongues, one in my pussy and the other rimming me – although I’d never thought of anilingus as “my thing” before. I knew there were traces of cum left in me, even after the shower, and they would be able to taste each other as well as me. I think it was Seb who discovered that he could flick my clit-ring up and down with his tongue. The feeling as the metal gently scrapes along the length of my bud is incredible, even on a bad day . . . and this was turning into a very good day.

Within a couple of minutes I was screaming into one of the best orgasms I’ve ever had. I was literally so far gone I would have collapsed onto the floor if the boys hadn’t held me until my legs stopped shaking. One of them was even sweet enough to ask me if I was all right.

When I’d recovered enough to walk we went back out onto the balcony, all still bare-naked. I got Seb to lie on his back on the table and then I climbed on top of him. Kneeling across his thighs I gently lowered myself onto his shaft and sank down until I was fully impaled.

“Don’t you dare move,” I warned him. “Just lie still while I get used to it or I’ll be coming again all over you.”

I rested my forearms and elbows on his chest – to help keep him still – and then crouched forward until my tits were barely touching his chest and we were just able to kiss. I concentrated on the fabulous feelings I was still getting from my pussy and just kind of wriggled around, squashing my lips against his pubic bone, until I was able to “find” my clit-ring and use that to tease my bud.

Barely moving, and with Seb’s stiff prick still filling me, I experimented with this novel form of auto-eroticism until I could feel another orgasm starting to build within me and began to drift off into that place where pleasure blots out everything else and feeling takes over from thinking.

“Kit, I want you to do something that no man has ever done to me before . . . and I’m guessing you haven’t done it either,” I told him. “Get some lube if you’ve got it – aftersun, extra-virgin fucking olive oil, I don’t really care. Just get really lubed up and then I want you to fuck my arse. And I want you to take it very slow and gentle, OK?”

Kit didn’t say anything but shot inside and came back a few seconds later with a bottle of something clutched in his hand. I didn’t know what it was and I didn’t really care – but it felt good when something cool and slick started to trickle down my crack and I could feel it start to pool around my pussy and Seb’s cock.

Kit climbed up onto the table and knelt behind me and it felt even better as he started to knead and spread my buttocks, working the oil into them. While still keeping glued to Seb I arched my back and tried to get my backside up as high and inviting as I could. Even so I still gasped when Kit slipped a finger past my sphincter and started working the lubrication inside me.

He withdrew his finger and a few seconds later I felt the tip of his cock nudging at me. He pulled my cheeks apart and pushed more insistently until, finally, just the head slipped in. I moaned, low and wordlessly, and he stopped immediately. “Are you OK?” he asked fearfully. “I’m not hurting you or anything?”

“No, no, it’s fine, you’re doing fine,” I reassured him. “It’s just I told you this is completely new for me too. So just take it very slow and easy.”

I kept very still, almost not breathing, and getting used to the incredible feelings and emotions welling up inside me. Kit did take his time and slid, almost imperceptibly, into me millimetre by millimetre until I felt his thighs buffer up against the back of mine. I felt fuller, more filled, than I ever had before. I’d read about people being able to orgasm solely from anal intercourse and now I’m sure it’s true.

Once we all started to relax into it, things just got better and better. I found that simply by tensing and untensing my thigh muscles I was able to pump myself up and down on Seb’s cock . . . not much to be sure but enough to do the job. Kit, having bottomed-out – forgive the pun – began working his prick backwards and forwards in my arse. It was a completely different feeling from having my pussy filled: hotter and definitely tighter, almost painful, but in a pleasant sort of way.

And then, suddenly, I could feel both pricks actually rubbing up against each other inside of me, separated by the little bit of me that divided my two holes. And I knew the boys could feel it too. And that was when everything went a little crazy.

That one amazing feeling was enough to send me climbing up to climax. A silky sheen of sweat was starting out all over my body, plastering my hair to my forehead and trickling down from under my arms, over my breasts and onto Seb’s chest. I was starting to get the shakes again and every inch of my skin was ultra-sensitive with nerve pulses like mini electric shocks, centred on my tits and cunt and arse but radiating out around the rest of my body.

And then I was begging and pleading and gabbling, “Just fuck me, for God’s sake, fuck me. Make me come. I need it now. Yessss, yesss. Ohhhh, God, yesss!” I hissed as a rolling tsunami of an orgasm threatened to sweep me away.

Kit was the first to come. I think my tightness and friction were just too much for him, and I felt him pump deep into my arse. Roughly I pushed him away from me so I could sit upright on Seb. Cowgirl-style I thrashed up and down on him, like I was having some sort of fit, over and over again, squeezing my breasts, savagely pinching my own nipples and squealing as I did so as the pain just drove me deeper and deeper.

And just when I thought I really couldn’t stand it anymore Seb arched his back like he was being electrocuted and exploded inside me.

It was early evening as I gingerly walked back to the hotel. I was feeling sore nearly everywhere, but particularly between my legs, and I could feel a pooling wet patch in my bikini bottoms where I was still “leaking”.

By the time I got in Vicky and Liz were up at last and getting ready to go out and meet up with their boys again. I could tell they were a bit miffed when I said I was planning an early night.

And I could tell they didn’t believe a word of it when I told them I’d just had a mind-blowing threesome with two rich guys. But when I showed them the picture on my camera phone they had to. You couldn’t see the guys’ faces but you could very clearly see mine – in fact you could see all of me – and the fact that I had a long, thick cock in one hand and a short, fat one in the other.


Clothes Encounters

Phil, Stratford-upon-Avon

Before I go any further, I want to tell you I’m not a knicker sniffer. That is to say, I don’t go raiding laundry baskets for soiled underwear or anything like that. I’m a bit of a stickler about that, to be honest. I love the smell and feel of freshly washed women’s clothes. And, before you ask, I have no idea where my fetish came from; I’ve always felt that way. It’s vital, too, that I can imagine the woman who wears them.

I do like to see women browsing and buying sexy underwear in stores. Not functional stuff, but sexy stuff. My favourites are when some girl or woman buys something sexy quite openly and brazenly; she’s proud of being so sexy; some lucky sod is going to benefit from what she’s bought. OK, with bras they tend to be quite functional in some ways – they’re as much about support and fit as anything, but the difference in my interest in a woman buying a sports bra versus one buying something black and plunging is great. Same with knickers – sports knickers, control garments, “big” knickers . . . ugh! Thongs, see-through panties and French knickers – fantastic. It shows attitude, you see, my favourites being the brazen “I don’t care who knows how fucking sexy I can be” types mentioned above and the “I’m buying this to turn on my guy but I don’t really want anyone to see” ones. Even better if you replace “girlfriend” with “guy” in that last one. In the first case there’s just a chance she’ll flash something when I happen to be watching and in the second I imagine myself either in the place of the guy or witnessing the two girls.

And don’t get me started on suspender belts and stockings. Can there possibly be anything more sexy than a woman who wears them for her partner? Answer, actually, is “yes” – a woman who wears them for herself.

So that’s me – kinky about sexy clothes. Not just underwear, but primarily that. I don’t want to wear them; that’s not my bag at all. Not quite “wear”, anyway, which I’ll get to.

My job is fixing computers. I work for a company fixing them in people’s businesses and I moonlight doing them in people’s homes. I’ve lost count of the number of times when both have given me opportunities. In offices girls feel at home, I guess, and skirts ride up and blouses flop open and I get glimpses of their underwear. So many times I’ve invented a reason for going under a desk so I can get a better view up their skirts. I’m sure they must figure out what I’m doing, but none of them ever freak out. The best one was a woman who was chatting to her mate on the phone about a night out and she was talking about her boyfriend getting so horny he tore off her knickers. Then she proceeded to hike up her skirt and demonstrate. All to get me blushing, I guess. It worked.

But in women’s homes, that’s the best. They trust me; maybe I’ve got a trustworthy face. More than once they’ve asked if I minded if they nipped to the local shop or picked up the kids. Mind? Hell, no. As soon as they’re out of the way I nip into the bedroom. Most women put the interesting stuff in top drawers, or the top two if they’ve got a lot. I take careful notice of where things are before I take a look. Some surprise you; they look dead respectable and they have all kinds of kinky clothes. I’ve found vibrators and handcuffs and sexy photos, you name it.

And I suppose you’ve already guessed I can’t resist holding the sexiest items, usually wrapping one round my cock and wanking with them. I’d like to come in them but that’s just too risky.

At other times I look on their computers and you’d be surprised how many have sexy pictures of themselves in underwear, naked and sometimes having sex. One married woman has lots of pictures of her with another woman, undressing, kissing and even fingering and licking each other. And they actually pay me for this. Maybe it’s an invasion of their privacy, but I can’t help it.

I need to tell you about a woman I’ll call Jo (not her real name in case she reads this and recognizes herself). I was recommended to her by one of her friends and when I arrived she asked if it was OK for her to nip to town. I still wonder if the friend knew my secrets and told her, because she explained she needed to return something that was faulty, before bringing a sexy little black suspender belt out of a carrier bag and showing me how the fastenings didn’t line up. You can imagine how hot that got me. Then when I checked her computer she had loads of pictures of herself decked out in all my dream clothing, like she could read my mind. Stockings, suspenders, bras, knickers, basques, you name it. All taken very professionally. She went as far as topless but that was it. Her computer was in the bedroom anyway, so a quick check of the top drawer allowed me to find some of the stuff she was wearing in the photos. So I sat there, my cock in one hand, with a pair of her knickers wrapped round it, and another pair in my hand against my face, feeling the soft scratch of the material and smelling the fresh-washed scents and watching her pictures on the computer screen.

I don’t recall ever having been so excited before and, sorry to say (or I was at the time), I just erupted into them without much warning. Well, I did feel it coming but it was just too sexy to pull away. Then afterwards I had wet, stained knickers to deal with. Washing them was not an option – she’d know. Hiding them at the bottom of her laundry basket would have been another, but when I found it, there was nothing in there – it was empty. All I could do was mop up my come and dry them as best I could, then put them back.

The next time she called me I guess I must have looked guilty. She’d not paid me from the last time because I’d had to leave (well, needed to get away) before she got back from the shops. This time she met me at the door, ready to go out, and reminded me she hadn’t paid me last time and had left me something on the computer keyboard. I was expecting a cheque or some cash, but right there on the keyboard was a pair of her knickers. She’d found me out and didn’t mind. How sexy is that? On top was a handwritten note saying enjoy. I did too. This time I knew where I was going to spurt, and I knew she wanted me to. It felt fantastic and even though I tried to make it last I couldn’t hold back.

That pattern went on for maybe six more visits. She never paid me cash and I never found any more faults on her computer. It was just a sexy game, with a different offering each time, and leaving her with wet knickers, a bra, a suspender belt and some stockings.

Then one day I arrived and rang the bell before I noticed a note on the door, one of those Post-it things, saying to go in and there was something on the computer for me.

I did go in, then called out hello but got no answer. I went upstairs, excited as to what today’s treat might be. There, her bum perched on the table top where the keyboard usually was, sat Jo, wearing a full-length slip, stockings, suspenders, a bra and some high-heeled shoes. She was holding the hem of the slip just above her crotch so her knickers were on view.

“Hello, Phil,” she said sexily. “I’ve decided on a different method of payment today.” She reached down and pulled her knickers aside before adding, “It’s called Access.”

As I watched her, she started to slide her finger up and down her opening, which was glistening under the lights.

Well, inexperienced as I am, there was no mistaking I was on a winner. I put down my case and went across to her, but she put out her other hand and stopped me.

“You have to earn it, Phil,” she said, then put a hand on my shoulder to push me down.

I realized what she wanted – I wasn’t that dumb – but I’d never done it before. But I did it. I tried licking and sucking and she told me what worked and what didn’t, pulling my face into her and moving her hips up and down, like she was fucking me. My hand had automatically gone to my cock but she noticed and said I had to stop. She didn’t want me to come too soon, she said. Good point.

I had no idea if I was doing well, but after a while she stopped me and took me over to the bed. She lay back on it and started masturbating again while, at her suggestion, I took off all my togs. I think she was impressed with my hard-on. It’s not huge or anything but it sure was hard. Then I had to go down on her some more, licking her while she used her fingers at the same time. She made herself come – OK, I was licking her, but she definitely brought herself off – and I thought that’d be the end of it, but she wasn’t that cruel.

“Stand up, Phil,” she told me, so I did, a bit embarrassed about my body because I could do with losing a bit of weight.

She looked me up and down and straightened her clothes.

“You really do like underwear, don’t you?” she asked, and I just nodded dumbly.

“So, if you could choose,” she said, “where would you come? On my thong? My stockings? Slip, bra, where?”

She never even offered to let me come inside her. I didn’t say anything because I wanted all of those, but no way could I manage all that in one day.

“Can’t decide?” she teased after a while. “OK, then, tell me your favourites.”

I swallowed my embarrassment and told her. I’d like to wrap my cock in her slip and wank with it. I’d like to come on her stockings and see it dribble down her legs. I’d like to do it into the crotch of her thong and then have her pull it back on, so she was wet from me. Same with her bra. Imagine my seed squashed on her tits by that bra.

In the end she decided for me. She slipped off her thong and had me straddle her, so I was just above her waist and my cock was pointing up her body. The sexy cow then licked the crotch of her thong before spreading the only real area of fabric it had over my cock and holding it in place with both hands while she slowly wanked me. It felt so good just watching her do it and I knew I’d never last long. She knew that too, moving faster and faster as I jerked and trembled. I was so close but what actually finished me was when she pulled me forwards and put her mouth over the end, so she was sucking me through her thong. I just erupted into it. She took her mouth off and watched as my white jism oozed through the black. When I finished jerking she did the sexiest thing ever; she just leaned forward and licked, getting my come all over her tongue then putting it back in her mouth and swallowing. Fucking amazing.

She’s never let me fuck her. She’s married, you see, but we still play games during the day when her guy’s at work. Sure I’d like to fuck her, but all the other things she does make that not as important. She’s a control freak, that’s for sure. She makes all the running and I do what she tells me, which is OK. Her favourite is to have me flat on the floor while she sits on my face and brings herself off. She always does more of the work than I do, like I’m some object she rubs herself off on. She always starts with knickers on and usually wears a slip or underskirt and she often wears stockings, either hold-ups or proper ones. After I’ve sucked her long enough she wraps something round my cock and brings me off.

Then one day when I turned up she wasn’t alone. She had another woman there, called Amy. Amy’s nothing like as attractive as Jo, and she’s a bit overweight. I was a bit annoyed she was there and I was going to miss out, but they invited me to have a glass of wine with them and it was obvious they’d had plenty already; they were giggly and noisy.

“Phil has an underwear fetish,” Jo suddenly announced.

Amy looked at me for a sec and then they just burst out laughing. I didn’t think it was funny.

“Would you like to see Amy’s knickers?” Jo asked. Well, she was taking the piss, I know, but I never miss an opportunity. Jo didn’t wait for an answer anyway. “Come on, Amy,” she said. “I will if you will.” And hiked her skirt up with the usual display of stockings and black knickers. Then she made a grab for Amy’s skirt and pulled it up. Amy wore light blue shiny pants, sort of bikini style.

“Phil prefers black,” Jo told her, then said, “Here, try mine on.”

So right there and then Jo took off her thong and Amy her knickers and Amy put the thong on, showing me plenty as she did.

“It’s damp,” Amy complained. Jo just reached over and rubbed the crotch, meaning she had her hand between Amy’s legs. “So it is,” she laughed.

Instead of putting on Amy’s panties, Jo called me across and unzipped me before wrapping the satin round my erection and doing her usual. I mean, this was seriously kinky: two women, one with a bare pussy, the other wearing someone else’s recently worn thong, and me being wanked with the spare pair. Not that Jo let that go on for long. After a minute or so she let go of me and put Amy’s panties on, pulling them up tight. She spread her legs as wide as the space on the sofa would allow.

“Come on, Phil,” she said. “You know what to do.”

Sure, I knew what she meant. I knelt down and moved in to lick her, but this time through another woman’s knickers. I felt some movement going on and when I opened my eyes and looked up, Jo and Amy were snogging and Amy was holding Jo’s tits. I just shut my eyes to stop myself coming there and then. Imagine my surprise when Amy joined me, sliding in between Jo’s legs next to me and licking her wet pussy alongside me. After a while she dragged her knickers down Jo’s legs and off, so we could get at her properly, but she wrapped her knickers round my cock and wanked me with them at the same time.

Unlike Jo, Amy did let me fuck her. I did it from behind while she took over sucking Jo off. She tried to organize it so that my cock was wrapped in her knickers as I pushed it in, but that just dried her up and I couldn’t get in properly. Instead she put her pants over my head, so the crotch was against my mouth and nose, then took off Jo’s thong and used it to tie her own knickers in place just under my nose.

OK, maybe I am a knicker sniffer.

Amy never said not to, and I doubt I could have stopped anyway, so I came right into her.

Jo made me go home after that, telling me before I went she was going to suck my come out of Amy. No idea whether she did; she probably said it to tease me. In fact the whole thing was to tease me, I guess. I never saw Amy again.

Jo gets ever more kinky and ever more controlling. A couple of weeks ago she invited me round then calmly announced her husband would be home for lunch. She was wearing some new bright red underwear – the whole set but with black stockings – and displayed them all to me by pulling up her skirt, asking if I thought he’d like them. Just before he arrived home she made me hide under their bed and she dragged him to bed almost as soon as he got in. I could hear and even smell them having sex, and the bed banged against my head as they bounced on it. She was very vocal – to cover any noise I made maybe, but I heard her say something about him waiting while she took her knickers off. Next thing I know there’s movement at my right side and she’s dangled the French knickers down so I could get them. It was obvious what she wanted and I was too worked up to do anything else. I unzipped and wanked off into them.

And, unlike me, he came right inside her. Lucky bastard. I wonder if it was a set-up and he knew I was there. Maybe he gets off on her being a slut.

Because she is a slut. We’ve been going out in her car recently. We go places neither of us would be recognized and she always wears sexy underwear. On the drive she yanks up her skirt so her stockings and knickers are on show and she toots at truck drivers so they see. She knows it makes me jealous. Only three days ago we went down the motorway and she took her knickers off while driving so she could wank me with them, right there in the fast lane at eighty.

She’s getting into bondage, too. Her husband went away overnight a while ago and she invited me to stay. I had visions of sleeping next to her all night but she had other ideas. I had to sleep in their spare room and she asked me if I trusted her. Of course I said yes and, to cut a long story short, she pretty much emptied her lingerie drawers out and took ages wrapping the contents all round me, fixing it all in place with tape and cling film. I must admit it felt great having all her stuff next to my skin but she cling-filmed me to the bed with my hands up at the top so I couldn’t touch my cock, then left me to stew all night.

In the morning she came in, totally nude, and made me watch while she wanked herself off using one of her thongs. She took ages at it and came many times. When she was done she ripped a hole in the cling film just enough to get my cock through and wanked me off with the same thong.

Where’s it all going? No idea, but I’m not after changing it. OK, I don’t get to fuck her, but I’ll trade that against her underwear games any day of the week. I come pretty much when she wants me to, then lots more at home, thanks to the regular supply of knickers she sends me home to wank with. I know she’ll get more kinky, more demanding and more controlling, but for a woman with a seemingly endless pot of ideas, I’ll do what she wants.

Is she a part-time lesbian? Is she a dominatrix? Does her husband know? Have I got a future?

No idea.


Sexier By The Dozen

Sarah, Waco

Eleven firefighters had stood in front of my camera lens, one a day for the previous eleven days, posing in various forms of undress for the charity calendar they were producing to benefit a paraplegic comrade injured during a four-alarm blaze a year earlier. The eleven men ranged in age from late twenties to early fifties, and most had posed shirtless, exposing bulging biceps, thick chests, and rock-hard six-packs. One had posed in fire-engine red boxers and a gas mask, and another had posed in nothing but a flesh-colored thong and the boot he was pulling on, his tight rear end exposed but the bulge of his personal fire hose hidden by a muscular thigh and the particular angle of the camera.

I had been roped into donating my photography by my friend Wendy, a graphic designer and wife of one of the three married men who posed for the calendar, and I was shooting the men, one each afternoon, working around their three-days-on, three-days-off schedule.

Seven months had passed since my previous non-solo sexual experience, an orgasm-free twenty minutes spent in the bed of a self-absorbed prosecuting attorney who tried to cross-examine me about his performance after he finished; and spending all that time alone with the first eleven firefighters had made me so hot I was afraid I would self-ignite if I didn’t take long, ice-cold showers each evening when I returned home.

Before firefighter number twelve – Brandt Chambers – walked into my studio, I didn’t know what to expect except that he would be at least as handsome as his predecessors. And he was: tall with short black hair, square jaw cleanly shaven, thick biceps, broad shoulders and barrel chest tapering down to six-pack abs, trim waist, tight buns, and muscular legs.

“You’re July,” I explained as he stripped, “the hottest month of the year. Think you’re up for it?”

My question was ironic because at that moment he pulled down and stepped out of his boxer briefs, revealing a long, thick cock standing at half-mast. I was about to tell Brandt that none of his fellow firefighters had gone full monty, but I hesitated, enjoying the view too much to have it disappear before I captured it with my camera.

I directed Brandt to the set, where I tried posing him in various positions with various clothing and props – turnout gear, boots, gloves, helmet, gas mask, fire extinguisher, extension ladder, a bit of fire hose – but his half-erect cock kept interfering with the shot, peeking out from behind his muscular thigh no matter how he posed.

“We’re going to have to do something about that,” I said from behind the camera as I straightened. “It keeps getting in the way.”

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I’m trying to think about baseball, but you’re a beautiful woman and it has a mind of its own.”

Apparently our conversation pushed baseball completely out of Brandt’s mind because his cock lengthened and stiffened until it thrust upward, and I knew there would be no more photography until we dealt with his erection. I considered several options, from outwaiting it to filling a baggie with ice and making him hold it against his crotch, but the one thought I kept returning to – the one thought I’d had almost every night for the previous eleven days – dampened my panties and made my nipples dimple my blouse.

“You married?” I asked.

Brandt shook his head. “No. Why?”

“Seeing anyone?”

“Not in months.”

I stepped from behind my camera, crossed to where Brandt stood in front of the extension ladder wearing only a fire-engine-red presentation helmet, and dropped to my knees in front of him. I’d never been this forward with a man, but I’d never before had handsome, nearly naked firefighters parade in front of me for days on end, unintentionally tormenting me with their raw sexuality. After I wrapped my fist around the base of his erection, pushing back his wild tangle of black pubic hair, I took the spongy soft helmet head of his cock into my mouth and painted it with my tongue.

“I—” Brandt started to say something, but stopped as I took another inch of his cock into my mouth and cupped his heavy ball sac with my free hand.

As I slowly took his entire length into my mouth, I moved my fist out of the way, and his pubic hair tickled my nose until I drew back, stopping when my teeth caught the ridge of his glans. A drop of pre-cum oozed from the tip of his cock, and I licked it away before I took his entire length into my mouth a second time.

Brandt didn’t know what to do with his hands, finally resting them on the back of my head and entwining his thick fingers in my shoulder-length blonde hair.

As soon as his shaft was completely covered with my saliva, I again wrapped my fist around his thick cock, and I pumped hard and fast while I continued teasing his cockhead with my tongue. I knew he was about to come when his ball sac tightened in my palm, drawing upward, and his hips began pumping forward and back. His cock throbbed in my fist and then he came, firing a thick wad of hot cum against the back of my throat. I swallowed every drop and pulled away when his cock stopped spasming in my mouth.

Then I licked my lips to capture the last of his flavor, returned to my position behind the camera, and took several dozen photos while Brandt still had the sexy, satiated, postorgasm look in his dark eyes, his now limp cock safely hidden behind one thigh.

When I finished, I straightened and stretched, unintentionally thrusting my breasts forward and stretching my black T-shirt taut across my ample chest. My erect nipples dimpled the thin cotton even through my lacy bra. I said, “I think I have what I need.”

“Are you certain?” Brandt asked. By then his cock had begun to stiffen again and he was appraising me with half-lidded eyes.

“Still thinking about baseball?”

“Batter up, two balls, no strikes, will he go all the way?” Brandt said.

I laughed at his little joke as I stepped from behind my camera and approached the set. “That depends on the pitch.”

By the time I reached him, Brandt’s cock was again fully erect, a bit of my lipstick smeared on one side. He removed the presentation helmet and placed it on the fire extinguisher. Then he took my hand, pulled me close, and bent forward to cover my mouth with his. As our kiss lengthened and deepened, our tongues met, and then it seemed as if we couldn’t remove my clothes fast enough.

My T-shirt and lacy red bra were first to go, freeing my ample breasts from confinement. Then I kicked off my red sling-backs, slithered out of my form-fitting blue jeans and peeled off my red panties. As we continued kissing, Brandt’s hands explored my body, cupped my breasts, stroked my nipples, and then slipped downward to cup my pubic mound and stroke my swollen pussy lips with his fingers.

I couldn’t believe how much I wanted Brandt. I’d only met him a few hours earlier and I had already done more with him than I did with most men after a great many hours spent getting to know one another. There was no bed, no couch, no soft place to lie down, and the floor of my studio was hard concrete. I reached between us and took his cock in my hand, intending to press the spongy soft head against my pussy lips and have sex standing up, but our height difference was too great and his erection too rigid.

Brandt sensed what I was intending. He cupped the cheeks of my ass with his big hands and lifted me onto the metal extension ladder, which rested against the wall at a proper fifteen-degree angle, the rubber feet holding it firmly in place. I felt the cold metal rungs of the extension ladder against my back, and my ass rested on one of them.

As he stepped forward and pressed his cockhead against my slick slit, I spread my legs wide and wrapped them around his waist. I used my legs to pull Brandt to me as every inch of his long, thick cock filled me. I reached upward, grabbed one of the upper rungs with both hands, and arched my back as Brandt grabbed hold of the ladder on each side of me.

He drew back and pressed forward, his strokes firm and confident, and the ladder rattled with each of his powerful thrusts. Like a flash fire, I came quickly and unexpectedly, crying out as the heat of orgasm burned through me. I lost my grip on the ladder and would have fallen if Brandt hadn’t been pressing me against it, his cock continuing to pound into me.

And then, with one last, powerful thrust, Brandt came, filling me with cum, and the two of us remaining connected on the ladder trying to catch our breath until his cock finally stopped spasming inside me and softened enough to slip free. Without a word, he eased me down from the ladder.

I glanced around. While Brandt’s clothes were folded neatly on a chair behind my camera, mine were strewn all over the set. I collected my clothes and pulled them on.

By the time I was once again dressed, so was Brandt. I walked him to my studio’s lobby and stood with him at the front door, unsure what to say until I blurted, “I’m not like this. I just— You just— I couldn’t help myself.”

Brandt leaned forward and kissed my forehead. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

In the heat of our coupling, I had forgotten about the final day of photography, and the next morning I took a long, ice-cold shower before I dressed. Then I carted my photography gear to the station house, a two-story brick building built back when they had real character. The calendar cover shot – the only one I was allowed to take on site – would feature all twelve of the sexy calendar models washing one of the fire trucks on the station house’s front drive, the only photo of the firefighters in action rather than studio-posed, and the six men who had the day off returned to the station for the shoot.

I tried not to pay any more attention to Brandt than I paid to the other men, but it was difficult. I couldn’t push the memory of our incendiary time together in my studio out of my mind. I needed to know how he felt about it, but I couldn’t very well ask him in front of the other men, who were laughing and joking, and stripping off their shirts. They sprayed as much water on each other as on the fire engine, and I took photos as fast as the camera would go, capturing the firefighters’ sexy bodies and easy camaraderie.

Afterward, when half the men had disappeared into the station and five others were headed home, Brandt helped me load my photography equipment into my SUV.

I had parked behind the station, where my SUV wasn’t visible from the street, nor was the area where I parked visible from any of the station’s windows. After I tucked the last camera bag into place, I reached up and closed the rear hatch.

Brandt captured my wrist and spun me around to face him. Then he pulled me close, covered my mouth with his, and kissed me. His kiss took my breath away, made my blood race, and turned my knees to gelatin. When the kissed ended, he said, “Tell me yesterday wasn’t a fluke.”

“It wasn’t,” I whispered hoarsely.

Then he kissed me again and, as he kissed me, one hand slid under my sweatshirt and cupped my breast through my bra. My nipple tightened and pressed against his palm through the lacy material.

I glanced around. We were as alone as we could be in the city. I unfastened Brandt’s belt, undid the front of his jeans, and released his erection from the confining material. His pants slid to his ankles. After stroking his cock several times, I told him that one in the hand is never as good as one in the bush, and that I was already wet with desire.

Brandt took the hint. After some quick work, my jeans and black thong dropped to my ankles. He spun me around and bent me forward. I braced myself on the rear bumper of my SUV as he grabbed my hips and pressed the fat head of his swollen cock against my pussy lips.

I braced myself as Brandt drove his cock deep inside me. When he drew back and drove forward again I had to help brace myself with my other arm, too, or his powerful thrusts would have bashed my head into the back of my SUV.

We were so turned on by the possibility that one of the other firefighters would round the corner and catch us in the act, that our sex was hard and fast. I came first, and I bit my lip to keep from crying out. My orgasm seemed to excite Brandt even more and his thrusts grew faster, harder, and deeper.

And then he came, hosing my spasming pussy with thick wads of hot cum.

After we finished and pulled our clothes back on, Brandt held my car door open and asked, “How about a proper date?”

Apparently, I’d been approaching my sex life all wrong, trying to get to know the men I dated before taking them to bed. “What did you have in mind?”

“Dinner, dancing, see what happens from there.”

What happened is that we wound up in my bed, where we’ve been spending quite a bit of time ever since.

As soon as Wendy and I selected the photos for the calendar, she dropped them into place in the layout she had waiting and delivered the electronic file to the printing company. The calendar sold out within two weeks and went back for a second and then a third printing, netting several thousand dollars for the injured firefighter. Four of the calendar models met their future spouses because of the calendar, and the other unattached single men easily filled their date books.

Brandt’s sexy, post-orgasmic photo for July turned out to be the hit of the calendar, and I know several women who tore it out when the year ended and now keep it magneted to their fridge, taped to the inside of their gym locker, or pinned to a bulletin board where they can lust after him regularly.

Me? I didn’t bother. I now have Brandt on a permanent three-days-on, three-days-off rotation. When he’s not putting out fires for other people, he’s putting out my fire as the first firefighter model to meet his future spouse because of the calendar.


Out With A Bang

Tim, San Jose

When I realized that I couldn’t talk her out of it, I relented and promised I’d rent some seedy dive bar for a night. Maybe some place over on ‘F’ street, where the winos and back-alley hookers hung out. Some place where nobody knows your name or gives a shit about what you’re up to. Some place anti-Cheers.

No, that isn’t what she wanted. She liked the sleazy nature of my suggestion, of course, but she wanted something with more risk and less predictability.

She wanted to do it at my job site.

Let me explain. I’m an ironworker, one of those beefy, goateed mugs you’ve probably noticed when you look up from your brown bag lunch in the plaza. That’s right, we’re the ones making all that racket and blocking million-dollar views. But nobody causes erections like we do. That’s a little ironworker humor. You’re welcome.

Now, I know what you’re thinking. You’re thinking that ironworkers are a little rough around the edges. That our scruffy exteriors and unsophisticated ways make you nervous for your daughters. But ask yourself this: Who would you rather have backing you up in a bar fight? I thought so.

And something else: What is it about us that chicks can’t resist?

Take Janine, the pint-sized hellraiser I used to go with. I picked her up one night at Fast Eddy’s when she was playing eight-ball with some pasty-faced insurance guy. I showed her my trick of guzzling beer while whistling through my nose, and that’s when she noticed the shark tattoo on my sleeveless shoulder. Right away she knew that she’d found a soulmate – or at least another die-hard fan of the San Jose Sharks.

Janine moved into my trailer a week later. At first, like any new couple, we jockeyed for position. We drank too much and fought like we’d been married forever. But we soon settled into a nice domestic rhythm of fucking and eating Chinese takeout. Followed by more fucking. Sure, we butted heads over stuff like her excessive smoking and my carousing with my biker buddies. But these were usually abbreviated affairs and nearly always ended with me hoisting Janine up on the kitchen counter, ceremoniously lighting her a butt, then pulling down her sexy cut-offs so that I could eat her splendiferous snatch while she wriggled, giggled, and smoked like a chimney.

Man, those were good times.

They were particularly good because Janine liked to party as much as I did. Do. She had a high-octane sex drive, and could match every thrust of my johnson with a libidinous thrust of her own. Most nights when I slumped in from work Janine was in down-and-dirty mode and ripe for a sound screwing. Hell, she wouldn’t even wait for me to clean up before attacking me on the couch while Wheel of Fortune blared in the background. Then, for an encore, she’d shove something in the oven (usually mac and cheese or chicken pot pies) and jump me in the shower, and what we did in there would have gotten us arrested in Alabama and Tennessee.

(Just between you and me, I loved spreading Janine’s ass cheeks apart and watching the water sluice between them before burying my tongue as deep as I could up her pert little asshole. Hey, I’ve still got the blurry pics on my cellphone to prove it.)

But did our debaucherous shower play do anything to tamp down her fire? No, it did not. So, after dinner, bushed as I was, I’d roll out some premium homegrown, crack open a bottle of Jack, and instead of “talking about our day” like a couple of sitcom losers, we’d find interesting things to put into Janine’s pussy while I strummed her clit like a banjo.

I swear, if I hadn’t of quit her, I’d have ended up in some rehab clinic for guys addicted to chicks who never say no.

Janine was no one-man woman – I knew that going in. Oh, sometimes she’d drop hints about getting married and having babies, but an ex-den mother for the Mongols biker club doesn’t just quit the life overnight and start shopping for patio furniture. No, she was used to having men around, lots of them, and hooking up with me was her E-ticket to Testosterone Land. So many ironworkers, so little time, if you get my meaning.

So, realizing the tenuous nature of our partnership, one day I asked her to tell me her wildest unfulfilled fantasy. Maybe I could help her achieve it. Little did I know that I already had the answer cued up on the DVD player.

It was a fairly recent porno, one that I’d picked up for half price at Frenchy’s over on 14th Avenue. I’d happily discovered that watching smut with Janine was like offering a match to a girl already prone to spontaneous combustion. Nothing revved her engine like watching people fuck on hi-def video. And the raunchier the flick, the hotter she got, which meant that my overworked pecker was putting in for some serious overtime. But, hey, you never heard me complaining.

That Frenchy’s video – somehow it unlocked the vault where Janine kept her really prurient inclinations. I could see it in her eyes, the way her pupils blew up when she stared at the lewd photos plastered on the DVD cover.

“What’s Bakkake?” she asked in a choked whisper, and I laughed so hard I almost hurt myself.

“No, no. It’s pronounced ba-kaw-kay, not bake-a-cake. It’s Japanese. I think it means ‘Welcome to super-fantastic happy hour’.”

Janine told me to get serious. She wanted to know more. So I explained the premise. This particular movie was a homemade job shot in people’s living rooms and backyards, and every scene involved one woman – sometimes two – who hunkered down inside a circle of masturbating horndogs, sucked them off, and let them come on her face, her tits, wherever. It was, I said, kind of like the girl who has to keep a half-dozen plates spinning on skinny sticks without letting any of them fall.

It was a terrible analogy, but Janine got the picture. The look of fascination on her face said it all. Any other woman would have reacted with revulsion, but she was clearly intoxicated by the idea.

This made me wonder: Would she want to take it a decadent step further?

Is the sky blue? As soon as I pressed “play” and the first scene of carnal depravity filled up the screen, Janine had her hand inside my boxers and her tongue in my ear. “Can you make this happen for me, baby?” she whispered, pointing to the scurrilous image of a cute redhead with her mouth full of cock. As if to prove that she was serious and not just dirty talking, she placed my hand over a wet spot on her panties. “See? Your movie is making Janine all wet.”

That was the moment that I knew our relationship was almost over. I also knew just how it would end.

With a bang, not a whimper.

But to have our last blast at the place where I worked? No, that was impossible. The high-rise we were building in the heart of downtown was wide open, just a steel skeleton of columns and cross-beams, with temporary plywood floors. Too many things could go wrong. On the other hand, I knew that I wouldn’t have any problem rounding up volunteers. I’ve known ironworkers so horny from looking down the blouses of tight little office workers that they’d fuck a meatloaf sandwich.

Yeah, but this was Janine’s freak show, and I had to consider her wants and wishes. We’d been together for nearly three months, so I owed her for all those nights of non-connubial bliss and days of warmed-over grilled cheese sandwiches. Besides, if I wasn’t man enough to arrange a kinky rendezvous with some of my more virile co-workers, she’d seek out some other, maybe more dangerous, playground to get her ticket punched. I couldn’t let that happen.

Christ. It’s hard enough figuring out what women want. When you finally do, you have to move heaven and earth to get it for them.

Except, not this time. When I mentioned Janine’s fantasy to my red-white-and-blue brethren, hands shot up like they were attached to eager schoolkids. Pick me! Pick me! So I gathered up enough promising candidates to field a beer league softball team and told them we’d meet up on the following Sunday, when I knew the job site super would be attending a 49ers’ pre-season game. Bring old blankets, I told them. Bring beer. And leave your condoms at home, because Janine isn’t into sucking on foul-tasting petroleum products. In other words, I said, scrub your peckers with borax until even you would eat off of them.

And, most importantly, I instructed, don’t fucking jack off for at least three days before the big event. And no fooling around with wives or girlfriends, either. Make up some excuse. Tell them you accidentally caught your dick in the car door. Something.

Why?

“Because Janine wants to watch each and every one of you hobos milk a half-pint of hot, goopy spunk from your cocks and feed it to her like honey.”

Well, you never saw so many slackened jaws and glazed eyes staring at you in disbelief all at the same time. Janine had predicted this would be easy, because guys were so easy. Score one for Janine.

We all arrived as planned on the third Sunday of August just after 1 p.m., parking on busy Santa Clara Avenue to avoid suspicion. Janine came dressed in a wraparound denim skirt with nothing underneath, and a killer Motley Crüe T-shirt. The night before she’d told me that she was going to use the shirt as a come rag to mop up all the male spend. I shrugged. I don’t shock easily. But when she said that she was going to save the damn thing as an X-rated keepsake, I knew that whoever she did eventually marry would have to be the King of Kink, for surely she was the Queen.

We took the freight elevator up to the ninth floor, nine randy hardhats plus me and Janine. When we stepped out, the cross-breeze that greeted us felt surprisingly warm on our skin. Plus, the view was spectacular. Janine, she wasn’t exactly down with getting down above the treetops, but when Jimmy, an ex-con welder, pulled the tab on a beer for her and told her that he couldn’t wait to see her tits, she immediately relaxed. She knew that she was in good company.

Me, I was as keyed-up as a racehorse at the starting gate. After all, I’d lived up to my own demands and gone without nookie for three days. I was in quite a lather. Even so, I’d watched Janine closely that morning, trying to gauge her mood. Did she still want to go through with this? Watching other deviants perform indecent acts on a DVD was one thing, but to actually be the willing recipient of alien sperm was quite another.

There was no need for concern. From the get-go, right out of the sack, Janine was like a cat in heat, rubbing her ass up against me, clutching my cock when we squeezed past each other in the narrow hallway, practically singing anthems about how hot the whole idea was making her. Let’s get this party started, she kept repeating.

And so we did. Beers were passed around, and the guys huddled in twos and threes making pornographic small talk. I could see them undressing Janine with their eyes as she paced up and down one side of the room like a caged lioness. She looked fantastic in her sparkly make-up, and with her hair pulled back in a girlish ponytail. For an added touch of naughtiness, she had shaved the night before, and I mean everything. Plus, she’d made me violate my hands-off policy by convincing me to rub baby oil over her entire body.

That right there nearly broke my will.

Anyway, how to begin? All of us schmos knew how to work from blueprints, but there were no instructions for this kind of thing. Who starts? Who makes the first move? I finally decided that it was up to me to be the lead dog. If Janine was going to get butt naked for a bunch of unkempt rogues wearing steel-toed boots, it was only fair – and way more arousing – if we all stripped down to our birthday suits.

When I peeled off my snug black T and camo vest, the guys picked up on my cue and formed a lopsided circle around the patch of neatly folded blankets we’d laid down for Janine’s comfort. Boots and ball caps hit the deck first, followed by faded jeans, plaid shirts, yesterday’s grungy T-shirts, and a crazy assortment of shredded undies. Janine watched all this with detached amusement, but I could tell that her temperature had risen from simmer to boiling. She was ready to get busy. More than ready.

“You nasty, nasty boys,” she said, taking a slow-walking tour around the ring of naked men, smacking the occasional ass as she admired our work-toned physiques. “I hope you fellas have saved up plenty of love for Miss J.” She stepped into the center of our circle and quickly unwrapped her skirt, and I saw several guys react by grabbing their nuts, while others swore under their breaths. Frankly, I expected more hooting and hollering, but the sight of a bottomless gal tends to put you at a loss for words.

When Janine shucked her rock-and-roll shirt and stood naked before us, hands on her ample hips, nipples hard as cherry pits – the very nipples I’d rolled around on my tongue dozens of times – I knew that it was on.

So, yeah, I was a little miffed when Janine got down on her knees and approached Hank, the good-looking forklift driver, first. After all, this was supposed to be our going-our-separate-ways party. But when I saw how she greedily took the meat of Hank’s semi-hard cock into her mouth with a feral look in her eyes, my own cock responded, and I brought it firmly to life.

God, it was all so unreal! Suddenly the ninth floor hummed with a synched-up sexual energy, and the power of collective lust took over. Lucky Hank wore a mask of pure pleasure, while the rest of us jacked off with the nastiest of intentions, barely able to wait for our turn. When Janine finally moved off of Hank and onto Juan’s chocolate-brown cock, we all cheered like idiot sports fans. But no football game could ever hold our attention the way the spectacle in that erotic funhouse did.

Let me digress for a minute. There is something about the way a naked woman squats on her haunches that drives men crazy. Maybe it’s the smooth contour of her thighs, and how they seamlessly merge into her ass. Or the fact that the act itself naturally spreads her ass cheeks, revealing that delicious brown cookie that’s normally tucked away. The thing that really pushes my button is all that fleshy bottom! Makes a man want to sink his teeth into it and bite off a piece.

Anyway, I’m only guessing, but maybe that peep-show pose of Janine’s was the reason young Davey, only a pup among us big dogs, shot his load all over her tits the second she shifted over and took his cock in her hands. Poor kid. He barely had time to get acquainted. But that doesn’t mean he didn’t enjoy himself. When he popped his rivet his eyes rolled back in his head, and I almost lost it myself when Janine licked a warm smear of come from her nipple like it was vanilla frosting. Holy shit, it was like something out of a celibate’s wet dream!

But Janine was just getting started. Davey told me later that he’d felt his knees go wobbly while she kneaded every last drop from his dick. And when she took the last stringy remnants into her mouth, I knew she was going to get her nasty on in a big way. In one cat-like motion she side-stepped her way to Jimmy, swirled the cocktail of spit and sperm in her mouth, then spat the gooey mess onto Jimmy’s cock and used it as a bastardized lube to jerk him off.

Well, I’ve seen a lot of things, but this – it was an act of such depravity that you wouldn’t believe the commotion it caused. Jimmy growled, bucked his hips, and came like a freight train, fat dollops of his spunk splattering Janine’s thighs like bacon grease. This was too much for Tiny, the boulder of a man who was next in line. Before Janine could even sidle over to him, he unleashed a jet of ejaculate that gave her the pearl necklace she could never afford. I remember her laughing and saying to him, “How lovely. Now get that dick hard again, because I want to try on something more expensive.”

Jesus. Even our heated romps in the trailer couldn’t hold a candle to this. Janine was playing the title role of Slutty Degenerate for all she was worth, and probably should have been arrested for arson, because every guy there was burning up. One by one I watched her pick the locks of those horny bastards, making them shudder and spurt and howl like sex-starved nature boys. The ratty blankets cushioning her knees grew damp from all the male spend, but Janine wore most of it like a second skin. Her hair was matted with it. Her tits were painted gluey white.

But there were still two holdouts left besides myself – little Pete and big Joey, the munchkin and the giant. I figured they must have bitten through their tongues to keep their cocks from erupting. Not wanting to play favorites, Janine took both of them in her mouth at once, and as soon as she did these two supposedly grown men whimpered like little boys. Which just goes to show, never underestimate the power of pussy. When Janine closed her fists around their aching, vein-streaked cocks, I took a cautious step backward and marveled at how they spewed like firehoses, giving her a facial to die for.

Wow. Whew. Janine the show-stopper. Her face was flushed and she was understandably out of breath, but she was wearing a shit-eating grin that said, Fuck, yeah! I got mine! I was happy for her, of course – her fantasy had come to fruition. It was a hell of a closing act, and closure meant new beginnings for both of us.

But why had she deliberately left me off of her to-do list? She hadn’t given me any lusty come-ons, like she had with the others. She never even offered me so much as a farewell handjob, never mind pursing those pretty lips around my raging hard-on. Which, by the way, was as solid as a doorknob. Was she trying to punk me? Was she telling me that I was a lousy lover compared to those other stiffs?

Had she forgotten the best man she’s ever had since the last best man she’s ever had?

Nope. Not a chance. She was just getting the preliminaries out of the way, or so she confessed to me later.

“Best for last,” she said, giving me an adoring, thank-you smile while she squatted in front of me and ran her fingernails along the length of my cock.

“What took you so long?” I asked, swallowing hard, the way you do when you’re about to lose your mind.

She laughed and reached over to grab her T-shirt, using it to swipe at her face and dab at her hair. Then she slipped the sticky thing over her head, and we all stared with astonishment as the fabric soaked up enough come to open up a sperm bank. With a gleam in her eye, Janine motioned for me to come closer. She circled her thumb and forefinger around my nut sac, the way she knew I liked it, then took the rest of me deep, gagging as my mushroomy cockhead gave her a throat-fucking she’d never forget.

It didn’t take long. When it happened, it felt like I was free-falling from an airplane. Janine told me to do it on her shirt. “Give me everything you’ve got, big boy.”

I did. I took aim and left my signature right between the “o” in Motley, then immediately felt another wave of euphoria rock me as I came again. This time Janine was there to catch it with her tongue. It was the closest I’ve ever come to dying, with angels and harps and all that shit.

So – we’d done it, me and her. We’d both gotten what we came for. Janine had gotten her vulgar souvenir, I’d gotten my weasel drained, and we’d both enjoyed an amicable break-up. It doesn’t get much better than that. Plus, it’s nice to know that whenever she digs that crusty old shirt out of her footlocker and thinks back on that day, she’ll be thinking of me, too.

Hey, I’m as sentimental as the next guy. You got a problem with that?


Diversion

Theresa, Loughborough

Driving up from Leicestershire to Leeds for a business appointment gave me a lot of time to think about what Gary had done. I suppose I didn’t need to think about what he’d done because he had told me minutes before setting off. My husband had told me as I was ready to leave the house that he was sorry but he had fucked one of his work colleagues, a woman called Harriet, on a recent trip. Though he spared me the details I had a pretty good idea what that would involve. I suppose then I was thinking more about what it would do to me. I had to work out how I was going to react.

I was mad at him but not as mad as I might have expected. I knew I needed to think this through and then do what had to be done. Business first, then sort him out.

The way I saw it there were three options. On my return I could explode and demand apologies and then be cool and distant to Gary for a while, or I could cut him out of my life entirely in order to start again. The third option was I could just carry on being the dutiful wife and try to pretend my husband had never told me he had screwed this woman and everything was normal.

I had time to think as I drove north on the M1 and I had to admit none of the three options I outlined to myself addressed the problem. I had known Gary since we were about seventeen, which was thirteen years ago. I thought we understood each other perfectly. I had never thought anyone would make a play for Gary so I trusted him to not do anything like fucking around when he was away with female colleagues. Gary went to great lengths to assure me this had been the first time. He was drunk, she was drunk, they were lonely . . .

Oh, spare me! We all get lonely at times and many of us have a drink and stay quite sensible.

But the three options I had outlined to myself would end up hurting me. I liked my husband – probably still loved him, for all I knew – and certainly didn’t hate this Harriet female. I just didn’t want to meet her, that was all. However, abandoning contact with Gary would effectively cut off my nose to spite my face. His family had money and connections and, while I hate to be mercenary, I had to think about the bigger picture.

Ignoring what he had done would be hard because I wasn’t sure how I could trust Gary ever again and his work, like mine, took the man away from home. Above all, my acting as if nothing had happened would just be a stress fracture in our marriage waiting to break apart one day.

There was no point in ranting and raving either. Sure, I could break a few things, but then I’d only have to clean up afterwards and nothing would change.

As I drove north that day I felt in a complete fog. Fortunately I think I am not easily distracted when I drive so I kept my speed down and remained in the left-hand lane. Everyone else could rush past me and I wasn’t worried about them. I also had plenty of time for my appointment in Leeds so I was in no rush. I needed to be away from the house so this was as good a way as any.

The trouble with motorways is that things happen that are nothing to do with you, but even so you have to deal with them. As we approached Rotherham I saw the matrix signs saying there had been an incident near Meadowhall on the northbound side and to get ready for a diversion. I came off at junction 33, as everyone else did, since the M1 was closed ahead, and we were filtered in a slow-moving line on the side roads towards junction 34. We would get there eventually and, as I say, I wasn’t panicking. I had other things on my mind. As we made our way along the minor road I saw on my left a sex shop. It was unlike some you see in rundown retail areas; this was a modern sort of building away from the road with a decent-sized car park. Now, as it happens, sex shops leave me cold. I had been in a couple, with a friend for a dare, and been amazed and amused at the sort of things they sold. Of course, you can only sell sex if you have hookers and the like, and I doubted if there was any of that here. What they were selling would be PVC corsets and lubrication cream and a range of bondage items like handcuffs and lots of magazines showing very well-endowed women enjoying intercourse with someone well-endowed in a different place.

As a friend once said as we leafed through a sex magazine, who knew so many women wore high heels to bed?

Stationary in the heavy traffic, I watched from the road as a couple – middle-aged as far as I could see – climbed out of their car and went inside the store. There were several other cars in the car park and as I looked I saw a woman come out of the shop carrying a large bag. A woman of about my age, my build, and even the same hair colour. I had to admit that for a moment I thought that it could be me.

The woman-who-might-be-me got in her car and left the car park (probably to find herself soon in the line of slow-moving vehicles) and I shuffled my vehicle forward. In a couple of minutes I couldn’t see the sex store and I went back to thinking about Gary and me. Eventually all the traffic got back on the M1 and I headed to my appointment. I represent a company that sells air conditioning and so I would spend a couple of hours looking at a factory and making recommendations. No stress there as I am good at what I do.

Driving back from Leeds with the feeling that I may well have wrapped up a contract, I noticed I was approaching the turn-off for Rotherham. I have no idea what made me do it but I swung off the motorway and took the road I had crawled along a good few hours earlier. It had considerably less traffic now and I glanced over to my right. The sex store with its car park was still there (though I hadn’t expected anything else) and the place looked open. I don’t know what possessed me but I pulled off the road and drove into the store’s car park.

The large windows had the usual stocking-clad, shapely models on display and nothing looked offensive. None holding a flogger or handcuffs or a dildo. Just fancy dress, in a way. I stared at the windows and reached for the ignition to leave and go home. I didn’t know what I was doing here; my problem was nearly fifty miles away in Loughborough.

But I didn’t start the car. I stared again at the store and on impulse I went inside.

I can’t tell you what I expected to find other than what I had seen in the past. Indeed, everything I expected to see was there. There were magazines and DVDs and gags and fetish wear and, yes, plenty of lubrication cream. They even had different flavours. I walked round and stared at it all and wondered why I was here. Putting off going home, I guessed, because I was trying to postpone making a decision on my three options.

I could make up my mind about air-conditioning vents but not about my personal life. However, postponing the inevitable only works for so long and I was about to leave when the assistant caught my eye. She was a woman a little older than me and she began talking to me, starting with the usual “Can I help you?”

Yes, she could, and as they weren’t too busy at that moment I began to unload my frustrations and dilemma. The woman, to her eternal credit, listened and didn’t show any sign of thinking she wished it was her day off and she had avoided this nutcase. The woman, whose name badge said she was Anne, listened to me sympathetically, and then came up with a solution. “You need to control him and his desires,” she said, and pointed me towards the chastity devices.

Now, if you have never seen one, a man’s chastity device is considerably smaller and far more sensible than what a woman might be expected to wear in medieval times. No belt-like structure with a perforated crotch band. Just a compact piece of plastic that fits round the man’s ball sac. In other words, any attempted removal would be painful to say the least. So too would be an erection.

I pointed out to Anne that the device was plastic so surely a man could cut if off, right? She smiled and replied that few men ever let anything remotely sharp near their “wedding tackle”.

But if I bought this how would I get him to wear it all the time?

Anne was ready for that question. “Ultimately you have what he wants between your legs,” she said. “Forget about this Harriet because he knows that she has just become out of bounds. Once he realizes the only way you will allow him to have sex is when you let him out of his device, you’ll be amazed at how eager to please he will be. It’s either wear this and let you decide when, or it’s never have sex again.”

I doubted it, but Anne was adamant. She told me she had had the same problem with her sister’s husband, always bothering her for sex because he thought, with her working in a sex shop she’d be, as he put it, “mad for it”. Anne laughed when she told me that the opposite was true and, once her sister knew, they agreed to put the would-be errant male in a chastity device. “It worked a treat,” she said. “My sister has all the fun she wants, when she wants it, and not when she doesn’t. He just follows her around like a loyal puppy now.”

I understood. I also understood that my ultimatum to Gary was to wear this whenever he was likely to be anywhere near this Harriet, or any other woman for that matter.

I bought the device, thanked Anne and drove home. As it turned out, Gary and I didn’t row anywhere near as much as I’d thought, but I resolved to lay the law down. Knowing he was in the wrong, Gary took it well but he did look startled when I produced the device. His words were something along the lines of what the hell was that? I explained, and added that without it our marriage was as good as over. However, if he wore it, there was a chance.

I told Gary that if I knew I could trust him then we could make progress. Without thinking, I said I would be happy if he wore this for a month and then I would start to let him out. The look on his face was a picture, partly I think because he realized that a month in this device (providing he washed himself properly down there as the diagram on the leaflet showed) definitely ensured no masturbation.

Gary tried to say that he occasionally went through metal detectors on his travels but I had the answer. A numbered plastic tag would keep it locked and as there was no metal to alert anyone it was up to him if he wanted to reveal it. He shook his head hard. No, no one would know, he said.

When he said that, I knew he had agreed to it. I locked the device on him (I admit there was a certain primitive satisfaction in clicking the padlock shut and hearing him groan a little as his manhood was securely locked away) and I hid the key where he wouldn’t find it.

I told Gary he could still share my bed and if he was good he could perform cunnilingus on me. In fact, as that was his only pleasure for a while, he took to it very well, all things considered. I got to like falling asleep after half an hour of him lapping at me.

When the month was up I said it wasn’t time to take it off permanently, but he could have five minutes without it alone in the bathroom. Gary agreed, almost gratefully, and the device went back on after his few minutes of relief.

At this point I have to tell you this was some months ago and, apart from his “bathroom break” times, my husband wears the device constantly. It doesn’t make a bulge in his trousers (but if it did, so what? Who is he going to tell?) and in many ways he is a changed man. He has got used to it, has become docile and very attentive. But then I had promised him the occasional extra bathroom visit if he behaved to my satisfaction.

But I also remembered what Anne had said when I left the shop that fateful afternoon. “Your husband may not be free in that thing, but don’t forget you are. Like all women, you need a diversion from time to time.”

While Gary is happy to be under lock and key, I have come to the conclusion I can do what I want. After all, I have needs too, above and beyond my husband’s patient tongue. I ran into an old university pal and, as he had always fancied me, I took the opportunity to let him screw me. Me on top, of course, because I think I’m getting quite a taste for that now. Of course, as Gary had been honest with me, the least I could do was be honest back. I told him what I’d done and he just nodded submissively. That night his tongue seemed very eager indeed to please me.

If Anne was right about freedom for one and not the other, I think I’ll be meeting up with a few old friends more often. I am sure Gary won’t mind at all, providing he appreciates my honesty and gets access to the bathroom from time to time.


A Forbidden Taste

Mick, Huddersfield

I’ve never told this story to anyone, until now. I mean, it’s not the sort of thing a lot of people are going to understand, and I’m aware that by revealing my very particular fetish I’m leaving myself open to all kinds of judgement and condemnation. But strange things happen on the quietest urban streets, and your seemingly ordinary neighbours could be getting up to any kind of weird, kinky stuff right now. All I know is that by the time I’ve finished sharing my most erotic experience with you, I’ll be as hard as a rock and need to go and give myself a spot of hand relief.

To start with the basics, I’m a breast man. Nothing so unusual about that, I’m sure you’ll agree, and in my case the bigger the better. I just love burying my head in a pair of huge tits, groping the soft, warm, pliable flesh and sucking and biting the nipples. But where I part company with most other blokes is that I’d always dreamed of suckling the teats of a woman who’s just had a baby, and drinking her breast milk. The thought of it turned me on like you can’t believe, but I didn’t think it was something I would ever get to do in real life. I got married when I was twenty-one, to a woman who learned fairly on in our marriage that she was never going to be able to have children. That was a big disappointment to both of us, as you can imagine, but we managed to put it behind us and were pretty happy together for eight years, until we split up for reasons that had nothing to do with her infertility. We shared a lot of our dirtiest fantasies, as many couples do, and while we tried a few things we both found exciting, like spanking and having sex in semi-public places where there was a chance of getting caught, I never mentioned my dreams of suckling breast milk to her. It wouldn’t have been very tactful, given the circumstances.

Still, the idea was never very far from my thoughts, and I would lie on my bed at night, wanking myself off while I imagined having some kind of adult wet nurse to give me the milk I craved, the way well-to-do people used to employ women to suckle their babies for them in the olden days. I was sure nothing that like could ever happen, even though I know you can get professional women to cater to all kinds of fetishes these days, but it rapidly became my favourite fantasy. I imagined a very buxom blonde woman, got up like an old-fashioned milkmaid in a long blue dress, a white apron and a mobcap on her head, who would unbutton the front of her dress to reveal the most perfect pair of big, creamy breasts. She would press my head to one of those luscious globes and encourage me to suck on her swollen nipple till her milk spurted into my mouth.

My desire to have something like this happen in real life seemed destined to be disappointed, and then I bumped into a woman who I thought had disappeared from my life for good. Julie had worked as a barmaid at my local pub. She was a great girl, somewhere in her late twenties, with peroxide blonde hair, a cute heart-shaped face and very big tits that she liked to show off in low-cut T-shirts. A few of the regulars used to try it on with her, but she never took any crap from any of them, and she’d even once broken up a fist fight that had started over a game of pool in the pub’s tap room. Julie and I used to chat, and our conversations would sometimes get very flirtatious, but I never thought about making a move on her. I knew she was going out with someone called Lee, who played rugby, was built like a brick shithouse and had an unbelievably short temper – not the kind of guy you wanted to upset. From what she’d told me, she was clearly head over heels in love with him. What more excuse did I need to keep away from the girl, even though I won’t deny I fancied the arse off her? Of course, that didn’t stop her featuring in some of my rudest fantasies, where she made a tunnel of those big boobs for me, so I could slide my cock between them before spunking over her fat nipples.

Then Julie, rather unexpectedly, got pregnant. She kept on working behind the bar for about the first six months, then started getting such bad backaches that she had to pack the job in. I pretty much lost touch with her at that point, though I eventually heard via Gerry, the landlord, that she’d had a healthy baby girl, and that she and Lee had moved into a newly built house in an estate on the other side of town. I really hoped that they would have a happy life together, even though I missed the sight of her smiling face – and those absolutely gorgeous tits of hers.

So when I spotted her waiting at a bus stop not far from where I lived as I drove home one rainy Friday night, I got the shock of my life. To be honest, I actually had to look twice to make sure it was her. She’d let the dark roots of her hair grow out a good couple of inches, she wore a sloppy old anorak that completely concealed her voluptuous figure, and she had a worn, haggard look that I sensed didn’t just come from the sleepless nights having a young baby in the house can cause.

I slowed the car to a halt and wound down the window, calling out her name. She seemed just as surprised to see me as I was to see her. When I asked her how things were going, I never expected the reaction I got. Julie started to say something, then just broke down in tears.

“Oh, Mick,” she sobbed. “It’s horrible. He’s left me . . .”

Now, like most men, I must be programmed deep down to respond to the sight of a damsel in distress, and to feel a need to come to her rescue. I didn’t know why Julie was in the area, or where she was catching a bus to; all I knew was that, right then, she was in need of someone to put their arms round her and tell her everything was going to be all right. So I told her to hop in the car and I’d take her to my place so she could have a cup of tea and tell me the whole story. At first I thought she was going to refuse, but I’d always been a friend to her while she worked at the pub, so she opened the car door and got inside.

As I drove, she began to tell me her story in a halting voice. It seemed that when she’d first given birth, Lee had been absolutely over the moon, but almost as soon as she was back from the hospital he’d started pressuring her to have sex with him. Apparently, they’d been doing it almost every night, even when she was eight months pregnant, and she’d loved it just as much as he had. But, after the birth, she’d been sore and tired and just not in the mood. Lee told her he wasn’t the kind of guy who could go for very long without a good fuck, and he’d warned her that if he couldn’t get it from her, he’d find someone else. True to his word, he’d started sleeping with a woman at his place of work and, within a month, he’d moved in with her, leaving Julie alone with the baby. It seemed like he was just happy to walk away from all his responsibilities, and I wondered how he could do so with a clear conscience.

By this time, we’d arrived at my small, two-bedroom terraced home. I parked the car and let Julie into the house. When she took her anorak off in the hall to hang it on a peg, I could see just how far she’d let herself go in the last few months. The heels of her boots were worn down to nothing, and her baggy, unflattering T-shirt had what looked like food stains down the front. Yet I still felt the attraction I’d always had to her. She might be down on her luck, but underneath the straggly hair and the worn-out clothing, there was still a very pretty girl lurking.

I encouraged her to make herself comfortable while I went to make us both a cup of tea. As I waited for the kettle to boil, my thoughts drifted back to all the fantasies I’d had of Julie down on her knees, stripped to the waist, begging me to come over her big, bare tits. It was completely wrong, I knew, given her present circumstances and the fact I was only supposed to be offering her a shoulder to cry on, but still I felt my cock stirring in my jeans in response.

When I went back into the living room, Julie had taken the opportunity to wipe her eyes, brush her hair and apply some lip gloss. She looked happier, but I knew it might not take too much to set the tears flowing again. “So what are you doing in this neck of the woods?” I asked her, settling down on the settee beside her. We were sitting so close together our knees were almost touching, but she didn’t make any attempt to pull away and make more room between us.

“I’m thinking about moving back here,” she confessed. “Lee was paying most of the rent on the place where I’m living now, and I can’t afford to make the payments on my own. So I came to look at a room a friend’s got available in her house, and I also went to see if I could get my old job back at the pub. Gerry said he’ll take me back any time. Says the place just isn’t the same without me.”

He isn’t the only one who thinks that, I wanted to tell her, but I settled for taking a sip of my tea, then asking, “So how’s the baby?”

Julie’s face brightened. “Leanne? Oh, she’s gorgeous. Really well behaved, too. One of the neighbours is looking after her right now . . .”

She carried on talking, but I couldn’t take in a word she was saying. My eyes were drawn to her T-shirt. Two wet patches had suddenly appeared where the pink cotton material was draped over her tits. Eventually, she realized I was staring and looked down.

“Oh, God,” she said. “I’m so sorry, Mick. It’s just when I start talking about Leanne, particularly when she’s due a feed, my tits start leaking of their own accord. God, I look like a right mess, don’t I?”

My answer was completely sincere. “No, Julie. I think you look absolutely beautiful.”

Knowing it was breast milk dampening her T-shirt had my cock straining against the zip of my jeans, desperate for release. This was the situation I’d dreamed of for as long as I could remember. I knew I was risking everything with my next words, but I had to ask. “Julie. I know this is going to sound odd, but I’ve always had a fantasy about tasting breast milk from a lovely woman like you. Would you – would you let me try it?”

I waited for her to slap me round the face and tell me I was all kinds of pervert before walking out of the flat and never coming back. She didn’t. Instead, she reached for the hem of her T-shirt and pulled it over her head to reveal a plain white nursing bra. That, too, was soaked through. Julie unclipped it and dropped it to the floor, letting me get a good gawp at her tits. They’d been big before, but now they had swelled to mammoth proportions, the blue veins stark and prominent against the pale flesh, the nipples jutting out, as long as thimbles. It’s no exaggeration to say I almost came in my pants just looking at her.

“Well,” she said, “what are you waiting for?”

I didn’t need any more of an invitation. Bending my head, I let my lips latch onto one of those rigid teats. Just sucking on her bountiful tits would have been exciting at any time, but as the first drops of milk trickled into my mouth, I knew nothing would ever compare to the thrill of this moment. It tasted warm and surprisingly sweet, and I gorged myself on first one breast and then the other, groping and squeezing whichever one I wasn’t sucking at the time. Julie kept moaning and telling me how good it felt. I wondered if Lee had enjoyed the exquisite pleasure of drinking her milk before he left her: if he hadn’t, then the man was more of a fool than he’d already proved himself.

At last I sat back, my appetite for her milk sated but my cock still in need of satisfaction. Julie unzipped my fly, and brought my hard-on out to play with. Her fingers were cool on my hot, pulsing shaft, and I knew it wouldn’t take very much of this treatment to make me lose my load. She wanked me gently at first, then stepped up the pace. As she did, I couldn’t help but notice how she was aiming the head of my dick in the direction of her tits. Almost before I knew what was happening, I was spunking all over those vast, ripe mounds, my come spattering over both breasts and the deep valley between them.

Julie put her hand to her crotch and swiftly rubbed herself off through the leggings, making soft little grunting noises as obvious spasms of orgasm made her jerk against the settee cushions.

Afterwards, we cuddled for a moment, and she felt so soft and wonderful in my arms. I thought there might be some awkwardness between us, given what had just happened, but she seemed pretty content, knowing she’d given me the one thing I’d wanted above all others. I offered to run her home, but the rain had eased off and she said she’d get her bus. When I kissed her goodbye, I wondered whether she could taste her own milk on my lips. I knew it was a taste that would linger in my memory for a long time to come.

My story doesn’t end the way you’re probably thinking. What happened between me and my milky-titted beauty that evening was purely a one-off; she didn’t make any attempt to see me again, and she never came back to work at the pub. Instead, Lee realized just what a dickhead he’d been to walk out on the mother of his child, and asked her to give him another chance. She said yes, and as far as I know, they’re still together today. I’ve never found another woman who’s been in a position to let me suckle her tits, but thanks to Julie I know they exist, and I still live in hope that one day I’ll get to savour the delicious taste of milk straight from a woman’s breasts once more.


Night Rider

Reece, Seattle

I like to go riding after dark, on my bicycle. Cruising the suburban and urban streets in the hushed, shadowed wee hours of the morning.

My wife says it’s dangerous, but she says a lot of things. After ten years of marriage, there’s more excitement out on the streets after dusk than there is in our bedroom at home after lights-out.

I think it’s actually safer riding around when the streets are all but deserted, no vehicular traffic to bump you into the curb or run you right over. Yes, I’ve seen some hold-ups and muggings and beatings cycling around late at night, a few drunken brawls; but I’m in good enough shape – to pedal my ass safely out of any danger I come upon.

And I’ve seen some of the other wildlife, too: men and women making out in cars, on park benches, in alleyways; men and men shaking park bushes and rattling public toilets; girl–girl action played out publicly on street corners and sidewalks just after closing time. When decent people have doused the lights and gone off to sleep, indecent folks are out and about and looking for excitement.

You can actually see quite a bit cruising by on the darkened streets at 15 klicks an hour. More than just racoons raiding dumpsters and reprobates rolling drunks. But until that one sultry night near the end of August, I’d never actually dismounted and waded into the fray, gotten personally involved in the heat of the night.

It was just after two in the morning. The air conditioner in our apartment was busted – again – and my wife was rolling around like a rogue log next to me in our sweating bed. She was sleeping, and snoring, thrashing about in some fever dream of hers, adding another layer of perspiration to the film I was already bathed in. It became way too oppressive, the call of the open night road too irresistible.

So, I slipped out of bed and into my black bicycle shorts, a black sleeveless T-shirt and sneakers. Then I snuck out of the bedroom and down the hall, unhooked my bike from the wall and carried it and myself right out of the building and down onto the moonlit sidewalk outside.

There wasn’t a breath of air stirring anywhere in the heatheavy night, and seemingly no people, as well. Until my eyes adjusted to the gloom, and I picked out the glowing cigarette tip of the old guy who sometimes sits out on the steps of the brownstone across the street two buildings down. I’d seen him a few times before when I’d set off on my nocturnal jaunts. I suspected he was a peeping tom, but I had no proof, or predilection to compare notes with him; despite the fact he was always trying to get me to come over with a wave of his smoking hand.

I mounted up and pedaled away, cycling down the silent street and out into the silent night. I followed my inner-city route, riding into the empty downtown area. The dark covered up most of the urban blight – another benefit of biking long after the sun’s gone down – the shadows softening the hard, crumbling reality of some of the harsher core areas. The bars and nightclubs had been closed for a while, so the only people I cruised by were some hookers and pimps who gave me a shout-out, looking to take me for a ride.

I wheeled in and out of the concrete canyons of commerce, along streets lined with hard-up rooming houses and hard-drinking taverns, past city hall and sundry other government buildings. It was just slightly cooler with the self-generated breeze I created cutting through the velvet air at half-speed. And then, as I was riding the wrong way down a one-way street, I caught a flash of something interesting in a dimly lit alleyway – a flash of white flesh.

I rode on by, traveling as silently as my surroundings. Then I curved around and rode on back, stealthily, on the far side of the empty road across from the alley. My eyes were cat-like by now, and I clearly saw a guy with his back up against the brick wall, two women squatting down on their high heels in front of him, and the of flash of flesh of his cock that they were passing back and forth between the pair of their mouths.

I just about rammed into a planter up on the curb, I was so transfixed. This was exactly the kind of thing you could only see out on the city streets at three o’clock in the morning. I hit the handbrakes and skidded to a stop, staring at the two-woman suckjob one lucky stiff was getting served up.

The guy was a tall, thin dude, with dark hair and a pale face, wearing a dark suit open at the fly. His cock was long and hard, shining with spit. One woman was a long-haired blonde, wearing a leopard-print dress that was stretched to the max over her curvaceous body, riding up high on her blossomed-out butt due to the pressure of her squatting position. The other woman had short, red hair, was dressed in a sleeveless vest and a short skirt both made of black leather. She was thinner than her voluptuous companion cocksucker, but just as shapely.

They were passing that cock back and forth between them like they were starving for meat, sucking on almost its entire length when they got hold of it and wrapping their lips around it. The dude on the end of the double blowjob tilted his head back against the brick and banged it with his fists, thrusting his hips out, feeding the hungry girls his sensitive flesh. My own groin started tingling with a feeling more than just bike seat-related, as I straddled the crossbar and stood watching the sex scene.

Normally, I would’ve gotten an eyeful, and then pedaled safely away into the night. But I’d never come across a sex sighting quite as exciting as this one before. And I was at a safe distance, shrouded in darkness. And there was no one else out and about on the street or the sidewalks save that twisted threesome. And the only thing that had been blowing hot in the old marital bedroom lately had been the room temperature.

So, I lingered, the numbness surging out of my butt and my cock flooding with good feeling. Until I was stretching out the front of my spandex, as hard and throbbing as that guy across the street was stretching his ladies’ hot, sucking mouths. I pulled a hand off a handlebar and rubbed my swelled-up prick. I jerked, like I’d touched an exposed electrical cable. This was just too good to pass on by.

Glancing guiltily around, and then back across at the blonde bobbing her head on the dude’s dick as the redhead mouthed his balls down below, I skinned my shorts down and let my hard-on spring free – exposed out in the open. I’d never done anything as dangerous as that before. I always saved my post-cycle jacking for my own bathroom, if I’d gotten particularly pumped while out pedaling. But now I reached down and recklessly gripped my bare cock skin-on-skin, grunted and stroked, gazing at the erotic goings-on across the wide-open night street.

The redhead was sucking up and down on the guy’s cock, her head pistoning. As the blonde dipped and teabagged, mouthing the man’s balls. The lewd dude clutched their hair and rode both of their heads with his hands.

I swung my leg over the crossbar, set my bike up against a planter, and stood there in the street and pumped my cock in rhythm to those women sucking, my balls cradled and ballooned by my stripped-down bicycle shorts. I shot my other hand up onto my chest and pulled my muscle-shirt free of a pec, pinched and rolled a stiff, buzzing nipple between my fingers.

I burned hotter than the atmosphere, fisting my pulsating cock full-length, plucking at my nipples and then twisting my balls; watching the flagrant fellatio across the way. I stroked just as fast as the women sucked, the steam-pressure building in my bubbling balls and humming cock, the guy pumping the ladies’ faces at coming speed. I excitedly jacked for a jetting finish.

And then the man with the two-timed dick suddenly waved at me.

My hand froze on my cock in mid-crank, my fingernails biting into my nipple. I’d been spotted, caught out in the open with my cock out. The man was looking at me and gesturing. The two women had stopped their mouth-suction and spun around on their high heels; they were waving at me, as well.

My hand flew off my prick and onto my bike seat. I clutched the padded black leather, ready to spring aboard and fly away into the night.

But as I took a step forward in prelude to mounting, my cock bobbed like a big white pulsing beacon, my legs held fast by my skinned-down shorts. And I realized I wasn’t riding off anywhere; I was walking across the street, over to that sexy threesome in progress. It was time for this sexually starved and charged cycling voyeur to come in out of the cold, and face the heat hood-on.

I shuffled right across the roadway without looking back, my eyes fastened on the two smiling, wet-mouthed women, that spearing, gleaming cock that had first flagged me down on my twilight travels. My own dick led the way, poling out in front of me. Until I was over on the sidewalk, at the mouth of the alley.

“You want a piece of this?” the guy said, grinning at me. The women gazed at my outthrust cock and smiled, too, their eyes and lips glistening.

“S-sure,” I stammered, my heart thumping in my chest and the blood pounding in my prick. There was a first time for everything. You can’t ride for ever, without getting down off your bike and into the action, eventually.

“Name’s Jeff. That’s Eve and Angie,” he said, gesturing at the blonde and ginger babes respectively.

“Reece,” I replied, being a polite pervert, as well.

“Come on, there’s plenty for all of us,” Eve said, grabbing onto my cock and pulling me down to my knees next to her.

Jeff gripped his slick dick at the shaved base and thrust the bulbous tip in my face, right into my open mouth. I didn’t even have a chance to protest, before the guy’s cock was filling my mouth to the back of my throat. Eve grasped my head, and Jeff’s balls, pumped my head back and forth to the pace of Jeff’s re-thrusting hips.

Just like that – I was sucking a man’s cock. For the first time in my sexual life.

Sure, maybe I’d been curious, watching my fair share of gay porn on the computer lately, along with the regular stuff, as my marital sex life had dimmed and flickered out. But, boom! There it was, just like that – another man’s cock in my mouth, me sucking on another man’s cock. It was wilder than any twisting and turning and sheer drop-off mountain bike trail.

I felt a hand on my own cock, stroking. Angie, I think. I felt lips press up against my cheek, a tongue lick my neck. Eve, I’m pretty sure. Jeff’s big cock surged back and forth in my mouth, and I bobbed my head in rhythm, lips sealed to bloated shaft and tongue stroking veiny underside, mouth sucking. My cheeks ballooned and billowed. I breathed hard out of my nose. I gripped the guy’s hips and vacced tight and wet and torrid, taking to it like a lad letting loose without the training wheels for the first time.

Eve sucked Jeff’s cock, then Angie. Then it was my turn again, my gaping empty mouth filling happily with all that meat. I suctioned as powerfully and urgently as the two women, Jeff feeding my crazy carnal cravings with strong pumps of his hips. We went round and round. I kissed Eve, frenched with the woman. She pulled on my cock, caressed it. I swallowed up Jeff’s shaven sac and tugged on it, as she blew his dick.

Then I was up on my feet, standing next to the man, my body blazing with heat and my head spinning like those wheels on my bike in top gear. Eve sucked up my cock almost whole, bobbed her head to and fro, basting and vaccing my prick. As Angie licked and then sucked Jeff’s slathered meat, Jeff turned to me and pressed his lips against my lips. I pressed right back, then parted my lips to allow the man’s long, wet tongue to slide into my mouth and tangle with my own.

He was a good-looking stud, I guess. But, more than that, the whole situation was just so crackling with sensual electricity. Anything went, out on the darkened city streets at night. Women openly blowing men, men kissing and frenching and fondling, sucking each other off. Why the hell had I ridden by so many times in the past without stopping!?

The night was alive. I was part of it. Jeff and I went down to our knees on the cobblestones, the women getting their backs up against the brick wall. Eve hiked up her dress and I parted her juicy pink pussy lips with my fingers and plunged my tongue into her moist pink tunnel.

She screamed and writhed against the wall, squeezing her flopped-out tits. I reached up and gripped a breast, kneaded the thick, heavy flesh, jabbing my tongue in and out of her heated cunt. She thrust her blonde-matted mound into my face. I ate her out like I’d sucked Jeff’s cock – with no brakes on my sexual appetite and freewheeling.

Jeff fisted my cock, as he ate out Angie’s cunt. Then we shifted positions, and I licked Angie’s ginger sweet slit, lapping deep into her gleaming pink pussy. I pulled on Jeff’s prick, my hand gliding smooth and damp along his iron-hard shaft and over his mushroomed hood.

There was no stopping us now. The street was deserted. But even if it’d been teeming with people, watching us wantonly fuck, I don’t think we would’ve slowed down. I know I wouldn’t have. I wanted, needed to take a man’s cock up my ass for the first time in my life. And Jeff’s dick was just my ticket to ride.

Eve stretched out on her back on some cardboard. I kneed in between her upraised legs and slotted my shimmering cock into her upraised pussy. Angie straddled the woman’s head, facing me. And as I fucked Eve, and Eve gripped Angie’s ass and lapped that woman’s pussy, and Angie and I swirled our tongues together, Jeff squatted in behind me and parted my cheeks with his lubed cock and bulged my ass ring with his cap. Then he plowed his hood and all of his shaft right into my chute, stuffing my anus, shooting me full of amazing sensations I’d never felt before.

We moved together, Jeff fucking my ass, me fucking Eve’s pussy, Eve tonguing Angie’s cunt. Jeff wrapped his arms around me and bit into my neck, his thighs slapping rhythmically against my quivering butt cheeks, his engorged cock churning my seared and stretched butt tunnel. It was too much, had gone on too long, gone too far all the way.

Jeff grunted in my ear, then jerked in behind me as he thrust, and I felt his hot semen spurt into my ass and felt mine spray out of my cock into Eve’s pussy. I was wracked by orgasm at both ends, jolted repeatedly by a joy my mind and body could barely comprehend. Eve shuddered around my jerking and jetting cock, her breasts jumping. Angie shrieked in my face, bouncing up and down on Eve’s face.

I don’t even remember riding home that night.

But I have remembered to stop and smell the sex on my nightly cycling excursions now, getting down off my bike and getting down and off with the other oversexed men and women lusting for love after lights-out. I’ve never been in better shape, physically and sexually. Ride on!


To Serve My Mistress

Robert, Phoenix

My life changed dramatically a couple of years ago (to be precise, it was the day before Mother’s Day – ironic, I know) when Jean’s boyfriend came over and spent the evening with her. She had already gone off the pill by that time, and it was his (Charles’s) intention to have unprotected sex with her for the entire evening. What he basically hoped to accomplish was simple and to the point. He wanted to make my wife pregnant with his fertile seed. She’d attempted to prepare me for the event. But, I’d been too sexually excited at the thought of a black man impregnating my wife to listen completely.

This is what happened.

It was early Saturday evening when Jean was in the final preparations for her night of lovemaking.

She was sitting on the edge of her king-sized bed, rolling a black nylon stocking seductively down her right leg. She threw me a quick glance that had an exciting gleam of mischief in it.

I was kneeling on the thick carpet a few feet away, enjoying the show she was putting on. My wife knew how sexually excited I got whenever she wore nylons. It was one of my weaknesses, and if I hadn’t had a plastic chastity device on, my penis would have been standing straight out like a flagpole.

Well, maybe a small flagpole.

As Jean fastened the garter tabs of her black laced corset to the dark stocking tops, she looked at me and smiled wickedly.

“Are you nervous, Robert?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said. “What time do you think Charles will be here?”

She looked at the clock on the dresser bureau and said, “Ten minutes.”

Jean then eased her feet into a pair of black high-heeled shoes that were sitting on the floor next to her bed.

My eyes followed her every movement as she stepped casually over to where I was kneeling. She had no panties on . . . only the corset, stockings and high heels. Her dyed blonde hair was brushed and cascaded down around her bare shoulders. Her make-up was light and expertly applied with her full, sensuous lips painted red.

In other words, Jean was beautiful to behold.

Stopping several inches from me, the light-brown hairs of her pubis were within kissing distance of my lips. She placed her hand on my head and pulled me into her crotch.

“Kiss my cunt,” she said.

I did so with the utmost devotion.

She sighed with obvious pleasure as I gradually pushed the tip of my tongue between the folds of her labia and licked at her clitoris.

“I should take the quirt and whip you,” she said, keeping my face pressed tightly against her freshly bathed body. “But you would like that, wouldn’t you, slave?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

“How do you feel about Charles making me pregnant tonight?”

“I’m excited.”

“You understand that I will get pregnant?” she asked. “My body is primed for it, and the seed of a black man is extremely potent. Plus, when Charles comes, he doesn’t ejaculate a teaspoon of semen. No, it’s more like two or three tablespoons.”

“I realize that.”

“He intends to have a number of orgasms inside of me. If that doesn’t produce a child, I don’t know what will.”

I knew how heavy the loads of her boyfriend were. The first time they’d had sex with each other, she brought home one of his condoms with the end tied off into a knot. It was the extra large size and was filled to the halfway mark with his sticky semen. Jean had giggled to herself as she made me swallow the contents and then wear the condom on my tongue for the rest of the night.

“Charles and I are going to give you the opportunity to clean up the mess between my legs after we finish fucking. That will be the only chance you’ll have of keeping me from having his baby.”

“My tongue’s not long enough to get it all,” I said.

“Then I guess you’ll be sitting at home in a few months, tending to the baby while he and I go out partying.”

Pulling away from me, Jean walked over to the closet, opened the accordion doors, and took out an elegant black silk robe. She put it on and tied the ends of the belt into a neat little bow. Then, making her way across the bedroom to the cedar chest at the end of her bed, she raised the lid and took out a black leather head mask that fitted down over my face and locked in place so it couldn’t be removed. There was a leather blindfold with it that was snapped over the eyes. The last thing she removed was a pair of steel handcuffs. By the time Charles arrived a few minutes later, the leather mask was tight around my face with its heavy collar locked. The blindfold was snapped in place on the front of it so I couldn’t see, and my hands were cuffed behind my back.

I was helpless . . . a slave at his wife’s mercy.

I could hear Charles and Jean talking as she answered the front door and led him up the flight of stairs to the second floor of our house. He must have said something funny because she started laughing. Once they were inside the bedroom, my wife’s boyfriend stepped over to where I was kneeling. I could sense him staring down at me in silence and utter deliberation.

Finally—

“From now on,” Charles said to my wife, “your husband is going to be my slave. He’ll do whatever I command, as will you.”

“Yes, Master,” Jean said.

“And what about you?” he said to me. “Are you ready to serve a superior black male as a slave?”

“Yes, Master,” I answered.

“You’ll do whatever I command without question?”

“Yes.”

“You like the idea of your wife becoming pregnant with my seed?”

I nodded.

“I want to hear you say it, slave.”

“Yes, Master,” I said. “My wife belongs to you. You may do whatever you desire with her. She’s your slave to use sexually. We are your slaves, Master, and we’ll serve you with total obedience.”

“I like that,” Charles said. “I now have my own white slaves to fuck whenever I want.”

Neither Jean nor I said anything.

“Take off your robe,” he said to her. “I want you to lie down on the bed with your legs spread apart, woman. I want you ready for my cock.”

While Jean did as ordered, I listened to Charles take off his clothes. He tossed them over onto the Barcalounger. When he unbuckled his belt and pulled the zipper down, I felt a shiver of excitement. It only took a minute or two before he was standing in front of me again, but this time with his hand resting on the back of my head.

“Open your mouth, slave,” he said.

I knew what was coming and opened my mouth nice and wide to accommodate his massive hard-on. A few seconds later, Charles placed the head of his long, thick cock to my lips, rubbing the semen-dripping organ around the top and bottom of them, coating the outside of my mouth with his slippery cum. He then eased the head between my lips and pushed it into my mouth. I tried not to gag over the hugeness of his sexual organ and the scent of muskiness surrounding it.

“Suck it, slave,” Charles commanded. “Work your mouth back and forth. Get me prepared to fuck your wife.”

I did as my Master ordered and took as much of his cock down my throat as was humanly possible. My head moved back and forth with a steady rhythm, and I applied a heavy dose of suction to the piece of meat between my lips. He must’ve liked the way I was performing oral sex because he unconsciously sighed with pleasure as his erection grew longer and thicker.

Grabbing my head with both hands, Charles began to fuck my mouth faster, driving his organ into my orifice as if he wanted to choke me with it.

“I could come in your mouth right now, slave,” he said in a near whisper. “I can tell you like sucking my cock. Does it excite you as much as it does me, having a black Master standing before you with his erection filling your mouth?”

I nodded.

“I thought so. Don’t worry. I’m a believer in equal opportunity. Once I’ve knocked up your wife, you’re going to have to dress up like a pretty lady and be on your knees every night with my cock in your mouth. And when I come, you will swallow every drop. I’m going to turn you into my bitch with your mouth and ass.”

What Charles was saying didn’t turn me off. Just the contrary. I found myself sexually turned on at the thought of becoming a woman and having to serve my Master in whatever way he desired. I secretly wanted to wear panties and stockings and red lipstick and to be forced to suck a large black cock.

“Now,” he continued, “I have to fill your wife with my seed. She can’t wait to be carrying my child inside her womb. She told me how much you wanted that to happen . . . how hard you got at the thought of her being fucked and knocked up by a black man.”

Charles pulled his cock out of my mouth, leaving a long stream of pre-semen fluid hanging from my lower lip. I listened to him walk over to the bed and climb on top of it. A moment later, he was between Jean’s legs, entering her pussy without any resistance. I heard her moan with pleasure as he filled her to completion. Then, I could hear the sound of his balls slapping against my wife’s vulva as he started thrusting deeply into her moist cunt.

Her moans grew faster and became more intensified as he fucked her in a way I’d never be able to. Whoever said an extra inch made all the difference in the world to a woman wasn’t kidding. Two to three extra inches would drive a woman crazy in a matter of seconds, hitting her G-spot with each powerful stroke, causing her to unconsciously pull her legs back toward her head so he could fill her in the way it was meant to be.

All three of us were aware of that poignant fact.

My wife’s lover fucked her for a few more minutes, bringing her to an earth-shattering orgasm before finally emptying himself into her body with a low, deep groan of exertion. It sounded almost painful to me. Still, I could tell he flooded her with thick, sticky cum. There was probably so much of it that the stuff would start running out of her the moment he withdrew his deflating penis and laid down beside her,

“Get up here, slave,” Jean said, sounding somewhat winded.

Even with my hands cuffed behind my back, I managed to rise up onto my legs and to make my way around to the left side of her bed.

Remember, I couldn’t see a damn thing.

Not knowing what else to do, I sat down on the edge of the bed and waited.

Jean took hold of my left shoulder and guided my head quickly between her legs. It was an awkward position to be in. I couldn’t get any support with my hands cuffed the way they were. I lay on my chest and stomach with my leather-covered face pressed into the junction of Jean’s body. She centered my mouth right over her cunt and ordered me to start licking.

I heard Charles laugh as my tongue encountered a heavy flow of semen running from between my wife’s labia. The scent of his cum reminded me of the smell of bleach. The taste wasn’t much better.

“You’d better get it all if you don’t want me to get pregnant,” she said, laughing.

I pushed my tongue further into her battered vagina and gradually lapped up most of the load that filled her. I gagged more than once as I ate it.

“Get me off,” she commanded.

I slipped my tongue out of her and started flicking the tip of it against her clitoris. Her hands grabbed the back of my head and held me in place. She wanted to make sure I didn’t move.

In less than a minute, Jean had her cunt pressed tightly to my mouth as she moaned, grinding herself against my eager, moving tongue.

I suddenly felt Charles pushing me aside as he climbed onto my wife and entered her a second time with his hard cock. He drove into her pussy with one swift movement, causing her to cry out in ecstasy. I continued to lie there on my side, a few feet away, and listen as he repeatedly drove into her body, fucking Jean as if she was the last woman on earth. Soon, he was groaning as he ejaculated another load of semen deep into her body.

Once Charles had pulled out of her, I was back between her legs, licking up the tremendous mess he’d left. There was so much cum to clean up that I was beginning to feel sick to my stomach. I hadn’t had anything to eat earlier in the evening and having to swallow two loads of cum on an empty stomach didn’t sit well with my digestive system. When I’d finished cleaning my wife, her lover jerked me over to his side of the bed and shoved my masked face into his crotch.

“Lick my balls and cock,” he said.

He kept his hand on the back of my head so I couldn’t pull away. I eased my tongue out through the opening in the mask and began to lick his balls the way he wanted. I won’t say I wasn’t embarrassed by the ordeal, but this was what I’d wanted . . . to be the slave of my wife and her black lover. I continued to lap at his groin until he moved my face up to his limp penis, which was still quite large in size. I worked my tongue up and down his impressive organ, feeling it swell with blood, knowing he enjoyed what I was doing. I mean, what black man wouldn’t get off on fucking an attractive white married woman and then having her bound, submissive husband lick his groin clean? It was more than about sex (though that was part of it), but also about the years of slavery the black man had incurred at the hands of the white majority.

This was payback, pure and simple.

Those thoughts were flowing through my mind as Charles placed the head of his cock to my mouth so I could suck it. I opened my lips as he pushed my head down upon his huge piece of flesh. I took three inches of his semi-erection down my throat and began sucking it like there was no tomorrow. I felt him swell inside my mouth and the vein on the bottom of his cock thump in excitement.

“Do you see your husband?” Charles asked my wife.

“Yes,” she said.

“I know he enjoys eating cum. He also likes sucking cock. At least it looks that way to me. Maybe we should dress him up like a French maid with white ruffled panties and black fishnet stockings. Then, he could become my bitch. I could take off his panties and fuck him like I do you.”

“Robert might like that.”

“Yeah, I bet he’d like being a woman and having to serve a black man.”

Charles grunted and started shooting his load of semen into my mouth. I swallowed for dear life so I wouldn’t choke on the amount exploding within my throat. Even as it was, there was so much semen that it oozed out from the sides of my mouth.

“Hey, that’s mine,” Jean said.

“Don’t worry, baby. I’m going to give you some more before the night is over. I just need to start your husband’s training so he knows what I expect from him.”

“When he’s finished gulping down your load,” Jean said, trying not to pout, “you can use the hoist in the corner of the room to hang him up by his feet.”

“That sounds interesting.”

“Robert can hang there for a while and listen to us fuck. I’m going down to the kitchen to get us something to drink.”

“Bring me back a beer, baby.”

“Yes, Master.”

Charles laughed at she got off the bed and he slapped her hard on the bottom.

He still kept my face impaled on his erection until the last drop of semen had been swallowed. Once that was over with, he got me off the bed and had me lay down in the corner of the bedroom. I listened as he switched on the electric hoist and lowered down the iron clamp with two ankle cuffs fastened to it by their metal rings. When the cable was lowered to the floor, he wrapped the leather cuffs around my ankles, locked them in place, and turned the hoist back on. I was raised up into the air until my head was completely suspended off the floor.

Charles was fucking me in the mouth again in an attempt to get a fourth erection when Jean entered the bedroom.

“Here’s your beer,” she said, taking a swallow of something.

“Thanks,” Charles said.

He kept moving his penis back and forth inside my mouth. It was getting harder, but slowly. I, on the other hand, was starting to get a cramp in my jaw from all the sucking. I didn’t know how much longer I could go on. It didn’t help matters that I was hanging upside down and the blood was rushing to my head.

“I should take a few pictures of Robert with your cock in his mouth,” my wife said with humor. “That way if he ever thinks about leaving me, I can threaten to post the pictures on the internet.”

“You’re a cruel lady.”

“That’s why he loves me so much. Besides, you’re the one getting a blowjob from him.”

“I’m simply doing what any Master would do with a male slave.”

“Sure.”

“Why don’t you get down on the floor and assume the doggy position,” Charles said. “I’m going to fuck you like the bitch you are. I want you on your hands and knees. I’m going to have you howling at the moon before I’m finished tonight, lady.”

Jean laughed at his comment as she got down on the carpet.

Withdrawing his cock from my aching mouth, Charles got down behind my wife and quickly entered her moist vagina. I listened to her moan with intense pleasure as he drove his massive erection repeatedly into her. Then, I could hear his stomach slapping hard against her bare buttocks.

This went on for nearly fifteen minutes before he shot a third load of semen into my wife’s body. When Charles was satiated, he rose to his feet and began to get dressed, which surprised both Jean and me.

“Where are you going?” she asked. “I thought you were spending the night.”

“I’m meeting some friends.”

“Why don’t you come back over afterwards?”

“Nah, I’m too tired.”

“But—”

“No buts, bitch. I’m the Master here. You understand?”

“Yes.”

“Besides, your husband has plenty of my love juice to clean up. That should keep both of you busy for the next hour. I’ll be over tomorrow night to finish what I started. I’m not going to be satisfied till you have a bun in the oven.”

“Yes, Master.”

“Don’t lie there on the floor with cum oozing out of your cunt and pouting. Get up here and give me a goodbye kiss.”

I listened as my wife rose to her feet and kissed Charles. Once he was dressed, she walked him downstairs to let him out the front door. She wasn’t in a very good mood when she returned to the bedroom.

“Since I already have you hanging up by your ankles,” she said, “I might as well give you a whipping.”

I knew better than to say anything.

Jean was mad with Charles for leaving earlier than expected. She was going to take her anger out on me. She whipped my buttocks with her Mexican quirt, striking my bare flesh at least thirty times. I cried and begged for mercy, but it didn’t do any good. When she had completed the punishment and had lowered me to the floor, Jean instructed me to stay on my stomach because my bottom was bleeding so profusely from the red whip marks zigzagging across my ass.

She didn’t want me to get blood on the carpet.

Leaving the leather mask on my face and the handcuffs locked around my wrists, she got down on the floor and nestled my head between her legs. I knew what my wife wanted and was soon lapping up the third load of cum from her recently fucked pussy. After that, I licked her clit and got her off two more times.

Once Jean was sexually satisfied, she left me there on the floor and went to bed.

My wife got pregnant from Charles’s potent seed on that very evening.

How do I know? Well, he didn’t come over on Sunday night.

In fact, it was closer to two weeks before he finally made another appearance. Once Jean was sure she was pregnant and had told me, I figured out the time frame and knew it had happened on the night before Mother’s Day.

Charles and my wife weren’t getting along as well as they had been back in May. I believe things changed when he brought over five of his black friends during the middle of June and had a gangbang with Jean.

She was different after that.

Hell, so was I.

Charles had made me prepare each man, not once or twice, but three and four times as they all took turns screwing my wife in her cunt and ass. He took photographs of Jean being sodomized and fucked in the mouth at the same time. Charles then took pictures of me sucking the other men off, especially when they would come in my mouth and all over my face. I was forced three different times to put my mouth to Jean’s cunt and to lap up the copious amounts of semen that had been deposited there. Once, they even had me suck the semen out of my wife’s ass, which was disgusting and had the men laughing and snickering at my submissiveness.

That horrible night, however, is another story.

Anyway, Jean had the baby and I take care of it while she dates other men.

After all, it’s about serving my Mistress, and that is something I intend to do to the best of my ability.


Fifi The Slut

Vic, Blackpool

It was my fault that I decided to dress up as a French tart and it was my fault I couldn’t wait for Lisa to print out the directions and it was my fault the car needed petrol because I hadn’t bothered to check earlier and I suppose it was my fault I missed the party and ended up having sex with that man.

OK, let me rewind this a bit and sort out all the faults in order. It was the day of Kev’s thirtieth birthday do, a Saturday last spring. Fancy dress, he said; come as something wild, the invitation said. To a pub in Preston, so not all that far away. How wild would a Parisian prostitute be? Pretty wild, I thought. Yes, I really did dress up as a French tart. You know the sort of thing: clinging hooped blue and white jumper with torpedo tits, a short red skirt borrowed from Lisa like I borrowed a bra of hers, fishnet stockings (new, from the supermarket, bought that morning along with the cat food we needed), some of Lisa’s red lipstick, a pair of big sunglasses and the crowning touch of a red beret that almost matched the skirt, perched on a platinum blonde wig. Cheap wig, but that was all the shop had.

I looked the part, right enough. Even Lisa, my girlfriend, said so and she’s hard to please normally. Fifi the slut, she named me, and that pleased me. She herself was going as an Amazon warrior in torn furs and leather thigh boots and no way was she going with me in the van. She suggested I shared a taxi with her and her friend Ashley (a goth nun apparently, in a black plastic habit complete with a split up the leg and cleavage hanging out) but she wouldn’t be ready when I was ready to go. Yeah, I get impatient and I didn’t want to miss a moment of Kev’s do.

As it turned out I missed it all, but then I was having sex with a man I barely knew.

So there I was at home, dressed to kill as Fifi, and sure I knew the way to the pub that Kev had hired for the evening. I know Preston pretty well and I was sure it was in Fulwood. Lisa said she would print out the email with the address on but I said she didn’t need to bother. I left her in her Amazon outfit with a smile and shouted in my best “ooh-la-la” accent that I would see her there with Ashley whenever the nun was ready.

The pub wasn’t in Fulwood and I was lost. I had left my mobile phone on the hall table, thinking there was nowhere to put it as I sure as hell wasn’t going to carry a handbag. I know; I was happy to be a hooker off the streets of Paris but I wasn’t going to be a sissy. I might wear a skirt and a pair of Lisa’s high heels that somehow I forced my feet into but a handbag was taking it too far. I was adamant that men don’t carry handbags and as the bar was free I wasn’t going to be carrying money anyway.

So there I was, driving round Preston looking for this pub and wondering if I dare ask anyone the way. I was suddenly unsure how it would look to most blokes if a man in a blonde wig and bright red lips started asking them if they had a moment to spare. Suffice to say my courage was beginning to fail me. The taxi Lisa had talked about earlier began to seem like a very good idea.

I could turn the van round and head home but the trouble was I would have to make my way back on a nearly empty tank. I also worried that Ashley for once had been on time and she and Lisa had already set off. I wouldn’t be able to get into the house without her key so I had no option but to carry on looking for this pub while keeping one eye on the petrol gauge.

I was sure I would be all right as my unerring sense of finding places would come to my rescue, but there were roadworks I never expected and I had to turn round and find another way across town. That was probably the last straw for what was left in the tank and, with a graceful but distinctly final splutter, the engine cut out. I coasted to a halt and thought, what the hell do I do now?

I’m not stupid and I was ready for such an emergency. I keep a jerry can in the back of the van. Always have. But I also understood that it wasn’t much use as not only did I have to walk to the nearest garage in these crippling high heels, somehow I had to persuade them to let me have a few litres of petrol on account. Yeah, on account that I had no money.

I sat in the van and felt like crying, which was a pretty unmanly thing to do but it was all I could think of right then. I had rushed out on my own and ended up God knew where, marooned in some back street of Preston while dressed as a hooker. Surely it couldn’t get any worse, I thought, when it began to rain.

I had no idea how the ladies of the night in Paris coped with such weather, but I could guarantee they wouldn’t think a beret was anywhere near enough protection. I sat slumped in the van and watched the rain running down the windscreen, thinking it sort of hid my tears. If the mascara I was wearing under my dark glasses wasn’t waterproof I would look a real mess if I didn’t watch it.

You hear of knights of the road, of course. Those people who somehow spot someone in distress and come riding, or driving, to the rescue. I got one and I have never been more grateful in my life to see the figure hurrying through the rain to tap on my window. I wound it down and stared at the man, but that was because he was staring at me. I could understand it. A Parisian hooker is not something you often see on a wet Saturday evening in Preston, whether male or female.

“I take it you’ve broken down,” said Dean as he looked wide-eyed at my outfit. I didn’t know his name then of course but he did tell me eventually. It’s the least a gentleman can do when he screws someone.

OK, I’m getting ahead of myself here. I had no intention of anyone screwing me. But shit happens, as they say. Anyway, Dean pointed out that the way the van was angled into the side of the road suggested the vehicle had suffered some problem and wouldn’t go any further. I told him I’d run out of petrol and no way could I shift it straight.

The rain started to fall harder and he asked if he could get in next to me on the passenger’s side. I have to admit I felt a bit strange saying yes, but if he wanted to talk to me then there was no reason he should get wet. Dean climbed in and stared at me again, or more specifically my boobs. Not real but the two cones of foam rubber were doing a good job, even if they now felt ridiculous.

“You were going to get petrol like that?” Dean asked, now staring at my fishnet-covered thighs where they emerged from my red skirt. I admit I blushed at his stare and even tried to pull my skirt hem down. Futile, but there we go.

Dean himself was a nice-looking man with an easy-going smile, probably about my age. Bit taller than me with a generous head of curly brown hair. Now, as I am not gay, I am only passing this on in the interest of explaining why things turned out as they did. I didn’t fancy him and I hoped he didn’t fancy me but you can never tell about these things.

“Tell me what this is about,” Dean said. It wasn’t a request, it was more like an order, and that made me feel a bit strange. My heart began to bump a little as I felt him looking me up and down, weighing me up. I somehow got the whole sorry tale out while he studied my curves and legs, with me emphasizing that Lisa fully approved of my choice of fancy dress. That’s right, my girlfriend. My hot girlfriend, I made clear. The woman I would marry one day.

“So where is this girl?” he asked, looking round into the back of the van at the mess in there. I told Dean that she had gone to the party with a friend. I even said, you’d like Ashley in her slutty goth nun outfit. Perhaps you’d like to come along and meet her? I was sure Kev wouldn’t mind, I said.

Dean shook his head. Not his thing, he said. I’m surprised it’s yours, he added with a grin. Then he asked me my name. When I told him it was Vic he shook his head again. “You look like a Fifi to me,” he laughed.

I gulped. He knew I was Fifi? Or maybe all French hookers are called Fifi, I thought. When I said no, it was Vic, he said he was sure I was Fifi at heart. Then I swear he moved a little closer to me. Sort of like adjusting himself in the seat but definitely an inch or two nearer. Just a gear stick between us.

I had put some of Lisa’s perfume on and I could suddenly smell it. Or perhaps it was Dean’s cologne. Either way my senses seemed heightened. My heart was going and I wanted to gulp. To have someone like Dean next to you in the front of a vehicle on a dark night, with no one looking in, and feeling all hot and bothered. I think there was a moment when I thought all this was unreal, but it passed.

I was aware of Dean putting his hand on the gear stick and waggling it from side to side. He said he was just checking it was in neutral but reverse was OK too, if I liked that sort of thing. Did I like reverse? I wanted to say something but my mouth was dry and my head swam and I am sure my heart thumped harder.

Then Dean put his hand on my knee. Now, for those of you who have never worn fishnet stockings, here’s the thing. You feel the warmth of the other person’s hand at once through the mesh. They can feel the heat of you, I suppose, and I was pretty hot. I ought to have knocked his hand away, told him I wasn’t like that (was I a girl like that? I wondered later) but I let him rest his hand there. I also didn’t stop him reaching down between my legs; and though, being a good girl, I tried to keep my knees together, he slid his hand up between my thighs. As I was wearing a short skirt I could see what he was doing and I was very aware of how my cock felt under my skirt. Pretty excited, I have to say.

Dean got his hand up there and wasn’t the least surprised to find a hard cock in Lisa’s panties. He leaned over more, kissed me lightly and suggested we went in the back of the van as he rubbed my stiff prick through the satin. Pink satin, if you must know, which I thought was what all sluts wore. He even called me Fifi and I didn’t correct him.

It would be nice to say he was impressed with my tits but he seemed disappointed they weren’t real. Or perhaps he thought they should be less hard to the touch when he ran his free hand over them. But he hadn’t let go of my cock since he first touched it with his other hand and I felt dizzy with excitement. The back of the van, he reminded me, and nodded towards it and the pile of old sheets and the flattened cardboard cases littering the inside of it.

I had told Lisa I was going to clean the van out sometime but hadn’t got round to it, and now Dean and I were making use of my laziness. We climbed in and soon got down to what hookers do best. I was kissing Dean like I had just discovered what sex was and his hands were on me and inside my pink satin panties and grasping around my cock. He guided my head down to his own stiff prick and, while it is an awful long time since I did that as a kid in my experimental stage of development, I sucked as well as I could, running my tongue round the head of his dick like I loved it all.

Dean lifted me off it before he shot his load, which I was sorry about, and rolled me onto my front, and I didn’t resist, even though I knew what was coming. Yeah, that’s right. He was coming. I was on all fours with skirt up and pants down and he wiped some spit in my crack as ready lubrication and then proceeded to fuck me. Not hard, but as if he cared. Long and slow and gentle and, yes, it hurt me but I didn’t care. I was being treated like a lady of sorts. A tart maybe, but a tart who deserved care; and I confess I came as he teased me with a reach around.

The man filled me and we collapsed in each other’s arms. We lay on the tangle of old sheets for ages and listened to the rain drumming on the van roof. Oh, we kissed and did it again after we were both ready. God, was I ready for it too. My make-up was messed up, my wig had slipped and I had lost my beret, but I didn’t care. Dean was fantastic and we even managed a third time, even though I was exhausted. Thankfully, he had more stamina than me.

It turned out Dean had petrol in his car and eventually I made my way home to explain to a by now frantic Lisa how I’d broken down in Preston in the rain and how a knight of the road had helped me fix things, though I left a lot of the detail out.

You’ll want to know if I still see Dean and whether Fifi still dresses as a French whore, right? All I will say is, if you’re not careful, you get through a lot of stockings; and I am told silicone pouches feel so much better than foam rubber in bra cups. I can even speak a few words of French now, which I find adds that little extra frisson of excitement.


Group Lessons

Brianna, Chicago

When my gym was experiencing financial troubles, they hit on a smart way to make money – nude yoga classes. Nude yoga was getting very trendy in fitness circles, and the gym manager knew the classes would be a big draw if they were coed. So, to make sure the classes were popular, he asked me – along with some of the female gym members – to attend.

He blushed when he asked me. “Brianna, I know you take at least one or two yoga classes a week,” the manager, Colin, said to me. “I realize you’re busy with college but if you, uh, are comfortable in that kind of environment.” His voice faded with embarrassment.

“I’m very comfortable with my body,” I told him, flattered he’d asked me. “And I don’t have a problem taking a nude yoga class, even a coed one.”

“Great.” He still looked awkward. I suspected he was thinking about how I looked naked right then, which made me enjoy his embarrassment. Maybe he would stop in at one of the classes and see for himself. “Your monthly membership will be free, of course.”

“Thanks. Who knows, it could be fun.” I gave him a mischievous smile and I swear he actually blushed.

The truth was that I would never have been able to be nude in public when I originally moved to Chicago. But I had begun taking yoga classes to make friends when I moved here and now my diligent yoga practice had helped me reach a new sensual awareness of my body. Along with my enhanced flexibility, I had really come to appreciate the sexual power of being a woman. As a petite brunette, I was used to guys telling me I was cute, but yoga taught me to love my body, from my bouncy, C-cup breasts to my narrow waist and firm, heart-shaped ass. Lately I’d been discovering a new exhibitionist side of myself, though I wasn’t sure how to explore it. People who think yoga is just a lofty spiritual discipline couldn’t be more wrong – for me, it opened up my erotic potential, as I was shortly to find out.

My first nude yoga class was a nerve-wracking experience. When I played with my pussy at home, I often fantasized about being stripped naked by a group of men. But now that I was nude in a coed group setting, my stomach was in a knot. My cheeks burned as I walked naked across the room and selected a mat. I had to bend over to retrieve it, thereby flashing my pussy at the entire room. A flame of excitement danced up in me and I found a spot where I could show off for most of the men.

That first class quickly exposed all of our bodies to each other. As the instructor took us through the different asanas, or positions, we spread our legs, arched our backs, bent over and rolled onto our stomachs. The guys were staring with unabashed interest at all of the naked women on display and plenty of their cocks were stiff. When I got home that night, I reached for my vibrator and fantasized about all the naughty things I wanted to do with those guys in class.

At the following classes, I put my long dark hair in a ponytail to better show off my breasts. My boobs were medium-sized rather than huge, but they were firm and round with pink long nipples and I loved the way they bounced as I walked across the room. The guys couldn’t take their eyes from them! But my favorite part of class was doing the asanas that required spreading my legs and showing off my smoothly waxed pussy. In fact, class got me so hot and aching that I could scarcely wait to play with myself afterward. I loved to fantasize about having one guy lick my clit while another rubbed his cock all over my body – and sometimes I pretended that a group of them were taking me into the locker room shower and taking turns with me.

We “regulars” at nude yoga got to know each other pretty well and soon I had a crush on some of the guys there. Which was why I went to class one winter night when I probably should have stayed home. The snow was coming down steadily, and I didn’t want to risk getting caught in a Chicago blizzard. But I looked forward to class so much that I went off anyhow.

The gym parking lot was already snowy and almost deserted. The manager Colin was waiting for me inside. “Hardly anyone is here tonight,” he told me. “The instructor for your class called in and I think I’m going to cancel it.”

“Colin, you can’t cancel after I drove in for this! Let me teach class tonight. You know I can do it.”

He relented. “Make it a short class, Brianna,” he said finally. “I’ll keep an eye on the snow and shut down early if I have to.”

Only three students were present. Three men, specifically, and all of them attractive. The youngest one, Robby, was in his early twenties like me with a cock that stayed rock-hard all through class. I was pretty sure he was only there to ogle the naked women, but no one seemed to mind. The oldest man, Burke, was an experienced yoga student in his late thirties and handsome with thick dark hair and a muscular, solid body. The third guy, Logan, was about twenty-eight or so, and had a reputation around the gym as a player. He was really cute with wavy blond hair and a devilish smile.

I, of course, was the only woman. And, as tonight’s instructor, their eyes would be on me.

Their eyes lit up as I stood before them, nipples erect, and told them I would be teaching the class. “The snow is getting pretty bad, as you know,” I said, “and Colin might come in here any moment and tell us to clear out. So let’s get started.”

A special erotic charge traveled through my body that night as I led the class. My every movement seemed to draw attention to a specific part of my body, their eyes never leaving my skin. As I spread my legs wide before them, all three had an expression of pure animal lust on their faces. They obviously wanted to fuck me and my pussy was throbbing with the desire to take them all on.

Then Colin walked into the room. “Sorry, guys,” he began. He got a look at me and turned red. Colin had never seen me naked before and I kept my legs open for him with a smile. He stumbled over his words. “I, uh, it’s really getting bad out there. I’ve already sent everyone else home. You’ll have to pack it up.”

“It’s not good to end a yoga session prematurely, Colin. Now I have all this energy that isn’t grounded.” I didn’t say that I was talking about sexual energy. My nipples felt stiffer and longer than they’d ever been.

“I can give you a massage,” Logan quickly volunteered.

“We really don’t have time for that,” Colin said. His eyes were still glued to my pussy, though, and I had a feeling he wouldn’t be hard to convince. “You have half an hour and then the gym is closed. Everyone else is already gone.” He quickly walked out, but not before I saw his erection swelling in his pants.

I turned back to my three men. “Maybe all of you can massage me at the same time,” I suggested innocently. “It’ll go faster that way.”

Robby, the youngest, almost choked. Burke got a naughty smile and Logan grabbed my hand. “Then I suggest we take this to the showers,” he said.

I was almost dizzy with excitement as they led me into the men’s locker room. My naughtiest fantasy was coming true and I could scarcely believe it. But could I really take on three men? I’d never had group sex before, but I was definitely up for the challenge!

The women’s locker room had private shower stalls, so I was surprised to see the men’s locker room had a blue-tiled open shower with three spigots on each side. Logan backed me against the tiles and kissed me, his lips unexpectedly gentle. “Ready for that shower?”

I released my long dark hair from its ponytail, letting it sweep down my back, and nodded. He smiled and fondled my breasts, his fingers as skilled as his kiss. A soft throb of desire began to grow in my pussy.

Though our yoga class had been brief, we were all damp and flushed with exertion. Burke turned on three of the showers to a medium temperature, and I gratefully stood under a warm stream of water, letting it course sensually down my nipples and stomach. Robby’s eyes were locked on my breasts with undisguised yearning, his cock so swollen I suspected he would be the first to come. I found his excitement flattering and put his hands on my tits. “Is this what you want?” I asked him.

He nodded wordlessly, his cheeks going red. I reached down and stroked his hard shaft, making him groan. “I want you to rub your cock all over my body,” I told him. “Can you do that for me?”

“I – I’ll do anything you want,” he stuttered.

Burke pulled me back against his chest. His muscular body felt both safe and erotic as I melted into his warm skin. I’d always been attracted to older men, though I’d never dated one; it looked like I was going to live out multiple fantasies tonight. I tilted my head back and looked into Burke’s eyes and he responded by caressing my ass.

Robby was massaging my boobs with wide eyes. The tip of his penis was gleaming with pre-cum and I knew he wouldn’t last much longer. I rubbed his swollen crown against my pussy. “I believe you promised me something,” I reminded him.

We sank down to the shower floor as the steam rose up past the blue tiles. All of us were wet now and all three men were touching me, Burke massaging my ass, Logan playing with my pussy and Robby stroking his cock all over my body. I lay back against Burke as Robby excitedly thrust his erection between my tits and squeezed them around his shaft like pillows. The sight of a stiff cock between my breasts has always turned me on, and tonight was no exception. Tingling lust pulsed inside me as he began to thrust in and out of my cleavage. My light pink nipples were hard and aching to be sucked.

“You have the most beautiful tits,” Robby gasped. “I can’t hold back much longer.”

No doubt. I pulled him forward and locked my eyes with his, opening my lips in an oral invitation. Robby eagerly pushed his penis into my mouth until I had swallowed all of his shaft, his pre-cum salty on my tongue.

As I began to lick and suck him with gusto, down below Logan spread my knees wide open. A moment later, I felt his wavy hair against my legs and then his mouth on my pussy, his tongue dancing skillfully over my clit. I moaned, my lips vibrating around Robby’s dick. I had never felt so aroused in my life, being shared among three men. Logan’s talented tongue was turning my pussy into a hot whirlpool, my desire electric as he licked me. Robby was grunting excitedly as he pumped into my mouth; I turned my mouth into a tight, hot tunnel of wetness and sucked him steadily. He gave a raw, broken cry and his salty cum flooded my tongue a moment later.

I swallowed all of it with a smile of pride, then let myself sink into the delicious sensations rolling through my body. I wasn’t far away from coming myself; as Burke gently pulled on my nipples, twisting them between his thumbs and forefingers, Logan’s fingers worked deep into my pussy, pressing my most sensitive areas in the same rhythm as his tongue working my clit. I arched my back, pushing my folds shamelessly into his face as red-hot lust rolled through me like thunder. He sucked my swollen clit and my orgasm broke through me in a storm of hot wet throbs.

I writhed on the shower floor like a cat in heat, ecstasy throbbing through me in waves. “That was incredible,” I told him.

Logan sat back on his heels with a victorious grin, his flushed cock pointing straight up. “Now what?”

I got on all fours. My orgasm had felt amazing, but my body was still consumed with desire. “Now we really get started,” I told them. “I need a hard cock inside me – all of your hard cocks.”

Burke did the honors first, taking hold of my hips and positioning his erect crown against my still-tingling slit. Though I was creamy and open from coming just moments earlier, he pushed in slowly, letting my pussy walls relax and stretch to accommodate his considerable girth. His dick felt like heaven sliding into my most sensitive depths and a small wet gush escaped me.

“Oh,” he groaned. “You’re so tight.”

I pushed my hips back at him, seeking even more of his penis. When he had worked all of his cock into my tight pussy, we began to thrust in a steady rhythm, his athletic hips driving into me over and over.

I didn’t want to ignore the other guys, of course, I looked at Logan. Immediately he knelt in front of me and cupped my dangling tits with a crooked smile. His beautiful long cock was stiff and just inches from my mouth and I knew exactly what he had in mind. As I opened my mouth, Logan pushed his swollen crown between my lips.

I licked a pearl of pre-cum off his cock before suctioning him deep into my mouth. He had a thicker cock than Robby, and his pre-cum tasted sweeter, too. But I had a hard time giving Logan my very best blowjob because Burke was lightly spanking my bottom as he rode me, my breasts jiggling in Logan’s palms. I couldn’t remember the last time I had been this turned on. Burke was fucking me hard and fast, his muscular body rocking me forward so that Logan’s cock was pushed deeper into my mouth. With every thrust, electric fire spread through more of my body, igniting my nipples and clit.

“Fuck me harder,” I moaned helplessly, letting Logan’s cock drop from my mouth. “Please – fuck me like the little slut I am.”

Logan gripped my hair and drove his cock back into my mouth, fucking my face with primal abandon. He held my head fast as he drove his shaft in and out of my lips, timing his thrusts in tandem with Burke’s. The feeling of being taken so roughly and primitively by two men was the ultimate turn-on and all three of us came at the same time with a collective howl, Logan’s warm cum washing into my mouth as my pussy squeezed tight around Burke’s ejaculating cock.

I rolled onto the floor, letting the water cool my burning body. Every inch of my skin was tingling. Then I realized the men had gone still. I looked up to see Colin, the gym manager, standing in the locker room.

“I came to ask what the hell is taking so long,” he said. “Now I see.”

His tone was severe, but I couldn’t miss the giant bulge in his pants. I crawled across the shower floor and undid his pants, liberating his cock.

“Brianna!” Colin gasped. “You can’t. I’m the manager – I could be fired.”

I laughed. “No one here is going to tell.” I ran my tongue over the slit in the head of his cock, then leaned back and spread my legs in an obvious invitation.

With a long groan, Colin threw off his pants and T-shirt and dove into the shower on top of me. I’d been attracted to him since I had joined the gym, and feeling his long cock plunge into my pussy was a dream come true. From the savage way he rode me, grunting and pounding as if fucking his way through a race, I could tell he’d fantasized about me too. I wrapped my legs around his back and played with my nipples as he gave me the fucking of my dreams, driving into me so fiercely that he pushed my body across the wet shower floor. I couldn’t help noticing that Burke, Robby and Logan were all hard again and rubbing their dicks as they watched us, which turned me on even more.

I was out of my mind with desire now, moaning and caressing my nipples and spreading my legs for anyone who wanted to fuck me. Robby was the first to accept my offer, climbing on top of me and pushing his long penis inside my tingling slit. I arched my back, enjoying every inch of his cock as he pumped away with rapid excitement. It seemed just moments before he came and slid off me with a long sigh.

Next up was Logan. His girthy hardness was exactly what I needed, and he knew just how to use it, thrusting in and out just inside my sensitive entry to tease me before plunging into me all the way to the hilt. I groaned with gratitude as his full length was buried inside my cunt. A hot wet pressure was squirming inside me and, within moments, my third orgasm of the night burst through me like a shower of stars.

I’d never felt so deliriously satisfied. But I still had one fantasy left, and that was to experience all of their cocks at the same time.

First I pushed Logan onto his back and straddled him. He happily stretched out beneath me and played with my breasts as I took his cock in my hand and slowly slid down on top of it. When he was lodged all of the way in my tightness, I began to ride him in a steady rhythm. Leaning my hands on his chest, I twisted and turned on his thick shaft, milking him with every trick I knew. His hips worked up to meet me from the shower floor, our speed intensifying the heat and friction in my pussy.

Quickly I reversed position, so that I was riding his cock backwards in the reverse cowgirl position. I knew Logan would enjoy the sight of my ass bouncing up and down on his cock and, sure enough, he began to squeeze my firm bottom with a groan of appreciation.

I beckoned the other men forward. “I have one mouth and two hands,” I suggested. “Whose cock needs attention?”

Everyone’s did! Burke knelt before me and drove his shaft into my mouth as Colin and Robby wrapped my hands around their erections. All four men were enjoying my body with unbridled enthusiasm as I surrendered to the rare sensation of jerking off two men while sucking another, with a fourth buried in my pussy. Living out my fantasy of a cock in my mouth, cunt and each hand was incredibly exciting and not just for me – soon Logan was exploding underneath me, warm spurts of his orgasm shooting inside me.

“Me next,” begged Robby, feverishly pumping his shaft into my hand. I couldn’t believe he was hard again so soon. “Please let me fuck you again, Brianna!”

I released all of them and got on all fours. Robby drove his penis inside me with a gasp, squeezing my tits eagerly. One by one, the other men mounted me, their stiff cocks driving me senseless as I came and came again. I’d never dreamed I could really take on four guys at once, or come so many times, but my body felt delirious with excitement and I never wanted it to end.

I don’t know how much time had passed when we finally shut down the showers, dressed and left the gym. The blizzard was still in effect and the city was a fairyland of white – which meant the guys had to dig out my car before I could leave. It was a night I will never forget, that’s for sure – and I’m pretty sure that all of us are hoping to do it again sometime.


The 36 Club

Claude, Paris

Last week, much to my bemusement, my wife Alice manoeuvred a conversation towards confessions. While I don’t practise a religion, although I was born into one, I would say that I am religious by nature because I’ve got a mild temperament, love my fellow citizens and don’t do them any harm; neither do I dislike kids, set cats’ tails on fire or kick harmless dogs. And I don’t beat my wife.

I thought I was pleasing her rather well, especially when I did her favourite a couple of times a week. Often she didn’t want penetration, at which times my fingers would creep inside her panties and pull one leg to the side so that I could work on her until she orgasmed. They were tiny orgasms, but she liked them. She’s funny that way.

The only bad thing I do is allowing my mind to venture into the world of erotica without being involved. I’m a bystander with lascivious thoughts; and my surroundings don’t help much either, despite the pretty architecture where I live in one of the Parisian suburbs. It’s in the outer ring, or grande couronne, in an area named Seine-et-Marne, an old commune called Nemours that has a feudal castle and a fine church with a wooden spire, which borders the Loing River.

It all started out of the blue when Alice mentioned her dissatisfaction with my performance. I asked her how so, was it my sex drive that dissatisfied her or was she disappointed with my behaviour? She said not with sex, but generally speaking I was disappointing her. I asked for an explanation because as far as I knew I’d been a pretty loyal companion and a fair lover. She said I was missing the point and proceeded to quote a list of complaints that were too rehearsed for my taste, as though she’d been tutored to make insignificant habits seem outrageously important.

First, it was my so-called inability to do things for her the way she desired. I asked her what; she told me not to interrupt. Second, it was my laziness in our garden, which I tended with care but neglected to pull out all the weeds. What weeds? I asked. Third, that I neglected my mind because I only read smutty newspapers and magazines, which were a waste of money in her opinion. I couldn’t deny that one. Fourth, that I was lax with personal hygiene. Excuse me? How was I lax? I asked, because I shaved and showered every day. She said, don’t interrupt. Fifth, it was impolite to interrupt her when she was talking; but not when she did the same to me. Lastly, that I’d not been honest and told her the whole truth of my life. Again, I questioned her, which she ignored.

“Claude,” she said. “Everyone has something to confess.” I asked if she meant sins or sexual encounters, but she wouldn’t define it and said it was up to me. I have to be careful with Alice, because her thoughts become too involved and complicated, and she gets carried away with her fantasies that are all talk and no action – like my lascivious thoughts. Consequently, we talk much about things we don’t, or won’t do, because it makes us horny.

So I asked her, what about masturbation and she replied, no, it wasn’t sinful, only naughty; and I said OK, then, what if you stick a vibrator up my arse, which she pondered. Hmm, she murmured, that would be terribly sinful but she wasn’t sure if it was naughty. I told her I didn’t understand what the hell she was getting at and she became irritable, which is another of her traits I have to be wary of, because she makes threats. Many French women make threats and it seems the most typical is a warning to behave or get a spanking or, better still, a traditional whipping with a martinet, bending over a stool butt naked to the world. None of that ever happened; it was all talk.

Anyway, obviously she got a turn-on forcing me to admit my fantasies of fucking the local teacher or the robust lady with an enormous derrière who ran the Post Office in a dépanneur, which is a term for a convenience store. She did this with encouragement, by grabbing my cock and slowly manipulating it while she tried to coax something out of me or get me to do something for which I wasn’t too enthusiastic.

But my admitting such mild things was of small interest to her and she asked me the same question again: ‘What did I have to confess?’ As my life flashed before my eyes, it occurred to me that, yes, maybe there were one or two errors I’d made in my youth that she didn’t know about and I decided to tell her, which was foolish because it gave her an opportunity to berate me verbally and, possibly, hold the knowledge against me as a weapon for later use.

Between times, she continued playing with my now rigid cock.

So I admitted that when I was twentyish a guy spanked and fucked me. Oh, she reacted immediately, but that’s disgusting, she said, and proceeded to wheedle out the circumstances in all its almost forgotten details. It’d happened after a game of rugby. All the lads had left except me and this other guy – I don’t even remember his name – but he was a strong fellow with a peculiar left eye that squinted towards his nose. As I was drying myself, he’d sidled up to me with evil intent and grabbed me around the waist. I’d lost my balance from his sudden attack and it gave him the advantage of quickly smacking my butt and sticking his dong forcefully into my arse. I’d struggled, but as I tried to move my buttocks out of the way, rather than putting him off, it encouraged him to stick his cock deeper into me, which hurt.

Another time, before we got together, I told her, an older housewife living next door was hanging up the laundry outside wearing a flimsy dress made damp from washing water that’d splashed on her, so it clung to her shapely body like a glove. She sensed I was spying on her and, I think, purposely bent over. It made me gulp and an erection forced an impatient bulge in my pants. I’d walked towards her cautiously, but she’d pretended to be sorting some pegs and didn’t move. I lifted her dress to discover nothing under it and her bare buttocks mooned at me with great temptation. So I stuck my cock in her hot cunt and, I guess because of my youth, squirted into her with rapid thrusts. Afterwards, she stood up, turned and smiled and went back to hanging up the laundry as if nothing important had happened.

They’re good confessions, she said after I’d finished; and added, but terribly bad sins and exceptionally naughty – both deserving punishment. Yes, she mused, appropriate discipline was certainly in order. It astonished me, because while she’d made threats, she’d never actually mentioned the words “punishment” or “discipline” before in a positive way. Therefore I told her to abandon her weird ideas and that I was fed up with this confession game. She sniggered and said, never you mind, you’ll see. I didn’t know what she was implying and demanded an explanation. I told her it was time for her to confess.

She finished handling my cock by sucking it off in her mouth, then kissing me and transferring the sperm into mine. I told her it tasted like salt. She said it was yummy. She didn’t like salt.

She sighed. Fair enough, she answered, and said she’d joined a club. What club? I pressed. She said, smiling slyly: “It’s called the 36 Club.” I’d never heard of it. Tell me, I insisted.

Well, she told me, it was for women only and the sole purpose was gaining the truth and that the real name was “36 of the Best for Husbands Club”. I was perplexed and asked her thirty-six of what and to which husbands did it refer. Instead of a direct answer, she giggled and suggested how wonderful it’d be to have an obedient husband who would serve his woman and do everything she asked without question, especially getting an erection when she whistled. I said she was a nutcase. She said it wasn’t a nice thing to say and hinted I’d learn to be more compliant and polite soon.

I was still curious and asked her how many members were in the club, which irritated her again. Then she accused me of being stupid because I hadn’t twigged the reality of it yet and that it consisted of thirty-six dedicated women whose sole interest was obedience. She said it was the means to an end with anything she chose to hold in her hand; “the end” meaning my backside.

I never thought my home town of some 12,500 inhabitants had an ounce of kink in it, let alone a secret club for women, so I told her she had to be kidding. Then the doorbell rang and she jumped up, full of excitement, and opened it. She came back into our spacious lounge followed by thirty-five assorted women. I realized she hadn’t been fooling around.

I was greeted by a stout lady with a loud commanding voice who announced she was the Grande Dame and a woman of importance. I thought, yeah, full of self-importance more likely. She continued to explain that the main purpose of the club was to teach husbands and/or boyfriends correct behaviour, which meant treating them like errant schoolboys; and, furthermore, as I could see, there were too many of them to disagree with. Each week one man was chosen for their games until all thirty-six had gone through the routine, which was then repeated by rote.

At that point, a black woman who I assumed was from Tunisia approached me with ropes in her hand along with the local teacher and the robust lady with an enormous derrière who ran the Post Office, who was referred to as “Maîtresse de discipline”. The malevolent Grande Dame ordered the women to strip me, which they did, and then the three began to tie my hands behind my back and my ankles together with the ropes. I spluttered my protests and proclaimed it was a preposterous act and to get the fuck out of my house. They paused and looked at Alice quizzically, who nodded her consent for them to proceed. I shouted she was crazy. All the women tut-tutted and one of them said I really was a bad case. The Grande Dame formalized the situation by reading out my delinquencies from the list Alice had made, plus the sins that I’d confessed. Thus, I was a condemned man.

To my horror, which in different circumstances I’d probably have thought comical or lucky, they stripped themselves and gathered in a circle around a chair that my traitorous partner had placed in the middle of the room. They were all shapes and sizes: big ones, small ones; a few with titchy figures and boobs and others with copious butts and swelled bosoms big enough to suffocate a man who was bound hand and foot. The Maîtresse de discipline physically carried me to stand in front of the chair – and I lie not, for her body consisted of brutal-looking arm muscles that she couldn’t have got from simply sorting the mail.

Then, to confound my predicament, Alice produced a cloth gag and tied it around my mouth. At that moment, I sure as hell didn’t love her. From then on I was unable to speak and it would certainly muffle my screams if they succeeded in dishing out insufferable pain.

The Grande Dame announced the next stage of the procedure: each woman was to give me twelve slaps over their knees until the finale, the order to be decided by drawing names from a hat. The old battleaxe had the honour to go first and I have to say she was a woman with experience who could apply slaps effectively, because my bottom felt reddened from her tingling stings. But she was only the first of many and already I began to feel the embarrassing arousal of my cock.

The same woman lifted me up and another sat down on the chair. That one had firm thighs and proved to have a firm hand to go with them, because she didn’t hold back and thumped me to an uncomfortable level that made my buttocks burn. By that time I was wondering what state I’d be in by the end of it all and I’d defy any man who proclaimed that 432 smacks on the bare bottom weren’t painful.

By the sixth woman I began to grunt from the pain and after the tenth I’d had enough. But they didn’t stop until they were halfway through the team of thirty-six and allowed me a brief rest. I noticed some of them massaging their clits when they spied my rigid cock. I couldn’t help it, neither could I help any of them; not that I wanted to – the fucking maniacs! But I had been able to assess the difference between each one of them, because some smacked with force while others were not too harsh. Alice hadn’t been very kind when it was her turn.

Needless to say they got me crying eventually and I’ll admit it had all become excruciating and even more so when the strong-armed Maîtresse de discipline had the last bash on my sore cheeks. She was the worst of all and gave her spanking to me slow and hard – so hard that by the finish she had me wailing for mercy.

I was made to stand in the middle of the circle as I watched the crowd licking their lips preparing for the finale. Again, the keepers of my person approached. The Tunisian lady stood in front of me while the other two grasped each of my arms. The rest slowly clapped as Alice walked into the circle holding a long cane that I recognized as rattan, which must’ve been soaked in water because the end of it was dripping. It disturbed me that she was breathing hard with a flushed face and a wild look in her eyes like she was on drugs.

My wrists and legs were freed but the gag remained in my mouth. There was no way I could escape, so I stayed placidly in place. They all roared with approval when she took my cock and squeezed it while pulling me forward to face the back of the naked Tunisian, who’d bent over to form what I later learnt was called a “horse”, onto which I was hoisted and each arm was held in place by the wicked tormentors, while two more grasped my ankles and spread my legs, forcing my backside muscles to be raised into hard mounds of flesh.

The Grande Dame solemnized the ceremony. “Alice, my dear,” she said. “Apply thirty-six in the manner you were taught.”

Taught? I thought. Mon Dieu – the putain has been practising!

I realized then that the entire scene was a premeditated onslaught upon the innocent male species that they considered to be their possessions and toys to be moulded into their idea of perfect husbands. And I was suddenly filled with fear.

Alice read my thoughts. “Yes, Claude,” she said in a steely voice I didn’t recognize. “The Maîtresse trained all of us to a level of great competence, as you’re about to discover.”

I was angry with her. She’d got confessions out of me and here she was, full of selfish falsehoods and surprises by having denied me a righteous confession from herself, waiting for this terrible moment with obvious passion to teach me to be obedient. But, securely held and gagged, I couldn’t complain to tell her she was a cruel bitch and insufferable wife who’d broken my trust in her. How dare she put me through all this? Why, when I hadn’t done anything that could be construed as evilly sinful or exceptionally bad? Why?

While I was thinking that, the room hushed. I heard my wife shuffle her feet to the side and shuddered when she flexed the cane several times and I felt the breeze from it lightly pass my rear. Then they really started to have some fun at my expense, when they shouted in unison: “One!”

I listened with trepidation as the slender rod cut sharply through the air; and scrunched my entire body when it landed on me with vicious intent. The length of it had caught my left buttock as its end whipped down upon my right, so that both were painfully welted. Jeez – it hurt! I yelled in agony and bit into the gag as another and another lashed me unmercifully. I was crying from the cruelty of the discipline and after eighteen strokes I was determined that – yes, indeed – I’d try very hard to be obedient in future, whatever that meant.

But the gathering of strange women showed only contempt for my snivelling and Alice seemed to have the strength of a titan as she continued to turn me into a blubbering mess of a defeated man, my butt excruciatingly sore from the grossly abusive punishment and my heart full of contrition for my past sins.

It was over at last and the crowd applauded; but I don’t know if it was for my wife’s efforts or due to my resilience, which was zilch; therefore probably for my wife. They let me down. I was shaking and as my legs began to buckle, the Maîtresse de discipline held me steady and the teacher took off the gag. How thoughtful!

But it wasn’t the end. My cock rose rigidly to attention, which made a few of those present gasp and giggle as they pointed to it.

The crowd formed another circle as the Grande Dame produced a crown of laurel leaves and placed it proudly on my wife’s head. Again, there was rapturous applause. Then she took her hand and mine and led us to the centre of the circle, motioning Alice to the floor on her back.

The Maîtresse stood with folded arms nodding her head at me. I didn’t move until I was persuaded with a shove from the Tunisian lady. Fuck my wife in front of you bitches? No way! But the Maîtresse was handed the dreaded cane and flicked it menacingly. There’s always a way, I thought, and knelt down between my wife’s legs.

I fucked her with an outrageous energy, as though I was getting my revenge; and she orgasmed before I did, which was followed by thunderous applause. It spurred me on to finish quickly. It was a relief, I’ll say that; but it had nothing to do with love, because at that moment love was the last thing I had on my mind. I hated her.

The 36 Club departed and I was left seething with my wife, who looked at me petulantly. What now? I asked. Well, she said, you didn’t fuck me to my satisfaction; it was too quick and you didn’t take my feelings into account. I asked her what the hell she expected surrounded by a crowd of perverts and what about my feelings – it was awful! She reminded me about obedience. My arse was suddenly bothered by a twinge of memory.

So I, still heated from my blistering suffering, slobbered into her cunt and chewed her clit until she couldn’t take anymore. Then I fucked her again until she begged me to stop.

Now, whatever you might say, that’s a punishment to be enjoyed.

I coldly reviewed the scene later on and when I’d given it considerable thought I asked her future intentions. Her answer shouldn’t have surprised me, though; there wasn’t going to be a reprieve. The Club was a necessary passion – as it was for all the members – and she saw nothing wrong with being an avid devotee of discipline, which, she said, was obviously good for me, all things considered. Furthermore, waiting thirty-six weeks for another dose would be good for my soul; but I can’t see the logic of that.

It sounds silly, but I can neither disagree nor leave her because I love her. And it sounds equally preposterous that I am rather looking forward to a repeat performance of 432 over the knees of all those fearsome, delightfully naked women.

And while I’m not enthusiastic about my wife wielding the cane again – which I know will fill her cunt with sadistic slipperiness – I must admit the extra hard fucking I intend to give her afterwards will be another sweet revenge.


I Pee Freely

Moira, Chicago

If nobody drives downtown, then why is it so damn difficult to find a parking spot?

Most people say you’d have to be an idiot to navigate the city by car, but I do it five days a week and I’ve never had a problem – aside from all the crazy drivers and a spot of road rage here and there.

Well, I guess that’s not entirely true. I did have a bit of an issue one time, but that didn’t have much to do with driving. It was the underground parking lot beneath my building that got me in trouble.

I’d worked late that night. It must have been almost eleven by the time I tramped down the dingy concrete staircase. There were only five or six other cars left on my level. The place felt creepy at the best of times, but late at night it gave me chills. You can never be too careful in the city. You hear about guys hiding out, waiting for women behind parked cars. I always got my keys out of my purse before I left the office.

That night, just as I reached my car, that dark and lonely lot got a whole lot darker. There was a great big boom and all the humming fluorescents went out, just like that. For a few seconds, the underground parking lot went pitch black. My whole body grew stiff with panic until the emergency lighting system kicked in.

I stood beside my car for a second, wanting to throw myself in the driver’s seat and get the hell out of there, but a thought occurred to me: if the power was out, how was I going to escape the garage? All the gate arms were run by electric key cards. I rushed over to the card reader, and sure enough the lights were out and pressing my card to it didn’t do a thing. I raced to the stairwell entrance, but the door was locked and my key card wouldn’t open that, either.

Panic set in fast. My only salvation was my car, but I didn’t feel safe for long. There was something about fear that made my bladder scream. I had to pee, and I couldn’t hold it in.

It’s not like there was a bathroom in the parking garage. I couldn’t get back up to my office. What other option did I have? It was pee on the concrete, or pee my pants.

Pants. The funny thing is, I almost always wore pants. I never wore short skirts anymore – my calves were too porky to pull off that look – but I’d put on a long dress that morning, one with buttons down the front. It was so rare for me to wear a dress, but that one did a good job of masking my big tummy and my fat ass.

With extreme trepidation, I opened the door, slipped out of my car, and hiked up my skirts. But then there was my underwear! I thought, “Oh, what the hell?” and yanked those off, tossing them in the car. All I could hope was that nobody else was around.

I’d parked in my usual spot, three from the corner. The other cars had left, giving me a nice bit of space to myself. I walked on my tiptoes all the way to the wall, because I didn’t want my heels click-clacking against the ground. The last thing I needed was to draw attention to myself.

Leaning back against the cold concrete wall, I squirmed down into a squatting position. A gush of cool air breezed over my bare pussy as I cradled the fabric of my long dress. I used to keep it shaved down there, back when my husband was still around, because I liked how clean and smooth it felt. And I loved that he craved me like that, with not so much as a wisp of hair hiding the juicy pink. But my bush had grown back in the years since he’d left. It had been so long since I’d felt dirty, or vulnerable. In that moment, getting ready to piss on the floor, I felt both those things again.

Even with the emergency lights on, the parking lot seemed creepy and dark. Despite the pressure from my screaming bladder, it was really hard to start peeing. The stream felt trapped inside me. My whole pelvis felt itchy. It must have been my embarrassment, and the fear of getting caught.

But finally the pressure won out and a glistening stream shot between my legs. I felt the splash against my thighs. When it hit the concrete, pee sprayed back against my ankles. I should have felt disgusted, but I didn’t. Not at all. There was something weirdly exciting about peeing out in the open and feeling that liquid gold spritzing my thighs. A thrill ran through me as my pee travelled down toward the drain.

Just as I was starting to feel proud of myself for trying something a little daring, a pair of boots stomped across the parking lot. Somebody called out, “What do you think you’re doing?”

My organs turned to ice. I stopped peeing even though I felt like I still had to go a little. My legs locked and my hands clenched around my dress, holding it above my waist. Two legs moved toward me, and as I followed them up to a jacket, I realized it was a security guard. I recognized him now.

“I’m sorry,” I said, feeling like my face was on fire. I must have been blushing like crazy, though he probably couldn’t tell in the darkness of the emergency lighting system. “I had to go really badly. With the power out, all the locks are broken. I’m so sorry. I’ve never done anything like this before, I swear.”

“I have,” the security guard said, with a bit of a sneer. “I do it all the time.”

I smiled, hoping he wouldn’t call the police because of my public urination. “You do it with a hell of a lot more poise than this, I bet.”

He said, “Yup.”

I dropped my skirts so they covered my pussy, but when I tried to stand up I just couldn’t do it. My legs cramped up, keeping me squatting against the concrete wall.

“In fact,” he said, “I think I have to go right now.”

“Do you?” I asked. My breath came on hot and fast as he took a step toward me. I’d never gotten a good look at his face before. In the subterranean lair, where the concrete was cold but the air was hot and humid, his darkish skin glistened with sweat. His hair was cut close to the quick, which made him look like a military man, or one of those guys on the SWAT team. The dark uniform helped.

He’d stepped right out of my fantasies and into my parking garage.

“Is this where you usually go?” I asked him. “Up against the wall?”

“That’s right,” he said. “But now you’re there, so I guess I’ll have to go on you.”

My stomach twisted, like someone had reached inside me and taken it in their grip. “On me?”

“Open your shirt,” he said.

“It’s a dress,” I replied, though that was a stupid thing to say. What did he care, as long as I unbuttoned it all the way?

“You’re gonna keep that bra on?” he asked, after my fingers had slipped each mother-of-pearl button through its little fabric hole.

“Should I take it off?” I asked, more as a delay tactic than anything else.

For whatever reason, I didn’t feel terribly self-conscious about the sexy security guard seeing my bare belly, despite its roundness. I had this immediate internal fantasy that he was a fan of fat, and the way he looked at me, I thought it must be true.

The weirdest thing of all was that I felt no shame whatsoever in revealing my pussy to this stranger. The way Mr Man up there gazed between my open legs, I knew he appreciated a full bush. He seemed to enjoy everything about my big body, so why was I anxious about revealing my big, fleshy tits? The bra I’d worn that day had a clasp in the front. It would be no trouble at all to open it up and let my breasts tumble from the cups. He probably thought I was taking my time just to tease him, when in reality I was starting to feel funny about all this.

“What are you waiting for?” the man in uniform asked.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I don’t know. I’m just nervous or something.”

“Then close your eyes.” His voice was a low rumble. I could feel it between my legs like the thunder of a bass line. “Close your eyes and show me your tits.”

But I didn’t close my eyes. I wanted to see his reaction as I unhooked my bra and revealed the soft, supple swell of my breasts.

His gasp echoed through the parking garage. He covered his mouth, pretending the sound hadn’t come from him, but we were the only two people around – at least, I hoped we were. All at once, my heart locked and my lungs turned to ice. What if there were other people around, sitting in their cars, waiting for the lights to come back on? What if they were perving over my naked body without my knowledge?

“Hold up your tits,” the security guard commanded. “They’ll make a nice big target.”

I obeyed without question. Cradling my boobs in both hands, I pressed them together until the cleavage was so spectacular it could make your eyes pop out of your head. “How’s this?”

“Nice.” His eyes turned dark as night. “Very nice.”

My knees started aching, but I couldn’t move. I couldn’t even blink while the handsome stranger unzipped his fly and dug around in his pants. My breath caught. I clutched my breasts. I stayed perfectly still as he whipped out his cock.

It had been so long since I’d seen one, tasted one, touched one, but the guard’s imposing presence kept me at bay. He wrapped his fist tightly around the impressive girth of his shaft, rubbing the topside with just his thumb.

“Can’t go yet,” he said, and as I tried to figure out what he meant, he went on. “Too hard. I’ll have to work this out before I can piss on you.”

Suddenly, torrents of sweat started pouring down my back. Could the guard see that I was having a hot flash? I hoped not. Maybe he’d think it was him, or that the parking garage was just super-warm with the HVAC system off. And, in fact, those were both likely contributing factors for my overheated state, but the main reason was the man in black.

“Lick your fingers,” he said, rubbing his hardness.

I’d rather have licked his cock, but I did as I was told. It wasn’t so bad. My skin tasted like strawberry-scented hand sanitizer. Soon it would taste like something else altogether.

“Stroke your pussy,” he commanded. “Up and down. Use all your fingers.”

This, I hadn’t done in quite some time. It didn’t seem to work anymore. I never really felt anything when I tried it in bed, alone. But now, with this hulking man telling me what to do? My flesh felt like it was throbbing. With every touch it felt hotter, more swollen. I couldn’t believe this was me. My body hadn’t been so responsive since I was in my twenties.

“Rub,” he said. “In circles now. Rub hard. I want you ready to come when I am.”

That was such a tall order I almost had to laugh. As if I could come on demand!

“Harder.” He was a drill sergeant, working his hard-on in time with my quick strokes. “That’s right. You’re getting there. You’re getting close.”

I couldn’t believe it – he was right! My belly jumped and I got a long-lost swirling sensation inside my pelvis. My skin pricked with heat, but I just kept stroking myself, feeling my bush rubbing against my fingers as I beat my clit halfway to submission.

The security guard’s fist strained around his massive cock. Even in the dimness of the emergency lighting system, I could see his tip glowing a wonderful red. God, I wanted to lick it, but he didn’t invite me and there was something a little scary about the guy. He was so big and so strong, and he obviously knew what he wanted. He’d given me instructions. I had to follow them.

“I’m coming,” he said, gliding his fist so fast up and down his length that his hand became a dark blur. Sweat glistened against his brow. His neck strained. He tilted his head to one side. “Now!”

Ropes of hot white cream erupted from his dick, landing against my chest one after another. At first, I felt nothing. It was too much like a dream – not that I dreamed about sexy security guards as often as I’d hope to. I just squatted there against the wall, my right hand cupping my mound, my left hand squeezing my breast, watching this strange man release his load across my bare flesh.

“Rub it,” he said, and I thought he meant my pussy. “No, rub my cum into your skin. Rub it all over your tits.”

A bolt of electricity shot through me when he said those words. He was so dirty, this stranger. So filthy. I loved it.

I traced his hot cum across the mountains of my breasts with one hand, but the other remained locked to my cunt. My fingers dipped around the juicy edges, boldly delving inside that forgotten space. Suddenly, I felt itchy, but in a way I couldn’t scratch. I stroked that place inside myself that made the blaze burn brighter, all the while rubbing the stranger’s cum against my soft nipples. It felt so good. Everything felt so good and wet and warm . . .

When I realized I’d started peeing again, I couldn’t quite believe it. How humiliating! With three fingers lodged in my cunt, I was peeing in my palm, splashing hot urine into my bush as I gently mashed my clit. I hadn’t come, but the sensation of hot piss on my hand was a hundred times nastier.

“Very nice,” the guard said, watching droplets of my piss running to the ground. “That’s quite a sight. I’m going to take this image home with me.”

The sight of me peeing on my hand? I wished he wouldn’t!

“Now it’s my turn,” he said, as I unsuccessfully attempted to stem the flow. Pointing his spent cock at my tits, he said, “Hold them up for me. Fast! Let’s go!”

Panic-stricken, I pulled my fingers out of my pussy and held up my breasts for him, like two loaves of freshly baked bread. “Piss on me,” I begged. “Piss on my tits. Please.”

“You want it?” he asked.

I cried, “Yes.”

“You sure?”

“Yes!”

I felt itchy and antsy as I waited for something to happen. Was he teasing me, or having trouble starting up a stream? Peeing in front of someone wasn’t the easiest thing in the world. Peeing on them was even harder.

“Please?” I whimpered. My pussy throbbed. My nipples felt cold, went hard. I wanted to feel his hot piss so badly I leaned forward, nearly knocking myself off-balance. “Please, please, please . . .”

He held his dick like a weapon, aiming it square at my heart. He was ready to blow me away. Ready, aim, fire . . .

A golden stream struck me in the chest, hard enough to make me gasp. It spritzed my neck and ran between my tits, pooling slightly in my cleavage before coursing down my belly. I couldn’t get over how good it felt to take it all over my skin, to get soaked with this stranger’s hot piss. It smelled more sweet than acrid – an aroma I would gladly take with me after I’d left the lot.

But when would that be? The power still hadn’t come back on. The underground was hot and mostly dark, populated only by me and the handsome man pissing on my chest. I jiggled my tits, catching the last few drops on my nipples. My skin danced with excitement. I’d never done anything like this. Never in my life.

“Well,” the guard said, zipping up his fly. “I’d better go investigate the power failure, see if I can get us out of this jam.”

“OK,” I said, because that was the only word that popped into my head.

As he walked away, I watched his sweet ass writhing in those dark uniform pants, and my naked clit pulsed. God, I wanted to ride that man’s face, feel him press me against the wall and fuck me from behind. I wanted everything.

And that aching want gave me a reason to look forward to my daily commute. Rather than sitting in traffic, mired with frustration, I thought about the security guard I might get to see when I arrived. I did see him, almost every day, but he never said anything, never acknowledged me. At first I felt hurt, but after a while I understood it was a one-time thing. Maybe if we find ourselves trapped underground during a power outage it will happen again, but until then he remains the sexy stranger who peed on me.


Happy Birthday Dear Boss

Stephanie, Sheffield

The intention had been to give our boss, Russell, a birthday treat but the day culminated in Chloé and I treating ourselves. It was a balmy May afternoon and Russell had left his office to attend a meeting on the other side of Sheffield. We were the only ones in the building as all the sales reps were out on visits. Chloé locked the main door and I ensured all the windows were shut and the venetian blinds closed.

Recently, Russell had told us that he often visited a local strip club and Chloé had bragged that she and I had better bodies than any stripper. Russell had laughed and said, “That I would love to see. Hell, I’d be thinking it was my birthday if I saw you pair with your tops off.” And that was when Chloé had suggested to me that for Russell’s birthday we sent him topless photographs of ourselves so that he could decide whether we were as good as Sheffield’s strippers or not.

From her bag Chloé withdrew a bottle of red wine and unscrewed the lid. “We’ll have to use plastic drinking glasses from the water dispenser but it won’t affect the taste,” she commented.

“Cheers, and here’s to Russell’s birthday tomorrow,” I said as I raised my full plastic glass to her.

We tidied up the main office, switched off the computers, then sat at our desks and finished the wine. We had drunk quickly and I could tell the alcohol was already having an effect; I was feeling warm and slightly light-headed.

“OK, Stephanie, are you ready?” asked Chloé.

I smiled nervously. “I can’t believe we’re going to do this.”

We stood up and I watched as Chloé unbuttoned her blouse and slowly shrugged it from her shoulders. She was wearing a cerise lacy bra which had a black bow between the cups. She pulled the bra straps down and then gently lifted her breasts from the cups.

“I’ve never done this before,” she giggled, “but I’ve always wanted to.”

She walked over to the photocopier, lifted the lid, and then pressed her breasts against the glass. As she pressed the start button the copier whirred into action, the bright light dazzling as it made its sideways journey.

“They look all nipples and no tits,” she laughed as she surveyed the print which had plopped out into the tray. “I’ll try just resting them on the glass rather than pressing them down.” She knelt down and rested her breasts on the copier and took another photocopy. “Yeah, not bad.” She faced me. “Your turn now.”

Slowly, I pulled off my T-shirt and freed my breasts from my bra. I was glad that we had decided to bring wine to work as my tipsiness gave me the confidence to take the pictures for Russell’s birthday. At the copier I squashed my breasts against the glass and photocopied them. It felt rather naughty using office equipment to create salacious pictures. I then replicated Chloé’s kneeling position for a different angle of my breasts.

“Do you think Russell will know whose boobs are whose?” I asked her as I studied the black and white pictures of my tits.

“Let’s sign the copies so he knows,” she replied.

We scrawled “Happy Birthday Boss” on the pictures and then signed them.

“Get your phone, Stephanie and we’ll go into his office, take some more photos for him,” Chloé said.

I retrieved my mobile phone from my handbag and followed her into Russell’s office. She closed the blind and then stood in front of it. Even with the blind shut the room was still bright. As I watched, she unzipped her skirt and tugged it down over her hips and knees. Kicking it away she stood by the window, resplendent in matching bra and panties, black hold-ups and high-heeled shoes. Her glossy chestnut hair tumbled in soft waves to her shoulders. She ran her tongue over her bright red lips and her almond eyes twinkled a flirtatious allure as, hands on hips, head flung back, Chloé demanded, “Take a photo of me, Steph.”

I held up my phone, put it on camera mode and took a picture of her.

“I think the boss would like lots of photos,” she laughed. She moved to Russell’s desk and took one of his biros and placed it between her lips, seductively pouting around the plastic and half-closing her eyes. I thought she looked incredibly sexy as I photographed her again. She then lay on the desk on her stomach, holding Russell’s telephone to her ear as though on a call. By standing near the window I was able to photograph her full body so it was clear she was draped across the boss’s desk.

“Steph, pretend to be smacking my arse with this ruler.” Chloé giggled and I took a picture of me holding the ruler against her panties. I stared at the plump flesh of her buttocks, hardly hidden by the scanty material of her knickers, and then I brought the ruler down onto the skin. Twice. Hard. Ferociously hard. Immediately her skin tinged pink.

“Stephanie!”

“Oh, Chloé, I’m so sorry, I did it without thinking,” I lied, pretending to be aghast at my actions. But, secretly, I had wanted contact with her body.

She sat up and rubbed her bottom. “Right, I’d better take a photo of you now.” Picking up the ruler she placed it between my breasts. “It will look as though you’re measuring your boobs,” she laughed.

I pushed my breasts together to hold the ruler tight whilst Chloé took a photo.

“Hey, Steph, I’ve always wanted to do this,” she said, grabbing a couple of sheets of paper and placing them in Russell’s stapler. Then she lowered her right buttock and, giggling, pressed the stapler down with her arse cheek. “Here, have a go.”

I positioned myself above the stapler and then pressed down firmly. I heard the satisfying sound of the staple securing the paper. “This is so silly but such good fun,” I commented as I continued to bang staples into the paper with my bottom. When I looked up Chloé was standing in front of me. “I think you should take off your skirt now, Stephanie,” she said simply.

Awkwardly, I unzipped my skirt and wriggled out of it. I felt a bit embarrassed facing Chloé in just my underwear and a pair of black pumps. She leant forward and whispered, “I think we should raise the temperature a bit for the boss, you never know what bonus we might get at Christmas.”

She reached around me and unclipped my bra, pulling it away. Instantly, I lifted my arms to hide my breasts.

“No, silly, you look lovely,” Chloé cooed and nuzzled my hair. She removed her own bra and then pulled me to her so that our breasts pushed against each other. I had never touched another woman and it seemed strange to feel her skin against mine. Involuntarily, I tensed, uncomfortable with this unfamiliar closeness. Chloé swept her hands across my waist and then stepped back from our embrace. “Put your phone on to video,” she said as she slid onto Russell’s leather chair. I held my phone up so that I could video her. She sat with her legs spread wide and then started rubbing the crotch of her panties with her fingers. I tried to hold the phone steady as I stared at Chloé’s heaving breasts and her long legs clad in the titillating hold-ups. But soon my gaze moved and I became transfixed with watching her caress herself through her panties. She slipped a finger underneath the thin material and pushed it aside so now her pussy was exposed for the video; and exposed for me. She ran her fingers across the swollen pussy lips, gently parting them, and I could see that she was becoming wetter as she teased herself. Reaching up to the desk she grabbed Russell’s yellow highlighter pen and, to my amazement, playfully slid it in and out of her juicy, wet cunt. I swallowed nervously. I had never witnessed such a sight before and I was getting aroused. There was a hot, insistent urge between my thighs and I knew my pussy was moistening with excitement.

“Do you think I look hot, Steph?”

A mischievous smiled played on Chloé’s lips and I was uncertain whether it was for the video or for me. I watched as she continued to pleasure herself with the highlighter pen, making her cunt glisten with her flowing juices. And, as I stared, I could feel the familiar throb of my own pussy; the sign that I was turned on and ready for stimulation; the sign that I was ready to be fucked.

Suddenly, Chloé stopped. “Come on, let’s set the phones up,” she said rising from the desk.

She placed her phone on the windowsill so that it was angled to video the top of Russell’s desk and then positioned mine on top of the filing cabinet, opposite the window, in order to do the same. The phones started to video the desk. Standing in front of me Chloé removed her panties so that she was naked apart from her hold-ups and shoes. I wanted to touch her but did not dare. I wanted to trace my fingers down the exquisite curves of her body but did not know how to touch a woman.

Chloé lay down on the desk and beckoned me.

“Stephanie, kiss me.”

I was unsure but Chloé was exciting me so much and, after half a bottle of wine, it seemed a natural thing to do. Hesitantly, I moved forward and leant over her. My blonde hair cascaded down and mingled with her dark tresses. I kissed her forehead several times before moving down to her mouth. And, suddenly, the need to kiss her was immense. I started with short, closed-mouthed kisses but wanted to experience the intimate, luxurious bond that exists when lips touch and mouths open. I found it so erotic and, with quickening heart, I penetrated her mouth with my tongue. Such kissing had never been considered before but here I was, in my boss’s office, kissing my acquiescent female colleague. My tongue had free access to Chloé’s mouth and I kissed her passionately; long and lingeringly, my French kisses expressing the desire that was flooding my body. Then I kissed all the way down her neck, my lips pressed firmly against the smooth, white flesh.

Chloé lightly caressed her breasts and teasingly rolled her nipples between her fingers. I was so excited at this opportunity, the chance to feel a naked woman, the chance to feel Chloé. I knew that I really wanted to touch her; I wanted to be with her sexually.

“I’ve never done anything like this,” I confessed.

Bending across I slipped her eager brown nipple into my mouth, feeling its roughness against the contrasting smooth, silky texture of her breast. I sucked gently on the pert nipple, feeling it harden as my tongue danced delicately on it. She moaned softly and her breathing deepened as my tongue flicked alternately across her rosebud tips. Rapture was visible upon her face as I licked and sucked.

She lay stretched out, her body lithe and taut. With open palms I stroked and explored her slender body; caressing the sensitive skin, relaxing her, encouraging her and giving sensual pleasure. I kissed my way down to her navel, making circular movements across her breasts with my tender fingertips. I loved the feel of her body. I watched the light rising of her ribcage as she breathed, and listened to her murmurings and panting that expressed her craving for me. We were experiencing a mutual sexual attraction from deep within. As I kissed the skin just above her line of dark pubic hair, it quivered in anticipation. I fondled her outer thighs, slipping my fingers inside her hold-ups, and then squeezed her firm buttocks. Gingerly, I moved my right hand between her milky white thighs and trailed my fingers upwards. There was expectation in her eyes; she knew what I was about to do. Contentedly, she sighed as I eased her legs further apart and touched her pussy. As I started to massage lightly she gasped and let out a low, slow moan. I opened her pussy and slid a finger inside. Her eyes were wide with lust and longing as I started to finger-fuck her wet cunt. My own pussy was pulsating with desire as I felt Chloé’s cunt tighten around my finger. I pressed my thumb down onto her clitoris and stroked it quickly. As she moaned aloud I inserted another finger and vigorously fucked her as my thumb kept up a rotating pressure on her clit. Then I placed my other hand on her pussy and with two fingers pushed down on her pubic bone and rubbed swiftly. I shoved my fingers into her hot, tight cunt, pumping rapidly in and out. Perhaps I should have been gentle, but I did not want to be gentle, I wanted to be rough, I wanted to fuck her hard, I wanted to feel my fingers ploughing into her sweet pussy. I was feeling the same rush that I felt when I smacked her with the ruler. My fingers were wet from her juices and it made me feel so wanton and horny, watching Chloé writhing on the desk as I fingerfucked her, knowing my actions would cause the onset of an orgasm. It felt so good, playing with another woman, giving her what her pussy ached for. Chloé’s mouth was open, her breathing laboured, as I forced her further and further. Then, with a roar, she clawed my arms and thrashed with violent force, finally falling back, limp and satiated, panting heavily from the rush of her orgasm.

I felt so pleased, knowing that I had made Chloé come. I drank in the beauty of her body as she calmed herself. I had fulfilled her. I had satisfied her.

“And now I want to return the favour.” She grinned broadly.

We exchanged places and by now I had forgotten that the phones were taking videos of us, capturing every lustful moment for posterity. I lay back on the desk, kicked off my pumps and lifted my hips so that Chloé could remove my damp panties. My pussy was wet from sex-fuelled anticipation. Now, completely naked, I was about to allow Chloé to do with me as she pleased. The thought made me tremble with excitement. My legs were dangling over the end of the desk and I parted them so that she could stand between them.

“You are so sexy, Steph,” she purred.

The desk was pleasantly cool beneath my back on this hot afternoon. In the distance I could hear the rumble of traffic. I looked into Chloé’s eyes and she smiled.

“You fucked me hard, Stephanie, I’m going to do the same to you.”

Butterflies in my stomach fluttered and I was desperate for her to begin. She leant forward and slowly and deliberately began to knead my breasts. I yielded to her touch. I watched as her fingers tweaked my nipples and felt the searing sensation within them, then gasped in pain as she pinched them aggressively with her red-painted nails. Laughing at my discomfort, she kissed my left nipple, sucked it into her mouth and then nibbled it gently. The feel of her warm breath on my body made me shiver with delight. She sucked my nipple, swirling her tongue around it, and then repeated the action with my right one. She sucked and nibbled and pinched and squeezed my breasts, making them delectably sore but, even though it felt heavenly, I was impatient. I wanted her to slide her hands between my legs. I wanted her to play with my pussy. I wanted to know what it was like to be touched intimately by a woman. More than anything, I wanted Chloé to make me come.

She reached up and kissed me roughly. Her left hand entwined itself in my hair, and she clutched a fistful, yanking my head to the side so she could manoeuvre her mouth over mine. I responded willingly. And, as she held my hair and kissed me fervently, her right hand inched along my body. I kissed but my concentration was on her right hand, how it skimmed over my skin, encircled my hip bone, clasped my fleshy thigh and, eventually, filling me with bliss, fondled my pussy. Sexual yearning surged through me and eagerly I tilted my hungry cunt up towards her hand.

“Ooh, naughty, somebody wants this,” Chloé murmured.

“I do. I want it badly,” I panted down her ear as I wrapped my arms firmly around her back, holding her against me.

“Well, I’m going to give it to you. I’m going to fingerfuck you, Stephanie and make you beg for more.”

Chloé ran her fingers along my pussy and I gasped loudly at the feel of her probing fingers as she opened me up. I was so wet that her forefinger slipped inside easily and I rocked back and forth greedily to take it deeply. Still pulling my hair, Chloé moved down and clamped her mouth viciously onto my right breast. As she pounded my pussy with her finger, Chloé forcefully bit and sucked my nipple, devouring me and causing the most delicious, smarting pain. And then it was two fingers that explored my pussy roughly and, finally, three. My mouth was dry, I was panting hard; the pain seared in my breast as Chloé bit and sucked relentlessly, and my cunt was stretched by her fierce fingerfucking. I began moaning and it spurred her further; her fingers flashing in and out of my wet cunt.

Abruptly, she stopped.

“No, no, I want more,” I whimpered.

“Say it louder, Stephanie,” she ordered.

“Fuck me some more.”

Chloé straightened, standing at the end of the desk, then grabbed my legs and pulled them up so that they rested on her shoulders, my bottom lifted from the desk, my hips high, and my open pussy in front of her mouth. Immediately, she plunged her tongue into my hole and I convulsed with sheer pleasure. I was looking up to see my cunt wrapped around Chloé’s mouth. She tongued me, she licked me, she bit me, she took as much of my fiery red cunt into her mouth as she could. Every movement she made sent it into a throbbing frenzy. I was about to scream from her touch. Her fingers digging into my thighs, she held me steady as she mercilessly fucked me with her tongue. Grinding my cunt against her mouth, Chloé ravished it with relish. I felt the rising sensation inside; I was about to orgasm. My muscles tightened . . . and, suddenly, I was bucking and jerking uncontrollably, leaning forward, my head and shoulders rising from the desk, crying out, as Chloé prolonged my climax with her tongue, exhausting me, gratifying me.

It had been fast, it had been hard, it had been wonderful.

“You’re a lovely birthday treat, Steph,” Chloé said as she collected the phones.

I lay for a while on the desk. It was unbelievable what had happened during the last hour. I had just had sex with Chloé. Slowly, I sat up. Chloé came and sat next to me.

“Come on,” she said, “we need to send a birthday message to Russell.”

She held her phone in front of us and we whispered breathlessly into it, “Happy birthday to you, happy birthday to you, happy birthday, dear boss, happy birthday to you.”

Chloé placed the signed photographs of our breasts on Russell’s desk then sent the videos and photographs to his work email address so that they would be waiting for his arrival in the morning.

“That’s a much more thoughtful birthday present for our boss than cream cakes and cufflinks,” she said as we started to dress and, wholeheartedly, I agreed.

The following day when we arrived for work Russell greeted us with the broadest smile imaginable. “I’m having the best birthday ever,” he grinned. Two hours later Chloé and I each received a bouquet of flowers. Written on the cards was: “WOW! P.S. It’s Christmas soon!”

Throughout autumn, Chloé and I teased Russell about what his Christmas present was going to be and hinted that it would be even better than his birthday treat. The week before Christmas we drove him to a countryside hotel where we had booked a room. Once there, Chloé and I presented him with a new video camera and then stripped seductively for him (we had been practising a routine at work in the office when he had been in meetings). Throughout the evening we did all sorts of sexy things for him whilst he filmed all the video footage of us he desired.

The following day at work we received our pay packets and found that Russell had been immensely generous and appreciative of all our hard work during the year!


Mastering The Mistress

Nick, Seattle

When my friend told me about the new professional dominatrix he’d found, I listened to the details more out of good manners than interest. My preference is for dominating women, not submitting to them. But when he bragged about how beautiful she was, I looked up her website out of curiosity – which is how I found out that “Mistress Dominique” was no other than my boss’s ex-wife Alexa.

Alexa was a leggy stunner with long silky red hair and almond-shaped brown eyes. We’d flirted a few times at company events, though she’d always been a little cool to me in that way some beautiful women have. She’d gotten the best of my boss Tony in their divorce settlement eight months ago, and I knew he would just love to find out what she was doing in her spare time these days.

But as I stared at her website, I began to rethink that plan. Why bring Tony into it? Maybe I would play my own game with Alexa – and fulfill an old fantasy at the same time.

I made the appointment under a fake name. “So what are your specific fetishes, George?” her cool polished voice asked.

Just hearing her voice made me squirm. No doubt Alexa knew exactly how to make men crawl. “I really love to be taken by a commanding woman,” I lied. “You know, being bossed around, told what to do.”

Her voice was chilly with contempt. “As your mistress, I will expect complete obedience, George. You will be my pet and my slave.”

“I’m looking forward to it,” I told her.

She had no idea how much!

“Mistress Dominique” worked out of her home, not one of the dungeons I’d heard about in the city. I arrived two evenings later at a posh condominium in a very expensive part of Seattle. Looking around at the massive marble-tiled foyer, I understood why she was working as a dominatrix. She’d obviously already spent most of her divorce settlement on this condo.

I headed up to the fourth floor and took a deep breath as I knocked on her dark green door. It swung open. There Alexa stood in a black corset and spike heels, her long red waves cascading over her slender shoulders. The challenging stare in her dark eyes changed to confusion, then recognition.

“Nick?” she asked incredulously.

I flashed her a cocky smile. “You can call me George.”

She looked stunned as I stepped past her into a luxurious apartment appointed with plush cream sofas, towering potted trees and exotic art. Yes, Alexa definitely had expensive tastes. But rather than study any more of my surroundings, my eyes turned back to her.

My mouth went dry as I took in just how gorgeous she looked in her dominatrix outfit. Firm, voluptuous breasts pushed out of her leather corset, her narrow waist swelling into rounded hips covered only by skimpy panties. Alexa’s body was the consummate hourglass; curvaceous yet toned. Her long legs went on and on, showcased in silky black thigh-highs and stiletto heels. Yes, I could see why any man would crawl for her. However, she would be the one crawling tonight if my plan went as I hoped.

“What are you doing here, Nick?” she asked shakily.

I made myself comfortable on the sofa. “Isn’t it obvious? I’m here for a date.”

Confusion flashed through Alexa’s pretty eyes, and I could see her visible struggle to come up with an explanation. She was afraid I’d tell her ex-husband Tony she was working as a dominatrix; that put her in my power. I gave her a moment to get used to the idea, then patted the sofa cushion beside me.

She forced a smile and sat down next to me, briefly eyeing my crotch. “I had no idea you were submissive, Nick.”

“I’m not. I like dominating women, not submitting to them.”

Her eyebrows lifted. “Then I’m afraid you’re wasting my time,” she replied coolly.

“Am I? We both know that Tony won’t like hearing that you’re working as a high-priced call girl.”

“I’m not a call girl!” she snapped. “I don’t have sex with my clients. I dominate them. They’re not allowed to touch me.”

“Relax, I’m just kidding. I’m not going to tell Tony.”

She frowned. “So what is it you want?”

I grinned wolfishly. “You know I’ve always had a crush on you, Alexa. I used to fantasize about you submitting to me sexually.”

She forced a light laugh. “I don’t do that.”

“You mean you haven’t done it yet. Come on, give it a shot. You can start by showing me those beautiful breasts of yours.”

She didn’t move. I began to repeat my command and she grudgingly said, “Fine, but that’s it.”

Thanks to her corset, Alexa was showing ample cleavage already. But when she lifted out her tits, two stiff pink nipples came into view that made my cock hard in a second. This was really happening. Sexy Alexa was now topless in front of me, displaying those firm round breasts I’d admired so many times.

“Play with your nipples,” I said. “You used to come to all the company events in tiny tops, so I know you enjoy men looking at your breasts.”

A strawberry flush stained her cheeks and I knew I’d scored a hit. She reached up with trembling fingers and began to draw slow circles around those pink nubs. It was all I could do not to grope her incredible breasts myself, but watching her arouse herself was even hotter.

Alexa couldn’t meet my eyes as she fondled her own boobs. She was breathing faster now and I could tell she was getting excited. I’d always suspected she’d been attracted to me, but now I suspected something else about her – that she had secret fantasies of being dominated and told what to do.

I told her to put on some music and give me a striptease. She got up and crossed the room to the stereo, her firm ass rolling nicely in her panties. Truth be told, I was ready to push her down and take her right there. But having snooty Alexa under my command was an erotic dream come true, and I wanted to enjoy it as long as possible.

A sexy song by one of my favorite performers filled the room. Alexa stood in the middle of the carpet with an uncertain expression. My gaze landed on her hard nipples once more and she blushed.

Taking a deep breath, Alexa began to move her hips, getting into the slow but sensual beat of the song. Closing her eyes, she tilted her head back so her soft red hair fell down her back. Her initial stiffness gave way to graceful movement as she abandoned herself to the mood of the song and the obvious excitement of dancing topless for her ex-husband’s co-worker.

Alexa unlaced her corset, lifting her arms and shaking her spectacular tits for my delight. My dick began to pulse as she danced sensuously across the room, her big breasts bouncing along with her languid movements. Turning her back to me, she bent over and slipped her black panties down just for a moment to show off her heart-shaped bottom. Then she turned back with a naughty smile, taunting me as she stroked her silk-covered crotch with two fingers.

Alexa loved showing off her curvy body; that was obvious. I thought back to all the short dresses and low-cut tops I’d seen her wear in the past. She clearly enjoyed being ogled by men and I was sorry now I hadn’t asked her to flash me back then. She probably would have obliged.

At last she stripped down to her panties, thigh-high stockings and heels. Her creamy skin looked as soft and flawless as I’d dreamed.

I beckoned her to me, too horny to wait any longer. Obediently she stood in front of me. I tickled her pussy through her panties, making her gasp. The satin fabric was damp, confirming that she had found it exciting to perform bare-breasted for me.

“Nick, I . . .” Alexa was breathing raggedly. “I’ve never done this before.”

I knew she meant that she had never submitted to anyone in bed before. She didn’t know exactly what I had planned, or if she would enjoy it. I cupped her pussy, rubbing my palm on her clit. Her full lips parted with a sigh of gratitude.

“Don’t worry, Alexa,” I said quietly. “Just do as I say and everything will be fine.”

With that, I slid the panties down her supple thighs and exposed her pussy. She was waxed smooth, her delicate pink folds peeking at me through a glimmer of moisture. Blushing deeply, Alexa stepped out of her underwear and spread her heels slightly, allowing me a better look at her feminine core.

She was entirely nude now except for the black thigh-highs and stilettos. I had fantasized about fucking her many times but the reality was even more impressive than I’d dared to hope. I looked up into her dark eyes, which were glazed with a dreamy expression.

I fondled her puss once more, making her squirm and giggle. Then I parted her cunt lips and slid two fingers inside her snug little slit.

“You’re soaking wet,” I teased her. “How long have you been an exhibitionist?”

“I’m not,” she murmured.

“Just admit it, Alexa.” I began working my fingers in and out of her warm tightness, occasionally brushing my thumb over her clit. She eagerly spread her legs even wider. “You love to show off your body.”

“I’m only doing this because you’re making me!” she protested.

I shook my head. My fingers were slick with her juices and her entire body was trembling with excitement. “You shouldn’t have lied, Alexa. Now I’ll have to punish you.” In one swift movement, I had her across my lap, her firm bottom in the air. Her high heels kicked wildly.

“Nick,” she gasped. “Please. This is so degrading.”

I slapped her left cheek lightly, watching the flesh quiver. I never spank women hard because hurting them isn’t my goal; embarrassing and arousing them is. It’s especially fun to spank conceited beauty queens like Alexa, who usually know just how to manipulate men with their sex appeal. Over and over I spanked her perky behind, as she wiggled and squeaked on my lap. When I parted her thighs, I wasn’t surprised to see a new sheen of nectar emerging from her delicate opening.

I slid my fingers back inside her. She moaned breathlessly as I began to spank and finger her cunt at the same time. Soon she was bucking wildly in my lap, her soft cries filling the apartment. “Please fuck me,” she begged, rubbing her clit against my jeans. “Please, I can’t take it anymore!”

I laughed and withdrew my fingers from her snug cleft. She scowled with disappointment.

I moved her from my lap to the couch, then headed for the tray of props I’d seen when I arrived. She had quite a kinky line-up for her clients: blindfolds, riding crops, handcuffs and more. I picked up a matching black leather leash and collar and smiled. This was going to be good. I tossed the leash across the room. “Fetch,” I ordered her. “Retrieve it on all fours, pick it up in your mouth and bring it to me.”

Alexa’s face was scarlet with humiliation as she crawled like a dog through her own condo. She obediently clasped the leash between her teeth and crawled back to me. My cock twitched from the amazing sight of a beautiful nude woman approaching me on all fours.

I fastened the collar around her slender neck, then clipped the leash to it and strolled through the condo, Alexa following at my side like my well-trained pet as we headed into her bedroom. Here the hardwood floors gave way to thick cream carpeting, which I’m sure was more comfortable on her knees. The enormous four-poster bed in the center of the room faced mirrored closet doors and a huge flat-screen TV.

“Get on the bed, but stay on all fours,” I commanded.

She obeyed, facing away from me as if offering me the gift of her wet pink slit. My cock was throbbing with the desire to drive right into her pussy, but I held off. I wasn’t done playing with her yet. I opened the drawer of the mahogany nightstand next to the bed. Like most women, Alexa kept her vibrators here. I selected a pink one made out of a softer texture, turned it on, and guided it into her pretty puss.

She groaned softly. I gently eased it all the way in, then slowly pulled it out. Alexa impatiently wiggled her bottom. “Please,” she begged.

“Please what?” I drove the vibrator into her creamy slit again, inch by inch.

“I’m so horny, Nick! Please let me come.”

Instead I teased her for a good ten minutes, driving her puss crazy with the toy until she was on the verge of exploding. Alexa’s face was buried in the mattress, her long legs splayed open and her ass bouncing in time with my thrusts. Over and over she begged me for relief.

“Nick, you’re making me crazy!” she cried. All of her icy exterior and aloof manner was gone now as she urgently thrust her pussy at me. “Please, I’ll do anything.”

She reached between her legs to touch her swollen clit. I quickly pushed her hand away and unzipped my jeans. “Then suck my cock. You don’t get to come until I’m satisfied.” I took out my hard rod and slapped it against my hand. “Suck me,” I commanded.

Alexa crawled to the edge of the bed, still on all fours. Her gorgeous face was flushed and damp, and her pretty tits dangled fetchingly before my eyes.

“Do a good job,” I warned her, “or no orgasm for you.”

Alexa opened her mouth and sucked in my cock as if it was a cigar she was inhaling. Watching my shaft disappear between her full lips was exciting enough, but the incredible sensation of her tongue on my prick felt even better. Alexa sucked and licked and teased my cock as if her life hung in the balance. My nerves came alive with fire as she alternated between tight, rhythmic sucking on my crown and showing me her impressive deep-throating skills. It was easily one of the best blowjobs of my life and watching her head bob made my balls ache with the desire to come. Watching our reflections in the mirrored closet doors was even hotter.

I reached beneath her and fondled her breasts, stoking that inner lust that was driving her to blow my mind. Her dark eyes looked up to check if I was satisfied. Oh, I was satisfied. My fingertips circled her nipples the same way she had pleasured herself earlier. She groaned around my shaft, the hum reverberating through my nerves.

I glanced again at our reflections in the mirrored doors. Watching her give me head from that angle was especially hot and it gave me an idea.

I pulled my cock from her mouth, grimacing as the cool air of her bedroom hit my wet dick. Alexa looked up in confusion, her long red hair tumbling wildly around her face.

“Time for the real show,” I told her. “Face the other way but stay on all fours.”

She turned around so that her creamy ass cheeks, still pink from her spanking, tempted me once more. I tweaked her clit, which was hard as a button, then ran a fingertip over her swollen cunt lips. Her entire pussy gleamed invitingly with her juices and my prick ached to be enveloped in her tight warmth.

But first I removed her stiletto heels, then peeled off her black thigh-high stockings. I’ve always been a leg man, and the moment of removing a silk stocking from a smooth female leg is one of life’s most erotic pleasures. Alexa’s thigh-highs were the last garment left to her and as her legs were stripped bare, she dropped her head as if humbled without her dominatrix costume.

I stretched out one of the stockings, then got on the bed and told her to open her mouth. Her eyes filled with astonishment as I put the stocking between her teeth like a bit. “Don’t drop it,” I warned her. Assuming my position at the end of the bed, I kept each end of the stocking in my hands like the reins of a horse.

At last it was time. I drove my cock deep inside her, groaning as her slick heat wrapped around me. Alexa’s cries filled the bedroom as I skewered her, soft little pleas muffled by silk. Her cunt was so tight that she had almost a stranglehold on my prick, but I humped her with abandon, too far gone to tease her as I had with the vibrator. A red-hot euphoria spread through me as I buried my full length inside her creamy warmth. Alexa’s pussy was as spectacular as the rest of her body and the friction of my cock spearing in and out of her filled my balls with fireworks.

Alexa reached between her legs to play with her clit, tossing her red hair around and groaning through her gag. I slapped her bottom and pulled on the makeshift reins as I rode her, enjoying how submissive and sexy she looked in the mirror. Her hips drove back to meet my cock with every thrust until we were fucking in a rapid and seamless rhythm. I began to spank her again, each smack of my hand eliciting a squeal of delight.

“You naughty slut,” I told her. “Look at you, offering up your pussy to anyone who walks in.”

She gasped through the stocking again and her pussy clamped around my prick. Apparently Alexa loved being told what a dirty girl she was, so I began telling her all the wicked things I was going to do to her next time, like force her to show her pussy to strangers or fuck her while she was tied to a chair. Alexa moaned at every statement, her pussy walls quivering and throbbing around my cock.

As I looked in the mirror again, I knew I couldn’t hold back much longer. There was the woman of my dirtiest fantasies, naked on all fours, with her beautiful tits jiggling beneath her. As my cock began to spasm, I pulled out and roughly pushed her onto her back. A savage rush of pleasure shot through me and I ejaculated all over her pretty face, Alexa furiously fingering herself to orgasm beneath me.

I sat back, heart pounding, as I caught my breath. Of all the times I had fantasized about my boss’s wife, I had never imagined her quite like this, nude with her beautiful hair disheveled and her face glazed with my come. She was still caressing her pussy with a blissful smile.

She looked up at me. “So? Are you satisfied?”

“More than satisfied. You’re a fantastic submissive.”

Alexa didn’t try to deny it. Instead she smiled and asked me how I’d gotten so good at domination. Seeing an opportunity, I told her that I’d teach her how to dominate her clients in return for becoming my regular submissive. And that was how I turned my boss’s ex-wife into the sexual slave of my dreams.


A Special Favour

Lindsey, Oxford

I got my first proper job within a month of graduating from uni, which, I’m happy to acknowledge, made me pretty damn lucky in the financial climate of the times. Plenty of my friends were still moping around their parents’ living rooms, taking up space and living on a steady diet of daytime television and Indian takeaways, so I did feel lucky to be employed, in a new city, on a living wage. That didn’t make my job any more exciting – it’s not exactly every little girl’s dream to be a sales rep for a medium-sized academic publishing company, especially after spending four years doing Classics at Oxford. But the people were nice, lots of them not much older than me, and the boss was nice. Good Christ, the boss was nice.

Well. “Nice” used to mean “polite”, apparently, in the days of Austen. Correct. Proper. Paul had manners, lovely manners, but there was nothing proper about him. It didn’t take me long to work it out. He’d been throwing me grins every time he passed me from the moment I started, so I knew he liked me, and there was something about him that made the smiles seem charming, even when you suspected there was some intent behind them. He was all legs, Paul was, boyish figure, face that looked too young for his slightly greying dark hair. Sandra, who sat next to me, once leaned over and muttered that he must have been a stunner in his youth. Privately I thought I couldn’t imagine him ever being as sexy as a young man as he was now, the way his brow pulled together thoughtfully when you told him something and the way he called you “love” when he was explaining things, not patronizingly, but kindly. Like your best friend’s hot dad. He had a Sheffield accent with the edges knocked off, and every time he leaned over my shoulder, close enough that I could smell the spice of his cologne and feel the warmth of his body through his shirt, I felt like I was going to melt into my chair. He only had to smile at me when he straightened up, after five minutes of leaning over me like that, and I’d feel myself getting wet between the legs, this hot rush out of nowhere.

He never did anything. For two months, nothing, just the smiles, and I started to think maybe it’d be nice if he was a bit more sleazy, even though I would never have fancied him so much if he had been. I thought of doing mad things, like unbuttoning my blouse far enough that my bra was visible, or stupid things you only see in porn, like dropping my pencil and ostentatiously picking it up. But in the end, I didn’t, because I was twenty-two and had always been that clever girl at the back of the class who never made the first move. I told myself sternly, after this had gone on for a while, that this was a crush and that I would get over it, and I thought that was the end of it.

Then he called me into his office. It must have been October, a bit chilly. I was wearing a skirt, cut demurely just above the knee, and stockings under it. He looked up at me when I came in, smiled, said, “Ah, there you are, Lindsey. Sit down, love.”

The love made me weak in the knees. The feminist in me quailed. I blamed the accent because it made me feel better. Always a sucker for an older man with a northern accent.

We talked about sales, how I was doing well, all that stuff. I barely remember it. I was too busy nodding and smiling and trying not to let him see how intently I was watching his face, his beautiful long-fingered hands as they fidgeted with his papers, his long legs under the desk. So when, at the end of the consult, he said, in a perfectly normal voice, “All right, that’s all for now. Knickers, please, love,” I was convinced I’d misheard.

I stood up. He hadn’t asked me to; I distinctly remember that I had to get out of my chair because the mere thought of that word in his mouth, even though I was sure I’d imagined it, made me want to squeeze my thighs together in a way that would have given me away immediately. “What?”

He just looked at me, same friendly, open face, still your mate’s sexy dad, unthreatening, and held out his hand. Left hand, I remember he was left-handed, because for some reason I liked that. It made me wonder if anything might feel different with a left-handed bloke doing it to you, if it would spark different nerves if someone fucked you with their fingers from an angle that was slightly unfamiliar.

“Knickers,” Paul said again, in the same perfectly modulated tone of voice.

To this day, I can’t believe I just did it. Didn’t ask again, nothing; wasn’t even offended at the suggestion. There was something about him, some weird magnetism, the way he behaved as if all of this was perfectly ordinary, that made me think it was too. I was grateful it was a stockings day and not a tights one as I reached up under my skirt and worked my knickers down, but that was literally the first thought in my head as I lifted my foot to unhook them from the heel of my shoe. Afterwards, I stood there looking at him, knickers balled up in one hand, and he just smiled at me, not one flicker disturbing his calm.

“Put them on the desk, please.”

I did as he said. By this time I was slick, that weird aching feeling throbbing between my legs like when you just want something in you right now. I didn’t know if that was inappropriate or not. He was acting so much as if this was all just in a day’s work.

Then he said, “All right, Lindsey. You can go now, if you like.” A pause. “Or, if you’re interested in taking it on, I’ve got another task for you. But that’s up to you. It would be quite voluntary.”

My breath caught. I knew what that offer was, even little innocent me, if I could still be called innocent with my visibly damp knickers spread out on my boss’s desk. That was him saying, if you want to go, that’s fine, but if you want to stay . . .

God, I wanted to stay. All those months of hearing his low voice in my ear, feeling his hair almost brush my face; I’d never wanted anything so much in my life. I nodded hesitantly, very aware of how sensitive my skin felt all of a sudden, so that even the brush of my own hair against it as I moved my head made it prickle. “I’ll do it.”

“Good,” he said and, for just a second, I thought I heard a little bit of relief creeping into his voice. “Hoped you would. All right – take a seat over there for me, will you?”

There was only one other chair in the room, and it was the one I’d been sitting in before, opposite his desk. So I went back over and sat down, feeling suddenly very naked without my underwear, but it was good naked. It made me wonder what it would be like to be naked like this outside with nobody knowing; the silky inside of my skirt rubbing against my backside and my cunt all hot and swollen, while everyone else just went about their business. Then he said, in that same smooth tone, “Spread your knees, love. Far as they’ll go, please.”

I was on autopilot. I could feel myself clench hard, muscles spasming of their own accord, as I opened my legs, the skirt riding up my thighs. The chair was one of those wide old armchairs they have in posh offices and by the time I’d spread my legs as wide as they’d go, there was nothing left to his imagination, I knew that. I was soaked, clit throbbing, and he could see it all. The thought alone made me bite my lip on a whimper, back arching slightly as my hips canted up.

“Good girl,” he said. That was the point at which I really should have objected, but I was in some kind of trance. He’d put a spell on me. I could see the line of his eyes, trained directly on me, and he was holding my knickers now in both hands, twisting them slightly. That was the only sign he was agitated at all. “All right. Now, I want you to touch yourself for me, please.”

I didn’t even hesitate. I was so ready, and I was too young to understand much about my own preferences then; I didn’t understand why I wanted this so much. But he was watching me, waiting, and I didn’t want to disappoint him and, moreover, the idea of getting myself off for him was suddenly the most appealing thing I’d ever heard. I was so wet that when I got my hand down there, it just slipped around my clit at first, and I heard his breath catch slightly as I moaned frustratedly, finally.

“That’s it,” he said.

I didn’t usually go for the penetration when I was on my own, but for some reason that was all I wanted. I could feel myself all hollowed out and wanting, this empty feeling that seemed to go right into the core of me. When I’d thought about this, I’d always thought of him fucking me, filling me up that way, but somehow the idea of fucking myself for him, of pleasing him like this, was just as satisfying. I slid my hand down, pressing my whole palm against myself just for the pressure, just for a moment, so I could grind up against it. After that, it was only natural to push two fingers into myself, middle and ring finger sliding easily into my wetness as a knife into hot butter, and when I moaned, feeling my cunt flutter around my fingers, he moaned too.

“Good,” he said, voice lower now, slightly hoarse, and I could see his fingers clenching and unclenching reflexively in the balled-up damp cloth of my knickers, caught between his two hands. He had leaned forward slightly, his elbows on the desk and his gaze fixed intently upon me. “Rub your clit with your thumb for me, please.”

Christ, I think I almost sobbed at that. I must have moaned, hips bucking up into the cradle of my hand as I worked my two fingers inside myself, crooking up against my inner walls, pulling out just far enough that my whole body jolted with the pleasure of being filled again when I shoved slickly back in. This time, as I withdrew, I brought my index finger alongside the other two and pressed back in with three, the stretch making me shudder. My toes were curling in my neat office shoes, my head tipped back and my eyes closed, and when I rubbed my thumb hesitantly across the swollen nub of my clit, it was almost immediately too much.

“Oh—” I had the presence of mind, somehow, to lift my free hand to my mouth, biting hard on the palm as my lower body trembled with effort. I could no longer look at Paul, but I was still viscerally conscious of his eyes on me like a caress, every brush of my thumb over my clit flashing through me like an electric shock under his inspection. My cunt was fluttering palpably now, gripping tight to my fingers as the motions of my thumb got faster, and I could feel every nerve in my body lighting up, this massive push of sensation, of pressure, all arrowing down to that place between my legs where I was spread open.

“Good girl,” Paul said again, softly. His voice was thin, by this point, breathy, but the weight of his approval was the final push and, God, I’d never come before the way I came at that moment. My hips lifted up off the chair, my back arched. I made an unearthly sound that would have rung in that little office if it hadn’t been stoppered by my hand, and I heard him groan softly under his breath as my muscles clamped down around my fingers, pleasure rippling out of me in waves that made me feel as if the top of my head was coming off. It seemed to go on for minutes. By the time I collapsed, panting, one sticky wet hand still buried in my cunt and my legs weak and spread akimbo, I felt as if I’d been eviscerated – and enjoyed it immeasurably more than should have been possible.

He left me alone for possibly three minutes. I know that, by the end of the silence, the edges of anxiety were just beginning to prod at the corners of my mind as the orgasmic fog died away. I looked up at him.

His eyes were green in that moment, a hot dark green around the blown black of his pupils. Usually, they looked a fairly nondescript pale brown, but I remember remarking to myself that they must have been true hazel, right before it occurred to me that, God, he was so turned on. Wildly turned on, stock-still in his chair like an animal biding its time to attack, and all the poor abused muscles in my abdomen twitched again at that thought.

Then he said, “Come over here, please, love.”

I went. I wouldn’t have refused him at that point for anything; I wanted to know, had to know, what he was going to do next. His eyes, his posture, were mesmeric. Everything about him was. I went towards the desk without question, and when he placed his hands on my legs, slid them slowly up the outsides of my thighs, we both shivered.

“Take a seat, Lindsey,” he said. His voice was still almost calm, striving for that even, professional tone, but I could hear the struggle in it now. He lifted me up onto the edge of his desk, facing him, and then his hands slid around from the outsides of my thighs to the insides and I was shuddering all over again.

“Paul,” I said. It was the first time I’d spoken his name this whole meeting, and it was an odd feeling to realize that. Liberating, in a strange way, because when he didn’t object, it suddenly felt as if I could do anything. My hand came to rest gently on the back of his head, in his soft salt-and-pepper hair, and then he groaned softly and spread my thighs again with his palms and I clutched at him instinctively.

I was right on the edge of his desk, spread open, still pink and slick from before, still swollen. When he started to lean in, I could feel my body tensing in strange, interesting ways, and when he pressed his cheek to my inner thigh, above the stocking top, I couldn’t help but tug at his hair.

“That’s my girl,” he said softly. It was the tone a man would use to commend his daughter, and that thought shouldn’t have made me bite my lip and cant my hips the way it did, but there was obviously something gone wrong in my workings when I was around Paul; he set me all wrong, like a magnetized watch. I could feel his hot breath on me, then the soft brush of his lips to my inner thigh, and then I couldn’t keep my eyes open any longer.

After I’d finished coming the first time, I’d felt as if I’d never be able to come again. But the moment his mouth touched me – one long, knowing stroke of the flat of his tongue all up my slit, from cunt to pubis – I was there again, strung out and helpless. He moaned, the vibrations of it rippling through me. Some blokes, when they do this, it’s like an obligation, but with Paul, I felt as if I was doing him a favour. I could feel in the way he pressed his face right up against me how much he loved this, the way he opened his mouth wide over me, suckling at my clit, then sliding down to lap at me where I was wet. He nosed along my slit, licking me deftly, hard and slow at first and then gentler, more direct, and I felt crazed, thighs jerking in his grip and teeth digging so hard into my lower lip, I thought there’d be indentations there later. It was as if I was floating somewhere outside of myself, the pleasure of it too much. Then he slid his mouth up again, suckled hard on my clit, and one hand shifted from my thigh to the hot place between my legs, two fingers pushing easily inside of me.

That was it. I almost screamed. I certainly clamped my thighs closed around his head, shuddering, fingers digging into the edge of the desk as I came and came and came. There must have been endless amounts of slick, but he just moaned through it, went on lapping at me until I had to push him away because the sensation was too much. I shoved at his head helplessly and when he lifted his face, it was slick, his eyes still wide and black. He withdrew his hand carefully and, as I watched, put the two fingers, glistening with my wetness, gently into his mouth. When he let them drop again, they were clean. I whimpered.

“All right,” he said, his voice very soft, “you can go now.”

I looked at him blankly for a moment. I was out of it; I felt drugged, but even still, I could see the bulge in his trousers, thick and obvious at his crotch. I glanced at it, then back to his face. “Are you—”

“I said,” he cut over me, “you can go.” He stood up from his chair and crossed the room to the window. For a second all I could do was stare at him. Had I done something wrong . . . ?

Then he turned back to me, and he was smiling. “Good work, by the way. Oh, and please leave the knickers. I’ll need them for my report. I daresay you can cope without them.”

I never wore knickers to that office again.


Tied Up And Bent Over

Helen, Plymouth

I’m a forty-two-year-old woman. I have a nice husband, Gregg, a son and a part-time job in a library.

A few years ago I hit a stale patch in my marriage. We’d been married for ages and I was feeling the “seven year itch”. Don’t get me wrong, I love Gregg, but our lovemaking always seemed to be very routine. Gregg’s always been a gentle, considerate lover, but I just wished for something a bit more . . . exciting.

On our seventh anniversary, Gregg arranged for us to stay overnight at a really gorgeous hotel in Portsmouth. He’d booked tickets for a night at the theatre, followed by dinner at an exclusive restaurant. Normally, Gregg is a fish ’n’ chips kind of guy, so I knew he was really trying to make our anniversary special.

I bought a new outfit for the occasion – a silky blue cocktail dress with a fitted bodice and flared skirt, and heels to match. When he saw it, he just smiled, and I could tell he liked it by the way his gaze stroked down over my breasts and my long legs to the six-inch patent glossy heels.

As we arrived for dinner and sat down, for once without a babysitter’s curfew, I looked at him and suddenly realized anew why I’d married him. He really is a gorgeous man, with thick black hair and laughing blue eyes, and he’s witty and funny and good company.

Over the meal, Gregg seemed different to normal, a bit keyed up. I thought he might be building up to giving me a gift; he sometimes worries that he might choose the wrong thing. But no gift appeared and after a while he seemed to relax.

We had wine with our meal, and then afterwards he ordered champagne to toast our anniversary, so by the time we went back to the hotel, I was feeling very mellow and more than a little horny. As we got in the taxi, I slid my hand up his trouser leg, but he just lifted it up and kissed it.

When we got to our room, he pulled me into a hug and stroked my hair. I was expecting a kiss at the very least, but instead he seemed to be thinking about something.

Finally, he stepped back, and held my arms in his hands.

“This is our anniversary. I want to give you an anniversary experience you’ll never forget,” he said firmly.

I looked at him, confused.

“I want you to go over to the bedside chair, and bend over the arm.”

What the . . . ! I just stared at him, couldn’t believe he’d just said it. At the same time, I felt so instantly turned on I could feel the dampness in my panties.

Looking into his eyes, I could see just a hint of challenge. Gathering my courage, I walked slowly over to the chair. I looked at him apprehensively.

He nodded. “That’s it. Go on. Bend over the arm. Right over.”

I bent over in disbelief, feeling ridiculous, hearing the soft leather creak. I settled so that my face lay on the seat cushion, my arms by my head and my arse in the air.

“Good girl.”

I heard rather than saw him approach, and then felt him raise my skirt right up over my bottom to my waist. My breathing quickened as he took hold of my legs and pushed them wide apart. The high heels thrust my bottom high.

Embarrassed, I could only imagine what a sight I must look and, feeling exposed, I went to stand up. Quicker than I had ever imagined, his hand clamped on the back of my neck, holding my head down. I cried out in astonishment.

“Did I tell you you could get up?”

“No”.

“No, Sir.”

“What? I—”

Suddenly, his other hand came down with a resounding thwack onto my left buttock. I cried out, rearing up, but his other hand held me down easily.

I gasped, breathing hard. My buttock stung and burned, before mellowing into a warm glow.

“Now, then,” he said softly, stroking my hot bottom. “Will you accept my gift? Will you play?”

I groaned, my thoughts in disarray. I was unbelievably turned on by this new, masterful Gregg. Even though I felt embarrassed, and – to be honest – a bit apprehensive, I was also more excited than I had ever been in my life. His hand on my neck and the slap on the bottom had shown me a whole different side to him, and I was loving what I was seeing – and feeling.

What the hell. I was his wife, and we could play. I trusted him. There was nothing to lose.

Taking a deep breath, I murmured, “I will.”

He nodded, decisively. “You will . . .”

I breathed. “I will, Sir.”

He moved behind me, the width of his legs stretching mine open. I wondered if he was going to fuck me, just like that. I was hot, ready and waiting. But instead, he said, “I want to tie up your wrists.”

The request shocked me. I’d never been tied up before, and the thought of it made me feel acutely vulnerable and distinctly nervous.

“Y . . . Yes. Sir.”

“Put your hands behind your back.”

With difficulty I put my hands behind me, leaving my head pressed firmly against the leather.

I heard the rustle of cloth and then felt a slither of something silky against my wrists – his tie. And then they were bound firmly together and I was helpless with my arse in the air, my dress round my ears and my hands behind my back.

He stepped away to admire his handiwork.

“Nice,” he said appreciatively. “Stay there and don’t move.”

With that he walked into the bathroom, leaving me there, exposed and alone. I could hear the sound of water running – was he taking a shower whilst I was stuck here, like this?

I felt unbelievably naughty, wanton, lying helplessly at his pleasure, open and obedient to his will. I’d never suspected this dominant side of him, or this submissive side of me, but it was turning me on explosively. I squirmed, feeling my wetness, wanting to close my legs, rub against the warm leather of the chair, anything to give me some relief from the fizzing ache that was driving me crazy.

The water stopped. My ears strained to hear him, but all was quiet. How could he leave me here, like this? Didn’t he know I was desperate?

I kept my legs open with difficulty, but couldn’t help trying a few wriggling movements to ease the tension. They didn’t help – the leather was just too soft and cushioned and I couldn’t get any pressure, any friction.

What seemed like ages later, I heard his footsteps. “I thought I told you not to move,” he said sternly.

“I didn’t!”

His hand slapped down on my bottom. I yelped. What was that for? Oh, shit. “I didn’t, Sir.”

“Wrong.” His voice was low and menacing. “I saw you trying to rub yourself against the arm of the chair.”

He’d been watching, all the time I’d been there? Damn!

“I—”

“Did you, or did you not, try to rub your pussy against the side of the chair?”

“I . . . I did, Sir. I’m sorry.”

My bottom flinched as I waited for the next blow, but instead he said, “You will be. Now, I want you to lift your head up and open your mouth wide.”

Sagging with relief that I wasn’t going to be smacked again, I lifted my head up with difficulty as far as my neck would allow.

Slowly, he prowled around the chair until he was in front of me. He grasped a handful of my hair and held my head back firmly.

“Open your mouth.”

I did so, and he gently inserted what felt like a rubber ball.

“OK, you can relax your mouth,” he said, and then as I let my jaw slacken he took hold of ties fastened to the ball and tied them round the back of my head.

My mouth was full of ball, and I couldn’t close it properly, though it wasn’t stretched widely enough to be uncomfortable.

“All right, sweetheart?”

I went to say yes, and suddenly realized I couldn’t speak. I stared at him helplessly. He grinned. “Nod if that’s a yes,” he said. I nodded slowly.

“It’s called a ball gag,” he went on conversationally. “You look really hot with it in. Wait there.”

Wait there? Where the hell did he think I was going to go, trussed up like this? He disappeared from view and I heard rustling.

An overwhelming sense of helplessness washed over me as I realized that I couldn’t move my hands, or even speak. I clamped down a flutter of anxiety. Gregg was my husband. I trusted him. Really.

To my relief, he appeared back in front of me. “I want you to see how hot you look,” he said softly. And he held up a hand mirror that he must have brought with him.

The ball was soft pink rubber and I could see it protruding obscenely from my helpless mouth. Leather ties crossed each cheek and circled my head. I couldn’t help the lightning bolt of arousal that the intimidatingly sexy sight caused. I groaned.

He laughed, and putting the mirror down, moved behind me.

“Now then, what have we got here?”

His hand stroked across my backside and I jumped. And then suddenly his hands parted my buttocks and, without warning, he bent down and I felt his tongue slide down the crack of my arse until it reached my rosebud. I flinched away. No one had ever touched me there before, and to feel a tongue there gave me a squirmy, hot sort of feeling.

Quick as a flash, his hand slapped down hard on my arse. “Keep still!” he ordered.

His big firm hands pulled me back and his tongue was against me again. This time it swirled around, flicking and licking and then, suddenly, it was burrowing in me. My head shot up and I cried out – a muffled groan – as I fought to get away.

There was no chance. His hands clamped around my hips as his tongue invaded my arse, lapping and writhing. Embarrassed and helpless, I was forced to accept his salute. My muscles tensed as if to repel him, and I could feel them trembling with the strain of holding tight.

Sensation piled on sensation as his warm, wet tongue danced forbidden circles around me. Finally, I could hold out no longer, and my arse relaxed, giving him full access. As he slithered inside, I felt a rush of moist heat, and suddenly I could smell, as well as feel, my arousal. Heat stormed through me, and my modesty was abandoned as electricity ricocheted from my arse to my pussy and back.

My back arched as I groaned, my pussy desperate for the same stimulation my arse was enjoying. Briefly, I heard him laugh tauntingly, then a finger slid into my dripping pussy before withdrawing to swirl lightly around my clitoris. Bucking, my hips thrust against his elusive hand, desperately seeking friction, but instead he slid his slippery finger up my crack and into my arse.

I screamed – or tried to, though the gag turned it into a muffled moan, as his finger slid smoothly back and forth. A sensation of fullness, of being stretched, churned through me; I thrust my hips lewdly, wanting more, more! At the same time, the probing pressure sent throbbing shafts of sensation through my pussy as it begged to be filled.

Suddenly, his finger was withdrawn, and he yanked the tie from my wrists as he flipped me over onto my back. Arched over the arm of the chair, my head was thrown back into the seat and my hips were raised over the arm, my legs dangling down.

“Open your legs,” he said harshly.

Feeling exposed, I slowly opened them.

“More,” he snapped, slapping his hand down hard and flat on my pussy.

The meaty impact went straight through me in an arc of pure pleasure, and even as I slobbered and yelled behind the gag, I flung my legs open as wide as I could.

“Right, pretty girl, what are we going to do now?” he said tauntingly, and then he looked away and I heard what sounded like a bag unzip.

Turning back to me, he dropped to his knees to face my throbbing pussy. For a moment, I thought he was going to lick me, and involuntarily I groaned, thrusting my hips towards his face, yearning for relief.

“Not yet, Little Miss Impatient,” he murmured, and reached up to tweak a nipple, hard. A current of pleasure-pain shot through me, and I writhed.

“Settle down, now,” he said firmly, and then suddenly I felt his fingers on my pussy, covered in slippery lube. Despite my involuntary clenching, they slid down and into my arse easily, and lingered for a moment, massaging me inside. My stomach clenched as unfamiliar spasms of pleasure rolled through me. And then the fingers were removed, and he reached into his bag to pull out – a giant vibrator.

I’d never seen anything like it. Black, veined, shaped like a huge cock, it had leather harness straps and silver metal studs. My eyes widened. What the hell was he going to do with that? Surely, he wouldn’t—

Urgently, I tried to communicate, but the gag muffled the helpless cries, and Gregg just smiled and ruffled my hair.

Arching my back, I tried to wriggle off the chair, but he caught my hips with ease and pulled me back into position.

“Oh, no you don’t,” he said firmly. “Tonight you’re going to get what’s coming to you, and you’re going to like it. Now, bend your knees so they’re up against your chest.”

I stared at him, wide-eyed, then slowly raised my legs to my chest. Instinctively, I started to close them, but he shook his head. “Legs wide open,” he instructed.

I brought them up to my chest, leaving my pussy exposed to his gaze.

“Now, with your left hand, take hold of your left ankle.”

With difficulty, I did as he said, and watched as he took a tie and fastened my wrist to my ankle.

“Now the other.”

Obediently, I did as he said, my mind racing. Once he’d tied me, I was wide open and he had the vibrator from hell by his side!

My pussy flooded with excited heat, even as my mind freaked.

“Now then,” he said softly, once I was bound, “this will be better for you if you relax.”

Relax! How did he expect me to relax, knowing he was going to put that monster up my arse?

He picked up the giant black dildo, and covered it with lube. “OK, baby, let’s find a home for this little thing.”

Slowly, he nudged it against my rosebud. I panicked and shook my head wildly, and he stopped.

“We can do this the easy way or the hard way, but either way you’re going to take it,” he said sternly. “What’s it to be? Are you going to be a good girl?”

This was what you got if you were being a good girl? What the hell would you get for being a bad one? A spasm of forbidden excitement cramped my stomach.

Slowly, I nodded.

“No more of your nonsense,” he snapped, and pressed the huge rubber beast against me. Involuntarily, my arse contracted, but there was so much lube that resistance was futile, and it slid in without friction. I gasped as I felt the width of it – it wasn’t going to fit! It was too big! Too wide! Arching, I groaned.

He must have guessed how I felt, because he said chidingly, “Silly girl. You’ll take it, you’ll see.”

My breath came in rasping groans as he continued to steadily, relentlessly press the giant cock into me. I felt myself stretched to impossible length and width, as if my whole body was going to burst. My eyes panicked but still he smiled into them and carried on pressing, pressing.

Just when I thought I could bear no more, he stopped and said softly, “There, I told you you could take it,” and he reached round for the leather harness, fastening it tightly around my groin and waist. It felt as if the monster was clamped rigidly inside me, and I shifted uneasily at the unfamiliar feel of leather rubbing between my legs.

Helplessly I lay bound over the arm of the chair, frightened to move an inch in case the giant inside me moved. Then, suddenly, he scooped me up and carried me in his arms to the bed. I gave a muffled squeal as I felt the pressure inside me increase as my body bent, the sensation both scary and intensely exciting.

Gently, he laid me on my back on the bed, with my wrists still tied to my ankles, pussy exposed to the cool air.

“If you could see how you look, trussed up like that, open to me,” he muttered. “You’re so hot. Amazing.”

Gently, he unfastened the gag and took it out of my mouth.

“Shh,” he said softly as I went to speak. “Not a word. I just want to hear you when you come.”

I felt myself melt beneath the heat of his gaze, and stared into his eyes as he knelt on the bed between my legs. Was he going to lick me, like this? With that in me? The thought was electrifying.

Even as I considered it, he slowly unzipped his trousers, pulling out his fully engorged, throbbing cock. Gregg is not a small man, and a sudden alarming thought made me tremble.

“No!” I cried out in alarm as he moved towards me. A hard look crossed his face.

“No?” he said threateningly.

I backtracked, fast. “I mean, no, Sir. Sir, it won’t fit. It’ll split me in two.” I whimpered. “It’s so tight already.”

Shaking his head, he ran his fingers lightly down the middle of my body, between my breasts, over the sensitive skin of my stomach, down to my open, sopping pussy. I held my breath as the light, tickling sensation made me shiver. Then, suddenly, he slid two fingers inside me, at the same time firmly pressing his other hand over my public bone. Moaning, I felt him work his long fingers rhythmically in and out of me, while the force of his hand pressed his fingers tightly down against the thin membrane between my pussy and the giant black cock.

“Is that nice, baby?”

“Yes! Oh, yes! Please—”

I mewled with despair as he slid his soaking fingers out of me, and thrust them deep into my mouth to clean. I lapped hungrily at them, tasting the musky scent of my passion.

“No fingers for you today, baby,” he said roughly. “Today, you will take my cock.”

I groaned, feeling my hot pussy pulse. I didn’t care if he split me in two. I didn’t care about anything. If only he would let me come!

“Now then,” he said. “Are you ready?”

“Yes, Sir, please . . .” Words tumbled out of my mouth as I begged for relief.

“That’s better. Quieten down now. Remember what I said before.” Lightly he took hold of my nipples, and then with sudden force pulled them hard, spelling out “Not – a – word.” Lightning shot straight down into my pussy.

“Aaah!”

“Got it?”

“Yes, Sir!”

“Good. Now take your medicine like a good girl.”

Leaning forward, I felt his rock-hard cock at my entrance, and then he was sliding tightly, deeply, into me. Gasping, I felt him squeezing against the vibrator, felt the pressure in my arse as it was forced against my back wall. I stretched my arms and legs as wide as I could, straining to accommodate the two massive members. Slowly, slowly he pushed in until he was up to the hilt.

I felt his body brush against my sensitive clitoris, felt the lips stretched open and vulnerable, and then he began to move, slowly rubbing against me, moving deep within me. I gave a strangled groan as I felt the sensations shimmer, pain and pleasure coalescing, and felt myself start to unravel. Wildly, I pulled against the ties, feeling helpless and wide open, slave to his will.

And then, suddenly, as the storm spiralled into a tornado, I spun out of control! I just wanted it, tight, hard, fast, I wanted to be ravaged, commanded and forced, to be ordered and made to take the incredible pain, the violent pleasure. Thrusting, I churned against him, heard him gasp and then, suddenly, he was slamming against me. For a moment, his hand reached between our legs, I felt a throb and then everything exploded as he switched the vibrator on and the sensation liquefied my insides.

Desperately, I fought to close my legs, to contain the unimaginable torrents of feeling overwhelming me. As if from a distance, I heard him swear, the vibrations from the giant cock combining with the deep pulses in my pussy to send him crashing and flailing over the edge. Helplessly, I screamed and screamed, and his hard hands pinned my thrashing shoulders down, and then I was coming, coming, contracting hard around the giant black cock and my husband’s hard white one, my body arching and writhing as electricity flashed through my clitoris and deep inside in the biggest, wildest orgasm of my life.

Afterwards, shell-shocked, he pulled the ties from my arms and I cautiously stretched out my body with a groan.

“OK?” he whispered, lying breathlessly beside me.

“OK, but . . . umm . . .”

“But you still have a giant black cock inside you?” he teased.

“Uh-huh.”

Rolling over, he unclipped the leather straps and, inch by long inch, slowly pulled the massive dildo out of my arse.

Wonderingly, I looked at its frankly intimidating width and length.

“I can’t believe—”

“Oh, I can.” Gregg smiled. “Happy anniversary, sweetheart. Did you like your present?”

I blushed, laughing. “It was amazing. I . . . like the new, masterful you. Will Sir be coming again any time soon?”

His face changed, his expression uncompromising. “Oh, yes, sweetheart. Next week, when you go grocery shopping, you’re going to be wearing your new toy.”

“What?” I yelped. “No way!”

He leaned over me, his head close to mine. “Excuse me?” he said menacingly.

“I . . . uh . . . no way, Sir!”

It’s Friday today, and we’re due to go shopping tomorrow. I’m wet just thinking about it. I’m sure Sir will insist I’m a good girl, and grocery shopping will never be the same again.


Mummy Yummy

Sonya, Bristol

When my husband died, it made sense for me to sell the large house we’d shared in the country and move into a bungalow in the city. The kids were all grown up and on their own, and I’d be closer to my job at the hospital.

I was forty-eight years old, and it was time for a change. Little did I realize how radical, and at the same time shockingly familiar, that change would be. Thanks to my new urban neighbours.

Jordan and his wife, Emma, were in their late twenties. They welcomed me to the neighbourhood when I first moved in next to them by bringing over a basket of fresh vegetables that Jordan had picked from their garden that very morning.

Emma was a tall, striking blonde, with rather cold blue eyes and a slightly severe face. She was an ambitious investment banker, who often had to travel out of town on business. She had a bit of a stand-offish personality.

Jordan, on the other hand, was a small, slender, brown-haired man, with warm brown eyes and a rather boyish face, an enthusiastic, puppy dog-like personality. Whenever I talked to him, I always felt like patting him on the head, he seemed so eager to please, an invisible tail seemingly wagging behind him.

I talked to him often. We shared a love of “Mother Earth” – gardening and landscaping, planting and growing. And he was fascinated with my job as a maternity nurse.

Jordan was a clerk in a government department and didn’t seem to have much ambition to be anything beyond that. He’d been orphaned as a young child when his parents had died in a car accident, and I could tell right away that the young man saw me as a kind of surrogate mother-figure. Little did I realize initially, though, how he also saw me as a sexual mother-figure.

It first happened during my second month at my new home. It was a warm autumn day, and Jordan was helping me lay out my back garden ready for the following spring. I’d had some middling-sized rocks delivered, and while I turned over the soil, Jordan moved the rocks into position. We were both perspiring in the bright sunshine and were down to just our T-shirts and shorts.

“How about some lemonade?” I said, setting my spade down and stretching my back out. “I could do with a break.”

“Yes, ma’am!” Jordan yelped, almost dropping a rock on his foot, then slapping dust off his hands.

He’d taken to calling me “ma’am”, although it often sounded like “mum”.

It was cooler inside the house, and the cold lemonade hit the spot after all of our strenuous outdoor activity. We sat across from one another at the kitchen table. And, after watching me with his big, doleful eyes for a while, Jordan started telling me about all the problems he and Emma were having.

I can’t say I was too surprised to hear it. A more mismatched couple – both physically and personality-wise – I hadn’t met in quite some time. And I meet a lot of young couples in the hospital maternity ward.

But I listened intently, letting Jordan get it all off his chest. And I was only slightly surprised, again, when the young man suddenly broke down in tears and began sobbing at the table. But then I was in for a real shock, when I reached over and sympathetically squeezed his hand, and Jordan jumped up and literally leapt into my lap. He threw his arms around my neck and wept against my shoulder, really letting loose, his bare legs draped over my bare legs, his bottom perched between my thighs.

“There, there . . . it’ll be all right,” I stammered, now actually patting him on the head and rubbing his back.

I’d been through the same scenario countless times with my own children, of course, and to be frank, Jordan was almost child-like in the way he looked and acted around me. He was also light in my lap, his little body shaking, his smooth arms clinging tightly to my neck, his thin chest shuddering with sobs against my motherly breasts.

After a minute or so, he finally pulled his head back and looked at me through his big wet eyes, gulping. I thumbed the tears off his cheeks, fully in my “mummy-mode” that I knew so well, both personally and professionally. Jordan’s cute face brightened and he sniffled a weak smile. I gave him a quick, light kiss of encouragement on his soft, moist, red lips. He grinned happily and planted a warm wet kiss on my startled mouth.

We held together like that, my arms around him, his arms around me, our mouths pressed together in a plainly less-than-innocent manner. The temperature in the formerly cool kitchen skyrocketed. I hadn’t been this intimate with another man – if that’s what it was – since my husband had died, and my pent-up emotions flowered as spontaneously and powerfully as Jordan’s. Our lips moved, our arms clutching, my breasts and his chest heaving.

But as thoughts of my late husband briefly flashed through my mind, so did thoughts of Jordan’s present wife. I jerked my head back and our mouths parted with a damp pop. “Jordan, I – I think we’d better stop—”

“Too late, Mummy! I’ve already gone and wet myself!”

“What!?”

I gaped at the young man. He looked sheepishly back at me, batting his long dark eyelashes. Then he scrambled out of my lap and up onto the kitchen table and squirmed onto his back.

He lifted his bent legs and said, “Would you mind changing me, Mummy? I guess I got too excited and had an accident.”

I rose to my feet on shaky legs. “Um, y-yes, we both got a little too excited, didn’t we?” I spoke in a motherly tone of voice, and took motherly action. Without fully realizing what I was doing, I automatically pulled Jordan’s popped-open shorts down, as he arched his bum up off the table and straightened out his legs.

And I found myself staring at his nappy.

That’s right – his nappy. The young man was actually wearing a disposable nappy, I suspected specially for the occasion.

I looked down at Jordan laid out on my kitchen table with his legs upraised and a nappy fastened around his hips and groin. Then I instinctively reached for one of the maternity baby-changing kits I kept in a drawer, and proceeded to change Jordan’s nappy.

He had wet himself, the silly young man. I tore the sticky side tabs apart and pulled the front back and saw that his nappy was soaking. And my smile of motherly amusement and tolerance slipped into bit-lip amazement and consternation, as I also saw Jordan’s long hard cock. His very adult erection bobbed up off his abdomen. The pink shaft was mightily swollen, the purple hood tremendously mushroomed and his slit was glistening with a tear of another type.

I breathed deeply, unevenly. Jordan gazed up at me cooishly. His large balls were clean-shaven, his big cock clean-cut.

My fingers trembled as I took a wet wipe and unfolded it. I gripped Jordan’s thigh and applied the wipe to his cock, still on automatic mummy pilot. His cock jumped when I bathed his shaft with the wipe, and I felt the powerful throb of the full-bodied organ. More clear semen leaked out of his slit. I wiped that up with an expert flick of my wrist.

I folded the wipe over, and swabbed it under his cock, wiping his balls. His lithe body quivered and his thick cock jerked. I discarded the first wipe and got another. Then I gripped his cock with my forefinger and thumb at his hood. I lifted his cock and mopped all around his groin.

Jordan whimpered softly, pleasurably, his eyelids fluttering. I could feel his cock pulsing between my fingers, like the pounding of my heart, my breath gone thick and humid in my throat and chest, the atmosphere sensual. I laced the rest of my fingers around the young man’s shaft, as inconspicuously as I could, given the circumstances.

His cock throbbed hotly in my squeezing hand, against my moistened palm. He raised his bum, staring up into my eyes with sweet anxiety. I swabbed his taut little bottom cheeks and in between. The tips of my breasts were pressing hard against my sweaty T-shirt and belied the calm, indifferent efficiency I was trying to portray – and failing.

When I powdered Jordan’s cock and balls and part of his bottom he gurgled, “I’m still thirsty, Mummy.” I knew exactly what the young man meant. And what I just had to do.

I fastened a dry nappy snugly around his narrow hips, never more excited about that particular mundane job done. A “dirty” job like never before. Jordan’s erection bulged the front of the nappy. He raised his arms and held out his hands, and I leaned over and we grabbed onto one another again. I lifted him up off the table and carried him into the living room and sat us down on the couch. His heart beat against my wildly beating heart and my stiffened nipples poking into his chest.

He snuggled down into my arms so that he was reclining across my lap with his head cradled by my left arm. He blinked his eyes and puckered his lips, his face beaming younger than ever. I pulled up my T-shirt and pulled down my bra. My breasts flopped out into the open, tingling wickedly, especially at the engorged red tips. I lifted Jordan’s head and fed a thick nipple into his hungry mouth.

“Ooooh!” I moaned, unable to control myself.

His plush lips sealed around my nipple and his moist mouth sucked. I surged almost as wet as he’d been down below. It was so strange, yet familiar; so weird, yet so wonderful. My pussy pulsated to the pull of his lips on my tit, and I felt as if I’d cry with emotion.

I couldn’t satisfy Jordan’s thirst with actual breast milk, of course, but I’d brought along a glass of moo juice with me as a substitute. I don’t know what I was thinking – I was just doing; acting out my fantastically perverse part in the young man’s fantasy. I lifted the glass and spilled some of the milk down onto my breast. Jordan opened his mouth wider around my glistening nipple and sucked up the sheeting liquid.

I trembled with erotic sensation, the young man tugging on my milk-drenched breast, his pink tongue spiralling around my whitened nipple. I set down the empty glass and gently slid my hand into Jordan’s nappy and took hold of his cock again; this time for a very unmotherly purpose.

He gasped, his mouth full of milk and my nipple, his cock swelling up even harder and longer in my hand. I pumped my hand up and down his smooth length. Jordan gulped and bit into my nipple and grabbed onto my other breast and groped it.

The insane intimacy was so intense it was overwhelming. Mother and mother-lover. I cradled Jordan’s head and stroked his cock. He swallowed up half of my emblazoned wet breast and sucked on it, squeezing my other flushed tit, rolling my nipple between his deft little fingers.

I’d brought the jar of Vaseline along with us. It was only natural. I caressed Jordan’s cock to the point where he was leaking pre-cum again, and he bit into my breast in warning. I played with his balls briefly and then pulled my hand out of his nappy and popped the garment open. I plunged two fingers into the Vaseline, then slid them under his bottom and into his anus.

He jumped in my lap, clutching at my breasts with fingernails and teeth. I sunk my fingers deep into his anus and pumped. His butt cheeks clamped me as tightly as his hand and mouth. His cock was vibrating and his chute was a hot sucking tunnel.

I stared down at the young man in my lap, my head swimming and eyes blurring, tits burning and pussy brimming. Two could play at this awesomely perverse game – willingly, wantonly. I glided my fingers back and forth in Jordan’s anus, deep and fast, spurring him to suck harder on my one breast and slap the other with the palm of his hand in his desperate excitement. His cock jutted up almost straight into the air, twitching at the tip and gaping at the slit.

He spat my sodden ripe nipple out of his mouth and cried, “I’m hungry now, Mummy! I want to eat you, Mummy!”

I was as wanting as he was, maybe more. This baby game was going irreconcilably adult. Mummy needed good loving too!

I shifted Jordan out of my lap and flat onto his back on the couch. I skinned off my shorts and wet panties, then swung around on the couch so that I straddled his head, up on all fours over the top of his little body, looking down at his big cock.

I grasped his prick and splatted my cunt down onto his waiting face. “Yes! Eat Mummy!” I cried, as utterly depraved as that.

The good little mummy’s boy grasped my big buttocks with his small hands and spooned his eager tongue into my soaking slit, and slurped. I shuddered, every part of me. My hanging tits were jumping and swaying, my pussy juicing into Jordan’s mouth. I dropped my head down on his groin and inhaled half of his cock into my mouth.

He urgently licked my pussy. I urgently sucked on his cock.

My husband and I had never sixty-nined. But here, and now, with Jordan, it seemed the absolutely appropriate way to fully express our twisted desires.

His wet widened tongue dragged up and down my shimmering slit, stroked over my swelled-up clit, his fingers biting into my quivering butt cheeks. I moaned around his surging cock in my mouth, awash in a sensuality I’d never experienced before; and few other women ever have, I’d wager. I squeezed and juggled Jordan’s balls, pumping part of his beating shaft with my other hand – the part that I wasn’t wet-vaccing with my mouth. He tasted my tangy juices as I swallowed his salty pre-cum.

We bobbed faster and faster, lapping and sucking more frantically. Until Jordan’s body bucked beneath me, and he wailed into my cunt.

Hot rubbery sperm spurted inside my mouth and splashed the back of my throat. I milked the young man’s balls and cock and then shuddered violently on top of him. My own orgasm burst white-hot wet in my tongued pussy and tidal-waved through my shaking body, flooding Jordan’s face in between my legs.

I have to confess, I regularly tuck Jordan into bed now whenever his wife is away on business. The poor little handsome-hung guy just needs my mothering so badly. And who am I to deny the sweet young thing, and my own nasty needs, when it’s so very much in my motherly nature? I haven’t let the little guy actually fuck his Mummy though as he’s not mature enough for that – yet.


My South Bank Show

Bob, London

It started off as a joke, a bit of a lark. I spotted the small ad in the Etcetera column of my local evening newspaper:

Wanted: Male Private Investigator with Digital Camera
I need a completely confidential private investigator with a
digital camera. Will pay fifty pounds upon completion of
assignment. Need assignment done tomorrow. This is a
one-day assignment. You must be available all day and have
excellent surveillance and self-concealment skills.
Please email box number 747 ASAP!

Well, I’d always fancied a stint as a private dick. Just call me Philip Marlowe! The ad specified a man and I could borrow the eye-spy gear. As requested, I sent off an email, referring to myself as “Bob”. I wondered how many responses the ad would receive and if any, other than my own, would be genuine. The scenario seemed ripe for parody. And why the last-minute rush? Was there risk involved? A mere fifty quid for a largely unspecified day’s work that might involve being punched in the face by an angry boyfriend or even knifed by a drugs pusher. My imagination worked overtime. It seemed the ad-poster didn’t want to involve the police – were they crooked themselves or was it more of a civil “crime”? I decided that it had to be a jealous husband. Whoever it was, they must have been waiting online, as a reply pinged back into my inbox within five minutes:

Bob – be at the Tate Modern north entrance at 9 a.m. SHARP. Stella.

Stella, was it? Well, well, well. Perhaps it was a suspicious wife instead of a jealous husband. But why did she need a male investigator? To infiltrate her old man’s lap-dancing club? I fired off a few inane questions but answer came there none. It was 9 a.m. at the Tate or nowt. I like a woman who knows what she wants.

The following morning, I crossed the bouncy Millennium Bridge over the murky Thames and strode towards the rendezvous, the converted power station which now houses eclectic artwork in its vast turbine hall. It was a weekday morning and not too busy, just a gaggle of bored-looking schoolkids and the ubiquitous squad of Japanese tourists grinning through their miniature camcorders. What did “Stella” look like? Was she young or old or in between? Tall or short? Blonde or brunette? My mind concocted a wish-list as the minutes passed. Five past nine and she was a buxom redhead. Ten past nine and she had morphed into a slender, raven-haired femme fatale.

At almost a quarter past the hour, a small figure in a long grey raincoat approached the gallery entrance, making a fine display of looking at the posters and generally acting nonchalant. Instinct told me “Stella”. Casually, she worked her way along the row of adverts for coming attractions of the intellectual variety, her eyes flickering over the words but not taking them in. When she reached me, she murmured: “Follow me and don’t say a word. Act as if we’re not together till I give you a sign.”

I thrust my hands in my coat pockets and whistled a brief air from My Fair Lady. It seemed as good a response to give as any. Off went Stella at a brisk pace, the high, narrow heels of her boots clicking rhythmically on the damp pavement. She took the walkway that leads along the Thames embankment and I followed at a respectful distance, watching the pleasing wriggle of her neat little hips beneath the tightly belted coat. She was a pretty girl, early twenties, with heavy straight dark hair cut into a short thick bob. She had a squareish jaw and a wide, scarlet-painted mouth. And she was fit. I began to pant slightly as she disappeared into the distance, a diminutive, determined figure marching on towards – what?

I fingered the borrowed digital camera in my coat pocket. It was perfect for the task at hand, no bigger than a small pocket calculator. I stroked its rounded metal contours as I watched Stella’s pleasing behind vanish into the shadowy confines of an underpass. To be truthful, I felt like stroking something else. I was getting quite hard and required some relief. When I entered the passageway, I found that she stood casually leaning against the tiled wall, her raincoat unfastened.

“Get the camera out,” she hissed, her eyes firmly fixed upon the tunnel entrance behind me. I reached in my pocket and drew out the spy-cam. I raised one eyebrow and smiled. She frowned. Espionage was a serious business. Suddenly, there were voices behind us and footsteps, approaching the underpass. Stella fixed me with a steely, commanding gaze.

“Now! Take this!”

Quick as a wink, the young woman whipped open her coat and gave me a flash of what she had on underneath. Obediently, I pressed the button and felt my manhood press against my fly. As two girls entered the passage, Stella moved away, like a bat out of hell, swiftly wrapping the raincoat around her nubile body. She stalked off at her former brisk pace, again leaving me in her dust. Outside, near the sturdy Victorian arches of Blackfriars Bridge, a faint London drizzle was beginning to fall. I replaced the camera in my pocket and turned up the collar of my coat. So, Stella was a flasher. Well, well, well. An image of her exhibitionist’s outfit was burned into my brain as I followed the young woman, beginning to feel like a stalker and a pervert. She was wearing black leather thigh-high boots and a cherry-red latex mini-dress. The dress seemed to be melted onto the surface of her firm, tight body. Its skirt was so short that it barely covered her crotch. Was she wearing panties? I had a sneaking suspicion that I would soon find out. My cock throbbed as I kept the girl in sight. Her boobs were quite small and very round, like oranges. The nipples formed two little dimples in the glossy fabric of the skimpy dress.

On we trotted, past the tall redbrick facade of the Oxo building, with its upscale design galleries and restaurant in the tower, which, in a more practical age, was a meat extract factory. Stella kept her gaze firmly fixed to the front, as if she knew exactly where she was going. I wondered how many scenic miles she’d take me on her Wednesday flash and whether we would pause for refreshment. I was musing about lunchtime Guinness and shepherd’s pie, when she suddenly took a turn to the right and clip-clopped onto the wooden boards of a small pier used as a viewpoint. This was a much more exposed venue than the underpass. My fingers closed on the camera as she commanded me with her dark-lashed eyes. I presumed she was scanning for onlookers but, funnily enough, I was ceasing to care. I pressed the button as she opened her coat. I pressed it once, twice, three times, punctuating her movements. She leaned against the iron rails of the pier, damp black hair beginning to curl a little above her ears. Closing her eyes in ecstatic abandon, she thrust her boobs forward, two perfect juicy mounds encased in tight bright latex like a second skin. They looked almost as if they had been sprayed with paint and were still wet. As she arched her back, she parted her lips, which were as glossy as her naughty outfit, revealing small, rather predatory-looking even white teeth. Her nipples looked as if they were poised to pop over the tight, elastic neckline of the outrageous dress. I snapped buoyant cleavage and several inches of tantalizing thigh. The boots were amazing. Stiletto-heeled, they were quite wide at the tops, reminding me of a pantomime boy. Dick Whittington boots but sexy, oh so sexy. My cock threatened to wear a hole in my underwear.

In the distance, someone whistled and, with little change in facial expression, Stella smartly belted her coat and trotted off again, like a fox tipped off by the baying of hounds. I heard the metal-tipped heels of her boots drum a hollow determined beat on the boards of the pier, then she turned right to continue along the Thames walkway. The rain was getting heavier and I saw her retrieve a tiny umbrella from her bag. With one deft flick of the wrist, the brolly was up, a bright red splash on a dull grey day. Of course, my own head was unprotected. I marched on in the young woman’s wake, wet about the ears and rigid in the crotch.

Eventually, we arrived at the stretch of the embankment favoured by street performers. Stella paused to watch a young woman who seemed to be coated in silver paint, a living statue in a Victorian-style dress. Slowly, moving jerkily as if propelled by a rusty mechanism, the street artist offered a paper flower. Stella tossed a pound coin in the “statue’s” basket and took the giant daisy with a hint of a smile. The statue blew her an arthritic kiss. I lingered among the onlookers until she headed off towards the enormous gleaming wheel of the London Eye. Was she hoping to flash inside one of the see-through capsules that took people up for a fairground-style ride to view the city from a pigeon’s angle? I’d heard the queues were dreadful.

The queue was lengthy, especially for a drizzly winter morning when the view from the Eye would surely be cloaked with cotton wool-like mist. I saw Stella turn to the left, into an open-air café. I’d rather have had a beer but it wasn’t lunchtime yet. Was she really going to sit down? Like a sleepwalker, I followed her wriggling bottom through the maze of little tables. She selected one in a corner, near the concrete-clad anchor point of one of the vast Eye’s cables. I made to join her and she muttered: “Not here. Sit at another table and watch.”

“Mind if I have a coffee?”

The young woman fixed me with a brief, withering glance. It seemed a cappuccino was out of the question. Like a good boy, I took position at a nearby table. Stella’s table wasn’t protected by the tented roof of the café so she kept her umbrella up, effectively screening her from those around. I sensed a photo opportunity was nigh and fumbled for the Fuji.

With a conjuror’s sleight of hand, the young woman stood up, flipped open her coat, arched her back and, still holding the umbrella, popped out her tits. I swear they bounced out like a pair of rubber balls. They didn’t quite look real but who was caring? I snapped her as she pouted moodily, her red lips, red dress, red umbrella startling as blood against the grey London day. Her boobs were very white, the nipples full and dark by contrast. They pointed upwards, as did my cock.

Then Stella placed one kinky-booted foot on another chair, exposing an acre of strong, slender thigh. I snapped the leather-clad leg from sharp pointy heel to wide, thigh-caressing top. Her dress rode up to her crotch and I snapped a glimpse of shaven heaven, a perfect little pink pussy with just a touch of dark hair. She had a small silver ring in one of her labia. Slyly, she caressed her clit, at the same time running the tip of her tongue over the thick gloss of her scarlet lips. I snapped and came.

She knew what she’d done and smiled, her vixen’s face looking quite smug. Before I knew what was happening, she had tidied herself and was off again, leaving me in a damp, sticky mess. An elderly woman glared as I trotted out of the café, limping slightly as my trousers stuck to my swollen, sodden crotch. Now where was she?

The familiar silhouette of Big Ben and the Houses of Parliament rose up in the darkening sky. Stella’s bright umbrella bobbed along the walkway towards Westminster Bridge. She seemed to be gaining speed and I suddenly remembered the fifty quid. Glancing back at me, she stopped by a tree and I watched her retrieve an envelope from her bag and tuck it into a notch in the trunk. Thinking of sudden gusts of wind and thieves, I broke into a jog. Stella reached the main road crossing the bridge as I reached the tree. I clasped the envelope in my hot little hands as I watched a big red London bus come along. Calmly, Stella walked to a nearby bus stop, got on the bus and turned to blow me a perfunctory kiss from its platform. And then she was gone, southbound to who knows where. I opened the envelope. As I suspected, there was no money, just a brief note in bold, strong handwriting: Enjoy the pictures. S

I never saw Stella again, though I’ve certainly kept a keen eye out for that minx in kinky boots. However, our risqué photo shoot by the Thames proved stimulating in more ways than one. Creative juices aroused, I decided to become a glamour photographer. Now I photograph “dangerous curves” almost every day. If I told you my real name, you might even have heard of me . . .


Friday Fun Night

Claire, Chatham

Arthur and I have been married for a couple of years. We’re both in our mid-forties, and we’ve both been married before. His first wife died, while my first husband left me. I work as a clerk in a hospital and Arthur’s an accountant with the local government authority. I guess you could say that we lead a pretty dull, contented life. Except for our Friday Fun Nights, that is.

Arthur came up with the idea about six months ago. Things had become a little stale in the bedroom for us, I guess. I always did everything he asked of me – sucked his balls and cock, licked his arse, took him in my arse; to his satisfaction, I thought – but he wanted a little more spice. And he’s the boss in the bedroom.

So, he designated Friday night as our fun night. The night we’d get a little bit wilder with one other; though still maintaining our respectable reputation with the neighbours, of course. It would all be done in the privacy of our own home, and nobody would get hurt. Or, at least, not too badly hurt, Arthur assured me.

I’ll never forget that first Friday Fun Night . . .

Arthur came home at his usual time – 6:05 – and I greeted him at the door, as usual. “How was your day, dear?”

He grunted and dropped his briefcase down on the side table and hung up his coat. I could tell that he was upset about something. Probably his new supervisor at work had been at him again. Or maybe he was just a little nervous about our first Friday Fun Night.

I know I was more than a little apprehensive, myself. And a lot excited. Arthur hadn’t told me what he had planned, and I had no idea what was in store for me.

“Would you like a drink, dear?”

Grunt.

He sat down in his armchair in the living room and I brought him his usual gin and tonic. He grabbed the glass from me and downed the contents in three quick gulps, which was unusual for him. He hadn’t even reached for the newspaper.

“I see you didn’t even bother dressing up, eh?” he grumbled.

I thought I had. I looked down at the floral-print dress I was wearing, one of Arthur’s favourites. The dress moulded closely to the round contours of my body, my large breasts and bottom pushed out at the front and back. I’d done my red hair up the way he likes it and dabbed on plenty of makeup, as well.

“Sorry, dear. I didn’t know—”

“You never do what you’re told, do you?”

That was so far from the truth it was ridiculous. “Why, yes, Arthur, you know I—”

He reached around where I was standing next to his chair and swatted me on the bum.

I jumped, surprised.

“You need to be taught a lesson about pleasing your man,” he said.

He smacked me on the bum again, harder. My knees buckled and I almost fell forward onto my face. I’ve got plenty of padding back there, but his hand still stung me – to the quick.

I looked down into Arthur’s face. He’s got the deepest blue eyes; they usually sparkle, set off against his pale skin and dark hair. But now they were ice-cold, hard and glaring. I thrilled under his gaze like I had under his hand. Things were not “usual” anymore, for sure.

“You’ve had this coming for a long time, Claire,” Arthur stated. He whacked my bottom again, so hard this time that I did stumble forward. “Take off that ugly dress!”

I was shaking, shimmering. My pussy was flushed hot and damp as the rest of me, almost from the first instant Arthur had laid his heavy hand on my bum. My buttocks flashed with feeling, where he’d struck them. I squirmed quickly out of my dress and stood next to Arthur in his chair in just my black lace bra and panties (also worn specially for the occasion).

Arthur didn’t think much of my undies, either, however. He grabbed my arm and pulled me over his knees, yanked my panties right down. My bum cheeks popped out into the open – quivering mounds of hand-warmed flesh.

Arthur smacked my bare arse with his bare hand, jolting me to the core. The sound of flesh-on-flesh impact cracked in my ear, the sensation arcing through my bent-over body. Hot blood rushed to my head and bum and pussy.

Arthur popped my bra open with his left hand, roughly squeezed the sides of my breasts where they were squished against his thigh. And he spanked me with his right hand, slamming my buttocks again and again and again. It was such a strange, sensual mixture of pain and pleasure, heat and hurt – Arthur whaling my bum, fanning searing flames of perverted passion I hadn’t even thought I’d possessed.

“How does that feel!?” my dear husband gritted, panting, blasting his hand down across my gyrating buttocks. “Have you learned your lesson yet!?”

I wasn’t at all sure what lesson I was supposed to learn. But not to upset the man any further – or maybe to upset him even further – I gulped, “Yes, Arthur! Oh, yes!” jerking with each and every whack of his hand on my bottom.

My swollen clit pressed and rubbed against his thigh as he rocked me. I was already on the verge of coming, driven there fast and furious like never before by Arthur taking out his frustration on my bottom. It was a new, wonderful, wicked experience.

“No! I don’t think you’ve learned anything yet!” Arthur encouraged me. He pushed me off his knees, and it was all I could do to stop from tumbling right onto the floor.

I stood silently on shaking legs, naked, my breasts and buttocks jutting out, the one pair burning, the other pair blazing. Arthur got up and grabbed my hand and dragged me out of the living room and down into the basement, into his private den. I could see that his hard cock was almost bursting through his conservative suit trousers.

When he opened the door and pulled me inside the small room, and turned on the light, I found out what all the banging had been about during the week. Arthur had installed an iron bar overhead across the ceiling, bolted into the wall at each end. He picked up a pair of silver handcuffs from his desk in the near corner. I’d never seen the handcuffs before either, nor the other assorted sex toys that were carefully arranged on the top.

Arthur cuffed my right wrist and said, “I’m only doing this for your own good, Claire. You have to be taught a lesson.”

I eagerly nodded. My breasts and buttocks jiggled, my face was burning as bright as my bum with needle-like sensations in my beaten bottom cheeks.

Arthur lifted my arms up to the iron rod and cuffed my left wrist so that the chain of the shackles was over the bar and my hands were on either side. There was no way I could escape even if I’d wanted to. He picked up a wooden yardstick off his desk and got in behind me on one side. He trounced my buttocks with the hard, smooth, three-foot length of wood.

I yelped and jumped forward. The handcuff chain rattled against the iron bar. I was held fast. Arthur lashed my battered bottom with the yardstick again and again and again. I grabbed onto the bar and hung on.

Every crash of the wood against my cheeks flashed an electric shock sizzling through me, scorching up from my bum and burning through the rest of my body. My damp hands slipped on the bar. Perspiration ran down my sides from my upraised, quivering arms. I was up on my toes, clenching and thrusting my bottom back to meet the savage blows, sticking my shuddering tits out, shaking out of control. My gasps of twisted delight were cut out by the warning whistle of the stick slicing through the air then the shattering crack of impact on my arse.

Arthur was breathing almost as hard as I was.

Suddenly, the doorbell rang upstairs.

“Don’t go anywhere!” Arthur told me, tossing the yardstick back down onto his desk. His hand shook violently as he struggled to get the door open.

I trembled from head to toe with sexual sensation and anticipation.

Arthur escorted a woman into the room, then shut the door on all three of us.

“This is Kelcie,” he said, introducing me to the tall, slender, green-eyed, dark-skinned blonde. She didn’t seem at all surprised to see a naked woman handcuffed to an iron bar.

I smiled nervously and nodded. Kelcie was wearing a red leather jacket and a leopard-print top, a black leather skirt and black stockings with red stiletto heels. Her thick lips gleamed with crimson lipstick and her wide eyes were rimmed with plenty of dark eyeliner.

“I’ve enlisted Kelcie to help us out tonight,” Arthur explained to me.

Kelcie nodded and smiled.

“Suck my cock,” my husband said to her. “My wife wants to watch.”

I clenched the bar, my knees buckling again. Kelcie stripped off her jacket and top and peeled away her skirt. Her breasts were almost as large as mine, with no saggage. She had prominent, pointing nipples even darker than the surrounding ebony skin – and she had a small, soft cock between her legs!

Kelcie dropped to her knees on the carpet, unfastened Arthur’s belt and unzipped his fly. Then she dug her long, red-glossed fingernails inside Arthur’s suit pants and pulled out his cock. It was very erect and pulsing bright pink in Kelcie’s black hand. She swirled her hand up and down his cock, pumping my husband up even longer and harder and thicker.

He stared at me watching the strange woman wank him. “Maybe you’ll learn something now,” he said.

Kelcie licked her plush lips an inch away from Arthur’s cockhead. And then she opened her lush mouth up wide and took my husband’s swollen hood into her mouth; bobbed her head forward and swallowed up almost Arthur’s entire throbbing length.

I jerked, like my husband.

“Behave yourself!” he warned me, his manhood buried in another woman’s mouth. “Or you’ll get another spanking!”

I could only hope! I gritted my teeth and batted perspiration out of my eyes, my nipples singing and bum stinging and pussy leaking. I watched the beautiful black she-male move her blonde head back and forth, sucking on my husband’s thrilled cock.

She took him quick and deep, pulled back fast and tight, sucking Arthur’s gleaming erection. Her cheeks ballooned and billowed as she devoured my husband. I so wanted to help her out, mouth that luscious length of meat myself; or plunge a hand down onto my pulsing pussy and polish my puffed-up clit. But I was cuffed to the bar so any relief from my lust was at the mercy of my husband.

Kelcie gripped Arthur’s hips and bobbed her head in a blur, hair flying, sucking his cock in deep and depraved frenzy. Arthur grabbed hold of her head and jerked back his hips. His cock sprang out of her mouth in a gush of saliva and air, the huge member shining with hot spit fresh from the she-male’s mouth.

He thrust his heavy balls into her open mouth, and she sealed her lips around them, tugging on my husband’s sac.

“She’s going to fuck you, while I fuck her!” Arthur informed me, pistoning his protruding cock over Kelcie’s hair and forehead and nose, as she sucked on his nuts.

I nodded and gulped again.

Arthur popped his balls out of Kelcie’s mouth. The hair was matted and his sac was dripping. He helped Kelcie up to her feet, and I saw that the she-male’s cock was as hard as my husband’s now – not as big, but thick and strong. Arthur led Kelcie up to me, so that we were face to face and then he grasped her erection and poked her hood into my pussy lips.

I couldn’t help moaning as Kelcie’s deep-purple cockhead pushed apart my labia and burst into my pussy proper. Arthur’s hands on her arse propelled the rest of her shaft into my cunt. She banged up against me, our nipples and breasts squishing together, our lips touching and locking; Kelcie’s cock buried inside me up to her smooth-shaven balls.

She coiled her long arms around my neck and thrust her hard cock back and forth in my pussy, her tongue twining around mine in my open mouth. I groaned into her mouth, wishing I could grab onto her pumping buttocks and urge her on even harder and faster. But more than overjoyed, still, to get fucked by the lovely she-male in the presence of my loving husband.

Arthur lubed his own cock, looking at me getting fucked by Kelcie. “I lied,” he said. “I’m going to fuck your arse, Claire.”

My buttocks surged with renewed pain and pleasure. Arthur moved in behind me, gripped a blistered cheek and pulled it open then plugged his huge cock into my bumhole. I quivered.

Arthur slammed his hips forward, ramming his cock into my arse. His thighs smacked my cheeks as hard as his hand and stick had, his tremendous erection stretching and stuffing my stunned anus.

They moved together, Kelcie fucking my front, Arthur my back, their cocks gliding together inside of me. I bounced between them on the driving momentum of their urgent thrusting, Kelcie kissing and frenching and pumping me, Arthur gripping my shoulders and biting my neck and blasting my arse.

My pussy went molten and my anus was on fire and my buttocks were dancing with feeling. A rising tide of ecstasy welled up inside me from their churning cocks, and I closed my eyes and cried out. A raw, wicked orgasm flooded my body and brain, shocking through me in waves to the thundering beat of those two cocks fucking me.

Kelcie screamed and shot into my pussy, her body vibrating against mine. Arthur yelled in my ear and exploded in my arse. He spurted my anus with magma-like semen. We all came so hard I was gushing all over them out of both ravaged holes.

That was our first Friday Fun Night. I’ve enjoyed every one so far – TGIF! But the first is always the most special. Arthur and I really got our kink on and put the red-hot heat back in our love life and marriage.

Just don’t tell the neighbours what we’re up to indoors at the end of the working week. We’re still a respectable couple, after all.


Mother-In-Lord

Victoria, Bristol

I should be honest here from the outset. As soon as my daughter Emily married Michael I knew the young man was more than a little interested in me. The way my new son-in-law stared at me at the wedding reception confirmed that he was quite taken with me and in a way I could appreciate why.

I was forty-eight when this began, but over the years I had worked hard to keep myself in shape and make sure that I got plenty of sleep and ate sensible meals. I’m not one for the latest fad diets and inevitably I have added a little weight here and there, but equally I am not stick-thin and gaunt-faced and the curves I have gained make me look good. If I see myself in the mirror I can see why I get more than a few stares from men, especially if I wear something that accentuates my shape.

Now I understand a lot of women of my age get resentful of women who haven’t gone to seed. I know a couple of females whose hackles rise when I am near them. A good waist, decent legs with high-heeled shoes and a low-cut top showing off my ample boobs and inviting cleavage tend to make jealous women protective of what they have. Particularly when their men are looking at me and almost licking their lips at what they see. I can appreciate why the men get hauled off, out of the reach of my supposed claws.

Younger men stare at me too and I always get the impression that I would be more of a trophy catch for quite a few excitable young men. Older women can do that to younger males, and I like to think I certainly do. You see, I have red hair and while gentlemen prefer blondes I really think redheads are a lot more fun to be around. A man once described it to me as having “teeth in your pussy” and I don’t think for a moment he was talking about cats.

Now Michael wasn’t someone whom I had met before the wedding day. Emily had gone off to Africa to help save the planet or something and met a younger man – she was twenty-six and he was twenty-three and looked even younger if I am being honest – and the whole wedding was something of a hurriedly arranged affair. My husband Kenneth worked in Cardiff but I didn’t want to move there so we had settled on a nice house in Clifton in Bristol and I was happy to stay at home and do whatever while he went off over the Severn Bridge every day to his job.

I had assumed that the newlyweds would disappear back to some place in Africa and continue saving the world but to my surprise Emily announced at the wedding that she had done that now and wanted to settle down here. We hadn’t seen much of her over the past few years and I was fairly happy with that. Again, moment of truth here: I didn’t always get along with my daughter and our relationship wasn’t great when she was going through her terrible pre-teens and awkward teenage years. But here she was, suddenly back home and even hinting she was going to try harder to appreciate her family more, which I interpreted as trying to like her mother more than she had. Bristol wasn’t her home town but she liked the look of it and the boy Michael was happy too. I guessed he liked the idea of me being close as well and seemed quite eager to find a place to live here.

The happily married couple settled on a place just off Gloucester Road and while they were close enough in one sense they were far enough away to let me get on with my life. It soon became apparent that whatever skills Michael had acquired in Africa and in his home town of Norwich earlier weren’t in great demand in Bristol. While Emily got a job fairly quickly in a building society, Michael took to coming round to see me, asking for help in all sorts of little things like filling in job application forms, and also asking what he could do to help me round the house. In fairness he was a willing gardener while I liked the house in Clifton but detested the nitty-gritty of gardening. The garden was rambling and overgrown and slowly Michael became useful in getting it under control. I even told him he might make a good gardener if he kept this up and the boy redoubled his efforts to please me.

At least, I think he was trying to please me. As soon as my husband got home Michael would say a few words to Kenneth and disappear and the young man looked disappointed whenever Emily was around. He would still give me surreptitious looks as he had at the wedding and I felt that I was more than just a mother-in-law to him.

A Mother-in-Lord was how I began to describe myself, because I took to being something of a queen, airily giving orders and relaxing. Or acting as Lady Muck if you prefer. Either way, I would sit on the patio that Michael had tidied up and sip wine while watching him, giving him directions as to what I wanted in the garden and even asking him to do other things round the house. That included fetching me more wine. I really think Michael got to like serving me because he could stand behind my shoulder and look down my cleavage as he poured me a glass of wine.

I had taken to wearing even lower-cut tops than usual and I made sure my bust was powdered with a hint of bra lace showing. Emily always wore very prim things and she didn’t have the bust her mother did, so no doubt what I was revealing to her husband was something he didn’t get at home.

Perhaps it was the devil in me but I began to ask Michael to do things for me in the bedroom. The place needed painting and the old coving was broken on one wall so I asked him to fix it. Then I stood at the bottom of the ladder so he could peer down and see even more of what I had to offer. Of course, I wouldn’t have done anything inappropriate but I loved how his eyes would go to my chest and he would stare at what he could see. Once I had him used to doing jobs in the bedroom I decided – evil woman that I was – that I would ask him to zip me into a dress I was supposedly having trouble with. The poor young man’s hands were shaking as he struggled with the zip (I had bought a dress with a broken zip, which shows you how scheming I was, and got it at a reduced price as well) and underneath I was wearing a green satin and black lace basque.

A basque isn’t my normal attire but poor Michael didn’t know that. I had begun to casually put some of my underwear out so he could see it as he went round the place. I had started buying some expensive bra and panties sets and even liked the idea they were from Victoria’s Secret. I was, I admit, going all out not to seduce the boy but tease him. I imagined him masturbating at home, or even in our bathroom, at what he had seen casually strewn around the bedroom. In a way it pleased me that my daughter’s man was thinking more about me than about her.

I heard Michael gasp when he saw the back of my basque and I stifled a grin. I asked him to keep trying to close the zip and I could swear his hand was shaking as he tried, and failed, to fasten it. I thanked him after he had struggled for a while and I glanced at his front and saw my outfit had the desired effect on him. The bulge showed he was more than a little happy to help and he rushed off to the bathroom, which made me feel pleased with myself.

I should tell you that while Emily was trying hard to like me more it wasn’t always a screaming success between us. We were still in a phase of armed neutrality and I suppose Michael was my way of getting back at Emily for her awfulness in the past. I liked teasing him and in a way showing him what a real woman was like. I suppose I was saying: “This is what you could have had instead of what you got.”

Michael seemed even more taken with me once he had seen me in my exotic underwear and I suppose if I was a sensible woman I should have stopped this game there. But I pressed on, asking him to do some washing for me one day and making sure my basque was in the laundry pile. I wanted him to get a touch of it as well as some of my other intimate garments.

That was when I caught the poor young man wanking into my panties. I suppose I had an idea he wouldn’t just look and put them in the washer and I found him crouched among all my washing with my basque spread out in front of him and gripping a pair of my peach lace knickers round his cock.

It was a moment when all hell could have broken loose, but the truth was I wasn’t surprised in the least. Michael stared at me with face as red as the ribbons on my favourite bra and mumbled he was sorry. Then he dropped the bombshell: he had to do this, he blurted out, because he couldn’t get hard with Emily. The young man even began to cry.

That put me in a difficult position. I had, deliberately, I will confess, set the boy up to do this. I had put temptation in his way and heaven knows men don’t need much tempting at times when a plunging neckline will do it. But now he was telling me he couldn’t raise an erection at home with Emily and he was worried this was the only way he could get off. Of course, he didn’t come out and say it quite that way. The actual conversation, once he put his penis away, was littered with ums and ahs and apologies and hints and euphemisms. But I am a forthright person and I spelled it out for him, summing it up neatly with the words: “Me and my clothes excite you more than your wife does.”

Michael looked close to a breakdown but he said yes, that was it. He began to apologize again and I told him to stop. There were problems and there were solutions, and I had the solution. What I did was to make him tidy up my underwear and lay out what he wanted me to wear and I would see to “his problem” as I put it. The boy blinked at me like I was mad but he did what I asked and when I went upstairs there on my bed was the green and black basque, a pair of stockings and a pair of black and blue lace panties that didn’t quite go with the basque. Never mind, this was his choice and his thrill.

I made Michael stand facing the freshly painted corner of the bedroom while I got into the underwear and stockings and told him to turn round. He almost fainted clean away at what he saw: me standing, hands on hips, in front of him. His hard cock was almost tearing through his jeans. I told Michael that I would allow him to ejaculate but I would not touch his cock with my flesh and neither would he. My son-in-law was puzzled but he understood when I got out a pair of black opera gloves. I put them on slowly and I swear he moaned as I smoothed them up my arms.

Then I told him to undress and get on all fours on the bed, legs apart. He did that in record time, I’m sure. I reached for his dangling but still erect cock and grasped it lightly in my gloved hand. Then I stroked it leisurely and I was aware he was watching me in the big mirror I have near the bed. He could see me and feel me and I could tell by the way his cock trembled and the fact that he was panting he was about to explode.

Just as Michael came I let go of his penis. You see, I figured that if he climaxed and I wasn’t holding him or touching him then I had plausible deniability if anyone asked. I argued to myself that priming him was quite different to making him shoot. I stood and watched him pump his young testicles dry, admiring the way his dick shivered as it emptied on the bed quilt. He would, of course, be washing that later and he knew it.

From that day on I would have what I called regular milking sessions with Michael. I would allow him to choose some underwear for me to wear (and I made sure I visited Victoria’s Secret for more choice) and even allowed him to dress me in it, though I always kept a pair of nude pants on so he couldn’t see my pussy. What I had was out of bounds; he could look at and dress it but not touch it. Once dressed I would get him to kneel or stand in some position and I would tease his very hard cock with my gloved hand or a feather or even a toilet brush (painful, yes, but he liked that a lot) and stop just as he came. It was fun standing back and watching his cock erupt on its own a few moments after I had stopped teasing it.

To Michael’s credit he kept his mouth shut about our little games and I had no intention of spoiling the fun. What I did for the boy must have worked, because a few months later Emily told me she was pregnant (and hinted Michael was a new man these days, if I knew what she meant) and as a couple they were thrilled.

I suppose I was thrilled I would be a grandmother, but I told Michael he would still need to be worked and milked. More so now that Emily was increasingly in no condition to have sex, however improved he was in bed. I invested in some new toys and ways to stimulate the man’s cock but I have to say it is probably his Mother-in-Lord’s guiding hand that still turns Michael on most of all.


Stag-Trip Surprise

Johnny, North London

The door to my hotel room had hardly clicked shut before Jan had pushed me up against the wall and was thrusting his tongue hard between my lips. His fingers plucked at the buttons of my shirt, popping them open in quick succession, before he turned his attention to the fastening of my trousers. As his hand settled on the huge bulge in my underwear, cupping and caressing it through the soft jersey fabric, my passion mounted and I groaned into his mouth.

Together, we began to move towards the bed, lips still locked in a frantic kiss. As I struggled to undo his jeans and free his hefty cock, I still found it hard to believe that my first ever visit to Amsterdam had got off to such an incredible start.

When my best mate, Dan, announced that he was finally tying the knot with his girlfriend, I knew he’d plan a stag trip that none of us who went on it would ever forget. I had a feeling he’d pick Amsterdam; he’d always fancied visiting the city, but holidaying with Ruth, his girlfriend, usually meant a week spent on a beach in Greece or Spain or anywhere she could work on her tan. Dan liked the idea of spending time touring the red-light area and taking in one of the live sex shows – things Ruth would never agree to do with him. I’ll admit now that staring at half-dressed women in windows isn’t really my idea of a good time – not because I’m some kind of prude but because I’ve always been attracted to men – but I was still happy to go along with the lads because we always have a real laugh together.

Tonight, having checked into our hotel a few minutes’ walk from the main Dam Square and accustomed ourselves to our surroundings, we’d set out for an evening’s drinking and sightseeing. It was a warm summer evening, and the city was lively, buzzing with tourists. Locals on bikes weaved in and out of the groups of dawdling pedestrians, and a couple of the lads almost got knocked down by a speeding cyclist when they stepped into the road without looking, but we soon started to get the feel of the place.

Dan’s eyes nearly popped out of his head when we turned a corner and walked straight into the heart of the red-light district. Women stood in many of the windows, dancing sexily or just beckoning to guys to step inside and sample their wares. I don’t remember who had the idea that we should pay for Dan to visit the dark-haired, big-titted beauty in the electric-blue lingerie, but I found myself chipping in a few euros and telling him to go and have a good time. We were working on the theory that it was his last holiday as a free man, and what Ruth didn’t know wouldn’t hurt her. The size of the grin on Dan’s face as he stepped inside and the girl pulled the curtain across her window, letting everyone know she had a client, was really a sight to behold.

It was clear a couple of the other lads fancied visiting one of the nearby girls and getting their own share of the action, and I was starting to feel a bit like the odd man out. So I told them I was going to grab a beer somewhere, maybe do a bit more sightseeing, and I’d see them back at the hotel later where we could compare notes, sure their evening would be a lot more exciting than mine.

Cutting off the main drag, I found a quiet bar and bought myself a drink. Music played softly, a cat snoozed peacefully on the windowsill, and a couple of old men were engaged in a game of dominoes. This felt much more like the side of Amsterdam most tourists never bother to go looking for, and strangely I felt more at home here than I had in the busy, noisy streets of the red-light district.

Glancing up from the corner table I’d occupied, I found myself staring into a pair of intensely blue eyes. Lust for a stranger doesn’t strike me too often but, staring at the broad-shouldered blond hunched over his own beer, I felt my cock stirring. He must have taken my quick smile for an invitation, for he strode over to join me, sitting down and introducing himself in a guttural local accent as Jan. We shook hands, his grip sure and firm, and a thrill shot through me, stiffening my dick even further. When I told him it was my first time in Amsterdam, he laughed and said he’d have to introduce me to some genuine Dutch hospitality.

I didn’t get what he meant at first, but as we talked, he hunched closer to me, so our heads were almost touching. The erotic vibe between us was intense, impossible to ignore. The next thing I knew he’d dropped a hand beneath the table and had placed it on my thigh. His fingers were warm, and moved in slow circles up towards my crotch. I tried to keep my expression neutral, not wanting anyone to see the effect he was having on me, even though no one in the place was paying us the least attention. When his hand settled on my hard-on, groping it through my trousers, I thought I might actually come in my underwear. The room suddenly seemed too hot, the music too loud, and I needed to be somewhere more private with Jan, where I could let him do all manner of lewd and filthy things to me.

“Let’s get out of here,” I managed to stammer at last. He’d told me he lived somewhere down near the Rembrandt museum, but that was way too far to walk in my needy state. I had to get him alone and naked very soon or I didn’t know what I’d do, so I suggested we go to my hotel and get to know each other better.

The walk back was a blur, and a couple of times I thought we’d taken the wrong turning, but soon we were in the hotel lobby and taking the stairs to my second-floor room two at a time. I had some vague thought about what might happen if Gary, my roommate for the trip, came in and found Jan and me in bed together, but the lads had been talking about going clubbing tonight, so I reckoned he wouldn’t be back for hours yet.

Now, the two of us were joined at the mouth, stripping each other of clothing as we staggered towards the bed. Our progress was slow, awkward, me having to hop backwards as I tried to kick my shoes off. My underwear was pulled down to just below the bottom of my arse cheeks, my balls resting on the bunched material and my cock standing at full mast.

We broke apart, laughing, as Jan’s feet tangled in his jeans and he almost tripped over. His cool, dominant facade cracked just a little, but in that moment I couldn’t help but find him all the more attractive.

By the time I flopped down onto the bed, I was naked apart from my socks. I made to pull them off, but Jan said, “Leave them on. I’ve got a real fetish for guys in socks.”

“What else do you have a fetish for?” I asked, intrigued by the thought that he might have a kinky side, and watching him pull down his briefs to reveal a long, uncircumcised member, as hard as my own. He’d clearly taken charge of this situation, and I didn’t mind in the least. I much prefer to be with a guy who knows what he wants and is prepared to do whatever it takes to make sure both of us have the best time ever.

“Guys with cute, fuckable arses,” he said, running a hand over my bare butt cheeks. “But first I like them to show me how much they like sucking my dick.”

Now that I was more than happy to do. I’ve always loved to have a big, thick tool in my mouth, and Jan had one of the nicest I’d seen in – hell, I couldn’t remember when. My mouth was watering as he made himself comfortable, sitting up with his back propped against the pillows and his cock sticking up like a telegraph pole. I settled in at the side of him, taking hold of his shaft at the base and taking a moment to breathe in the tart, salty scent of him. Part of me still couldn’t quite believe I was about to suck off a guy I’d met less than an hour earlier. But then Dan had just fucked a woman he hadn’t even said hello to before he’d stepped into her room – and, unlike Dan, I wasn’t having to pay to get close to this stunning Dutch hunk.

Bending my head, I closed my lips around Jan’s helmet. He tasted good, with just a faint residue of sweat, like he’d showered before he came out tonight. When he’d left home, had he intended to hook up with someone for a night of fun, or had it just been pure fate that had brought the two of us together in that quiet little bar?

I stopped thinking about it, and devoted my full attention to the cock filling my mouth. I quickly discovered that Jan liked it best when I swirled my tongue over the place where the head joined the shaft. His breathing grew more rapid when I licked him there, and when I rolled his tight, blond-fuzzed balls between my fingers at the same time, he very nearly lost his load. But I didn’t want that to happen, not if we were building up to him fucking my arsehole. So I let his dick slip from my lips and moved down to lap at the seam between his balls and the tight, furled entrance to his arse. The words he murmured were in Dutch, incomprehensible to me, but I understood from their tone and the way he writhed against the caramel-coloured bed cover that I’d found another of his secret pleasure spots.

With an effort, he managed to grit out, “That’s so good, but I really need to be in your arse. You have condoms?”

I nodded. I always carry them in my travel bag, along with lube, just in case I ever get lucky. Tonight I was glad of my forward planning, as I dashed into the bathroom to fetch them for him.

When I returned, it was to see one of the sexiest sights imaginable. Jan had taken himself in hand and was slowly stroking his cock up and down. His eyes were half-closed, and he seemed lost in his own private moment, though I’m sure I featured highly in whatever fantasy was playing behind his eyelids. I could have stood there and watched him play with himself till he came, but instead I tossed him a condom and the little bottle of lube.

He unwrapped the packet, skinned the sheath down onto himself with ease, then ordered me to get on the bed on all fours. I shivered with delicious anticipation as I heard Jan pop open the lid of the lube bottle, and looked over my shoulder to see him squeezing the sticky gloop onto his hand. He took his time opening my arsehole with his thick, lube-coated fingers, only judging I was ready for his cock when he could get a couple of digits inside me with ease. I had to admire his willpower; he must have been dying to stick his dick inside me and yet he needed to make sure this would be good for both of us.

Jan clambered into position, kneeling up behind me and pressing his latex-covered cockhead to my arsehole. I bit my lip, preparing myself for the moment of entry. When I felt him slide into me, I almost cried out; despite all his earlier efforts, that fat shaft stretched me to the point of discomfort, but any pain quickly faded when he began to thrust back and forth. His movements were gentle, shallow at first, but the sensation of being joined to him was amazing, and I pushed my arse back at him, needing him to go harder and faster.

Soon we’d built up a wild rhythm, Jan filling me as full as anyone ever had, and hitting the deeply hidden spot that couldn’t fail to trigger my orgasm. The bedsprings were creaking beneath us, the wooden headboard slamming against the wall with every thrust, and I was glad my mates had the rooms on either side of mine. If there’d been guests listening to the grunts and cries we gave as Jan fucked me ever harder, I’m sure they’d have been complaining to someone about the noise. Instead, I felt I had the freedom to really vocalize my lust as I yelled out to Jan that I was about to come, and that I needed him to fill me with his hot, thick spunk. One of his big hands clutched me by the hips, holding me steady as he bucked and jerked with his final few strokes, while the other wrapped round my cock and wanked me the couple of times it took to have my come jetting out all over the sheets.

“Fuck, that was fantastic,” Jan sighed, pulling out of my arse and rolling on his back. I collapsed beside him, sweating and satisfied, already feeling the heavy-limbed sleepiness that follows good sex.

“I really wish you could stay the night,” I told him, “but I’m sharing the room with someone, and he’d be a little surprised to find you here.”

“That’s OK, I quite understand,” Jan replied. He rose from the bed, disposed of the condom, then began to dress. Before he left, he tapped his number into my mobile phone. “You have plans for tomorrow?”

“Well, the lads will probably want to sleep in, but . . .”

“Perfect. Leave them to enjoy the city on their own terms. I suggest you have an early breakfast, then ring me and we’ll meet up at the Rembrandt museum. There are so many things I want to show you.”

He gave me a long, lingering kiss before he left my hotel room, and I couldn’t hide my grin as I heard the door shut softly behind him. I had a feeling we weren’t going to be looking at too many of the famous paintings before he took me back to his place to treat me to more of his unique Dutch hospitality. I knew this stag trip could only get more exciting for me, and whatever memories Dan and the lads took back to London, I doubted they’d live up to my own experiences of this beautiful city and my gorgeous tour guide, Jan.


No Sweat

Samantha, Dorset

My name is Samantha. On the day Luke joined the fitness club I was a receptionist there. Three hours after meeting him I was dismissed for gross misconduct in the workplace – oh, and in the car park too.

Looking back I can remember my first sight of him and, to be honest, I didn’t think he was anything special.

Working on Reception there’s a constant supply of eye candy, it’s a perk of the job. Yes, he had everything: stunning pale blue eyes, soft black hair – a tad too long, I thought – a tight sky-blue vest which exactly matched the colour of his eyes and showed off his standard identikit gym body and, of course, the inevitable very expensive aftershave etc. on full volume. Even so, he was Luke-warm to me, just another guy in the parade. That was my first impression. But I’d glimpsed the cover of the book, that was all.

It’s only fair to admit he didn’t seem to think much of me either. I could tell.

I like it when guys join and they check me out. Some do it “secretly”, some openly. Looking away from my screen to ask Luke the next question I could see there was nothing secret about his appraisal of my breasts and then my lips, as if contemplating kissing them, but then he got distracted by my colleague, Hayley, working behind me.

I guessed she was bending over at the filing cabinet – amazing how often the arrival of a tasty new member coincided with Hayley’s sudden need to file something and always in the bottom drawer.

As far as Hayley was concerned Luke was already hers. She’d caught him looking at her bum. Only Hayley can do this, she has perfect timing, turning at just the right time to trap him with her “you-naughty-boy” giggle, making him smile.

I liked his smile but even so it was OK by me if he was destined to be her latest “victim”.

Later, she tracked him round the gym using the security cameras. I half heard her fake-swooning description of his black shorts and how much tighter and sexier the sky-blue vest had become now he was sweating.

When Hayley was on her break and I’d all but forgotten him he reappeared at my desk. The bloom of fatigue enhanced him but wet hair didn’t. I handed over his temporary membership card.

A needle-thin spike of his raw sweat escaped the deodorant and hit me, right on target. He smelt utterly delicious. I felt hot. I wanted him and now it mattered desperately that he didn’t want me.

On the way out, he glanced over his shoulder for another look and we both smiled.

In his aftermath I was left in turmoil. I wanted more of that unique Luke smell and I wanted it with a blind, irrational, unfamiliar lust.

I tried my best to ignore it but my best was pathetic. Daydreams were running riot, escaping the playpen. Every time I blinked I got a different fantasy. We’re “trapped” under a winter duvet on a hot summer afternoon; I wake up next to him, zipped into a single sleeping bag; he’s on a running machine, naked, cool and calm to begin with but I am controlling the speed . . .

When Hayley came back from her break and discovered he’d gone she moaned on and on about it.

I took the phone call from Lost Property reporting that a sky-blue vest had been found in the changing room and was now in Locker 10, if anyone claimed it.

My heartbeat lost its rhythm. With trembling hands I routinely logged in the data, knowing nothing could stop me having that vest, nothing.

When it was my turn for a break, I got up and calmly unhooked the master key to the Lost Property lockers, heart now doing an improvised drum solo.

There was no one around when I got there, which was lucky because I don’t think I could’ve stopped myself opening that locker door even if there had been. I unlocked the door. The wonderful aroma of Luke was all but overwhelming. I slammed the door shut.

What was the smell like? Zest of orange; simmering wet chocolate; hot tarmac laced with coffee and wriggling lemon? None of the above, not even close.

He smelt of pure unadulterated fit adult male and it was gorgeous. He was all over me. It felt as if I’d let the Luke-genie out of the locker and granted him complete freedom to do anything he wanted to me.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

But the genie replied, from somewhere deep inside my head, “If those are your three wishes, Samantha, I’m not that kind of genie. Why don’t you put the vest on?”

At the time, I couldn’t think of a reason not to.

The fact that anyone might walk in at any time; that the vest was not my property; that just to be caught with the master key would be serious, counted for nothing. I took off my blouse and persuaded the vest over my bra.

The touch of a garment never felt so sexy, breathing never so arousing. I felt giddy and uncoordinated trying to button up my blouse.

The fantasies kept coming. He came bursting in, naked, hot and angry, and tore open my blouse, saying, “People who steal must be punished.” His punishment was a kiss. He pressed me against the locker. Just imagining this was torture and punishment enough.

I went back to Reception and tried to look normal.

Occasional whiffs of Luke as I worked made me feel tipsy. If Luke was a drink he’d be a whisky with history and I should’ve been sipping not swigging. But I coped, greeting each new arrival at the desk with a professional, “How can I help?”

I heard Hayley in the background, giggling on the phone as I was booking someone in for a gym session. She had her “Luke” voice on. Once finished, I swivelled my chair to check on her but fell into her gaze.

I might as well have been in the headlights of a cop-car about to be given a caution. She told me Luke was coming to claim some lost property, told me to butt out when he arrived and reminded me that Luke was the one I didn’t want.

The very sound of Luke’s name on her lips chilled my blood, and that took some doing, but the realization of what she’d just said froze it.

She turned away to book in another client.

I dithered a while over what to do but really had no choice. I had to get the vest back down to Locker 10 before he arrived.

But then suddenly Luke was at my desk.

His eyes found mine and I knew with a thrill he’d not only been looking for me but was pleased to find me.

It took everything I had to hold myself together because now all his charms were working on me except his deodorant. Now his hair was the perfect length, fluffed, clean and shining. He was wearing a sheer white but discreetly buttoned shirt and, best of all, the look in his eyes was all for me. I could tell.

Hayley interrupted our moment. “Hello, Luke, we spoke earlier on the phone . . .”

Her giggle sidestepped him along to her desk and although this annoyed me I knew it didn’t matter. I knew he wanted me. I couldn’t figure out why he so suddenly wanted me but knew for sure that he did.

Hayley was busy doing her “coy” voice: “I’ll go and get your vest. It’s a bit against the rules but you could come along with me if you like. I could give you the behind-the-scenes tour?”

Hayley does three levels of coy – korma, madras and vindaloo – and she’d treated him to the korma, mild and fruity and which I know, as an experienced bystander, has a sickeningly high success rate. But I couldn’t believe my ears when he said, blunt and definite, “No. Thanks. I’m OK to wait.”

He shot me a glance and might as well have used a gun the devastation it caused in me.

Hayley recovered quickly as always and sped off, saying, “I’ll only be a moment, please take a seat,” gesturing him away from me to the lounge waiting area.

But his eyes hadn’t left mine. In the intensity of the moment a red light came on, a hygiene red light telling me I was sweating. I could smell it – so he must be able to and . . .

And then I realized this could be why he fancied me all of a sudden. I’m not a gambler but I gambled and discreetly unbuttoned my blouse. I’ve always wondered what it would be like to have a sexy, husky voice and found out when I asked, “Is this what you came for?” I opened my blouse a little.

Did I say before that he had a nice smile? Well, let me put the record straight – he has a fantastic smile. I took a deep breath and, well, that was it.

With barely any warning and absolutely no other choice I took his willing hand and led him to the stock cupboard, the very hot, very small stock cupboard. The wonderful aroma of his sweat decoded and unlocked me with each quickening breath.

Luke’s kiss was masculine, guiding and so utterly beautiful. I realized vaguely that he was undressing me and tried to help but discovered that I’d barely enough strength to stand. He’d got my blouse off and was encouraging the straps of his vest off my shoulders and then pulled it down over my breasts making us both smile. He reached behind and twitched my bra clasp free, taking it off with great care, whispering in a tomcat purr-growl, “You look just as gorgeous as you smell.”

I blushed involuntarily, knowing it wasn’t my perfume he was talking about it was – me.

And Luke smelt to high heavens! The highest of heavens! In the close confines of the cupboard he unfastened my skirt and eased it and my panties over my hips. They fell to the floor. With even less fuss his jeans and pants were down and he was inside me – big and confident and oh so slow. A perfect fit – finger in glove – absolutely perfect and we merged back into a dream-like kiss.

When his hands touched my bum I unworthily thought: “Here comes the grab and thrust” but instead he traced the curve of my skin and tingled nerves to life, everything blending into the kiss.

The intensity of feeling arising from each small wonderful movement made me start to shimmer from the inside out. I closed my eyes and the colour of his eyes became the sky and his smile the sun.

He kissed my neck and I trembled involuntarily, pushing harder and harder against him as if it was possible to get him even deeper inside me. He teased me wickedly with the subtlety of his movements, the variety in his touch and the texture of his kisses. Tease became torture when he got me to the very top and held me there, gasping, breathing him in.

We climaxed together exactly, natural as a volcano and just as unstoppable as we cried out in harmony. The thunder that came with the eruption, I realized eventually, was the sound of the racking banging against the cupboard wall. Sheets of coloured paper were raining down in slow motion like huge exotic petals.

But to my surprise, he hadn’t finished with me. In the afterglow, Luke’s kisses and caresses continued to make me feel giddy, my nipples ached as his tongue and exquisitely gentle fingers teased them while his body was pressing and not pressing on my clit, hard, soft, long, short, until suddenly I buckled, overwhelmed by a throbbing pulse of pleasure which took the last of my strength. Even his withdrawal left behind a tingling sensation. My hand found the silkiness of his cock just as his hand slid between my legs. We shared a smile and knew we were together from now on.

Call me greedy but if I could have decided what happened next we’d have taken a shower then gone to bed to resume the exploration of the afterglow with touch and talk and dreams. Instead, the reality was that we were in what was now a ridiculously hot cupboard and had to get dressed. Our smiles got us through it with outbreaks of giggling and stifled laughter.

I insisted on wearing his vest; in return he insisted I leave my bra off.

We emerged from the cupboard still smiling – Luke with a random piece of purple paper stuck to the back of his shirt and me utterly besotted and completely satisfied. The air-con of Reception had an arctic chill.

We emerged in time to be confronted by Hayley, flushed and grim and not at all coy. She noticed his vest under my blouse but seemingly couldn’t compute this information.

“Why were you in the cupboard?”

“Luke wanted to upgrade his membership to platinum.”

“There’s no such thing . . .”

I peeled the sheet of purple paper from Luke’s back and held it up. “The form was on the top shelf. Luke helped me.”

She seemed on the point of buying it but then noticed my bra scrunched up in my hand. She flounced off, in search of the Duty Manager.

Luke smiled, putting his arm round me. “Shall we go?” I collected my bag and we left.

Outside in the real world I felt weak and wonderful and started to say something to Luke just as he started to say something to me and the mash-up merged into an irresistible kiss. It was starting up all over again.

He swept me off my feet, looked into my eyes and said, “Samantha, if you don’t tell me where your car is parked I’m going to have you right here . . .” He kissed me a cupboard kiss and the fizz it set off told me I had to break it or else test his dare.

I directed him to my car. When we got there he wouldn’t put me down. “Open the door, my lady.” I fumbled blindly in my handbag for car keys and released the locks.

He opened the door and with immense strength and tender care laid me on the back seat. I was vaguely aware that there were people around – why wouldn’t there be? I didn’t care. We were in our own world, not theirs, and he was kissing me again in the “seclusion” of the car and the sweet, earthy smell of “us” was beautiful and transporting all over again.

We were nearing take-off and I could feel the car starting to rock. Then I heard Hayley shouting out my name with righteous indignation. “Samantha!”

Crash landing. Grounded. Moments passed by.

Luke got off me.

Reluctantly, we struggled to a sitting position on the back seat, adjusting clothing. The car door was still open. Luke got out first, mean and masculine and utterly magnificent, I thought. I followed, aiming for something resembling “cool”.

Hayley and the Duty Manager were waiting outside. Luke took my hand and I remember saying to them, in my best Receptionist sing-song voice, “How can I help?”

I was dismissed, there and then.

I didn’t care.

Hayley treated Luke to one last “see what you’re missing” look, then wiggled off – in deep discussion with my ex-boss.

I remember the next bit so clearly and can run it over and over like a film.

Luke squeezed my hand and turned me to face him. “Looks like I lost you your job. But I have to tell you, Samantha, your troubles don’t end there.”

“Oh, really?” I pulled him closer, breathing deeply.

“You might as well know that if you’re going home, I’ll be following you.”

“Luke, you might as well know that if you do follow me home you’re going to have to wash me very carefully all over to make sure this never happens again.”

“Least I can do,” he said, kissing me again. “No sweat.”

So that’s how we met, how I lost my job and how we got married. Marriage was the safest option because dating in public would’ve been far too dangerous.

If you ask me to list in priority order the things we bought for our first joint flat, I’ll tell you – the bed came first of course but close second was a running machine, our very own private sex toy.


My Foot-Fetish Virginity

Rosie, Columbus

I never thought I would be the type of girl to go on Craigslist looking for a guy but last year I found myself sitting with my computer in my lap on the couch, wearing just my panties and cruising the personal ads. Lots of these guys seemed OK, but not very interesting. I wanted a guy with a little spice, you know? A man I could never forget.

I wasn’t looking for Mr Right or the man of my dreams. I’m too practical for that. I just wanted someone fun, new, and exciting. I didn’t expect to find it, but I did.

Halfway down the first page an ad caught my eye: “SWM seeks pink-toed cutie.” And there was a picture! (I hate it when guys don’t put their picture on an ad. I don’t really care what my partner looks like, but what if he has a weird haircut or wears Bill Cosby sweaters?) Intrigued, I clicked on the link.

The picture loaded quickly and I liked what I saw. Just slightly muscular in a T-shirt and jeans, he had a kind face and beautiful blue eyes. The text was equally intriguing:

Hello there. SWM, 37, nice body, seeks girl with great feet and killer legs. Height/weight/race doesn’t matter as long as she’s got cute toes. Into boats, westerns, and running. Financially stable, no drama. Disease free. Just looking for a sweet girl to call my own.

I knew if I thought about it I would never go through with it, so I didn’t think. I clicked on the email button and started writing: “Hi! I’m Rosie. I’m 24 years old, red hair, 38DD/34/36. I’m a graduate student working on my Library Sciences degree (I look great in glasses and a tweed skirt). How are my toes?” I took a picture of my bare feet with my webcam and attached it to the email.

I can’t believe I just did that, I thought, knowing I was crazy. I had never known anyone who had met someone on Craigslist before. What if he was creepy? A stalker? An ax murderer? What was I doing?

I got a reply email a few hours later. “Hello Rosie, I’m Tom,” he wrote. “I would love to lick those toes and feel them on my big hard cock. I’m getting turned on just thinking about it. Dinner? Drinks?”

And that was the beginning. I didn’t say yes right away – I’m impulsive, not crazy. We exchanged emails and a few more pictures and we chatted on the phone a few times. He had a really nice cock and I wanted to touch it. I’d never had a guy interested in feet before, and I wondered how it would feel as I slid my feet over his hard shaft and bulbous head. Would I like it? Would he?

I was eager to find out!

We met at a bar near my house called Gary’s (the owner was named Gary – imagine that). I’d been there a few times before, so I felt comfortable in the setting. It was a nice downtown sort of bar near campus, but not a lot of college kids hung out there because it didn’t play sports on the TVs and it was nice inside. I waited for Tom, feeling really nervous perched on the bar stool. Would he like me? Would I like him?

Tom showed up two minutes early, coming in the door wearing jeans and a T-shirt, just like in his ad. (He’d told me he doesn’t like dressing up outside of work and polo shirts were for phonies and McDonald’s employees.) I liked him in the T-shirt anyway. He looked calm and relaxed – the exact opposite of what I was feeling. I felt like there were butterflies beating their wings against my stomach like tiny hammers.

His face flashed with recognition when he saw me, and then his eyes immediately dropped to my feet. I was wearing a skirt that ended just below my knees, and sandals. (I figured, hey, the guy likes feet – better show ’em off.) He studied my feet and legs like I was naked on a platter and he wanted to devour me. I liked it, but it made me blush. “Hi, Rosie,” he said when he walked over to me. “Want to get a table?”

“Sure,” I said, and we found a booth in the corner, sitting on opposite sides. We ordered drinks and some nachos – neither of us wanted to make a big deal out of this first meeting so it was just casual snacking food.

Tom was nice. He told me about how dull it was working in management at a software company, and I told him all about school. “You want to be a sexy librarian, huh?” he asked.

I nodded. “I always wanted a job where I could wear back-seamed stockings and pencil skirts.” (My ass looks great in a pencil skirt.)

“I’d like to see you in back-seamed stockings,” Tom said. “Do you have any?”

I shook my head. “No . . . I’ve thought about it, but I’d have to order them off the internet or something . . .”

“You should get some,” Tom said. “It would be hot.”

“You think so?”

“Definitely.”

“So you like feet. Why?”

“I don’t know, I just love everything about them. The nail polish, the shoes and the smell . . .”

“You smell feet?” I asked, wrinkling my nose a little. I was new at this, you understand. Now I kinda like the smell of feet, too.

“God, yes. I’d love to just bury my nose in yours after you’ve been wearing sneakers all day. Does that bother you?”

I shrugged. “A friend of mine dated a guy that liked to masturbate while sniffing her panties. I’ve heard stranger things.”

I liked Tom. I wanted to give him what he wanted. As the conversation moved onto more benign things (he was shocked that I liked Star Wars) I slid a foot out of my sandal underneath the table. My stomach fluttered over what I was about to do, but I slid my foot up the inside of his leg, and pressed it against the bulge in his jeans. Tom went very still.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Playing,” I teased. “Is it OK?”

He swallowed. “More than OK.”

I smiled, dipped a nacho into a blob of cheese sauce, and ate it, pretending to be normal while watching him the whole time. I teased his balls with my toes, massaging them gently through the heavy material of his jeans. “Just pretend everything is normal,” I cautioned as a waitress marched by us with a tray of dirty dishes.

“Easy for you to say,” he countered.

I could feel his cock growing hard as I continued to massage his bulge. I slipped out of my other shoe and let my foot travel up his leg.

When the waitress came by again Tom asked for the check. “We’re getting out of here,” he said. “Your place or mine?”

“Where do you live?”

He told me.

“I’m closer,” I said, and he nodded.

“Great.”

I almost giggled at the expression on his face as I continued to tease him. The waitress got distracted by someone spilling something and it was a few minutes until the check was taken care of. I thought Tom was going to explode right there in the bar. “Want me to carry your purse?” he asked.

“Why?” I countered, but then we got out of the booth and I looked down. He was very obviously turned on.

“Here you go,” I said, and this time I did giggle.

“You are disgustingly cute,” he countered.

I gave him a half smile and stepped up to him. “You think that now,” I said, using my best low, sexy voice. “But I can be so very, very naughty.”

We managed to make it to the parking lot before he kissed me, grabbing me and pushing me up against a car that wasn’t mine. It was a little frightening at first, but then I felt his erection pressed up against my stomach, and all I felt after that was heat rushing through my pussy. I want you so bad, I thought, or I thought I thought, but he replied, “Me too.”

The last thing I wanted was to take separate cars and be away from him for even a second, but I didn’t want to leave my car in the lot overnight, so he followed me to my apartment a few blocks away. He tackled me again as we walked to my front door. “I want your feet all over my body.”

“Anything,” I promised, and we went inside.

Tom didn’t even look at the decor of my living room. All he did was push me onto the couch and get down on his knees in front of me. His hands were gentle as he slid my sandals off. First he slid his hands over my feet, exploring every curve. I watched his face as he bent down and sniffed at my toes. He was in heaven. It was amazing to know I made someone else feel that good – I wanted to do it all the time. “Can I lick them?” he asked me.

“If you want,” I answered, willing to please.

I didn’t really expect to be turned on, but I was. He held my foot by the heel and planted small, butterfly kisses up the arch and over my instep. It tickled a little but I tried not to giggle. His tongue darted out from between his lips and he tasted my big toe, slowly encircling the limb with his tongue. I shivered, feeling the heat between my legs spark again.

Tom licked my foot all over, like an over-eager puppy, before taking my toes into his mouth and sucking on them. First he took my big toe between his lips. His mouth was wet and hot – so impossibly hot. I began to squirm as he sucked on it.

I wanted to touch myself, but I wasn’t sure if I should. I didn’t know what the rules were. Was that bad manners? Finally I gave in, pulling up my skirt and thrusting my fingers into my underwear. I found my clit, hot and hard, and began to massage the bud of flesh. Pleasure shot though me and I must have moaned.

Tom looked up when he saw what I was doing, stopping mid-lick. “Wow,” he said, and I froze.

“No, please. Keep going.”

“Thank you, I will,” I said, and began to move my hand again, this time letting two fingers dip inside my wet pussy.

“Do you mind if I take my clothes off?” he asked. “These jeans are—”

“A little binding?” I interrupted. “Go ahead.”

He got up and pulled off his shirt and shoes. His feet were very nice for a man’s – narrow, pale, and well-groomed. Maybe I would suck on his toes sometime too.

Tom took off his jeans and underwear, freeing his big, hard cock. I stared at it as I continued to rub myself. He went down on his knees on the carpet in front of me, his cock bobbing level with my feet. “I’ve never given a foot job before,” I cautioned, but he already knew this.

“That’s OK,” Tom said. “I’m here to take your virginity.”

That shouldn’t have turned me on, but it did. My God, it was hot. I wanted to come right there when he said it, but instead I turned my attention from my clit to his cock. He was very still as I reached out with my left foot (I’m left-handed, so I suppose I’m left-footed as well) and gently ran my toe the entire length of the underside of his cock. Tom shuddered in approval. I couldn’t hold back my grin as I did it again, and received a similar reaction.

I explored his cock with my feet, discovering how strong it felt between my toes, and how smooth against the bottoms of my soles.

I reached out with my other foot and cupped Tom’s prick between my sensitive arches. His cock felt like satin over marble, just wonderful. I began to stroke slowly, trying to get used to the angle. My own hand was still in my panties, but not moving while I learned how to pleasure my new lover. Tom groaned and closed his eyes, leaning back his head.

“How am I doing?” I asked. Even though I was witnessing his obvious pleasure, I wanted to hear it from his own mouth too.

“You are an angel,” he said.

I continued to stroke his cock with my feet, and as I grew used to the movement, I started touching myself again too. The experience was so new, and he felt so good against my sensitive feet. (I never knew my feet were sensitive, but boy are they ever!) I began to grow excited again, and I knew I was going to orgasm from this new, wonderful experience.

I slid one foot down and tickled his heavy-hanging nut sac with my toes. When I did he sighed and groaned with pleasure. I liked to hear it – it only turned me on more.

My orgasm was approaching, so I picked up the pace, stroking his cock with my bare feet, gripping it tightly as my fingers moved furiously in my underwear. “I’m getting close,” Tom muttered, gritting his teeth. I ran my toes across his ball sac – it was tight and ready to explode.

I was ready too. I could feel myself peaking, and then I came hard, my orgasm crashing through my pussy and clit, thundering down my thighs and legs until my very toes tingled as I continued to fuck Tom with my feet. I screamed at the pleasure, every inch of my lower body tingling with release.

Tom came, shooting his hot, thick load over my smooth, bare legs and feet – I made sure not a drop of it hit the floor as I stroked every drop of cum from his cock with my feet.

His spunk was hot on my legs and feet, sticky and drippy. While Tom fell backwards, breathing heavily, I reached down and tasted it. Salty and good. Tom looked up at me, beads of sweat across his forehead. “You are amazing.”

I smiled, sated from my own orgasm and pleased I had done well. “Not bad for a first time, huh?”

“Phenomenal.”

After our breathing returned to normal Tom lovingly cleaned his spunk off my feet with a damp wash cloth, making sure each toe was spotless and neat. I’d never had a guy wash my feet either. I loved the attention.

When he finally left that night I walked him to the door in my bare feet, and slid one exposed foot up his leg when he kissed me goodnight. “Same time tomorrow?” I purred in his ear.

“Oh yes, definitely!”

* * *

And that, boys and girls, is the story of the first (but definitely not last!) time I gave someone a foot job. Tom and I parted ways after a few months, perfectly amiable, but I will never forget my first introduction to foot fetishism, and I’m always on the lookout for new men to worship my amazing feet.


Worth My While

Clifford, Long Island

I only watched for a few seconds, but in those seconds, Edgar’s mom realized I was there and she saw me. She backed away, but she was still holding the man’s cock. Her mouth fell open in amazement that I saw her. I was amazed too, but I was also embarrassed. I got out of there as quickly as I could and I went straight home.

Until I saw her doing that, I never thought of Ms Alcott as a sex object, but it was the way she went about it and the way she looked at me and, finally, the way she gave me that knowing look that grabbed me and would not let me go. The true image lasted ten seconds, tops, but it stayed in my brain, and the feeling stayed in my chest.

Over the next two weeks, the image kept returning and I invented other images of Edgar’s mom that I used to create fantasies that I relived in bath and bed.

Was Ms Alcott good-looking? Yes. She was maybe in her forties with long brown hair that she piled on top of her head most of the time. She had nice tits, but she never went around showing them off – not that I noticed. I could not stop thinking about what she did with whoever that was and I wanted her to do it to me. As hot as I was about it and her, I made it a point to stay away from her house. A week later, Edgar Alcott asked me why I hadn’t come over lately.

“I go to your house all the time.”

“Not for a couple of weeks. My mom wants you to come for dinner on Friday.”

I was glad I was on the other side of the cafeteria table, because during the whole conversation, I was thinking about his mom looking at me and working some guy’s cock. My own cock was growing now and I made an excuse to stay at the table until Edgar left for his economics class. I still had a key to their house, but I was afraid to use it or even to just walk in the way I usually did. At the Alcotts’ on Friday, I knocked, just in case.

Like I said, I did not think Edgar’s mom dressed to emphasize sex and she didn’t the night I went to dinner there either, but I made it a point to sit at the table as soon as I was in the house. I didn’t want to expose how rock-hard my cock was under my trousers but Edgar’s mom noticed. It seemed like an ordinary dinner at the Alcotts’ until Edgar’s mom asked him to go downstairs for soft drinks.

Edgar rolled his eyes and left the table, but he first checked the fridge in the kitchen. He huffed that there were no soft drinks, and then went to the downstairs fridge where his mom sent him in the first place.

Ms Alcott stood at the counter with her back to me while she tossed the salad.

“I hope you didn’t tell Edgar about what you saw a couple of weeks ago.”

“I didn’t and I won’t, I promise.”

“It could be worth your while.”

“How do you mean?” I said, but that was the end of the conversation because Edgar trudged up the steps carrying two soft drinks in each hand.

Ms Alcott made it a point to sit across the table from me while we ate and she made eye contact from time to time. She smiled sometimes, but occasionally her smile seemed to have the slightest bit of evil to it. I kept wondering what she meant by worth my while.

When Edgar went to the kitchen fridge to get the last of the soft drinks he brought up, Ms Alcott raised her eyebrows and mouthed the words Well worth your while. I was almost afraid about what she meant, but I was more hoping than afraid.

When Edgar made a trip upstairs to the bathroom after eating and guzzling two soft drinks, Ms Alcott reminded me that he was working at the garage the following day.

The words “Yes, ma’am” barely escaped my lips.

“I want you to do me a big favor tomorrow. If you came here at nine while Edgar’s at work, that would be perfect.

“Edgar’s my best friend.”

“I’d think that, as his best friend, you’d want to do his mother a favor.”

Edgar came down the stairs and that ended the conversation with his mom, but it brought a new hard-on.

When I went to the Alcotts’ house on Saturday morning, Ms Alcott was in jeans and a denim shirt knotted in the front and acting as a kind of bra. She had tied her hair in a ponytail, instead of her usual twist and pile. The slight intrusion of her nipples made it clear that she wore no actual bra under her shirt. I did a bit more than glance and it didn’t seem to faze her.

“Go get the lawnmower,” she said.

Mowing her lawn seemed more like a chore than something that would be worth my while and it didn’t take many minutes behind the mower for me to get outright pissed. There I was in the hot sun, sweat pouring down my body and into my clothes, and Edgar was cool and in the air-conditioned garage at the dealership where he worked on Saturday.

By noon, I was finished. I put the lawnmower in the garage, and I went into the house. Ms Alcott was not on the ground floor and I called down to the basement. When there was no answer, I called up the stairway and told her I was done.

“Come up here. I have something for you,” she said.

Like a fool, I asked what she wanted.

“Just get up here.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

When I reached the upstairs hallway, I was surprised that she had not changed clothes, stripped, or done anything else that would indicate I was about to get the something worth my while, the something that I was hoping for.

“Take a shower in my bathroom, and close the door.”

She was just being nice again, but I was beginning to believe that what I thought was an invitation was merely wishful thinking on my part.

Amelia Alcott’s private bathroom was a lot nicer than our only bathroom at home and a lot bigger too. I was too hot and too disappointed to let my imagination take hold again. I folded my sweaty clothes on the hamper, adjusted the temperature and spray of the water from the shower, and climbed into the big and very deep tub.

Ms Alcott had some creamy soap that was slippery when I got it wet, and I was thinking about whacking off to the idea of fucking Ms Alcott. I even gave my cock a few strokes before I dropped the soap. When I leaned over to pick up the soap, Ms Alcott pulled back the curtain and scared the hell out of me.

“Nice,” she said.

I turned away, embarrassed, and I slipped and fell on my ass, lucky I didn’t break my neck. The shower spray went everywhere, including the bathroom floor. Ms Alcott just stood over me, laughing, but just slightly. She was still wearing her jeans and denim shirt, but she had unknotted the front and it wasn’t buttoned. It was hanging loose, but it still covered the bulk of her tits.

I saw her once in a bathing suit and, to the best of my recollection, it was a modest bathing suit. That was two summers ago when she was still married to Mr Alcott.

“Penny for your thoughts?” she said, and she peeled back the shirt.

I didn’t respond, but I grabbed the chrome support bar, and pulled myself to my feet. My cock must have grown an inch for every square inch of tit that she showed. She revealed first one tit and then the other, all the while watching my cock. When she finally parted the shirt, her tits hung just the slightest bit, but her sharp, upturned nipples more than made up for it. They were not enormous but they were damn close to perfect. I thought I might come just looking at them. I put my hand around my cock as she let the shirt slide from her arms. When the shirt fluttered gently to the tile floor, she kicked it closer to the tub. The shower spray was still needling at my flesh and I was holding my cock.

Ms Alcott, still wearing her jeans, smiled up at me, reached for my cock, and pushed my hand away. I stared, mesmerized, as she wrapped her fingers around the shaft. She stroked four times with her right hand. She told me to lather my hands again, and to give her the soap, which I did.

“Now let me see you stroke it. I haven’t seen that in a long time.”

I was not quite sure she meant that, but she nodded and I did as I was told. She opened her mouth, and let her tongue touch her upper lip. She looked contented. When Ms Alcott said it would be worth my while, I didn’t think she meant that I would have to whack myself off in front of her, but even that beat the hell out of just mowing the lawn, or even whacking off alone.

I gripped my cock and stroked while she lathered her hands. The more she watched, the wider her eyes went, and the slower I stroked. Slow is not how I usually do it, but that day, I wanted it to last as long as it could. Her nipples were getting hard and the brown circles that surrounded them bulged. It was something I never saw with any of the girls I fucked. I thought maybe that it was only something older women did.

Or special women, I thought, but I didn’t know. I was unsophisticated when it came to sex.

Her hands were lathered well and, still kneeling, she leaned around me and put the soap in the tray, brushing her shoulder against the head of my cock. As the upper part of her body moved on by, the shower sprayed through her hair and over her cheek. Coming back, she dragged her tongue over the head of my cock while I held onto the shaft.

She knelt more upright than before, giving her a better angle. Then she forced my hand away with her own. She looked up the front of my body, grinned, and then pulled my cock toward her lips.

“I’ve wanted to do this for a long time, Clifford.”

“Me too,” I said, but that was a lie.

For me, it was only two weeks, but it was also fourteen very intense days and nights when I worked out my fantasies.

As good-looking as Ms Alcott was, I never thought of her as a sex object until I saw her with her hand on that cock that she had just popped from her lips.

If she had taken my cock into her mouth, I was sure I would have come instantly, but she let it go and she stood. I was disappointed until I saw her unbutton and then unzip her jeans. I watched as Ms Alcott peeled the jeans down over her hips. She wore neither panties nor thong and, apparently, she shaved herself to a ribbon of hair over the slit of her pussy. I was afraid to stoke again, because I was afraid I would come.

After her jeans slid over her thighs and knees and gathered at her feet, she kicked them away, pushing the denim shirt with them, and she stood tall beside the tub. She looked into my eyes, not smiling, but grinning, which was driving me even crazier.

“Feel them,” she said. “But do not come.”

I reached out, not with my fingers, but with the palm of my hand. When I felt the hard nipple and the bulge of the circle behind it, I was afraid I would come, but I managed to obey Ms Alcott’s command, and my hardness even subsided a bit. Now, I was afraid my cock would shrivel and withdraw.

She stepped over the edge of the tub and under the needlelike spray of the shower. She faced me and lathered her hands, showing the fullness of her tits, the slight bulge at her belly, and of course, the evil smile. My cock stopped shrinking.

She did nothing for me or for herself for a full minute before she grabbed my cock and tugged, nicely and smoothly. I inverted my hand, cradled one of her tits in the crux of my forefinger and thumb, and began to squeeze and release. I was beginning to grow hard again, maybe harder than before.

“If we try to do this standing up, we’ll break our necks,” Edgar’s mom said. “Now, sit.”

I stifled a yes, ma’am, let go of her tit, and I supported myself with the chrome bar and lowered my ass to the shallow, flowing water as it flowed over us, and drained along the floor of the large tub.

She stood over me with one foot beside each of my thighs. I don’t know how many other college guys have had a chance to see a gorgeous older woman from this angle, but it was the very first time for me, and I took it all in. Her hips were wide and her belly hard with just the smallest undercurve. The bulge at her nipples made me want to suck them.

She still had the soap in her hands and she lathered her tits and her belly. As I watched, my cock bobbed against my belly. I was again afraid I would come, even though I no longer touched my cock. She brought the soap to her trimmed pussy, and slipped it into the wide blossom of flesh that was her pussy. She pushed the soap just part of the way inside her with one hand at the same time as she rotated the hard little hood of her clit with the middle finger of her other hand. The look on her face seemed a combination of deathly serious and ecstatic joy, and an evil that was driving me crazy.

With her left hand, she grabbed my right ear, and urged my face toward her pussy, but it did not take much urging. I ran my nose through the layers of her pussy and then my lips. I twirled my tongue over the soapy clit that was as hard as a stone.

“Nice, yes,” she said, but mostly she was breathing hard.

As I licked and sucked, I had this weird sensation of fear that someone might come into the bathroom and see what we were doing just as when I had seen her sucking and stroking someone’s cock almost two weeks ago. I looked up the front of her body. I puckered my lips, sucked her clit between them, and rolled my tongue over it.

“Good, good,” she said, encouraging me, and it was the first time I heard her moan.

I opened my mouth and plunged my tongue through the layers of her pussy.

“I’m coming down,” she said, and I did not know what she meant, until she squatted further, and knelt with one knee on the outside of each of my thighs.

She took my cock in a kind of backhand grip, laying it across her palm and she went lower still.

Yes, this was it, not just a blowjob or a handjob, but a fuck. A real, honest-to-goodness fuck. I wanted to fuck my best friend’s mom, my very first MILF, a mother I didn’t know I’d love to fuck until two weeks before. Now it was happening.

The spray of the shower was fine and biting, but it did not bother me. She spread her thighs and angled my cock. She ran the head through her slit without letting my cock go all the way inside her. She pushed me back until I lay hard against the back of the tub. The pleasure of cockhead on clit was excruciating. All the while she worked with me, I was afraid I would come too soon. Now, I was afraid I would not come soon enough, not because I didn’t like what she was doing, but because I wanted to fuck her again. This time, I wanted to fuck on a bed, with me on top and in control.

“Oh,” I said, and here it went.

“Good,” she said, and my cum shot not into her, but over the front of her belly. Even as I came, she worked the length of my cock, pulling my cock as far into her pussy as it would go from that angle, and then bringing it out and rubbing the head into outer edges of her pussy. She did not relax until the final bursts of cum dripped inside her.

I told her I was sorry I came so fast, and she told me that she wasn’t sorry at all.

She held onto the bar and raised herself in the tub.

“Finish your shower and dry off,” she said. “Then come into my bedroom and fuck me properly.”

“Yes, ma’am,” slipped out this time.

“I like that,” she said. “Let’s have more obedience and we can make it even more worth your while.”

The two hours doing the lawn and the three hours in the Alcott house that Saturday were well worth my while. It was not the last time that I fucked Ms Alcott, but I had to do a ton of lawns while my friend Edgar was at work.


Everybody’s Got A Fist

Julie, Orlando

I met Gary one night when I was out at Pleasure Island in Downtown Disney with my girlfriend at the time. We became friends immediately and pretty soon I was out clubbing with him more than I was with her.

I won’t get into the boring details, but things with that girlfriend had already begun to go downhill by then, and before long we split up and Gary stepped in to fill the void, so to speak.

It wasn’t my first time in bed with a man, but it was my most fun. Gary didn’t have many hang-ups, and he was usually into trying whatever I could dream up. I enjoyed myself so much that when he asked to be exclusive, I agreed. Our only problem was that Gary worried all the time that I might leave him for a woman.

Maybe because he first caught sight of me while I was on the dance floor copping surreptitious feels under my girlfriend’s halter top, Gary couldn’t seem to trust that I was fine with staying faithful to him.

He constantly asked me, “Don’t you miss pussy?”

I really tried to explain. I’ve eaten plenty of pussy in my life. I like it, but it’s not like I’ll die of pussy-thirst if I don’t get any. Dick is nice, too, and when I was with my girlfriend, I didn’t have any of that. Being exclusive with somebody always means giving something up.

Still, Gary persisted. It started to sour what was otherwise a very nice relationship. Finally, one night, I decided to tell him the truth. There was something I missed from being with women. I’d held it back so as not to feed the fire, but by then I felt I had nothing to lose. I thought maybe he’d gotten so worried because he could sense I wasn’t sharing everything.

A perfectly good evening in bed had devolved into yet another tiresome line of questioning about the pleasures of cunnilingus. I sat up, crossed my legs, and looked Gary in the eye. I said I’d tell him what I missed from sleeping with girls, but if I did he wasn’t allowed to ever bring this topic up again.

He quickly agreed, so I took a deep breath and told him. Fisting. I missed having some girl’s arm buried in me practically up to the elbow. I told him nothing could ever compete with the way it feels to have somebody that deep inside me, so far that it feels like she’s right in the middle of my lungs; that my heart is pounding around her hand.

I feared Gary might get depressed now that I’d confirmed his fear that I missed having sex with girls. Instead, he just smiled.

When I asked him why, he wiggled his fingers at me. He said he didn’t have a cunt, but he did have a hand.

I stared at his big, callused hands in horror – Gary hung drywall during the day. I told him I didn’t think they’d fit inside me. He countered that it couldn’t hurt to try. The idea of taking his whole hand scared me, but I have to say I also felt curious about whether I could do it.

After a few minutes’ hesitation, I agreed. I told him we’d need to start by buying about a bucket of lube and some vinyl gloves for him (I don’t like latex).

He was very excited to try this the very next weekend, and best of all the plan made him stop annoying me with endless questions about girls. That Saturday, I took a long bath before Gary came over and generally tried to get myself as relaxed as possible.

He showed up with a single red rose and a paper bag full of the supplies I’d asked for. I laughed and let him in. He wanted to know how many girls had gotten their whole fists into me. I don’t like to share my personal statistics, so I shot back, “Every one who’s tried,” and left it at that.

We got in bed and made out for a while. Gary was a good kisser, but he was even better at playing with my nipples. I took off my bra, and he sucked and nibbled them until I started humping his leg. Then he asked if I was ready for him to try fisting me.

By then, I was definitely ready to get something into my cunt. I had him pull three chairs up to the edge of the bed. I used two of them to prop up my legs, almost like the stirrups at the end of a gynecologist’s table. I told Gary to pull the third chair between my legs. That one was for him to sit on. I told him to get comfortable, because with hands as big as his, working one into me would probably take a long time. Then I rolled over to get my wand vibrator out of my nightstand. Gary asked if I thought his fist wouldn’t be enough for me. I explained I’d need the vibrator to help me open up enough to get him in.

We made a little awkward conversation. Even though I’d obviously done this before, it had been a while and I was nervous. He made jokes about tickling my ribcage from the inside, but I could tell he wasn’t sure how he would actually fit, either.

I wanted to get things going before either of us got keyed up anymore. I switched the vibrator on and started going at myself. I knew Gary liked watching me masturbate, and I made a bit of a show out of it, bucking my hips and gasping a lot more than was strictly necessary. It was good for me to do that, too, since it made me feel sexy. I switched the vibrator off when I was still a long way from coming and told him to go ahead and start working his fingers in.

Gary dropped whatever we’d been chatting about before, snapped one of the vinyl gloves onto his right hand, pumped a bunch of lube onto it, and got to work. I’ve always been able to take two fingers pretty easily, so we wasted no time getting to that point.

He fucked with me a little in the process, curling his fingers up into my G-spot until it almost hurt. I panted and writhed and gave him dirty looks. I told him to quit screwing around and shove that third finger in. He shoved it in so hard I yelped, then gave me an innocent expression.

I leaned up so I could smack him but stopped short when I saw what was going on between my legs. His three fingers already made me feel full, and he had a whole bunch of hand left to go. I couldn’t imagine how he would ever get that whole thing into me.

Gary let me stare in awe for a little while, then asked if I was OK. My insides shivered and my cunt clenched. I didn’t know how this was going to work, but more than ever I wanted him to try. I lay back and told him to keep going.

He suggested I turn the vibrator back on, which I did. I’ve got pretty good muscle tone inside my pussy – one of my girlfriends was really into exercising there and got me into the habit. My vibrator is powerful, and when I put it on my clit full force, it made me tighten up around Gary’s hand so hard he actually grunted.

It was my turn to ask if he was OK. He said he was, he just needed more space, and the next thing I knew he spread his fingers out inside me. I shrieked. The girls who had fisted me probably hadn’t been strong enough to fight my cunt muscles that way. It felt strange and intense to be spread open like that when my pussy was bearing down so hard.

By opening up a little space, Gary also made me want to be stuffed even more. I told him to put another finger in.

He withdrew his hand and I heard the lube pump. Then he prodded at my entrance. This time, I could really feel the stretch as I took four of his fingers. I turned the vibrator up to a higher intensity, and Gary eased his fingers in bit by excruciating bit.

Then the bones of his hand hit me. They covered way too much area. “I don’t think this is going to work,” I told him.

Gary asked if he could just try a little. He promised to stop right away if anything felt uncomfortable to me. I took a deep breath and nodded.

He said he would start by just fingerfucking me. That sounded good, and I hadn’t come yet, so I agreed, then went for it with the vibrator. When I’m stretched really wide, it feels great, but it’s hard for me to come. When I do come that way, however, it feels amazing. I come about ten times harder than normal.

So, I felt pretty motivated to take myself to the point of orgasm.

Everything had gotten so sensitive that I could only stand to use the vibrator for short stretches. I’d roll it onto my clit and it felt like every muscle in my body would spasm. I’d sort of rock and jerk for a minute, then switch the vibrator off again and pant until I caught my breath.

After a few rounds of this, I noticed Gary watching with a silly grin on his face. When I asked about it, he said it was hot to watch me push my chest up and make my breasts jiggle. I told him I was glad to be keeping him entertained, then went back to what I was doing.

The vibrator on my clit felt great, and so did his hand in my cunt. Still, my orgasm eluded me. I kept getting distracted wondering when he’d try to push more of his hand inside. It had me a little tensed up. It didn’t matter that I was soaking wet and turned on as hell. I couldn’t get the mental relaxation I needed in order to come.

Eventually, Gary noticed I’d started groaning from frustration rather than pleasure. I was pretty incoherent by then, but I tried to explain how much I needed to come and how I couldn’t quite get there. This probably sounded more like, “Fuck. Come. Now. Need.” I won’t apologize, though. I don’t think anyone would do very well at talking with four of that guy’s huge fingers shoved up her cunt.

Gary took the vibrator from me with the hand he still had free. It was hard to let go of it. I’d kind of wrapped my hand into a numb claw around it, and my fingers didn’t want to work.

He put it on a higher setting than I normally use and pressed it to my clit much more directly than I could or would have. I yelped and would have scrambled away except that he just slightly curled the four fingers inside me, which made me freeze. I still can’t say for sure whether it hurt or felt like the most amazing thing ever. In any case, I wasn’t going anywhere.

I couldn’t close my mouth or do anything. I think I started to drool.

He muttered something about transferring the vibrations to his hand. I have no idea what he was getting up to. What I know is that whatever he was doing made it feel like some sort of pleasure vise had me by the cunt. Vibrations and sensations pressed me from two directions, so my clit ended up trapped between the vibrator on one side and the pressure of his hand on the other. It was more than I could take – so much more that I’m not even sure I could call it pleasure – but I didn’t want it to end.

He added more lube, then started to really push. I started to tell him again that I didn’t think this would work, but didn’t make it past the first sounds of the words. Pretty much immediately, all I could do was moan louder than I ever had in my life.

When I’d been fisted before, I had to focus on relaxing the muscles in and around my pussy to make room for the hand that was entering me. This time, I was so overwhelmed by sensation that I didn’t have it in me to even think about particular muscles, much less try to control them.

Little by little, the bridge of his hand pressed through my body’s resistance and into me. Every time I was on the verge of asking Gary to stop, some little twitch or pulse would hit my nerves with indescribable intensity and I’d decide to hold off for just a little more.

I couldn’t say how long this went on. It seemed like hours. I felt like a tiny animal, hot skin, hot breath, hot blood speeding through my body at an insanely fast pulse rate. Gary’s enormous hand became my only reality, the only thing I could think about. If I’d opened my eyes, I don’t think I would have seen anything. That hand was taking up all the room in both my body and my brain.

Then Gary made a strange sound, sort of like a gasp but softer. I lay still for a moment, filled to the point that I could do nothing but receive. He didn’t need to say anything to let me know he’d gotten through – I could feel the change in the room itself.

When I could manage it, I lifted my head. He gazed at me with a tender, attentive expression that made me wonder for a moment what it would be like to give birth to a child. Then he shifted his fist just slightly and those thoughts dissolved into utter lust.

I put my hand on my bare stomach. I could feel the shape his hand made inside me. I could feel his whole fucking arm. I couldn’t believe he’d gotten it all in.

I collapsed backwards onto the bed. He never let up with that damn vibrator, and I thought my head would explode. His fist rocked inside me. He squeezed it rhythmically so it felt like a much calmer heart than the one in my chest, sending pleasure through me as it beat.

My cunt had stretched so wide I didn’t know if I could come, but I didn’t have the energy to do anything more than give in at that point. I remember flailing my head against the pillows like I’d been possessed by a demon. My hands moved, too, grabbing at my breasts, my stomach, my legs.

Then Gary began to twist his arm inside me – again, just slightly, but given how intense everything felt, it was enough to make my stomach flip over. I grabbed the vibrator back from him and nudged my clit with it.

I wanted to fuck him, but I couldn’t really move. I felt pinned in place. Instead of fighting the way I felt, I used all that energy to apply the vibrator to my clit. I grabbed the vibrator with both hands so I could control it better.

Gary wrapped his free arm around one of my thighs. I tried to hug him with my other leg. We rocked together and everything felt excruciating right up until the moment that it turned into this shattering, agonizing orgasm that felt like it was going to shoot out the top of my head and the tips of my toes at the very same time.

If I’d thought it was hard to take his fist, it was even harder to come around it. My cunt ached as it pulsed, and I couldn’t have stopped screaming for anything. I’ve heard of people passing out during fisting and always thought that was an urban legend. I can’t say if I passed out that time, but there are a few seconds I can’t remember.

At some point, I finally stopped thrashing and crying and coming, and I remembered Gary again. “I didn’t break your arm just now, did I?” I asked.

He chuckled and said not quite. Then he asked if he could take it out – according to him, the inside of my cunt felt hotter than a sauna.

I said OK, and he tugged. I yelped and told him to go as slowly as possible.

He tugged some more, a little gentler, then grunted softly.

I lifted my head. It was still disconcerting to see his arm coming out of my cunt, especially since I wasn’t used to getting that view with someone so thick and hairy. He told me he thought he was stuck.

Even weak from coming so much, I had to laugh a little at the barely restrained panic on his face. I explained about the vacuum seals that can form around a person’s wrist when a woman comes really hard while being fisted, and told him how to use one lubed-up finger to break the suction. He did as I instructed, and we were able to ease his hand out of me.

As soon as he got free, he collapsed next to me on the bed. He wanted to know how well he’d done.

I teased him, telling him it had been sort of OK. Then when I saw he was still insecure, I gave him the serious answer. I told him I’d never had anything that large inside my cunt before, and outside of childbirth didn’t expect to ever have anything that large in me again.

“Does that mean you didn’t like it?” he said.

I told Gary I’d liked it very much, I just thought I might die if we tried it a second time.

We both laughed and kissed each other, and everything felt like a big relief. After coming like that, I always want a long nap. Just before I slipped into unconsciousness, I checked to see if we’d alleviated his worries that I’d leave him for a girl. After all, I told him, everybody’s got a fist.

Gary did stop asking me if I missed girls. We were together for two years after that. I still remember him fondly.


A Commercial Arrangement

Sean, Chester

I count myself as incredibly lucky. In some ways, that is. I suppose I’m not lucky from the point of view that I can’t get fully turned on unless I pay for my sex. I have no idea exactly why that is, but it probably stems from my teenage years (don’t most things) and I have to blame my father. Maybe that’s a cop-out but that’s what I think.

On the occasion of my sixteenth birthday, my parents took me and my twin sister Louise to Thailand to celebrate. It was only the second time I’d ever travelled abroad (the first was Mallorca) so it was pretty cool to be going so far. I have no idea whether Mum and Louise were in on what Dad had planned; I was always too embarrassed to ask.

He took me out for a few drinks in Pattaya on the night I turned sixteen. I have no idea what we drank and I’m not sure he had either, but later on in the evening he had a whispered conversation with a really sexy-looking woman at the bar and the next I knew she was leading us up some stairs. I asked him where we were going and he said it was my birthday surprise. Next thing I know this woman has opened a door and is standing aside. My father put his hand round my shoulder and eased me into the room. In there, standing by a big double bed, was a stunning Thai girl wearing one of those long dresses with slits up both sides of the skirt. I turned round just in time to see Dad and the woman go out and close the door on us.

I was just so embarrassed and had no idea what to do. The girl was obviously used to that, though. She told me her name was Charunee (I have no idea if I spelled that right) and she took my hand and pulled me over to the bed. I wasn’t stupid and knew she was a hooker, but she sure was good-looking. She kissed, too, and I know from more recent experiences that kissing’s unusual. And I remember she smelled so good, like fresh flowers. She didn’t rush me and spent a lot of time kissing me and rubbing my shoulders to relax me. Then she just stood in front of me and gave me a vision that’s been with me ever since; she reached up to her shoulders and pulled a couple of straps, making the dress fall to the floor round her feet.

She was completely nude underneath, with not a trace of hair anywhere on her body. I remember how slim she was, too. And her cute breasts with prominent nipples just asking to be sucked, except I was too chicken to actually do it. She pushed me back on the bed slightly and fed one between my lips. I didn’t stop then, and I’ve had a thing about rubbery nipples since. Becky (my wife) has nipples like that; it was one of the reasons I was so attracted to her in the first place. But more of Becky later.

Charunee helped me off with my clothes, saying how strong I was and all that BS. I do wonder how old she was. Around eighteen, I’d guess, the older woman! But when I was naked she used her tits to massage me, all up and down my back and over my shoulders, then on my front, letting me suck her tits and sometimes holding them together around my hard-on. After a bit of that she popped me into her mouth and started to suck slowly and gently. It was bloody amazing, the best ever. Ever after I mean; I’d never had it done before then. Stupid teenage me just came in her mouth after two seconds. She just left it there, swallowing what I pumped out and licking her lips afterwards like it was the best thing she ever tasted. I thought that would be it and cursed myself.

But that wasn’t it. She gave me a drink and started to suck it again, bringing it back to full hard in a very short time. Next she climbed over me and impaled herself on my spike. That first penetration was just unbelievable. She was making all kinds of moaning noises but I didn’t really believe her. I was just another trick I guess. But she was an incredible fuck, riding me till I came right inside her. It was only afterwards I realized she’d slipped a condom on me without me even noticing, so it shows how many dicks she must have fucked to be so expert. That’s really stupid, I think. Assuming the condom was to prevent disease and not just to stop her getting pregnant, did she think coming in her mouth wasn’t as big a risk? It was only then I realized she’d acted the swallowing; she had slipped a condom on me for that too.

Still, I can’t complain – the risk was more to me than to her, but thankfully I never caught anything. She even slipped a third one on me – this time I was watching – and managed to suck me quite erect, but there was no way I could come a third time so soon.

I have no idea how long I was in there, but eventually Dad came back with the woman and took me back down to the bar for some more booze. I never asked whether he’d had a woman too, but I guess he did. I can remember how incredibly proud he was of me, like he’d been watching. Who knows, maybe he had.

It all left me with a few questions and a few quirky views on life. Firstly, convinced my dad had screwed the woman he was with, I decided it was OK to pay for sex, even if you’re married. Secondly, never mention it to anyone. He made that plain and it convinced me even more he’d done it in that bar and probably at other times as well. He kept on about it being our secret and not to tell Mum, so I never did. (After he died, a year later, Mum told me she knew, so she obviously tolerated it.) I still don’t know to this day whether Louise got a similar initiation, but I doubt it. Mum was a bit straight-laced and Dad was overprotective about my sister.

After a couple of years without a girlfriend, nearly wearing my right hand out masturbating over memories of Charunee, I met Becky, in Cala d’Or, Mallorca. I’d gone away with Mum and Louise and while they went off shopping somewhere I went to the beach, keen to ogle the topless women that were always there. Becky was with a few friends on sunbeds, all topless. I was under the impression that, with my dark shades, I could watch girls without them noticing, but one of her friends spotted me looking and started to tease me.

Becky came out in my defence and told them to stop bullying me, and, to be fair, they said they were just having fun. Two of them stood up and took my arms. I remember I could feel the sides of their tits on my arms and I started to get hard. Of course they noticed and teased all the more, but I felt OK with it because they weren’t being nasty. They took some photos with what turned out to be Becky’s camera and after we got married I found them on her computer. I made copies for myself – good wank-fodder.

I got chatting to Becky and the others went for a swim in the pool, so it was just her and me and those fantastic pointy nipples. She caught me staring and asked why I was so fascinated. She told me she was flattered and didn’t mind, too. She always was very easy to talk to. We went out a few times in Mallorca and we fucked on the beach at night. She was sharing a room with friends and I was with Mum and Louise in our apartment; they shared and I had my own room, but I don’t think Mum would have been too impressed if I’d brought back a sexy girl and we went to bed together.

Becks and I said we’d stay in touch and we did. We emailed a lot, texted a lot and met up a few times. I’d travel to her house, about two hours away, and she came to stay with us, but with both our mothers always around we had to have separate rooms. Then one time we told her mum she was coming to stay with me and told Mum I was going to stay with her. We’d booked a hotel halfway between. We liked a bit of fun, and for a joke I said she should turn up dressed as a hooker and we’d pretend I’d bought her for the night. OK, you sussed me out – the idea turned me on fantastically. But she was up for it, sort of, so off I went to the hotel.

Her idea of a hooker was a bit different to mine. I’d been fantasizing about what she’d look like all the way down but when I met her in the hotel reception she just looked like she usually did. OK, it was the middle of the winter, so you don’t want to be too daring. We signed in; nobody batted an eyelid. Then we took the cases to the lift and got in, along with a couple of old women who were on a walking holiday. They stood at the front of the lift and Becky grabbed my hand and shoved it through the gap in her coat. I felt skin and lace – under the coat she was just wearing her underwear. My face must have been a picture because she laughed at me and asked if I thought she’d forgotten.

When we got to the room I couldn’t wait to get at her, but she held me back and put on this funny accent, telling me I had to pay first. I told her not to be silly but she insisted, so I got all the money out of my wallet and gave it to her. She pulled her coat aside, stuffed the money in the top of her stocking, then fucked me like a mad thing. No condoms this time and she really did swallow my load afterwards. I can remember watching us fuck in the wardrobe mirrors, me all hairy-arsed naked and her all black stockings and suspenders.

We went for a meal in the hotel restaurant later and she put a dress on over her stockings but didn’t wear a bra or knickers. I can still remember how much of a let-down it was when she eventually stripped off all the kinky stuff and became Becky again for the rest of our stay.

She got pregnant and we got married the following year. I had a brief resurrection of my hooker fantasy when she took off her wedding dress to reveal stockings and sussies again, but they were all white and not quite as kinky somehow.

Years later, our two kids are at school. I work shifts and Becky has a regular job in retail, so I’m at home a lot when she isn’t. I would occasionally take a tour of her knicker drawer and dig out those black suspenders which she’d never worn since that day in the hotel. Then I started looking at porn on the internet and it was always the hooker stereotypes that got me erect. The more I looked, the more I wanked until our sex life had started to dwindle.

Then one day I joined a chat site on the internet. I knew what it was about, and I had no intentions of cheating on Becky, but, like a gambler does, I got hooked with the idea of meeting one of these exciting women for real. It was easy enough to do, and, no doubt, a very common story: Wife, bored, at home a lot while husband works, then he goes to the pub and gets pissed, leaving even more dissatisfied wife. Easy pickings for a randy bugger like me.

I went to loads. The first was a blowsy blonde, quite a bit older than me but in easy walking distance. I went round her house and she pulled me inside, checking no neighbours were watching. We went through the cup of tea politeness and she got right down to it. She was bored and sexy but she liked little luxuries her husband wouldn’t buy her. In other words she wanted paying. That didn’t surprise me, which is why I had some cash with me, but what did surprise me was how much of a buzz I got from paying her. I reckon it’s because I feel like I’ve bought something and that obliges the women to do what I want. The customer’s always right kind of thing.

I got her to dress up in an outfit like Becky wore and we had sex on her sofa. She made me promise not to come inside her (she didn’t insist on a condom) and said if I was good I could come on her face. That was a new experience for me in those days, though I’d seen pictures and videos of it on the internet. When she’d come (or said she had), I aimed at her face and pulled myself off, soaking her with my semen and watching it run down her face. Then it was another cup of tea, suggestions that I call on her again (I never did) and off I went.

That night, reliving the experience in my mind, I was able to give Becky a good seeing-to, something she remarked about afterwards, saying she didn’t think I fancied her anymore. I didn’t tell her I was fucking the other woman in my mind. When I got near to coming (and I lasted ages because I was still knackered from earlier) I pulled out and climbed up Becky’s body, holding her face while I came all over her. She looked really shocked and wanted to know why, but I just said I got the idea and had to go for it.

All these experiences were adding up for me: the hooker in Thailand, the hotel with Becky, my love for her (and others) to be exposed in some way in public and the huge buzz I got from coming on faces. I know now I was trying to mess up my partners. I suppose I was degrading them, or objectivizing or whatever the feminists call it. I don’t think women are inferior; the opposite if anything, but I do like to spoil the perfection. The smarter they look, the more I want to ruin it.

My life with these casual contacts paralleled my married life. I’d get ideas from the casual contacts and try them on Becky. I’d come on her clothes or her hair, even better if we were just on our way out and I knew that, even though she took a tissue to her face or clothes or hair, my come was still there. Sometimes I’d fuck her in her knickers and pull out just as I spurted, then pull them back up so she would feel wet from me all night long.

What stupid me hadn’t realized was that Becky could add up too. Faster than I could. Unbeknown to me she was watching what I did, checking my pockets, diary, phone, emails and wallet. It was inevitable she’d find out. I can’t remember exactly what she discovered; some hotel or restaurant receipts I think. It doesn’t really matter what it was, only that she’d found out about my secret life and we were headed for a bust-up.

Except it didn’t quite turn out as I expected. She was hurt and devastated by the fact I’d been screwing other women. But she thought it was all her fault. Her adding up had been better than mine, so she said she should have seen the signs earlier and done something about it. I don’t mind admitting we both cried that night. I felt like a complete shit and swore I’d never do it again if she’d stay with me. It took us a lot of talk and a couple of weeks to get past it all.

I remember the beginning of part two of my life like it was an hour ago. I’d been out to meet a business contact (a real one, not a woman for sex) and when I arrived back the house was completely dark and silent. It was even stranger because the kids were staying over at Becky’s mum’s place, so Becky should have been there with the TV or her stereo blaring like she usually was. But there was nothing. I went in and called out but still nothing, so I went upstairs.

She was on our bed, just wearing her underwear and made up to the nines, stroking her thigh between her stockings and knickers. It looked like her but didn’t at the same time. The make-up was heavier, with bright red lips and dark mascara. I asked what she was doing but she said we both knew why we were there and it was a hundred for a fuck and another twenty if I wanted to come in her mouth. I thought she was joking but she wasn’t. She wanted paying. I didn’t have that kind of cash so she said she accepted cards, and didn’t let me near her until I handed over my debit card. We both know each other’s PIN so she could (and did) actually use it.

She told me to get on with it because she hadn’t got all night and had other tricks later on. Thankfully she was joking about that, though I’d have been a hypocrite to blame her if she had. We agreed on a hundred and I fucked her, with her going OTT with the moaning and thrashing about. When I got close she persuaded me to part with another twenty and went down on me to swallow the lot.

We slept afterwards, but in the morning she was up and dressed – still in all the back stuff – and wouldn’t let me touch her. She went off to work still looking like a tart.

It changed our life completely. I don’t get sex anymore unless I pay her. I’m not joking. Sometimes cash and sometimes gifts. It helps in some ways because I’ve given up smoking and cut down on the booze. I can’t afford other women now, either, which is maybe one of her reasons, but I get it back because she saves it up for holidays.

She gave up all her sensible clothes and dresses sexily most of the time, even for work or picking our kids up or visiting relatives. We’ll be sitting at her mum’s, say, and she’ll wait until her mum isn’t looking and open her legs so I can see her knickers and stockings. We stop for sex in the open air, as long as I pay. To all intents she is a prossie now, except it’s just for me. I trust her that way.

It’s freed me up a lot, too. Since I’m paying for it, I can dictate what I want, provided I’m prepared to pay her price. That means I can try anything. We’ve done BDSM, both ways, with her as the sub and with me as the sub. We do anal, something she admits she’s grown to like. I take the most obscene photos of her, usually playing with herself, which I also like. She does striptease.

My latest idea is to watch her having lesbian sex with someone. She said I just want to fuck another woman but she knows that’s not the reason. I know, too, that she’ll do it as long as I pay the price. I know because she’s not the only one who can check internet history. She’s been on contact sites advertising for a bisexual woman. It’ll put the price up, but she’s worth every penny.

She’s already started to wind me up about it. She works out a lot and goes to keep fit and badminton. She tells me about the women in the changing rooms, and that’s exciting to me because I know some of them. She described what they wear, what their tits are like or whether they shave their muffs and so on. She even told me that Vicky, my best mate Mattie’s wife, always wears stockings and sussies and I’m like yeah yeah. I said she was making it all up, then next thing I know she’s got a video – she sneaked some camcorder she bought on eBay in there and secretly filmed the changing rooms. Imagine how fucking exciting it is to see your mates’ wives and girlfriends getting their kit off. There was Vicky just as she said, flesh-coloured stockings and dark blue underwear. Mattie’d kill me if he knew I’d seen that. Becks got me ridiculously turned on and there was another hundred quid towards the holiday fund.

Speaking of holidays, she doesn’t stop there either. She delights in finding resorts where the women go topless, and more than once she’s rubbed suntan oil on some lass or had it done back, bare tits and all. When we were in the Maldives she booked a his-and-hers massage, where two girls massage you both at the same time on two beds next to each other. I watched as this cute Asian girl spent ages oiling her tits, while Becky closed her eyes and smiled. Later on, I got a holiday discount and fucked her in the sea for fifty.

I just hope I never lose my job.


Life Begins At Forty

Doug, Stittsville

Joyce and I married later in life. She is a librarian and I am an antiquarian and until a few months ago we led a quiet, uneventful life. But that changed following a party at which we were entertained by our friends’ stories and videos of their numerous sexual encounters while on a cruise.

While driving home, Joyce astonished me by asking, “Why don’t we do something like that?”

“You mean have kinky sex?” I asked.

“Well, we have lots of great sex together but it would be interesting to do it with somebody else. I’d be fascinated to watch you fucking another woman. And don’t husbands fantasize about watching their wives get it on with other men?”

I gulped. This was indeed one of my fantasies.

“I’ll be forty in a couple of weeks,” she mused. “Give me some really exotic sex as a birthday present.”

I wasn’t sure what Joyce meant by exotic sex and I was sure she didn’t either. But she clearly wanted a dramatic change in our sex life. I needed help and after many cautious enquiries I found an expert in the field. Mrs Warren was a very elegant, older lady who, from her luxurious penthouse, arranged intimate adult encounters for select clients. I explained my problem to her.

“It’s usually the husband who suffers a mid-life crisis not the wife,” she observed. “Let me think about your dilemma.”

Two days later I heard Mrs Warren’s proposal: “I suggest that you and your wife perform at a soirée I’m organizing for a client next week. As foreplay your wife would be restrained and soundly spanked and then you would have sexual intercourse together. All this would be in front of my guests. Do you think that would be exotic enough?”

I was too shocked to even answer.

Very tentatively I raised Mrs Warren’s proposal with Joyce and, to my amazement, she was wildly enthusiastic. “Oh, yes,” she enthused, “that’s just the exotic sex I want!”

The evening for our performance had arrived and we were driving to the soirée when suddenly Joyce blurted, “I don’t think I can do this.”

I looked at her in alarm.

“I know I agreed to do this scene and it seemed kinky and thrilling at the time, but now it terrifies me, it’s so far beyond our usual sex.”

“Just think of it as making love in a hotel room,” I responded with far more confidence than I actually felt.

“But all those people will be watching me orgasm and listening to me come,” Joyce said. “And being spanked in public, you’ve never even spanked me in private!”

“I’m sure the spanking will be just a few gentle slaps on the bum,” I assured her.

“Well, I can’t do it. Let’s go home.”

But it was too late to withdraw. As I pulled up to the front door Mrs Warren was waiting with an elegantly gowned lady who came forward to greet us.

“Welcome to my home,” she said. “I’m Mrs Saunderson, the hostess for tonight’s soirée. We’re all eager to see your performance. As Mrs Warren’s newest erotic entertainers I’m sure you’ll show us some exciting sex.”

Mrs Warren came forward and took Joyce’s hand. “You’re nervous, Mrs Simpson, that’s understandable, but it will pass as soon as you begin the scene. I’ll take you to the dressing room where you can remove your clothes and then get acquainted with the gentlemen who will engage you in foreplay.”

As Joyce was led away the expression on her face was one of trepidation.

I was led through to the room where the entertainment would all take place. I scrutinized the audience for our performance. There were seven couples, all expensively dressed and clearly belonging to the upper levels of society, far above Joyce and me. I now recognized our hostess as the dean of the arts faculty at the university and her husband as a judge. Most others had been prominently featured in the society columns of the newspaper.

They were sipping wine while inspecting the piece of furniture in the middle of the room. All polished wood, gleaming chrome and black leather, the spanking bench contrasted garishly with the understated elegance of the other furnishings.

Mrs Warren entered the room and said to me, “If you’re ready I’ll present your wife to our guests.”

I nodded and Mrs Warren called for attention. Three people entered the room, two men in business suits and Joyce, wearing black stockings and stiletto heels but otherwise naked. They walked down the room, the men on either side of Joyce holding her hands. Her full, heavy breasts moved enticingly and I could hear murmurs of approval from the guests. The three stood beside the spanking bench and Mrs Warren addressed the audience.

“Ladies and gentlemen, tonight’s scene is a gift to Mrs Joyce Simpson from her husband Douglas to celebrate her fortieth birthday. Mrs Simpson will be strapped into my spanking bench and be soundly spanked, her first one ever! Then, when Mr Simpson judges his wife to be suitably aroused, he will fuck her to orgasm in their first act of public sex.

Joyce blushed but I could tell that being naked in front of these strangers was exciting her.

Mrs Warren continued. “Our spankers are Mr Donald Mason and Mr Eric Burke, both skilled in stimulating ladies’ posteriors. Mr Mason is right-handed and Mr Burke is left-handed so both Mrs Simpson’s ass cheeks will be spanked simultaneously. This will dramatically heighten the sensations for her. Now, while Mr Mason and Mr Burke prepare, you have a few moments to admire this beautiful lady.”

Mason and Burke removed coats and ties, rolled up the sleeve of their spanking arm and adjusted the bench. A blushing Joyce was appraised by the guests. She looked magnificent. Her breasts were high with the nipples erect. Her slender waist and full hips gave her a gorgeous, curvy figure. She had shaved her sex but left a triangle of verdant pubic curls. Despite her nervousness Joyce was excited and between her plump labia the inner lips were unfurled. The black stockings emphasized her firm, creamy thighs. Joyce turned to allow the audience to view her rear, two exquisite globes, full, ripe and succulent. When she jiggled her ass there were appreciative gasps from the audience. Perfect for spanking, said one.

“I shall gag you, Mrs Simpson,” said Mrs Warren. “That will further heighten your arousal, will muffle your cries and encourage you to drool quite prettily.”

Joyce had never been gagged before and I could see her panicked expression. Nevertheless she opened her mouth wide and Mrs Warren inserted a ball gag, fastening the restraining strap tightly behind her head.

The men helped Joyce kneel on the leather pads of the bench then bent her downwards at the waist so she was supported on her elbows and arms. The men splayed Joyce’s knees far apart. Mrs Warren fastened Joyce’s knees, ankles, wrists and elbows to the bench.

Joyce looked breathtaking. She was tightly restrained in an extreme doggy position with her head down and her back arched so that her gorgeous ass was raised. She was gagged, with her breasts hanging freely and her intimate parts displayed for the delectation of the guests. There were enthusiastic comments and I knew I was not the only man with a hard-on.

“Mrs Simpson is now ready for foreplay so I shall ask Mr Simpson to assess the condition of his wife’s arousal.”

I stepped forward and everyone gathered around Joyce’s rear to watch me. I slid my finger along Joyce’s slit then spread her inner lips to expose the lovely pink flesh. Opening wide the orifice, I carefully pushed a finger up Joyce’s vagina to feel the state of her G-spot then used my wet finger to rub her clitoris. As I licked the juices from my finger a lady asked, “Do you always examine your wife so thoroughly before fucking her?”

I nodded. “I want to ensure she reaches climax before I come.”

I stepped back and said, “Gentlemen, my wife is in your hands.”

The men played with Joyce’s ass, squeezing it, making it jiggle, testing the fullness of her buttocks, feeling their curve then separating them to expose her tight anus. Finally each man settled his spanking hand on Joyce’s rear.

Everybody jumped as the sound of the first spank resounded around the room. The men waited for the jiggle of Joyce’s ass to subside before administering the next stroke. They spanked with measured, unhurried but ferociously hard strokes. These were not decorous, playful smacks; this was severe, calculated punishment. I realized the strange sounds coming from Joyce were shrieks muffled by her gag. Although she was tightly restrained, she could move her hips and bottom and everyone was mesmerized by the wild wriggling of Joyce’s rump.

After ten strokes I stepped forward to probe Joyce again. Once more I looked at the pink flesh, felt her sensitive spot and rubbed her clitoris. Joyce was very moist now. But as I licked her juices from my fingers I said, “Another set please.”

The spanking continued. Joyce’s rear was now a blazing scarlet colour and was in constant motion, but she could not escape the relentless punishment. The men spanked her in a pattern that left no distinct hand-print on her ass but produced a large area of uniform colour on the tender skin. They curved their hands to fit the curve of her cheeks for maximum impact and produced a prodigious jiggle that flowed through her ass and down her upper thighs. It was intensely erotic to watch. And although Joyce’s rear was bright crimson there was not a mark on her thighs or her back. Mason and Burke were true artists.

People were now circulating to view my tormented wife from all angles. Several were watching her breasts bouncing wildly with her continuous writhing. But many were watching Joyce’s face. For, in addition to her muffled shrieks, drool dribbled from her gagged mouth. Like many others I found this unbelievably sexy. When I examined Joyce’s arousal after the second spanking I noted that all the men clustered around her tortured rear had obvious erections.

Joyce was approaching climax. My hand filled with her vaginal juices and both the G-spot and clitoris were swollen. “One more set,” I ordered.

I moved to the back of the room to remove my clothes while they continued. When Mrs Warren saw my huge erection she smiled admiringly and said, “A most impressive cock, Mr Simpson, it will greatly excite the ladies. Fuck your wife well, she deserves it.”

Joyce’s rear was now a brilliant scarlet colour and the heat emanating from it was like a furnace. I knew it would be excruciatingly tender and I needed to ensure Joyce was in full orgasm before I let myself come to climax. The guests clustered around for a close-up view of my penetration into her.

As I spread Joyce’s lips to again display her pink flesh, now wet with juices, there were many compliments from the ladies about my erection. I rubbed the swollen head of my penis over the wet flesh then used it to nuzzle at her orifice. Juices flowed from the hole and finally I forced the head of my penis inside. Reaching between Joyce’s legs to play with her engorged clitoris I teased her by repeatedly sliding the head in and out of her orifice. Joyce’s bottom writhed frantically and, even muffled by the gag, her cries filled the room.

I slid my cock deeper until the head was rubbing Joyce’s swollen G-spot. I seized her bottom, squeezing and kneading the tormented globes while my cockhead worked her sensitive spot. The combination of pain and pleasure caused more wild thrashing.

Slowly I pushed my cock all the way in, stretching Joyce’s vagina to the limit and since Mrs Warren had positioned her ass perfectly, I impaled her down to the root. I was now in contact with her scorching rear and ground myself hard against the crimson flesh. I arched over Joyce’s back to seize her breasts, cupping and kneading them, rolling and stretching the swollen nipples. I increased the tempo of my thrusts, alternating deep penetration with stimulation of the G-spot, but gave her breasts no respite. The juices flooding from Joyce’s vagina coated us both and when her gagged shrieks reached a crescendo and she went rigid I knew she was about to climax. I thrust massively into her, grinding against her tortured bottom, battering her furiously as she convulsed in orgasm, again and again and again. I locked us together and when I came we bucked like rutting animals as I filled Joyce with huge jets of cum.

Gasping, I lay wrapped around Joyce’s bottom, still working her breasts. Her vagina squeezed my penis as she milked every drop of cum from me. When finally she released me I unglued myself from her rear and slowly pulled out my penis. There were admiring comments about the wet, sticky juices that coated us both. Joyce was still writhing but the convulsions had ceased and the sounds were now soft moans. I became aware that everyone was applauding and I could hear comments: “. . . best copulation I’ve ever watched . . . never seen such intense sex . . . most fuckable woman we’ve ever had perform”.

Mrs Warren spoke. “I think we can all agree that we have witnessed a most wonderful sex scene and I hope Mrs Simpson has enjoyed her husband’s birthday present to her. I shall leave her in restraints for a few more minutes so we may admire the birthday girl, restrained and gagged, severely spanked and profoundly ravished.”

The guests again circulated around Joyce, viewing her from every angle and exclaiming how beautiful and sexy she looked. Several ladies came to congratulate me and comment admiringly about my penis. Mrs Warren displayed the bowl into which Joyce had drooled. “I’ve never seen a lady drool so copiously,” she said. “It was exquisitely erotic.”

After several minutes Mrs Warren released Joyce from the spanking bench, removed her gag and wiped the drool from her chin. Joyce was very unsteady and Mason and Burke slowly walked her around the room to regain her composure. Many guests took the opportunity to fondle her. She put her arms around my neck and said, “That was the most intense sexual experience of my life, Doug, I cannot thank you enough for such a birthday gift.” We kissed passionately and although I dared not touch her tender bottom, I crushed her pliant body against mine. Everyone again applauded.

Mrs Warren said, “Tonight’s scene was a very private performance, a birthday gift to Mrs Simpson that we were privileged to watch. So the Simpsons will not be part of further intimate encounters tonight.” A loud chorus of protests erupted. Mrs Warren said, “Perhaps Mr and Mrs Simpson can join our sexual activities another time.”

Joyce left the room as she had entered, with Mason and Burke holding her hands. As she left, the guests were treated to the view of her perfect, scarlet ass jiggling proudly.

Joyce’s rear was so tender she couldn’t put on her panties or skirt so she was still naked when Mrs Warren, Mason and Burke entered the dressing room. Joyce showed no embarrassment at her nakedness.

“I hope we inflicted much pleasurable pain on you, Mrs Simpson,” said Mr Mason.

“We decided your ass was so perfect only the most extreme spanking could do justice to its eroticism,” explained Mr Burke.

Joyce blushed. “Well, you inflicted the most exquisite pain, almost more than I could bear, but then my husband gave me the most exquisite pleasure. So I think I’m a most fortunate woman. Thank you so much.”

“I hope we and our wives will have the pleasure of having intercourse with you both on another occasion,” said Mason.

“Oh, that would be delightful,” replied Joyce, with a sidelong glance at me. Mrs Warren raised her eyebrows and gave me a sly smile.

As I wondered what had happened to my wife, our hostess Mrs Saunderson entered.

“That was the most erotically charged performance Mrs Warren has ever produced for us,” exclaimed our hostess. “It raised everybody’s libido to boiling point so I expect bacchanalian revels tonight. It’s a pity you will not be part of it. But I hope Mrs Warren will soon arrange for you to join our carnal celebrations.”

Mrs Warren smiled. “Your performance exceeded my wildest expectations. It was eroticism personified. You are natural sexual performers. I’ll soon be in touch with you.”

On the drive home Joyce lay curled on the back seat, still naked, with her bottom positioned so it could be cooled by the air-conditioning.

“I never thought we’d have the nerve to do that,” she said, “have sex in public.”

“Don’t forget the spanking,” I added.

“That was excruciating, but so exciting knowing everybody was admiring my ass. I loved it. I guess we’ve been closet exhibitionists all these years. I didn’t like the gag much, although everybody enjoyed watching me drool, including you. Your erection was huge – I thought you’d split me in two – and you gave me a mind-blowing orgasm. It was heavenly, my best birthday gift ever.”

“So are we into kinky sex now?” I asked.

Joyce mumbled, “Yes,” and a few minutes later she was asleep. When we reached home I carried her to bed. She barely stirred.

Some days later we were invited to Mrs Warren’s apartment. She insisted on inspecting Joyce’s rear to be assured that it was fully recovered. “I was afraid they were too ferocious with you,” she remarked. “But, I have to agree with them, only the most extreme spanking can do justice to such a perfect ass.”

“I’ve been inundated with messages saying how thrilled the guests were with your performance and all emphasized they want to be intimate with you next time. So I propose that you join my little group of ‘intimate adult entertainers’. It’s a select group of couples that I send to various functions to facilitate and participate in sexual encounters. At some you might simply have intercourse together as an entertainment, but usually you would have sex with the hosts and their guests; and, when I produce a formal soirée, several of my couples perform a scene and then are available for intercourse with the guests. So you must be prepared to copulate with strangers, but there will be no drunken student parties or team gangbangs. My clients are impeccable couples, coming from only the highest levels of society.”

“But we’re not in our twenties,” exclaimed Joyce. “We’re both forty now, a mature couple. Who wants to have sex with us or watch us have sex?”

“Everyone,” said Mrs Warren. “Watching an athletic young couple have sex is delightful, but to see an experienced, mature couple in uninhibited, raw sex, fucking like feral animals as you did the other evening, that is the pinnacle of eroticism.”

I looked at Joyce, hoping to discuss Mrs Warren’s offer. But when I realized how excited she was I knew her answer. We became intimate adult entertainers.

For our training, Mrs Warren sent us to spend a day with Mason and Burke and their wives. I watched as Joyce was masterfully fucked by both men and saw, for the first time, how erotic it was to see her in orgasm. And, in turn, she was turned on by watching me severely ravish both wives. We sampled the pleasures of multiple partners, both double penetration (Joyce loved it) and triple (enjoyable but complicated). And, to Joyce’s delight, the men showed me how to correctly spank a woman. They taught me the art of bending an eager lady over the knee then pleasuring her by bringing a rosy glow to her bare bottom. It was all a wonderful introduction to our new lifestyle.

We’ve been performing for several months now and Mrs Warren has us booked for weeks ahead. We’re amazed at the extent of casual, recreational sex among the city’s high society and Mrs Warren’s entertainers always provide totally unrestricted and uninhibited sex for them. As Mrs Warren predicted, Joyce and I are in great demand and, I must confess, we absolutely love it. And, although we enjoy watching each other copulate with others, our private lovemaking remains as passionate as ever, although much more kinky.

For Joyce and me, life really has begun at forty.


Heat Index

Mia, St Louis

I swear I don’t know how I end up in these situations. One minute I was sitting at the bar, having a drink and talking about God knows what with Van, my on-again/off-again boyfriend-cum-booty-call, and flirting (as usual) with his best friend Eric, who sat across from me and pretended indifference (as usual), and the next minute I was sitting astride Eric, his cock lodged deep inside my cunt as Van nudged the tip of his penis against the tight little bud of my ass from behind.

OK, maybe it wasn’t one minute to the next. But it sure seemed like it. Let me back up a bit.

It was a hot, humid Saturday afternoon in the city, the temperature hovering around ninety and the humidity at the feels-like-you’re-breathing-underwater range. Of course, everyone else had taken off for the lake over the weekend to escape the steam coming off the streets and the humidity gathering in pools around the feet of the buildings, but I had a work deadline and, try as I might, had not been able to carve out a weekend of free time.

Such is the life of a freelancer.

I was staring out the window, supposedly looking for the exact right word to complete a sentence but actually in a kind of heat-induced semi-coma (my building’s air-conditioning had decided to go on the fritz that weekend, of course!) when my cellphone rang. It really did ring. I had it set on the “old-fashioned telephone” ringtone. Every time I got a call I grinned.

I looked down and saw it was Van. What was he doing calling me? He was supposed to be at the lake himself. In fact he probably was on the deck of someone’s boat at this very moment, a sexy blonde on one side and a bourbon on the rocks in his hand, the bastard.

“No, I will not come down to the lake and rescue you from Evil Emma’s clutches,” I said when I picked up. Emma was a notorious man-eater that Van both lusted after and feared.

“Some friend you are,” Van replied. “But it’s not me that needs rescuing, it’s you. If I don’t drag you out of your hole you’ll spend all weekend on that computer.”

“Aw, that’s sweet, Van. But I really don’t have the time to drive all the way down there.”

“I’m not at the lake,” he interrupted. “I’m at Milo’s. Come down and have a drink.”

“I’m on deadline—”

“Eric’s here,” he wheedled. Double bastard! He knew I had a crush on Eric. If the poor man only knew the sexy fantasies he’d been a part of while Van and I had sex. I rolled my eyes. Van knew I wouldn’t be able to resist that temptation.

And that’s how I ended up at Milo’s, drinking mojitos on a Saturday afternoon, sandwiched between the hot guy I sometimes fucked and the hot guy I dreamed of fucking.

It started out innocently enough (don’t these things always?) with Van teasing me about my long-unrequited crush on Eric.

“Unrequited?” Eric protested. “I’ve been crushing on Mia since the day you first introduced us, Van. I just didn’t want to steal her out from under you.” He smirked and winked at me.

Van widened his eyes and spread his hands. “What, are you saying I wouldn’t share with my best friend?”

Eric’s cheeky-ass smirk drooped a bit. “I, uh, never thought about it,” he said. “I figured you had, you know, squatter’s rights . . .”

“Squatter’s rights?!” My voice came out in a high-pitched squeak. “I’m right here, you two, stop talking about me like I’m a piece of property.” I took a long drink of my mojito and waved at the waiter for another round. I eyed the two men speculatively. Although Van and I had joked about my crush on his friend, this was the first time I’d heard that he’d be willing to “share”. Not that we had the kind of relationship that conferred rights on either of us, but Eric was his best friend, after all. Leaning back in my chair, I decided to call both men on their bluff – let them put their money where their mouths were.

Or something else there.

“So, Van, you’d be willing to ‘share’ me with Eric, huh? And you, Eric, you’ve been hands-off all this time out of loyalty to Van’s ‘rights’ to me? Is that what I’m hearing?”

Both men looked mildly embarrassed.

Van shrugged. “I didn’t mean—”

“It’s not like that—”

I cut them both off. “Prove it.” I leaned back in my chair, my arms folded over my chest.

Both men opened their mouths, but neither one seemed able to form words. Eric glanced at Van, who was staring at me.

“Put your money where your mouths are, boys,” I continued.

They both started talking at once.

“You want—”

“You mean—”

I interrupted them again. “That’s exactly what I mean. But we do it my way.”

There was an abrupt silence as both men stared at me quizzically. “Your way?” Eric finally asked. I swear his voice was almost as squeaky as mine had been.

It was my turn to smirk. “Yes. We do it together. So there’s no misunderstandings later.”

I watched the flush creep into Eric’s pale cheeks. A Nordic blond, it was hard for him to hide what he was feeling. He looked over at Van again, who was beginning to grin in that lascivious, slightly leering way that I loved.

“What are you suggesting, Mia?” he asked. I knew he knew what I was suggesting, because we’d talked about it often enough when we were in bed. He just wanted to hear me say it.

I leaned forward and put my elbows on the table. Looked first at one man and then the other.

“I’m suggesting exactly what you think I am. A threesome. You, me, Eric.” I let that sink in for a moment, then let the other shoe drop. “Now.”

So maybe I had had one mojito too many. I wasn’t usually so forward. But I wasn’t going to back down now.

Van leaned over and put his face close to mine. I could see the couple at the next table watching us. I think they may have overheard my challenge. “You sure you’re up for that, Mia?” Van asked softly. It may have sounded like he was being solicitous, but I knew he was calling my bluff – and challenging me back. I knew him well enough by now to know that.

I leaned into him, brought my lips close to his, and whispered against them, “You sure you’re ‘up’ for it?” Stressing the word just a bit as I let my hand drop casually to the front of his khakis, stroking what I found there before I leaned away again.

He grinned widely. “Oh, you know I am.” He looked over at Eric, who had been watching, unable to look away, this whole time. I slipped my foot out of my shoe and trailed one toe up the length of his jeans, from his calf to the bulge between his legs, pleased to find him as hard as Van had been. I looked over at Van. “I think Eric’s in,” I said.

Fifteen minutes later I was in possession of a room key. Milo’s was located in the lobby of one of the numerous hotels downtown and I had insisted we just get a room there rather than drive to Van’s place. Although it would have been a short drive, I liked the added punch of the anonymity of a hotel room. Plus there was an awesome view down to the nearly empty city streets . . . and, truth to tell, I didn’t want to give any of us time to back out.

I waved the room key at them as I approached the table, a sassy grin on my face. They both jumped up so quickly the table rocked, then looked at each other and laughed selfconsciously.

So maybe backing out hadn’t been a real concern.

We all stood awkwardly as we waited for the elevator, as though afraid to get too close. The alcohol that had fueled my impulsive challenge wasn’t doing me much good now, and it looked like Eric was having second thoughts as his eyes darted between Van and me. Just as I was about to tell them both that I was just kidding with the whole thing, the elevator door opened. Van slid an arm around my waist and pulled me into it. With only the slightest hesitation, Eric followed. As the elevator door slid shut, Van put his mouth to my ear, but spoke loud enough that I knew Eric could hear. “You really are a conniving little slut, aren’t you? I bet you’ve been planning this for ages.”

A slow smile spread across my face. He knew I had been fantasizing about it for a long time, because he’d made me tell him all about those fantasies. But planning it? Not consciously . . . Still, I decided to play along.

“I’ve been waiting for my chance,” I agreed, flashing a look at Eric. “I’ve been dreaming about what Eric’s hands would feel like on my body, what his mouth tastes like, how his cock would feel in my hand.”

I saw Eric swallow hard. Van glanced at his friend. With a gentle nudge in Eric’s direction, he pushed me towards him. “Why don’t you find out?”

Feeling suddenly shy, I stepped forward and raised my face. Eric stood only a little taller than me, and I was able to look into his eyes as our faces drew near. His breath was warm on my lips as his mouth brushed mine softly, tentatively.

“Yes,” I breathed against his mouth, as though he had asked a question. With a groan he pulled me to him and kissed me, hard and deep, his tongue probing my mouth and tangling with mine. His mouth tasted sharp and clean and new, like the gin martinis he drank. I felt the hard length of him against my body and his arms around me, pulling me closer as though he wanted to fuse my body to his. His hand slid down my side and cupped my ass through the thin cotton of the dress I’d worn. Suddenly I felt Van behind me, pressing me into Eric. Eric’s back thumped heavily against the mirrored wall of the elevator and I looked up and into Van’s brown eyes reflected in the mirror. I heard his breathing, sharp and quick in my ear, felt the insistent jab of his cock against my rear.

The elevator dinged and we all glanced up to see we’d made it all the way to our floor without being interrupted. Reluctantly I pushed away from Eric and disentangled myself from both men as the elevator door slid open.

“Whew! We should get a room,” I quipped, and, straightening my dress, I started out into the empty hallway, waving the room key like a banner.

Inside the room it appeared our earlier awkwardness was gone: as soon as the hotel-room door shut, Van pulled me to him, falling back against the wall as Eric took up the position behind me this time. If Eric had tasted wild and new, Van tasted like home: warm and smoky, bourbon and cigarettes. I inhaled his familiar scent and taste. I’d talked a big game, sure, but now that we were here I felt just the tiniest bit of apprehension. Van must have felt my sudden hesitation, because he put me away from him slightly and lowered his head to look in my eyes. Eric stepped back too.

“This is for you, baby,” he said. “If you are having second thoughts, let us know. It’s OK. Honest.”

I glanced over my shoulder at Eric, who smiled sweetly and stroked my cheek. “Whatever you want, Mia,” he said.

I ran my eyes down the length of his lanky frame, noting the broad shoulders that I had always lusted after and the long, somehow delicate fingers that I’d always dreamed of feeling on my breasts, the light, curly hair just visible on his chest and so different from Van’s dark hair and smooth chest. I also noticed the distinct, sizable bulge in the front of his jeans and felt an answering tug in my abdomen and heat between my legs. God, I’d wanted him as long as I had known him!

Then I looked back at Van, my wonderful on-again/off-again lover, with his russet-brown hair and deep brown eyes, his callused, workman’s hands that I loved the feel of and his long, tall body.

Catching each of them by a hand I whirled and pulled them toward the bed. “You’re not getting out of it that easy,” I said.

I led Van to the armchair next to the bed and indicated he should sit. Eric I pulled to the center of the room and then slowly, deliberately, began to take off his clothes. I unbuttoned his shirt, kissing his chest all the way down to his belly, nuzzling the soft line of hair that continued down under the waist of his jeans as I did so, then nipped and kissed him teasingly around his beltline as I undid his belt. When he started to shrug out of his shirt I straightened up and shook my head, pulling his hand away, then proceeded to pull it off myself, walking around him and planting kisses on every part of his body the shirt revealed: forearms, triceps, shoulders, shoulder blades, the back of his neck, down to his waist. He was breathing hard by the time I came back around to his front, and a glance at Van revealed that he, too, was getting aroused by my show.

When Eric’s shirt was off and his belt undone, I pushed him back on the bed. “Van’s turn,” I said.

I knelt in front of Van’s chair and began to undo his belt, then opened his slacks and pulled his rigid cock out from his underwear. I heard the sharp intake of Eric’s breath behind me as I leaned over Van and took him into my mouth. I made sure to do it so that Eric could see everything I was doing, and looked over into Eric’s eyes as I took Van’s cock all the way down my throat and then slid it out again. I saw his hand go to the bulge in the front of his jeans and I grinned around Van’s cock.

Van suddenly stood up, scooping me into his arms as he did, and dropped me onto the bed. I laughed. Eric laughed. Van grinned down at me, his arms on either side of my head.

“Your turn,” he said.

Then, between the two of them, they stripped me of my dress, my panties and my bra. Have you ever felt two mouths on you at once? Two mouths and four hands, two pairs of legs lying across you, two torsos heavy on you, two hard male chests against your breasts? No? Then you’re missing out.

My nipples pebbled in the hotel’s uber air-conditioning. Van’s and Eric’s mouths, warm and wet, each covered one. I moaned as Van sucked hard, drawing the nipple and half of my small, firm breast into his mouth; gasped as Eric nipped lightly at the other. Eric’s jeans felt rough against my skin, Van’s khakis were smoother – and I wanted them both off.

I pushed up and tore at Eric’s jeans first. Laughing again, he leaned back so I would have access and allowed me to tug and push first them and then his underwear down over his hips. I was lying half over him so that his cock sprang up in front of my mouth as I got his jeans off. It was the first time I had seen it, and I stared at it a moment, wondering at the differences between him and Van. His was shorter but thicker than Van’s, the head bulbous and purple, with springy blond hair sprouting at its root.

I looked up at him. “May I?”

He responded with a groan and a nod of his head. I took him into my mouth with infinite care, tasting him, licking him and lapping at him until he brought a hand to the back of my head.

“Please,” he said on a gasp.

I obliged and slid my mouth down over his thick head entirely, and then, hearing his moan of pleasure, took him deeper, enjoying the feel of him filling my mouth entirely.

Behind me I felt Van shifting on the bed, and felt him shrugging out of his shirt and slacks. A moment later he was behind me, his body curved around mine, his hands encircling me to cup my breasts. He kneaded and pulled at them just the way I liked, and I marveled for a moment at how perfect this was: having a new lover to learn and explore, while my familiar lover was there to touch me in all the ways that pleased me. I felt Van’s mouth on the curve between my neck and shoulder, biting softly. A moan escaped my lips.

As I bobbed up and down on Eric’s shaft I saw out of the corner of my eye Van’s hand reach out and grasp Eric’s wrist, then pull his hand toward my breasts. Placing Eric’s hand over my breast, Van showed him how to squeeze my breasts just so, and then he slid his own hands over my hips and to my round bottom. Careful not to leave Eric’s cock unattended, I nonetheless shifted my weight to give Van better access. Van took full advantage, spreading my legs and raising my hips. I felt him slide one finger along my exposed slit, then I moaned and nearly deserted Eric’s cock in my ecstasy as I felt him push his finger inside of me.

“Oh, no you don’t,” Van said, shoving my head down to Eric’s cock again. “Suck him for all you’re worth, you little slut. And don’t stop until I say so.”

I set to with a vengeance as I felt Van position himself behind me. I couldn’t see him, but I could feel him pushing the head of his cock against my pussy lips, sliding it back and forth in my now-copious juices. I moaned again and pushed back against him, wanting – needing – to feel him inside of me.

Instead of pushing inside of me, though, I felt him pull away and then I felt the sharp sting of his hand as he slapped my ass.

I gasped and yanked away from Eric in surprise. He grabbed me by the back of the head and pushed me toward Eric again. “Didn’t you hear what I said? Don’t – stop – until – I – say!” he said, punctuating each word with a smack on my ass. I gasped, I moaned, I wriggled, and I sucked Eric’s cock, feeling it swell hugely inside my mouth as his own excitement matched mine. I looked up in between smacks to see Eric’s eyes darting between my mouth on him and Van’s hand slapping my ass. His breath was coming in sharp pants, as was mine. My cunt throbbed and I wanted nothing more than to have a cock – either one! – shoved inside it.

“You want to fuck her, don’t you, Eric,” Van said suddenly. It wasn’t a question.

Eric’s hips pumped up against my mouth in answer.

“You want to be inside this hot—” at this he shoved his fingers hard inside of me, making me gasp, “wet—” he pumped his fingers in and out of me a few times and then pulled them out to wipe my juice on my face, “pussy, don’t you?”

“Fu-u-u-ck,” Eric panted. I could tell he was almost undone by Van’s game. I risked taking my mouth away from Eric a moment to look back at Van. It was obvious who was in control now.

“May I?” I gasped.

Van nodded once, tersely. I looked back up at Eric’s face, saw his nod, and slid up along his body until I was poised over him, straddling his cock. Then, slowly, I settled myself down, feeling him at my opening, pushing against my pussy lips and finally – finally! – sliding in and filling me.

I couldn’t help the almost-sob that escaped me. It was accompanied by a groan that was pure pleasure from Eric.

Van allowed me to slide up and down on Eric’s cock for a few strokes; allowed me to feel the building tension in Eric’s body and my own before I felt him once again positioning himself behind me.

I didn’t need to feel the head of Van’s long, slim cock against the other opening in my body – my ass – to know what was going to happen next. After all, we’d talked about it so many times.

I stopped my movements and raised my ass to Van, presenting myself to him just as he had said I would when we fantasized about it. I saw Eric’s eyes widen, and then a grin begin to spread across his face.

And that was how I ended up straddling Eric, sliding down onto his thick, hard penis while Van leaned over my back, the head of his cock nosing my asshole.

Want to know what happened next? You’ll have to try it for yourself. A girl’s gotta keep some secrets.


Giving Her A Hand

Marsha, Brighton

As long as I’ve lived in Brighton, I’d always dreamed of moving to a place where I had a sea view. I didn’t realize that, when that finally happened, I’d also get to achieve one of my other cherished dreams – that of being punished for doing something naughty.

For the longest time, I’d tried to indicate to my boyfriends that what really got me hot and bothered was the thought of being over a man’s knee while he pulled down my panties, baring me for a richly deserved spanking. Just the idea of having my bottom slapped by a firm palm, or even a paddle or hairbrush, never failed to have my pussy gushing with juice. But somehow, all my hints, all my attempts to put myself in a position where the only remedy for my bad behaviour was a spot of discipline had come to nothing, and eventually I started to think I’d never find a guy who knew what was good for me. It took someone who I’d only ever thought of as a work colleague to recognize my submissive side and give me the spanking I’d craved for so long.

I’d never regretted making the move to Brighton when my company relocated. It’s such a lively city to live in that they call it “London by the sea”, with excellent nightlife, quirky shops and great restaurants in the maze of streets known as The Lanes, and a real “anything goes” vibe. When I’d moved there, I’d managed to find myself a one-bedroom apartment on the north side of the city. The place was nice enough, and I got on well with my neighbours, but it wasn’t particularly convenient for work, and travelling home after a Friday night out always involved a long and expensive cab journey. So when my good friend, Alison, told me her lodger was moving out and she needed someone to take the room on, I didn’t need to think about my answer. Alison was charging a very reasonable rent and, best of all, her place was only a couple of minutes’ walk from the seafront. I pictured us having girls’ nights out together in the bars and clubs close to the pier, and going for long walks along the promenade to blow away the cobwebs the following morning. My only concern would be transporting all my possessions from the old flat to the new one; I don’t drive, so hiring a van would be out of the question, and that meant I was looking at using a pricey removal firm.

Then Joe, one of the guys at my company, offered to help me out. Though we’d worked in the same department for about six months, I didn’t know him all that well, but I’d always thought he was cute. About a foot taller than me at just over six feet in height, he had a muscly body, big, brown eyes and a shy smile that I found rather endearing. It turned out he lived fairly close to me, and he told me that if I sorted out a van, he’d be happy to help me load my things and drive me over there. I told him he was on, and promised that I’d buy him dinner to say thank you.

When Joe turned up on that Sunday morning, I’d just about finished packing my clothes, books, and all the various bits and bobs you accumulate when you live anywhere for any length of time. Joe was also going to help me take the couple of pieces of furniture I owned, though the flat had been furnished when I’d moved in, so I didn’t have to worry about transporting a bed or anything that would be too awkward to carry up and down Alison’s narrow staircase.

I showed him where I’d stacked a few boxes in the hall, thinking as he bent to pick up the first one how sexy he looked in his faded jeans and plain white T-shirt. He had to wear a suit for work, and this was the first time I’d ever seen him in casual clothes. I couldn’t help but notice how the jeans clung to the firm globes of his arse, and started to get excited at the thought of him straining and sweating to carry the heavier items. He’d be in serious need of a shower when all this was done. An image flashed into my mind of him peeling off his sweaty T-shirt to reveal his fit, toned chest, before removing his jeans. He wouldn’t be wearing anything underneath them, and his cock would rise up, hard and proud . . .

Joe caught me staring at him, and gave me a little smile that seemed to say he knew exactly what I’d been thinking about. I blushed and scurried into my bedroom to make one final check that I hadn’t left anything behind.

At last, there was only one box left standing in the middle of the bedroom floor, containing everything I’d had in the drawers of my bedside cabinet. Joe bent to pick it up and carry it out to the van and, as he did so, the bottom of the box gave way. All manner of personal items scattered across the floor, including make-up, jewellery, a packet of tampons and my favourite sex toy – a pocket rocket vibe that never failed to bring me to an explosive orgasm. I thought Joe might say something on seeing my vibrator, but instead his gaze had fallen on a couple of very dog-eared paperback books that now lay on the floor.

He picked one of them up, his eyes widening as he read the title out loud: “Spanking Tales for Bad Girls. Now, why would you be reading a book like that, Marsha?”

If only the ground could have opened and swallowed me up at that moment. I fidgeted from foot to foot, wanting to be anywhere else than in my room as Joe flicked through the book. It wasn’t much of a surprise to me that the paperback practically fell open at one particular story that I’d read and reread so often I almost knew it by heart. It told the story of a businesswoman who got pulled over for breaking the speed limit on a quiet stretch of highway somewhere in Vermont, and received a spanking from the very dominant police officer who had caught her. All pure fantasy, of course, but the way the story was written and the way the woman had her clothes gradually stripped off her by the arresting officer before he tanned her hide with his strong, masculine palm had me creaming my panties whenever I read it.

I risked a glance at Joe as he read a few paragraphs. His face gave nothing away, but I was convinced he had to be thinking I was some kind of pervert. That impression was only reinforced when he set down that book and picked up the other. That was a collection of readers’ confessions – and, again, it was the section of spanking stories that was my particular favourite. If Joe hadn’t guessed by now where my tastes lay, the fact the corners of the book were turned down to mark those stories I really loved would have given it away.

“So this is what turns you on, is it?” Joe asked at length.

All I could do was nod, afraid that if I spoke my shame and need would be all too apparent to him.

He took a pace or two closer, and I couldn’t help but notice again how big and strong he was, and how easily he’d be able to pull me over his knee to give me a spanking, just like the policeman did to the girl in the story.

“Well, I think it’s very naughty of you to read something like that – and even naughtier of you to pack your reading material so inadequately,” he told me, as if it really was my fault the cardboard box had fallen apart. “What if it had been a removal man who’d seen your dirty book collection? What would he have thought of you?”

“I don’t know – sir. But I’m very sorry, and it won’t happen again.” Something in the way Joe was addressing me gave me a squirmy feeling inside, and I felt my underwear growing damp as he fixed me with a stern gaze. How many times had I tried to manoeuvre one of my boyfriends into spanking me for doing something wrong, and now here was Joe, who didn’t really know me all that well, instinctively falling into the role of the dominant male figure who needed to make me realize what a very bad girl I’d been.

“I’m afraid there’s only one way to make sure you learn to be more discreet with your possessions in future,” he told me, “and that’s to give you a spanking.”

Part of me wanted to tell him he couldn’t possibly be serious. But the rest of me was thrilled that Joe had stumbled on my wicked little secret, and now seemed determined to use that information in the most appropriate way possible. I hung my head, not wanting him to see how embarrassed and excited I’d become.

He didn’t begin to warm my bottom immediately, as I’d thought he might. Instead, he sent me to get a roll of parcel tape from the kitchen, and set about repairing the bottom of the box. Then he made me pick up all the things that had fallen out, and pack them again. Joe didn’t say a word throughout this process, but having to handle my sex toys and erotic bedtime reading while he watched seemed to make my anticipation build even more. By the time everything was securely stowed in the box, my panties were soaked through with my juices, and I was desperate for him to get the physical side of my punishment over with.

Without another word, Joe went and sat on the wooden-backed chair that stood at the side of my bed and, until I’d started tidying everything up, had mostly been used for storing the clothes I intended to wear the following day. He patted his lap and waited for me to go over to him.

As much as I wanted this, I dragged my feet. Fantasizing about being over a man’s lap, waiting for my spanking to start, and actually doing it were two very different things.

“Don’t keep me waiting, Marsha,” he said, his voice stern, and my pussy clutched with lust and fear. Had he done this before, or was it just a happy accident that I’d found a man who knew just how to take on the role of the strict martinet, who would be cruel during my punishment and kind to me afterwards?

Taking a deep breath, I climbed onto his spread thighs, arranging myself face down. I felt deliciously vulnerable, but somehow I knew this was the right place to be. Strange as this may sound, it was almost like coming home, as my submissive core responded to the fact of being in the position I’d dreamed about for so long.

Joe reached underneath me, undoing the button and zip of my jeans. As he began to pull them down, it registered with me for the first time that he was going to spank me on my bare bottom, just like the girls in the stories I loved so much. “Please,” I murmured, and I wasn’t sure whether I was asking him to stop or to carry on.

Once he’d got my jeans down round my knees, he gave me a few spanks on my panty-clad cheeks. They weren’t hard, but I’ll never forget the first one landing – the shock of the impact, even though I’d done my best to prepare for it, and the sound of his fingers cracking against my skin. A second slap followed, then a third and a fourth. I wriggled a little, but it was more for show than anything else; if this was the level of punishment he intended to dish out, I was sure I could take as many of these as he was prepared to give me.

Of course, these were just the warm-up, and all too soon Joe raised the stakes. He tugged at the modest white cotton panties I wore, inching them down to expose my arse. As he removed them, he commented on how my skin was already beginning to turn a rosy shade of pink, and how beautiful it would look when he’d stained it red. Shame burned through me at being bared to him like this, but I was as turned on as I’d ever been, and desperate for more, even though I sensed these next swats would be much harder than the initial ones had been.

The moment before his hand came down again seemed to stretch out for an eternity. The room was so quiet I could hear Joe’s watch ticking, and the muted rumble of a car passing on the road outside. Then he slapped me again, and as the blow connected with my naked flesh, I let out a yell. Now, he showed me no mercy, his big palm striking first one cheek, then the other, hard enough that I was sure if I could only see my bottom, the marks of his fingers would be all too visible. Again and again he spanked me, using a fast, steady rhythm that barely gave me time to recover from one stroke before the next was falling. Joe kept up a commentary, telling me how nicely my bottom was colouring, and how wet and juicy my pussy lips were. Even though my movements were restrained by my clothing, still down round my knees, I knew he must be getting a very rude view between my legs as I writhed and tried to squirm away from his punishing palm.

At last, he seemed to think I’d suffered enough, and he dumped me without ceremony onto the bed. I lay there, face down, not wanting to roll over and press my sore arse against the mattress. Though I couldn’t see him, I could hear all too clearly the sounds of boots being kicked off, and a zip being undone. Then there was some rustling I couldn’t identify, and grunting, before Joe took hold of my jeans and panties and pulled them all the way off. Almost before I’d had time to react to being undressed, he was behind me, pressing his groin to my tender bottom cheeks. As he spread my sex lips with his fingers and guided his cock into position, I realized the noises I’d heard had been Joe fitting a condom on himself.

I was so wet and ready he slid into me with almost no effort, filling me to the brim with hot, hard man-flesh. Now I was yelling again, but my cries were ones of pure pleasure at being impaled on his dick as he began to thrust in and out. His strokes were firm and true, and we quickly found a rhythm that worked for us both. The slight soreness as his groin slapped against my spanked bottom only seemed to add to the thrill. Still, I needed more in the way of stimulation than just his cock fucking me, and when he reached beneath me to play with my stiff little clit I got all the extra sensation I could want. In seconds I was coming, calling out Joe’s name as my pussy clutched at his shaft. He followed, holding me tight to him as he pumped his spunk into the condom.

Afterwards, there was none of the awkwardness I thought I might have felt. Our unexpected fuck had been marvellous; the punishment session leading up to it had fulfilled all the fantasies I’d held for so long. And as I helped Joe carry the box that had caused him to spank me in the first place down to the van, I knew we’d both enjoyed it so much that it wasn’t going to be a one-off. After all, there were so many ways I could find of misbehaving, and I knew Joe would have so much fun making me sorry for every single one of them . . .


Bedside Manner

Tory, Colorado

The plastic nameplate on her chest read Stella, but I like to think of her as Nurse Nookie. My three favorite pastimes are writing, women, and motorbikes. When writing erotica, I seldom tell the truth. For a writer, almost everything in the past is fiction. But as this confession will illustrate, truth can sometimes be more fun than cerebral meanderings.

No woman had ever gotten the best of me, but on one dark night, one of my bikes certainly did. It was a beautiful evening. The moon looked like a golden glob of honey camouflaged just slightly in a cradle of cirrus clouds as I flew down the highway, the wind caressing my face like a woman’s hands, with my sweet Suzy clinging tightly to my waist. In the middle of nowhere, the stars have a remarkable brilliance that can distract one just for the instant it takes for some night creature to scramble across the road in front of a speeding vehicle. Never taking a life if I can avoid it, my bike swerved to miss the animal. The road was slick and winding and I fishtailed. The tires slid sideways sending my machine into a spin and off the side of the road into a ditch.

It would prove fortuitous to have a room to myself. For the first few days I lay motionless on a hospital bed under a white sheet and a blue blanket. Ironic how one moment can change lives. Suzy wasn’t able to visit me right away because she was in a different part of the hospital recovering from her own injuries, not as serious as mine, but bad enough to leave her with a few sutured cuts, scrapes, and a broken arm. I’d often joked about being run off the road by some motorbike hater, and now here I lay with bandages around my head thanking the motorcycle gods that Suzy and I were both still alive. Fortunately, the impact of my helmeted skull against the pavement hadn’t diminished me physically, but there was internal bleeding which was going to keep me imprisoned for several days. With the exception of the cast on one leg, at least my body parts and appendages still functioned normally.

My first image of Nurse Nookie was one of no-nonsense sterility. She was perhaps a decade older than me and looked as stone-cold sober as a Nazi broad in charge of torture. Although she wasn’t ancient by any means, she was a walking ad for straight-laced conduct. Tall and slender, her head was crowned with a huge cloud of hair that looked like a puff of wind might separate it from its cranial mooring and send it aloft. As stern and as businesslike as she appeared, she proved looks can be deceiving and her bedside manner would soon lead me toward a seismic shift in my thinking about what appears on the surface.

At first, she didn’t seem much interested in my writing, but my request for pen and paper kept me off the television bolted into the wall. Stella finally asked what I was working on, and I told her I wrote steamy erotic tales of derring-do. Her nose wiggled and her eyes crinkled a touch. I told her where she could find my stuff online if she was so inclined.

The following day, she told me I needed to bathe. Considering my cast, it would be what I call a spit bath – warm, soapy water applied to pits, cracks, and crevices. The austere nurse pulled the privacy drape around my bed closed, pulled back the white sheet and blue spread, and sat next to me with the warm pail of water on the food stand. While applying soap to a washrag, she surprised me by confessing she’d read one of my stories the night before.

“What did you think?” I asked as she lifted one of my arms and soaped my pit hair.

This was not the type of woman to blush and she didn’t. She looked me straight in the eye and said she’d never thought of body parts in quite the light in which I had portrayed them. While doing my second underarm, she further stated she could see I had a real knack for getting to the root of things. Without further conversation, she lifted my hospital gown above my tummy. Holding the washrag, she lifted my balls and washed my tant – the space that ain’t nut sac and ain’t asshole. The warm water felt heavenly, so much better than doing it for oneself. While the rag encased my balls in its warmth, the fingers of Stella’s other hand slid into the dark thistledown of my pubic hair and captured my penis. I don’t think my dormant tool’s response could have been any more electric if I’d stuck it into a live socket. I must have jumped a bit because Stella’s lips actually curved at their corners into some semblance of a smile.

She was looking at my unit, so I looked down as well. With thumb and forefinger, she pulled on its helmet and stretched it away from the hilt like it might be a turkey neck. More soap and warm water. By the time my cock had been thoroughly washed and inspected, it had blossomed into a full-blown erection, as magnificent as any I’d shared with poor Suzy, somewhere in another hospital bed, perhaps awaiting her own spit bath.

Maybe having an erotic writer’s friendly weapon in her grip released some deep inhibitions, making me a vessel in which to express passion. I’ve always believed sex was most rewarding when spontaneous and unexpected. I quickly decided this form of exchange was preferable to the usual fake conversation one normally expects from a nurse.

She stared at my freshly scrubbed tool for a moment. She said something about an insatiable awakening, and then went down on it! While Stella gobbled my cock, a vital and earthy rerun of me and Suzy’s time together played in my head. I closed my eyes and gave over to the sumptuous feeling of being sucked off. Snapshots of Suzy and me in the throws of passion, the exquisite variety of our actions, from pile-driving intercourse like two animals in heat to the lazy moments when she would place a small white foot against my broad chest so I could paint her toenails twitter-pated my brain cells.

Stella, however, didn’t have to take a back seat to anyone when it came to cock-sucking. She was giving my root both long, deep-throated lunges followed by short tongue swirls on the weeping crown-head. The previously stern nurse was on a roll, I guess you could say. I opened my eyes and looked at the brownish nest of hair riding atop her head and bobbing dangerously with each downstroke. I kind of feared it might be an attachment that would come loose and plop on my tummy like a dead rodent, killed during the act of cock-sucking. But I also realized this to be the first time I’d gotten sex relating directly to my attempts at being an author. That thought alone would probably have put me over the top, but when one of Stella’s gobbles took her lips all the way into my pubes and she held her mouth there, the volcano inside me erupted. My tonsil-tickling climax felt like New Year’s fireworks, huge waves crashing into unyielding rocks with sea spray shooing everywhere, maybe even like an inner earthquake.

Suffice it to say, at that moment, I was glad to be hospitalized and in the clutches of Stella, soon to be renamed Nurse Nookie by yours truly. I felt her throat constrict as she swallowed my spunk. She didn’t seem anxious to disengage, so I lay there and wondered if she was waiting to feel my satisfied prick wither in her mouth, or if she was contemplating biting my guy off for some macabre keepsake, turning my musings into a depraved horror scenario. It could depend on which one of my stories she’d read.

Life is composed of moments, the present being the only one we have for sure, an opportunity to share a laugh, a tear, a joy, a hug, a kiss, our bodies, a thought. I was anxious to discover what mine and Stella’s next moment would bring. Once she pulled away from my organ, now looking more like a slithery white snake than a demon of devilry, she became the nurse I’d met the first day of my confinement, Nurse Nazi. She gave my penis a quick and final less than gentle rinse and stood up. I wasn’t about to be my normal sarcastic self by saying something trite like, “Was it good for you?” or “I sure needed that.” Not to Stella. It was up to her to comment. Before she picked up the water bowl, she finally spoke. The scene and words still linger in my eyes and ears.

Stella quickly unbuttoned the top of her starched white uniform and pulled her tits out of her bra. Fortunately, they bore no swastikas. She supported them in the palms of her hands. The nipples pointed toward me like two ship beacons in search of a safe haven. I must say, they weren’t bad for a woman who had to be in her late forties. Not bad at all.

“Tomorrow, I expect you to suck on these twin bitches,” Stella apprised me. I knew immediately which story of mine she’d read because it was a line from “Damsels in No Distress”. She went on to proclaim that whatever else happened, I only had myself to blame for the kind of mischief I wrote about and that she had chosen to read.

Whatever, Nurse Nazi, I was thinking.

I like to go with the flow, but this flow was soon to change. As Stella buttoned up, covered me, and opened the curtain to leave the room, I saw another figure coming in. It was none other than my sweet Suzy, bandaged and bruised, but on her feet. Stella nodded and disappeared as Suzy came and sat on the bed my naughty nurse had so recently vacated. Timing is everything, in writing and in life, I thought. There was the split-second occurrence on the road that brought me here, and the split-second timing of two female ships passing in and out of my realm of privacy.

Together, Suzy and I relived the unfortunate night and the accident itself. I wasn’t sure she totally forgave me for avoiding the varmint and cracking us up, but she told me not to blame myself for the occurrence. The page of script in our lives on which the accident occurred had led to my Nookie chapter. I told Suzy how anxious I was to be released, but that they might have to keep me another couple of days. Apparently, Suzy didn’t want to wait. It was her turn to reach under my hospital gown. She began to stroke my freshly sucked and washed penis and caressed my testicles. She found the smooth spot at the base of my scrotum, her favorite spot, and slid her middle finger back and forth along the surface, thankful to have one arm not in a cast.

“My poor Captain America,” she said and squeezed my balls. Then she commented on the fact that my dick didn’t seem very happy to see her.

“Drugs,” I told her when it failed to stir. I also told her the shock of seeing her was probably affecting my ability to respond. Suzy is not a woman to give up easily. She was determined to give her motorbike adventurer something, so she kept rubbing and teasing.

I flooded my head with a kaleidoscope of images: my hungry mouth on her breasts, her hands threading through my thick hair, all the physical delights of our relationship, the joining of the two of us. But what finally caused my cock to stir was the thought of Nurse Nazi’s ample tits swinging across my face as her starched uniform rode above her waist while she fucked me. Where there is life, there is hope.

“You’re back, honey,” I remember Suzy saying. My cock was rising again. She lifted up the gown to watch it grow. I told her the doctor said I wasn’t supposed to get overly excited due to my internal bleeding, so she stopped the jacking motion and lifted my garment high enough to give my cockhead a gentle kiss.

When Suzy departed, I must confess it continued to be Stella I thought about, but I didn’t feel guilty. After all, what writer wouldn’t get a thrill out of the knowledge that someone had been overcome by his words, and to experience that knowledge in the flesh, as it were.

So, here is my final confession to the Nurse Nookie affair. The following day, Stella first appeared as distant as a faraway mountain range. Uh-oh, I thought. Reality can swing an open door shut in a hurry. Seeing Suzy waltz in probably broke any spell she might have harbored. I sighed and started to formulate the story I would write about hospital hanky-panky. Toward day’s end, my doctor came in and told me I would be discharged the next morning.

A bit after that, Stella came in again. I wondered if she would say “Goodbye”, “Have a nice life”, “Kiss my butt”, or merely harbor her tight-ass expression.

As it turned out, she said nothing except, “I read another story last night”, as she pulled the privacy screen closed once more. She unbuttoned her blouse, unhooked her bra, and stuck her tits in my face, guiding one nipple and then the other into my mouth. They were hard and distended, easy to hold onto. The harder I sucked the more it seemed to turn her on. Then she backed off, pulled off her white hose, lifted her skirt and straddled me, her face to my feet, not exactly the way my fantasy had imaged it, but rather the way one of my female characters liked to take it, holding onto a man’s toes while getting fucked.

Stella rode me like a cowgirl on an unbroken colt, all the while staying perfectly quiet. Her slim body rose above mine like a tree, her legs being the roots and the bird’s nest of hair on her head completing the image. I observed her twin butt-cheeks rise and then plunge down on my shaft like an elevator car no longer tethered. Up and down, forward and back. I was in hospital heaven.

With one of her legs thrown over my cast, I spied a small item that made me believe Stella hadn’t always been the no-nonsense nurse with a sudden desire to fuck the creator of her latest reading choices she pretended to be. High on one of her thighs, a peace symbol tattoo quivered with each plunge. Go back twenty years and I could almost picture her hair long and parted in the middle while she smoked a doobie, but I never would have enquired for fear the Nazi nurse in her might come out instead of some once-upon-a-time hippie chick. Can you imagine my conundrum: the thrill of the ride against the fear of Suzy walking in to see her lonely, wounded motorcycle man getting ridden like an incarcerated boy-toy?

Fortunately, my confession has a happy ending. Nurse Nookie gave me one of the best fucks of my life, not to mention a story idea. When I left the room for the final time, I took in the unromantic setting where two women, different in almost every way, had fondled me. Though the bed was institutional, the unmade sheets and covers spilling over the foot of the mattress onto the floor looked like a cotton waterfall. There seemed to be a message there. At least I chose to think so. Every day is a page of unwritten text that flows from our surroundings and our situations, and the story is made richer when some of those pages are unplanned or unforeseen. That’s my theory anyway.

I haven’t had a legitimate reason to return to the hospital to ask Nurse Nookie if she’s still reading. As far as Suzy is concerned, we remained an item for a while. I never divulged Nookie’s proclivities. I figured what happened in a hospital room should stay there . . . until now, that is. I’ll always believe my time there was something that will crack that solemn mug of hers now and then when she reminisces. Hell, maybe she’ll even change her hairstyle. I’ve heard women do that sometimes after a new adventure.


My Regression Into Babyhood

Jessica, San Francisco

From his photos on the “Classy Hookups” dating site, I could see that he was handsome – maybe one of the hottest-looking men I’d seen in years. And he had a good job. He was an architect: artistic, I thought, yet logical. Plus, he was a movie buff like me.

I nearly jumped up and down. More than a year after my most recent break-up, maybe I’d finally found someone.

He described himself as “kinky”, listing “spanking” as one of his favored activities. Although that seemed a bit scary, I was OK with it: I’d always been curious about kink. But scrolling further down, I came across a deal breaker: he belonged to the groups “diaper girls and their daddies”, “humiliating diaper stories”, “adult babies”, etc.

My stomach turned. No way I could get involved with someone like that. Damn, I thought. It seemed to be getting harder and harder to find a man I was attracted to who wasn’t a fucking freak.

Fast-forward to six months later: I’m at a Classy Hookups mixer at a bar in downtown San Francisco, I sit down in the one empty seat in the whole fucking place and it turns out to be next to him.

I didn’t recognize him at first. He looked different in person: milder, less intense, younger. But when he told me his screen name on the website – SweetDaddy4U – it all came back to me.

“Oh, yeah,” I said. “I’ve seen you on the site. You’re the guy who likes diapers.”

“Yeah,” he said. “I’m Brandon. Nice to meet you.”

I told him my name was Jessica, and we shook hands.

Partly out of curiosity, partly just to make conversation, I asked him what turned him on about diapers. I vowed to myself to keep an open mind and respond politely, no matter how much his answer disgusted me.

He explained that a woman who lets him put her in a diaper is giving up control to him, which he finds arousing. And he said a diaper feels nice and soft to the person wearing it, which can help a woman relax and get turned on, too.

There was something seductive about him. The whole package. He seemed gentle, tender, sensitive – not macho like in his photos. He was pale and green-eyed and something about him made me feel safe.

And although I couldn’t admit it out loud, his diaper talk intrigued me. I was a powerful woman, overly intellectual, VP of a software firm. But inside, I often felt like a little girl. I started imagining what it would feel like to be babied by this man, how blissful it might feel to let go and give up all control to him, allowing him to pamper and nurture me and – granted, my imagination was getting a bit carried away here – molest me in my most private places. As I watched his face, which seemed handsomer and handsomer by the minute, the thought of becoming a baby in his presence became almost overwhelmingly tantalizing. Of course, though, wearing an actual diaper was absolutely off the table. The very idea made me recoil.

We talked a bit more, and he left before I did. I never expected to see him again, but when I got home, there was a chat message from him – he’d found me on Classy Hookups.

“It was nice meeting you. Would you like to have dinner on Saturday night?” his message said.

I wrote back: “Thanks for the invitation, but I’ll have to pass. I’m not into diapers. I could never do that. Ever.”

He answered: “That’s no problem. We don’t need to do diapers.”

Well, I figured since he wasn’t going to insist on diapers, it was a green light. What else did I have to do on a Saturday night?

A few days later, he picked me up and we went out for dinner at a seafood restaurant in the South Beach district of San Francisco. The weather was balmy and we sat outside, at a table right on the water. Our conversation was relaxed and casual, mostly about our shared love of film noir. Mercifully, the subject of diapers never came up.

Afterwards, he drove me home and I invited him in for coffee.

“Make yourself at home,” I said, carrying cups of coffee into the living room.

He sat down on the sofa and I plunked myself down a few inches away from him, careful to pull the hem of my short little black cocktail dress down over my crotch.

He didn’t touch his coffee. Looking at me, he grazed my cheek with the back of his hand, then stroked my lips with two fingers. He slid his hand down the side of my body until it found my ass, stroking it gently.

I wiggled and let out a sigh.

“Are you turned on?” he said.

“Maybe,” I said. I was embarrassed and could feel my face getting hot.

“Naughty little girls like you need to be better behaved,” he said. He slapped my flank, smiling as if it were a joke.

I was shocked; I had no idea how to respond. I tried to look coquettish, putting my hand up to partly cover my mouth, thereby eliminating the need to talk.

“Are you sucking your thumb like a little girl?” he said, still smiling. “Maybe a good spanking would help you behave.”

He scared me a bit, but in a good way. I inched away from him on the couch. But he took hold of my shoulders and pulled me over his knee, centering my ass right over his crotch, and began to spank me.

“Ow!” I said. Although it was turning me on, I fought him, kicking my legs and trying to cover my butt with my hands.

“Don’t cover your bottom,” he said. “This is how a naughty little girl like you should be punished.”

He grabbed both my hands and held them firmly in one of his. He pulled my skirt up and ran a hand over one ass cheek, then the other. He yanked my panties down just a few inches and ran a finger along my pussy lips. I was soaking wet. I was also shocked to my core.

“Are you making a cummy mess in your panties?” he said. “Maybe you need a diaper.”

“No!” I said, and then heard the sound of crinkly plastic. I looked up and saw that he had taken a diaper out of his backpack and was opening it up. He pulled me up, turned me around so my back was to the couch, and placed the open diaper down on it.

“Lie down on this,” he said, trying to pull me onto the diaper. He took a bottle of baby powder out of his backpack and was starting to sprinkle it on my crotch.

“No!” I screamed. “Absolutely not, a thousand times no!” I stood up. “I told you: no diapers. And also, the smell of that baby powder is making me hurl.”

“OK,” he said. “I would never force you to do anything.” He started packing everything up. “But sometimes the things we fight the most are the things we really want.”

I rolled my eyes. Great, I thought. Now he’s playing amateur shrink.

“Maybe so,” I said, just to humor him.

He pulled me into a hug, kissed me lightly on the mouth, and thanked me for the evening. His body felt good, muscular and warm. There was something commanding yet sweet about him. I wanted badly to let go with him. I felt myself getting wet again and I moaned. But I was determined not to see him again. Ever.

A week later, he called me. He had tickets to a film festival. A director’s cut of The Maltese Falcon was playing.

How could I say no?

During the movie, we petted and groped each other like teenagers. I even touched his hard cock through his pants, and couldn’t resist pulling it out and slipping my mouth over it for a few seconds. After the movie, we went back to my place, where he sat down on the couch and immediately pulled me over his lap.

“You didn’t behave yourself during the movie,” he said. “Did you?” He spanked me once through my jeans.

“Ummm . . .” I started to say.

“Say, ‘I misbehaved, Daddy.’”

“I misbehaved,” I said. I couldn’t bring myself to call him “Daddy”.

He yanked my jeans down and spanked me hard through my panties.

“From now on, you are going to call me ‘Daddy’,” he said. He pulled my panties down to my upper thighs and gave me three stinging spanks on my bare ass. I screamed. “Say it,” he said.

“I misbehaved, Daddy,” I breathed in a whisper.

“Louder,” he said, and spanked me harder.

“I misbehaved, Daddy!” I screamed.

“Good girl,” he said. “That’s better.”

He stroked and probed my pussy lips. I knew I was soaking wet. Why did it turn me on to be spanked and treated like a child?

“You’re wet again,” he said. “Do you need a diaper?”

“No,” I said.

“No, what?” he said.

“No, Daddy, I don’t need a diaper,” I whispered.

“I’m going to spank you, hard, until you realize you need a diaper,” he said. “You have to beg for it to make me stop.” He began spanking me until I was screaming.

“What do you say to make Daddy stop spanking you?” he said.

“I want my diaper,” I said.

“I want my diaper, what?” he said.

“I want my diaper, Daddy!” I screamed, finally.

“Good girl,” he said. He stroked and parted my ass cheeks. I felt his finger touch my asshole. Nobody had ever touched me there before and I nearly jumped out of my skin. It felt oddly good, in a filthy way. A taboo way. He pushed in a bit, and I moaned.

“Does baby want her little hole plugged to keep her from making a mess?” he said.

I was silent, and then I remembered: “Yes, Daddy,” I whispered, although I had no idea what he meant by “plugged” and I wasn’t sure I wanted to find out.

I felt something cold and liquid dripping down my butt crack and then something equally cold penetrating me.

“Push out,” he said. “As if you’re making a poop.” I pushed and I felt the thing, whatever it was, slip inside of me. It was a very strange, but also very erotic, feeling.

“Good girl,” he said. “Hold it in and sit up.”

It was almost too much to bear. So filthy and yet so inexplicably arousing. Such a deep surrender. It felt like I’d given up all control to him – just as I’d fantasized about in the bar that first night, but different from what I’d expected. Filthier. Nastier. Profoundly more arousing.

I sat up, as he’d ordered. He turned me around and laid me face up on an open diaper, pulling my legs way above my head. This time, I didn’t fight the diaper. He sprinkled baby powder all over my pussy and ass and rubbed it in. I hated the smell but I acquiesced. His touch felt good. He fastened the diaper on me, pulling it taut on both sides. To my surprise, it felt sort of comforting.

He took off his clothes and I could see his hard cock oozing pre-cum. He climbed on top of me.

“Baby,” he whispered. He pushed the bottom of the diaper aside and fucked me with it still on. I was so hot that everything seemed like a dream. I barely remember it.

I slept in the next morning, and when I woke up, I wondered if any of it had actually happened. When I logged on, I found an email from him: “Such a good Baby last night, begging for her diaper.” It was signed, “Daddy.”

A week later, he wanted to get together again. There was no pretense of an evening out this time: he simply gave me his address, on the top of Sonoma Mountain, and asked me to drive up to his place. I listened to some slow blues on the way up from the city, but the music did little to calm my nerves.

It was early evening and still light out when I arrived. The house was a large, postmodern metal structure that seemed to sit on top of the world, with a spectacular view of the Sonoma Valley below. His front door was open and I walked in. I found him sitting in a lounge chair on a wraparound deck overlooking the valley.

“Hi,” he said. He stood up and gave me a hug. I moaned. I was at the point where even the mere thought of him turned me on.

“Did you design this house?” I asked. I was nervous and shaking like a leaf, trying to make adult conversation.

He just looked at me. “Take off your clothes and your underwear,” he said.

“What?” I said. I just stood there.

“Do I need to undress the baby, or is she a big girl who can undress herself?” He took my chin in his hand.

“I can undress myself,” I said.

“I can undress myself, what?” he said. He let go of my chin and slapped my face.

Stunned, I said, “I can undress myself, Daddy.”

I took off all my clothes, fumbling with the buttons on my top, as he watched me.

“On your hands and knees,” he said.

I got down onto my hands and knees.

“Does baby want her butt plug?” he said.

“Yes, Daddy,” I said. I knew I didn’t have any choice in the matter.

“Good girl,” he said.

He lubed my ass, like last time, and inserted that thing into me again. I was so aroused I nearly came.

“Open your mouth,” he said.

I opened my mouth, and he held out a baby pacifier an inch away from my lips. “Suck,” he said.

“No,” I said, and shook my head.

“What?” he said and spanked me. “Suck,” he commanded again.

“No!” I screamed.

He shoved it into my mouth. “If you drop that, you will be spanked hard,” he said.

I wanted to die of shame, but my cunt gushed like a river. He noticed. He stroked my pussy lips.

“Is baby messing herself again?” he said. “Time for your diaper.”

I tried to scream “no” through the pacifier but it was futile. All I could do was gurgle and whimper.

He got out a diaper and made me lie down on it, and then he sprinkled me with baby powder. Oddly, the smell, which used to make me recoil in disgust, had taken on a pleasant, arousing connotation because of its association with him. He secured the diaper and pulled me back up to my hands and knees.

“Crawl,” he said.

I wasn’t sure where I was supposed to crawl to, and with the pacifier in my mouth, I couldn’t ask. I picked a random direction and started off. The rug was rough and hurt my knees, and with every little crawling step I felt the butt plug wiggling inside me. Passing a mirror, I saw myself crawling on all fours, with a diaper on and a pacifier in my mouth. I was so mortified that I wanted to cry.

“Upstairs to baby’s room,” he commanded, and pointed to a stairway at the far end of the room.

I made it upstairs with difficulty. He followed behind, giving me a spank through the diaper whenever I halted. The room at the top was a baby’s room, complete with a crib, colorful mobiles and stuffed animals. I stopped dead in the doorway. I couldn’t make myself enter.

He came behind me and spanked me again. “What’s the matter, baby?” he said. “Are you afraid to go into your crib?”

I couldn’t move. I started to cry.

He is a big man, a bodybuilder, and I am petite. He picked me up and carried me into the crib as I continued crying, laying me down on a pink blanket with a balloon motif. I sucked the pacifier hard, trying not to drop it for fear of being punished. Once I was in the crib, he removed the pacifier and gave me a tiny baby bottle that looked like it was full of some sort of juice.

“Suck,” he said again.

I drank the juice, but pretty soon I had to pee. I knew I was in grave danger of actually wetting my diaper if he didn’t let me out.

“I have to pee, Daddy,” I said.

“Well, we wouldn’t want baby to wet her diaper,” he said. He picked up a blue plastic bowl from a shelf in the corner and brought it over to the crib. He pulled off my diaper and put the bowl underneath me.

“Pee into this potty trainer, baby,” he said, and smiled sweetly.

I tried, but I was too turned on to urinate with him standing in front of me. “I can’t,” I said. “I’m too turned on.”

“Can’t you pee in front of your Daddy?” he said. “Do you want me to leave the room?”

“No,” I said. “I don’t want you to leave.” I wanted him standing there, watching me, for some reason I couldn’t fathom.

I tried again, letting go with everything I had, and managed to pee in the bowl while he watched. My pussy was contracting so hard that I could only let go of a few drops at a time before an orgasm overtook me.

He took the bowl from me and carried it into the adjoining bathroom, where he dumped it into the toilet. There was something strangely intimate about him handling my urine. He handed me a baby wipe and told me to wipe myself. I had to do it in front of him. When I was finished he took the wipe from me and tossed it out.

“Do you want Daddy to kiss you goodnight?” he said.

“You’re leaving me here all night?” I said, and began to cry.

He told me not to cry. He kissed me goodnight on the forehead.

I stayed in the crib all night, crying, managing to sleep a bit, and mostly getting myself off, over and over again. I was too aroused to sleep, thinking about him.

The next morning, he came into my room and fed me baby food for breakfast.

The crib is mostly where I live now. I have given up my job at the software company.

At night, before tucking me in, if I’m lucky, Daddy fucks me in the ass and then inserts my butt plug to make sure his cum doesn’t drip out.

Sometimes, he handcuffs my wrists and ankles with leather restraints to the bars of my crib for the night, which makes me feel all nice and secure.

Sometimes he lets me suck his cock instead of the pacifier or the baby bottle, and he makes me swallow every drop of his cum.

If I wet my diaper instead of peeing into my potty trainer, he spanks me long and hard as punishment.

He makes me poop in front of him, and if I can’t poop on command, he puts dirty, nasty things inside my ass to make sure I do. I have grown to love the feel of those nasty things.

I know now that this is where I was meant to be.

I know now that Daddy was right that I wanted the thing I dreaded the most.

And I know now that this is what I saw in him that first night in the bar: that he, and only he, could make me into the baby that I really am, and that he would punish and humiliate and take care of me.

Just like I need.


Any Port In A Storm

Phil, Manchester

I hadn’t planned on spending Friday night getting fucked senseless by two hot guys. I hadn’t planned on getting stuck in town after work, either, not when the snow was just starting to come down thick and fast.

And I really hadn’t planned on getting soaked by someone’s coffee while I was walking through Piccadilly Gardens towards the tram stop. Not his fault, though. No, the one I cursed was the dick who barged past us, so that we stumbled into each other.

“Shit, I’m sorry!”

I looked up from the wet stain on my coat, and recognized the man as someone I often saw in the local sandwich shop at lunchtime. “Not your fault. That dickhead . . .”

And then the PA crackled into life, announcing that the Bury tram was delayed due to frozen points.

“Oh, fuck. That’s all I need.”

My fellow soakee asked, “Your tram?”

“And I really don’t want to stand around soaking wet in this weather.” There went my plans for getting home early. “I suppose I’d better go and find a public toilet with a working hand dryer.”

He was silent for a second or two, and then said, “Look, my flat’s only at the bottom of Market Street. Come and get yourself dried off. I owe you at least a hot drink. Maybe dinner.”

If he’d been a complete stranger, or if it had been a warm night, or my own place had been closer, I’d have turned him down. But all I could think of was a warm flat and a hot drink just five minutes’ walk away. “Thanks.”

He set off at a rapid pace, saying. “I know you from somewhere.”

“We have the same taste in sandwiches.” He broke into a grin. “And men.”

Sitting in a café, watching a nice arse go past, looking up to see someone at the next table doing the same thing. “By the way, I’m Phil.”

“I’m Steve.” He dodged around a knot of shoppers. “You’d think people would want to get home with this weather.”

“That bastard who knocked us over certainly wanted to.”

“Let’s hope he’s waiting for the Bury tram.”

That thought kept me warm until we reached the entrance to his apartment block. It was only one of the most expensive towers in Manchester, a soaring glass shard that looked down the length of Deansgate. “I’m impressed.”

“My boyfriend’s income, not mine.”

The hope I hadn’t even noticed until then fizzled away. Still, the offer of a hot drink and maybe dinner was welcome without any extras. “As long as it’s warm and dry, I don’t care who’s paying for it.”

But when we got through his front door, I cared. The boyfriend was home, and he was stunning. Tall, lean, blond, and with a beautiful mouth. Wearing clothes that had to be made to his measure, they fitted his measure so well.

He said, “Thought I’d get home early, it’s a nasty night.” Then he saw me, and said, “And I see you’ve brought dinner with you.”

The way he looked at me made it clear exactly what he meant.

I glanced at Steve, who looked embarrassed. “Sorry, Phil. Julian, I only brought him home because I spilt my coffee all over him. And I wasn’t leaving him out there.” He waved at the floor-to-ceiling window, with its magnificent view of the city – and the snowstorm.

Julian tensed up. “Ah. Sorry about that. I assumed . . .”

It was obvious what he’d assumed. “Do you two make a habit of getting in a takeaway on Friday night?”

That tall lean body relaxed again. “Well, yes. Variety is the spice of life, and all that.” He looked me up and down appraisingly. “But you’re here to get dried off. Go and get those wet clothes off.” He smiled reassuringly at me. “And then put some dry clothes on.” He looked at the snow. “You’re welcome to stay for dinner regardless. No strings. Unless you already had plans?”

I decided without even thinking about it. “I didn’t have plans.” I looked Julian over, quite openly checking out his crotch. “But I think I do now.” I started unbuttoning my coat.

Steve put his hand on the small of my back. “You sure? I really did only invite you back to get dried off.”

“I can think of worse ways to get warmed up.”

He slid his hand down to cup the curve of my arse. “Good. But let’s get these wet clothes off.”

I pulled off my coat. “Need to do something about this.”

Julian said, “I’ll sponge it,” and took it from me. Elegant hands, well cared for. I thought about those hands on my body, and felt my cock push against my trousers. My wet trousers. Julian glanced down, and a tiny smirk touched the corners of his mouth.

Steve said, “Bathroom’s this way.”

I followed him, taking the chance to check out his arse. Not the first time I’d admired those tight buttocks, but tonight I wouldn’t have to imagine them naked.

Normally I’d start unbuttoning from the top, making it a bit of a striptease. Not tonight. The wet trousers came off first, and quickly. Not that Steve seemed to mind, because he paused in his own unbuttoning to take a good look. “I didn’t ask you home with ulterior motives – but I’m not too unhappy now about that guy shoving me.”

“Neither am I.”

My sweater and shirt I took more time over. Steve kept watching, assessing what he saw. Finally he said, “You know, if I’d had any idea that you might be up for it . . .”

“You might have done more than nod in passing in the sandwich shop queue?” I looked him over; compact body, shorter than his boyfriend but more solidly built. Big cock, though thick without being out of the ordinary in length. I wanted that cock, in my mouth or in my arse. But I’d liked the scenery even when it was fully clothed. The clothes hadn’t hidden a shock of dark hair over a square-cut face, with an engaging smile. “If you’d asked, I’d have probably said yes. Maybe even if you’d mentioned Julian.”

He grinned. “That was why I didn’t ask. Not with someone I might have to see at lunch the next day.” He moved closer; close enough to run his hands down my chest. Cool hands, still chilled from outside. Like cold fire running over my skin, making the nerves tingle.

I pulled him in close for a kiss. I could taste just a trace of coffee. He kissed me back hard, tongue thrusting into my mouth, and pushed me back against the wall. The tiles against my back were cold, but I didn’t care. Hard cock against mine, his hands twined in my hair. I moaned around his tongue, wanting more than I already had.

He pinned me against the wall for a moment more, then pulled back, giving me room to ease away from the wall. “Sorry. You were cold enough already.”

“It’s OK.”

He slid one hand down my back, and further down to cup my arse again. Skin against skin now, nothing between us. I leaned in against him, shifting just enough to make it an invitation, and he eased his hand round to press a finger against my hole.

God, I wanted more of that, but, “Is this fair on Julian?”

Steve smiled. “He was serious about us getting out of our wet clothes. And I might as well get you ready while we’re in here.” He let go and stepped back. “Bend over.”

I leaned on the vanity unit, watching in the mirror as he squeezed some cream into his hand. Then he slid a finger into me. Just one finger at first. Then another, pressing deeper, deep enough to make me gasp with pleasure. “Enough, if you want me to last!”

“If you’re that desperate, you’re probably out of practice.” But he eased off, enough so I didn’t feel as if I needed to thrust against something, anything, even the edge of the vanity unit.

He was right about me being out of practice, so I did my best to hold still while he worked me enough to make sure I was ready. Then he pulled out.

“Now we see if Julian has laid the table.” He quickly rinsed his hands. “Ready?”

I thought he was being metaphorical. He wasn’t.

The lights in the main room were turned off, the only light in the room coming from the city lights below. Julian was standing by a dining table set up near the picture window, placed so that the diners could look out over the magnificent view. And the table was laid with a white damask tablecloth. No cutlery, I was very pleased to see. Just the heavy white cloth, shimmering in the flickering light reflected by the snow dancing outside the window.

Julian’s pale skin gleamed in that same eerie light, making him look a little unreal in that first second or two. And then the scene steadied, and I was looking at just a naked man standing by a table. Tall and lean and beautiful. And, like Steve, his cock reflected the rest of him. Julian had length, but was slim.

They liked variety. But so did I, and I was very happy with the variety on offer. “So how are we doing this?”

Julian smiled and patted the table. “One at each end, if you’re happy being in the middle.”

Not having to choose which one of them to have first suited me just fine. I walked over to the table, Steve following behind, and found that there were two damask napkins to go with the tablecloth, one at each end. The one closest to me was folded into a simple triangle, the one further away was a more complex rolled and tucked affair. “You like a bit of formality even for Friday night takeaway?”

Julian waved a hand at the table. “We do like the finer things in life.” He smiled ruefully. “At least at the weekend, when we’ve got time to appreciate them.”

Upper class, but definitely no twit, and quite capable of sending himself up. I liked him even on a few minutes’ acquaintance. Enough that I wanted more than just his cock. I took the extra few steps to stand in front of him, and reach up to pull his head down for a kiss.

No taste of coffee here. Just the human taste of a warm mouth – and the feel of warm hands on the bare skin of my back as he pulled me closer. Then a body at my back, as Steve hugged me from behind. Hugged both of us, and Julian pulled away, laughing.

“Damn it, two pairs of cold hands are a bit much!”

“Foreplay’s off the menu, then?” I asked.

“Straight to the main course,” Julian agreed.

Which would be me. I lifted myself up to sit on the edge of the table, and carefully lowered myself back to lie flat and face up. The folded napkin at the other end was in just the right place to let me hang my head back over the edge of the table in comfort.

For a moment, I had an upside-down view of the city below, the lights glimmering through the falling snow. Then Julian moved to stand in front of me, so that all I cared about was the cock right in front of my eyes.

He had a thin condom on; thin enough that I could see every detail of the flesh beneath. I should have thought about that before, about fucking two strangers who fucked other strangers, but didn’t feel the need now to check on Steve as well. I could hear the familiar rip of foil from where I lay.

I felt Steve’s hands on my legs, pulling them wide apart. “OK?” he asked.

“Go for it.”

Steve did. Not Julian, not yet. Just that cock swaying tantalizingly in front of my mouth, as Steve’s cock pushed into me, opening me up. Slowly at first, giving me a chance to get used to it.

And then it felt right, and there was just the pleasure of a man inside me, making me want to thrust back against him. I couldn’t in this position, not much, but maybe that was the point.

Sweet relief as Julian finally brought his cock within my reach, holding the shaft and tracing the head over my lips. I reached back to grab for it. Julian laughed, and said, “No biting.”

“I won’t. Not if you don’t make me wait.”

“Greedy.”

Yes, I was greedy. I wanted both of them, wanting them filling me up.

“Open wide,” Julian said, and I did. The position was perfect, his cock slid smoothly into my mouth. A tiny pause, then further in, giving me as much as I could take, as much as I could possibly want. And before I could feel that I needed to breathe, he pulled back, just enough to make me comfortable.

“All right?” he asked, and his voice wasn’t quite so steady now. I gave him a thumbs-up sign.

With that, they both thrust into me, making me giddy with sensation. All I had to do was lie back and take it, a man at each end. Either alone would have been enough, but both together was overwhelming. Steve stretching me with each stroke, his size making it only just this side of being too much. Julian filling my mouth, my throat, making me very glad that I had my head tipped back over the edge of the table. Perfectly positioned for their pleasure, and mine.

The only way it could have been better was if there’d been someone to suck my cock. But wishing for that would be just plain greedy, when I already had more than enough for my needs. My own hand would do well enough.

As they thrust into me, I stroked my cock. A loose grip at first, needing something but trying not to come too fast. Each thrust brought me that bit closer to the edge. Nothing fancy in it, just honest hard fucking, but I didn’t need fancy. All I needed was what I already had – letting two strangers fuck me. Warm bodies in a warm flat, while only a few metres away the snow swirled through the air.

They thrust faster, obviously close to coming. I tightened my grip, keeping in time with them. But not quite in time, because Julian’s smooth rhythm stuttered slightly, and then he shoved deep into my mouth and came.

Not so slim now, that cock, not when I wanted to breathe. Needed to breathe, by the time he pulled out. But, even so, I wanted him back in my mouth, wanted to feel them both in me as I came.

And then that thought was banished as Steve gripped his hand around mine, and worked my cock with both our hands. “Go on, come for us,” I heard one of them say, and wasn’t sure which of them it was. All I was sure of was that I could come for them, would come with one more stroke.

Steve gave it to me. And then I was coming, my own hot come splattering across my body where the coffee had earlier been spilt.

So much better than going home to that warm but empty flat of my own. It was still my own hand around my cock, but it was someone else’s cock in my arse, someone else’s hands warm on my bare shoulders. I lay back and enjoyed every last bit of sensation, from the glorious feel of coming, right down to the delicate texture of the damask tablecloth that lay between me and the table.

Steve was just far enough behind me that I could still feel the pulse of his orgasm inside me as I finished my own. He held still for a moment, and then pulled out, dropping to his knees and laying his head on me for a moment.

Julian asked me, “Do you need some help getting up?”

“Actually, now you mention it . . .”

He shifted his grip on my shoulders, lifting me up just enough that I could make it the rest of the way to a sitting position. Steve put a hand on the table and levered himself to his feet, moving back just enough to be out of my way as I eased off the table. He was grinning.

“Enjoy that?” he asked.

“Definitely worth getting soaked for.” I looked down at myself. “Both times.”

He laughed. “I think we’d both better go and have a shower, and not just for after-sex clean-up.”

Coffee and come wasn’t so bad a mix, but a hot shower still sounded wonderful. “Lead the way.”

It was a fairly decent-sized walk-in shower, as befitted an expensive flat. Big enough for two, if they were good friends. Definitely not big enough for three, though. “What about Julian?”

“There’s another shower for the other bedroom, and he needs less cleaning up than we do.” Steve smirked. “Besides, I did the shopping; he can get the food ready.”

An equitable division of labour, had Steve actually put any effort into doing his shopping. On the other hand, Steve and I had paid up front in wet discomfort for our evening’s pleasure. It felt so good as the hot water hit my skin, taking away the last of any chill from the snow. Felt even better as Steve picked up a flannel and scrubbed my chest. Not seduction, just a gesture of hospitality. The sensual pleasure was in the heat, and feeling clean, and enjoying someone caring for me. “Thanks.”

“You can do me next. But you needed it more; you got hit by most of the coffee.”

“I suppose we could have had a shower first to warm up . . .”

“But we didn’t want to wait.”

No. It had been only a few minutes from Julian’s accidental offer to the actual sex. Might almost as well have been round the back of a pub. But round the back of a pub wouldn’t have had this afterwards, the lazy luxurious shower, and dinner overlooking the city below.

We wallowed in the hot water for rather longer than was strictly needed to get clean. And when we got out, there were big fluffy towels on a heated towel rail. Wouldn’t have had that round the back of the pub, either.

The final touch was a dressing gown that felt warm and soft against my skin. As I wrapped it around me, Steve asked, “Better than waiting on the platform for a late tram?”

“Much better.”

“And I promised you a hot drink as well.”

We found Julian in the kitchen. “There’s shepherd’s pie. Or if that doesn’t suit, we can send out for takeaway.” He looked slightly embarrassed. “Food, I mean . . .”

“Shepherd’s pie will be fine, thanks.”

A few minutes later I was sitting with Steve on a sofa, sipping my coffee and watching the snow fall. “This is a much better evening than I’d expected.”

“Do you want to stay tonight? There’s a spare bedroom.”

Of course I did, with or without more sex. “Love to.”

His smile made it clear that the offer had been genuine. His tone was teasing as he said, “At least your clothes should have dried out by morning.”

“That’s not the only reason I’m staying.” I stretched out my legs and leaned back. “Nor is the sex, if I’m honest.”

He nodded. “Nice just to stay in with company in this weather.” Then he grinned. “Although I hope the sex is a factor.”

I leaned over and kissed him. “You know damn well that it was good. And I’d be happy to have a second helping later.”

“Good,” said Julian from behind us. “Incidentally, is it my imagination, or did you two already know each other?”

We explained. That led into conversation about where we worked, which carried on as we sat down to dinner. The table was covered with the same spread of damask, although now it was set rather more conventionally. The food was good, and as we finished dessert I said so. Julian fairly glowed with pleasure, so I could guess who the cooking hobbyist was. “You obviously like a variety of sensual experiences.”

He raised a glass of wine to me. “I have the great good fortune to have youth, health, and money. I am damn well going to make the most of the privilege.”

And for this one night I was invited to share in that. “Shall we clear the table?”

“For another round?” Steve asked. He glanced at Julian. “I don’t mind the table again, but I’d like to go for my own fantasy, and there’s something about the snow at night . . .” He sounded wistful.

Julian laughed softly and reached over to lay a hand on Steve’s cheek. “I’ve had my turn, love. It’s your turn now.”

They smiled at each other, and for a moment I was excluded; inside the warm cocoon of their flat, but outside the very obvious love between them. Then Steve stood up, and said, “We should clear the table, since Julian set it.”

When we’d finished, we went back through to the lounge. Once again Julian was lit only by the city lights. But this time he was lying on a chaise longue. His dressing gown had fallen open, or perhaps been artfully posed. He was lounging back on a pile of cushions and had one arm draped along the backrest of the chaise, looking like something out of a Victorian erotic postcard – the sort that a Victorian gentleman could just about get away with claiming was Art, and therefore respectable, at least if he were a gentleman. Like Julian, in fact.

Steve was right. The swirling snow outside the window added to the scene, giving it a dreamlike quality. I was more than willing to go along with their dream, ride their fantasy with them. Whatever it was.

Steve slipped my dressing gown back over my shoulders so that it dropped to the floor. Then I walked over to stand by Julian, looking down at him. He was holding his cock now, working it slowly with his hand. Watching me, and Steve standing behind me.

I couldn’t guess at what it was they wanted of me. Easiest just to ask. “What do you want me to do?”

Steve ran his hand down my back, finishing with his finger resting just over my hole. He pushed it in just as he said, “Sit on his cock. Just sit.”

Julian shifted down the chaise so that he was lying with his back still on the cushions, but his legs over the edge, with his feet firmly planted on the floor. In that position it would be easy enough to stand over him and lower myself down. As I went to do so, Steve said, “No, facing the other way. So you can lie back against him.”

I’d be lying on my back on top of Julian, giving Steve a perfect view of Julian’s cock up my arse. Just like the less discreet sort of Victorian naughty postcard. Maybe that really was Steve’s kink, and not just my idle fancy.

Steve obviously liked to watch, so I took it slowly, standing over Julian and then easing myself down onto his cock. After the fucking Steve had given me earlier, I could have easily taken it in one go, but tantalizing all three of us was more fun.

Finally I had it all in, and I leaned back against Julian. I had a good view as Steve kneeled between Julian’s legs. Steve took hold of my cock, and licked the bottom of the shaft. That felt good, but it wasn’t enough. Then Steve moved down, to suck my balls. First one, then the other, massaging them with his tongue.

I squirmed, trying to find a position where I could rock myself on Julian’s cock, but Julian held me firm with an arm across my chest. “Wait,” he said in my ear. I didn’t have much choice, because there was a wiry strength in that lean body. But relaxing was impossible while Steve’s mouth worked its magic on my balls.

Steve moved lower still, leaving my balls alone. Then Julian gasped and dug his fingers into me, and I realized what Steve was doing – licking Julian’s cock where it entered my body.

The image in my mind made me want to grab, to hold, to thrust. But Julian still held me, and I followed his lead, lying quiet for Steve to do as he willed. I was right at the edge of my self-control when Steve finally sat back a little, and reached for something in the pocket of the dressing gown he still wore.

A tube of lube, and a small vibrator.

It was a stretch going in, but the good sort of stretch, that makes you certain you could manage a little more. Then Steve turned the vibrator on.

It would have been fantastic by itself. Jammed in alongside Julian’s cock, it was mind-blowing. And that was before Steve started slowly moving it round from one side of Julian’s cock to the other, sending sensation shooting through me.

Not just my arse, either. Julian was nuzzling at my neck, and rolling one of my nipples between his fingertips. Enough of this and I’d come anyway, whether or not I was held too tightly to move.

Steve looked at us and grinned. “He’s close enough.”

“So am I,” Julian said. “Get on with it.”

Steve pulled out the vibrator, and I moaned. Julian said, “Patience. You’ll be satisfied soon enough.” He spread his legs a little more, spreading me wide open.

And Steve leaned forward and pushed his cock into me.

Not all the way, although in the first shock it felt like it. I yelped, from surprise as much as pain. But he’d paused only an inch or two in, and waited, watching me.

Julian asked, “Too much?”

Oh, God. Both of them stuffed up me. It would be too much; it had to be too much. But I was already recovering from the shock, my arse greedy for more. “I can take it, if you’re careful.”

“I’ll be careful,” Steve promised. “Slow’s better anyway.”

He pushed in a little further, then back out. I could feel him doing something, then wet slickness. He must have put more lube on. I breathed hard and fast, trying to relax the right muscles. Back in, and his cock slipped in a little further this time. Julian gasped, and pinched my nipple hard. Not deliberate, not this time.

Another stroke, wedging me open a little more. And again, and he must have had at least half his length into me by now. I kept thinking it must be all in, then realizing that I could feel just Julian deep inside me, a shocking contrast to the thickness of both of them together.

A little more, and a little more. And then Steve really was all the way inside me, his cock alongside Julian’s, both of them filling me to capacity.

Steve paused, somehow, giving me a moment to get used to it. And then he started thrusting in earnest, pulling back and sliding in again in a smooth, practised rhythm.

Finally Julian let go of me, letting me move. Not that I needed to now. The strength of Steve’s stroke pushed me back a little along Julian’s cock, then let me slip forward again. Julian grabbed at my hips and pulled me back and forth, setting the pace he obviously liked.

Two cocks inside me, one long, one thick. Good thing I’d already been thoroughly fucked once tonight. I was open enough to take them both, but we’d had a long enough break over dinner that I was going to come quickly. So were they, going by the look on Steve’s face, and the way Julian’s breathing was harsh and quick.

Might as well go for broke. “Harder!”

And they did, slamming into me. Not quite in rhythm for one stroke, then two. On the third they fucked me together, both cocks jammed right up inside me, and I came.

I was overloaded with sensation, couldn’t think about anything except the way it felt. Didn’t even notice whether they were still going. For a very long moment it was about nothing but me.

When I finally started to come down, they’d also come. They held position for another moment or two before Steve slowly eased out of me. First one cock gone, then the other, leaving me empty. Empty, but satisfied. Julian held me a moment or two longer before saying, “Help us up, love.”

Steve pulled himself to his feet and then held out a hand to me. I felt stiff as I staggered to my feet, and I knew I’d ache in the morning, but it had been well worth it. Steve helped Julian up before turning back to me. “Have I apologized adequately for spilling my coffee over you?”

“More than adequately.” But I didn’t want it to end there. They’d implied that Friday nights were random pickups, never the same twice, but, “Do you two have a set menu, or do you like to experiment?”

Steve flicked a glance behind me at Julian. Then he smiled, and said, “Oh, I think we have a few more flavour combinations we should work through. We can draw up a new menu in the morning.”

It turned out that between us we had quite an extensive list of things we wouldn’t mind trying at least once. We drew up that menu four months ago, and Friday nights haven’t been the same for me since. It’s usually a starter by Julian, dessert by Steve, and a lazy Saturday-morning breakfast in bed by me, although Julian always cooks dinner for us. So working through the permutations could take us a while yet. And summer’s coming up, with the prospect of balmy Friday nights and dinner on the balcony. Though we’ll probably have to close the blinds if things get too hot . . .


Citizen Cane

Ellie, Lincoln

I didn’t steal the DVD player, so I’m not confessing to that. My friend Alan bought it from someone in a pub and he didn’t ask questions – you don’t for twenty quid – and as Alan didn’t steal it either I’m not too worried. I mean, the player had been stolen already so it wasn’t like I was hiring a thief.

I’d lost my own DVD player to one of those freak accidents involving water and a leaking flower vase. I knew the insurance company wouldn’t pay and to be honest I didn’t want my premiums going up. Getting a new, cheap machine really was the best bet. Alan went to a pub in Lincoln notorious for offering things that had fallen off the backs of lorries and thirty minutes later turned up with the thing under his arm. Took two minutes to wire up and then, perhaps because he was feeling guilty about consorting with the riff-raff, he left me to watch whatever I fancied.

Gut-wrenching horror or pulsating thriller? Hilarious farce or poignant drama? So many choices among my DVDs. Or I could just watch the same old thing I always watched. I opened the disc drawer to drop in my choice of maudlin tear-jerker and saw there was a disc already in the tray. Plain silver, with some handwriting on it. Not the usual stylish design I might have expected. Of course, I wasn’t shocked that there was a disc in there already: if this machine had been stolen it was a fair bet it was taken from someone’s home and the original owners did what I did and left a DVD in until they were ready to watch a new one.

Still, it was disappointing that it wasn’t the latest blockbuster or even something vaguely interesting to watch. In a way I felt bad about whoever had owned this DVD player before, because the handwriting made it look personal. It’s easier to think of things being stolen and passed on if they seem as if they don’t belong to anybody. The handwriting made me think of whoever had last used the player.

Was this a holiday movie, or a record of a birthday party maybe? Perhaps a wedding reception, I thought, as I took the disc out. But the handwriting didn’t say “Fred 60th” or “Tenerife, August 2012” or “Kevin and Amy Happy Ever After”.

There was just a single word written on the disc: “Cane”.

It was probably a pirated film, I thought. A copy of something passed around in pubs, probably full of hand-held shakes or, as I once saw, a whole movie with Brad Pitt doing his thing and the words “Press Review Copy” permanently across the screen. “Cane”, though, puzzled me. I thought of what I knew of the latest films and as no one, I was sure, copied old films much these days, it was unlikely to be either The Caine Mutiny or Citizen Kane. If it was the second, then, sorry, Orson, your time is up, I said as I dropped the disc in the waste bin before settling down to watch Harry meet Sally again.

Billy and Meg still hadn’t got it together when my thoughts turned to the disc I had thrown out. Surely everyone knew how to spell “Kane”, didn’t they? What sort of idiot didn’t know how to put the proper name of the movie on a disc? I stopped Harry meeting Sally and fished the discarded DVD out of the bin. Intrigued, I put it back in the machine and sat back to watch whoever it was do whatever on screen.

What came up was the last thing I expected, and I don’t mean because it was amateur. There, on screen and without titles, was a woman of probably my age (mid-thirties, I reckoned) who was standing naked save for a skimpy suspender belt and stockings in front of the camera. Her arms were down by her sides and she made no effort to hide her charms. In fact, she seemed to be waiting for something or someone. The camera wasn’t shaking so there must have been a tripod and, while this wasn’t one of Hollywood’s latest offerings, it wasn’t badly lit or for that matter poorly framed, though it was clearly filmed in someone’s bedroom. The bed was neatly made, the wardrobe doors shut. No discarded knickers on the floor. If this was home porn the couple were tidy people. (That’s always been my thing about porn: my friend Julie showed me one once where the woman kept her cardigan on and the man never removed his socks and the place was a mess. No, give me something attractive like John Cusack and Kate Beckinsale in Serendipity any day.)

I had no great desire to watch two people bonk, no matter how carefully the scene was shot. I got up to eject the DVD and run back to Billy Crystal. What I saw next, however, made me stop. The woman turned away from the camera, went to the edge of the neatly made bed and bent over so her rear was facing the camera. Another woman came into view and she was wearing normal clothes. Not leather, not PVC, not rubber, not lace and satin frillies. Just a middle-aged woman in a Marks & Spencer twinset and plain skirt. Sensible, as my mother would say. This woman, though, was carrying a cane and, intrigued, I sat down again to watch.

I saw the woman swish the cane, say something about being naughty and the need for discipline, and then carefully apply measured strokes of the cane across the bending woman’s bum. The cane snapped repeatedly but in no great hurry across the suspender-belt-framed backside of the woman at the bed and slowly red weals appeared across the exposed flesh. The weals darkened to bruises in front of my eyes, and while the bending woman was weeping and wriggling at each blow, the woman delivering the strokes made no effort to stop or even delay the strokes.

The handwriting was accurate then: this was about the Cane and the poor woman on screen was being caned. To my astonishment I was entranced by this and I didn’t move as the poor woman on the receiving end took a good thirty strokes. As I watched, the caning stopped and the woman stood, turned back and stood again to face the camera but with tears streaming down her face. I felt sorry for her but more than that I felt a twinge of excitement in the pit of my belly.

The scene changed and the woman in the suspender belt was outside. It was sunny and it was clearly local: over the tree-tops in what I presumed was a garden I could see the top of Lincoln cathedral. Yes, I know it all too well. I watched as the caned woman, still in the same attire (or lack of), went through the same routine, though this time bent over a distinctive bird bath with dolphins entwined up the stem, and showed her bum to the camera. As she gripped the bird-bath edge I could see there was no evidence of her earlier beating. But the same woman I had seen before (different twinset this time) did the same to the bending woman. Same beating, same marks, same resulting tears.

Then another scene, but this time the woman was dressed until she turned and flipped up her skirt against a backdrop of Lincoln castle. If I was in any doubt before, this confirmed that the DVD was local and I guessed they were local people both giving and receiving. The woman with the cane caned the sobbing but unmoving woman and then the film moved on. Local scenes, carefully chosen for essential discretion, I imagined, and the younger woman was routinely caned by the older woman. There were few words said and what was said tended to be about the need for discipline and correction.

What you need to know now is that it was having an effect on me. I had my legs apart and my hand in my panties. I was frigging wildly as I watched this unknown woman being routinely, systematically caned. I came several times, starting with the bending woman getting her regular thrashing bent over a canal lock gate that I vaguely recognized.

When the DVD was over I was exhausted. Somewhere out there, I thought, a woman who went to the trouble of being caned, or doing the caning, was missing her entertainment. I had no idea if it was suspender woman or twinset queen who was the owner of the DVD machine and disc but something in me wanted to find out.

Now I would love to say that I pieced together all the evidence to find this woman, or women, from various scenes and locations but it was easier than that. In several of the scenes there was the same car. I could make out enough of the registration plate so I set out to look for a particular blue car. Lincoln isn’t a big place and as I guessed the car was parked within sight of the cathedral towers it wasn’t long before I saw it in a driveway. I got out of my car and went down the side of the house to sneak a look at the garden, and there was the same dolphin-strewn bird bath. Yes, I had the right place. But was it the home of the beater or the beaten?

Anyway, what would I say if I knocked on the door? “Excuse me, madam, but I have a DVD of you being beaten black and blue”; or, “Madam, where did you get those sensible twinsets from?” I could, of course, just say, “I think I have something that belongs to you” and hand the DVD player back with the disc inside it and pretend I had never watched it. But then how would I know where it came from without seeing it was local and traceable?

The question of whether I stayed or went was answered by suspender-belt lady, who had seen me walking down the side of her house. Yes, she wanted to know what I wanted and yes, I confessed to what I had seen, trying to use every euphemism I could manage, but failing badly. I mumbled some apologies and offered to bring the DVD player back.

The woman, not unnaturally, wanted to know two things: my name, and how much I had seen. I told her I was Ellie and I had watched the whole thing, hence I tracked her down. I didn’t tell her I had watched it dozens of times, fingering myself and diddling my clit as I repeatedly watched her getting a thrashing.

The woman’s name was Deborah and she invited me in, which I figured was a brave thing to do all things considered. To cut a long story short we talked openly, she made coffee and it was obvious she was not the least worried that I had seen her naked. It didn’t trouble her that I had seen her thrashed so comprehensively. And nor did it worry her to talk about it all. She told me she needed to be beaten every so often. From time to time she had a fierce desire to be treated the way I had seen. Bent over, as good as naked, being told she deserved a beating. Deborah made no statement that could pretend to be a psychological explanation or emotional excuse. She simply needed to be caned.

“There’s something, however, that you missed,” said Deborah as we finished our drinks in her kitchen. “While you did well to locate me, and I suppose it was careless having my car in shot, the woman caning me wasn’t always the same person. The locations may vary but my outfit and hers are always the same.”

I protested I hadn’t noticed the other woman much but I was intrigued. The clothes, I said, were more or less the same and that was all I saw. Deborah laughed and then took me to the same bedroom I had already seen in several of the film’s scenes. The same neat bed, the same tidy room. Hanging in the wardrobe, though, was a row of what I could only describe as sensible skirts and twinsets. “I need the person beating me to look like a schoolteacher, or an older aunt,” Deborah explained. “I find women who are willing to play the game my way. They dress in these clothes complete with string of pearls and flat shoes and then cane me.” She indicated the canes stacked neatly in the corner of the wardrobe.

I admit I was more intrigued than ever and when I blurted out that I doubted if any of them would fit me, I suppose our relationship was sealed. It turned out there were clothes to fit me and, yes, I did look older in them and I really did like swishing the cane for effect.

Deborah set the camera up, showed me how to start it and then removed her clothes. She got down to the same skimpy suspender belt I had seen before and we did what I had seen before. Deborah bent over and, remembering my lines about the need for punishment and how she had deserved this, I caned the woman’s offered arse as carefully and as rhythmically as I could. I had thrilled at seeing the marks appear on video but seeing it in the flesh was even better.

I have a copy of that movie, and the others we did at various times. Oh, there has been no sexual contact between us so far (though I suppose I do hope to kiss her tears away one day and perhaps soothe her battered bottom) and in a way I have become Deborah’s leading lady. We even go out and about in her car or mine to sneak risky shots of canings in public places, which gives me a thrill I cannot even begin to explain. As some of the women in the original DVD have for a variety of reasons stopped caning Deborah, it helps me to think eventually I will be the only one wielding the cane.

I confess too that one day I really want to have a caning scene with her and me in wedding gowns and her wearing a white suspender belt and white stockings, which for some reason excites me most of all. But one thing we won’t ever do in future is leave a DVD in a player after watching it. Not when there are some thieving bastards around.


All About Him

Mina, Milwaukee

I worked with Steve for more than four months before we talked. It wasn’t my fault; I was going through this thing with my girlfriend at the time, and there’s nothing more preoccupying than a lesbian relationship where the bottom is slowly falling out.

Steve was a big guy from some northern Wisconsin town that barely had a name. He had blond hair, pretty brown eyes, and he was quiet in a way that I wasn’t used to. He came to the city to get his art degree; otherwise, he said, he would have just ended up a mechanic like the grandfather who raised him. I figured that with my purple spiked hair and tall red boots I spooked him, and that was fine by me. The first day he did speak to me was a surprise.

“Are you OK?”

I looked up from my lunch, surprised, as I say, and he nodded at my wrists. They were banded with rope marks that I had completely forgotten to cover, and in the cold fluorescent lights, they were scarlet on my pale skin.

I raised my eyebrows, and he blushed (gorgeous on such a big guy), but kept going.

“I mean,” he said doggedly, “is anyone hurting you?”

I started to give him a brush-off answer, and then I grinned.

“Only in the best possible way,” I assured him, and that was where it started.

I broke up with Cassie and started spending more time with Steve. It had been a while since I had had a guy, and I had never had a guy as wholesome and good as Steve. He called his grandparents every week; he had this rescue mutt that he loved to death; and, oh, by the way: he was an absolute pain slut.

It came out in bits and pieces. He talked about getting the paddle when he was a kid, and how that had made him feel, and about an ex-girlfriend slapping him and it making him so hard. It made me hot, and it was amazing fun to tease him about it.

Finally, he was at my apartment for our now traditional Friday pizza, and I was feeling so horny and he was just so cute. I don’t think anyone could resist Steve when he looked down with that shy grin, so I grabbed him by the chin and made him look at me.

“I want you to put your money where your mouth is,” I whispered. “You like pain so much? Bend over the arm of the couch.”

For a second, I wasn’t sure he would do it. I could see every moment of doubt and fear in his eyes, and so I leaned over and kissed him instead. He tasted like cheese and pepperoni, and underneath it, he tasted so fucking good that I could have eaten him up right then and there. I took a few nibbles, and his soft moan told me everything I needed to know.

When I was done with him, his lips were red and shiny, and he went to bend over the couch without a single word of protest.

I looked at him for a moment, just loving the way that his body looked bent over just for me. His position tightened his jeans over his ass, and I ran a hand over the curve of his rear. He twitched underneath my hand, and that made me grin.

I gave him a couple of gentle slaps, enough to make him squirm, and just when he was beginning to think that was all I could do, I reared back and let him have it. I used to take judo, and my arm strength’s pretty good for a small woman, I think.

He yelped, and he would have stood straight up, but I cupped my hand over the back of his neck and pushed him back down.

“You get up again, and I’m going to stop for real,” I told him, and from the way he sunk back on my couch, I could tell how much he needed this.

I gave him two more gentle slaps, and another big one. This time he stayed down, but I could see his fingers digging into the cushions of the couch.

“Poor baby boy,” I cooed. “Been a while, huh?”

His pained nod turned into a flinch when I landed another strong blow to his rear. I gave him about thirty swats, most gentle, but some hard ones in there that made his whole body tense. By the end, he didn’t know what was happening, and even a gentle touch was enough to make him shiver.

I paused, rubbing my red palm, and he looked at me over his shoulder.

“That all you got?” From anyone else, it would have been bratty, but there was so much longing in his voice that I just melted instead.

“No, sweetie,” I purred. “Not by a long shot. Now I’m going to pull down those jeans of yours and really let you have it.”

He didn’t fight me, but he did squirm a lot when I came up behind and wrapped my arms around his waist. It brought my hips in contact with his ass, and when I undid his jeans, my hands brushed against his erection, which was so hard it must have hurt.

“Bad boy,” I muttered, my tone telling him he was anything but, and he whimpered and shoved his ass against me.

I worked his jeans and his navy boxers down his legs, leaving them pooled on the floor. I gave his cock a few strokes, because it looked fucking delicious. It was big, heavy and dark, and there was already a dribble of cum at the head. It filled my hand, and I grinned, pressing my legs together at the sight. I knew I was already wet, but that was going to wait for later.

“Oh, look at this,” I said, stroking my hand over his bare rear. “It’s barely red, you slut. I guess it takes a lot to really make you cry, huh?”

He started to say something, and then he choked on it when he felt me pull his belt from his pants.

“Oh, please . . .” he whined, and I paused. I had a few friends who had not had great experiences with belts.

“Please stop?” I asked and he shook his head wildly.

“Please make me hurt,” he said nakedly, and right then there was nothing I wouldn’t do for him, nothing in the world.

“OK, baby, OK. I’m going to take good care of you.”

He went completely still when I tapped the folded belt against his rear. Without the jeans, I could see every little shiver and, oh yeah, I was going to love marking that up.

I took a couple of very soft practice strokes to gauge the distance, not enough to snap at all, and then, when I saw him pull in his breath, I cocked my arm back and brought it down across his ass.

The breath left his body in a high sharp cry, and almost immediately, a wide red stripe appeared across the pale expanse of his skin. He kicked up one leg behind him, but I shoved it down again.

Before he could quite recover from that, I brought another stroke down and then another, turning his cry into one long wail. I can hit hard when I want to, and I wanted to hit him hard. I turned his skin bright red from the crease of his ass down to his thighs, and now he was crying, big gulping sobs that he buried in the couch cushions. His shoulders shook, and I could see that his T-shirt was soaked with sweat.

I reached down and grabbed his cock hard, and yeah, the cum was positively leaking out of it now.

“You little slut,” I said, and he arched at the delight in my voice. “You dirty little pain whore . . .”

Every word made his cock jerk in my hand, but that wasn’t how I wanted to get him off. Telling him to stay where he was, I walked back to my room, snapped on a pair of latex gloves and grabbed a bottle of lube. He hadn’t moved an inch when I got back, and I stroked one gloved hand over his ass, which was burning hot. There was just a trace of blood where one stroke had cut too deep, and I grinned, resisting the urge to lick it.

“I’m going to fuck you with my fingers, cutie,” I told him, and the way he spread his legs made me laugh.

I pulled up my footstool, and I sat down. It put me right at eye level with his ass, which was about perfect. I pulled his cheeks apart, revealing the small hole between. He tensed but fell back when I gave him a sharp slap on the ass.

I used plenty of lube, and the first finger slipped in easily.

“You do this often?” I said heartlessly. “You’re loose even for a slut.”

It wasn’t true, but he flinched like it was. I could hear him say please, but at this point, I already knew that he liked to beg.

The second finger was harder. He wasn’t loose at all, and I had to wait until the muscle gave way, closing my gloved fingers in an incredibly hot vise. He was trying to take me, I knew that. He was trying to be so, so good, but that was before I forced the third finger in.

He shouted, slamming a fist down on the couch, and I used my free hand to stroke his back.

“That’s all, shh, that’s all you need to take right now . . . calm down, sweetheart.”

He got himself under control, and then I started to move my fingers. They were so slick that they slid easily in and out of his body. I was nearly hypnotized as I watched his body stretch to take my slippery fingers.

He was rocking towards me, back and forth, and when I realized that he was fucking himself on me, I moaned too. There was something ungodly hot about this big strong man made so helpless because of me. He was striped with belt marks because of me, his ass was open because of me, and he was making those gorgeous, pained and pleasured sounds all because of me.

Steve’s hips started to pump harder, and I realized that he was getting ready to come. Well, that wasn’t happening, and I casually reached down between his legs and gave his balls a quick hard pull.

“Hey!”

I grinned at him when he twisted his head to look at me. After everything I had done to him, the look of confusion and offense was hilarious.

“Not yet,” I told him, “but soon. I’m having too much fun fucking you open.”

Those dirty words made him clench around my fingers, and he had no more complaints. I couldn’t force a fourth finger in, but he made such gorgeous sounds that I played with it for a while. Then I decided that I needed some attention.

I stripped off the gloves and tossed them away, and then I sat down on the couch. He straightened up, and I brought him around to kneel on the floor in front of me.

“Maybe I’ll let you use your mouth next time,” I said. “Right now, I want to see what you can do with your hands.

Steve pulled another latex glove on clumsily, and I pulled my skirt up over my hips. His eyes widened when he realized I wasn’t wearing any underwear, and he blushed bright red when he realized that I was waxed completely bare.

I slid down on the couch so that he could reach me better, and I sighed when his fingers pressed gently against my clit. He had mentioned a few girlfriends here and there, and even if they were complete bitches to him, I could thank them for teaching him how to finger a girl.

He worked my clit for a long time, circling his finger around it and pressing it harder with every pass, and before I knew it, I was cursing at him, pulling his hair and calling him a slut and a whore.

Steve started to push his fingers inside, but I yanked his hair hard, pulling him away.

“Not like that,” I panted. I was so wet that I could hear it and smell it when he touched me, and no way was I going to be satisfied with his fingers, not when I had seen how big and thick his cock was.

I scrambled down on the floor and passed him a condom that I had snagged from the bedroom. I spread my legs wide for him, and watched, licking my lips as he discarded the glove and rolled the condom on. As he knelt over me, I grabbed his shirt collar, dragging him close.

“Hard,” I hissed. “All the way in, all at once . . .”

He drew back a little at that. “But I’ll hurt you . . .”

I gave him a quick smack on the cheek, enough to be loud but not enough to sting.

“You are not calling the shots,” I snarled. By now I was nearly frantic, and I thought that if I didn’t get his cock in me, I was going to go crazy.

That was all it took, and he took his cock in his hand, sliding the thick head between my pussy lips twice. I started to tell him to get on with it, and then he was pushing inside. I could feel myself stretch around him, and I was moaning and swearing and demanding that he give me more.

When he was pushed all the way in, he paused for a moment, and before he could get second thoughts, I reached up for a quick hard kiss, only our second since this had started.

It was like I let him off a leash. Suddenly he was fucking me so hard and fast that I knew I would have bruises on my rear. That wasn’t fair, so I reached back and grabbed his ass hard, digging my fingernails into the welts I knew were there. The sound he made was halfway between a growl and a moan, but he didn’t stop, not even for a moment.

He was so big that I felt like a toy, like something he could just fuck and throw around. When his shoulders started to shake and I knew he was getting ready to come, I reached down and squeezed his ass as hard as I could.

Steve shouted when he came, pumping into me harder than he had before, and while he was still panting, I shoved him off me.

“Mina . . .”

“Shush, baby,” I said, rolling him on his back. “I’m just going to show you how to do this right. Watch carefully, because you’re going to have to do this next time.”

I straddled his broad chest, and I rubbed my wet pussy over his T-shirt a few times, relishing the stains and the way the fabric felt against my flesh. As he watched, wide-eyed, I pulled myself open and sunk three fingers inside. I was so sore because of him, and it was amazing.

He watched as I fingered myself on his chest, and I could tell how much he wanted to put his mouth there.

I started twirling my thumb around my clit, rubbing myself even harder against him, and when I came, I wailed out loud. The pleasure poured through my body, leaving me raw, spent and aching, and I rolled off him to stretch out on the floor.

He immediately put his arms around me and pulled me close, and I grinned at that.

“Should have known you’d be a cuddler,” I commented. “How’s your ass?”

“Good,” he said shyly, and he reached down to kiss me again.

We wouldn’t last more than two weeks as a couple, but whenever we’re both single, we know exactly who to call when we want some intense, no-strings fun.


Boardroom Misbehaviour

Becky, London

It all started with a simple telephone call. It ended with me panting breathlessly with my pants down by my ankles; just where I wanted them to be. I confess that I’d screwed over my female boss but, no doubt at all, I’d loved getting screwed by an even bigger male boss in return.

It was just after lunch when my phone rang in our office just off London Bridge. The voice said that it was Edward from the New York office. Initially he asked for my boss, Andrea, but she was on holiday, and I told him that I was Becky and asked if I could help. He needed some important figures emailed to him by 17:00 London time to be presented to the board. And that first simple, innocent call ended.

I managed to get the figures to him with all of two minutes to spare. Moments later Edward called again, thanking me for the figures. His American drawl was languid and sexy. Andrea always flushed crimson when he called. There was something about his parting line that played on my mind.

“Think about me in the Boardroom, Becky.”

Next morning a message popped up on my screen: So, Becky, did you remember to think about me in the boardroom?

My pulse quickened. There was something so simple, so innocent and yet – yet, so utterly, undeniably provocative about his question. I resisted the compulsion to be flirtatious and sent him a professional response back, saying that we were all behind him. Something about the guy had definitely aroused my interest, though. He was a director in the New York office, a big player. Maybe that had something to do with it.

Another email message popped up. The email said he’d closed the deal and he needed to arrange for somebody from London to attend to finalize the details, that he was going to ask Andrea but, in her absence, would I like to attend instead?

In two minds, I logged out of the computer and left the office for my lunch break.

The electric pace of the city had always excited me. It enthralled me to be in the thick of the action, surrounded by major players closing important business deals. At lunch, however, it felt satisfying to retreat to a separate world of peace and quiet. Today I returned to a stretch of green lawn by the Thames and laid down my towel. Boats cruised slowly and effortlessly past in the rippling water. Tower Bridge, with all its history and meaning, stood impressively to my left. Lying there on the stretch of grass, just hundreds of yards from the excitement, I still felt involved, only as a spectator, rather than a participant.

The sun was strong. I was glad that I’d opted for a knee-length skirt and left my tights at home. My naked legs looked smooth, lean and tanned. Those lunchtime walks and gym workouts were definitely paying dividends. A delightful breeze brushed teasingly underneath my skirt. I casually gazed around. There was only one other person on the lawn, a man probably in his early forties with a thick head of dark hair. The man had closed his eyes and was lazily basking in the sun. Definitely fuckable, I thought. A light suit jacket lay by his side while a strong, muscled physique stretched his white cotton shirt. The guy looked important, like he was just taking a momentary break from a demanding and unforgiving work schedule.

My eyes wandered lower. His grey flared trousers had developed at the crotch. I wondered just how hard he was under those thin threads. I imagined unzipping him. My skin tingled as I thought about taking him in my hands, hungrily exploring the thickness for myself, taking him in my mouth.

One eye was slightly open, I could see that now. The man was subtly looking at me; watching me openly and unashamedly looking at him. My cheeks flushed crimson, just as Andrea’s did when she spoke to Edward. I looked away. When I glanced back, the man was still looking. There was a faint smile. The breeze blew my skirt higher over my thighs. The guy probably had a glimpse of my white cotton pants, I thought. I wondered whether he could see the dampness that seeped through them. I stood up, smiled discreetly and then walked away.

That night I had only just removed my heels and stretched my legs on the sofa when the phone rang. It was Andrea. I instantly recognized her distinctive Scottish monotone. She was going to be away for at least another two weeks, she said. She asked whether Edward had contacted me and her tone immediately perked up. She rambled on about how she was supposed to have emailed the June figures.

I told her not to worry, that I had it all sorted.

When she asked whether he had said anything else to me, she could barely hide the excitement from her voice.

I asked her what she meant and she was all hesitant and awkward, covering her tracks, no doubt, before she muttered disappointedly that she thought a possible trip to New York may have been in the pipeline.

It was my turn to hesitate. I liked Andrea. She was a good boss. But she was still my boss, and in her eyes I was still just her dizzy, younger, prettier assistant. Against my better judgement, it felt kind of good to get one over on her.

And so I lied and told her no, he said nothing like that.

A few hours later I lay in the luxury of my corner bath. Only a faint soothing light was emitted from three scented candles on the edge of the tub. My naked body felt heavy and deliciously relaxed beneath the thick foamy bubbles. I closed my eyes and allowed my thoughts to drift to the man from the river bank. I remembered how hard his cock had looked and how he’d caught me blatantly watching. I’d felt like a naughty schoolgirl and, damn, it made me tingle with excitement. As my thoughts wandered, so did my hands. They drifted over my pink, sensitive nipples and then grazed between my open legs. Just as the tip of my finger found its way to my erect bud, something hit me like a bolt of lightning. The man at the river had merely been a prop. I hadn’t been thinking about him at all. I’d been thinking about Edward.

My thoughts were frantic now, completely out of control. I imagined Edward in the boardroom, closing the deal. Only, it was just him and a young female colleague in a big empty room. He casually perches his upturned backside against the edge of a long pine table. The woman intently, innocently stares into his eyes as she unzips his fly. She kneels down on the floor and takes his hard throbbing full cock in her mouth. I vigorously fingered myself under the foamy bath water as a realization hit me: the young woman in my fantasy is me. My legs thrust and splashed in the water as the excitement overpowered me.

And then, my phone rang.

I answered it without either opening my eyes or removing the fingers from inside my wet cunt.

“So, Becky, are you coming?”

Any second now, I thought, any second now.

“Edward?” I asked, leaning back in the bath but still teasing and playing with my open, desperate sex.

His voice sounded so deep, so sexy, as he asked me again whether I was going to come.

I imagined him forcing his big American dick between my heavy tits. An extra finger pushed inside me. I dug my teeth into my hand.

“Yes, I’m coming,” I panted, trying to hide the excitement from my voice.

“Good,” he said, not missing a beat. “I’ll contact you to make the necessary arrangements. I’ll make it a trip to remember.”

The call ended, but it was just the beginning of my ecstasy. I raised my legs high in the air and forcibly pressed the soles of my feet against the slippery tiles. My cunt felt plump and fleshy and raw with need. I stared at my reflection, through the rising steam, in the full-length mirror. My long damp blonde hair nestled between my full round tits. My normally pale cheeks were flushed pink; my face glistened with excitement and longing. I continued staring at my reflection as I released a husky moan at the top of my voice.

New York taxi drivers talk more than London ones, which I’d never have thought possible. We manoeuvred out of JFK airport and onto the highway, passing an impressive stadium in the background which Joe, my driver, informed me was where the Yankees played. I wondered, with casual interest, whether the Yankees played American football or baseball, but dared not ask because I knew Joe would give me far more information than I wanted.

The address I’d been given looked just as impressive as the buildings on Wall Street. The reception was open plan with white tiled floors, high ceilings and green plants. The guards were immaculately dressed in navy uniforms. My high heels clicked across the polished floor. The receptionist dutifully informed me that I needed the thirty-second floor.

A whole party of people departed from the lift but only I got in. I checked the buttons and then checked again. The thirty-second floor was right at the very top. I looked at my reflection in the mirror. I definitely looked professional, with a grey skirt to my knees (with a subtle slit along the thigh) and a reliable cream blouse (with maybe one button too many undone).

The floor was deserted. It seemed it was used solely for meetings and, as it was Friday night, most of those would have finished a long time ago. I stopped outside the correct room, from the details I’d been given, adjusted my skirt and took a deep breath. And then I knocked.

The voice that told me to come in was familiar, only clearer and more real now that its origin was here and not thousands of miles away on the end of the phone. I opened the door and tentatively walked in. I was scared. My legs felt unsteady and my knees weak. I had absolutely no idea what to expect.

The room was spacious and open plan. The windows overlooked a city full of activity outside. Inside, it was quiet and secluded. The room was dominated by a long mahogany table in the centre. Which is what Edward Mitchell rested against, clad in a dark suit that clung to his shoulders.

In a way, he was just like I expected. He was probably in his early forties. There was just the hint of light stubble covering a strong jaw and his hair was thick and dark and wavy. He was tall and lean and strong. For some reason, I’d pictured that. What I hadn’t expected was the mischief in his full red lips and the passion in his hazelnut eyes.

I was instantly smitten.

He shook my hand and then planted an impromptu kiss on both of my reddening cheeks. He smelt strong and masculine and yet irresistibly fresh. He told me that it was wonderful that I was there, that he hoped I had a good flight, all that sort of small talk. He was charm personified.

He brought up a presentation on his laptop, detailing what had been achieved in the USA and in the UK and outlining the plans moving forward. I smiled and nodded and made appropriate contributions when necessary. It was all background noise, though. My mind was full of other possibilities, so much more sinister and exciting. I wondered what plans, if any, Edward Mitchell had for me.

I signed the documents. Sealing a deal had never felt so darn exciting. Edward moved from his chair and sat on the edge of the long table, looking down on me. Even underneath his dark expensive slacks, his legs were strong and muscular. He looked at me now. His gaze was so attentive, almost intense. His eyes drew me like a magnet.

“I bet I know what you’re thinking,” he said.

You really don’t want to know what’s going through my wicked mind right now, I thought.

“Putting it politely, you’re wondering whether this guy brought me all the way to New York just to sign a few documents, or did he have other things in mind?”

Actually, I thought, twisting a blonde curl around my middle finger, that’s not bad.

“So, how would you put it impolitely?” I asked, my nipples stiffening at my blatant encouragement.

“Impolitely, you’re wondering whether this American dude wants to use this long table for just business or pleasure.”

I felt dampness seep through the thin thread of my silk panties. This is so outrageous, I thought. I’m supposed to be a “good girl”. And yet, being bad felt so much better.

“So, if you were to be just fucking vulgar about it, what would you say I’m thinking?” I asked, saliva glistening on my teeth.

“I’d say you’re wondering whether this American dude wants to use this table to fuck you senseless.”

My hands gripped tight against my skirt now, to stop myself from reaching out and grabbing for his cock, such was my desire. “Well,” I commented, provocatively inserting a finger between my lips, “that certainly was fucking vulgar. So, what does this horny American dude want to do with me then?”

His dark eyes glistened with possibilities. “I’m more of a hands-on colleague, Becky,” he said, moving closer to me. “I’d much prefer to show you.”

He lifted me from the waist and placed my bottom down against the edge of the table. I was amazed by the ease of the movement, by his obvious strength and power. His lips urgently pressed against my own and his tongue darted inside. The business etiquette and professionalism was a distant memory. His long-fingered hands were eager and penetrating. Edward tore at my blouse, ripping it open. Two buttons fell against the table and bounced onto the heavy, carpeted floor. My large succulent tits were pulled out over my black lacy see-through bra. The pink raw nipples were immediately pinched between forefinger and thumb. A moan emitted from my throat.

“You are very hands-on,” I purred, appreciatively. “Shouldn’t you lock the door?”

“No,” he said, his tongue exploring along my neck, grazing my tender young skin with his teeth.

“Couldn’t somebody walk in?” I asked, barely able to speak. My mouth remained open; my head tilted back, my eyes staring blankly at the bright lights on the ceiling.

“Yes,” he replied, before taking a hard nipple between his lips and sucking it into his mouth.

“You really are a bad, horny bastard,” I said, but I knew and he knew that it most definitely wasn’t an insult.

Edward hitched my skirt high over my hips. His hands glided over my long slender stocking-clad legs. I spread them wide and gripped my calves around his waist, straddling him. There was no way he could escape. The wonderful hands continued all the way along the crease of my thigh until they reached my panties. The tips of his fingers brushed over my sodden crotch. The plumpness of my sex was exposed and available through the tiny material.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned, as a finger pressed against my prominent erect clit. “You are such a fucking bad American city boy.”

He fingered me now; one, two and then three fingers thrusting inside my drenched pussy. His face nestled tenderly between my milky tits. His tongue was no longer tender, however. There was a raw want and need to his touch as a bud was sucked deeper into his mouth. He glanced up momentarily, those brown eyes looking sweetly at me.

Edward told me, before lowering his face between my legs, that he’d planned the whole thing ever since he first spoke to me on the phone.

I gripped hold of his thick hair as he expertly licked me. His tongue circled my clit in a mesmerizing, hypnotic rhythm that made hot juices trickle down my thighs, staining the polished mahogany table. I arched my back up and looked over his shoulders at the city outside, full of bright lights and people going on their way, all of them oblivious to the fact that on the very top floor of this building, I was being licked to a thunderous orgasm.

“Oh-oh-oh-oh-oh,” I repeated like a mantra as my legs tightened around his neck and my grip on his hair became almost vicious. I begged for him to be inside me, as his lips kissed mine and I tasted my own salty, delicious juices.

I tore off his blazer and shirt. His body was lean and strong and there was a fine line of thick dark hair running in a trail down his chest. The thick broad shoulders were speckled with a thin layer of cute freckles. I got down on my knees and unzipped his fly and pulled out his long hard cock from inside his pants. I remembered my wildest fantasies in the bath tub.

I was going to take the initiative now. I pressed my hands against the window, parted my legs slightly and leant forward, exposing my shapely arse and my pink sex beneath. I demanded that he fuck me from behind, told him that I wanted to watch the city with him inside me.

He spoke no words as he did exactly as he was told. His thrusts were fast and animalistic. His heavy groans were matched by my loud, abandoned sighs. His hands were on my hips, then he leant forward and cupped my tits. I could feel his forehead pressing against my hot cheek as he pushed in and out of me. My lust overspilled as I came again and again. I could feel him tensing, ready to explode, and I pulled away and got down on my knees and took him in my mouth. I lapped up the juices as they dribbled down my chin.

We cleaned ourselves and dressed and regained our breath and composure. I had a wild night ahead of me in New York. This was not going to involve Edward, however. There was so much mischief I could get up to in his city alone.

Just as I was applying a layer of lipstick, fully clothed, a cleaner walked into the room unannounced, apologized and walked out again. We both laughed, knowing that we could have been interrupted at any time.

When we were outside, Edward asked when I wanted him to organize another business trip to New York.

I hailed a cab, kissed him on the lips and told him that I didn’t think he should organize another trip to New York. I stepped inside the taxi. “I have some great places in mind where we can close a deal in London first.”

I blew him a kiss as the cab sped off.

Any regrets that I screwed over my female boss? You can bet your last American dollar that, hell no, I have no regrets.


Driving The Girls Home

Peter, London

I had worked for the government for over twenty-five years. I was moderately successful and ended up in a middle management position where I was quite happy. To be a member of “The Establishment”, as it was quaintly termed then, I had to be respectable, smart and sober (at least on the surface). I must have fitted the bill.

Anyway, the day came round when some slimming down of numbers was called for and in my mid-forties I was marked for an early retirement. The package was quite good and I reckoned I could live off it for a few years; even though I had just splashed out on a nice car, a comfortable Jaguar with easy room for five people. Ironic really, as I lived on my own.

Working in central London, I often used to wander round the theatre and cinema parts of the West End in my lunch hour. Soho was right next door so I often stopped by the shops selling sexy magazines and who knew what else. I didn’t dare to go in any of them in case I was seen by a colleague! On my last day at work, I took a nostalgic stroll through the mean streets of the capital and was passing by a hostess club, as they were often called; basically a clip joint where randy businessmen were enticed in by offers of cold booze and hot bodies – all at a price they never expected until the bill came. This place, the Flamingo, was through a doorway and down a flight of dingy steps under one of those bookshops I just mentioned. I had never been tempted down there; I knew from reading the Sunday papers what they were like.

Anyway, this day there was a handwritten note stuck to the glass display window showing pictures of improbably beautiful blondes allegedly inside. It said: “Driver wanted, must have own car, preferably large. See Alex downstairs.”

I had been wondering what to do with my retirement and how to earn a bit of part-time cash. I liked driving and I’d just bought the Jag, big enough I thought. So, greatly daring, I went through the dark doorway and down narrow twisty stairs. At the bottom was a bored-looking older woman sitting at a desk and a big burly chap in a sort of doorman’s uniform who I guessed was the bouncer.

“Five pounds, dear,” said the woman. “That includes a free drink, a show and our lovely ladies.” She said all this in the dull monotone of someone who has said it a thousand times before and didn’t believe it the first time.

I cleared my throat. “Mmm, I’ve come to see Alex.” I saw the bouncer tense and move closer to me. “It’s about the advert upstairs, for a driver.”

The woman at the front desk beckoned over the doorman and whispered in his ear. This tough guy relaxed a little (whew!) and asked me to follow him. As we went through a curtain to a corridor leading off to the right he said that you couldn’t be too careful in this game. Sometimes rival club owners sent people to cause trouble.

I wondered what I had got myself into.

Through a battered door was an office in which I was introduced to Alex, a small, swarthy man almost concealed by piles of paperwork spilling off his desk. The walls were papered with pin-up pictures, some clearly dating from previous decades. The smell of damp was overwhelming.

Our conversation was brief. He said, “You gotta big car? OK. You come here every night, two o’clock, except Sunday. You pick up the girls, maybe five, maybe six, take them home. That’s it. I pay you for your time and your juice. I know the distances, so don’t try to stiff me on the costs. Your car uses more gas, your problem not mine. You deal with your tax and so on, not my business. OK? Oh, and keep your hands off the girls, they’re not a perk.”

I gathered I had the job; not much like a Civil Service recruitment board! The pay Alex offered was OK, not great but not too shabby. Getting up to drive through the early hours of the morning was going to be a pain but I’d try it. On the way out, the lady on the desk stopped me. She asked if I’d got the job and then asked the bouncer to take me to the bar, no charge. That was a nice gesture, I thought. The bar was in the club’s main area, just a large cellar really with some mismatched tables and chairs and a small stage. Two or three businessmen were being entertained at one of the tables by a couple of the girls; quite pretty, I noticed. I got my drink – the real stuff, the barman whispered, not the stuff they kept for the punters. He explained that the girls were OK to get to the club during the day or early evening but none of them would take a night bus home in the early hours. The club used to have a taxi contract but it got too dear. Alex reckoned a private driver with time to spare using his own car would be cheaper, him earning tax-free cash and no overheads.

Thinking of what Alex was paying me compared to London cab fares, I reckoned he knew a thing or two.

So, when I got to the club on my first night, I found the girls just getting ready to go home. The hostesses, as they were called, were in fact attractive and I was later to discover smart, too. Some were college girls earning some quick money; others, housewives working for the same reason. I had five to take, one next to me and four squeezed in the back. They didn’t mind. Giggling, they bunched up together. They made a few cheeky remarks, probably to test me out, but I just laughed. A couple of them pretended to be smooching in the back; one girl was caressing the other’s tits, she in turn was putting an inquisitive hand up the first girl’s skirt and it looked like her attentions were very welcome. Maybe they weren’t just putting me on. Hell, I didn’t care; it was a free show in my mirror, which was more than the punters ever got.

I lived south of the river so it made sense to leave that area until last. I had a pretty good idea of the routes needed and the girls would give me directions once we were in the general vicinity of their homes. There was Carol, blonde and busty, for Tottenham; Cindy, dark and curvy, for Mill Hill; Lucy, red hair and freckles, for Cockfosters (no double entendre intended); and auburn-haired Patsy for New Cross. My last was Samantha, blonde and friendly, for Battersea.

Samantha had a rucked-up skirt and a saucy grin to match. When we got to her home in Battersea, it turned out to be in an old block of what used to be called mansion flats. These had definitely fallen on hard times, not much was grand about them. To my surprise, Sammy invited me in. With no more drop-offs and an overwhelming need for a coffee to keep me awake for the drive home, I said yes. Why not? Her flat was on the first floor and inside it was really nicely decorated with some Mexican rugs as wall hangings, what appeared to be antique furniture and a soft squishy leather couch, worn enough to be comfortable but not shabby.

Sammy got me the coffee and we sat side by side on that couch. She told me about herself; a well-educated girl who found she could make more from her job entertaining punters than working in an office. “More fun, too,” she claimed. “Hey, do you like my legs?” She stretched them out and her skirt slid nearly up to her waist. Her panties were visible as thin and lacy with a hint of her bush showing through. “The punters like stockings and suspenders – bet you do, too! Most of the girls wear them. You get more tips that way, a flash of thigh works wonders!”

Then, to my surprise, she stood up, took my hand and pulled me to my feet. “Come on, you look like you need a bit of bedtime.”

And she pulled me to her bedroom where we collapsed together on the bed. Her fingers were busy undoing my shirt and trousers. I wasn’t so surprised that I couldn’t help, either! After I was naked, she stripped to her bra, stockings, suspender belt and panties and slid under the covers with me. Her lips smooched mine, her bra poked my chest in the nicest way and my fingers were guided down to that hot, damp area between her legs. Her soft, gentle fingers caressed my shaft, now fully erect and willing, and then fondled my balls, suddenly giving them a firm squeeze.

“Don’t get too excited, lover,” she whispered, “plenty of time yet.”

I stroked up her back from her rear cheeks to her neck and slid open the catch on her bra. Her breasts were surprisingly large with bold, dark-red nipples standing proud. An exploratory lick made her moan, then my lips were on first one then the other, sucking and teasing. She threw her head back and began to buck against me. She pulled my fingers down between her legs; already she was soaking there. Her slit through the gauzy panties felt slick and sensuous. I pushed the material aside and inserted two fingers, and she moaned even more. All the while, I was suckling and licking; she really did get turned on by attention to her tits. The sort of detail every lover should learn about his girl, what really lights her touchpaper.

“Please, please . . .” I just heard her through the haze of lust in my brain. I felt her raise her pretty little bottom off the bed as I tugged her panties down over her suspenders. Something tore with a ripping sound, fantastically erotic. She rolled on top of me – what a girl for taking the lead. She lowered herself onto my very upstanding cock and I felt her warm, wet flesh envelop and contain me. She rode up and down on me, her thrusts and mine synchronized; she gripped my head as I tried to suckle still from her breasts.

I began to think I would burst. As the pressure built up inside me, my balls felt they were going to explode; if she didn’t climax soon, I would have to anyway. Faster and faster she rocked up and down, back and forth, and then she screamed, a full-bloodied banshee wail of ecstasy and, maybe, triumph. She got her man! And, at the same time, I came too, fast and furious deep inside her, waves of cream into her sweet sex.

Most times that I took Sammy home, we ended up in bed. Somehow it was a welcome relief for her to make love to a man who wasn’t paying for it and who liked her for herself, no pretences.

Sometimes Sammy wasn’t in the club when I came to take the girls home so it might be that flame-haired Lucy was my last drop-off in the wilds of north London. Now, she lived in a modern little house which she shared with two other girls. If they were either away or in bed, Lucy would invite me in. The first time she did I wondered if it would be a repeat of the Sammy sex session. Well, it was and it wasn’t. She went out to change and came back wearing a skimpy baby doll nightie and tiny pants. She stood in front of me, a finger in her mouth, her head on one side and her feet tucked awkwardly together; a good imitation of a penitent schoolgirl (except no schoolgirl had legs as long and breasts as big as Lucy).

“I’ve been very naughty and deserve to be spanked,” she said, faux apologetically. I wondered if she used this act with the customers. Spanking Lucy was certainly an inviting thought. I thought I’d better play along (just try to stop me!).

I put on my sternest voice and told her that a severe spanking was the only way with naughty girls like her and to get over my lap. She quickly snuggled down over my knees, her pert little bottom upraised, still covered by those teeny, tiny panties. Her hand supported her on the floor, her thighs were stretched out straight and her toes just touching the carpet. Perfect!

“Six, I think, Miss, and another two on the backs of your thighs.”

I felt her shiver but she didn’t complain.

I raised my hand and brought down one hard smack on that pantie-clad bottom. The sound seemed to echo round the room and she gasped. I stroked her abused little butt a little and then delivered another sound smack. This time she gasped slightly. Three, four and five smacks in quick succession had her writhing on my lap. I told her to stay still or she would get extra. She calmed down and I gave her the last stroke on her bottom. I could see already through the thin material that her cheeks were glowing a very healthy red. This last smack on her pretty little derrière was sharp and quick and she cried out. Tears began to roll silently down her face.

I turned my attention to her thighs, so nicely exposed with taut bare flesh. One and two open-palmed smacks on the right and on the left thighs; she cried out again and the tears ran a bit faster.

I found myself holding her tighter to me, cuddling and comforting her, telling her she was a brave girl, it was all right now. She wriggled round and sat on my lap, wincing at the pain. Her arms were round my neck and she kissed me full on the lips. Then she said, “You’d better go now. Thank you.”

And I left, wondering if we would have more such sessions.

As I visited the club to pick up the girls, I often saw the older woman who was on the front desk. At first we’d just say hello; after a while she seemed to trust me more and we’d chat a bit. From what she said, it seemed she was aware of the fun and games I had with a couple of the girls, and it didn’t seem to bother her. She told me she had been a hostess, too, for many years in a joint like this one. Even in the dim light of the club it was obvious she still had a killer figure, long shapely legs, slim waist and very nicely stacked up top. One night she asked me to take her home to her flat in south London; her usual lift was not forthcoming, I think.

Her presence in the car didn’t make the girls any better behaved; they still played their games to try and distract me and made lewd comments. I took it all in good part.

Finally, there was just Bernice (the older lady) and myself and I got to her block of flats about 3.30 in the morning. She invited me in and I was pleased to say yes, again a coffee or tea would be welcome – and I usually had a brandy when I got home to unwind from the strain of getting up at all hours (pun definitely intended!).

We went in and before I could say anything Bernice had her arms round my neck, that nicely stacked chest pressed against mine and her tongue down my throat. Her fingers were busy at my fly, unzipping and then holding me so tight. She eased back just enough to say that she hadn’t had sex for such a long time and she really needed it now! Well, I was more than ready.

She took me by the hand to her bedroom and we more or less fell on the bed, pulling off our own and each other’s clothes at the same time. Her legs were as long as I had thought, very shapely. I stroked them up and down from calf to knee and then, as she raised one foot up to my groin, massaged her toes as she squirmed with pleasure. I could position myself with her foot snugly pressed on my sac, her toes flexing against my balls. I could tell she loved it and I was pretty pleased, too. Her breasts were big and pendulous, they must have been fantastic when she was younger but, boy, they were still something to behold. My lips sought her nipples and without even thinking I began to suck from one and the other; I just love that, especially as I could feel her harden in my mouth.

In fact, I could feel the wetness of pre-lactation from her right breast; a sign that she had recently had a baby, and that in itself was hardly surprising. She moaned as she must have felt it too and pressed my head harder against her breast. As I sucked, I could taste that deliciously sweet wetness on my tongue – wonderful.

My fingers, meanwhile, were exploring her mouth; gently rubbing her gums and teeth one after another as she licked my fingertips. Now that’s an erogenous zone that many men don’t know about but a former girlfriend had shown me and am I pleased that she did.

The tempo of our lovemaking increased and suddenly she was flat on her back pulling me on top of her and raising her pelvis to meet my very enlarged penis.

“Fuck me, fuck me,” was all she needed to say; I was pressing in her and feeling her hot, wet folds of flesh grip me there. We began to rock to and fro and I was so aroused that I came pretty much right away and, fortunately, so did she. She screamed, I gasped and we collapsed on top of one another. Sweaty, exhausted, wet and utterly fulfilled.

After a while, I felt her fingers begin their naughty exploration all over again and, although I would have sworn that I had no more to give, I found myself reacting. Just goes to show what the love of a good woman will do for a man.

This time it was a slower, loving rather than lusting, dance of love. To and fro, body to body, flesh to flesh, my lips against her slit this time; her lips on my cock. A sixty-nine of pure joy as we slowly brought each other to arousal. As I felt myself harden and began to wonder how much longer I would last, she wriggled free and turned over on her front, pulling a pillow down and under her belly. She spread her legs and it was clear that some rear-action sex was called for. I just loved the view of her pretty buttocks as I gently pressed into her cunt, enjoying that different feel that a change of approach gives. I pressed down and she raised her arse up to meet me. We surged back and forth, my fingers now holding those large pretty breasts, her rear end pulsating right in front of me, she moaning and crying out as I came again, more of my love pouring into her used and abused and still very tight slit. And how she was loving it; her sex drought must have been a long one.

I wondered if the next time she’d like it fully from behind with a taster of loving anal sex. I’d explore her sensitivity there with a finger or two and see how things went.

What a fantastic job; I’ve been doing it now for over a year and the novelty still hasn’t worn off. Alex turned out to be an OK type of boss. Even gave me a pay rise a month ago; maybe the girls told him they were satisfied with my home delivery service! He doesn’t seem to have caught on to our extracurricular bonking, or maybe he just doesn’t care. If you’ve got a happy crew, why rock the boat?

As for the present time, my last passenger tonight was a young lady new to the club. Pretty Paula is a brunette with a heart-stoppingly lovely face and a figure every bit to match it. Lounging across my back seat, her shoes were kicked off, her stockinged feet up on the leather upholstery and her skirt up her thighs so her stocking tops and suspenders were just visible. As I looked back, distracted from the road, she licked a finger slowly and then placed it under her skirt, between her legs, and began to moan theatrically.

Naughty girl, she guessed what turned me on. Maybe I’ll get lucky with her soon.

Who could possibly ask for more?


Dog-Gone!

Stewart, Wellington

The fact is, my wife has never gotten over the death of Major, her German shepherd. The huge, furry animal was a loving, playful companion for Alisha for almost ten years, while I was out of the country on jobs most of the time. Alisha took it hard when Major died. And then she took it out on me.

My new job doesn’t require me to travel nearly so much. So, here’s a typical scenario, like what happened last Sunday: Alisha woke me up about nine in the morning, by petting my head. I was laid out on my stomach hugging the pillow, naked, the sheet and covers down at the foot of the bed. Alisha was naked, too.

My wife’s thirty-eight years old, still as lovely as the day I married her twelve years ago. She has warm, brown eyes and straight, shiny black hair, a striking face and a beautiful smile. Her skin is smooth and caramel-coloured; her breasts taut handfuls, like her buttocks. For a big, rugged, hairy guy like myself, I’m lucky to have her.

I blinked blear out of my blue eyes and sort of growled, responding to Alisha’s patting. She lay on her side, her dark nipples pointing at me, her eyes gleaming, running her right hand over and over the tousled brown hair on my head. Just looking at the woman’s curves so close, inhaling her sweet scent, feeling her caresses, gave me a raging hard-on, my groin firing awake and alive. I pumped into the bed, thrusting my big butt cheeks like I was wagging my tail.

“Good boy,” Alisha said, stroking down my neck and upper back, encouraging me.

I kind of whimpered, wanting more. Alisha glided her firm, warm hand right down from my head along my back to my humping butt. I thumped into the bed excitedly, responding to her show of affection. There was pure, perverted love in her slightly glazed eyes, as she caressed down the curve of my back and up onto the hills of my buttocks. I was already leaking semen into the sheet, my cock drooling as I pumped and my wife petted.

She playfully slapped me on the butt. “You want your tummy rubbed, boy?”

Did I! I rolled over like a dog in the sunbaked dirt. My cock jutted up between my legs, glistening at the tip. I lifted my hands in a paw-like begging fashion, and Alisha smiled and rewarded me, rubbing my stomach, just above my powerful, twitching erection.

She pushed her beaming face closer and puckered her pouty lips and teased, “You like that, don’t you, boy?” She moved her hand in circles over my stomach.

I leapt at her lips with my mouth, trying to nip a kiss. She jerked her head back. But her hand rubbed lower and lower on my belly, the edges of her fingers touching the tip of my straining prick.

I stuck out my tongue and sort of panted. Alisha darted her mouth down and kissed my wet tongue, her fingers wrapping around my shaft and pumping my cock with good feeling.

I’ve never been sure just exactly what she and Major got up to while I was gone. A more affectionate pair of human and hound, I’d never seen before. “Woman’s best friend,” Alisha used to say wistfully.

She kissed my lolling tongue again, and again, peppering it with kisses, pumping my cock. Her warm palm swirled up and down my straining length, her long fingers squeezing. I squirmed around on my back, thoroughly enjoying the morning frolic in bed.

Then Alisha let go of my cock and tickled my balls underneath with her nails. My two legs shot straight out, shaking.

“Hungry, boy?”

Before I could yelp for her to continue, she slid off the bed and onto her feet. I leapt after her, landing on the carpet on all fours at her feet. Then I eagerly crawled along behind her as she headed for the kitchen, staring up at her swaying hips and shifting buttocks, my tongue flopping and cock flapping.

Alisha poured my cereal into a silver bowl and added milk, set my bowl down on the tiled kitchen floor. I buried my head in the bowl and started chewing. I was hungry, especially after the wake-up call I’d just gotten from my wife. Sometimes I woke her up, by licking her face and other parts of her sensuous body.

She carried her own bowl of cereal over to the breakfast nook built into the corner and sat down. We were still both very much naked. I gulped and gaped, watching Alisha eat, staring at her luscious tits bobbing on her chest, looking at her strip-shaved dark pussy beneath the level of the table.

I gobbled my chow and went mooching for hers. I rose up on my knees and planted my paws on her thigh, bobbed my head up and down, my mouth hanging open.

She patted my head. “Still hungry, boy?” I snapped at her fingers.

Alisha loaded up her spoon and put it in her mouth, pulled it out half-full of soggy cereal. She stuck the spoon into my mouth, feeding me. I sucked the food off and swallowed. She spooned more into her mouth, into my mouth.

I nosed in even closer to her, almost taking the cereal right out of her mouth, feeling the heat and scent of her naked body. Then I bobbed my head down and nuzzled her breasts.

The spoon clattered onto the table and Alisha leaned back against the wall with a sigh. Her eyes were closed, her breasts heaving up and down on her chest. I sniffed at one stiffened nipple, then the other one. Then I took a hard lick at my wife’s nipples one after the other. Alisha shivered and moaned, her arms down at her sides, her chest thrust out. I lapped at her right breast, then her left.

Her eyes popped open and she shook her head. She jumped forward, knocking me off her chest and back down onto the floor on all fours. “If – if you’ve finished eating, you’d better go and do your business.” Her voice quivered, her eyelashes fluttering.

I scampered off down the hall to the bathroom, quick to obey.

After clearing away and cleaning up the breakfast dishes, Alisha joined me in the bathroom. She ran water into the bath. When it was half-full, she picked up a bar of soap and gestured to me to get into the tub. I could see that her pussy was wet even before she touched the water. My cock was a steel rod stretching out from my loins.

I clambered over the side and splashed down into the warm water, on my hands and knees. Alisha sat down on the side and soaped my back and butt, my face and arms and stomach. I playfully stuck my head under the water and came up shaking it, showering the walls and my wife with water and suds.

Alisha gasped, “Roll over now, boy!”

I rolled over onto my back in the tub, keeping my head up out of the water, raising and bending my arms and legs. Alisha got into the tub with me. She kneeled down at my butt and scrubbed my feet, washed my legs, soaped my balls and along my cock. My upraised legs quivered, my cock jerking. Alisha knew just how to bathe and groom me.

After she’d done me, she sat back in the tub at the opposite end and let me watch her soap and wash and caress her own body. Her tan skin gleamed, her thick nipples shining. She whimpered, herself, a little, when she rubbed in between her own legs with the bar of soap.

I couldn’t help myself. I slid up off my back and jumped onto all fours and dove my head down in between Alisha’s spread legs, landing my wet nose right on her wet pussy. I slurped her slit underwater.

She jerked and cried out and conked me on the head with the soap. “Bad boy!” she scolded. “You get out of this bath this instant!”

Alisha always had to be in control. I’d never seen a dog as well trained and obedient to his mistress’s commands as Major.

I scrambled out of the bathtub, landed on the bathmat on my hands and knees. I gave a full-body shake. Water splattered the walls.

Alisha stepped gracefully out of the bath and reached for a couple of towels. She dumped one of the white, fluffy towels onto my back and quickly dried herself off with the other one. I watched, dripping and drooling.

Once dry (for the most part), Alisha wrapped the towel around her lithe, bronze body and went down to her knees next to me. She briskly rubbed me dry with the other towel. Then I trotted after her out of the bathroom and into our bedroom again.

Alisha fetched my collar and leash out of the closet and held them up to me. “You want to go out and get some exercise in the garden, boy? Walkies!”

I regarded her dubiously, tilting my head to the side. She loosened the towel at her breasts and let it drop, baring her lovely body again. I barked my appreciation.

Alisha strapped the studded brown leather collar around my neck and hooked the long silver chain to it. Yes, they’d both belonged to Major. My wife tugged on the chain and I crawled along by her side on my hands and knees, out through the sliding doors in the living room that opened up onto our garden.

It was a sunny, blue-sky morning. The grass blazed green and the air was warm. Butterflies fluttered about and bees buzzed around. A soft breeze caressed our nude bodies.

Our garden is surrounded by an eight-foot-high fence that protects us from any spying neighbours. We’d just recently planted a row of flowers along the back fence and our patio table and chairs sat at the other end with a pile of dog toys.

“Come on, boy!” Alisha enthused, pulling me along as she ran.

I bounded after her. We did a few laps of the garden, the grass soft and springy under our bare feet and hands and knees, the exercise putting a coat of perspiration on our bare bodies.

Finally, Alisha pulled up short and yanked me back. We panted together under the hot sun. She looked at me, smiling. And I knew the truly fun part of the romp was about to begin – some off-leash activity. My tongue almost hung down to the turf, my cock surging with renewed vigour. Alisha unlatched the chain from my collar and took off running with a squeal of delight. I galloped after her.

I chased her for a few more circuits of the backyard, snapping at her heels, lunging at her bottom, sweating with excitement until Alisha collapsed against the side fence with a groan, arms and legs spread in surrender. I pounced.

I leapt up onto her, planting my paws on her gasping stomach. I eagerly licked one tit, then the other, doggy-dragging her nipples again with my wide, wet tongue. Alisha moaned and rolled her head and didn’t do anything to stop me, pinned with her back to the fence by her hound of a husband. I gobbled up half of her right breast, sealed and sucked as hard as I could. Her tit filled my mouth, the flesh firm and warm, nipple jutting. I pulled on it with a vacuuming suction not even the most dexterous of dogs could duplicate.

I disgorged one of Alisha’s tits, then swallowed up and sucked on the other. Her eyes rolled back in her head, her body shaking under my paws. I unmouthed her sopping wet breast and jumped back down onto my hands and knees, stuck my face in between her legs and sniffed her pussy.

“Oh, Major!” she shrieked, grabbing onto my head and thrusting her mound into my face. “I mean – Stewart!”

I stuck my nose right into her slit. She smelled so fresh and tangy, juicy. When I pulled back, my snout was all wet. I stuck out my tongue and took a long, hard lick at her slit, slurping up from down-deep in between her trembling legs up and over her swollen clit; did it again and again and again.

“Good boy!” Alisha moaned, almost tearing my hair out, pumping her muff into my mouth, riding my lapping tongue, her bottom cheeks smacking back against the fence.

I licked and licked her pussy, scooping up her welling juices with my tongue, stroking her dark lips and pink clit hard and heavy over and over. I pawed up to her tits with my hands, mauled the shivering pair, as I urgently tongued snatch.

Alisha suddenly shoved me back and dropped down onto the grass, onto her hands and knees. She “presented” her butt to me, wagging her bubble cheeks in my flushed face. I excitedly sniffed her crack and then licked it, splitting her cheeks with my tongue and slurping along her sensitive bum cleavage.

She shuddered and groaned, splashing her butt back into my face. I lapped her crack long and hard, impassioned by the scent and taste and heat of my wife.

Finally, I pulled my face out of her butt and jumped onto her back, rammed my cock in between her legs and bumped away like a frenzied animal, trying to find her hole. She reached back and grabbed onto my frantic cock and slotted it into her slit. I thrust home, every pulsating inch I had to the balls in her cunt.

“Yes! Fuck me!” Alisha screamed, her back bowing under the pressure of my mounting.

I hooked my paws onto her shoulders and pounded into her pussy, rabbit-quick and doggy-style. I panted and pumped like a mad dog, humping into Alisha from behind. She lifted her head and her butt, urging me on. Her pussy was a wet heated satin sucking sleeve. My thighs beat against her buttocks as my cock churned her cunt.

“Boy! Oh, boy!” she wailed. Her body shook wildly beneath me, her pussy convulsing around my thundering cock.

I jerked up my head and howled at the sun as I jetted white-hot semen into my violently coming wife, until she collapsed flat on the grass with me on top of her.

* * *

That was a typical morning at our house.

Sometimes, Alisha takes me for a ride in the car and we dog it in the back seat in some empty car park. And sometimes we go to a dog park and do it in the bushes, with all the other mutts barking and sniffing around. Alisha goes absolutely wild with lust then.

I don’t ask what she and Major really got up to while I was away, and she doesn’t tell. I’m not about to call my wife a bitch. But I know this dirty dawg will be hounding her for the rest of her life, dog-gone it!


The Gormless Gigolo

Amber, Milton Keynes

I’ve never been able to tolerate men very well as permanent fixtures in my life; maybe you know the ones I mean – the sole commitment and eternal love types – yeah, those sorts; the maudlin fuck-me-and-only-me kind of guys. I like them when and where I want them; preferably in bed, muffled and thoroughly compliant to my every whim; and then it’s adiós amigo – or amigos – whatever!

I like to fuck and often. But if a man or men can’t fuck me at least twice each of an evening, I lose enthusiasm and wake up the next morning frustrated and grumpy and have to search for more. I can’t help it because I’m cursed – or blessed – with incurably excessive sexual desires.

Simply put, I was born to be a dedicated and unapologetic seeker of as much sex as I can get. I realized this in my mid-teens after hearing my mother tell my father that Amber – that’s me – was an unruly little nymphomaniac. I looked up the word in a dictionary. It didn’t disturb me at all; I mean, you are what you are, right? And when I started to masturbate, which became overly frequent for the age I was then, my fingers would taunt my nubile clit that seemed to be raring to go continually.

In my late teens, hungrily reading erotica and porn, I would disguise the books by switching their covers with those of intellectual titles. It was then easy to read them in front of my parents, who were extremely pleased that I was turning out to be so avid in my search for knowledge. I was normal after all – hah!

As a result of those “intellectual revelations”, I began to experiment in the privacy of my bedroom, since my parents seemed to be stone-deaf when the TV was on. I had an adventurous spirit from the get-go, keen to try anything to the extent of my capabilities, and found various household implements to stick into my orifices, made slippery by my fingers and my imaginings of what I could do with them.

I found an awl with a thick, smoothly rounded wooden handle in my father’s tool kit that he’d bought but never used, which became my first dildo. It introduced me to the delights of sticking it rapidly in and out of my wet cunt for as long and hard as I wanted, the beauty of it being that it was easy to use and stayed rigidly at hand for ever.

Then I discovered a wooden mallet with an equally smooth thick shaft that I could sit on with it up my arse, and, with the dildo in me and using two clothes pegs that acted as excruciating nipple clamps, I could give myself thrill after thrill. But it wasn’t long before I wanted more ferocious and reliable items to do repeats until I was raw, which I bought a few weeks after I started a part-time job. I didn’t know any other women who spent most of their income on sex toys as I did.

Thus equipped, I fucked myself to near oblivion with those static objects, resulting in madly pleasant orgasms that left me both satisfied and frustrated, because I had reached the stage when I craved the real thing – malleable cocks in front of squirming male bodies that’d squirt their warm balm into me. Of course, I realized they’d deflate afterwards, but who says you’ve got to be limited to one cock when you can have many?

However, back then, my parents shielded their little treasure like a jailed bird that was unknowingly allowed to tweet in her nest, but not permitted to escape and fly off to sexual freedom. So I didn’t get fucked until I went to Oxford University when I was eighteen years old, which is where I also discovered my wondrous power and control over men through my contradictory behaviour, meaning always on my terms and in the manner of my choosing. Sure, soon enough there was always an abundance of accommodating participants who jumped at the slightest chance to find out if my reputation was true or not, and to prove that afterwards I’d never want or need an alternative lover.

What fools they were! The silly buggers had no idea! To think that I – the Queen of my Realm – the fountain of dreams – the epitome of man’s desires – would allow myself to be dominated by pandering hordes of the opposite, weaker species, that fawned and whimpered under my intoxicating influence!

Now, don’t get me wrong here. I loved my parents – I really did – and it was tragic when they suddenly died in a motorboat accident on holiday. It was just before my twenty-first birthday and I found myself heiress to quite a sizeable fortune. There was no one left who made me feel obligated to lie about my emotional and physical feelings or to tell me the whys and wherefores of how I should spend my life. Therefore I didn’t have to worry anymore about what they might’ve thought if rumours of my activities had reached their ears and, consequently, the future couldn’t impede my insatiable appetite for riotous sex.

So I bought a secluded house in Milton Keynes which wasn’t opulent but large enough to suit my purposes, where I could organize parties, pot-luck snacks and orgies without causing attention from nosy and no doubt complaining neighbours. I renovated the cellar into a dungeon. It’s not a dungeon in the strictest sense of the word, but a luxurious room with murals of forests and nymphs painted in exotic colours and full of furniture that caters to all the fucking positions you could imagine. On one wall is a rack of metal shackles and next to them hangs a variety of paddles, whips and canes, which are intended to be more for titillation than useful, unless my guests (friends and acquaintances into kink) want to surpass their desires dabbling in the world of soft BDSM – or I do – because to date, only the shackles have been used, even though I’ve had many orgies in there. I’m particularly fond of the shower and communal jacuzzi that’s situated in the middle of the room. Oh, yes – and a spanking bench complete with straps to bind a person upon it, who, suitably fettered, is in a fabulous position for receiving stiff cocks and/or relentless dildos wielded by evilly grinning female attackers.

Aah! How marvellous the weekends are! How invigorating it is to be surrounded by naked men and women coupled in twosomes, threesomes and moresomes with the smells of perfumes, aftershave, sex, sweat and tears pervading our nostrils! How invigorating it is to watch them manoeuvre into impossible positions and embraces that don’t work, and then do! And how interesting it is when newcomers arrive to have my community watching them to see if they fit in or not! For I am the Queen of my Realm and I’ll invite or reject who the hell I please! And (my only firm rule), if they try to sneak in without contributing to the booze or bringing delectable things to munch, then to hell with them – out they go! And yeah! If Georgy Baby (a favourite of mine) forgets to bring his famous curried rice salad, I’ll kick his arse in front of everyone!

One night a guy I’d never met before, that Georgy Baby had invited, entered my domain laden with two bottles of genuine champagne à la française, a platter of stuffed vegetables (hint, hint) and a bunch of wild flowers he’d stolen from my garden on the way – the audacious fiend! He told us the platter of veggies was based on a recipe from Provence-Alpes-Côte d’Azur in the department of Bouches-du-Rhône – the lying prick; but, ha, ha, who cares – he could be amusing. It turned out he was otherwise as dumb as a spent penis, not that it spoilt the fun.

He was the one – Francis – who suggested I should be fucked by three men at the same time. Of course, my adventurous spirit agreed instantly and I had them on a modern chaise longue shaped like a flat “S” covered with red velvet, which had one end raised and the other end abruptly bent to the floor at thrusting height for a standing man. So I rested on it with my body face down and head up towards the bent end, gobbling a whopper with a guy underneath me inserted into my cunt and another on top capably reaming my arse; i.e. the indomitable Francis. The only irritating distraction was that he couldn’t keep his mouth shut and jabbered constantly about inane things that had nothing to do with the procedures. It seemed his brains were devoid of simulating anything of meaning, although his rod did the opposite. The only word I could think of to describe him was “gormless”.

I must say they were pretty good though, and the gloriously devastating thing while they were giving it to me was clamping my hips on the bottom cock and tensing my buttocks on the top cock, thus creating tighter stimulation at both ends for a harder fucking. I don’t count or carve notches into a bow to record the orgasms I get at any one time; I mean, what’s the point? All I remember is that the three-way crazy coitus was awesome. Whoopee for me! But, above all, I learnt that Mr Gormless possessed something very special that’d stretched my anus to the limit.

Yeah, that Francis was exceedingly handsome and possessed the biggest dong I’d ever experienced. I’m not lying – I’ve seen and felt all shapes and sizes – but his makes me shudder when I think back on that moment when he dealt with my rear entrance admirably. If you’ve ever witnessed a bull or stallion in heat, you’ll get the picture.

He swaggered too; and in a sense it made me angry, because it suggested that I couldn’t possibly have been fucked before by one so well endowed as he, which was the truth. It was also his confident challenge that irritated me most, because I’d always had the power and no man had ever overpowered me before. And, having been so, I could hardly wait to have him stick his masterpiece into my pining cunt.

Afterwards, as we sat naked in the jacuzzi, nibbling on some munchies and sipping his champagne à la française, he began to taunt me that I’d appreciated his abilities and, if I wanted more, it’d cost me 500 quid – the shithead! Then he said that he fucked for a living and was a professional gigolo. I sniggered as though it didn’t bother me. What did I care – no, really? Five hundred quid was diddly-squat for me and so I decided I’d have him once more then dump the arrogant bastard! However, if I did that, I wanted him alone and all to myself. I told him, OK, but after everyone had gone.

The last guest left about two-ish and then I led the gigolo upstairs to the bedroom. I jumped on the bed and spread my legs, knowing my glistening, weeping cunt and untamed clit would attract him. Without saying a word he knelt before me, sucking and tonguing them with his experienced lips while murmuring that I was delicious. Naturally, that’s what I wanted to hear because I am delicious . . . and I’d be the best that he’d ever had!

I’ll tell you right now that I don’t care much for the missionary position. It’s boring and I find moving my hips to greet the fray entirely dissatisfying because of the angle. Besides that, I’ve found that men come too quickly for my taste.

He told me bluntly that I’d like it and again continued his routine of pathetic babbling. But then he could talk as much as he wanted, up to a point, because I gasped and yelled with utter surprise when he suddenly thrust into me – yes, in the bloody missionary position – straight as an arrow! It felt like he was splitting me in two as my greedy, slippery cunt made way to accommodate him, touching sensuous nerves I’d never thought existed. It seemed his shaft reached parts that’d never been touched before, because his massive bulb banged against my G-spot immediately like a drone that could never lose its way and as though he knew exactly where to find it. That wondrous thing hadn’t been reached before either. Don’t believe anyone who says a biggie isn’t the best!

I was under the impression that I knew more about sex than anyone else; its many positions, quirks and kinks, and what I liked and disliked. Plus, the matter of my impatience and frustration when I wasn’t as satisfied as expected. But that guy owned a forceful length of compacted sex gristle that’d swollen to such a sizeable width it took my breath away and shattered my confidence in my intimate knowledge of my erotic and pornographic idealism and of what I knew I was – a nymphomaniac who couldn’t get enough. Um . . . did I say I’d be the best he’d ever had? Au contraire, my darlings; and what a pity you can’t have what I had then!

At first, he fucked me with the utmost care and attention as he focused on my face, sensing from its changes and my murmurs of pleasure to what level he’d take me next. He played on my G-spot slowly and purposefully until I screamed when my filled cunt released a furious orgasm. I grabbed around him tightly as I jerked uncontrollably when another followed straight after.

And still, he was inside me and hadn’t come.

He kissed me softly and stroked my hair. Again, he told me I’d like it. Gradually he stirred and, raising my knees and thighs, dug into me like a sharp spade piercing damp, soft virgin earth. Then he quickened his pace and gave me long, hard, drawn-out thrusts that were endlessly vigorous. I came to a thunderous finish as he grunted and shot copious amounts of sperm into me; the warm, silky fluid flowing like heavenly rain.

I clung onto him mightily and thought I wanted more, as much as he could give, or wished for it. Instead he got off me and my eyes went wide with amazement. The arrogant Mr Gormless the Gigolo was still erect! I asked him if it ever went down. Of course, he answered, and told me that he was cursed – or blessed – with incurably excessive sexual desires. So I asked him the male word for “nymphomaniac”. “A manphro-maniac,” he replied. Hmm, as I said, he could be amusing.

Then, cuddling me, he proposed an intriguing question as I stroked his incredible cock: “Would I like to control it?” Naturally; so I replied something like: “Ooh, goody, yes!” And I rolled on top of him.

Again, he rose to the occasion to my silent applause and I couldn’t help shaking from the feel of his manhood. Then he began to chatter. I pretended to be angry and fetched a pair of panties and stuffed them in his mouth. I smiled and told him that since he thought I was going to pay him, he’d better shut up and let me get on with it.

As I said, I like a man preferably in bed, muffled and thoroughly compliant to my every whim. But this wasn’t going to be an adiós amigo occasion; neither did I intend to pay him a penny, because he was mine and I rode him like an insane woman in possession of a new toy spinning top.

OK, I’m a nymphomaniac and he’s a whatever. But it’s true to say we’ve both met our match. Now, six months later, his cock salutes me when I beckon and sexually I lack for nothing. On the other hand, while I won’t pay him for sex, financially he only has to stick around and be faithful; otherwise I’ll give him the boot and he knows it. And nowadays I behave myself too, although we still enjoy lots of parties.

I think I’m falling in love with him. But he won’t know that for a long, long time.


Her New Home Help

Sylvia, Darlington

Losing a job can come as a shock to anyone, and when my husband, Gerald, was told by the company who’d employed him for the last eighteen years that he was being let go in their latest round of redundancies, the news hit him particularly hard. He’s the kind of man whose self-esteem has always been bound up in his work, and knowing he wasn’t going to be the chief breadwinner anymore made him very anxious. In the current economic crisis, he wasn’t even sure he’d find another job, given his age. I took the bad news with a certain sangfroid – satisfaction, even. You see, while Gerald might have been the big man at work, at home I’m very much the mistress of the house, and now I realized I had the opportunity to finally enforce total domestic discipline upon him.

For a while, I’d suspected that Gerald had been putting on my underwear while I was out of the house. On more than one occasion, I’d come to do the washing and taken a pair of my expensive silk panties from the laundry basket that had clearly been worn by someone larger than me. When I discovered that not only had he stretched my very favourite lace-trimmed ivory pair till they were ruined, he’d also left a very obvious semen stain in the crotch, I’d decided enough was enough. I’d sworn my revenge, but until now I’d never found a suitable way to punish him.

Once he was at home on a daily basis, I set my trap with care. I let him think I was going off to work in the local library as usual, not telling him that I’d arranged to have a half day’s holiday and would be back much sooner than he expected. With the run of the house to himself, he could be getting up to any kind of mischief, and I intended to catch him in the act. When I let myself quietly into the house that afternoon, there was no sign of my husband in the kitchen or living room. I crept up the stairs. Our bedroom door was open a crack, and when I peered round it, what I saw was even better than I could have hoped for. My cissy husband pranced about in front of the mirror, wearing a pair of my black French knickers and a black bra that he’d padded out with my nylons to give himself the illusion of a bust. I gave him a good minute or so to preen and admire himself, then I burst into the room. The look on his face was priceless: I didn’t know whether he was going to dash out of the room or burst into tears. In the end, he literally threw himself at my feet and begged forgiveness.

I made the worm squirm for a while, asking what his cronies at the golf club would think if they could see him like this, and what good reason could he give me for my not asking for a divorce and taking him for every penny he had? Of course, I had absolutely no intention of doing any of that, but watching him blubber and plead and promise me he’d do whatever I wanted, just as long as I kept his need to dress in women’s clothing a secret, made my pussy wet and my nipples tingle. I knew I’d got him exactly where I wanted him, and the feeling of triumph was as good as any orgasm.

At last, I told him he didn’t have to worry; I’d keep his perverted little secret to myself. The look of relief on his face was short-lived, though, as I let him know exactly what price he’d have to pay. I told him he had worn male clothing in the house for the very last time. Except for a couple of items I’d keep for those times when he had to go into town, all his suits, shirts and trousers would be donated to charity. I would be getting rid of all his pairs of underpants, too. From now on, he would be wearing frilly lace panties every day. I couldn’t help notice that his cock twitched in my French knickers at those words, and I knew I couldn’t afford to let him think he’d in any way got the upper hand in this situation.

I reminded him how I’d often said it would be nice to hire a cleaning lady to do chores around the house, but now we only had my salary to rely on, that would be an unnecessary expense, and completely out of the question. Instead, Gerald – or Geraldine, as he would be known from now on – was expected to carry out all the cooking, cleaning, laundry and whatever other domestic work was required. If the tasks were not performed to my exacting specifications, then he could expect punishment. Furthermore, I expected to be referred to as “mistress” at all times. And, as the final humiliation, I told him I would be ordering a chastity device into which I would be locking his pathetic cock, and any relief he received would be on those rare instances when I decreed it. Grovelling on the floor, my husband kissed my feet and accepted every last one of my demands, even though he knew his life would never be the same again. Oh, yes, I was truly in charge now, and I was very much looking forward to the start of our new domestic arrangements.

To prove that I was as good as my word, I set about removing all Geraldine’s male attire from the wardrobe, apart from one suit, a shirt and a Fair Isle sweater. Everything else was put into plastic bags, ready to be taken to the charity shop. His pyjamas and dressing gown joined them; from now on he would be wearing a frilly baby-doll nightie to bed, and if it made him look ridiculous – well, that was all the fun of dominating my cissy husband, wasn’t it? As for his underwear, the only place for that was the bin.

The very next day, we went shopping for new lingerie for Geraldine. I took him to the grandest department store in town, and ordered him to go up to one of the female assistants and ask her to show him a selection of items. He had to make it quite clear the underwear was for him; I knew how much this would make him wriggle and blush, but I also knew his cock would be hard in his trousers. After all, it wasn’t rocket science to realize that my husband got ridiculously turned on by having to demean himself in front of women. And I wanted him to have a little bit of excitement before the chastity device I’d ordered over the internet the night before arrived and I took away his power to get an erection unless it was on my say-so. Once the assistant, who didn’t bat an eyelid as he asked her to pick out frilly panties, bras, a sheer baby-doll nightie and a silk robe in his size, had found things that would fit him, he made his choices, all the while aware that I was watching and enjoying his shame. Just to rub in the fact that after today he would literally be no longer wearing the trousers, I whipped out my credit card and made sure the assistant was aware that my money paid for everything.

That was the start of a whole new regime for poor, feminized Geraldine. Once we got home, I locked his male clothes away in a trunk to which only I would have the key. Then I sent him into the bathroom with a razor and a can of shaving foam and ordered him to remove all his body hair from the neck down. Luckily for him, he’s never had a particularly hairy chest, but I knew defuzzing his balls and arse crack would be something of an ordeal. When he hesitated, I told him to hurry up or I’d take him down to a beauty salon and get them to wax him clean.

Once he emerged, looking wonderfully smooth, I made him get into a matching set of white silky bra and panties. He did look strangely feminine in his new outfit, and I knew the illusion would be enhanced once the hair on his head had grown longer. The burly businessman I’d married had gone for good, replaced by this willing, submissive cissy.

He spent the rest of the day cleaning and tidying, supervised by me, of course. I made him dust all the hard-to-reach places like high-up picture frames and curtain rails, and once he’d finished I followed behind him, running a white-gloved finger over everything to see how thorough he’d been. Of course, I found a spot on top of the bookcase in our bedroom where my glove came away streaked with grey dust, and that’s when he knew he was in trouble. Without ceremony, I ordered him to bend over a chair before tugging down his panties and using my wooden hairbrush to spank his arse until it was beet red and hot to the touch. He yelled and squealed as I beat him, promising me he’d do a better job in future, but I told him I doubted that very much. I did take some pity on him, though, wrapping my fingers around his cissy shaft and wanking him to a brisk climax, informing him all the while that this would be the last orgasm he’d have for a long time to come.

Two days later, the chastity device arrived. Once in place, it stopped Geraldine’s dick getting even half hard. I had thought about buying one of those cock cages which have little spikes on the inside, knowing how painful it would be for him if he ever did find himself getting an unauthorized erection, but that would just be cruel. After all, with the key to the padlock that secured it safely in my possession, I knew he wouldn’t be getting any relief any time soon.

Our life soon settled into a new and very satisfying rhythm – satisfying for me, that is. However exhausting a day I’d had at work, I never had to worry about doing the chores or cooking dinner when I got home. I knew Geraldine had all that in hand, and if not, then woe betide him. I never ran out of ways to keep him busy, insisting that he wash all my lingerie by hand and bake his own bread. I have to admit that before long he’d become a very good cook, and the instances when I had to paddle his arse for leaving a pan on the stove to boil dry grew sadly fewer and further between.

The other thing he improved at was giving me oral. When we were first married, it was something he’d done with some reluctance, as a means of getting me to suck his cock, but as I’d taken my first steps at dominating him, I’d encouraged him to go down on me for longer, and his technique grew steadily better. Now, however, he licked me with real enthusiasm, learning how best to tickle my clit and nip gently at my pussy lips, and he didn’t stop till I’d had at least a couple of orgasms on the end of his probing tongue. I think he believed that if he gave me the kind of satisfaction I liked best I would respond by letting him come, though he was foolishly mistaken in that regard. His orgasms were still under my control, and very strictly rationed.

I must admit that when I told Geraldine none of his old friends would ever know about our new arrangement, I wasn’t entirely honest with him. It wasn’t long before the urge to let other people see how I’d feminized him grew so strong I could no longer resist it. Add to that the fact I’d always found one of Geraldine’s golf cronies, Adam, very attractive, and I was overcome by the temptation to make my husband a cuckold, as well as a cissy slave.

One evening, I arrived home from the library with Adam in tow. I’d warned him in advance that our home life had become somewhat unorthodox, but even so he could never have been prepared for the sight that greeted him when we walked through the door. My husband, in bra, panties, stockings and suspenders, vacuuming the hall carpet. He squealed, turned off the cleaner, and tried to flee into the kitchen. In my sternest tones, I told him to stay where he was. I’d brought Adam home for dinner, and I’d expected him to be made welcome. Instead, he’d have to witness how I chastised Geraldine for misbehaving, and then I’d be taking him upstairs for sex, which Geraldine was required to watch. At last, the full true misery of my husband’s submissive state sunk in. Adam was not only a good fifteen years younger than him, he was better looking, too – and in his neat work suit he was every inch the gorgeous alpha male, as opposed to the whimpering cissy I now had at my beck and call.

Geraldine intended to serve freshly grilled steaks, which at least meant dinner wouldn’t burn while I dished out his punishment. I ordered him into the living room, and went to fetch my latest toy. I’d found it on the internet: a leather paddle emblazoned with a cut-out reading “SLUT”, designed so that the word would be clearly visible on Geraldine’s arse cheeks when I’d finished beating him, stark white against his red, sore flesh. My husband got into his usual position for such occasions, bent over, gripping the back of a chair, with his legs wide apart so that his sensitive balls were easily available if I chose to subject them to a spot of torment. Adam watched, wide-eyed, as I eased down Geraldine’s panties, baring his smooth, hairless arse. I had no idea whether he’d ever imagined couples enjoyed such bizarre domestic arrangements, but if this was his first sight of the interaction between a mistress and her slave he seemed to be enjoying it, if the obvious bulge in his trousers was anything to go by.

Assured that I had a willing and eager audience, I set about beating Geraldine’s backside with vigour. Again and again my arm came down with force, the paddle whacking against his cheeks. With no gentle warm-up before the main action, he really felt every one, shrieking like the cissy he was in response. By the time I’d finished, he was visibly branded a slut, and Adam’s cock looked like it was trying to bore through the front of his trousers.

I couldn’t wait any longer to get the fucking I needed. The combination of Geraldine’s tongue work and my biggest dildo might usually be enough to satisfy me, but nothing compared with the feel of a real cock, thick and hard, sliding into me. Slipping my hand into Adam’s, I took him upstairs.

He seemed to know that I needed to be seduced, or maybe he just wanted to rub in the fact he was about to get what Geraldine had so obviously been denied. Whatever the reason, he undressed me slowly and sensuously, taking time to kiss my skin as he bared it. When he had me down to my bra and panties, he stripped off himself. My mouth watered at the sight of his gym-toned body and straining shorts, and when he slipped down his underwear to reveal the biggest cock I’d ever seen, I almost squealed with anticipation. My husband had nothing to complain about in the dick department – apart from the fact his had been locked away and denied relief for the longest time – but Adam really dwarfed him. I knew I needed to be very wet to take him, so I told Geraldine to get on the bed and lick my pussy. He did as he was told, his tongue flickering over my secret folds and causing my juices to flow. He would have brought me to orgasm without a murmur, but I stopped him short: the only one who’d be making me come tonight was Adam.

That didn’t mean I couldn’t have some fun with the poor cissy; I never tire of finding new ways to humiliate him, and now I saw some delicious possibilities opening up. My sex might have been good and slick, but Adam’s cock needed lubricating if I was going to take it without problems. The cruellest of smiles on my lips, I told Geraldine to get down and suck that beautiful thing. He hesitated for only a moment, looking at me as if to test whether or not I was serious. My expression must have given him all the answer he needed, for he then bent to take Adam’s plump cockhead between his lips.

I watched with an unbelievable sense of triumph and excitement as Geraldine sucked Adam off. Indeed, if I’d known how much the sight would make my juices flow I wouldn’t have needed my husband to lick my pussy. Soon, Geraldine had as much of Adam’s meat in his mouth as he could manage, his head bobbing onto the upright length. Adam’s eyes were closed in bliss, and though I was sure he’d never had another man give him a blowjob before, he seemed to be revelling in what Geraldine was doing to him.

At last, I couldn’t wait any longer. Lying back, I spread my legs and invited Adam to fill me up. As his cock slid into me, I was vocal in my enjoyment, wanting Geraldine to know just how good this was. Adam fucked me hard and fast, while I clung onto him and urged him on to give me the kind of shafting my feminized cissy husband never had. Geraldine knelt beside us, seemingly unable to tear his gaze from the sight of Adam’s long, thick shaft emerging from and disappearing back into my juicy hole. I could only imagine the tormented emotions that might be going through his mind. Then Adam’s dick jerked and shot its load deep inside me, and I raked his back with my manicured nails as my own body melted in orgasm.

When Adam pulled out of me, his cock covered in a mixture of both our juices, I ordered Geraldine to lick him clean. This time there was no hesitation as he knelt over Adam’s sweating, satisfied body, and that’s when I knew I had truly gained the upper hand in our marriage, now and for all time.

That was three months ago, and Adam has been my lover ever since. Geraldine continues to keep the house clean by day and worship Adam and me with his talented tongue by night. For all that I keep him frustrated and humiliated, I know that my husband is now the happiest he has ever been – and so am I.


Second Shift

Stephen, Dallas

My wife and I had been married almost five years but had rarely spent an entire night together in the same bed because she worked a day job and I worked the night shift. Our sex life was pretty good, even though it was mostly limited to weekends, but Carol and I certainly weren’t having sex as often as I would have liked to and she knew it.

Last summer when my wife’s younger sister – younger by only fourteen months – was between teaching jobs and was moving cross-country for her new job, my wife invited her to spend the summer in our guest room. They had always been close when they were children, sharing just about everything, and my wife thought it would be a great opportunity for the two of them to reconnect. I had always liked my wife’s younger sister so I had no concern about her spending the summer with us. Little did I know that I would get to know Amanda better than ever before.

At first it meant having to adjust to little things like having to share the only bathroom with a third person and altering meal preparation to accommodate a third set of taste buds. Some of our evening activities changed as well, when the time between my wife’s arrival home in the evening and my leaving for work at night was filled with the two of them reminiscing about their childhood and discussing everything that had happened in their lives since reaching adulthood. I didn’t mind too much because I could always find something to watch on television.

I quickly learned to tune them out, but occasionally I overheard snippets of conversation between the two women when they discussed Amanda’s love life. I knew my sister-in-law had not been seeing anyone for quite some time, and I once heard her ask my wife if Carol could set her up with someone for the summer. I don’t remember what caught my attention right then, but I never heard my wife’s answer.

Amanda soon became comfortable enough around me that she stopped getting flustered when her robe gaped open or I accidentally caught a glimpse of her rear end as she stepped from the bathroom and ran down the hall to her bedroom following a shower.

She shared a similar build with my wife – busty but slender – and both wore their blonde hair roughly shoulder length. I didn’t have any problem telling them apart when they were facing me, but one naked butt hurrying down the hallway looked much the same as the other and my cock always twitched at the sight.

By the time Amanda had lived with us for almost a month, pretty much all barriers had come down. She had no qualms about brushing against me in the hall or leaning over me if she wanted something, and she didn’t pull away if our feet accidentally touched under the dinner table. She had even stepped into the bathroom while I was showering so that she could retrieve whatever beauty products she was after. I’m not sure how much she could see through the steam-covered glass doors of the shower but I suspected she had looked more than once. I know I snuck a peek at her the one time I caught her in the shower when I really needed something from the bathroom, and I knew from that glimpse that Amanda’s areolae were larger than my wife’s and that she apparently did nothing to tame the wild tangle of blonde hair at the juncture of her thighs.

I found it difficult to shake the image from my mind and once even jerked off in the shower while thinking of my wife’s sister – after first ensuring that I was home alone, of course!

One morning mid-summer, only a few hours after I crawled into bed, I felt someone snuggle against me. Thinking my wife had taken the day off without telling me, I wrapped my arm around the woman in my bed and pulled her close. It didn’t register at first that the woman in my arms had slightly larger breasts and slightly narrower hips than my wife. I was too sleepy to notice things like that.

A hand wrapped around my nocturnal erection – nocturnal only because I was sleeping, not because it was actually nighttime – and pulled back the foreskin. A moment later the woman in bed with me shifted position and took the head of my cock in her mouth. She painted it with her tongue, quickly licking away the drops of pre-cum that oozed out.

Her knees were beside my chest so I encouraged her to swing one leg over me. She did and her pussy was a mere inches from my face. I fluffed the pillow beneath my head, providing more support to my neck as I snaked my tongue out and licked along her pussy slit. I opened my eyes when I felt hair. My wife kept herself shaved and I knew at that moment I wasn’t tonguing my wife’s pussy. I also knew at that moment that I didn’t care.

Amanda quickly took my entire length into her oral cavity and then drew back until her teeth caught on the ridge of my spongy soft glans. She cupped my balls in her hand and stroked the sensitive skin behind them with the tip of one sharp fingernail. A moment later she drew the entire length of my cock into her mouth a second time and then a third. Then she held just the head between her lips as she pistoned her fist up and down the length of my saliva-covered shaft.

While she did that I sucked the loose flaps of her inner lips into my mouth and lightly chewed on them like pussy pink bubblegum. Then I teased her swollen clit with the tip of my tongue. While I tongued her clit, I slipped a finger into her rapidly lubricating pussy. A moment later I slipped in a second finger and I stroked the inside of her pussy with my two fingers as I continued tonguing her clit.

It didn’t take long before both of us began moving our hips. I thrust mine upward driving my cock in and out of her mouth while she drove hers downward, banging her pubic bone against my chin. Soon we were sucking and fucking and licking and stroking.

I came first. I fired a thick wad of hot spunk deep into Amanda’s throat and she swallowed every drop. I continued stroking her clit with my tongue. A moment later she shoved her ass back against my face, nearly smothering me with her hairy pussy as she came.

When she finally rolled off of me and turned around there was no denying what I had suspected all along. Before I could say anything, Amanda pressed a finger against my lips to silence me. Then she covered my lips with hers and we could taste each other’s sex when our tongues met. As we kissed, she reached down between my legs and took my saliva-and-cum-covered cock in her hand. It didn’t take her long to massage it back to life.

Then she swung around and mounted me in a reverse cowgirl. She grabbed my ankles to support herself, I grabbed her hips. She rode me fast and hard and I met each of her powerful downward thrusts with powerful upward thrusts of my own.

She came first this time but I slammed up into her another half-dozen times before I came, sending my second wad of hot spunk deep into her throbbing, spasming, clenching pussy.

When her pussy finally quit trying to milk every drop of cum from my cock, my sister-in-law dismounted me and climbed off the bed.

“You’d better shower,” she said, “while I change the sheets.”

I did just that and returned to bed fully satiated. After quickly falling asleep in the coolness of the fresh sheets, I dreamed, and in my dreams had sex with my wife and her sister and both of them together. I tossed and turned and finally woke to find my wife and her sister preparing dinner for the three of us. I was a bit nervous, but Amanda didn’t act as if anything out of the ordinary had happened that day.

Neither of us said anything about what had happened and I certainly didn’t tell my wife. At first I thought our sexual encounter was an anomaly, that Amanda had simply been so horny that she would have fucked any available cock.

I was wrong.

She woke me again three days later. This time, though, she didn’t try to pretend she was my wife. I was lying on my back, my nocturnal erection apparently tenting the sheet. She threw back the sheet, climbed on the bed, and mounted me. She was already slick and I found out later she had applied a touch of lube to get herself that way. By the time my cock was fully encased in her pussy, I was wide awake. I started to say something, but she shushed me by leaning forward and covering my lips with hers. Our tongues met in an oral wrestling match as I wrapped my arms around her and held her tight against me.

I thrust my hips upward, drilling in and out of her. Her breasts were trapped between us and jiggled as I fucked her, her erect nipples playing my ribcage like a xylophone.

I rolled us over so that I was on top of her. Then I reached down and pulled her legs up, hooked my arms behind her knees so that her pussy was pointed almost straight up. I slammed into her again and again and again as she encouraged me to go harder, faster, deeper.

My sister-in-law came first and then I came. When my cock finished unloading within her, I rolled off of her. She curled up in my arms and rested her face against my chest. I didn’t know what to say so I said nothing.

After a bit she suggested a shower. I thought she meant she would change the sheets again while I was in there, but she had other ideas. As soon as I was in the shower, she joined me. With a dollop of liquid soap in the palm of her hand, she bathed my balls and brought my cock back to life. As soon as I was fully erect she turned around, leaned forward, and braced one hand against the shower wall. I took the hint and pressed the head of my cock between her pussy lips. Then I grabbed her hips and thrust my cock into her. I drew back and did it again and again and again.

We fucked as the hot water cascaded over us. Though she was braced with one hand against the wall, Amanda had the other hand free. She reached back between her thighs and cupped my hairy ball sac in her hand, kneading my nuts as I drove into her. I couldn’t hold back and I came.

She wasn’t quite there yet, so she moved her hand from my balls and stroked her clit with the tip of her finger. Her long fingernail teased the spasming shaft of my cock as she did that. And then she came and came hard, her pussy spasming so forcefully that it expelled my softening cock and made us both laugh.

We finished the shower together, dried each other off, and then changed the bed sheets. I returned to bed and she went off to do whatever it was she usually did during the day while my wife was at work.

Again we didn’t speak of what had happened, and the rest of the summer continued much the same. I fucked my wife at least once each weekend, but I fucked my sister-in-law two or three times during each week. She always gave as good as she got and we didn’t limit ourselves to just the bed and the shower. Knowing we were unlikely to be interrupted, we also did it on the couch and in the recliner, on the kitchen table and once in the backyard.

When it came time for Amanda to leave us because her new apartment was ready for her to move in and the school year was about to begin, I knew I was going to miss her presence in our house.

Carol and I helped Amanda pack her car and then we stood in the driveway saying our goodbyes. She hugged me and kissed me and thanked me for my hospitality. I couldn’t help it but my cock began to stiffen as she flattened her breasts against my chest and pressed her pelvis against mine. I almost parted my lips to shove my tongue in Amanda’s mouth, but she pulled away before I could.

Then she hugged Carol and said, “Thank you for your hospitality and for everything you shared with me this summer.”

After she drove away I took my wife’s hand and practically dragged her into the house. We didn’t get past the living room before I peeled off her sweatshirt and unfastened her bra. I cupped her breasts in my hands and teased her nipples with my thumbs as I covered her mouth with my lips and we kissed deep and hard.

Apparently Carol was just as horny as me and we quickly stripped off each other’s clothes. She dropped to her knees and took my cock in her mouth. She had never been able to take in the full length but she certainly tried. I held the back of her head and pumped my cock in and out of her oral cavity. I came quickly, sending a thick wad of hot spunk splashing against the back of my wife’s throat. She swallowed every drop.

Then she stood, took my hand and led me back to the bedroom where I mounted her and fucked her hard and fast. Her fingernails scratched at my back, leaving red welt designs and, when she was about to come, she grabbed my ass, dug her fingernails in, and pulled me tight against her.

She came hard. She screamed. And I rode her writhing pussy until I came, too.

As we lay together afterward, my wife asked, “Did you like my sister?”

“Sure,” I said, not knowing where the conversation was headed. “Why wouldn’t I?”

“She really liked you.”

“That’s nice,” I said.

“She liked you so much, she wants to come back for Christmas.” My wife rose up on one elbow and looked into my eyes. “Do you think you’ll be up for that?”

And that’s when I realized my wife had known all along what was happening while she was at work. She and her sister were still sharing everything.

“Yes,” I said with a smile. “I think I will be.”

I’m looking forward to this Christmas. Maybe my present will be to fuck both of them together.


The Mentor Behind Me

Michelle, Boston

The first few times I tried anal sex, I really didn’t like it. I only did it to please the guys I was with, and it didn’t feel very good to me. Pretty soon, every time I started dating a guy, I told him I didn’t do anal, and I only stayed with the ones who seemed OK with that. I figured I’d never have to suffer through it again.

Except that once I didn’t have to worry about it anymore, something happened that got me totally obsessed with it.

It started the time I went into a sex toy shop. Where I grew up, that kind of store seemed really seedy. After I moved to Boston, which is a really liberal city, I started noticing nice, clean stores that catered to women. I went in and looked at their vibrators, of course, but I couldn’t help also noticing this row of really colorful toys designed for the ass.

They had a whole display with lube and books and these alien but friendly looking toys. I snuck over and picked up one of the books. Inside, there were pictures of people having anal sex in positions I’d never imagined before. The times I’d done it, I lay on my stomach and hoped for the best. These ladies were squatting on top of the guy or sitting cuddled in his lap or bent over the bed. I knew these were photo shoots, but they looked genuinely excited. At first, I kept looking because I was curious. Then I got turned on. I’ve never been that aroused in a public place before. I stood there holding that book with my heart pounding. I held it tilted at a funny angle, too, trying to keep anyone else from seeing the title on the cover.

After a while, one of the women who worked at the store came over to check on me. She asked if I had any questions, and I must have turned purple with embarrassment. I couldn’t get it together to form any words, so she gave me a cute little smile, like she had a secret, and just started talking. At first, she sounded clinical. She explained how you have to warm the ass up and sort of stretch it before a man tries to penetrate it. This made me laugh a little, because I got a mental picture of my ass trying to do aerobics or yoga.

My amusement must have encouraged her, because she kept going. She told me the toys were for those warm-ups – though she threw in that you could also masturbate with them. She explained about lube, and how to buy the right kind. She picked up the book and pointed out specific pictures and positions and talked about them. Those pictures turned me on even more when she described how they would feel while I looked at them.

At this point, she started getting personal, saying things like, “What I love to do is . . . ” and, “It feels so good when my boyfriend does . . .” She said anal sex made her feel really full inside, way more than when her boyfriend puts it in her pussy – though I don’t think she said “pussy”. She kept using scientific names for everything, I guess because she was a store employee, but I’d feel too weird writing it down that way.

She said lots of great things about anal. She said she likes to use a vibrator while her boyfriend sticks it in her ass, that it makes everything way more intense. Sometimes, she even puts a dildo in her pussy at the same time so she can get even more of that “full” feeling.

I don’t think of myself as sheltered, but I’d never heard a woman talk like that before – about anal sex or anything else. I couldn’t picture her getting it in the ass – she had this really soft look about her, like her skin was made of cream. She wore black-rimmed hipster glasses and looked sort of intellectual. I could see her reading a book while having sex, even though it sounded like she got way too wild to manage anything like that.

In fact, the more she talked, the more I caught myself imagining what she would look like doing the things she described. My brain got really fascinated with this. Even though it felt rude to mentally undress her like that, I couldn’t stop wondering about personal details, like what her boyfriend looked like so I could get an accurate mental image of him, too. She’d already told me her favorite position for anal – woman squatting on top – and how she liked to prepare for it – with this one squishy butt plug which she would put in a few hours before she and her boyfriend wanted to do it.

I wanted to know how often she fucked her boyfriend this way, and what kind of face she made when he first got his dick inside her, and what it felt like for her to have his cum in her ass.

“You really like to do this?” I blurted the question out before I considered how stupid it sounded after everything she’d been telling me.

She blinked at me, then grinned really wide. That was the moment that sealed the deal for me. When she smiled like she’d just helped me discover Christmas, I had to believe anal sex was great.

She told me her boyfriend hadn’t even wanted to try anal at first – he thought it would be gross – but she’d convinced him. That was definitely the first time I’d heard about a girl talking a guy into doing anal.

She gave me a few more tips about how to prepare for it, and then led me toward the cash register. She really had me by then. She asked what I wanted to buy, and I just stammered and nodded at everything she put on the counter. By the time she finished, I’d bought the book I started out looking at, a bunch of different toys, and the special lube she recommended. Normally, I’d have paid more attention to what she was telling me, but I was in this aroused daze.

I’ve never been attracted to women. I don’t think I wanted to have sex with her. I think I wanted to be her, and I’d gotten the idea that buying all this stuff would help me do it.

She gave me a big smile and packed all my stuff in a paper bag. She told me to come back and let her know how it went for me, and promised she’d be happy to help if I needed any more tips or recommendations. I blushed just thinking about trying to do the stuff she’d described to me or, God forbid, telling her about it afterwards.

In the back of my head, I knew I shouldn’t buy all those things if I had no intention of using them, but I didn’t have the heart to hand anything back or try to return it later. I didn’t want her to think I wasn’t cool, or that she’d wasted her time with me. And I guess, honestly, I wanted to look at the pictures in that book some more.

So I tried not to worry too much about how much money I’d just spent. I took everything home and stashed it in the bottom of the closet. I didn’t think I’d do much with it, but found out I was wrong later that night when my boyfriend couldn’t come over like he’d planned.

I was lonely and bored. I didn’t want to go out, but I didn’t know what to do if I stayed in. I wandered around my apartment for a while, and finally got into the bottom of the closet. I spread the things I’d bought at the sex shop out on the bedspread and just looked at them for a while. And I started getting hot again.

Really hot. Like, I have to get the vibrator out right now or I think I’m going to die. I usually don’t make too much noise when I masturbate or do it for too long. This time, everything was different. I flopped down next to all those anal sex toys and humped that vibrator for all I was worth. I grunted and groaned and got really loud. I’m sure the upstairs neighbors would have been surprised to learn my boyfriend wasn’t over.

I made myself come the first time before I even got my pants off. Then I did it again through my underwear. I thought I might stop at that point, but then I glanced over at the toy she’d recommended the most, the one that was squishy and large and shaped sort of like a screw. I imagined her easing that thing into her ass, and I moaned and had to keep going, shoving my panties down to my knees because I couldn’t be bothered to take them all the way off.

I still don’t know what got me so incredibly turned on. Like I said, I didn’t even think I liked anal sex before I talked to that girl. Maybe it’s because she was so pretty, or maybe it’s because she made it sound like so much fun.

Whatever started it, I’d discovered something big. I got all the way naked and turned my vibrator all the way up. I was scared to even touch the toys, but eventually I got turned on enough that I did. First, I picked up that favorite butt plug of hers and just held it. It was brand new, so I felt OK about bringing it up to my face. Pretty soon, I was rubbing it across my cheek while I ran the vibrator up and down my clit.

I’d come so much by then it almost hurt to keep stimulating myself anymore, but I just couldn’t convince myself to take a break. I got an impulse to lick the butt plug, so I did. It didn’t really taste like anything, but I pictured myself behind the girl from the store, licking the butt plug to get it ready for her. Before I knew it, I was sucking the butt plug, running my tongue over the screw threads and pushing it in and out of my mouth like I was giving it a blowjob.

I switched off the vibrator for a second because I wanted to free up my other hand. I snuck that hand around to my ass and started to feel around. I don’t know what I expected to find – obviously, I touch myself there all the time in the shower to clean myself. Still, I held my breath because I was so nervous about playing with my ass at all, even in private.

I got between the cheeks and found the hole, and was surprised at how soft it was, and how nice it felt to stroke it. After a few minutes of that, I got the lube and spread it around. It felt cold and kind of strange, but not bad. I slipped my fingertip easily into my ass and felt no pain – quite the opposite.

That butt plug was calling to me. The girl from the store probably grinned just before sticking it in. I tried to copy her, then lubed it up and pressed it against my asshole. I did have to push a little to get more than the tip in. She’d talked a lot about going slow, so I took a deep breath and prepared for patience.

That wasn’t what happened at all. I guess I’d gotten so relaxed and aroused from all the orgasms that my ass was more ready than I knew. As soon as I applied a little real pressure, the butt plug popped right in. I yelped out loud, I was so surprised.

I squirmed back and forth on the bed, trying to get used to it. I did feel full inside, like she said she did. I wasn’t used to feeling stuffed there, but empty in my pussy. I wished my boyfriend were there to fix that, and the image of him thrusting into me while her butt plug sat up my ass got me going again.

The first orgasm I had with the butt plug inside me blew my mind. Everything was tenser, tighter, harder, longer-lasting. The plug pushed the walls of my pussy closer together so that when I came, it felt like they caressed each other. Now I really knew what she was talking about, and why she smiled like that.

I stayed up half the night masturbating, and I don’t normally do things like that.

After that, I was hooked. Any time I got a little privacy, I got the butt plug out and stuck it up my ass. I’d never come so hard or so often. I even started taking little trips with it inside me, like to the grocery store, where I could shift from one foot to the other in line and give myself that secret grin I remembered from the woman at the sex shop. My experience made me wonder if she’d been wearing a butt plug herself while we were talking.

I wasn’t sure how to bring all this up with my boyfriend. I especially worried about how to explain what caused my change of heart. Hoping to avoid having a conversation about it, I just came to bed one night with my butt plug in and started making out with him.

The sensation in my ass got me much hotter than usual right away. My boyfriend was grinning and muttering about how sexy I was and how good he was going to make me feel. I felt bold that night. I moved one of his hands to my breast, then took a deep breath and put his other on my ass.

He kneaded the cheek while we kissed, but before long he brushed the flared end of the butt plug, which was big enough to stick out a little from between my cheeks. He froze and frowned, then very slowly prodded it with his fingertip. “What the hell?” he said.

I bit my lip, half because I was nervous and half because the way he made it shift around inside my ass made me want to squirm.

“What is that?” he demanded.

I told him it was a butt plug. I knew he was shocked, but he also seemed a little turned on.

Still, he repeated what I’d said several times, like he’d never heard the words “butt plug” before.

I still hoped I could salvage something, so I smiled like the store girl and told him I wanted to see if we could get his cock in my ass.

He blinked a lot and said he didn’t know I was that kind of girl. The rest of the night didn’t go well. I was pretty mad the next day, and after work I didn’t feel like going home or calling him. I rode the train a fair bit too far, distracted and staring out the train window and trying to figure out what to do. Maybe this was my subconscious plan all along, but pretty soon I noticed that if I got off at the next stop, I’d be right near that sex shop.

I told myself the whole way there that I couldn’t expect to see the same woman again. For all I knew, it could have been her day off. I got myself so nervous I nearly talked myself out of going in.

When I finally did go in, though, she was there, helping another customer. There wasn’t anyone else in the store except a manager type who was lugging a bunch of big boxes into a back room. The shop girl gave me her big smile when the door chimed behind me, and I hoped that meant she remembered me.

Now that I’d wound up face to face with her again, I had to come up with my next step. I decided I wanted to ask her advice, so I lurked around pretending to look at vibrators until the other customer left.

She came over to me right away. She winked and raised her eyebrows and asked how things went with the stuff I’d bought the last time.

I did blush, like I’d been afraid I would. I found my voice pretty quickly, though, and explained that it had been great for me but not so much for my boyfriend. I told her how freaked out he’d been, and how curious I still was about trying some of the things I’d seen in that book she sold me.

I even asked her how she thought it would feel if I used a really big dildo instead of a plug in my ass – though I thought I was going to die of embarrassment trying to get that question out of my mouth. I couldn’t believe how much had changed about me in the short time since my first trip to that store.

She winced sympathetically when I told her about my boyfriend’s reaction, and seemed impressed when I described how much I’d gotten into wearing the butt plug around. She warned me to be careful about sticking a dildo up my ass, though – apparently, it’s really important to be sure everything that goes up the asshole has a flared base so it can’t get lost inside.

We talked practical details like that for a while, then we stopped and I sort of just stared at her. She seemed even prettier than I remembered. Her lips were full, colored bright pink. She had on a flowery dress this time, and I couldn’t stop speculating about what kind of underwear she wore beneath it, or if she was using any sex toys at that very moment.

Right away, I started to worry that she’d catch some idea of what I was thinking about. I got flustered and stammered a little.

She just cocked her head to one side and looked amused.

I wanted to talk to her more, but I didn’t want any other customers to come into the store while I was in the middle of any really personal revelations, and I didn’t want the manager to overhear either. I wanted to meet her after she got off work, but worried she’d think it was creepy if I asked. I figured people probably wanted to see her outside of the store all the time. All this thinking meant my mouth just opened and shut for a while as she watched me.

She saved the day, though. She gave me a really quick hug, then said she’d be at the coffee shop across the street from the sex store for a couple hours after seven, when her shift ended. Then she excused herself quickly, and went behind the register.

It sounded like store policy didn’t really allow her to hang out with customers, because she’d hinted we should meet up later without coming out and saying it. I didn’t ask her any more questions, because I didn’t want to get her in trouble with her manager. Instead, I bought another bottle of lube (I was running low from all my masturbating with the butt plug), shoved it into the bottom of my purse, and went to kill a few hours.

I showed up at the coffee shop about a minute after seven, really keyed up and nervous. I beat the store girl there, so I ordered a drink and took a seat toward the back, where I could watch the door. She showed up not too much later, waved at me, and came over with a double espresso.

I’d expected the conversation to be awkward, but we talked like we’d known each other forever. Her name was Nina, and for a while we just traded favorite music and stuff like that. It was fun, and I liked her more than ever.

Then she leaned over the table, bringing her face really close to mine, and asked me to tell her more about what happened with my boyfriend. I went into the whole long story, and she was really sweet about it. I’d left my best friend behind when I moved, and hadn’t found a replacement in Boston. I hadn’t had a chance to talk to anyone about this, and I also gave Nina way more details than I would have given my best friend back home!

I finished up by trying to explain what had happened to me since the first day I came into the store. I lowered my voice almost to a whisper, but no one else seemed to be paying any attention to us. I went ahead and told her how I’d gotten really obsessed with wondering how anal sex would feel now that I’d learned to like the butt plug. I said I’d spent the day trying to figure out what to do. As crazy as it sounded, I was thinking I might have to break up with my boyfriend if he wouldn’t try this with me. I wanted to so badly, I didn’t think I could go without it.

She held up a hand at that point and told me not to break up with him yet. She reminded me that I’d told him at the beginning that I never wanted to do anal, and he probably needed time to adjust. Then she got a sly expression and pointed out that it might be hard to find someone to fuck me up the ass if I broke up with my boyfriend, anyway. (Now that we were in the coffee shop, she’d abandoned the clinical words she’d used at the store.)

I sighed and admitted the dirty thought I’d been having all day – I felt so desperate to try anal sex that I’d been thinking about posting a personal ad for it on an adult website.

Then she really started grinning. She told me she had an idea that might save me having to screen a bunch of people. I could be getting it up the ass that very night, she said.

I’m not stupid, so I knew right away she was suggesting something to do with her. The thought aroused me so much I could barely see straight. All I could manage was, “Why me?”

She said she’d been looking for someone to join up with her and her boyfriend, and I was the first person she’d met who’d gotten as excited about ass play as she was. She called me her “budding little ass-slut”. That didn’t offend me the way you might think – really, it turned me on.

She told me she’d have her boyfriend fuck my ass (and promised he’d be very good at it), if I agreed to make out with her a little since he liked seeing her with other girls. I paused for a long while before I answered her. I felt sort of bad about doing this behind my boyfriend’s back, but I really, really didn’t want to pass it up. Given how much Nina loved getting it in the ass, her boyfriend had to be an assfucking pro. And I’m not a lesbian, but I was so fascinated by Nina that I liked the idea of kissing her a little. I still couldn’t understand how that butt plug had unleashed this slutty side of me that I’d never known existed, but I was too excited to question it anymore.

I agreed, and she took me home right away. She seemed really excited. She chattered at me the entire short walk to her place, and practically bounced. When we got to her apartment, she flung the door open and sang out, “I brought you a surprise!”

Then she pulled me inside. Before I had time to hesitate, her mouth closed on mine. She was more aggressive than I expected from a girl. She slipped her hands under my shirt and pushed me back against the wall. I was sort of dazed and stunned by everything that was happening, but I didn’t want to stop her.

In fact, I tried to give as good as I was getting. I grabbed Nina’s ass and pulled up her skirt, feeling for a butt plug between her ass cheeks. It was there.

A low whistle interrupted us, though, before I could find out anything else.

Nina pulled away from me and grinned at one of the hottest men I’d ever seen, who’d just walked into the hall where we’d been making out. He was fit but enormous, easily a foot taller than her, with a really sexy, arrogant cut to his jaw. I thought about the cock he was probably packing and shivered at the thought of it filling my ass.

Nina introduced us and explained what I’d come to do. Without further ado, he scooped me up in his arms and carried me to their bedroom, his fingers already reaching into my panties, which I’d drenched.

I didn’t even think about asking him to slow down – I was so turned on by then that I almost came the moment he dropped me on the bed.

Nina asked if I wanted her to be the one to warm me up. I moaned and nodded. She lubed my ass and started putting fingers inside me. I’d never had someone else’s finger in there before. It drove me crazy when she wriggled them or curled them. She lay on top of my back, fingerfucking my asshole and kissing my neck. She talked dirty, too, whispering about how nice my ass was, how easy it was to stretch, and how much it would stretch around her boyfriend’s big cock.

She looked up quickly to tell her boyfriend to let me borrow her vibrator. He fumbled with some cords beside the bed – I wasn’t paying attention to anything but Nina – then this really loud sound started up and Nina pressed something to my clit that just about made me fly off the bed.

Whatever she used for a vibrator was about three times more powerful than anything I’d tried. I came just about as soon as it touched me, but she didn’t let up at all. She kept that vibrator trained on my clit while she went at my ass with her fingers, and I came until I lost count. I came until I drooled – from my mouth and my cunt. I swear she could have put her whole hand up my ass and I wouldn’t have complained.

Sometime around then, I started asking for her boyfriend’s cock, but I was so incoherent with pleasure I have no idea what actually came out of my mouth. Nina seemed to get the idea, though, because she had him lie on the bed next to me. I waited for him to roll over and take me, but that obviously wasn’t her plan. She pushed me up to all fours.

Eventually I understood she wanted me in her favorite position – girl squatting on top. I wasn’t sure if I could hold myself up. In fact, I just sat there limply while she kissed him a little and put a condom on him. Luckily, they didn’t seem to mind that I was already so spent.

Nina came back to me after a minute and gave me a friendly kiss on the cheek. She explained her boyfriend was great for assfucking because he could stay rock hard through anything. I could feel free to go as slow as I wanted while I got used to it. He’d love every minute of it, she promised, with no pressure at all for me to do more than I wanted.

By then I would have fucked anything she’d let me, but I didn’t tell her that. I just crawled into position on top of her boyfriend. He looked up at me and petted my cheek a little, which I liked because it made me feel pretty. We were both way too horny to mess with any more foreplay, though.

Nina helped guide me into that squat. She even spread my ass cheeks for me. Her boyfriend helped to brace my thighs, which were trembling already.

It turned out I just didn’t have the energy to draw anything out. My ass was so slick and so ready and so relaxed that when I worked the tip of his cock into me, the easiest thing to do was to sink all the way down.

That moment changed my life. I’d never felt anything so delicious. I just sat there a minute with his cock buried all the way in my ass and savored it. I met Nina’s eyes and knew she understood exactly how I felt.

I didn’t bother with going slow. I asked him to fuck me hard while Nina helped me hold the vibrator. It was the first time I’d ever come so much, though certainly not the last.

After that night, I broke up with the guy I’d been seeing. Eventually, I found another man who loves Nina and her boyfriend as much as I do. Now I have not one but two men who love to fuck my ass and a best girlfriend to share it with. I couldn’t be happier.


Barcelona

Maggie, California

I have a cousin whom I have always wanted to fuck. But don’t worry – we’re second cousins once removed and he’s adopted so there’s only a hint of taboo associated with the attraction, but that hint has always been enough to give my imagination a bump when he’s around. That, and the fact that Eric is terribly sexy in a quiet sort of way with his pianist’s hands and mossy green eyes – so much so that I’m usually halfway through mentally undressing him before I even realize I’m doing it.

There was a point in our early twenties when it almost seemed as if something might really happen. He was studying abroad at the time. Our families have always been close, so that summer my mother and his parents decided to visit him in Barcelona. I, never missing the opportunity to travel (or to see him, I must confess), came along. I still remember how hot the city was that summer – sultry and intense, with a sky so blue it looked like turquoise. Sunny Spain. We ate, we drank, we walked and smoked and laughed, drawn crazily to each other, even as we trailed our adorably oblivious parents. One night, when the music from a discotheque pulsed into the heated space between us, we nearly kissed. Nearly. So nearly. It was the most sensual nearly that I’ve ever experienced in my life. But we didn’t. My tipsy aunt found us and joyfully poured us more wine, effectively breaking the moment. And that was it. We left. He stayed. I married. He married.

It’s been nearly ten years since that night in Barcelona and I still think about it sometimes, deep in my secret self. In fact, I was thinking about it last week when Eric and his wife, Hannah, came to visit us (us meaning my husband, James, and me) for a few days. Hannah and James have always gotten on, so it made sense for them to run errands while Eric and I made food for the big family dinner we were having that night. I had chosen my menu’s theme carefully: southern Spain, ostensibly in honor of our parents’ upcoming venture back there, but mostly as a quiet wink to Eric, one I had no idea he would even see to receive . . . which would have served me right. I had no business stirring that pot after so long, but I just couldn’t drop the spoon.

Anyway, that’s where my mind was while I was chopping tomatoes for gazpacho that afternoon – in Barcelona, steeped in self-recrimination and the ever-insistent presence of my attraction to him. Meanwhile, Eric was on the other side of the small kitchen cutting lemons and herbs. I was just veering into a quiet appreciation for the way his fingers tucked under as he minced (yes, I am truly pathetic) when he looked at me, something obviously on his mind. Then he turned abruptly back to his work. I cocked my head.

“So . . .” he said a moment later without looking up.

“So . . .” I repeated, after a lengthy pause.

“So,” he said, again, still chopping. By now, the lemons were pulp. “Hannah wants to sleep with James before we leave.”

“Really,” I said.

“Yeah, she does.”

I put down my knife and leaned against the counter, surprised but not at all shocked. Both of our marriages are intensely committed but non-monogamous, and Hannah and James had always had a bit of a thing between them. I had rather been expecting something like this to come up. What I couldn’t tell was how Eric felt. I’d always been able to read him, but I couldn’t read him now. It was that fact, rather than the thought of James and Hannah, that completely deflated me.

“That’s fine,” I said, aiming for matter-of-fact. “James and I have already talked about it. She’s lovely. He wants her too. I’m sure they’ll work something out.”

Finally, Eric turned around. He looked at me for a moment, gauging me for something, though I couldn’t have said what.

“So, you’re all right with it then?”

“Of course it’s all right,” I said, mildly exasperated. “Besides, Hannah could have talked to me if she wanted to be sure. Why are you the acting liaison?”

“Because.” He stopped and looked away. Then looked back at me. My nearly unflappable cousin was nervous. Maybe he wanted to sleep with James too . . .

“Because,” he repeated, “I want to sleep with you.”

I opened my mouth. Nothing came out. I closed it and tried again.

“Oh.”

I blushed, mortified that, at thirty-one, with a sexual history the size of a small planet, my cousin could make me blush. He put his knife down on the carving board and walked towards me, clearly taking the blush as a good sign.

“I’ve always wanted you.”

He said this quietly, as if it were simple fact. Maybe it was. More blushing as years of suppressed attraction shot straight through my body, peaking my breasts and slicking my thighs. I was vibrating with arousal and he hadn’t even touched me.

“Eric . . .” I said, trying to think of something to say and coming up totally blank.

He stopped in front of me and carefully, warily, as if he were afraid I might bite, he lightly cupped my neck. My breath caught. Kissss, my brain whispered. Kissss. We were finally going to kiss. We both knew it, and the ache of wanting it was almost too good to end. Slowly, Eric lowered his head. Electricity shot straight through me as he lightly brushed my cheek.

“Do you remember when you all came to visit me in Barcelona?” he murmured. His mouth was a whisper from mine.

“Yes,” I said.

A little thread of something nervous and giddy coiled through my belly. My hand reached up around his waist, and he shifted closer; closer but not so close that our bodies touched. Not yet.

“Do you remember that night . . .” he began.

“. . . that night we went out with our parents,” I finished, evoking the nearly that had carved itself so deeply on my brain. “It was hot and we’d had too much to drink and I wished they’d go away and leave us alone.”

He nodded. “You were wearing a black and red dress.”

“I know that dress,” I whispered. He was leaning closer. I could smell rosemary and lemon on his hands.

“I brushed against you so many times that night, daring myself to take your hand. I wanted to fuck you in that dress.”

My hips canted, instinctively trying to find his. When they did, I all but moaned. God, he was so hard. He pressed himself into me, fitting his cock into the hollow of my legs. It fit; we fit perfectly, even through our clothes. Still we did not kiss.

“How?” I said. “How did you want to fuck me?”

He was pushing me back now, walking me into the counter. My arm tightened around his waist. We were both breathing hard.

“I wanted to pull you down an alley, push you up against an ancient stone building and make love to you in the middle of the dark city.”

My hips started to move, rubbing against him. I was so hot, I couldn’t breathe.

“Tell me. Tell me more.”

He started kissing my neck.

“I imagined lifting that dress up over your hips and touching you through lace panties. I imagined you hot and slick and ready for me.”

His lips found my pulse as my hand snaked down past his waistband and pressed against his ass. My voice, when it came, was a low, husky purr.

“I wasn’t wearing any panties that night. I wasn’t wearing anything under that dress. I was thinking of you slipping the straps off my shoulders and sucking my breasts, touching me, quickly, so no one would see.”

His mouth stilled on my skin. I could feel his heart hammering under my hand as he lifted me up onto the counter and stood between my legs. Slowly, his long, blunt-tipped fingers slid beneath the strap of my top. I caught my breath as he looked into my eyes and drew my camisole down, baring my breasts. Then he bent his head and brushed a kiss over my tight, aching nipple.

“Tell me,” I whispered, “what did you want to do to me up against that wall?”

He nuzzled my breast with his cheek, before attending the other one. Only then did he answer me.

“Sometimes I imagined kneeling in front of you and kissing your sweet, wet cunt. Most of the time, I stroked you, rubbing your clit with my thumb as I slid my fingers into you. You’d move against me, whimpering, panting as that dress slipped off your shoulders, but I wouldn’t stop, not until you were on the edge, not until you begged.”

We were both breathing hard, strangling on the syrupy air as his hand went up my skirt, caressing my thigh until he found me, flushed and bare – I wasn’t wearing any panties that afternoon either. Apparently part of me, the part that got dressed in the morning, had never stopped wanting this. I parted my thighs and he stroked me, just as he said he’d wanted to, circling my clit with his thumb before sliding two fingers into me. I gasped and clutched his shoulders as he slowly began to stroke. Pleasure, ancient and inevitable, began to build in me. Tears filled my eyes. It was nearly too much to bear – too much and not enough. My head fell forward and I whispered in his ear.

“Eric, kiss me. Kiss me, please.”

My legs wrapped around his waist as his mouth hovered, a whisper from mine. Then his lips found me and took my breath away. I had wanted that kiss for so long. So, so long, and now it was there and I wanted more. He slanted his head, taking the kiss deeper. His fingers withdrew as he brought his hands up and held my head, wrapping his fingers through my hair. The crest of orgasm receded, leaving behind the promise of steadily mounting pleasure.

I reached down and unbuttoned his jeans. His cock sprang free, bigger and duskier than I would have imagined, and I’d imagined quite a lot. He was thick and gorgeously hard and I wanted him. I wanted him in me. My mouth practically watered at the thought of him filling me up. I took his shaft in my hand and slid down off the counter before stroking him from base to crown.

“What did you want to do,” I asked, priming him, “when I was ready? When I had begged.”

He groaned. “Fuck you, Mags. Fuck you against the wall where anyone could see.”

“Fuck me now.”

He smiled, heavy-lidded and predatory, so unlike the Eric I knew and had grown up with. Then he picked me up, his strong shoulders bearing most of my weight as he turned and pressed me up against the fridge. Magnets and minutia avalanched off the surface. I didn’t care. I parted my legs as he took his shaft in his hand and slowly, inexorably, guided it into me. I could feel that night, our Barcelona – the impossible heat, the scent of cigarettes and brandy, the Moorish stone against my back – as he began to move.

“More,” I gasped. “More. On the floor.”

He grasped my ass and held me close as he lowered us to the ground. Then he mounted me and thrust as I writhed beneath him. We fucked, hard, without finesse, fueled by years of pent-up wanting. When the orgasm ripped through me, it felt like something had wrenched free, deep inside. On top of me, Eric groaned and pulled out just as he came, coating my thighs with his sweet, sticky cum.

For a moment, we lay there, panting, resting in the aftermath of what we’d just done. I waited for regret and awkwardness to set in, but neither did. Eric propped himself up on his elbow, looking smug.

“You are really fucking gorgeous when you come,” he said.

I wanted to say something clever, or at least equally complimentary, but I felt unexpectedly shy.

“Did you really want me like that, then?”

After years of fantasizing about what might have been, I couldn’t quite trust what we’d done – despite the fact that we were lying in a sweaty, semi-naked, post-coital heap on the kitchen floor. His eyes turned serious and I was gratified, finally, to see him flush a bit.

“I wasn’t lying when I said that I have always wanted you, ever since we were kids. Barcelona just crystallized it. You’ve always been my fantasy, Mags. You’ve always been it.”

“Fantasies can be dangerous,” I said.

“Sometimes they are,” he said, nodding gravely. “Sometimes reality is better.”

He kissed me, softly and very sweetly, on the mouth. Then he grinned.

“For what it’s worth, I had planned on making you dinner first.”

“I’ll forgive you,” I replied, “just this once.”

And that, dear reader, is how I became lovers with my second cousin once removed after years of frustration and gorgeously stockpiled tension. Needless to say, we owe quite a lot to Barcelona.


Anonymous Sex

Liza, London

I’ve always found it sexy, being part of a writhing crowd at a gig. It’s the deafening thump of the bass that interferes with your heartbeat and sends that breath-stealing vibration through your entire body; the jumble of hot, sweating bodies; it’s the way you can hold onto a complete stranger’s warm, well-muscled arm in the hope of staying upright without him batting an eyelid. In any other situation, that could be heavily misconstrued – but not in the pounding half-light of a gig. At least, not unless you want it to be.

That night, Jilly and I started out, as usual, at the front against the barriers. I had my favourite bouncer and she had hers, and we were there so often that we were almost on smiling terms with them, and that’s saying something because these men could scowl for England and looked as though they’d be able to crush you with one hand and wouldn’t think twice about doing so. They had also apparently attended a course on how not to fraternize with the crowd, which was a pity, because Jilly and I had spent many an entertaining half-hour over a pre-gig bottle of wine fantasizing over what we’d like them to do to us. They had perfected a not-unfriendly look, especially for us, which just missed being a smile and sailed above the tops of our heads. I didn’t hold out any hope for either of us as far as making our fantasies real went.

The band playing that night had been popular since the eighties, although I’d only vaguely heard of them, and the place was pretty much packed out. Even while the support was on, there was a lot of jostling and pushing coming from behind us and already I was being pressed too forcefully against the barrier. Jilly, who was at least a head taller than me and of a more athletic build, was holding her ground, but as soon as the headlining band came on and there was a new, intense surge, I knew I wasn’t going to be able to bear it. There’s friendly jostling and there’s determined barging, and what was happening behind us was definitely the latter. The crowd parted grudgingly to let me escape and filled the space I left like quicksand. I made it through to a point where people were standing more or less still and stopped, my heart pounding as though I’d just wrestled my way out of a mass brawl.

Where I stood now, the sound wasn’t quite as deafening but the beat seemed to bounce from wall to wall with a life of its own. I closed my eyes and tried to relax into it, inviting it to join the pulse of adrenaline running through my veins. I craned to get a glimpse of my bouncer, who was at that moment, no doubt, shoving people back from the barrier with his strong, capable hands. I thought – not for the first time – about those hands hoisting my leg up over my shoulder like the dancer on a poster that I’d seen plastered all over the Underground, while he took me roughly against a wall. My cunt clenched around his imaginary cock and it wasn’t long before the throb of the music had become one with the throb of lust. I opened my eyes and looked around. Nobody was taking the slightest notice of me. They were all entranced, bodies swaying in a sort of mass-hypnotic state. I was nobody to anyone here, except Jilly, who was so far away now that I couldn’t see her.

I was seized by a sudden sense of utter freedom and I’m not exaggerating when I say that it was like a revelation. Everything that was me, everything that kept me going to university, doing my studies, being polite to people and phoning home every week, fell away from me as I stood there with my heart and crotch pounding. I was anonymous. I could do anything I wanted. Nobody I cared about would ever know. I slipped my hand into my bag and took my emergency condom from its secret compartment, palmed it and then dropped it into my jacket pocket as my head whirled, full of daring possibilities.

I looked around again, more carefully this time. The thing about living in a huge city like London was that I was highly unlikely to run into the same random person more than once. Most people didn’t even live there – they just came up for the day and then went back again on the last train. I ran my eye over several men too old for their ratty ponytails and considered each of them, but only for a moment. They looked like students who had never moved on and I knew without getting any closer that their clothes smelt of dirty carpets and mildew. Not what I was looking for.

I pictured my bouncer again; smooth-skulled, clean-shaven, bulging with well-worked muscle. A man like that would have a big fat cock to fill my greedy cunt. My pussy walls clenched again and I exhaled, seeking to calm my body’s desperate reaction. My nipples ignored me and leaped to attention. His thick fingers would be perfect for rolling a nipple. He’d squeeze just the right amount – enough to have me squirming and begging to be fucked. I glanced at the man on my right. His belly strained against his shirt but it looked firm. I imagined it bumping solidly against mine as he shoved his cock up me and was nearly doubled up by a twinge of lust so painfully strong that it took my breath for a second or two. I dared another look. His legs looked long in what were probably expensive jeans and he wore camel-coloured lace-up boots. That was a good sign, because trainers never do it for me. I studied that belly again and felt the heat spreading like lava between my legs. I’d never really considered a belly before that night, but it was certainly doing strange things to me. My stomach lurched and I was consumed by a powerful urge to slide my fingers between the buttons of his shirt and touch the flesh of it. I stood very still, trying to pull myself together as intense horniness crept through me, sending a tingle down my spine and a burning flush over my scalp. There would be hair, soft hair, and the deep dip of his navel. I swallowed hard and lifted my head to find his eyes on me. They were dark brown and for a moment I let myself fall into them.

“You all right?” he shouted. He was in his late thirties, I’d have said. Maybe forty. I looked past him for a woman, his wife perhaps. There didn’t seem to be anyone with him.

“I feel a bit weird,” I shouted back, which was perfectly true.

He offered me his plastic beer glass, still half full. I didn’t want it, but I took it anyway and placed my lips where his had been before drinking deeply, figuring that a little Dutch courage couldn’t hurt. As I handed it back to him, I made sure our fingers touched. I released the glass slowly as my heart hammered uncomfortably, at odds with the reverberation of the bass. He was looking at me intently. I hoped it wasn’t purely concern.

“I’d like to go outside,” I shouted, leaning in close so that he could hear me more easily, “but . . .” I indicated the wall of bodies between me and the exit and shrugged, hoping to look pretty and a bit helpless.

He looked almost wistfully at the stage and then, to my delight, placed an arm around my shoulders and turned to push his way through for me. I slipped my arm around his waist, pretending to stumble a little, my pulse galloping at the closeness of his unfamiliar body and the clean, woody notes of his aftershave. We reached the back of the auditorium and he opened the swing door for me, treating me to a cool blast of air and the eye-clenching brightness of the empty foyer. I struggled to calm my breathing as I realized that he hadn’t yet let me go.

“Thanks,” I said. I rested one hand lightly on his belly. It was as firm as I’d imagined and desire ripped through me again. I’d come this far. The worst he could say was no. I slid a finger between two buttons and stroked exactly what I’d imagined: silky hair on hot skin. I felt him stiffen in surprise and dared a look at his face. His pupils dilated as I watched and his full lips opened in a silent breath. He was a nice-looking man, but I didn’t want to spend too much time looking at him in the light. I wanted him to be as anonymous as I was. Under cover of darkness he could be just somebody to fuck, and that was what I was aching for.

“I’m going outside,” I said, slipping a second finger between another pair of buttons.

“Would you like me to come with you?” His voice was deep but soft and he was fairly well-spoken. He looked at me expressionlessly but those huge pupils told me what he was thinking.

Without removing my fingers, I started to walk, bringing him with me with the arm I still had around his waist. He pushed against the fire-bar and we were out of the door and into the cool, dry night air. A security guard was smoking outside but he took no notice of us as we turned into the narrow passage beside the venue. The passage became darker and darker as we walked deeper into it, finally turning a corner and finding ourselves in a tight space with the wheelie bins. My hands were shaking as I released him and backed against the wall. He came straight to me, the solid mound of his belly pressing against the base of my ribs as he slid a hand into my hair and looked down into my face. I could just make out the glint of his eyes. His lips came down on mine very suddenly, as though he’d battled with himself and lost. It didn’t matter to me whether he had or not – all I wanted was a few dirty minutes of his time. His tongue snaked into my mouth and I pressed mine against it, grasping the back of his head and pushing my aching cunt against his trousers. I wanted him to know that we hadn’t just come round here for a quick snog and that I knew what I wanted. What I wanted was the thrust of his cock inside my cunt in the dark, nothing more.

He peeled my jacket from my shoulders and laid it over the flat top of one of the bins. The cool air brushed my skin, making my hairs stand on end. I let him tug my T-shirt up over my breasts while I started on the buttons of his shirt. I hadn’t worn a bra; I rarely did. My tits were small and pert and right then were screaming to be sucked. As his lips closed around a nipple, I nearly left the floor. He sucked hard, curling his tongue around it and tugging with his teeth as he cupped the other breast and pressed the nipple hard between his finger and thumb, just the way I’d imagined my bouncer would. This man knew what he was doing and was enjoying it very much if the bulge he was grinding against my hip bone was any indication.

The last button on his shirt slipped through its hole and at last the curve of flesh that had got me so hot and bothered was mine to touch. His muscles tightened in response as I slid my hands across it and round to the sides. I sought out his navel and pressed a finger hard inside. He groaned softly and gave my nipple a savage tweak that made me gasp aloud as a ribbon of delicious pain shot straight down to my clit. Emboldened, I spread my fingers and pushed the tips under the waistband of his jeans. He growled in the back of his throat and released my tits to tear at the button on mine. I took that to be the go-ahead and did the same. In a grunting, panting flurry of hands and legs, we stripped each other of everything that was in between us, leaving me standing naked from the waist down, thighs glistening with excitement, and him with his jeans around his ankles and a hard-on so long and thick the sight of it made my knees shake. When I curled my fingers around it they barely met and the image I’d had of being shoved full of fat cock against the wall with one leg beside my head shot straight back into my mind. The leg thing was out of the question, but I’d never wanted to be full of cock so badly in my life. Taking me by the waist, he turned me so my back was against the wheelie bin he’d laid my jacket on.

“Jump,” he said, tightening his grip.

Not quite sure what was going to happen next, I did as he asked and he lifted me right up onto the top of the thing. I leaned back on my elbows, let my knees fall casually open and watched the rapid rise and fall of my tits as my cunt quivered with anticipation. The top of the bin came to just above his waist. There was only one thing he could possibly have in mind. His hands closed around my ankles and he lifted them to rest on his shoulders. As he leaned in, I let my head loll back and closed my eyes, emptying my mind of everything except the distant rumble of traffic and what I was about to feel. I didn’t know this man from Adam; I was never going to see him again and even at that point I could barely remember what he looked like. All that mattered was what we were doing right there, right then. The thought made me feel like a fucking dirty little whore and I loved it.

“Yes,” I murmured as he pressed my knees further apart, opening my slippery hole up to the soot-black London sky. His hands gripped my hips and he tugged me roughly towards him. I arched my back and reached for my nipples, circling them as I waited for the first, spine-tingling touch of his tongue. My whole body jerked as he instead slid two long fingers inside me and curved them up to press hard against the front wall of my cunt. I pushed down into them and rocked, feeling my muscles tighten around them of their own accord as white light started to splinter behind my closed eyelids. Slowly, he withdrew them until they were almost out and then he spread them apart, stretching my tight hole until there was the most agonizingly erotic burn. Just when I thought I couldn’t bear it, he slid them out of me, only to replace them straight away with more fingers. I couldn’t tell how many it was or whether it was the fingers of one hand or two, but when he spread them again I cried out and bucked against them, some primal desire making me crave more of the piercing ecstasy that came with the pain.

“Easy,” he said, his voice strange and unfamiliar in the dark. The fingers slid out of me and the next time I could tell it was two fingers, one from each hand, which he slipped inside. He spread my hole open, more gently this time, and blew softly on my jangling clit, teasing me into a frenzy of wanting before he finally plunged the tip of his tongue between his fingers. I felt my mind slipping away and knew that he wouldn’t have to do much more to make me come. He tongue-fucked me for a few incredible seconds and then touched the tip of his tongue to the swollen nub of my clit. His hot breath seeped inside my cunt as he teased my clit, his fingers holding me open and still. My blood surged as I tried to thrash against his touch, a pulse deep inside ticking relentlessly like a bomb ready to explode, but he held back from giving me what I wanted, keeping the strokes of his tongue light and his stretching fingers still. The vision of his big fat cock ploughing into me became so insistent that it was all I could think about. Panting with desire so strong I could barely speak, I reached up to wind my fingers in his hair and tugged his head away from my swollen lips.

“Fuck me now,” I gasped, hearing my brazen words with a new surge of lust. He released me and I scrambled into his arms to be lifted down, feeling with a jolt the warm mound of his belly against me, a belly I had almost forgotten about. I grabbed my jacket and located the emergency condom, sending up a silent vote of thanks that it hadn’t fallen out of the pocket. The brick wall was cold and rough against my back as I pulled him against me, grinding myself against his belly, loving the feel of the solid mass of it and its sexy roundness. Our mouths met, kissing harder this time, our ragged breath mingling as our teeth clashed and our tongues fought. His large hand closed around the back of my right thigh, lifting it until he could reach my knee. I raised myself onto the toe of my ballet flat as he grasped his cock. I almost didn’t stop him; one half of me was desperate for the danger-filled excitement of rampant unprotected sex, while the other, sensible half, looked ahead to how I’d feel about that the next day.

He rolled the condom onto his massive shaft slowly, taking my hand and guiding it along its length as we inched it down together. I could feel the urgency in his erection, the vibration of his desire to fuck. I leaned back against the wall again and lifted my leg into his waiting palm as I closed my eyes. I was trembling all over with the excitement of fantasy made real; I had made it happen. I was about to get fucked in the dark by a total stranger and I wanted it so bad.

When his massive cockhead nudged its way into me, everything inside me turned to liquid. I clung to his shoulders, feeling the muscles bunch as he pushed against my slippery flesh and then loosen as he slammed into me, making me cry out with the force.

“Are you OK?” He spoke into my hair and I nodded against his shoulder: “Uh-huh.”

He stood very still, his cock swelling inside me, stretching and filling me until it felt as though neither of us would ever be able to move again. I held my breath as the pressure built at the very top of my cunt. One move and I felt I would explode. Very slowly, he pushed even further into me and then withdrew a little. I groaned into his shoulder as his belly pressed hot and heavy against me. I slid a hand down from his shoulder to touch the side of it, caressing it as he lunged into me again, pulling my leg up higher as he did. My head spun. Everything inside me seemed to slow and come to a pinnacle of perfect stillness. He pushed higher, harder, as though he sensed how to release the pressure. He withdrew again and I heard myself whimper helplessly as I waited for the thrust that I knew was going to finish me off. The knee that supported me shook and if it hadn’t been for him holding me up I think I’d have slipped to the ground. He angled my leg outwards against the wall, opening my cunt wider.

“I’m coming,” I told him in a faint whisper that sounded to me as though it came from miles away.

His grip on me tightened and he drove his slippery shaft into me again, hard, and then again. My orgasm exploded and I knew I’d shouted out because he clamped a firm hand over my mouth. Pleasure, more intense than any I’d known, pulsed through me as my mind spiralled into a kaleidoscope of fragmented colours and images. He drove further into me, holding me hard against his cock as my cunt spasmed crazily around it.

“Oh, yes,” I sighed into his hand when I finally came back to myself, “fucking yes.”

I was nearly catapulted into orgasm all over again as he suddenly withdrew, my insides clamouring to hold his cock where it was. He turned me and bent me over, parting my legs and positioning his cock against my cunt again before I had even caught up with what he was doing. The swell of his belly brushed the small of my back and animal desire gripped me as hard as ever. I wanted more and I wanted it dirty. I wanted to be pounded and used; I wanted him to have the orgasm of his life right here inside me. I didn’t have long to wait. His fingers dug into my hips as he thrust hard, the head of his cock slamming so deep that I gasped in pain. I reached up and caught hold of the wheelie bin then shuffled forwards to rest my cheek against it. He grunted, a filthy, animal sound full of lust, as he rammed into me again. His belly grazed my arse with each lunge, making a soft slapping sound. He leant over and rested a hand on top of the bin, grinding his pelvis ruthlessly against my arse. His free hand slipped down to squeeze my left breast, pressing it hard against my ribs with his next deliriously agonizing lunge. I squeezed my legs together, tightening my cunt for him, and felt again the building pressure of orgasm as his flesh tugged against mine.

“Fucking hell!” he groaned, speeding up, slamming into me again and again as I was thrust against the bin. I parted my legs and raised my arse and took all of him, letting him batter me towards sweet oblivion. As I came, so did he, his cock bucking against my madly rippling muscles, driving me out of my own head and into the swirling black nothing of the night. I fell to my knees and he fell with me, his belly heaving against the small of my back, his sweat and aftershave and the scent of illicit sex in the air all around me.

I had scabs on my knees for a week afterwards; a slightly guilty reminder of what I’d done. I’ve never done it again; it was too good to risk repeating without disappointment. I’ve never seen him again either, although that’s not to say I haven’t looked for him. I would have liked some more of what he had to offer, but as soon as we were dressed he kissed me gently and then went back inside and disappeared into the crowd. Still, that was the whole idea. You can’t go falling in love with everyone you have anonymous sex with. If I’m honest, that’s the other reason I’ve never done it again.


Little Shits

Penelope, Ipswich

I’ve called them little shits, but they’ve not all been little. They’ve not all been shits either, but it’s appropriate because I’ve beaten the crap out of all of them.

I never knew I was a dominatrix. Some people say you know from a very early age but I didn’t. Maybe a couple of life experiences were my catalyst.

The first was when I was just fifteen. I was walking home from my friend Jane’s house around 11 p.m. one Friday – we’d been doing homework together because she was always more academic than I was. It was dark, but not that dark, and the street was well lit with plenty of houses each side. Some had footpaths leading to other parts of the estate and it was when I took a shortcut through one of these he grabbed me. He just appeared from nowhere, grabbed my hair and twisted it. He said he had a knife but I never saw it. He told me if I screamed he’d cut me. Those were his words, designed to scare me. Successfully.

I didn’t scream; I couldn’t find my voice anyway because I had a big, scared lump in my throat. He tore open my school blouse and pulled up my bra, then started biting and sucking on my tits, or what passed for tits in those days. He started to slide his hand up my skirt and then some boy on a bike came down the alley. The guy just swore and ran, but the boy on the bike stopped and looked after me, offering me his coat and walking me home. He even stayed while my parents called the police and he told them what he knew. Not many men are sweet like that.

The next occasion was almost a mirror image of the first, except this time I wasn’t alone; Jane was with me. I was seventeen by then and had almost forgotten the incident two years before. But then the same thing happened; it may even have been the same guy, because they never caught anyone that first time. He jumped out and flashed this small kitchen knife. Jane screamed and I thought, not again, and kicked him hard in the balls. I mean, with all my energy. I guess I was taking out my anger for the other time too. The guy went down in a heap, moaning. I kept kicking him. I couldn’t stop. In the end Jane had to drag me away, but I was completely in the zone. I’d got my own back. No man would ever treat me that way again.

It took me a while to get down off that high. We never reported it. I OD’d on adrenaline. I thought I could take on the world and beat it. The most powerful thing was that I really, really enjoyed hurting him. And I was soaked sexually. It set the pattern for my life.

Sure, I had a couple of boyfriends in the normal sense, with teenage fumblings and the hope of an idyllic Stepford marriage. It was when a married man picked me up that I realized who and what I am. I was in a club with a few friends and this guy wouldn’t take his eyes off me. All my mates noticed. I was a brazen hussy back then (well, I guess I still am) and I walked right over to him and challenged him about why he was looking at me. He just started back and said it was my leather. I was wearing high black leather boots and a matching miniskirt. He didn’t even look me in the eye; he just stared at my boots.

I remember telling him to back off or I’d give him a good kicking. He just stared and said, “Yes, please,” but not in a seedy jokey way – this guy really meant it. He bought me drinks and I chatted to him. He kept no secrets. He was married to an ordinary woman and led an ordinary life but his wife didn’t understand him. What a corny line, but again he meant it. He needed a strong woman, he said, someone to serve.

I was half joking but half fascinated. I asked if he thought he could serve me and he said yes, he thought I was fantastic. We went to a hotel and he booked a room – I’m sure they thought I was a hooker. In the room he just knelt down on the floor and asked if he could kiss my feet. I wanted to laugh, but he carried on – not my feet, but my boots – for a long time, till I was getting bored. When I pulled away he wouldn’t let go, so I kicked him. Not hard, just a bit. He loved it, begging me to do it again.

I said I was going and didn’t understand him, but he begged me to stay and said I was a natural. All to keep me there, I know. Then I remembered the guy I’d kicked and how good it felt. I ground my heel into his hand and made it all red. I made him lick the soles of my boots and put the heels in his mouth. When he reached for his cock I kicked his hand away. He spent most of the time grovelling on the floor, and at one point I had my heel in his mouth, standing on his cheek, so it was the only thing between my heel and the carpet. I could’ve really hurt him, I guess.

I was fantastically turned on by all this, but I didn’t want sex with him. He asked if he could and I said, “In your dreams,” and I think he liked that more than if I’d agreed. Instead I made him lie on the carpet and wank himself, and then told him he had to bring his feet up over his head and come in his own mouth. He did it all. It was a bit pathetic in itself, but the buzz I got from being obeyed was just too much. He begged me to let him do something for me, suggesting he go down on me, which I’d never had done to me before and was a bit scared of. So I made him stay in the room while I locked myself in the bathroom and used my fingers on myself. I made a lot of noise (I always do) but I wouldn’t let him be part of it. Again he begged me to stay, then to let him take me out again, but I got a cab and went home.

He made me realize how easy it is to pick up men and have a good time totally on my terms. I go to the best restaurants and hotels and I never do anything I don’t want to.

I got married to one of them. It started in the same way – he’s a few years older than me – but there was something between us emotionally on top of all that kinky stuff. Maybe he loved or loves me, but most of all he worships me. Seriously. I can treat him like dirt and he worships me all the more. He does all the housework and all the cooking, yet still has a good, full-time job. I don’t work anymore. I don’t need to. My husband earns enough and keeps me. He needs to be treated badly. Notice I’ve not even given him a false name. I’ll probably let him read this and I don’t want him to think he’s worthy of having a name.

I guess you want to know what we do, so I’ll tell you about last night. It’s not a coincidence since I knew I’d be writing this today and wanted it fresh in my mind. But it was no special occasion – it was a typical night for us.

He got in around six. He loves me to wear sexy underwear, like stockings and suspenders, so last night I had jeans and a sweater on. I left his collar and leash, a blindfold and handcuffs on the hall table along with a note that told him to strip, put them all on and wait. It was exactly 7.30 when I went to see him, and he was still standing obediently. I’d planned 7.30. I’d asked an old boyfriend to call at that time and any of my men will tell you I will not tolerate anything but exact punctuality.

Marcus was exactly on time. Without speaking to husband, I invited Marcus into the hall and told him to undress too. Then I said he could undress me. When we were both naked I had him kneel and lick my puss. Husband would hear the wet slurpings and know I was turned on, and I was typically noisy as I let Marcus bring me off.

Afterwards I said Marcus could fuck me if he sucked husband off first. Neither of them is gay but they did it because I told them to. Marcus knelt down and popped husband’s cock in his mouth, then sucked like mad until husband came. I watched and masturbated. I won’t let husband come in my mouth, ever, and I’ve only ever sucked it once. After husband came in Marcus’s mouth I made them snog and told them I didn’t want any come near me when I sucked Marcus’s cock. After all, men expect a girl to taste their come, so why shouldn’t they?

When he was clean, I went down on Marcus. I knew he wanted to hold my head and fuck it but I won’t allow that. I made husband kneel down and made Marcus fuck him in the arse while he sucked me off.

I really get off on all this, but I will admit I have wild fantasies about meeting a strong-willed man who won’t put up with my crap and turns the tables on me, maybe tying me up and making me suck him off. Men are weak or ignorant brutes.

Will I go on mistreating husband? Of course I will, for as long as I want. Maybe, at some future time, I will give him the ultimate torture and divorce him.

My first experience with Marcus came from a contact on an internet fetish chat site. I was tormenting husband by making the most outrageous suggestions to any men who dared to engage me in chat. When Marcus, in a private message, told me where he was, I couldn’t believe he was so local. He’s some kind of computer geek and had traced my area somehow – he’s fixed my computer since so that can’t happen again. Anyway, I ended up saying yes after he begged me for a meet, more to make husband crazy than anything else.

I watched through the window as he arrived at our door carrying flowers. I made husband answer and take him upstairs to the spare bedroom, tell him to get undressed completely and wait. Husband locked him in and he waited; he had no choice. Probably around an hour, I guess. Then I went upstairs, carrying a riding crop and dressed in very little apart from black underwear and boots, and opened the door. He snatched up his flowers immediately from the bed and smiled as he gave them to me, holding out his hand, would you believe, in an offer of a handshake.

I kneed him in the balls. Hard. Then threw his flowers out of the window into the back garden and went out, locking him in again. When I went back, maybe half an hour later, he was still holding his balls, and stood in a position to protect any further attacks. I asked him if he wanted to serve me and he nodded, so I told him he had to open his legs and that if I wanted to kick him in the balls again I would. I said he could leave now if he was too chicken.

He stayed. He even relaxed a bit as he talked to me. I kneed him in the balls again. This time, as he doubled up, I let him lick the soles of my boots, and each time he tried to look up at me I used the crop, usually on his back and shoulders but occasionally bending down to hit his cock, which was ridiculously hard considering I was hitting it.

I asked if he wanted to fuck me, and his eyes lit up. He said, “Yes, please,” but I told him no way. I asked about girlfriends and got the usual story – a girlfriend who wouldn’t understand what he needed, not that he’d ever asked her.

(I told him later that if he ever wanted to serve me again he had to ask her. When he did confess, she confessed right back at him that she was submissive too. God knows where that relationship will go. Marcus wants to bring her along and for me to whip her, but I’m not sure I want to.)

I made him wank into a glass and drink it, then chucked him out naked. He stood for ages in the rain, shivering. He didn’t dare ask for his clothes, I guess, but eventually I told him his clothes were with his flowers, and I watched as he made his way round the back and got dressed. They were soaked by then, of course, but that’s hardly my problem.

Marcus is an obedient little shit. Are you going to accuse me of having no respect for men? If you are, I don’t care. Come round my place and say it and I’ll show you how much respect I have.

Actually, that’s unfair. I do respect some men. And I don’t actually despise any of them. Show me a man as strong as I am and he’ll get the lot, anything he wants. I can be very kinky. I won’t suck husband’s cock but if an intelligent, strong, considerate and respectful man comes along and tells me to, I’ll do it OK. Just don’t beg, OK? Don’t snivel and expect to be thrashed and spanked.

Have I ever met such a man? Yes, I have. He wined me, dined me and even took me away to Bali for a holiday. We talked, a lot, about life and everything. We fucked, a lot, with his toned body feeling great on top of me and between my legs. Aside from that, I sucked him off about once a day, on average, and I swallowed when he asked me to and let it dribble from my mouth and down my body if he wanted that. I’d wear what he wanted and take off what he wanted, including on one fabulous balmy evening when I wore just a silk minidress that stuck to my every curve when I waded into the sea in it. He liked to watch me play with myself and I’d do that, too, alone or secretly in public, like in the restaurant when he challenged me to make myself come between all the courses of the meal. No problem. I like masturbating. He did hint about involving another woman in our sex, and I’d have gone for it if he’d found someone.

But when we got back from Bali he started to change. He became clingy and started to talk about me leaving husband and moving in with him. He became obsessed. He became a shit. He became my ex.

Watch this space. If you dare.


The Velvet Glove

Lane, New York

Like most New Yorkers, I have any number of grievances concerning the way life is as opposed to the way it should be, but on the day I’m going to share with you, I ignored some of those irritants as I hurried along Fifth Avenue skirting the barricades protecting pedestrians from the white-hot sparks of a welder’s torch near Forty-ninth. The pounding rhythm of a jackhammer assaulted one sense while the smell of giant roasting pretzels whetted another. The grit of New York, I mused. Nothing like it anywhere else.

A very important part of my life waited for me on the seventh floor of a hotel; a part that temporarily halted the city’s hectic onslaught of sights and sounds. Her name is Jessica. A silly thought crossed my mind when I saw her standing in the doorway of the hotel room. How glad I was we didn’t live in a Moslem country where women were made to wear jubbah and yashmak. I prefer her in Prada or nothing at all. This time, it was nothing at all, except for three pieces of jewelry which adorned her almost flawless body – two small earrings in her lobes and a third ring through the top of her navel.

Although Jessica possesses centerfold measurements, she considers her good looks more of a bane than a blessing. Not to me. From her tongue to tits to tummy to twat to toes, she is a vision I couldn’t wait to lavish pleasure upon. It is always something like a pirate sighting a ship full of gold and booty.

“What big eyes you’ve got,” Jessica said as she sat beside me on the edge of the bed.

“The better to ogle you with, my dear,” I answered, already salivating.

I cradled her chin. The pad of my thumb brushed the corner of her mouth. I kissed her forehead, her eyelids, and the tip of her nose, finally her lips. My tour continued to include light kisses on her nipples and tummy. We have fun with such antics, but sex wasn’t just a casual pastime. Our relationship had developed meaning and intensity. We seemed perfectly matched – sexually – like a lock and key, instantly comfortable with each other’s bodies. I liked taking control and she liked yielding it.

The facial kisses were reassuring. The ones below the neck lit the fire. When our lips again met, we delighted in the hard and soft of teeth and tongues. She sucked in my bottom lip, nibbled and let it go. I kissed her deeply, parting her lips with my tongue, and slid it into her mouth in a gesture of arousal, like a blind man sensing light.

We could be very silly sometimes, like when I asked Jessica if she wanted to play Carnival. The game entailed sitting on my face so I could guess her weight. Such monkey business always intrigued her and led her to wonder what I might come up with next, providing that extra pinch of spice to our lovemaking.

Jessica wasn’t idle as she sat next to me. She kissed my forehead and ruffled my hair. She traced a fingertip from my elbow up my shoulder. Her finger then roamed down to my left nipple. She tugged at the hairs around it and then continued the journey down my torso to my naked thigh. She took hold of my thick penis. With my testicles against her knuckles, she seemed breathless with the desire to feel all of me, wanting to juggle my nuts. She teetered a bit when my erection became rock hard and bobbed like a magic wand. She noticed the gleam in my eye and knew what it meant. Time to play. She waited for me to work my magic.

We both lived in the city, but on opposite ends. We’d been thrown together by respective workshops at a midtown hotel. I’d been attracted to her right away. She didn’t dress to impress, nor at all provocative. She had great structure, but didn’t mess with herself unnecessarily. A few freckles across the bridge of her nose and cheeks gave her a fresh, young look. She wore open-toed sandals which revealed pretty feet and adorable white toes that looked fetchingly suckable. I had unabashedly stared at her during one of our sessions. She chuckled in a very sexy way. I asked her to have a drink in the hotel’s cocktail lounge before she went home and she accepted. We hit it off so well she agreed to lunch in the future.

A rendezvous with unspoken thoughts of an alliance was a risk which made both of our hearts go pitter-pat. And after the lunch it was obvious to us both exactly where we wanted it to go. She made a phone call and I got a room.

“Sex is a most joyous thing – the most fulfilling act I have ever known,” Jessica told me sometime later. And from the beginning, anything either of us said seemed cute and cockeyed and wonderful. We couldn’t keep our hands to ourselves when we were together. We tried things Jessica swore she’d never thought of doing before. Once, I sat on a footstool where she straddled me, our flailing legs and arms giving the appearance of a multi-limbed, mythical sex-creature. It made us think of the sex scene in the old, steamy Mickey Rourke movie, Wild Orchid. She swore she’d never had multiple orgasms until I came along.

We liked to play I’ll show you mine if you’ll show me yours, like a couple of curious kids with flirtatious looks and double entendres – all the words and gestures that comprised our pre-bed warm-ups. Role-playing now and then became part of our liaisons. If she were Catwoman, I would happily play Batman.

Our relationship didn’t fall out of alignment like a shimmying automobile. No, it drove as smoothly as an expensive limousine. We beguiled each other. We had wandered into one another’s universe like passing asteroids captured by gravitational pull into the same orbit. Whether we admitted it or not, we’d left a mark on each other’s heart.

My lips moved back to Jessica’s swan-like neck and shoulders. I nibbled at her, catching a little skin at the hollow of her throat. Then I pulled a dark silk scarf out of a pocket of my cast-off jacket and placed it over her eyes. I tied it behind her head and said, “Good girl.” She sat as if she were clay to be molded, like something yet to be created.

As my hands moved over her body, I lived fully in the moment. I felt like a potter about to create my handiwork from malleable clay. I planned to create something enchanting that would last within my memory through time. The eroticism of Jessica’s allowing herself to be totally under my control washed over me, causing a giddy feeling as if our togetherness tumbled out of a dream. It would take the talent of my hands, tongue, and cock to mold her into my perfect creation.

I touched her breasts with my fingertips and circled them. The circles got smaller and smaller until the buttons on her nipples stood erect and the areolae wrinkled in anticipation. I reached for the nightstand, took an ice cube from a glass and placed it in my mouth. I took each nipple between my lips, let her feel the cold then licked them with my warm flat tongue. She quivered with an adrenalin rush. I rested her head on the pillow and dropped the rest of the ice cube in her navel where it formed a puddle up to the bottom of her tummy ring.

“Open your legs,” I said.

Jessica complied as my pulse raced. Anticipation tightened in my belly like a knot. What we shared was something primal. I was always hungry for her and she was always ripe, mine for the taking. Approaching the patch of earthen hair above the velvet vault and the treasure it flanked always produced great wonder and hedonistic greed as if I were about to explore the cave of Lascaux. I found flowers and vaginas to be structurally similar. A clit was the lily of the valley. I also admired her lovely ass. It seemed in perfect symmetry with her round breasts.

It was time to start at the foundation of womanhood – the vagina. I stroked the smooth satin of her thighs which framed the triangle, and then lowered my head. The first kiss was measured, thoughtful, like a man tasting wine. The lips between the delicate fleeces were smooth and full. I licked her vulva, top to bottom. I am blessed with a long and curious tongue, and it soon found the hooded clitoris. It swirled around her magnificent bloom for several minutes. I flicked the left side, then the right, and played trills down the center.

Jessica moaned, “The Lord of Licks. That’s who you are.” She liked to play with words.

I provided the grateful attention her rose-colored divide deserved. My mouth plunged into her as if all truth and wisdom could be found within. My licking and probing unleashed the primal cream which hid in the recesses of the welcoming cavity where Nirvana awaited. The intimacy of genitals in one’s mouth is so different from intercourse, so powerful, another opportunity to mold the clay. I had her pussy’s undivided attention. Its petals were slippery and protracted, inviting whatever might come.

I looked up through the valley between her breasts to her chin. The valley floor moved just enough to make the breasts sway gently between the dark strip of blindfold over her eyes and the dark mound of hair over her wet pussy lips. The mountains’ nipple-tips were still as stiff as pebbles, reflecting her pleasure. Air hissed through Jessica’s teeth. Her nerve endings hummed like tuning forks. As her fanny wiggled slowly, my tongue darted in and out, deeply, shallowly, around and around. I massaged her erect little clit.

She said she wanted to take off the blindfold and brush her thumb across the moist tip of my prick before it entered her, but I told her the loss of one sense and the anonymity of the blindfold made for a more intriguing session. She didn’t have to participate while blindfolded. She could just – feel – and give herself over completely to sensation. So tender. So satisfying. Such sweet surrender.

We never had to ask the other, “Was it good for you?” It was unbridled sex and I always prepared her well. We’d each found a bed partner so uninhibited we were building an array of mind-blowing memories. While I nibbled her clit and lapped at her labia, I also fingered her orifices and flicked her nipples, making sure they stayed erect, all during Jessica’s sublime, blindfolded darkness of an afternoon. But something even better was on its way. It would be my long, curved cock that played next. It would crush the flower petals en route to her near capacity-less velvet glove.

The tenderizing of her clit and labia had been accomplished. My tongue had been like a lump of butter basting a fine cut of meat. The thrill of it all caused her hips to heave toward heaven’s tongued god. “You should teach a class on how to do that,” Jessica said to me with a throaty sigh, completely comfortable with my actions. She told me I was a pussy-eater extraordinaire.

I pulled away and sat on my knees. Whether our foreplay was cursory or patient, it never dampened my cock’s desire to be inside her velvet glove. Its turn had arrived to ogle the sight that lay between Jessica’s open thighs. Without a scintilla of reluctance, it rose toward the thatch-roofed opening as if drawn by a magnet. A crystal tear appeared and hung from its tip like pollen. It was time for my pride to enter and sample the nectar.

The plethora of sensations continued to consume Jessica – my mouth on her, the tickle of my chest hairs against her nipples when I moved forward, getting in position to fuck her, the sloshing, warm liquid in her navel. As the moon draws ocean tides, so did her vagina seem to bend my prick toward its entrance by a gravity all its own. My love-stalk touched her. Its tip parted her vaginal lips and stayed there for a moment, teasing them. Then it slipped inside her like a hand in a snug glove, thick and filling, taut and silky-skinned. There was a moment when time stood still, before my first deep plunge. When my shaft slid deep into the recesses of her, its tip made a dramatic turn to spots only it had discovered.

Jessica’s head pushed back and buried itself in the pillow as she felt every vein and ridge slide into place like the alignment of planets. She flattened out her legs to allow maximum access as we both began to move slowly and gently; what she called “sweet fucking”. Long slow strokes. She ran a finger down the valley of my spine. She blindly reached between our bodies to capture and tug on the sac containing my eggs. What a funny apparatus we men have – a potent weapon to sustain the species and testicles which are so vulnerable. One wrong squeeze, game over. She let them slide over her palm as they shuffled back and forth, having no choice but to follow their veined master.

Then, in the goodness of time, my thrusts picked up speed, moving faster and faster as if lovemaking had just been invented and might be taken away at any moment. Our auras seemed to combine as well as our parts. No cares about outside problems while our bodies created heat and humidity.

The bed began to protest with a squonk-squonk-squonk at our back-and-forth motion, a testament to the lusty, lovely act of passion and fire, the greedy sex. Jessica’s breasts bounced and swayed like two synchronized dancers as I pierced her with a burning hunger – probed her as if it might be my last fuck on earth. She couldn’t see me, but she sensed my expression of pleasure. She reached for my back to dig her nails in. She couldn’t control the sensation deep inside her loins. It rushed toward the surface. It wanted my cock to love her until she melted around it, wanted me to melt into her.

Our hips were bouncing now like an out-of-control rollercoaster. As the heat level rose, Jessica grasped the knotted muscles of my buttocks. They tightened like a fist with every push into her. She desperately held fast while my balls swung against her bottom again and again and her juices soaked my banging sac. She locked her ankles around my waist and used her strong legs to urge me on. Fire flashed through her body and nibbled at the edges of her stamina, her climax so near. Sounds began in her throat and worked their way to the surface, the audible version of how her vagina felt.

“EeeeeEEEE!” She came once, said she was done and then came again. She reveled in her nakedness, in the blindfold, and in our version of a fuck-o-rama.

The squeal reinforced my orgasm. Above her, I announced, “I’m coming!” as my molten lava squirted into her.

That sent her over the top once more. The “EEEE” turned into a louder squeal of pleasure and release. Her neck arched, her shoulders pushed her breasts against me as her final orgasm grew in waves. It poured through her and over her like warm oil to her farthest extremities until the rush ended.

I felt my penis still pulsing inside her. I was in what shrinks call the flow state, a moment of transcendence. I related it to athletes or writers or painters or musicians when they’re in the zone. It’s the mastering of a craft – body parts functioning with a will of their own, leaving the mind to wander wherever it chooses. I’ve heard of people passing out from sex, but my antics have yet to carry me quite that far.

I collapsed on Jessica. We breathed heavily as if at the end of a marathon. The works of the potter, the final touches on the purely sexual creation, were, for the time being, complete.

I rolled over onto the pillow next to her, my chest heaving. With our faces side by side, I whispered. “I can’t tell you,” I breathed, “how great a fuck,” I said, “you are.”

“I was going to tell you,” she said, removing the blindfold at long last, “exactly the same thing. But?”

“But what?”

“The reason you’re such a great fuck is because of the pleasure you give me beforehand – the way you grouse me before your cock enters. You are the Viceroy of the Vulva.”

Erica Jong might have said it better, but who cares. “With the blindfold, you fucked somebody besides me, didn’t you?”

“George Clooney,” she said. “He must be good. Multiple orgasms. I did enjoy the blindfold.”

Jessica kissed my shoulder and let her hand slide down my chest, over my stomach to where she could grab my softening penis. “You were absolutely wonderful, like always,” she told me. “Why don’t you roll me over and tie my wrists?”

“And then?”

“And then see what your wonderful tongue can do to my puckered puff.”

“The little bud that hides where the sun doesn’t shine?”

“It wants your loving.”

“This time I’ll wear the blindfold.”

“Tell me whose ass you’ll be kissing and tonguing?”

“I’ll let you know when I decide.”

Molding a nice new section of clay. The Marquis de Sade would’ve been proud.

The things I did to Jessica obliterated all reason as it related to the rest of our lives. Again, her quest for a fiery, uninhibited lover was realized, at least temporarily. My foreplay was like poetry. She was an instrument in my clutches. I tuned all the right strings and lustily played the melody, coaxing forth all the right notes, and the primitive female within her. Now her ass crack would experience me. After tying her wrists to the headboard and getting her knees under her, I placed the blindfold over my eyes.

“This will be interesting,” I told her. “Going just by touch and taste.”

My hands quickly found her rump. My thumbs spread apart her cheeks. I delicately probed the edges of her puckered sphincter with my tongue. The blindfold’s tip tickled her back. She wanted to wiggle her ass, but held steady, wanting my attention and tongue to stay right where they were. To be exposed like this went to the deepest core of her sexual feelings.

No one had ever tongued her before me. Licking her ass seemed an act of delicious, heartbreakingly tender giving, not to mention the adoration I showed her vagina. A finger filled her rectum. Her tight ring clenched. I never asked her if this or that was all right. I knew I was pleasing her.

Then the finger was replaced with my thumb. It anchored my hand while my middle finger sought out her clitoris. The move reminded her of a two-headed sex toy she’d seen in a magazine designed to titillate pussy and fanny simultaneously.

With her wrists tied and her liquid interiors breached, she imagined she was submitting to a mild form of inquiry by the Spanish Inquisition. “No, Father, no. I’m not a witch. I just love sex.” She said it was heavenly torture and she did start to wiggle her rump now that she’d been harpooned. “I’m ready for the great white whale,” she told me.

“The dark tunnel or the velvet glove?”

“Father knows best.”

I cheated. I lifted my blindfold and looked at the parts which were being offered. My hand acted as a modified chastity belt. Once removed, I had my choice of delights. Her orifices puckered and blossomed, and invited me to slither in. Picking either canal would have been predictable, so I did neither.

A lagniappe – something unexpected – would be better. I bade her lie flat. I took hold of her ankles and lifted them up as I stood on the bed. My big right toe traced a line across her shoulders and down her spine where I grasped a little cheek skin between my toes and the ball of my foot. Jessica giggled. I looked down over her slender legs at her little rump. With her bent knees, her feet became a small landing pad.

The vagina may be the soul of sex, but the extremities are no less provocative. I gazed in hard-on wonder at the bare twin globes, split by the hypnotic fissure, all of which formed the near-perfect fanny. I kissed the arches of her feet before I laid my cock on her footpads in such a way that my scrotum pressed against the tips of her toes. Jessica’s head turned to one side. Most women would have asked, “What the fuck are you up to?” Not Jesse. She knew to expect the unexpected. We were sensation seekers. We didn’t hold each other back.

I began to move my cock back and forth across the bottoms of her feet – reflex-cock-ology, you might say. I occasionally lifted my balls onto the surface. Her high arches made a nice hollow where they could roll around. Her toes responded and tickled my thighs.

I pounded my hard-on against her heels. When it suited me, I straightened her feet to align with her legs into a diving position. I forced the friendly weapon between her arches and pumped so I could see it disappear between them and re-emerge on the far side like a huge rope threading skin. My penis and her feet formed strange dance partners in a dizzying charade of intercourse. I wished Erica Jong could have been there with Dr Ruth along to provide a clinical opinion.

My throbbing rod turned red then purple. “Fire in the hole,” I shouted as an unexpected rush caused me to shoot a series of pearly loads. They splattered on Jessica’s butt and ran down her crack. After I stopped trembling, I released her feet so she could lie flat. With my hands, I channeled the semen on her butt into the top of her crack, making a shallow trough where gravity would take over. My jism ran down to her anus. I helped the rest along as it flowed toward the velvet box where it adhered to her delicate petals.

I climbed beneath her and positioned my head opposite her dewy mound. I’d returned to home base, plunging my tongue into her snatch, and dined again on her semen-coated flower. An idle hand massaged the sweet spot on her anus and ran along the sticky trail I’d left behind.

When Jessica stopped screaming from another orgasm she’d felt all the way down to her feet, I untied her. A sheepish look crept over my face. “Hope I covered all your bases.”

She smiled. It was a tolerant smile that said, I always accept your behavior. “Your mouth must be tired. It worked overtime today.”

“All in a day’s play, my lovely. If we had more time, we’d play something besides blind man’s gynecologist/proctologist.”

“Next time we’ll play nurse and I’ll do the examining,” Jessica said. “You’ve given me a few ideas.”

I told her that my genitals fluttered at the thought. When the last shudders of pleasure had passed, the fiery heat reduced to embers, we finished our afternoon with a quick shower. As we dried each other, Jessica touched my nipples and tickled them with her fingernail. Then she laid some gentle kisses on my cock.

With a sparkle in her eyes and a slight blush in her cheeks, she said, “There are times when I wish you had three dicks.”

“So do I,” I answered and suckled her breasts, sans ice; my way of saying, “Goodbye.”

Then I sucked gently at the soft petal of her ear lobe before making three sweeping strokes across her torso with the tip of my tongue, just below her breasts. “The mark of Zorro,” I said, “so you’ll remember who you’re dealing with.”

She laughed. “OK, Zorro. Hang onto your mask.”

We stood next to each other in front of the mirror. We tossed back our hair and fluffed it with our fingers.

“You’re like Chinese food. In an hour I’ll be hungry again,” Jessica told me. “You make it like poetry at times, and like a porn flick at other times. I’ll never think about bare feet in quite the same way.”

“Glad to be of service.”

“I think the heat you generate might bring the global warming police down on us.”

“I’ll use my fire extinguisher,” I chuckled.

“So, it’s home to our separate lives,” she added with a reluctant sigh.

“It’s not so bad. Even though our ex-spouses threaten to take our children at any misstep, we wouldn’t trade anything for our kids. Not even this. They wouldn’t be able to handle us. Kids have such great imaginations.”

“Not the kind we have, thank goodness,” Jessica added.

“Even when I’m enjoying them, my mind drifts to thoughts of our secret meetings.”

“Don’t be so sweet. You’ll ruin my fantasies.”

“Just think of George Clooney then.”

“Whose ass were you cleaning before you foot-fucked me?”

“Oh, yeah, I almost forgot. After having sex with you, I tongued out Keira Knightley, foot-fucked Anne Hathaway, and kissed Natalie Portman’s fanny. Pretty good for one afternoon.”

“Keep the blindfold handy because I might want to go down on Javier Bardem next week.”

“Uncensored sex brings out both the angel and the demon,” I said with a smile. “We give ourselves permission to experience. Neither of us will die an unlived life.”

“What?”

“Just figures of speech concerning the garden of earthly delights, my sweet one.”

“You’re getting too cerebral for me now. Next week, same time, same place. And be prepared to get blown away. I’ll play you like a bagpipe.”

“If only your ex had known the right combination for that velvet glove of yours, I’d never have met you.”

“He’d never be the Pasha of Pussy or the Sultan of Sensuality that you are.” She gave my penis a quick, final peck before getting dressed. “Besides, I think it’s the little bend in your cock which made it hard for me to concentrate on even George Clooney.”

I licked my lips, savoring one final taste of her, and said, “Our bodies are more than lust to one another. They are messengers of life itself, my beautiful piece of molded clay.”

She smiled that sly Jessica smile and then grabbed my wrist and slid my finger into her mouth. “A prelude, Mister. Guess I’ll just have to muddle through and make do with thoughts of our games with my genitals aflutter until I see you again.”

I put on my clothes without taking my eyes off her because she made the act of getting dressed no less erotic than a striptease as she moved with unintentional grace. Then she was done and gone. I waited five minutes, seven floors above reality, and then left as well, already thinking about an encounter with a bagpipe player as I return to the busy street and once again dodge the yellow tape surrounding a noisy jackhammer.

Intuition is seeing with the soul. As good as sex is with Jessica, I knew our affair wouldn’t last much longer. Our flame was too bright to sustain on a permanent basis. But I knew that going in. There is a certain kind of beauty in accepting and giving uninhibited affection while aware that it comes with the high price of eventual loss.

With so many promises and commitments, we were needed outside of our together-world, even if being needed wasn’t the same as being loved. Maybe the ending of such an affair is the way we do penance for our less than perfect natures. And when the end comes, my body will miss her, but my mind and heart will, too. The memories I will never forget, whatever time might do to me. Life is like a book. When you’re born, the book opens and you live from page to page. When you die, the book snaps shut. My secret liaisons with Jessica had provided some of the richest verses of all in this most recent chapter. They will be etched on my soul. When it’s over, I’ll miss her forever.

For now, a deep-seeded need which both satisfies and complements our lives holds us together, helps us cope with the other facets of our existences. It is as simple and as complex as that. Regardless of the future, I think about Jessica in the role of a nurse and began to fantasize. She will wear nothing but her sweet smile . . . and maybe a nurse’s hat. She will check my blood pressure and listen to my heartbeat, and eventually bury her head in my lap. Her head will bob up and down while I finger her hair and then clutch it fiercely when I ejaculate.

Maybe it doesn’t have to end. All the pages are not yet written. Maybe the script can yet be altered. But these are issues for another time. Just maybe we’ll stay together.


Learning To Share

Dan, Liverpool, New York

Karen and I weren’t dating. She was dating Phillip and I had not really gotten over my divorce enough to consider dating. I’m not sure why Karen kept coming over from her apartment two doors over, but I kept inviting her because she liked to talk about sex.

She was small with dark hair and dark eyes. She tended to wear thin, silky dresses cut above her knee. Sitting on the sofa opposite me, she seemed less fully dressed and more wrapped in a floral wrap. Already that morning I’d had one or two quick peeks at her black panties and her bra strap was hanging loose on her shoulder. There was something intensely erotic about having her in my flat. Every time we talked, she managed to work something about her sex habits into the conversation. Maybe it was that my wife had cheated on me and somehow having Phillip’s girl talking to me about fucking was letting me see things from the other side.

No one liked Phillip. He was some sort of a salesman and usually loud and drunk on a Friday night. None of us in the building could imagine why such a hot chick was staying with a loser like him.

“He likes to fuck me in the mornings,” she said, turning a cup of coffee with a spoon. I wasn’t sure how we’d gotten into the habit of coffee. I hated the stuff but drank it eagerly as she sat on my overstuffed sofa and told her tales. “Did you know?”

I didn’t know.

“It’s not love,” she went on, putting down the cup. “It just makes him feel macho; fucking me first thing in the morning. Then whoever it is he’s fucking at work is just a little on the side.”

She looked me in the eye. Her face was narrow and her mouth very small with peach-colored lips. “Dan, does it bother you that twenty minutes ago I was getting my pussy stretched by another man and now I’m sitting here talking to you?”

I cleared my throat. I was wearing light trousers and was afraid that my throbbing erection was going to tear right through. “Uh, no, that’s OK,” I managed.

She leaned back in the sofa, slipped off her pumps, and put one bare foot up on my glass coffee table. I could see the creamy lengths of her thighs all the way up to the round inside fold of her ass cheeks. There, over her pussy, her panties were wet and black.

“Does it bother you,” her voice was soft; I couldn’t take my eyes off her wet mound, “that I’m sitting here talking to you about fucking while my pussy is full of another man’s cum?”

My cock hurt! “No, that’s, um . . . OK.” I wasn’t sure where this was going but if it didn’t end in sex, I knew I was going to die.

She slid her panties to one side with a thin finger. Her pussy, between neatly trimmed rows of black hair, was still swollen and pink from the earlier fucking. Although she was small, her lips had that fresh-fucked thickness about them and the hole was shiny and wet. She dipped in a finger from her other hand. It came out thick with cum, which she rubbed gently back into her lips.

I looked up from her pussy to see her eyes on mine. “I always figured, if a bloke fucked me while I was full of another man’s cum, then I’d know it was just fucking; that we were just getting off. Do you know what I mean?”

I went over the coffee table so fast that both coffee cups ended on the floor. I wasted several seconds wrestling with her dress and bra but she knew what she wanted. Under my furiously bucking body, her hands found their way to my zipper. My cock was out in a second and she guided it smoothly into her smoking pussy.

I’d only pounded her about twenty times when she came hard with a shriek. Her pussy juice and his cum formed a foaming ring around the base of my cock as she shuddered. I only lasted a few seconds longer, filling her already overflowing pussy with a second load of cum.

She grabbed my ass as I started to slide out. “No, wait,” she gasped. “Feed it to me. I want to eat it not knowing who’s cum it is.”

I put one hand under my dick and slipped two fingers into her pussy as my dick slid out. Our faces were side by side and I watched her suck a heavy load of cum off my fingers with her lips. She slid her tongue between my fingers, catching every drop.

“More,” she breathed.

Again and again she had me slip my fingers into her dripping cunt and feed her our juices. She asked me to slip my cum-covered fingers inside her bra, getting cum all over her nipples and making her clothes stick to her.

When she was starting to get empty, I fucked her again. This time she had me rub my cum-covered hands all over her ass cheeks and slide a cummy finger into her asshole. When we were finished, she laid her head in the crook of my shoulder.

“Thank you,” she said. “I know that Phillip doesn’t really love me, but I’ve never been sure what it was like to just fuck.”

I didn’t really know what to say. In a few minutes she got up and went back to her flat.

I didn’t hear from her for a few days. I was really turned on and desperately wanted to bang her again but I was afraid that that was that. She’d explored what she wanted and didn’t want to hear from me again.

The morning of the third day, my phone woke me from sleep. It was her.

“Hey, Dan,” she whispered into the phone. “Did you have fun the other day?”

“Yeah,” I answered with sleep fog still in my head. “I’d like to see you again.”

“Yeah,” she agreed breathlessly. “Me, too. Listen. Phillip wants to fuck me this morning. He always does it right after his shower. I’m going to let you in while he’s showering. You can watch us from my closet, then fuck me while it’s still hot, OK?”

I didn’t know how Phillip would react if he caught me in the flat but how could I say no?

Like mine, their flat was an open affair with a tasteful dining-room/living-room combo, and a pair of bedrooms with wide patios. She was naked when she answered the door.

She put a finger over my lips before I could speak. “He’s almost done,” she hissed.

I could hear the shower running. We slipped down the hall past the bathroom with Phillip inside and ducked into the bedroom.

When she said she wanted me to watch, I had no idea how close she meant. The closet in the main bedroom was right next to the bed and had sliding doors. When she let me in and lay down on the bed, I could see her clearly through the slats. She was so close I could have touched her.

I started to say something, but she put her finger to her lips and then lay back as if asleep.

I listened as the shower was switched off and Phillip pulled back the curtain. A few agonizing minutes later, the toilet flushed and I could hear him in the hall.

I couldn’t see the door and wasn’t sure when he came in. “Roll over,” I heard him say in a gruff voice. “Like I like it.”

She rolled over onto her stomach, pushing a pillow under her hips as she did, so that her ass was hiked up and her pussy spread wide. From my vantage point beside her, I couldn’t see her pussy over the curve of her ass but I could see the tips of her trimmed pussy hairs spread out waiting for him.

He didn’t say anything as he mounted her. His dick was rock hard with thick veins. She gave a small cry of pain as his fat head pushed her lips in. He fucked her hard, grabbing the back of her hair and holding her head up off the bed as he rode her. She came several times. As he neared climax, he slid two fingers into her asshole, fucking both openings as he orgasmed.

I saw her slide her hand down between her legs as he pulled out, holding his cum inside. He didn’t seem to notice.

“Goodbye, honey,” she cooed as he left the room. He just grunted.

I pulled off my clothes and gripped my throbbing wood. It seemed to take forever for him to dress and stumble around the flat. She didn’t move the whole time. She just lay there, ass in the air, hand over pussy. She seemed so relaxed.

Finally, the front door banged shut and I came out of the closet. “Don’t say anything,” she whispered, not looking up. “Just do what he was doing. Just keep going.”

I guided my cock into her pussy under the tight star of her asshole. She was full of cum and within a few strokes, thick ropes of it were running down from either side of my cock into the sheets. I found myself trying to fuck her in such a way that the long beads of cum wouldn’t fall but only dance where they hung off her pussy lips.

I don’t know if her pussy was always that tight or only after a good round of fucking but I was ready to pop after only a few minutes. I came hard and was rewarded by seeing my cum dribbling down onto her clit, joining Phillip’s. I put my hand down as if to catch the cum like she’d wanted me to do before, but her hand was already there.

“Shhh,” she whispered. “I want you to get back into the closet. There’s another bloke watching from the patio.”

I glanced up at the window and saw a head duck quickly away. I chuckled and slipped naked back into the closet.

She just lay there waiting for her new mate. The only difference now was that she was so full of cum that it was leaking between her fingers. I realized that the satin sheets she was lying on weren’t soaking up much of the cum and a pool of it was forming between her knees.

Her new man must have had pretty good instructions. The front door clicked and a few seconds later I heard him come into the room.

“So, did you like seeing my pussy get filled up?” she asked. Her cum-filled pussy pointed straight at him.

“Yes,” came his breathless reply.

First-timer, I thought to myself.

“Do you want to fill my pussy?”

He didn’t answer but I heard the jingle of his belt and the sounds of his clothes flying off.

I could see when he climbed on the bed that he was younger than me, about her age, with curly hair and a bright red head on his dick. He had it in her in a second.

I watched what I must have looked like, another strange man fucking Karen, only this time it was my cum leaking out of her.

For a young guy, he held up pretty well. Under his drilling it became impossible to tell what was pussy and what was cum. He managed to spread both Phillip’s and my cum around so thoroughly that it was smeared all over the backs of her thighs, up onto her ass, and her pussy had vanished under the thick whipped cream.

I couldn’t tell how many times she orgasmed or if she just orgasmed the whole time. She was moaning and yelping. I think it must have been a while since he’d come because I swear his nut was as big as mine and Phillip’s put together. It ran out of her even before he pulled out. I could see it running from the top of her cunt up her belly where she had lifted herself off the pillow.

When he was spent, she rolled over with him still between her legs and rattled her fingers across the closet door. “Help him, Dan,” she panted. “Help him cover me in cum.”

If our new friend was surprised to find I was still in the closet, he didn’t show it. We knelt down on either side of her, scooping cum up off the bed, rubbing it into her body, her mouth, her hair. I worked her asshole again with two cum-soaked fingers. She moaned in ecstasy.

As we ran our hands over her, hers found their way to our dicks. Her mouth followed. I’d never had a chick bobbing her head between my own and another bloke’s dick. I was hard as rock again.

Although she was smeared in drying cum, she was still hot. Her tight body and ass glinted with spunk. I reached down and squeezed a tit while she nursed our mate’s dick.

On sudden impulse, I grabbed her head by the hair, pulling her off of our friend. I pushed her, face first, into the pool of cum on the bed. She giggled and licked it up greedily. I let her have her fun for a few seconds, then pulled her head back up and planted her mouth back on his dick.

“I want you,” she gasped suddenly. “I want both of you.” She spun around, pushing our friend over onto his back. “Behind me,” she directed me as she straddled him.

I watched as her pretty pussy slid down on his dick. Her lips were so swollen they clung to his shaft as she rose up, pointing her ass at me. “Do it,” she said. “Fuck my ass.”

I moved in slowly but her ass opened to me as easy as her pussy, maybe because it was already slick with cum. I’ve never understood how a chick could take two dicks like that but Karen sure could. She moaned and squealed with pleasure as we rode her. Her ass was so hot and all I could think about was that other cock fucking her pussy at the same time. When I came in her ass, I was so hot that I just kept fucking.

I don’t know how many loads Karen got altogether that morning. One from Phillip. Three from me. Maybe three or four from the new guy. When it was over she lay between us for a few seconds, panting.

“Thanks,” she said as she got up. “I think you two know the way to the door.” She headed off for the shower.

My new friend and I didn’t talk as we dressed. We could hear the hot shower washing away our cum as we left. I was so tired that I didn’t even think about sex for three days. Karen, of course, hasn’t said anything. But I think my luck may be about to change. As I’m writing this, I can see there are two strange men hanging out on Karen’s patio and my phone has just begun to ring.


Pants Down

Olivia, Sydney

I couldn’t quite remember how Hunter and I got together. Oh, I had some vague, blurry recollection of hot drunken sex, but everything before was a blank. And Hunter refused to tell me what he said to get me into bed, or maybe what I possibly said. Not that it was really important now, after two years together.

Everyone was surprised. Most of our group thought Hunter was batting for his own team. It didn’t really matter to me, as by that time I had an earth-sized crush on him. I remember the amount of times I tensed against the desire that rode my body in a flourish of prickling flesh when he rounded the corner and walked towards where we were all sitting. We were from two different groups of young corporates that met at À l’étage, a popular top-floor bar.

To say Hunter was stunning was an understatement. He was the type of man that you just stared at – despite your best efforts not to – and made you lament the unfair distribution of DNA in this world. Tall, lithe, with thick dark hair, light, flawless skin and a smile that should have been on a dental commercial. He had the sort of body that suits loved, and the only thing that was remotely disconcerting was his golden eyes.

And if there was anything that could possibly be any more sickening about him, he had manners and wasn’t lacking in the downstairs department. As I found out one morning with a head that felt like a train was running over it and a mouth that tasted like I’d sucked a pair of camel’s balls.

And me? Well . . . I could hold my own, propped up by make-up and the other accessories that some people felt were a sign of insecurity. I wasn’t exactly in Hunter’s league when it came to the looks department but, you know, this is what I was given. I had my health, a decent job and good friends. I wasn’t exactly in want of anything, and when you weigh what some people go through in life, it tends to give you a balanced perspective.

My worst habit, I suppose, was that after a few drinks I turned into a foul-mouthed sailor. Eh, who was I kidding? Alcohol just made me vocalize everything I’d been thinking anyway. Occasionally I’d get a sense of déjà vu, and then an inkling of what I possibly might have said to Hunter. The thought would make me grin. I really wondered if what I thought I’d said got him into the sack.

I’ve always loved men’s ties. I think people underestimate the need for quality. Cheap suits and ties look exactly like that – cheap. Hunter being Hunter, of course, wasn’t averse to spending his money on tailored suits, and beautiful ties. And those ties . . . Most mornings I had the pleasure of watching his long, elegant fingers tie a Windsor knot as if he’d been born doing it.

To tie a decent knot – one that will retain its shape – you really need a quality tie and not those skinny, flimsy ones. Truth be told, I loved wearing ties myself. And, yes, I had those cheap skinny ties which despite being harder to knot are easier to get away with when you’re a female.

All of my knots had slipped out, and the one time I’d tried to tie the Windsor I couldn’t get it right. Hunter watched me with amusement as I huffed and sighed, and undid my tie for the tenth time.

“Here.” He stood against my back as we both watched him weave my tie in the mirror.

I swallowed. He didn’t know I came over my fingers the minute he was out the door.

“There.” He gave me that sweet half-smile of his, and then watched in shock as I undid it.

“Do it again,” I said, my voice unsteady.

A look of confusion crossed his face, and he took hold of it again with uncertainty. I knew what was going through his head. He’d tied it perfectly the first time. What was wrong with it? This time he was cautious, slower. I’d started panting, watching intensely as his fingers moved against my décolleté. Inadvertently I pushed my arse against him, and met his eyes in the mirror.

“What’s wrong?”

I swallowed again tightly. “Don’t stop,” I squeezed out.

His brow furrowed slightly as he paused before continuing slowly. As he pulled the last of the tie through his eyes fell to my heaving chest before moving up and taking in my face. Hunter’s gaze then flicked to the movement of my hand as I proceeded to undo it.

“Again,” I croaked.

Irritation clouded his face, and he opened his mouth to say something, only stopping as the realization dawned in his eyes. With even slower hands he started, but barely got halfway through when I tried to stifle a gasp. Gripping the counter edge, I bent over as I shook. My head jerked up at Hunter ripping my skirt above my waist.

“You’re fucking wet,” he groaned.

“Ah—”

I didn’t get another word out as Hunter suddenly thrust into me, gripping both ends of the loose tie in his fist. I didn’t last long before coming with a shaking force, and a voice I’d never heard before. Afterward he looked at me with a mixture of triumph and something that seemed like new interest, but didn’t say anything. We’d never had a problem with being direct, but I was happy that he didn’t ask.

The tie wasn’t where it ended though. One day I was home alone doing the laundry, sitting on the carpet of the bedroom floor, and sorting out the clean clothes when I pulled out a pair of his fitted trunks. Usually I would’ve just folded them without a second thought, but something made me stop. I’d just stepped out of the shower beforehand, and had only thrown on a loose T-shirt. I looked at them for a moment, and then with a cheeky grin, pulled them on.

At first I stood in front of the mirror and laughed, imagining Hunter’s face. He’d definitely think it was funny, but then he was used to me doing strange things. I finished folding the rest of the laundry, and put it away, leaving his underwear on, and wandering around the house.

Later, as I was doing the dishes, I accidentally turned the plate the wrong way and splashed myself. With a sigh I pulled off the gloves and looked down. The T-shirt had copped most of the water, but it was the few drops that had landed on the loose fabric in the crotch of his fitted trunks that caught my eye. I tugged at the material, pulling it forward so I could see how wet I’d got when I realized that space was where his balls would sit.

The next thing I knew, I’d slipped a hand beneath the elastic, my curling fingers filling out the trunks as I fingered myself hard and fast, knuckles pressed into the cabinet doors under the counter, and other hand gripping the edge of the sink. I thought I broke my fingers as I came.

I had no idea how long I’d lain slumped over the counter before I finally uncurled my stiff fingers, and found myself caught between a shaky breath and laugh of disbelief.

I thought the episode was over and done with as I guiltily washed his trunks and put them away – as if I could just put the memory of what I’d done away – but a few days later I lifted another pair.

That Thursday we met up with everyone at À l’étage: the same time, the same group, the same drinks. I’d had a couple of busy days at work and was sitting there in one of my quiet moods. Sometimes the stress of the job just sucked the life out of me. It was like being stuck in some sort of purgatory, caught between the lack of energy and the need to unwind, like when you’ve been holding onto something for so long you can’t let go.

Before I knew it I was getting suitably drunk. Looking at the wine bottle I had almost polished off, I sucked in a few deep breaths and pushed the glass aside, reaching for the water. Taking a sip, my gaze found Hunter’s as his eyes flicked to mine momentarily before returning his attention to the conversation, but not before he slowly reached up and curled his hand around the knot of his tie and stroked it with his thumb. I almost spat my water out as he then tugged it down, loosening it from around his neck. It was innocent enough to look like an absent-minded gesture to anyone else, but it made me want to climb over the table, drag him to the nearest toilet stall, and ride him using his tie as a pair of reins.

I gulped down my water and carefully slid off my stool to get a refill. Waiting for a bartender to return with the jug, I noticed a group of three suited men talking among themselves when one of them pointed to our table. I looked back, realizing there was a perfect view of Hunter’s arse from this vantage.

“He’s gorgeous, isn’t he?”

“Mmm, he is. And look at his arse.”

One of them laughed. “You’re not even a top.”

“I know, but he makes me want to be.”

I don’t know where it came from but my first thought was: If anyone was going to fuck Hunter up the arse, it was going to be me.

“Excuse me, are you finished with the water?”

I blinked and looked up with a sheepish grin, without even really seeing the person. “Fuck, I’m sorry.” I laughed, my hand flying over my mouth as I quickly poured the water and made my way back to the table.

Hunter shot me a look that asked if I was OK, and I just smiled and nodded. Soon afterwards I swapped my water again for the rest of the wine, the words I’d heard replaying in my mind and mixing with alcohol-hazed fantasies of doing things to Hunter that set my body alight. I moved on the seat, shifting the pressure, but it did nothing to ease the ache, only succeeding instead in emphasizing how turned on I was. I closed my eyes and moaned, only to open them with everyone at the table looking at me.

“What?”

“Are you OK?” Liberty looked at me with concern.

Hunter smirked.

I suddenly laughed. “Just fucking drunk . . . I think.”

The rest of the table laughed and Hunter raised an eyebrow. I slid my gaze down his body, and licked my lips. Usually I’d always let him call it a night, but this time I didn’t think I could wait. Slipping off the stool, I walked around the table and pressed myself against his back, pushing my hips against his arse a little harder than necessary. Even though I was wearing heels, I still had to lift up onto my toes.

“Let’s go,” I murmured against his ear, rolling my hips carefully.

Hunter stilled. “I’m taking Miss Drunk home.”

I popped my head around his shoulder and grinned slyly, before grabbing his hand and dragging him out of the bar.

Despite wanting to mount him in the taxi I kept my hands to myself, watching the streetscape cruise by. We didn’t exchange a word as we climbed the wooden stairs of the apartment. I let Hunter open the door, and I stepped through with him after me. When he turned to close it, I slapped my palm high against the wood, forcing it shut with an echo. Hunter’s head snapped up to look at my hand when I trapped him with my body.

“Oli—”

My name turned into a groan as my free hand snaked over his cock. I closed my eyes against my head swimming in a tide of alcohol and churning desire.

“You – make – me – so – fuck – ing – hot.” I rammed my pelvis against his arse, punctuating my words.

Desperation took me over as I thought about those men at the bar, and I slithered my other hand over the material of his shirt, while wrestling with the buckle of his belt. I popped the button – relieved at my dexterity despite my drunken state – unzipped his fly, and quickly dipped my hand into his trunks. Hunter was hot and hard, and I took hold without mercy, suddenly cupping his balls with my other hand as I started to pump his cock.

Against each stroke my body moved with my fist, Hunter panting under my hands. I gasped and moaned, my hips insistent with short, sharp jerks. I fucked him up against the door. The only thing missing was my cock.

“Your arse is mine,” I hissed, teeth gritted.

Over my wet tongue, I sucked in a mouthful of air. Desire ripped through me, causing me to push him harder up against the door, feeling the wood panelling against my knuckles. Eyes closed, I pressed my face against the fine wool of his tailored jacket, and somehow found my hand gripped at the top of his shoulder.

Images of Hunter stroking his cock filled my mind, and my mouth watered again. He liked to masturbate with long strokes – base to tip – so commanding, so controlled. I like to think of it as full wank, as opposed to guys who like to get themselves off just using their fingertips. With that thought I lost it, my fingers digging into his shoulder, and my pelvis once again fucking into his arse. My knuckles rapped at the wood with each stroke, but I was beyond caring.

“Fuck! Fuck!”

I couldn’t tell whether it was my voice or Hunter’s, but he suddenly stiffened and trembled, and this time I heard his voice as it rumbled through his chest. “Fuck, Olivia! Fuck!”

When his cum spilled over my fingers my cunt pulsed, but I didn’t quite come. Still, as my panting slowed I realized how I’d taken Hunter against the door, and that my hand was still wrapped tightly around his cock. He sighed shakily as I eased my fingers away and tried to manoeuvre it back without accidentally wiping it on his jacket. I left for the bathroom, my vision turning sharply as I washed my hands, and barely managed to crawl into bed before passing out.

I awoke early the next morning, just before dawn. I didn’t think that Hunter was that drunk, but we both still had our shirts on. The hours before were a little hazy, and my mouth was dry. Turning onto my side I shifted my thighs. I was still wet, and suddenly the images of masturbating Hunter against the door in the pretence of fucking him hit me.

In moments I was out of bed and under the hot spray. I barely lasted a minute before I came. The force had my cheek pressed up against the tiles, panting, but even as my heartbeat slowed, I knew it wasn’t enough.

When Hunter finally woke it was a little later than usual, and I heard him swear and run around the bedroom frantically in a bid to get ready. I almost felt sorry for him, as he normally took his time.

“Olivia, I’ve got to—”

“It’s OK, take the toast and run.”

He held my face and gave me a hard kiss before grabbing two pieces and almost sprinting down the hall. As soon as he was out the door, I found myself at his drawer, leafing through the neat pile of underwear and pulling a pair of trunks out before I could stop myself. Slipping a pair of slacks over them, I then pulled out a white shirt, one of Hunter’s ties that he’d left knotted, and a jacket.

I stood in the mirror looking at myself. There was no way I’d be mistaken for a man; I knew that as I turned from side to side. The material of his trunks moved against me as I shifted and I sucked in a sharp breath at the thrill. Goosebumps raced up my legs, and my nipples hardened. I wanted to get off – again – but if I started I’d be late for work. With my little secret, I grabbed my bag and headed out the door.

It wasn’t the first time I’d worn a tie, but probably the first time I’d decided to dress so masculine. A tie was fun, a talking point, perhaps a little kinky, but wearing a suit to work in this manner was a whole different ball game. Something came over me. During the mid-morning I sat in one of the partitions having a discussion, legs apart like a man. I caught their shifting eyes. Some of the men’s gazes kept straying to my crotch. And my female colleagues were strangely giggly, flirty even; touching my arm as they spoke to me, or putting their fingers on my tie.

All the while Hunter’s trunks were whispering against my cunt, and by lunchtime I knew that it had been a bad idea. I was so turned on I had to go to the toilet to fuck myself with one hand over my mouth, barely taking the edge off. I spent the rest of the afternoon in a state of perpetual need: nipples tight, cunt wet, and continuous licks of prickling skin from my ankles to my breasts. The awareness was excruciating.

Counting down the seconds before five, I strode out of the office with barely a goodbye. Standing at the train stop, I shifted from foot to foot with impatience. I still had a twenty-minute ride home. When the train arrived I muscled onto the carriage. Finding a corner I wedged myself into it, pulling out my tablet, and praying the time would pass quickly. I tried reading, but couldn’t concentrate.

Staring at the screen, I opened up a browser and typed: “men in suits”. Oh. Fuck. Me. What another bad idea that was. I’d hit a couple of sites that were more than just hot men in suits, and slapped the tablet against my breasts as embarrassment flamed my body and painted my cheeks. Looking up, I saw that a couple of commuters had noted me with interest. I ducked my head, imagining they could tell what I’d been doing just by looking at my face. My only saviour was the announcement for my stop.

Relief flooded me as soon as I pushed open the door to our apartment. A little throb taunted me as I walked into the bathroom and stopped at the sink. I looked into the mirror, glassy-eyed and face flushed. The throb found its way into my lower gut. Putting down my bag I slid my tablet out with a tight throat, and placed it on the counter, opening the browser at where I had left it.

Need hit me as I undid my fly and pulled at my shirt. Shoving my hand inside, I stroked over my clit as I flicked through with my free hand. Fuck. I couldn’t remember ever being this hot for it. Picture after picture of delicious men in suits scrolled by before a video appeared. Without thinking I hit “play”, and watched as two men still dressed in their suits went for it in the exact same way I did Hunter the night before.

“Oh, fuck,” I breathed.

My other hand found its way into my pants and I thrust my fingers inside, working my clit quickly. The rise pushed up from my gut and snagged on my diaphragm. I whimpered. I was going to have to work for it. Upping the rhythm, I moaned and glanced back at the video. Something about the way they were still both fully dressed made me shudder as my head tipped back. My breath caught. It was going to be big—

“Oli—”

Everything happened at once. Hunter flung the door open as the top came with a heavy grunting moan that echoed in the bathroom. I froze, hands in my pants as the men’s pleasures faded away with Hunter silent behind me.

My face was aflame. I was so stunned I didn’t even scramble to do my pants up. I couldn’t even make myself say the obligatory: “I can explain!” The silence was excruciating.

Reaching past my side, and picking up the tablet, Hunter leaned against the counter in front of me, and began scrolling down. I stared at the tiles, burning with embarrassment. When the noises from the video started again, I wanted the floor to open up and swallow me, but I couldn’t resist glancing up at Hunter’s face.

Without looking at me he put the tablet back on the counter the way it was, and walked back the way he came. I gasped, my heart squeezing before I felt Hunter at my back, his hands sliding inside my pants.

“What do we have here?” He tugged my pants down.

Oh, God. I had forgotten about his trunks.

His fingers slipped over my clit. “Keep watching.”

I looked at the video, but I couldn’t focus with the sound of Hunter unzipping his pants. His cock pressed against my back before sliding between my legs. My back curved as my head dropped forward.

“So, it makes you hot.” Hunter slid back and forth slowly.

I moaned, pushing up onto my toes, my mouth falling open as I closed my eyes. Hunter continued his lazy stroke, his cock sliding between my folds. I flinched with each contact against my clit.

“You are fucking soaking my cock.” Hunter’s cock slipped back between my arse cheeks, painting a wet trail, the head suddenly nudging up against my anus.

“Fuck,” I hissed.

“Yes.” His voice was hard.

I shuddered, and Hunter thrust inside me without warning, before sliding his way back again, this time his cock more insistent, pushing against my sphincter. I lifted onto my toes again.

“Oh! Oh, fuck!” I twisted as the pressure increased, but he held me tight, his elegant fingers riveted to my hips.

Straining, my whole body tightened as I braced myself, Hunter’s cock somehow pushing inside. The pressure eased as he slowly filled me.

“Tight,” he groaned. “Fucking. Tight.”

Reaching out, I grabbed the counter, curling my thumbs tightly around the lip, and squeezed my arse.

“Shit,” Hunter rasped, his fingers digging into my hips before withdrawing his cock slowly, and thrusting back inside.

I shook. I didn’t know how much more I could take before I exploded, my hips contorting of their own accord as I struggled to hang on.

“Ah-uh,” he bit out, his arm coming around my torso, his palm sliding against my throat, fingers gripping my jaw. With his cock lodged in my arse, he restrained me.

Whimpering in protest I continued to struggle, drenched thighs slipping against each other, and my aching cunt empty.

“Look,” he demanded.

Glancing at the tablet, and then in the mirror, my breath caught in my throat at the hard lust in Hunter’s narrowed darkening eyes.

“Is this what you want, Oli?” Each thrust punctuated his words.

He never called me Oli. Somehow, it only heightened the perversity. Eyes fluttering, I could barely moan, the slow grip rolling up through my body. I was going to come, solely from Hunter fucking me in the arse.

“Why are you wearing my trunks . . . ? Why are you dressed in a suit with my tie on? You want me to fuck you like a man?”

“Oh, God!” My voice was strangled, as I shuddered hard. In desperation, I tried to rock back.

Hunter lowered his head, his heated breath filling my ear as his eyes held mine in the mirror.

“Or maybe it’s the other way around,” he whispered thickly, increasing his thrusts.

Inhaling harshly, my eyes widened.

“That’s right. You told me you didn’t care who I batted for, you’d fuck me in the arse if I wanted you to.”

My body jerked as I came violently, shaking uncontrollably as pleasure sparked through every nerve in my body. Hunter pushed me over the counter and slammed into me as he came with an agonized shout. Neither of us moved for a long time.

So I guess I inadvertently found out what I’d said to Hunter. And, as for his trunks? Let’s just say he still catches me wearing them.


The Joys Of Sucking Cock As A Straight Male

Anonymous, Mississippi

Cock-sucking, and straight male – sounds like an oxymoron, doesn’t it? Well, maybe in theory, but those of us that are “straight” (and there is reason I use the quotes!), happily married and enjoy sucking cock know better; and if you’re one of those people – well – my story is meant for YOU!

It was a hot day back in the year 2000 (if I recall correctly), and I was just done with my last exam for the summer semester. It was July or thereabouts (again, if I recall correctly), the weather was hot and humid, and what better way to cool off after exams than with a few beers at the local creek? I should mention here that this experience is set in Mississippi – with plenty of natural greenery, woods, streams and secluded creeks where one can enjoy solitude along with the occasional six-pack and friends – the perfect place to de-stress after a hard day, or just spend a lazy Sunday afternoon; so this seemed like the perfect choice to me.

One of my friends (an older guy and we’ll refer to him as friend during this narration, as I’m not sure he’d want his real name to be revealed) met up with me after my final exam that day. He wasn’t living in town at that point, but had come to visit a few friends, myself included.

He suggested we head down to the creek with a few beers, and enjoy the rest of our day.

It sounded good and I was free for the rest of the day and all the upcoming holidays with nothing better to do than laze around and drink beer. I had drifted apart from my last girlfriend a while before, so I was happily single at that point (and who wouldn’t be, really, at the age of nineteen) as well.

So, we grabbed our suntan lotion (for my friend – not me – I have skin that tans, as opposed to his which turns a deepish red after too much exposure to the sun – not good!), ice chests, and stopped at the local 7-Eleven for a twelve-pack of beer, a few bottles of water and off we went.

It was a blazing hot day, and my friend stripped down to his shorts as soon as he got to the creek. I did the same, and we started making our way across to a secluded spot where we could rest, chat and drink a few cold ones while soaking up the sun. We got to an empty spot pretty quickly – most folks had left town by then, so we pretty much had that part of the creek to ourselves.

Suddenly, out of the blue, my friend says, “Fuck, I’m feeling damn horny.” Now, we’d had a couple of beers by then, nothing major, and I was actually feeling quite sleepy due to the heat and the beer so this sounded a bit strange to me.

“Uh, OK,” I responded, not really caring at that point (and remember, we were both straight and just friends – no “fuck buddy” relationship at work here). I suggested that we had another beer, not really thinking about what my friend had just said.

“I’m going to go jack off,” he responded.

“Go for it,” I laughed. Now, this might seem strange to some folks, but we had been to the creek many times before, and my friend had this habit of getting horny there (perhaps he has a fetish for jerking off in public?). And he had actually jacked off before in that creek – not in front of me – but behind a few bushes, so it didn’t really mean a lot to me that he was “feeling horny” at that point.

He got up, and disappeared some place behind a curve, and I continued with my beer, started the second, and almost finished it when I started to get bored, and wonder where the heck my friend had gone. I figured he’d be done spurting his seed by then, so it would be safe to go look for him – and so I went to do just that.

Now, just so you know, his jacking off at that point meant about as much to me as little green men bouncing about on an unknown planet would – I really didn’t care, but I was getting bored and figured I’d “yank his noodle” (no pun intended!) a bit about this. And, to be honest, there was absolutely NO sexual desire then – it was pure boredom.

So, I rounded the corner, and there he was – still with his pants down, and panting – with his turgid organ in his hands, white creamy cum dripping from the engorged head in big goblets.

I’d never seen his cock before, and didn’t really feel anything looking at it for the first time at that point – it was mostly a sense of curiosity that led me to observe the shape of his penis, the glistening pink head, his pee hole and his balls – and I don’t recall even getting aroused by this at that point.

He had apparently just finished jerking off. “Damn, why’d you come here now?” he panted.

“Well, if you’re done . . .” I started to laugh.

He pulled up his pants, and we went for a brief skinny dip after that – the water felt absolutely wonderful on my private parts as well, and my friend’s sexual interlude disappeared from my mind pretty fast.

We stayed there till evening, had a few more beers, and then headed back home. We both took off our shirts on the drive back – I felt sort of funny doing so, but my friend egged me on.

“Nothing wrong with a couple of guys with their shirts off,” he laughed.

And he was probably right, so off we went back home, an odd “couple” really; me with my long hair and chocolate-brown tanned skin, and him still smelling of suntan lotion, with his pale white skin – with nipples that had a few hairs coming out of them at odd angles (my friend wasn’t really hairy, unlike me, but had a wee bit of hair on his body nonetheless).

It was around 7 p.m. or so when we got back. He was scheduled to go back home to Texas (where he lived with his parents), but it had been a long day, and he wasn’t particularly in the mood so he said that he was going to get a room at Motel 6. (I was living in the dorms at that point, and couldn’t have visitors staying overnight officially – or at least it would have looked strange to have male visitors overnight!)

“Hey, why don’t we grab some burgers and hash browns at the local Waffle House? It’s right next to your motel,” I said. We’d been to that restaurant before and liked the food, service, ambience, etc. so off we went. We had a nice dinner, and then debated about how exactly to spend the night – and as with any college student worth his or her salt (especially after exams), our thoughts turned to beer.

“Let’s go get smashed,” I said.

“Well, let’s drink at the room, there are two beds, we can crash there.”

“Sounds good,” I replied. “But won’t the motel employees think we’re a couple of queers though?” I asked, laughing out loud.

“Nah, people do it all the time,” he responded. And I didn’t particularly care at that point – I was thirsty for some more beer, and didn’t really give a damn as to who was looking on to pass judgement.

We got a room at the motel, and the guy at the check-in counter didn’t seem to care either.

So, we started drinking – and we got to talking about sex, women, and all the kind of talk that guys generally do when drinking together. Mostly idle chat about the hottest women we’d seen, that girl’s legs, how the beer tasted so damn good, and so forth.

I was feeling quite good after a few beers, and had to use the bathroom after a while. And the next thing I remember is my friend sitting there on the bed, with his pants down, underwear by his ankles and semi-erect penis dangling ever so invitingly – while he leant back on the bed with his beer.

“I need to jack off,” he said in a hoarse voice. “I’m just too damn hard.”

And at that point, I don’t know what exactly happened – I don’t even remember what I thought – all I can remember is a massive erection building in my own pants and me down on my knees kissing his warm, semi-flaccid dick as if it was the most natural thing in the world to do.

He smelt salty – sort of like the creek, but I think it was the manly smell of his organ along with the cut cockhead pointing straight at me like a sword that really got me going – that, and the fact that I just wanted to give him pleasure so badly at that point. Nothing else mattered, except that swollen cock in front of me. Thinking about it later, this wasn’t strange really – most of my fetishes revolve around service/submission to a degree. For instance, I’m the one rubbing a lady’s feet, being ordered around by her laughingly while she relaxes, etc. At that time though, logic didn’t matter, and I started sucking my friend’s cock like I was born to do it.

I still remember taking his entire organ into my mouth, and deep-throating it until I started to gag. He liked this though, and started pumping in and out of my mouth. I licked his pee hole carefully in between his thrusts, and kissed his cockhead like it was a pair of luscious lips I was kissing, and gently started slobbing all over his knob, while he relaxed with his beer.

“Damn, you’re good,” he sighed. And at that point I felt so subservient – I wanted to call him my Master – to be his bitch for the night, to serve him, to massage his feet after he came, to lick his asshole until he ordered me to stop – in short, to be used for his pleasure – but I was too raw at that point, and didn’t reveal all my true feelings.

He started to get a little limp after a while, and I asked him if it didn’t feel good.

“No, just too much beer,” he said ruefully, as his cock flopped on my face with me licking under his balls. That’s another lasting image I have from that night – his cock resting on my face and him on the bed while I kneel beside him providing him with pleasure – manna from heaven for any sub into this.

“Wait a minute,” he then said, pulling his shorts up and walking outside to the car. He returned with a bottle of suntan oil.

“Use this,” he said. “It might feel a bit better.”

At that point I’d have bent over and offered my ass to him if that was what he wanted, so this wasn’t a tough one.

“Is it harmful to ingest?” I asked.

He reassured me it wasn’t so I smeared the sticky oil lovingly onto his cock and balls, all the while thinking, What the heck am I doing? and enjoying every minute. I think the beer was what was delaying his orgasm – that, and his jacking off earlier during the day. But that didn’t deter me from making love to his manhood like there was no tomorrow.

I must have sucked him like this for at least half an hour before he asked me to jerk him off.

“Faster, faster,” he moaned as I worked his lovely shaft and engorged cockhead with both my hands.

I took him into my mouth after doing this for a while, and he suddenly arched his back, gasped loudly and moaned like he was about to die. His moans bore testament to the exquisite pleasure I was giving him, and he suddenly came without warning in my mouth. Not quite the gushing geyser I was hoping for, but there was still plenty of sticky, tasty cum all over my mouth and tongue. His cum tasted a bit sour – I still remember the taste years later.

Anyway, at that point I was so horny myself someone could have said “Cum” to me, and I’d have shot bucketloads of cum all over the room. I lay down on the bed, and asked my friend to jerk me off. He stuck a finger in my ass and started jacking me off while I played with my nipples.

“Suck me,” I asked him hoarsely.

He started sucking me but, for whatever reason, he wasn’t quite getting into it – perhaps because he was already spent, or perhaps because (as he later told me) he likes to be the one getting pleasure more than the one giving it. It wasn’t a problem for me at that time though, I simply spread my legs wider, and asked him to jerk me off instead, while I lay there moaning in ecstasy and playing with my ever so sensitive nipples.

And within a minute or so, I had the largest and longest-lasting orgasm I could remember having for a long time – my cock literally exploded with cum – I couldn’t ever remember an orgasm this powerful in recent times – the cum just kept on spurting out of my cockhead for what seemed like forever.

Finally, I lay spent on the bed while my friend washed the jizz off his hands.

After it was all said and done, and my lust gone, I felt a little strange, like, “Should I have done this?” I popped another beer, and started to try and chat with my friend again, but for some reason it just felt a bit too odd. My friend wasn’t in the least bit concerned though (and with good reason – no reason to be ashamed of some good “innocent” fun!) – I later learnt he had done this before with other friends as well, so this wasn’t a first time for him by any means.

He lit a cigarette, and relaxed on the bed, and I got another beer. That didn’t last for too long though – we were both pretty spent by then and collapsed on our respective beds. My friend had invited me into his bed, and it was a pity I wasn’t bold enough to accept – I’d probably have got a chance to fulfill my fantasies of massaging his feet (among others) as he slept comfortably if I had. But it was my first homosexual experience – and I have NO regrets – I still look back upon that experience with fondness.

The next day, he dropped me off back at my dorm as if nothing had happened and then went to visit some other friends. We met up again a little later though.

I was sort of leery discussing what happened but he made me feel at ease about it and he said he’d enjoyed it. I mumbled something and turned scarlet with embarrassment, but he told me to let him know if I wanted to do it again. I nodded and shifted the topic of conversation onto some other things.

We remain friends to this day, and I cannot help but get an instant hard-on the minute I recall this experience, even though it’s been years since it occurred! I’ve had repeated fantasies about this particular encounter – fantasies that are as intense and erotic to me as other fetish-related fantasies (for instance, this experience is on a par with my fantasies/experience of being a foot/general slave to the right lady – which I’ve also done, and would love to tell you about!). I’ve also dreamed of taking this man-on-man “play” further, and really pleasuring another man with my oral talents. More nipple play, more gentle kisses all over the body, more and varied cock and ball worship, and cum drinking, more anal play (designed to please the other party). I haven’t yet had the chance to fulfill a lot of these fantasies – with a man – but I have fulfilled some of them with my wife. Yes, the part about me coming that night doesn’t get much mention here, but I think I’m “born to serve” and that is precisely what I did that night!

Anyway, this is getting to be too long a narrative so I’ll end here. Oh, and for what it’s worth – yes, I did play with my friend again one fine morning – but that’s another tale, for another time!

Hope you enjoyed this little narrative as much as I enjoyed experiencing it!


Blind Date

Sam, Watford

It was one of those management courses that we had to go on, either to make the company look good – as if it “cared” about its employees – or more likely because someone had set a budget for the year and the business had to get rid of it before the start of the next one. I didn’t care what the reason was because I was away from the office for three whole days, even if it meant driving to Coventry.

The venue for this event was a hotel that was in sight of the old cathedral spire, their website said. Perhaps, but the spire wasn’t visible from the window of my room. As it rained a lot while I was there I wasn’t planning on going out and searching for the place (I once won a Graham Sutherland book at school for art and I understood one of his pieces was a tapestry that hung in the new cathedral, so I was vaguely curious but not enough to go in the rain) so I hung round the bar at the hotel.

As most of the other delegates did the same it was a good chance to network, or at least stare at the women on the same course. As a married man for nearly fifteen years, of course I never would do anything that my wife would find out about, so mostly I stared at the females in the bar. To be honest, I had looked at them in the lectures. More interesting than learning how to be “a more effective manager through clock watching” or something.

The women were, like us men, a mixed bunch. Some young, some not so young. One or two of the females might be considered glamorous and a couple more regarded as attractive. But if there’s one thing to be said for these courses, the women tend to be smarter because they have a business background and probably feel they are representing the company that sent them there, and they are equally desperate for an away-from-the-nest bonk.

Now I would love to say that in my three nights at the hotel I got my end away. But while there was a lot of looking and smiling and some flirting there wasn’t much on offer. I don’t regard myself as an unattractive male but there seemed little coming my way. Either I didn’t have what they wanted or they didn’t want what I had. I resigned myself to going home on the last day without doing the thing I wouldn’t tell my wife about.

The final session was in the morning. Friday morning and I think the organizers of this bash thought we would all stream back to the office and put into effect what we had learned in the time we were on the course. But, human nature being what it is, we all agreed that setting off at midday wouldn’t give much time to be a better manager so it could wait until Monday. May as well drive home in a leisurely fashion, we all said. Good management wasn’t rushing, as one of the seminars had told us.

The first thing we were going to do that day was a trust exercise. Apparently trust is the cornerstone of better business relations. Normally I would say I trust the company to pay my wages on time and I wouldn’t trust some of my colleagues an inch. But, hey, that was why I was there: I obviously needed to learn more about trusting people.

The trust lesson itself was simple. You would get a partner and each of you would take turns to help the other one, who was blindfolded, for half an hour. That meant you had to lead them round, telling them to mind objects like coffee tables and chairs, avoid other people and so on. It was trust because while you vaguely knew the other person you didn’t know if you could trust them to stop you barking your shin on a table or letting you go headlong down the stairs. They were carpeted, but I didn’t fancy that.

There was a random draw for partners and I had hoped I would get one of the younger women. I didn’t. I got a man who was about my age, so maybe the draw was fixed in some way. Perhaps trust didn’t extend to male-female togetherness. Moving a woman around, with her unable to see, might have resulted in some casual feelies – on both sides, but mostly from the man. Apparently the toilets were out of bounds and I was happy about that. I didn’t want to ask some bloke if he needed a guiding hand in the loo in his half-hour of darkness. But the exercise would involve getting the other person a drink and making sure they didn’t tip fresh hot coffee into their lap.

After the hour devoted to mutual fumbling in the dark with a helping hand to guide the fumbler, it was planned we would have a discussion about what we had experienced. Fair enough because you didn’t have to say much if you didn’t want to, other than my planned “Wow, that was amazing.” Such comments always got you brownie points if the course leaders had to fill in an evaluation of how well you did for the entertainment of your bosses back home. They did say they weren’t charged with doing that but I didn’t believe the two people running it as they took notes all the time. A trust issue, I suppose.

That was the plan, and the first part, leading Jake as my “blind partner” (he was from Glasgow and I had a job not to call him Jock), went well enough: “Mind that, Jake,” and “There’s a chair behind you, so take a step back and then sit” and so on. I managed to get him through his allocated thirty minutes blindfolded without any injury. We had to promise neither of us would remove the blindfold and neither of us did.

Then it was Jake’s turn to lead me. He was a bit younger than I was and didn’t even look as if he shaved yet. Not that it mattered; he had a sense of fun about him and could certainly tell jokes and a few of the women seemed to like him a lot. I have no idea if he was getting what I wasn’t during the nights at the hotel and I didn’t expect him to tell me. One has to be professional about these things.

So, there I was being guided by Jake and within a few minutes we were bumping down a corridor and then into the lift. I heard the doors hiss open and close and a “ding” as he must have pressed for which floor he wanted. I had imagined we would have to stick to the conference room and the bar and the reception area but no one had said we couldn’t go in a lift. It was all part of the experience of trust anyway.

We got out of the lift with him guiding me and then we went through a door. It felt, and I had no idea if it was, like a hotel room. I could smell some sort of fragrance, like someone had a shower that morning and used plenty of shampoo, but there was also the aroma of a woman’s scent.

A woman’s hotel room? I was intrigued, and even asked where we were. “Don’t worry about that. Trust me,” said Jake in his Scottish burr and I went along with it.

It was then that I felt another pair of hands on me. I admit I jumped a bit and Jake said I ought to stay calm. He probably used the word “trust” again so I was sure he was there and I did want to be calm, just in case this was some test by the organizers. Brownie points and all that.

I was pretty sure I could smell a woman’s scent, at which point some part of my professional, managerial brain reverted to its more primitive role and my cock began to harden in my trousers. Then, to my astonishment (and I am not quite sure how I didn’t rip off my blindfold then and there), I felt my trouser fly being undone. Someone was being very careful to unzip me, and a hand gently freed my cock from my underpants. If it wasn’t hard before it was now and it stood out (I imagined) like a rod.

I felt a hand on my stiffy, grasping it gently, and then someone’s breath on my cheek. I gulped, because it had the gentleness and aroma of a female about it. Then the hand on my cock began to stroke me. Not hard, but steadily.

“Jake, what’s going on?” I asked and a voice very near me said not to worry, everything was OK. All I had to do was to relax, he said. I suppose it was a pointless question; I was being masturbated, and carefully too. I wondered if I should reach out at about chest level and get hold of the breasts of the woman wanking me (I figured by the way I was being held it was a right hand jerking me off, so the woman had to be on my right) but even though I started to lift my hands I heard Jake tell me to keep them down. “Don’t spoil this,” he said.

I kept my hands to myself and felt my cock beginning to get ready to spurt. Actually, I’ll be honest and say there was something really erotic about being wanked while not knowing who was doing it. I imagined one of the more attractive females doing it and, better still, the blindfold – which covered most of my face – acted like a mask. If I had been the slightest bit embarrassed it wouldn’t really have shown. I could blush away and no one would know.

Of course I wanted to know which of the hot-looking females at the hotel was playing with me, and doing it pretty expertly too. She was slow and careful, like she wanted to use up most of my half-hour of darkness teasing me. I was trying hard to be a gentleman and not peek, though I did wonder why this hadn’t happened earlier. If a woman on this course fancied me, why wait until now? Why, in fact, get Jake to bring me to her room? Surely, I reasoned, she could have made her interest in me known earlier. A lot earlier, I figured.

But here we were, and then I had another shock. I felt a kiss on my cheek from the other side of where I imagined my masturbator was standing. I gasped and heard Jake, somewhere near, say not to panic. He even used that damned word “trust” again. So, I was in the presence of two women? Naturally it would be two because they must be on the course and the women had been paired together for this exercise just as the men were. So, was one of these females blindfolded too? Was this their own trust exercise?

My cock went even harder at this and the feather-touch on it was joined by another, from the other side. Two anonymous women wanking me was putting me in heaven. But I had no idea who they were. They were tossing me off together and staying quiet. Even if they had spoken, I would have had no clue who they were, even if I could trace the accents and put a face to the voice.

I was just about to come hard when I felt the hands slip away and immediately a mouth on my cock. It was an expert mouth at this; the tongue flicked round the head of my prick and began to suck at the same moment. I could feel the presence of two bodies against my sides but it was the third one, carefully licking and sucking my cock, that was doing the work of firing me up. I felt my semen build and in moments it blasted out into the person sucking me off. The person in front of me didn’t make a sound but swallowed perfectly everything I had.

I was drained in the best way, to say the least.

The figures moved away from me and then I felt Jake’s hand on my arm and his voice in my ear. “Time to take you back downstairs,” he said and guided me out of the room and into the lift, telling me not to ask any questions and just accept. Yes, he used the word “trust” again.

I only took my blindfold off when I got into the conference room and I looked at him. Jake just smiled and shook his head, indicating he wasn’t going to say anything. Other pairs drifted back in and at once began to talk about their experience. I looked at the female pairs in order to hopefully detect which pair were looking at me, maybe with a twinkle in their eyes. But no one was, and Jake seemed relaxed and not looking at any female in particular.

The final part of this story is that nothing was said about the incident. No one whispered to me, nobody gave me a wink or a look I could interpret, no one left me a note in reception. Jake didn’t say anything about it, even when I asked, merely saying there were some things you had to accept. And with that the training course was wrapped up for us to head home.

I drove back alone wondering what the hell had happened. I wondered which woman there had been the one to stroke my cock and whether it was her or her partner who had used her mouth on me. I began to wonder if I would ever know and, pleasant though it was, I was puzzled.

I was about ten miles from home when another thought hit me, and it hit me hard. I had presumed all along it was a woman who had put her mouth on me and sucked me off but what if it had been Jake? What if the women were just there to make me think it was them?

Had a man managed to give me the best blowjob ever? Oh, God, it didn’t bear thinking about, but it did make my cock swell and that made me feel strange.

I don’t suppose I’ll ever know the truth, but I think about it often and it makes me wonder whether I really want to know. However, I’m still married, still me, and continually looking for another training course where the theme is trust.


A Proper Place For Little Ladies

Ashley, Sussex

My name is Ashley, and I live in the “Land of the South Saxons”, or Sussex as we know it today. I am an only child and reside alone in a cottage that my ancestors have owned for generations. The small village is called Denton – not far from Newhaven – and from my front window I can see the old church of St Leonard’s that was first built in 1288.

I used to be a sensitive, sexually naive, emotionally neglected woman who relied on a trusted dildo for satisfaction. A dildo that vibrated at three different speeds, the pace of which depended on my mood. I’ve never had a boyfriend simply because I don’t like boys. And I’d never had a girlfriend because I didn’t have the courage to admit that I was a lesbian; and I guess that was why, for a weird reason, I sometimes spanked myself. I didn’t think I was attractive enough to anyone due to my rather skinny body, diminutive bosom and small, quaint little buttocks that bob up and down like two ripe cherries swaying in the breeze hanging from a young tree branch. Other than that, I rarely enhanced my looks with eyeshadow or used colour on my otherwise pouty lips. I didn’t dress very well nor take particular care of myself and I suppose people might have regarded me as somewhat drab. But all that changed.

I commute daily and work in London as a statistician for a company contracted to the government, in a dingy back office with three other women, that has a brick-wall view from a solitary window that can’t be opened. Needless to say, the office was drabber than me and made worse because all of us there were about as exciting as the brick-wall view.

Commuting every day for five days a week from where I live is a humdrum routine requiring car parking, trains and then using the Underground followed by a brisk walk to get to where I work. Recognizable people board the train and maybe say hello and then stick their faces in a book or clamp earphones on, listening to music from their mobiles, or both. I do both, because I don’t encourage conversation with boring commuters who all seem to be boring employees of some ungodly boring government department. Of course, I don’t know any of them even though we live in the same county, so I don’t know if some of the female travellers have a three-speed vibrator either; or if the males fancy one of us (not me) and rush to the toilet to masturbate and pee to get them through their boring days.

I couldn’t wait for my days to end so that I could get home to my quiet little cottage in Denton, when I’d have a shower to loosen the juices in my cunt and spend half an hour stuffing myself with my vibrator. After bad days, especially when I was feeling down, I’d whack my little bum for devilment with a long dog collar that has metal studs to give it some weight and put on the vibrator at full speed to aggravate myself until the moody feelings vanished with an orgasm or two. After good days, I’d start on low and rev up to high to increase my happy feelings with an orgasm or three without the delicate punishment I inflicted upon myself. I guess the bad days made me a masochist, although I’ve never thought about myself as such.

So I was disturbed one day – a Monday – after I sat down in the train when a rather drab-looking newcomer, a skinny woman with diminutive boobs, pouty lips, large eyes that could use some make-up on the lids and a two-cherry bottom – in fact, just like me – tapped my shoulder and asked if the space next to me was taken. It wasn’t and she sat. My immediate thought was that two drab females sitting together must have looked ludicrously comical to some; but I wasn’t concerned, because quite honestly – until afterwards – I didn’t give a tuppenny fart what people thought.

Now, it’s an annoying thing when you’re reading a book and listening to music and someone taps you on the shoulder with no intention of doing the same. It’s an interruption of one’s privacy and quietude, trying to escape the possibility of a conversation from an intruder one doesn’t want to know. She chatted incessantly with slight pauses in between her gushing babble when I would attempt to replace the earphones to survive my normally mundane commute. But she persisted and before we had arrived in London, I knew her name was Donna; that she was a secretary to a crabby old solicitor; had just moved down to Newhaven from Nottingham; was single; disliked men and thought a dildo was just as good as a cock; that she therefore couldn’t be bothered to make herself look nice and had a backroom office just as drab as mine and across the street from mine. In addition, she stated quite positively that when she wanted something she took it and expected to be obeyed in almost all circumstances. She didn’t divulge anything else and I didn’t confess to the creeping wetness between my legs. The conversation, I noticed, made one of the Mr Oglers, who was pretending not to look or be interested, blush at the prospect of showing her what a man could do.

That’s the point when I looked at her properly and was struck by her large brown sensitive eyes, which muddled my mind and insides because we were so similar that she could’ve quite easily been my sister, although to say twin would be far-fetched. Then she told me she’d be travelling back at precisely five o’clock and couldn’t wait to get home for a shower and a cold Martini with precisely three olives before playing with a vibrator.

That day was spent curiously happy because, rather than having annoyed me, I realized I was surprisingly interested in my new travelling companion and had an overwhelming desire to fondle and fuck her. Consequently, on the way home, without conscious reasoning, I popped into a store near the station and got bottles of gin and dry vermouth and a tin of green olives. I’d never tasted that drink before and shyly asked how to make one, which amused the proprietor. Then at the village corner shop I bought a pale red lipstick and make-up, plus a fashion magazine to get some idea of how to best apply the stuff on my eyelids.

Finally at home, I rummaged in my wardrobe for the seldom-used black suit reserved for formal occasions that I decided to wear the next day with high-heeled red shoes and matching handbag, hoping the shoes, which I wasn’t used to, wouldn’t make me walk unsteadily. After that I had a shower and, not bothering to have a session with my vibrator, poured a drink and experimented with the make-up. Eventually I was pleased with the transformation considering I was habitually drab. I also found that I could comfortably acquire a taste for Martinis.

I remember Tuesday morning was a bright, sunny day and I boarded the train to find Donna already seated in the same place as before, which becomes a common trait with regular commuters. She stared at me with pleasant surprise as I stared back, equally entranced by the effort she’d made beautifying herself and wearing a navy blue outfit that suited her admirably. So we two women who couldn’t be bothered to make ourselves look nice were transformed into two women who had, and judging by the leery looks from a guy sitting opposite I guess we looked peachy.

Since our offices were close, we decided to meet for a bite. And that’s when our lives began to change. It took two more trips and lunches together before I got the courage to invite her to spend a weekend with me. At that stage, we’d discussed several likes and dislikes and I wasn’t put off when she told me that slapping a nice bottom and fucking before mixing Martinis turned her on. I’d often wondered if the sensations from someone else would be pleasing or horrible, so I agreed.

The weekend arrived and since I knew from the lunches that we could both eat like hogs and not seem to put on any weight, I stocked up on a pile of food as agreed and she would bring the booze. On the other hand, we’d only known each other for five days and I was sure there’d be a bit of embarrassment because we’d led relatively insular lives thus far – I was proved wrong.

She arrived in her black Mini Cooper and skipped into the cottage spryly, which made me imagine she was a mythical fairy from the woods who was full of sex and promise come to me as a gift to perform magically upon my body. She unloaded a box of bottles and then returned to her car, bringing back a military-style duffel bag and a bunch of fresh, sweet-smelling roses. Delighted that we were finally alone together, our pouty lips collided in a frenzy of kisses, which was perfect since we were exactly the same height.

I didn’t want to wait and dragged her by the hand to a sofa and clung to her as if there was no tomorrow. She, being equally impatient, stripped me in a trice, then herself, and we gazed at each other’s tiny bodies with their little boobs and grabbed at each other’s cherry bums with eager delight. She made me shiver when she bit my neck rather hard, but I cringed after she bit me three more times.

“Your home is the proper place for little ladies,” she murmured softly, to which I replied it wasn’t the only proper place I could think of. And then she told me playfully I had a naughty little mind and wouldn’t it be grand if I got over her knobbly knees.

I thought a spanking from her small hand couldn’t be that bad, although if she used my studded dog collar it might hurt a bit more than I was prepared to take. However, I placed myself across her thighs willingly and she began to slap me with surprising eagerness. What I hadn’t bargained for was that her bony hand would have such stinging power, which duly reddened my buttocks and made me yelp and wriggle. After a while, I began to feel hot and giddy with excitement, which aroused me because it was quite different from spanking my own bottom, that’d so far been a recreational habit that I’d enjoyed.

I like to think she spanked me more for fun and titillation than with any malice to do me harm, but I was to learn she had a mean streak in her that easily got out of control. It didn’t cross my mind at the time; I was too intent on my first experience of bearing the resounding smacks and getting fucked.

I allowed her to continue unabated because I’d no idea about what was considered to be appropriate or the length of time it should take and consequently I was gradually made to feel sore and uncomfortable. It reached the stage when I started to complain and asked her to stop, but she would have none of it.

Suddenly, for no good reason, she shoved me off her knees quite abruptly, which shocked me. She said I was a hopeless case and should’ve anticipated a good whacking since she’d mentioned she liked to do that prior to sex and Martinis and expected to be obeyed. I had to admit she’d said exactly that, but added that I didn’t think she’d be so enthusiastic. Instead of sympathizing she said I was foolish and should learn that the proper place for discipline was on the bottom until the mistress was satisfied.

Well, I didn’t think I was looking for a mistress. I wanted a lover who liked a bit of slap and tickle, not to be subjected to sadistic treatment. On the other hand I had a tendency to be submissive, which mixed me up somewhat. As I said, she would have none of that nonsense and immediately produced a pair of metal handcuffs and an eighteen-inch plastic ruler from her duffel bag. And she was so damn quick I didn’t realize I was caught until she cuffed my wrists behind my back expertly.

I told her she was being silly and to let me go. She sneered and told me she’d teach me not to call her silly. It was clear to me that no matter what I’d say, she’d twist it around to mean something else, so I decided to keep my mouth shut.

She grabbed my arm, kicked a chair back from the table and roughly threw me over her knobbly knees again, which didn’t feel so welcoming as before. At that point I thought we’d gone far enough. I mean, it was our first private encounter and she was purposely taking advantage of a situation with neither consideration nor consent. Like many small people my anger can match anyone’s of any height and I was thoroughly pissed off by what she intended to do, and I told her that. I should’ve kept my mouth shut, because the ruler slammed onto my poor, tight flesh six times in succession on each buttock and I can tell you I wasn’t just yelping and wriggling that time. She held onto the cuffs with her free hand and clamped her legs around mine; there wasn’t much I could do about it and I was howling and crying uncontrollably because the pain was already unendurable.

She knew my age and that’s the number she gave me – on each side – for no reason! And may the gods help me, if she’d had a wooden ruler rather than a plastic one, I thought, as I snivelled and sniffed, pinching my buttocks together to salve the hurt.

Then she helped me to stand up, with my bottom feeling regretful for doing nothing to deserve it, and I wondered why she’d done this. She hardly knew me, so why would she risk doing such a cruel thing to me? And I found out.

Again, going to her duffel bag of tricks, she came back with a strap-on dildo, which was not overly large – about the same width and length as my vibrator. She fastened it onto herself while staring at me knowingly, took hold of the cuffs and sat on the chair, pulling me backwards to sit on the dildo. Then her fingers of one hand caught my clit and spread my juices around it, sending me wild with delight as her other hand dug around the edges of my wet cunt. Each time I raised myself on the shaft she pushed my raw flesh against it, which turned into a most incredibly sensitive fuck. I’d no idea at that stage if my lashed buttocks had anything to do with it, but my orgasms – yes, multiples of them – made me fairly sure afterwards that it must’ve made a big difference.

With tears in my eyes I got off her and stood in front of her with a quizzical look. What next? She went to my fridge and took out a cold tin of green olives, opened it and popped several into her warm mouth. She approached the table and laid down on it, while I, still cuffed, waited bemused.

“Kiss me,” she mumbled as she put the olives into her cunt. I bent slightly and did so and then she said: “Now take the olives out with your tongue – very slowly – and don’t chew or swallow any.” I think her whacking at my expense must’ve heightened her senses, because she came almost immediately as my nose, lips and tongue glided on her clit and into her ravishing chasm. It wasn’t easy because some of the olives had sunk deep, but I managed to tweak them one by one into my mouth and the last one squeezed itself out as she contracted with a final spasm of pleasure.

She lifted herself up lazily and made two Martinis. I was still cuffed with my mouth full of olives and it was difficult to avoid the temptation of chewing and swallowing them. I decided I’d better not, now that I knew how severe she could be. She put the glasses in front of my mouth and I carefully slipped three into each one. Then she tipped one of the glasses onto my bottom lip. The drink slithered down my grateful throat; it was much stronger than the ones I’d made before and the olives tasted delicious. The action was curiously erotic.

She asked me then if I was going to behave myself. I said I would. She asked me to thank her for her kind punishment. I did. She asked me if I’d like her to take off the cuffs. I said, yes, please – Mistress.

So that was the start of my submissive relationship that’s always performed downstairs in my cottage. The bedroom upstairs is reserved exclusively for making love – or heavy fucking, if you prefer. Apart from our weekend role-playing, she makes me wear nipple clamps and a string with two metal balls that bounce against my clit when I walk, which is to be done every Friday commute to prepare myself for that night’s indulgence. I do.

Between weekends, we’re both amazed at how our similar backroom offices with no view have become less boring. That’s because it’s now our spot for the imagination to flow with images of us naked together in the proper place for little ladies.


Rehearsals

Olivia, Bournemouth

My name is Olivia. Until I met Martha I’d have said I was good at keeping secrets, especially my own. But Martha unravelled me faster than a piece of knitting being pulled apart and even as old secrets were exposed new ones were being created.

I’ll start at my beginning which was without doubt the end of my marriage to Jack. I’d like to say that I emerged from the wreckage of those years a superheroine strengthened and empowered to brush aside any threat ahead but I can’t. I didn’t.

When I eventually re-emerged into real life I sort of tagged onto the local drama group, helping backstage at first and later joining.

Martha joined a while after me and caused quite a stir. She was both fearsome and beautiful. Her outdated Afro hairstyle was outrageous and wonderful.

Nobody knew where she was from exactly; could be Brazil or Africa or India but would be considered a beauty anywhere.

It wasn’t long before she was directing plays. Her first included a violent bedroom scene and, if I’m being honest, it was that scene alone made me break cover and audition for the part. Just reading it started off a prickle of excitement. Being pushed around, forced onto the bed, stripped, manhandled – and all so safe; it was a stage play after all and for good measure the leading man, Gareth, was gay. Safe: my fascination with its violence a throwback from my marriage when it had been anything but a turn-on.

Maybe this would help me deal with the past, I told myself positively.

Maybe it just underlines how sad your life is, came back the negative.

What little sex life I had was solitary, its peculiar routine buried deep at the very bottom of my pile of secrets.

But, positive or negative, the involuntary turn-on was compelling.

Rehearsals didn’t go well. Gareth was too gentle and I felt disconnected – an everyday feeling I admit but the part required much more from me and Martha recognized it.

When she sent the others off for an early break and beckoned for me to stay, my heart began to drum. It was the first time I’d actually been alone with Martha – albeit on stage in an empty hall with lights burning down on an unmade bed.

The fire in her eyes hit me, lit me as if she were a man, wanting me.

As she lectured me on what was required in the scene she was peeling off her billowy hippy-style top; underneath a tight white vest revealed rather than concealed her small but perfect breasts. She took an elastic band from round her wrist and used it deftly to tame her hair into a tight bunch at the back. “You have to be involved,” she was saying, “the audience must hear your outrage.” And then came the words I’d wanted, hoped to hear: “I’ll take Gareth’s part and we’ll run through that bit again.”

She noticed my blouse was still open and started to do up the poppers, still talking, and I was so excited I could do nothing except hope that she didn’t notice my rude shock of pleasure when the back of her finger brushed my nipple, clearly visible despite my bra.

She counted herself into the scene. “One and two and . . .”

With “three” everything changed with bewildering speed as she tore open my blouse and pushed me backwards onto the bed. Her strength jolted me. I cried out. She was almost on top of me but, as per the script, I squirmed away, free, sobbing, taking two steps towards freedom before she caught my wrist, yanked me back and slammed me back onto the bed. I was gasping until her lips, unscripted and violent, stifled my cries. She had her hand up my skirt and, all in a violent moment, it was inside my pants but the touch of her fingers on my skin was shockingly tender. Her marauding kiss became soft and inquisitive, searching for a response which I yielded without hesitation, eliciting a moan from me which had nothing at all to do with the script.

She got off me and the bed, still angry but this time for real and said, “Damn! No excuse for that – so got carried away – but at least you sounded involved.” She shrugged her top back on and left saying, “I need a quick coffee and a whisky.” A flicker of fingers released her hair into the light and I sat on the edge of the bed. The unravelling had begun.

I don’t remember much about the rest of the rehearsal except that the scene went better and the play moved on – and there was no eye contact between us.

My lips were still delightfully tender from the kiss when I got back to my flat. I knew I was going to masturbate and that she would star in my fantasy, the first woman ever. It was Saturday night and if the climax was good enough it would make my normally anxious Sunday more relaxed. But the accompanying sense of guilt was a legacy from my marriage.

But arousal subdued everything as I went through my routine. I took all the things I would need from the bedside drawer and chucked them on the bed.

“Tie yourself up, come on! Quick, quick, quick, else I leave right now.” Martha had joined my fantasy.

I opened the handcuffs and attached the short chain between them to the small clasp dangling from the top bed rail. I stripped, then struggled into an uncomfortably tight plain cotton bra but once I am tied up and my nipples are aroused just breathing will make them feel as if they are being touched.

On the bed I eased my vibrator inside turning it onto the lowest setting. The hum and chant of distant pleasure was both calming and exciting. I wriggled into a pair of panties, also tight so there can be no quick way to remove the vibrator.

The hum is in my blood. I have to complete the routine before it overwhelms me.

I tied my ankles together with a length of cord and my thighs with another, further imprisoning the vibrator and intensifying the feeling. I used a knotted dressing gown belt as a gag, shoving the knot in my mouth, tying it behind. Now it was almost done.

I always find the right position on the bed, hands above my head, so I am just stretching for the handcuffs. I close one cuff then the other. They’re toy cuffs, no lock, quick release, but the illusion is believable. Now everything is done, I am free and the feeling from the vibrator breaks loose.

Zigzag flick-flack feelings bloomed inside me. I imagined Martha at the foot of the bed, humming softly in the key of the vibrator, swaying to the music. I wished for her lips and the brush of her fingers.

The climax detonated far too soon in a blinding sear of tingling colour. The cuffs clanked and bit at my wrists, my legs and ankles chafed at the ropes and I bit the gag. The blind song of the vibrator irritated me, setting my teeth on edge.

The scrabble to get free after my sessions almost spoils it all; almost, the sense of shame and self-loathing returned. In the bathroom I caught sight of the marks of the gag each side of my mouth and the livid welts on my wrists. I don’t masturbate often and every time is the last time. All I really yearned for was another kiss.

Over breakfast the sense of shame and the glow of satisfaction were locked in balance and neither would go away. And then my mobile rang and it was Martha.

“Olivia, I was thinking about lunch – and you. I think I can help. The Ball and Chain do a great bloody steak. See you there at one?”

I spluttered some sort of reply and one o’clock couldn’t come quickly enough.

I dressed casual-Sunday, choosing a bra and buttoned top worthy of the play. In the mirror I looked calm and neatly dressed. Make-up disguised the fading marks left by the gag; long sleeves concealed the welts from the handcuffs. An unfamiliar flutter of excitement rippled in my stomach and doubts were trying to overshadow everything as usual.

When I first saw her at the Ball and Chain my attraction to her was almost overwhelming. Heels, tight sky-blue jeans, a burnt-orange top the perfect colour for her skin, loose but flattering, and a subtle sparkle in her sensational hair.

By the time we were seated and the food ordered I was nervous not least because, incredibly, her eyes seemed to say she was pleased to be with me.

Unexpectedly she reached across the table and touched my wrist gently. “Your new boyfriend got a bit too enthusiastic?” Her fingers caressed the welt. I knew I was blushing.

“I don’t have a boyfriend,” I said with a vehemence which I realized, too late, revealed more than it concealed. She knew and then her words confirmed it. “Must be self-inflicted then.”

I didn’t know what to say. My shameful secret casually exposed over Sunday lunch. I felt naked in the packed restaurant, the only saving grace being that no one had noticed – except her.

Our food arrived – hers a bloody steak; mine a small omelette with Caesar salad.

When she started talking about the scene in the play I kind of switched off, hardly able to bear the fact that she’d got to the bottom of my secrets pile so easily. And then things got worse as I heard her asking, “His name was Jack, wasn’t it – your ex-husband?”

I felt like leaving there and then. She could only have picked up his name from backstage tittle-tattle. I made to stand up but a subtle gesture of her hand stayed me.

“Don’t waste good food, not when I’m paying. I think I can help. I want to help.” The warmth in her eyes held me – close.

Silence between us even in the noise, then, “Don’t run away from this scene, Olivia. Jack, inevitably, will always catch hold of you and drag you back onto that bed. What if this time you escape? That scene in the play is your key; it opens the door to your future.”

My sad life and now my sad marriage spread by implication all over the table. She probably knew everything. But then she said words I will never forget: “I know very little and that’s more than enough. In your eyes as we rehearsed I saw a naked yearning for something; it stirred me. I want to be the person who fulfils that need.”

It felt like I was inhaling the smoke in her eyes and it didn’t feel legal. I hesitated only because my lack of confidence still insisted I must be getting this all wrong, picking up wrong meanings, messages and signals . . .

When she shrugged and said, “Of course, you might find being propositioned by another woman repulsive . . .” I reached out and touched her hand; the corresponding look of reassurance in her eyes touched me in return. We smiled. The waiter came to clear away and we ordered strong coffee but I would not withdraw my hand from hers until he’d gone.

Martha said quietly, “Now all you have to do is tell me how to get to that yearning in your eyes. You already know my passion for you.”

I found it hard to put my shame into actual words but blurted out, “Last night after rehearsal you took me prisoner, ordered me to tie myself to the bed and made me take helpless pleasure from a vibrator while you watched.”

I looked at her, expecting rejection and repugnance, finding reassurance instead. She said, “We could do that this afternoon, at your place?”

How can a million-miles-away fantasy suddenly be only a “this afternoon” away?

I nodded, sipping brandy-laced coffee, never more excited in my life, loving the uncertainty and the hot jet of safe fear.

I felt her foot under the table encouraging my ankles apart; only my skirt stopped them widening further, not me. Her toes caressed the back of my leg and I blushed not least because I wanted those toes to be pressing against my panties – but even Martha isn’t that tall.

When she thrust her hand in the air to call for the bill, I reluctantly closed my legs. An ache of expectation hummed all through me. I no longer felt naked; convinced instead that everyone in the restaurant knew my panties were wet.

But then, as we waited, she said, “Slight change of plan, Olivia. You go home and prepare for the scene. I need to pick up some things and will join you in about forty minutes.”

This was meat and drink to my negative side. It was obvious. She was running out on me. Confused, I said as lightly as I could manage, “Fine.”

And even if she did show up, which scene was I preparing for – the one in the play or . . . mine? And how’s she going to get into my flat if it’s my scene? I knew I’d got it wrong, as always . . .

“I’ll need your key,” she said and the faint tone of reassurance told me this woman could read me and that she wasn’t running away.

“Yes,” I said, unable to prevent the relief sounding in even that one word. I would use my emergency key to get in.

She smiled and as she paid the bill I coaxed the key from the key ring, excited. This was actually going to happen!

The waiter left. She held out her hand and I placed the key into the pink of her palm. She blinked, did not close her hand but took the key from it and kissed it before putting it carefully in her shoulder bag.

Forty minutes is a long time. It took less than half that to get home and shower.

The tight pants I always used were still in the wash so instead I chose a bikini bottom, blue with polka dots and tie sides.

The dressing gown belt was also still in the wash so, reluctantly, I went into Jack’s old toolbox and retrieved a roll of gaffer tape. When he was really angry he used to gag me with it. “I’ll shut you up, I’ll shut you up, I’ll shut you up” went the chant as he wound it round my head, stopping only to press it yet harder against my lips.

But on that day I refused to remember. Sometimes that’s possible. I tore off a strip and pressed it over my mouth, then another.

I had the good sense not to turn the vibrator on.

Bound and gagged, waiting for Martha, two sides of an argument raged against each other. On the one side it was, “This is silly and ridiculous. You look pathetic and disgusting.” And on the other it was, “This is the best thing you’ve ever done. Even if she doesn’t show up – that kiss on stage lasts for ever.” The teenage fervour in my reasoning overwhelmed all else and won the argument.

Relaxing a little, Martha’s lips filling my thoughts, the sound of my own front door opening jerked me into reality, making the handcuffs clank on the bed rail. I lay still.

The bedroom door opened slowly revealing Martha. The sky-blue jeans had gone. The vivid orange top had become a minidress with a chain belt, the drawstring now adjusted to make it off the shoulder. Her legs were bare. The look in her eyes reassured me she wasn’t disgusted, that she didn’t think I looked pathetic, and spoke only of approval and desire.

Entering, she put down the small holdall she was carrying, slid a band from her wrist, and raised her hands to fix her hair. This pulled her dress up higher, revealing white knickers criss-crossed by a black leather harness which passed between her legs. I knew without thinking that the whole arrangement was meant to accommodate a dildo. Uncertainty dashed with fear made me wonder whether or not I wanted to go through with this.

I hardly knew this woman. I’d wanted something beautiful to happen without knowing what. My fear coalesced into words – being tied to the bed and fucked by a dildo held no more appeal than being fucked by Jack.

But Martha’s smile fascinated me away from doubt as her body language and my kiss-memories took over.

I watched as, dreamlike, she moved quietly, slowly around my bedroom, producing from the holdall not a dildo but a small music player with tiny speakers which she placed with care on my bedside table, releasing, drawing a sound-picture of raindrops dappling on an almost still river. I closed my eyes.

She touched the gag, tracing the outline of my lips. “I’ve brought something better for you. OK?”

I nodded and before I knew it she’d ripped the tape away, making me gasp. She laughed. “It’s the only way.”

Martha rummaged in the holdall and withdrew a packet. The wipe was cool and fragrant as she soothed the area marked by the gag, her eyes on my lips, mine on hers. Then she kissed me with a passion bordering on violence but the only cruel thing about it was when she stopped.

She fished a towelling belt from the bag just like mine. It had a knot in the middle which fitted my mouth perfectly. Tying it behind, she said, “This is just for you to bite on. If you don’t like anything I do just growl out. Yes?”

I nodded.

“And remember – I would never do anything to you I wouldn’t want you to do to me.” A fleck of confession and vulnerability in her eyes was blinked away.

I nodded, thrilled by the possibility of perhaps taking charge of her sometime. Then I surrendered. The warmth of her hand brushed tingles over my body with an almost cruel sensuality, consistently ignoring my bra-restrained nipples and the bikini bottom.

I wanted the vibrator on and the palm of her hand pressing against me. Instead she whispered, “I think you might be more comfortable if . . .”

She produced pink cords from her holdall, released me from the cuffs but spread my arms and tied each wrist to one of the bedposts. I bit on the gag, not because the cords were too tight but in expectation that she was going to spread my legs and tie them apart also. A thought became a chant – please, yes, please, yes, falling deeper and deeper into the want.

She worked slowly with a firm but deliberate tenderness. The more vulnerable I became, the more helpless, the more I realized how much I wanted to touch her and for her to touch me.

When her caresses at last strayed between my legs pure pleasure lit me up. Her fingertips “discovered” the vibrator through the thin cotton. Pulling the bikini bottom aside she turned the vibrator onto the lowest setting – “my setting”.

Everything was so perfect I half wondered whether this was real or not. But I’d never dreamt anything like this before.

Even the most brilliant light casts a shadow and the “problem” I saw looming was that – with every sense in my body singing in a perfect choir – it would only take a kiss or a touch to set the fireworks off early.

With Jack this was never a problem. When he tied me up it wasn’t to pleasure me it was, I now know, to subdue me, to get rid of his anger.

I used to go into “just get through this” mode and sometimes after he’d finished, as if to prove it was all meant to be the right side of pretend, he would fuck me gently to make himself come a second time. Sometimes, by random accident, I would come too and it would be glorious. Hoping for more “accidents” muddled me on far longer with Jack than was wise.

I felt her untying the bikini but kept my eyes closed because if this was a dream I didn’t want to be served with a waking up order.

The vibrator stopped and its withdrawal opened my eyes. In the stillness left behind, I realized she was now kneeling between my legs, had an impressive dildo in her hands and was connecting it to the harness. My eyes told me “that thing’s too big” but, as she eased it inside, my body welcomed its presence.

She towered, the sky orange, her breasts distant moons as she whispered, “Don’t be shy, work it, girl.” She propped herself up on one hand, reaching behind my head to release the gag with the other. Each movement, via the dildo, affected me beautifully. “Work it, don’t be shy,” she said again, now on top of me, passive except for the shimmering, tantalizing hard-soft, soft-hard pressure of the kiss.

Inspired, I wriggled a little and pushed a little and once started couldn’t stop. The harder she kissed me the more I wriggled. Whispers of pleasure grew and roared. I “worked” the dildo without embarrassment as if this was my last ever pleasure.

And then she took over. With her hands either side she started fucking me with long, slow, definite strokes. The deepest point of the stroke pressed the harness against my clit for a tantalizing second, driving me crazy. An intense giddiness twist-twirled through me but then without warning she got off me.

Shock held everything still, even my breath, as I watched her untying my ankles.

As she walked from one side of the bed to the other, the proud dildo fascinated me. Ridiculously I’d half expected it to have, well, gone down a bit. When my hands were free she ordered, “Lie on your side with your back to me.”

I obeyed without hesitation even though it’s not my favourite position, thanks to Jack. But when I felt her get on the bed behind me all I wanted was to receive her. Between us we helped the dildo back inside. She undid my bra and pressed against my back. I realized with delight that she had one hand on my breast and a fingertip of the other was resting beautifully on my clitoris – a butterfly in a summer field, drinking in the sun.

When she was fully inside me I held my knees together, never wanting her to leave or this moment to end, but her fingers conspired against that. One finger was making my nipple harden almost to the point of pain – and the butterfly was doing nothing. I tried a wriggle to see if I could nudge it “accidentally” but she was too quick for me.

The ache in my nipple, the quiver of expectation in my clit and the tight hard presence of the dildo were held in balance until the moment I felt her lips kiss hard between my shoulder blades and then all heaven broke loose. I groaned as her finger slid over my clit, as she squashed my nipple into the palm of her hand and thrust the dildo still deeper inside me – but it was the kiss that unlocked me. Her lips were the master key. I was trembling, sobbing, crying with pleasure. She held me still until I came, her lips still causing havoc on my skin in the sensitive aftermath I shuddered through.

Eventually I realized she was unbuckling the harness, felt the dildo leave me, heard the thump as it hit the floor. I was just about turn to thank her when I felt the knot of the gag being coaxed into my mouth and tied firmly in place.

“No talking,” she said.

Now she let me turn and drew me into her arms. Although I wanted to kiss her and thank her, I was glad of the gag because it gave me permission not to speak, not to have to try to find non-existent words to describe how I felt. And it kept her in control; I did realize that, even as I drifted into sleep cuddled against her breast.

When I awoke, the gag had gone and so had Martha.

I pulled the duvet over me and curled up, body and brain singing together for the first time in my life. I had no choice but to cry, feeling beautiful and alive and anything but guilty.

I reached for my mobile, brought it into my cocoon and dialled Martha. She picked up but said nothing. “Thank you,” I whispered.

“That was just a rehearsal, girl.”

I laughed. A silence developed but it was easy and relaxed. At last I said, “Next time you must tell me your fantasy.”

“You are my fantasy. Come on over to my place tomorrow after work. We can talk in the shower.”

I laughed again. It was becoming a habit.

Later, emerging from the cocoon, I got out of bed and saw the beautiful dildo on the floor, minus the harness. In the bathroom I washed it with care, without trace of shame, and wished for nothing more than for Martha to bring it back to life again. And that’s when I realized – life is not a rehearsal.


Temptations Of A Wicked Stepmother

Christine, Manchester

I convinced myself I was a good girl who had been bad. In reality, I knew I must have always been a bad girl who was just pretending to be good. For when would a good girl, even in her wickedest of moments, ever be able to confess that she had slept with her stepson?

Let me give you some sort of introduction. My name is Christine and, at fifty-one, I have been married to my second husband for six years. My first marriage was unofficially a marriage of convenience. Both our well-to-do families were close and they encouraged us to get together. Pete was a nice guy and we were married for twenty-five years. Of course, there was never any love, and sex was every Saturday night straight after Match of the Day, but it was safe and comfortable. And then, I met husband number two.

I think I was attracted to Trevor because he was the polar opposite of Pete. He was a heavy-drinking builder with tattoos on his thick, hairy forearms. He was rude and vulgar but he had charm in abundance, too. I met him in a pub that I would never normally set foot inside, and his blue eyes unashamedly undressed me as soon as I walked through the door. When I passed him to go to the toilets, I felt his hardness digging into me. Within a few months I had left my husband and, once we had finalized the divorce, I had moved onto husband number two.

We moved in together with his son in the city and at first things were great. Trevor was unpredictable and spontaneous, and this excited me. He quickly became predictable, however. Trevor would either come home late at night drunk from the pub, or he would stay at home and get drunk shouting at the television. The charm diminished and the vulgarity increased. I was his little slave, and not in a good way, either.

His sixteen-year-old son, Todd, was nothing like his father. He was shy and sweet. Todd hardly ever had any friends over and I guess he enjoyed his own company. I could tell that he had an adolescent crush on me, and to be honest I was flattered. I wasn’t getting any attention from anywhere else, was I? You could say that I played on the crush. I’d deliver tea to his room in the morning wearing my red silk blouse tied at the waist, and I’d allow him just a fleeting glimpse of my full, voluptuous cleavage as I leant forward over his bed. I could just sense him stirring under the sheets. Occasionally I’d accidentally brush my arm against his crotch, and my suspicions would be confirmed. To me, though, it was all just harmless fun. It made me feel good and I know it made him feel good, too. I guess I was just giving a few thrills to a young lad.

Things changed one Saturday morning when Todd was about nineteen or so and I looked out of the kitchen window and wondered who the hell the hunky guy in the garden was with his shirt off mowing the lawn? My nipples tingled against the fabric of my robe as I stared at the tall, broad-shouldered young man with a muscled midriff. It was Todd. I had always looked on him as Trevor’s little lad and so I had not noticed him develop into a hunk. I felt shocked and a little ashamed at the way he made me feel. He saw me watching and he waved. I removed the stray hand from inside my robe and waved back.

Over the next year and a half Todd became unrecognizable as the shy, sweet sixteen-year-old I’d first met. He was still sweet, but he was no longer shy. With his growing body came growing confidence. He had always been the one who would take discreet glances when my skirt rode high up my thighs when I sat down on the sofa. Now it was me who eyed his glistening body when he came out of the shower with just a tiny towel balancing precariously round his waist. He saw me looking and I guess you could say he played to it. Maybe in his mind he was just giving a few thrills to an older lady?

One weekend afternoon he brought a girl back to the house. She was only about eighteen, a sexy girl with long dark hair and a piercing through her chin. Todd wasted no time taking her to the bedroom. I could hear their moaning and groaning from the living room, and I tiptoed upstairs to my bedroom to be closer to the action. Only, when I reached the landing I noticed that the door was slightly ajar and I could see inside. I just could not resist. I hid by the doorway and glimpsed inside. The girl was on top of Todd, her luscious dark hair barely covering a dragon tattoo that rested just above the tip of her buttocks. His face was hidden away beneath her. I rolled the hem of my skirt high up over my hips and started playing with myself. My own fluids trickled along my bare thigh, staining the tops of my black hold ups. I glanced back inside the room. The girl had arched back so that Todd could go deeper inside her. I could see his face now. His kissable lips were smiling. He stared straight at me as I watched him pleasure a girl less than half my age. I scurried away to the bedroom where I parted my legs and fingered myself until I came again and again.

I was not the only one who noticed the changes in Todd. He was twenty-one now, and he had a reputation as a bit of a player. Some of my friends asked how I managed to restrain myself with such a handsome young man in the house. It was all in jest really, and I laughed it off. Things became difficult, however, when my oldest friend, Debbie, came around for a few glasses of wine. She asked Todd whether he minded doing the girls a favour. They were planning a stripper for Carol’s fiftieth birthday party. Would he like to fill the role? I inwardly pleaded that he would say no. But he smiled and said, of course, why not?

The party was held in a dingy pub in the city centre, surrounded by drunken revellers outside, and we had the top floor to ourselves. The ladies had already been drinking for a couple of hours before Todd arrived, looking gorgeous. He was greeted with wild screams from ten middle-aged women. He played to the crowd, seemingly loving the adulation and attention. The girls shouted “Off, off, off” as Carol excitedly massaged oil into his chest. He was quickly down to just the tiniest pair of briefs. Now the girls shouted louder than ever for him to take them off. The briefs were elaborately disposed of. I was horrified when my friends chanted “Lick, lick, lick . . .”

My friend Carol has always been what could politely be called a “loose woman”, and she did not need much encouragement to lick the cream from the tip of my stepson’s cock. She was quickly down on her knees taking his full length in her mouth. Todd slipped his hands inside her low-cut top and groped her big boobs. He pulled her panties down her legs and theatrically threw them into the screaming crowd. It did not require a second glance to notice the wet patch down the front of the pants. Todd took Carol’s hand and guided her to the back room.

Again, I just could not resist. I made my excuses and went to the Ladies, passing the room on the way. I peered through the window and saw Todd fucking my fifty-year-old friend hard from behind. Her eyes were shut, her mouth was open, and she moaned loudly. Again, Todd saw me watching. He smiled at me wolfishly. And, again, I scurried away, this time to the toilets, where I fingered myself to a climax in the cubicle.

For a while after that I tried to keep away from Todd. I was just too embarrassed. Our communications were always polite and amicable; I just tried to limit them. For a change I did my best to focus my attentions on his pot-bellied, lazy father. It was hard work, let me tell you. But for a while I managed to focus more on my husband than on his young, gorgeous son.

And then one Saturday morning, on the spur of the moment, I thought I’d do something just like the good old days; the days when there hadn’t been any tension, before I desperately wanted to fuck my stepson. Trevor was still asleep, nursing another hangover. I delivered Todd a cup of tea to his room wearing a lacy black robe, not that he noticed anymore. I leant forward over his bed with his tea. Todd looked sleepy, like he had just woken up. Only, his half-opened eyes scanned my cleavage, which was barely concealed inside the robe. Oh, my, I thought, maybe I still do have what it takes to turn him on. My arm accidentally brushed against his crotch, and I could feel him stiffening. Todd pulled the duvet to one side, exposing his taut, lean body and, more importantly, his thick erect cock. He didn’t say anything. He left the ball, or balls, in my court. It was an open invite, but one that I could still refuse.

After so long of pure lusting, there was no way I was going to refuse the invite. My body just wouldn’t let me.

Trevor was in the bedroom, just down the corridor. He could wake at any time, and find his wife with his son. It was a risk I had to take. I said nothing. I crouched down and took the tip of his cock in my mouth. I felt him throb, and now I knew that I could still turn him on. He wanted me as much as I wanted him. I ran my tongue down the full length of his cock, before gently and tenderly kissing his balls.

Todd had slipped his hands inside my robe. He groped and squeezed and massaged my full, heavy breasts, before circling my nipples with the tips of his fingers. Feeling them harden, he tweaked them between thumb and forefinger. My toffee nipples were stiff and erect. He pinched them hard, and I released a low muffled moan.

He made me feel wanted, like I was desirable again. His hands brushed along the inside of my thigh. He told me that I felt deliciously smooth. I parted my legs as his hands explored higher, and he groaned as his fingers became tangled in my full thick bush. I knew that I was soaking wet, and I just needed to be touched. I bit into his neck as two, then three, then four fingers were pushed inside me. He fingered me in a sensual fucking motion until I knew that his fingers were drenched with my juices.

I lowered myself onto his waiting face and he licked me out. I knelt forward on all fours and took his cock in my mouth. It was all that stopped me from moaning out loud as he ate me out. For one so young, his tongue felt so experienced and expert, as it probed inside me and then circled my pink, erect clit. My hands gripped the bed sheets as he made me come again and again.

I rolled over, my head dizzy with excitement, and I tasted my own sex as I kissed him on the lips. Todd asked me how I would like him to fuck me. The words sounded so naughty that I swear I almost came again. I didn’t answer him. I showed him. I lowered myself down on his hard rod. I wanted it to be like it was all those years ago, with me in control. I could fuck him as hard or as gently as I liked. Todd stared into my eyes, his head resting on a pillow. There was a mirror behind his bed and I stared at my reflection. There was a layer of sweat on my forehead and my eyes sparkled. I remember thinking, “This is what I look like when I fuck my stepson.” It felt wonderfully surreal.

I whispered to Todd that it was his turn now. I told him that I wanted his hot juices sprayed all over my big tits. I think he must have thought about this before, for it almost instantly took him over the edge. He came in spasms, drenching my tits, the hot fluid trickling down over my belly.

We never did fuck again. I think we both realized that it wasn’t the right thing to do and that it was best it just stayed a delicious, wonderful memory. Occasionally I would catch him eyeing my curves and occasionally he would catch me eyeing his young hot body, and we would exchange a knowing look. It feels good.

Do I regret what happened? Well, just the memory of it makes me tingle and if that makes me the wicked stepmother, then so be it!


Closing Time

Dean, Birmingham

There was this game we played whenever the mood took her. It was she who carried the risk, her fashion job on the line if we got caught. I guess I didn’t know what the full repercussions might have been for her, but I was always fully aware of what my beautiful merciless Mistress did to me when I failed her in any way.

Mostly I felt safer, somehow more secure, when we were in Britain. The anonymity of London was my favourite; among all those millions of people, each intent on their own lives, it never felt like there was anyone who would care whatever we did. When her work started sending her into Europe my nerves increased. And so did her excitement.

I remember we were somewhere Germanic; big imposing Gothic architecture spliced through with generic glass windows of stores that could be anywhere in the Western world. She had given me the names of three streets and I obediently and desperately spent the morning pacing up and down them. When the area I was patrolling began to fill with a lunchtime crowd, dressed in sombre suits and quietly queuing for bratwurst and at the obligatory McDonald’s, I got a familiar tingling down my spine that made me believe in a sixth sense.

I turned my head and saw her. I stopped and stood completely still for a long moment, entranced by the way she held herself; it was as if I was seeing her for the first time. She wore a beige coat, tied at the waist, a black skirt visible underneath; only a hint of flesh was visible between her skirt and the high black leather boots she wore. Her hair was shoulder length and flowed freely and was the most wonderful deep black. I caught a glimpse of her face; her lips were made up with bright red lipstick. She smiled at me, a Mona Lisa smile that said nothing and everything. Then she looked away as if I was of no importance and disappeared through the revolving doors of a department store.

I forgot my fear. My heart continued to beat fast, but for another reason. There were no thoughts, only instincts that she had trained into me over many glorious years. I counted three seconds out loud then I followed her.

She moved through the shop, stopping now and then to examine clothes. I tried to act like I was browsing myself, but my eyes were fixed on the curves of her body. She moved to the escalator, and I stood behind her. She looked over her shoulder at me and there was that seductive smile again. I saw her hand move to the bottom of her skirt. We had gone through this routine so often, but still I watched in amazement as she pulled it up to give me the briefest glimpse but it was enough to see she wasn’t wearing any knickers.

The previous night she had tied me to the bed and teased me for endless hours with her naked sex. It was a strange mixture of embodying the roles we were acting and feeling the surge of excited shock that an unknown woman had flashed me, alongside the knowledge that I knew her body intimately, I knew the feel and scent of that dark triangle of hair between her thighs as if she was permanently rubbing herself against my face. The result of these two different thoughts was the same: my cock hardened and I kept following the woman in front of me.

She led me to the lingerie section. She touched items, spending as long caressing the cup of a plain white sports bra as she did fingering the lacy edging of a minuscule pair of panties.

I breathed deeply, gazing at her French-manicured nails, feeling as if her expert hands were pleasuring the breasts and pussies that would one day fill all the clothes she blessed with her attention.

Suddenly she picked out a set seemingly at random and began looking around for a changing room, as if she really didn’t know where it was.

It was the moment I had to quickly act or face her wrath. In our early days there were times I got it wrong, too caught up in the vision and power of her presence to remember my part. This time though, before she moved to the corner where the changing rooms were, I walked over to her as if I possessed all the confidence of an alpha male.

“I bet you would look sensational in those.” I stared into her eyes and was barely aware of the underwear she was holding.

“Follow me,” she said, turning aside from me and striding away.

My heart pounded so hard that it made my chest ache.

We walked, she in front, me a couple of paces behind, across the nearly empty store to the changing rooms. She entered one of the cubicles and stopped me with a “Wait here” before pulling the door shut behind her.

There were no shop assistants. Only with her had I ever seen the changing area completely empty of staff. Was it a coincidence that she took advantage of, or something she arranged in advance? Either way it was not my concern, but the latter situation turned me on more, the idea that some of her colleagues knew about this and were in a way part of the games she played with me.

I stood there for what felt an age, then the door was unlocked and her hand took mine and pulled me inside. She stood before me in a matching white satin bra and French knickers. The material showed the marks of her wetness. I guessed she had been playing with herself, enjoying the idea of me waiting outside.

I wanted to pinch myself like you’re supposed to do to check whether you’re dreaming or not. I indulged myself with a moment to appreciate the glory of the beauty that she was sharing with me. As her slave I wanted to drop to my knees and kiss her feet. But I had lines.

I took a deep breath and smiled at her as if she belonged to me, not the other way around. “You look amazing. So beautiful, so sexy, so—”

“Fuckable?”

I stroked her cheek. “Extremely fuckable.”

“So explain to me why you aren’t fucking me yet?” She raised an eyebrow and there was something in her tone that made me aware even within this scenario that she was always the one in charge. Reminding me, as if I needed it, that within our relationship this was the only opportunity she gave me to behave like a man rather than being her little slut pet.

I moved to her, holding her face in my hands and kissing her lips, the red lipstick smearing across her mouth and mine. I dropped my hands to her arse, feeling her tight cheeks, then, kissing her neck, I began to move down her body. I licked her throat, nibbling the skin gently, moving to her breasts, desperate to unleash them from the material and discover her hard nipples. I felt her hands on my shoulders, pushing me down onto my knees.

“Lick me,” she said in a voice that was both plea and command.

Behind her head was a hook on the wall; she held onto it and thrust her crotch into my face. I gave her a couple of licks through the cotton then pulled the knickers to one side. I ran my tongue across from bottom to top. Her legs shuddered as she drove her centre into my face, and then I began to work my tongue into her, deeper and deeper, licking her clit, teasing her with my teeth. I placed one hand under her, one finger rubbing her butthole, pulling her tighter to my mouth. Her breath was gasping, she was moaning softly. I looked up to her face; her cheeks were red, her lips were parted, her eyes closed. She was approaching orgasm. In response, I slowed my movements on her clit, taking my time, not wanting to rush this.

She ground her pussy harder to my face, whispering “Fuck, fuck, fuck” over and over.

I made my tongue as stiff as possible, tongue-fucking her sweet, hot cunt, and I felt her shudder as she came, wave after wave, her knees buckling beneath her. She dropped to her knees and kissed me deeply, our tongues entwined and fighting each other.

Then she sat back on the leather stool in the corner of the changing room.

“Take your clothes off,” she ordered. “You still haven’t fucked me.”

I was naked in seconds. I am not endowed with a monstrous cock, I’m only seven inches or so, but I get extremely hard. She beckoned me to stand in front of her, leaned forward and took me into her mouth.

When she did that it took all my concentration not to come immediately. Only the thought of fucking her allowed me to maintain control and hold my pleasure back.

The twinkle in her eyes told me she was fully aware and enjoying my struggle and she wasn’t going to make it easy for me. She worked her mouth up and down my shaft, her left fingers pulling gently at my balls. It was almost painful; and almost a relief when she stopped and moved her head away from me.

Slowly she removed the bra, letting her full breasts fall out of the material. I made to pull her knickers off but she shook her head.

I couldn’t resist dropping to my knees now. From my position at her feet, I kissed my way up her legs, her thighs, across her stomach, upwards. Her breasts were large and firm. I moved my hands over them, caressing her nipples which stiffened under my touch. I moved my lips over them, then licked them gently with my tongue, softly kneading the firmness of her wonderful breasts. I kissed back up her neck to her mouth, our tongues wrestling gently. She placed one hand on my dick, pulled the knickers to one side, and guided me in.

Heaven. Her pussy was tight and milked my prick as I began to move in and out of her. I was trying desperately to keep things slow, wanting this moment to last forever. She raised one leg, placing it on my shoulder, and wrapped the other one round my waist, pulling me into her harder with each stroke. I looked into her eyes as I thrust into her hot centre, feeling her silkiness wrapping my cock and sucking me in.

She buried her head in my neck, biting my ear as she came again, begging me, “Fuck me harder.”

I sped up my thrusts, almost pulling my cock free of her cunt as I felt my balls tightening. She came once more. I pulled out and rubbed my cock against her clitoris, finally shooting my hot spunk over the knickers, across her stomach, and splashing over her breasts.

We stayed still. I held her for a long time. Until she shook me off and gave me a curt nod of her head which I immediately understood. That part of our play was over.

I bowed my head and carefully pulled the knickers down her legs.

“Would you like me to buy these for you?” I asked.

“No,” she replied. “Lick them clean and leave them here.”

I obeyed. She giggled – a girlish sound unusual on her lips – as my tongue reached into every fold of the silky material.

“I think I should marry you.” She patted me on the head. “Bind you to me in an official, legal way that everyone would recognize.”

I could barely breathe, I was so incredibly excited and scared. In the middle of this unknown store in this unknown city she was giving me my chance. I had dreamed of it so many times but I didn’t know the words to say and even if I had known how to respond to her proposal I wasn’t capable of speaking.

I remained silent on my knees as she clothed herself once more.

“But then again, I think you would work better as a pretty little bridesmaid for me when I finally find a real man to marry.” She patted me again and then swung the door of the cubicle open.

I took a last look at the knickers left behind, soaked in the aroma of our pleasure, and followed her.

In many ways that was the beginning of the end and I now treasure it as such, but she carried on seeing me for a few months afterwards. Our last time was in an art gallery. The only thing that separated us from the rain and sleet battering passers-by was panelled glass. Anyone who looked in would see us.

“They’ll think it’s a post-postmodern art statement, that we’re commenting on the cancer of consumerist capitalist culture through a display of primal passion,” she said with her Mona Lisa smile that was never more suited to any place than this gallery, where every other attempt to interpret love and death in this world faded into insignificance juxtaposed against her ethereal beauty.

“They’ll think that we’re dirty stop-outs who should get a room.”

“Dirty stop-outs? I haven’t heard that expression for ages.” She giggled.

And as she took my cock in her mouth I remembered how I’d heard her giggle in that changing room just before she suggested marrying me.

I think we fucked each other through the whole gallery. I think that we balanced on huge iron girders which looked like nothing but were apparently priceless. I think she rubbed her cunt with tiny precious sculptures until she came. I think I sprayed my own come over an oil painting that was the culmination of one artist’s long and prestigious career.

But now that I really am married, with a family that I provide for with a normal job, and now that I spend mornings and afternoons sitting in traffic jams with the rain steadily falling, thinking about how I really need to fix my windscreen wipers as they screech across the glass, and wondering if we can afford to take a holiday somewhere hot this year, it is hard to believe that once I existed only to please one woman and would do whatever she asked me to do. Some of the things I did seem so . . . deviant. It’s almost impossible to connect them with the person I am today. But for whatever reason that one time in the changing room, pressing my tongue into her, sitting motionless as she patted my head, is still as real as breathing.


Every Way She Wants

Coral, St Louis

“Why am I doing this?” I asked nervously, and Rob grinned at me as he slid the blindfold down over my eyes.

“Because you have always wanted to do this, and because when I promised you nights that you would never forget, I meant it.”

I sat naked on the scratchy hotel-room couch, shifting my weight nervously. Behind the silk blindfold, I could hear him moving around, likely getting into the duffel bag that he had brought with us. Some part of me wished that we were doing this at home, but he had been firm. A hotel room was the best option for this kind of thing, and when I thought about it, it made perfect sense.

“Remember your safeword, baby?”

“Yeah, it’s ‘pancake’,” I responded, swallowing hard.

“That’s good, and if your mouth is full?”

I clenched my hands into fists and then spread my fingers out twice, and he made a humming sound of approval.

“That’s it, that’s all you need to remember, OK, babe? I’m going to take care of everything else.”

I was feeling a little overwhelmed, so I just nodded, and he leaned down to give me a long sweet kiss. It was good; it reminded me that I loved him and that I trusted him.

“All right, let’s get you prepped.”

He pulled me up from the chair, and I only stumbled once before he got me turned around and bent over, my hands on the chair’s arms and my weight braced as I leaned over.

“That’s a gorgeous girl,” he said approvingly, but there was a little bit of distance to it too, as if he were commenting on a prize horse or a good-looking car. I shivered, and my heart beat a little faster.

Rob didn’t give me any warning before he penetrated my pussy with two fingers, his fingers slick with cold lube. I groaned at the invasion, but I couldn’t stop myself from rocking back on his hand. He worked them briskly, and it struck me that he wasn’t trying to turn me on. He was just getting me ready, whether I liked it or not, and I fell deeper into my role. I was there to be fucked, and the thought made me squirm longingly.

“Hey, hold still!” He landed a stinging slap on my ass, the sound as loud as a firecracker, and in shock, I went still. I managed to stay still long enough for him to finish up with my pussy, and then there was some more rustling in the bag.

This time, it wasn’t his fingers, and it wasn’t my pussy he needed to open. I swallowed a groan when I felt the chilly tip of a glass plug push against my ass. It must have been absolutely drenched with lube, but it was wider than we usually played with, and I had to rock my hips on it over a space of long minutes before my body was willing to take it. It seemed like it took forever, and the flared plug only seemed to be getting wider and wider. I was beginning to wonder if I could take it all when Rob spoke again.

“You’re going to get that inside you, or you’re going to be sorry,” he growled. “If you can’t make it work, I’m just going to let them fuck you open, you understand?”

Things weren’t even started yet, and his words alone made me whimper.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” I whispered, and I forced my hips back, feeling the burning stretch before the widest part of the plug made it past the tight ring of muscle. I swore I could hear a pop when it was well seated, the flared base locking the plug in place. When it was in, I felt full and a little sore, and behind me, I could hear Rob chuckle.

“Just in time,” he said, pushing me to lie down on the hotel bed. “Just relax. You don’t need to think anymore.”

I might have said something, but there was a knock at the door. My breath caught because even though this was my fantasy, it was something entirely different to be spread out on a hotel bed, blindfolded, lubed up, and spread on a large glass plug.

“Hey,” I heard Rob say when he opened the door. “Glad you could make it.”

There was another man’s voice, too soft for me to make out, and in spite of myself, I whimpered, suddenly frightened. Along with the fear came another rush of heat between my legs, and that was before Rob spoke up again.

“Condoms by the bed, you can have any hole you like.”

The other man laughed in surprise, and I wondered who it was. Rob and I had plenty of friends who would be up for this, but we had both decided that it would be more interesting if I had no idea who he had invited. It would keep the parties interesting for years to come, that was for sure.

The bed dipped underneath the man’s weight, and I felt a large hand stroke my hip carefully, almost tentatively. I thought about what I must look like, completely naked and blind, and I moaned out loud.

My noise seemed to encourage him, as he pulled me onto my back, spreading my knees with a hurried shove. Now I knew he was looking at my neatly shaved cunt, and I could imagine the shine of the lube on it. I felt fingers pinch the lips tight, almost painfully, before pulling them apart, and now we could both smell my arousal.

“Fuck,” the man whispered, still too soft for me to figure out who it was, and the bed shifted again as he reached past my head.

“Gorgeous fucking whore,” the man muttered, and Rob laughed.

“She is that,” he agreed. “You know what you want?”

“Her cunt,” the man replied, and the fact that they were talking right over my head about what was going to be done to me set me on fire. I moaned and pushed my hips up higher, and that was all it took before I felt hard hands seize my hips and drag me halfway down the bed. I yelped when he threw my legs over his shoulders, nearly bending me in half, and he entered me with a hard thrust.

“Oh, God,” I whispered, because he was broad, and I realized that I was getting fucked with a cock that I had never seen before. I couldn’t stop myself, I shoved myself hard against him, and I was almost bent double for my pains.

He was heavy, and every single thrust pushed me hard into the mattress. My legs ached, and I couldn’t reach my clit the way that he was hammering into me, but it didn’t matter at all. I was just a little fuck toy for him, and the thought made me wail.

He came quickly, but that was fine too, and he pulled out of me fast, leaving me moaning with the loss.

Distantly, I heard him exchange words with Rob, and then the hotel door opened and closed again.

“Did you like that?” Rob asked, and in a daze I nodded. He chuckled, and then he grabbed me by the arm again.

“I said,” he growled menacingly, “did you fucking like that?”

I stammered a little, and he rewarded me with a light slap to the face. It didn’t sting for more than a moment, but it was humiliating, and I whimpered.

“I did, I did, I’m sorry,” I said, my voice high and breathy.

He shoved me back on the bed again, holding me down with one hand while the other investigated my cunt.

“You’re going to be so fucking loose by the time this is over,” he said, and he might have said more if there wasn’t another knock at the door.

Rob answered it, and there was a quick whispered conference that I couldn’t make out. I half sat up on the bed, recovering from the first bout, but then someone grabbed my hair, dragging me halfway across the bed.

“Oh, please,” I cried, loving how frightened I sounded, and someone laughed quietly.

This one didn’t speak. Instead, he only pressed my face into the mattress and hauled my hips up high. I knew he was looking at the base of the glass plug in my ass, and I couldn’t help but wiggle a little. Somehow, despite the humiliation of it, I was proud that I could take so much; that I was on sale like this.

I felt the fingers on the plug’s base a half-second before he started to pull, and then it was coming out, leaving me feeling empty. I didn’t have to wait for long, however, because the man knelt behind me. I could feel the brush of denim jeans against my bare flesh, and for a few moments, the man drummed his cock against my rear.

He didn’t play for very long, and soon he was pressing the tip of his cock to my loosened hole. The plug had stretched me, but it was still a tight fit. I expected him to give me a moment when he was all the way in, but it was like a switch had been flipped inside his head. He grasped me by my shoulders and started fucking me hard, his balls slapping against me and his cock going deeper inside me than I thought I had ever had before.

The feeling was mostly pleasure, some pain, and I was wailing with it, burying my face into the bedsheets and just trying to hold myself together. I was being split open, and I sobbed, my face flooding with tears, and I knew that even if I could stop it, I wouldn’t. I couldn’t stand to end this, not when it was so intense, and by the time the man fucking my ass came, I was limp on the bed.

He pulled out, and then I could tell that Rob was behind me. I thought he might comfort me or stroke me, but instead, there was the glass plug again, lubed up and pressing inside just as it had been before. I barely stirred until it came to the widest part, and then I moaned softly until it was seated inside me again.

“How you doing?” Rob asked. “Think you’re going to want some pancakes soon?”

I mutely shook my head, and I heard him chuckle.

“That’s my good girl,” he said, and there was another knock at the door, which made me burst into fresh sobs.

“Jesus,” the next man said in shock when he stepped in, and that was enough for me to recognize Philip, one of my best friends. The shock of recognition only pushed me higher. Philip had known me since university, and I was always the one taking the lead no matter what we did. Now he saw me exactly as I had always seen myself, and the shame of it was delicious.

“She’s fine,” Rob assured him, and I imagined Philip looking nervous at that. There were very strict instructions though, so he didn’t say anything. Instead, he came to sit down on the bed, and when I didn’t move, he took my hand and pulled me towards him. I moved like a drugged thing, and I let him position me as he pleased. I ended up straddling his hips, and through the fabric of his pants, I knew that I was getting him hard, best friend or not.

“You’re beautiful,” he said, and I wondered if he could go through with this at all.

“I want to see you squirm on my cock,” were the next words out of his mouth, and I should have known he wouldn’t disappoint me.

He guided my hands to his bare cock, and I sucked my breath in. He was bigger than either of the men who had come before him, longer and wider, and as I started stroking him, I bit my lip thinking about what that would feel like inside me.

Impulsively, I leaned down to lap at the tip, where there was already some pre-cum, and he groaned, pushing me away.

“Not yet,” he panted, and I could hear him fumble at the table. When he had sheathed himself, he took me by the hips and moved me again, this time positioning me directly over his cock. I bit my lip hard as he pressed the tip inside me, and he laughed raggedly.

“Come on, bitch,” he said, “I want to see you take it inside you.”

That brought a fresh surge of heat over my body, and I started to work myself down his shaft. I was suddenly struck by how I must have looked, grinding my way down Philip’s fat cock, and I groaned out loud.

Slowly, slowly I was able to press him deeper inside me, and then, biting my lip, I forced myself down those last two inches. I wanted the pain, was wild for it, and Philip’s groan told me how much he liked it. He was so big that it was hard for me to move. Instead, I simply rocked on his hips, relishing the fullness inside me.

He pulled me down to lie nearly flat on top of him, and then he could reach the base of the plug in my ass. He pressed his fingers against it, hard, rocking it inside me. I wailed at that, shutting my eyes tight behind the blindfold.

I could feel the tension inside me wind up tighter than a watch spring. I had been so hot throughout this, but there hadn’t been this urgency before. I was so, so close; I could feel it thrum through my body, making me clench harder around Philip’s cock. I reached down blindly with my hands and raked his chest with my nails. I was so desperate for it that I had to do something.

I didn’t have any sign that Rob was behind me until he grabbed my hair and yanked my head back, making me whine in protest.

“Come on, whore,” he hissed in my ear. “You’re so fucking wet for this, come on . . .”

That was all it took. The hard pull on my hair and those words in my ear were all it took to push me over the edge. I yelled when I came, so loudly that someone, I wasn’t sure who, put a hand over my mouth.

My orgasm rocked my body hard, and it seemed to go on forever. I felt as limp as a piece of seaweed after, but that didn’t change the fact that I was still getting fucked. I whimpered as Philip kept pushing up into me, and just when it was getting painful, his breath caught and he pushed hard into me, shuddering as he came.

I was in a daze as he pulled out of me, leaving me to lie completely exhausted as he got up. He passed a few words with Rob, and I was briefly aware of the door opening and shutting.

The bed dipped as Rob sat down next to me, brushing my hair out of my face. He gave me a few moments, and then he reached over me to remove the plug. It came out with a loud wet sound, but I barely stirred. He rolled me over on my back, and the next thing I was aware of was being wiped down with a warm wet towel. He cleaned me from top to bottom, paying the most attention to my pussy and my ass, and I purred when he finally came to lie down by my side.

“Thank you,” I said, nestling my head underneath his chin.

“Was that what you wanted, honey?”

“Yes,” I replied, closing my eyes. “That was exactly what I wanted.”

The next morning, after plenty of sleep and a leisurely bath, he took me out for pancakes, which made me blush and giggle. We talked for hours about the experience, what I liked, what he liked, how we could improve it in the future. It definitely wasn’t the last time I was blindfolded and put at the mercy of people I couldn’t see, and in the months to come, we would bring in more people, not all of them male, and not all of them content just to fuck me, either. Some wanted to watch, some wanted to direct things, and some wanted to spank me until I was raw, but no matter what we did, it was always exactly what I wanted.


Addicted

Jane, Newcastle

I attend sex addiction meetings just for the hope of wild sex with men who want it just as much as I do. There you go; I admit it.

I’m Jane, I’m thirty-three and I’ve been divorced for three years. My marriage fell apart when my husband Alex caught me astride the tumble-dryer, legs wrapped tightly around the neck of an accommodating young gentleman who had just fitted the appliance. Later on I joked to my friends from the bottom of my wine glass, once the tears had been wiped away and my bed on the sofa had been prepared, that the guy had given me a great servicing. They laughed, but I knew what they were thinking. Was it really worth throwing away five years of marriage just for an afternoon of fun? Why on earth did I do it?

The answer, simply, was that I couldn’t help myself.

I’ve always had what could politely be described as a healthy sexual appetite. Even as a teenager my parents were concerned that I had an obsession with cleanliness because I showered up to three times a day. They had no idea I’d merely discovered the delights of the simple shower head, that if I pressed the head just inches from my nipples the delicious warm spray made the buds tingle and harden, that if I lowered it down between my glistening thighs I could orgasm within seconds . . .

I met my husband at a young age and we were always destined to be married. On my wedding day I stared at my reflection in the full-length mirror while I waited for the car to take me to the church. I looked truly beautiful in my white dress, an angelic bride, but I noticed emptiness in my eyes. I was shortly to promise in front of God that I would be faithful to one man for the rest of my life. The mere thought of never, ever having another man deep inside me brought a shiver to my spine. I went ahead with the ceremony because I felt there was nothing else I could do. I knew the only way I could remain married, however, was to forget about the vows as if they didn’t exist. Sitting at the top table at dinner, my husband to my left and the best man to my right, my long flowing dress was pulled high up over my white flowery silk stockings and I was roughly fingered to orgasm. The guests continued to happily devour their chocolate pudding dessert, completely oblivious to the burning between my legs. Even my husband to my left had no idea what his best friend was up to and, just at the moment of climax, he lovingly kissed me on my flushed cheek and said that he had never seen me look so happy.

I was never faithful to my husband in our five years of marriage. It was never an option. The only surprise was that I got away with it for so long. After he had thrown me out of the family home we got together for chats to try and piece things together. Alex wanted to get back together, he said, but things had to change. For example, I had to stop fucking the delivery men. I broke down and confessed all. I confessed that I just couldn’t help myself, that I was burdened by urges that were out of my control. My husband removed his glasses from the bridge of his nose and looked at me in a way that was close to pity and sadness.

“You have a problem,” he said. “You’re a sex addict, Jane. If you promise me that you’ll do something to sort out your illness, attend some group sessions and really work at it, then maybe we do have a future together.”

I nodded my head and promised that I would do my very best. It sounded good to me, I thought. A room full of men who were just as horny as I was. I would be like a kid in a sweet shop. My marriage didn’t stand a chance.

When I first walked into that small stuffy room on the fifth floor of a college, though, I wasn’t overwhelmed by candy, just a strong sense of depression. We sat around in a circle on red plastic chairs drinking barely warm cups of coffee from the machine in the corner. The carpet was tattered and stained but everybody stared intently at the floor as though it provided all the answers. Nobody dared look anyone else in the eye. I clasped my hands together and longed for the nightmare to be over.

The chairman opened the session. He was a guy in his forties with a grey beard and tufts of hair sticking out at both sides. He looked as though he would be more at home in a library than in a seedy hotel room. He asked for contributors and the first few people who spoke didn’t really take my interest at all. They mumbled on about how they had been fighting their urges and how hard it all was. It was a bit dull, to be honest, and I felt myself drifting off.

“Hi, my name is Steven and I am a dirty, filthy sex addict and I’ve not even been close to beating my uncontrollable urges over the last week.”

Suddenly I was awake and listening. This guy didn’t seem to have any problems looking people in the eye or speaking openly and honestly. He wore his addiction like a badge, seemingly savouring the attention. Steven was clad in leather and had metal rings dangling from both ears. His long dark hair was pulled back in a ponytail. His cheeks were pale and perfectly sculpted. He looked like a sexy rock star. Steven used his hands elaborately and artistically to express himself. I couldn’t help but wonder what else he could do with those long fingers of his.

“OK, so I was sat at home on Tuesday night watching the usual soaps on TV, and I was bored out of my mind, you know? So, just spur of the moment, like, I put on my jacket and went out. Didn’t have a clue where I was going, but I ended up drinking a beer in an area I’d never been before. It felt exciting to go somewhere completely new, you know?”

Of course, I can’t remember his exact words, and I’ve probably changed the odd sentence here and there. He spoke so freely and fluently. I looked around and some of the ladies crossed and uncrossed their legs, adjusted their seating. Steven told us on the other side of the bar were a couple in their forties, elegant and smart in their best slacks and business attire. The man kissed the lady on her powdered cheek. It was clear from the sparkling diamond on her finger that they were married.

“The woman kissed him back, pouting her lips theatrically. As she kissed him she looked over his shoulder and stared straight into my eyes, holding the look for seconds. I knew that she wanted me inside her and the mere thought made my cock press against the hard surface of the bar. Minutes later she kissed him again and said that she was going to the toilet. I followed her up the narrow staircase and she held the door for me without even looking back. The posh wife just knew that I would follow her. She pulled me inside the shabby cubicle and rode my dick until I exploded inside her. Minutes later she was back in the bar with her husband, all prim and proper, as if butter wouldn’t melt in her pretty mouth.”

We all stared at him open-mouthed. There was silence in the room. His bluntness was something to behold. I wanted him. The others stayed after the meeting to sip tea and chat, addicts sharing stories and support. Steven left straightaway and I followed him, walking ten to fifteen feet or so behind him, my eyes gazing at the beautiful swaying buttocks in his tight black leathers. He turned left, off the main street. I knew it was down a narrow alley. I turned left, too.

Steven was all over me instantly, his mouth pressed against my lips, his hands pushing me back against the cobbled wall. I squeezed his tight little arse in my hands and raised my knee high so that he was left in no doubt at all that I wanted him inside me. There wasn’t a hint of grace or elegance in his touches. It was raw and animalistic. He didn’t pull my panties off; instead he just pulled my damp thong to one side. I didn’t take off his trousers. I unzipped his fly and tugged his thick hard cock out and pulled it deep inside my open hole. The busy main street, with all the passing pedestrians, was just feet away. Anybody could have seen. I hope they did. He pressed his hand over my mouth to restrain my desperate moans. We were two sex addicts doing what we did best. Steven fucked me hard against that wall until, as he would so bluntly say himself, he exploded inside me.

I couldn’t wait for the next meeting. It wasn’t because of Steven. He was old news as far as I was concerned; just a wonderful memory I could savour when masturbating in the shower. I wanted to see who else attended the sessions. My husband was happy that I was attending regularly. I was showing real commitment to our marriage, he said. If only he knew, I thought. I was just an addict looking for her next good fucking.

But session after session passed with no activity. Everybody seemed to be fighting their urges. The chairman congratulated them on doing so well, for being so strong. I cursed them for being so dull, for being so weak. What was the point of being a sex addict if you weren’t going to have sex? It got to the point where I thought I was wasting my time. I considered quitting.

“My name is Shane and I just can’t stop myself from fucking random strangers. I enjoy it so much I don’t even know if I want to give up, if I’m honest.”

This was the guy; I knew it straightaway. Shane looked like a builder, or even a street fighter. He wore a tight T-shirt that showed off his bulky muscular body, with arms that ballooned and expanded at the biceps. He had blue ink on both his forearms and a black shadow on his cheeks. The guy looked rough and tough, like he ate pussy for breakfast. I felt my panties getting wet just thinking what a guy like that could do to me.

“I was at this posh house last week, doing some work for a friend I knew from the pub, and his daughter, who must have been about seventeen or so, was on the sofa with her boyfriend,” he said. His accent was thick. He was from the south. Again, I can’t recall every single word he said, but I’ll do my best. “She was a classic redhead, with hair down to her arse and this gorgeous pale skin. The boyfriend was about the same age, a posh kid with virgin stamped on his forehead. He was trying to get in her pants but she was having none of it. I had my shirt off and I could see her looking at me, staring at my tattoos and the muscle. She basically threw the young lad out of the house and as soon as she shut the door she was back in the room and I’ll never forget the words she used for as long as I live. She said, ‘So, are you going to fuck my tight little pussy or do I need to pleasure myself?’ You’ve guessed it, I was on her in a second, fucking her against the fireplace. It was amazing. And this was my mate’s daughter, you know?”

Oh, fuck, I thought, my own juices are trickling down my thigh. I wanted this guy to fuck me, just like he fucked that lucky girl. And I wanted him tonight.

Shane was more social than Steven. He stayed and chatted with the other addicts. I kept looking at him and catching his eye. I could see him glancing down at my big tits, at my child-bearing hips, his eyes big, hungry and lecherous. I knew I was going to have to make the move this time. I left the room and just knew that he was behind me.

I walked up the stairs, to the sixth floor, right then left, walking down long empty corridors, my heels clicking against the freshly polished floor. I opened the door to a classroom and sat against the edge of the teacher’s desk, waiting. The door was pushed open and in walked Shane. He was like a caveman. I could already see the massive bulge pressing against the constraints of his trousers. With one long sweep of his arm all the papers and pencils and pens on the desk were pushed to the floor. The brute ripped at my clothes, tearing my bra right down the middle. His lips urgently sucked a nipple into his mouth until it was raw with want. I grazed my fingernails down his back and tugged at the belt on his jeans. I could tell by the way he was digging into me that he was a big boy, and I wanted to feel for myself. I only spoke one sentence to him, and even that was stolen.

“So, are you going to fuck my tight little pussy or do I need to pleasure myself?” I asked.

He looked at me with a grin on his face. I knew I wouldn’t need to pleasure myself. Shane pulled his trousers down and his cock stood to attention like a stick. I think I gasped at the size of him. I pushed my buttocks down to the edge of the desk so that he could push inside me. I felt like a naughty girl being fucked by his teacher. Shane twisted me around and fucked me over the edge of the desk. His rough hands spanked my pale naked arse as it quivered with his thrusts. I yelped, “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh yes,” as he pushed in and out of me. A wet finger probed inside my arsehole and it felt so deliciously dirty I came instantly. I begged him to fuck me in the same hole and I gripped the edges of the table as he entered me, for he felt so big. I am sure that the other sex-hungry addicts could hear us from the floor below, and I knew their cocks would be straining. I came again and again and then swallowed every ounce of juice that Shane had to offer.

At my next chat with my husband I confessed all. I told him that I was still attending the meetings and that I was enjoying them but, more significantly, I had fucked two of the other members. He held up his hands in defeat and said that it was never going to work out.

So, have I finally beaten my sex addiction? Well, I am still dutifully attending my addiction meetings every week, like a good girl.

And you can read into that what you like . . .


Good Vibrations

Sarah, Salisbury

If you’re anything like me, you avoid these ambulance chasers like the plague. You know the ones, the guys standing on street corners asking if you’ve had an accident in the last six months and would like to claim compensation, their pitch aimed at the endlessly workshy and at white-collar psychopaths.

But all that changed the day I saw Jason in that role. He was loitering close to Salisbury’s town hall and looked really awkward. He’d looked equally awkward the last time we’d met when I’d pushed him away . . .

We’d met at a student party to celebrate our graduation and had one date together. I’d been getting hot under the pantyliner from the moment our eyes met as he was literally the most handsome man that I’d ever seen. Think Gerard Butler only with an English accent and international appeal.

He’d walked me home at the end of the date and we’d kissed on my doorstep. Every fibre of my being had longed to take it further but I hadn’t wanted to seem easy, so I’d gently pushed him away. I’d expected him to attempt a second kiss, or ask for a second date, but instead he’d looked hurt and rejected and hurried off. I hadn’t had any contact details and had never seen him in the intervening five years. But now I had a second chance . . .

I walked over, hips swaying in what I hoped wasn’t a hurt-myself-at-the-gym kind of a way, and gave him my best smile.

“Hi, Jason.”

“Sarah!”

That was a good sign: at least he remembered me.

“So you’re the guy I come to when I fall off my high heels?”

He grinned back. “Only if you trip over a loose paving stone.” Then his smile faltered. “Can’t believe my business degree only led to this.”

“Hey, mine only got me a job in the bank. Blame the recession.”

I wondered if he’d thought about male modelling or making porn.

“Oh, I had a better job but I lost it after my marriage failed because I was so depressed.”

“You married after college?”

“Uh-huh, but it only lasted three years.”

Let me console you against my ample bosom, I was about to say when one of the aforementioned white-collar psychopaths approached.

“Mate,” he said, “the hot water in the Gents scalded me hands.”

Jason got out his notepad and I reluctantly exited stage left and went to work.

As luck would have it, I saw him the following Tuesday, lurking in the city square. It was market day so everyone was rushing past him with bulging carrier bags.

“I’m popping into Debenhams for a coffee,” I said casually. “Fancy one?”

He did and we had a lively half hour. We had a similar sexless session the next time that we met and all I got out of it was way too much caffeine. I hinted broadly that I’d love to go clubbing or meet up for an evening drink but he didn’t take the bait.

Then, one day we were chatting outside the museum when Lucy, who I’d known at college, walked over.

“Meet my former better half,” Jason said.

Lucky bitch, I thought but merely asked, “You two were married?”

“And still friends!” Lucy kissed him on the cheek then turned to me. “Sarah, let’s have a girly night out.”

We sank a few black ’n’ tans the next evening and she told me that, despite his looks, Jason wasn’t the most confident of men.

“It’s not true that good-looking guys get lots of sex. In fact, women assume that they’ll be one of a long line of casual lovers so tend to give them the brush-off.”

“So, when I played hard to get he thought I didn’t like him,” I said slowly. “And he doesn’t want to get rejected again.”

“He’s throwing himself into other things now,” Lucy added. “Everything from the gym to this injury lawyers lark; all that he can get in the current market. He mainly works on commission so really puts in the hours.”

On the way home, I saw several road workers doing a late shift, drilling into the floodlit concrete. And suddenly I knew how I could seduce Jason and give him the best sexual experience of his life.

The next day I wandered around his usual sites and found him outside the library. I’d dressed with care, didn’t look at all bookish.

“I want to pursue a claim for compensation,” I said.

He got out his notebook with a flourish. “Then I’m your man.”

I smiled shyly and tried to look as innocent as a baby rabbit. “The problem has been a lack of men and I’ve been using a vibrator most nights. I think I’ve got Vibration White Finger, you know, the condition which mostly affects road drillers,” I said.

Jason’s eyes opened wide and I swear that his pupils dilated. For a moment he seemed lost for words and then he donned a professional air. “Tell me more, madam. Perhaps I should get my pencil out?”

“I think that’s essential, sir. Come home with me now and see the evidence for yourself.”

Back at my terraced house, I led him upstairs, sat on the bed next to him and reached into the adjacent cabinet, bringing out my favourite oscillating dildo. Like most women I mainly use my vibrator by resting it on my pubis, near my clit, but I knew that Jason would get more turned on if he saw me sliding it inside. I’d have to get really, really wet first, of course.

“Feel how powerful it is,” I murmured, switching it on and pressing it into his hand. “Can you imagine how strongly these vibrations have throbbed through my fingers and pussy lips?”

Jason cleared his throat. “For your claim to be validated you’ll have to demonstrate,” he said.

“Certainly, sir.”

I undid my skirt and slid it off, revealing light-grey holdups. They’re uncomfortable as hell but I’d put them on a couple of hours ago knowing that, if Jason wanted me half as much as I wanted him, I wouldn’t be wearing them for long. Black was a bit too obviously vamp-like, hence the grey.

I took off my panties – no, not grey, a newly bought white – and lay back on the duvet, spreading my legs wide apart. I looked up at Jason and he was staring intently at my lightly trimmed pubes.

“Where exactly do you hold the dildo?” he asked, obviously striving for professionalism.

“Here to start off with.” I ran the vibrating sex toy over my mound and began to feel really horny. “But you can feel how strongly it vibrates through my palm.”

I took his hand and placed it over the plastic shaft and he shifted so that he was lying on his side facing me, one of his legs over mine.

“I can certainly see that Vibration White Finger or even Vibration White Vagina could occur in these circumstances, madam,” he said. He started to move the dildo over my pussy and I began to make the odd little noises that I always make when I play with myself. It was great to have someone else doing it for me as it had been a while. Most of the other women I worked with at the bank were married so there weren’t many nights out, few opportunities to bag a bloke. I’d had a brief trial of match.com but no one had had Jason’s looks or personality.

“This machine is so strong that it may even be making your nipples vibrate,” he continued. “I have to make a full inventory of the situation so can you take off your blouse and bra?”

I couldn’t quite meet his gaze as I undid the buttons, removed the silky garment and unclasped the bra (new, white, with a lace trim) which held my 34Ds in place. Now I was naked except for my hold-ups yet Jason was still dressed in his business suit. It made me feel really vulnerable yet horny at the same time.

“Hold this close to your clit while I examine your breasts,” he ordered, taking my fingers and bending them around the dildo.

“I shall do my best to comply with your instructions, sir,” I replied breathlessly.

By now I could tell that I was lubricating nicely, a situation which intensified when Jason began to caress my best feature. I was slightly premenstrual so they were at their fullest and perkiest.

He stared down at me. “I should really nibble on them for a while to make sure that they aren’t too tender, madam.”

“I should think it’s vital for your report,” I said.

I felt his warm tongue on my left nipple, his lips gently encompassing the hardening bud. He repeated the gesture with my right while I kept one hand on the vibrating sex toy and the other on his head.

“I should really conduct an internal probe,” he said throatily when he finally lifted his head from my appreciative bosom.

“I’m glad that you’re prepared to be so thorough,” I replied. By now I was desperate to see him naked so added, “But it would be dreadful if the injury lawyers’ rep got overheated while conducting an investigation. You’ll have to take off all your clothes.”

“You’re right, of course.” He removed his jacket and tie and I began to unbutton his shirt. He had a wonderfully hirsute chest and I stroked it eagerly. I’ve always loved lots of body hair, appreciate the caveman look.

Soon he was down to his socks (midnight blue) and almost-matching boxer shorts. He stripped off his socks himself and I chivalrously helped with his underwear. Well, a several-thousand-pound claim might depend on his not being overheated – yeah, right – so I was ostensibly in business mode. I naturally wanted him to feel that he’d put in a good morning’s work as Lucy had said that he was giving his all to this job until something more suitable came along.

When he’d finished undressing he lay on top of me and I could feel his manhood pressing into my stomach. I smiled to myself: it was of no use to me there. I couldn’t wait to feel him inside me, especially love the moment of penetration where I feel myself being opened up.

I took hold of his cock. It wasn’t particularly long but was beautifully thick, just the way I like it. It wouldn’t bang uncomfortably against my cervix but would fill me right up.

“Sir, if you’re ready to check inside?”

“It’s my sworn duty.”

I parted my thighs and took hold of his shaft, positioning it at the entrance. I was wet, wet, wet so he slid in easily. I cried out at the sweetness of the sensation and he smiled knowingly down at me.

“I’ll check all the way up by thrusting like this.” He pushed in and out forcefully for a moment. “Then check the outer walls by circling my cock again and again.”

“I can feel the sensitivity previously caused by the vibrations,” I murmured. “If you keep going it’ll help me to give you a fuller report.”

“Shall I keep going until you reach orgasm, madam?”

“Oh, yes! I appreciate your dedication to your work, sir,” I gasped.

I lifted my lips to his and he kissed me with increasing fervour, gently exploring my mouth with his tongue. He kept thrusting, a beautiful rhythm that I could rely on. I cupped his hard oval buttocks and pulled him even further in. This wouldn’t take long as I was already halfway there from using the vibrator. But he felt – and looked – so much nicer than any sex toy ever could.

In, out, in, out. I ran my fingers down the crack in his arse and heard his breathing quicken. In, out, in, out. I kissed his neck and was gratified when he nuzzled into mine. He thrust on and on and on and I felt the almost signal. Seconds later I climaxed strongly, half aware of my guttural cries echoing around the room. We have small rooms in Salisbury – often on several levels as there’s little space to build outwards in such a small city – and my groans seemed to echo eerily around.

Obviously undaunted by the sound show, Jason kept thrusting. By now I felt almost too sensitive to be touched down there.

“Too much,” I whispered and he must have stopped thinking about the football results, or whatever he was concentrating on to delay his orgasm, let himself appreciate the full arousal of the moment, and promptly came. He was quieter than me (most men are) but managed an appreciative grunt as he strained forward, his face hidden in the pillow as I stroked his hair.

We lay there for a few minutes, utterly content, then I felt his shaft shrinking inside me, felt the deluge trickling out. I hate that bit. It means changing the undersheet (black Egyptian cotton) and having to make toast and tea.

We chatted, sometimes half-dozing, for a while then I looked more searchingly into his dark eyes and felt my excitement start to build again. He was the most perfect specimen of manhood that I had ever had in my bed. It was a cold winter’s day so I was pale and hopefully interesting but he had the kind of olive skin that always looks tanned.

“So, am I entitled to injury compensation?” I asked softly, running my right palm down his endearingly flat stomach.

I felt his penis twitch and begin to lengthen.

“I’m just wondering if the vibrations could have worked their way back to the anus,” he answered. “If so, it would double the likelihood of a successful claim.”

I felt a stirring of doubt. “Jase – no! I don’t do anal.”

“Me neither, madam. I’m simply suggesting that we switch on the sex toy in the vicinity of your bottom, see how it feels.”

“You really think that’s necessary?”

I’d had one boyfriend who wanted to try it up the chocolate freeway and, suffice to say, after he’d got it in an inch I’d had enough of biting the pillow. I’d pushed him off so violently that he almost landed on the floor. Now I was worried that the beautiful Jason was going to push his luck – and his admittedly compelling manhood – and try to penetrate me there.

“A professional investigator explores every avenue,” Jason said.

Alive with nervous anticipation, I rolled onto my tummy, felt the vibrating toy being played over my vulnerable buttocks. Within moments he was concentrating the oscillations on my anus, the waves of pleasure rushing through me all the way to my clit. I’d never used the vibrator on that area, or even while lying on my stomach, was amazed at just how good it felt.

“Again, I have to check all the way inside,” my new lover murmured. I tensed, fearing that he was about to push the sex toy where the sun doesn’t shine then relaxed when I felt his cock nudging at my vagina. Aha, so he was going to take me from behind.

I carefully got onto my hands and knees, knowing that doggy style always allows for the deepest penetration, then reached back and guided him into my wetness. He must have switched off the vibrator as I could no longer hear its telltale buzz. Not that I needed it anymore: being shafted by Jason provided more than enough stimulation, especially as he was able to reach forward and play with my breasts.

The second orgasm – for a woman – is always more intense than the first, so I made enough noise to bring down the rafters.

“God, I love that sound,” Jason whispered and climaxed, grinding his stomach against my upturned arse.

It was well after lunchtime when we took a lingering shower together.

That was three months ago and he’s still investigating my condition as he apparently has to check out my vagina in different kinds of weather and at various times of the day. He also has to make sure that my fingers are working when I’m doing everything from watching television to peeling potatoes at the kitchen sink. He’s had me over the aforementioned sink, on the table and under a large tree in the forest. He even sneaked me into his work after hours and we did it in the lift.

He had an interview as a team leader with a software firm the other day and it looks likely that he’ll be successful so I doubt if I’ll ever get to put in a formal claim with the injury lawyers though I’ll bet it would send a few of them rushing to the Gents to enjoy a swift hand shandy. God knows, it would be a lot more interesting than people claiming that they’d slipped, with cartoon-like drama, on a wet supermarket floor.

A guy like Jason tires of missionary pretty quickly so I’ll keep him enthralled by ordering new sex toys from the internet, pleasuring him with everything from a vibrating sheath for men to a non-doctor that I can tease around the entrance to his arse. We also have lots of role play to look forward to and I will enjoy being everything from an adult schoolgirl to a naughty nurse.


Schoolgirl Dreams

Cotton, Chicago

Rick and I had talked about it for weeks, and we finally decided that we wanted to give it a try on Friday night, when the kids were at my mom’s for the evening. That was why I was standing outside of our bedroom dressed in a short plaid skirt, a white button-down and nothing else.

We’ve definitely role-played before. This wasn’t even the first time I had worn the plaid skirt, but it was nothing like this. This was a lot rougher and a lot darker than anything we had ever done before, and Rick asked lots of questions before he would even venture a “maybe”.

“I’m not going to call you Daddy,” I said, shaking my head. “Not . . . this time, anyway.”

“OK, then who am I?” he asked practically. “Am I a babysitter? Am I your big brother?”

The moment he said “big brother” the term leaped out at me. I was an only child, and the idea was intriguing to me. We roughed out what we wanted to happen, left some room for surprises. Now it was Friday night, and it looked like I was all alone in the house.

I stepped into our bedroom, closing the door behind me. Some of my old stuffed animals were tossed on the bed, and they helped set the scene a little.

Sighing, I pulled my hair out of my ponytail and let it swing free before unbuttoning my skirt. No lacy numbers tonight, just plain white cotton.

I stretched dramatically before flopping down on the bed. I remembered doing just this when I was a teenager, feeling that delicious lazy, almost sleepy feeling drifting over me. Without thinking about anything in particular, I rolled on my back and slid my skirt up my thighs. I pushed the cotton underwear out of the way and ran a finger up my slit gently. I had shaved first thing that morning, and I was silky smooth. There was nothing between my fingers and how slick I was getting. To be perfectly honest, I’d been damp for a while, thinking about this.

I could have drifted off, fingering my fresh, clean pussy, but then the door opened, and Rick stepped in.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing, Cotton?” he asked, but the grin on his face told me that he knew exactly what he was looking at.

I shoved my skirt down over my sopping pussy, but there was nothing I could do about the wet on my hand.

“Rick!” I wailed, my voice far higher than it usually was. “Get out! Get out right now!”

Instead of doing what I told him, he crawled on the bed with me and snatched up my wet hand before I could pull it away. He’s not heavy, but he’s built big, and his hand clamped around my narrow wrist tightly.

“Be quiet, Cotton, or I’m going to tell Mom and Dad what you were doing. You think they’ll like to hear that; that perfect Princess Cotton was diddling herself like a girl at a peep show?”

My face burned red with humiliation, and I could feel myself get wetter just from hearing him talk.

“Shut . . . shut up,” I said, and the words came out nervous and wavering.

“They don’t have to know, Cotton,” he said, pressing me back against the bed. “They don’t have to know anything as long as you let me have a little fun . . .”

“No, no, I don’t want you to do that,” I whined, and I squeezed his thigh twice with my free hand, our signal to let him know I was fine and wanted him to keep going. “No, stop, come on, Rick, quit.”

“Shut up, Cotton, I’m not really going to hurt you . . .”

His voice was playful, but there was nothing hesitant about the way that he pushed me on my back again and kneed my legs apart to lie down between them. When I squirmed like I wanted to get away, he gave me a sharp slap on the inner thigh, leaving a red handprint on my pale skin.

“Owwww, Rick . . .”

“Quiet, Cotton. I’m not going to tell you again.”

I sniffled loudly. The smack had hurt, but it sent electric tingles straight to my pussy, which he was now touching just as I had earlier.

“You’re so pretty, Cotton,” he muttered, tugging the white fabric to one side. The elastic bit into my legs, but it was less important than the way he was running one knuckle up and down my slit.

“You know you’re pretty, too, don’t you, sis?” His tone was menacing and I didn’t know whether to agree or not.

“Yeah, you do,” he continued. “You know exactly what it does to all the boys when you strut around in that little skirt.”

“It’s for school,” I protested weakly, and he gave me another slap on the thigh that made me yelp.

“You get all those boys hard, and you love it, don’t you?You love knowing that they’re whacking it and thinking about shoving their cocks into your sweet tight little pussy.”

The words turned me on so much that I could smell how wet I was, and when he shoved two fingers deep inside me, there was no resistance at all. I wailed anyway, completely entranced with the idea that he was my brother, and that he was fucking me with his fingers and snarling those dirty words into my ear.

“This is what they want to do with you, Cotton,” he growled. “They want to shove their dicks right up into your tight little cunt, and they want to hear you wail like a bitch in heat, you know that?”

“Yes!” I cried out, thrashing against the pillows. “Please, Rick, quit, quit, I’ll be good, OK?”

Instead of getting off of me, he grabbed my panties and ripped them right off my body. He was so rough that I knew I would have lines on my legs.

“Yeah, you’re going to be good, Cotton,” he said. “You’ll be good because I’m gonna make you think twice about walking around in such little skirts ever again. Roll over on your stomach.”

When I was slow to obey, he snorted and flipped me over. The force of it took my breath away, and then he was prying my legs apart. I could tell that I was soaking the bedspread, and the thought made me moan and buck my hips.

His hand was warm when it slid over the curve of my ass. I squealed when he pinched me, and I tried to buck him away, but I quieted to soft whimpers when he landed another good spank on my ass.

“Don’t make me take off my belt, Cotton,” he warned. “Don’t make me tan your hide just like Dad does.”

I bit my lip at that. Rick was so, so good at reading me, and when he chuckled, I knew that he could tell how much hotter that little detail had made me.

“This is all for me,” he muttered. He flipped up the tail of my shirt so that he could kiss my back, and his wet hot tongue made me sigh with pleasure. I was relaxing into it when he abruptly decided that he had had enough and stretched out on top of me.

In this position, I could feel the column of his cock against the small of my back through his jeans. I could tell how hard he was, and that made me whine.

“Feel how big that is, Cotton?” he whispered. “This big thing is going to go straight into that tight pussy of yours.”

“No, no . . .” I gasped. I could hear the fear in my own voice, and that turned me on and even brought a few tears to my eyes.

“I’ll be good, Rick,” I pleaded. “Please, get off of me. I’ll be good, I promise . . .”

“Yeah, you’ll be good, you’ll be good because you’re going to be too fucking sore to go screwing around . . .”

I felt him lift off and fumble with his fly, and then I felt his hot cock stroke against my ass. I knew exactly how good it would feel inside me, but I loved the idea of being the innocent, naive girl who was scared out of her wits by her older brother.

“No, no, Rick, it’s going to hurt! It’s going to hurt me!”

“Bite down on the sheet if you have to,” he told me heartlessly. “Because it’s going to go all the way in you, Cotton.”

That was all the warning he gave me before I could feel the big blunt tip of his cock splitting my pussy open. I was so wet that I was slippery, but that didn’t change the fact that I was tight. Usually he opened me with his fingers, but this time, we both agreed that that didn’t fit in with this particular scenario. Instead, he went slow, and I put my hand back on his knee, ready to squeeze tight three times if I was in trouble.

The burn was slight but present and I let myself sob into the sheets.

He’s hurting you, he’s fucking you, I told myself, and I did just as he told me to and bit down on the sheet. Something about the high and desperate noises I was making made him swear, and then his hands landed hard on my hips, holding me still as he pushed in all the way. I could feel his balls heavy against me, and I could hear him panting above me.

“Fuck,” he whispered, and I moaned, trying to squirm away. The pleasure was maddening, and as if he could read me like a book, he started to fuck me.

He could have slammed into me and made me scream, but instead, his strokes were long and deep, rolling against me like he had all the time in the world.

“I’m going to fuck you like this every night,” he said, almost conversationally. “You’re going to go to school with your panties dripping and my cum leaking out of you. You’re going to know exactly whose slut you are, and you’re going to be so fucking sore when you’re sitting in class . . .”

Every word he said just made me hotter and hotter, and desperately I slid my hand down between my stomach and the bed. This felt amazing, it was everything I had wanted him to do, but I could never come without touching my clit. In the position we were in, he felt fantastic, but my poor clit wasn’t getting any attention at all.

I just managed two tantalizingly light strokes, when he drew out of me rapidly, making me wail, and then he flipped me over again.

Before I could do much more than offer a squawk of protest, he grabbed my guilty hand and shook it at me.

“Bad, bad little girl, Cotton,” he sneered. “Did you think this was supposed to feel good?”

Well, yeah, I thought, but before I could even think about smarting off, he shoved my own fingers in my mouth. My juices were slick on my lips and I could taste how hot and salty I was. It made me moan in embarrassment and excitement, and he pulled them out again.

“You don’t get to come until I say so,” he said, “or I really will take off my belt.”

My eyes dropped down his clothed body to where his cock protruded from his jeans. I could see how wet it was from being in my body, and I felt my body flush with heat. He was so hard, and he wanted me, and for a moment there was no fantasy, just my husband, who would do practically anything for me.

I was quickly snapped back to the scene at hand when Rick gathered both my hands in one of his and pinned them above my head.

“I’m going to teach you to fuck like a real woman, Cotton,” he muttered. “I’m going to make you into the perfect little slut.”

He nudged my legs even wider, making me feel the stretch up my thighs.

“Put your legs around my waist. Pull me into you.”

I did as he said, relishing the feel of his muscular clothed body between my legs. He let go of my hands to steady my hips, and I was wound as tight as ivy around him.

“Yeah, that’s good,” he breathed. “That’s perfect. I can feel you tighten up around me like that, do that some more.”

With a stifled moan, I did as he said, milking his cock with my body. His body shook, and I knew how much he wanted to come.

For long, drawn-out moments, I was sunk into my fantasy. It was dirty and wrong, and I loved every second of it. I was torn between pretending that I didn’t want what was going on and being so turned on by it that I would have screamed if he’d tried to take it away from me.

With a final snarl, he thrust deep inside me, and I felt him let go. It was like he flooded me, and that made me whimper as well. It was too much, he was too much, and I was overwhelmed.

After a few moments, he touched my face, and I looked up at him, dazed. My body was still shaking with need, but I could barely speak. I was keyed up and running hot and I couldn’t speak if he ordered me to.

“Poor baby,” he said in something like his normal tone. “Poor sweetheart . . .”

He rolled us over to our sides, and he cuddled me against his chest. I hiccupped a little, like I had been crying, and he made a soft shushing sound.

“Just let your big brother take care of you, sweetness,” he crooned. “I know how to make little girls like you happy.”

He slid his finger between my legs, pressing firmly on my clit with a slow steady motion. My hips started to rock, and I pressed my face against his chest, taking the comfort he was offering. My first movements were unsteady, as if he were teaching me something brand new, and that thought made me move faster, pushing myself more insistently against him. I was pressing myself so hard against his fingers that it almost hurt; and that, combined with the lingering soreness of my pussy, made me sob with pleasure.

“Oh, please, please,” I whimpered, but I couldn’t even have told you what I was asking for.

“Come on, baby, just for me, huh? Come just for me . . .”

That was all it took to push me over the edge, and I came, digging my nails hard into his chest through the shirt. The pleasure rocketed through my body, leaving me whimpering for breath.

We haven’t played like that since that time. It left me feeling too emotionally raw to handle it on a normal date night, but sometime soon, Rick promises, he’s going to take me away for a weekend, and then my pretend big brother can catch me drinking on the school trip.
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